SAFLELF LA HELLTLEE

M I T R E

X E R T, my MUSE, thy gentle aimi,
Light, as unaw’d by fear or ﬂlame, |
Who cenfure thee or thine : |
Plead thou-hut truth’s eternal caufe; ,
Speak lier’s and Ar.eron’s generous laws,
Nc:u dread the SHEET or SHRE INE ¥,

2. Speak what ten thoufand have be\‘bre, |

In time permiffive to fay more 3
‘Tl then let this fuffice:.

Alike the fool’s chagrin or fmile :

"Thy fole defign to pleale 4-while
The HonEsT and.the WisE.

.

* The authority and cenfure of the Spiritual Courts ;
that bane and blaft of Englith liber ty, and an indelible .

blemifh zmd clog upon the Proteftant’ Rcfbrmanrm.
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THE MITRE. Canto .

3. Abhor the bigot and the knave ;
To RomE or EncrLanD’s fold a flave,
For nonfenfe or for gain:
Too like the fpirit of them both ;
‘Their {carlet mind and {carlet cloth ;

And numberlefs their train.

4. 1 know thou can’ft fay nothing new;
T'oo much if not the tythe were true;
T'oo much the fhame and fin:

Come then, thy native freedom ufe,
Without or preface or excufe,
Thou vent’rous bard begin.

5. While Rom AN priefts their heads adorn
With Mi1TRrES, as their LorD’s with thorn,
His meeknefs, but their pride :

More modeft ours (yet loth to part
With what £&ill lies fo near their heart).
They fix it on their S1DE.

6. But break the flight partition-wall,
(Difguife of gauze pontifical)
And look behind the fkreen ;
You’ll find ’tis nothing but parade,
The firft impreflion RomE had made,
As frefh as ¢’er within.

Nor marvel this as fomething ftrange,
That real pricfts fhould feem tochange;
T'is only in pretence :
The prefent ftate of things won’t bear,
They fhould be feen but only where
It gives the lealt offence.

7
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8. Befides in them who might recal

i

‘T'heir honours, dignity and pall,

T'o tolerate’s difcreet:
Since if lopt off the cloven crown,
In falling it might chance be fown,
And come up cloven FeEgT.

9. O what a clamour would be heard !

10,

1.

12.

What dire effets might not be fear’d !
What mutiny of cLAIM !

See multitudes of priefts arife!

See mobs of rebels in difguife !
The nation in a flame !

And yet, offence it can but give

'T'o all who fain would fee them live,
As might their charge become :

"T'he honeft, artlefs, and the plain,

Who (maugre all their fond chicane)

Difcern the ftamp of Romek.

But what mind thefe the gloomy cant
Of cropt or OLIVERIAN faint,
Or horizontal brim ?
‘Themfelves enwrapt in down and lawn,
As plump as LamMies * fed with fawn,
Or GUuINEA-PIGS with cream.

Befides thefe bleffings would arife,

(Which owls may fee with half-fhut eyes,
As doltors take their fee :)

If change of time fhould urge their fadge,

"'Tis only to produce their BADGE,
And fo retain their SEE.

* Lamtes, afort of She Drwmons that are fuppofed to
fuck the blood of young children,

B 2
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t3. Or afk’d, < Why only on their SipE ?”
('As if difpos’d their claim to hide,
For probity or.fear:)
‘I'hey need not from the truth depart, .
_ But with their hand upon their heart,
Affirmy ¢¢ We wear it HERE.”

X4. And who can {corn or envious blame, .
Or in their cafe would not the {ame,

But caft that CoaT away,
Which, tho’ too {ultry now to wear,

Their valets or their ARMms may bear,
Againft a rainy day?

15. Nor is this all that would enfue,
But Drans and CHAPTERS (rev'rence due!)
Might fafely fleep or {ing ;
Nor ever give one farthing more
To widow, fatherlefs, or poor,
The army, ortheir king.

16. All thefe might fet their hearts at reft 5
Each croaking fnug within his neft,
Well-fcather’d, warm, and even :
Ev’n he who loves and haunts his Grovx,
Need never fear a {ad remove
T'o banifhment ‘or heav’n.

17. As eke a troop of l]angirlg {leeves,
Vergers, and chorifters, and thieves,
A grinning, greedy band :
Paid (as are hirclings) for nought,
But chaunting, rioting, or ought
. ."Their keepetrs fhall command.




Catol. THE MITR E. ;
‘5’;18 Nor lefs the tribe of ghoftly forms:

Like lions fome, and fome like worms
. Or high-bred, generous fparks:
% Rectors and Vicars fair and red,
;; With CurATES ftarv’d for want of bread,
And faucy PARISH-CLERKS.

49 Chaplains that blefs the RoyAL board,

% Or curfe their patron’s tardy word;
(Warm brethren of the Cork ’)

‘Who wait til] patience out at heels

The lordly SEEs or humble Crryis
Of LonpoN and of Yor k.

20. With thefe, a group (what raree-fhows ")'

R Half priefts,- half deacons, and half beaus,'
Who lollop, crmge, or while ;

What pity fo robuft a train, |

Were not inur’d to plow the main,
Or cultivate the foil ! '

1. T'o thefe fucceed the ufeful mern,
‘Ragged, or patch’d, or darn’d in orain,
- Who read, or write, or.think;
Or any thing within their pow’r, | [ Tow’r
E’en trudge from KNIGHTSBRIDGE to the
For little thanks or drink.

[

2. O what an army would appear,

- Ifbuta tythe brought up the rear!
How full and deep intrench !
What mighty feats would not be donc,
Might thefe but point or load the gun
*Gaint SATAN or the FRENCH ]

B 3



|

6 THE MITRE, Canto I,

23. All thefe beneath thy {hadow f1t,
And lounge or worfhip at thy feet,
T heir patronefs and guide !
Not doubting, but if times fhould turn,
T'o be, or in thy bofom borne,

Or dandled at thy {ide.

24. Thy NaMme now mention (tho’ not hard
To guefs the meaning of the bard)
<¢ The CHURCH’’ thy. children call
Like RoME, as if or only fhe,”
Or thou, her twin were fit to be
¢« THE MIOTHER OF US ALL.Y

2 5. And truth for fuch a numerous train,
As, or thy ale or rights maintain,
Nought lefs could well fufhice:

Half countlefs as the fand marine,
Or fpangling ftars that fhine between

Th’ extremeft polar {Kies.

26. For fcarce could XerxEes with his hoft,
A tribe more large or loyal boaft,
"T'han what thy mufter rolls :
A link that might girt half the globe,
Of raggs, of trowzers, or the robe,
Brave, bellowing, hardy fouls !

2.7, Some lift their ftately voice and fwear,
By all that’s dark or deep or clear,
(Such gafconade of whim!)

