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STITTTITT22TT2TITTT2222B222.
A PLEADER TO THE NEEDER WHEN A READER.

g

AS all, my friend, through wily knaves, full often suffer wrongs,

Forget not, pray, when it you ’ve read, to whom this hook hetonges.

Than one CHARLES CLARK, of Totham Hall, none to’t a right hath hetter,
A wight, that same, more read than some ln the lore of old Llack-1etter.
And as C.C. in Esser dwelis—a shire at which all lIaugh—

Hia hbooks must, sure, less fit seemn drest, if they 're not bound in calf’
Care take, my friend, this book you ne’er with grease or dirt hesmear it ;
While none but awkward puppies will continue to *dog's-ear'’ it!

And o’er my books when book-worms *trub,” 1 'd hm e them understand,
No marks the margins must de-face from any buay ““hand!"

Marks, as re-marks, in books of CLARX'S, when e’er same critic spy leiwves,
It always him 80 wasp-ish makes, though they ’re hut on the fly-leaves!
Yes, If so they ’re used, he'd not de ~fer to deal o fte most mect—

He ’d have the soller nl‘ his guires do penance in n sheet!? *
The Ettrick Hogg—ne'er dcumed i bore— his eandid mind revealing,
Declares, to heg- “a copy’ now’s 1 mere pre-fert for stenling!

S0, a8 some knave to grant the loan of this my hook may wish me,

I thus my book-plate here display, lest some 8uch “fry?’ should dizsh me!
—But hold,—though I again declare witn-holding 1’1l not brouk,

And “a sgeqg of trouble?’” still shall take to bring book-worms ‘“to book /"

LSGE. <. .
STVIZTTTS22T2222223T2T
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ADVERTISEMENT.

I I following juvenile compofi-
tions of a mechanical mind, having
alrea:iy appeared as fugitive eflays
in the public I.edecr and other periodical
papers; at the inftance of Friendihip, and
perhaps perfuafion of Vanity, thoy are col-
leéied 1n 2ne publication.  VVith m;{t pro-
priety they are again iatruded upon lﬂown,

the judicious Public will determine. But

as it muft be univer{ally admitted, a poeti-
cal melody of mind is beft indulged 1

rural retreats and focial fequeftration, the

A vTHeR begs leave to fubmit in defence
a 2 of



1V ADVERTISEMENT,.

of the following, that not a few have been
fuggefled at the IExchange, and compofed

amidit the buftle of the Cuftom-Houfe; tho’
the generality of them have been the plea-

Iing occupation of his evening hours, or
the trifling engagement of fuch moments
as could be beft borrowed from the bufy
duties of the day. He further prefumes to
flatter himfelf however deficient they may
be in point of {fentiment, imagery, harmo-
ny, refinement, &c. he juitifies little ceniure
for endeavouring to cultivare a friendihip
with the fair family of Parnaflus, in prefer-
ence to the prevailing {pirit of party male-
volence, and political difquifition.

He has only to add, that the Ingenicus
muft not expect to find in the following

fheets, either the epigrams of Martial, the
fatires



ADVERTISEMENT. v

!

{atires of Juvenal, the fancy of Spencer, the
fire of Pope, or the {ublime paftoral pathos
of that gentle penfioner of Apollo, Mr.
in thort

they are * * *7* Mifcellanies, where if

Thompfon, for they are—
< One bright thought, quite folitary [bines,

« In the dry defart of a thoufand lines,”

he may brave the candid to condemn 77,

1 H k.



C O NT E N T S

page.
GI V1] Invitation, an irregular ode 1

Morning, a pajfloral - - - =

Eventng, the fam: - - - It
Happiaes, a vijzo - - - I5
The wifly - 0 - - 2
Relipicn - - - - - 26
A Parepbrafe of the twenticth chapler of
Lxcdus ~ - - - 30
Spring, a pafieral - - - 34
Summzry ¢ [aine - - - 39
Autnn, the [ene ~ - 44.

Winter



THE CoNTENTS. vii

Page
Iinter, the fame - - 4.9
Candid courtfbip o dizlogue - - ' BE -
atrimony - - -~ - 5%
The Qftrich, the Vi er, the Ow!l, and the
tox, a political allegory - - 61
Patriotifm - - - 69
Auvarice - - - 22
A thunder florm - - 5
The vifity or inquif:tive fbeplerds ~ =g
Tz bapypy Bard - - &2
Toz repulfe - - - &Y
Toe vefponding Bard - - gz
Yhe adieu - - ~ 05
The mad Bard - - 98

The hermit and ruin’id abiey

i
ol
O

e



Viu THE CoNTENTS.

Fage

Youto - - - 108
Tbe rival rofes and evergrzen, a fable for

the fatr - - ~ 117

Frederick and Fanny, a pafforal - 127
Fobn and Sulan, a burlefque - 133
Peggy and Patty, a paftoral diglogue = 137
An addrefs to a feull, a midiioh reflection 146



T HE

Mufe in Miniature, &c.

T H E
CiviL INVITATION,

AN
O D E.

<< Then the incxpreffive ftrain
“ Diffufes its enchantment 5 fancy dreams

‘¢ Of facred fountains and clyfian groves,
 And wvales of blifs.”’

" AKENsSIDE’s Pleafures of Imagination,

W E E T miftrefs Mufe, fay will you be fo
kind
(In footh my heart’s to courtfhip much inclin’d)
‘"o melodize my mind ;
Prithee, {weetheart, interceed,
Let me wake the vocal reed
W ith nature’s notes in beft accordance join’d.

A Enraptur’d
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Tug Cevirt INVITATION,

Enraptur’d ’ll fing
And enliven the firing,
And thy praifes fhall live in the iyre ;
Not a theme will I write,
Y ou refufe to indite,
Not a thought you’re afhamed to infpire.
My fands will fail in pleafant pafs
Adown the ftecp of time,
And I will charm thee, by the mafs,
With ev’ry rural rhap{ody in rhyme ;

With fugar’d phrafes {fwecten ev’ry fong,
And I will love thee much, and love thee long.

Sacred fifters fmile on me

( Mufical Mixonide )

But chiefly thee | will addrefs,
T hee, all propitious patronefs
Of pretty poefy.

T'he {weetly filent fylvan fcene,
"T'he hvery’d lawn fo gavly green,
T'he flowery bank is thine ;

Nay thine is infpirations beam,

Poetic fancy’s fairy dream,

>T'is thine to polith ev’ry theme,
And cv’ry thouzht refine.

Indul

Ll
]

5

e



AN (DD, 2

Indulge me wich treafures
OQf muﬁca] meafurcs,
Sweet paftorual pleafures
O1 mufical meafures,
I'll hail thee quecen of the nine,

Ia fimpleft {fort enamel naturc’s fong,
And I will love thee much and love thee lone.

YWhen philomela quits the pointed thorn,
And the thrill lark fidutes the dapple dawn,
T he verdant vailev, beechy grove

And hazel copfe with jov I'll rove,

Anid aid the merry minitrei{ly of morn.

PR

Sivoine, c.:n:'m;:‘, art thou found

i
‘.!‘”' EIIL‘ ‘.lrLIl. L Cl Ll.n IJOO“S,
Or where the grev grown aoxlks {urround

—_

e

'I"he mofly margin of the babbling brooks ?
I'm told that there thou fit’{t in mufeful mood,
Socializing folitude
Let me to dy thy fond embraces,
T'o forefts, fields, and fountains,
The checquer’d fhade,
And grafly glade,
And eke the meads and mountains,
Until thou deign’ft to fan&ify my fong,
And make me love thee much, and love thee long.
A 2 Yes,



4 1THe CiviL INVvITATION,

Yes, I hear the fages fay;
Lite’s a hittle laphng day,
Kindled with celeltial fire,
To blaze, and twinkle, and cxpire.
So, prithee, my love, do not tarry,
But take the poor bard to thy arms ;
Dear mufe, I'm determined to marry ;

My foul 1s flave to your charms,

- (Sad finner t )

My foul is a flave to your charms.

Fleecy flocks and rugzged rocks

Shall grace my goodly gingle,

Dying knells and tinkling bells
‘Tingle, tingle, tingle.
With my tabor and pipe fo fiveetly I’ll play,

Come, prithee, love, honour, obey,

But blefs me, carefs me;
No care fhall diftrefs me ;

So, prithee, love, honour, obey.
*(Albe) ne’er lifted with the learned throng,
Mayhap I’'Hl give fome famples of a fong
Shall prove I’ll love thee much, and love the long,

My friends no more ! Lyfander’s bier
Demands the tributary tear ;

® Altho® W
at



AN Opeg. g

What fruidefs floods of gricf fhall low amain?
Slow drags the mourntul, wounded, weeping
verfe,
In beavy meafures, haltiny with his herfe,
Sulemn fadnefs; folemn fadnei:, {olemn fadnefs,
fuits the {train,
Glee and gladnels yicld te pain
Solen.n {adne!s fivs the {train.
Huh, fufth) my Lucclla s finiling,
All anguith and {orrow beoutting .
While time’s on the wing,
I’il frolick and finc

Niv deareft Lecella is fmiling

My charming Liucella 1s fmiling.
Ah! crucl fuir-cne, muit my bpofom bleed
MUPE, mufl ¢ cocoaat with effliction’s billows 7
T'o woeful o cment attune my reed,
While peace expires apace on thorny pillows 2
*In Babylon I’ll pay my vows,
And hang my harp upon the boughs
Of weeping, weeping willows,

* Here the Author fpeaking of his caotivity, alludes to that
ef Iiracl in Babylon,

A 2 But



—— e e ———_, - -

6 Tz Civirn Isvivratiow.

But when Bellona’s thundering voice zlarms,
My rhyme thall rattle with the clank of arins ;
T'hus to thy every meod I’ll try to fuit my fono,
Thus I will love thee much, and love thee lono,

Lead me, ever and anon,
Up the fteep of Helicon,
Where mental blofiorns blow ;
For thee I'll every volumec turn,
For thee the midnight lump {hall burn,
With thee my theughes (hall olow ;
With none but thee I'l} puft v tludious hum'r:j?
In baliny aromatic bowers, %
And cull choice nofesnys of parnaffun flowess, 1
T"hen farewel fecenes of bufy ftrife.
Ye ftorms that vex the voyage of life,
Diftracting dreams farewell ;
In folitude’s bewilder’d feat, 7
I’ll tafte my philofophic treat,
Unul the hamlet hinds fhall mect, S
To toll my pafling bell ;
Ah ! what will then avail my mufi’s fong,
Or that I loved her much, and loved Lier long,

MORNING,



M O R NI N G.

Dvow morn her vofy fleps in th eaflern clime
Advancing, fow’d the earth wwith orient peard.

MrirTon’s Paradife Loft.

A W N the blefhing babe of lizht,
Cradled 1n the clouds of day,
Jealous of his father’s righe,

VWipes the ftain of nicht avway

Scatt’ring rofes thro’ the {ky,
Sprinkling odours o’er the plains,
Gently lifts Aurora’s eye,

smiling on the village fwains,

Thro’ the burnifh’d eaftern gates,
Sol triumphant rides from far,
Bounteous Health his breath awaits,

Sorrow’s captive at his car,

A 4 Lacing



8 IVIORNING,,

' 2 >

Drinking up the pearly dews,

Grateful o’er the thirfty mould,

Eve in fober {iletice brews,

Earth adorn’d with bloomine
Glad receives his warm falute ;
Flora’s finger paints her face,

Plenty fpins her bridal fuie,

Birds of night abafh’d,

Fearful fhun the {y]v

retire,

an croud,
Flocking round the hoary ipire,

Chatt’ring daws debate aloud,

Pofting o’er the farmers grounds,
Reynard bears his bleed Ing prey,
Ere the filver fcented hounds,

Op’ning full, his haunts betray,

Summon’d by the fultan cock,
Calling round his fav’rite WIves ;

see the fthepherd fecks his flock,

Labour o’er the land revives,

g grace,

Peceping



MORN ING.

Peeping from the humble {hed,
Chirping {parrows friendly call 5
Fowls, by houfhold favours fed,

(Glean the hofpitable hall.

Sopha’d on the filken grafs,
Cows with milky treafures {tor’d,

Rife to give the peafant’s lafs

Sweets that crown the homety hoard.

Cacklinzr o’cer the common wide,
Greeting geefe together bow ;
Swelliny {wans in plumy pridc,

Swift the fhining furface plow.

Waddling to the neighb’ring brook.
Nature, nurfe of knowledge rude,

Bids the fond maternal duck
Lightly launch her little brood.

Feath’ry architects prepare
Mofly manfions on the fpray :
Flutt’ring thro’ the yielding air,

Chearful wing their bufy way.

Dairy



10 }'WORNING.

Dairy duties royfe the dame ;

Maids, ar carly mattin bell,

Kindle quick the turzy Game,

*Crackling in the Crickets ce]].
Seated round the bubbling pot,
blythe the gipley crew,

Evry trowning fear forgot,

Friendfhip’s Pleafures feal apew.

Singing

Thoughtlefs waijr they cach cvent

Time’s commiflion’d to impart,

Dully happy tafte content,

Health of mind, and eafe of hearr,

]oum’fng conftant with the fun,

Swift from clime to clime theyv roam 3
Nightly, when the toil is done,
Ev’ry barn is happy home.,

% The oven,

EVENINc



it VENTING.
Now came il cvening or, cud (Wil ot

Flnld i3 Dher f,?c?;f' livery all 1nings clad.

;'I
-

I1X

iy

MirrTon’s Paradife Loit.

E i AN D in hand the dancinT heurs
Trip it ircund thro’ the day,

- Py - 1 * b - — ea w

Smiling fiom tielr breczy GOWEDS

Kifiinz zephyrs come away.

Swift the mirthfome moments run
Crown’d with feftive grace and glee,
> 111l the foul infpiring {iin

Bathes his bofom in the fea.

Now he hides his flaming creft

Pillow’d in a fleecy cloud ;
Now in golden tiflue dreit

Half emerging from his throud,

Fuaintly



12 EvEnInoa.

Faintly darts a dying glcam,
Where the babbling waters fall,

Trembling o’cr the ° pling fiream

And the aged abby-wall,

Near the turrets, and the tombs,
Crazy ftecples nodding high,
Gothic arches. creary domes,

Low tl:c lengthen’d thadows lie.

Where the chafm yawns aghaft,
Blinking owlets vifits pay,
Hovering o’er the ruin vaft,

Croaking prophets bode decay.

Now the folar taper {inks,

Now the parting fhades expire,
Now the Weftern vifage winks,

Now the crimfon clouds retire,

Sober fandel’d Eve apécc,
Silent feeks her dufky way,

Plaintive dews embalm her face
Meek executrix of day.

Homeward
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Homeward plodding from the plough,
Chearful hafts the whiftling hind,;
Health illumes his honeft brow;

Fappy mirror of his mind.

Pleas’d his little lifping flock,
All their winning graces try,

Afking from his humble ftock,

Savoury f{uppers {weet fupply.

Poultry to the perch repalr
Oy at nature’ dear defire,
Fondly cluck their callow care,

Coop’d befide the cottage fire.

Neafures melting {rom the fpray
To the tuneful thrufh belong,

And the blackbird lends a lay,
Sifters of the fylvan {ong.

Sighing foft the bufy breeze
Wafts the found of curfew bell,
W hifpering to the afpin trees

Woes of widow philomel.
Drowly



Eveniwag,

Diowfy bectles urge their way

Huming daylight’s d,ing dirce,

And the flecpy fcenes Gifplay
Half an imagzc |

I\va tiic bat in mnz}' Aits
Wanders from her or

Meek cy7d M

apIv cave,
editation {its
Near the TIOLLO

Nurf

¢ of pature and the pni

dnd the grave,

Lead me where the {ro

71N ﬁlge
Free fiom litt)e

-minde( care,
In his hoary hermitace

Woo’s philofophy the farr,

She can Jul] my lafpling breath

She can crown jes lateft Iee,

Laugh of life, and long ip death,

Virtye is philofophy,

- HAPPINESS



H APPINESS,

A

Vv I1 S 1 O N.

