


ll I. /; 7 _f . / l~ % ri. "'---- '--' / L t _. t k~ / t\. 7 {_ ~ 

THE POETICAL WORKS ,I/ 

/I~ .JC 
OF 

,,, 11, l ,l~\1\l CU\\'l)LlZ. 

IVit!t I'rc_fato;J' Notice, Biograpltical 

and Critical. 

EV ,\ It OPE. 

LONDON: 
\7:!H[[; SCOTT. ~J \1,',1r-;o,;,-~ LJ.;_:- f'/:r~ ,,~~rr Tir.r, 

AND N E \VCAS fLE-ON-TYNE. 

I 3S 5. 



Y~d~~ ~ 

L·t-t ~ ~ V7 Av~ . 
(~ 



CONTENTS. 

PAGR 

INTRODUCTORY N OTICE 7 

Verses written at Bath 35 

An Otlc 37 
To .Miss l\Iacartney 38 
Table Talk 41 

Truth 46 
Expostulation 55 

Hope 6-! 

Charity 71 

Conversation 7 4 

Retirement 78 

A Fable 83 
A Comparison 84 
Verses supposed to be written by Alexander Selkirk 85 

Ode to Peace 87 
Human Frailty 88 

Report of au Adjudged Case 89 

l 
I 



iv C01VTENTS. 

The Love of the "\VorlLl 

The Lily and th e R ose 

The Pinc Apple and tlic 13cc 
On a Goldfinch 

The Winter Nosegay 

Mutual Forbearan ce 

To the R ev. Mr. K cwton 

Boatlicca 

The Poet a1Hl tJ1 e Oys ter 

To th e Rev. W. C. Unwin 

The Task 

The Di,erting History of John Gilpin 

Love Abused 

Poetical Epistle t o L atly Austen 

The Colubr1ad 

On F riendship 

On the Lo~s of the Royal G'eorge 
Song. 

Th e Rooc 

On th e Shortness of Hum an Lifo 

Epitaph on J ohn so n 

Cratitudc . 
Th e Fbtting i>Iill 

Lines 

A 'folo 

PAGB 

00 
0] 

02 

01 
01 
O:i 

Oi 

OS 
100 
102 
l OJ 
1G1 
li4 
l i:i 

178 
179 
l SG 
l Si 
JSS 

1S8 
1S0 
HlO 

102 
] 03 



CONTE1VTS. V 

PAGE 

Stanzas 195 

The Poet's ~cw Y rar's Gift 196 

The Negrn' s Complaint 197 

The Dog and the ,Yater Lily 199 

On the death of Mrs. Throckmorton's Bullfinch 201 

The N cedlcss Alarm 203 

On the receipt of my Mother's Picture 207 

llymn for the use of the Sunday School 211 

Anecdote of Homer 212 

Th e Four Ages 213 

The Jml grucnt of th e Pods 21-! 

The Retired Cat 216 

Yardley Oak 219 
On a Plant of Virgin' ::; -Bo11·cr 2:23 

Epitaph 22.f 

'l'o Ill,;' Cousin :2:25 

To J\lr~. Unwin :225 

A Tal c :2:2G 

Ou a S p:rniel calle ll '' Bea 11 " 2:29 

B eau's R eply :230 

T o Mary :23 1 

'l'lt c Faitl,rul Bi rd 2'.3 2 

The Poplar Ficlll 23.f 

On th e High l'ricc ol Fi~h . 23 -1 

Yerscs on a Flood at Oln ey 23.:i 



vi CONTENTS. 

PAGE 

Mary and John 236 

To Sir Joshua Reynolds 2:3 6 

Pairing Time .Anticipated 2:37 

Epitaph on o. Hare . 2-10 

Sonnet to a Young Lady 241 

Written in o. Quarrel 2-12 

The Symptoms of Love 2-13 

Written after leaving her at N cw Burns 2-14 
R. S. S. 245 

Written in a Fit of Illness . 2'16 

Disappointment 248 

Odo. 2-18 

Song 250 
A Song 251 

A Song 252 

The Certainty of Death 253 

The Castaway 25-! 
Translations of the Latin and Italian Poems of 

.Milton . 2GG 

'l'ranslations from Vincent Bourn e . 2S2 

Tran slations of Greek Verses 290 

Epigrams TranslatcJ. from the Latin 297 

Translations from the French 298 

Translations from Virgil 318 

Olney Hymns 323 



I 

Jntrobuctor\? 1Hotice. 

-

ILLIA:\I COWPER was born on 
the 26th of November 1731. His 
father, the Rev. John Cowper, 
D.D., was chaplain to King 
George I I., and rector of Berk-
ham pstead; and the parsonage­

house of this little Hertfordshire town was the 
birthplace of th e poet. His mother was a distin­
gui shed woman, of con siderable amiability and 
power. Her maiden name was Anne Donne, ai,cl 
Dr. Johnson declared that this lady was descended 
from the several nobl e houses of \Vest, Knollys, 
Carey, Dullen, Howard, and :\Iowbray ; and so, by 
four different lin es, from Henry II I., King of 
England. The Doctor aclcl ccl, that "dis ti nctions 
of this kind can sbecl no additional lustre on the 
memory of Cowper ; ye t genius, however exalted, 
disdains not, while it boasts not, the splendour o_f_ I 

l-



8 liVTRODUCTORY AOTJCE. 

ancestry ; and royalty itself may be pleased, and 
perhaps b enefited , by disco\·ering it s kindred to 
such piety, such purity, a nd such talents as hi s." 
Cowper had the misfortune to lose his mothE:r 
when he was only six years old, yet so deep and 
lasting was h er influence upon hi s character and 
mind, that nearly fifty years after h e r death he 
said, "Not a week passes in which I do not think 
of her-such was the impression h er tenderness 
m ade upon me, though the opportunity she had for 
showing it was so short." The beautiful and 
path etic poem written on th e receipt of hi s 
m oth er's picture reveals th e reve rence which he 
felt for her. Thi s loss was the more to b e 
deplored on Cowper's account, because from hi s 
infancy he was a delicate child, with th e tenden cy 
to m elancholy which was afterwards so painfull y 
developed. H e was se nt, immediately a ft e r hi s 
m oth er's death, to a school kept by Dr. Pitman, 
at l\larkct Stree t, in H ertford shire. The schoo l 
was large, and he suffered many th inrrs in it 
espec ially at th e hands of a young bully abou~ 
fift ee n years old, who treated th e 11·eak child with 
more th an the usual scho ol-bo~ barbarity. Cowper 
always r emembe'.·ed the fca_r \\' llh wh ich this young 
tyran t 111 sp1red him, and said that he was afraid to 
lift his eyes upon him higher th an hi s knees and 
knew him bet ter by his shoe-buckles th a n b;· any 
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other part of his dress. The cruelty of this boy 
was e,·entually discovered, and he was · expelled 
from the school, where Cowper himself spent only 
two years. He was remO\·ed because he was 
threatened with blindness, specks having appeared 
on both eyes ; and the next two years were passed 
in the house of an eminent oculist, where he was 
so far cured that he was able at ten years old to be 
sent to \Vestminster School. At fourteen he had 
an attack of the small-pox, which he said proved 
the b es t oculist, for after it had passed off, the 
specks in his eyes ,,·ere found to have gone with it. 
He \\":l.S not unhappy at \Vestminster School, 
although in after-life, when he wrote his scathing 
cen sure of public schools, he doubtless recalled 
some trials that he had endured there. He held a 
high place among the boys a s an expert at cricket 
and football ; ancl his poems are proofs that 
he had pleasant associations connected with his 

boyhood:-

" B '" it :i. W(' :drn css, it 1lcserves some pr:ii sc, 
\\'clove the play-pl:lcc of onr c:irly day,-;." 

It is true that with the morbid self-reproach which 
did much to rob his manhood of strength and 
beauty, he afterward described himself as a wicked 
boy, without any sentiments of contrition, and as a 
great auept in "the infernal art of lying ; but 
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those who were his school-fellows and teachers 
described him as a gentle, inoffensive boy, with a 
mild and amiable temper, far more kindly disposed 
and good than the average school-boy. He greatly 
lamented his own lack of religion, and also the 
absence of religious teaching in the school, 
although -he bore testimony to the pains which 
Dr. Nichols took to prepare the boys for confirma­
tion. He had some school-mates who became 
notable men afterward ; and at school he first 
exhibited his poetic tendency:-

"At Westminster, where littl e poets stri ve 
To set a tlistich upon six and five, 
Where discipline helps opcn i1,g buds of sense, 
.And makes his pupils proud with silver pence, 
I wns u poet too." 

Cowper remained at \Vestminster until he was 
seventeen years old; he then spent nine months at 
hom e, and was next sent to acquire the practice of 
the law with an attorney. That his master did 
not teach him religio n as well as law was one of 
his causes of complaint in after years, when he 
complained of everything. He was articled to 
Mr. Chapman for three years, and his fellow­
clerk was the young man who afterwards became 
Lord Chancellor Thurlow, and was ever the poet's 
friend. Cowper said of this time-" I did actually 
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live three years with Tvlr. Chapman, a solicitor­
that is to say, I slept three years at his house; but 
I lived-that is to say, I spent-my days in 
Southampton Row" (with an aunt). "There was 
I and the future Lord Chancellor constantly 
employed, from morning to night, in giggling 
and making giggle, in stead of studying the law." 
It has been supposed by some that the melan­
choly of which he was later the subject was 
promoted by his study of th e law; but this con­
fession b / the poet him self docs r.ot support the 
idea. He used to d eclare that he was unfitted 
for the law ; but he also said-" \Vhat nature 
expressly designed me for I have never been able 
to conjecture, I seem to myself so universally 
disqualified for the common and customary 
occupations and amusements of mankind." 

\Vhen he left the solicitor's offi ce, he had attained 
his majority, and he took chambers in the 0Iiddl e 
Temple in 1752; and it was then, while livin~ alone, 
that the malady which overshadowed so much of 
his life was developed. In 1754 he was called to the 
bar; but Southey says-"That he had taken no pains 
to qualify himself fo{ his professi on is certain, and 
it is probable that he had as little intention to 
pursue it, resting in indolent relia:.ce upon his 
patrimonial means, and in the likely expectation 
that some official appointment would be found for 
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him in good tim e." In 1756 hi s fath er died. Three 
years later he purchased chambers in the Inner 
Temple, for which he ga ve t wo hundred and fifty 
pounds. Soon a ft er rem oving to them he was made 
a Commissioner of Bankrupt s. At this time love 
occupied him more than la w, for his a ffection s were 
given to and returned b y one of his cousins, 
Th eodora J ;rne, the daught e r of Mr. Ashley Cowper. 
The lady's fath er re fu sed to sanction th e engage­
ment, on a cco unt of the relati onship which existed 
be tween th em. All int ercourse was a t once broken 
off ; and though b oth were di sa ppointed, Theodora 
a ppears to have bee n th e greater su ffe re r of th e 
t wo. Cowper put hi s fee lings in to verse, wh ich he 
sent to Th eodora's sis ter, Lady H esk eth, and from 
whi ch it is ev ident th a t he counted th e troub le, 
th ough great, not th e g rea tes t of hi s life. A t thi s 
tim e he \\·as a member of" T he Non se nse Club," 
and had for hi s fri end s Bonnell, T hornton, Colm an, 
Lloyd, an d J oseph I-I ill : h e al so had a g rea t 
ad mi rati on for Cha rl es Churchill and hi s poe try. 

He was a t th is t ime not ea rn ing m oney, a nd 
began to have so me anxi ety in re;:;a rd to hi s con­
d iti on whe n th e small patr imony th a t he had 
shoul d have been spent. He expressed a h ope, 
one day wh en talk ing to a fri end, th a t if th e cle rk 
of the journal s of th e H ouse of Lords should die, 
th e appointmen t mi ght be secured to him by his 
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kinsman, l\Iajor Cowper. The cle rk was probably 
ill at this time, and shortly aftern·ard he did die. 
Dut l\Iajor Cowper had also an office of greater 
value at his di sposal-namely, that of readin g clerk 
and clerk of the comrnittees- ,Y hi ch had become 
vacant by re sig nation. Nothin~ but Cowper's own 
sad forebodin gs and melanch oly stood in the way 
of his success. H e thu s related what occurred 
between him and his kin sman:-" He call ed me 
out of my chamber, and having invited me to take 
a turn with him in th e g;-irden, th e re made me ar. 
cffe r of th e most profitable places, intending th e 
other for hi s friend Mr. Arnold. Dazzled by so 
splendid a proposal, :rncl n ot immediately reflecting 
upon my incapacity to execute a busin ess of so 
public a nature , I at once accepted it; but at 
the same time (such w;is the will of Hirn whose 
hand was in the wh ole matter) see m ed to receive 
a da6ger in my heart." 

After a wc:ek of p erplexity, Co\\'per resigned the 
appoin tment, askin g thar it mi ght be made in favour 
of i\[r. Arn olcl, and that he might have the less 
lu crati\·e position of th e clerk of the journals. He 
was told th at he would probably have to pass an 
examination at th e bar of tl·.e House, ancl the pros­
pect of this so alarmed him, that his health broke 
clo\\'n altogeth er. He \\'Cnt to ::\Targate for change 
and relaxation, and some,Yhat recoyerccl hi s spirit s. 
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But when he had returned to town, and was re­
quired to attend the office and prepare for the 
examination, his madness all came back upon him, 
and he made several atteinpts to commit suicide 
rather than endure the ordeal. On th e night before 
he was to appear at the bar of the House, he nearly 
succeeded in his efforts; and when the last had 
failed, and he sent to his kinsman to tell him what 
he had done, he said, "l'lly dear Mr. Cowper, you 
terrify me I To be sure you cannot hold the office 
at this rate." It was evident that the poet was 
seriously ill, and the physician was sent for, while 
all thought of his holding a parliamentary office 
was abandoned. Then followed a terrible time of 
darkness and pain, from the sense of sin and the 
expectation of puni shment. He read relig ious 
books, and held conversation with religious people, 
but all to no purpose ; he could find no comfort, 
but the gloom that oppressed him b ecame yet 
more impenetrable. It was then that he wrote the 
terrible poem commencing-

" H atred and vengeance -my eternal l'or t iou 
Sca rce c:i.n endure dd :1y 0f execution­
\Yait with impati ent rca,liness to seize my 

Soul in a moment." 

The friends of Cowper felt that it was absolutely 
necessary to place him under restraint, and he was 
taken to a private lunatic a sylum kept by Dr-
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Colton at St. Albans. Dr. Colton was a Christian 
and a man of letters ; and so tenderly and wisely 
did he deal with his patient, that Cowper got much 
better in course of time, and was able to leave the 
asylum. In the calm that followed the fever 
through which he had passed, he wrote the 
beautiful hymns b eginning-

and-

"How blest Thy creature is, 0 Goel, 
When, with a single eye, 

He views the lustre of Thy word, 
The day-spring from on high-

" Far from the world, 0 Lord, I fl ee, 
From strife and tumult far ; 

From scenes where Satn.n wages still 
His most successful war." 

A great peace had now settled down upon him ; 
but it was still felt that it would be dangerous to 
subject him to any mental strain, and accordingly 
lodgings were procured for him at Huntingdon. 
He had spent more than eighteen months at St. 
Albans, "partly in bondage," he wrote "and partly 
in the liber ty wherewith Christ had made me free." 
At Huntingdon he at once commenced again to 
correspond with his friend s, notably with his cousin, 
Lady Hesketh, and his friend Hill. The letters of 
this time were most beautiful, poetic, humorous, 
and altogether delightful reading-indeed, William 
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Cowper's le tters are arnon:.:; the most fini shed 
productions of his ge niu s. 

It was during hi s life at Huntingdon that he 
found som e of his bes t fri end s. H e announced to 
Lad y H esk eth the fact that he had rnacl e acquain t­
ance "with th e race of the U1rn·in s, consisting of 
father and m oth e r, and so n and daug hter-the m os t 
co mfortabl e a nd social fo lk s you eve r knew. The 
father is a cle rgyman, and th e son is d es ig ned for 
orders. The d es ig n, howeve r, is quite hi s own, 
proceeding m erely from hi s be ing, and having 
always been, since re in hi s beli ef and lo\·e of the 
gospel." Soon after, in the fi rst pbce from 
rn ot i\·es of economy, he wen t to res ide with the 
Urn\"ins, and what thi s \\"as to him, even from the 
beginning , m ay be see n from the fo ll ow in g extract:­
" I here found a pbce of res t, prepared for m e by 
God's own han d, where He has g iven me abundant 
m ea ns of furt herance in the knowledge of our Lord 
J es us Ch ri st , bot h b y th e s tudy of Hi s \Vorel a nd 
communion with Hi s clear di sc ipl es. J\Iay nothin6 
but death in terrupt it." 1 Te \\·as a l ittle perplexed 
at this tim e, bec:1u se hi s 2xpencliture h;-icl outrun 
h is income, and he was on th e \·e rge of b ;-rnkruptcy; 
but his fri end s ge nerously came forwarcl a nd made 
up th e d e ficit. H e thus describ ed hi s life wit h th e 
Un wi ns :--" \\·c breakfr1st commonly be twee n eig ht 
and nin e; till ele ,·en, \\"e read either th e Script ure 
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or the sermons of some faithful preacher; at eleven 
we attend divine service, \\"hich is here performed 
twice a-day ; and from twelve to three we separate 
and amuse ourselves as we please. During that 
interval I either read in my own apartment, or 
walk, or ride, or work in the garden." The res t of 
the day was divid ed betwee n \\·alking and holding 
religious services and conversations. At this time 
Cowper ceased writing to Lady H esketh, who did 
not altogether appear to sympathise with his 
reli g ious ideas and practices, b elieving, no doubt, 
that it was not good for her cousin to be so 
constantly dwelling on this theme; and he there­
fore poured out hi s thoughts to another cousin, the 
wife of Colonel Cowper. 

The happy home at Huntingdon was broken up 
in consequen ce of the death of the head of the 
family. Mr. Unwin was riding to church on one 
Sunday morning, when he was thrown from his 
horse, and received injuries from which, a few days 
later, he died. It was now necessary for Mrs. 
Unwin to remove, and l\Ir. Newton of Olney, with 
whom they were slightly acquainted, was asked to 
look out a place for th em. Th ey subseq uently 
removed to Olney, the sole reason being that by 
living there they would be under the pastoral care 
of N cwton. This remarkable man and Cowper 
soon became close friends ; they were seldom apart 

U·'.2- n 
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for many hours together, and the poet assisted the 
preacher by visiting the si ck and dying, and 
leading prayer-meet in gs, etc. Th e excitement of 
this could no t have been good for Cowper, who hacl 
many attacks of nervous agitation in consequence ; 
but h e declared that h e "had entered up on a 
course of decided Chri stian happiness." Lady 
Hesketh especially was afraid of th e res ult. "l\Ir. 
Newton is an excellent man, I make no doubt," 
said she, "and to a strong-minded man like 
himself mi gh t have been of great use ; but to such 
a tender mind, and to such a wounded yet lively 
imagination as our cousi n's, I am persuaded that 
eternal praying and preaching were too much.'' 
In 1770 Cowper lost his brother, the Rev. John 
Cowper, und er circumstances which made a de ep 
impression upon him. Soon after this he was 
engaged with Mr. Newton in producing a volume 
called The O!Jtq HymJts. To read those of our 
poet is to see that the happy peace of mind which 
he had been enjoying was passing away, for sorrow 
and doubt are in such verses as these-

or, 

" Where is the hlcs, eclncss I kn ew 
Wlten first I saw the Lonl 1" 

"My fo rm er hopes are fl erl, 
My terror now begin~." 
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Gradually the malady from which he had pre­
viously suffered returned, and in January 1773 
CO\\·per h;,.d become decidedly insane. . He was 
then unwiliing- to enter l\Ir. Newton's house, but 
ha'- in~ been persuaded to st:.y one night, he 
refused altogether to lca\·e. i\Irs. Unwin was his 
un\,·earied nurse and attendant by day and night, 
unmindful of her own health or th e remarks of the 
uncharitable; and with great gent leness and skill 
she min iste red to her diseased friend. 1lr. 
Newton, too, was most kind and patient, though, 
\vhc n ,,·eeks were prolonged into month s, and 
Cowper still persisted in staying, the means of the 
good mini ster were considerably burdened. After 
remaining more than a year, Cowper decided 
to leave as sudden ly as he had resolved to stay. 
For some time after, his terribl e illness continued 
to oppress him ; but then he got sufficiently better 
to take an interest in life, and especially in some 
leverets that grew up under his care, and which 
he imm ortali sed in Latin and in English, in prose 
and in ,·erse. 

J\Ir. Newton was at length removed to London, 
and it was then that Mrs. Unwin succeeded in 
persuading Cowper to attempt some work of more 
consequence than any which he had at presen t 
produced. She suggested "The Progress of Error," 
ancl as it g:we him the opportunity for the exerci se 
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of his powers of satire, he found in it a considerable 
amount of pl easure. This was soon followed by 
"Truth," "Table Talk," and "Expostulation," the 
four poems containing about two thousand five 
hundred lines, and th ese, with a few select small 
pieces, were enough to make a book. l\fr. 
Ne:wton undert ook to find a publi sher, who was 
forthcoming in th e person of Joseph Johnson, of 
St. Paul's Churchyard. 

Cowper found the waiting for the appearance 
of his book very long, but the tedium was relieved 
by an acquaintance that he then made. He 
observed two ladies in a shop, and very much 
liking the appearance of one, he reques ted Mrs. 
Unwin to invite her and her friend to tea. Lady 
Austin, the widow of a baronet, was one, and the 
other was her sister, Mrs. Jones, the wife of a 
clergyman. It was strange that so shy a man 
should make such a request; but the invitation was 
accepted, and Cowper, whose shyness returned, 
had yet to compel himself to talk to Lady Austin. 
But he was so delighted with her that he felt for 
her soon the most profound regard, and the vivacity 
and sprightliness of the lady became more to him 
than medicine, notwithstanding that they soon had 
a quarrel, and were reconciled. In a letter to Mr. 
Unwin, he said-" From a scene of the most 
uninterrupted retirement we have passed at once 
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into a state of constant engagement. Not that our 
society is much multiplied : the addition of an 
individual bas made all this difference. Lady 
Austin and we pass our days alternately at each 
other's c!tatcau. In the morning I walk with one 
or other of the ladies, and in the a ft ernoon wind 
thread. Thus did Hercules, and thus, probably, 
did Samson, and thus do I ; and were both those 
heroes living, I should not fear to challenge them 
to a trial of skill in that business, or doubt to beat 
them both." It was Lady Austin who related to 
Cowper the story of John Gilpin, which had been 
told to her in her childhood, and which amused the 
poet, as it has since done thousands of his readers. 
It was on one occasion, when his melancholy was 
returning, that she related the history, and he 
told her next morning that he had been kept awake 
the greater part of the night by thinking and 
laughing at it, and that he had turned it into a 
ballad. The ballad was sent to Mr. Unwin, and 
subsequently found its way into a print called the 
Public Advertiser. It was to Lady Austin that 
Cowper was indebted for the ideas of several of 
his poems. His dirge for the R oyal George was 
written to suit an air whi ch she oft en played on the 
harpsichord. A very diffe rent piece, almost match­
ing "John Gilpin" in its playfulness, was al so 
suggested by an incident in which Lady Austin 
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was one of the actors-" The Distressed Travell ers, 
or Labour in Vain." But, bes t of all, Lady Austin 
it was who induced Cowper to try his powers in 
blank verse. She urged him so often that at la st 
he said he would if she gave him the subj ec t. She 
replied, "Ob, you can never be in want of a 
subject ; you can write upon anythin~-write upon 
this sofa." He at once decided that he would clo 
so and T/1e Task was commenced in the summer 
of' 1783. But it was The Task, according to 
Cowper's own words, that brought the fri endship 
between the three-Lady Austin, Mrs. Unwin, and 
the poet-to a close. Some biog raph ers have 
endeavoured to sugges t th a t the two women were 
jealous of each other-that l\Irs. Un win had wished 
to many the poet, and Lady Austin wanted to 
marry him herself; but there is no proof whatever 
of this-the proof, indeed, is altogether to the 
contrary. Cowper found that the friendly attention 
he paid took more time than he could give. " I 
was forced to neglect The Task to attend upon 
the Muse who had inspired the subject;" bes ides 
which, Lady Austin's health was not good, and on 
that account it became desirable that she should 
leave Olney, which she did. 

In th e meanti me Cowper's first volume had been 
read and duly criticised. His style was so new 
that it took the public some little t ime to make up its 
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mind respecting it. Some of the lZeviC:\rs prai sed, 
and others regarded th e poems doubtfully ; but 
those whose judgmen t \\'(lS th e most to be depend­
ed upon were the most dc:li ghted. The utter 
absence of the se nt :mental is m wh ich was th en th e 
rage was regarded by so me as th e absence of all 
poetry; but others felt that a new era had co m­
menced, and that Cowper was de st ined to exert 
no inconsiderable inilucnce up on the literature of 
the time. The first volume did not cont a in th e 
greatest proofs of hi s genius : th ere is frequ entl y 
more rhetoric than p oetry in "Table Talk" and 
the "Progress of Error : " and "Truth," th ough it 
contains many fine lines, has much in it that is 
commonplace. The poe t's m ind grew stronger 
as he proceeded. "Expostula tion ," " H ope," and 
" Charity," th ough strongly tinged \\'ith th e 
reli g ious impressions made upon him by bis 
intercourse with 1Ir. Newton, arc as good to read 
in our day as \\'h en they were written more than a 
hundred years ago; nor has the satire los t its keen 
edge even yet. " R et irement' ' exhibits g reater 
genius than th e oth ers of the se ri es. In it Cowper's 
own taste fo und expression, for he deli ghted 

"T,1 mark the m atchle~~ worki n~s of the P ower 
That shuts with in the sc c:Ll th e fntur " ll o\\·cr, 
:--' uHls :'.\atnrc forth, t h,· tl :rn1-chtc- r nf the ,k ic, , 
'l'o d ance on c:irth an ,1 cl1ar m all hum:rn e_, t.:S. " 
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Montgomery considered the fi g ure in the last line 
"one of the most glorious ever struck out by a poet 
in his brightest moments," aud unqu est ionably it 
is poetry of an exceedingly high order. 

But while the world was :alking of this, Co\Ypcr 
\,as producing a poem of much g reater merit than 
any in his first volume. On the 3rd of August 1783, 
he wrote-"' The Sofa' is ended, but not finish ed 
-a paradox which your natural acumen, sharpened 
by habits of logical attention, will enable you to 
reconcile in a moment. Do not imagine, however, 
that I lounge over it ; on the contrary, I find it 
severe exercise to mould and fashion it to my 
mind." The entire poem was tran scribed in the 
autumn of 1784, and sent to l\Ir. Unwin for his 
perusal, he being at the same time requested to 
find a publisher for it. With hi s usual sensitive­
ness Cowper objected to have hi s book passed 
from publisher to publi sher, or accepted by any one 
umvillingly ; but his anxiety on that score was of 
short duration, for Johnson, to whom it was first 
offered, on account of his havi ng published the 
previous volume, a t once accepted the second. 

It is on "The T ask" th at the fame of the poet 
chiefly hangs, for it is incomparably the g reatest 
work of his life. It was written wh en his powers 
were full y m at ured, and wh en in himself he was 
more qui et and happy than on other occasions. 
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There is less acrimony and more ben c\·olcnce than 
in his first volume, and it is easy to discover that 
his satire is more pol ished and kss bitter. The 
book was the mo re certain to succe:ed from the 
sincerity and integ rity of the autho r. He said , in a 
Ltter to I\ lr. Un\\'in-" ;,Iy description s are all 
from nature ; not one of th em is second-handed. 
My delin eations of the heart are from my O\\'n 
experience ; not one of th em borrowed from books, 
or is in the leas t degree conj ectural. In my 
numbers, which I varied as much as I could (for 
blank verse with out vari ety of numbers is no better 
than bladder and string), I have imitated nob ody." 
"The Task " consists of six books. The first is 
"The Sofa," because that was the title gi\·en to him 
by Lady Austin. But Cowper only de,·oted a few 
pages to it, and th en turned away fro m it to 
describe th e beauti es of na ture-

" F or I b (,Ye loYed the rural ,rnlk through Li nes ;" 

and it \\'as the beautiful, quiet scenery of hi s nati ve 
land that he loved to depict. E ve n London made 
its appeal to the hear t of th e poet :-

" \Yh cre has commerce sn ch a mart, 
So rich , so t hron'.-iecl, ~o Llraine,.1, :ind so s11p1,!ic, l , 
As L onclo11-01, 11lcut, enl:ir.c'.c:Ll, :u,,.l st ill 
Incre'. t~ing L oll'lon '! Babyl on of 01,l, 
:\ot m or e the g l, 1r~· of lite ear ti, than she , 
,\ m ore ac c:0 1upli ., h c,l worl,J',; chief g lory nvw ." 
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But it is in th e second book, "The Timepiece," that 
the poet takes his high est flight. Nothing finer of 
its kind has ever been written in the English 
language than the first half-doze n pages. His 
indignant remon strance against slavery carried 
with it more s tron ;:; ly th e fcc lin.c;s of th e English 
people than many another voluminous book. 

"I wo uld not h:ive :i. sh Ye to till rn y ground, 
'l'o rnrry me, to fan rn e while I sleep, 
1\ Etl tremble when I wake , for all the wealth 
'l'li:it sinews bought :ind sohl h:t1·e ever earned." 

His apostrophe-

"Englund, with all t l, y fau lt,, I lorn thee still"­

has dee pened or awakened true patriotism in many 
hearts. And his satirical d enunciation of frivolity 
in the pulpit has served for a lesson to the world 
ever since-

" Dchokl the picture ! I s it like? Like whom ? 
The things t hat mount the rostrn11 1 Y1 ith a skip, 
And then sk ip clo wn again ; J)l'Onouuce a tex t; 
Cry hem! and read ing what they ne1·er wrote , 
J ust liftccn minutes huddl e up their work, 
Autl with a well-lm:,d whisper close the scene." 

In th e third book, "The Carden," Co11" pcr cle­
scribecl th e happy domestic life he was then living 
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and especic1lly attacked the philosophy of his clay. 
Yet those who censure him would do so less unkindly 
if they did not fail to see that he only found fa 1-1lt 
with the philoso phy that was godless. He exalted 
the simple pleasures of the country folk, whose 

"Groves were pbntct! t o console at noou 
The p ensh·e wanderer in their ~haclcs." 

But the most beautiful passage in the book is that 
in which Cowper described his own experience-

"I was a stricken <kcr, tli:it left tlie herd 
Long since. 1Vi th many an arrow llcep infixc, l 
l\fy panting side ,•.-as charged, wlll:n I with<lre1\· 
To seek a tranquil J cath ill di stant shades. 
There wa.s I founJ by Oue who Lael Himself 
Been hurt by th' archers. In His s ide, H e borL·. 
s\ncl in IIi s li:-rnds a111l fe et, the cruel scars. 
With gentle fo rce solicit in~ the dart.-; , 
He drew 1111.:m forth, and healed, riml bride me lin•." 

The remaining three books, "The \Vinter Even­
ing," "The \rinter I\lorning \Valk," and "The 
\Vinter \Valk at Noon," contain many passages that 
arc "fami liar in our mouths as household words," and 
will live in the heart and m emory of the 11orlcl as 
long as there are simple pleasures a nd pure so uls to 
deli g ht in the m. Cowper wro te so me tim e after-
1,·;1rds-" In til e year wh en I \\'rote 'The Task' 
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(for it occupied me above a year), I was very often 
most supremely unhappy ; and am, under God, in­
debted in a good part to that work for not having 
made me worse." This work, indeed, had many 
happy results. It brought back to him the pl1:asure 
of Lady Heskcth's friendship, who wrote in the 
first instance to praise "John Gilpin," and who sub­
sequently gave her kinsman the joy of her com­
panionship, and delicately rendered pecuniary aid. 
About this time, too (1785-6), an anonymous friend 
sent him an annuity of fifty pounds; so that in 
many respects his prospects grew brighter. He 
still lived with Mrs. Unwin; but he had the advan­
tage of a close fri endship with Sir John and Lady 
Throckmorton, whom he humorously called Mr. 
and Mrs. Frog, and in whose park he walked while 
thinking out much of the poetry in the Iatti;r parts 
of" The Task." Lady Throckmorton subsequently 
rendered him valuable assistance by transcribing 
his poems for him. 

In 178 5 Cowper was engaged upon his transla­
tion of Homer, which he found "a most agreeable 
amusement." A still g reater delight he felt in the 
presence of Lady H esketh, who spent a consider­
able part of the summer of 1786 at Olney with her 
cousin and Mrs. Un win-an arrangement greatly 
enjoyed by the trio. " Lady Hesketh," wrote 
Cowper, "by her affectionate behaviour, the cheer-
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fulness of her conversation, and the constant 
sweetness of her temper, has cheered us both, and 
l\Irs. Unwin not less than me." 

In November 1786 Lady Hesketh returned to 
London, and Cowper and his faithful friend, 1\lary 
Unwin, remov ed to \Veston, and there lived in a 
house belonging to Sir John Throckmorton. They 
had not been there long when a great sorrow befell 
him in the death of Mrs. Urwin's son, a dear friend 
and correspondent of Cowper. This was followed 
in the case of the poet by a return of his old 
m;,lady, which remained with him on this occasion 
for six months. Still he had much to cheer him. 
In a letter to a friend in 1787 he wrote-" But I 
have at least been tickled with some douceurs of a 
very flattering nature by the post. A lady unknown 
addresses the< best of men;' an unknown gentleman 
has read my 'inimitable poems,' and invites me to 
his seat in Hampshire; another incognito gives me 
hopes of a memorial in his garden ; and a ·welsh 
attorney sends me his verses to revise. If you find 
me a little vain hereafter, my friend, you must 
excuse it, in consideration of these powerful incen­
tives." But what amused him most was the request 
of the parish clerk of All Saints', in Northampton, 
who asked him to write a poem to annex to a bill 
of mortality which he published every Christmas. 
Cowper acceded to his request, and wrote the 
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mortuary verses for the clerk some years in 
s uccession. 

A t this time the poe t was not the melancholy 
man th at some have supposed. Certainly dark 
clouds often rested upon him, but he h ad many 
brig ht seasons ; a nd, judgi ng from his letters, he 
was on th e whole very happy. H e had friends 
who loved him exceeding ly, ancl though some 
were los t to him, others came. One of the chief 
of these was Hayley, his fri end during the res t 
of his life, and his bi ograph er afterwards. The 
two men were b ro ught into communication with 
each other by a rather curious coincidence. 
Both were engaged on ed itions of lVIilton, and 
neither wished to rival th e other. Hayley wrote 
a very cordial letter to his reputed competitor, 
and enclosed a sonnet expressing his admiration. 
He afterwards went to Weston, and greatly 
enjoyed his visit; and actually prevailed on 
Cowper in return to visit him at Eastham. East­
ham is near Chiches ter, and n ot far from the Isle 
of \\Tight, and Cowper found the change a most 
delightful one. l'virs. Unwin accompanied him. 
Thi s faithful friend had given th e poet great 
anxiety, for, a few months previously, she had 
suffered from a paralytic stroke, and was s ti11 
far from well. But Hayley did h is bes t, by 
inviting other gues ts to meet th em, and by ot her 
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m ean s, to render the vi sit not only pleasant, but 
bene fi cial to hi s gues ts. Co\\'p er afterwards said, 
"The yea r Ni nety-two shall stand chronicled in 
m y remembrance as the most melancholy tk1.t 
I have ever kn own, except the few weeks I spen~ 
at Eastham." On th e ir re turn to \\Teston, be 
again became ill and m elan choly ; and his fri end 
of so m any years was ev idently failin g. The t wo 
comforted each other as b est th ey could, but the 
evening of life was dark and gloo my. At this 
time Cowper used to imag ine that he h eard words 
di stinctly addressed to him by so me invisible 
being , and th a t madness or d eath was approaching 
fast. One of the last poem s he wrote at V..' eston 
was addressed to M rs. Un win-

"The twentieth year is well nigh past 
Since first our sky was overcast : 
Ah, would tb at t his might b e th e h st I 

:My l\Iary." 

t lary's h ealth and mind were both at this time 
giving way, and Lady H esk eth went down to 
\ Ves ton to see wha t could b e d one. Th ere is 
pathetic mention in South ey's biogr;i.phy of the 
last service M rs. Unwin was aule to render h e r 
fri end. F or six days he h ad sa t s till and si lent as 
death, refu sing to m ove from h is ch a ir, and 
almost declining food . Kothi ng rous ed him, until 
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1\Irs. Unwin told him that she was ill, and asked 
him to take her out for a walk, which he did. The 
poet's cousin was anxious to try the effec t of a com­
plete change, and in 1795 he and i\ Irs. Unwin were 
taken to :1\ orfolk. B efore leav in g \Ves ton he wrote 
on a panel of th e window-shutter in his bed-roo m 
the following couplet :-

" Farewell, dear scenes , fore,·er closed to me ; 
Oh, for wh :i.t sorrows must I now exchange ye !" 

They went to North Toddenham, n ear East 
D ereham. Th ey stayed also at J\Iunclesley, and 
at D ereham Lodge. But Co wper's malady became 
worse and worse-he was filled with dreadful 
appreh ensions; and both he and his old friend 
were drawing near to the g rave. Mrs. Unwin was 
the fir st to go. She expired without the slightest 
struggle on the 17th of D ecember 1796. Cowper's 
friends were afraid of the result ; but the poet bore 
the troubl e with greater calmness than was 
expected. His cousin, Mr. John son, had taken 
him to his own home, and lavished all possible 
care up on him, both there and at Mundesley, 
whither he was often conveyed for th e benefit of the 
sea air. But he gradually sank into deeper weak­
ness, and, alas ! into deeper gloom al so. His last 
poem, and one of the mo st affecting and pathetic 
that was e\·er written, was "The Castaway." 
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In February 1800 dropsy set in, and th ough 
physicians did a ll that th ey could, he 1\'as, before the 
encl of l\Iarch, confined to bis room. He died on 
Apri l the 20th, and was buri ed in D ereham Church. 

"\Ve are a ccu stomed to speak of the life of 
Coll'per as one of unutterable sad ness. But it 
was not so. The terribl e di sease ll'hich afflicted 
him shrouded many month s in g loom, but the 
g reater number of his years were peaceful and 
happy. Hi s writings had from the first a good 
inAu ence upon the country. P erhaps his T£ro­
!' i11i1tmJ· or, Review of Sclwols, was unfair and 
unjust on th e whole, but it accomplished a work 
of reformation. He may be said to have intro­
clucecl a new era in literature. The style of his 
poetry was altogether diffe rent from that of his 
time, and it set an example, which, happily, has 
been fo!loll' ecl, more or less, by the poets who have 
come after him. He espoused a goo d cause, and 
his name will e1·er be reve red, while hi s genius is 
honoured, by those who, like him, recommend 

"The c:rnsc of piety, nrnl snc rcrl truth, 
And Yirtne, and those scenes which Goll orcbined 
Shoulrl hcst secure them and promote th em most." 

EVA HOPE. 
a-3-a 
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IDoeticaI 'UUlorhs of <towper. 

VERSES WRITTEN .AT B.ATIT, ON FINDING 

THE HEEL OF .A SHOE, IN 1748. 

F ORTUNE! I thank thee: gentle Golhl es,i, thanks ' 
Not that m y nluse, tho' ba,-;hfu l, shall d eny, 

Sile would have tl1ank\l th ee rath er, hadst th ou cas t 
A treasure in h er " ·ay; for J1 C' iti1e r m eed 
or ea rl y break fast , to lli~1i.· l the fum e;.:, 
And ho1rcl-rak in g pains of cmpti11 ess, 
No r noontide feas t, no r ev'ning's cool repas t, 
H opes she from this-presumptuous, th o', 11erhaps, 
Til e cobble,, leath er-carvi11g artist! mig ht. 
Natlilcss sh e tli a11ks tlice, a n(l a r.cc! pts thy boon, 
Whatever; n ot as ers t the fab led cock, 
Vai11 glorious fool! unknowing wh at he found, 
Spurn'd the rich gcrn thou gav' s t him. "'.rh crcfore, ah 1 

"'.Vhy not on me that favour (worthier sure !) 
Confcrr'd s t thou, Goucless ! Thon art blinu, thou 

say'st: 
En ou_c; h !-thy blindness shall excuse tl, c d eed. 
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Nor does my Muse no benefit exhale 
From this thy scant indulgence !-even here, 
Hints, worthy sage philosophy, are found; 
Jlln strious hints, to morali se my song! 
This pond'rons heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row, 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) , 
The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbore: on this supported oft, ho stretch'cl, 
With uncouth strides, along the furrow'd glebe, 
F!att'ning the stubborn clod, till cruel time 
(What will not cruel time 1), or a wry step, 
Sever'd the strict cohesion; when, alas ! 
He, who could erst, with even, equal pace, 
Pursue his destin'd way with symmetry, 
And some proportion form'd, now, on on e sid e, 
Cnrtail'd and maim'd, the sport of vagrant boys, 
Cul'sing his frail supporter, treacherous prop! 
"\Vith toilsome steps, and diffi cult, moves on : 
Thus fares it oft with other than th e feet 
Of humble vill ager-the statesman thus, 
Up the steep road, where proud ambition leads, 
Aspiring, fir st uninterrupted winds 
Hi s prosp'rous way; nor fears miscarriage fonl, 
·while policy prevails, and fri ends prove trnc; 
But th at snpport soon failing, by him left, 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray'cl, deserted ; from his airy height 
Headlong he fall s ; and thro' the rest of life, 
Drags the dull load of disappointment on. 



AN ODE. 

.A.N ODE. 

ON REAJJI NG srn CHARLES GRANDISON, IN 1753. 

S.A. Y, ye apostate and profane, 
Wretches who blush not to disdaiu 

Allegiance to your God, 
DiJ e'er your idly-wasted love 
Of virtue for her sake remove, 

And lift you from the crowLl 1 

Would yon the race of glory ruu, 
Know, th e Llevout, a nd th ey alone, 

Are equal to th e task: 
Th e labours of th e illnstrions course 
Far other than th e u11 aideu force 

Of hum an vigour ask, 

To arm against re pea teu ill 
The pa tient heart, too brave to fo ci 

The tortures of despai r ; 
Nor safer yet high-crest ed Pride, 
When wea lth fl ows iu with every tiJe 

To gai n admittance there. 

To resc ue from the tyrant's sword 
The oppressed ;-miscen a nd unirnplorcd, 

To cheer the face of \YOe ; 
From lawl ess insult to defend 
.An orphan' s right, a fall en friend, 

.And a forgiven foe; 

Th ese, th ese disting t1 ish from the er,,,, d, 
And these alone, t he grea t anll gooli 

The guart!iaus ol mankinu ; 

37 
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'Whose bosoms with these virtues heave, 
Oh, with what matchless speed they leave 

'Tho mnltitudo behind.! 

Then ask ye, from what cause on earth 
Virtues like thrse derive their birth? 

Derived from Heaven alone, 
Full on that favoured breast they shine, 
Where faith aocl resigmtion join 

To call the bless ing dowll. 

Snell is tha t h eart ;-bnt while the Muse 
'l'liy theme, 0 nieh ardson, pursues, 

H er feebler srririts faint; 
She cannot reach, and would not wroug, 
That subject for an angel's song, 

The hero, and the saiut ! 

ADDHE:::,:::,ED TO MISS ;\[ACARTNEY, 

01' HEADI~G TIIE PRAYER FOil Il\DIFFEitEXCE, 1701. 

AND dwells there in a i'emalc li crnt, 
By bounteous }foav'u <.k sign'd 

The choi ces t raptures to impart, 
To feel the lllos t relin ed-

Dwells there a wish in such a breast 
Its nature to for rgo, 

To sm other in ig11oble res t 
At once both bliss an<l woo I 



far be the thought, ancl far the strain, 
·which breathes the low desire, 

How sweet soe'e r the verse complain, 
Tho' Phccbus string the lyre. 

Come then, fair maiJ. (in nature wise) 
Who, knowing them, can tell 

From gl'n'rous sympathy what joys 
The glowing boso m swell. 

In justice to the Yarious pow'rs 
Of plcasin .~, ,rhieh you share, 

J oin me, ami tl your silent hours, 
To form the better pray'r. 

"Oh! if my Sov' reign s\.nthor please, 
far be it from my fate, 

To Ii ve, un blest, in torpid case, 
And sl nm ber on in state. 

""\Vhat tho' in scaly armour drc~t, 
ln di(l'crcnce may repel 

Th e si.a fts of \\·oe-in such a hrcast 
No joy can ever clwcll. 

"'Tis \\'IJ\'C n in th e worlLl's great plan, 
And fix'cl by H cav' n's Ll ccre:e, 

Tha t all the trne rlcli~hts of man 
Should spring from: ·svmpai/iy. 

" 1 \·ac:e to th e phlegm of sull en el \'cc. 
"\Vho, if from bliour cased, 

Extend no care beyond th emselves, 
Unplca~i11g awl rn1plca~cd. 
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"Let no low thought suggest the pray'r ; 
Oh I grant, kintl Heaven, to mo, 

Long as I draw ctbereal air 
Sweet Sensibility. 

" Still may my melting bo~om ckl\'e 
To sufrrings not my own, 

,\lld still the sig h responsive hravl', 
Wh ere'er is heard a groan. 

" ~o pi ty shall take Virtue's patt, 
Her 11:1 l ural ally, 

And fashioning my so ft en'd heart, 
Prepare it for tl ,t: sky." 

This artl ess vow may H eav'n rcce;irc 
Aud you, foml 111aicl, a pprove; 

So may your guiding an gel girn 
1Vhate'er you wi ~li or lorn. 

So way the rc,sy-fingcr 'd hourn 
L ead on the vari ous vcar, 

And ev'ry joy, which r;ow i,; your:,, 
l~xtcml a larger sphere. 

A11(1 suns to come, as ronncl t hey 11· hcel , 
Your gold en rn omen t,, bl bs, 

·\\' ith all a t ender heart can feel, 
Or lively faH cy guess. 



TABLE TALK. 

TABLE TALE:. 

A. you t olcl me, I remember, glory built 
On ~elfish princ i]'l es, is shame and guilt. 

The deeds that m en adm ire as half divine, 
Stark naught, because corrupt in their design. 
Stra11ge <loctrine this ! that without sc rupl e tears 
The laurel that the very lig htlling spares, 
Btiurrs clowu the warrior's t rophy to the dust, 
An<l ~ats into hi s bloody swonl like rust. 

B. I grant, that men co lltinuing what th ey are , 
Fierce, arnricious, proud, there must be war, 
And never 111 cant tl,e rule should be :1 pplieu 
To him tuat lights ,vith .iusticc on his siLle. 
And wh cu rccorJing histo ry Ll ispbys 
Feats of renown, th ough wrought in nucicnt days, 
Tells of a few stout 11(:arts tl1at fought and died 
·where duty placed th crn , at their country's s ide, 
The man that is not moved with "l>hat lw reads, 
That t akes n ot ti re at their heroi c deeds, 
Unworthy of the bless ings of the brave, 
Is base in kiuJ, and born to be a slave. 

Dut let eternal infamy pnrsne 
The wretch to nought hut his a mbition trne, 
Who for th e ~ake o r filling ,1·ith on e blast 
The pos t-horns of all Euro1 1e, lays h er was te. 

A. 'Tis y our belief tl,e wot!J was made for rn :rn, 
li:in gs do b11t r e:1~0 11 011 the Ecl ffamc pl::in, 
1\laiutain ing yoms, you canuot th eir's co11Llemu, 
"\VJ10 th ink, or seem to th i11k , man maJ e for them. 

B . Seldou1, alas ! th e pu\\"er of lor,ic re i,, ns 
With much suffi ciency in royal brai~s. 

0 

Such reason in g la!ls li ke a 11 inverted cone, 
\\"au liug it;; l'l'OlJCr b:1:;e to stan d upon. 
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Man made for kings ! th ose optics are bnt dim 
That t ell yon so- say rather, they for him. 

Ob ! bright occasions ?f dispensing good, 
H ow seldom used, how little Ull Llers tootl ! 
To ponr in virtue's lap h er jus t reward, 
Keep vi ce restrain\! behinJ a double gnard; 
To qu ell th e faction that affrn nts the throne, 
By silent magnrrnim ity alone; 
To nmse witli tt•1Hl cr ca1 e the thriving ar ts, 
Watch every beam pli i lo:rnphy imparts ; 
To g ive religio11 her unbridled scope, 
No r judge by statu te a hclie\·er's hope ; 
With closo fiu elity anl l lo ve un feig 11 ' J., 
T o keep th e matrimonial bond unstai11 'J.; 
Covetcou s only of a virtuous p raise, 
His li fe a le,son to the Jane l h e sways ; 
To touch tl, c sword with consc ientious awe, 
Nor draw it but wh en daty bids bi rn tl raw, 
To sh eath it in tl1c peacc-rt•stor ing close, 
·with j oy, beyond wh at victory Lestows-
Blcst country! wh ere th ese kingly glories shine, 
Blest England ! if thi s happin ess be thine. 

A. Yonr smooth eulogium, lo one crown addrcss'd, 
Seems to imply a ce nsure on th e rc~ t. 
Eings then at las t l1avc bnt th e lot of all, 
By their own conduct t 1iry must stand or fall. 

B. T rue. While they li ve, th e comtly l:rnreatc pay s 
His qnit-rcnt ode, his pepper-corn of pra ise, 
Aml many a dunce wh ose lin ge rs itch to write, 
A(hl s, as he can, liis trib utary m ite; 
A subj ect's faul ts, a subj ec t 111ay proclaim, 
A monarch's errors are forbidd en ga me. 

I pity kings whom wor:; lii p waits upon 
Obsequious, from the cradle to the thror:c, 
.L:eforc wJ10::;e iufa11t eyes tl1c Jlutt're r bows, 
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And binds a wreath about their baby brows. 
Whom education stiffens into state, 
And death awakens from th at dream too late, 
If the gilt carriage and the pamper' d steed, 
That wants no drivinR and t!isdains th e lead ; 
If guards, mechanically forrn'd in ranks, 
Playing, at beat of drum, the ir martial pranks ; 
Should'ring and standing as if struck to stone, 
While condescending majesty looks on; 
If monarchy consist in such base things, 
Sighing, I say again, I pity kings ! 
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A. Thus men whose thoughts contemplative have 
cl welt, 

On sitnations that they never felt, 
Start up sagacious, cover'd with the dnst 
Of dreaming study and pedantic rust, 
And prate and preach about what others prove, 
As if the world and they were hand and glove. 
Leave kingly backs to cope with kingly cares, 
They have their weight to carry, suhj ects theirs ; 
Poets, of all men, ever least regret 
Increasing taxes and the nation's debt. 
Could you contrive the payment, an d rehearse 
The mighty plan, oraenlar, in verse, 
No banl, howe'e r maj estic, old or new, 
Should claim my fixt attention more than you. 
Or tell me if you can, what pow'r maintains 
A Briton's scorn of arbitrary chains~ 
That were a th eme might auimate the dead, 
.Aud move the lips of poets cast iu lead. 

B. The cause, tho' worth the search, may yet elude 
Conjecture and remark, however shrewd. 
They t ake, perhaps, a well-direc ted aim, 
Who seek it in his climate and his frame, 
Lib'ral in all things else, yet nature here 
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With stern severity deals out the year. 
Winter invades the spring, and often pours 
A chilling flood on summer·~ drooping Jlow'rs, 
Unwekolll e vapours quench autumual beams, 
Ungc11ial blas ts attending, curl the streams, 
Tl1 l! peasan ts urge their har\' est, ply the fork 
·with double toil, and shiver nt their work, 
Tl1us with a rigour, for his gooll design'tl, 
She rears her Lw'rite man of all mankind. 
His form robust , and of elastic tone, 
Prop:ntion'd well, lialf muscle and half bone, 
Supplies with warm acti\·ity and force 
A mind well lodged, n1Hl masculine of course. 
H ence liberty, sweet li br: rt.y in spires, 
And k eeps ali\'c his lic rce but noble fires. 
Patient of L· onstituti c,nal control, 
H e bea rs i t wit!t m eek 111 anliness of soul, 
But if autliority grow wau ton, woe 
To him tha t treads upon his free-born toe. 
One step beyond th e bound'ry of the laws 
Fires him at once in freed om's glorious can s3. 
0 liberty ! the pris'uer 's pl eas ing dream, 
Th e poet's m use, his passion a11d his them e, 
Genius is th ine, and thou art fancy's uurs~, 
L os t witl1ont thee th' eu11obl ing pow'r::; of verse, 
H eroic song from thy free tou ch acquires 
I ts cleares t tone, the rap ture it in spires; 
Place m e where winter brea thes i ts keenest air, 
Ami I will sing if li berty be there; 
And I will sing at liberty's J ea r fe et, 
In Afrie's torrid clime, or lnLlia's fi ercest h eat. 

A. Sing where you please, in such a cause I gra1 ,t 
An English Poet's privilege to rant, 
But is not fr eedom, at least is not ours 
Too apt to play the wanton \\"ith her pow'rs, 
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Grow freakish, nnd o'crleaping ev'ry mound, 
Spread anarchy and terror all around 1 

B . .A.greed. Rut would you sell or slay your h orse 
For bounding and curveting in his course; 
Or, if, wh en ridden with a careless rein, 
Ho break away, anJ seek the distant plain 1 
No. His high mettle under gootl control, 
Gives him Olympic speed, and shoots him to th e goal. 

Incomparable gem ! thy worth untold, 
Cheap, though bloo<l.-bougbt, and thrown away wli c·n 

sold; 
:May no foes ravish thee, and no false friend 
Betray thee, while professing to defend ; 
l'rizo it, ye ministers, ye monarchs spare, 
Yo patriots guard it with a miser's care. 

A. Patriots, alas ! tho few that have been found 
·where most they flouri sh, upon English ground, 
Tho country's need ha\·e scantily supplied, 
And the last left the scene, when Chatham died. 

B. Not so-the virtue still adorns our age, 
Though the chief actor clicJ upon th e stage. 

Such men arc raised to station nnd command, 
·when Providen ce means rnercv to a land. 
He speaks, nnd th ey appear; to him they owe 
Skill to direc t, and strength to st rik e the blow, 
To manage with address, to seize with power 
The crisis of a tlark decisive hour. 

Poor EngLrncl ! thou art a devoted <leer, 
Beset ·with cv'ry ill but that of fear. 
The nations hunt; all mark th ee for a prey, 
Th ey swarm around th ee, and thou stand'st at Lay. 
Undaunted still, though wearied and perplcx'd, 
Once Chatham ~a,ed thee, but who saves th ee nex t? 
Alas I the tide of pl easure sweeps along 
.All that should be the boa!t of British song. 



TRUTH. 

'Tis not the wreath that once adorn'd tho brow, 
The prize of hnppicr tim es will 5crve thee now. 
Our ancestry, n gallant Christian race, 
Patterns of cv'ry virtue, ev'ry grace, 
Confess'd a God, they kn eel'J before they fought, 
.And praised Him in the victories H e wrought. 
Now from the dust of ancient days bring forth 
Their sober zea l, integrity, anrl worth; 
Courage, ungracetl by these, affronts the skies, 
Is but th e fire without the sacrifice. 
The stream that feeds the well-spring of tho heart 
Not more invigorates life's noblest part, 
Than virtue quickens with a warmth divine, 
The pow'rs that sin has brought to a d ecline. 

TRUTH. 

Pensantur trntin ct.. HOR. Lib. ii. Ep. i. 

MAN, on the f1nhious waves of error toss'd, 
His ship half founder'd and hi s compass lost, 

Sees, for as human optics may co mm an d, 
A sleeping fog, and fancies it dry land: 
Spreads all his canvas, cv'ry sin ew pliPs, 
Pants for it, aim s rtt it, en ters it, a11tl dies. 
Tl!cn far ew~ll all ~e lf- sa tislring schemes, 
His ':cll-ln~tlt systc rns, philosophic dreams, 
D oce1tful v1e11·s of future bli ss, farew ell ! 
H e reads his sentence at the flames of l1 cll. 

Oh, how unlike the complex works of man, 
H eaven's easy, artless, un cncu11Jlwr'J pbn ! 
No m eretricious graces to beguil e, 
No clust'ring ornaments to clog th e pile, 
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From ost entation as from weakness free, 
It stands like the cerulean arch wc sec, 
Majest ic in its own simplicity. 
Insc ribed above the portal, from afar 
Conspicuous as the brightn e.;;s of a s t a r, 
L egible only by th e l ight th ey g ive, 
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Stand the soul-qnick'ning ,rnnls- nELIEYB AND LIVE. 
Too many, shock\! at what should charm th em most, 
D espise t·he plain direction, an<l are lost. 

1\'ho ,iuclgcd the Pharisee? Wh at od ious cause 
Exposed him to the vengeance of the la,vs 1 
H at! h e sc<l uce<l a virgin, wrong'd a fri cud, 
Or s tabb'd a man to serve som e privat e, end 1 
·was blasphemy his sin 7 Or c.litl he stray 
From the strict <luties of the sacrecl clay 1 
Sit long and late at the caronsing boar<!? 
(S uch wer e th e sin s with which h e cb:trp:c cl hi s L ord .) 
No- the rn a11 's morals were exact, wlw f th en? 
'Twas his ambition to be seen of 111c11 : 
His virtues were his pride; and tha t one ,·ice 
l\lade all his virtu es gewgaws of no price; 
He "·ore th em ns fin e trapprn _!!;S for a sh ow, 
A prayin g, sy nagogu e-frc· t1ncn t i n_'..; bea n. 
The sc lf-npplamli11 g birLl, th e 1• c::i cock see ­
~Luk 11·hat a snmptnons Pharisee is he ! 
:;\ Le ri tiia n su nbeam s tempt him to u n f'o ltl 
His radi a n t gloric~, azure, ,'..;rec n , and gnl tl; 
He tread s :-is i f, some sol cnrn 111n sic n cal', 
His m c-asurctl s t ep ": r rc go1·ern\l by !ti s car, 
Ant! scc1 11 s tn ~ay, Ye mean er fo1d, gi1·e pbce; 
I :-1111 all s1d cntl onr , <lif;nity, anJ i--'.ra1 ·c . 