¢ No—they will ne’er refign the CHURCH,

¢« "T'ho’ flea’d alive with fteel orbirch,

<¢ Or pendanton a beam !”
1

I
|
|
|

-— g
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28. A fecond blinks and wowls his dread,
Declares alike to ’live or dead,
T'he danger hard at hand:
Bids all beware the thieves that come

(Eut or of ENGLAND or from RoME)
And firm,—rebellious, ftand.

29. A third (kind fhepherd of his care,}
Roars out aloud his pond’rous fear,
(Deep muddinefs of ftorm!)
Left grievous wolves (or PAsTORS-LAY)
Should rife and trail whole herds away
From foppery and form.

30. Gape all the lif’ning, winking fouls ;
~ Struck how divine his dulnefs rolls!
Now threatn’d, now advis’d ;
Now on his right in thunder deals,
‘Then to the left as fiercely reels :
Indecent as defpis’d.

31. What ungain poftures of defence,
As void of manlinefs as fenfe!
Now fmother, now all flame!
Each bellows, fqualls, or ftamps, or flies,
Blufters and {pits or truth or lies;
And all for ENGLAND’s dame,

32. >T'is well they’re fill’d with nought but words

Or founds as fafe as acid curds;
Elfe thoughtlefs as they’re brave,
If ramm’d with forc’d or iron ball,
They might (in hafte) demolifh all,
They otherwife would fave.
; B 4
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33..Some ftupid ftand, (a mule’s amaze!)
NNor feel the univerfal blaze,
T'hat fires each kindred breaft :
But dull as drones or highway-poft,
Scarce fee enough to count the coft,
Or break their gentle reft.

34+ Not {o the howlor {thrug of all,
Who ftanch refolve to {tand or fall,
Like platters on their fhelves:
Stedfaft they cleave like falve or lime,
Till clos’d again the wound in time,
Firft open’d by themfelves *,

35. In fhort, each tribe of various hue,

Or cord or whipping-poft their due,
(Converts to various crimes:)

Some prowling ftill at home for prey,

Or, with a vengeance fent away,
T o vifit foreign climes.

36. All thefe compleat thy pregnant lift,
Preferv’d in ftrong parochial-cheft,
T"hy record {fure as free:
Were but their bodies with their names,

(As doubtlefs all their merit claims, )
Safe under lock and key..

* This refers 1ft to fuch members of the Church of
Ingland, as, cither in principle or praétice, imitate too
clofely the bad example of their ancient mother the Church
of Rome: And 2dly to {uch of the Diflenters, or other Re-
formers, whofe primitive zeal and love being waxed cold,
are, from their bigoted attachment to forms, modes, habits,
&ee. juit npe for a conneftion with cither; and, with a
proper degree of vanation, may become very creditable
members of them both.
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27. As many are, who court thy grace,
With pinion’d hands and ghaftly face;
Now deem’d the bait of hell:
For {carce a wight at T yBuRN fwings,
But e’er the clofing pfalm he fings,
He hangs within thy PALE.

38. And fo hé fhould—for ’twas in thine,
He broke the laws of truth divine,
And (as it happen’d) oURrs:
W hat pity then when all is done,
To leave the wretch diftreft, alone,
In any hands but YoURs !

39. For yoﬁr‘s he liv’d, or yours he dies,
-And yours ’tis fear’d he’s like to rife,
At that decifive day : |
When many a fierce and doughty fon,
- Whom here thou boafted{t as thine own,
Will fwift be doom’d away.

40. As will the reﬂ on PACI&S or poft,
- .W ho nothing better have to boalfi,
‘T'han that thou waft their Danm;
“Where grapes will never pafs for thorns,
(As here) or fheep’s for dragon’s horns,
- Or ftinking goats for lamb.

4T. Record we now ten thoufand more *,
/

-~ Of ftrumpets many a flagrant {core,
Pick-pockets and phyﬁcians:

* It cannot be too foon or too ferioufly obferved,
That what follows 1s no more than one amongft many
Vﬂiy reafonable obje&ions made by the Diflenters to the
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Ia&ors, and publicans, and knaves,
With bailiffs, ketches, fcribes and {h'riffs,
K.idnappers and muficians.

42. Pawn-brokers, agents, auctioneers,
"Tide-waiters, painters, fonnetteers,
‘A {niv’ling, {narling crew:
"T'urnkeys and critics, hungry, keen,
As full of emptinefs as fpleen,
Me, W-—rb—rt—n, and you.

4.3. Courtiers and merchants—trading band,
With all who pad or haunt the STR AND,
The opera or the mafque:
Houfe-breakers, horfe-jockies, and cits,
"Thief-takers, JEws ¥, and jilts, and wits,
That {fmell the tap or flatk.

eftablifhed Church, wiz. ¢ 'That fhe receives all, how bad
or {candalous {oever either in principle or life. - That
fhe admits even avowed Atheifts into the moft high and
important oflices of herfelf or the State, while (at her in-
ftization) the moft exemplary for doftrine or manners, if
not of her communion, are branded as hereticks, &c.”
2. That, befides it {ubjeéts her to many other inconveni-
encies, and renders both her honour and authority very
contemptible, it is certainly an indubitable evidence and
effet of her total lofs of purity and {eriptural difcipline:
and 1is, in the laft place, one of thofe malignant and
offenfive evils, that, as it calls aloud for the eflicacious
interpofition of the legiflature, muft neceflarily, in due fea-
{on, bring down the moft fearching judgments of Gop upon
her, and upon all who by their fuperftition or flattery
“both countenance and aggravate her fins,

* An inftance of this happened not a great while fince,
when a grand little Jew walked in the publick proceflion to
Bow Church with the members of a certain religious fo-
cicty ~for propagating the go/fpe/, or fomething elfcw=who
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44. Bakers, an allom’d, earlefs race;
- Farmers, a rude, unthankful, bafe,
And difcontented train:
Maintain a God, yet blame his pow’r,
Firft afk, then deprecate the thow’r,
And curfe th’ impending rain.

4 5. Lawyers, and highwaymen, and thieves ;
O what a contraft fhe receives,
If contraft can be found
*T'wixt thieves who rob you here or there,

Or thieves who rob you only WHERE
Both laws and thieves abound !

46. Church-wardens, fides-men, overfeers,
Who ftarve the poor, then mock their tears:
Yet guardians of their wealth !
A knot of villains—who combine
T?’embezzle, cheat, caroufe, and dine;
Then drink the parifh health,

47- Envoys, and meffengers, and fpies,
With mails that fetch and carry lies,
From change, the camp, or court:
Returning-officers and cryers, |
Gamblers and looby-country ’fquires,
Fach others bait and {port.