Humbly infcribed to a tenderly refpeéled
YounG LaAbDy.

Duil flezp inflrults nor fpor: vain dream in vain.

Younac’s Night T houghts,

€O FT fleep had footh’d the bufy breaft,

¥ And toil receiv’d his penfion, reft ;

At day’s deceafe ber wand convey’d,

A requicm to the foul of trade ;

"T'he fhepherd’s bleating fund was told,

Dun darknefs cloak’d the fleecy fold.

Silence was pillow’d or the plains ;

. While MorrHEUS forg’d the {ilken chains,
‘That rivet Reafon to the cell,

“here Pracke and Ea sg, his daughers dwell 5

In



16 HarprPinNzEss,

In fafcination’s fetters bound,

A kind reprieve frail nature found,

For paflion’s proud rebellious race

Were lock’d within his fweet embrace.
Fancy who nceds no fovercign balm,
To urge her flight from charm to charm,
Alone referv’d a callous knee,

Decfied the God, difdain’d his fee ;
Pruning her brifk progrefiive pow’rs,
To feek exotick fruits and flow’rs.

As thus the fairy phantom flew,

An objelt ftruck ber ravili’d view,
Whofc brilliant form, and lcoks benign,
Befpoke her pedigree divine,

Entranc’d in joy, the curious maid

Th’ etherial eflence long [urvey’d,

T'ill breathing foft, ¢ If right I guefs,
¢« Thy name, thy naturc’s HAPPINESS ;
¢« So firitly fought by youth and age,
¢ So fabled by the letter’d fage ;

<¢ So taught in philofophic fcheols,

-¢¢ So read in bright religion’s rules.
Swect
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A VISION. 17

Sweet foul of Hope, how long in vain,
I’ve {trove to lift beneath thy reign,

Have meafured many mazy miles,

To court thy dear feraphic fmiles ;

2

For know, my {timulative’s fame,
Who more than vencrates thy name.
Oft has thy fhade, in various way,
Seduc’d my gentle feet aftray ;

At diftance {pread thofe magic mines,
Good fenfe reveals, the heart refnes,

To lure by fuch magnetic fpells,
As credibility excells,

Then deign to bow a gracious ear,

Alas ! you know (I fpeak fincere)

How wide foe’er 1 chanc’d to roam,

Black difappointment faw me home.
Since thus bewilder’d; and unfhod,

Blind error’s ferpentine 1 trod,
Celeftial agent condefcend

to counfel fancy as a friend.

T'o thee what infpirations giv'n,

Peerlefs epitome of heav'n !

D But
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But ere our fpcech has focial guife,
With thy permiffion Il premife,

"I"hat breathing whifper’s voice controul,
And waft advice from foul to foul.

Yon clay clad creature of an hour,

Whofe brain’s my incommodious bow’r,
So clofe by niggard nature fram’d,
T he dolt of darknefs dullnels nam’d ;

Has long ufurp’d my mental fpherc,
Egyptian darknefs lefs fevere.

By day fhe rules with horrid ftate,
Faft locks and bars conception’s gate,
So clofely guards th’ intricate key,
That none but night can fet me free.
Now Sleep has {cal’d her dungcon fure,
And gives me lcave to take a tour ;
But fhould fhe wake ! fo foon to part,
Indeed ’twould crucify my heart !

In brief; let flow’ry fricndfhip tell,
Where and with whom thou deign’{t to dwell:
Can bold Ambition’s bea?en road

Conduct to thy rec/u/e abode ?
| Cen



A Visiaon, Y

g< Can honour wear thy Vﬁ'ﬁ HIOHE,

L 4 4

Or are thy truths to titles known.,

¢« Wiill riches bribe thee to the breaft,
¢¢ Has eafe thy fecret e’cr pofleft ?
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Dare Hecalth prefume, with pert pretence, .
To claim thy cordial confidence ¢

Does pedant {peculation boaft,

She knows the quickfands of thy coaft 3
May Fafhion, Fe/l’s fifter {ue

To gain a compliment from you ?
Does meek content, aufpicious Fair,
The fullnefs of thy fortune fhare ;

O folve thy much myfterious chart,
Does plenty hold thee at her heart ¢

I fear I’m rude, but, pr’ythee, fay,
Doft thou infpire the grave or gay ?
Art thou the mifer’s golden gueit,
Enfhrin’d within an iron chelt ;

In hermits huts doft thou repofe,

Or fitt’ft in princely portico’s?

Docs freedom o’¢ér thy feaft prefide ;

To whom is Happinefs ally’d ¢
B 2 Once
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£

Once I conceiv’d, as now I do,

¢ Thy fubftance fed my varnih’d view

L 4 9

L 34
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For Love ( you, doublefs, know the God,
W hole dart can animate a clod)

So prefs’d the paffions to obey,

His tender, teazing, fweeteft fway,

That fancy’s feet were free to rove,
Arcadia’s garden, grot, or grove ;

O’cr purling ftreams cnraptur’d fled,

And dream’d my tyrant Dualnefs dead.
But cool Gontempt the wand’rer taught,
That Love, in vain, your friendthip fouzht ;
Sure, fure you’re coy ! inftruét me why,

Patience fhall paufe ’till you reply.”

When thus the being from above,

€<
' 44
¥4
€¢
€<
€¢

c6

My motto’s Univerfal Lowve.
Confolidated fouls I fcorn,

For man, immortal man was born :
In Charity a leflon lies,

W ill teach the language of the {kies

I’m often but the preacher’s theme,

T he lover’s boaft, the pocts dream. "
3



A VISION. 2%,

¢ But weak and wife, both youth and age,
¢¢ Mav tracc me in the facred page ;

¢« \Where Hope employs her golden pen,
<« To {cribe me on the hearts of men.

<« For fince my deputics were driven

¢« From Eden’s chryftal clime to Hecav'n 3
¢ T've furnifh’d down for virtue’s bed,

¢« The patriarchal faithfuls fed,

¢<¢ The good of all degrecs are mine,

¢« My right’s immortal and divine.

¢¢ Science may whirl her rapid car,

¢« To tracc my footfteps from afar ;

¢¢ The world, to tune her jarring fphere,
«¢ May charm my tinfel fhadow near 3

«t But, a¢ the bard does well declare,

¢« I’m no where found, or ev'ry where,”
She fled : and erc her laft adieu,

AfFirm’d her proxy liv’d in ¥ O U,

B 3 | THE
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Heaven hath my empty words,

Whilft my intention, hearing not my tongue,
Anchors on Ifabel.

SHAKESPEAR's Meafure for Meafure.

O U L D Apollo the parent of {cience
and fong,

With wifdom illumine my lay ;
Could I fwell the fweet notes that to tranfport
belong

Could I bafk in his ravifhing ray 3

Like paftoral Spencer, or Mantua’s fwain,
Inform the foft pipe, I thould ftill wifh again.

1[..1'1:3
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Like a Newton the code of creation explore,

 And mazes almighty define,

Could 1 fathom profound, to fublimity foar,
And develope cach {yftem divine ;

Anatomize Nature, her caufes explain,

I fhould {till be unbleft, I fhould ftill wifh again.

The mufe of a Milton, the pen of a Pope,
T'he records of Fame may enroll,
With Shaketpear, who gave fairy fancy a fcopey
And Lock who diffected the {oul,
Tho’ a judgment fo juft fhould embellifh my
{train,

Could I rival their reeds, I fhould ftill wifh agamn.

Could I breath the foft feature, the glow and the
grace,
With the tints of 2 Titian compare,
Should the glories of (Greece to my pencil give
place,
Could 1 picture the charms of my fair !
Tho’ Raphael or Rubens might juftly be vain,

I could not be content, and fhould {till wifh agan.
B 4 Tho’
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Tho’ the lay of my lips and my lute and my lyre,
"The harp of great Handel confound,

Tho® harmony’s {elf a new heart fhould acquire,
And pain be entranc’d in the found ;

In my mufical meod how I'd {weetly complain,

How I'd with from my foul, I might ftill with

again.

Could my coffers difplay all the gems of the Eaft,
Was my footftool a mountain of gold ;
Would Ceres appoint me the lord of her feaft,
And plenty cafhier of her fold ;
While I grafp’d at the globe, my profufion would
pain,
] thould fure be a wretch, and might well wifh

again,

"Tho’ like Alfred’s, the father of freedom and law,
My name be by Britons ador’d,
Tho’ kingdoms be kept, by my trurcheon in

awe,

And their rulers fubmit to my {word,
Like
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Like Macedon’s madman, could conqueft main-
tain,
I might weep for more worlds, and fhould {till

wifh again.

Could I boaft of a victory greater than thefe,
O’er the heart of Lucella prevail ;

Tho’ my mufic could meclt, and my poefy pleafe,
And attention await on my tale,

Some critic in love, will my conduct arraign,

When I frankly confefs, I fhould ftill with again,

I adore her, indeed, fhe is all the day long,
The theme of each thought that is bleft,
She’s the pride of my pipe, and the {oul of my
fong,
And my dreams in her image are dreft ;
Pofie(s’d of her hand, if a wifh could remain, . -
By great Hymen I’d with I might ze’zr wifh

again,

RELIGION,
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. Hithout or flar, or angel for their guide,
ho worfbip God, fhall find bim.

Younc’s Night Thoughtsl.

) A I L facred lamp! bleft type of heav’nly
flame !

By thee we trace the co-eternal name, |

Who brought thy fky-born truths to epen day,

When midnight error ed falvation’s ray.

In Scripture’s page, where fparkling precepts
fhine,

We view thee ftampt with cnergy divine ;

‘Tafte tides of joy that never ebbing flow,

Proclaiming heaven above, by heaven bclow.

Immortal virtues fmiling in thy train,

Shall time and nature’s monuments remain ;

| Beyond
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Beyond life’s ling’ring fphere tranfport the juft,
Make atoms angels! deify the duft!

Without thy aid to {fmooth this thorny {pan,
W ithout thy guide how blind the reptile man?! -

Tho’ nature’s dark unfathomable maze,

In reafon’s organ founds its ALPHA’s praife ;

By Thee alone we endlefs blifs explore,

Ere death has launch’d u; to the clyfian fhore.

Be thou bright Godefs ! thro this glimm’ring
ftage,

Of youth condudtrefs, the fupport of age,

Afqft rhy clay cag’d foul from earth to rife,

Live above life, and emulate the fkies ;

With radient hope, mortality beguile,

And bid afHiétion’s furrow’d vifage fmile.

Oh ye who doubt, and doubting, dare deny

Truths, without which ’tis more than death te
die

Ye minor heirs, of raptures moft fublime,

Who wafte an heav’nly heritage on time,

Be wife, be bleft, attend her gofpel call,

W hofe fruits muft 8ourifh, tho’ creation fall,
‘ Say
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Say yc, whofe heads decline with weight of
years,

Where hoary time in fnowy pomp appears,

Who wade thro’ ties to graf{p the idol ore,

And makes religion centre in vour ftore,

W ill Death, proud Death, that’s ambufh’d in ous

frame,
Aw’d by thy pond’rous bags, rcnounce his
C claim ?
M an meagre Mammon’s million-making tribe
Corrupt Corruption with a glitt’ring bribe ;
Your God¥, alas ! how impotent to fave,
Or gild the horrors of the yawning grave,
Where duft confounds in duft the poor and

proud, |
And ermin’d honours dwindle to a fhroud ?
For empty joys, then, check your impious rage,
And let immortal worth your minds ¢ngage ;

s Gﬂ}d'
To
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To fmatch from Juftice the avenging rod,

Religton calls ye with the voice of (God ;

Points out the path almighty love reveal’d,

And groaning (Golgotha in darknefs feal’d.

Where God for finners life and light obtain’d,

While death and darknefs, death and darknefs
reien’d,

Inlove to man he triumph’d o’er the tomb,

( Man doom’d to death, ere death revoked his
doom )

He rofe ! he rofe! his faints and martyrs faw,

And felt bis arace to ﬂmﬂi[’}* his lew.



THE XX CHAPTER

O F
E X O D U s

PARAPHRASED.

For the law was given by Mofesy but grace and
truth came by Fefus Chriyf. John i, 17.

Blotting out the nand writing of orainances, tha
was againfl us, which was contrary to us, nail-
tng st to bis erofs.  Col. 1. 14.

HUS from the cloud the moral mandate

broke
When Ifrael’s God in aweful accents fpoke :

I.

I am the Lord thy God, who fet thee {ree,
And claim, unrival’d claim, the fuppliant knee.

i1,
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I1.

Let not thy hands mechanic fhapes devife,

Like aught creation’s boundlefs field fupplies :
Thou fhalt not kifs the earth to things therein,
For I’m a jealous God, and vifit {in ;

Tuftice fhall fcourge their feed who hate my {way,

Adoring millions mercy fhall repay.

IT1.

Let thought be fetter’d, fin not with thy breath,
Who dares blafpheme my name, endangers death,

1V.
Thy God commands that thou fhalt facred keep

His fabbath-day, on which let labour fleep ;

Six thou fhalt toil, then reft as I’ve ordain’d,
Sons, fervants, aliens, all by thee maintain’d ;

For I the Lord, in fix creation crown’d,

T'hen ceafing blefs’d, that homage might abound.

V.
Let ties parental, fillial love engage,
That life’s fair {fpring may autumn into age.

V1.
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VI.
A brother’s blood thy poignard fhall not fhed,

V11,

Nor fhall thy luft defile thy neighbour’s bed.
VIII.

T hou fhalt not make by ftealth illegal claim,
- X1,

- Nor falfly blight the bloflom of a name.

X.

Thou fhalt with envy no man’s wealth beheld,

‘Content’s a ccafelefs fource, and bankrupts ¢old.

Th’ Almighty paus’d.— At diftance Ifrael faw,
And trembling heard the thunders of his law ;
‘Then thus to Mofes rais’d the cry of fear,

His will interpret, we are prompt to hear ;
But let not God in fpeech with us be found,

Left inftant death’s ingrafted 1n the found.
Mofes reply’d, your God delcends to try,
And nerve your fear, left finning, ye fhould dre.

"Then
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T hen {traight drew near the hallow’d cloud un-

{hod,
Where dreadful darknhefs veil’d the prefent (Gods
Thus fpake the Lord. ¢¢ This day hath Ifrael
“¢ heard
«« How I, Jehovzh, with their Tribes conferr’d :
““ Ye fhall not worfhip Paflion’s golden fhrine,
¢ I claim the fervid heart, its pulfe is mine ;
‘“ From earth-built-templesfhall yourincenferife,
‘““ And I, the Lord, will blefs the facrifice
¢¢ But let your hands no {fculptur’d altars raife,

““ Nor prieft pollute the pillar of my praife,””

C SPRING,
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C_ar;:q' Zentle Spring, etherial mildnefs come,
“And from the boforn of yon dropping cloud,

While mufic wakes around, veil'd in a fhow’r
Of fhadowing rofes, on our plains defeend.

THoMPsonN’s Sealons.

Eavenly harpers, fifters nine,
Since each harmonious note is thine,
O! givc the Bard to {ing 4
Apollo, patronize my lays,
Attune a fubject foul to praife
Thy darling daughter SPrRING.
. GCharm’d by thy enticing itrain,
Widow’d Nature weds again.

Though jealous Winter’s crucl force

Protrated long the fad divorce,
And
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And ftrip’d her jointur’d lands 3
Old Time, who on thy wedding-day,
Firft gave the blooming Maid away,
Now reunites the bands.
Sweetly chorus hill and plain,

Nature is a Bride again,

No more her bofom’s fteep’d in tears,

No more her wither’d face appears,
In vain would grief deftroy ;

Kind drizling dews anoint her head,
With Beauty’s blufh her cheek is fprecad,
And grac’d with gems of joye
Tepid breezes fwell the {train,
Weceping Nature fmiles again.

Fair Flora’s family perfume,
With fragrant breaths her drefling-room,
And furnifh tapeftry too ;
Beneath the bufh the primiofe pale,
Galutes the violet of the vale,
Array’d in purple hue.
Who can now from [ong refrain ?