1' urn east;1·a1,l n ow, aud fa ncy !:' l1a ll a1,ply, 
To yom \\'c:1k ~i~l1t h er t elescopi c eye. 
T lic 13rahmin kindles on l1is O\\'n Lare h ra ,l 
Th e sacre d fir e, self-tortming his trnd c, 
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His vo1untary pains, severe and long, 
·woulcl give a barb'rous air to Briti sh song, 
Nor grand iuquisitor could worse invent, 
Than h o contrives to suli'or, well content. 

But why before us Protestants procluce 
An Indian mys ti c, or a French recl use? 
Th eir sin is plain, but what have wo to fear, 
Rcform'd and well in strncted 1 You shall hear. 

Yon ancient prude, whose -with cr'tl feat ures show 
She might be youn~ some forty years ago, 
Her elbows pillion'tl close upon her hips, 
Her head erect, her fan upon her lips, 
H er eyebrows arch'd, her eyes both gone astray 
To watch yon am'rous couple in their play, 
With bony and unkerchiet\ l neck defies 
The rud e in clemency of wintry skies, 
And sails with lappet-head and mincing airs, 
Dul y a t clink of bell, to morning pray'rs. 
To thrift and parsimony much in clined, 
She yet allows hersc·lf tint boy Leh ind ; 
Tho shiv 'ring urchin, bemling as ho goes, 
With slipshotl heels, and dewdrop at his no , e, 
His predecessor's coa t advanced to wear, 
·which future pages are yet cloom'tl to share, 
Carries her Bible tnck'd bo11 e:1th his arm, 
And hid es l1i s hands to kee p his lingers warm. 
Of tcrnp c: r us onvenom\ l as an asp, 
Censo1 ious, and her every word a ,ras p, 
In faithful mem'ry sl 1e r ecords th e crimes 
Or real, or fi ctitious, of t he tim es, 
Laughs at the reputations she has torn, 
And holds th em dangling at arm's leng th in scorn. 

Such are tho fruits of sa11 cti111on ion s pritle, 
Of maliec fed whi le fl esh is mortified. 
Take, Madaru, the reward of all your pray'rs, 
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"\Vhero hermits and wh ere Brahmins m ee t with theirs. 
Your portion is with them: nay, never frown, 
Bnt, if you please, some fathoms lower down. 

Man's obligati ons infinite, of con rsc 
His li fe should prove that he percc ins their forc e, 
His utmost he can rend er is bu t small, 
Th e prin cipl e and mot i \·c all in all. 
You have two se rvants-Tom, an a rch, sly rogn c, 
From top to t oe th e Gcta n ow in vogue; 
Genteel in fi gure, easy in a(hlrcss, 
1fovcs with0ut n oise , ancl swift as an express, 
R eports a m essage 'i\ith a 11leasing grace, 
E xper t in all the duties of hi s pl ace : 
Say, on what hinge d ocs h is obedience m ove 1 
]fas h e a wo rld of gratitll(lc and lo\·e? 
No, not ::i. spark-'ti -; all mere sharper's pby ; 
He likes your ho use, your housema id, and your pay: 
Red ucc his wages , 0r p:e t rid of li er, 
Tom quits you with, Yonr most obed ient, Sir-

The di uncr scn·cd, Charles tak e~ his usual stanrl , 
"\Yatches your eye, anticipates c0rn m:rnd , 
Si_L( hs if perhaps yom appeti te shoulcl fail, 
Arnl, if he but sns1wc t s a fr ow n, turns pale ; 
Consul t s all d;iv rou r in t 'rcst a1Hl ,·o m ease , 
Richly rc,,·ar tlc·d ·ir he can but pl c·2~c , 
An rl proud to mak e his firm attachm r n t kn own , 
To save yom li fe would n obly 1 i~k hi s own. 
Now, ,,·h icli s tands highest i11 yom se ri ous th ought 1 

Charl es, with o11t donbt, say you-and w he oug ht; 
On e act that from a thanH ul heart rroccccls, 
E xcels ten t hou ~:i nd mcrc Pnary deeds. 
Thu s Jl cav'n :ipprovcs, rr s hon est a11d sin ce re, 
Th r work of ~rc n' rous love a1Hl filial fea r, 
]111t, ,1·i th av~rtn l eyes, t h' omni sc ient Juclgc 
Scorn s the ba~e hirelin g :ind the sla ,·ish drndgc. 

a-4-a 
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The path to bliss abounds with many a snare, 
Learning is on e, aud wit, however rare: 
'l'he Frenchman first in literary fame 
(ll [en tion l1im, if you please-Voltaire T the same), 
With spir it, genius, cloriucncc supplied, 
Liveu long, wrote much, laugh'd h eartily, and 

clictl. 
Th e Scripture was his jest-book, whence he drew 
Bon-mots to gall th e Christian and the Jew: 
An infid el in li c:dth , but \\·hat \Y he n sick 1 
Oh, th en a ti:xt wottlJ touch him at the qui ck: 
View him at l'a ris in l1is las t career, 
Surroun ding tl1rou gs the demi-god reve: r:.!; 
Exalted on his peLli: s ta l of pride, 
Antl fu mcLl wi th frc1.11ki11 l'!.:nse on ev'ry side, 
Il e beg~ th eir fla tte ry with his lates t breath, 
AIHl, sn1ot!Jcr\l in't at List, is p!·:li.,cLl to dc:1th. 

Yon cott,igc·r, \\'ho weaves at her own Joor, 
Pillow anrl bobbin s all li er li ttlP store, 
Con ten t th oug h mean, anu chen fu l, if not ~LY, 
S liu fl! i11 g lier threads about th e li vdc, ng tlay, 
,Just earn s a scanty pittance, auu at night 
Lies tlown 8ccure, li er heart al!ll pock et light; 
Sh e, for her hurnlJ! c spher,; by na t ure fi t, 
H ,!s li t tl e understan d ing , anLl no wi t, 
P.. 1: cei\·es no prai se , but ( th oug h her lot Lr· ~nch, 
Toil so 111 e and in<li g,!11t) she re11dcn mu ch; 
.J us t k1• ,J1,s, a n,l k°11 0\\' ~ no 111 ,, re, li er l1il>le tnw, 
A t,u th t he h rilliant 1''r c: n,:l1 111 an never knew, 
11ml in t i1at char ter rea •ls 11·i t l1 s p;1rkl i11 6 eyc:i 
I-for ti tle t o a treas ure i11 tl w ok ie,;. 

Oh li a~'l'Y p,•a -; .111t ! Oli un ha ppy ba rLl I 

Hi s th o 11Jt.n e t i1 1-,c], hers t i1 c ri ch r,, ward: 
He J>ra is,·• l p:: 1 li:t]'S for agr- s y d to colli e, 
She Jl C\' t_; l' li carLl or I. a lf-a -111 il c f10111 hoJ!lt; j 
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He, lost in errors, his vain h eart prefers, 
She safe in the simplicity of hers. 

Not many wise, rich, noble, or profound 
In science, win one in ch of h ea v'nly grounu: 
Arni is it not a mortirying thought 
Tho poor shoulu gain it, and th e rich should n ot? 
No-the voluptuaries, who n e'er forget 
One pleasure lost, lose heav'n with ou t regret; 
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R egret wou]J rouse them arnl g ivo birth to pray 'r, 
Pray'r would acltl faith, and faith wou ld fix th em thue. 

Envy, ye great, the llull unlett ercrl small; 
Ye 1H1,·e much cause for envy-bu t n ot all; 
1\Te boast so m o ri ch on es wh om the Gospel sways, 
And on e tl1at wears a coron et aml prny~ : 
LibJ g l1 ·a11 ings of an oliYe -trc·e th ey sh ow, 
HL·re and th ere one npon th e topmost bo ugh. 

How read il y upon tli e Gospel p la n, 
That question has its a nswer-1\'l111 t is rnu.n ? 
S i11fnl and weak, in ev·ry sense a wretch , 
An instrum ent wl1 ose eliords upon the s tretch, 
And strain 'd to tli e last screw t hat h e can bear, 
YidJ. o nl y discord in l1i s Make r's r ar. 
But wha t is man in hi s O\rn prouLl cs tcern? 
H ear him, l1irn sdf the p oe t ancl tho theme ; 
A mon a1ch cloth ed with m aj esty allll awe, 
His mind l1i s kingd om, allll hi s will his la w, 
I irncc in his mien and gl(1ry in hi s eyes, 
:-i uprcrn e on ear th, and \\-orth y of the sL ic,s , 
St1e ngth in hi s h ear t, d ominion in hi s nod, 
.A nd, thunderb olts exccptc .J, quit e a god. 

So sings h e, cl1arr11\l \vith his O\Hl 1uind unJ form, 
Tli e song magnili crnt, the t heme a worm: 
lli n1se l f so much th e source of his delight, 
JI is ?\lake r h as n o beauty in l1is sight: 
s~c wh ere h e s its, contemplative· and !ix'cl, 
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Pleasure and wonder in his features mix'd, 
His passions tamed and all at his control, 
How perfect the composure of bis soul ! 
Complacency has breath ed a gentle gale 
O'er all his thou~hts, and swell'cl hi s easy sail: 
His books well trimm'd and in the gayest style, 
Lik e regi mental coxcombs, rank anll tile, 
A Jorn his intellects as well as she! ves, 
And teach him notions splendid as th emselves: 
Tho Bible only stanclfl neglected there, 
Though that of all most worthy of his care, 
.Arnl like an infant, troublesome awake, 
I s left to sleep for peace and quiet sake. 

·what shall th e man deserve of hum ankind, 
·whose happy skill arnl i11dustry combined, 
Shall prove (what argument couli.l never yet) 
Th e Bibl e au impos tu re and a cheat 1 
Th e praises of the libr rtin e profess ' d, 
The worst of men, and curses of the bes t. 
·where should th e living, weeping o'er his woes, 
The dying, trembling at their awful cl ose, , 
Where the bctray'J, forsaken, and oppress cl, 
The thousancls whom the worli.l forbids to rest, 
·where should they fiucl (those comforts at an entl 
The Srriptn re yield s) or hope to Jind a fri end 1 
That field of promise, h ow it flin gs abrnad 
Its odour o'er tho Christian's thorny road; 
Th o soul, reposing on assured reli ef, 
F eels herself happy arniJst all hor grid , 
Forgets h er labour as sho toils along, 
·weeps t ears of j oy, and burs ts into a song. 

But the same word, that like the polish'd share, 
Ploughs up the roots of a beli eve r' s ca re, 
Kill s, too, the fl ow' ry wec J. s wherc'or they grow, 
Th at bind the sinner' s Bacch:rna1i::tn brow. 
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Oh, that unwelcome voice of heavenly love, 
Sad m essenger of mercy from above, 
How does it grate upon his thankl ess ear, 
Crippling bis pleasures with the cramp of fear ! 
His will and judgment at continual strife, 
That civil war embitters all his life ; 
In vain he points his pow' rs against the skies, 
In vain he closes or averts his eyes. 
Truth will intrude-she bids him yet beware­
And shakes tho sceptic in the scorner's chair. 

Though various foes agains t the truth combine, 
Pride above all opposes h er design ; 
Pride, of a growth superior to the rest, 
The subtles t serpent, with the loftiest crest, 
Swells at the thought, and kindling into rnge, 
\Vould hiss the chcru b Mercy from the stage. 
Hear then how Mercy, slighted and defied , 
Retorts th' alfront agains t the crown or prid e. 

Perish the virtue, as it ought, abhorr'J, 
And the fool with it that insults his Lord . 
Th' atonement a Redeemer's love has wrought 
Is not for yon, the righteous neecl it not. 

Marshalling all his terrors as H e came, 
Thun der and earthquake and devouring flam e, 
1"rom Sinai's top Jehovah gave th e law, 
Life for obedience, deat h for every flaw. 
When the great Sov'reign would His will express, 
He gives a perfect rule; what can He less 1 
And gua r<l s it with a sanction as severe 
As vengeance can iuilict, or siuners fear : 
Else His own glorious rights He would disclaim, 
An<l man might sa fely trifle with His name; 
He biLls him glo1> with unremitting love 
To all on earth, and to Himself above ; 

53 

Condemns the injurious dee<l, the sland'rons tongue, 
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The thought that meditates a broth er's wrong: 
Brings not alone, the more conspicuous 1,art, 
His conduct to the test, but tri es his licar t. 

H ark! universal nature shook and groan'd, 
'Twas the last trumpet-see th e Judge enthroned ; 
Rouse all your cournge at your utmost need, 
Now summon every virtue, stand and plead. 
What, silent? I s your boasting h eard no more ? 
That self-renouncing wisJom, lcarn'd before, 
Harl sh etl immortal glories on your brow, 
That all yo ur virtues cannot purchase 11 0w. 

All joy to the belie,er ! He ca11 speak­
Trem bling, y et happy, confident, yet m rek. 

Since the d ear hour that brought me to 'i'hy foot, 
And cut up all my follies by the root, 
I never irnst ecl in an arm hnt Thine, 
Nor h opeLl, bu t in Thy rig hteousness di vine; 
1\fy prayers and alms, imp1: rfect and d eiileJ, 
·w ere but the feeb le efforlf; of a child, 
H o11·e'cr perform\!, it was their bri~h tes t part, 
Tl,at th ey prnceccleJ from a grateful heart; 
Cl1:a nsed in Thine own all-purify ing blood, 
Forgive th eir evil and accept th eir good; 
I cast th em at Thy feet-my on ly plea 
Is what it was, dependence upon Thee ; 
·while strn gcrlinrr in the val e of t ears below, 
That n ever fiil'S, nor shall it fail me now. 

A11geli c gratulations r end the skies, 
Prid e falls unemptied, never more to rise ; _ 
Humility is crown'd, and faith r eceives the pnzo. 
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EXPOSTULATIO:N". 

"T:!nt:rne, tam pn.tiens, nullo cert.am ine tolli 
Dona sines? " -YmGir.. 

"'\ X JHY weeps the muso for England ? ·what 
V 'J appears 

In En~la1Hl's case to rno\·e the muse to te:-irs? 
From ~iclo to side of her delightful isle, 
I s she not clothed ,,ith a perpetual smile ? 
Can nature atl1l a. cha rm or art con fer 
A new-foun,l luxnry not seen in her? 
"\V!1cro nmler heaven is plea, ure m ore pnrsn0ll, 
Or whero docs cold re!lection less intrnde? 
Her fi eltls, a rich ex pan se of ,rnvy corn, 
Pom'd out from plenty's ovcr0o\\·ing horn, 
.\rnbrosial ganlem, in which art supplies 
The fervour and th e force of Indi ,rn skies ; 
Her peaceful shores, where busy commerce waits 
To pour his golden title throug h all her gates, 
All speak her lia1•py-let the muse look ro1rn, l 
From East to \Vest , no so rrow cau be founll, 
Or only \Yhat, in cottages co nfin crl, 
Sighs unrrgunletl to the p:1ssi11g win,l; 
Th en wherefore ,n•e p for En.~la11d , what appl'ar;; 
In Engh11tl's case to move tli0 m use to tr.ars? 
The prophet wept for I sr::icl, wish \ l l1is eyes 
Wero fountains fot l with infinite supplies ; 
For Israel dealt in roL bery a!lfl ,no11g, 
There were th e sco rner' s anu tl1e s la11 cl'rer's t on g ;w, 
Oaths used as 1ilnylhings or co11\·enient tools, 
As int'rest Liass'tl k11 ~vcs, or fa shion foo ls. 
He saw his people slaves to ev' ry lu"t, 
Lewd, avaricious, arrogant, unjust ; 
He heard th e wheels of an ave11ging Gou 
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Groan h eavily along the distant road; 
Saw Babylon se t wide her two-leaved brass 
'l'o let the military deluge pass; 
J crusalern a prey, her glory m il' cl, 
Her princes captive, and her treasures spoil'd ; 
Wept till all Israel heard his bitter cry, 
Stamp'd with his foot and smote upon hi:i thigh ; 
But wept, and stnrnp'd, and smote his thigh in vain. 
Pleasure is deaf when told of future pain, 
li.ncl sounds prophetic arc too rough to suit 
:Ears long accustom'd to tho pleasing luto; 
They scorn'd his inspiration al'ld his theme, 
Pronounced him frantic and his fears a <lrrnm, 
·with self-indulgence wing'd the fleeting Lours, 
Till tlie foe found th em, a11d down fe ll the tow'rs. 

'iVh en He tliat rul ed th em with a shepherd's rod, 
I n form a man, in dign ity a Go·], 
Came not expected in that humble guise, 
To sift, and search th em with un erring eyes, 
Il e fo und conccal'd li cuca th a fair outside, 
Th e filth of rotten ness a11cl worm of pride, 
Their piety a system of cl ece i t, 
Scripture crnpl oy'd to sanct ify the cheat, 
Tl ,e ph arisee th e dupe of hi s own art, 
Self-idolised, arnl yet a knave at h eart. 

·when na tio ns arc to 1,erish in th eir sins, 
'Ti s in th e ehurc.:h the leprosy b<'gin s : 
The pries t, whose ufl ic.:c is with zeal sincere 
To watch the fountai n, and preserve it clear, 
Carelessly nods and sleeps upon the brink, 
1n1ilc others l'oison what the flock m nst dri11k; 
Or, waking at t he call of lust alone 
Infuses lies anJ errors of his own : ' 
His unsuspecting sheep believe it pure 
li..nd taiutetl by the very means of cure: 



-----------------~-----~----~ 
EXPOSTULATION. 

Catch from each other a contagions spot, 
'l'hc fo ul forern1:n cr of a general rot: 
Then truth is hush 'd tl1at heresy may prcac11, 
And all is trash that r eason cann ot reach; 
While truth s, on which eternal things depenu, 
Find not, or hardly find a single friend : 
As soldiers '\'l"atch the signal of command, 
They learn to bow, to kneel, to sit, to stand, 
H:ippy to fill religion's vacant place 
"\Yith hollow form, and gesture, nnd grimace. 

Such, when the TcJcher of His church was there, 
rcople and priest, the so us of I srael were; 
Stiff in the letter, lax in the design 
And import of their oracles divin e, 
Th eir learnin g legrncbry, fal se, absurd, 
And yet cxalte ,l above GoJ's O\Yn \YorJ, 
Th ey drew a curse from an in te nd Pd goo cl, 
Pnfrd up with g ifts th ey never understood. 
I-le judged them with as terrible a from1 , 
As if, not love, Lut wrath had brnug lit Him down; 
Y et I-l e was gentle as soft summer nirs, 
Had grace for oth ers' sins, but none for theirs. 
Through all H e spoke a nohle pbin ness ran, 
IU1d'ri,; is artiiicc, t he work ot' man , 
And tricks and turns that fancy may devise, 
Arc far t oo mean fo r Him that rules tho skies. 
Th' astonish'd vulga r trcmblcJ while H e tore 
The mask from fo.e es n ever seen before; 
H e stripp'd th' impost ors in the n ooR day sun, 
Sliow'Ll th a t th ey foll ow'd all th ey secm'd to shun, 
'!'heir pray ' rs maLle public, th eir exce~ses kept 
As private as th e challl bcrs wh ere they slept; 
The t emple and its holy rites profan ed 
By mnmrn'rics H e that dwelt in it disd:1i11'<l; 
Uplifted ha1Hls, that at convenient times 
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Coul,l act extortion ancl the worst of crimes, 
"\Vash'd with n. n eatn ess scrnpul uu;-]y nice, 
And free from ev'ry taiut but that of vice. 
Jm1 gm ent, howc\·er tardy, mends her pace 
"\Vhcn obstin acy once has conqn er'rl grace. 
They saw di st emper hcnl'd, and life restored 
In answer to th e fiat of II is word, 
Conf'cs,'d the wonder, and with daring tongnc, 
Dlas ph em e.J th' authority from which it sprnng. 
'J'hey k11 cw 1,y sure progn o, tics seen on high, 
The future to ne a1JCl t cmp•: r of the sky, 
But grave dis 0 c mblers, coul,l n ot nnderstaml 
That sin l et l c, o~e s pea ks pnnishrn cnt at haml. 

Ask now of liistory' s authentic page, 
Aml call up e\'irl ence from cv'ry age, 
Di~play; with bnsy anrl labor ious hand, 
'l'l1 e blessings o f' the most indebterl land, 
"\Vliat nation wi ll you fi11Ll, whose anna ls prove 
So rich an iut'rcs t in Almig hty love? 

They, allfl th ey only a: nrJngs t all mankind, 
R eceiver! the tran sc ript of th' Et r, rnal :\Iincl, 
"\Vere trnstcr.l with Jli s owi1 en~raven la\\'s, 
AnLl con stitut ed guardians of l1is cause ; 
Theirs were tlie proph ets, th eirs the pri es tly rri 1l, 
And th eirs b y hirth th e Saviour of us all. 
In vain tlie 1iatio11s, that h9.d seen th em rise 
"\Vith fi erce a11cl enviolls yet admiring eyes, 
Had sought to crush th em, guard ed as th ey wcrn 
B.v po\Yer di 1· ine, an rl skill that cnnld not err. 
Tl i!d they 11Jai11tain\l all c.'i ia nee firlll a nd sm c, 
Aud k f· pt th e faith im !nacubte and pure, 
Then the proud eagles of all -conqn'ring Rome 
]Iad found one city not to be o'e rcome; 
And th e twelve standards of the tri ues u11furl'J 
Had bid defiance to the warring world. 
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Eut gr:ice alrnscc1 brings forth th e foulest dr.e <ls, 
1\s ri ehcst soi l tho most lu xuriant wcccls: 
CurcJ of th e gold cu calves th eir fathers' sin, 
They sot up sr:l f, that idol-god within , 
Yi ew'd a Dcli v'rcr wi th di sdai n and hate, 
\\"lio left th em still a tribntary state, 
Seized fa st l l is Ii and, held ont to se t them free 
From a worsQ yoke, and 11 ail'tl it to th e tree ; 
Th ere was th l) cons unn11a tion n nd tl1 e crown, 
The !hw'r of l s1ael's in famy full blown; 
Tli r 11 ce elate t hc-ir sad declension and their fall, 
Th e; ir woes, not ye t rcpcal'd, th ence date th em all. 

0 Israel, of all natious most undone ! 
T hy t!i acl1; m di~placecl, thy sce1,tro gnne; 
Thy templ e, once thy glory, fallen ancl ra sc tl, 
,\ncl th ou a 1rnr.,hippcr e'en wh ere thou mayst; 
Th y sC' rvi cC's, once holy without spot, 
:'\Icrn shadows 11 011·, th eir ancient pom p forgot; 
'J'liy Lt• 1·it,•s, nnce a con ,ccratcd Lost, 
Ko l011gcr Le1· itcs, and t heir lineage lost, 
1\ncl th ou t hyself o'er cv'ry count ry sow n, 
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\\' ith 11 01Jl' 011 ear th that th ou canst call thiu c ow n; 
Cry aloud , th ou tha t sittc,; t in the dust, 
Cry tn the p rnn d, tlt c cru el, and unju st, 
En oc k at t he gates of 11 atio11s, rou se their fc:n s, 
Say wra th is cnm in .~ and thr; sto rm appc::irs , 
11n t raise the ;;liri ll,,s t cry in Briti ~h l'ar,;. 

\\' !,at ai l,; ! lice, rcs tl1.<~ as t ho waves tl, at roar, 
An d fling il1e;i r fo ., 11\ a.'.!ain st thy chalky slto re ? 
Jl[istrcss, at least whil e Pro\·i.Jcnce shall ]'lease, 
A11d triclPnt-bcaring q11cc11 of tlt e "·idc seas­
\\"hy, ha\' in g kept good fait h, and often shown 
frie 11Ll s!tip and truth to otltcrs , fincl 's t th ou none? 

Stand now and judge tl.tysclf-has t th ou incurr 'J 
11 is anger who can waste thee witl1 a word, 
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Who poises and proportions sea and lanrl, 
·weighing them in the hollow of His hand, 
And in whose awful sight all nations seem 
As grasshoppers, as dust, a drop, a dream 7 
Hast thou (a sacrilege His soul abhors) 
Olaim'd all the glory of thy prosp'rous wars, 
Proud of thy fleets and armies, stolen the gem 
Of His just praise to lavish it on them? 
Hast thou not learn'd, what thou art often tohl, 
A truth still sacred, and believed of old, 
That no success attends on spears and swords 
Unhlcst, and that tho battle is tho Lonl's 1 

!fast thou, though suckled at fair freedom's breast, 
Exported sln.v'ry to the conquer'd East, 
Pull'd clown the tyrants India served with dread, 
Aml raised thyself, a greater, in th eir stead, 
Gone thither arm'cl and hungry, return'd full, 
li'cd from the ri ches t veins of the Mogul, 
A despo t big with pow'r obtain'd by wealth, 
And that obtain\! by rapin e and by stealth? 
·with Asiatic vices s tored thy mind, 
Dnt left th eir virtues and thine own beh ind, 
And, having trnck'cl thy 5ou l, brought 11()1110 th e fee, 
'l'o tempt the poor to sell himself to thee? 

"\Vl1crc shall a teacher look in days like these, 
For ears and hearts that ho can hope to plc~sc 1 
Look to the poor-tho simple and the plain 
Will h ear perhaps thy salutary strain; 
Humility is gentle, apt to learn, 
Speak but tl1c word, will listen and retnrn : 

1 .Alas, not so ! the poore3t of th e flock 
/ Are proud, and set their faces as a rock, 
I DcnieLl that earthly opulence they choose, 

God's better gift they scoff at and refuse. 
1, the produce of a nobler stem, 

--------------- ------
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Are more intelligent at least, try th em : 
Oh vain inquiry! They, "ithout remorse, 
Are altogether gon e a devious course, 
·where beck'ning pl easure 1ear1s th em, wildly stray, 
Have burst th e bands and cast th e yoke away. 

N ow borne upon th e wings of truth sublime, 
Review thy dim original and prim e ; 
This island spot of unreclaim'd rude earth, 
Th e cradle th at received th ee at thy birth, 
\Vas rock 'cl by many a rough Norwegian blast, 
And Danish howlings scared thee as t hey pass'tl ; 
For thou wast born amid th e din of arms, 
And suck'd a breast th at panted wit h alarms. 
While yet thou wast a grov'ling, puling chit, 
Thy bones not fashion'd an d thy j oints not knit, 
The Roman tanght thy stuLborn knee to bow, 
Though twice a Crcsa r could not bend thee now : 
His victory was that of orient light, 
When the sun's shafts disperse th e gloom of 11ight. 
Thy language at this di stan t moment shows 
How much the country to t he conqu'ror owes ; 
E xprcssi \"C, energet ic, and refined , 
It sparkl es \\" it h t he gems he left behind: 
H e bro ught thy land a blessing wh en li e came, 
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H e fo und thee srtvagc, aml he left th ee t a1 11e, 
Taught th ee to clothe thy pink 'tl an rl painted l1iLle, 
Anti grace tl1y fig ure wi th a sollli r r's pride ; 
H e sow'd th e scclls of orJ er wh ere he went, 
Impro \·ed th ee far bcyon,] his own intent, 
And while he rul ed t hee by t he sword alone, 
Malle thee at last a warrior like h is ow11. 
Rcli~ion, if in heav'nly t rnths attired, 
N eellS only to be scrn to be aJmirccl , 
Dnt thine, as da rk as witch' ries of the n i_ght, 
·was fo rm\l to l1ank 11 hear ts and shock the sight: L ________ _____. 
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Thy Druids struck the well-strung harps they bore 
With fingers derply dyed in lrnm an gore, 
AuJ, whi le tho victim slowly blei.l to death, 
Upon the tolling chords rung out his dying breath. 

Kneel no w, and lay thy foreh ead in the dust, 
Blush if thou canst, not petrified, thou must : 
Act but an honest and a fa ithfu l part, 
Compare what then thou \\·,1st, with what thon art, 
And God's dispos ing provid ence confcss'd, 
Obduracy itself must yield th e rest-
Then thou art bound to servo Him, and to prove 
H our after hour thy gratitu de an,l love. 

So th en-as darkn ess overspread the clec·p, 
Ere Nature ro c;e from her eterna l sleep, 
And this dcli_,zh tful earth anJ that fair sky 
Leap'tl out of no th in g, call'd by tl1 e 1lost Hig h, 
By such a clnngc tl1y darknc.0s is 111adc light, 
Tl!y cliaos order, anJ thy wcalrn cs,; , might, 
And He wl10.:;c power mere nullity obeys, 
·w1io fou nJ th ee: noth ini, form\! th ee for Hi , praise. 
Tu praise IIim is to se tTe Him , allll fulfil, 
fl oin<:'. ancl sutf rin r, Hi , nrn1 uc:-;t i,rn'tl will, 
'Ti s to believe wh ,;-,t lll Cll i11 ~i,ir ..: d of' olJ, 
Fai thful a11 ,l faitlifully i11 fo rn1\I, n11/'o l,l; 
Candid and jn~t, with n ·J fal se aim in view, 
To t 1kc for tru th wh:-it ca11;1 ot but be true ; 
To learn in Gnd's own school th e Cl1ris t ia!I part, 
A11'1 Lind th e ta .;k a, ,:;ig r1'd th ee to thine heart : 
}hppy the man th ere S~l' kin _e; an ,! th ere fo 11t1d, 
Hai ,PY the nat io11 wl1 crc s1.tch n1 ~u abo uml. 

But a lJnvc n 11 re fl l' c:t, 11 ow c hc:1 r soc' er 
Tho;; e rights t!i:it milli rm ,; envy thee ap pear, 
J\nd th oue;h reso lved to ri sk th r m. and sw im dnwn 
Th e t id e of pk1ct1rc, hcl' Lll cs.; of lfis froll'n , 
That bl-:ssings trnly sac red, an ll wl1c11 g i1·' u 
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Mark'd with the signature an ,1 ,;tamp of H cav'n, 
The word of prophecy, those truth s di\·inc 
Which make that H cav'n, if thon desire it, thine ; 
(Awful alternat ive I b eli e ,·etl, b r lovecl, 
Thy g lory, and thy shame if nnim provcd, ) 
Arc never long rnucl1 snfetl, if push'tl a s ide 
·with cold Lli sgu~t, or phil ,1sophic prid e, 
And that ,itHlicinlly withdrawn, rfog race, 
Error, and cl arlrncss occnpy their place. 

S ay n ot (and if the th ought of s u ch Llcfc ncc 
Sho ul rl s pring within thy bosom, dri\'e it thence) , 
\\'];at n at ion among, t all my foes is free 
From crim es a s Laso as any charg ed on me? 
Th eir measure fill'cl-they too shall p:ty th e debt 
·which God, th ough 1011'.; forborn e, will not forg c· t: 
Bnt kn01,, that \Hath divi110, when most so\·e re, 
:ilakr-s ju.-t ice st ill th e guide of hi s career, 
And ,rill not punish in one min!!lc ,\ cro wd, 
Them without light, anll th ee wi tho nt a cloud. 
Mnse, Ji nn~ this harp u1·0 11 yon age d beec h, 
S till m11 rn1'r in g with t h o solc11t n tru t hs I t each, 
s\11d whi le , at in te r\'a ls, a cold Lbs t s ings 
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Through tlir. dry le:1xcs, nrn l p ants upon th e str ings, 
My sou l s hall s igh i n secre t, a n,l lament 
A nat ion sconrgcLl , yet tardy tn rcpe 11t. 
I kn ow tho warnin,c; song i , sn n:; i,: ,·a i,i, 
'1' !1at fe\\' 1rill Lr.tr, a11tl fe1Yer he,cd Ilic ;<tra in : 
.Gut if a s,·.-cc t ,· r Yoi cc, anrl n11c tJ ,,~i'..'. n' d 
A b] i;s 0 i11 g to my cou n try :1 11,i ma11kit1 Lt, 
Ti cc laim th e \\' a11tl'ri11g t iin11 °<111,b, and b r inrr home 
1\ flo ck so scatt i: r'J a1~<1 rn 1,·011r. to roam, " 
Th e n place i t 01H·e a '._'.a i11 h ,·t\rcr·n my k 11 ecs ; 
The s011 11d of tru t h w il! tl!rn Le sure t o pl c:1 , c, 
And tru th alun c, ,r licrc:'c-1· my l il'c b ,, Pa,t, I I11 scc 11 c, of' ]' l,•11t1·, or th e 1, i11i11'..'. \\';iq r, 

l ___ shall be my cho,1° 11 th 0mc, my ;:(lo ry to the last. 
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HOPE. 

"--doccas iter, et sacra ostia pandas. " 
-VlllGIL, En. vi. 

ASK what is human life-the sage r r plics, 
With dis:ippointmcnt low'ring in hi s eyes, 

A p:iin ful passage o'er a restless flood, 
A vain pursuit of fngiti\' c fal se goorl, 
A scene of fan cied bli ss and h cartf<'lt ca re, 
Clos ing at last in <larkncss and despair.-
Th e poor, inured to drudgery and distress, 
Act without aim, think little, and fo el less, 
And 110\l' here, but in fcign\l Arcadian scenes , 
Taste happin ess, or know "·]wt pleasure m ea ns. 
Riches are pass'tl a,rny from hanLl to hand, 
As fortun e, Yic e, or folly may com mand; 
As in a L!a11ce the pair that take the lead 
Tnrn dO\\' ll\rards, and the lmrc.-;t pair s ucceed, 
So shifting allll so various i .:; the plan, 
By which H cav'n rnlcs tho mix'd affairs of man; 
Vicissitude ll'l1 c-c ls rounJ tho motl ey crowd, 
Tho ri ch grow poo r, th e po0r become purse -proud: 
Bus'ncss is labour, a!Jll 1nan 's weakness such, 
Pleas ure is labonr too, an Ll tires as rnu ch, 
Th o very sense of it for egoes it s use , 
By rcprt i t ion pall'd, by age obtu se. 
Youth lost in dissipat ion, we d eplore 
Through life's sad renrn::rnt, wliat no sighs restoro; 
Our y ears, a frni tlc:ss ra ce ,r ithout a. prize, 
T oo many, y et 1. oo fow to make u:; wi ~c. 

Thus tili11 g;; terrest ri a l wr c1r a difr' rcnt hue, 
As yont l1, or a'.,'.r 1,cr~twtl c~, a 11 ,l ncitl1 cr true; 
So Flora' s \1Tc:1t lt throngl1 colour'd crys tn l seen , 
The rose, th e li ly, appea r~ blue or gree n. 
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But still th' imputed tints are those alone 
The medium represents, and not their own. 

To rise at noon, sit slipshod and undress'd, 
To read the n ews, or fiddle, as seems bes t, 
'Till half th e 'l"l"orlcl comes rattling at his door, 
To fill the <lull vacuity till four, 
"While conversa tion, an exhausted stock, 
Grows drowsy as the clicking of a clock. 
No need, he cries, of gravity stuffd out 
With academic dignity devout, 
To read wise lectures, vanity the text ; 
Proclaim the remedy, ye learn ed, next, 
For truth self.evident, 'l"l"ith pomp irnpress'd, 
Is vanity surpassing all the rest. 

That remedy, not hid in deeps profound, 
Yet seldom sought wh ere only to be found, 
·\\"hile passion turns asiue from its clue sco1,u 
Th' in quirer's aim, that remedy, is H ope, 
Life is His gift, from whom whate'er lire nerds. 
Auel ev'ry good utH.l perfect gift proceeds, 
Bestow'd on man, lik e nll tliat we partake, 
Royally, fr eely, for His bounty sake. 
Tran sil'll t i tlll ec<l, as is the fl eeting honr, 
And yet tlic ~eccl of an immortal flow'r, 
Design' cl in honour of His end less love, 
To fill \\"ith fragra 111.:e His abode above. 
No trifle, howsocrc r short it seem, 
And liowsoever s l1atlowy, no <lream, 
Its value, 'l"l"!iat 110 thought can asce rtain , 
Nor all an an~cl's eloq uence ex plain. 

Hope sets the s tamp of \'auity on all 
171at m en have d cem'J. substantial sin ce the fall, 
Yet h as th e worn1rous virtue to e<luce 
From r inptin ess i tself o. real use , 
And wliil e slio tr\kes, as at a father's han J , 

a .. !J .. a 

65 



66 HOPE. 

·what health and sober appetite <lcmaml, 
From fading good derins with ehymic art 
That lasting happiness , a thankfu l heart. 
Hope, with uplifted foot s r. t fr ee from earth, 
Pants for th e place of h er ethereal birth, 
On steady wings sa ils throngh th' immense abyss. 
Plu cks amara11thi11e joys from bow' rs of bliss, 
And crowns ti1 c son l, ,rliil c yet a mourn er here, 
With wreath s like tho.se tri umphan t spirits wear. 
H ope, as an a11chor firm ant! snre, h olds fa :;t 
The Chrisfrrn vessel, and defies th e blast; 
H ope! nothing el se can n on ri sh and secure 
His new-born vir tues , and preserve l1im pnre; 
H ope ! let the wretch on cr~ conscious of the joy, 
·wh om now J espn.irinr; ngonies ll estroy, 
Speak, for h e can, and none so well as h e, 
·what treasures centre, wh a t dclig l1ts in thee. 
Had he th e gems, tho spi ces, and the land 
That borrsts the treasure, all at hi s command , 
Th e fragran t gron, th' in estimabl e mine, 
Were li~l1t ll'h e11 ,rcigh'd again st on o smil e of thine. 

Peace be t o those (such peace as earth can give) 
Who live in pl easnrc, d <: aLl ev' n wliil e they live, 
Born capable inuec tl of h eav'nly truth, 
Ent do wn to lates t ago from earli es t youth, 
Their min ,l a wildern ess, tb ron!:(h wnnt of care, 
The pl ough of wisrlom n ever en t'r ing t here. 
Peace (if in s•cnsibili ty may clai1n 
A righ t to th e meek honours of her name) 
To men of pcd i_~rec , th eir nol1l c mco 
Emulons nlways of th e n earest place 
To any th ron e, except th e thron e of g race. 
Let cottn.gers and u11 c1ilightcn 'd s wain!': 
Revere th e la 11·,s th ey dr <: am tha t Hea v'n orLlains, 
Resort on Sundays to the house of pray' r, 
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And ask, and fancy they find blessings there ; 
'l'hemsclvrs perhaps, wh en weary they retrea t 
T'en,ioy cool natnrc in a country scat, 
T'exchangc the ccntrc..of a th ousand trades, 
For clump~, an <l lawns, rtnrl t emples, and r~scades, 
l\fay n ow and theu their velvet cushions tak e, 
Ant! seem to pray for goo(l exam pl e srt k o ; 
Judging, in ekHity no tlnnbt, th e town 
Pious enough, and having 11 ec, l of nqn c. 
Kind soul s ! to teach th eir t enant ry to prize 
"\Vl wt t hey them selvrs witl1ont rr morse tkspisc ; 
Nor hr,pe ha vc they nor fea r of angh t to come, 
As well for th em had p rophecy been dumb; 
Th ey conl,l ha\·c hcl,l the cond11ct th ey pursue, 
Had Pan l of Tarsus li ve1l and died a J ew; 
And trnth proposed to reas' 11 crs wise as th ey, 
Is a pea rl cast- cornpletcly cast aw::iy. [sport, 

They die-Death lcnus them, 11l caseJ anu as in 
All tl1 e grim h onours of his g hastl y court; 
Far oth1·r paintiugs grace tl1 e chamber now, 
"\Vherc late we saw th e mimic lanu scape g low 
The busy li cralt! s hang th e sable scene 
With mournl't1l 'scutcheons ::incl Jim lamps betwren, 
Proclaim their titles to the crowd aro und , 
Bnt th ey, th at wore th em, moYetl not at the souuJ ; 
ThP- coron et placc(l i,ll y at th eir head, 
Adds no thin g now to tlic dcg ra ,lc tl dead, 
And ev'n th r sta r that gl itt er,; on th e bier, 
Ca n on ly say , NoLility li es here. 
P eace to all such-'twcrc 1,ity to offend 
By llS(· lri;.: s ccnsnre whom ',Ye cannot mend; 
Life wi thout h ope can dose hnt in dc;.:pair, 
'Twas there we fonntl th em and must leave th em th ere. 

Yet half mankin,l m:1i1Jt :1 in a churlish strife 
With llirn, th e donor of eternal life, 



68 HOPE. 

Because the d eed, by which Hiil love confirms 
Th e largess He bestows, prescribes the terms. 
Complia nce with His will your lot in sures, 
Accept it only, and the boon is yours ; 
AnJ sure it is as kind to smile and g ive, 
As "ith a fro wn to say, Do this and live. 
L ove is n ot p cdler's trumpery, bought and sold, 
H e 1cill give freely , or H e will withhold, 
His sonl abhors a m erce nary thought, 
Arnl him as deeply wh o iibhors it n ot; 
H e stipulat es ind eed, but merely thi s, 
Th a t man will freely take an unbought bl iss, 
·will t rust Him for a fai thful genr'ous part, 
N or set a price upon a ,-v illing h eart. 
Of all th e wa ys th a t seem t o promise fair, 
T o place you wh ere His sa int~ His presen ce sli arc, 
This only can-fo r t h is plain cause , cxprcs:-;\l 
In terms as plai n ; Himself h as shn t th e res t. 
B ut oh, th e s tri fr , th e bick ' ring , and deba t e, 
Th e tiJin gs of 111 1rmrchased h eav'n crea te ! 
Th e flirted fan, t lw b ri d le, a11d th e toss , 
All speakers, yet a ll lang uage ut a loss. 
From stucco'd wa lls sma rt arg um en ts rcbonnd , 
A11 ,l b rau s, adepts in cY' ry thin g p rofound , 
D ie of di st!a ill, or wh ist le oIT th e sound . 
Slll·h is th e clam our of rooks, da ws, allll ki tes, 
T h' cx J>l os ion of t h e JeycJ J'd tube excites , 
"\Vli crc m ould 'ring abh8y walls o' erlrn. ng the g lad e, 
An,! oak s co8 ,al spread a mo urnful sl1a.Je ; 
Tl 1c ~c ream ing n at ions hov' r i 11 g in m id air, 
L ontl ly resent the strange r' s fr eedom there, 
And seem to warn him never to repea t 
His bold intrusion on t heir dark retrea t. 

.A nd yet our lot is giv'n us in a land 
·w here busy arts a rc n ever at a stanrl, 
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Whore science points her telescopic eye, 
Familiar with the wonders of the sky, 
Where bold inquiry, diving out of sight, 
Brings many a precious pearl of truth to light, 
Where nought eludes the persevering quest, 
That fashion, taste, or luxury suggest, 

But above all, in her own light array'd, 
See Mercy's grand apocalypse display'd ! 
The sacred Book no longer suffers wrong, 
Bound in tho fetters of an unknown tongue, 
But speaks with plainness art could never mend, 
What simplest minds can soonest comprehend. 
God gives the word, the preachers throug arouud, 
Live from his lips, and spread the glorious sound: 
That sound bespeaks salvation on her way, 
The trumpet of a life-restoring day : 
'Tis heard where E11gla11d's eastern glory shines, 
.And in the gulphs of her Cornubian mines. 
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Throughout rnankind, the Christian kind at least, 
There dwells a consciousness in ev'ry breast, 
That folly ends where genuine hope begins, 
.And be that finds his heav'n must lose his sins: 
:Nature opposes with her utmost force 
This riving struke, this ultirnatc divorce, 
.And whilo religion seems to be her view, 
Hates with a deep sincerity the true; 
For this of all that ever influenced man, 
Since .Abel worsbipp'd, or the world began, 
This only spares no lust, admits no plea, 
But makes him, if at all, completely free, 
Sounds forth the signal as she mounts her car, 
Of an eternal, universal war, 
Rejects all treaty, penetrates all wiles, 
Scorns with the same indiffrence frowns and smiles, 
Drives through the realmil of sin, where riot reels, 
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Anu grinds his crown beneath her burning wheels I 
H ence all that i:; i11 ma11, pride, passion, art, 
Pow'rs of the rniud, and. feelinrrs of the heart, 
lll sensible of truth's almighty .-~harms, 
Starts at her first approach, and sountls to arms ! 
While Bigotry, with well-Jissambled fears, 
His eyes shut fast, his fingers in his ears, 
i\Iighty to parry, :rntl push by God's word 
With sensel ess noise, his argument the sword, 
Pretends a zea l for god liness and grace, 
A.nd spits al.,horrellee iu the Christian's face. 

Parent of hope, immortal Truth, make known 
Thy deathless wreath s, anu triumphs all thine own: 
The silent progress of thy pow'r is such, 
Thy means so feeble, antl tlespisctl :;o much, 
That few believe the wonders thou hast wrought, 
An<l none can teach thc1n but whom tl1ou hast taught. 

Happy the bard (if that fair name ldong 
To him th at blends 110 fable with bis song) 
·whose li nes uni t ing, by an honest art, 
Tli e faitl1ful moni to r' s and poet's part, 
Seek to delight, that th ey may me11tl mankind, 
And while th ey captivate, inform the mintl. 
Still happier, if he till u th :rn kful soil, 
Aull fruit reward his honourable toil: 
But happier far who comfort those that wait 
To h ear pl ain truth, at JnLlah's hallow'tl gate; 
Their lan guage simple as th e: ir manners meek, 
No shining ornaments have th ey to seek, 
Nor labonr th ey, nor time, n or talents waste 
In sorting flowers to suit a fiekle taste ; 
But while they speak the wistlom of the skies, 
·which art can only darken and disguise, 
Th' abundant harvest, recompense divine, 
Rep:iys th eir work-the gleaning only, mine. 



CHARITY. 

CHARITY. 

" Qn:l nihil m::i.jus melinsve terris 
L\ta don::i.vere, bonique divi; 
Nee clabuut, qu:i.mvis r etlc;rnt in a urnm 

'.fempor:i. pri scum." 
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-Hon. Lib. iv. Ude ii. 

F AIREST aml for r mos t of the train that wait 
On man' s m os t di g nifi ed an<l hap1,iest state, 

·whether we name th ee Charity, or love, 
Chief grace below, and all in all above, 
Prosper (I press thee with a pow'rful plea), 
A task I venture on, impell'd by th ee : 
Oh, n ever seen but in thy blest effects, 
Nor felt but in the soul th a t H eav'n selec ts, 
·who seeks to praise thee, aIHl tu make thee knowu 
To other heart s, must have th ee in his own. 
Come, prompt me with ben e: volc-ut cl e:;ircs , 
T each mr, t o ki11rll e at thy gentl e Jin:s, 
And, though Ji sgraccJ anu slighted, to r ed ee m 
A poet's name, by making t hee th e thc111 c. 

Th e soul, whose ~ight all-q11i ck ' ui11 g g race renews , 
Takes th e r cscmb}an ce of t he good sh e vi ews, 
As tli'momls, s tripp\ l ol' their opa1 p1 ,: cli~g ui ~c , 
Relleet th e n oo llll ay glory or th e skies. 
She speaks of hi111, her au thor, g ua nli:rn, fri l'11d, 
·whose love kn ew no be.i; inning , kn ows 110 end, 
In language warm as all th:i.t love in spires , 
And, in the giow of her intense d esires, 
Pants to cornmnnicat e her nc, Lle fires . 
She sees a world sb rk hlillll t o wh a t employs 
H er eager thought, nul fc cLl s her fl owing ,i oys , 
Though wisdom hail th e1I1, heeLll ess of her call, 
Flies to save some, allll fe els a pa ug fur all ; 
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H erself as weak as her support is strong, 
She feels that frailty she denied so long, 
.And from a knowledge of her own disease, 
Learns to compassionate the sick she sees. 
Here see, acquitted of all vain pretence, 
The reign of genuine Charity commence; 
Though scorn repay her sympathetic tears, 
She still hi kind, and still she perseveres ; 
'fhe trnth she loves, a sightless world blaspheme, 
'Tis chil,lish dotage, a delirious dream, 
The danger they discern not, they deny, 
Laugh at their only remedy, and die : 
But still a. soul, thus touch'd, can never cea,;e 
·whoever threatens war, to speak of peace, 
Pure in li er aim anu in her t emper mild, 
Her wisuo1n seems tl1e "\\eakn css of a child, 
She makes excuses wh ere she might condemn, 
Reviled by those that hate her, prnys for them ; 
Suspicion lurks not iu her artless breas t, 
The wors t suggested, she belie\·es the best; 
N ot soon pro voked, however stung and teased, 
.And, if perhaps made angry, soon appeased, 
She rather waives than will dispute her right, 
.And, injured, mak es forgi\·eness her deligh t. 

Such was the portrait an apostle drew, 
The brig ht original was one he knew, 
Hcav'n held his hand, the lik eness must be true. 

Wh en one, that holds communion with the skies, 
Has filled Lis urn where these pure waters ri se, 
f1:1d o~ce rn?re miugles with us meauer things, 
Tis ev n as if an angel shook his wings: 

Immortal fragrance till s the circuit wide, 
Tha t tells us whence his treasures are supplied. 
So when a ship, well freighted with the stores 
The sun matures on India's spicy shores, 
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Has tlropp'd her an chor and her canvas fnr1'd, 
In so me safe haven of our western worlli, 
'Twere vain inquiry to what port she went, 
The gale informs us, laden with the scent. 
True Charity, a plant divinely nursed, 
Fed by the love from which it rose at first, 
Thrives against hope and in the rutlest scene, 
Storms but enliven its unfading green ; 
Exub'rant ia the shadow it supplies, 
Its fruit on earth, its growth above the skies. 

Where love in these the worltl' s last doting years 
As fr equent, as the want of it appears, 
The churches warm'tl, they would no longer hold 
Such frozen figures, stiff as they are cold ; 
Relenting form s would lose their pow' r or cease, 
And e'en the dipt anll spri11k lctl live in peace; 
Each heart would quit its pri~on in the breast, 
And flow in free com11nrnion with t he rest. 
The statesman, skill'd in projects dark allCl Jerp, 
Might burn his useless lifachiavcl, aud sleep; 
His budget, often fill'd yet always poor, 
Might swing at case behind hi8 stuuy-door, 
No longer prey upon onr annual rents, 
Nor scare the nation wi th its big contents ; 
Disbanded legions freely might aepart, 
Autl slaying man would cease to be an art. 
No learned disputants would take the field, 
Sure not to conquer, and sure not to yield, 
Both sides deceived if rightly und.erstood, 
Pelting each other for the puulic gooJ. 
Did Charity prevail, the press would prove 
A vehicle of virtue, t!'nth, anLl love, 
.And I might spare myself the pains to show 
What few can lea rn, and all ~upposc th ey kn ow. 
Thus have I sought to grace a serious lay 
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With many a wild, indeed, but ilow'ry spray, 
In hopes to gain what el se I must have los t, 
Th' attention pleasure has so much engross'cl. 
But if unh appily Jeceived I dream, 
An,l prove too weak for so divine n. theme, 
Let Charity forgive me a mistake 
That zeal, not vanity, has chanced to make, 
And spare the poet for his subject sak e. 

CONY ETI.S.l TION. 

":N'am ncr1u e mo lantum venientiq sibilus austri, 
Nee pcrcus.-,a .iuvant fluc t u tam litora, nc.: qmc 
Saxosa.s inter clecurruot flumina valles ." 

-VmGIL, E el. v. 

T HOUGH !1a t nre weigh our t a lents , and clispcnso 
To every man hi s modicum of ~c usc, 

And Conversation in its bette r part 
M:1y be es teem\ ] a gi f't, and not an art, 
Yet much tl cpcnrl s, as in th e _til ler' s t oil, 
011 culture and th e sowiug of t li c so il. 
·word s learn'J by rn te a pa rro t 111 ay reh earse. 
J; ut talking is n ot ah\':,ys to co11 vc rsc, 
Not 1uorc lli s ti11 d from harmo11\· Ji vinc 
The con stant crea king of a cot11i l ry s i.~n . 
As alphabet s in i\'Ory eniploy 
Hour af'tcr h our the ye t unl ctt er\l lJO}', 
Sorting a111.! puzzling with a d eal of gl ee 
Those :seeds of sc ience call ed Ii is A B 0, 
So iangnage in th e m ouths of the allult, 
·witness its iu signiti caut result, 
Too often proves an implement of play, 
A toy to sport with, anJ pass tirn c away. 
Collect at evening what t!tc cl ay brougl1t forth, 
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Compress th e sum into it s solid worth, 
Antl if it weigh th' importan ce of a Jly, 
The scales are false, or algebra a lie. 
Saercu interpreter of human thought, 
How fc\\. respec t or use thee as th ey ougl1t ! 
But all shall give account of every wrong 
·who dare dishonour or defile the tongue, 
·who prostitute it in the cause of vice, 
Or sell their g lory at a market-pri ce, 
"Who vote for hire, or poiut it with lampoon, 
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'l'h t: u.car-bought 11laccnrnn, and the cheap bt11l'v011. 
Ye pow'rs who rnl c the tongu e, if such the re ;ire, 

And make collo r1uial happin ess yo m care, 
PreserYe m e from the tliin g I dread and hate, 
A tluel in tho form of a d ebate: 
The clash of arguments a nd jar of words, 
'.Vorse than th e m ortal hrnnt of rim! sword s, 
D ecide no question with their t r,<lious 1~11 gt h, 
For opposi t ion g ives opin ion strr 1J_!!;tl1. 
Divert the eha111pio 11 s 111·od iga l of breath, 
Awl pnt t he pcaccaLly-dis11used to d eal l1 . 
Oh tll\\"art m e 11 ot , Sir Sop li, a t ev'ry turn , 
Nor ca rp at cv' ry flaw you may u.i sccrn , 
Th ough syllo~isms hang Jl (J t on n;y t o11g11 e. 
I am not, surely , a lways in the wro ng ; 
'Tis han l if all is fahe t hat I advance, 
A foo l m us t n ow and th en be ri ght, b y cl1n1:cr, 
Not tha t all fr ceL1om of u.i sscnt I blame, 
No-thc-re I grant th e priril P[; r; I claim. 
A Llispu tali lu 1•oi11t is n o ma 11 ',; .~rou nd , 
Rove where yuu pl ease, ' ti s common all :no1111d, 
T>i sco urse mav want an a11imatcJ-Ko-
To brush the "surface and to make it llow, 
Bnt still remember, if yon u1 can t o please, 
To pl'css youl' point with 1110Llcsty a11d cast . 
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The mark at which my jester aim I take, 
Is contradiction for its owt1 dear sake; 
Set your opinion at whatever pitch, 
Knots and impediments make somethit1g hitch, 
Adopt bis own, 'tis equally in vain, 
Your thread of argument is snapp'd again; 
The wrangler, rather than accord with you, 
Will judge hirnselj deceived, and prove it too. 
Vociferated logic kills me quite, ' 
A noisy man is always in the right, 
I twirl my thumbs, fall back into my chair, 
Fix on the wainscot a distressful stare, 
And, when I hope his blunders arc all out, 
Reply discreetly-To be sm e-no doubt. 

Th' crnphat it.: speaker Jcarly loves t'opposc 
In contact iucon vcn ic11 t , nose to nose, 
As if the gnoruou on l,i~ uciglihour's pl,i z, 
Touch\! with a rnag11 ct had attracted his. 
His whispcr'd theme, dilated and at large, 
Proves after all a wind-g:m's airy charge, 
An extract of !1is cliary-110 w ore, 
A tastclc;;s journal of the day before_ 
J fc walk\! abroaLl, o'crtaken in the rain, 
Call'd on a fri en d, drank tea, slept 11011, c aga in, 
Resumed his purpose, haJ a world of talk 
With one he stumbled on, and lost his walk. 
I int errnpt him with a sudden bow, 
.Adieu, dea r sir! les t yon should lose it now. 

Some men employ their health, an ugly trick, 
In making known how oft they have been sick, 
.And give us in recitals of disease 
A doctor's trouble, but without the foes : 
Relate how many weeks they kept their b8d, 
How an emetic or cathartic sped, 
\fothing is slightly touch'd, much less forgot, 
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Nose, ears, and eyes seem present on the spot. 
Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill , 
Victorious seem'd, nn rl now the doctor's skill; 
And now-alas for un foresee n mishaps! 
They put on a clamp nightcap, and relapse ; 
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Th ey thought they mu st have di ce!, they were so bnd,­
Th cir peevish h eare rs nlmost wish they had. 

It happen'<l on a solemn even-ti,le, 
Soon after H e thnt was our sureh- died, 
Two bosom friends, each pensive.ly in clined, 
The scen e of all those sorrows left behind, 
S0ught their own Yillagc, busied as they went 
111 musings ,rnrthy of the great event: 
They spake of Him they lo,etl, of Him whose life 
Th ongh bhmeless had in cnrr' d pcrpctu a l s tri fc , 
·whose deeds hntl left, in spite of h os til e arts, 
A deep memorial gra vcn on their h earts ; 
The recollection, like a Ycin of ore, 
The farther trace1l enri ch\l them !Still th e. mor<', 
They thou~ht Him, and they justly though t Him one 
Sent to do m ore th~tn He appcan\d t' hav e clone, 
T' exalt a peopl e, ant.I to place them high 
Above all else, an,l wontler'tl H e should. die. 
Ere yet they b rou~ht th eir j ourn ey to an ellll, 
A stranger .ioin'cl th em, cour tt:o us as a fri end, 
And ask'cl thern, with a kin ,l engagi ng air, 
·what their a!Iliction was, and Lr.e:-g'cl a share. 
Inform\l , H e gathcr\l np the broken thr<'ad, 
And trnth and wisllom gr::i cing all He sait.l, 
Ex.plain'd, illustrated, n1 1,l searc h'cl ,-o well 
The t encfor th eme on which they chose to dwell, 
That reaching home, Th e night, thr.y ,aid, is n ear, 
'\Ye must not nO\r be r arted, sojourn here. 
The new acrinain tance soon became a guest, 
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And made so welcome at tl1eir simple fea s t, 
He bless'd the bread, but vanish'<l at the \\·ord, 
And left them both cxcla iming-'T1rns the Lonl ! 
Did not our h earts feel all He rle ig n'cl to say, 
Did they 11 ot burn within u s by the way? 

Now theirs was com·erse su c h ns it bchon:s 
i\fon to maintn i11, anrl sncl1 ns God appro ves; 
Th eir views, ind eed, were indi ~t i11 ct a nll llilll, 
But y et su cce:'s 1'11I, hc,i11g aim'cl at Fi 111 . 