48. All the blafphemers in the land;
Foremoft of whom and high fhall ftand,

Foul Norwicu-blalphemy:

admitted him as an humble attendant (perhaps a drother )
for the fake of his money—when he pretended to be moit
hugely affronted with the preacher, for {pecaking too much
about fefus Chrift.---Was not the whole of this, think you,

fomething moft uncemmoiisy new ?
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Where hell’s prophancnefs roars aloud,

Cats reprefent thé LaMmB oF Gop;
As they themlielves do thee.

N

A9. A feat of riot, Iuft, and pride!
Scarce one fo much as atms to hide
His infolence or thame:
Where perjur’d juries villains cledr:
Villains, who honeft at the bar,
Plead guilty to their name.

5o. Diftillers *, panders, paralites,
Gin-drinkers, bawds, and catamiteg;
Goflips at cards or pray’r:

T'ories, and jacobites, (half knaves)
With fierce CREoL1ANSs and their {flaves;
All triumph as thy care ! |

51, Prudes and coquets—a mottled band,
Who knit their brows, or beck the hand,
And boaft a coxcomb’s fmile:

-

# T'his bufinefs (as now managed) is totally unlawful.
Tt enriches an handful at the expence of millions: and
where 15 the difference between poifoning a man flowly
or at once? What pity ratfbane is not authorized! 1 dare-
iay, there are many that would vend it for the publick
ogod---and the man who {ells the one, would, on the {ame
principle, fell the other. I know their plea, “¢ But how
“¢ are we to live?” Pray how are highway-men to live ?
{'Their way 15 as lawful though not (o legal} as yours, Why
change hands--.go you on the highway, and let them turn
diflillers.---Is it any wonder that both human vengeance
and divine, fhould fall upon fuch mifercants ? Nay even
Qualkers can ftab their fellow creatures with their liquid
word.---"T'hey had better draw one of ficel, in defence
of their tottering liberties, or clfe cut their own throats
weith 1t, and then every murderer would have his deferts,
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Who paint, or patch, or romp, orfing,
Alike devout at church or ring,
All decorate thine ifle.

§2. Next {ce two huge ACADEMIES ;
- School of difloyalty and lies,
Where wit and treafon fhines:
‘Her rival, truftier of the .two ; ,
But ftain’d (if blown the trumpet true)
With atheifts and divines.

53. With thefe conjoin a thoulgnd more,
Of vaulted roof, or humble floor; ,
W ith pedagogues—their DAMEs:
Where {with the rods or whirl the toyss
With packs of faucy, free-fchool boys,
Who call their be;ters names, |

g4. Guardians of orphans, and truftees;
(Publick or private charities :)
A mifer leaves an heir;
Or elfe, a {fum to fave hic foul,
The WARD—or CHANC'R Y~—alk the whole,
*Tis vanifh’d—none knows where !

55. Pilots, a furly, brutifh band; -
Boatfwains, fea-tyrants, bluﬂ’rigg:}ﬂ:and,
All hail the CrHurcH’s worth'!
W ake with a roar the {tarting crew,
Wou’d {tun e’en BorREA s, tho’ he blew
A tempeft from the NorTH.

560. Difturbers of your private peace;
For pride, or hate, or wantonnefs;
All hcroes of mif-rule!
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The {cholar, drab, and draggle-tail,
Of MARrRG’RET’s round-houfe, or her pale,
"T'he gate-houfe and the fchool.

57. Keepers of BEDLAMs—curfed crew !
Would make e’en tortur’d fpirits rue
"That ever they were born :
W here ftarve, or howl the frieadlefs poor,
Chain’d to the facking or the floor, -

Unpity’d and forlorn.

&8, Colliers and miners, ghaftly race!
W ith horny hands and grimy face,
Enflam’d with vice and zeal : -
Their throats (more hoarfe than ravens) fing
(Tho’ in their hearts they curfe the king)
"Thy dignity and ale.

50. All villains yet unhang’d: L—-—
Their horror, HE who crowns the top
Of JusTicre’ portly train :
Equal to hear, difcern, decide,
Untaint or by a world bely’d:

Jew-biters and R— n *,

® The uncommonly bitter and uncharitable {pirit of
this writer, at a time when the government were granting
that body of people very little more than the natural pri-
vileges of every human creature, (efpecially as it has never
been publickly recanted,) calls for a far {everer cenfure,
than any that can drop from this pen. The utmoft I can
exprefs is, that he feemed adtuated by the felf-fame {pirit
of malevolence and contempt towards them, with which
they are recorded (and I believe very juitly) to have cruci-
ficd the Mecfliah ; tho® perhaps this gentleman would not

have done amifs to reflett, that (as a people) They are flild
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6o. Palmers of others books or notes,

Decyph’rers of another’s thoughts,
For knavery or cafe:

Take wards or vowels as they want,

T'urn it to treafon or to rant,

As, or unbrib’d, or pleas’d.

"\

- beloved for the fathers fake. And that, asone grand vifible
" caufe of their prefent difbelief and abhorrence of the Chri-
| ffian religion, is the wicked lives and tempers of it’s
| preachers and profeflors, he fhould rather have lament-
" ed, and endeavoured to have removed that prejudice, by
" his own {weetnefs and purity of behaviour ; than to have
made one of the number of their inveterate ftumbling-
blocks and foes. Befides, that upon a principlc of refpeé
to the legiflature, it not only became him to have been a
little more mild and temperate, but as a theologift, he
might have confidered {uch a ftep in the view of divine
Providence, (who brings to pafs the greatefl of events by
the'moft trivial and unthought of means; That the poaver
may be of bim and not of man,) asanoccurrence {ymptoma-
tic of their further admittance into his favour, if not (indue -
{feafon) a token of their return (if itis ever to be literal) un-
der the aufpicies of the prefent houfc and government, into
their own land. I know the objeftions that may be ftarted
upon this head, but thisis not a place to confider them in:
my bufinefs 1s with the unexemplary {pirit of bigotry and
pride, which nothing could exceed, but the moft inimi-
table abfurdity of fuppofing ¢ it would bring to nought
the prophecies of the Old and New T'eftament.”” As if the
truth or completion of thefe were to depend upon any
privileges that could be granted the Jews by all the le-
giflatures in Europe, any more than by {fome of them being
burnt alive every year at Lifbon. Toall which we may far-
ther add, the ever memorable and droll addrefles of feve-
ral corporations in England (for that caufe aflembled )
“ ‘That (among other perils and afflitions then and there
hanging over their heads) their moft holy religion (truly) evas
i danger,”----Qf what? Why, of being devoured by the
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6 1. Dutch-priefls, that broil like toafted checfe :
With meagre upftart REFUGEES,
Thmr origin their fhame:
And why ! becaufe of foreign blood ?
No-—Dbut their anceftors were good :
Half loft or chang’d their name.