Nature’s nurs’ry fills again,

C 2 Whale
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While e'vry villa wears her veft,
Ia filken fuit the lawn is dreft,
To dignify the day ;
‘The hawthorn hedge fhoots forth her leaves,
With kind difpatch a chaplet weaves
"T'o blefs the brow of May.
Woods and groves no more complain,
Naked Nature’s cloath’d again.

The twittling tenants of the bough,
Each Valentine performs his vow,
Sweet bondage of the breaft ;
When duty calls the charmer home,
Her marriage mate for crumbs will roam,
Or fing her cares to reft,
No more thall wizard Difcord reign,
Nature is (n tune again.

T he dove foft fighing to the gale,
In whifpers wafts the tender tale,
Meek mourner of the fhade ;
With cooing courtfhip zephyrs play, |
Or Lifp their little loves away,
To melodize the glade,

Nature,
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Nature, ghid, forgets her pain,
All is jubilee again.

The ftreanss {fubfervient to thy will,
Now lapfe in many a“trickling rill,
from frozen fetters free 3
In peaceful] paths the courtiers creep,
Or fwift their fedgy borders {weep.
T'o gain a kifs of thee.
Thy embrace diflolves her chain,
Prifon’d Nature’s free again,

To yoke the team, the {oil prepare,
Or tend his fleecy-coated care,

The Peafant plods the green ;
Where rofy-finger’d Health unlocks

‘The balmy bleflings of her box,
To fanctify the {cene.
Teeming treafures wait the fwain,
Bankrupt Nature’s rich again.

Improve, ye Fair, the fmiling hours,
While SPRING exerts her tender pow'rs,

C 3 Soft
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Soft feafon of the foul :

Religion’s lamp for ever fhines,

Tho® wintry age in duft declines,

And Nature feeks her goal,
SPRING immortal blooms above,

Ceafelefs fource of boundlefs love,

SUMMER,
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S UMME R

From opening Fields of ather fair difclos’d,
Child of the Sun, refulgent Summer comes.

THomMmrsoN’s Seafons.

A R E W E L tumultuous City {cenes,
A while Apollo’s daughtcr means

T'o bid ye all adieu ;
Content in lefs afpiring fir2hts,

To celebrate the rural rites,
That fun-burnt {wains renew,

4

Let brilliant bards, who thirft for bays,
In fonnets fwell Leetitia’s praile,

Or court fome patron Peer ;
My honeft Mufe difdains a mafk,
Prefers harmonious happy tafk,

T'o lifp the laughing year,

C 4 Delightful
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Delightful theme ! to fing or fay,
How firft the dawn, jn dapple grey,
Night’s ftarry mantle dies ;
“Thll fring’d with purple, azure, gold,
Aurora haftens to unfold
‘T'he curtains of the fkies.

‘The tenant of the turf prepares

‘T'o chaunt aloud her pious pray’rs,
And hail the God of day ;
Creation rings beneath, above,

With hvmns of harmony and love,

Sweet tenets of the {pray,

Refponfive lowing thro’ the land,

T he filly pafture-people ftand,
And lath their dewy fides ;

Impatient ’till the tribute’s paid
To ruddy Kate, the farmer’s maid,
Who drains thcir milkey tides.

An honeft cag of home-brew’d beer,

And fcrip well ftor’d with favoury cheer,
| The
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The Mowers fcythe fuftains ;
Who now to trim the matted mead

His leather doublet doffs with {peed,
Companion of his pains.

The Verdure withering in the blaze
W hich now acordial vifit pays,

Affumes a tawny mien ;
*Till (blythfome birth) with merry feet,
The daughters of the hamlet meet,

T'o clofe the bufy {cene.

With joke and fong, from fide to {ide,
The bufy fork and rake are plied,

To make the harvelt fure;
The jealous Bailiff fauntering by,
To keep with circumfpective eye,

His Mafter’s tythe fecure.

Clofe penn’d befide the pebbly pool
(A tender clafs in Naturce’s {chool)
‘The fleecy clan appears ;
Rudely compell’d by turns to lave
‘I"heir woolly cloaks beneath the wave,

To fuit the Yeoman’s fheers.
Panting
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Panting bencath the noontjde ray,
The Iinnet lifts 2 languid lay,
In furzy brake conceal’d ;
‘T'he beafts to fhun the raging beam,
Aftect ihe thade or coeling ftream,
And defolate the feld.

The provident mechanic bee,

With every fweet of thrub or trec,
Now loads his lictle thigh ;

While fluggith drones in jdle play,

Buzzino the breath of life away,

In giddy mazces dy,
et of

"The truant {chool-boy, naked ftands
Poifins with clofe uplifted hands,

‘Fhen dathes down the decp ;
While o’er his head i chearful chafe,
To fkin the mirrors wrinkled vafe

The twittcring fwallows {weep.

Now Evening opes the village ball,
Around (s peacefull pleafure all,

Wherce
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Where love and laughter reign,

With pot and pipe and tedious tale,
The fathers of the flock regale,

*T'ill night returns again.

Fain would the Mufe in friendly part,

Imprefs this precept on thy heart,
O Youth, attend her lay 3
That time records what’s done or meant,
And life, tho’ long and {fmoothly fpent,
Is but a Summer’s day.

AUTUMN
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AU T U M N

Crown’d with the fickley, and the wheaten fboaf,
FPhtle Autumn, nedding o’er the yellow plainy
Comes jovial on.y the Dori¢c reed once more,

§Vell pleas’d 1 tune.

THraoMPsoN’s Seafons.

To vou {weet I.adies of the lute,
The Rard renews his humble fuit ;
'To whom alone belong
The pow’rs Parnaflian to refine,
Fach modeft Vot’ry of the nine
With {entiment and fong.

Come thou, who bid the thrilling lyre,
With mental minftrelfy infpire
* "T'hy dear adopted fon ;
Who Nature’s polifh’d pilture drew
So juft, the Goddefs ftamp’d it true,
Bat thought cach Grace undone !

*TroMrson,
Benignly
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Benignly grant a gracious gleam,
To fketch the outlines of my theme,
And make the burden bleft ;

So ha’ply may my pencil trace
Some fav’rite feature of her face,

In fmiles autumnal dreft.

Soon s the am’rous Sun has kifs’t

From lind and lake the mizzling mift,

And fairly written day,
Around the fprightly profpeét heaves
‘The fucred fublidy of fheaves,

‘T'hat peace and plenty pay.

Thick {catter’d o’er the burning {od!

‘The lubourers ftooping to the toil,

Embrace the ruft’ling blade.

"Till Ceres mourns her modeft charm 3,

All ravifh’d in the reapers arms,

And to the barn convey’d.

To leafe at length the flrageline ear,

Affliciion’s family appear,

%Y
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A< firft with timorous hand H
T'hen o’er the ftubble clofcly pry,
lmpatient for the poor fupply,

And glean the liberal Jand.

Thick cluft’ring on the fwelling fight,

T'he bleflings of the bough unite
Pomona’s magazine.

The fpeckled pipin, juicy pear,

The powder’d plumb, and cherry’s there,

And peach with mellow micn.

Slow trudging by the honeft afs
What caravans inceflanr pafs ;

T'heir fickles [heath’d in ftraw.
To pitch their camp in diftant ficlds,
Where Auvrumn later labour yiclds,

‘T’ he tawny tribe withdiaw,

But now the Evening’s fofteft (way,

Piepares to fnuff the wick of day,
And light the ftarry dome :

T he Moon,.to meet the ruftic {riends,

Majeltically meek afcends,
And honours Harveft-Home.
Te
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To roufe betime the panting hind,
See horfe and dog in league combin’d,
Bound o’er the level lawn. -
Feafting his rude unhaliow’d lips,
In eager hatte, the huntfman fips
Th’ ambrofial breath of Morn,

To take the cévcy by furprizc,
With cautious itep and curious eyes,
The trailing pointer fpeeds,
T ill fpringing forwards, death to thun,
Arrcited by the fatal gun.
The pretty vichim bleeds.

To council met in middle air,
Now plumy paflengers prepare

I'be pafport of the wing :
In focial fort debate a while,

Then dart at once from Albion’s Ifle,

And court a forcion {pring.

Alas! how foon eich vifta fails,

Afpiring lulls and dimpling dales,
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A barren wafle reveal,

Save where the nibbling ewes are fpread,
‘T'o crop the clovers moiften’d head,
And pick the fcanty meal.

The verdure’s fummon’d to its grave,
‘The willows weeping o’er the wave,
A fobbing dirge ; decav,
‘T'he found the palfied afp alarms,
T'he elm bewails her withering arms,

And fighs the fcenc away.

Thus gradual droops fome gentle Maid,
By Man perfidious Man betray’d,
While tears in torrents flow ;
The lovely mourner penfive pines,
And every fading charm refigns,
A prey to wintry woc,

WINTER.
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w I N T E R.

*Tis done ! dread Wintzr fpreads bis lateft glooms,

And reign tremendous o’er the conquer’d Year.

THoMPsoN’s Seafons.

DIfmantled Matron ! feafon fage,
A while the mournful Mufe engage,
To folemnize the verfe :

The Mufe can beft beftow a tear,
To weep o’er Vegitation’s bier,

And all thy mightyv miferies rehearfe.
Thro’ languid natuie’™s cola difhriveil’d veins,
An epidemic fatal ficknels reigus.

As Merit meets with melting eyes,
When Envy’s jealous cloud duities,
A patronizing ray ;

The atr with wintry vapour teems,
To intercept her guardians beams,

And quench with chilling dews the dreary

day,
I Debar’d
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Debard O Sun! thy vreat voienic (il [HIL

e
-
d

Earih fhuts her pores, and Naturd’s polle frands.

Sad fizht I cach poor parochial plain,
Is defolations dull doman,
T'oo 'too confpicuous there ;
T he heath’s in hoary difliabille,
‘The mogping mead, and wrinkled hill,
Her tempeft tatter’d abject livery wear,
Rude bellowing blafls tranfport the direful tale,

While frowning forreits groan bencath the gale.

Thus! thus ! her rigid fceptre’s fway’d,
Hereditary honours fade,
The landfcape’s laugh is o’er ;
Pale grief has pluck’d cach glowing grace,
That late was lctter’d on her face,
Decrepid Nature feafls the ficht no more,.
Rivers rebell ! Seas fympathetic figh,
And heave their billowy bofoms to the tky,

The verdant generations {leep,

Wbliviens mantle burics deep.
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The foliage of the fields ;
iNo genial glance defcends to cheer,
No {oothing founds falute the ear,
No folitary joy creation yields.
How f{ad in foul the forrowing earth appears,
Marring th’ almighty mufic of the fpheres.

in peace the plough-boy builds his bed,
W hile horror howling o’er his head,
The loofening thatch aflails ;
Sound flumbers on his lias alight,
Beguiling raven hooded night, | vails,

T'hro’ every wearied limb the charm pre-

Wo fhapes fantaftic, fetter’d fancy forms,

Nor Liceds the whiftling blait and clattering ftorms.

His cloak tight belted to his waift,

T'he hoary Herdfman hies in hafte,
T'o meet the mufled Morn ;

Some bleating Sifterhood in need,

W ith plaintive elocution plead,

Diftrefsfull numbers live along the lawn ;
D 2 With
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With mecket mien thev rfe an afking eve,

And court the crib tor cliver the crops deny.

Ye Wooads your fubjeélts haunts declare,

Where dwélls the finch, the blackbird where ?
Is philomela fled ?

Yes, Vallies weepingly aver,

The lofs of harmony and her;
To fofteft feafons, {weeteflt woes are wed

p

No cheral bands from thorny thickets call,

Alas ! ’tis wretched recitative all,

At length the floating floods fubfide,
And now to lull the tortur’d tide,
The Froft feverely fair
Arrefts the current as it creeps,
To flavifh chains condemns the deeps,
And curbs the ruthing Cataralt in air.

W ith checrlefs fplendor holds tyranic rule,
Spangles each bufh, and petrifies the pool.

Clofe lock’d within its cold carefs,

The Miller views with deep diftrefs,
The
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The Ice imprifon’d wheel ;

Nor longer hears the merry clack,
Nor dives within the finking fack,
T'o flecce with treacherous grafp the mea-
fur’d meal.
Adventurous Youth the fkimming fcates provide,

And o’er the {lippery furface {wittdy glide.

By pinching penury betray’d,
( O want is thus thy will obey’d ?)
Defpotic harfh decrec !
T he dear <ofencelets Robin fums,
Her mocoit it for cottace crumbs,
Wages of welcome houfehold harmony ;
Stretch’d o dhie Ruftic’s hearth che flutterer plays,

And gladly fhares his breakfaft and his blaze.

T'he idle Ox, and {lcepine fhare,
T'he fallows ftubborn ftate declare ;
INo more the glebe’s fubdued,
How blank the fodder’d cattle croud !
‘I he hungry Heifer lows aloud, [ food.

Aud chews with heavy heart the taftelefs

D3 The
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"T"he T hrefher’s flails in mournful meafures bound,
While pigs and poultry glean the grain around,

Now decpening o’er the dying Year,
(Indulge O Mufe a parting tear, )

Sharp fmothering Snows defcend ;
T'he ftable rock and tottering tower,,
All 2ll proclaim the fhivering fhower

W hile Nature ftoops prophetic of her end.

The Earth foregoes her vegetative powers,
»T'ill Spring reftores her foliage and her flowers,

Thus link’d is Heavens almighty plan,
Momentous metaphors of Man :

Scee Suns and Seafons roll ;
Creation’s light and Iaws combine,
To mark with emphalis divine,

"T'he fwift progrefiive ftages of the foul.
In Spring we bud, In Summer bloffom high,
Mature in Autumn, and in Winter die.

CANDID



Canpip COURTSHIP.

Fhen Love was Liberty, and Nature Lazw.

PUPE.

FLORIME L.

S Daphne the pride of the plain,
Content to Le Florimel’s fpoufe ?
Can fhe hiflten with love to his {irain ?
Is fhe charm’™d with the villager’s vows ?
The kidiings that browze on the rock,
And the fleeces that bathe in the rill,
Nay the all of my pafloral ftock,

Believe me, 13 her’s if fae will,

DA PHNE,

Good Shepherd, be artlels and wife
Can ambition with meeknefs agree ?
Contentiment’s the charter I prize ;

No wealth has a virwue for me,

12 4

°Tis



56 CanDIiIDp COURTSHIP.,

*T'1s enough to be Florimel’s wife,
And duties domeftic fulfill ;
I am fure I can love you for life,

So I thank you, I zbin/ that I will,

FLORIME L.

The Mifer his plumb may poflefs,
‘T'he Satefman his title and ftar,
Our cares and our crimes will be lefs,

And [ha’nt we be happier far ?
From fortune we’ll brave each rebuff,

Your fmiles can adverfity kill 3
Your heart will be treafure enough,
And I'l} keep it dear Daphne, I will,

D APHNE,

My candour Coquets may delpife,
And Prudes may my paflion condemn :
But innocence fcosns a difguife,
And [ hope Pin as modett as them ;
And, I think, if there’s faith in the brook,
I’m as fair as the Maid of the Mill 3
So Florimetl give me your crook,
Yor in foath Y’m determined 1 will,

MATRIMONY.



MATRIMONY.

Ohb, phe is all that painting can exprefs,
Or youtiiful Poct’s fancy when they lrve.

Rowe’s Fair Penitent.

I think the Sun, where bhe was born,

Drew all Juch Humours [from him.

SHARESPEAR’s Othello.

O W bleft the Youth by fober prudence led,
Indulzing di¢tates, natives of the heart,
Some finifh’d Fair of virtuous worth to wed,

Untax’d by time her Lloom can ne’er depart,

Freed from that grave of hope, the frown of fcorn,
He quatts nich diaughts from Life’s melliflu-
ent flream ;
Ambiguous Love no longer plants hLis thorn,

aweet {ocial Commerce gilds his mortal dream.

Among
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Amongz th’mitemp’rate midnignt, murd a2 race,
Wheie foes to thougiit unbond the bow of

cares,
Kind Relaxation fcorns to court Difgrace,

v -
Home, happy home, more facred joy preparcs.