But con\·c r, nti o 11 , choose what tii c.: m f' 11·c rnny, 
Arni chi e fly wli cn R r li g io11 lead s th e 1rn y , 
Should flow like \1· a t r. r: after s11mm c• r ~lruw'rs, 
K ot as ii' rai sed b y llll·rc m echanic pow 'rs . 
Th e Chris tian, in wl10se so n!, tlroug h now di s tre~s'd, 
Lives the cl c~ ar t.h onglit of j oys he once possess'd, 
'\Vli c: n all hi s g low i11 g la11 g1 1age is:, 11 ,· cl forth 
.. With God's •lee !' s ta:11p upon its c11nent worth, 
'\Vil! s p eak with out di sgl1i se, and lllll S ( inq ,art, 
Sacl as it is, hi s undi.ssc 111 Lling h rar t, 
A Lhors con s traint, and dares not fe ign a zeal. 
Or see m to b oas t a fire he docs n o t feel. 
The Song of Sion is a tas t eless thing, 
Un less when ri sin g on a j oyful win g 
The soul can 111ix with th e celes tial bancl s, 
Aml give th e s train the co 111pass it d ernands 

RETIREMEKT. 
"-- studiis fl orens ign obilis oti. "-Vma. Geor. Lib. iv. 

H ~CK N EY'D in bnsin ess weari ed at that oar 
·which thonsa n<l s, ondc fa s t chain'J t o, quit no 

more, 
But which, wi 1e 11 li fe at c:hh run s wea k an<l low 
All 'l'l'i sh, or seem t o ll'i !> b th ey con ld for rgo, ' 
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The statrsman, lawyer, m ercliant, man of tnttlc, 
Pants for the refuge of some rural shatlc, 
Where, all his lon g anxieti es forgot 
Amid the charms of a scf]nester'd spot, 
Or recoll ected only to gild o'er 
And add a smile to what ,vas sweet before, 
He may possess the j oys he think s h e secs, 
Lrrv liis olLl age upon th e hp of case, 
Im.prove th e rcm1rn11 t of his wasted span, 
And, ha,·i ng li H<l ::i. trifler, di e a mrrn. 
Thus con science pl eads h er caUSL\ within the brr:is t, 
Thong h lU11g rcbcll'd against, not yet supprcss'Li, 
And call s a crea ture form'd for Goel alone, 
For Hcave11's hig h purposes and 11ot hi s own, 
Calls him aw:1y lrom se lfi sh e11ds and aims, 
}'rom what debili tates nn rl what inflam es , 
From cities humming ,1·ith a rest lc:ss crowd, 
Sordid as acti,·c, i,unorant as loud, 
Whose high es t p ra ise is that they live in vain, 
Th e clupes of pl casm e, or the sla Hs of ga in, 
"\\'h ere works of m an are clust cr'd close' around, 
And wo rks of God arc hardly to be found, 
To region s wh ere, in spite of s in and woe, 
Traces of Eden arc still seen bcbw, 
"\Vh erc mountain, riv Pr, fores t, fir- Id , anr1 grove, 
Rt.·mincl him of hi s i\bker's 1:ow'r a11Ll love. 
'Tis well if look' u for at so l::ite n. day, 
In the last scen e of such a sense less play, 
True wis,lom will attend hi:, fe ebl e call, 
Allll grace iii s action ere the curtain fall. 
Soul_s th_at ha\·e l~,11 g d espisetl tl1 eir h eav'nly birth, 
Their wishes all 1111 ]'rcg11a te ll with earth, 
For threescore yea rs, c-m pl oy· tl wit h ceaseless care 
In ca tchin g smok e an,l fcccli11 rr upon air 
Conversant only with t!t c 11/-l}~ ol' m en,' 
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Rarely redeem the short remaining ten. 
Invet'rate habits choke th' unfruitful heart, 
Their fibres penetrate its tend'rest part, 
And, draining its nutritious pow'rs to fe ed 
Th eir noxious growth, starvo ev'ry better sce\l. 

Not that I meant' approve or would enforce 
A supers titious and monastic course: 
Trnth is not local, God alike pervades 
And fills the world of trafnc and the shades, 
And may be fear'cl amid the busiest scenes, 
Or scorn'rl wh ere business never intervenes. 
Bnt 'tis not easy with a mind like ours, 
Conscious of weakn ess in its noblest pow'r:::, 
And in a \Vorld wh ere (other ill s apart) 
The roving ey e misleads t he ca rel ess heart, 
To limit thought, by nature prone to s tray 
·wherever freaki sh fan cy points the way, 
To bid the plcaLlings of sclf-lo,e be still, 
Hes ig 11 our own, and seek om l\Iakcr's will ; 
To spread th e page of Scrip t11re, and compa r,­
Our condu ct ,1· itlt th e b11·.-; e 11 g 1:11"en th ere, 
To m easure all th a t iias,rs i11 t he urca~t , 
Faithfull y , fai rly , by t li:-1t sacw J frs t; 
To Ji,·e in to th e secret deeps within, 
To spare n o passion anJ 110 fav ' rite sin, 
And S\·tn c: h th e tlt cm l:S importa nt abo1·e all, 
Ourselves, ancl onr rccov'ry from our fall. 
But lei sure, sil en ce, and a mind rclc:i sr; il 
From anxions though ts h ow ,1·calLh 11 ,ay he in r rr: asr rl, 
How to secure in some p ro pi t ious hour 
Th e 11 oint of ir1t'rcst, or the post of power, 
A s0 11! sercn l' , a 11d equally retired, 
From ob ject;; t oo muclt d readed, or desired, 
~afe fro 1;1 th e: cb1 11 ours of pen ·crse di spu te•, 
At lr acl arr i"ri .. n,lly to th e great pmsuit. 
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Ye groves (the statesman at his desk exclaim,:, 
Sick of a thousand disappointed aims), 
My patrimonial treasure and my prido, 
Beneath your shades your grey possessor hide, 
Receive me, languishing for that repose 
The servant of th e public never knows. 
Ye saw rue once (ah, those regretted days, 
When boyish innocence was all my praise), 
Hour after hour delightfully allot 
To studies th en familiar, since forgot, 
And cultivate a taste for ancient song, 
Catching its arJ.our as I mused along ; 
Nor selJ.om, as propitious Hcuv'n might send, 
What once I valued and could boast, a friend, 
Were witnesses how cordially I press'd 
llis nnclis,embling virtue to my Lreast; 
Rcceh-o me now, not uncornq1t as then, 
;-i" or guiltless of corrupting other men, 
Gut versed in arts that, while they seem to stay 
A fallen empire, hasten its decay. 
To tho fair haven of my nati\· e home, 
The wreck of what I was, fatigucJ. I come, 
For once I can approve th e patriot's voice, 
And make the course he recommends, my choice ; 
We meet at last in one sinrere desi re, 
His wish anti u1i11 e Loth prompt mo to rt'tire. 
'Tis <lonC'-he steps into tlie welcome chaise, 
Lolls at his case hchind four handsome bavs, 
That whirl away from bus'ness and debate­
The discncnmhcr'tl Atlas of the state. 

A' mind unnerven, and indisposed to be:ir 
The weight 0f s11bject,: \,0rthiest of her cart>, 
\'/hatever hopes a chang0 nf scene in spire~, 
711.n st chango her nature, or iu vain retires. 

a-t:l -ct 
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An iulrr is a watch that wants both hands, 
As useless if it goes, as when it stanus. 

Friends (for I cannot stint as some lrnve <1one, 
Too rigiJ. in my views that name to one, 
Though one, I grant it, in the gen'rous brea,t 
"\\'ill s tantl adrnnced a step above the rest; 
Flow'rs by that na:ne promi sc uously we call, 
Dnt one, tho rose, the re.~e nt of th em all), 
Friends, not adopted with a schoolboy's haste, 
But chosen with a nice discerning taste, 
Well-born, well-tlisciplinecl, who, placed apart 
Ff0m vu lgar mind s, have honour much at hrart, 
Anu (though the world mn.y think th' ingreclien ts odd) 
The love of virtue, and the fear of God ! 
Such fri ends preYent, what else ,rnuld soon suceee<l, 
A tPmper rustic as the life wP Ir.ad , 
And keep th e polish of the ma11r1 ers clen.11, 
As th eirs who bust le in the busies t scene. 
For solitude, ho,,· e,·er some may rave, 
Seeming a s:111ct11a1·y, proves a grave, 
.,\ sr pnl chrc in which the li,·in g lie, 
"\\'here all gootl qn:1li t ies grow sick and dir. 
I praise the Frenchman, hi s remark was shrewd­
How sweet, how pas~ing swee t is solitmle ! 
Bnt grant me still a fri en d in my retreat, 
Whom I ma.y whisper,--S olituclc is sweet. 

R eligion docs not censure or cxclnue 
Unnui1hcr'<l pl1 as ur<:s, harml essly pursncLl. 
To stu<lv cnltmc, anLl with nrtfnl toil 
'l'o m eliorate a.ml tame the stnbborn soil; 
To give di 0 similar yet fruitful bnds, 
The gr;1 in, or lt erb, or plant, that each tlemands; 
To cheri sh ,·irtne in a humblr: sta.te, 
And share t he joys your Lou11ty m:i.:,· creat"; 
To mark the rnatchl e.,s workings of the power 



A FABLE. 

That shuts within its seed tbc future flower, 
Bids th ese in elegance of form excel, 
In colour these, and those drlight the smell, 
Sends Nature forth, the daughter of the skies, 
To <lance on earth, and charm all human eyes; 
To t each th e canvas innocent deceit, 
Or lay the landscape on the snowy shcet­
Thcsc, these arc arts pursued without a crime, 
That leave no stain u11on the wing of time. 

Mc poetry (or rather notes that aim 
Feebly and vainly at poetic fam e) 
Employs, shut out from more important vi ew!s, 
Fast by the banks of the slow-winding Ouse; 
Content if, thus scqucstcr'd, I may raise 
A monitor's, though not a poet's praise, 
And whil e I traeh an art, too little known, 
To close life wi:;ely, niay not waste my own. 

A FABLE. 

A RAVEN, while with glossy breast 
Her new-laill eggs she fontlly press'd, 

And on her wicker-work high mounted, 
Her chickens prematurely counteJ. 
(A fault philosopher might blame 
If quite exempted from the same), 
Enjoy'd at case the genial day, 
'Twas April ns the bumpkins say, 
The legislature call'tl it May. 
But sutlde11ly a wind, as high 
As ever swept a winter sky, 
Shook the young leaves about her ears, 
And fill'<.l her with u thousand foam, 
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Lest the rude blast should snap the bough, 
And spread her golrlen hopes below. 
Bnt just at eve the blowin~ weath er 
And all her fears were hush'd togeth er : 
And now, quoth poor unthinking Raph, 
'Tis ove r, and the brood is safe; 
(For ravens, though as birds of omen 
They teach both conj'rcrs and old women 
To tell us what is to ho fall, 
Can't prophesy, th emselves, at all;) 
The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
Who lon~ had mark'd her airy lodge, 
And destin ed all the trea~ure there 
A gift to his expecting fair, 
Climh\l like a squirrel to his dray, 
And bore the worthl ess prize away. 

A cmt:P AR ISON . 

.ADDRESSE D TO A YOUNG LADY. 

SWEET stream, that winds throngh 
Apt emblem of a virtuous mf\id, 

Silent and chaste she steals along, 
Far from the world's gay, busy throng, 
·with gentle yet prevailing force, 
Inten t upon her destined course; 
Graceful and useful all she docs, 
Blessing and blest where'er she gor.s, 
Pnre-bosom'cl as that wat'ry glass, 
And heav'n reflected in h.ir face. 

yonrlcr 
[glade, 



VERSES. 

VERSES 

SUPI'OSED TO BE WRITTEN BY ALEXANDER SEL:KITIK, 
DURING IIIS SOLITARY ABODE IN THE ISLAND OF 
JUAN FERNANDEZ. 

I .i.11 monarch of all I survev, 
My right there is none to di sput e, 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
I am lord of the fowl anu the brute. 

Oh rnlitude ! where arc the charms 
That sages have seen in thy fac e 1 

Better tlwell in the mid st of alarm s, 
Tl,an reig n in tlii ,; l,orrible place. 

I a111 out of humanity's reach, 
I must fini sh my journey alone, 

Never hear the sweet music of speech­
I start at the sonnd of mv own. 

Th e beasts that roam over the plain, 
ill y form with indi!fercncc see, 

Tli cy are so unacquainted with 11 ,an, 
Tlieir tamen~ss is shockiug to me. 

Society, fri entl ship, a 11 1l Jon, 
Divinely bcs !ow'd npon rnan­

Oh, hau I the wing;, of a dO\'C, 

How soon wo uld I taste you aga in I 
?lly sorrows I tben might asc;uago 

In the 'l>ays of r eligion and truth, 
;\ light learn from the wisJ om of age, 

Aud be eheer'd by the sallie:i of your h. 

Hcligion ! what treasure untold 
ResiJ.es in that hea veuly word ! 
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More precious than silver and gold, 
Or all that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church-going bell 
These valleys a11d rocks never heard, 

Ne'er sigh'd at the sound of a knell, 
Or smiled when a Sabbath appear'd. 

Ye winds, that have made me your sport, 
Convey to this desolate shore 

Some cordial endearing report 
Of a land I shall visit no more. 

l\Iy fric11ds, do th ey now and then send 
A wish or a thought after 111e 1 

Oh, tell me I yet have a fri end, 
Though a friend I am never to see. 

How fleet is a glance of the mind! 
Compared with tho speed of its flight, 

The tempest itse lf lags behind, 
And the swift-winged arrows of light. 

When I think of my own native land, 
In a mom ent I seem to be there; 

But alas, recollection at hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nes t, 
The beast is laid tlown in his lair, 

Even hne is a season of rest, 
Antl I to my cabin repair. 

Th ere is mercy in every place, 
And mercy, encouraging thought ! 

Gi \"es even af!liction a grace, 
And reconcilc:s man to his lot. 
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ODE TO PEACE. 

COME, peace of mind, deligh tfnl guest ! 
R eturn and make thy clowny nes t 

Once m ore in thi s sad heart : 
Nor riches I, nor pow'r pursue, 
Nor hold forbidtl(;ll ,ioys in view, 

\Ve therefo re ueell not part. 

·where wilt thou d,vell if not with m e, 
From av'rice and aml1ition free, 

And pleasure's fatal \Yilcs; 
For whom, alas ! dos t thou prepare 
The sweets tha t I was wont to share, 

The barn1uet of thy smiles '/ 

The great, the gay, sh all th ey partake 
The beav'n that thou alone canst make, 

Arni wilt thou quit the stream 
That murmurs through the dewy meau, 
Th e gron, ami the seqnester'd shed, 

To be a guest with them 1 

For thee I panted, thre I prized, 
For thee I gladly sac rificed 

Whate'er I lo n ,d hcfore, 
Ami shall I see th ee start away, 
Allll l1e lplcss, hopeless, h ear thee say­

farewell ! we mee t n o more 1 
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HUMAN FRAILTY. 

W EAK and irresolute is mau ; 
The purpose of to-day, 

Woven with pains into his plan, 
To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent and smart the spring, 
Vice seems already slain, 

But passion rudely snaps the string, 
And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out his weaker part, 

Virtue engages his assent, 
But pleasure winds his heart. 

'Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his art we view, 

And while his tongue the charge denies, 
His conscience owns it true. 

Bound on a voyage of awful length, 
Ancl dangers little known, 

A stranger to superior strength, 
Man vainly trusts his 01m. 

But oars alone can ne'er prevail 
To rear.h the distant coast, 

The breath of henv'n must swell the sail, 
Or all the toil is lost.. 
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REPORT 

UF AN ADJUDGED CASE ::SOT TO BE FOUND I~ ANY 

OF THE BOOKS. 

BETWEEN Nose and Eyes a strange contest arose , 
The spectacles set them unhappily wrong; 

The point in dispute was, as all th e world knows, 
To which the saiu spectacles ought to belong. 

So tlie Tollgne was th e 1:-twy r. r, and arg ueJ the case 
With a great deal of skill, and a wig full of lea rniug, 

While Chief Baron Ear sa t to balan ce the law3, 
So famed for his talent in nicely discerning. 

In behalf of the Nose, it will quickly appear, 
And your lordship, he said, will undoubtedly Jim!, 

T! ,at the Nose bas had spec ta d es al ways in wear, 
Which amounts to possession time out of mind. 

Then, holding the spectacles np to the conrt-
Your lordsh ip observes they are made ,•.-i t h a straddle, 

As wide as the rid ge of tlic N osc is, in short, 
Dcsigu'd to sit closf3 to it, just like a sauulc. 

Again, would your lordsh ip a momc11t suppose 
('Tis a c~e that lias happen\], autl may be again) 

That the visage, or counteuancr, liall uot a Nose, 
Pray who would or who could wear spectacles then? 

On the whole it appears, a!l d mv argument shows, 
"\Vith a reasoning the court will never contkmn, 

That the spectacles plailll y were m:-icle for th e Nosv , 
Aud the Nose was as plainly iuteuded for them. 
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Then, shifting his side as a lawyer knows how, 
H e pleaded again in uchalf of the Eyes, 

But what were his arguments few pcoplo know, 
For the court <lid not think th ey were equally wi~·-'. 

So his lordship decreed with a gra\·c solemn tone, 
Decisive and clear, with out one if or bnt­

That when nve r the N osc pnt hi s spectacles on, 
By c.byligbt or cau<lleligl1t-Eycs should be shut. 

THE LOVE OF THE WORLD REPROVED; 

or:, llYPOClU SY DETECTED. 

T HUS says the proph et of th e Turk, 
Goocl Mussuirnan abstain from pork; 

There is a pnrt in ev'ry swine, 
Ko fri end or follower of mine 
May taste, whate'cr his inclinat ion, 
On pain of exr:omrnnnication. 
Such l'IIa!iomct's myster ious charge, 
And thm he ]ell the point at largo. 
H:id he tl1r. ::; iufnl part ex rrcss\l, 
Th ~:v mi.'.;ht with safety cat th e rc~t; 
But for on e piece th ey thon g11t it harJ 
Fro:11 the wlwk ho~ to lw deburr'tl, 
And set their \\'it at work to fin d 
Wh at joi11 t the pro11hct hacl in mind. 

Much controversy straight arose, 
These choose the back, the belly those ; 
By some 'tis co nfiLlcntl y sa i1l 
H C 1mau t not to fu1 Liu the head, 
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·while others at that doctrine rnil, 
And piously prefer the tail. 
Tlrn s, conscience fr eccl from ev'ry clog, 
Mabom ctans eat up tl1 e hog. 

You la11gh-'tis well-the t::i.lc applied 
May make you laugh on t'oth cr side. 
Renounce the world, the preacher crics­
'.Ve do-a multitude replies; 
While one as inn ocent regards 
A snug and fri cudly game at cards ; 
Ancl one, wlw.te\· cr yon may say, 
Can 1:ee 110 evil in a piny; 
Somo love a concert or a race, 
Ancl others, shoaling and the chase. 
RcYilccl and lovetl, renouuced and follow'd, 
Thus bit by bit th e world is swallow'd; 
Each thinks his neighbour makes too free, 
Yet likes a slico as well as he. 
,Vith sophistry th eir sa uce th ey sweeten, 
Till quite from tail to snout 'tis eate n. 

THE LILY AND TllE ROSE. 

T HE nym]th must lose h er femal e friend 
If more aJmircd than she-

But where will fierce contention cud 
If flow'rs cau Jisagree ? 

'.Yithin th e gard en's peaceful scene 
.A ]'pcar'd two lovely fo es, 

Aspiring to th e rank of queen, 
The li!y ancl the rose. 
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The rose soon r edden'd into rag e, 
Anti , swelling with tlisJain, 

Appeal \ ] t o many a p oe t's pa~e 
To prove her right to reig 11 . 

Th e lily's h eig ht b espoke command, 
A ra ir imperial flow'r, 

Sh e see rn'tl d es ig n'd for Flora's hanJ, 
Th e sceptre of her pow'r. 

This civil hick'ring an rl d eba t e 
Th e god Llcss ch a n ced to h ear, 

An ,l fl ew to save, e' er yet too lute, 
Th e pride of the pa rterre. 

Y ours is , she sRid , th e nobl er Imo 
An ,] vo urs tho s ta tel ier rnic11, 

And t ili a third surpas.;es you , 
Let each be deem' d a quern . 

Thus soo th'd and ·r econ eil eJ, each seek s 
The fair est British fair, 

Th e sr.n. t of empire is her cheeks, 
TLey reig n uniteJ there. 

THE PINE-APPLE AN D Tf!E DE:E. 

T HE pine-appl es in triple ro w, 
\Ve re ba :; k ing h o t a 1Hl a ll iu bl uw. 

A Lee of mos t d isce rni11g t as te 
P erce iveJ th e fragra n ce a,; lie pa~s' J, 
Ou eager wi11 g tlic spoiler cam e, 
A nd scare h 'J fur crannies in the fram e, 
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Urged bis attempt on ev'ry side, 
To ev' ry pan e his trunk appl iu l, 
But sti ll in min, the frame ,,·as tight 
A1lll only pervious to the light. 
Thus having •,rnsted half the day, 
H e trimm'd his flight an other way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I fi nd 
Th e sin arnl madness of mankind; 
To j oys forbirhlcn man aspires, 
Consumes his sou l wi th vain desires ; 
Folly th e spring of his pursuit, 
And disappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthia ogles as she passes 
The nymph between two chariot-glasses, 
She is the pin e-apple, and be 
The silly, un successful bee. 
The maid wl10 views with pen si1·e air 
The show-glass fran~ht with glittering war0, 
Secs watch es, bracelets, rings, and locket,:, 
Dut sighs at thougJ1t of em pty pockets, 
Like thine her appetite is keen, 
lint, ah ! the cruel glass between ! 

Our J ear Jelights are often such, 
Exposer! to view but not t o t ouch ; 
Th e sigh t onr fooli sh heart inf]am cs, 
"\Ve 1011g for pine-apples in fram e;:, 
"\Vi t h h opeless wish one looks an<l lingl' I" <, 
One breaks the gh ss anLl cuts his fingers ; 
nut they wh om truth a nd wisdom lead, 
Can gather honey from a weed. 
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ON A GOLDFINCH 

STARVED TO DEATH IN IIIS CAGE. 

T I1IE was wh en I \ras free as air, 
Th e this tl e's downy seed my fore, 

My drink the morning dew ; 
I pereh'd at will on every spray, 
l\Iy form gentee l, my plumage gay, 

My strains for ever new. 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly stn1in, 
And form genteel were aU in vain, 

Arnl of a transient date ; 
For, caught and caged anrl s tarved to death, 
In dyi ng sighs my little breath 

Soon pa.ss\l th e wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes, 
Aml th anks for this effec tual close 

And cure of ev'ry ill ! 
More cruelty could none express , 
And I, if you had shown me less, 

Had been your prisoner still. 

THE \\'INTER NOSEGAY. 

W HAT Nature, alas! has denied 
To th e delicate growth of our isle, 

Art has in a measure supplied, 
And winter is dcek'd with a smile. 

See, :Mary, what beauties I bring 
From tho shelter of that sunny shed , 
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Where the flow'rs have th e charms of the spring, 
Though abroad they arc froze n and dead. 

'Tis a bow'r of Arcadi:rn sweets, 
Wh ere Flora is sti ll in h er prime, 

A fortress to which sh e retreats, 
From th e cruel assaults of the clime". 

·whil e eart h wears a mantle of snow, 
These pinks arc as fre sh and as gay 

As the fairest and s1Ycct es t that blow 
On the beautiful bosom of l\Iay. 

Sec how they h ave safely sun-ivcd 
Th e frowns of a sky so seve re ; 

Such Mary's true love, that has livcLl 
Through m any a turbulent year. 

Th e charlll s of th e late-blowing rose 
Seem graced with a Ii,·eli er h ue, 

And the wint er of sorrow best show;; 
The truth of a frirnd, such as you. 

l\lUTU AL FOR DEARA1'CE 

:'\f.CF.S~AP.Y TO THE Il ,\PPIKESS OF TUE ~L\I'.r.TED 

ST.A..TE . 

T HE lady thus adclress'd her spouse­
'.Yliat a m ere dungeon is this house ! 

By 11 0 m eans large enough ; and, was it, 
Y et t hi s dull room and that dark closP. t , 
Those hangings with their n-orn-out gra ce,i, 
Long beards, long noses , and pale face~, 
Are such au antiriuated sceue, 
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They overwhe1m me with the sp1cen. 
-Sir Humphry, shooting in the dark, 
l\Iakes answer quite beside the mark: 
No doubt, my dear, I bat!e him come, 
Engagccl myself to be at home, 
Arnl shall expect him at the door 
Precisely when the clock strikes four. 

Yon are so deaf, the lady cried 
(And raised her voice, and frown'd beside), 
You are so sad ly deaf, my dear, 
Whnt shall I do to make yon hear 1 
Dismiss poor Harry l be replies, 
Some people are more nice than wise, -
For one slight trespass all thi s stir 1 
·what if he did ride, whip and spnr, 
'Twas but a mile-your fav'rite horse 
·will never look one hair the worse. 
Well, I protest 'tis past all bearing­
Child ! I am rather hard of hearing­
Ycs, truly-one must scream and bawl, 
I t ell yon you can't hrar at all ; 
Then, with a voice exceeding low, 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domestic strife, 
That sorest ill of human li fe, 
A plague so littl e to be fear'Ll, 
As to be wantonly in cnrr'd, 
'l'o gratify a fretful pass ion, 
On ev'ry trivial provocation? 
The kindest and the happiest pair 
Will find occasion to forbear . 
.And something ev'ry day th ey live 
To pity and, perhaps, forgive. 
But if infirmiti es that fall 
In common to the lot of all , 
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A blemish, or a sense impair'd, 
Are crimes so littl e to be spared, 
Th en farewell all that mu st create 
The comfol't of the wedded state ; 
In stead of har!n ony, 'tis jar 
.Aml tumult, and intestine war. 

Th e lo\'e t hat cheers life's lat es t stage, 
Proo f agn i11 st sickn ess and ol,l age, 
Prcsernd hy ,irtue from dcr. lcnsion, 
Becomes not \H,ary of attention, 
But lives, when tl;:lt ex terior grace 
·which first in spired the fl ame di::cays. 
'Tis gentle, deli cate, and kind, 
To fau l ts compa,;sionate or blind, 
And will with s_,·mpathy endure 
Th ose evils it ,rnukl glad ly cure. 
But angry, coarse, and harsh ex pres~ion 
Shows love to be a mere profession ; 
Proves that the heart is noue of hi~1 
Or soon expels him if it is. 

TO Tll E REV. :.\1R. ?\EWTON. 

A N INVJTATIO~ I:S-TO THE COUNTP.Y. 

T HE swallows in their torpi,l state1 
Compose th eir useless wing, 

And bees in hives as idly wait 
The call of early spring. 

The k eenest frost that binds the strrarn , 
Tl1 e wildest winrt that blow,; , 

Are neith er fr lt nor fear'J by tl1em , 
Secure uf th eir repose, 

a-7 -a 
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But man all feeling and awnkc 
The gloomy scene surveys, 

1Vith prese nt ill s his h ea rt must ache, 
And pant for brighter days. 

Old 1Vintcr halting o'er the mead, 
Bids m e and i\lary mourn, 

But lovely Spring pee ps o' er his hcatl, 
And whispers your retnrn . 

Then .April, with h er sister 1\fay, 
Shall clmse him from the bow·r~, 

Ancl weave fresh garlands ev'ry day, 
To crown the smiling hours. 

And if a tear that speaks regret 
Of happier time appear, 

A glimpse of joy that we h:1;-c met 
Shall sh in e and dry the tear. 

BOADICEA: 

AN ODE, 

W HEN the British warrior qneen, 
Bleeding from the Ron1an rod~, 

Sought, with an indignant mien, 
Counsel of her country's gods, 

Sage beneath a spreat1ing oak 
Sat the Druid, hoary chief, 

Ev'ry burning wonl he spoke, 
Full of rage and full of grief. 
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Princess ! if our nged eyes 
"\Veep upon thy matchless wrongs, 

'Tis because resentment ties 
All the terrors of our tongues. 

Homo shall perish-write that woru 
In the blood that she has s pilt; 

Perish, hopeless and ahhorr\l, 
Deep in ruin ns in gui lt. 

Rome, for empire for renown'cl, 
Tramples on a thousand st ates ; 

Soon her priJe shall kiss the groun tl­
IIark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 

Other Romans shall arise, 
Heedless of n. soldier's name; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
H armony the path to fame. 

Then the progeny that spring:i 
From the forests of our land, 

Arm'd wi th thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider world command. 

Regions C:-esar never knew 
Thy posterity shall sway, 

Wh ere his eagles ne\·er fl ew, 
None invincible as they. 

Such th e bard's prophetic worclq, 
Pregnant with celc~ tial fire, 

Rending as he swept the chor,ls 
Of hi s sweet but awful lyre, 
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She, with all a monarch's pride, 
Felt them in her bosom glow, 

Rush'd to battle, fought, and died; 
Dying, hurl'd them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud, 
Heav'n awards the vengeance tlue ; 

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

THE POET, THE OYSTER, AND SEN:::;TTTYR 
PLANT. 

AN Oyster, cast upon the shore, 
vVas heard, though never heard before, 

Complaining in a speech well worded, 
And worthy thus to be recorded : 

Ah, hapless wretch! condemn'cl to dwell 
For ever in my native ehell, 
Ordain'd to move when others please, 
Not for my own content or ease ; 
But toss'd and buffeted about, 
Now in the water, and now ont; 
'Twere better to be born a stone, 
Of ruder shape and feeling none, 
Than with a tenderness like mine, 
And sensibilities so fine I 
I envy that unfeeling shrub, 
Fast-rooted against ev'ry rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far ofT, 
And felt the sneer with 11corn enou gh; 
Was hurt, disgusted, mortified, 
And with asperity replied. 
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\Vh eu, cry the botanists, and stare, 
Did plants call'd sensitirn grow there ? 
No matter wh en-a poet's muse is 
To make them grow just where she choo~t.:s. 

You shapeless nothing iu a dish, 
You that arc but almost a fish, 
I scorn vour coarse iusieuation, 
A ml have most plentiful occasion 
To wish myself the rock I view, 
Or such another dolt as you. 
Ior many a grave and learned clerk, 
And many a gay uuletter'J spark, 
·with curious touch exaruines me, 
If I can feel as well as he ; 
.And when I bend, retire, and shrink, 
Says-Well, 'tis more than one would tliiuk­
Thus life is spent (oh, fie upon't !) 
In being touch'd, and crying-Don't ! 

.A poet, in his evening walk, 
O'erheard and cheek'd this iule talk: 
.And your fine sense, he said, and yours, 
Whatever evil it endures, 
Deserves not, if so soon offencleJ, 
Much to be pitied or commended. 
Disputes, thou~h short, are far too loug, 
Where both alike are in the wrong ; 
Your fe elings, in their full amount, 
Are all upon your own account. 
You in your grotto-work enclosed, 
Com plain of being thus exposed ; 
Yet nothing feel in that rough coat, 
Save when the knife is at your throat, 
Wherever driven by wind or tiJe, 
Exempt from every ill beside. 
And as for you, my Lady Squeamish, 



1oz TO THE REV. W. C. UNWIN. 

,vho reckon ev'ry touch a blemish, 
If all the plants that can bo found 
Embellishing the scene around, 
Should droop and wither where they grow, 
You would not feel at all, 11 ot you. 
The noblest minds their virtue prove 
By pity, sympathy, anti love ; 
These-these aro feelin g:; truly fine, 
And prove their own er half divine. 

His cen sure reaeh'd them as he dealt it, 
Aml each by shrinking show'd he felt it. 

TO THE REV WILLIAIII CAWTHORNE u~wrn. 

UNWIN, I should but ill repay 
The kindness of a friend, 

·whose worth dese rves as warm a lay 
.As ever friendship penn'd, 

Thy name omitted in a page 
That would reclaim a vicious age. 

An union forrn'd, as mine with thee, 
Not rashly or in sport, 

May be as fervent iu degree, 
Aud faithful in its sort, 

And may as rich in comfort prove, 
As that of true fraternal love. 

The bud, inserted in the rind, 
The bud of peach or rose, 

Adorns, though diffring in its kinJ, 
The stock whereon it grows, 

With ilow'r as sweet, or fruit as fair, 
.As if produced by nature ther~. 
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Not rich, I render what I may­
I seize thy narue in haste , 

And place it in this first essay, 
Lest this shoulJ. prove the last. 

'Tis \\·h ere it shonl1l be, in a plan 
That holds in view the good of man. 

The poet's lyre , to fix his fame, 
ShoulJ. be the poet's heart, 

Alfoetion lights a hrightt:r flame 
Than ever hlazcd by art. 

Xo mn,-es on these lines atteml, 
I siuk the poet in the friend. 

THE TASK. 

BOUK I.-TllE SOFA, 
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[" The history of the follo,,;11!! production is briefly this: A 
lady, fond of blank ver:;e, demanded a poem of that kiml from 
the author, and gave him the ::SOFA for a subject. He obeyed, 
and having much leisure, connected another subject with it; 
and, pursuing the train of thoup:ht to which his situation and 
turn of mind led him, brought forth, at length, instead of the 
trifle which he at first inteuded, a serious affair-a Volume." 
:::;uch ""as the short and graceful introduction to The Task.] 

I SING the Sofa. I, who lately sang 
Truth, Hope, anJ. Charity, and touch'd with a,ye 

Tue solemn cbonls, anJ. with a tren1bling hand, 
EscapeJ. with pain from that ath ent'rous ili r< ht, 
:Xow seek repose upon a humble r theme; 

0 

The th eme th ougl1 h 1111 il .1l l' , yet augus t uud proud 
Th' occasio11-for tl1 c Fair cum mamls the song. 



104 THE TASK. 

Long time elapsed or e'er our rngged sires . 
Complai11\l, though in commodiously pent m, 
And ill at ease behind. TLe ladies first 
'Gan murmur, aq became the softer sex. 
Ingenious fancy, never better pleased 
Than when employ'd t' accommodate tli e fair, 
H eard the sweet moan with pity, and devised 
The soft settee; one elbow at eac h end, 
And in the mid st an elbow it receivt'd, 
United yet divid ed, twain at once. 
So sit two Kings of Brentford on one throne ; 
And so two citizens wLo take th e air, 
Close pack'd and smiling in a chaise and one. 
But relaxation of the lang uid frame 
By soft recumbency of outstret ched limbs, 
Was bliss reserved for happier days; so slow 
The growth of what is excellent, so hard 
T' attain perfection in thi s neth er world. 
Thus, first necessity invented stools, 
Convenicuce llext sugges ted elbow-chairs, 
Aud luxury th' accomplished Sofa last. 

The nurse sleeps sweetly, hired to watch the sick 
Whom snoring she disturbs. As swee tly he 
Who quits the coach-box at the midnight hour 
To sleep within the ca rriage more secure, 
His legs depending at th e open door. 
Sweet sleep enjoys the Curate in his desk, 
The tedious Rector drawling o'er his head, 
And sweet the Clerk below: but neither sleep 
Of lazy Nurse, who snores the sick man dead, 
Nor his who quits th e box at ruidnirrht hour 
'-r:._o slumber i_n th e carriage more sec~re, 
~or sleep enJoy'tl by Curate in his desk, 
~ or yet th e ~oz ings of the Clerk, arc sweet, 
Compared ,nth th e repose the S OFA yicl<l s. 
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Oh, may I live exernpte<l (wl1ile I live 
Guiltless of pamper'd appetite obscene), 
From pangs arthritic that infest the toe 
Of libertine excess. The SOFA suits 
'l'l1e gouty limb, 'tis true; but gouty limb, 
'l'liough on a SOFA, may I never feel: 
For I have loved the rural walk through lanes, 
Of grassy swarth, close cropp'd by 11ilibli11g she1c }', 
And skirted thick with intertexturc firm 
Of thorny boughs: have loved the rural ,r:tlk 
O'er hills, through valleys, and by river's briuk, 
E'er since a truant boy I pass'd my bounds 
T' enjoy a ramble on the banks of Thames. 
And still remember, nor without regret, 
Of hours that sorrow since has much endcar'd, 
How oft, my slice of pocket store consum ed, 
Still hnng'ring, peunyless, and far from home, 
I feed on scarlet hips and stony haws, 
Or blushin~ crabs, or berri es that imboss 
The bramble, black as j r t, or sloes austere . 
Hard fare ! but such a Loyisb appetite 
Disdains not, nor the palate undepraved 
By culinary arts unsav'ry d eem s. 
No SOFA then awaited my r eturn, 
No SOFA th en I need ed. Youth repairs 
His wasted spirits quickly, by long toil 
Incurring short fatigue ; and tho ugh our years, 
As life decliues, speed rapidly away, 
.And not a y ear but pilfers as he goes 
Some youthful grace that age would gladly keep, 
A tooth or auburn lock, and by d egrees 
Tlieir length and colour from th e lock s they spare; 
Th' elasti c spring of an uu wearicd foot 
Tl1at mounts tllc stil e with case, or leaps the fe11 cc, 
That 1,lay of lungs inhnli1:g and aga in 
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Respiring freely the fresh air, tl_iat makes 
Swift pace or stee p ascent no toil to !lle, . , 
Mi11e have not pilfer'd yet; nor yet 1mpa1r cl, 
l\Iy relish or fa il' prospect; scenes that sooth d 
Or charm'd me young, uo lon ger young, I ~llll 
Still sootl1iug and of power to charm me still. 

Nor rural sights alone, but rnral sounds 
Exhilarate the spirit, and restore 
Th e ton e of languid Nature. Mighty winds 
That sweep th e sk irt of some far-spreading wood 
Of ancient growth, make music not unlike 
The <lash of ocean on his windinr, shore, 
AnJ lu l l the s pirit while they fill the mind, 
Unuu1nLer'd b ranehes waving in th e blast, 
And all their leaves fast flutt'ring, all at onco. 
Nol' less composure waits upon the roar 
Of <listant Jiood s, or on the softe r voice 
Of neighb'ring fountain, or of rill s that slip 
'Through th e cleft rock, aud, cl1iming as they fall 
Upon loose pebbles, lo.:;e themselves at length 
In matted g1ass, that with a livelier green 
Betrays the secl'et or their silcn t course. 
Na ture inan i111 ate employs sweet sounds, 
Bnt animated Nature sweeter still 
To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 
'J'en thousand warblers cheer th e day, and one 
The livelong night: nor th ese alone whose notes 
Nicc-finger'd art must emulate in vain, 
But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, scream incr louJ 
Th e jay, the pie, and ev'n th e boJinrr o~vl 
That hails the rising moon, have ch;rrus for me . 
.Sounds inharmonious in th emselves and harsh, 
Yd h ea rd in scenes wh ere peace for ever reigns, 
And only tliere, please highly for their sake. 
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He docs not scorn it, who, imprison't.l long 
111 some u11wl1oleso111 c <lungeon, and a prey 
'l'o sall ow sickuC'ss, which the vapours dank 
Aud clam111y of hi~ dark abode have bred, 
E.st:apc:s ut last to liberty arnl light; 
Hi s cheek re covers s00 11 its h ealthful hne, 
His eye rclurnin cs its extingu ish'd fires, 
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He walks, he leaps, he runs-is wing'd with joy, 
And riot s in the s1rcc ts of ev'ry breeze. 
He tlocs u ot sco rn it, who has long enduretl 
A fenr's a~onies, and fed on drugs. 
Nor Vl't the marin er, his blood inlla111ctl 
\\"it!; at:rill salts; his very h eart athirst 
'l'o gaze, at Nature in h er green array. 
lJpou th e ship's tall side he stands, possess 'c] 
·with vis ions prompted by intense des ire; 
Fair ficlcls appear b elow, such as he l eft 
Far distant, such as he would die to find­
He seeks th em headlong, and is seen no more. 

The splee n is seldom felt where Flora. r eigns; 
'1'l1c low ' ring eye, the p etnlauce, the frown, 
Aml sullen satlness that o'e rshade, distort, 
And rnar the face of beauty, when no cause 
For such immeasurable woe appea rs, 
Th ese Flora banish es, and gives the fair 
Sweet s miles, and bloom less transient than her 

own. 
It is the constant re volution, stale 
And t:i.s t eless , of the sam e repeate tl joys, 
That palls anll satiates, and makes lananid life 
A_petll cr's pack, that bows the bearer d~wu. 
H ealth suffers, and the SJJirits ebb; the h ea rt 
l{ccoils fr om its own choice-at the full feast 
b fami sh\l-fiuus no music in the soncr, 
No smartness iu tlie j est, and woutlers" why. 
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Yet thousands still desire to ,iuurn c- y uu, 
Though halt and ,rcary of the l'ath th ey tread. 
Tho paralytic, who can hold her cards 
Uut cannot pln.y them, borrows a fri eml 's ha11J 
To deal and shufl1e, to cli,·ir1e and sort 
Her mingled sui ts and scquc nees, ancl s its 
Speetatrcss both alll1 spec tacle, a srrd 
And silent cipher, while her proxy pl a:I'~. 
Oth ers are drap-,c;'d into the cromled room 
Between supporters; and once seat ed, sit 
Through downright in ab ility to rise, 
Till tho stout bearers lift the corpse again . 
These speak a loud memento. Y ct ev'11 th e~c 
Themselves love life, and cling to it as he 
That oYerhangs a torrent, to a twig . 
Th ey love it, and yet loathe it ; fear to di e. 
·'{et scorn tl10 purposes for which th ey liv ,·. 
Then wh erefore not renounce them 1 N0-tl:u 

dread, 
'l'!J c slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Heflection and remorse, the fear of shame, 
Aud their invet'ratc habits, all forbid. 

Whom call we gay? That honour has bccu Iur:; 
The boast of mere pretenders to th e name. 
The innocent are gay-the lark is gay, 
'1'l1at dries his feathers saturate with dew 
Beneath th e rosy cloud, while yet the bc-a111s 
Of day-spring overshoo t his lrnmble nest. 
The peasant t oo, a witn ess of hi s song, 
Him self a songs ter, is as gny as li P. 
J,ut save me from th e gni ety of th ose 
·wh ose hcnrlachcs nail t hem to a noondar IJcd; 
Anrl save me, t oo, fr om th eirs wliose ha.~,;a rd C.)L.j 

Flash dl' s)'eration, and betray their 11ang:; 
F or property stripp'd off by cruel chance: 
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From gaiety that fills the bones with pain, 
The mouth with blasphemy, the heart with woe. 

The earth was made so various, that the mind 
Of desultory man, studious of change, 
And pleased with novelty might be indulged. 
Prospec ts however lo\·ely may be seen 
Till half their beauties fade ; the wenry sight, 
Too well acquainted \Yith th eir smil c>s, sl ides of'f 
Fastidious, seeking less fam iliar scenes. 
Then snug cnclosnres iu the shclter'd vale, 
·where frequent hedges intercept the eye, 
Delight us, happy to renounce a while, 
Not senseless or its charms, what still \\'Clove, 
That such short absence mav endear it more. 

Blest he, though 11ndisting11ish'd from the ermr11 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells seenrc 
"\\'here man, by uatmc fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though slow to learn , 
The manners and the arts of civil life. 
His wants, indeed, are many ; but supply 
Is obvious ; placed within the easy reach 
Of t emp'rate wishes and industrious bands. 
Here virtue thrives as in h er proper soil ; 
Not rude and surly, and beset with thorns, 
And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
(If e'er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And barb'rous climes, where violence prevaib, 
And strength is lord of all; but gentle, kinri, 
By culture ta.med, by liherty refresb'd, 
And all her fruits by radiant truth maturc1l. 

~i~; ~;tfo~~ ~~;~~;~;;i,s~;~~ !~;iJ~n~holo ; 
The envied tenants of some happier spot ; 
The chase for sustenance, precarious tru st I 

His bard con<lition with severe constraint 



!IO THE TASK. 

Binds a11 his faculties, forbids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a scho0l in which he learn~ 
Sly circum vcnlion, un rel enting hate, . 
.Mean se lf-attachm ent, and scarce aught beside. 
Thus fare the sb iv'ring natives of th e north , 
And thus the rnnrrers of the wes tern world, 
Where it advance~ far into the deep, 
Towards th' Antartic. Ev' n th e favom'd isles, 
So lat ely found, although th e e0nstn.nt su_n 
Cheer all th eir seasons with a grnwl"nl smil e, 
C:i n bn:ist but littl e virtu e ; :iml in er t 
Th rough plenty, lose in mornl s wlint th ey g:ii n 
In manner;;, victims of luxurious ease. 
'l'heso th erefore 1 can pi ty, placed remote 
From all that science tr:ices, art izffents, 
Or inspiration t eaches: and enclosed 
In boundless oceans, nenr to be pass'd 
By navigato rs uninform'd as they, 
Or plough'd perhaps by British bark aga in. 

But th ough true worth and virtue, in th e mild 
And genial soil of cultivated life 
Thrive most, and may perha ps thrive only there, 
Yet not in citi es oft. In proud and gay 
And ga in-devoted cities ; thith er flow, 
As to a common and most noisome sewer, 
The _d:egs and feculence of ev'ry land. 
In c1t1es, foul example on most minds 
Begets its likeness. Rank abu ndan ce brcetls 
In g ross and pamper\! cities sloth and lust 
And_ ':'anto~ ness and glu ttono us excess. ' 
In cities, :vice is l1idden with most ease, 
~r seen with least r eproach ; ancl virtue, taught 
]? frer1uen,t lapse, can h ope no triumph th ere, 
Leyond th achievement of succes;, fnl flight. 
I do confess them 11 urs' ries of the arts, 
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In which they flourish most; where, in the beams 
Of warm encouragement, and in the eye 
Of public note, th ey reach their perfect size. 
Snch London is, by ta ~te nn\l wealth proclaim'd 
The fair est ca]'ital in all the world, 
Dy riot and incontinence the wcr,t. 
There, touch'd by Reyn ol<is , a \lull blank bccomr.s 
.A lncid mirror, in which Na ture sees 
All her refl ecte d features. lhco n there 
Gives more than femal e beauty to a stone, 
And Chatham's eloquence to marble lips. 
Nor does the chisel occupy alone 
The pow'rs of sculpture, but the style ns mnch ; 
Each province of b.er art her C<]nal care. 
\Vith nice incision of her gniilell st eel 
She ploughs a brazen fi eld, and clothes n soil 
So sterile with what charms soe'cr she will, 
The richest scen'ry and the lovel ies t form s. 
·where finds philosophy h er eagle eye, 
\Vith which she gazes at yon burning disk 
Uudazzled, and detects and counts his spots 1 
In London. \Vbere her implements exact, 
\Vith which sh e calculates, computes, and scans 
A11 distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an a tom, and now gir<ls a world ? 
In London. Where has commerce such n mart, 
So rich, so throng'd, so drain'd, and so supplied, 
As London , opulent, enlarged, and still 
Iucreasing London 'i Babylon of old 
Not more th e glory of th e eartl1, than she 
A more accomplis~'d world's chief glory n ow. 

She has li er pr::u se. Now mark a spot or two 
That so mu cl~ l ,en uty wou!~ do well to pnrge; 
Aml show this qnee n of c1t1cs, that so fair 
May yet b~ fonl; so witty, yet uot wise. 
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It is not seemly, nor of good report, 
That she is slack in discipline ; more prompt 
T' avenge than to prevent the breach of law: 
That she is rigid in rlenonncing death 
On petty robbers, an(l indulges life 
.Aud liberty, and ofttimes honour too, 
To peculators of the public gold: 
That thieves at home must hang; bnt he, that puts 
Into his overgorgcd an<l bloated pnrse 
The wealth of Indian provinces, escapes. 
Nor is it we11, nor can it come to good, 
That through profane and infidel contempt 
Of holy writ, she has presumed t' annul 
And abrogate, as roundly as she may, 
Tbe total ordinance and will of God. 

God made the country, aml man made the town. 
·what wonder, then, that health and virtue, gift~ 
That can alone make swee:t the bitter draught. 
That life holds out to all, should most abound 
And least be threatened in the fields and groves 1 
Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
Rut such as art contrives, possess ye still 
Your element; there only ye can shine, 
Th ere only minds like yours can do no harm. 
Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive wand'rer in th eir shades. At eve 
Th e moonbeam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wish, 
Binls w:ubling all the music. We can spare 
Th e splenLlour of your lamps, they but eclipse 
Onr softer satel lite. Your sonas confound 
Our more harmonious notes. ifihe thrush departs 
Scared, and th' offended nightingal e is mute. 
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There is a public mischief in your mirth ; 
It plagues your country. Folly such as yours, 
Graced with a sword, and worthier of a fan, 

I IJ 

Has made, which enemies could ne'er ham done, 
Our arch of empire, steaclfast but for ycm, 
A mutilated structure, soon to fall. 

BOOK II.-TRE TIMEPIECE. 

OH for a lodge in some vast wilderness, 
Some boundless contiguity of shade, 
·where rumour of oppression and deceit, 
Of unsuccessful or successful wnr, 
l\light never rench mo more! illy enr is p:iin'cl, 
My soul is sick with ev'ry !lay's report 
Of wrong and outrage ,,ilh which earth is fill'J. 
There is no flesh in man's obdurate heart, 
It docs not feel for man. Th o nnt'ral bon d 
Of brotherhood is se , er'd as th e flax, 
That falls nsunder at the touch of fire. 
He fin cls hi s fellow guilty of a skin 
Not colour'tl likc his own, and hari11g pow'r 
T' enforce tho wrong, for such a wor t hy r.anse 
Dooms and devot es him as hi s lawful prey. 
Lands intersec ted by a narrow frith 
Abhor each other. Mountains interposed 
l\lake enemies of nation s, who ha, l t>l ,e, 
Lik e kindred drops, been mingl ed in to one. 
Thus rnnn devotes hi s broth er, an ,l llcstroy;; ; 
And worse than all, and most to b ,; dc1,loretl, 
As hnmnn nature's broad es t, fonl cst L:ot, 
Chains him, nn d t:. sks him, an Ll exncts his sw r•nt 
·with stripes, th~t m ercy, with n. bleed ing heart, 

a -8 -a 
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Weeps when she sees inflicted on a beast. 
Then what is man 1 .And what man, seeing this, 
And having human feelings, docs not blnsh 
And hang his head, to think himself a man? 
I would not have a slave to till my ground, 
To carry me, to fan me while I sleep, 
And trembl e when I wak e, for all the wealth 
That sinews bought and sold have ever earn'd. 
No: clear as fr ee dom is, and in my heart's 
J 11 :, t es timation prized above all price, 
I had much rather be myself the slavo 
And "·c:1r th e bond s, th an fasten them on him. 
"\Ve have no slaves at home-then why abroau ? 
And th ey themselves, once ferried o'er tho wavo 
Tl1at parts ns, arc e: man cipate and loosed. 
Slaves cannot breathe in Englanrl; if their lnngs 
Receive onr nir, that moment they arc free, 
They t ouch our country and their shackles fall. 
That's noble, and bespeaks a nation proud 
And jealous of the blessing. Sprcau it then, 
And let it circulate through ev\v vein 
Of all you r empire; that where Brit2in's power 
I s felt, mankinll may feel h0r m ercy too. 

England, with all thy fault s, I love thee still­
My country! and while yet a nook is left, 
·where English minds and mann ers may be found, 
Shall be coP.strain'd to love thee. Though thy 

clime 
Be fickle, ar.d thy year most part dcfo rm'<l 
"\Vith dripping rain s, or wither'<! by a fro ~t, 
I woulu not yet exchange thy sullen skies 
And fi elds without a flow'r, for warmer France 
"\Vith all her vines ; nor for Anso nia's groves 
Of golden frnitage, and h er myrtle bow'rs. 
To shake thy sc11ate, arnl from li c- ights snhlim e 
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Of patriot eloquence to flash down fire 
Upon thy foes, was never meant my task; 
But I can feel thy fortunes, and partake 
Thy joys and sorrows with as true a heart 
As ally thund'rer there. And I can feel 
Thy follies too, and with a just disdain 
Frmvn nt effcminn.tes, wh oso nry looks 
Deflect <lishonour on th e ln.nd I love. 

There is a plensure in poetic pains 
Which only poets know. The shifts antl turns, 
Th' expe1lients and inventions multiform 
To which the mind resort s, in chn.se of terms 
Though apt, )7 Ct coy, and difficult to win­
'l" arrest the fl eeting images that fill 
The mirror of the mind, and hold them fast, 
Allll fore ~ thl'rn sit, till he has pencill 'd off 
A faithful likeness of the forms he views ; 
Then to dispose his copies ,vith such art 
That each may find its most propitious light, 
Aul sh ine by situation, hanll y less 
Thau Ly th e hliour and the skill it cost, 
Are occnpatio11s of th e poe t' s rninLl 
So pleasing, and that s tc;-i.l a,n1y the thought 
·with such aLl.Jrcss fr om themes of sad import, 
That, lost in hi s mrn rumi11gs, happy man I 

lic feels th' anxieties of li fe, dc11iell 
Their wonted entertainm ent, all retire. 
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Such joys has he that sings. I.;ut ah ! not such, 
Or seldom such, th e hea rers of hi s song. 
Fastidious, or else lis tless, or per l,aps 
Aware of nothing arduous in a task 
T11 ey never und ertook, th ey littl e note 
His dangers or escapes, and haply find 
There lea st amusem ent where be found the most. 
But is nmusemcnt all 1 studious of song, 
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And yet ambitious not to sing in vain, 
I would not trifle merely, though the world 
Be loudest in their praise who do no more. 
Yet what can satire, whether grave or gay 1 
It may correct a foible, may chastise 
The freaks of fashion, regulate the dress, 
Retrench a sword-blade, or displace a patch; 
But where are its sublimer trophies found T 
What vice bas it subdued 1 whose heart reclaim'd 
By rigour, or whom laugh'd into reform? 
Alas I Leviathan is not so ta.med. 
Laugh'd at, he laughs again ; and, stricken hanl 
Turns to the stroke his adamantine scales, 
That fear no discipline of human hands. 

The pulpit therefore (and I name it, fill'd 
With solemn awe, that bids me well beware 
With what intent I touch that holy thing)­
The pulpit (when the sat'rist has at last, 
Strutting and vap'ring in an empty school, 
Spent all his force, and ma(le no proselyte)­
! say the pulpit (in the sober use 
Of its legitimate peculiar pow'rs) . 
Must stand acknowlcdg'J, while the world shall 

stand 
The most important and effectual guard, 
Support and ornament of virtue's cause. 
There stands the messe nger of truth : there stands 
The legate of the skies ; his theme divine, 
His office sac red, his credentials clear. 
By him, the violated la,v speaks out 
Its thunders, and hy him, in strains as sweet 
As angels use, the Gospel whispers peace. 
He stablishes the strong, restores the weak, 
Reclaims the wand'rer, binds the broken heart, 
And, armed hiwself in panoply complete 
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Of heav'nly tE;mper, furnishes with arms 
Bright as his own, and trains, by ev'ry rule 
Of holy disipline, to glorious war, 
Tho sacramental host of God's elect. 
Are all such teachers 1 would to heav'n all were ! 
But hark-the Doctor's voice-fast wedged between 
Two empirics he stands, and with swoln cheeks 
Inspires the news, his trumpet. Keener far 
Than all invective is his bold harangue, 
While through that public organ of report 
He hails the clergy ; and, defying shame, 
Announces to tho world his own and theirs. 
He teaches those to read, whom schools dismiss'd, 
And colleges, untaught, sells accent, tone, 
And emphasis in score, and gives to pray'r 
Th' adagio and andante it demands. 
He grinds divinity of other days 
Down into modern use; transforms old print 
To zigzag manuscript, and cheats the eyes 
Of gall'ry critics by a thousand arts.-
Are there who purchase of the Doctor's ware Y 
Oh name it not in Gath !-it cannot be, 
That rrravo aud learned Clerks should need such 

aid. 
He <luuotless is in sport, and does but droll, 
Assuming thus a rank unknown before, 
Grand caterer and dry-nurse of the church. 

·would I describe a preacher, such as Paul, 
Were be on earth, would hear, approve, and own, 
Paul should himself direct me. I would trace 
His master-strokes, and draw from his desian. 
I -would express him simple, grave, sincere; 
In doctrine uncorrupt; in language plain, 
And plain in manner; decent, solemn, chaste, 
And n11tural in gesture; much impress'd 
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Himself, as conscious of his awful charge, 
And anxious mainly that the flock he feeds 
May feel it to; affectionate in look 
And tender in address, as well becomes 
A messenger of grace to guilty men. 
Behold the picture !-Is it like 1-Like whom 1 
The things that mount the rostrum with a skip, 
And then skip down again ; pronounce a text, 
Cry-Hem; and reading what they never wroto, 
Just fifteen minutes, huddle up their work, 
And with a well-bred whisper close the scene. 

He that negotiates between God and man, 
As God's ambassador, the grand concerns 
Of judgment and of mercy, should beware 
Of lightness in his speech, 'Tis pitiful 
To court a grin, when you should woo a soul; 
To break a j es t, when pity would in spire 
Pathetic exhortation ; and t' address 
The skittish fancy with facetious talcs, 
When sent with God's commission to the hea1·t. 
So did not Paul. Direc t me to a quip 
Or merry turn in all he ever wrote, 
And I consent you take it for your text, 
Your only one, till sides and benches fail. 
No : he was serious in a serious cause, 
And unclerstood too woll the weighty t erms 
That be had ta'en in charge. He would not stoop 
To conquer those by jocular exploits, 
·whom truth and soberness assail'd in vain. 

Oh, popular applause ! what heart of man 
Is proof against thy sweet seducing charms 1 
The wisest and the best feel urgent need 
Of all their caution in thy gentlest gales; 
But swell'd into a gust-who then, alas I 
With all bis canvas set, and inexpert, 
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And therefore heedless, can withstand thy power¥ 
Praise from th e rivel'd lips of toothless, bald 
Decrepitude, alHl in the looks of lc:an 
And craving poverty, and in the bow 
Respectful of the smutch'd artificer, 
Is oft too welcome, and may much disturb 
The bias of the purpose. How much more, 
Pour'd forth by beauty splendid and polite, 
In language soft as adoration breathes 1 
Ah, spare your idol ! tl1ink him human still ; 
Charms he may have, but ho has frailties too, 
Dote not too much, nor spoil what yo admire. 

And thus it is. Tho pastor, eithC'r vain 
By nature, or by flatt ery made so, taught 
To gaze at his own splendour, and t' exalt 
Absurdly, not his oflice, but himself; 
Or uuenlighten'J, auJ too proud to learn, 
Or vicious, and not therefore apt to b0 ach, 
Perver ting often, by the stress of lewd 
And loose example, whom be sboulJ instruct, 
Exposes and hold s up to broad disgrace 
The noblest function, aud discredits much 
The brigh test truths that man has ever seen. 
For ghostly co nusel, if i t either fo.11 
Below the exigence, or be not back\l 
"With show or love, at least with hopeful proof 
Or some sincerity on th e giver's part; 
Or he dishononr'll in th' exterior form 
And mode of its conveyance, by such tricks 
As move derision, or by foppish airs 
And histrionic mumlll'ry, that let down 
The pulpit to the level of the starre : 
Drops from the lips a disregarded thing. 
T~1e _weak per~ap~ are moved, but are not taught, 
W lnle preJud1ce m men of stronger minds 
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Takes deeper root, confirm'd by what they see. 
A relaxation of religion's hold 
Upon the roving and untutor'd heart 
Soon follows, and the curb of conscience snapt, 
The laity run wild.-But do they now 1 
Note their extravagance, and be convinced. 