62. But who need wonder at their pride ?
(The beggar’s proverb on their {ide:)
Who if they once can mourit,
(Like windmills) fly with hands and heels,
Bound d’er the lawn or SPITTAL-FIELDS,
A weaver—or a count !

63. Nocenfure on their call or trade ¥;
If any tis themielves have made
Such burlefque and grimace!
Who not long fince wore naked toes,-
At beft conceal’d by wooden fhoes;;
Now lacquer’d o’er tyith ]ace.

Jews : never once dleammg that their own moit antichri-
ftian {pirit of avarice, debauchery, difhonefty and pride,
was infinitely more {candalous and deftruétive, both to the
nation, the King, God’s glory, and their own intereft, than
the highefl priviledges the Jews could ever have defired or
obtained.

A plain evidence this, that their terrors were not for
the fake ot religion, (if it had, they would mend theirown
manners) but for fear of their idol mammon,.the great
Diana of Great- Britain, (whom in common Wlth the Hea-
thens of Lphefus,) lier merchants worthip.. -1,

* No--.nor on any other---‘one or two mf"unous ones
excepted) but only on thofe who follow themvin fuch a
manner, as to become the feandal of thelr profeflion, and
a nufance to the publick : a remark, L muft bey, the reader

will be {o juft oy to bear in"mind from the burmmnn to
the end,
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64 Another trips a fribbled fop:
His father now keeps on that fhop :
But if believ’d his word,
Or faucy mien, ye ne’er would guefs

" Him or his fire could well belefs
Than fheriff, knight, orlord.

65. Another ftrides a long leg’d fool,
A citizen’s or villain’s tool -,
A daughter to difpofe :

No fear of making up the match,
Each lie incog. upon the catch:

The T HIsTLE and the RoseE.

66. Now mend the breed——one more remove

From all they hate to all they love:
Now fprout the gilded horn:

They drum, they mafque, they play, they dance,
Their children’s SIRE ne’er came from FRANCE®

(One anceftor ne’er born.)

67. Or if abroad—"twas only once,
And then to heal him asa Dunce:
Paternal, kind intent!
But like the FonpL1NGSs of theday,
- Took with a fpitting came away,
A greater than he went.

68. Another (more.oblique his line)
Or coins himfelf, or {prings a2 mine:
(What have neot ideots found !)
Compels his fon to tend a MuLE,
Or keeps his daughter for a fool,

With twenty thoufand pound.
C
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69. Thus mcan, they’d hide their former {late,
Yet prove it-all by loeking great;
(As WiLp-A1R ne’er were WILKs:)
<« Why, ves, we're WEAVERS, that is true,
¢c But then the difference, Sir, you'khow,
¢« We only weave your S1Lks.”

70, ¢¢ Nor this ourfelves—we all keep men,
<< And only ftep in now and then;
<« For fellows left at will,
¢ Are mighty apt to run aftray,
¢ Or idle, lownge the time away,
¢« While ftands our engine {hill.”

~1. Your fervant, 3irs, ye then do WEAVE,
But do not WoRK, yet, by your leave,
You ftill arebut a TRADE :
And, toyour fhame, with hearts as ftones,
Ye ftarve your brethren or THEIR {ons,
Whofe fathers gave you bread !

~2. A double meaning here interr’d,
To them, or to the STATE referr’d ;
Ye rule with hard command:
Or threat, or chain (as flaves) to work,
"Then pay with more regret than TurKk,
‘The labour of their hand.

73, What wonder then no more your boait,
W hofe refuge hiere your fathers coit
Their heritage or blood !
Y e muft have more-than common brafs,
'T'o own yourfelves the lineal race
Of martyrs for their Gob.
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74. We own THEY fled from PriEsTs and war,
From fword, from violence, and fear,
"T'his then their broken {ong:
Yet after all their deaths or pain,
Would none of you return again,
Si s’offriroit LARGENT ?

7 5. If then contemn’d your NaAMEs or TRADE,
T'he alteration’s eafy made;
A gentle, fatin’d tone:
You know-—to choufe an ENGL1H ear;
Soit il ¢¢ merchands des Poux,”” mes freres,
Et—-¢¢ Meflieurs les Frirons,”

76, Blame then not Louis, nor his guards,
‘I'he unmeant {ource of your rewards,
Now glitt’ring at your fide :
But blame yourfelves, ye fallen race,
For rifing from your dread difgrace,
By cruelty or pride.

~4%. Ye cannot blufh adeeper hue,
Than would your ANcEsToRS for you,
Were they to rife once more :
T'ho’ chance if you would own ALIVE,
But bid the parifh-beadles drive

Your PArRENTSs from thelr door.

78. To clofe our reafons why you’re here,
Becaufe in many points fo near
Our LiTturGgy and TEXT:
This then the reafon juft, as plain,
Why, after all this length of pain,

You’re coupled with the next.,
C 2
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79, T'ag-rag and bob-tail, {mall and great ;
Who die in barns or lie inSTATE ;
Informers and DIrRECTORS :
With all the fortunc-telling crew
Of CANNING’s foes or AsHLEY’s Jew,
Rat-catchers and INspEcTORS.

80. Hoymen and beadles, Wrigs afd pimps,
Cuftom-houfe officers and crimps,

(All brethren of thy lath!)
Commanders, mariners, and clerks,
Purfers and knights (as keen as tharks)

Of PosT, or of the BaTH *,

81. Sharpers, and fodomites, and beaux,
Mafters of bagnios, ftage, and thows;
Haunters of pits or pews:
"The faint and finner, plump or thin,
With fafting fat, with feeding lean,
All members of thy houfe.

82. Next, bloods and bucks, and dancing-mafters,
With poet-laureats, poetafters,
A rhyming, fcribbling band :
Brandifh their bludgeon, plume, or toe;
Play on your violin or you,
As neareft at command.

8 1. Watchmen, who reel their midnight round,

And ftern or feeble, hoarfe refound,
¢ The fky—how dark or bright I’

“ The reader will naturally ob{erve the Contraff in this,
and many other fimilar places; otherwife a fimilitude of
Sound may lead himinto a very unfortunate miftake, and
make him apprehend there is & fimilitude of MANNERS.
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Tell you the time—Ilet ALBION hear;
Her {ons attend—alarm’d their fear:

¢¢ PasT TWELVE 0’CLOCK AT NIGgHRT!”

84. The night of fenfeleffnefs and fin;
The time thy lawlefs fons begin
The riot of their Davy:
The day, unbleft by light or fun;

Nay, {truck with fear, the trembhng moon
Withdraws her beams away

/

8¢, Surgeons, foft butchers of mankind,
: In all the arts of pain refin’d;

But—¢ K NowLEDGE muft be had:”’

They flath, they wound, ampute, divide,
Then curfe the patient or deride,

Nay damn him—for he’s dead.