There Pleafure wears no {pecious maik of guile,
From pois’nous aloes guards hier copious bowi;

‘There foft Afieclion crowns tie bofom fimile,
And tunes the nuptial melody of foul.

-
4
L

From guilty fcenes, where brutal paliion fires

Impetuous vouth, to fan th” unhallow’d flame,
Iie turns the fcornful eye of chafic delires,
Nor wears his cheek hy obeaicnt blufh of

fhame.

Domelftic bleflings cluft’ring in his mind,
Of pleafing thoughts a fruitful harveft yield ;
Lach lapfing day fome treafure Ieaves behind,
To ftrengthen rigid Honour’s faithful fhield.

Tho’ humble fortune circumicribe his fame,
The” wrapt 1n dark oblivion’s fable veft,
Connubial gifts perpetuate his name,
And grace the exalted triumph of hLis breaft.

in
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In prattling pride his brooding eye furveys

Tl authentic records of a {father’s care ;
Matern:l fondnefs mutual hope difplays,

To rear their plants in Virtue’s wholefome air,

Fler fernfe no fuitor to the toilet’s fhrine,
Difdains the fervile yoke of magic mode ;
In Duty’s {cience claims a praife divine,

- W s

The {ragrant breath oi I'latt’ry ne’er beftow’d,

To train the Iifpine nurs’rv of ker knee,
Inftructive tales the moral mint expand ;

As fenfe matures, fhe views with grateful glee,
Progreflive branches bloom bencath her band.

Should penfive thought, awake the tatthing tear,
For forrows paft, or boding ills unborn ;
e calins her criefs, he fooths cach aching fear,
And bids fweet {miles her dimpling cheek
adorn,

If fore cpprefs®d, by Fortune’s keeneft blow,
A frowmng world befiege Lis heart around,
ohe more than fhares tl/’ immenf{ity of woe,
And pours each lenient balfom in the wound.

Should
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Bzankroent in Hepe, tho’ treacherous Friendfhip
fail,
And Sorrow’s furges lafh the beach of "T"hought,
Her loyal love rebukes the adverfe ”‘...L,
And calms.the paffions tnto tempell wrought,

Should pale-ey’d Sicknefs, hov’ring o’cr his bed,
From vig’rous Health demand the trufty keys,

Hecr downy breaft upholds his drooping head,
Her anxious aid explores the dark difeafe,

Widow’d in thought, fhe views with weeping
eves,
Life’s low Exchequer erain’d of ¢v’ryv toyv;
Prepar’d to take cach fymptom by furprize,
E’er Nature’s ftarlefs night her hopes deftroy.

Should choice direét, and Heav’n be pleas’d toblefs
With Hymen’s facred tic my ripen’d years;
Somec polill’d partner may my mind poflefs,
To fiiooth this thorny pilgrimage of tears.

Beauty that prizclefs pageant of a day,
Muft with’ring own the wintry hand of Age;
MWhile Vircuous Senfe, fuperior to decay,
Shall ftill illumine; and fhall il engage.
THE
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OSTRICH, the VIPER,

T H E

O WL and the FO X.

A PorLriTicaAL ALLEGORY.

Infcribed to Mr., T, S.

How green you arey, and frefl in this old J75:1ld !
JOEIN lays sou pletsy toe times confhire wirs yoms

SHAKEsPeAR’s Kingz John,

P CCEPT, dear Siry a limping lay,

2 Addiefs’d in Freedom?s tricndly way,
T'o thy tuition, well I know,

(‘Tho” much I want) how much I owe ;

But flill, tho’ Fancy’s fund is fmull,

‘“ Huve patience, and I'll pay thee all;}”

Ff":
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For Gratitude will cver honour

Such bills as I'lutt’ry draws upon her.,
Does Friendthip leave opinions free?
May mental optics difagree?

Are not the head and heart ally’d ?
"Thus reas’ning with mvfelf I cry’d,
T his proof in point kind Scripturc lends,
‘That Job debated with Lis {riends,
But not prefumptuoufly to fire

"The man who {tole Apolio’s lyre;
Difguis’d in fentimental {able,

I court your candour with a fable.
By way of pennance for your fins,

Attend my fong, which thus begins,

"The bird of chace, whofe matchicls fpeca
Will far out-ftrip the courfling fteed,
And challenges the panting wind,
‘T'o leave her race-taught-feet behind
Purfuine once her enflon’d way,
Benecath the well trim’d lamp of Day,
With curicfity pofieft,
She flumbled on a Viper’s neft;

The
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T he reptile threat’ned loud, ¢ and fwore,
““ Fle’d fting the fir(l who forc’d the dcor ;.
“ For ’twas a breach of Nature’s laws,

<¢ 'T'o fearch his ceil without a caufe ;

¢« T"o break oblivioen’s facred f{ezl,

¢¢« Was treafon “gain{t the common weal,

¢ "J'hat never fubje&t of the §
¢¢ Had dare attemnpt what fhe h:?:d done, .
Much more fugrefts to roule her fears;

Buat {hill the Clirich perfeveres,

And brings, at lenathy with flrone controunll

The vaorant varlet from his hole.

Urndaunzed with the {udden biow

The reonle, wreathing too and fro,

With fiy bypecerify began,

'To juftity fedition’s plan,

Procecdinﬁ thus. *¢ Prefumptuous bird,
T his black tranfaétion fhall be heard

‘¢ At that al t‘.’{"mt.-:‘Lle L..,.

““ Where Juftice fets her fearching ftar

““ ut, bafe intruder, who art thou?

¢“ Prefum’ft to plait an haughty brow ¢

«« Halt thou preferv’d from fpot or biame

“An zmeontaminated name

¢ Defiie
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¢ Define 1t tendernc(s to truft
‘“ 'I'hy orph.r’d caibrio to duft.
‘¢ Bceaufe the coidial Sun’s embrace

¢ Adopts thy half-begotten race,
¢¢ Perhaps to worfhip you afpire,

““ And proudly boaft a folar fire.

¢ But fool, this leflon well rehearfe,

¢ Tho’ fofter’d by a royal nurfe,

¢¢ To him thou art no more ally’d

¢ ‘T'han all Creation’s births befide.

‘¢ I grant thofe gaudy plumes you wear,
¢¢ ‘T'he badge of Bencfaction bear,

¢¢ ‘That length of legs may be preferr’d

«¢ 'T"o f1/t vou o’er each vulgar bird ;

‘¢ But do you feel the regal ray

¢ Emit his ufual thare of day !

¢ As Winter wakes, your guardian flies,
‘¢ And leaves you to inclement fkies.

<¢ For ftorms, tho’ now you fleep fccure,
<¢ May pluck your feath’ry furniture.

¢« Then, Madam, be this maxim known,
¢« When FFame’s in queftion mend your own.”

T he bafthful Bird would fain have fied,

But that the /#orm her purpofe read,
_ And

}
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And tolding fetters round her feet,
Prepar’d to thwart the with'd : ctreat.
Rage, Scorn, Revenge, in league combin’d,
O’er-ruled the council of her mind,

Her eyes fierce crelted with a frown,

Shot {tern indignant light’nings down,

But not to ctufh {o mean a prey,

She beld o’ inlulting wretch at bay,
Replying quick, ¢ Off, Viper vile,

¢ Is this thy contumelious fhle ?

<¢ Shall mifereants, fuch as £, refle&,
¢ And treat fair names with difrefpect ?
¢¢ You know your own by habit made
<¢ Too dark for Sophiftry to fhude,

“« T'hen e’re vou loofe vour wenom’d tongue,
¢¢ Remember cuitiff whence you fprung ;
«¢ Did not yon dunghill give you birth,
¢« To crawl upon the lap of earth?

“« T'hy abjeit ftate in duft deplore,

«¢ In /ice alone can Vipers foar,

¢ Duift theu condema the folar fire

«¢ All Nature’s family adwmire?

¢« Vhat! can’ft {o foon forget the day,
““ You bafk’d beneath the royal ray ?

F. Ingratefu
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¢¢ Ingrateful atom ! No reply,

¢ But murmur, .nd you Dog you die.”
A, Owl of philofophic mien,

Who irom 2 ncighb’ring barn had {cen

The conflict, thus the bird addreft 3

¢« You know I’m fage Minerva’s creft,

<« Tn Contemplation’s fober ccll,

<¢ By day how much I love to dwell,

¢¢ But when her window’s fhut and barr’d,

<« Night complitnents me with a card,

¢¢ To read her ftarry treatife o’er,

¢« And Wifdom’s weighty works explore.

¢ Judgment, by many Moons matur’d,

¢ I’Il dezon to grant, but be aftur’d-

¢« Friendthip with fuch as thee I fcorn,

¢ Thou flatt’ring Fool, addrefs and fawn !

¢¢ As Satan faid of yore 1t {eems,

¢¢ Go tell your Sun, I hate his beams ;
¢¢ As much 1 hate thy haughty race,

¢« And duare pronounce it to thy face ;

¢¢ )’ye hope that fuch tyrannic knaves
¢< Shall crufh the free born into flaves ?
¢¢ I Jearn what midnight plots you lay
¢s To gall the people of the fpray.

¢« But while one drop of blood remains,.

E,J,Vithin eur rich. tlluftrious veins,
' - J7 o l7
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¢« J/¢’il fpurn thy yoke, and perfevere
¢ T'o pluck thy planet {from his fphere,

‘¢ ‘T'hen all that {fwim, or hop, or fly,
‘¢ Shall dwell with brother Bat and I.”’

¢¢ What ragged Rogue art thou, my dear ?”*
Replied the Oftrich, with a fneer,
*“ Of what fraternity ? what fe&t ?
““ Pray, why this pompous dialeét ?
‘“ Doft want a feather from my wing,

€¢ Thou envious, hooting, wretched thing ?
¢¢ Sir, fleep contented in your hole.

¢¢ And let this cordial truth confole,

‘¢ 'T'ho’ Nature’s conflitution fail,

¢ Thy native night muft {till prevail.”
Here altercation had run hich,

But that a Fox, who prowling by,
Perceiv’d the whole, thus interpos’d,
¢ >T'is time, my fricnds, contention clos’d.

““ Madam, Ijudge your ran# in life,
¢ Condemns this mean inglorious ftrife,
¢¢ I grant your f{tation, chief of fowls, -

‘“ Demands refpec? from Bats and Owls,

¢¢ But ftill when Error blinks at Court,
¢¢ Detraction riots on report,

¢« * Blind Bigottry becomes a Beau,

<¢ And homely fenfe a Cicero.,

* Allufive to the elegant enthufiafm of Junius and otherr.

X 2 ¢ Thou
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¢¢ Thou firfk aggrefs’d.  I'air vreciom bleeds,
<¢ And nles a bill noanlt vour deeds,

v« In fa&l that rel:/ to tlerore,

¢« That f7rge where fery Faction glows,
- T hat plotting Belial who dcefies

«¢ The Legiflature of the {Kics ;

¢¢ Can clamm no guardian in the laws,

¢¢ But being Counci/ in a caule,

«« Where ¥Freedom may {upport her piea,
<< Difdain his arts and fet him f{rce.

<¢ T,et Owls {till ‘hold their dard Drvans,
¢¢ Thofe fplenctic Republicans.

<¢ But who to Paflion’s nicht can run,

<¢ That weizhs the bleflings of a Sun s
Friends, Freemen, Briton’s gen’rous, juft and
brave,

We’re yet nomourners o’cr fair Freedom’s grave;
Traitors to truth, a flow’ry tale may tell,

Brafs ne’er grows current tiil it's polifh’d well ;
Affert your fenfe, and future time will {fhew

¢¢ Falfe fame muft wither, butthe true will grow.”’

PATIOTISM,
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PATRIOCTISM

N whe is Ieft to Fanlels Albion,

, = “ b y 1

Fhat, a: apiliary mipht uphald sur flate,
That uiiqit firike teirsr to our daring foes 2

SrHakEsPEAR’s Locrine.

Ii! could the Bard accuftom’d but, to {ing
in {uvou2 nuimbers, harmonize the {tring,

"o trrains immortal iift the lofty lyre, |
(3r catch one {park of Iaflpiration’s fire,

On politi’d pinions foar to feek a beain
Sublimely bright, to dignify the theme,

[Did beid 1deas grace ol illuftrious lay,

Some fpeaking - rerait thould thy charmsdifplays.
Inftru&t Ambition whence thy laurels rife,
Bloflom on carth and awtwmn ini.".;,hc {kies.

Buat inrfant ardors circutidoribe orff plan,
T.ciipfe vatt virtues, mortalize the man,

WWith facred zeol to plead Britannia’s caufe,
Religion, Commeice, Iiberty, and Laws,

I 3 Nor
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Nor vainly wife, nor necatively great,

He joins the toiliome {tcerage of the State ;
Lab’ring to keep, thro’ life’s unfcitled fea,

His confcience, country, king, and kindred free,
Unaw’d, unbiafs’d, unfeduc’d he ftznds,

Like Abdiel faithful, >midft corrupted bands;
Scorns, nobly fcorns an ignominious alms,

To penfion fons or loole his fetter’d farms;

Meafures, not men, oppofes or defends,
Purfues no party, and betrays no friends ;
"From f{lavith minions fears no blind reproof
His rhet’rick reafon, zll bis diftion truth ;
Builds no immortal merit on a phrafe,

But duty dictates what his tongue obeys.
Studious to raife, not diflipate fupplies,

When grim Bellona’s bloody ftorms arife,

No trade tax’d treafurc dares to mifupply,

"To foreign friend, or impotent ally ;

For medals, ftatucs, courts no giddy throng,

. Nor fells an honeft {yftem for a fong.

When dove-Jike Peace her plealing palm extends,
Natians unite, and hofts with hofts are friends ;
When fainting Commerce afks her genial ray,
And fickly Science fecks the realms of day,
This guardian faint, fupcrior to a throne,

Adopts the dear deferted for Lis own ;
From
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From alls oppreffive fets his country clear,

Repeals the bad and fottens the fevere ;
On venal boroughs waftes no golden thow’r,

To purchafe traitors, pellicans of pow’r 5
No funds are fleec’d dark treaties to conceal,
Nor needy nobles clog the cominon weal.,
His glowing heart muft €’er the altar be

Of boundlefs, blazing, bright phi]nnthropy- ;
Suftain’d by Virtue, Wifdom’s chofen bafe,

His breaft defies, nay dignifies difgrace.
Informs with fire, like that Prometheus ftole,

A facred faint-like fenator of foul,

E 4 AVARICE,
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AV A R I C E

If thou art rich, thou’rt poor ;
Yor like an Afs, whofe back wiih ingots bows,
Thou bear’fl thy heavy Riches, but a journey,
And Death unloadeth thee

SHAKESPEAR’s NMeafure for Meafure,

H E N Satan, fov’reign of the curft,
Drew off the Heav’in illumin’d duf?,
From Virtue’s fweer controu!

T'o feal the conqueft Hell atchiev’d,
His fin luxuriant thought: conceiv’d,

T his tever of the {foul.

His fullenn fenate check’d debate
With man’s apoftacy clate,

And hail’d the horrid birth,
Grim Paflfion’s hoft in homage bow’d,
With univerfal ycll allow’d,

Pale Av’rice quecn on earth.

To
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To whom the fiend, my daughter, go

L

In Adam’s fons proiufcly fow, -
"i e feedsof vultur care ;
So fhalt thau baffle promis’d grace,
Sccure Cortuption’s darling race,

Nad toon my {ceptre fhare,

T'he indeous afpedt wing’d her flight, | :
Far from the dreary houfe of Night, v
Where Difcord clinks her chain ;
T'h’ infernal embafly obey’d,
On human hearts inceliant prey’d,
And crownd her father’s rcign.,

- F Y

Aimaz’d, cach fofr fenfation {lies,
Her pow’r diflolves the tender tics
i
Of Priendihip, Duty, Love ;
T'he bey ar’d breaft but harbours woe,
The mind {till gravitates below,
INor dreams of jovs above.