In colleges and halls, in ancient days, 
·when learning, virtue, piety, and truth 
"\Vere prec ious, and inculcated with care, 
There dwelt a sage call'd Discipline. His head, 
Not yet by time completely silver'd o'er, 
Bespoke him past the bounds of freakish youth, 
But strong for service still, and unimpair d. 
His eye was meek and gentle, and a smile 
Play'd on his lips, and in his spr'cch was heard 
Paternal sweetucss, dignity, and love. 
Tl1e occupation deares t to his heart 
"\Vas to encourage good ness. He would stroke 
The h ead of modest and ingenuous worth, 
That blnsh 'd a t his own praise, and press the youth 
Close to his side that pleased him. Learning grew 
Beneath his care, a thrivin~, vig' rous plant; 
The mincl was well inform'u, the passions held 
Subordinate, and diligence was choice. 
If e'er it chanced, as sometimes chance it must, 
That one among so many overleap'd 
The limi ts of control, his gentle eye 
Grew stern, anLl darted a severe rebuke · 
His frown was full of terror, and his voice 
Shook th e delinquent with such fits of awe 
As left him not, till penitence had won 
Lost favour back again, and closed the breach. 
But ~isc ipline, a faithful servant long, 
Declmed at length into the vale of years; 
A pal sy struck his arm, his sparkling eye 
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"\Vas qnench'd iu rheums of age, his voice unstrung 
Grew tremulous, and moved derision more 
Than rev'rence in pcn·erse, rebellious youth. 
So colleges and halls neglected much 
Their good old friend, and Discipline at length, 
O'erlook'd and unemploy'd, fell sick and died. 
Then study languish d, emulation slept, 
And virtue fled. The schools became a scene 
Of solemn farce, where ignorance in stilts, 
His cap well lined with logic not his own, 
With parrot tongue 11erform'd the scholar's part, 
Proceeding soon a graduated dunce. 
Then compromise had place, and scrutiny 
Became stone-blind, precedence went in truck, 
And he was competent whose purse was so. 
A dissolution of all bonus ensued, 
The curbs invented for the mulish mouth 
Of headstrong youth were broken ; bars and bolts 
Grew rusty by disuse, and massy gates 
Forgot their office, op'ning with a touch; 
'fill gowns at length are found mere masquerade ; 
The tassell'd cap and the spruce band a jest, 
A moek'ry of the world. "\\'hat need of these 
For gamesters, jockeys, brothellers impure, 
Spendthrifts and booted sportsmen, oft'ner seen 
With belted waist, and pointers at their heels, 
Than in the bounds of duty 1 What was learn\], 
If aught was learn'd in childhood, is forgot, 
And such expense, as pinches parents blue, 
And mortifies the lib'ral hand of love, 
Is squander'd in pursuit of idle sports 
And vicious pleasures ; buys the boy a name, 
That sits a stigma on his father's house, 
And cleaves through life inseparably close 
To him that wears it. What can after-games 
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Of riper joys, and commerce with the world, 
The lewd vain world that must receive him soon, 
Add to such erudition thus acquired, 
Where science and where virtue are profess'd 1 

All are not such. I had a brother once­
Peace to the mem'ry of a man of worth • 
.A man of letters and of manners too-
Of manners sweet as virtue always wears, 
When gay good-nature dresses her in smiles. 
He gr.teed a college, in which order yet 
Was sacred, and was honour'd, loved, aud wept, 
13y more tha11 one, themselves conspicuous there. 
Some minds· ,uc temper'cl happily, and mixt 
With such ingredients of good sense and taste 
Of what is excellent in man, they thirst 
1\'ith such a zeal to be wl1at they approve, 
That no restraints can circnmscribe them more, 
Tlrnn they themselves by choice, for wisdom's sake; 
Nor can example lrnrt them. What they see 
Of vice in others but enhancing more 
Th e charms of virtue in their j nst esteem. 
Jf such escape contagion, all(l emerge 
Pure, from so foul a pool, to shino abroad, 
And give tho world their talents aud themselves, 
Small thanks to tl1ose whose uegligcnce or sloth 
Exposed their in experien ce to the snare, 
Aud left them to an undirec ted choice. 

See then! the quiver broken and decay'd, 
In ,vhich are k ept our arrows. Rusting there 
In wi!J diso rder and unfit for use, 
What wonder if discharged into the world 
They shame their shoo ters with a random flight; 
Their points obtuse, and feathers drunk with wine . 
Well may the church wage unsuccessful war 
With such artill'ry arm\l. Vice parries wide 
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Th' undreaded volley with a sword of straw, 
.And stands an impudent and fearless mark. 
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Have we not track'd the felon home, and found 
His birthplace and bis dam ~ The country mourns­
Mourns, because ev'ry plague that can infest 
Society, and that saps and worms the base 
Of tb' edifice that Policy bas raised, 
S'\\'arms in all quarters ; meets the eye, the ear, 
And suffocates the breath at ev'ry turn. 
Profusion breeds them. And the causo itself 
Of that calamitous mischief has been foun<l, 
Found. too where most offensive, in the skirts 
Of the robed pedagogue ! Else, let th' arraign'd 
Starn! up uncon scious and refute the charge. 
So, ". hen tho J e'\\'ish Leader stretch' d his arm 
And \\·a ved his rod diYinc, a race obsceue, 
Spawn\! in the muddy betls of Nile, came forth, 
Polluting Egypt. Gardens, fi elds, and plains 
'\Vere cover'd with the pest. Th e streets were fill'd; 
The croaking nuisance lurk'd in ev'ry nook, 
Nor pala ces nor even clrnmbcrs 'scaped , 
.'1.utl the land stank, so nnm'rous was tho fry. 

BOOK III.-Tl!E GA!;J1EN. 

As one who, long in thickets and in brakes 
Entauglcd, winds now this way and now that, 
Hi s deviou s course uncertain, seekiug home; 
Or, having long in miry ways bee11 foil'tl 
And s?re discomfited, from slough to slough 
Plungmg, and. half-despairing of escape, 
If chance at length he find a greensward smooth 
And f~itbful to_ the ~oot, his spirits rise, 
He chirrups bnsk his ear-erecting steed, 
And winds his way with pleasure and with case ; 
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So I, designing other themes, and call'd 
T' adorn the Sofa with eulogium due, 
To tell its slumbers and to paint its dreams, 
Have rambled wide. In country, city, seat 
Of academic fame (howe'er deserved) 
Long held, and scarcely disengaged at last. 
But now with pleasant pace, a cleanlier road 
I mean to tread. I feel myself at large, 
Courageous, and refresh'd for future toil, 
If toil await me, or if dangers new. 

Since pulpits fail, and sounding-boards reflect 
:Most part an empty ineffectual sound, 
What chance that I, to fame so little known, 
Nor conversan t with men or manners much, 
Should speak to purpose, or with better hope 
Crack the satiric thong? 'Twere wiser far 
For me, enamonr'd of seq ueste r'd scenes, 
And cbarm'd with rural beauty, to repose, 
·where chance may throw me, beneath elm or vine, 
My languid limbs, when summer sears the plains; 
Or when rough winter rages, on the soft 
And shelter'd Sofa, while the nitrous air 
Feeds a blue flame and makes a cheerful hearth; 
There, undisturb'd by folly, and apprised 
How great the danger of uisturbing her, 
To muse in silence, or at least confine 
Remarks that gall so many to the few, 
My partners in retreat. Disgust conceal'd 
Ia ofttim es proof of wisdom, when the fault 
Is obstinate, and cure beyond our reach. 

'Twere well, says one sage erudite, profouml, 
Terribly arch'd and aquiline his nose, 
And overbuilt with most impending brows, 
'Twere well could you permit the world to live 
As the world pleases. What's the world to you 1-
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Much. I was born of woman, and drew milk 
.As sweet as charity from human breasts. 
I think, articulate, I laugh and weep, 
And exercise all functions of a man. 
How then should I and any man that lives 
Be strangers to each other 1 Pierce my vein, 
Tako of the crimson stream meaud'ring there, 
And catechise it well. Apply your glass, 
Search it, and prove now if it be not blood 
Congenial with thine own ; and if it be, 
"\Vbat e<lge of subtlety canst thou suppose 
Keen enough, wise and skilful as thou art, 
To cut the link of brotherhood, by which 
One common Maker bound me to the kind 'i 
True; l am no proficient, I confess, 
In arts like your:3. I cannot call the swift 
And perilolls lightnings from the angry clouds, 
And bid them l1id e th emselves in th' earth beneath; 
I can11ot analyse the air, nor catch 
The parallax of yond er luminous point 
That seems half qucncl1'd i11 th e immense abyss: 
Such pow'rs I boast not-neith er can I rest 
A silent \\itness of the h(·ndlong rage, 
Or heedless folly by whi ch thousantls <lie, 
Bone of my hone, and killllrc<l souls to mine. 

God never meant that man should scale the 
heav'ns 

By strides of human wisdom. In His works, 
Though wondrous, H e commamls us in His \Vord 
To seek Him rather where His mercy shines. 
The minJ inllecd, enlighten'd from above, 
Views Him in all; ascribes to th e grand cause 
Tho grand effect; acknowledges with joy 
His manner, and with rapture tastes His style. 
But never yet did philosophic tube, 
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That brings the planets home into the eye 
Of obsorvation, and discovers, else 
Not visible, bis family of worlds, 
Discover Him that rules them; such a veil 
Hangs over mortal eyes, blind from the birth, 
.And dark in things Jivine. Full often too 
Our way,rnrd intell ec t, tho more we learn 
Of nature, overl ooks her .Author morn; 
From in strum ental canses proud to draw 
Conclusions retrograde, and mad mistake. 
Bnt if His "\Vorel once teach us, shoot a ray 
Through all tho hear t's dark chambers, and reveal 
Truths nn rlisccrn'd but by that holy light, 
Then all is plain. Phi losophy, baptised 
]n the puro fountain of etcrrrnl lovo, 
Has eyes inclectl ; and, vi ewing all she secs 
As meant to indicate a God to ma n, 
Gives H im H i.s praise, and forfeit s not her own. 
Learn ing has borne such fruit in other clays 
On all her branches. Piety has found 
Friends in the fri enJs of science, and tru e pray'r 
H as flow'd from lips wot with Castnlian dews. 
Such was thy wisdom, Newton, chilclliko sage ! 
Sagacious reader of the works of Goel, 
.Anrl in ll is word sagac ious. Such too thine, 
Milton, whose genius Ind angelic wings, 
And fed on manna. And such thine, in whom 
Our British Th emis glori(; ,l with just cause, 
Imm ortal Hale! for deep di scc rr1111 en t praised, 
.And sound in tegrity n ot more, than famed 
For sanctity of manner., llllllefilecl. 

H o:\· vari0us hi s employments, wh om the world 
Calls idle, and who justly in return 
Estee ms that busy world an itllcr, t oo ! 
Friends, books, a garden, am! perhaps hi s pen, 
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Delightful industry enjoy'd at home, 
And nature in her cultivated trim 
Dress'd to his taste, inviting him abroad­
Can he want occupation who has these? 
Will he be idle who has nrnch t' enjoy? 
M c, therefore, studious of laborious ca se, 
Not slothful; happy to d eceive the time, 
Not was te it: and aware that human life 
Is but a loan to be repaid with use, 
When He shall call his debtors to acconnt, 
Frnm whom are all onr bl ess ings ; bus'ncss fintl s 
Ev'n here: while sedulous I seek t' improve, 
At least nc,r;l cct not, nor lca\·c nnemploy'd 
The mind H e gave me; drivin ~ it, though sla ck, 
Too oft, and mn ch irnpe1l r- 1l in its work 
By c:iuses not to be divul ,c;~ il in vain, 
To its jus t point-the sen ice of mankind, 
He that attends to hi s interior se lf, 
That has u heart a!lll kee ps it ; has a mind 
That hungers anti supplies it; and who seeks 
11 social, not a di ~si]'atcJ life, 
Has business ; feel s l1imsclf en~aged t' a chieve 
Ko unimport:rnt, thoug h a sil ent task. 
A life, all turbul en ce and 11oi sc , may seem 
To him that lead ,; it, wi ,;e antl to be pra i.;cd; 
But wisd om is a p ea rl with m os t success 
Sought in s till \Ya t e r, :1 rnl bc 11 cath clear skies. 
H e that is ever occu)'icd in s t orm s, 
Or tli1·es n ot for it, or brin gs up in st eatl, 
Vai11ly in d us tri ous, a di sg racclul pri ze . 

Tbc morning !J mls t he sclf- scqu c.-; t er'd man 
fresh for hi s t ask , in te nd what task h e may. 
\\'Lethcr in clem ent se:1so n s re commend 
Hi s warm lint si1 11 pl e J1omr , \\·h 1c rc h e Pn_ joy;,, 
\Vith her who shares hi ~ pl cas \l rcs a1 1d hi s l1Parr , 
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Sweet converse, sipping calm the fragrant lymph 
Which neatly she prepares; then to his book 
Well chosen, and not sullenly perused 
In selfish silence, but imparted oft 
As aught occurs that she may smile to hear, 
Or turn to nourishment digested well. 
Or if the garden with its many cares, 
All well repaid, demand him, he attends 
The welcome call, conscious how much tho hand 
Of lubbard labour needs his watchful eyo, 
Oft loit'ring lazily if not o'erseen, 
Or misapplying his unskilful strength. 
Nor does he govern only or direct, 
But much performs himself: no works indeed 
That ask robust tough sinews, bred to toil, 
Servil e employ-but such as may amuse, 
Not tire, demanding rather skill than force. 
Proud of his well- spread walls, he views his trees 
That m ee t (no barren interval between) 
With pleasure more than ev'n their fruit s affonl, 
"Which, save himself who trains them, non e can fe el. 
Th ese therefore arc his own peculiar charge, 
No meaner liand may discipline the shoots, 
None but his steel approach th em. ·what is wrak , 
Distemper'd, or has lost prolific pow'rs, 
Impair'd by age, his unrelenting hand 
Dooms to the knife. Nor does he spare tho soft 
.Ami. succulent that foeds its giant growth, 
But barren, at th' expense of neigb'ri11g twigs 
Less ostentatious, and yet studded thick 
With hopeful gems. The rest, no portion left 
That may disgrace his art, or di sappoint 
Large expectation, he di sposes neat 
.At mcasm cd dis tances, that air and sun 
Admitted freely ruay afford their aid, 
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And ventilatP, and warm the swelling buds. 
H ence Summer h as h er rich es , Autumn h ence, 
And h ence cv'n "\\'in ter fi ll s his with cr 'd haml 
.. With blushing fruit s, nml plrnty n ot Iii~ own. 
F air rcc01 11 [•l·nsc of labonr well bestow'tl 
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J.iml wise precau t ion, which a clime so rncl e 
Makes nc:cdful still, wl10se Spri1:g is but th l! child 
Of churli sh ·winter, in her frow arJ lllOods 
Discov' ring mu ch the klllp cr of her Hire. 
F or oft, a s if in h er tlte strC'::1111 of mihl 
nfaterur.l nalnre haJ reve rsed i ts course, 
Sh e brings h C: r infant s forth with many smiles, 
But, once deliver'd, kill s the m with a frown . 
He th erefore, tim ely warn\!, himself supplies 
H er want of care, screening and k eeping wa rm 
'l'he plenteous bloom, that 110 rough blast may s,Yrcp 
] [is _[.'.arbnds fr om the honghs. .Again, as oft 
.A s the sun p eeps nnd vernal a irs breathe milJ , 
Th e fence with ,l raw n, h e g ives th em e,·e ry beam, 
And spreads hi s h opes before th e blaze of day. 

To rai se the pril!k ly a nrl g reen coa ted gounl 
So .-,ratcl'ul to the palate, and wh en rare 
So ~oveted, else base and dises teem'd-
Food for the vul g::i r merely-is a n art 
That toil i11 g riges l1an: but just matured, 
,'\ll(l at th is mo1rn·n t un cssay' J in so ng. 
Yet g 11 ats liavo !1ad, n1lll fr ogs a1J1.l mice lo11g sin ce 
Their (: U] ogy ; those Sfl. ll g the :;'\lantnan b:1rd, 
Awl tli esc the Grccinn in c1111 0Gli11 .~ s trains; 
1\.nu iu thy 11umbe1s, PhilJip.,, sli iu cs for nyo 
The solitary Shilli11~. Pard o11 tlic n, 
Ye sage d ispensers of poet ic Lune! 
Th ' a111bition of one mean er far, whose pow' rs 
Presuming nn attempt n ot less snblim e, 
Paut fo r t ho praise of tlr(:ssing to the ta.s to 

a-9-a 
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Of critic appetite, no sordicl faro, 
A cucumber, whilo costly yet and scrirce. 

Grudge not, ye rich (since luxury must have 
His dainties, and the world's more num'rous Jrnlf 
Lives by contriving delicates for you), 
Grudge not the cost. Ye little know the cares, 
The vigilance, the labonr, and the sk ill 
That dcty and night are exercised, and hang 
Upon the ticklish balance of suspense, 
That ye may garnish your profuse regal es 
With summer fruits, brought forth by wintry suns. 
Ten thousand dangers lie in wait to thwart 
The process. Heat and cold , aTill wind and st eam, 
Moisture and drought, mice, worms, and swarming 

flies 
Minute as dust ancl numberless, oft work 
Dire disappointment that admits no cure, 
And n·hich no care can obviate. It were long, 
Too long to tell th' expedients and tho shifts 
\Vhich be, that fights a season so severe, 
Devises, while he grnncls his tender trust, 
And oft, at last, in vain. The le:un'd and "°ise 
Sarcastic wonltl exclaim, and jurlge the song 
Cold as its theme, and, lik e its th eme, the frnit 
Of too much labonr, worthless when prodncr ll. 

Oh blest seclusion from a jarring world, 
Which he, thus orcnpiecl, en.ioys I Retreat 
Can not, incleed, to guilty nrnn restore 
Lost innocence, or can ecl follies past; 
But it ha,9 peace, an cl much secures the rninJ 
From all a.ssaults of evil; proving still 
A faithful harrier, noto'er len.p'd with ease 
By vicious cnstom, raging un controll'rl 
Abroad, and cl ernb.tin g public li fe. 
'Wh en fierce temptation, scconllccl witl,in 
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By traitor appetite, and arm'd with darts 
Temper'd in hell, invades the throbbing breast, 
To combat may be glorious, and success 
Perhaps may crown us, but to fly is safe. 
Had I the choice of sublunary good, 
1\'hat could I wish that I possess not here! 
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H ealth, leisure, means t' improve it, fri endship, 
prnce, 

No loose or wan ton, though a wand'ring muse, 
And constant occupation without care. 
Thus blest, I draw a pidme of that bliss ; 
H opeless, indeed, that diss ipated minds, 
And profliga te abusers of a world 
Created fair so much in vain for them, 
Should seek th e guiltless joys that I descriLe, 
Allured by my report; but sure no less 
That, self-co nJemn'J, th ey lllnst neglect the prize, 
And what they will not taste, must yet approve. 

Ambition, av'rice, penury in curr'd 
By endless riot, vanity, the lust 
Of pleasure an d variety, despatch, 
As duly as the swallows disappear, 
The world of waml'ring knig hts and squires to 

town; 
London ingulfs them all. The shark is th ere, 
And the shark's prey ; the spendthrift, and the 

leech 
That sucks him. Th ere th e sycophant, and he 
That with Lare-headetl anJ obsequious hows 
Begs a warm o!lice, t! oom'd to a cold jail 
AnJ groat per diem if his patron frown. 
Th e levee swarms, as if in go!Jeu pomp 
'\\'ere charactcr'd on ev 'ry sta tesm::rn's door, 
"l3ATTE!l'D AKD BA::-IKl'.Ul'T FOil.TU:-;Es MENDED 

HE!lE." 
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These are the cl1arms that sully and eclipse 
The charms of N atnre. 'Tis the cruel gripe 
That lean hard-handed poverty inflids. 
Tll':J hope of better tliiugs, the chance to win, 
'J'he wish to shine, the thirst to be amused , 
That, at the sound of Winter's hoary wing, 
Unpeople all our counties of such herds 
Of Jlutt'ring, loit'ri11 g, cringing, begging, loose 
And wanton vagrants, as make London, vast 
.And boundless as it is, a crowded coop. 

Oh thou resort and mart of all the earth, 
Che<J.uer'd with all complexions of mankinJ, 
And spotted with all crimes; in whom I see 
Murh that I love, and more that I admire, 
And all that I abhor; thou fre ckled fair, 
That pleases and yet shocks me, I can laugh 
And I can weep, can hope and can despond, 
Feel wrath and pity when I tl1ink of th ee ! 
Ten righteous would have saved a city once, 
And thou hast many righteous. - Well for thee­
That salt preserves thee ; more corruptecl else, 
And therefore more obnoxious at this hour, 
Than Sodom in her day had pow'r to be, 
For whom God heard his Abr'am plead in vain . 

BOOK IV.-THE WINTER EVENING. 

HARK I 'tis the twanging horn o'er yonder briclge 
That with its wearisome but n eed ful length 
Bestrides the wintry flood, in which the moon 
Sees her unwrinkled face reflected bright;-
He comes, the herald of a noisy world, 
·with spatter'd boots, strapp'd waist, and frozrn 

locks, 
News from all nations lumb'ring at his back. 
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True to his charge tho close-pack'd load behind, 
Yet careless what ho brings ; his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destined inn, 
And, having dropp'd th' expected bag-pass on. 
He whistles as he goes, light-hearted wretch, 
Cold and yet chee rrul : messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to some ; 
To him indiff'rcnt whether grief or joy. 
Houses in ashes, and the fall of stocks, 
Births, dea th s, and marriages, epistl es wet 
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·with t ea rs that trickled down tho writer's checks, 
Fast as the periods from his fluent rinill, 
Or chargcll with am'rous sighs of absellt swains, 
Or nymphs responsiv e, equally affect 
His horse and him, uncon sc ious of them all. 
But oh, th' i1nporta11t budget! ush er'<l in 
"With such heart- shaki11 g music, who can my 
·what arc its tidings 1 have our troops a wak ed 1 
Or do they still, as if with opium clrugg\l, 
Sn ore to th e murmurs of th' Atlantic wave 1 
I s India fre e 1 and docs she wear her plumed 
.An rl j cwell'd turban with a smile of peace, 
Or do we grind her still? The grand debate, 
The popular harangue, the tart reply, 
Tl ic logic, and th e wistlom, and the wit, 
Aml the loud laugh-I long to know them all ; 
I burn to se t th' imprison \ ! wranglers fr ee , 
Aud give th em voice and utt'ran ce once acrain . 

Now stir th e fir e, and close the shutter~ fas-.:, 
Let fall the curtains, wh eel the rnfo. round, 
And whil e the bubbling and loucl-hi~sing urn 
Throws up a strcamy colnnrn , and the cups, 
That cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 
So let us welcome peaceful even ing in. 
Kot such his evenillg, who with shining face 
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Sweats in the cromlcd theatre, and squecz'd 
And bored with elbow-points through both his sides, 
Out-scolds the ranting actor on the stage ; 
Nor his, who patient stands till his feet throb 
And his head thumps, to fecu upon the breath 
or patriots bursting with heroic rage, 
Or placemen, all tranquillity and smiles. 
This folio of four pages, happy work I 

Which not ev 'n critics criti cise, that bolds 
Inquisitive attention while I reaLl 
Fast bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
Though clo<)_ucnt themselves, ye t fear to break, 
What is i t but a map of busy lire, 
It s iluctuations and i ts vast concerns 1 
H erc run s the rnotm tainous and craggy ridge 
That tempts ambition. On the summit, see, 
The seals of ofliec glitter in his eyes; 
He climbs, he pants, he grasps them. At his h eels, 
Close at his heels, a demagogue ascends, 
Anu with a dexterous jerk soon twists him uowu 
Anu wins them, but to lose them in his turn. 
H ere rills of oily eloquence, in soft 
Meanders, lubricate the course th ey take ; 
The modest speaker is ashameLl and grieved 
'l" engross a moment's notice, and yet begs, 
Begs a propitious ear for bis poor thoughts, 
However trivial all that he conceives. 
Sweet hashfuln ess ! it clai ms, at least, this praise, 
The dea rth of information and gooLl sense, 
That it foretells us, always comes to pass. 
Cnt'racts of declamation thund er here, 
There forests of no meaning spread the page 
In which all comprehension wanders lost; 
While fielus of pleasantry am use ns th ere, 
\Vitli merry descants ou a nation's woes 
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The rest appears a wihlerness of strange 
But gay confusion ; roses for the checks, 
.And lilies for the brows of faded age, 
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Teeth for the t oo thless, ringlets for the bald, 
Hcav'n, earth, and ocean pluml cr'<l of their sweets, 
N et:tarcous esse nces, Olympian dews, 
Sermons, anrl city feasts, and fav'rite airs, 
Etl1creal journeys, submarine exploits, 
And E:atterfclto with his hair on end 
At his own wonders, wond'ring for his bread. 

Come, Evenin g, once again, season of peace, 
Heturn sweet Evening, and continue long ! 
l\Icthinks I see th ee in tli e st reaky west, 
With matron-step slow-!11ovi11g, while th o night 
Treads on thy sweeping train ; one hanJ employ'd 
In letting foll the curtain of r epose 
On bird anu beast, the other charged for man 
With sweet oblivion of the cares of day; 
Not sumptuously adorn' d, nor needing aid, 
Like h omely-featured night, of clust'riug gems, 
A s tar or two just twinkling on thy brow 
Suffices thee ; save that the moon is thine, 
No less than h ers, not worn in deed on high 
With ostentatious pageantry, but se t 
With moo.est grandeur in thy purple zone, 
Hesplcndcut less, but of an amplt!r round. 
Com o th en, aml thou shalt find thy vot'ry calm, 
Or make me so. Composure is thy gift; 
And whe t he r I devote thy gentle h ours 
To books, to music, or the poet's t oil, 
-To weaving nets for bird-alluring fruit, 
Or twining silken threaus round iv'ry reels, 
·when tl1ey command whom man was born to 

please, 
I slight thee uot, but make thee welcom e st ill. 
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Just when our drawin.~-rooms begin to bLLzc 
·with lights, by clear refl ect ion rnnltiplicu 
From rna11y a mirror, in which ho of Gath , 
Goliath, lllight have seen his giant bulk 
·whole without stooping, tow'riug crest and all, 
My pleasures too begi11. But me pcl'haps 
Th e glowing hearth may sati~fy awhile 
With faint illumination, that uplifts 
'1'1.e shallow to the ceiling, t here by tits 
Dancing trneouthly to the quiv'rin~ ilarno. 
Not undeligh tful is au hour to mo 
So spent in p::i.rlom twilight; snch a gloom 
Snits well the tl1ongl1tful or nnt!tinking minu, 
The mind contemplative, with some n ew theme 
Pregnant, or in disposcu alike to al l. 
Lau gh ye, who bo::tst your nwrc mercurial pow'r~, 
That never feel a stupor, know no pause, 
Nor need onG ; I am conscious, ancl confess, 
F earless, a soul tlrn.t docs not always think. 
1\Ie oft has fancy ludicrous and wild 
Sooth'J with a waking dream of houses, tow'rs, 
Trees, churches, and 8trango visages exprr,ss'd 
In the red cinclel's, while with poring eye 
I gazed, myself creating what I saw. 
Nor less amu.,ed have I r1uicsccnt watch'd 
The sooty films that play upon the bars 
P endulous, and fornbo Llin rr in th e view 
Of superstition, prophesy~ig still, 
Though still ucccivcd, some stranger's n ea r approach. 
'Tis thus the und erstanding takes repose 
In indol ent vacuity of thought, 
And sleeps and is refrcsh'd. Meanwhile the face 
Con ceals the mood lethargic with a mask 
or deep deliberation, as th e man 
Were task' J to his full strength, absorb' J and lost. 
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Thus oft reclined at ease, I lose an hour 
At evening, till at length the freezing blast 
That sweeps tl,e bolted shutter, summons home 
The recollected pow'r;;, and, snapping short 
The glassy threads with which the fancy weaves 
Her brittle toys, restores me to myself. 
How calm is rny 1eccss ! and how tho frost 
Ragiurr abroad, and the rough wind, endear 
The silence and the warmth enjoy'd witbin I 
I saw the woods and fie!Js at close of day, 
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A variegated show ; tl1e meadows green 
Though fatl eJ, and the Janus, where btcly waved 
Tho golden har\' cst, of a mellow brown, 
Upturn\! so lately by th e forceful share; 
I saw far off the weedy fallmYs smile 
With verdure not unprofit:1Lle, grazed 
By floeks fa st feeding, anti selecting each 
His fa v'rite herb ; whil e all the leafless groves 
That skirt th' horizon wore a sable hue, 
Scarce noticeJ in the kindred dusk of eve. 
To-morrow brings a change, a total change, 
·which even now, though si lently perfurm'd 
And slowly, all(l by most unfelt, the face 
Of universal nature undergoes. 
Fast falls a fl eecy show'r ; the downy flak es, 
Desce nding a11<l with Ue\·er- ccasi11g lapse 
Softly ali_c;hting upon all below, 
Assimila te all objec ts. Earth rccc iY es 
Gladly t he tl1ick'ni11g nwntle, and th e green 
.And t end er blade that fca r' d th e chilling blast, 
Escapes unhurt beneath so 1r:irm a veil. 

Wonhl I had fall'n npou those h appier days 
That poets celeLrntc; th ose go!Jen times 
Anll those Arcadian sccucs that lifaro sings, 
.A.HU Sidney, warLlcr of 1rnetic proso. 
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Nymphs were Dianas then, aud swains had hearts 
That felt their virtues. Innocence it seems. 
From courts clismiss'd, found shelter in the groves: 
Tho footsteps of si1uplieity, irnpress'd 
Upon the yielding herbage (so they sing), 
Then were not all effaced. Then speech profane 
AnJ manners profligate were rarely found, 
Observed as proJigies, and soon reclaim'd. 
Yain wish ! those days were nev·er: airy dreams 
Sat for the picture ; and tho poet's hand, 
Im parting substance to an empty shade, 
Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 
Grant it: I still mu st envy them an age 
That favour'il such a dream, in clays like these 
Impossible, when virtue is so sca rce, 
That to suppose a scen e where she presides 
Is tramoata1!e, and stnmbles all belief. 
No. "\Ve arc polish\! now. The rnral lass, 
Whom ouce her virgin modesty aml grace, 
Her artless manners and her neat attire, 
So dignified, that she was hardly less 
Than the fair shepherdess of old romance, 
Is seen no more. Th o character is lost. 
H er head, adorn'd with lappets pinn'd aloft 
.And ribbons streaming gay, snperbly raised 
.And magnified bc,yond all human size, 
Inclebtcd to some smart wig-wcaver·s hand 
For more titan lwlf the tresses it sustains ; 
Her elbows ruUled, an J her tott'ring form 
Ill propp'd u11on French h eels; she might be 

deem'!] 
(But that the bask et daugling on her arm 
Interprets her more truly) o(a rank 
Too proud for dairy-work, or sale of eggs ; 
Expect her soon with foot-boy at her heels, 
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No lougcr blushing for h er awk,rard load, 
Il er train anJ li er nu1b rdla all her care. 
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The to\\'n bas tinged theconntry; and the stain 
Appears a spot upon a n s tal's robe, 
The ll'orsc for 1rh:1t it so ils. Th e fashion runs 
Dowu into scenes still rnral, but alas I 
Scenes rarely g raced \\'ith rural rnauu crs now . 
Time was when in th e pastoral retrea t 
Th' ungnanlcd door was safo; mm di,l not 11·a tch 
T' iuv:ule auothe1' s right , or g uard th eir own . 
Th en sleep was lllllli s tnrb'd by fea r, uu scarcd 
Dy drnnk en hO\rlillg:; ; aml th e cliilliug talc 
Of lllidnight lllllrdcr \\'a s a \\'Ollller Ji earu 
With doubtful credit, told to frightcu babes. 

l\fau in rnc ic-tv is like a fl ow' r 
Blown i11 it~ 11a t irn bed. 'Tis t h e:rc alono 
lJis faculties ex i'ancled in fnll Ll ooin 
::-ihine out, th ere only reach their proper use. 
But man associateLl and leag ued with man 
By reg,11 wana1Jt, or self-joined by bond 
For interest sake, or swarmir.g into clans 
Beneath one head for purposes of war, 
Like flow'rs s,· lrct c- ll from the res t, aud bound 
.And bn lllll ed dose to till some cro\\'tl e,l vase , 
Fades rapidly , and by col!lprc,sion rnarr'd 
Contracts ddile1J1e nt not to be cuduretl. 
llen r,c charter\! boroughs arc such publi c plagues, 
And burghers, m en i1nm:1cu la tc p erhap;; 
111 all their pri\'ato fun ction s, on ce combin ed, 
Becom e a lo:ithsome lio,ly, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to t he main. 
I-Ienco m erchant~, 1rnirnp~ac habl c of sin 
Against the charities of d om l;s tic life, 
] nco rporat cd, seem at onco to lose 
TL cir uatme, and, Ji~claillliug all rcgar<l 



140 THE TASK. 

For mercy and the common rights of man, 
Build factories with blood, conductin g trade 
At the sword's point, and dyeing the white ml.Jc 
Of i11noccnt commercial justice red. 
H ence to the field of glory, as the world 
Misdecms it, da zzled by its bright array, 
·with all tl1e 111 ajc~ty of thund'rin,c'. pomp, 
Enchanting music, uncl immortal wreaths, 
Is but a sr.hool where thonghtlcssness is tan~ht 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, ga lla11try for ov'ry vice. 

But slighkd as it is, and by the great 
Abanclon'd, nntl, which still I more regret, 
Infectecl wi th th e manners an d the llHJlles 
It knew not once, the country wins mo still. 
I ne\' er fr ;11 11t·r l :t wi sh, or form'd a J>l:in 
That flatt er\! me wi th hopes of earthly bliss, 
But there I laitl the scene. Th ere early stray'tl 
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Hau found me, or the hope of being free. 

Hail, th erefore, pa trouess of health and case 
And co11tc1111,latio11, heart -consoling joys 
And harmless pleasures, in the throng'd auodo 
Of multitudes nnk11own, hail rural life I 
Address him seH wl10 will to the pursuit 
Of hon oms, or emolum ent, or fam e, 
I shall not add myself to such a chase, 
Thwart hi s attem µts , or m,vy hi~ success. 
Some must be great. Great oflices will lt ave 
Great talcn ts. Aud Got! gi r es to ev'ry rnau 
Tho virtue, temper, und erst::rnJiu .~, t aste, 
That lifts him in to life, a11J lets him fall 
Just in the niche he was orllaiu'd to till. 
Tu th e deliv'rcr of an inj11rrd lanJ 
Ile gives a tougue t' enlarge UJJOll, a heart 
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To feel, and courage to redress her wrongs ; 
To monarchs dignity, to judges sense ; 
'l'o artists ingem1i ty and sl,:ill ; · 
To me an unambitions mind, content 
In the lo" rnle of li fe , that e:i.rly felt 
A wish for case :iml leisure, and ere long 
Found here that leisure and that case I wish'd. 

IlOOK V.-THE WINTER l\IOll'."I NG WALK. 

'Trs morning ; anrl the sun, with ruddy orb 
Ascen di11 g, Jircs th' h orizon; while the clouds, 
That crowd away before tho driving wind, 
i\Iore ardent as the di sk emerges more, 
Resemble most some city in a blaze, 
Seen through the leafless wood. His slanting ray 
Slides in effec tual down th e snowy vale, 
And, tinging all with his own rosy hue, 
From ev'ry herb anct ev'ry spiry blade 
Stretches a length of shadow o'er tl1e fi el<l ; 
Mine, spindling into longitude imm ense, 
In spite of gravity, and sage remark 
That I myself am but a fl eet ing shade, 
Provokes me to a smile. \ \"itli t·ye askance 
I view the muscular proportion'd limb 
Tran sfo rm'd to a lean shallk; th o shapeless 1ia ir , 
As they design\l to moek m P., at my side 
Tak e step for step, and, as I nea r approach 
The cottage, walk along th e plaste r'd wall, 
Prc-p ost'rous sight! th e legs without the man . 
The verdure of the plain lies buried deep 
Benea th t11e dazzling deluge, and the bents 
And coarser grass upspcaring o'er the res t, 
Of late uu sightly and unseen, now shine 
Conspicuous, and, in bright ap1mrel clad, 
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And fledged with icy feathers, nod superb. 
The streams are lost amid th e splendid blank, 
O'erwh elming all di stinction. On the floou 
Intlnrated and fix'd the snowy weight 
Lies undisso lved, while silently beneath 
And unperceived the current steals away; 
Not so where, scornful of a check, it leaps 
The mill-clam, dashes on th e res tl ess wheel, 
And wantons in the pebbly gulf below. 
No fros t can bind it there. Its utmost for ce 
Can but arrest the light and smoky mist 
That in its fall tho liquid sheet throws wide. 
And see wh ere it has hung th' embroider\! banks 
\ Vith form s so various, that no pow'rs of art, 
The pencil, or the pen, may trace the scene I 

H ero glitt'ring turrets ri se, upbearing high 
(Fantastic misa rrangemcnt) on the roof 
Large grow th of what may seem tho sparkling trees, 
And shrnbs of fairy Janel. The crystal drops 
Th at trickle down th e branches, fast congeal'd, 
Shoot into pill ars of pellucid length, 
And prop the pile th ey but aLloru'd before. 
H erc grotto within grotto safe drfies 
Tli e sunbeam. There i1nboss'J anrl fretted wild, 
Th e growing wonder takes a thousand shapc;i 
Capricious, in which fancy seeks in vain 
'rho likeness of some object seen before. 
Thus Nat11ro works as if to mock at art, 
And in defiance of her rival pow'rs ; 
By th ese fortuitou s :rnf i random stroke,; 
Perfo rming such inimitabl e feats, 
As she wi th all her rules ca n never reach. 
Less worthy of applause though more admire(!, 
Because a novelty, th e work of m:rn, 
Imperial ruistre~s of the fur·clau Rus., I 
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Thy most magn ificent and mighty freak, 
The wonder of the North. No forest fell 
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·when thou wonlJ st build: no quarry sent its storrs 
T ' enrich thy walls ; bnt thrm did st hew the flood ~, 
And make thy marble of the glassy wave. 
In snch a palace Aristrens found 
Cyrene, when h e bore th e plaintive talc 
Of his los t bees to her maternal ear. 
In such a palace poetry might place 
The armoury of winter, where his troops, 
The gloomy clonrl s, firnl wea pons, arrowy sh:c t, 
Skin-pierc ing volley, blossom-brnising ha il, 
And snow that often blinlls the trav' ller's course, 
And wraps him in an unexpected tomb. 
Silently as a dream the fabric rose. 
No sound of hamm er or of saw was there. 
I ce upon ice, the well-adjusted parts 
·were soo n co1,join'd, nor other cemen t ask', l 
Than water interfn sed to m ak e th em one. 
L amps gracefully di sposed, and of all lines, 
Illumin ed e,'ry side. A w:1t'ry light 
Glcam'd through the cle:1r tran s1'are11cy, tlrnt scrm'cl 
Another moon new-ri sen , or meteor fall'n 
From heav'n to earth, of lalllbent fhm e ser en e. 
So stood the brittl e prolligy, though smoot h 
And slipp'ry the material s, y et fros t-bound 
Firm as a rock. Nor wrm tell augh t within 
Th:1t royal residence might well befit, 
For g randeur or for u se. Long wa,·y wreaths 
Of flow'rs, th at fr::ir\l 110 enemy lrn t warmth, 
Rlnsh'd on the prn els. :Mirror n ecderl non e 
·where a ll was \· itrco ns, hnt in 01',l er clne 
Convivial table and commodious sca t 
(What sccrn'tl at least comrn ocl ions seat) were thr-re, 
Sofa and couch and high -built throne au g ust. 



144 THE TASK. 
-·-7 

Tl1e same lubricity was found in all, 
A n<l a11 was moist to the warm tonch ; a sccno 
Of evanescent glory, onc;e a stream, 
And soon to slide into a stream agn.in. 
Alas! 'twas but a mortifYin" s troke 
Of nnclesign'<l severity, tlrnt 

0

glanced 
(Mado by a monarch) on her own estate, 
On human grandeur and the courts of kings. 
'Twas transient in its nature, as in show 
'Twas durable; as worthless, as it seem'cl 
Intrinsically precious ; to the foot 
Treach'rous and fal se ; it smiled, and it was cold. 

Great princes have great playthings. Some have 
play'd 

A.t hewing mountains into men, and some 
At building human wonders mountain high. 
Some have amnsed the dull sad years of life 
(Life spent in indolence, and therefore sad) 
·with schemes of mon11ml!ntal fame, and sought 
By pyramids and rnan solea n pomp, 
Short-lived them sel ves, t' immortalise their bones. 
Some seek diversion in th e tentetl field, 
And mako the sorrows of mankind their sport. 
But war's a game, which, were their subjects wise, 
Kings should not play at. Nations would do well 
T' extort their trun cheons from the puny hands 
Uf heroes, whose in!irm and baby minds 
Aro gratifi ed with mischief, and who spoil , 
Because men su ffer it, th eir toy the world. 

. . . . . . 
'Tis liberty alone that gives the flow'r 

Of fleeting life its lustre anJ perfume, 
And we are weeds without it. All constraint 
Except what wisdom lays on evil men, 
I s evil ; hurts the faculties, impedes 
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Their progress in the road of scien ce ; blinlls 
The eyesight of di scov'ry, and begets, 
In those that suffer it, a so rdill minLl 
Bestial, a meagre intell ect, unfit 
To b e the t cna.nt of man ·s n oble form . 
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T!t ee th erefore still, blam eworthy as thou art, 
With all thy loss of empire, and thoug h sqnec·zcd 
By public exigence, till :111111111 ] food 
Fails for the craving hunger of the state, 
Thee I account sti ll happy, and th e chief 
Among the nation s, seeing thou nrt frr,e ! 
My native nook of ca rtlt ! thy clime is rud e, 
R epl ete with vnpours, aml di sposes much 
All hea rts to sadness, an,l non e m ore than mine; 
Thin e lllHHlult'rntc mann ers arc less so ft 
,\nd plausibl e th:m soc ial life requires, 
And thou hast need of <lisc iplin e and art 
To give thee what politer France receives 
From Nature's bounty-that human e aclclres<i 
And sweetness, without which no pleasure is 
In converse, either starved by cold reserve, 
Or flu sh'd with fierce dispute, a senseless l>rawl; 
Y ct, being free, I love th ee. For the sake 
Of that one feature, can be n-ell content, 
Disgraced as thon h:ist been, poor as thou :irt, 
To seek no sublunary rest b r.s ide. 
But once enslaved, farewell ! I could endure 
Cl1ains nowh ere patiently; and chains at h ome, 
Where I am fr ee L_\· birthright, not at all. 
Th en w!tat were lel't of roughness in th e gr:i in 
Of British natures, wanting its excuse 
That it belongs to freemen, would di sgust 
And shock m e. I should then with doubl e p~in 
F eel all the rigour of thy fickle clime; 
And, if I must bewail th e bl essing lost 

a-10-a 
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For which our Hampdens and our Sidneys bled, 
I would at least bewail it under skies 
Milder, among a people less austere, 
In scenes which, having never known me free, 
"\Yould not reprorich me with tho loss I felt. 
Do I forebod e impossible events, 
And trcm ble at vain dreams? Hcflv'n grant I may; 
But th' age of virtuons politics is past, 
And wo arc deep in thflt of colcl pretence. 
Patriots are grown too shrewd to be sincere, 
And we too wiso to trust them. He that takes, 
Deep in his soft credulity, tho stamp 
D~sign'<l by loud declaimers on the part 
Of liberty, them sel ves the slaves of lust, 
Incurs derision for his easy faith 
And lack of knowl edge, and i>ith cause enough. 
For when i>as pn blic \'irtue to be found, 
Where private WflS not? Can h e love the whole 
·who loves no pflrt? he be a nation's friend 
Who is, in truth, the friend of no man there? 
Can be be strenuous in his country's cause, 
·who slights the charities for whose dear sake 
That country, if at all, must be beloved 1 
-'Tis tlierel"ore sober and good m en are sad 
For Erigland's glory, seeing it wax pale 
And sick ly, wl1ile her champions wear th eir hearts 
So loose to private duty, that no brain, 
Healthful and unclistmb'd by fact ious fumes, 
Can dream th em trusty to the geu'ral weal. 
Such were not th ey of old, whose temper'd blades 
Dispersed the shackles of usurp'd control, 
And bew'd them link from link. Then Albion's so ns 
Were sons indeed. They felt a filial heart 
Beat high within them at a moth er's wrong.'l, 
And shinin.c; each in his domestic sphere, 
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Shone brighter still once call'd to public view. 
'Tis therefore many, 'l>hose scquestcr'cl lot 
Forbids th eir interference, looking on , 
Anticipate perforce some dire event; 
And seeing the old castle of the state, 
That promised once more firmn ess, so assail'd 
That all it s tempest-beaten turret s sl1ake, 
Strnd moti onless expectants of it s frill. 
1\ ]I ha ~ its elate below. The fatal hour 
"\\'as rcg is ter'cl in H cav 'n ere time began. 
"\\'e tnrn to dust, and all our mightiest works 
Die too. Th e deep fonnrln.ti0ns that we lay 
Time ploughs th r m up, antl not a trace remains . 
"\Ve build with what 'IVG deem ete rnal rock; 
A di stant age asks where tb e fabric stood ; 
1\nd in th e dust, siftrcl ancl srarch'd in vain, 
'l'h e undi scovcrable secret sleeps . 

But th ere is yet a liberty nn snng 
By poets, antl by senators upraised, 
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"\Vhich monarchs cannot grant, nor all the power 
Of earth and h ell confcd'rate take away ; 
A liberty, which persecution, fraud, 
Oppression, prisons, have n o power to bind, 
·which whoso tastes ran he enslaver! no more. 
'Ti s liberty of heart, deri\' ' d from H eav'n, 
Bonght with His blood who gave it to mankirn1, 
And seal'd with th e same token. It is held 
By charter, ancl that charter sanction'd sure 
Hy th' unimpeac hable and awfu l oa th 
And promise of a Goel . His other g ifts 
All bear th e royal s tamp that speak s them His, 
And are aug ust, bnt this transcends th em al l, 
His oth er works, this visible dispby 
Of all-creating energy and might, 
Are grnncl, no doubt, and worthy of the word 
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That, finding an interminable space 
Unoccupieu, has fill'J the void so well, 
Ar.cl maue so sparkling what was dark before. 
But these are not His glory. l\Ian, 'tis true, 
Smit with the beauty of so fair a scene, 
Might well suppose th' artificer divine 
;.fcant it eternal, had He not Himsel f 
l'rnnouncecl it transient, glorious as it is, 
Arn! still designing a more glorious for, 
Doom'd it, as insufficient for His praise. 
These, therefore, are occasional, and pass ; 
Form'd for the confutation of the fool 
Whose lying heart disputes against a God ; 
That office served, they must be swept away. 
Not so the labours of His love ; they shine 
In other heavens than these that we behol,i , 
And fade not. Th ere is paradise that fears 
No forfeiture, and of its fruit s He sends 

· Large prelibation oft to saints below. 
Of th ese the first in order, and the ple11ge 
And confident assurance of the rest, 
Is liberty ; a flight into his arms 
Ere yet mortality's fine threads give way, 
.A. clear escape from tyrannising lust, 
And full immunity from penal woe; 

Grace makes the slave a fr eeman. 'Tis a change 
That turns to ridicule the turgid speech 
And stately tone of moralists, who boast, 
As if, like him of fabulous renown, 
They had indeed ability to smooth 
The shag of savage nature, and were each 
An Orpheus and omnipotent in song. 
But transformation of apostate man 
From fool to wise, from earthly to divine, 
Is work for Him that made him. He alone, 
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And he, by means in philosophic eyes 
Trivial and worthy of disdain, achie\' es 
The wonder; humanising what is brute 
In the lost kind, extracting from th e lips 
Of asps their venom, ovcrpow'ring strength 
By weakness, aud hostility by love. 
He is the freeman whom the truth makes frcl', 
.iiml all are slaves beside. There's not a chai11 
That hellish foes confed'rate for his harm 
Can wind around him, but be casts it oil' 
·with as much case a3 Samson his green withes. 
He looke abroad into the varieu field 
Of Nature, and, though poor perhaps compan::•l 
With those whose mansions glitter in his sight, 
Calls the delightful 3Cen'ry all his own. 
His are the mountains, and th e valleys his, 
And the resplendent rivers. Hist' enjoy 
·with a propriety that none can feel, 
But who, with filial confidence inspired, 
Can lift to hea v'n an unpresurnptuous eye, 
And smiling say-My Father made them all! 
.Are they not his by a peculiar right, 
And by an emphasis of int'rest his, 
·whose eye they fill with t ears of holy joy, 
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Whose heart with praise, and whose exalted minJ 
With worthy thought3 of that unwearied love 
That plann'd, and built, and still upholds a world 
So clothed with beauty, for rebellious man ? 
Yes-ye may fill your garners, ye that reap 
The loaded soil, and ye may waste much good 
In senseless riot ; but ye will not find 
In feast or in the chase, in song or dance, 
A liberty like his, who, unimpcach'd 
Of usurpation, and to no man 's wrong, 
Appropriat es nature as his F ather's work, 
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,\ml has a rich er use of yours, than you. 
He is intleeJ. a freeman. Free by birth 
Of no mean city, plaun'cl or ere the hill s 
\Vere built, the founta ins open\1, or tho sea 
\Vith all his roaring multitude of \\'aves. 
Hi,; rr~ cdom is the ~a me in cv'ry st,l to ; 
s\.llll n o comlitiou of t his cku1gcl'u l life 
So 1muifold in cares, whose cv' ry <b.y 
Brings it s own evil \\'ith i t, makes it less. 
For he has wings that n either sickn ess, pai11, 
Nor penury, can cripple or confin e. 
No nook so narrow but h e sp rcaJ.s them there 
\Vith ease , and is at large. Th' oppressor hol,ls 
His body bound, but kno\YS 11 ot what a rauge 
His spirit takes, unconscious of a chain ; 
Antl that to bill(l hi:11 is a min attempt, 
·whom Goel de lights in , antl in whom lie rlwcl!s. 

Acquaint thyself witll Goel if tho u wouldst taste 
His works. Admitted once to His embrace, 
Thou shalt perceive that thou wast blin<l befo re ; 
Thine eye shall be instructed, antl thine h eart, 
?lfaclc pure, sha ll r elish, with divine delight 
Till then unfelt, what hands divine have wronght. 
Brutes graze the mountain-top with faces prouc, 
And eyes inteu t upon the scanty h erb 
It yic l<ls them; or, recumbent on its brow, 
Ruminate, heedless of the sceue outspread 
Beneath, beyond, au<l stretching far away 
From inland rc-gions to the distant main. 
Man views it and admires, but rests coutcn t 
\Vith wh at he views. The landscape has bis praise, 
But not it s Author. Unconceru't.l who form't.l 
'l'hc para1li sc h o secs, he finds it such , 
And s nch \Yell-pleased to Jiml it, asks no more. 
Not so tli0 mind that has been touch'<l from hcav'n, 
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Aud in th e school of sacrc,l wis<l om taught 
To read His wond ers, in whose thought the world, 
Fair as it is, ex isted ere it was. 
Not for its own sake merely, but for His 
l\luch more wh o fashion'd it, he gives it praise ; 
l'raise that fron1 eart11 resulting as it ought 
To earth's ackno1rledged sov'rr ign, finds at once 
1 ts only just 111oprietor in Hirn. 
Th e soul that sec~ him, or receives sublimed 
New fa culti es, or learn s at least t' employ 
l\1orc worthily the pow'rs sh e own'd before; 
Discerns in all thin gs what, with s tupid gaze 
Of ignorance, till then sh e overlook' d, 
A ray of heav' nly light gilLl ing all forms 
Terrestr ial, in the vast and th e minute, 
Th e unambiguous foo tsteps of th e God 
Who giv es its lus tre to an insect's wing, 
.A.nd wh eels His throne upon the rolling worlds. 
Much conversant with h eav '11, ~he often holds 
With th ose fa ir ministers of li~ht to man, 
That fill the skies nightly with silent pomp, 
Sweet confrrenee ; inquires wha t strains were th ry 
·with which h eav' n rang, when ev'ry star, in haste 
To gratulate th e n ew-crea ted earth, 
Sent forth a voice, and all the sons of God 
Shouted for joy.-" Tell me, ye shinin g hosts 
That navigate a sea that knows no storms, 
Beneath a vault unsullied with a cloud, 
If from your elevat ion , ,vhcnce ye view 
Distinctly scenes invisible to m11n, 
.:\nJ syst ems of whose bir th n o tidings yet 
Have reach'd th is n ether world, yo spy a race 
Favour\l as ours, t ransgressors from th o womb, 
And hasting t o a g r~ve, yet J oom\l to ri se , 
~ud to possess a. lirigh t~ r h cav'n than yours 1 
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·As one who, long detain'c.l on foreign shores, 
Pants to return, and when he secs afar 
His country's weathcr-Llcach'd anll batter'cl roi:ks 
:From the green mwe emerging, darts au eye 
Radiant with joy towards the happy laud; 
So I with auirnated hopes beholJ, 
And many an aching wish, your beamy fires, 
That show like beacons iu the blue abyss, 
Ordain'J to guide th' embodied spirit home 
From toilsollle life, to never-ending rest. 
Love kindles as I gaze. I feel desires 
That give assurance of their own success, 
And that infused from hcav'n must thither te11d." 

So reads he Nature whom the lamp of truth 
Illuminates. Thy lamp, mysterious ·word! 
·which whoso secs, no longer wanders lost 
With intellects bcmazed in endless Joubt, 
But runs the road of wisdom. Thou hast built, 
·with means that were not till by Thee employ'd, 
·worlds that had never been, hadst Thou in strcngt h 
Been less, or less benevolent than strong. 
They are Thy witnesses, who speak Thy pow'r 
And goodness infinite, but speak in ears 
That hear not, or receive not their re;port. 
In vain Thy creatures testify of Thee 
Till thou proclaim Thyself. Theirs is indeed 
A teaching voice ; but 'tis the praise of Thine 
That wbom it teaches it makes prompt to learu, 
And with the boon gives talents for its use. 
Till Thou art heard, imaginations vain 
Possess tho heart, and fables, false as hell, 
Yet ,lccm'd oracular, lure down to death 
The uuinform'd and heedless souls of men. 
"\Ve give to chance, blind chance, ourselves us blind, 
The glory of Thy work, ,vhich yet appears 
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Perfect antl unimpeachabl e of blame, 
Cli allengiug hum an scrutin y, ::nnl proved 
Then skilful most wh en m ost severely judgeJ. 
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But chan ce is no t ; or is not where Th ou rcign'st; 
Thy proviJence forbid s that fi ckle pow'r 
( If pow'r sh e be that works but to confound) 
'l'o mix her wi!J vagaries with Tby laws. 
Y ct tlrns we dote, refusing, while we can, 
Instruction, and inventing to ourscl r es 
Gods such as guilt makes welcome, gotls that slcq ,, 
Or tlisregard our follies, or that sit 
Amused spectators of this bustling stage. 
Thee we reject, unable to abide 
Thy purity, till pure as Thou art pure, 
Made such by Th ee, we love Th ee for that ca use 
For which we sbunn'd and hated Thee befo re. 
Then we are free : then liberty, like day, 
Breaks on the soul, and by a flash from heav'n 
Fi res all the faculties with glorious joy. 
A voice is h eard that mortal ears hear not 
Till Thou hast touch'd them; 'tis the voice of so n", 
A loud H osanna sent from all Thy works, 

0 

·which he that bears it, with a shout repeats, 
AnJ adds bis rap ture to the gen'ral praise. 
In that blest moment, Nature, throwing wide 
H er veil opaque, di scloses with a smile 
Th e .Author of her beauties, who, retired 
Behind His own creation, works unseen 
By the impure, and hears His pow'r denied . 
Thou art the source and cent re of all minds, 
Th eir only point of rest, etern al Word! 
From Th ee departing, th ey are los t and rove 
A t rand om, without honour, li ope, or peace. 
F ro111 T hee is all that soothes t he life of man, 
His high euucavour, auJ his glad success, 
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His strength to suffer, and his will to serve. 
Bnt oh, Thou bounteous Giver of all good, 
Thou art of all 'l'!Jy gifts T!Jyself the crown! 
Givo what Thou canst, without Thee we arc puor, 
1\nd with Thee rich, take what Thou wi l t away. 