86. Tinners, a hardy favage brood,
Thirfty alike of ale or blood ;
A fubterraneous herd:
Monfters of brutifhnefs and noife,

Whofe mobs (like waves) lift up their voice:
| What horrible regard

I. 37. For thee the MoTHER of them all!

Nay, THINE ev’'n greater monfters call,
The curfed, lawlefs line

Of Corn1sH plunderers, whofe hands
Imbru’d in blood, a witnefls {tands

They muft be RoMmE’s or THINE,
S8, Nurfes and fcarch¢r§ of the dead;
Ecll terrors of a dying bed,
E’er ends the fenfelefs groan !
C 3
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79, Tag-rag and bob-tail, fmall and great ;
Who die in barns or lie iInSTATE;
Informers and DIRECTORS :
With all the fortunc-telling crew
Of CANNING’s foes or ASHLEY’s Jew,
Rat-catchers and INsFECTORS.

8o. Hoymen and beadles, WH1Gs ahd pLMPS,
Cuftom-houfe officers and crimps,

(All brethren of thy lath!)
Commanders, mariners, and clerks,
Purfers and knights (as keen as tharks)

Of PosT, or of the BaTna *,

81. Sharpers, and fodomites, and beaux,
Mafters of bagnios, ftage, and thows;
Haunters of pits or pews:
The faint and finner, plump or thin,
With fafting fat, with feeding lean,
All members of thy houfe.

82. Next, bloods and bucks, and dancing-mafters,
With poet-laureats, poetafters,
A rhyming, fcribbling band :
Brandifhh their bludgeon, plume, or toe;
Play on your violin or you,
As neareft at command.

8 1. Watchmen, who reel their midnight round,
And ftern or feeble, hoarfec refound,
¢¢ The fky—how dark or bright I’?

* The reader will naturally oblerve the Contraf? in this,
and many other fimilar places; otherwife a fimilitude of
Sownd may lead himinto a very unfortunate miftake, and
make him apprehend therg is a fimilitude of M ANNERS,
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Tell you the time—Ilet Ar.B10N hear;
Her fons attend——alarm’d theilr fear :

84.. The night of fenfelefinefls and fin;
The time thy Jawlefs fons begin
The riot of their Davy:
The day, unbleft by light or fun;

Nay, ftruck with fear, the trembling moon
Withdraws her beams away.
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8¢. Surgeons, foft butchers of mankind,
In all the arts of pain refin’d ;

But—*KNoWLEDGE muft be had.”

They flath, they wound, ampute, divide,
‘T'hen curfe the patient or deride,

¢
,1
% Nay damn him—for he’s dead.
§ 86. Tinners, a hardy favage brood,

: "‘Thirfty alike of ale or blood

* A fubterraneous herd : |

i Monfters of brutithnefs and noife,

Whofe mobs (like waves) lift up their voice:
| What horrible regard

E 87. For thee the MoTHER of them all !

Nay, THINE ev’n greater monfters call,
The curfed, lawlefs line

- Of CornisH plunderers, whofe hands
" Imbru’d in blood, a witnefs ftands

They muft be RomE’s or THINE.
88. Nurfes and fearchgré of the dead;
tell tesrors of a dying bed,

I’er ends the fenfelefs groan }
C 3

¢ PASsT TWELVE O’CLOCK AT NIGHT !
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Seize on a garment as their prey,
Or drunken bear their prize away,
The mortmain of their loan.

89. Mayors, and aldermen, and cooks,
Recorders, chamberlains, and Rooks ¥,
Grim ferjeants of thc mace:
Hoppers, and juftices, and fcolds;
W ith pilferers of filk or coals ;
And draw-boys, fhoelefs race!

go. Smugglers, with who abet or buy;
With all the wanton flimfy fry,
Of {ribbles and of belles;
Whoonly fit in THEE to ftare,
At painted glafs or painted FAIr,
But neither pray nor kneel.

g1. Sweep-chimneys, link-boys, night-men run,
(How vaftly like each kindred-fon !)
Defert their jakes or lurch :
And drunken reel, or dead drunk fall,

T'o help fupport the tott’ring wall,
Of feeble MotTHER-CHURCH.

* This term (and more efpecially in this place) needs fome
diftinct explanation. In general, it ftands for Awawes or
fharpers of any kind. DBut here, in-particular, for all {uch
as embezzle or fquander away the monies extorted for fincs,
&c. 1n any city or corporation, either on their own private
ufes, or in publick entertainments. It flands here likcwfc
as a contraft with the firft word in the {fame line; as it docs
likewife for a kind of commentatize term upon the fecond,
whenever that office happens to be executed by a perfon of
a peculiar'genius and addrefs; and then it ferves (as m
logic) to conneét the two extremes : as that poft, from it
natural conveniency of fituation, may be {o dextroufly ferved,
19 to render the poffeflor fomewhat amphibions, 7, e. a fome
thing between them both., )
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92. Writers and printers of oBSCENE ;
Who vend, or buy, orread, or mean;
Alike impure and vile:
Rakers of kennels, .or debauch,
Who beat their trulls, or beat the watch;
All glory in THY {mile.

g3. I'raitors and rebels—curfed band !
Foes of their fov’reign and the land;
Supporters of thy fhrine!-
Whate’er profeft, wherever found,
Above, beneath, or under ground,
Are either RomE’s or THINE.

-} Mbnopqlizers of our trade:
¢ But D1vEs has his fortune made.”” -
Dives! Pray who is he?
Why, ev’ry villain you can name,
‘That (to his country’s hurt or {hame)
Wou’d fell the STaATE for TEA.

95. Fifhmongers—I{caly, water’d fry,
Who drink, and fweat, and ftink, and lye,
<« How bounteous Providence !”’
True—but his bounty is your BANE ;
"I'ts ScarcrTy that brings yougain;
¢ How lawful SELF-DEFENCE !

96. Free-Mafons—{trange, promifcuous brood,
Of vulgar-gredt and low-bred lewd: N
The Perr and peerlefs one :
Sworn to conceal—what, if proclaim’d,
Were or too filthy to be nam’d, =~
Or worthlefs to be known.
. Csq
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g7. Juries and jurymen—a crew!
Yet all twelve honeft men and true,
“ Here, gentlemen, youf{wear,
¢ A legal verdict ye will bring
¢ Between our fov’reign lord the king,
‘¢ And pris’ner at the bar.”

98. The caufe is heard—perplex’d the cafe ;

But ev’ry thing you know gives place:
¢ We've waited here from nine.”

Thus ¢ wretches hang (as {ings the bard,
But pray, my lords, is it not hard ?)
¢ That jurymen may dine.”