>T'is thus the Lhoary-headed flave,
When time- firetel’d Nature asks her grave,
- And fic. 'ning organs fail,
By midnizht lamp delishts to pore,
Counting his fcorpion curfes o’cr,
That load Afliction’s {cale. [
1n
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In hidden heaps his riches ruit,
The plentcons draughts increafe his thirft,

Monopolizing pain ;
In vain the weeping widow’s pray’r,
No forrow’d fons his bounty fhare,
‘The orphan pleads in vain.

Not fo the man in poor degree,
His mind is calm, his foul 1s free,
Is free to fink or foar ;
If Heav’'n affords him eafc and health,
He feels no poverty of wealth,
Contentment asks 1o moie,
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THUNDER STOR M.

Let the great Gods
That kcep this dreadful pother o’ey eur beads,
Find out cheir Enemies now. Tremble thou wretch,

That haft within thee undivulged crimes,
Unwhipt of Fufiice !

SuAaxesPEAR’s King Lear,

SAD fickning fcene ! Creation’s light
Behind yon fable fthroud retires,
Gives Heav’n the wrinkled brow of Night,

Ere Day with hoary age expires.

From Eaft to Weft, in dread array,
The clouds, commiflion’d from on high,

Great Nature’s ballow’d foul obey,
And gloom the concave of the fky.

Forewarn’d
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Forewarn’d by intiné’s tender care,
Her plumy pupils check their ftrains,

To fhele’ring thickers ftraic repair,
Depopulating diftant plains.

‘T'he mutt’ring Thunder firikes alarm;
‘T 'he clouds biz figns of forrow weep;
T'o reach the neighb’ring fiiendly farm,
"T'he fear-ftruck thepherd quits Lis fheep.

*Bchold the tawny fons of toil

Sufpend the Libours of the fields ;
Where Ceres crowns the teeming {oil
. With ev’ry blefling plenty yiclds,

Alrtke in doubtful darknefs lie,
‘T'he fir-crown’d hill and glofiy green
All INature drooping feems to figh, '

s

i’rophetic of the foicmin fcene.

rwy>

I'o wake the {inner’s {leepy foul,

T'he vivid fiathes ghaftly olare ;
{.ong peals of sattling Thunder voll,
And fhake the tempeft troubled ar,

Now
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Now rufhino cataracéls defcend
1’0o calm wne elemented fray

The golden fheaves of harveft bend,
And fruits in rich confufion lay.

"'I'he pool expands its narrow f{pace,

With. circhnyz furface fwiftly fwells,
O’crflows 1ts native pebbly vafe,

And through the mead with rage impels.

Grim Defolation wafting wide,

Now {iretches forth her iron hand ;
Exulting views th’ nmpotuous tide,

And drives her ploughfaare o’er the land.

See, fee ! yon ivy-mantled oak
Like fome gizantic hero fall ;

Nor waits the woodman's wearied firoke,
But fhiv’ring fheaths the {lying ball.,

And hark ! that voice arrefts my ears,
Which firft proclaim’d th” Almighty will ;

From Chaos call’d the {parkling fpheres,
‘1’he Oracle of Sinai’s Hill,
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To me it fpeaks 2 breathing duit,
Invites my heart intomb’d in {in,
To feek the portion of the juit,
And wreaths of deatihlefs laurels win.

And fhall I not the call obey ?
Shall mornlefs night my foul confound ?

O God, ftrike terror deep to day,
While Heav’n and Mercy’s to be found.

So when the death-dethroning peal
Shall fummon Nature to her tomb,

May thou affix falvation’s feal,
And fnatch me from the finner’s dooma

The Storm fubfides ; the Sun appears ;
The vocal woods their charms difplay ;

Like Beauty fhrine more bright in tears,
And ruftling wait the clofe of Day.

THE



Inquifitive Shepherds.

Grace was in all ber fieps, Heavem in bey £ve,
L every geffure, ditnity and love.

B;{I LTON,

D A M O N.
YE paftoral poets and fwains,

How pleafant the tidings I bring,
Lucella revifits your plains,
Whofe prefence is fweeter than [pring,
I’Il engage ’tis a frolickfome trip
From the regions celeftial above,
For I'll wager my pipe and my {crip,
Laucellu’s the Goddefs of Love,

IYOOR 2 U S,



So Tie Visrr, or
DORCU S,

The nymph whom your bofom alarms,
I met ip the blofflomy bowers,
What raptures are due to her charms '
] prefented a chaplet of flowers,
Complacency beam’d in her face,
Her manners are meek as the dove,
She {ilenc’d my fuit with a grace,

>Twas the grace of the Goddefs of Love.

. O L I N,

I breath’d on mv languifhing lute,

She gracioufly lent me an ear ;
I.profici"d the choicedt of fruic,

She accepted the boon of the year;
But when 1 my patlion confeft,

She afiur’d ine the dar’d not approve ;
My heart all the Goddefs conteft,

But, I fear, {he’s no Goddels of Love,

DAPHNTIS

This morn, as I p:fs’d by her cot,
I bathfully bow’d to the maid,

Gentle Shepher’d (fhe afk’d) have you got
My little cade lamb, that has ftray’d?

Mg



THE INOUISITIVE SHEFNED

I renty’dy qf 0 -2d orant inc a kifs,

In queft of her Ja xlm > I'd reve,
She bluft’J a rebulke 1o ey ohfs,

P i2§%

So fhe can’t e the 3o Sels of Tove,

T'he fair one T mer an the plain,
What a foolifh unicrre-, L.oelf,
I bid her ateend to 51+ "'r;.fn
You know I'm L 102y felf
I fzluted her hand by fiere >
She fled to the 11'1}1(1 ‘;'.L.,Df.::;
ohe’s Diana, 1T orant, in dilaife,

But I vow fhe’s no Goddefs of [,ove.

1A M O N,

Indeed, fhe’s a Goddefs indeed ?
(), where can her cqual be found ?
Come flrike up the ruftical l1ced,
And let paftoral ballads abound ;
And fince, my dear Jads, we agree,
Her mind is related above,
"l I find the’s as mortal as me,

U fwvear the’s the (Foddefs of Love,

F THE

o
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Anacreontic Cde.

e She whom 1 love.
Doth give me grace for grace, and love for love.

SHAKESPEAR’s Romco and Juilet.

Rithee, Mufe, indite a fong,
Merry Maiden come along,
Oh ! the joys your f{miles impart,
Raptures rufhing on the heart !
OL ! the themes that you infpirc,
Lifping on the laughing lyre ;
You can frolic, you can {ing,

You can charm the trilling {tring,
Yot
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Y ou can drive fron: day to day,
‘Thorny thoughted Care away,
Every wifh is full of thee,

Every thought complacency.

Yes I own thy magic meafures,
Thefe are tranfports never cloy.
Oh, the treafures ! Oh the pleafurcs |

All is laughter, love and joy.

CSweet the minutes of the morn,
When thy pretry pencu’s drawn,
Sweet the rofy iours of noon,
When thy golden Larp’s n tune ;
But when fober c¢ve {ucceed,
"Then thy fmi: - is {w- .t indeed !
Then to thee 1 pay :uy vow,

On the rurz]l mountein brow
Lift'ning to the drooping dove,
Carol lifz, and carol lave ;
Prithee, Mufe, defcend, defcend,
Prithce, deign to greet a friend,

| QN Kindle,
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Kindle, kindlc, ev'rv line,
ticav’ely unimation’s thine 3
And embellith ¢v'ry part,

Meditation’s meed thoy art,

How my bufy heart is beating,
Fairy fields my mind employ,
Gladfome greeting, merry mceting,

All is laughter, love and joy.

Blefs me ! what a fylvan fcepe T

LR

Ruflet heaths 2nd meadows rreen
Now a rill and now a rock,
Here a farm and there 1 fiock
Viftas, rude of cave and cots,
Sunny hills and cooling orots,
Charms of ev’ry fhape and hue,
Strike my vifionary view |
Fenny marfhes, dafy’d lawns,
Iorefts, fountains, flyiny fawns,
Yurzy commons, iimple fpires,
shady lanes and gipfy fires,

{

wlover
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Clover carpets, featter’d cows,

Barns and ricks, and barley-mows,
(xroves and orchards, sardens, ftreams,
Lzughing lads and tinkliny teams,
Wooodiands wild and blooiny bow? rs,
Bluthing buds, and fcentod flow’rs
Bleating lambs and hwine herds,
Catrping infoles, fincine Uords,

™

Pleuwlure’s paths, and nl nte’s ~litns
I 9 i ) i

Merry nympins and sl (waias,
All 15 harmoany and Lwve

¥

All below and all above.
Blefs me, what a vidon this i !

lkurtlt. 10;';';' . ‘ _tE-; *“'r’;,

T!'

Ralmy blifle | codin] Liffe.,

A [ I:) lr.-L .tl o -} ;.t"'.r’{.: illli.i ?il'-:)-:v'

Wholc is yonder hauchsy dome ?
Is it not Avare’. ey 3
Thefe plantaticn=, . .0 o viow,

Arc they not Avare’. oo ?

>
; 2
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He’s a Prince 1n {late and pow’r,
He’s a Nabob in his dow’r ;

Fortune’s filfe as well as blind,
He’s a beggar’s heart and mind,

Does he dare opprefs the brave ?

O the narrow-notion’d flave !
Difmal thought his foul afftichts,

Days diftrefs’d, and horrid nights -
Never in a placic hour,

Fas he felt the Mufe’s pow’r;
Never in paternal fhade

Has invok’d thy huppy aid ;
Never urg’d the hours along,
Solac’d with a Sylvan fong

Never dar’d th truths define,
Sinz of Nu:aie and the Nine .
{.et him boalt the pcmip of kinas,
Death has darts, and time has wings ;
Czll Peruvian mines his ov 21,

TLet me boaft of thee alcne

{'m morc richly blelt than he,

Peace my princip ?,!l_y -
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Be Le great in lznd, wooud,

I’m as great as 1 am good.

Fancy firing, fancy uing,

W hat cun thefe dolizhes deftroy ?

All admiring, nougat reqruring,

All is laugziter, love and Joy,

Have T not a fund of healtiy,

Litele bhittle (1 ¢le wealth '

Be it 1o, © . ‘vcure,
Poean o0 o 00T

T’ve a tear for foes atitroeJ,
And a philofophic breat ;

% Scldom borrow, never lend,
I've two coats, and Uve a fricudy
Laughin?, leifure, chatty pow’is,
Meryy taics aud {octal hours ;
P’ve no Duu. with horrid peals,

T've no Bailisf at my heels,

# Tor reafons moft cogent. |

o4

T've
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P’ve a2 poem for the prefs,
Books fome dozen, more or lefs.
‘Tho’ my table foon i {pread,
Am I not by Fancy fed ?
What is Common- Council fare,
Turtle- feaft and nedding chair ?
Meals are ligcht and ipirits free,
Deareft Mufe, when I have thee
Happy, happy, happy he,
Lovmg and belov’d of thee,

2

Hence diftrefles, come carefles,

Love fhal] every hour employ ;
Oh, it blefles | [Toy- 1t blefles !

Love is ceverlalting joy.
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}”}fdfr_ypm?/}fﬂf, inesn,
Ye beds of vofes and ye bowers o< iay,
Jarewel !

T'iiompson’s Sprine,

I. L. in the filent hour of night,
A When lucklefs lovers {tray,

T'o nurfe their cares in imple plixht,

And weep thote cares aw ay.

When Fairies foot it, o’er the oraves,
And dance in myftic rings,

While echo winks in corral caves,
As Fhilomcla fings,

Intrufion
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Intrufion fweet ! a Moon beam broke
Where Flora’s children laid,

And kindly kifs’d the fleepy foik
Soft glimmering thro’ the glade.

And feebly checquer’d Damon’s face,
Beneath the willow-tree,
Whofe cheek bewray’d his cruel cafe

So piteous pale was he,

For why, helov’d a beauty bricht,
And weo’d her virtucs lony,

But tho’ the guefs’d his meaning riele
She feem’d to think him wrong.

He vow’d her przife infpir’d his lute
And grac’d his fimple fong ;
"T’hen wherefore could the maid be mute,

Unlefs fhe thought him wrong 2

To gentle themes of love diftreft,
Thhe fair had liften’d long,
But when his bafhful! fuit be preft

She figh’d—"zis very wrong.

And
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And reafon’d well and wilcly 7aught
And footh'd the {wain’s concern;
But how fhe prov’d his love a fault

Indeced he could not Zoari.

So many a throb efcap’d his heart,
Full many a tear his eye,
He fmote his breaft in plaintive part

And thus was heard to {igi.



DESPONDING BAERK_

Floww wrdow’d evesy fhouckt of cvery joy !/

Y OoUNG s Night T 'hou

O I 'T" enchanting peaceful picafures,
Dear delufions, whither fled ?
Vain are all your mazic meafurces,
Mufic cannot footh the dead.
Why I weep, and why I pray,

I.et my lov’d Lucclla fay.

Wought can luil my deep didtrefles,
WNought but death difloive my chain ;

Vain are Friendfhip’s kind carefles,
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Yes, her winning virtues vain,
\Why has Fricalfhip ceas’d to bicfs?
Can’t my fweet Luccila guels? j

Such the anguifh Love infufes,
Not the viol, nor the luie,
Nor the mere mz2lodious Mufes
Cuan 1ts rfﬁ::l’::’l'_/7_,;'”?:{'5’ (it
i 11} Powalle the gz:ﬁiiiz"f tear

— 2

- ~ - Hi 1. 1. , ... o
Vont Leicelia GOrl to o frear s

L T |

£ Fr 1."1 » 1;1 . -:
Cince I fere”d the bielt occnlion,
H "".-' L] Yo ’ ' 1. . ' P N
13;.}!!1‘...1{1 Ijlt.--.".i.]l La tli{: r‘,.rl_-l-ll.]L t;i:'-.... "
Sedi Cae Roossd o soer perfuchion,
Stdl e lets the world prevail,
r

VWhy niy bofom’s doom’™d to bleed,

C;tn thCt:”J. i:mgii ::nJ rC':ld?

Pry, pearden frantic (e
() forcive my forrow’d f\mﬂ_,
Shield mey fhield me, woods and vallics,
reaws of peace to thee belone,
Groans and graves fhall grace my thems,

Patience |t ocan the rortut’d dream -

Near
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Near fome willow [Uiling waters,
Let me feek the cvprefs thade ;
Far from beauties cruel daughters,
Far frem each inconftant maid s
Wale to woe my lin2uid reed,

Prefs a turf and dic indeed,

R,
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AU Nature jades extinét 3 aud [be alone
Heard, felt, and feen, pojfejs ev’ry thought,,

Fills every [fenfe, aud pants in cvery vein.

THOMPSON’S Spring.

E hufh’d my heart, nor thus deplore,
’T'is paft ;5 perhaps we meet no more,
Can forrow bring rehef 3
No more? cood Heaven! for ever part?
For ever! O difiolve my hLeart,

And drench my cyes with grief,

Yndulge



& TiHE AD1E U

Indulze the figh, the fob, the tear,
Embalim the lovely fond idea,

T'ill thought forget to glow ;
Obcedient own tyrannic love,
Has tranfports for the bleft above,

. I3ut tertures life below.

"T'his poignant pang without a name,

‘The horrors of an hopelefs ame
Subdu’d by time may ceafe ;

O, mo, I muft, I dare endure,

My foul’s too {ick to court a cure.
1'oo charm™d to feck releait.

And muft T ne’er forget or know,
A refpite from almighty woe ?
O love the wifh forgive I -
Forget iny charmier ! Paflion why ?
ct, let the bafe fugeeftion die,

Or let me ceafe to live.

Each day T'll pine in rural fhade,
‘Lhe wood, thie grove, the grot, the olade
Shat
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Shall witnefs to mv care,
Each night in fome fequer'er’d cell,
I'll fing of woe with philomel,

And banquet on defpair.

Peace Reafon, peace, your faucy plea,
Was not my flame improv’d by thee,
A paffion of the mind ?
WWhat ftoic breafl has &’er with{tood,
A GRACE, fo exquilitely good,
A VIRTUE, (o fefin’d.

37

TR |
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LPillicock fat upon Pillicock-hill 5 hallos, halleo,
balloo !