IlOOK VL-TIIE WI.KTER WALK AT NUON, 

TII E JU·: is iu souls a sympathy with so unds, 
A11(l as the mind is pitch'd th e ca r is pleased 
,'v.ith mcltiug a irs or martial, brisk or grave; 
Some ch ord in unison with what we hear 
I s toach'd within us, a nd the hear t replies. 
How soft the music of thosG vil lage bells 
Falling at ir:,tervals up011 the ca r 
In cadence S\Yeet ! now dyin;; all away, 
Now pealing l0ucl again and loLider still, 
Clear and souorous as the galo comes on. 
'\\-"ith easy forco it opens all the cells 
Wh ere mem'ry slept. Wherever I have h eartl 
.A kindred melody, th e scene recurs , 
And with it all i ts pleasures and its pains. 
Such com prehc:nsi ve views the SlJi ri t takes, 
Tha t in a few shor t moments I retrace 
(As in u map th e voyag,, r hi9 course) 
'l'ho windings of ruy way through many years. 
Short as in retrospect the journey seems, 
It seem'd not always short; tho rugged path , 
j _ntl prospect oft so dreary and forlorn, 
Moved many a sig h a t its cli sheart'ning lengt h. 
Y et feeling present evils, while tl1 e past 
Faintly im press th e mind, or not at all, 
J l,i11· readil y 11·e wish tim e spent revoked , 
Tl1at we might try tho ground aga in, where once 
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(Through i11 cx pcri cnce as we now percci\"e) 
"\Ve miss'd that ha11piness we might have fouud. 
Some fri end is goue, perh aps his son's b1.:s t fri end, 
A fatl1 cr, " ·hose authority, in show 
"\\' hen 1110 .-; t scn:rc, an J. mnst'ring all it s force, 
'\\'as l,ut th e graver couu tc:nan cc of love; 
Who~e farnnr, like the clot:d s of spring, llli~lit 

low'r 
And n ttc/ 11nw and th en an awful voice, 
Hnt l1acl a bl c~sing iu its darkest frow n, 
Thrcat'ning at once and nourishin g th e plallt. 
"\\'e lo,·ed, but not cnongh, th e grntle hand 
Tl1at rca r'J. us. ~ta thoughtle~s age, allured 
By cv'r_r g ildeu folly, ,ve renounced 
J !is shclt'ring s id e, aml wilfully forewent 
'l'l1at converse ,1·hi ch we n ow in Yain reg re t. 
Ho,, g ladly wonlcl th e m an r cc:i.ll to life 
Th e boy's n c~lcc t ecl sire ! a moth er t oo, 
That soft er fri end, perhaps more g lad ly still , 
Might h e d ernau ll th em at th e gates of death. 
Sorrow has s ince th ey wen t subdued 3.ncl tamcLl 
Th e play ful hum our; h e conltl now endure 
(Him ~elf grown sober iu the vale of t ea rs) 
i\llll fee l a parent' s p1·cse 11 ce 110 restraint. 
Bnt not to u11Llerstaucl a treas ure's worth 
Till time h as s tol'n a\ray the s lig l1tcLl good, 
l s cause of half th e po,·erty we feel, 
And makes th e world the wiluern ess it is. 
Th e few that pray at all pray oft amiss, 
Anu seeking t'.race t' imj>ro rn th e priz0 tl1 cy hold, 
"\\"ould m ge a wiser sui t tl1a n ask ing more. 

The ui glt t ,1·::is wiuter in bis rot,g hcs t rnooLI, 
Th e 111 0 r11i 11 :: ~ha rp ;.tt lll cka r: Lut 1ww a t 110011 
UJ >"ll tl1 L: ~,, ut lt t' rn ~i,Je ol' the sb11t hills, 
},.11J \\'hue t li e \YOuJs fu1ce off tl1 c: uortl1c:rn Lla~t, 



THE TASK. 

The season srn ilcs, resigning all its rage, 
And has the warmth of 1\fay. The vau lt is blue 
Without a cloud, anLl white withont ,1 s peck 
The d[!zzling splendour of the scene below. 
Again the l1arrnony com es o'er the vale, 
A11cl through th e trees I view th' embattled tow'r 
·whence all the music. T again perce ive 
The soothing iufluencc of the ,rnfted stra in s, 
Anc.l sett le in soft musings, as I trcac.l 
The walk still venlant nuder oaks auc.l elms, 
·whose outspread branches overarch the glade. 
The roof, though movable through all its length, 
As the wind sways it, has yet well sufficed , 
And, intercepting in their silent fall 
The frequent flakes, has kept a path for me. 
No noise is here, or none that hinc.lers thought. 
The redbreast warbles still, but is content 
·with slender notes and more than half suppress\!. 
Pleased with his sol itude, and flitting light 
From spray to spray, whenc'er he rests he shakes 
From many a twig the pendant drops of ice, 
That tinkle in the wither'd leaves below. 
Stillness, accompanied with sounds so soft, 
Charms lllore than si lence. Meditation here 
May think clown hours to moments. Here the l1 ca rt 
May give an useful lesson to the head, 
And learning wiser grow without his books. 
Knowledge and wisdom, far from being one, 
Have ofttimes no connection. Knowledge dwell s 
In heads replete with thoughts of other men; 
·wisdom in minds attentive to their own. 
Knowledge, a rudo unprofitable mass, 
The mere materials with which wisdom builds, 
Till slllooth'd and srprnred and fitted to its place, 
Docs but encumber whom it seems t' enrich. 
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Know1edge is proud that lie bas learned so much; 
Wi sdom is humble that he knows no more. 
Books arc not seldom talisman s and spells 
By which the magic art of shrewder wits 
Holds an unthinking multitude inthrall'd. 
Some to the fascination of a name 
Surrend er judgment hoodwink'cl. Some the style 
Infatuates, and, through labyrinths and wilds 
Of error, leads them by a tune entranced; 
While sloth seduces more, too wrak to bear 
The insupportable fat igue of thought, 
.And swallowing th erefore without pause or choice 
Th e total grist unsifted, hu sks and all. 
But trees, and rivulets whose rapid course 
Defies the check of winter, haunts of deer, 
And sheep-walks populous with bleating lambs, 
And lanes, in which the primrose ere her time 
Peeps through th e moss that clothes the hawthorn 

root, 
Deceive no student. Wisdom there, and truth, 
Not shy as in the world, and to be won 
By slow solicitation, seize at once 
The roving thought, and fix it on themse1ves. 
Some say that, in the origin of thing,i, 
·when all creation star ted into birth, 
The infant elements received a law 
From which th ey swerve not since; tliat under force 
Of that controlling ordinance they move, 
And need not His immediate hand, who first 
Prescribed their course, to regulate it now. 
Thus dream they, anrl contrive to save a Goll 
'l.'l_i' incumbrance of His own concerns, and spare 
The great .Artificer of all that moves 
The stress of a continual act, the pain 
Of unremitted vigilance and care, 
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As too laborious and severe a task. 
s ·o man tho moth is not afraid , it seems, 
To span Omnipotence, a11Ll measure might 
That kn ows no measure, by the scanty rule 
And standard of his own, that is to-day, 
And is not, ere to-morrow's sun go down. 
But how shonlcl matte r occnpy a charge 
Dull as it is, and sat isfy a law 
So vast in its demands, unless irnpcll'd 
To ceaseless service bv a ceaseless force, 
And und er pressure o·f some conscious cause? 
The Lord of all, Him self through all diffused, 
Snstains and is the life of all that lives. 
Nature is bnt n. name for an effect 
·whose cause is Guel. .He fc ctls tho secret fire 
By which the mighty process is maintain'd, 
Who sleeps not, is not weary; in whose sight 
Slow-circling ages arc as transient days; 
"\Vhose work is without labou r, whose designs 
No flaw deform s, no diffi culty thwarts, 
And whose beneficence no charge exhausts. 

H ere unmolested, through whatever sign 
The sun proceeds, I wander; neither mist, 
Nor freezing sky, nor rnltry, checking me, 
Nor stranger intermeddling with my joy. 
Ev'n in th·e spring and play-time of the year, 
That calls the unwonted village r abroarl 
With all her littl e ones, a sportive train, 
To gather king-cups in tho yellow mead, 
And prank the:r hair with daisies, or to pick 
A cheap but wholesome s:.lad from the brook, 
Th ese shades are all my own. The tim'rous hare, 
Grown so famil ia r with her frequent guest, 
Scarce shuns me; and the stock-dove unalarm'd 
Sits cooing in the pine-t ree, nor suspends 
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His long love-ditty for my near approach. 
Drawn from his refuge in some lon ely elm 
That age or in,imy li as hollow\! <leep, 
·where on his bed of wool anll m:i.tted leaves 
H e has outslept the winter, ventures forth 
To fri sk awhile, and bask in the warm sun, 
'l'h e squirrel, flippant, pert, an d full of phy. 
He secs me, aml at once, swift as a bird, 
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Ascends the neighb'ring beech; there whisks his 
brush, 

A nll perks his ears, and stamps ancl scohls alond, 
"',Vith all the prettin ess of fo ign\l alarm, 
And anger in significantly fi erce. 

Tho heart is hard in nature, and unfit 
F or human fellowship, as being void 
Of sympathy, aml tlicrcforc cl cad alike 
To love and fri endship both, th at is not pl c:-iscd 
"\\"ith sight of animals enj oying li fe, 
Nor feels their happin ess augment his own . 
Th e bounding fa,rn that darts across the glade 
"',Vhen none pursues, through mere delight of hcnrt, 
And spirits buoyant with excess of glee; 
Tho horse, as wanton and almost as fl eet, 
That skims the spacious meadow at full speed, 
Th en stops and snorts, anll throwing high his heels, 
Starts to the voluntary race again ; 
Th e very kine that gambol at hi gh noon, 
Tho total h erd receiving first from one, 
That leads the dance, a summons to be gay, 
'Ihough wild th eir strange rngarics, and uncouth 
Th eir efforts, yet resolve<l with one con sent 
'l.'o- give such art and utt' rnncc as they m ay 
To ecs tasy too big to lw ~n pprc,s'rl-
Thesc, a11Ll :. thonsand ima.~es of bliss , 
·with which l, ind N atnre graces ev' ry scene 
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Where cruel man defeats not her design, 
Impart to th e benevolent, who wish 
All that arc capable of pl easure pleased, 
A far superior happin ess to theirs, 
The comfort of a reasonable joy. 

Where England, strctch·ct towards tl1e setting sun, 
Narrow and long, o'erlooks the western wave, 
Dwelt young l\lisagathus; a scorner ho 
Of God and goodness, ath eist in ostent, 
Vicious in act, in t emper savage-fierce. 
He journey'tl, and his chance was, as he went, 
To join a trav'll er of far diIT'rent notc­
Evander, famed for piety, for years 
Deserving honour, but for wisdom more. 
Fame had not left the venerabl e man 
A stranger to the m:mn ers of the youth, 
·whose face, too, was familiar to 11is view. 
Their way was on the marg in of the land, 
O'er the green summit of the rocks whose base 
Beats back the roaring surge, scarce heard so high . 
The charitv that warm'd his heart was moved 
At sight of th e man-monster. With a smile 
Gentle and affable, and full of grace, 
As fearful of offending whom he wish'd 
l\luch to persuade, he plied his ear with truths 
Not harshly thund er'd forth or rudely prcss'tl, 
Rut, like his purpose, gracious, kind, and swart. 
And dost thou dream, th' impen etrable man 
Exclaim'd, that me the lullabies of age, 
Ancl fantasies of dotarrls such as thou, 
Can cheat, or move a. moment's fear in me 1 
1\fark no'i\- the proof I give thee, that th e brave 
Need no such aids as superstition lends 
To steel their hearts against the dread of dea th. 
H e spoke, and to the precipice at hanu 
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Push'd with a ma(lman's fury. Fancy shrinks, 
.And the blood thrills and curdles at the thought 
Of such a gulf as he Llesign'tl his grave. 
Bnt though the felon on his back could dare 
The dreRdful lr:ap, more rational, his steed 
Decl ined the death, and wheeling swiftly round, 
Or ere his h<JOf had prcss'd the crumbling verge, 
Balled his rider, saved against his will. 
The frenzy of the brain may be redress'd 
By mcd'cine well applied, but without grace 
The heart's insanity admits no cure. 
Enraged the more by what might have reform'd 
His horribl e intent, again he sought 
Des truction, with a zeal to be dr.stroy'd, 
·with sounding whip and rowels dyed in blood. 
But still in vain, The Providence that meant 
A longer date to the far nobler beast, 
Spared yet again th' ignobler for his sake. 
And now, his prowess proved, and his sincere, 
Incurable obduracy evinced, 
His rage grew cool; and, pleased perliaps t' have 

earn'd 
So cheaply the renown of that attempt, 
With looks of some complacence be resumed 
His road, dcri rling much the blank amaze 
Of good Ernnder, still 'l"l'here he was left 
Fixt motionless, anrl petrified with dread. 
So on they fared ; discourse on other themes 
Ensuing, seem'd t' obliterate the past, 
And tamer far for so much fury shown 
(As is the course of rash and fi ery men), 
The rude companion smil'd as if tran sform'cl. 
But 'twas a transien t calm. A storm was near, 
An unsuspected storm. His hour was come. 
The impious challenger of pow'r divine 
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\Vas now to learn that Hcav'n, though slow to wrath, 
Is never with impunity defi ed. 
His horse, as he had caught his master's monrl, 
Snorting, and stn.rting into sudden rage, 
Unbidden, and not now to be controll'cl , 
Ru sh'd to the cliff, and having reach'd it, stoocl. 
At once the shock unsea ted him ; he flew 
Sheer o'er the cragrry barrier, and, immerseLl 
Deep in th e flood, found, when he sought it not, 
The death he had deserveJ, and died alon e. 
So God wrought dnnble justice; made the fool 
The victim of his own tremendous choice, 
And taught a brute the way to safe revenge. 

I would not enter on my list of friends 
(Though graced with polish'd manners an,] fine 

sense, 
Yet wanting sensibility) the mnn 
·who needlessly f: ets foot upon a worm. 
An inadvertent step may crush the snail 
That crawls at evening in the publi c path; 
But he that ha.s humanity, forewarn'<J, 
Will tread aside, and let the reptile live. 
The creepinr:, vermin, loathsome to the sight, 
Aud charged perhaps with venom, that intrn<lcs 
A visitor unwelcome into scene!'l 
Sacred to neatness and repose, th' alcove, 
The chnmber, or refec tory, may <lie. 
A necessnry act incurs no blame. 
Not so wh en, held within their proper bounrl s, 
And guiltless of offence, they range the air, 
Or take their pastime in the spacious field. 
There they are privileged; and he that hunt 'l 
Or harms them there is guilty of a wrong, 
Disturbs th' economy of Nature's realm, 
Who, wh en she form'd, <l esign'cl th em an ah0, le, 
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The sum is this : if man's convenience, health, 
Or safety interfere, his rights and chims 
Are paramount, and must cxtingnish theirs. 

. . ' . . . 
Sweet is the harp of prophecy; too sweet 

Not to be wrong\! by a mere mortal tonch ; 
;,Tor can the wonders it reconls be snnrr 
To meanP.r m nsic, and not suffer loss. 

0 

But when a poet, or when one like me, 
Happy to rove among poetic flow'rs, 
Though poor in sk ill to rear th em, li.C!ht,:; at las! 
On some fair th eme, some th eme divin ely foir, 
Such is the impul se and the spur he feels 
To g ive it praise proportion\! to its worth, 
That not t attempt it, arduous as he deems 
The labour, ,l'ere a task more anluous still. 

Oh scenes surpassing fable, and yet true, 
Scenes of accomplish'd bliss! which who can ser, 
Though bnt in tlistant prospec t, aud not fee l 
His soul refresh'd with foretaste of the joy? 
Rivers of gladness water all the ea rth, 
And clothe all climes with beauty ; the reproach 
Of barrenness is past. The fruitful fi eld 
Laughs with abundance, and the land, once lean 
Or fertile on ly in its own disgrace, 
Exults to see its thi stly curse rcpcal'd. 
The various seasons woven into one, 
And that one sea~o n an ete rnal sprina, 
The garden fears no blight, and ncell~ no fence, 
For there is none to covet, all are full. 
The lion and the libbanl an J the bear 
Graze with the fearless flocks. All bask at noon 
Together, or all gambol in the shade 
Of tho snme gro.e, and drink on e common stream. 
Antipathies are non e. No foe to man 
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Lurks in the serpent now. The mother sees, 
And smiles t o see, h er infant's playful hand 
Stretch'd forth to tblly with the crested worm, 
To stroke his azure neck, or to receive 
The lambent homage of his arrowy tongue. 
All creatures worsl1ip man, and all mankind 
One Lord, one Father. Error l1 as no place ; 
That creeping pestilence is tlrivcn away, 
Th e brea th of heav' n has chasc tl it. In the hea rt 
No passion t ouches a discordant string, 
But all is harmony and love. Disease 
I s not. Th e pure and uncontaminate blood 
IT olds its du e course, nor fears the frost of age. 
t >n o song employs all nations: and all cry, 
" ·w orthy the Lamb, for H e was slain for us ! " 
The dwellers in tho vales and on the rocks 
Shout to each oth er, and the mountain tops 
From distant mountains catch the flying joy, 
Till nation after n ation t aught the strain, 
Each rolls the rapturous Hosanna round. 

THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN ; 

SHOWING HOW HE WENT FATITTIER TITAN HE 

INTENDED, AND CAME SAFE ROMP: .AGAIN, 

[Th e history of "Gilpin" is told b y Hayley:-" It ha ppene, l 
in those years whL'll his accomµli sheJ. fri end, I~·Hly Austen, 
m a, le a. pa rt of hi s little eveuing circle, tha t s he observ ed him 
s inkiu g i11to in creasin g ,!ejection; it was her custolll, on thes,! 
c ccas ions, to try a ll the resou rce~ of h er spriglltly powers for his 
imme,liate r eli ef. She t olt! him tll e story of J ohn Gilpin (which 
h a d been treasured in h er m emory from h er childhood), t o d is­
~ipa te the gloom of the passing h our. Its effect on the fancy of 
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Cowper had the air of enchantment. Ile in fo rmed her, tl1 e 
next morning, tha t convnb ions c, f la11gh t cr , b rouc:ht on b y hi~ 
recollect ion of h er s tory, ha,! kept him n, w;i,ke dur ing t he i:;reater 
pa rt of th e night-tha t he ha,! t nrn etl it into ;i, ha li ,Hl. So ,n ose 
the pleasant poem of 'John Gilpin.' JI! rs. Unwi11 ,cn t it t o t he 
Public Advertiser ; it was recite,! hy ll cmlerso n, the comeclia u 
a nd n1i mic, a 1u\ b ecame the fa sh io11 of th e tlrcs itle ancl th e 
Court. The knight of the s tone-lJOttles- a~ Cowper call e1 I h i111 
- has no rival except th e kni .t.: ht oi La J\J :rnch:1. :'> Ir~. Piuzz i 
found mor e hum our in this li tt le ba llad than in all Gull it·a·s 
1'ra i-els. Ancl wha t h11 mour it is !-how g:ty, sunsh in y, anLl 
r efreshing ! and the mirth and the sun sh ine, t oo, are thoro 11gh! ~­
En glish . Cowper ta lked of gracin g; Gil pin ,vit h a Greek am! 
a La tin motto; he might as well have put a Cardinal's ha t 0 11 
Dr. Primrose. One improvement, h owever, h e lnoposed, but di rl 
not perfectly execu te. 'Ilere and there,' ho t o ti Un win, 'I L','\ 11 
gi ve him a touch that, I think, will mencl him, the language, in 
~li~iia1b~!~\]not being quite so quaint and old-fashioned as it 

JOHN GILPIN was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 

A train-band Captain eke was he 
Of famous London to wn. 

John Gilpin's spouse said to her dea r, 
-Though wedded we have been 

These twice t en t edious years, yet wu 
No holiday have seen. 

To-morrow is our wedding-day, 
And we will th en repair 

Unto the Bell at Edmon ton, 
All in a chaise and pair. 

lily sister and my sister' s child, 
Myself aml clii!Llrcn three, 

Will fi ll the chaise, so you must ride 
On horseback aft er we. 
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H e s0011 r epl icc1, - I do admire 
Of woman k iuJ but uue, 

An Ll you a re sh e, 1uy deares t dcur, 
'l'hel'(.: fore i t sliull be Llou e. 

I uu1 a li11 e1Hlra pe: r b old, 
.is all th e worlll d oth kuo w, 

,\ 11tl my good fri end th e Ca lend er 
\\'ill lend his horse to go. 

(J uoth Mr;:;. Gilpin,-That's well sa iJ, 
A11tl fo r tha t wiuc is dea r, 

\Ve will be furnish 'd with our own, 
Which is both bright and clear. 

Jul m Gilpin kiss'd his loving wife; 
O'erj oycu was h e to find 

Th at thoug h on pleasure she was bent, 
She hau a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was bruugh t, 
But yet was not allow'd 

To Jrive up to the door, lest all 
Should say that she was proud. 

So th ree doors off the chaise was stay'tl, 
Where they did a ll get in, 

Six precious souls, and all agog 
To dash through thick and thin. 

S mack went th e whip, round went the wheels, 
W ere never fol k so glad, 

The stones did rattle underneath 
As if Cheapside were mad. 
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John Gilpin at his horse's sidL', 
Seized fast tli e llowiug rnane, 

Aud up he got i11 haste t o ridt', 
But suvn cam e Ju11·11 agaiu. 

For saLldle-trcc scarce n:ach'd liad he , 
His journey t o bc6iu, 

'\\'li en , turni11g rouud his hcaLl , li e saw 
Three customers come iu. 

~o J. 011· 1L he came ; for loss ul' tiu1e, 
Although it gricHrl him sure, 

Yet loss of pence, full well li e k11ew, 
Would trouble him much more. 

'Twas long before th E: customers 
\Vere suited to thei r mind, 

'Wh en Betty screaming came down stair~, 
'' The wine is left behind." 

UuLl lack ! quoth he, yet bring it me, 
My leathern belt likewise, 

lu which I bear my trusty sword 
When I do exercise. 

Now Mistress Gil pin, careful soul, 
Had two stone bottles found, 

To hold the liquor that she loved, 
And k eep it saf'c and sound. 

Each bottle had a curliug ear, 
Th rough which the belt he tlrew, 

And hung a bottle 0 11 each side, 
To make his bc1L11u.:c true. 
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'1'!1 e11 over all, il1at he llliglit be 
Equipp'd from top to toe, 

His loug red cloak, well brush' d aml uca t, 
He manfully did throw. 

Now seo him mounted once again 
Upon his nimble s teed, 

Full slowly paci11g o'er the stones 
With caution and good heed. 

But, findiug soon a smoother roacl 
Beneath his well-shod feet, 

Tlte snorting beast began to trot, 
Which gall'd him in his seat, 

So II Fair and softly," John he cried, 
But John be cried in vain; 

That trot became a gallop soon, 
In spite of curb and rein. 

So stooping down, as needs he must 
Who cannot sit upright, 

He grasp'd the mane with both his hauds, 
And eke with all his might. 

His horse, who never in that sort 
Had h audled beeu before, 

·what thing upon his back had got 
Did wonder more and more. 

Away went Gilpin, neck or nought, 
Away went hat and wig! 

H e little dreamt wh eu h e set out 
Of running such a rig ! 
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The wind diJ. blow, the duak J.itl ily, 
Like streamer long and gay, 

Till, loop anJ. button fa.iliug both, 
.At last it Hew away. 

Then might all people ,, . .., ]l di ~ccrn 
The bottles he had sluug, 

A bottle swiuging at each side, 
.As hath been said or suug. 

Tho dogs did bark, the children serea111 'd, 
Up flew the windows all, 

.Arnl ev'ry soul cried out, Well doue ! 
As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin-who but be 1 
His fame soon spread around­

He carries weight, he rides a race, 
'Tis for a thousand pound I 

And still as fast as he drew near, 
'Twas wonderful to view, 

How in a trice the turnpike-men 
Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as he went bowing down 
His reeking head full low, 

The bottles twain behind his back 
Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 
Most piteous to be seen, 

Which made his horse's flauks to s111oke 
As they had basted been. 

J;nt still he seom'd to carry weight, 
With leathern girdle braced, 
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For all might see the bottle-necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus all throu"h merry lslin..,ton 
These gum uJs he did play ,

0 

And till he c:a11w unto the Wash 
Of Edmonton so gay. 

,\11,1 tl1 ere lw threw the wash about 
On both sides of the way, 

Just like unto a truudliug mop, 
Or a wild-goose at play. 

At Edmonton his loving wife 
From tho balcony spied 

Her tender husband, wond'ring llluch 
To sec how 110 did ride. 

Stop, stop, John Gilpin !-Here's the housu­
They all at once did cry, 

The dinner waits and we are tired:­
Said Gilpin-So am I. 

But yet his horse was not a wl1it 
Inclined to tarry there ; 

For why 1 his owner had a house 
Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he fl ew, 
Shot by an archer strong ; 

So did he fly-which brings rue to 
The middle of my song . 

. \way went Gilpin, out of breath, 
A11d sore against his will, 

Ti 11 at l1is friend the Calender's 
His horso at last stood still. 
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The Calender, amazed to sec 
His mighhour in such trim, 

Laid tlowu his pipe, fl ew to the gate, 
And thus accosted him:-

Wh at news 1 what news 1 your ti<liug,; tell, 
Tell 111 e you must an<l shall-

~ay why barc-l1caded you are come, 
Or why yon 1..:ome at all '! 

Now Gilpiu had a pleasa nt wit, 
Aud loved a timely joke, 

A11J thus unto the Calender 
Iu rucrry guise he spoke :-

1 came because your horse would eume ; 
And if I well forebode, 

l\Iy hat and wig will soon be here, 
They are upon the road. 

The Calender, right glad to find 
His friend in merry pin, 

Heturn'd him not a single word, 
But to the house went in. 
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Whence straight he came with hat and wig : 
A wig that ilow'd behind, 

A hat not much the worse for wear, 
Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in his turn 
l Thus sbow'd his ready wit:-

l 
:My head is twice as big as yours, 

They therefore needs must fit. 

But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; ~-
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A111l stop ancl cat, for well you may 
Be in a lrnugry case. 

Saicl John-It is my wedcli11g-day, 
Allll all the world would stare, 

If wife should dine at Edmo11tou, 
And I should dine nt Ware. 

So, turning to his horne, he said­
I am iu haste to dine ; 

'Twas for your 1,l easuro you came here, 
You shall go back for mine. 

Ah, luckless speech and bootless boast! 
For which be paid full dear ; 

For, while he spake, a braying ass 
Did sing most loud and clear. 

Whereat his horse did snort, as he 
Had heard a lion roar, 

And gallop'd off with all his might, 
As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin, and away 
Went Gilpin's hat and wig! 

He lost them sooner than at first, 
For why 1-they were too big! 

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw 
Her husband posting down 

Into the country far away, 
She pull'd out half-a-crown ; 

.And thus unto the youth she said 
That drove them to the Bell-

This shall be yours when you briug back 
:My husband safe and well. 
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The youth rlid ride, and soon did mert 
Jolin corning h nck amain; 

·whom in n t1 i t:e li e tri ed to stop, 
Dy catchiug at his rein ; 

But not performing what h e mcrint , 
Allll gladly would have done, 

Th e fri g It t eLl stcct! h e fri _!::h tell more, 
Ant! mad e him fast er run. 

A•0;ay \\'cnt Gilpin, and away 
·w ent post-boy at hi s h eels!-

Th e post-boy's horse right glarl to mi ~~ 
Th e lumb'ring of the wh eels. 

Six gentl em en upon the roa<l, 
Thus seeing Gilpin fly, 

With post-boy seamp'ring in the rear, 
They raised the hue and cry:-

Stop thief! stop thief !-a highwayman ! 
Not one of tl1 em was mute; 

Arnl all and each that pass'd that way 
Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 
Flew open in short space ; 

Th e tull -111 l! ll tlti11kiug , as before, 
TI.Jat Gil1Jin roJ c a race. 

And so he diJ! anJ won it too, 
For he got first to town ; 

Nor stopp'r1 till where be had got np 
He diu again get down. 
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Now let us sing, Long live the king, 
And Gilpin long live he; 

And when be next doth ride abroad, 
?llay I be there to sec ! 

LOVE ABUSED. 

W HAT is there in the vale of life 
Ha1f so delightful as a wife, 

When fri end ship, love, and peace combine 
To stamp the marriage-bond divine ~ 
The stream of puro and genuine love 
Derives its current from above ; 
And earth a second Eden shows, 
"\Yhere'er tho h ealing water flows: 
But ah, if from the tlykes and drains 
Of sensual nature's fev'ri;;h veins, 
Lust, like a lawless headstrong flootl, 
Impregnated with ooze nnd mud, 
Descending fast on every side 
Once mingles with the sacred tide, 
Farewell the soul-enliv'ning scene! 
The banks that wore a smiling green, 
·with rank defil emen t ovcrcipread, 
Bewail their flow'ry bea uties dead. 
The stream polluted, dark, and dull, 
Diffused into a Stygian pool, 
Through life's last melancholy years 
Is fed with ever-flowing tears: 
Complaints su pply the zephyr's part, 
And sighs that heave a breaking heart. 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY .A US TEN. 

DEAR ANN.A,-Between friend and fri end, 
Prose ansll'crs every common end; 

Serves, in a plain and h om ely way, 
T' express th' occurrence of the chy; 
Onr health, the weath er, a11d th e news ; 
What walks we take, what books we choosr ; 
And all the floatin g thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mind . 

But when a poet takes the p en, 
Far more alive than other m en, 
He feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to bis finger and his thumb, 
Derived from Nature's noblest part, 
The centre off\ glowing heart : 
And this is what the worlrl, who knows 
No flights above the pitch of prose, 
His more sublime vagaries slighting, 
Denominates an itch for writing. 
No wonder I, who scribble rh yme 
To catch the trifl ers of th e time, 
And tell them truths divine and clear, 
·which, couch'd in prose, they will not lte,ir­
·who labour hard t' allure and draw 
The loiterers I never saw, 
Should feel that itching, and that tingling, 
With all_my_pu_rpose !nterming lin g, 
To your rntnus1e m cnt t rnP, 
'\V11en call'd t' address myself' t o you. 

Mysteriou s arc His ways, wl1 ose power, 
Brings forth that un expected hour, 
\\'hen mintl;,, tha t never met before, 
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Shall mee t, nnito, and part no more: 
It is th' allotment of tl1e skies, 
Th e hand of the Supremely Wise, 
That guides and governs our affections, 
.And plan s an<l orders our connexions: 
Directs us in our di stant road, 
And marks the bounds of our abode. 
Thus we were settled when you found us, 
Peasants and children all around us, 
Nut dreaming of so near n. fri end, 
Deep in the abyss of Silver End. 
Th us Martha, ev'n against her will, 
Perch'd on the top of yonder bill ; 
.And you, tho' you must needs prefer 
The fairer scenes of sweet Sanccrre, 
Arc come from distant Loire to choose 
A cottage on the banks of Ouse. 
This page of Providence quite new, 
And now just op'ning to our view, 
Employs our present thoughts and pains 
To guess, and spell, what it contains : 
But day by day, and year by year, 
Will make the dark enigma clear; 
And furni sh us, perhaps, at last, 
Like other scenes already past, 
"\Vith proof that we, nnd our affairs, 
Are part of a J ehovah's cares: 
For God unfold s, hy slow degreefl, 
Th o purport of His deep decrees; 
Sheds eve ry hour a clearer ligh t 
In aitl of our defective sight; 
And spreads, at length, before th e soul 
A beautiful and perfect whole, 
·which busy man's inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate, in vain. 
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Say, Anna, had you never known 
The beauties of a rose full blown, 
Could you, tho' luminous your eye, 
By looking on the bud, descry, 
Or guess, with a prophetic power, 
The future splendour of the flower T 
Just so, th' Omnipotent, who turns 
The system of a world's concerns, 
From mere miunti::c can educe 
Events of most important use, 
And bid a dawni11g sky display 
The blaze of a meridian day. 
The works of man tend, one and all, 
As needs they must, from great to small ; 
.And vanity absorbs at length 
The monuments of human strength. 
But who can tell how vast the plan 
·which this day's incident began¥ 
Too small, perhaps, the slight occasion 
For our dim-sighted observation; 
It pass'd unnoticed, as the bird 
That cleaves the yielding air unheard, 
And yet may prove, when understood, 
A harbinger of endless good. 

Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Friendship a blessing ch eap or small: 
But merely to remark that ours, 
Like some of Nature's sweetest flowers, 
Rose from a seed of tiny size, 
That seem'd to promise no such prize; 
A transient visit intervening, 
And made almost ,,ithout a meaning, 
( Hardly the efTect of inclination, 
Much less of pleasing expectation) 

a-12-a 
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Proclucecl a fri end ship, _ then begun, 
Thnt has ccmentecl ns rn one; 
Ancl place,l it in onr po,,·r r to prove, 
B.1· lon g fi<lelity and love, 
That Solomon has '.>isely spoken : 
"A threefold cord is not soon broken ." 

TI-IE COLUBRIAD. 

CLOSE by th e threshold of a door nail'cl fast 
Three ki ttens sat; each kitten look 'd agl1ast. 

I, passing swift and inatten tive by, 
At the three kittens ca st a carel ess eye ; 
~ot mu ch con cr rn'J to know what th ey did th ere; 
Xot dee min g kitten s worth a por t' s care. 
Dnt presen tly a ]ou, l arnl fnri ons hi ss 
C:111seil me to s top, an, l to ex claim, "\\'hat's thi ~? " 
\Vh cn lo! u pon th e thrc~hold met m y view, 
\rith lwHl erect, arnl eyes of fi ery hu e, 
A viper, long as Count ti c Ornsse 's ritie11e. 
f ort h from h is h ea cl hi s forked tongu e he throws, 
Dnrti ng i t full ngainst the kitten's nose ; 

1 
\ Vlio 11:wing never seen, in f\eli l or house, 
Th e lik e, sat st il l an1l sil en t as a mouse : 
Only prnjcct in g, ,1· ith att e11 t ion flue, I 
H er wlii sker·d race , she ::i,k·d him, "\Vho nrc ~·011 2" 
On t o th e k!.l l 11·c11t I, with pace not slo,r, 

I But swi ll as l igl1tn in !:;, for a long Du tc h hoc: J 
I 

\Vi th whicl1 well a rm'<l I liastcn'tl to th e spot, 
To finil tl10 viper, hu t I found him 11 ot. 
And turnin g np tl1e leaves nn<l s \iruh :; aronn <I , '--f ~ l:~-~n ly that he _,,_·a_s_1-10- t- to_ b_e_f_o_11_11_d_. _______ . 



ON FRIENDSHIP. 

But still the kittens, sitting as before, 
Sat watchin~ close the bottom of the door. 
"I h ope," sa id I , "the Yill:-iin I wonltl bll 
Has slipt1'd between the ll oo r antl th e r:oor-s ill; 
And if I make <l cspateh, and follow harcl , 
No d oubt but I shall fin,! him in tho y:wl;" 
for long ore no\\' it should h,wc been reh earsed, 
'T,rns in th e gard en th at I fon tHl him firs t. 
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Ev'n th ere I to nncl him; there tho full-grown cat, 
Jlis h ead, with velvet p aw, llitl grntly pat; 
As curious as the kittens ers t haLl b een 
To learn wh a t thi s ph enom enon migh t m ean. 
Fill'tl with h ero ic ard our at th e sight, 
And fearing e,·ery m om ent h e ,,·otil ,l bi te, 
And rob our household of onr only cat, 
That was of age to combat with a rat; 
·with outs trdch '<l h oc I slew him at the door, 
And taug ht him NEYE!l TO CO~!E THERE NO ?,fOT:E. 

ON FRIENDSHIP. 

"A micit ia ni si inter bonos esse non potest.' •-CrCF:nn. 

W I-L\ T Yirtno can we n ame, or grace, 
nut m en llllljl1'llili cu a n ,! hacc 

"Will ho:i. -; t it th ei r pi!sscss i ) ll ? 
Profns icrn apes tli e 11 01J le part 
or lib ,•rcility of" heart, 

An•l uuln ess of di scretion . 

But, as the gem of richest cost 
Is cvr r co n nterfeited most, 

So, always, imitation 
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Employs the utmost skill she can 
To counterfeit the faithful man, 

The friend of long duration. 

Som e ·will pronounce m e too severe­
But long experience speaks me clear; 

Therefore, that censure scorning, 
I will proceed to mark the shelves, 
On ,vhich so many <lash themselves, 

And give tho simple warning. 

Youth, un::idmoni shed by a guide, 
Will trust to any fair ou tsille ; 

An error soon correc ted ; 
For who but learns, with riper years, 
That man, when smoothest he app rars, 

I s most to be suspected. 

But h r re again a danger l ies; 
L est, thus deluded by our eyes, 

A1:t! taking trash for treasure, 
,Ve sltoult!, when nnLlece i,ed, conclude 
Fricnd ,!tip, imag inary good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acqnisitinn, rather rare, 
Is yet 11 0 suli,i cct of des1 ,air; 

Nor sl10uld it scC;m di stressful, 
If eitlier on forbidde n ground, 
Or where it was 11ot to be found, 

We sought it uu successful. 

No friendship will abide the test 
That stands on sordid interest 

And mean self-love erected ; 



ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Nor such, as may awhile subsist 
'Twixt sen sualist and sensualist, 

For vicious ends connected . 

Who hopes a friend, should have a heart, 
Himself, well fnrnish ed for the part, 

And ready on occasion 
To sh ow th e virtue that he seeks; 
For 'tis an union that bespeaks 

A just reciprocation. 

A fretful tc-rnper wi11 divide 
The closest knot that may be ti ed, 

Dy ccasclr ss sharp co rrosion: 
A temper, passionat e and fierce, 
l\Iay stllld u 1l y your j oys di sperse 

At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 
·with hope of perman ent delight: 

The secret just committc1l 
They drop through mere desire to prate, 
Forgetting its important weight, 

And Ly themselves outwitted. 

How bright soc' cr th e prospect seems, 
All thoughts of friend ship arc bnt dreams, 

If envy chance to creep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed, 
May prove a dang'rous foe indeed, 

But n ot a friend worth k eq Jiug. 

As envy p ines at good posscss'd, 
So j ralousy_ looks forth distress\!, 

On good that seems approachng; 
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AnJ if success his steps attend, 
Discerns a rival in a friend, 

,\.n<l hates him for encroac hing. 

H ence authors of illustrious name 
(Unl ess bel ied by common fame) 

Arc sadly prone to quarrel; 
To deem the wit :i. fri end displ:i.ys 
So much of loss to their own praise, 

AnJ plw;k each other' s laurel. 

,\. man rcnown'd fo r rep.utcc, 
Will seldom scruple to make fr ee 

1,Vith friendship' s fin est feeling ; 
·will thrust a (bgg,"r at yonr breas t, 
And t ell you 'twas a special .iest, 

By ,my of balm for h ealing. 

Be1rare of tatlcrs; k eep your car 
Close stopt agains t the talcs they hea r, 

Fruits of their own invention; 
The separ:i.tion of ch ief fri ends 
Is what their kindn ess most intends; 

Their sport is your Jissensiou. 

Frien dsh ip tlrnt wantonly admits 
A joco-se rious pl ay of wi ts, 

In brilliaut altercation, 
Is uuion such as indicates, 
Like Harnl-in-Haml Iu surancc plat c:s, 

Danger of conflagratiou. 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as tho uecule to th e pole, 

Y ct sl1i ft iug, like the weather, 
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ON FRIENDSHIP. 

Th e needle's constancy forego 
For auy novelty, and s how 

Its variations rather. 

Iu scnsibility rn ak es sorn o 
UnsC'asonauly d eaf and dumb, 

When m os t you ueeJ th eir pity ; 
'Tis ,rnitin g till th e tears sh all fall 
From Gog ancl ?.Iagog in C:uilJhall, 

Those play things of the city. 

'The great and small lrnt rardy mee t 
On t erm s of amity con1pld1• : 

Th' attempt would sca rce be m aJdL·r, 
Should any from the lwttom hope, 
.\t one huge s t1 iJ e, to ruach th e top 

Of au erected ladd er. 

Courtier aml patriot ca n111 Jt mix 
Their h et' rogen eo ns politics 

"\Yi thont an c:ffcrvescc 11 ee, 
Such as of salt s \\'ith lemon-juice, 
But wl1 id1 is rarely known t' iuJuco, 

Like that , a co:1lcsccnce. 

R eligion should extin gu ish stri fe , 
Aud 111 .ik e a cal m of li u,uan li fe ; 

But even those, \\'ho differ 
Only on t opics le ft at large, 
How fiercely will th ey m eet and cha rge ! 

No co1uLatauts arc s tiffer. 

To 1, rove , alas ! my main iut rn t, 
~e t:Lls 11 0 great cost of ar.g11111 1: 11t, 

Ko c11tt ing a11Ll contriY ing; 
1 __________________ __, 
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Seeking a real friend, we seem 
T' adopt the chemist's golden dream 

With still less hope of thriving. 

Then judge, or ere you choose your rna11, 
.<ls circumspectly as you can, 

And, ba~·iug mado election, 
Seo that no disrc,;pect of yours, 
Such as a fric11c.l bnt ill endures, 

E11fccble his aJJcction. 

It is not timber, l e11. d, and stone, 
An architec t rc11uires alo11 e, 

To tini sh a gn,at building; 
The palace were but half complete, 
Coulc.l he by nny chance forget 

The carving a11c.l the gilding . 

.<ls similarity of mind, 
Or somcthi11g not to be defined, 

Firs t rivets our attention ; 
So manners decent a11d polite, 
The same we practisetl at first sight, 

Must save it from declension. 

Tho man who hails you Tom-or Jack, 
And proves by thumping on your back , 

His seuse of your grea t merit, 
Is such a fri end, that one had need 
Be very much his friend indeed, 

To pardou, or to bear it. 

Some friends make this their prudent plan­
'' Say little, aud hear all you can ; " 

Safe policy, but hat<;fu]; 
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So barren sands i11 ,bibo the show' r, 
But render n either fruit nor flow'r, 

Uupleasant and u11grateful. 

They whisper triYial thin1p,, and small ; 
But, to communicate at all 

Things serious, d eem improi,er; 
Their fcculence a1Hl froth they show, 
But keep th e best contents below,_ 

Just like a ~imm'ring col'per. 

These sa mples (for alas! at last 
These arc but oa mplc ~, a wl a taste 

Of eYil s yet unm ention'd) 
?tlay prn\' c th e t ask, a t:1 sk indeed, 
In wlii ch ' t is llluch, if we succeed, 

Ho\\'evcr ,rell -intcntiou\L 

Pursue the them e, a nd you sball find 
.\. disciplined and fnrni sh'd mind 

To be at least expedirn t, 
.\.nrl, after summin g all tlie rest, 
Rdigion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingreLlient. 

Truo fri end ship has, iu short, a grace, 
More than t errestrial in it s fa ce, 

That proves it Hcav'u-<lcsccudecl: 
!-.San's lo,·e o_f woman not so pure, 
ls or, ,rl 1cn sm ce rcst , so secure 

To last till life is ended. 

l, __ _ 
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O?\ THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL c:-EOROI:'. 

WJ:IITJ•:)f WIIE)f nm NEWS AI'..IlIVED, SEl'T.U!llL I: l i"SL 

T OLL for the brilve ! 
The brilve that arc no more ! 

All sunk be11 ec1 th the mwc, 
Fast by tl1cir native shore ! 

Eight hn11Llrecl of the brave, 
·whose courage well was triul, 

Hall lllade the vc ;;;;el heel, 
.d.ll Ll biJ her 011 her side. 

A lanrl Lrcczc sl1ook tl1 e shrouJs, 
And ;; he \\'a s ovcr'>ct; 

Du\\'ll \'-'<.: nt the E oyal George, 
\\"it11 all her crew eomplde. 

Toll for th e brave ! 
Bra \·e Kempen felt is go110; 

His last sea-fight is fought; 
His work of glory done. 

It was not in the b:ittlo; 
No to111 pes t ga vc the shock ; 

She spran" llO fatal leak· 
She r~u upon no roci-:. 

His swonl was in its sheath; 
His fingers hold the pen, 

\\'l ll' n Komponfelt went down, 
\\'ith twice fuur lnrnJ re J 111eu. 



SONG. 

"\Veigh the nssel up, 
On ce drcad r·cl by onr foes ! 

And rningle with onr cup 
The tear that E1Jgla11d owes. 

SONG. 

W I-JEX all wiihiu is peace, 
How :Ka t m r. seems to smile! 

Deli!::lits that 11 e1·cr cca ~c , 
Tl7c Jivd ong day beguile. 

From m01·11 to <l e,1·y en>, 
"\\'itli upcn hallli' sh e ~hO\r us 

Fn·sli bl e, , i ng:<, to , leeei vc 
.ii rnl soo the the sil cn t hours. 

It is con tent of h eart 
Giv es :\'aturc power to please ; 

Th e millll tliat ft: els no s n1a rt, 
Enlivens all it secs; 

Can make a wintry sky 
Seem bright as smilin g :.l ay, 

Allll C:Y e11i11g's clos ill g eye, 
As peep of early Jay . 

Th e vast majesti c globe , 
So beaut eously array'cl 

111 Kature's 1·arious robe, 
'l\'ith 11·ond ro us sk ill Llispl::iy \ l, 

b to a mourn er's h eart 
A dreary ,vild at b est ; 

It flutt ers to depart, 
..<11 nl l0ugs to l;e at r l:S t. 



188 ON THE SHORTNESS OF LIFE. 

THE ROSE. 

T HE rose had been wash'J, just wash'd in a sliuw'r, 
Which Mary to Auna convey'd; 

The plentiful moisture eucumber'J the ilower, 
Aud weigh'd down its beautiful head. 

The cup was all fill'd, and the leaves were all wet, 
And it seem'cl, to a fanciful view, 

To weep for th e bud s it ha,l left with regret 
On the flourishing bush where it grew. 

I hastily se izl' d it, unlit as it was 
For a nosegay so drippiug and drown\!, 

And swiugi11g it rud ely, too rndely, al as I 

I snappcJ. it, it fe ll to the grot111lL 

And snch, I ex cl aimed, is the pitiless J_Jart 
Some act by th e delicate mind, 

Regardless of wringing aud breaking a heart, 
Already to sorrow resigned. 

'l'his elegant rose, had I shaken it less, 
Might have bloom'd with its owner awhile; 

And the t ear , that is wiped with a little address, 
May be follow'd perhaps by a smile. 

ON THE SHORTNESS OF HmIAN LIFE. 

SUNS that set and moons that wane, 
Rise, and are restored agCtiu, 

Stars that orient day subdtH:;:;, 
Kight at lier return rwews. 
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Herbs and flowers, th e hcanteons birth 
Of the genial womb of Earth, 
Suffer hut a trnll sient death 
From the winter's cruel breath. 
Zephyr speab ; serener skies 
W:irm the gl ehe, and they arise. 
,Ve, alas ! Earth's hangh ty kings, 
"\Ye, that promise mighty thin gs, 
Los ing soon li fe's hap1w prim e, 
Droop and fade in little time; 
Spring return s, but not our bloom; 
Still 'tis winter in the tomb. 

EPITAPH ON JOHNSON. 

H ERE Johnson lies-a sage by all allow'd, 
'\\'!Jorn to have breJ, may well make Engla n<l 

proud; 
Wl1ose prose was cloriuence, by wisclom taught, 
The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought; 
"\Vhose verse may claim-grave, masculine, and strong, 
Superior praise to the mere poet's song ; 
"\Vh o many a nolJle gift fr om H eav'n possess'd, 
And faith at Ja,;t, alon e worth a ll the res t. 
0 man, i mmortal b_1· a dou bl e ]'rizc, 
By fame on ea rth-by g lory in th e skies ! 



GRA T.!TUDE. 

GRATITUDE. 

ADDJ~ESSED TO LADY II ESKETII. 

T HIS cap, that so st:i tcly appears, 
·with rihbon-bonnd tasse l on hig l1, 

Which seems by th e cres t tha t i t rear., 
Arnbitious of brush in g the sky: 

Tl1is cap t o ms cousin I owe, 
S he gave it, anJ gave m e bes iue, 

"\Vreath eJ in to an elegant bow, 
Th e riubon with whi ch it is tied. 

This "·h eel-foot ed s tudying chair, 
Co ntri vrd Loth for toil a11Ll repose, 

"\Vide-e lbow' d, and wadd ed with hair, 
In whi ch I both scr ibbl e anrl doze, 

I3right-studtlcd to dazz le th e eyes, 
Aml riva l in lu st re of that 

In which, or as trono my li es, 
Fair Cassio pei:a sa t : 

Th c·se carpets, so soft to th e foot, 
Ca lcclo nia 's t raffic a nu. prid e I 

Oh spnre them, ye knights of the l1oot, 
E scapetl from a cros~-country rid e I 

T his ta l,l c, ancl mirror will1in, 
Scc mc from ru lli ~ion a11 d Llnst, 

At ,r l,icli l oft slia 1· c clJ!'ck a nu. chin, 
Aml J•c· r i ll'i.'.i n icely adjus t : 

This mornl>le s trncturc of shel ves, 
For it s beauty adm ired, and u sr, 

An ,l cl1argcu. with octa,·os and twclvc!'i, 
The gayest I had to produce ; 
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"\Yhere flaming and scarlet and gold, 
1l[y poems enchnntetl I vi e1,, 

And hope, in due time, to behold 
flfy Iliarl and Ody:::sey too : 

This china, that decks tl1e alcove, 
Which l1ere peopl e call a huf fot, 

Dut 1d1at the gous ca ll it above, 
Has ne'er b een r cnnl \ l t o us yet: 

These curtains, that k ee p the room warm, 
Or cool, as th e srason d emand s, 

Th ose stoves thr1t, for pattern and form, 
Seem the labour of l\lulcibcr's hand s : 

All these arc not lrnlf t hat I owo 
To One, from our earliest youth 

To me ever r racl y to show 
Beni gni ty, friendsh ip, nnJ t ruth; 

For Time, t he destroyer dcclarr,tl 
And foe of onr peri,h ing kind, 

lf cYcn her face h e hn s spared, 
J\Ind1 less could h e alter hr;r 111in rl. 

Thus compass'd about. 1rith the goods 
And chattels of lci~nrt> a nd case, 

I in d ul ge my poeti cal moc,lls 
In many such fanc ies as t hese ; 

And fanci es I fea r th ey will scem­
Pocts' goods a re n0t ortL'n so lin e ; 

Th e poets will s11·crn that I drea m, 
"\Vhen I sing of the splen ,luur of min e. 
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THE FLATTING-MILL. 

AN ILLUSTRATION, 

W HEN a bar of pure silver, or ingot of gold, 
. Is sent to be flatted or wrought into length, 

It is pass'd between cylinders often, and roll'd 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus torturecl and squeezed, at last it appears 
Like a loose heap of ribbon, a glittering show, 

Like music it tinkles and rings in your ears, 
And warm'd by the pressure is all in a glow. 

This process achieved, it is doom'd to sustain 
The thump-after-thump of a gold-beater's mullet, 

And at last is of service, in sickness or pain, 
To cover a pill from a delicate palate. 

Alas for the Poet! who dares undertake 
To urgo reformation of national ill-

His head and his heart are both likely to ache 
With the double employment of mallet and mill. 

If he wish to instruct, he must learn to delight, 
Smooth, ductile, and even, his fancy must flo w, 

Must tinkle and glitter like gold to tlie sight, 
And ca tch in its progress a sensible glow. 

After all he must beat it as thin and as fine 
As the leaf that enfolds what an invalid swallows; 

For truth is unwelcome, however divine, 
And unlesa you adorn it, a nausea follows. 
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LINES 

CO:\!PO SED FOR A MEMORIAL OF ASHLEY COWPER, F,SQ. 1 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS D EATH. 

F AREWELL ! endued with all that could 
engage 

All hearts to love th ee, both in youth and age I 
In prime of life, for sprightliness enroll'd 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old ; 

In life' s last stage (0 blessings rarely fou nd !) 
Pleasant as yonth with all its blossoms erown'd ; 
Through every period of this changeful state 
Unchanged thyself-wise, good, affectionate! 

Marble may flatter, anLl lest this should seem 
O'ercharged with praises ou so dear a theme, 
Although thy worth be more than half supp rest, 
Love slwll be satisfied, and veil tlie rest. 

A TALE. 

FOU:-;'DF.D ON A FACT WHICII HAPPENED I K 177(), 

W HERE Humber pours his rich commercial 
stream, 

There cl welt a wretch, who breathed but to blaspheme. 
In subterraneous caves his li fe he led , 
Rlack as th e mine, in which he wrouaht for hrea1l. 
"\\'hen on a day, emergin _g from the ckep, 
A Sabbath-day (surb Sabbaths thousnuds keep!) 
The wngcs of his week ly toil he hore 
To !my a cock-whose blood might wi 11 him more ; 

a-1 3-a 
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As if the noblest of the feather'd kind 
\Vero but for ba ttle and for death design'd ; 
As if the con secrated honrs were meant 
For sport, to minds on cruelty intent ; 
It chanced (such chances Providence obey) 
He met a fellow-lab'rer on tho wav, 
Whose heart the same desires had· once inflam'd; 
But now the savage temper was reclaim'd. 
Persuasion on his lips had taken place ; 
For all plead well who plead the cause of grace. 
His iron-heart with Scripture he assail'd, 
Woo'd him to h ear a sermon, and prevail'd. 
His faithful bow the mighty preacher drew, 
Swift, as the light'nin.~-glimpse, the arrow flew. 
He wept; Le trembled ; cast his eyes around, 
To firnl a worse tbau h e ; bnt none he fonnJ. 
He felt bis sins, and ,ro11Ller'd he should feel ; 
Grace made th e ,rnnnJ, and grace alone could hcRl. 

Now farewe:11 oaths, ancl blasphemies, and lies , 
H e quits the sinner's for the martyr's prize. 
That holv dav was wasli'cl with mally a tear, 
Gilded w"ith !;ope, yet shad ed too by· fear. 
The next, his swarthy brethren of the mine 
Learn'd by his alter\! speech-the ch ange divine! 
Laugh'd when they should have wept, and swore the 

day 
Was nigh, wh en he wonlll swear as fa st as they. 
"No" (said the penitent): " such words shall share 
This brE:ath no more; devoted now to pray'r. 
0 I if Thou seest (Thin e eye the futnre sees) 
That I shall yet again blaspheme, like these ; 
Now strike me to th e ground, on which I kneel, 
Ere yet this h eart rela pses into steel; 
Now take me to that H eiwen I once defied, 
Thy presence, Thy embrace ! " H e spoke, and <lied! 
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STANZAS 

bUJHOINED TO THE YEARLY DILL OF MORTALITY OF 

TIIE PARISII OF ALL-SAINTS, NORTIJAMPTON, ANNO 

DO?IUNI, 1787. 

"Pallicla Mors rcquo pulsat pe<le paupernm ta bernas, 
Regumque turres." -Ho1uc&. 

"Pale De:lth with e1nnl foot strikes wide the door 
Of royal !mils an<l 10vels of the poor." 

W HILE thirteen moons saw smoothly run 
The N cn's barge-laden mwe, 

All these, life's ramblin~ journey done, 
Ha\·e founJ their hom e, the grnvc. 

·was man (frail always) niail c more frail 
Than in foregoing ye:1rs? 

Did famine or did plague prevail, 
TL at so rnuch death appears? 

No ; these wcro vigorous as th eir sires, 
Nor 1ilague nor !"amino came; 

This annual tribute Deat h req uires, 
And n ever waives his claim. 

Like croll'<led forest-trees we sta llcl, 
An<l some are mark ed to fall ; 

The axe will smite at God's couimand, 
Allll soon sha ll sm ite us all. 

Green as th e bay-tree, ever green, 
·with its 11C\1· foliage 011, 

The gay, the tli ongl1tless, have I seen, 
I pa ~<ctl-a1Hl they were gone. I 
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Reacl, ye that run, the awful truth 
With which I cbargo my page I 

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

No present health can health in sure, 
Nor yet an hour to come ; 

No medicine, though it oft can curo, 
Can always balk the tomb. 

And oh! that humble ns my lot, 
And scorned as is my strain, 

Th ese truths, th o11 glt known, t oo much '°orgo\ 
I may not teach iu vain. 

So prays your Clerk with all hi s heart, 
Ami, ere he q11its the pen, 

Begs you for on ce to take his part, 
And answer all- Amen ! 

THE POET'S NEW YEAR'S GIFT. 

M ARIA I I h a\·o every good 
For th ee wished many a time, 

Both sad and in a ch eerful mood, 
But never yet in rhyme. 

To wish thee fai rer is no need, 
More prudent or more sprightl y, 

Or more ingennons, or mnre frec<l 
From temper-flaws trn sightly. 
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What favour then not yet possessed 
Can I for th ee require, 

In wedded love alreacly blessed, 
To thy whole heart's desire 1 

None here is happy but in part; 
Full bliss is bliss divine; 

Thero dwells some wish in evory heart, 
And doubtless one in thine. 

That wish, on some fair future day 
Which fato shall brightly gild 

('Tis blameless , bo it what it may), 
I wish it all fulfill ed. 

THE NEGRO'S COilIPLAINT. 

F ORCED from home anu all its pleasures, 
.Afric's coast I left forlorn, 

To increase a. stranger's treasures, 
O'er the raging billows borne. 

l\Icn from Engbntl bought and sold me, 
Paid my price in raltry gold; 

But, though slave tb cy haYe enrolled me, 
Minds are never to be sold. 

Still in thouc!ht as fr ee as e,·er, 
"\Vh :i.t arc Engla11tl's rights, I ask, 

Mc from my delights to senr, 
Me to torture, me to task ? 

Flcccy"locks anu blaek complexion 
Cannot forfeit Nature's claim; 

Skins may diITcr, but affection 
Dwell!> i11 whito and black the sa me. 

i_ _________________ _ 
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Why did all-creatina Nature 
Make the plant fo~ which we toil 1 

Sighs must fan it, tears must water, 
Sweat of ours must dress the soil. 

Think, ye masters, iron-hearted, 
Lolling at your jovial boards, 

Think how many backs have smarted 
For the sweets your cane affords. 

Is there, as ye sometimes tell us, 
Is there One whu reigns on high 1 

Has He bid yon buy and sell us, 
Speaking from His throne, the sky 1 

Ask Him if your knotted scourges, 
Matches, bloou-extorting screws, 

Are the means that duty urges 
.Agents of His will to use? 

Hark ! H e answers !-wild tornadoes 
Strewing yonder sea with wrecks, 

Wasting town s, plantations, meadows, 
.Aro the voice with which He speaks. 

He, foreseeing what vexations 
Afric's sons should undergo, 

Fix'<l their tyrants' habitations 
Wh ere His whirlwinds answer-No. 

By our blood in Afric wasted, 
Ere our necks received the chain ; 

By the miseries that we tasted, 
Crossing in your barks the main ; 

By our suiferings, since ye brought us 
To the man-degrading mart , 

All sustain'd by p;i.tience, taught us 
Only by a broken heart I 
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THE DOG AND WATER lILY. 

Deem our nation brutes no longer, 
Till some reason yo shall find 

·worthier of regard and stronger 
Than the colour of our kind. 

Slaves of go1rl, whose sordid dealings 
Tarnish all your boasted powers, 

Prove that you have human feelings, 
Ere you proudly q nestion ours I 

THE DOG AND THE WATER LILY. 

NO FA.DLE. 

T HE noon was shady, and soft airs 
Swel't Ousc's silent tiJe, 

When 'scapcd from literary cares, 
I wantlered 011 his side. 