09. Court-martials—how auguft a train!
All gracious military men :
How charming the parade!
’’T'is no great crime *¢ come—-thirty {core,
<¢ >’T'is for the honour of the corps,
¢ And judgment is our trade.”

100. See there a trembling coward ftand,
The EnsigN totters from his hand,
His knees disjointed {mite:
Out {teps a2 hero from the line,
<¢ Here, take it, Sir, again, ’tis thine;
‘¢ And fee you hold it tight.”’

tol. I'rembling, he touches it once more;
Then drops it as ’twas dropt before,
<¢ For fhame! a fecond time

But, mifs’d the hazard of the day,

Unfhot himfelf he bears away,
The STANDARD of his crime!

I!I

-
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102. And what is more than this—REVENGE,
"T'his and infult—to pimp or cringe,
Is all a CowarD can.
A healthis drank—not at the STATE—
¢ The court—I hope will vindicate
¢« My honour and it’s ftain.”

103. They do—and what’s the confequence?
Why, you have neither grace nor {enfe,
And they as void of thought: '
The brave is punifh’d in your room,
‘Tho’ hanging was by right yeur doom,
Or elfe to bave been fhot.

104. Recruiting officers—a lme,
How tall, how manly, or how fine!
But hark, the martial firife ;
The king wants men—¢¢ come, beat away,
¢« Here, who’s for blood and prefent pay 2%
While—THR Aso fteals a wife !

105 Millers—a thievifh, dufty race, .
How like the grinders of thy grace !
Who ftarve or feed the foul:
Not as they ought, but as they’re paid,

Each has his grift (fo much per head)
Thefe T YTHI:, as they their ToLL.

106. Keepers of taverns and of inns,
Drivers of ftages and machines,
A drinking, furly crew;
¢¢ You want a caft, an outfide feat;
«« Well, fir, you’ll walk before and’ wmt,

«« We'll ealy make it do.™
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117. Deal-men and duellers, fell pair !
Drown’d drunk, or ftabb’d, THY blefling fhare,
And boaft their filial line ;
Rufhans and murdcrers for pride,
"T'heir guilt bLeneath thy banner hide,
And help pollute the thrine!

r18. Milliners, (VirTUR’s hate and bane)

A forward, wanton, fiimfy train,
Defigning, fhrewd, and fly :

Upftarts from nothing, or from worfe ;

The TEMmprLAR’s tdol and his curfe:
Now paint a kindred fry. .-

2 1g. Upholfterers, a faucy race,
With clumfy hands, and brazen face,
Affure you ¢¢ all is clean.”
'1'hey’ve taken more than they could find,
"I'hatis, a few are left behind,
'T'o breed and bite again.

3 20. Black undertakers, who’d interr
T'he dead or living :—what THEIR care,
But to fecure their aim?
Like vultures watch your dying breath,
Then nail you in the cafe of death,
Lefs dreadful than their name.

12 1. Pirates and pages of the ftairs;
Butchers, and hell-born privateers ;
A furious, fanguine crew!
Plunder or fecrape, blafpheme or roar,
Infeft the main, the court, or fhore;
Unchangeable, truc bluc!?
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122. Whattrufty friends thy Bopy guard!
But what of mosT the fole reward ?
Why orTHODOX’, and (FIN.
Give them but thefe, they’ll givethee aArL,
Or fair or foul, or great or fmall; 1
n And THY reward their SIN.

g 123. T hefe, withthe laws thy fathers made,
; (For making laws was once their trade,
S As fince it has been thine)

Will fafe defend thy lawlefs claims,

A proof beyond what SCRIPTURE names,

Of TyTHEs or RIGH TS DIVINE.

124. Yet fome of THEM not always pleas’d,
Oft grumble that they are not eas’d
Of what they feel a yoke:
And which, but for more cogent ties,
Than all thy menaces or lies,

Had long ago been broke.
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'125. Nor could they juftly have been blam’d,

| If dubious ought thy pride had claim’d,

? Fad been reclaim’d again;

Till better prov’d than only faid,

And fo have made thec earn thy bread,
Like other honelt men.

126. Nor can we ftill the injury fee,
"~ T'bat would accrue to them or thee,
If this was now the cafe :
For fhould’ft thou all thy claims difown,
‘T’he prince and poor would but their own,
And thou refume thy place.
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127. And what lefs righteous be defir’d,
Than that thy fons with virtue fir'd,
Should feek not THEIRS but THEM !
Not to opprefs but fave the fouls, = =«
W ho long have wander’d from the folds

Of thy JERUSALEM.

1»8. However this was not thy tafk,
But theirs who might do more than afk
A favour from thy call?
Might bave compell’d thee full and large,
‘T'o feed thy flock and keep thy charge,
For lefs than Ty THE of all.

129. But they were dull and thou waft keen,
As full of guile as they of {pleen;
_ E’er watchful o'er thine ends:
But leaving thefe tho’ not unblam’d,

Recount (with dignity) unnam’d,
"Thy more confpicuous friends.

x30. Highin the front, and foremoft ftand,
K——g, L——s, and C——sof the land::
But be not over vain,
For wary of thy craft and pride, _
Referv’d they curb, or flack’ning guide
Thy LEGISLATIVE rein.

131, Thefe arc the pillars of thy ftate:
Bask of thy vaft, unwieldy weight ;
Yet, while they {fecem to crown
The DomE of thine afpiring head,
Let fall the talent of their lead,
To keep thy GEN1US down-
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132. Well knowing, that ifleft at large,
The fole dominion and the charge
Of either them or theirs,
In time there’s nothing would remain,

But, or the galley or the chain,
For THEM and for their HEIRs !

133. Next view fome monfters, horrid N——-—h'!
P———m, P——-—n and A———h!
With Nupa flagrant lafs !
All bare of honefty or fhame, .
As e’er was northern ice of flame,
Or, BARRISTER of grace.

134. Bafe RENEG ADOES, who defert
Their native caft, untouch’d in HEART,

Tho’ circumcis’d their fkin : -
And with the blafphemy of pride,
Infult of wealth, embronz’d deride

T'he bafe-born NAZARENE.

135. Yet THESE are thine; egregious boaft !
Thy converts, converts to thy coft,
And converts to their own:
Replete with infamy of FAME,
Enhanc’d your mutual guilt and fhame,

Till mutually undone !

136. LonGg-AcRE rufhans and their noifé,

Coachmakers, Papifts, Bridewell-boys,
Puffs, Cl—d—n, W——t, and Re=—k;
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MoNwMouTH, high fam'd for knaves and clothes
With all the red hot high church foes |

Of CRomwELL, BovLE, and Lockg *!