SHAKESPEAR’s Nino Lezr,

ES, Flora’s the princefs of pofics,
Who fcatters my pillow with rofus
Mother Mab 1s the queen of the fatries,
And Luna fhall light her vagaries,

‘When firft my 1deas werce del\.d'

In the fount of Caftalia 1 padd]ed
To fith for a fanciful dream ;

Toil’d by night and by day,
For a fprig of green bay,
And div’d like a duck in the {tream,
In rhime how the bard fiddle fadd!:J!
When firf! his ideas were addled,

b =
4
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I love my love with an A ; and fo
My refpeéts wait on good daddy Priam ;3
"T'cll the grey bearded boy
As he trotted thro’ Troy,

He was ne’er in fuch 8ames as now I am,
And {o and fo and {fo.

That beggarly knave’s a bathaw
Apollo’s a piper 1n place,
Fndvmion’s ferjeant at law,

And Mercury ferjeant at mace.

Home to Abbyflinia fly,
Frozen-finger’d Charity.
Need Avarice a dog and a bell ?

Old Pluato fhe’ll find by her fmell.

I fay, nor death nor hell fhall ’fright,
Nor guilt the foul appal,
When king Belthazar reads aright

VWho charaéter’d the wall,

G 2 And
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And may {he not love mie aguin ?
Steep, ftcep me in Dtyx,

“And will the net love me again?
Steep, fteep me in Styx,
And my miferies mix.

Come Vulcan and rivet the chain.

Who cares tho’ philofophers prate,
That a ftoick’s forbidden to feel ;

Achilles may brave lady Fate,

But muft dic with the wound in his hecl.

She fties me, ‘mo rain deer is fleeter,
She comes, no May morning is fweeter 3
With a cup of ambrolia I'll treat her,

Nay, faddle a fun-beam and meet her.

Diana’s hounds are barking,
Yon bare-foot fryar is harking,
Nor fear A&eon’s fate ;
Abfolution’s a fop,

Suits Cerberus’s chop,

And may ufher hts foul at hell gate.

Sing



o
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Sing merrily lads, fing merr:ly,
Here’s a penny-weight of patriot lovey . .7
Self-intereft a ton, and above.
Here’s the right of an orphan—let’s thare it
Here’s a wheat flraw to boot,
For a chancery fuit, e T
And a cap that will it all who wearit, -

Sing merrily lads, fing mer:ily.

r

il

Tho’ Inl’am} bloffoms. fiir fame is ne bllﬁhf:.-«
Surelv no, fuicly no., fure ly no, [nlgflt
Nor is friendthip a glow-worm, to fhme in.the
And a begeing we will 20 will o, W1}I 20,

-.l-

And a bccrm g we will go. -

Of, off, off, off that hypocrite difguife, - '
Down, down to duft, ye heav n iniulting eyecs,
Nay prithee now come to d nner,
Why fi/l, puritannical finner?
Your {tomach may ‘iint,
With the meal of a faint.
‘(Go, go, you’re a Jfanflified finner,

G 3 Youyr
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Your garment is knaw’d by the moth,
With the blood of the martyrs ’tis red ;

Brother Beelzebub wove ye the cloth,
Superftition found needle and thread.

Ha! ha! what fo foon in difgrace,

I dreamt thadt you’d forfeit your place w=

Here, harkee fellow; how, isjuftice dead!

I faw you fteal the loaf, ’twas merit’s bread ;
Who fays, the fair conceals her bafkful fears,
Hark, forward lads, we’ll trail her by her tears,
-She’s a proverb of fcorn, and a fcandal,

And has got neither kirtle nor fandal.

See, looks mark yonder avaritious elf, [fhelf ;

‘Whofe peace is pawn’d, whofe foul’s upon the

For fhame ! for fhame ! and dares the villain
laugh,

Blafpheme his &od, yet idolize a calf?

Oh ! I could groan, to fee devotion paid

To Drefden lace, fur gowns, and rich brocade.
For
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For Mammon’s duft, to human duft he kncelé,

Jove, where’s your blafting bolts, your racks,
your whips, your wheels ?

Lct that fplenetic afsy Ariftotle,
Mark the ebb and the flow of the fca 3
_Let me fathom the tide of the bottle,

*T'is {cience {ufficient for me,



"THE

Hermit and Ruined-Abbey,

. )
L--v -

A
FRAGMENT.

The cloud- capt Towers, the gorgerus Palaces,
The folemn Temples, the great Globe itfelf,
Yea, all which it inher iy fhall diffolve ;
And, like the hajelefs fabrick of a }iffon,y
Leave not a wreek belhind?

SHAKESPEAR’s Tempefr,

E E P in a defares dull fequefter’d gloom,
In infant time a reverend Dervife trod;

G’Tf-!: 1t his fands, g.‘]‘?]*b‘:- ate his doom,
Hxs path was Nutdre, and his pillow God.

In youth, he learnt the world was wond’rous vain,
That coy Contentment fcldom fojourn’d there,

He fled the world from i flicn and frem pain,
Im filence fought himfelf and found the Fair.

He
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He 2carnt, that pleaiure was a fpecious theme,
He learnt, that wealth Jdid not to gold belong,

He lcarnt, that love was all a flatt’ying dream,
Friendthip a farce, fincerity a fong.

He felt the abjelt poverty of pride,
He found philanthropy a fable fair ;
"That fraud to honefty was ncar ally’d,
T'reach’ry a trade, and piety a pray’r.

The court, thecamp, thefcnate-houfe he fought,
Solv’d ev’ry fcience, euch refinement woo’d ;

Still peace deny J a patronagc, to thought,
Who tunes her heav’itiy harp in {folitude,

.-.

‘Tl taught, that hife was darknefs and diftrefs,
A doubt, a breath, a piradox, a fpan;

An antique Abbey form’d nis lone recefs
¥rom vice, from woc, from vanity and man.

Round where this rude reiigious relic {tood,
Grim Defolation dull dominion kept ;

In mournful murmurs ooz’d 3 {leeoy flood, [ wept.
Which oziers fighing footh’d, while willows

Near proud pilaftres nodding to their fall,
Stupendous {tones 1n fhatter’d fragments lay;
Stooping to duft the venerable wall,
In wint’ry veft was vanithing awav.,

In
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I vain the ive clofi’d with fond emuorace
Fhe turret totCiring on the time: ftruck tow’r,
The frowning fabric bownag to its bafe,

CIPeaieit OWhH U thie periccuting Fow r.

Fiave fietted roofs that ]atcly {cal’d the m_v,
"I 'he aged architrave and feulptur’d freeze,
E.ch hoary hononr trembl’d from onhigh, [breeze.
Fech mofs-clad moulding quivring with the

-ﬁa.t.-

No pealing anthems {hook the palfied pile,
A fucred filence tway’d fupreme around ;
Save when fome ruin, woke the echoing ifle,
Each dreary vault rchears’d the fullen found.

save when the owl, of melarcholy m‘ien,r
~In midnight mop’d the horrid hours along,

Difturl’d by fits the fadly folemn fcene,
Hooting her favage folitary fong.

Oft when the moon, pale polifhing the night,
Thro’ ev’ry chink a languid luitre thed ;

Calm contemplation would the fage 1nvite,

" T'o learn the ZJiving letures of the dead.

Death’s clay-cold college, one poor clafs fupply’d,
In fpeculation each degree he took,
His A ufe was virtue, wifdom was his guide,

Fach tomb a Zutar, and each bone a Book.
Huge



Trie HerMmiT, &c. 107

Huge fractur’d arches, crazy-caverns deep, [ talk,
Where mutt’ring winds 1n growling accents

Where dewy damps, and pois’nous vapours weep,
Imperfect fpells, and uncouth whifperings walk.

Where oncce the chiflel breath'd the bold defign,
T he fculptors pride, and adoration too ;

Vile toad-ftools fprout, and noxious adders twinc,
And fculls and coflins glare confefs’d to view.

There wrapt in thought, by flames feraphic fir’d,
His kindling heart would thus in duft adore ;

¢ O thou whofe hallow’d breath my foul infpir’d I’*
A proftrate worm.  Cetera dejunt,

YOUTI_Ii
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Behold the Child by Nature’s kindly law,
Pleas’d with a ratile tickled wwith a firazv :
Some lrvelier play-th:ng gives bis Yowe. i delighs,
A little londer, but as cinpty quite :

Sca~fs, garters, gold, ame:fe bis riper flage,
And bezds and pray’sr bozks are 17 ioys of age >

Porr’s Efiav on Muan,

¢ \NCE more th’ unletter’d Bard, efiays to fin,

The blichts and bloflems of the human
{pring,

At Nature’s bar, fubnmitting fancy’s plan,

"To paint in part th” anatomy of man.

Deign mighty Miftrefs to pervade the whole,

Affilt a fimple {eétion of the foul,

On thee alone thy handmaid’s hopes recline

To guide her guiltlefs thro’ this dull defign.
When
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When reafon’s ray confirms the mental morn,
And care begins to cultivate her thorn ;

I.o various wills by various objelts caught,

As paflions publifh thro® the realms of thought,
W hich now unmafk’d 1 genuine fhades appear,
Harfh, gentle, generous, fordid, or fevere,
Infpir’d wicth GGod-like glory’s fiereeft flame,
Hoxor10’s panting bofom thirfls for fame,
Fir’d with the lingering fate of haplefs Troy, -
Great HEcToRr’s ardor blazes th:o’ the Boy ;

AcHILLEs, Ajax, charm his foul by turns,

In Youth’s hot puife the martial fever burns,

In nmad’nine mazes fhoots from vein to vein,
Swells the bie hearty, znd riots thro’ the brain.
When honour caills wio’d not the voice obey?
JELLONA’s banner poinis the glorious way,
How great he falls! how braves the fting of death!
‘T'o breath in fame, one week beyond his breath.

When Luna’s lamp foit ghmmering thro’ the
Urove, )
Bids labour paufe, and meditation rove ;
AMATOR, penhive creeps fupineiy flow,
And giafps 1n thought, the luxuries of woe,
Some fickle femule, fancy fables fair,
Kejedts his fuit, hLe finks in dcep defpatir,

T he
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‘T'he pafiion love, fole tyrant of his breaft,

Like AAaronN’s ferpent fivallowing up the reft..
Muft gay ArntaTor laugh at Heav’n and Hel! ;
Yet figh, and weep, and bleed for IsABELL?

Free from the yoke of low commercial care,
ScHoLARIS feafts his mind in mid-night air,
From page to page thro’ Nature’s folio flies,
Where hoary wildom grafts her aching eyes;
As fcience foars he fcans the proud difplay,

And fups with {y{tems in the milky way.

. Would’ft thouScHorL ARIs fathom depths divine,
Poor finite, grafp an infinite defizn,

W hat mightier maze has wifdom ever teem’d,
A God-head butchér’d, and the dead redeem’d !

Far different fchemes MErRcATOR’s mind cm-
ploys,

Contracted ftudies, yvield contradted joys;

From morn to eve he wears the hours away,

Can folve a problem dark in Algebra ;

Profit and lofs moft accurately tell,

Knows when 1s beft to buy, and when to fell.
How cach account at Chriftias balance ftood,

Who’s but an honeft Man, and who's a good.
Book-worms are block-heads fi/ly fluves to fenfe,

Each Pilarims worth is weigh’d by ffandard pence;
Conftant
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,
Conftant at *Change to trafic, Church to pray’s

‘y

-
t

&y

In hopes blind fortune means him for 2 M yor,

Go Man miftzken glitt’ring drofs purfue,

Heap fund on fund, impoverith Peru,

From Eaft to Weft, be Fleer on FI et unfazid

And be thy ftores the sranary of a2 World ;
Afpiring, pantirg, mcet Ambiticn’s doow,

A toy, a ftar, a {cutchcon, and a tomb.

Avaro fleeps. Rude Death rhie immons €

And feiz’d his walls for lona arrears of renr

From fins vaft fcore we?ll no conclulon dia o

But view young NEpPos next the heir at Jao

For what enjovments will not aold fuifice *

Whores, horfes, bulldings, b rowahig doss
dice ;

Vaft pyramids of wealth Avaro wan,

-
F

I3ifillve lilie dew before the riny jia

Far les enlarg’™d PorT A%s phw’rs ap

l',.l"l-""‘l -~

Py
His fun of genius gilds an hambdler fphcicy

To torturc fenfe, or follv?s force betray,

To dvag confunanate darine/s into 1y,

He apes the Scribey nvokes fome froward M.
} }

To £ uriih once o fort night in the News g

r

- L4 L] E

i
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Convinc’d his immiad’s of choice materials made,

He fcorns fow converfe. with the fons of Tradeg

Gowns-men may preach, and foldiers fight to
Jeed,

Peetic pow'rs claim a nobler mieed { faing,)

SuaxesrEAR (¢’ inmmortal darling theme of

On whofe fair forehead, Nature writ his name,

With fancy’s finger) rofe from low degree,

SHaRESPEAR was but 2 Bard, and is not he?

But §op, we’ll gquic this Bedlamite in rhime,

Where creeping cadence, groans in fad [ublime;

To trace Ficurus thro’ the giddy maze,

Of drefling, dancing, operas, and plays.

Equip’d by two in {word and {olitaire,

TJout a éa mode, he Aounces to a chair ;

At Will’s or White’s begins the tcte a téte

Corneilly’s mafk broke up moft h-11 {h late,

Y ou énew the Countefs, (whifp’ring Cur10’s car)

ID-mee what harm for once to play the Peer:

I've feen this laft new piece; the Critic’s bliad,

All ftuft by Gad religioully refin’d ;

The taftlefs Town, may hope in time to fee,

Some whining Parfon, preaching Puatentee,

Unhappy HistTr1o clofe to bufinefs bred,

1 paths pedantic nobly fcorns te tread;
' High
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tligh o’cer that wuloar baryicr commen fenfe

Can leap at large 5:/erisr to oflence,

The towering Youth, deplores his bafe degree,

And mntt’ring doubts ¢ to be or not to be,”

As HaMmvrLeT wakes, the parenc fpiric pleads,

In fancy’s p.ture poor Porow~ius bleeds,

OrueLra dead, bis foul ao more he imothers,

But boafts “ the love of forty thoufand brothers.??

Say ye whefe ears his horrid orzans reachy

Is not the Mloor c¥ VENICE *“rude in fpeech?’”

Or when convuls’d in temper tortur’a e ar,

He calls on Nature, fay does Nature hear ?

Or ye whofe lids vnwilling vigils keep,

How ¢t MacBerH hath balely murler't ficep?

But fhould diftraétion dreuadiully fuceed,

¢« Where is ALpaonso ? where! ah, where
indeed ! ”

Each mufcle worlis in dire deftortion dreft,

Each wvacant featurce’s differently diftrefs’d.

Histrio be wife, nor fcenes dramatic tread,

But fpare, O fpare the afhes of the dead ;
To SHAKESs PEsR’s fhade be pious pity thewn,

Nor hurchering others parts forget your own.
Ladies
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I

Ladies to vou, whenee boundlefs benutios | Caim,

The modell Muls, transfers the canddid theme.
Crac gcntl rgraces guide my tt'c':‘nbliufr quill

To finx a fiter, peerlefs CoQUETILLE,

V7aft balmy gales, of oderous incenfe near,
And polifh truths to fuit a 6ifker’s car,

Of WNuture’s chetesff china tvare compos’ Jd,
VWhat mines of feafe the brilliane bud difcl. e

At hore how juftly each perfe&tion’s bras’y
vnd then fo wiity deair Adanina’s amas’d |

I fadre’s caufe what {paricine naw’re g0 nent]

T'o torture 11‘1=.::1i15:}:__;5, LAC WOre 112.Cr Nicunt,

T' . ’
$ lhh_ . {"L‘*.fti..'.,

As humul.,
As Et]l(;pld. 5 fH ?t” ﬂm»-. oIe white 3
Prudent as modeft, gencrous as kind,

., e ol

Like torrcnts gentle, conftant as t NI

Does Fror 1o furniin praifc at Lz'uth’s expeline,
IFrorro’ cficem’d a man of charmiag m,/_ :
Eucianro fwears that patch 1s iweetly phicd,
Shull any dare difpute ucrvio’s talte? [lair ;
To fwim the dance voune STULTUs courts the

Well how polite when Lady LrLnE was thors !