My spaniel, prettiest of his r:11;e1 

And high in pedigree 
(Two nymphs auorncd with every grace 

That spaniel found for me), 

Now wantoned lost in fl<1gs and reeds, 
Now starting into sight, 

Pursued the swallow o'er the mca<ls, 
With scarce a slower iligbt. 

It wrui the time when Ouse displayed 
HiH lilies newly blown; 

Their beauties I i I! tent surveyed, 
.And one I wished my own. 

199 
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\Vith cane extendetl far I sought 
To steer it closo to land ; 

But still the prizo, though nearly caught, 
Escaped my eager hand. 

Beau marked my unsuccessful pains 
With fixed considerate face, 

And puzzling sot his puppy brains 
To comprehend the case. 

But with a chirrup clear and strong, 
Dispersing all his dream, 

I thence withdrew, and followed long 
The windings of the stream. 

Illy ramble ended, I returnetl; 
Beau, trotting far before, 

The floatiug wreath again discerned, 
.And plunging, left the shore. 

I saw him, with that lily cropped, 
Impatient swim to meet 

My ciuick approach, and soon be dropped 
The treasure at my feet. 

Charmed with the sight, the worlJ I cried, 
Shall hear of this thy deed: 

My dog shall mortify tho priJe 
Of man's superior breed : 

But chief myself I will euj oiu, J 
Awake at duty's call, 

To show a love as prompt as tliino 
To Him who gi,es me all. 

·~-
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o::; THE DE.A.TH OF MRS. THROCKl'rlORTON'S 

BULLFINCH. 

Y E Nymphs, if e'er your eyes were red 
With tears o'er hapless fav'rites sheJ, 

Ob, share Maria's grief I 
Her fav'rite, even in his cago, 
(What will not hunger's cruel rage 1) 

Assassined by a thief. 

Whero Rhenus strays his vines amon g, 
The egg was laid from wbich he spru11~, 

And though by Nature mute, 
Or only with a whistle Llcssecl, 
Well taught h e all the sournls exprcssctl 

Of flageolct or flute. 

The honours of his ebon poll 
\Vere brighter than the s leekest mole, 

His bosom of the hue 
With which Aurora clreks the skies, 
Wh en piping wincls shall soon arise 

To S\r ee p a,ray th e Llew. 

Above, below, in all the h ouse, 
Dire foo alike of binl anu. monso, 

No cat harl leave to dwell; 
And Bully's cage snpported stood 
On props of smoothes t shaven wood, 

Largo-built and latticed well. 

Well-latticeu.-but the grate, alas l 
Not rough with wire of steel or brass, 

F or Bully's plumage sake, 

l ____________________ __. 
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But smooth with wands from Ousc's side, 
With which, when neatly peeled and dried, 

The swains their baskets make. 

Night veiled the polo : all seemed secure : 
When, led by instinct sharp and suro, 

Subsistence to provide, 
A beast forth sallied on tho scout, 
Long backed, long tailed, with whiskered snout, 

And badger-coloured bide. 

Ho, entering at tho study cloor, 
Its ample area 'gan explore ; 

And something in the wind 
Conjectured, Sllining round and round, 
Better than all the books he found, 

Food chiefly for the mind. 

Just then, by ac1vcrse fate impressed, 
A dream disturbed poor Bully's rest: 

In sleep he seemed to view 
A rat fast clinging to the cage, 
And, screaming at the sad presage, 

Awoke and found it true. 

For, aided both by car and scent, 
Right to hi s mark the monster wcnt,­

Ah, Muse, forbear to speak, 
Minute the horrors that emued ; 
His teeth were strong, the cage was wood,­

H c left poor Bully's beak. 

0, had he made that too bis prey ! 
That beak whence issued many a lay, 

Of such mellifluous tone, 
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Might have repaid him well, I wote, 
For silencing so sweet a throat, 

Fast stuck within his own. 

Maria weeps-tho Muses mourn­
So when by Bacchanalians torn, 

On Thracian Hebrns' side 
The tree-enchanter Orpheus fell, 
His head alone remained to toll 

Tho cruel death he died. 

THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

A TALE, 

T HERE is a field thron!:;h '1'hich I often pasc1, 
Tl1ick oYcr;;prcad with moss and silky grass, 

Adjoining close to Eilwick's ech oing wooJ, 
·where oft th e bitch -fox hides her hapless brood, 
Reserved to solace many a neighbouring sr1uirc, 
That ho may foll ow th em tlm,ugh brake and brier, 
Contusion hazarding of neck or spin e, 
Wbicli rural gentlemen call sport divine . 
.A narrow brook, by rushy banks co11 ccalcd, 
Ruus in a bottom, antl divid es tho field; 
Oaks intersperse it, that liaJ on ce a head, 
Dut now wear crests of oven-wood instead: 
Arni whore tho land slopes to its watery bourn 
WiJe yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn; 
Bricks line the sides, but shivered Iona ago ; 
And horrid brambles intertwine bolow

0
; 

A hollow scooped, I judge, in ancient time, 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. 
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Not yet the hawth orn bore h er berries rccl, 
With which the fiel<lfarc, wintry guest, is fed ; 
Nor autumn yet had brushed from every spray, 
With her chill hand, tho mellow leaves away; 
But corn was housed, and beans were in the stack, 
Now therefore issued forth the spotted pack, 
With tails high-mounted, ears hung low, and throats 
With a whole gamut fill'd of heavenly notes, 
For which, alas I my des tiny severe, 
Though ears she gave me two, gave mo no eur. 

The sun accomplishing his early march, 
His lamp now planted on hea ven's topmost arch, 
.. When, exercise and ai r my only airn, 
And hceclkss whitl1 er, to tha.t !icl<l I came, 
Ere yet ffith ruthless j oy the b:ippy houucl 
Told hill and dale that Rcyn :rnl's track was found, 
Or with the bigh-raisCLl horn's melodious clang 
All Kilwick and all DinglcJcrry rang. 

Sheep grazed the field; some with soft bosom pressed 
The h erb as soft, while nibbling stray 'd the rest ; 
Nor noise was heard but of the hasty brook, 
Struggling, detained in many a petty Hook. 
All see111 ed so peaceful, that, fr om them conveyed, 
To me thei r peace by ki 11Ll contag ion spread. 

But when the Luntsinn.n, with distended check, 
'Gan make l1is in strnrn cnt of music speak, 
And from within the wood that crash was heard, 
Though not a honllcl from whom it burs t appear'd, 
The sheep recumbent, and the sh e:e: p tltat g razeJ, 
All huddling into plrn.laux, stood a nd g::.zed, 
AJmiring, terr ified, the novel strain, 
Then coursed the field around, and coursed it round 

again: 
But recollecting with a sudden thought, 
That Hight in circles urged advanced them nought, 
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They gathered close around the old pit's brink, 
And thought again-but kn ew not \\·hat to think. 

The man to solitude accustomed long, 
Perceive;; in everything that lives a t ongue; 
Not animals alone, but shrubs anrl trrr s 
Have speech for him , an Ll und erstood with case; 
Aft P. r long drought, wh en rains abundant fall, 
]fo hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all ; 
Enows what the freshness of th eir hue implies, 
II ow glad they catch th e largc:;s ol' the skies; 
Bnt, with precision nicer still, th e mind 
H e scans of every locomotive kind; 
Birds of a11 feath er, beasts of every nam e, 
That se rve manUml, or shun th en1, \Yil Ll or tame j 
Til e looks aml ges tures of t heir g1·iefs a nil fears 
Have all arti culation in l1i s r :irs ; 
H e s pells th em true by in tuition's light, 
And needs 110 g los.sary to se t him rig l1t. 

This truth premi sed was need ful a3 a text, 
To win due credence to what foll ows n ext. 

Awhile they mu sctl; s11 rr cy :11 g every face, 
Thon had st supposed tl1 em or superior race ; 
Tli cir peri,vigs of wool an Ll ft.:a rs co111Lincd, 
Stamped on each co:; u w 11 ::11u:e such marks of min (], 
That sage th e~- secrntd , as lawy,:r:; o' er n doubt, 
'Which, pu zz li ng long, at last tii ey puzz le out; 
Or acaderni c tu tors, t c:a t.: liin ~ you t l1s, 
Snro ne' er to \\'ant th em, rn atlir malic truths ; 
'\Vlien thus a mutton s t ,1tc li er tl 1a n th e res t, 
A mm, the ewes und \\' l: tli ers sad adJressed: 
"FrienJs ! \\" C ha \· e lived too long. I never h ear.l 
Sounds sn ch as th ese, so \\'O rth y t o be feared. 
Could I believ e, tl1at wi nds for ngcs peut 
In earth's dark wom b k 1.\·e fo und at last a vent. 
Au ll from th eir pri ~o n- honsc bclo,r arise, , 
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With all these hideous ho1dings to the skies, 
I could be much composcJ, nor should appear, 
For such a cause, to fe el tL o slightes t fear. 
Yoursclrns have seen, what tim e th o thunders rolled 
All night, m e rest ing cp1ict in tho fold. 
Or heard we that trernc11dons bray alone, 
I conld expound the m elancholy ton e ; 
Should deem it by our o!J companion made, 
The ass ; for he, we know, has lately strayed, 
And, being los t, perhaps, anJ wandering wide, 
Might be supposed to clamour for a guide. 
But ah I those clrcaL!ful yell s wlw.t son! can hear, 
That owns a carcass, a nd not quak e for fear? 
D emons pro llu ce th em donbtl css, brazcn-cla11·cJ, 
And fanged with b rass tli e d emons arc abroad ; 
I hold it th erefore wi sest a11d most Jit 
Tli ct t, li fe to sa 1·c, we lea[' illlo tlic pi t." 

Hirn a11 swcrcd th ic 11 l1i s lo1·i11 g 111atc a nd trne, 
But m ore di screet tl1an lt P, a Camb ri a n ewe. 

"How? J,,ar , into tl1 c pie ou r life to save 1 
'l'o savo our lit ·e leap a ll i11t o tl1 e gravo 1 
For can we find it less? Cnntem pla tc firs t 
'J'lte d epth ho\\" all'ful ! fallin g th ere, we burst: 
Or should th e l.Jrarnhles interposed our fa ll 
In part abate, tha t liappiuess \\'e re small; 
For with a race like th eirs n o cha nce I seo 
Of peace or case to creat ures clatl as \\'C. 

Meanti111e, noise kill s not. Be i t Da pple's bray, 
Or be it n ot, or be it wl10:-;c it may, 
And rn ~h t ho , e other so unds, that seem by tongues 
Of d emons u ttcreJ, from wl,atevcr l u ngs, 
Sounds arc but sounds, a nd, till th e ca u~o appear, 
·we lrn.ve at leas t commodious s ta11Ji11g h ero. 
Como fi end, come fury, g iant , mon.-; t cr, blast 
From earth or hell, ll' e can but plunge at h, t." 
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Whil e thus she spake, I fainter heard the peals, 
For Reyn ard, close at tend ed a t his heels 
By panting dog, tired man, and spattered h orse, 
Through m ere good for tune, took a d ifferent course . 
Th o flock grew calm again, a 1H.l I, t ho road 
Following that lctl me to my own abollc, 
Much wontler'<l that the sill y sheep had found 
Such cause of t erro r in an empty sound, 
So sweet to huntsman, gen tleman, and hound. 

ll!Oll AL. 

o cwarc of desperate st eps. The darkes t day, 
Live till to-morro w, will h :ffc passed away. 

ON THE RECEIPT OF MY MOT IIER'S PICTURE, 
OUT OF S ORFOLK, 

TIIE GIFT OF l\IY COUSI N, AK~E TIODIIAM. 

0 THAT th ose lips hall language ! Li fe has passed 
With me but ro ughl y since I hcan l t hee las t. 

Those lips are t hin e-thy c.)\\' 11 sweet smile I sec, 
Th e same that oft in child hood sobccd me; 
Voice only fail s, else how tl ist iuct t hey say, 
"Grieve not, my ch il d, ch ase a ll thy fea rs a1rny 
The meek intel ligence of t hose Lh-ar eyes 
(Blcst be th e a rt t l1at ca u in1mor talise, 
The art th at La ll1 c.:s Time's tpa11n ic claim 
To qu ench it !) li crc shin es ou JUe st ill the same_ 

Faithful reruem b rance r of one so dear, 
0 welco me gnc~t, though Hn expcc tcLl hero! 
\Vho bids me hono ur with an art. less song, 
Affec tionat e, a moth er lost so long, 
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I will obey, not willingly alone, 
But gladly, as the precept were her own ; 
And, wbile that face renews my filial grief, 
Fancy shall weave u charm for my relief, 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A m omentary drea m, that thou art she. 

My mother! wh en I learnt that thou wast dcacl, 
Say, wast thou con scious of the tears I shed t 
Hovered thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son, 
Wretch even th en, life' s journey just begun t 
Perhaps thou gav's t me, though unfelt, a kiss; 
P erhaps a t ear, if souls can weep in bfos-
Ah, that maternal smile !-it an swers-Yes. 
I heard the bc]l tollctl on thy burial cla y, 
I sa,, th e h earse th a t bore th ee slow away, 
And, turnin g from my n ursery ,r iml oll', tlrcw 
A long, long sigh, and wept a las t adi eu! 
But was it such ?-It was.-Whcre thou art g one, 
Adieus and far e,r cll s a rc a sound unl,nown. 
May I but meet t hee on th at peaceful shore, 
The parting wo rd shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, grie,·c, l th crn selves at my concern, 
Oft gave me pro mi se of thy quick return; 
What :i rJ cntly I wi sh ed, I long believed, 
AnJ, di stl. ppointccl still, was s till llece ived; 
By expecta tion every c.la y beg uil ed, 
Dupe of to- morrow even from a cl1ild. 
Thus m any a sad to -morrow came and went, 
Till, all my ,: tock of i1 1fa11t sorrows spent, 
I lea rnt a t las t snbn,i ss ion to my le t, 
But th ough I less de}'loreJ th ee, ne'er forgot. 

\\'h ere on,:c we dwelt our name is h eard no more,.,. 
Oliildreu ll ot tl 1i1 1e ha ve trod my nnrse ry fl oor; 

~ The rectory a t G rcat l h- rkh ampstead, wh ere he was h,, rn, 
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And where the gardener Robin, day by day, 
Drew me to school along the public way, 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapped 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet rapped, 
'Tis now become a hi sto ry little know11, 
That once we called the pastoral house our own. 
Short-lived possession ! But the record fair, 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 
Still outlives many a storm, that bas effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced . 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly laid ; 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 
The biscuit or confectionary plnm; 
The fragrant waters on my checks bes towed 
By thy own hand, till fn!sh they sh one anJ glowed: 
All thi s, aml more end ea ring still than all, 
Thy constant fl ow of love, th:1t knew no fall, 
Ne'er roughened by tho.oc c:itaracts a11d breaks, 
That humour interposed too oftrn makes; 
All this still legible in memory's page, 
And still to be so to my la tes t age, 
Adds joy to dnty, makes me glad to pay 
Sn ch honours to th ee as my numbers may ; 
P erhaps a frail memorial, but sincere, 
Not scorn eel in h eaven, thou gh little noticed he-re. 

Could Time, hi s fli _1.d1t renrsccl, restore the hours, 
Wh en, playing with thy vestmc's tissued flowers, 
Th e violet, the pi11k, and j c;,, arnin c, 
I pricked them in to p:ipcr with a pin 
(And thou wast lrn1 1pier than myself the wl1ile, 
·wouldst softly sprak, and st roke my head, and cmile), 
Could those few pl easant rb.ys again appear, 
Might one ,vish bring th em, woulcl I ,,ish th em here~ 
I woul,l not trust my h eart ;-the clear delight 

a-14-a 
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Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might.­
But no-what here we call our life is smch, 
So little to be loved, and thou so much, 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

'l'i1ou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean crossed), 
Shoots into port at some well-havened isle, 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smil e, 
There sits r1uicsccnt on tho J! oocls, th at show 
H er beauteous form reflected clear below, 
"\Vhilo airs im prcgnatcrl with incense pby 
Around. her, fanning light her streamers gay; 
So thou, wi th sails how swift! hast reached the shore, 
" ·wh ere t em pests never beat nor billows roar;" 
And thy loveJ. consor t on the dangeruns tiJ.o 
Of life loug since has aHchorcd by thy sitlo. 
But me, scarce hoping to attain th a t rest, 
Always from port withheld, always distressed-
Mc howling blas ts drive devious, tempest-tossed, 
Sails ripped, se:i.rns opening wide, and compass lost, 
AnJ. day by day some currrnt's thwar ting force 
Sets me more Jistant from a prosperous course. 
Yet 0, the thought that thou art safe, and he I 
That thought is joy, arri\·e what may to me. 
My boast is not that I deJuco my birth 
From loins enthroned, anJ rulers of th e earth; 
But higher far my proud preteusiolls rise­
The son of parents passed into the skies. 
And now, farewell !-Time uu revoketl has run 
His wontetl course, yet what I wished is done. 
By contempla tion's help, not sought in vaiu, 
I seem to have lived. my ch i!JhooJ o'er again ; 
To have renewed th o ,ioys that once were mine, 
·without th e sin of violatin g thine. 
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And while the wings of Fancy still arc free, 
And I can view this mimic form of thee, 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft­
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left. 

HYMN 

2TT 

Fon TITE USE OF TIIE SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLX EV. 

HEAR, Lord, the song of praise aml pray'r, 
In Heaven Thy dwelling-place, 

From infants made the pnblic care, 
And taught to seek Thy face! 

Thanks for Tliy Worll :rn,l for Thy Day; 
.A.nu grant us, ,,·e implore, 

Never to was te in siuful play 
Thy holy SaLLaths more. 

Thnnks that we li ear-but oh! impn1t 
To each desires sincere, 

That we may listen with om heart, 
And karn as well as li c::i r. 

For if min tli ou~hts the minLl en un "O 
Of elder far t17an wr, " 

0 

-what hope th at at our heedl ess o.rrc 
Our mi lids shoul ll e' er be free ?° 

Much hope, if Thou our spirits take 
Under Thy gra cious s1Yay, 

Who can st the wisest wiser mal-: c, 
And b:,bcs ns ·wise as th ey. 
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Wisdom and bliss Thy Word bestows, 
A sun that ne'er declines ; 

And be Thy mercies show'r'd on those 
Who placed is where it shines. 

ANECDOTE OF HOMER. 

Certain potterg, while they wore busied in baking their ware, 
seeing H omer a t a small dist.ance, and having h eard much saicl 
of bis wisdom, called to him, and promised him a present of 
their commodity, a nd of snch other things a,.q they could a!Iorcl, 
if lie would si ng to them, wh en h e sang n.s follows :-

PA Y me my pr ice, Potters ! and I will sing. 
Attend, 0 Pallas ! and with li fte d arm 

Protec t th eir oven; let th e cups and all 
The sacred vc:osels blacken well, arnl baked 
·with goOll success, yield th em both fa ir renown 
And profit, wheth er in the market sold 
Or stree t, and let no stri fe ensue between us. 
But, oh ye Potters! if' wit h sham eless front 
Ye falsify your prom ise, th en I leave 
No mischief nn invok c1l t' avenge the wrong. 
Come, Sy n trips, Smaragns, Sabactcs , come, 
And Asbetns, nor let yonr <lires t clrcad 
0 111otlamus, delay l Fire SP ize your house, 
May neither house nor ves tibule escape; 
May ye lament to sec con fnsion mar 
And mingle th e wh ol e labour of your hands, 
And may a souml ftll all your ovens, such 
As of a horse g rindin g his provender, 
·while all your pots an rl flagons boun ce within. 
Come h ither, also, daughter of the sun, 
Circe, the sorceress, and with thy drugs ! ____________________ _ 
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Poison themselves, and all that they have made I 
Come also, Chiron, with thy num'rous troop 
Of Centaurs, as well those who died beneath 
'l'he club of Hercules, as who escaped, 
And stamp their crockery to dust; down fall 
Their chimney ; let them see it with their eyes 
And bowl to see the ruin of their art, 
While I rejoice ; and if a potter stoop 
To peep into bis furnace, may the fire 
Flash in bis face and scorch it, that all men 
Observe, thenceforth, equity and good faith. 

THE FOUR AGES. 

TIIl.IEF FRAGIIIE:--T OF A::-- EXTE~SIVP. PllO.JECTED POE~t. 

" I COULD be well content, allow'd the use 
Of past experience, and tho wisdom glean'd 

From worn -o ut folli es, now acknowledged such, 
To recommence life's trial, in the hope 
Of fower errors, on a second proof ! " 

Thus, wl1ilc grey (;V 'ning lull'tl th e wind, and eall'd 
Fresh odours from t!1e shrubb'ry at my side, 
Taking my lon ely winding walk, I mused, 
And held accustom'd conference with my heart; 
When from within it thus a voice replied. 

" _Coulclst thou in truth? and art thon taught at 
length 

This wisdom, and but this, from all the past Y 
Is not tbe pardon of thy long arrear, 
Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 

t.___ ______________________ _ 
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Of ta1ents, judgments, mercies, better far 
Than opportunity vouch safed to err 
·with less excuse, aud haply, worse effect 1" 

I heard, and acquiesced : then to and fro 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck, 
My grav'lly bounds, from self to human-kind 
I pass'd, and next considor'd-who.t is man 1 

Knows he bis origin 1 can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date 1 
Slept he in Adam 1 and in those from him 
Through num'rous generations, till be found 
At length his des tin ed moment to be born 1 
Or was he not, till fashion'd in tho womb 1 [toil'd 
Deep mys t'ri es both ! which schoolmen much havQ 
To unriddl e, and Lave left tltem myst'ries still. 

It is an evil incid ent to man, 
And of th e \\'Ol'St, that un explored be leaves 
Truths use ful and attainable with ease, 
To search forbidd en deeps, where myst'ry lies 
Not to be solved, and uscl rss, if it might. 
Myst'rics are food for angels ; they diges t 
With ease, and find them nutriment; but man, 
While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
His manna from the ground, or starve, and die. 

THE JUDGMENT OF THE POETS. 

T wo nym phs, both nearly of an age, 
Of numerous charms possess'd, 

A warm dispute once chanced to wage, 
Whose temper was the best. 
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The worth of each had been complete, 
Had both alike been mild : 

But one, although her smile was sweet, 
Frown'd oft'ner than she smiled. 

And in hor humour, when she frown'll, 
Would raise her voice and roar, 

And shake with fury to tho ground 
The garland that sho wore. 

Tho other was of gentler cast, 
From all such frenzy clear, 

Her frowns were seldom known to last, 
And never proved severe. 

To poets of renown in song 
'The nymphs refcrr'd the cause, 

\\'ho, strange ~o tell, all judged it wrong, 
And gave nnsplaced applause. 

They gentle call'd, and kind and soft, 
The flippant and the scold, 

And though she changed her mood so oft, 
That failing left untold. 

No judges, sure, were e'er so mad, 
Or so resolved to err-

In short, tho charms her sister had 
They lavish'd all on her. 

Then thus the God whom fondly they 
Their great Inspirer call, 

"\Vas heard, one genial summer's day, 
To reprimand them all. 
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"Since thus ye have combined," he said, 
"l\Iy fav'rite nymph to slight, 

Adorning May, that peevish maid, 
With June's undoubted right, 

"The minx shall, for your folly's sake, 
Still prove herself a shrew, ' 

Shall make your scribbling fin¥era ache, 
And pinch your noses blue.' 

THE RETIRED CAT. 

A I'OET'S cat, sedate and grave 
As 1>oct well could wish to have, 

Was much :-Hldicted to inquire 
For Hooks to which sh e 10ight retire, 
And ,vh erc, secure as mou se in chink, 
She might repose, or sit and think. 
I know not where she caught the trick­
N utmc perhaps herse lf had cast her 
In such a mould r11rL0s 01•11JQUE, 

Or else she learn'd it of her master. 
Sometim es ascending, dcbun11air, 
An apple-tree, or lofty pear, 
Lodg'd with convenience in the fork, 
She watch'd tho gard'ner ut his work; 1 

Sometimes her ease and solace sought 1 

•ro seem some nymph in lier sedan, 
.Apparell'd in exactes t sort, 
Aud ready to be borne to court. 

In an old empty wat'ring pot, J 
There wanting 11othing, save a fan, 

·--
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But love of change it seems has place, 
Not only in our wiser race, 
Cats also feel, as wdl as we, 
'l'bat passion's force, o.ntl so did she. 
Her climbing, sho began to find, 
Ex:pos'd her too much to the wind, 
And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She therefore wish'd instead of those 
Some place of more serene repose, 
Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton with her hair, 
And sought it in the likeliest moue 
Within her master's snug abode. 

A draw'r, it chanc'tl, at bottom lined 
With linen of tho softest kind, 
\Vith such n.s merchants introduce 
From Inuia, for the hdics' use, 
A draw'r impending o'er the res t, 
Half opeu iu the toprn ost chest, 
Of depth enough, and 11 ouo to spare, 
Inviteu her to slumber th em ; 
Puss, with delight beyonu expression, 
Surveyed the scene anu took possession. 
R ecumbent at her ease ere long, 
And lull'd by her own humdrum song, 
Sho left the cares of lifo bchiuu, 
And slept as she would sleep her last; 
When in came, housewi fely inclined, 
The chambermaiu, and shut it fa.st, 
By no malignity impell'd, 
But all unconscious whom it held. 

Awaken'd by the shock, (cried puss) 
"Was ever cat attended thus I 
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The open drawer was loft, I see, 
Merely to prove a nest for mo, 
For soon as I was well composed 
Then came the maid and it was closed, 
How smooth these 'kerchiefs and how sweet I 
Oh what a delicate retreat I 
I will resign myself to rest 
Till Sol, declining in the west, 
Shall call to supper, when, no doubt, 
Susan will come and let me out." 

The evening ca1110, the sun descemled, 
And puss remained still unattended. 
The night roll'<l tardily away 
(With her indeed, 'twas never day), 
The sprightly morn her eoursA renew'd, 
The evening grey again ensuecl, 
.A.ml pnss came into mind no more 
Than if en tom b'cl the day before. 
With hunger pinch'cl, and pinch'd for room, 
She now presaged approaching doom, 
Nor slept a single wink, or purr'd, 
Conscious of jeopardy incurr' d. 

That night, by chance, the poet watching 
Heard an inexplicable scratching; 
His noble heart went pit-a-pat, 
.And to himself he said-" What's that 1" 
He drew the curtain at his side, 
And forth be pecp'd, but nothing spied ; 
""Jet, by his ear directed, guess'd 
Something imprirnn'd in the chest, 
.And doubtful what, with prudent care, 
Resolv'd it should continue there. 
At length, a voice which well he knew, 



YARDLEY OAK. 

.A. long and melancholy mew, 
Saluting his poetic cars, 
Consoled him and dispell'd his fear::;; 
He left his bed, he trod the floor, 
He 'gan in haste the draw'rs explore, 
The lowest first, and without stop 
Tlie rest in order to the top. 
For 'tis a truth well-known to most, 
That whatsoever thing is lost, 
Wo seok it, ere it come to light, 
In ev'ry cranny but the right. 
Forth skipp'd the cat, not now replete 
.As erst with airy self-conceit, 
Nor in her own foud apprehension 
A theme for all the worltl's attention; 
But modest, soher, cur'd of all 
H er notions hyperbolical, 
And wisbing for a place of rest 
Anything rather than a chest. 
Then stepp'd the poet into bed 
With this reflection in his head. 

YARD LEY OAK. 
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SURVIVOR sole, and hardly such, of all 
That once liv'd here, thy brethren, at my 

birth 
(Since which I number threescore winters past), 
A shatter'd vet'ran, hollow-trunk'd perhaps, 
As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 
Relics of nges ! could a mind, imbued 
With truth from Heaven, created thing adore, 
I might with reverence kneel, and worship thee. 

l 
I 
I 

I 
I 

I 
I 
\ 
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It seems idolatry with some excuse, 
.. When our forefather Druids in th eir oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpurifiod by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine, 
Lov'd not the light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickeat shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled. 

By thee I might correct, erroneous oft, 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded fa cts 
Recov'ring, and misstated settinrr right­
Desp'rute attempt, till trees shai1 speak again ! 

Time made thee what thou '\Tast, king of th e woods ; 
And Time bath made thee what thou art-a cave 
For owls to roost in. On ce thy spreading boughs 
O'erhung the champai~n; and the num'rous flocks 
That grazed it, stood beneath that alllple cope 
Uncrowcled, yet safc .. shelter'J. from the storm. 
No flo ck frequents th ee now. Thou hast outlived 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee a'IThile) a thing 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy youth. 

·while thus through all the stages thou hast pusb'cl 
Of treesbip-first a seedling, hid in grass : 
Then twig ; th en sapling; and, as cent'ry roll'J 
Slow after century, a giant-bulk 
Of gi rth enormous, with moss-cushion'd root 
Upheaved above the soil, and sides emboss'cl 
With prominent wens globose-till at th e last 
The rottenness, which time is charged to inllict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witness'd of mutability in all 
That we account most durable belo\Y I 
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Change is the diet on which we subsist, 
Created changeable, and change at last 
Destroys th em. Ski es uncertain now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and tho sol::ir beam 
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Now riucnching in a boundless sea of clouds­
Calm and alternate storm, moisture and dronght, 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
Ju all that live, plant, animal, and man, 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature' s threads, 
Fine passing thought e'en in h er coarsest works, 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain, 
The force that agitate~, not nnimpair'd; 
But, worn by frequent impul se, to the cause 
Of th eir bes t tone th eir di ssolntion owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing still 
Tlic gre:1t and littl e or thy lot, thy gro wth 
From alm os t 11ullity into a state 
Of matchless grall(] cur, :rnd clecknsion th ence, 
Slow, in to such rna g11 ificent Llccay. 
Tim e was, when, settling 011 thy leaf, a fly 
Couhl shak e th c- c to thy root-and time has been 
When t crn1 ies ts could not. At thy firmest age 
Thon ha(Lt within thy bole rnl id contents, 
That might have ribb\l th e silks and plank'J the 

deck 
Of some flagg'd admiral; and tortuous arm s, 
Th e shipwri ,~!tt's rhrling treasure, didst present 
To the four-quartcr'd winds, robust a111l bold, 
,rarp'd into tough kn ee-timber, many a load ! 
I3ut th e axe sparcLl the<:. In th ose thrifti er days 
Oal;:s fell not , hewn by thousand s to supply 
Th e bottoml c"s demands 0f contes t, waged 
for senatorial honours. Thus to time 
The task ,ras lclt t o whittle thee away 
With his sly scyth e, whose evor nibbling edge, 



222 YARDLEY OAK. 

Noiseless, :rn atom, and an atom more, 
Disjoining from the res t, has, unobscrvc?-, 
Achieved a labour, which had far and wide, 
Bv man pcrform 'cl, made all the forest ring. 

' Embowcll'd now, and of thy ancient self 
Posscssinrr naurrht but the scoop'd rind, that sccm'd 
A hucre tl~ro:-it ~allin" to the clouds for drink, 
Wl1iel1 it ,rnuld give'"'in rivulets to thy root, 
Thon t emptcst none, but rath er much forbidd'st 
The fell er' s toil, which thou conld'st ill requite, 
Yet is thy root sincere, sound a~ the rock, 
A quarry of stout spurs, and knotted fan gs, 
·which, crook'd into a thou sa11rl whimsies, clasp 
Th r, s tnbbnrn sn il, and hold th c?c s till erect. 

So stands a kingdo m whose foundation yet 
F ails n ot, in vi rt ue nnd in wisdom laid. 
Thoug h :ill th e s11rr rst rndnrc, by the tooth 
Pulverised of vennli tr , a shell 
Stand s now, and sc ml,lance only of itself l 

Thin e nrm s h ave left thee. ·winds l1ave rent 
th em off 

Long since, th e ro1·ers of the fores t wild, [l eft 
'With Low and shaft, have bnrnt them Some have 
A splinter\! stump, bleach'd to a sno1ry ll'hitc ; 
And snm c, rn cmori ::1' non e wh ere once th ey "!'CW. 

Bnt li fe s Lill lingers in t l,er, a uJ puts forth,-, 
Proof not contcmptil,l c of what slie can, 
E_ven where dea t h pr~ilo rnin ate.s. Tl1 c sp ring 
Frnd s th ee n ot less ah ve to her swee t force 
Th an yoEr!cr upsbr ts or the 11 ciali b' rin a w'oocl 
So mu ch thy juniors, wh o t h eir birth r~ce ivcd' 
H alf a. mill enninm si nce th e elate of thin e. 

But since, alt_h?ug h well qnali fbl Ly age 
To t each, no spu 1t dwells in th ee, nor voice 
Ma:v be cx pcd cd from t l1 cc, seated here 
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On thy distorted root, with hearers none, 
Or prompter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matter as I may. 

One man alone, the father of us all, 
Drew not his life from woman : never gazed, 
"\Vith mute unconsciousness of what ho saw, 
On all around him; learn 'd not by degrees, 
Nor owed articubtion to his ca r; 
Dut, mould ed by his Maker into man, 
At once upstood intelligent, sur\'ey'tl 
All creatures, with precision understood 
Their pmport, usrs , properties, assign 'd 
To each his name signifi c:mt, ancl, till'd 
"With love allll \l'istlom, renller'd back to IIcav'n 
In praise harmonio~1s the firs t air he drew. 
11 c was excused the penalties of dull 
:Minority. No tutor charg(;d hi s hand 
""ith th e thought-tracing q11ill, or tasked his mind 
With problems. History, uot mmted yet, 
Lean'd on her elbow ,,·atchiug Time, whose conrse, 
Eventful, should supply her witli a. th eme. 

ON A PLANT OF VIRGIN'S-BOWER, 

DESIGXED TO COVER A GAP.DEN-SF.AT. 

T HRIVE, gentle plant! and TI" eave a bow'r 
For llfary and fo r u1e, 

And deck with many a splcncfol flow'r 
Thy foliage large and free. 

Th ou cam'st from Eartharn, an r1 wilt shndo 
(If truly I d ivin e) 
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Some future dav th' illust rious h ead 
Of him who made thee mine. 

Should Daphne sh ow a j ralous frown, 
And Envy seize th e bay, 

Affirming none so fit t o crown 
Such honour'd bro ws as t h ey, 

Thy cause with zeal we shall defend, 
And with convincing pow'r; 

For why sh ould not th e Vir9in's Friend 
Be crown'd with Virgins Bow'r 1 

AN EPITAPH. 170 2. 

H ER E lies on e who n e\·c r d rew 
Blo01 l himself, yet ma ny slew; 

Gave th e gun i ts a im , and fig ure 
Made in field, yet n e'er pul led trigger; 
Arm el] lll Cll h ave g ladly made 
Him tlwir ~ni clc , an d him obey'd; 
At his sign ified desire, 
W ould nllvan cc, pr<'sent, and fire­
Stout h e , rns , and large of limb, 
Scores h a \·e fl ed in spite of him: 
And to all thi s fa me h e rose 
Only foll ow ing hi s nose. 
N cptune was he rall' ti ; n ot b e 
·who con trols t he hoist ' rous sea, 
But of happie r corn man d, 
N ept un e of the fnrrow\l lan d ; 
An d, you r wonder va in to sh ort en, 
Pointu to Sir John Throckmorton. 
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TO l\lY COUSIN, ANNE BODHA:.\f, 

OX REC.:EIYI~G FR0:\1 IIER A ~ETWOnK PURSE, MADB IlY 

IIEHSELF, MAY 4, 1793. 

My gentle Anne, whom hrretofore, 
·wh en I was young, nncl thou no more 

Than plaything for n nurse, 
I dan cccl aml fondled on my knee, 
A ki t trn both in size and glee, 

I thank thee for my purse. 

Gold pays the worth of all things here ; 
But not of lo,·e :-that gem's too dear 

For ri chest rogues to win it ; 
I, therefore, as n proof of love, 
E strem thy prcsC'nt far above 

The best things kept within it. 

TO MRS. UNWIN. 

MARY ! I want a lyre with other string:i, 
Such nicl from Hcav' n as some have feign'd th ey 

drew, 
An elof]uencc scarce gi,cn to mortals, new 

An<l und cbase<l by praise of lll t'aner things, 
That ere through ngc or "oe I shed my wings, 
I may record thy worth with hononr due, 
In verse as musical as thou nrt trn e, 
And that imm ortali ses whom it si nrrs. 
But thou lrnst little nr.cd. Th ere i; a book 

By Seraphs writ with beams of h eavenly light., 
a-15-a 
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On which the eyes of God not rarely look, 
A chronicle of actions jmt and bright; 

There all thy deeds, my faithful Mary, shine, 
And, sinco thou own'st that praise, I spare thee mine . 

.A. TALE. 

IN Scotland's realm, where trees are few, 
Nor even shrubs abouncl ; 

But where, however bleak the view, 
Some better things are found; 

For husband there and wife may boast 
Th eir union undefiled, 

And false ones are as rare almost 
As hedge-rows in the wild ; 

In Scotland's realm, forlorn and bare, 
Th e hist'ry chanced of late­

This liist'ry of a wedded pair, 
A chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 
·with genial in stinct fill'd: 

They p:i ir'tl, ancl would have built a nes t, 
But fou nd not where to lrnilJ. 

The h raths uncovcr'd and the moors, 
Exccr,t with snow and sleet, 

Rca-licatrn rocks and naked shores, 
Could yield them no retreat. 



A TALE. 

Long time a breeding-place they sought, 
Till both grow nx'd and tired; 

At length a ship arriving brought 
The good so long ucsired_ 

A ship ?-could such a restl ess thing 
Afford them pbce of rest? 

Or was the merchant charged to bring 
The homeless bird s a nest 1 

Hnsh-silcnt hea rers profit most­
This racer of the sea 

Proved kinder to them than the coast, 
It se rved them with a tree. 

But such a tree ! 't,;,as shaven deal, 
The tree they call a mast, 

And h ad a hollow with n wheel 
Through which the tackle pass'd. 

·within that cavity aloft 
Th eir roofless home they fixed, 

Form'd with mrrterials neat and soft, 
Bents, wool, and feathers rnixt. 

Four iv'ry eggs soon pave its floor, 
·with russe t specks bcd ight­

The vessel weighs, fo r:iakes the shore, 
And lessens to the sight. 

The moth er-bird is gone to sea, 
As she had changeJ. her kind 

But goes th e mal e 1 Far wiser, he 
Is doubtless left behind T 
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No-Soon as from the shore he saw 
The winged man sion move, 

He fl ew to reach it, by tho law 
Of never-failing love. 

Then perching nt his consort's side, 
"\Vas briskly borne along, 

Tho billows and tho blast defied , 
And chee r'd h er with a so11g. 

The seaman with sincere delight 
His feather'd shipmates eyes, 

Scarce less exulting in the sight 
Than when he tows a prize. 

For senmen much believe in signs, 
And from a chance so new 

Each some approaching good divines, 
.A.ml may his hopes be true ! 

Hail, horiour'd land ! a desert where 
Not oven birds can hide, 

Yet parent of this loving pair 
Whom nothing could divide. 

And ye who, rather than resign 
Your matrimonial plan, 

Were not afraid to ploug h the brine 
In company with man . 

For whose lean country much disdain 
We English often show, 

Yet from a richer nothing gain 
Dut wantonness and woe ; 
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Bo it your fortune, year by year, 
Tho same resource to prove, 

And may ye, sometimes landing here, 
Instruct us how to love I 
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ON A SPANIEL CALLED "BEAU" .E:ILLING 
A YOUNG BIRD. 

A Spaniel, Bea n, that fares like you, 
Well-fotl, and at his case, 

Should wiser Le than to pursue 
Each trifle that he sees. 

13ut yon lmvc kill'd a tiny bird, 
Whic11 flew not till to-Jay, 

Against my ortlcrs, whom you heard 
ForbiJLling you the prc:y. 

Nor did you kill that you might cat, 
And case a doggish pain, 

For him, thouglt cl1ased with furious h eat , 
You left whern he wa:; slain. 

Nor was h e of the thievi sh so rt, 
Or one wliom LlooJ allures, 

J:ut innocen t was all his sport 
Whom you have torn for yoms. 

l\Iy dog, what remedy remains 
Since, t each you all I can, ' 

I see you, after all my pain .-;, 
So much re3e lllble Man 1 
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BEAU'S REPLY. 

SIR, when I flew to seize the bird, 
In spite of your eommancl, 

A. louder voice than yours I heard, 
And harder to withstand. 

You cried-forbear-but in my breast 
A mightier cried-proceeu-

'Twas Nature, Sir, whose strong behest 
Impcll'd mo to the deed. 

Yet much as Nature I respect, 
I ventured once to break 

(As yon perhaps may recollect) 
H er precept for your sake; 

And wh en your linnet on a day, 
Pass ing bis prison door, 

Hau fluttered all his strength away, 
And panting presseu the floor, 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 
Not destined to my tooth, 

I only kiss'd his ruflled wing, 
And lick'd the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 
My disobedience now, 

Nor some reproof yourself refuse 
From your aggrieved Bow-wow. 

If killing birds be such a crime 
(Wliich I can hardly see ), 

What think you, Sir, of killing time 
With verse addressed to mo Y 



TO .MARY. 

TO MARY. 

T HE twentiet l1 year is well nigh past, 
Sinco first our sky was overc;1st, 

Ah, would that this might be the last ! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I sco theo daily weaker grow-

l\Iy l\Iary ! 

'Twas my distress that bro ught thee low, 
;,Iy l\fory ! 

Thy needles, once a sh ining store, 
For my sake restless h eretofore, 
Now rust disu!:led, and shino 110 more, 

;,ly ;,fary ! 

For though thou glauly woulu st fulfil 
The same kind oflice fo r me st ill, 
Thy sight now secouds not thy will, 

1ily 1ifary ! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's par t, 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this h eart, 

l\Iy Mary ! 

Thy intlist in ct expressions ,ee m 
Liko language u tter'd in a dream: 
Yet me they charm, whate'cr th e th eme, 

My Mary! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn brioht, 
Are still more love ly in my sight 

0 

Than gohlen beams of orieut light, 
My Mary r 

231 



232 1HE FAITHFUL BIRD. 

For could I view nor them nor thee, 
·what sight worth seeing could I sec 1 
The suu would rise in vain for me, 

111:y i\lary I 

Partakers of thy sad decline, 
Thy hands their little force resign; 
Yet gently prest, press gently mine, 

lily l\fary I 

Such feeblen ess of Jim Ls thou prov'st, 
That now at e\·ery s tep thou rnov'st 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lov'st, 

.My Mary! 

And still to love, though prest with ill, 
Iii wintry age to fe el 110 chill, 
·wi th me is to be lonly s till, 

l'lly Mary I 

13ut ah, Ly co11stant heed I know, 
How of't the sadness that I sho\',, 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of ,roe, 

.My Mary! 

And should my future lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
'l'Ly worn-out heart will break at last, 

.My Mary I 

THE FAITHFUL 13IRD. 

T HE grce11housc is my summer seat ; 
M.y sluuus displaced from that retreat 
Enjoyed the open air; 
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Two go!Jfinchcs, whose sprightly song 
Had been their mutual solace long, 

Lived happy prisoners there. 

They sang as blithe as finches sing 
That flutter loose on golJen wing, 

And frolic where th ey list; 
Strangers t o liberty, 'tis true, 
But that delight t hey ne\"er knew, 

And therefore n c\·er missed. 

13ut Katnrc works in every breast, 
·with force not ea~ ily supprcss'd; 

And Dick felt so me desires, 
That, afte r many an effort vain, 
Instrnctcd him at length to gain 

A pass lietwccn hi s wires. 

The open windows sccm'd t' invite 
Th e freeman to a farewell flight : 

Bnt Tom was still coniiued ; 
And Dick, although his way was clear, 
1Yas much too generous and since re 

To leave his friend behind, 

So settling on his cage, by play, 
Aud chirp, and kiss, he seemed to say, 

You ·must not live alone ;-
Nor would he quit that chosen stand 
Till I, with s low aml cautious hand, 

R eturned him to his own. 

0 ye, who never taste the .ioys 
Of Friendship, satisfied with noise, 

Faudan/!o, Lall, an d rout ! 
Blush when I t ell you how a binl 
A prison with a fri end prefe rred 

To liberty without. 
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THE POPLAR FIELD. 

T HE poplars arc felled; farewell to th e shade, 
.And the whispering sound of tho cool colonnade I 

The winds play no longer anJ. sing in the leaves, 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their imago receives. 

Twelve years have elapsed since I first took a view 
Of my fav ourite field, and the bank whore they grew; 
And now in the grass behold they arc laid, 
And the tree is my scat that once lent mo a shade I 

The blackbird has fl ed to another retreat, 
·where th e hazels afford him a screen from the boat, 
.And tho scene wh ere his melody charmed mo before 
Resounds with his swee t.flowing ditty no more. 

1\Iy fugitive years arc all hasting away, 
.And I must cro long lie as lowly as they, 
With a turf on my breas t, and a s tone at my head, 
Ere another such g rove shall arise in its stead, 

'Tis a sight to engage me, if anything can, 
To muse on th e perishing pleasures of man ; 
Th ough his life be a dream, his enjoyments, I see, 
Have a being less durable even than he. 

ON THE HIGH PRICE OF FISH. 

COCOA-NUT naught, 
Fish too dear, 

None must be bought 
For us that aro here : 



VERSES. 

No lobster on earth, 
That over I saw, 

To me would be worth 
Sixpence a claw. 

So, dear Madam, wait 
'rill fish can be got 

At a reasonable rate, 
·whether lobster or not; 

Till the French and the Dutch 
Have quitted the seas, 

And then send as much 
And as oft as you plca.se. 
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VERSES PRI:N'l'ED BY HIMSELF, ON A FLOOD 
AT OLNEY, 12m AUGUST 178:2. 

T O watch the sto rms, and h ear tho sky 
Give a11 our almanacks the lie : 

To shake with cold, and see tho plains 
In autumn drowueJ with wintry raiIJs; 
'Tis thus I spend my moments 11erc, 
And wish myself a Dntch mynheer; 
I then shoult.l have no need of wit, 
For lumpish Hollanclcr unfit I 

Nor should I th en repine at mud, 
Or m eadows deluged with a flood; 
Hut in a bog live well conten t, 
Aml find it just my el ement: 
Should bo a clod, and not a man ; 
Nor wisli in vaiD for Sister .A.1111, 
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With charitable aid to drag 
:My mind out of its proper quag ; 
Should have the genius of a boor, 
And no ambition to have more. 

MARY AND JOHN. 

IF John marries Mary, and Mary alone, 
'Tis a very good match between Mary and Jolin. 

Should John wed a score, oh the claws and the scratches I 
It can't be a match :-'tis a bundle of matches. 

TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

DEAR PRESIDENT, whose art sublime 
Gives perpetuity to time, 

And bids transactions of a day, 
That fl ee tiug hours would "l>aft away 
To dark futurity, survive, 
And in unfading beauty live-
You cannot with a grace decline 
A. special mand ate of the Nine­
Yoursel f, whatever task you choose, 
So much inllcbtcJ to the hlusc. 

Thus say the sisterhood: "\Ve come­
Fix well your pall et 011 your thumb, 
Prepare the pencil aml the tints-
"\Ve co me to furni sh you with hints. 
French disappointments, British glory, 
i\Iu~t be the subject of the story. 
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First strike a curve, a graceful bow, 
Then slope it to a point below; 
Your outline easy, airy, light, 
Filled up becomes a paper kite. 
Let independence, sanguin e, horrid, 
Blaze like a meteor in the forehead : 
Beneath (but lay aside your graces) 
Draw six-and-twenty rueful faces, 
Each with a staring, steadfast eye, 
Fixed on his great and good ally. 
France flies the kite-'tis on the wing­
Britannia's lightning cuts the string. 
The wind that raised it, ere it ceases, 
J nst rends it into thirteen pi eces, 
Takes charge of every fluttering sheet, 
And lays them all at George's feet. 
Iberia, trembling from afar, 
Renounces th e confederate war; 
Her efforts aml her arts o'ercome, 
France calls her shattcr'd navies home. 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties she has torn ; 
Astonishment and awe profouml 
Are starnp'd upon t he nations round; 
Without one friend, above all foes, 
Britannia gives tho world repose. 

PAIRING TIM E ANTICIPATED 
A FA.TILE. 

I SHALL not ask J ean Jacques Rousseau 
If birds confabulate or no · 

'Tis clear that they were alway~ able 
To hold discourse, at least in fable ; 
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And even the child who knows no better 
Than to interpret by the letter, 
A story of a cock and bull, 
Must have a most uncommon skull. 

It chanced then on a winter's day, 
But warm and bright nnd calm as May, 
The birds conceiving a design 
To forestall sweet St. Valentine, 
In many an orchard, copse, and grove 
Assembled on affairs of love, 
And with much twitter and much chatter 
Began to agitate the matter. 
At length a Bullfinch, who could boast 
More years and wisdom than the most, 
Entreated, opening wide his beak, 
A moment's liberty to speak; 
And silence publicly enjoinrd, 
Delivered briefly thus his mind : 

"My friends ! be cautious how ye treat 
The subject upon which we meet ; 
I fear we shall have winter yet." 

A Finch, whose tongue knew no control, 
With golden wing and satin poll, 
A last year's bird, who ne'er had tried 
What marriage means, thus pert replied : 

"Methinks the gentleman," quoth she, 
"Opposite in the apple tree, 
By his good will would keep us single 
Till yonder heaven aud earth shall minrrle · 
Or (which is likelier to befall) "' ' 
Till death exterminate U!, all. 
I marry without more ado ; 
My dear Dick Redcap, what say you 1" 
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Dick heard, and tweedling, ogling, bridling, 
Turning short ronntl, strutting, and sideling, 
Attestetl, glad, his approbation 
Of an imm ediate conjugation. 
Th eir sentiments so well expressed, 
Influenced mig htily tho rest; 
All paired, and each pair built a nest. 

But though the birds were thus in haste, 
The leaves cam e on not quite so fast, 
And destiny, that sometimes bears 
An aspect stern on man's affairs, 
Not altocrether smiled on th eirs . 
The wind, of late breath ed gently forth, 
Now shifted eas t, and east by north ; 
Bare trees and shrubs but ill, you know, 
Could shelter them from rain or snow : 
Stepping into their nes ts, th ey paddled, 
Themselves were chilled, their eggs were addled ; 
Soon every father bird and moth er 
Grew quarrelsome, and pecked each other, 
Parted without the least regret, 
Except that they had ever met , 
And learned in future to be wiser 
Than to neglect a good advise r. 

MOl!AL. 

Misses I the tale that I rehte 
This lesson seems to carry­

Choose not alone a proper mate 
Dut proper time to marry. ' 
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EPITAPH ON A HARE. 

H ERE lies, whom hound did ne'er pursue, 
Nor swifter greyhound follow, 

·whose foot ne'er tainted morning dew, 
Nor ear heard huntsman's hal!oo. 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind, 
·who, nursed with tender care, 

And to domestic bounds confined, 
·was still a wilJ Jack hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took 
His pittance every night, 

He did it with a. jealous look, 
And, when he conhl, would bite. 

His diet was of wheaten bread, 
And milk, and oats, and straw ; 

Thistles, or lettuces instead, 
With sand to scour his maw. 

On hdgs of hawthorn he regaled, 
On pippin's russe t peel, 

And, wh en his juicy salads failed, 
Sliced carrot pleased him well. 

A Turkey carpet was his lawn, 
Whereon he loved to bound, 

To skip and gambol like a fawn, 
.And swing his rump around. 

His frisking was at evening hours, 
For then he lost his fear, 

But most before approaching showers, 
Or when a storm drew near. 



SONNET TO A YOUNG LADY 241 

Eight years and five round rolling moons 
He thus saw ste~l away, 

Dozing out all his iJle noons, 
And e\-ery night at play. 

] kept him for his humonr's sake, 
.For he would oft beguile 

.\ly heart of thoughts that made it ach e, 
And force me to a smile. 

But now beneath his walnut shade 
He fiuds his long last home, 

And waits, in snug concealment laid, 
Till gentler Puss shall com e. 

Ile, still more aged, feels the shorks 
From which no care can save, 

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

SONNET TO A YOUNG ~ADY ON HER 
BIRTHDAY. 

DEEM not, sweet rose, that bloom'st 'midst many 
a thorn, 

Thy frien<l, though to a cloister's shade consigned, 
Can e'er forget the charms h e left behind, 
Or pass unhee<led this auspiciOlrn morn I 
Jn happier days to brighter prospects born, 
Oh, tell thy thoughtless sex, U e virtuous minrl, 
Like thee, content in every state may find, 
Aud look on Folly's pageantry with scorn ; 

a-lG -a 
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To steer with nicest art betwixt the extreme 
Of idle mirth, and affectation coy; 
To blend good sense with elegance and ease ; 
To bid .Affliction's eye no longer stream; 
Is thine; best gift the unfailing source of joy, 
The guide to pleasures which can never cease I 

WRITTEN IN A QUARREL 

(TIIR DELIVERY OF IT PREVENTED BY A RECONCILIATIO~). 

T HINK, Delia, with what cruel haste 
Our fleeting pleasures move, 

Nor heedless thus in sorrow waste 
The moments due to love; 

I3e wise, my fair, and gently treat 
These few that are our friends; 

Think, thus abused, what sad regret 
Their speedy flight attends ! 

Sure in those eyes I loved so well, 
.And wished so long to see, 

Anger I thought could never dwell, 
Or anger aimed at me. 

No bold offence of mine I knew 
Should e'er provoke your hate ; 

And, early taught to think you true, 
Still hoped a gentler fate. 

With kindness bless the present hour1 

Or oh ! we meet in vain ! 
What can we do in absence more 

Than suffer and complain 1 
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Fated to i1ls beyond redress, 
'\Ve must endure our woe; 

The days allowed us to possess, 
'Tis madness to forego. 

THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE. 

W OULD my Delia know if I love, let her take 
My last thought at night and the first when 

wake· 
When my prayers ;nd best wishes preferred for her sake. 

Let her guess what I muse on, when rambling alone 
I stride o'er the stubble each day with my gun, 
Never ready to shoot till the covey is flown. 

Let her think what odd whimsies I have in my brain, 
·when I read one page over and over again, 
And Jiscover at last that I read it in vain. 

Let her say why so fixed and so steady my look, 
Without ever regarding the person who spoke, 
Still affecting to laugh, without hearing the joke. 

Or why when with pleasure her praises I hear 
(That sweetest of melody sure to my ear), 
I attend, and at once inattentive appear . 

.And lastly, when summoned to drink to my flame, 
Let her guess why I never once mention her name, 
Though herself and the woman I love are the same. 
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At Berkhnmpstend. 

WRITTEN AFTER LEAVING HER AT NEW 

BURNS. 

H OW quick the change from .ioy to \Toe! 
How chequered is our lot below! 

Seldom we view the prospect fair, 
Dark clouds of sorrow, pain, and care 
(Some pleasing intervals between), 
Scowl over more than half the scene. 
Last week with Delia, gentle maid, 
Far hence in happier fields I strayed, 
While on her dear enchanting tongue 
Soft sounds of grateful welcome hung, 
For absence had withheld it long. 
"·welcome, my long-lost love," she said, 
"E'er since our adverse fatrs decreed 
That we must part, and I must mourn 
Till once more blessed by thy return, 
Love, on whose influence I relied 
For all the transports I enjoyed, 
Ha~ played the cruel tyrant's part, 
A ntl turned tormentor to my heart. 
But let me hold thee to my breas t, 
Dear partner of my joy and rest, 
And not a pain, and not a fear, 
Or anxious doubt shall enter there." 
Happy, thought I, the favoured youth, 
Blessed with such undissembled truth! 
Five suns successive rose and set, 
And saw no monarch in his state, 
Wrapped in the blaze of majesty, 
So free from every care as I. 



R. S.S. 

Next day the scene was overcast ; 
Suell day till thou I never passed. 
For on that day, relentless fate! 
Delia and I nnist separate. 
Y ct ere we looked our last farewell, 
From her dear lips this comfort fell; 
" Fear not that time, wlierc'er we rove, 
Or absence, shall abatu my love." 
And can I doubt, my charmi11g maiLI, 
As unsincere what you have saiu ¥ 
Banished from thee to what I hate, 
Dull nf::ighbours auu insipid chat, 
No joy to cheer me, none in view, 
But the dear hope of meeting you ; 
.And that through passion's optic seen, 
With ages interposed between; 
Blessed with the kind support you give, 
'Tis by your promised truth l livo; 
How deep my woes, how fierce my flame, 
You best may tell, who feel the same. 

R. s. s. 

ALL-WORSHIPPED Gold ! thou mighty 
mystery! 

Say by what name shall I address thee, rather, 
Our blessing or our bane 1 "\Vithout thy aid, 
The generous pangs of pity but distress 
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The human heart, tbat fain would feel the bliss 
Of blessing others; and, enslaved by thee, 
Far from relieving woes which others feel, 
Misers oppress themselves. Our blessing then 
With virtue when po~sc~secl; without, our !Juno. 
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If in my bosom unperceived there lurk 
The deep-sown seeds of avarice or ambition, 
Blame me, ye great ones (for I scorn your censure), 
But lot the generous and the good commend me; 
That to my Delia I direct them all, 
The worthies t object of a virtuous love. 
Oh ! to some di,;tant scene, a willing exile 
From the wild uproar of this busy world, 
·were it my fate with Delia to retire; 
"\Vith her to wander through tho sylvan shade, 
Each morn, or o'er th e moss-imbrowned turf, 
·whore, bless'd as the prime parents of mankind 
In their own Eden, wo would envy none; 
But, greatly pitying whom the world calls happy, 
Gently spin out the silken thread of life; 
While from her lips attentive I receive 
The tenderest dictates of the pures t flame, 
And from her eyes (where soft complacence sits 
Illumined with radiant beams of sense), 
Tranquillity beyond a monarch's reach. 
Forgive me, Heaven, this only avarice 
My soul indulges ; I confess the crime-
( If to esteem, to covet such perfection 
Be criminal). Oh grant me Delia I grant mo wealth, 
·wealth to alleviate, not increase my wants; 
And grant me virtue, without which nor wealth 
Nor Dalia can avail to make me blessed. 

WRITTEN IN A FIT OF ILLNESS. 