137. Old wives that fit on flalls. or BENCHES,
Bear-garden heroes, orange wenches, .- *
Or BiLLiNGsGATE’s loud glee: -
Scullions and turn-fpits, chamber-maids,
"Prentices bound, or free from trades,

" Decide or fcream for thee.
v . ' _ - }

138. Oppofers of the PUBLICK good: * @
Sce there a nufance long has ftood :
A BrIDGE to ferry MULES!
¢“ It fhould be taken down no doubt.’?
Why then, content with giving out,
Your ANCESToRs were FooLs?

39. Aind what are vyou, whofe luft of gain,
Oppones the juft concerted plan
For SAFeTY or for Usg? .
Read hete your name at length, a KnavE,
To thieves or bacchanalsa flave, = « °

The TaArc ET 1 of theMufe.

-

* For many years I was at a lofs to guefs what could be
the reafon why no Parist, Jacosite, RessL, Hicu-
CHurcH-MAN, or true OxontanN could ever bear the name
of this great man; but my wonder was foon at an end, when,
about two years fince, 1 read (with the utmoft extafy of
{urprize) that ‘'moft invaluable piece 'of his upon TorERA-
Ti1oN; that third MaGNA cHARTA of this kingdom, as the
Biere is the firk. | S

T 'T'his word is here ufed in the military fenfe, and figni-
fies a But or mark to be fhot at. |
A
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140. Nay more, a MURDERER efteem’d :
Nor let the vengeful bard be blam’d,
While with refentive cye,

He. draws the huge, compreflive crowd, -
Squeezing to dangers, deaths, or blood :

Unheard their helplefs cry.

141. Whereage, or impotence infirm,
Extend their unfupported arm ;
No refuge HERE 1i1s feund:
While clattering wheels abforp their voice
Suffus’d amidft the direful noife

Of hurry and it’s found.

142. Where furious drivers fierce contend :
Where nextis{een on either hand,
A drove of madden’d herd :
Gor’d by the arms of brutes HUMANE,
T'ortur’d they roar or turn again,
Unfane and undeters’d.

143. WHo then obftrufts, his GEentus'fhows 5
Shares in the guilt of prefent woes,
And vindicates the pasT:
Murders the nations that have been,
Adopts his rude forefather’s fin, -
And ftruts a civic beaft!

g

144. Nor lefs THEIR memory abhor *,
Thets tafte accurft, nor mean, adore
Their GRANDEUR or their FA ML :

« * Thofe who from ftupidity, or brutifhnefs of avarice, op-

pofed the plan:of Sir Chriflopher Wren for rebuilding the .
city of London after the great fire in the year 1666.

x D
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Plump fons of puLNEss and renown,
InSizE or SUBSTANCE overgrown :
Our patterns to our thame!

14§. Whofe muddy’d fteps their offspring trace;
A ftupid, earthy-minded race,
Of CiTizeNs or {fwine!
Like THESE emplung’d in filth, they thrive,
While cLEANLIER {ouls are doony’d to live
In darknefs, dirt and {in.

14.6. With thefe a more pernicious clan *,
Their C17v’s and the NaTion’s banes
Tho’ now extinét their breath:
Who bore the fword of JusTick’ law:
Yet jultice but InyusTICE faw,
Herfelf adjudg’d to DEATH.

147. Brow-beat the ferventand the good,
Revil’d the jealous for his Gop,
From pride, defpite, or gain:
Favour’d the profligate and bafe;
Their Orri1cE and it’s EnD’s difgrace :
They bore the {word in vain,

148. The fword of fubalternate rule;
L.ean, puifné judges in the {chool
Of ArLpion’s lire SUPREME ;
But how unlike 111s equal-hand,
W ho waves his {ceptre o’er the land ;
Her benefit 111s aim.

* The magiftrates, minifters, &c. who oppofed and pre-
vented the Reformation of Manners begun by Dr. Weodward,
fome years fince, to their own fhame, and the nation’s 1rre-

parable lofs,
3
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149. Nor THEM forget, if yet are found
Their L1KE unlifted from the ground;

The many or the few :
Who with the air of M ErRcCY’s friend,

An Exon’s furious imps defend;
Or, DeEnBIGcH’s lawlefs crew!

150. Chemifts, apothecaries, brewers ¥,
Who cleanfe-or foul the common fewers
Of all thy {ickly fons:
Poifon’d with ale or oil, or drug, |
They die—the fharpers mimp or fhrug;
Then canonNizE their bones!

r51. Next, fee a group of formal fons,
Solemn as owls, or SPANIsH DoNs;
Half {fober, half devout:

f

* Thefe are a {et of gentry, that, in general, we mufl not
let go unreprehended. ‘They are not mentioned here as
if their bufinels was wn/awvfu/, or as if all of them made it
fo ; but that many of them deo, is moft certain, by adulterat-
ing their commodities ; and thereby, with their brethren the
wine-coopers, viiiating them oft-tim& very injurionfly, for
which the two former are perpetuvally calling one another
names, and I dare fay with very good reafon.

The latter incur {oine cenfure on the {ame account, and
above all, for promoting their private interelt at the publick
expence; I mean the health and happinefs of their country-
men," wlo drink away foul and body; are tempted to idle-
nefs, gaming, &c. diftrefs their families, and at laft are
brought to the parifh and a morfel of bread. And yet thefe
gentlemen, with their cuftomers the publicans, truly, think
themfelves moit highly apgrieved, when the neceflities of
the times call for a little of that income they would amafs or

{quander, at'the ruin of thoufands, both here and hereafter|

D 2
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Who quaff, and fip, and hum, and haw,
W ith biccup fhake their heads—¢¢ No LA w!
¢ She’s ruin’d, there’s no doubt !”

152. Ruin’d by whom? ye tippling tribe !
Her ale and tenets ye imbibe;
What has fhe more to lofe ?
Unlefs yourfelves, or any worfe,
’Gainft whom the law fues HER divorce
And thefe bequeath their fhoes !

153. With them enroll a kindred-clan,
All true-blue church-men to a man,
Who wave their rags or birch :
But never figh, or care, or think,
Save when conven’d, athirft they drink,
< Come, brother, here’s the CrURCcH I°?

154. Stock-jobbers, bankers, keen as {teel,
Who'd aT the gold their fingers feel,
But gold will FrREEDOMS buy:
Born, or to MEND, or LACKER fThoes;
How black their heels ! how white their hoff, “
How arrogant their Ty !

1 ¢, Draymen and us’rers court thy door,
Who flecce their cattle or the poor,
Crucl, fcvere, and fierce:
Coachmen and porters, drinking bhand !
Who drive or carry half the land,
On fhoulders or their hearfe.

1 56, Domeftic-fervants, hellith brood !
Ldle, lafcivious, bold, and proud,
A bafe, purlomning fry:
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Attend in droves, (half in thy court)

Their Lorps their PaTTERNs, and their SPORT,
Like whom they live, or die.

i

157. Footmen and valets, above all,

That trip the falon or the hall;
"Thefe too revere thy dome:

Who cry (their lady half in view,

Leering at them, herfelf, and you,)
¢« HEr GrACE is not at home.”