L1 T
Lo !



NDaes Fravio, love o - Li

o

‘The dcar dear cresture
fmare !
¢ Cropro has beauty, fenfe, e dao aver,
<« Byt Smirk, {weer Sriini’s the mair of men
for Ler.”’
T hus cach who flatters Folly’s fav’yize Grover,
Triumphs in tuern the favouiite ¢f o hour,
Doom’d from thz depths o fure difurace to (e,

Jr" . ¥ - -r- -

A puny fpinﬁ:::r cve Cnurnorr.,

Not fo Prubpesivin iponds hey wacans hicurs,

- - Ty - -
Shz fcorns foft dalitance m Flyhun F}w-,ﬁiqj

On moliv banks and flower bcpm[ Jed pliias,

Let forward creachures vicew tiar illy fyvains 3
Platonic {pirtts boait {ui-limer Jove,
And barters blifs below ror blifs above,
Subdue the flefis, as gofpel grece requires,
Till icey age rebuke rheir veftal fires.
While thus relicv’d by Naturd’s PrLAIN decree,
From grofs effells of focial [rripathy ;
H 2 Pale
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Palc Envy fpares PRUDENYIA’ piors frame,

And cruel Slander nicver lifps her Naine.

Read in romince My RrTiLLA’s mind afpires

Above mechannic elves and favage fquires,

“’T'ili ftrange miftake, a Knight in huaibler anife,
rifk JosnN the Footman, bears away the prize.

M:iraNDA wakes to life as cood as fair,

To ftrictedt virtue train’d with arduous care,

On infant years, the pow rfull precept wrought,

Andbloons’d progreflive, with progreflive thought ;

*Till charm®d at length with Fathion’s fpecious
[mien,

Example blafts the bud, and fhuts the fcene,

Thus different ftraws in different eddys lay,
Deceiving life, the drama of a day,

Thus froward Nature halts from ftage to ftage,
Luxuriant folly rip’ning into age, [ bloom
There clufter fruits, there withering branches
Still budding on the borders of theé tomb.

T H E
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T H E

Rival Rofes and the Evergreen.

A

FABLE FOR THE I AIR,

Humbly injeribed to ihe Dear Danghters of

Bai1T aANNTLY A.

¢ Noto et you to my Lady’s Chamber, and tell
¢ Jery let hir paint ai ‘uch thick, 10 this complexion
““ fbe smufd come 5 makte ber laugh at 1hat.”

SuAKEsSPEAR’s Hamlet.

T 1 (37 faichlels men deny the creed,
By Fabulifls it 15 agrz 1,
That birds and beafts 1. da, s of vore,

( Or fince the Iloed, or elfe before)
H Ha_(t
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Eud vl ctual patlions powers,
A lite anu la nguage fuch as ours:
Dan cLflop plann’™d Lis sretty paze

’ - e 3
Ar1~f11t to- curb a crooked aze ;

2
Como..mmnrr by a morai fillion,
The heart grown cailous to convi&lion,
Hence Ovid doak’d his poirnant pleas,
In mvlic mccamor vhofs.
i

Hernce honddt truth dehes ofrence,
Aml mermr" fievr {ootns the {eafe,

"THus troes cin tulicwithous romance,

Fﬁ 1 1L:""‘I-" "fj't‘ ';' ol R “r e 'I'f : l1. A .-
- 14'.]{.4 .lt-f-l(.-.'..Ln- ,'.-__J ot {:f,‘L { £i7 i Lr__ ’
- -

¥

The tamc cun lenp, toe Blnd can fee,

F A b 1 ) ' b '

Ihe dumo acbhate, oz ¢-ad decree,

For chetiorin o doss v ho mcanings mar,

Conltiv the | nirir ond tihe bar,

nnliict camp confels,

T,
H
Pk
b
h___l
(T
F o

L

awmllias in e Llon’s drefs,

In cvery elafs of 1060, o clan,
Y

MNMiarl: mon L.f:f’ Mt ating man.

That woilves a treaciierous tale have told,

T'o bath 1n bIr:-mt aind fecce the fold s

4

-'F-l. “e L

That
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Phot cantine [Ux2s predonen prace,
i

Vo preve, iy pot the Pora™ oinent

‘f‘rfr '!- . i-"_II= e ‘! 1' . En
!.L-'i!-‘ /.I.i {IJJJI 1!'..L‘~‘l-.- :.p‘"- l'h-lif‘_-l LI :{{tt{.'l-‘:’

2
~ - - .y - '\ - *"
I'he werll) the world’ Lis arguimnene,

MWl thus 1t was when {biulb and trece,

-~ T H
!

Ny ci::ars;._, could chat Iiie you and mc,

ry" 1

FTvoo val Rofes ehance’d to fiare,

A-artmensts i the fame parterre

-
-
s

Sinl this, and that as nule

i I:i:i-;tti..l illy of the vale ;

Fach uinmph’d in her own complexion,
The certa’n flandard of perfedtion

(O Lhins WIth nruruig pnah clate,

rr

T

coan the maedily fete a reio s
Politcly firfr the blathins beile,
v¢ {3o0d ITIOrTOW, I‘.-‘Iif;::,l I hope you’l‘e WEHE
¢ < I::dccdﬁ, my cear, vouaodk lo fawr,
<< So [porbily and {o debonnair !
““ "Thols {l.nfx L“(‘- s hive done you ”'OOd,
«« 1 muit conicls 1 thouzut they wou’d,
¢ Iiave patience, and a month or {e
May gwve vour check a perfedt glow

1 4 ¢ In
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L

¢« In f{pight of morning difhabille,

¢« J plrinly can perceive 1t will.

< Wil hezleh muft be allow’d a blefling,

‘¢ Adicu, I’ll now prcpzz::c for dreflinz.”’
Then olancing in the wat’ry vafe,

¢« Q, frightful, what a {lorid face!

<« This deep vermillion looks {o queer,

¢¢ Nay, don’i you think it does, my dear ?

¢ I vow P’ll tell you zll my faults,

¢ As friends may know each others thoughts ;

¢ "This morn, as bathinz rather foon,

““ (You know my maxi.n, May and June)

¢« A Bee withir. my bolem Hew,

¢¢ Then humm’d a tune and fip’d the dew,

¢¢ Indeed he took me unawares,

¢ But Becsare grown as rude as Bears ;

<« Mamma, fays I, fhall hear of this ;

¢¢ He hurnm’d his tuns, and fnatch’d a kifs,

¢ Then breati:’d the fofteft {weeteft things {

¢t T won’: balicve that Bees have fings;

<« Compnac’d me to the crimfon dyec,

¢ Aurcrs’s pencils in the fky 3
¢ Arabja’s
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¢ Arabia’s fwcets he own’d divine,

¢« But fwore they’re not fo fweet as mine,
¢¢ And tslk’d {o perfecily polite,

¢¢ That I forcave him,~—well I might.

¢ But, who d’ye think by chance came by ?
¢¢« That Coxcemb, Biliy Butterfly ;

¢¢ So im the bufy Bemg flew,

““ With, fervant, Mifs, and how d’ye do,
«“ And fpoke in fuch a co:nic ftile,

““ I’'m fure would make a Cynic fmile,

¢« Could ev'ry love-fick fonnet quote,

<« Had melting madrigals by rote,

¢« Witnefs, hc cried immortal pow’rs,

<« My love’s the Fairy Queen of flow’rs.
‘¢ Bear witnefs, warbling virgins nine,

<¢ She’s angel, goddefs, all divine,

‘¢ Affirmed my name had poems grac'd,

“ (You know my dear, his heav’nly tafte,)
¢¢ Where hearts and darts in {fweet {ublime,

<« And loves and doves in {tanza’s chime
¢¢ The jealous zephyrs beft can fay

‘¢« How fweetly trip’d the time away,
¢ But
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A FanrLy 179R

¢« but fure the rude bewitching creatures,

L34

¢L

<<

9 4

A

<%

cL

¢

Have fadly $ifcompos™d myv featuves,

A3

Again the {ouxtsin fed her pride

And t

hus the peevi/h fuir reph 7d.

i

F

A clow., v
g 5
O’r{:r E_;] E:i.zi i

€t Suie, Liéi.-, your cheek may boafl 2 flame

AS IUL]J S RS

roflic daee,

crant, will ‘"m{l qa grace

=

‘“:’111"“0 of 1o Ce.,

NMay lend = Iullre to the whle,

Tho” wanune § mmetry and ﬂ)ti].,

Ion’t thume:
Nay, pr
Uh, N,

[ Buat praiic,

l-l.i

J'

i

::1 - L . lI - q.,
T vro’d inter—iidoed . —
oW I joLe, nos i,
: ! e { 3 -1" v ‘i'.l' " : 1
..lt 4 t..l.u-:, lt lh.:l L } \th" el

pechaps, will mzaize veua proud}

44 "{,ch;-c 7i6¢F }r@UI‘ lcg‘.’{_‘ﬁ.ill f}I{J‘ (iL‘Cliﬂﬁ',

““ Your feature: are exceeding fine,

4

(A4

<6

fa e

X

¢ And then ¢

1y Ser ls a’sf 3_/-?;.1’*9;?,

Is fuch z27jem i your pofleliion |

- 3
..E.J’)L?!JP"’" A SRS S i’llfl [ .1 ]lu_bj

-

To make the wener mn’

And who bus vwifdem can dirﬂcnfc

- -tpe , e
That bsoliant Tare of confidencs,

T hat
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= o

<@ T'hat pours inflru&ion lilz2 a tid=

““ On me, and every Role befide;

““ But yet youn muft allow my dear,

““ Your ridicule is too fevere

““ 1 iand you’re witnefs to my fSume,

““ As cvery fyilaile’s the fame,

““* I'h.--d, at leatt an hour avo,

““ Froio bee, and Butterfly, 1o fuow
““ Lt toongh tuch follies can’t enzage
o A Laldy of NOUr 1iper ace,

-

““ Reflect and moralize you mav,
““ But youth maft have its ¢iddv day.”
““ I liten, Moa’am, upon my word !

2 T'is molt egreoioudly ebfui’d,™
(Retoris the damafk Rofe) ¢ to jedft

“* At truths, o zlaringly confett,

““ You've doubtlefs heard, I do fuppofe,

© What cvery breeze and zephyr knows,
“¢ That Dee, on matrimony bent,

““ ias wfk’d, in form, Mama’s ccnfent :

““ So Flora fix’d the day and dow’r,

“¢ And every fragrance of a flower,

“¢“ Gonving’d
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¢¢ {Convinc'd the parties were agreed)
¢¢ Has witnels™l to the marrioze decd ™
«¢ Oh ' doubiless, dla’am, you necd not fear,
¢ But that the deed is known, my dear ;
«¢ Your preicy fpark, i flate quo,
“¢ Inform®d me halt an hour ago,
«¢ Yong fince L’ve hcard what envy faith,
€ But Heav"x forbid too forward faith,
€< And let the fiend detraltion prate,
¢ Your manncss ave immaculate s
¢¢ But fhll you're too fecure by half,
¢ Indeed, mv Love, you make me loughs
¢« Why, all the blofloms of the boughs,
€< Have wnincefs’d to his ardent vows,
«* Can prove no proteftation {lips,
€¢ "The bomicd accents of his lips,
¢¢ The elocusion of his eyes,
¢¢ The hear¢- felt anguifh of his fighs ;

5
¢ Nay more, his oaths of conftant love

‘¢ Are regiiter’d in Heav’n above:

« I"m forry, Mifls, fo pure a flame,

¢ Alas?! can busft no betzer clatin

‘¢ Phut
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““ But time will heal {you’re quite mx fathion}

‘“ The pangs of difappointed patfienz’
T'here grew, contiguous to the ivene,

A venerable Bverpreen,

Who oft kad brav’d the wint’ry dorm,

And {till preferv’d her vernsl ferm .

Her precept lean’d to pity’s fide,

And thus the grave rebuke applied.

<t Say, why, conceited giddy things,
<« Say, whence this emulaucn {prings
¢ TWhy boaft of beauty, fairy Lhow'r,
¢t }'he Rattering phantom of an hour 2
<. Is that a bafe for folid joy.
<o A fioft may blight, a worm deftroy ¢
«« Why elory in your difterent tyes,
¢« Yo dupes of 1BBeés and Burtterflies ¢
¢ Thofe fluttering Infects of a day,
<« Whao fteal your fveets, and rhen betray,
“« At large the gay deceivers rove,
<¢ Thro’ garden, orchard, tield, and grove,
«« Will take my oath, I've feen ’em fettle
«« (On yonder filthy flinging nettle;
¢« Still



7 T4 : -
“roy A ]:{ -'LE -ltj E'Lr:!

--ll""l-

¢ Still ridicule each abfent fiir,

«¢ Sclf-love, and laugh, and lye, and fwear,
¢¢ Obferve how plain my drefs appears,

¢¢ As fits the fancuty of years,

«¢ My branches boaft no beautcous bloom,
<« No frankincenf{e, no fwcet perfume,

¢« No graces in my perfon mect,

<« No balmy gales my prefence greet,

¢¢ My car to flattery never bow’d,

<« No coxcombs at my levee croud ;

¢« What think ye then that 1 repine?

<< A prouder privilege 1s mine ;

«« Your charms a hittle month appear,

¢« Minc triumph o’er the varied year.

¢ Pinks, rofes, tulips, all attend,

<« And learn this Iefion from a {riend.

¢¢ 'T'ha’ death fhall fhut each painted fcenc,
““ (RericioN isan EvErR-GREEN.”) .

FrepeRrRICK
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FREDrLRICKE and MANNY,
iy

P A 5T O I A L.

.""'1 T ERE T - -
Tl ”;'Z ! 7”’f ki 2

e -

T~ WK ATIIa beach, the lLviviznof the (hade
L2 rarfromithe lab’ring clown'sintrufive trend
Uhe peniive bove-lorn Fredericl was [add,

1o feed on thougnt, weaclion s comlfort feds

. .
. t M R ..n-.,, AN y
Parpy the Crdltant beauty of the plin,

[iv wan -’rinfr arrune 1.4..;{ O IoW dcgree,
Liocd oit with tran It)u rt heard the {htpherd {wain
| Ly

In courttiip pafs the d dappled lea,

*

[N neide parental checid?d nis honeft flame,
1Torbid the tender intercourfe of foul ;
(hedient dote own'd the nioid claim,

And nval’d Love’s omnipotent controul.

: Joy
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Joy fwiftly fled the lover’s bleeding bLreaft,
Defpair thick planted daggers in his piey 3
With eafe each mental avenue pofleft,
And fighing dragg’d the haluung hours away,

¥ame thro’ the bufy hamlet late had {pread
For truth, that wealthy Wiiliam of the vale

Was now betroth*d the matichlefs maid to wed,
And wretched Frederick met the trav’ling tale.

T'o hide his babbling grief in vain he ftrove,
Prob’d by the fudden forrow-fearching found ;

So fought the faithful friendfthip of the grove,
Where focial thought in {olitude 15 found.

On Nature’s verdant velvet couch reclin’d,

A felf tormenting candidate for cafe,
Pejeted fpoke the language of his mind,

And thus his hcart unbofom’d to thie breeze.

{ pow’r

«« Why was I doom’d to feel the fair-one’s

When village paftimes crown’d the jocund day,
Why did the tempt my humble hopes to tow’r,

O wherefore Love command and not obey ?

T hrough
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T"heo’ yonder wood, wlien hand in hand we talk’d,
With trembling tongue I promis’d to be true ;

Oft blufthing ftole fweet kiffes as we walk’d,
And blefs’d the happy time which now [ rue.

For wherc the ’Squire’s wealthy acres mine,

MNay, all the treafures harveft has im flore,
Still muft my weeping heart in anguifh pine,

Falfe, fickle ¥anoy muft be kind no more.