R. s. s. 

I N these saJ hours, a prey to ceaseless pain, 
While feverish pulses leap in every vein, 

When each faint breath the last short effort see ms 



WRITTEN IN A FIT OF ILUVESS. 2-\7 

Of life just parting from my feeble limbs; 
H ow wiltl soe'er my wandering thoughts may bo, 
Still, gentlo Delia, still th ey turn on thee I 
At length if, slumbering to a short r epose , 
A swee t oblivion fr ees me from my woes, 
Thy form appear~, thy foot s teps I pursue, 
Through spr ingy rnl e.~, ancl mcaLlows ,-rashcd in clew; 
Thy ari11 supports 1110 to the fountain's brinl, , 
Wh ero by some secret powrr l'orbiJ. to drink, 
Gasping with thirst, I vie,,· tho t empting flood 
That !lies my touch, or thi ck ens into mu tl; 
Till thine own hands imn1e1·,;ell tho goblet t.lips, 
All(l bears it streaming to my burnin g lips. 
Th ere borno aloft on fancy \ wing we !ly, 
Lik e souls embodied to th eir native sky; 
Now evory rock, each mon u taiu dis:.ippcars: 
And the round earth an even surface wears; 
When lo ! th e force of some re, istl css weight 
Bears me stra igh t down from that perni cious h eight; 
Parting, in vain our struggling arms we close ; 
Abborretl forms, dire phantoms interpose ; 
With trembling voice ou thy loved n:.imc I call; 
And gulfs yawn ready to receive my fall. 
From these fallacious visions of di stress 
I wake; nor arc my rea l sorro\Vs less. 
Thy absence, Delia, heightens every ill, 
And gives e'en trivial paius the power to kill. 
Oh I wert thou near mo ; yet that wish forb ear ! 
"l'were vain, my lo ve,-'twere vain to wish thee near; 
Thy t ender h e~rt '\Vould_ heave with anguish to o, 
And by partak111g, but m crease my woe. 
Alano I'll grieve, till g loomy so rrow pas t, 
H ealth , like the cheerful day-spring, comes at last­
Comes fraught with bliss to bauislt every pain, 
H ope, j oy, and pcacl', and Delia i11 her traiu I 



ODE. 

DISAPPOIN'BIE~T. 

DOOMED as I am, ill solitude to was to 
The present moments, aud regret the past; 

D eprived of every joy I valur:d most, 
1\ly friend torn from me, and my mistress lost, 
Call not this gloom I wear, this anxious mi L·n, 
Th e dull effec t of hu111our or of spleen! 
Still, still I mourn, with each returning day, 
Him snatched by fate in early youth away; 
And her through tedious years of doubt atld pain, 
Fixed in her choice and faitbfu l-Lu t in vaiu ! 
·whose eye ne'er yet refused the wretch a t ear; 
0 prone to pity, gcnernus, and sincere, 
·w1iose heart the real claim of friendship knows, 
Nor th ill ks a lover's are but fancied ,m es ; 
Sec me-ere yet my destined course half done, 
Cast forth a wanderer on a world unknown I 

::-,ce me neglected on the ,rnrld's rude coast, 
Eacli dear companion of my voyage lost ! 
Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shake my bruw, 
And ready t ea rs wait only leave to flow ! 
"Why all that soothes a heart from anguish free, 
All that delights tlie happy-palls with me I 

ODE. 

sur rO SED TO BE "WRITTEN O~ TilE MAl:n IAGE OF A 
Fll!E:-ID. 

T HOU magic lyre, ,vh usc fasc: in ::iting sound 
Seduced the savage monsters from th eir cave, 

Drew rocks and trees, and forms uucouth around, 
.And baclc wild Hel.Jrus hush bis listening wave; 

-1 



ODE. 

Ko more the uuJulatiug warulin"s flow 
O'er Thracian wilds of everlasting snow ! 

A \\'ake to sweeter sounds, thou magic lyre, 
.And paint a lover's bliss-a lover's pain ! 

Yar nobler triumphs now thy notes in spire, 
For see, Eurydice attends thy st rain ; 

H er sm ile, a prize bcyouu the conjurer's ai111, 
Superior to the cancelled breath of fame. 

1-'rom her sweet brow to cha~e the i:rloom of care, 
To check the tear that dims the bea ming eye, 

To bid her heart the rising sigh forbear, 
And flush her orient cheek with brighter joy, 

In that dear breast soft SYIJJJ1athy to move, 
And touch the springs of rapture and of lo\'e. 

Ah me ! how long bewildered and astray, 
Lost and benighted, did my footsteps rove, 

Till sent by h eaven to cheer my pathless ray, 
A star arose-the radiant star of love. 

Th e god propitious joined our willing hand :;, 
Aml Hymen wreathed us in his rosy bands. 

Y ct not the beaming eye, or placid brow, 
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Or golden tresses, hid the subtle dart ; 
To charms superior far than those I bow, 

And nobler worth enslaves my vanquished heart , 
The beauty, elegance, and grace combined, 
Which beam transcendent from that angel minu. 

While vulgar passions, meteors of a day, 
Expire before the chilling blasts of age, 

Our holy flam e ,vith pure and steady ray, 
Its glooms shall brighten, and its pangs assuage; 

l\_y Virtue (sacred vestal) fed, shall shine, 
Aud warm our fainting souls with energy di viue. 



SONG. 

SONG. 

NO moro shall hapless Celia's oars 
Bo flutt ered with the cries 

Of lovers drowned in floods of tears, 
Or murdered by her eyes ; 

No se renades to break her res t, 
N 01· songs her slum bcrs to molest, 

With my fa, la, la. 

'l'li o fragrant flowers that once would bloom 
.And flourish iu her hair, 

Since she no longer breathes perfume 
Their odours to repair, 

Must fade, alas ! and with er now, 
As vlaced on any common brow, 

With my fa, la, la. 

Her lip, so winning and so meek, 
No longer h as its charms ; 

.As well she might by whistling seek 
To lure us to her arms ; 

.Affected once, 'tis real now, 
As her forsaken gums may show, 

With my fa, la, la . 

'fhe down that on h er chin so smooth 
So lovely once appeared, 

That, too, has left her with her youth, 
Or sprouts into a beard; 

As fields, so green when newly sown, 
With stubble stiff are overgrown, 

With my fa, la, la. 



A SONG. 

Then, Celia, leave your apish tricks, 
And chauge your girlish airs, 

For ombre, snutf, aml politics, 
Those joys that suit your years; 

No patches can lost youth recall, 
Nor whitewash prop a tumbling wall, 

With my fa, la, la. 

A SONG. 

T HE sparkling eye, tho mantling cheek, 
The polished front, the snowy neck, 

How seldom we behold in one I 
Glossy locks, and brow serene, 
Venus' smiles, Diana's mien, 

All meet in you, and you alone. 

Beauty, like other powers, maintains 
Her empire, and by union reigns ; 

Each single feature faintly warms ; 
But where at once we view displayed 
Unblemished grace, the perfect maid 

Our eyes, our ears, our heart alarms. 

So when on earth the god of day 
Obliquely sheds his tempered ray, 

Through convex orbs the beams transmit, 
The beams that gently warmed before, 
Collected, gently warm no more, 

But glow with more prevailing heat. 
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A SONG. 

O N the green margin of tho brook 
Despairing Phyllida reclin ctl, 

Whilst every sigh, an<l every look, 
D echred th e anguish of her mind . 

.Am I less lovely then? (she cries, 
An<l in the waves her form survcycJ); 

Oh yes, I see my languid eyes, 
My fad ed check, my colour fled ; 

These eyes no more like lightning pierced , 
These cheeks grew pale, when Dumon fir:;t 

His Phyllida betrayed. 

The rose be in his bosom wore, 
How oft upon my breast was seen ! 

.And when I kissed the drooping flower, 
Behold, he cries , it blooms again ! 

The wreaths that uound my braided liair, 
Himself next day was proud to wear 

At church, or on the green. 

Wliile thus sad Phyllida lamented, 
Chance brought unlucky Tbyrsis on : 

Unwillingly the nymph con sented, 
But Damon first the cheat begun. 

She wiped the fallen tears away, 
Then sighed and blushed, as who should suy, 

Ah ! Thyrsis, I am won. 
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THE CERTAINTY OF DEATH. 

MORTALS! around your destined hea<ls 
Thick fly the shafts of Death, 

Aml lo ! the savage spoiler spreads 
A thousand toils beneath. 

In min we trifle with our fate; 
Try every art in vnin ; 

At best we but prolong the date, 
And lengthen out our pain. 

Fondly we think all danger fled, 
For death is ever nigh ; 

Outstrips our unavailing speed, 
Or meets us as we fly. 

Thus the wrecked mariner may strive 
Some desert shore to gain, 

Secure of life, if he survive 
The fury of the main. 

Bnt there, to famine doomed a prey, 
Finds the mistaken wretch, 

He but escaped the troubled sea 
To perish on the beach. 

Since then iu vain we strive to gno.rd 
Our frailty from the foe, 

Lord, let me live uot nnprepared 
To meet the fatal blow 1 
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THE CAST.A.WAY. 

OBSCUREST night involved the sky, 
The Atlantic billows roared, 

When such a destined wretch as I, 
Washed headlong from on boa r<1, 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft, 
His floating homo for ever left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went, 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast 
·with warmer wishes sent. 

He loved th em both, but both in vain ; 
Nor him beheld, nor her again, 

Not long beneath tho whelming brine, 
Expert to swim, ho lay; 

Nor soon he felt his strength decline, 
Or courage died away; 

But waged with death a lasting strife, 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted ; nor his friends had foiled 
To check the vessel's course, 

Ent so the furious blast prevailed, 
That pitiless perforce 

They left their outcast mate behind, 
And scuddeJ still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford; 
And, such as storms allow, 

The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 
Delayed not to bestow : 

Bnt he, th ey knew, nor ship nor shore, 
Whate'er th ey gave, should visit more. 



THE CASTAWAY. 

Nor, cruel as it seemed, could he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, in such a sea, 
Alone could rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it still to dio 
DeserteJ, and his friends so nigh. 

He long survives who lives an hour 
In ocean, self-upheld : 

And so long he, with unspent power, 
His destiny repelled : 

And ever as tho minutes flew, 
Entreated help, or cried-" Adieu I" 

At length, his transient respite past, 
His comrades, who before 

Had heard bis voice in every hlast, 
Could catch the sound no more: 

For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him; but the page 
Of narrative sincere, 

That tells his name, his worth, his age, 
Is wet with Anson's tear : 

And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalise the dead. 

I therefore purpose not, or dream, 
Descanting on his fate, 

To give the melancholy theme 
A more enduring date: 

But misery still delights to traco 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storm all1tyed, 
No light propitious shone, 
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256 ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

When, snatched from all effectual aid, 
"\Vo perish ct!, each alone : 

But I, beneath a rougher sea, 
And whelmed in tlceper gulfs than ho. 

Written l\Iarch 20, 17DD; bein~ the fast original poem of the 
author. It is founded on n. story in Anson's Voyage, which 
Cowper had not looked into for nearly twenty years. 

Translations o.f tlze Latir. aud Italian Poems 

o.f Milton. 

ON THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 

WRIITEN IN THE AUTHOR'S TWENTIETH YEAR. 

T IME, never wand'ring from his annual round, 
Bids Zephyr breathe the Spring, and thaw the 

ground; 
Bleak winter flies, new verdure clothes the plain, 
And earth assumes her transient youth again. 
Dream I, or also to tho Spring belong 
Increase of genius and new pow'rs of song 1 
Spring gives them, and, bow strange soe'er it seems, 
Impels me now to some harmonious themes. 
Cntalia's mountain and the forked hill, 
By day, by night, my raptured fancy fill; 
i\ly bosom burns and heaves, I hear within 
A sacred sound, that prompts me to begin. 
Lo ! Phcebus comes, with bis bright hair he blends 
The radiant laurel wreath; Phcebus descends ; 
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I mount, and, nndepress'd by eumb'rous clay, 
Through cloudy reg ions win my easy way ; 
Rapt, through poetic shado,ry haunts I fly : 
The shrines all open to my dauntless eye, 
:My spirit sea rches all the realms of light, 
Arnl no Tartarean gulfs elude my sight. 
By this ecstatic trance-this glorious storm 
Of inspiration-what will it perform? 
Spring claims the verse , that with his ir1fluence glows, 
Aml shall be paid with what himself bestows. 

Thou, veiled with op'ning foliage, leau'st the throng 
Of feather'd minstrels, Phil omel ! in song ; 
Let us, in concert, to the season sing, 
Civic and syln.n heralds or the S pring ! 

With notes triumphant Spring's approach declare! 
To Spring, ye l\Iu .:,es, an1111al tribute bear I 

The Orient left, and .1Ethiopia's plains, 
Tho Sun now northward turns his golden reins; 
Night creeps not now; yet rul es with gentle sway; 
And drives her dusky horrors swift away ; 
Now less fatigued, on this ethereal plain 
Bootes follows his celestial wain: 
And now the radiant se ntinels above, 
L ess num'rous, watch around the courts of Jove, 
For, with the night, force, ambush, slrrnghtcr fly, 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. 
Now haply mys some shephcnl, while h e views, 
Recumbent on a rock, th e rcthl'ning dews, 
This night, this surely, I'hccbus miss\! the fair, 
·who stops l1is chariot by her am'rous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the morning's glow, 
Speeds to the woodland, and re:snrne:s her bow ; 
Res ign s her beams, and, g lad to ,foappcnr, 
Bl esses his aiJ, who shortens her career. 
Come-I'hteb us cries-Aurora come-too Jato 

a-17-a 
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Thou Iin g'rcst, s1umb'ring, with thy withcr'cl mate I 

L eave him, anJ to Hymet t us' top repair I 

Thy darling Ccph alus cxpech; thee there. 
Th e goddess, with a blush, h er love betrays, 
But mounts, and dri ving rapi lll y , obeys. 
E arth n ow desires th ee, Ph ccbus ! nn ll t' engage 
Thy warm cm brace , cas ts off th e g uise of age ; 
Desires th ee, nrnl deserves ; for who so swe(; t, 
When her ri ch bosom conlts thy genial hea t 1 
Her breath imparts to ev'ry hreeze that hlo \\'s, 
Arabia's harves t and th e Pa pbian rose. 
H er lofty front sh e d iadems aro und 
With sacred pin es, like Ops on Id a crown' ll; 
H er dewy locks, with various fl ow'rs n ew-blown, 
She interwe[lves, various, and all her own, 
F or Proserpin e, in such a wreath attired, 
T x narian Dis him self ·with love i11 spi rerl. 
F ear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse ! 
Herself, with all h er sighing Zephyrs, sues ; 
E ach courts thee, farrnin g soft his scented wing, 
And all her g roves with warbled wish es ri11g. 
N or, un·encl ow' cl a llll inlligent, aspi res 
Tho am' ro ns Ear th to engage t hy warm desires, 
But, rich in bal my clrn,!:;s, assis ts t h y claim, 
Divin e Physician ! t o t hat glori ous name. 
If splend id rccom pcnsr , if g ifts can mo\·o 
D esire in thee (g ifts ofte n pn rc ha,c love) , 
Sh e offers all tho wea lt h her rnoun ta in s h illc, 
And all t hat rest,; bcne::i.t h the boundless t id e. 
H ow oft, when headl ong from t he he[lv'n ly steep, 
S he secs thee pl aying in th e \Yestcrn llcep, 
H ow oft she cries- " Ah, I'hn:hn s ! why repair 
Thy wasted force, 1Vhy seek ref'resl1111 cn t there? 
Can Tethys ,;,,·in thee 1 wherefore shouldst t hou hve 
Ii. face so fair in h er unpleasant w::i.ve ; 
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Come, seek my green retreats, and rather choose 
Tu cool thy tresses in my crystal dews, 
The grassy turf shall yield the sweeter rest ; 
Com e, lay thy evening glories on my breast , 
And breathing fresh, through many a humid rose, 
Soft whispering airs shall lull thee to repose! 
No fears I feel lik e Scmclo to die, 
Nor let thy burning wh eels approach too nigh, 
For thou canst govern them, !1crc therefore rest, 
And lay th? evening glories on my breast!" 

Thus breathes the wanton Earth her am'rous flame, 
.And all her conn tless offspring feel tho same ; 
For Cupid now through every region strays, 
Bright'ning his fa Llcd fires with solar rays, 
His new-strung bow sends forth n. deadlier sound, 
And his new-pointed shaft s more deeply wound; 
Nor Dian's self escapes him now untried, 
Nor even Vesta at her altar-sitle; 
His mother too repairs her beauty's wane, 
And seems sprung newly from the deep again . 
Exulting youth s the Hymeneal sing, 
With Hyme!1's namr, roofs, rocks, and valleys ring; 
H e, new-attired, and by the season drcst, 
Proceeds, all fragrant, in hi s sa!fron vest. 
Now, many a go ldcn -cincttircLl virgin roves 
To blstc the pleasures of th e fichls anJ groves, 
All wish, and c:1c h alike, some fav'rite youth 
H ers, in th e bonlls of Hym eneal truth. 
Now pipe~ the shepherd through_ hi s rcc:ds :1gain, 
Nor l'l11lhs wants a son~ tk1t srnts th e strain 
With song~ the_ seaman 'hail s U1e star ry spher~, 
Ant! dolphrn s n se from the aby.,s to hear ; 
Jove feels himself the scaso11, sports arrain 
With his fair spouse, nnd baw1 ucb all hi~ train . 
Now too th e S:ityrs, iu th e dusk of eve, 
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Th eir mnzy dance through flowery meadows weave, 
And neither god nor goat, but both in kind, 
Silvanus, wreathed with cypress, skips behind. 
The Dryarls leave th eir hollow sylvan cells 
To roam the banks and solitary dells; 
Pan riots now ; and from his amorous chafo 
Cores and Cybclo see m hardly safe , 
Aml Fuunus, all on fire to reach the prize, 
In chase of some en t iei 11g Ore ad fli es. 
She bounds before, but fears too swift a bound, 
Aud hidden lies, but wishes to be fournl. 
Our shades entice th' immortals fru111 above, 
And some kind pow'r presides o'er every grove; 
And long, ye pow'rs, o'er every grove pres ide, 
For all is safe aml blest, whC;ro ye abide! 
R eturn, 0 Jove I the age of gold restore-
\Vhy chose to dwell where storms and thunder roar 1 
At least, thou, Phcebus l moderate thy speed ! 
Let 11ot the vernal hours too swift proceed, 
C0111mand rough ·winter back, uor yield the pole 
Too soon to night's encroach ing long control 1 

ELEGY VII. 

Composed in the .A 11/hor's 1Yinctcc11th Year. 

AS yet a stranger to the gentle fires, 
That Amathnsia's smiling queeu inspires, 

Not seldum I deriLled Cupid's darts, 
A11<l scorned his claim to rule all human h earts. 
"Go, child," I saiLl, "transfix: the tim'rons dovo ! 
An easy c0nr1nest snits an infant love ; 
En shve the sparrow, for snch pri ze slrn.11 be 
Sullicient triumpl.1 to a chief like thco I 
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Wily aim thy i,ll c arms at hnman kind? 
Thy sha fts prevail uot 'gainst tlic noble mind." 

The Cyprian h eard, arn1 kindling into ire 
(None kimllcs sooner), burn\l with double fire. 

It was the spring, and newly risen day 
I'eep'cl o'er the lwml cts on the first of i\lay; 
l\ly eyes, too t end er for the blaze of ligh t, 
Still sought the shelter of retiring night, 
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"\\'h en L 1J\'e approach'd, in 1,ai11 tcll plnmes array'd, 
Tlt' in sidious god hi s rattling dart s betray'd, 
Nor less his infant features, a11d the sly, 
Sweet intimations of his threat' ning eye. 

Such the Sigei:111 boy is seen abo\·e, 
Filling the gobl et for imperial Jove; 
Snch he, on whom the nymphs bes tow'cl their charn1s, 
llylas, ,vh a pcri s li'd in a Kaiad's arms. 
Angry he seem\!, yet graceful in his ire, 
Allll added threats, not dest itute of lire. 
"J\I y 1,0 ,,·er," he sai1l, "by othern' pai n alone, 
''l\n~rn bes t to learn ; 1101,· learn it by thy own ! 
With those ,vl 10 feel my po1vc.:r that 11o w' r attes t! 
Arni in tli y ai1gni sh Le rny sway conkst ! 
I vanrp1i.-J1'tl l'l1(t·bu ~, though rclu rni11g ,·ai n 
From his n ew trium1,1t o'n the l'y tlio n slain, 
Arn!, wh en he thinks 011 Dapllll e, c,·cn he 
Will yi eld the p rize 0f' arcl 1e ry to rn e. 
A dart less tnw the l'artliian liorsema n sr,cd, 
Beliillll !Jim kill\!, and co11,~1u l·1 .. tl as he flctl; 
Less trne th' expert Cydo1,ia11, a11 1l less true 
The youth wh ose slia tt lii s late11t P roc ris skw 
Vanquish\l by me, sec huge Orion beucl, 
By me Alcidcs, and Alcidcs' fri end. 
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At me should Jove himself a bolt design, 
His bosom first should bl eed transfix t by mine. 
But all thy doubts this shaft will best explai11, 
Nor shall it reach theo with a trivial pain, 
Thy Mnse , vain youth! shall not thy peace in sure, 
Nor Phccbns' serpent yield thy wound a cure." 

H e spoke, and, waving a bright shaft in air, 
Sought the warm bosom of the Cyprian fair. 

That thus a child should bluster in my ea r, 
Provok'd my laughter, more than moved my fear. 
I shunn'd not, th erefo re, public haunts, but stray'll 
Careless in city or suburban shade, 
And passing, and repassing, nymph s, that mov'tl 
With grace divin e, beheld wh ere'er I rov'd. 
Brigh t shon e the vernal day with doubl e blaze, 
As beauty gave 11 cw force to Phccbus' rays. 
By no grave sernples check'cl, I freely eyed 
The dang'rous show, rash youth my only guide, 
And ma ny a look of many a fair unknown 
Met full, un ciule to contrnl my own. 
But on e I mark'tl (thence peace forsook my breast) 
On e-Oh, how far superior to the res t I 
"',\'hat lovely features! such the Cyprian queen 
H erself mi rr ht wi sh, and Jun o wish her mien. 
The very r~ympb was she, whom when I dar'd 
His arrows, Love had even th en prepar'd l 
Nor was himself re:n ote, nor un supplied 
With torch well-trimm'd and quiver at hi s sitle ; 
Now to her li1 ,s he clung, her eye-lid s now, 
Then settled on her cheeks, or on h er brow ; 
.And with a thousand won11ds from ev'ry part 
Pierced and transpicrced my unclefonded heart . 
.A fever, n ew to me, of fierce desire 
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Now seized my soul, and I was aII on fire ; 
But she, the while, whom ouly I a tlore, 
'.fas gone, and vanish'd, to a1,pear uo more. 
lit silent satlncss I pursue my way; 
I pausP , I turn, proceed, yet wi sh to stay, 
And wltil c I follow her in th ought, bemoan, 
With t ears, my soul's d elight so tp1ickly flown. 
When Jo\·c ha ll hurl\] ltin1 to the Lernuian coast, 
So Vulcan so rrnw'tl for Olympus lost, 
Aml so OL·clidc:s , s i1Jki11g into night, 
From the deep gnlph look\l up to distant light. 

'.Vretch tli ,tt I am, what hopes for me remain, 
Who cannot cc·asc to love, yet lo\·c in vain? 
Oh conltl I oncc-ouce m ore behold the fair, 
Speak to h er, t el1 h er or the pangs I l1ear. 
P erhaps slw is not adamant, wonhl show 
P erhaps some pity at my talc of woe. 
Oh, iuauspicions tlame-'ti s mine to prove 
A matchless instance or tli sas trous love. 
Ah, spare m e, gentle pow' r !-If such thou Le: , 
L et 11ot thy dc~Js and nature disagree . 
Spare m e, a!lll I will worsl1ip at 110 shriu c 
\\'ith vow and >'ac rifi cl\ sa ,·e only t hine. 
Now I rcH r(; thy lir(,s , thy l ,O\r, thy darts; 
Nnw own tl1cc sov' rdg n of all human ltt;arts. 
H 1.: m o1·e ! 11 0-grant 1:1C st ill this rngiu~ woe ' 
Sweet is th e wretchedness tl1at hwers know: 
llut pi erce h erc,1ftcr (sliou ltl I ch:rnce to sec 
Oue Lles ti n'd min e) at 01; cc L1otlt h er and me. 

Such were tli e trophi es that, iu earlier tlnys, 
By vanity seduced, I t oi l\[ to raise, 
Studious, yet ind olent, and urgeLl by youth, 
That worst of teachers! from the ways of truth, 
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Till learning taught me, in his sl1ady bow'r, 
To quit love's servile yoke, anu spurn his pow'r. 
Then, on a sudden, the fierce flame supprest, 
A frost continual settled on my breast, 
·whence Cupid fears his flames extinct to sec, 
And Venus dreads a Diom ede in me. 

hpigrams. 

ON THE INVENTOR OF GUNS. 

PRAISE in old times the sage Prometheus won, 
·who stole etl1creal radian ce from the sun ; 

Dut greater he whose Loltl invention strove 
To emulate the fiery bolts of Jove. 

TO LEONORA SlNG ING AT ROME. 

A NOTHER Leonora once in ~pired 
'l'a ~so, with fatal lorn to lrcnzy fired ; 

But how 1J111ch happier, lin:<l h e 110,1·, \\"ere he, 
Pierced with whatever pangs for lorn of thee ! 
Since conltl he hear that hcav'nlv voice of thine, 
"With Allrian's lute of sound di\"in e, 
Fiercei- th an P e11th eus' though his eye- might roll, 
Or itliut apathy benum b his soul, 
Yet still, with medicinal so unds might cheer 
His senses wand'ring in a Llind l'areer; 
.And sweetly breathing through his ,1·ot111cl ell breast, 
Charm, with soul-soothing s011g, his tl1ough ts to rest. 
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THE COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD. 

A FAllLE. 

A PEASANT to his lord paid yearly court, 
Presenting pippin s, or so rich a sort 

That he, displeased to ha vc a part alone, 
Removed the tree, that all might be his own, 
The tree, too old to trarcl, though before 
So fruitful, wither'cl, and would yield no more. 
The srp1ire, percei\·ing all his labour void, 
Curs\! his own pains, so foolishly cmploy'd. 
AlHl "Oh," he cried, "that I Lael lived conte11t 
·with tribute, small ind eed, but kindly rncaut l 
lily av'rice has expc11 sive proHd to m e, 
Has cost me both my pippins and my tree." 

NATUTIE u~rnr.\IRED DY TI.l\IE. 

AH, liow the human rninu weari es h erself 
"\\'ith h er OWll ,v::rnd'rings, :rnd, involv'J in 

gloo m 
J1i1pe11drablr, speculates amios ! 
M easuring, in h er folly, thin gs diviue 
By lnunau; la\\'S imcriu'd on aLlamant 
lh laws of ma11's 1lc\·icc, and counsels fixt 
F or e\· cr, by t he hours that pass Ullll die. 

How 7-shall tl1c face of Nature then be plough'u 
Into (kcp \1·1i11klcs, allll shall years at last 
On th e grC'at parent fix a st eril e curse? 
Shall C\"C ll sl1 c c0nfess old age, a nd halt, 
J\1111, paby-srn ittcn, shak e !~er starry urows t 
Shall foul Antiquity, with rust and drou ght, 



266 NATURE UN.Ilv.f PAIRED BY T.IME. 

And famine, vex the radiant worlds above ? 
Shall Time's unsated maw crave anLl engulf 
Tho very heav'ns thnt reg nlate his flight ? 
And was the Sire of nll ablo to fence 
His works, and to uphold th e circling worlds, 
But, throngh improvident and heedless hasto, 
Let slip th' occasion ?-so then-all is lost­
And in so mo future evil h our, yon arch 
Shall crumble, an,l come tli umi 'ring down, tho poles 
Jar in coll ision, the Olympian king 
Fall with his throne, and Pallas, holding forth 
The terrors of the Gorgon shield in vain, 
Shall rush to th e aLyss, liko Vulcan hurl 'd 
Down into Lem nos, throu6h th e gn te of heav'n. 
Thou al so, with precipita ted wheel3, 
Ph ccbus ! thy own son' s fall shalt imi tate, 
Wit h hid eo us min shalt impress the deep 
SuddPnly, auJ the fl ood sha ll r eek and hiss, 
At the extinction of the lamp of cl ay. 
Then too shall H .-c mus, cl oven to hi s base, 
Be shatter\ ], and tlie huge Ccrnnni:tn hill s, 
Once weapons of Tartarcan Dis, im111 ers'd 
In Erebu s, shall fill himself with fea r. 

No. The Almighty F ather surer la id 
His deep fot,Illla t ions, and providing well 
For the event of all, th e scales of Fa te 
SuspeudeJ, in just erp1ipoisc, and bade 
His universa l works, from age to age, 
On e tenor hold, JH· rpet ual, 1111 disturb\1. 

H ence the pri lllc mover wheels itself about 
Continual, <lay by day, and with it bea rs 
In soc ial measure swift the heav'ns around . 
N ot t ard ier now is Saturn tha n of old, 
Nor radiant less the bnroiug ca.sque of Mars, 
Phcebus, his vigou r nni mpair'd, still shows 
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Th' effulgence of his youth, nor n eeds the god 
A downward course, thut he may warm the vales : 
But, ever rich in influence, run s· his roall, 
Sign after sign, through all the heav'nly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends th e star 
From ordorifrous Ind, whooe office is 
To gather home betim es th' ethereal flock, 
To pom th em o'er tlie sk ies again at eve, 
And to discriminate tho night and day. 
Still Cynthia's chang8fnl horn waxes a11d wanes 
Alternate, and with arms extended still 
She welcomes to h er breast h er brother's beams. 
Nor have the elements deserted yet 
Their fun ctions: thunder, with as loud a stroke 
As erst, sm ites thro' the rocks, and scatters them. 
The east still howls, still the relentl ess north 
Invades the shucld 'rin g Scythian, s till h e breathes 
The winter, and sti ll rolls the ~torms along. 
The king of ocea11, with his wonted force, 
Beats on Pelorus, o'er th e deep is heard 
The hoarse alarm of Triton's sounding shell, 
Nor swim th e m onsters of th e 1Egean sea 
In shallows, or beneath tliminish 'd waves. 
Thou too, thy an cient n getative pow'r 
E11joy'st, 0 earth ! Narcissus still is swre t, 
And Phccbus still thy favourite, and still 
Thy fav 'ritc, Cyth crea ! both reta in 
Their beanty, nor th e mountain s, ore-enri ch'd 
For pu11ish1;1 ent of man, with pnrcr gold 
Teem'd ever, or with brighter ge u1 s the deep . 

Thus, in unbrok en se ries, all proceeds · 
And shall, till wide iuvolving eith er pol~, 
Aud the immensi ty of yonder h eav'n 
The final flames of destiny absorb ' 
'l he world, cousum'cl in one enormous pyre! 
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TO HIS FATHER. 

OH that Pieria's spring wou1il through my 
breast 

Pour its inspiring influence, and rnsh 
No rill, but rntlicr an o'erI!1mi11g llood ! 
That, for my ven erablo Father's sake 
All meaner them es renounced, my Muse, on wings 
Of duty borne, might reach a loftier strain. 
For thee, my Father ! howsoe'cr it please, 
She frames this slender work, nor know I aught 
That may thy gifts more suitably rerp1ite; 
Though to rc<J_uite thc111 suitably would ask 
Returns much uobler, anti surpass ing far 
The meagre stores of verbal gratituJc: 
But, such as I possess, I scnJ thee all. 
This page prese nts th ee in their full amount 
·with thy son's treasures , and the sum i~ nought; 
Nought, san the riches that from airy Jrcam 
In secret grottos, and iu laurel bow'rs, 
I have, by golden Clio's gift, acquired. 

Verse is a work divin e; clcspi,e not thou 
Verse therC'fo re, ,1·h ich e\'ill l'es (not hing m ore) 
Man's h eavenly source , anti whieh, reta ining still 
Some scintillati ons of Pro1n cth c:1 n fire, 
Bespeaks him animated fr om auo1·e. 
The gods love verse; th e in fe rnal Pow' rs th emselves 
Confess the influence of versC', wlii ch st irs 
The lowes t <l ecp, and binds in triple clin.ins 
Of adam:mt both Pluto an rl th e Shades. 
In verse th e Delphic priestess , and th e pale, 
Tremulous Sybil, make the future kno\Yn, 
And he who sacrifices, on the shrine [bull, 
Hangs ver.-;e , both when he smites th e thrcat'uiug 

I 
i 
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And when ho spreads his reel,ing entrails wide 
To scrutinise the Fates enveloped there. 
·we, too, ourselves, what time we seek again 
Our native sk ies, and on e eternal now 
Shall be the ouly m easure of our being, 
Crown'd all with gohl, and chanting to the lyre 
Harmonious verso, shall ran ge the courts above, 
And make th e starry firm ament resound. 
And, even now, tho fiery spirit pure 
That wheels yon circling orbs directs, him self, 
Their mazy dance with melody of verso 
Unutt'rabl e, immortal, h eariug which, 
Huge Ophiuchus h olds his lii ss snppress'd, 
Orion softcn'cl, drops his ardent blad e, 
And Atlas stanrl s uncon scious of his lond. 
Verse graced of old th e feasts of kings, ere yet 
Luxurious dainties, cl est iu erl to the gu lf 
Immense of gluttony, were kn own, ancl ere 
Lyreus deluged yet tho t emp'rate board. 
Then sa t the bard a customary guest 
To share tho banqu et, and, hi s length of lock s 
"With beech en hon ours uountl, proposc<l in verso 
The charact ers of h eroes and th eir deeds 
To imitati on, sang of Chaos old, 
Of Nature's birth, of gods th at crept in search 
Of acorn s fa ll ' n, and of tlie thnntl er- bolt 
N ot yet produced from Elna's fie ry cave. 
And what a\·ails, at las t , tun e with out voice, 
Devoid of matter 1 Such may sni t perhaps 
The rural dan ce, but such was ne'er the song 
Of Orpheus, wh om tho streams stooJ still to hear, 
Anti the oaks fo ll ow\!. Not by chords alone 
·well tonch'd, but hy resis tl ess accents more 
To sympath etic t ea rs th e gh osts th emsch ·es 

I H e moved : th ese p raises to bis verse he owes. 
l _______ ___, 
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Nor thus persist, I pray thee, still to slight 
The sacred Nin e, and to imagine vain 
And useless, Pow'rs, by whom inspired, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verso with airs 
Harmonious, aud to give tho human voice 
A thousand modulations, heir by right 
Indisputable of Arian's fame. 
Now say, what wonder is it, if a son 
Of thin e delight in verse, if so conjoin'd 
In close affinity, we sympathise 
In social arts, and kindred studies sweet 1 
Such distribution of himself to us 
\Vas Phe£bus' choice; thou hast thy gift, an <l I 
Mine al so, and between us we receive, 
Father and son, the whole inspiring God. 

No! howsoe'cr th e semblance thou assum e 
Of hate, thou hatest not th e gentle l\Iusc, 
My father I for thou never bacl's t me tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that leads right on 
To opulence, nor didst condemn thy sou 
To the insipid clamours of tbe bar, 
To laws volnminous, and ill observed ; 
Bnt, wishing to enrich me more, to fill 
My mind wi t h treasure, lcd 's t me fa r away 
From city din to J eep ret rea ts, to banks 
And s treams Ao11ian, and, with free consent, 
Didst p lace me happy at Apollo's sid e. 
I speak n ot 11 0w, on more important themes 
Intent, of com mon benefit s, a lltl such 
.As N ature bids, bnt of thy large r gift s, 
l\Iy F athe r ! who when I had opcn\1 once 
Th e stores of Roman rh eto ri c, and lc:un',l 
The full -t oned lang uage of th e elorinent Greeks, 
Whose lofty music grnced th e lips of J ove, 
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Thyself didst counsel me to add the flow'rs 
That Gallia boasts; those too with which the smooth 
Italian his degcn'rate speech adorns, 
That witnesses his mixture with the Goth; 
Ancl Palestine's prophet ic songs divin e. 
To sum the whole, whate'er the h c:w'n contains, 
The ea rth bcn c:it h it, and the air between, 
Th e rivers :rn Ll the r es tless dL'ep, may all 
Pro\'O intellec tual gain to me, my wish 
Con curring with thy will; scien ce herself, 
All elollll rcrnond, inclin es h er beauteo us hcaLl, 
And offers me the lip, if, dull of heart, 
I shrink not, and Ll ecline her gracious boon. 

Go now, and gather dross, ye sonliJ minds, 
That covet it ; what conlcl my father more ? 
·what more coulJ Jove himself, unless he gave 
His own abode, the h ca\·en in which ho reigns? 
More eligible gifts than these were not 
Apoll o's to hi s son, ha tl th ey been safe, 
As they were insccnre, who made the boy 
The worhl' s vi ce- luminary, bade him rnlo 
The radiant chariot of the day, and bind 
To his young brows his 0 \1"11 all tla zzling \Hcnth. 
I th erefore, a l though last aml least, my place 
\Vil] h ol d, arnl wh ere the conciu'ror's ivy twinrs, 
H ence for th exempt from the u11lctter'd throng 
Profan e, 11or even to be see n as such. 
Away the n, slcq ,lcss Can• , Complaint, aw :iy, 
Aml En vy, with thy "jca lnns lc e: r malign ! " 
No r let th e mon ste r Calu11111y shoot forth 
Jfn vc norn 'tl tr,ngne a t 111 C' . D et es ted foes ! 
Ye all arc impote nt aga in st my p eace, 
F or I am privi lcg' ,l, a!l(l b ear my breast 
Safe, nnd too high, from your vipcrean wonnci. 
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But thou, my Father ! since to rcnJcr thanks 
Eciuiva1ent, anJ to reciuite by decJs 
Thy lihcrality, exceeds my power, 
Suffice it, that I thus reconl thy gifts, 
.And bear them trcasnrcrl in a grateful mind ! 
Ye too, the fa-rnurite p:istimo of my youth, 
My voluntary numbers , if ye dare 
To hope longevity, and to survive 
Your master's funeral, not soon absorb'J 
In the oblivions Leth can gulf, 
Sha11 to futmity perhaps convey 
This th eme, anrl by these praises of my sire 
Improve the Fathers of a distant age I 

ON THE DEATH OF DAMON. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Thyrsis and Damon, shepherds and noighbonrs, had always 
pursued the same stnrlies, an d had , from their earli es t days, 
been un ited in the closest frienrlship. Thyrsis, wh ile tmv el­
ling for improvement, received intolli ,::ence of the den.th 
of Damon, !1.!Hl , n.fter a time, returning ancl tln clin ,=: it 
true, deplores himself, and his solitary conclilion, in this 
poem. 

By Dn.mon is to be ll[l(lerstood Charles Dcoclati, connected with 
the I tn.lian city of Luccn. by bi s father's side, in other re~pects 
an Englishman-a youtli of uncommon genius, eruclition, and 
virtue. 

YE nymphs of Himern (for yo have shed 
Ercwhilo for Daphnis, an d for Hylas dead, 

.And over Bion's long lamented bier, 
The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear). 
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Now through the villas laved by Thames rehearse 
Th e woes of Thyrsis in Sicilian verse, 
"\Vlrnt sigl1s he heaved, and h0w, with groans profound, 
Ho marle tho '\"\"oo rls and hollow rocks resound 
Yonng Damon dead ; nor even ceased to pour 
His lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 

Th e green wheat twice had nodded in the car, 
And ~olden harves t twice enrich\l tho year, 
Since Damon's lips had gasp'tl for vital air 
Th e last, Ins t tim e, nor Th yrsis yet -r;as th ere ; 
for he, cnamour'd of th e Mnse, remain'tl 
In Tuscan Fiorcnz:. long tlctain'd, 
But, storcll at length with all he wished to learn, 
For his fl ock's sake now hasted to rc·turn ; 
And when th o sheph erd had resumed his scat 
At the elm's root, within his old retreat, 
Th en 'twas his lot, th en, all his loss to know, 
Aml, from his burthcn'd heart, ho vented thus his 

woe : 
"C:o, seek your hom e, my lambs; my thoughts aro 

duo 
To other cares th an th oso of fc eLlin g yon. 
Al as ! what Ll eit ics shall I suppose 
In h('av' n or earth, concc rn\l fo r human woes, 
Since, oh my Damon! their severe dec ree 
So soon cond em ns me to regret of th ee ! 
Dcp'.lrt' st th on thus, thy vi rtues nnrcpaid 
With fame an d hon our, like a vnl ,!;a r shade ! 
Let him forbi, l it, wh ose bric;ht rod contro>, 
An rl sep'r:1 tcs so rrl i1 l from i l lustr ions souls, 
Drive far the rabbl e, ::irnl to thee as,ign 
A bap['icr lot, with spirits wor th y thin e. 

"Go, seek yonr home, my lambs; my th oughts are 
duo 

To oth er cares th:111 th ose of feeding you. 
a- IS- a 
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Whate'er befall, unless by cruel chance 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance, 
Thou shalt not moulder undeplored, but long 
Thy praise shall dwell on ev'ry shepherd's tongue; 
To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 
And, after him, to thee the votive lay, 
·while Pales sha11 the llock:i and pastures love, 
Or Faunus to freqnent the field or grove, 
At least, if ancient piety a1Hl truth, 
·with all th e learned labonrs of thy youth, 
May serve thee aught, or to have left behind 
A sorrowing friend, and of tho tuneful kind. [1lne 

" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thongh ts aro 
To other cares th an th ose ot" fe eding you. 
Yes, Dam on! such thy sure re,ntrd skill be; 
Bnt ah, what Joom a,rn its unhappy me ? 
·who, now, my rain s and peril s shall di viLl e, 
As thou wast wont, for ever at my side, 
Both when th e rugged fr os t ann oy' d our fe et, 
And when the herb a_!:_(1· all ,1·as parch 'cl ,vith heat; 
Wheth er th e grim wolf's ravag0. to prevent, 
Or th e huge lion 's, arm \ l with darts, he went? 
·wh ose converse, now, sha11 calm my storm y day, 
"'With charming song, who no w hcgui lo my way? 

" Go, seek your hom e, my lambs ; my th onghts are 
d no 

To otl1er cares tkrn th ose of feedi ng y0 n. 
In wh om sl iall I cnn l1tlc ·1 who.,e coun sel find 
A balmy m c1l' ci11 e fo r my troubled mint!? 
Or wh ose discomsc, with inn ocent 1lelight, 
Shall fill me now, an,] clt c:it the wintry night, 
Whil e hi ,se s on my h cartli tlie pulpy pear, 
An ,l bbck' ning ch est11nts star t all(l crackl e th ere, 
""Whil e storm ,; abroad the dreary mcatlO\\"S whelm, 
And th e wind thunders through th e neighb'ring elm i 



ON THE DEA TH OF DAMON. 275 

"Go, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts arc 
due 

To other cares than those of feeding yon. 
Or who, when summer suns th eir summit reach, 
And Pan sleeps hidden by tho shelt'ring b.:ech, 
When shephen!s disappear, nymphs seek the sedge, 
And tho stretch\! rustic snores beneath the hedge, 
Who then shall render mo thy pleasant vein 
Of Attic wit, thy jests, thy smiles again? 

"Go, seek yom hom o, my lambs; my thong lits rtro 
cl11 0 

To other cares than those of fc ecling yon. 
·where glens and rnl es are thickest onrgrown 
"With tangled boughs, I wander now alo1w, 
Till night descend, while blust'ring wind and show'r 
Beat on my templ es throngh the shattc r'd bo\\''r. 

"Go, seek your home, my lambs; my th oughts ,1rc 
due 

To other cares than those of freilinp; you. 
Alas! what rampant wceLls now sham e my fic-lils, 
And \\'hat a rnild cw'tl crop the fu rrow yields ! 
My rambling vin es, 111medd etl to th e trees, 
Bea r shri\·el1'1l gr:11, e: s, m\· myrtl es fail to please, 
Nor pk1se me mol'C n,y Jlocks; tl1r,y, slighted, t11rn 
Their nn av:i iling looks on me, ,1ntl mourn. [due 

"Go, sel'k your homr, my lambs ; my tl1 oughts arc 
To oth ,'l' cares t li:-rn tho 0 e of frcdi 11g you . 
.illgon invites mo to tho l1:1zcl gro\·c, 
A1nyntas, on th e ri \'Cr's bank to rove, 
And young ,\l phc,ih,cus to a sra t 
"\\'hrrc br:111chi11::; L: lm s cxduil e th e mid-ilny hc::it. 
'Herc fot111tai11s , pri11~-h ero 111nssy l1 ill ocks ri ,c ; 
Jl crc Zcl'hF \\·hi s1 er, , 1111,l tl 1L! ,t rc:im rc!' iiL·s .' 
Thn ~ cnch pc~·s11allcs, bnt, deaf to cv' ry cal l, 
I gam tho tlmkcts, and escape tl 1om al l. 
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11 Go, seek your homo, my lambs; my thoughts are 
due 

To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Then Mopsus said (the same who reads so well 
The voice of birds, and what the stars foretell, 
For ho by chance had noticed my return), 
'What means thy sullen mood, this deep concern 1 
.A.h Tbyrsis ! thou art either crazed with love, 
Or some sinister influence from above ; 
Dull Saturn's influence oft tho shepherds rue: 
His leaden shaft oblique has picrccLl thee throngh.' 

"Go, go, my lan1bs, unpasturecl as yo arc, 
:My thoughts arc all now due to other cam. 
The nymphs amazed, my melancholy sec, 
And 'Thyrsis I' cry-' what will become of thco ! 
What woultlst thou, Thyrsis ? such should not appear 
The brow of youth, stern, gloomy, and severe ; 
Brisk youth should laugh, and love-ah shun the fato 
Of those, twice wretched mopes ! who love too late I' 

"Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye arc, 
My thoughts are all now Lluc to other care. 
~gle with Hyas came, to soothe my pain, 
And Baucis' daughter, Dryope, tho vain, 
Fair Dryope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-conceit ; 
Chloris too came, whose cottage on the lauds 
That skirt tho Idnmanian current stanus; 
But all in vain th ey came, and but to see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. 

"Go, go, my lambs, unpasturcd as yo aro; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah blest indiff'rence of the playful herd, 
None by his fellow chosen, or prcfc rr'J. I 
No bonds of amity the flocks enthrall, 
But each associates and is pleased with all ; 
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So graze the dap!Jled deer in num'rous droves, 
And all his kind alike the zebra loves ; 
The same law governs, where the billows roar, 
And Proteus' shoals o'erspread the desert shore; 
The sparrow, m eanest of the fo ather'<l race, 
His fit companion fiml s in ev'ry place, 
"\Yith whom he picks the grain that snits him bcs t, 
Flirts here aml there, and late returns to rest, 
AnJ whom if chance th e falc on makes his prey, 
Or hedger with his well -aim'<l arrow slay, 
For no such loss th e gny survivor grieves ; 
N ew love he seeks, allll new delig ht recci\·es. 
We only, an obdurate kind, rej oice, 
Scorning all others in a sin gle choice. 
"\Ve scarce in thousands m ee t one kindred mind, 
And if the long-sought good at last we tind, 
"\Vh en least we fear it, Death our treasure steals, 
And gives our h eart a wound. that n othing heals. 

"Go, go, my lambs, unpasturecl as ye arc ; 
1\ly thoughts arc all now due to other ca re. 
Ah, wliat delusion lured inc from my fl ocks, 
To traverse Alpine snows anll rnggc, l ro,:ks ! 
What m c: d so g rea t had I t o visit Home, 
Now sunk in rni11 s, and h erself a tollll1 ? 
Or, liaJ sh e flonrish'd still as when, of old, 
For li er sak e Tityrus fo rsook his fo ld, 
"\Vhat n eed so g reat haLl I t' in cur a 1,:111sc 
Of thy swee t intercourse fo r such a cause, 
For such a cause to place th .: roarin g sea , 
Rocks, mountains, wooJ s, between my fri end and 

me? 
Else, had I grasp'tl thy fee ble h nnd, composeLl 
Thy decent limbs, thy drooping eyelids closcJ, 
And, at the last, had said- ' Fare well-ascond­
Nor even in the skies forget thy fr ic uJ. ! ' 
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"Go, go, my lambs, untended homc1rnrd fare; 
lily thoughts arc all no\, due to other cure. 
Although well-plcasetl, ye tuneful Tuscan swains I 
1\ly mind the mem'ry of your woith retains, 
Yet not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
l\Iy Darnon lost.-He too ,rns Tuscan uorn, 
Born in yom Lucca, city of renown ! 
And wit possess'tl, and genius, like your own, 
0, l1ow elate was I, wh en stretch'd besillc 
The murm'ring course of A1 no's breezy tide, 
Beneath th e poplar grove I pass'tl my l1ours, 
Now cropping myrtles, an ll now vernal flow'rs, 
And hearing, us I lay at ease along, 
Your swains contending for the prize of son:{! 
I al so llarccl attempt (antl, as it seems, 
Not much di splcas'd attempting) various themes, 
For even I can presents boast from yuu, 
Tile shepherd's pipe, and ozier basket too, 
Aud Dati and Franciui, both have made 
l\Iy name familiar to the beechen shatle, 
And they are Jearn'd, and each in ev'ry place 
Renown'd for song, a!l<l' both of Lydian race. 

"Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare; 
l\Iy thoughts are all now due to other care. 
While bright the dewy grass with moonbeams shone, 
And I stood hurdling in my kids alone, 
How often have I said (but thou hadst found 
Ere then thy dark colJ. lodgm ent urnler grounJ) 
Now Damon sings, or springcs ~ets for hares, 
Or wicker-work for various use prepares ! 
How oft, intlulging fan cy, have I plann'J. 
N cw scenes of pleasure, that I hoped at hand, 
Call 'J. thee abroad as I was wont, and cried-
' What L.oa l my friend-come, lay thy task aside, 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
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The l1 eat beneath yon 11·hisp'ring sl1ades awhile, 
Or 011 the m arg in st ray of Colne's clear fl ood, 
Or wlH!rc Cassibcla11's g rey tnrrets s tood ! 
'l' li cre th ou shalt cull rne ::: im1 ,lcs, a1Hl shalt t each 
Thy fri ellll th e n ame aml hea ling pow' rs of each, 
from tli c tall blue-bell to the llwarfi sh \\· er:d, 
"\\'h at th e dry land an cl wha.t th e m arsh es Lrecd, 
F or all th eir ki mls alike to th ee arc known, 
And tli e whole art of Gale n is thy own. ' 
Ah, peri sh Galen' s ar t, al!ll ,rither'd be 
The useless lic rbs tl1at ga \·c not heal th t. o thee! 
'l'wch-e cYc11i ngs since, ::i s in poetic Jrcam 
I medit a ting ~:it some statelier t1H:mc, 
Tl1c r cell s 11 0 ~oo ner t oud1 'L1 my lip, th ough new, 
And unessay\l Lefore, t han wide th ey fl ew, 
Bursting their ,ra:-:: en bands, nor couhl sustain 
The dee p-toned rn nsic of the solemn s tra in ; 
And I am Yain perh aps, l,ut I \\"ill tell 
Ho\\· proud a th l' rne I c.: hoo:;e-ye groves, fare\rc11 ! 

" Co cro n1y lamb< unternh ·cl h omeward fare· 
1\[ y tlit;ughts arc all 1~~\r Lluc to other ca re. ' 
or l\rn tus, D ardan e11 ief, m y song shall be, 
H ow \\·i th his barks he plongh\l the Bri t ish sea , 
First fr om llutupia's t ow'riug h eaLllanu seen, 
And of hi s eomort' s reign, fa ir Im ogen; 
Of Brc1rnus all(l Belinus, brotl1 ers bold, 
And of Arri ragus, aud bow of old 
Our hanly sires th' Arm orican cout roll 'tl, 
And of the \Yi fc of Gorloi:s, wl 10, snrpri s'd 
By Uthcr, iu h er husba nd' s form cli sguis\l 
(Such ,ms th e fo rce of :M erl in 's art ), Lccamc 
Pregnant with Arthur of l1eroic fam e. 
Th ese t hem es I 110\Y rcrnlvc- aud ol1-if Fa to 
Proportion to these tl1 cn1 cs m y lcngtl1c11\l date, 
Allicu my ~hcpli c:nl' s recd-yon 11illc t ree bough 
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Shall b e thy future h ome, th ere dangle tl1ou 
Forgotten and di sus' cl, unless ere long 
Th ou change thy Latian for a Driti sh song; 
A Briti sh ?- even so-the p ow'rs of man 
Ar0 bound ed; littl e is the most he ca n; 
AnJ it shall well sufli cc m e, an Ll shall bo 
F;i.m e, and pron cl reco mpense enoug h for m e, 
H Usa, gold cn-h air'J, my verse may learn, 
If Alain, bendin g o'er !ii;; cryst al mn, 
Sw ift-whirlin rr Abra, Trent's o'ersliadow'd s tream, 
Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 
Tamar's ore-tin ctnr\l fl ood, and, after these, 
The wave-worn sh ores of utmo<;t Orcatl cs. 

"Go, go, my lam Ls, untended l1 omew:ud fare; 
My tl1oughts a rc all 11 0 w tln c to oth er care. 
All this I k ept in le::i ves of laurel-rind 
Enfolded safL', a llll fo r thy view des ign\], 
This-and a gift from Man so's h a nd bes ide 
(nlan so not l rast hi s native city's prid e), 
Two cups, tlnt radiant as th eir gil'er shon e, 
Adorn\l by sculpture with a double zonu. 
Th e spring ,ras g raven there : li ere slowly wind 
Th e Heel St·a sl1o rcs with gro1·es of spi i.:cs li11 \ l: 
] !er pln1 11cs of various hues a mitl th e boughs 
'l'li e sac red, so litary Ph ceni x shows, 
And, watclif'ul of t'h c dawn, rcvr, r ts her b ead, 
To sec Aurora ka,·e lier wat\y bed. 
-In oth er part, th ' ex pansive va ult alio l'e, 
And tli cre too, e1·en there, the g0d of lo\'e ; 
1\' ith qni1·cr arm\l he mounts, hi s torch d ispl ays 
A vivid liglit, liis gem-tipt arrows bb zc, 
Around hi s bright and fi ery eyes he roll s, 
Nor aims at \'ulga r mind s or little soul s, 
Nor deigns ono look below, out aimiug high, 
Sends eve ry arrow to the lofty sky ; 
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Hence forms divine, and minds immortal, learn 
The pow'r of Cupid, and enamour'cl burn. 

"Thou also, Damon (neither need I fear 
That hope delusive), thou art also there; 
For w11ither should simplieity like thine 
Retire 1 " ·here else such spotless virtue shine 1 
Thou dwcll\t not (thought profaue) in shades below, 
Nor tears suit thee-cease then my tears to flow ; 
Away with grief! on Damon ill bestow'd I 
\Vho, pure himself, has found a pure aborlc, 
Has pass'll the show'ry arch, l1e11ceforth resines 
·with saints and heroes, and from flowing tides 
Quaffs copious immortality, and joy, 
·with hallow'tl lips !-0 ! blest witlrnut alloy, 
And now enrich\]. "·ith all th at faith cau claim, 
Look down, entreated by whatever name. 
If Damon please thee most (that rural sound 
Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around), 
Or of Dio<latus, by which alone 
In those ethereal mansions thou art kno,,n. 
Thy blush ,ms maillcn, and thy youth the taste 
Of wedded Lliss knew ncHr, pure and chaste, 
'l'he honours, therefore, by di ,·inc llcrrcc, 
The lot of virgin worth, are gin:n to thee; 
Thy brows encircled with a radiant Land, 
And the green pal111 -branch waving in thy lia11<l, 
Thou in immo1 tal nuptials shalt rcj,Jice, 
And join with seraphs thy accord in~ voice, 
·where rapture reigns, anu the ecstatic lyre 
Guides the blest orgies of the blazing quire." 
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Trans!atiolls from Villcc11 t B ourlle. 

HECIPROCAL KINDNESS 

THE l"l!DL\l:Y LAW OF !\,\'ITl : E. 

A NDROCLES from ltis injmctl lord, in dread 
Of instant d eath, to Libya 's desert fl ecl. 

Tired with his toilsome flight, and parch'd with 
heat, 

He spied at length a c1n-crn's cool retreat ; 
But sca rce hau g iven t o rest lti s \\· cary fram e, 
·wh en, huges t or his kind, a lion came : 
Ho roar 'J approaching : but tho sarngo <1in 
To plainti\·o murmurs chango<l,-arrive<l within, 
AnJ with ex prcss i\·o looks, hi s liftctl p:i.w 
Presentin~, aid illlplore<l from whom he saw. 
The fug itive, th ro ug h t erro r at a stand, 
Dared 11ot awhil e a ffo rd hi s trembling hand, 
But bolJ er gro1rn, at leugth inli crent fountl 
.A pointed th orn , a nd drew it fron1 the woun 1l. 
The cure was \Hough t; he wiped the sa nious Llood, 
AnJ ilrm and fr ee from pain th e lion stooLl. 
Again he seeks the wil,J s, and cl ay Ly day, 
Regales his inmate with th e part etl prey; 
Nor ho tlisdain s th e dole, th ou.~h unprepa red, 
~ prcad on th e g rou 11 1l, a11Ll wi t h a lion shared. 
But thus to li\' e- still lost- sequ es ter'd still­
Scarce seem'd his lord 's revenge a hea\· icr ill. 
Horne ! native home! 0 might h e but repair! 
He must-he will, though death a ttend s liim there. 
H e goes, and doom'd to perish, on the sarn.ls 
Of tho full theatre unpitied stands ; 
When lo! the self-same lion from his cngo 
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Flies to tlernnr l1irn, fami sh\] into rage. 
He fli es, but Yi c,ring in hi s pmposcd prey 
The man, hi s li ealer, pauses 011 hi s \l'ay, 
And soften'tl by remembran ce into s,1·cct 
Aml kind composure, croucl1 cs at liis feet. 

Mule ,rith a, lo11ishmcnt tl1' assc rnl1ly ga ze : 
En t \Yl1y, ye Romans? ,Yli cncc your mute amaze 1 

All thi s is naL'ral: Nature bade him 1-c 1lll 

An en~rny; she Lids him spare a fr iu!cl. 

1'!0r:E A'.\CIE:t,;T TIIA:'\ TllE ART OF l'I'.l'.\TI:--;-c, A:--;-D NOT 

TO BE FOl'C\D I:'\ A:t;Y CA'Ul. uGL'E , 

T HERE is a Look, which we may call 
(Its excellence is sncli ) 

Alon e a librnry, thon~h small ; 
Th e laLli~s lhurnlJ it much. 

,Yonl ~ nonP, thin gs nurn'rous it contai11 s : 
Allll, thin g~ \l'ith ,rnnls co111parccl , 

,Ylio Jl cc ds be t ol d, tl1a t has hi s brain ~, 
Which merit mos t reganl? 