WNo mf.j_arc when morn unbars the purple sky,,
And nibbling flocks o’erfpread the mifty dales,
To mezt his love (hall haplefs Fred’rick s,

Or poife with willing Lands, the frothy paiis,

Tn vain thall eve her coal retrears prepare,

- s T o e oradTy waw s
Of cdms wide branching o’er the grafly wWay 3

-‘

"T'he fields in vain thetr greeneft garments wear,

J

And bleating cws tiweir fleecy [ruits difplay.

Since fhe proud maid difdains a ruflic’s hand,
T'ho’ poor, yetclean frem Gowr ¢ Corruption free,
cShe may be mittrefs of my rival’s lund,
And feoins to wed oblcurity and me.

I >T 1
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>Till late, 2las ! unknown to boform fife,
What the’ my taole furniii’d humblc fare,
Content, that fav’y face that fwectens liie,

Supply’d each want, anu exil’d 2very care,

" > , - A . . ~ .

I'ho” pleaty dergn’d ncot i my barns to fmile,
T he poor man’smiuriu’riog ne’er reproaciy’d my

Thegrateful blefingsot thegen’rous foil, [name,

Were ner witheld to blatt the breath of fime.

The cackling tribe, which en my penfion Yiv.,
With golden gills the yolky wibute pay s
T'heir woolly velts my iheep with pleafure give,

To clothe my lab’ring limbs tn coarfe array.

Poffeft of thefe my hair breadth fpan ot years,
In poor paternal home would joviul end,
Would charming Fanny kindly dry my tears,

Accept my love, and be my nuptial friend,

Vain hope, ¢’cer this the cruel knot is tied,
Muft heap the mighty meafure of my wees,

E’cr this fhe triumphs with perfidicus pride ;
Befriend me, death, for jove and life are foes,

‘The
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The liff’ning fair, with gen’rous pity mov’d,
Swife irom a neighbouting bower with rapturces
[Aew,
Anxious to footh the fwain the truly lov®d,

With dazzling graces met his doubt{ul view.

Gricf fympathetic, trickling from her eye,
Bedew’d the {oft fuffufion of her check,

Her liliy bofom Leav’d the ftruggling figh,
Truth, tucght the artlefs oracle to fpeak,

¢¢ Ceafe Shepherd, ceafe to wound my throbbine
Stilly ftill I’m thine by ev’ry facred tie, [heare,
Qur twining fouls no human pow’r can part,

Dy virtue armm’d thall life’s worft fforms defy.

The parent yields to thy fuperior worth,
My future blifs doth all her care employ,

*Tis chee I prize above the fons of earth,
*1'is the alone can {weeten ev'ry joy,

iz {sentle
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Gevrrne READOR,

= U BOE Adtees by o means ranks the fol-
i g e e s
i aeanids, bis Adaeac ValcOianaes,
i ‘

e vernes irundy co b sonadeied as o omelanchsly

)

pread of the df:;;-_z:r.eracy of our modern Shepmerds

L7 (T .':1-_'-1‘1- 10 3 WIC ti} n-‘i m hmi ‘Ne Pu:‘.’:t:j.-——-

£oan L, ohere are now thofe Faflorar Spiits,
{fo w-ar o teie the tove-iick lute on beds of
s, when Jephyr ana’d her lifken wings' in
the :picev wrovas of dear Arcadia ¢ He connot

put lement ihat Pafieral Blays in general for

[ 29

‘a fow coniurvs patty, have been more romantic
s ret d, than charadleritic ana natursl, znd
c 16 1 2 rwaric L rnaxim with him, mof care-
futly to oveel the Swubirnms Errers of former
Voo, e has frdisufly adapted the foliowing
¢o the ncnlivaced Sentiment of fuch Nymphs
and Swoins wis tena their fleccy flacks on the
pLilnis of LIdmpPde Hizsngate, &e.

JOHN
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a conprniionr ard @it angry wWonan, TGV, W),

XXxi. ver, X Q.

» N 2 funday in fone,
& YWhen C*cat;"‘~?11_= i tune,
And brill fummer 1s Fonfel- arts’d,
\When the Mepherds appear
In the.r hetterminit geer,

And with love 2 ry villa’s infpis’d,

Sufar’s fubjects had paid
{ Gendy tax'd by the maid,

I3

Of
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Of the dairy department) their ftore,
W hile atiriétion’s brighit frar,
Who excell’d in 5o fa,

Soft reclin’d on a polt at the door.

T'o the ringlets {o red
"T'hat glow’d round his head,
His fingers full oft he apply’d ;
W hile each negative grace
Shone confels’d in his face,
"Tho’ his heart was a victim to pride.

T'o the golden cheegk’d dame
Who firft kindled the flame,
An edd accident fomewhat a]lay’a 3
"The rude courticr drew near
W ith an impudent lecr, :
And the pow’rs of rheteric Jifplay’d,

I O H N,

[T

Miftrefs Suizn, how now?¢
Why i iutlen a brow ?
I prythee, girl, fay what doft ail¢
Art fo deep in tne dumps
At tpe fize of thy jumps,
Or has Margery kick’d down the pailt
S WS A N,
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o U o A N,

Do weu dave fee my face,

Shoen oo know you’re o bife !
Youte parjur’dy I oneed nes S0 b

"Vhoeu falfe fon of A

L3y, g0 to vour Mudam,

.. where will you go when you aic.
J O H N,

OL! oh! thisis fine,
To whimper arnd v hine,
And make fuch a ter ibl» nother ;
Yourem -+ er the awck
Thotr «a. play’d on the rick,
And would caper to play fuch another.

SUS A N,

You rocue, you're a hiar,
I'll go to the ’Squire,
And tell him I’'m left in the lurch ;
Undcne and betraxy’d
‘Thro’ the minitler’s maid,

For the banns have been publifh’d at church.



I36 Joun axp Susan, &e,

J O HN,

Prete- Jiop 1iug Sue,
YW ho cares if you do ?

Not Johnny, beiteve me, a pin
Tho’ you cannot but chufc

T'o blubber, who lofe,
I’ve a right to be merry, who win,

S TS A N.

So you think I’y afraid
Of that draggle-tail jade,

Who flaunts in her ribbands of pink ;
No, no, Mr. John,

I'll convince you, anon,
I’m not fuch a fool as you think,

On his worfhip the Juftice,
'Thank Heav’n my truft is,
A warrant can cure all mv furrow
If you don’t make e honeft,
As often you’ve piomis’d,
In the cage you fhall whiftle to-morrow,

AN
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ELEGIAC PASTORAL.

Our dvooping days are divindled down 1o nought,
Their period finyh’d e’re *tis well begun.,

THomMmPsoN’s Scafon’s,

WELL mav’{t thou moan (afiliCted Peggy faid}
A brothcer Patty gone, for ever gone;
‘T'he goodhicft youth that ever woo’d a maid,
. "I'hat ever led his lamys along the lawn.

Indeed my love, this wond’rous woe appears
No partial fondnefs in my friend and me,
¥or ev’ry eye’s brimful of talking tears,
Each goodmuan fhepherd weeps as well as we.

But now I faw the dear remains convey’d,
Neath yonder yew as all his fathers {lept,
The Sexten figh’d as {tooping o’er his fpade, -

And ftay’d the burial while the Vicar wept.

Ahl
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Ah! lucklefs ]Jad, metninks I fee him fiill,
In blythfome fort, as at the happy hour,

When firft he met poor Pegay at the mitl,
And left his fack to carry home her four.

PATTY.

Nay, all can witnefs Robin was endu’d
With ev’ry grace a {ifter could defire,

"The kindeft foul ! if Patty bak’d or brew’d,
He'd fetch the furze and bavins for her fire.

How oft when milking has he left his team,
'To watch the oven left my bread thould burn s
Oft from my pans has nicely fkim’d my cream,
And taught me ev’ry {pell te charm the churn,

But this day week, °tis prefent to my view,
Ajas, to think how foon the b¢f may die.
He fhell’ld my beans, and cut the gammen too,
And pick’d my goofberries to make tue pie.

PEGGY.

Ah, why did Robin fairly win my heart
With civil {peeches, Cother market day?
Why kindly kifs my lips in friendly part,

And bear my eggs and butter all the way.
| PATTY-
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PATTY.
‘T'his camblzr dcddice, fit for Supday wear,

He gave v "hout or wages or reward ;
And trou_nr the {carlet breaftknot from the faix,
V'o pleafe his Pa.ty of his own accord.

PEGGY.

Th-re flecep his bones in yender tufted grave,
W ho once exceil’d in wreftliny and the race;
VW ho once at church could {wecetiy chaunt a {tave,

And fung the Early Horn, and Chevy Chace.
PATTY.

Alas, his tongue muft reft for ever ftill,

Whofe merry joke did all our paftime make;
His cudzel now has loft its mafter’s fkill.
So wont to win the triumph at the wake,

But now we'll part ; I fear the day grows late,
And meet to-morrow in the thady-lune;
And weep to think of Robin’s wretched fite,

Sum all his virtues up and weep again.

AN
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AN

ADDRESS to a SCULL.
A
Mionigur REeFLECTION.

Infcrided to smy Dear Fricnd, Mr.
Fopwarp VENN,

You provide ihe msbin® mratsvials for budlding,
when @ pick-axe ard o fpuds are only neeeffury 3
and bu:ld boujes vf fruc tundred by one bundred feer,
Jorzertimy that of jix &y truo.

HorAGE.

USH’D 15 the paufing dcep-ton’d funeral
knell,
T welve timesthedlrpper firikes the preaching bell,
*Tisfo. Yes, hark: § hear the imple chime,
“That inakes the fleeple every flage of times
The
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Th= ruoks zad daws, dark tenants of the tow’r,

Catch the & arm and croczk the mdn: ht h{}ur
omplacent fleep, kind matvre’s iovelieft law,

Arcetls the peafunt {treech’d along the flraw,

Nor is oblivion’s balmy Soon deni:d

To charm the dog fuff [noring by his fide ; 3

Biack clouds of double darknefs drefs the pole,

And not onc ftur is twinkling thro” the whole.

All, all is deep indiflodsble oisom,

Silent as dearn, and awéel 2s the temb

Yet night how fairin all this pomp confefs’d

T dzeds black brooding in the guilcy breafl!

INow fhapelu(:s ihapes, and hideous fpedires dance

Athwart imagimation’s vivid glance ;

Now fertie fears fuggelt the phantom foul,

I hear the death- watceh tick, the ma:hiT bhowl,

T'he telon now attacks the mifer’s door,

And now pale murder prines her fteps with oore,

I3ull fancy now her dreary path purfues,

Mid{t groves of cyprefs and unkallcw’d yews,

Poetic vifions vanifh from my braiz,

And my pulfc throbs as feebly as my firain.

Hovwr
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How fad this {cene! how mortal and how dull,

A Drellincourt, a taper, and a fcull !
How fit to feed the intellectual eye !

Memento’s moral of mortality.
W hat means this fudden ftrange inftinctive ftart?

T his folemn fomething creeping to my hecurt?
Why fear to read a gractous God’s decree?

Why fear to look on what I foon muft be ?
Would’ft thou my foul fubvert great nature’s ends?

If not, be thefe thy moralizing friends,
‘I'he truths they teach, will reconcile thy doom,

The charge they bring is life beyond ‘the tomb.
Can man be proud? vain atom ! is he proud

Of charms that claim the coffin and the throud?
Come let him read this wretched relick o’er,
Here fix his thoughts, and then be vain no more.
How glare thefe fockets that did once fupply
‘I'he vifual nerve, the fpirit-fpeaking eye !
How bare thisbone wherecrimfon currents turn’d,
Health mantled high, and comely blufhes burn’d!
Beneath this roof perhaps there dwelt a tongue,

Where proud perfuafion honded accents hung,

In
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In courts and fenates could command applaufe,
Richi nolly piead for liberties and laws,
Eutrance atteation into rapture wrought
With dicticn drefs the energetic thought ;

Of love fo fmoothly talk the tume along

In cadence fweet, emphatically flrong.

Did all this mighty elcquence of man

Purfue fome fpecious fpeculative plan ;

id differtavioa circumfcribe his aim,

H:-w poor the pompous candidate for fame f
Did all his learning, ah his genius reach 1
But jull to play with Lnfruaﬂ'c, polifh fpeech ;

L

[Did «ll kis powers no facred truths define,
Supprort no tenets, orthodox divine,

Putitih no precept, no religion raife,

No worfhip diftate, and perform no praife ;

Far humbler heads might all thofe pow’rs delpife,

Wifdem’s true fons are wvirtuonfly wile ;

Death, death has feal’d that tongue to charm m:‘

Grim death that filenc’d Cicero’s before. [more,

W ho knows perhaps this fcull might once contain,
Scme rich materials for the lofty ftrain,

Enform’d
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Enfornmi’d, enrapt wich more than mortal fire,
Soar’d i ftrong {:nfe, and leflur’d in the lyre,
With manly wit the finifh’d treatife wrought,
Each period pointed, harmoniz’d each thought,
Pleas’d in perfuaflive, taught in facred rhime,
In fatire fcourg’d but triunrph’d in fublime,
Perhaps this fcull (tor fuppoﬁt.ion’s free)

Was fome great mafter’s in philofophy

Some pedant proud, who kept the {chool in awe,
Some deep logician trav’ling with a ftraw,

Lol* in the dull dark labyrinths of law,

Perhiaps this fcull might once convert an age,
And iceft pofter.ty the pious page.

In years of yore the wholefome ftatute frame,
Mid{t chains and darknefs kindle freedom’s lame,
Wth patriot fire a nation’s night repeal,

Plant {fome proud police, prop fome common weal,
Forhaps again, fome captive race reftor’d,

Or docmi’d its freeborn brethren to the {fwerd,
Whole kingdomi’s curfes may to this belong,

TThat (Uld s people’s birthright for a fong, P

Pertians
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Perhap's fome head by mad’ning fancy fir’d,
Some gofpel lamp by holy Heaven infpir’d,
Some hellifh engine that did beft agree
With foul debate, and midnight maflacre,
‘T'hat loft a laurel, or a kingdom won,

Center’d in earth, or foar’d beyond the fun.
Be what it might, all cafuifts now muft own;
>T'is mortal, mortal, yea, thebone’s a bone.

Let vain ambition learn this leflon hence,
Howe’er diftinguith’d, dignified for fenfe,
Whate’er the honour’d enfizns of renown,

The cap, the hood, the mitre, or the crown;,
"Death levels all, nor parts nor pow’rs can fave,
Great Milton’s mind was mortal—in the grave,
Who fung and prov’d with infpiration {trong,
"T"he foul mi_mmortal in immortal fong.

Hark ! thus it {peaks, ingenious fons of men,
Why boaft the chiffel, pencil, or the pen?

W hat tho’ the world afcribe to Milton’s name
A mortal immortality of fame,

W ill fame, who oft denies her children bread,

Deceives the living, difcompofe the dead ?
K

.

Neo
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Wo; fame’s a breath, can little life fupply,
And breath mutt fail, forfake us when we die,

In Death’s dark realm all oppofites agree,

Cafar and Cato, Solomon and me,

But Death fhall die, and judgement fhall declare,
Diftinction’s weigh’d by piety and pray’r.

Come grace divine, almighty aid impart,

Come grace divine, and cultivate my heart,

To him I ftoop the penitential knec,

Who groan’d and bled, and died and rofe for me.
Who knows how foon my latter days fhall dswn,
Who knows thefe eyes fhall greet the morrow’s

IMorn ;
But morn and night, till Death my doom decide,

Be thou, () Scuil! my monitor and guide,
Preach, pizach aloud on princely Philip’s plan,
Tell me i dufty, O warn me I'm a Maw,

F I N IS,



ERRAT A,

P A G E 6, line 13, for parnaflan, read parnaf-

flion. page 13, line 10, for nature, read
nature’s. page x4, line 2, for huming, read
humming. page 17, line 16, for black, read
blank. page 28, line %7, for man, read can.

page 86, line 4, for beggar’s, read beggar.
page 126, line 2, for felf, read ftill. page 107,
JIaft line, for dejunt, read defunt, page 144,
line 69, for {chool, read fchools,