Oftti111 es its lca,·es of scarl d huo 
A golde n ed~ i11g boas t ; 

AnJ opcn'd , i t Jis1,la\s to view 
T,Yelr8 pages at the w os t. 

:Ko name, 11 or ti tlr , stam p'J behind, 
Ad orn s its oute r 1,arL ; 
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But all within 'tis richly lined, 
A magazin e of art. 

The whitest hanJ t! that secret hoarJ 
Oft visit: and th e fair 

Prese rve it in th eir bosom s stored, 
As with a mise r's care. 

T hence implement of ev ' ry size, 
And fo rm 'd the various use, 

(They need bu t to consult their eycs1 
They rapidly produce. 

Tile largest and th e longest kind 
Possess th e foremost page, 

A sort m os t needecl by th e blind, 
Or nearly such from age. 

Th e full -charged lea f, which next ensues, 
Presents in bright array 

Th e small er so r t, which ma t ron s use, 
Not quite so 1.J lin cl as they. 

Th e thirJ, the fourtl1, the fi ft l1 supply 
·wh at th eir occasions ask, 

Wh o wi th a more di scerning eye 
P erform a nice r t n~k. 

l:nt s till with r rg uhr d rc rcaso 
F ro 111 size to size tli cy fall, 

In ev'ry lea f grow less aml less ; 
Th e last arc leas t of all. 

Oh I what a fund of geniu s, pent 
In narrow space, is h ere ! 

This volume's method and iutent 
How luminous and clear ! 
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It leaves no reader at a loss 
Or posed, whoever reads : 

No commentator's tetlious gloss, 
Nor even index needs. 

Search Bodley's many thousands o'er ! 
No book is treasured there, 

Nor yet in Granta's num'rous store, 
That may with this compare. 

No !-Rival none in either host 
Of this was ever seen, 

01 that contents conhl justly boast, 
So brilliant antl so kecu, 

F u.MILIARITY DANGEROUS. 

A S in her ancient mistress' lap 
The youthful tabby lay, 

They gave each other many a tap, 
.Alike Jisposecl to play. 

But strife ensues. Puss waxes warm, 
And \\'ith protrudcJ claws 

Plough s all the length of Lyuia's arm, 
Mere wantonness the cause . 

.At once, resentful of the 1leed, 
She shakes her to the ground 

With many a threat, that she shall bleed 
·with still a deeper wound. 
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But, Lydia, bid thy fnry rest ; 
It was a venial stroke : 

For she that will with kittens jest 
Should bear a kitten's joko. 

STRADA'S NIGHTINGALE . 

T HE shepherd touch'd his recd; sweet Philomel 
Essay'J, and oft essay\l to catch the strai n, 

Arnl treasuring, as on her car they fell, 
The numbers, ccho'd note for note again. 

Tho peevish youth, who ne'er had found before 
A rival of his sk ill, inJignant heard, 

And soon (for various was his tuneful store ) 
In l.oftier tones Jcficd the simple bird. 

Sho dared the task, and rising, as he rose, 
With all the force that passion gives inspirctl, 

Return'd the rnnlllls awhile, but in the close 
ExhausteLl fell, and at his feet expired. 

Thus strength, not skill, prevail\]. 0 fatal strife, 
Dy thee, poor songstress, playfully brgnn ; 

And O sad victory, which cost thy life, 
And he m:.y wi~h that he haJ never won ! 

THE CAUSE WON. 

T "\VO n eighbours furiou sly dispute ; 
A Jiel,l-the subject ot the suit . 

Tri vial tho spot, yet such the rage 
With which the combatants engage, 
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'Twero hard to tell, who covets most 
The prize--at whatsoever cost. 
The pleadings swell. W orcls still suffice, 
No single word but has its price : 
No term but yields some fair pretence 
For novel nnd increas'd expense. 

Defendant thus beco mes a nnme, 
Which he that bore it nrny disclaim; 
Since both, in one desc ri11tion blended, 
.Are plaintiffs-when tho suit is ended. 

THE INNOCENT THIEF. 

N OT a flow'r can be found in the fields, 
Or the spot thnt we till for our pl easure, 

From tho larges t to least, but it yields 
Th o bee , nev er ,;,eariel1, a treasure. 

Scnrce any she <111its un explor'd, 
With a Jili!:'.r-n cc trulv exact; 

Yet, steal wh ~t she ma}; fo r her l10ard, 
Leaves evid ence 11 c. nc of th o fact. 

H er lu crntin task she pursues, 
.And pil fers witl1 so 11Jt1ch arldrcs~, 

That none of th ei r odonr th ey lo~c , 
:Kor cha rm by th eir beauty the le-sq_ 

Not thus in ofTens inly prrys 
Th e can k r r-wonn , in tl\\"ellin rr foe ! 

His ,oracity no t thus allays 
0 

The sparrow, the finch, or th e crow, 
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The worm, moro expensively fed, 
Tho pride of tho garden devours ; 

.And birds peck tho seed from tho bed, 
Still less to be spar'd than the flow'rs. 

Bnt she, with such delicate skill, 
H er pillage so fits for her use, 

That tho chemist in vain with his still 
Would labour tho like to prouuco. 

Then gruclgo not her temperate meals, 
Nor a benefi t blame as a theft; 

Since, stole she not all that she steal.,, 
Neither honey nor wax would bo left. 

TUE TEARS OF A PAINTER. 

A PELLES, hearing that his boy 
Had just expir'd-his only joy I 

Although the sight with anguish tore him 
Bade place his dear remains before him. 
Ho seized his brush, his colours spread ; 
.And-" Oh! my child, aeccpt,"-he saiJ 
"('Tis all that I can now bes tow), 
This tribute of a father's woe I " 

Then faithful to tho two-fold part, 
Both of his feelings and his art, 
He clos'd his eyes, with tender care, 
Anu form'd at once a fellow pair. 
His brow with ambe r locks bese t, 
.And lips ho drew, not livid yet; 
.And shaded all that he ha,l done 
To a just imago of his son. 
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Thus for is well. But view again 
The cau~e of thy paternal 1,ain ! 
Thy 111 da 11 eholy 1a~k fulfil ! 
It IH'l'd s tli e la,;t, las t touches still. 
Again hi,; 11c11 cil' s 1,uwers l ie tri es, 
Fl•r 011 l1is li1,s a ~111il e he spies: 
Aml s till liis ch eek unfall ed sh o ws 
Tli c ilt· (· pcs t da 111 a~k of tli c l' 'lSC. 
'1'l1 e11, l1ec·d f1tl to the Jini sh 'd wl 1(tlc, 
"\Yitli fondest cage rn c;;s h e s tolr , 
'fill searcP him se lf di st inctly kn ew 
'I!IC cherub eo1,ieJ from the trnc. 

Kow, painter, cease ! Thy task is Jone. 
Lo11g live~ tl1i s i11 ,agc of tliy so11; 
Kor s ho1t -liv'll slia\l t hy glory prove, 
Or of thy la\ our, o r thy love. 

TlIE SN.iUL. 

T o gras~, or lea f, or fruit, or wall, 
T !.e , 1,ail st ick s close, nor foa rs lo fall, 

As if li e gre w Lhcrc, l1o use a11 d all 
Toget h er. 

"\Yitliin tb a t l1 onse secure h e hillc:s, 
"\\'li en drrnge r immin en t li d ides 
Of s lo1m 1 ur other l,arm l.Je:; idcs 

Of weather. 

Give but lii s l, orn s th e slighte;; t toueh , 
His sclf-cull ee ti11g pu\Y CI' is such, 
H e sl1 1inks illto his lt0u se with 1uueh 

u 19 a 
Dis1,lcasme. 
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Where'er he dwells, he dwells alone, 
Except himself has chattels none, 
'iVell satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasure. 

Thus, h ermit-like, his life he l eads, 
Nor pctrtncr of his banri.uet needs, 
And if he meets one, on ly feeds 

The faster, 

Who seeks him must be 'l>orse than blind 
(He anrl his house are so combined), 
If, finding it, he fails to find 

Its master. 

Translations of Greek Verses. 

FROM THE GP.EEK OF JULL\NUS. 

A SPART AN, his. companions slain, 
Alone from battle fl ed, 

His moth er, kindling \dth disdain 
That she bad borne him, st ruck him dead; 

For courage, and not birth alone, 
In Sparta t estifies a son I 

ON THE REED. 

I WAS of late a barren plant, 
Useless, in signifi cant, 

Nor fig, nor grnpe, nor apple bore, 
.A native of the marshy shore ; 
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But gn. tber'd for poetic use, 
.And plung'd into a sable juice, 
Of which my modicum I sip, 
With narrow mouth and slender lip, 
At once, although by nature dumb, 
All eloquent I have become, 
And speak with fluency untired, 
As if by Phcebus' self inspired. 

AN EPITAPH. 

My name-my country-what aro they to thee 1 
What, wh ether base or proud, my pedigree 1 

Perhaps I far surpass'd all other men-
Perh aps I fell below them all-what then 1 
Suffice it, Stranger ! that thou sees t a tomb-
Thou know'st its use-it hides no matter whom. 

ANOTHER 

T AKE to thy bosom, gentle ea rth, a swain 
With mu ch hard labour in thy service worn! 

He set the vin es that clothe yon ample plaiu, 
.And he these ol ives that the vale adorn. 

He fi.H'd with grain the glebe ; the rills h e led 
Through this green hcrbagr, and those fruitful bow'rs; 
Thou, therefore, earth ! lie ligh tly on his head, 
His hoary head, and deck his grave with fiow'rs. 
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.ANOTHER. 

AT threescore winters' enJ I died, 
A cheerless being, sole and sad ; 

The nnptial knot I never tied, 
.Ami. wish my father never ha<l. 

TO HEALTH. 

ELDEST born of pow'rs divine, 
Dlest Hygcia ! be it niiuo 

To enjoy what thou canst give, 
Aud hen ce forth with th ee to live : 
F or in pow'r if pl easure be, 
·wealth, or num'rous progeny. 
Or in amorous cm brace, 
Wh ere no spy infes ts the place : 
Or in anght that H eav'n bestows, 
To alleviate human woes, 
When the wearied h eart despairs 
Of a respite from its cares ; 
Th ese a11d cv'ry true delight 
Flourish only in thy sight; 
.Am1 th e sis ter Graces Three 
Owe, th emselves, th eir youth to t,hee, 
·without whom we may possess 
M11 ch, but never h appin cs~. 
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ON FLATTERERS. 

NO mischief worthier of our fc:ir 
In Nature can be fonncl, 

'l'Lan friendsh ip, in ostent sincere, 
But hollow and unsound. 

For lull'd into a dangerous dream 
"\Ve close cnfohl a foe , 

·who strikes, wh en most secure ira s~em, 
Th' inevitable blow. 

ON LATE ACQUIRED WEALTH. 

POOR in my youth, a11tl in life's latr r scenes 
Rich to 110 end, I cu r.,e my natal hour: 
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·who nought euj oy' J whil e young, clcnicLl th e means; 
Aml uought, wh en old, euj oy'J , denied the pow'r. 

ON A GOOD MAN. 

T RAV'LLER, regret not me; for thou shalt find 
Just cause of so rrow none in my decease, 

"\Yh o, tlyi11 _c' , chi l<lrcu's chil Llren left beh ind, 
Aml with one 11ife li1·'J many a year in pc cc : 

Three Yirtu ous youths csr ous'tl my chugl1ters three, 
And oft th eir i11 fa11ts in lllY Lo~o m lay, 

N or saw I ouc, of all tl c.:r iv\l fr u1:1 me, 
'l'ouch'tl with disc:i.sc, or torn by death away. 

'l'lt L· ir dntcous hands my fuu 'ral ri les lw,,tuw'cl, 
A11Ll rne, 1,y bb111clca~ manners litkd well 

'l'u sc ·ek it, sent to th e screuc aboLlc, 
"\\'her<.: slt;:ulcs of t•ious mc11 for cl"cr J 11dl. 
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ON A TRUE FRIEND. 

H AST thou a friend 1 Thou hast indccJ. 
A rich anJ. large suppl y, 

Treasure to serve your every lleed, 
Well manag' d, till you die. 

0 N PED I G REE. 

FllOM EPICHAH~IUS. 

MY mother ! if thou love me, name no more 
My nobl e birth ! Souudin~ at every Lreath 

l'liy noLle Lirth, thou kill'~t me. Tliither fly, 
As to their only refuge, all from whom 
Nature withlwl<ls all good Lesides; they Loast 
Their noble birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and from age to age 
Ascending, trumpet their illustrious race : 
But whom has t thou beheld, or canst thou name, 
D erived from no forefather? Such a man 
Lives JJOt; for how could such Le born at all¥ 
Aud if i t chance, that native of a lantl 
Far distant, or in infancy deprived 
Of all his kindred, on e, who cannot trace 
His origin, exist, why deem him sprnng 
From base r ancestry than th ei rs, wh o can? 
My mother! h e, whom Na t ure at his birth 
Endow\l with virtuous qualiti es, although 
An 1Etliiop alid a slave, is nobly born. 

'--5f-' 
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ON A MISER. 

T HEY call thee rich-I deem thee poor, 
Since, if th ou dar'st not use thy store, 

But sav'st it 011ly for th ine lu.: irs, 
The trcasur0 is 11ut thi rre, but thdrs. 

ON FEMALE INCONSTANCY. 
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R ICH, thou haust many lovers-poor, hast none, 
So surely mrnt ext inguishes the flame, 

And she, who call'J thee 011cc lrcr pretty one, 
Anu lier Auonis, llO\\" i11quircs thy uame. 

·where was t tlton Lorn, Sosicratcs, and where, 
Iu what strauge country ca11 thy parents live, 

1\"110 secm' st , by thy complai11ts, not yet aware 
'l'Lat wa11t's a crime 110 ,rnmau can forgive 1 

ON A CHARACTER. 

You ~i\"(\ your cl1 ecks a rosy _stain, 
"\\ 1th wasli t.!s dye your hall", 

But pailll a11Ll wasli<:s LotlJ. aru vaiu 
To g ive a you t hful air. 

Tl1,l.-c wriuklc,; 111ock your ,Ltily toil 
No labour ,,·ill efface 'c1u, ' 

You wear a mask of smootlwst oil, 
Y ct still with case we trace 'cw. 
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An art so fruitl ess then forsake, 
·which though yon much excel in, 

You never can con tri rn to make 
Old H ecuba Young Helen. 

ON ENVY. 

PITY, says th o Theban bard, 
From my wishes I di scan.l ; 

Envy, l et ll!C rath er be, 
Rather, far, a th eme for thee I 

Pity to di stress is shown; 
Elll·y to the great alone-
So th e Th eban- -B11t to sh in e 
Less co 11 spicu,) 11 s be mi1J c ! 
I prcl'cr the golden m ean 
l'omp an ll penury betwce ll, 
For alarm and peril ll'ait 
Ever on the lo fti es t s tate, 
A ml th e lowes t, to th e end, 
Obloquy aml scorn attend. 

r,y l'lilLE.'.110:N. 

OFT we enhan ce our ilb Ly di .,con tent, 
And g ive th em lrn lk, bcyo llrl \\' li at Na ture meant 

A parent, Lruth er, fri cllll dect:ased, to cry-
" JJ e's dead illll cc tl, l ,nt h e was l,orn to di e "­
Such te mp,;ratc grief is sni tl"d to th e size 
And b11rtl ic n of th e los.3 ; is j11s t :rnd wise. 
]~11t to cxcla i,n - " Ali ! wl1ercforc was I !Jorn, 
Thus lo be lcf'r , fur cvc·r Ll,11.-; furh rn ? " 
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"\Yh o thus laments his loss invites distress, 
And magnifies a woe that might be less , 
Through dull despondence to his lot resign'<l, 
Aud leaving reason's remedy behind. 

EPIGRAl\IS. 

Tra11slateclfrom the L atin of O,cen. 

OX ONE IG:1-iOTI.A::-iT AXD Ail.Il.OGA:1-iT. 

Tnou mayst of double ign'rance boast, 
"\Vho k11ow'st not that thon nothing know'st. 

l'l:UDE:S-T SDfl'Lf C!TY. 

THAT thou mayst injure 11 0 man, don-like be, 
A1nl serpent-like, that none may injure thce ! 

TO A FJ:IE~D J N JJI STI:Es :c;, 
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I wrsn thy lot, now batl, s till worse, my fri end; 
For wl1cu at wors t, they say, thi ngs always 111 cnLl. 

W1rn~ liltlc more tkrn Luy in age, 
I d ecm' <l myself a lm os t a sage; 
But u ow seem worthier to be styled, 
For ignorancc-alrnost a child. 

SU:K SET A~D SL::-;1:um. 

Co :-; TEM !'LATE, when tl ,c sun d eclines 
Th y dt·atl1, with deep rdlcctiu11 ! ' 

Aml w]1t;ll again li e rising s hin es, 
Thy day ot' n:slll'rl·cli uu ! 



TRANSLATIONS. 

Translations from t!te Frmc!t of Madame 
De La J11(}t/te Guyon. 

LOVE FAITHFUL IN THE ABSENCE OF THE 
BELOVED. 

IN vain ye w·oo me to your liarmless ,ioys, 
Ye pleasant bowers, remote from strife and 

noise ; 
Your shades, the witnesses of many a vow, 
Breathed forth in happier clays, arc irksonw now ; 
D enied that smile 'twas once my hea vcn to see, 
Snch scenes; such pl easures, are all past with me. 

In min he lea ves me, I shall luvc him still; 
And, though I mourn, llot murmur at his will ; 
I have 110 canse-a11 obj ec t all divine 
Might well grow weary of a soul like mine; 
Yet pity me, great Goel !-forlurn, alone, 
Heartl ess and liopeless, life and love all gone. 

THE ENTIRE SURRENDER. 

PEACE has nnveil' d her smiling face, 
And woos tl1y soul to h er embrace, 

Enjoy\] 11 ith c:t$e, if tliou r efrain 
Fro111 cartltly lo\·e, else songlit in vain ; 
Rl1 c dwell s \rith :i ll who truth prefer, 
But seek s lint th ci n wl10 ;;eek n ot li er. 

Yield to tl1c Lord, with si11111lo hear t, 
All that thou has t, and all th ou art ; 
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Renounce all strength but strength divine, 
And peace shall be for over thine : 
Behold tho path which I have trod, 
My path, till I go home to God. 

THE PERFECT SACRIFICE. 

I PLACE an offering at Thy shrine. 
From taint and blemish clear, 

Simple and pure in its design, 
Of all that I ho!J dear. 

I yield Th ee back Thy girts again, 
Thy gifts which I most prize ; 

D e:; irous only to retain 
Tlie notice of Thine eyes. 

But if, by Thin e adored decree, 
Tli at lilcssiug be denied ; 

Rcsir,n'd, urn.l unreluctant, sco 
:ri(;'· every 'l'l'ish subside. 

Thy will in all things I approve, 
Exalted or cast clown : 

Thy will in C\'cry state I love, 
And even in Tliy frown. 
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WATCHING UNTO GOD IN THE NIGHT SEASON. 

SLEEP at last has fled these eyes, 
Nor do I reg ret his flight, 

More alert my spirits rise, 
Aud my heart is free and light. 

Nature silent all around, 
Not a single witness n ear; 

God as soon as so nght is found; 
And the flame of love burns ckar. 

Interruption, all day long, 
Ch ecks the current of my joys; 

Creatures press 111 0 with a throng, 
And perplex me with their uoisc. 

Unc1isturb'd I muse all night, 
On the first Eternal Fair; 

Nothing th ere obstructs delight, 
Love is renovated there. 

Life, with its perpetual st ir, 
Proves a fo e to love and mo ; 

Fresh entanglements occur­
Comes the night and se ts me free. 

N over more, swee t sleep, suspend 
1\ly enjoy ments, ahrnys new : 

L eave me to possess my fri cml ; 
Other eyes aucl hea rts suLJue. 

lJ ush th o world, that I lllay wake 
To the taste of pure delights ; 

011 th e plcasur"s I partake-
God, the p,utn cr of my 11igltts ! 
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David, for the selfsame causn, 
Night preferr'd to busy lhy ; 

Hrarts whom h eavenly beau ty draws, 
·wish the glaring snn away. 

Sleep, self-l overs, is for you­
Sonls, tha t love cdes tial kn ow, 

Fairer scen es hy night ran vir w, 
Than the sun could ever show. 

TilE JOY OF TIIE CRO .~S. 

L ONG plunged in sorrow, I n ·sign 
l\Iy soul to tliat d l'a r hand ol Tl1in e, 

1Vithout r ese rve or fear; 
That h a nd shall wipe my s trea n1ing eyes ; 
Or into smi les of glad smprise 

Tran sform the falli ng t ear. 

My sole p ossession is Thy love ; 
In earth be11eath, or hca,· en above, 

I lrn.ve n o othe r sto re : 
And though with forv r nt snit I pray, 
And importun e Th ee night and day, 

I ask Thee nothing more. 

My rapid hours pnrsu c th e courc;o 
Prescrihed them bv love's sweetes t fo · ro, 

And ] Thy sove~eig n will, 
·wi thout a wish t o escape my doo11, ; 
Tli ongh s t ill a su fferer from the wulll b, 

And do om ed to suffer s till. 
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By Thy command, wh ere'cr I stray 
Sorrow attencJ s me all my wny, 

A never-failing fri end ; 
Arni, if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold me well content-­

Let sorrow still attend I 

It cost me no regret, that she, 
Who follow'd Christ, should follow me; 

And though, wh cre'cr sh e goes, 
Thorns spring spontaneous at her feet, 
I love her, and extract a swee t 

From all my bitter woes. 

Adieu! ye vain delights of earth, 
In sipid sports, and childish mirth, 

I tas t e no sweets in you ; 
Unkn own de ligh ts arc in the cross, 
All ,i oy bc., idc to me is dross ; 

Antl J esus thought so too. 

Th e cross ! Oh ravishment and bliss­
How grntefnl e'en its anguish is ; 

Its bittern ess how s,,cet ! 
Th ere every sense, and all th e mind, 
In all her fac n I t ics refin ed, 

Tastes ha ppiness complet e. 

Souls, once enabled to disdain 
Base sublunary joys, maintain 

Th eir dign ity secure ; 
Th e fever of desire is p:iss'd, 
And love has all its genuine tas te, 

Is delicate and pure. 
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Self-love no grace in sorrow sees, 
Consults her own peculiar case; 

'Tis all th e bliss she knows ; 
But nobler a im s true Love employ; 
In self-denial is her joy, 

In sufferi ng her repose. 

Sorrow anLl Love go sitlc b/ side ; 
Nor heigh t nor depth can e'er d ivid e 

Th eir heaven-appointed band s; 
Those dear associates st ill arc one, 
Nor till the race of life is run 

Disjoin their wedded hands. 

J esns, a \·cnger of our fall, 
Thon faithful loHr, above all 

The cross has cn r borne ! 
Oh, toll me-li fe is in Thy voice­
How mu ch aflli ctio 11 s were Thy choice, 

.Aud sloth and case Thy scorn l 

Thy choice and min e shall Le th e rnmc, 
Inspirer of that holy flam e, 

,Vh icb must for ever blaze ! 
To take th e cross :ind follow Tltco, 
·where lon~ and tluty lcatl, shall Le 

1ily portion and n;y praise. 

S IJ\1 PLE TRUST. 

STILL, still, without ceasinrr, 
I feel it incu0 ;1s iw,, "' 

This fervour of holy d cs ir~ ; 
Auel oft en exclaim. 
L et me tli c in the iL11nc 

Of a love tha t can 11c1·cr ex1,ire ! 
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Had I words lo explain 
"\Vliat she must sustain 

Who <lies to the worhl and its w ny s ; 
How ,ioy and affriglit, 
Distress fl!Hl d elight, 

Alternately chN1uer li er ,hys: 

Thon, sweetly severe ! 
I would make Thee appc[lr, 

In all Thou art 11lcaseLl to awarLl: 
Not more in the sweet 
Thau the bitt er I meet, 

~Iy tenu. er and m erci ful Lord. 

This faith, in the dark, 
Pursu ing its rn;irk, 

Through many ;; harp trials of l o\·e, 
I s the sorrowful \\'aste 
That is to b e 1,ass' d 

In the way to the Canaan al;ove. 

LOVE IN CREASED BY SUFFERING. 

" I LOVE the Lord," is still tl1c st rain 
This heart d elights to s in g ; 

But I reply-your thonghts arc vain, 
P crhap" 'tis no such thing. 

Before the power of love 1]i,·ine 
Creation fa1lcs away; 

Till 011ly Gou is seen to sli ino 
In all tliat we sur\' ey. 
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In gulfs of awfnl ni .~ht ,1·0 find 
Th e Goll of onr dL·, ircs; 

'Tis there Jrn st:1rnp, th e yicllling minil, 
AuJ. doubl es :lll its firPs. 

flam es of encircling 10 1·0 invest, 
1\ 1111 pierce it sweetly through ; 

'Tis fill'cl with sacml joy, yet press'cl 
With sacred sorrow too . 

Ah, love I my heart is in the right­
,irnidst a thousaml woes, 

To th ee its ever ne1r <lelight, 
Anrl all its perice, it owes. 

Fresh c:rnscs of distress ocelll" 
·whcrc'cr I look or morn; 

The comforts I to all prefe r 
Are solitude and love. 

Kor exile I nor prison fcrir; 
Love m:ikrs my comage great; 
find a Saviolll' crerywhl'rc, 
His grace in enry sta te. 

Nor castl e \\·alls, nor dungeons deep, 
Exclude his rpiickcning beams ; 

Th ere I ca11 sit, and sing, anrl weep, 
And dwell on hcaHJ1ly themes. 

Th ere sorrow, for his ,ake, is found 
A joy bcyoml compare ; 

Th ere no presumptuous thoughts aboun(l, 
Nor pride can enter there. 

a-20-a 
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A Saviour doubles all my joys, 
And sweetens all my pains, 

His strength in my defence employs, 
Co11 soles me and sustains. 

I fear no ill, resent no wrong; 
Nor feel a passion move, 

Wh en malice whets her slanderous tongue; 
Such patience is in love. 

THE SW A.LLOW. 

I AM fond of tho swallow-I learn from her flight, 
Had I skill to improve it, a lesson of love : 

How seldom on earth do we see her alight l 
She dwells in tho skies, she is over above. 

It is on the wing that she takes her repose, 
Suspended and poise rl in the regions of air, 
'Tis not in our tiel<ls that her sust enance grow~, 
It is wing'd like herself, 'tis ethereal fore. 

She comes in the spring, all the snmmer she stays, 
And dreading the cold still follows the sun-
So, true to our love we should covet his rays, 
And the place where he shines not immediately shun. 

Our light should be love, and our nourishment 
pr1.yer; 

It is <langerous food that we find upon earth ; 
The fruit of this world is b eset with a snare, 
In itself it is hurtful, us vil e as its birth. 
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'Tis rarely if ever she settles below, 
And only when building a nest for her young; 
Were it not for her hrood she would never bestow 
A thought upon anything filthy as dung. 

Let us leave it ourselves ('tis n mortal nbode), 
To bask every moment in infinite love; 
Let us fly the dark winter, and follow the roall 
That lcatis to the dayspriug appearing above. 

A CHILD OF GOD LONGING TO SEE RIM 
BELOVED. 

T HERE'S not an echo round me, 
But I am glad should learn, 

How pure a fire bas found me-
Tile love 'l'l"ith which I burn. 

For none attends with pleasure 
To what I would reveal ; 

They slight me out of measure, 
And laugh at what I feel. 

The rocks receive less proudly 
Thr. story of my flame ; 

"When I approach, they loudly 
Reverberate His name. 

I speak to th em of sadness, 
.And comforts at a stand; 

They bid me look for gladness, 
And better days at hand. 

Far from all habitation, 
I hen r a happy sound ; 

Bi ,!:': with the consolation 
That I have often found. 
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I said, '' .My lot is sorrow, 
My g ri ef has no a lloy; " 

Tl 1r• rot:ks repli e,l-'' To-m orrow, 
To-morro w brings th ee joy." 

Th ese swee t and sacred tidi11 gs, 
Wh at bliss i t is t o hear ! 

F or, spite of a ll my chid ings , 
My weakn ess a nd my fea r, 

No soon er I receive them, 
Than I forge t my pain, 

And, happy to believe th em, 
I love as much again. 

I fl y to scenes romantic, 
·where never men resort ; 

F or in an age so frantic 
Impiety is sport. 

F or riot arnl con fusion 
Th ey barter t hin gs above, 

Condemning, as delu sion, 
Th e joy of per fect love . 

In this sequest er'd corner, 
None h ra rs what I express ~ 

Deliver'(] from the scorn er, 
\Vhat peace d o I possess ! 

Beneath th e boughs reclinin6, 
Or rovi ng o'er the wild, 

I 1 ive as undes ig ning 
And harmless as u child. 

No t rouhles h ere surprise me, 
I inn ocently play, 

While Provid ence supplies me, 
Aud g uards me all th e day; 
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l\Iy 1.kar ancl kinJ D efender 
Prese rves me safely here, 

From m en of pomp and splcllllour, 
Who fill a child with fear. 

ASPIRATIONS OF THE SOUL AFTER COD. 

My Spouse ! in whose presen ce I live, 
Sole object of all my clcsircs, 

"Who know'st what a flame I conceiH, 
And canst easily d ou\,l c its !ires ! 

How pleasant is all that I meet! 
From fear of ad vcrsity free, 

I 1inc.l even sorrow m ade sweet; 
Because 'tis assign'd m e Ly Tlwe . 

Transported, I see Thee di splay 
Thy riches and glory divine : 

I have only my life to repay; 
Take what I woulLl g ladly resign 

Thy will is the treasure I seek, 
For Thou art as faithfu l as st1011g; 

Th ere let me, obed ient and m eek , 
Repose myself all th e dny long. 

My spirit and fa culties fail ; 
Oh fini sh what love h as begun ! 

Dest roy what is si nful and frnil, 
And dwell in the soul thou hast won! 

D c:a r theme of m y wond er and praise, 
I cry, wlio is worthy as Thou l 

I c:111 on ly he silent and gaze! 
'Tis all that is left to me now. 
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Oh glory in which I am lost, 
T oo deep for the plummet of thought ; 

On an ocean of Deity toss' d, 
I am swallow'd, I sink into nought. 

Y et, lost and obsorb'd as I see m, 
I chant to the praise of my King ; 

s\.ncl though overwhelm'd hy the tl.iom e, 
Am happy whenever I sing. 

GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO GOD. 

ALL arc indebted much to thee, 
But I far mo re than all, 

From many a deadly snare se t free, 
And rai sed from many a fall : 

Overwh elm m e, from above, 
D aily with thy boundless love. 

What bournls of g ra t itude I fe el 
No lang uage can cl cclarc ; 

Ben eath the oppressive weight I reel, 
'Tis more than I can bear : 

·wh en shall I th a t bl essing prove, 
To return thee love for love 1 

Spirit of charity, dispense 
Thy grace to every h eart ; 

E xpe l all other spirits thence, 
Urive self from every part ; 

Ch ari ty d i,·ino, draw ni gh , 
Break the chains in which wc lie I 
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All selfish souls, whate'er they feign, 
Have still a slavish lot; 

Tlwy boast of liberty in vain, 
Of love, allll feel it not: 

] le whose bosom glows with Thee, 
He, and he alone is fr ee. 

0 blc~sctlncss, all bliss above, 
When Thy pure fires prevail ! 

Love only teaches what is lorn; 
Ali other lessons fail : 

'Ne learn its name, but not it s power~ : 
Experi ence only makes it ours. 

LIVING WATER. 

T HE fountain in its source 
No drought of summer fears ; 

The farther it pursues its course, 
The nobler it appears. 

But shallow cist erns yield 
.-\. scanty short supply ; 

The morning sees th em amply fill'<l, 
At evening tl1ey are dry. 

DIYINE JUSTICE A~IIA13LE. 

T HOU hast no lightni11g~, 0 th ou Just I 
Or I th 0ir forc e should kn ow; 

.And if Thou strike me into dust, 
~[y soul approves the bl ow. 

31 I 
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Tl1e heart, that values less its case 
Than it adores thy ways, 

In thine aveurrinrr a11r•er Sl'CS 

A subject ot
1

"it~"'praise. 

PlcascJ. I could lie, conceal'd allll lost, 
In shades of central night; 

Not to avoid Thy ,nath, Thou know'::;t, 
But lest I grieve Thy sight. 

Smite me, 0 Thou, whom I provoke ! 
And I will love Thee still : 

The well deserved and righteous stroke 
Shall please me, tbougl1 it kill. 

Am I not worthy to sustain 
The worst Thou canst devise 1 

Anu. dare J seek Thy thron e again, 
And meet Thy sacred eyes '/ 

Far from afllicting, Thou art kind ; 
And, in my rnddest bonrs, 

An unction of Th y grace I flnd, 
Pervading all my powers. 

Alas ! Thou spar'st me yet again ; 
And, wh en Thy wrath should lllove, 

Too ge11tlc to endure my pain, 
Thou sooth'st me with Thy love. 

I have no punishment to fear; 
But, ah ! th a t s mile from Tli c.: c 

Imparts a paJJg far more severe 
Than woo itself would be, 



TRA 1YSLA TIONS. 313 

Tli E SOUL THAT LOYES GOD FIXDS JI I:.\l 

E\7 El1Y\\' HEI'.E. 

OII Th on, by loug e:q1c ricnce tri cll, 
N(·a r whom 110 g rief can long al.,id L·, 

:'.l[y lon.1 ! h ow full of ~1rcct conte!lt 
I 11ass my yea rs of b:lllislim ent ! 

,\11 scenes alike 1:11 g:1g i11 g prove 
To souls illlprcss\ l with sacrc•tl lo1·e ! 
WLerc'er tli ey Jwcll, they dwell in Tli cc ; 
In heann, in earth, or on th e sea. 

To me remain s nor place nor time ; 
l\ly country is in evt: ry clime; 
I l'an be calm a11 tl free fr om ca re 
011 a11y shore, since Goel is th ere. 

\Yhile place we seek, or place we shnu, 
Th e soul Jinll s happi 11rss in n one ; 
But, with a God to g ui Llc our way, 
'Tis equal j oy to go or s tay. 

Could I be cast 1d1 crc Thon art n ot, 
That were i11d ('<'Ll a tlrcadi'ul lot ; 
But reg ions none remo te I call, 
Secure in fi11tliug God in all. 

:i\Iy conn try, Lord, art Thon alone; 
J\ or oth er can I cla im ur 01v11; 

'l 'h L· poin t were all 111y 1vis l1 cs m eet ; 
:'.\[y lull', my love, li fe's onl y sweet l 

I h old by u otl 1ing h ere uclow; 
,\ppoint my journey, arlll I go : 
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Though pierc'd by scorn, oppress\! by pride, 
I feel Thee good-feel nought beside. 

No frowns of men can b urtful provo 
To souls on fire with heavenly love; 
Thongh men and devils both condemn, 
No gloomy days arise from them. 

Ah then ! to His embrnce repair; 
My soul, thou art no stranger there ; 
There love divine shall bothy guard, 
And peace and safety thy reward. 

DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO RIV L\ L. 

LOVE is the Loni whom I obey, 
Whose will transported I perform ; 

The centre of my rest, my stay, 
Love's all in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I burn, 
Oppress'd by slavish fear no more; 

For one in whom I may discern, 
E'en when H e frowns, a sweetness I adore. 

H e little loves him who complains, 
And finds Him rigorous and severe ; 

His heart is sor1iid, and he feigns, 
Though loud in boasting of a soul sinee;ro. 

LO\· e causes g rief, but 'tis to move 
Aud stim ulate the slumbering mind; 

,\ 11 ,l ho has neve r tasted love, 
Who shuns a paug so graciously desigu'd. 
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Sweet is tho cross, above all ::weets, 
To souls enamoured with thy smiles; 

The keenest woe life ever meets, 
Love strips of all its terrore, and beguile~. 

'Tis .inst that God should not be dear 
·where self engrosses all th e thought, 

.And groans and murmurs make it clcnr, 
Whatever ebe is loved, the LorJ. is not 

The love ofTh re flowsjust as much 
As that of ebbing self subsides ; 

Our hearts, their scantiness is such, 
13ear uot the conflict of two rival tides. 

130th cannot goYCrn iu one soul : 
Then let self-love be dispossess'd; 

Tho love of God ueserves the whole, 
.And will not dwell with so despised a guest. 

REPOSE IN GOD. 

BLEST I who, far from all mankind, 
This world's shadows left behind, 

Hears from heaven a ge11tle strain 
Whispering love, and loves again. 

Blest I who free from self-est ee m, 
Dives into the Great Supreme, 
All ucsire besides discards, 
Joys infe rior none regards. 

Blest ! who in Thy bo,om seeks 
Uest thdt notliing earthly bn;aks, 
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Dc~cl to self and worldly thin~s, 
Lost in Tbee, Thou E.iug of ki11 gs ! 

Y e that know my secret fire, 
Softly spe:ik and soon retire : 
F avo ur my divine repose, 
Spare the slc:ep a Goel bes tow". 

GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

OH loved! but not enough-though cl earer far 
Than self and its most loved enjoyments an; ; 

None duly love Th ee, but who, nobly free 
From sensual objects, timl,; hi s all i11 Th ee. 

Glory to Goel! thou stranger here below, 
·whom man nor knows, 11or feels a wish to know; 
Our faith and reason are both shock'd to find 
Man in the post of honour-Thee behind. 

Reason exclaims-" Let even· creatnre fall, 
Asha1r.ecl, abased, before the ·Lord of all ; " 
And Faith, o'e rwh elm'd with such a dazzling Llazr, 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys. 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and rash as blind, 
Deaf to the dictates of his bette r mind, 
In frantic competition dares tho skies, 
And claims preceLlence of the Only Wise. 

Oh lost in vanity, till once self-known ! 
N othing is great, or good, but God alone; 
Wh en thon shalt stantl before His aw:ul face, 
Th en, at the last, thy prid e shall know His place. 
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Cl ory, Al1n i£!h ty, First , nncl wi th out encl! 
\\' hen wilt Th ou mdt the m ountnin s anJ dcscentl ! 
\ \' hen \l'i lt T hou shoot nbroacl Thy com1ucri ng rny~, 
And teac h tli L·sc atom,; Thou hast made, Th y pra ise ? 

Thy glory is th e S'l>ce tcs t h ca, cn I feel ; 
,\nd if I Ece k it with t oo fie rce a zeal, 
Thy loH, triumphant o'e r a selfi sh will, 
Taught me the passion, and in spires it still. 

:My reason, all my faculties, unite, 
To make Thy glory th eir snprcme delight; 
F orbid it, fountain of my brightest days, 
That I should rob Thee, anJ. usurp Thy praise ! 

l\Ty soul! r i>s t l1appy in thy low es tate, 
?\ or l1 ope, nor wish, t o be estec m\ l or great; 
To take th e impression of a will divine, 
Be that thy glory, and those rich es thine. 

Confess Him righteous in his just decrees, 
Love what H e loves, and let His pl rasurcs plcasr; 
Die <l ail y ; fr om th e t ouch of sin recede ; 
Th en thou hast erowned Him, and H e reig n :=; inil ccLl . 
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Translations from Virgil. 

OVID. TRIST. LIB. V. ELEG. XII. 

"Scribis, nt oblectum," 

You bid me write t' amuse the tedious hours, 
.And save from with'ring my poetic pow'rs. 

Hard is the task, my friend, for verse shoultl flow 
From the free mind, not fettered down by woe; 
Restless amidst unceasing tempests tost, 
"\Vhoe'er has cause for sorrow, I have most. 
Would you bid Priam Iangh, his sons all slain, 
Or childless Niobe from tears refrain, 
Join the gay dance, nud lead the festive train? 
Docs grief or study most befit the mind, 
To this remote, this barb'rous nook confin'll 1 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast 
The fortitude by Socrates possess'd 
Soon would it sink beneath such woes as mine, 
For what is human strength to wrath divine? 
Wise as he was, and heaven pronounced him so; 
1\fy suffrings would have laid that wisdom low. 
Could I forget my country, thee and all , 
.And even th' offence to which I owe my fall, 
Yet fear alone would freeze the poet's vein, 
While hostile troops swarm o'er the dreary plain . 
.Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
Unfits me for the service of the Muse. 
Thistles and weeds are all we can expec t 
From th e best soil impov'rish' d by neglec t; 
Unexercis'd and to his stall confi11ed, 
Tli e fleetest racer would be left behind; 
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The best built bark that cleaves th e wat'ry way, _ 
Laid useless by, would moulder and decay-
No hope remain s that time shall m e restore, 
M ean as I 'l>as, to 'l>hat I 'l>as before. 
Think how a seri es of dcspouding ca res 
Benumbs the genius and its force im pairs. 
H ow oft, as n ow, on thi s d evo ted sh ee t, 
J'lly verse eonstrain '<l t o move w: th m easur'd fe et, 
Heluetant nnd labo rious limrs a long, 
And proves itself a wretchel ex ile's song . 
"\\' hat is it tun es the m ost_ m elodious lrrys? 
'Tis emulation and the tlmst of praise, 
A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 
While smoothly wa fted 011 a calm f! r sea. 
But can a wretch like Odd pant for fam e? 
No, ratlH'r Jct the wo rld forget m y nam e. 
I s it because tha t world approv'd my s train, 
Y ou prompt m e to the snm c pursuit again? 
No, let the Nine th' un w:1tc ful truth excn sP, 
I charge my hopeless rum on_ the :Mnse, 
And like P erillus, m ee t my Just d esert 
Th e 

1

victim of ruy own perni cious a rt. ' 
Fool that I was to be so warn'll in vain, 
And shipwrcek 'd ?ncc ~o t empt the deep again. 
Ill fare s the bard rn tlus unlettcr'd lrrnd 
None to consult and none to under stand. 
Tho purest verse has no admirers h ere, 
Th eir own rnd e lang uage only suits th eir car . 
Rude as it is, at length familiar grown 
I learn it, and a1mo~t unl en rn my own~ 
Y et to say tru t h, ev n h ere th e l\Iuse disdains 
r onfincm cnt, nnd nttrmpts _her form er stra in ~, 
But finds th e strong d esire is not th e pow'r, 
And wl 1a l !1r·r ta~t_e con~ crniu:i, th e flarn rs d r ,·1 )1\r, 
A part, pcrli aps, like this, escapes the d onrn, 
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And though mnrnrthy, finds a fri end at Rome; 
Jhrt oh, the cruel art, that co11hl 1111rlo 
It's vot'ry tlrns, wonlcl that conlJ perish too I 

HOR. LIB. I. ODE IX. 

"\:iues, 11~, a!U stet nive canditlum 
Soractc. 

SEEST thou yon mountain laden with deep snow, 
The groves beneath their fl eecy bnrthen Lo,v 

Th e stream~ congeal'll forge t to flow ; ' 
Come, thaw the cold, am] by a cheerful pile 

Of fuel on the hearth ; 
Broach tl: e Les t c:-isk, antl make old winter smile 

·with seasona ble mirth. 

This be our part-let Heaven dispose the rest; 
If Jove command, the winds shall sleep, 

That now wage \Tar npon the foamy d eep, 
And g entle gales spring from the balmy West. 

E'en let us shift to-m orrow as we may, 
·when to-morrow's past aw:1y, · 
"\Ve at least shall h ave to say, 
"\Ve h ave lived another day; 

Yonr auburn locks will soon be silver'fl o'er, 
Old age is at our hee ls, ancl youth returns no more. 
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IIOR. LIB. I. ODE XXXVIII. 

"Persicos otli, pucr, apparatus " 

BOY, I hate their empty shows, 
Persian garlands I detest; 

Bring not me the late-blown rose 
Ling'ring afte r all the res t: 

Plainer myrtle pleases me 
Thus outstretched beneath my vine; 

Myrtle more becoming thee, 
Waiting with thy master's wine. 

HOR LIB. II. ODE XVI. 

"Otium Divos rogat in patenti." 

EASE is the weary merchant's fray 'r, 
·who ploughs beneath th' 1Egean flood, 

·when neither moon nor stars appear, 
Or faintly glimmer through the clotlll. 

For case the l\Icde with quiver graced, 
For case the Thracian hero sighs ; 

Delightful case all pant to taste, 
A blessing which no treasure buys. 

F or neith er gnltl can lull to rest, 
N or :.i.11 a Consul's guard bca t off 

Th e tumults of a troub led breas t, 
The cares that haunt. a gilcletl roof, 

a -21-a 
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Happy the man, whose table sho~n 
A few clean ounces of old plate, 

No fear intrudes on his repose, 
No sordid wishes to be great. 

Poor short-lived things, what plans we fay ! 
Ah, why forsake our native home I 

To distant climates speetl away ; 
For self sticks close where'er we roam. 

Care follows hard; nnd soon o'ertakes 
The well-rigg'd ship, the warlike Rtccd, 

Her destined quarry ne'er forsakes, 
Not tho wind flies with half her speed. 

From anxious fears of future ill 
Guard well the cheerful, happy now ; 

Gild e'en your sorrows with a smile, 
No blessing is unmix'd below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds, 
Thy nnm'rous flocks around 'thee graz~, 

.And the best purple Tyre nfTords 
Thy robe magnificent displays. 

On me indulgent Heav'n bcstow'<l 
A rural man sion, neat and snrnll ; 

This Lyre-and as for yonder crowd
1 

The happiness to hate them all. 

I 
l 
I 

! 
I 
I 
l 
I 
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WELCOME, CROSS I 

'TIS my happiness below 
Not to live without the Cros~, 

But tho Saviour's power to know 
Sanctifying every loss : 

Trials must and will Lefall ; 
But with hnmhle faith to sec 

Lovo inscribctl upon them all­
This is happiness to mo. 

Gor1 in Israel sows the seeds 
Of aflliction, pain, and toil ; 

These !'pring up and choke the weeds 
"\Vhieh would else o'erspreacl the soil: 

Trials rnrikc the promise sweet, 
Trials give n ew li fe to prayer, 

Trials bring me to His feet, 
Lay me low, and keep me thcro . 

Di<l I meet no trials here, 
No chastisement by the ,my, 

!!light I not with rca ~on fear 
I should prove a ca~ta\',ay ¥ 
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Basta rrl s may escape tl1e rorl, 
Snnk in earthly vain delight; 

Bnt the true-Lorn cliilcl of Go1l 
1\fust not-"·ould not, i f he might. 

LIGHT STJINING OUT OF DARKNESS. 

GOD moves in a mysterious w,1y 
His wonders to perform ; 

H e plants His footsteps in the sea, 
Aml rid es upon tho storm. 

Deep in nnfath omahle min es 
Of never-failing skill, 

Il e treasures up His bright designs, 
And "l>orks His sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fre sh courage take 
Th e clouds Ye so much dread 

Are big with 111ercy, and shall break 
In blessi ngs on your h ead. · 

.Tu ,lgc not the L ord by feeb le sense, 
Bnt trust Him fo r His grace; 

Behind a frownin g provid ence 
H e hides a smiling face. 

Hi s purposes rnll r1pen fast, 
Unfolding every hom; 

Th e bml m ay have a hit ter taste , 
n ut sweet will bo the flower. 
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Bli11J unbelief is sure to err, 
And scau His work in vain: 

Gu,! is Hi~ own lntl:rpreter, 
AuJ liu will maku it _plain. 

\L\.LKING WITH GOD. Gen. v. 2-1. 

OH ! for a closer walk with GoJ, 
A calm and hean :11ly fram e ; 

A light to sliine upon the rouJ. 
That lcaJs Ille to the Lamb ! 

"Wh ere is the hl essc,lncss I knew 
·when Jir;-;t I saw tho Lord? 

·where is the soul.refreshing view 
Of Jesus anJ His worJ. 1 

"\\"h at peace ful hours I once enjoyecl ! 
H ow s,vee t their memory s till ! 

Du t they have left a n aehiug void 
The worlJ. can never fill. 

Ec: t11rn, 0 holy Dove, return ! 
Sweet lll l'S~e ngcr of rest ! 

I hate the t- ins t hat matlc Thee mourn, 
A.nu tlrove Thee from my breast. 

'J h e clearest itlol I have knowu, 
Wh atc'er that idol be, 

lfr lp rne to tear it from Thy throne, 
Autl 11orship only Thee. 
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So sh all my walk be close with Gou, 
Calm and serene my frame ; 

So purer li.1d1t shall mark th e road 
That leaJs me to the Lamb. 

"WISDOM. Prov. viii . 22-31. 

" ERE God had built the rnountaiu s, 
Or raised the frui tful hills ; 

Before H e fill '< l th e fouutains 
That feed th e rnnning rills; 

In me from cverlastin .~, 
The wonucrful I AM 

F ound pleasures never wasting, 
AnJ Wisdom is my name. 

" ·when, like a tent to dwell in, 
H e spread_ the skies abroa(l, 

And swathed about the swelling 
Of Ocean's mighty flood: 

H e wron.ght by weight and measure, 
And I was with Him th en : 

Myself th e Father's pleasure, 
And mine, the sons of men." 

Thus ·wisdom's words discover 
Thy glory and Thy grace, 

Th ou everlasting lover 
Of our unworthy race ! 

Tliy g rac ious eye surveyed us, 
Ere stars were seen above ; 

In wisdom th ou has t maJe us, 
Aml died for us in love. 
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And could'st Thou be delighted 
·with creatures such as we, 

Who, when we saw Thee, slighted, 
.A.utl nailed Thee to a tree 1 

UnfathomaLle womler, 
And mystery divine I 

The voice that speaks in thunder, 
Says, '' Sinner, I am thino ! " 

0 LORD, I WILL PRAISE THEE. I saiah xii. ] . 

I WILL praise Thee every day, 
Now Thine anger's turu'd away; 

Comfortable though ts arise 
From the bleeding sacrifice. 

H erc in the fair gospel-fi eld, 
W ells of fr ee salvation yield 
Streams of life, a plenteous store, 
And my soul sliall thirst no moro . 

J esus is become at leng th 
My salvation and my strength; 
Aml Bis praises shall prolong, 
·whil e I live, my plen,sant so11g. 

Praise ye, th en, His glorious nam e, 
Publish His exalted fatr. e ! 
Still His worth your praise exceeds i 
Excellent are all His deeds. 

Raise again the joyful sound, 
Let the nations roll it round I 
Zion, shout ! for thi s is H e ; 
God, the Saviour dwells in Thee. 
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SARDIS. R ev. iii. 1-6. 

" WRITE to Sanlis," saith the L onl , 
"Aud write what H e decbrt;;;, 

H e whose i::pirit, aml whose word, 
Upholds th e seven stars : 

All thy works and ways I sea rch, 
Find thy zeal and love de;cay\l ; 

Th on art call'tl a living c11nrch, 
But thon art cold and dcau . 

"1\'atch, remember, seek and strive, 
Exert thy form er pains ; 

Let th y timely ca re rev ive, 
Ancl streng then wha t rem rr in s ; 

Clea nse thine heart, thy works am cml, 
Former tim es to mind rcc[lll , 

Lc:; t my sutlucn stroke descend, 
.And smite thee once for all. 

"Yet I number now in th ee 
A few that are upright ; 

These my Father's face shall sec, 
Aud walk with me in white_ 

Wh en in judgment I appea r, 
They for mine shall be confesse d; 

Let my fai thful servants h ear­
Aml woe be to tli e res t ! " 
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PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. 

GRACIOUS L. · on1, o,1 r chilLlrcn see , 
Bv Thy m ercy we arc free · 

Dut shall tb cse, alas·! r emain ' 
Subjects still of S:ltan's reign 1 
Israel's young oms, when of old 
Pharaoh thrcaten'<l to withholJ, 
'l'hen Thy rn cssen~cr said, 11 No; 
Let the children also go ! " 

When the angel of the Lord, 
Dra,,· ing fortl1 his drea llfnl s1,·ortl, 
Slew with an a,·cn~ing hand 
All tlt P ftrst -unrn of the bllll; 
Then Thy p rnplc: 's doors he pa ,,~'t l 
\\'h ere the bloo,ly sign ,ms placed: 
H ear us 1101r upon our kn ees 
Plead the blooJ of Christ fo r tli csc ! 

Lonl, we trcrn blc, for we ki101Y 
How the fi erce, mrtlicions foe, 
Wliceling round bis watchful flight, 
](ccps th em eve r iu his sight: 
8pread Thy pinion s, hin ,!.! of kings! 
Hi,le them safe beneath Tliy wings; 
Lest the raY enou s bird of prey 
~toop :.rntl bear the brood away. 

EXHORTATION TO PRAYEU. 

W HAT various l,imlrnnces we meet 
In coming to a m erey -sc·aL ! 

Yd who that know~ tl1c wortli of prayer, 
But ,visltes to be often tli crc 1 
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Prayer makes th e tbrkenc,l cloud withdraw, 
Prayer clim hs the la1ldcr Jacob saw, 
Gi vcs exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. 

R es training prayer, we cease to fight ; 
Prayer makes the Christian's armour bright; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
Tho weakest saint upon his knees. 

·while Moses stood with arms spread wide, 
Success was fountl 011 Israel's sido ; 
But wbrn through wcari11ess they foil'd, 
That moment Alllalek prevail\l. 

Have you no wonls 1 Ah, think agaiu, 
·words flow apace when you comr,biu, 
Autl fill your fellow-creatures' car 
·with the sad tale of all your care ! 

Were half the breath thus vainly spent 
To Heaven in supplication sent, 
Your cheerful song would oftener be, 
"Hear wl1a t the Lord has done for mo.'' 

I ,DI THE LORD THAT .HEALETH THEE. 

E;i_:ocl. xv. '26 • 

i 
I 
l 

i 
I 

I 
H EAL 11 s , Emmanuel! h ere we are1 J' 

Wai ting to feel Thy touch : 
Deep-woun ded souls to Thr.e repair, 

Au el , ~a·.-iour, \\'CU',; .:;ucl1, 

.______ 
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Onr faith is feeble, we confess, 
We fo.intly trust Thy word; 

Dut wilt Thou pity us the less? 
Be th at far from Thee, Lorcl ! 

Rem ember him who once applied, 
·with trc111hli1w for relief · 

"Lord, I bclicH? with lca/s, h e criecl , 
'· Oh, h elp rn y nnl.Jdi c!' ! " 

She too, who t ouch'd Th ee in the press , 
And h r aliug Yirtuc stole, 

"\vas anS\\· cr'J, '' Daughter , go in p eace, 
Thy faith h ath !llade th ee whoic." 

Con ceal'rl amid th e gathcrinc; throng, 
She woulJ harn shnnn\l Tl1 v view: 

j._u tl if her faith was firut ::incl ; trong, 
l-IaLl s trong misg i\·in gs too. 
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JEII OY ~II OUR HIGI-ITEOUSNESS. Jcr. xxiii. G. 

My Goll, how p erfect are Thy ways! 
But mine pollutcLl arc ; 

Sin twines itself about my 1,rnise, 
Aml sliLlcs into rny 11r::iyc r. 

"\Yi icn I \rnnhl speak \1·hat Th ou h as t done 
To save rn e frorn m y siE , 

I cannot make Tl1y m erci es ];:11ow11, 
Uut sel f- applause creeps in. 

D iYinc <.lc si:·c, that holy Jlamo 
T hy grr,cc creates in rn c ; 

Al:i.s ! impati ence is i t;; n a m e, 
\\'hen it re:turn s Lu T heo . 
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This heart, a foulltaiu of vile thoughts, 
H ow docs it overflow, 

\\'hilc self upon the surface floats, 
Still LuLLling from bel0\1·. 

Let others in the gaudy dress 
Of fancied merit sliinc ; 

Th e Lord s!iall be my righteousness, 
The Lord for eve r 111i11 c. 

l'JUISE FOlt 'l'IIE FOUNTAIN OPENED. 

Z ,;ch . xii i. 1. 

T HERE is a fountain Jill'd ,1i th blood, 
Drawn from Emmanuel's veins; 

A1 1tl sin11 cr.; plungctl bcucath tlrnt JluoJ 
Lose all their guilty staius. 

The dying tliicf rejoiced to seo 
Th a t fo un tain in his day; 

And there have I, as well as he, 
Wasl1'J all 11JY sins away. 

Dea r dying Lnm h, Thy prec ious l.,l oo tl 
:Shall 11 c\i er lr;sc its power, 

Till all tl1 c rauso m'd chnrch of GoLl 
I3c saved, to sin no lllore. 

E'er sin ce by faith I sa,v t he strenm 
'J'liy flow i11 g wounds supply, 

Hetl een 1in _g love ha,; been rny t liewe, 
n11J sl1all Le Lill I die. 
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Th en in n n obl er, s,,·cetc r song , 
I'll si ng Tliy po,rn r t o ,n ,·e ; 

'\\' l,c· n t his poo r lis pi11 g, stnmrn erinr• to1ir•uc 
Lies sil cut in th e gz~a,·e . u ,., 

Lord , I br li cn T lto n hnst prepareu 
(U n\';or th y th ougl1 I be) 

For men bloo1l-l,onght free reward, 
A gohlen harp fo r me ! 

'Ti .• strung nnd tun ed for en1ll ess y ears, 
l n l form'cl by power tl i1· i11 c, 

To , ouncl in God th e Fathe r' s cars 
No other na1n e but Thine. 

LOVEST THOU .:\TE? J oli n xv. 16. 

H ARI~, nw soul ! it is t he Lord; 
'Tis tlic Saviour, h ear Hi s word ; 

J esns speaks, nncl speak s to t hee, 
" :::ay, poor si 1111 cr, lo,·' st th ou Til e 1 

"I tl clfrcr'd th re ,, l1e 11 bo1111Ll, 
AnJ wh en bl eed ing hcal' cl t hy wonrnl ; 
~'.lngl1t t l1ce wandcri11 g , set t hee r igh t, 
Tnrn '<l thy clark11css into light. 

" Ca11 n ,vo111an's tc1vler c;i.rr 
Cease tO\rn nl s thr ch ild she ba re? 
Yrs, ,,he mny forgetfnl be, 
Y ct \I ill I rem cm li er Tlic:e. 

333 
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"Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the h eights above, 
Deeper than th e depths beneath, 
Free a1iLl faithful, st.rang as death. 

"Thou shalt seo :My glory soon, 
When tho work of grace is done ; 
Partner of :My throne shalt lie ;­
Say, roar sinner, lov'st than :i\lc ? " 

Lord, it is my chief complaint, 
That my lovo is weak and faint; 
Y ct I love Thee, aml adore-
Oh I for grace to love Thee moro I 
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