- - -
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s8, Quack-doctors, midwives, and buffoons;
W ith conjurers who wAx by moons,

And fools that wANE by them:
Stewards, and wood-reeves, pilf’ring fry;
 Who sTEAL their coach, or ride and tye:
W ith poachers wild and tame.

%9. Arians, {ocinians, and deifts,

i Gluttons and drunkards, (human beafts!)
“"I'ime fervers, palm’d or vext:

*Tis well, thy limits are confin’d

't To profelytes of HuMAN kind,

3 Or wHoM might we have next?
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. Bigots and hypocrites, (thy due)

Who growl or whine thy praife :

With malice cry, ¢¢ O what a fhame

‘“« T abufe our MoTHER’s. facred name,
‘¢ In thefe HARMONIOUS days !”

pi. ¢¢ Days of fuch harmony and peace,

(¢¢ O might they ne’er grow fhort or ceafe !)
“ When all wirHOUT or IN,
D 3
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¢ Do as they lift without controul,
¢¢ 'The CHurcH and Scaism, allone foul,
<¢ And love and live in——=S81N.%

162. Infidels, fceptics, calvinifls,
And half-reforming METHODISTS,
Are at thine altars feen:
Nay TrEsE have (archenough) in SoNG
Late prov’d thée neither right nor wrongs
Or worft half way between.

1613. Juft as they’d fet their wits to work,
T'o prove thee neither JEw nor TURK,
As if unknown before,
T'hat take away the bad from all,
E’en foul mouth’d L—v—g-—n’saPaver,
Nor RomE herfelf a WHORE!

164. Thefe know that take away their pride,
HomiL’s and ArTiCcLEs alide,
Scarce one poor rced {o vile,
But tho’ ’tis now efteem’d oUR owN,
Yet did, or might at leaft have grown,

On ®BER prolific {oil.

165. To sucH, thou’rt equally oblig’d,
As citadels when clofe befieg’d,

By foes encompafs’d round:
Are to their {riends who make a rout,
T’ annoy the enemy wiTH.UT,

Yet undermine the ground,

166, For were their TEnrTs to take place,
(Anke for once both THEIRSs and GRACE)
Which ftill were mectly juft:
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" Down rufh thy pride, and pomp,-and all,

As ramparts batter’d from their wall,
Low levell’d with the duft.

16%. And yet they aim thy tow’rs to raife,
Attend thy courts, affet thy praife,
Reciprocally given :
Allow there may be more than one,
But ftill perfuaded thine alone,
The saAFEsT way to heaven.

168. Indeed all know there is but one;
Yet not reftrain’d to thine alone,
E’en where thou bear’ft the fway:
There’s many that ne’er faw thy face,
At leaft ne’er faw thy fund of grace,
And yet they find their way.

16g. Nay this perhaps with {mall ado,
As naked of thy farce and fhow,

T heir hindrance fo much lefs:

Purfue the crown referv’d on high,
Mount eafier to their native fky,
Compleat as {ure their blifs,

1 70. But here we muft a moment ftop,
T'o pick up what thou would’{t not drop,
- T'ho’ not of RIGHT DIVINE:
«« Not found DisseNTER here—not one 3
Yet O that among them were none
Who too refemble THINE !

171. Who, tho’ they may not make thy noife,
Yet {lander with low, whifp’ring voice,
Poifon’’d as hemlock-tree:

D 4
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Or joir’d the gen’ral hue and cry,
As frighted at thy mobs, deny,
¢“ They differ mucH from thee.”’

1%2. And truly in the fenfe they mean,
VWho well know how to TrRim between
Revricion and the TimEs:
They differ mighty little more
"Than does the cold Norweci1an fhore
From HYyPERBOREAN climes.

173. Alike your zeal, alike your love,
For thofe who ftand the leaft remove
From vou or from your MopE:
Alike in gen’ral both your aims,
Yor each divine protedtion proclaims,
And Forms and Gain your god !

174. Now THINE, from out whofe dew-lap’d mouth
Are bellow’d round from North to South
Thy honours all abroad |
Who drunk, or fober, {fane, or mad,
Or blind, orlame, or brifk, or {ad,
All wait thy pow’rful Nop.

175. Sure ne’er magician with his wand,
In Ecyrt or CHALDEAN land,
Could e’er fo juft divine:
Or raife fuch {fwarms of frogs or mice,
As in a2 moment for thee rife,

With but a caft of thine!

376. For wave but this, O what a fhout
Of noife, confufion, and of rout

From ev’ry quarter flows .
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Houfes and buildings and their wall,
With fame and furniture all fall :
Fell flaughter of thy foes !

177. Or found the trump’s ponTIFIC clang,
Or pulpit drum, PARoOCHIAL bang,
W hat {quadrons foon are feen !
(As vultures flying from afar)
- Around thy ftandard they repair,
: Quadrangle, ftreet, or green!

13:8. Some like a lion roar, or howl

+  Like dogs, or ftand aloof and growl ;
Like apes their brethren grin :

5 All well employ’d in one defign,

To fave thy corps and RiGHTs pivineg,
% Without or {ly within.

Ef‘?g O what a group of high and low !

| Who ftick at nothing they can do

3 ', To keep out HEREsY !

‘; + But ftamp or fqueak, and fwear or lye,
; Nuy {teal, and murder, hangand die,

] Or any thing for THEE.

30 All thele of different forts and fize,
Or fmall, or great, or fool, or WIfe,
'Ihe frifking old or young:
With male and ﬁ,ma]c, bond and free,
Adorn a ftaff or grace a tree,
Or BRIBE or BORE the tongue.

3T
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. Thefe all are thine, as theirs thou art,
Alike their hand, their head, and heart;

‘Who thy protection fhare :
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"T"o what a fum does all amount,

As foon might wizard-MooRrE recount
The atoms of the air!

132. To what compare thy fertile womb?
A den, acavern, or the tomb?
Why not compare to ali?
Dark, hollow, teeming, large and deep
Or wild, or dead, or faft afleep;
And ftubborn as a wall.

183. Or like a MARrT, high vending place;
- Open for every age and face,
Who loiter, fteal, or range:
Or, like the common road or {treet,
Where knaves, as honeft, walk or mect ;
As ArLpron’s grand ExXCHANGE.

18.4. In fhort, thou’rt like a common fhore,
iifling and emptylng, never pure
From pride, or pomp, or {in:
"That (fpeak they truth who fay they know)
With all thy SCAVENGERS can do,
‘They cannot keep thee clean.

13 5. Sure 'tis thy CouRTESY receives
Them all; who ought befide believes,
W ithout the leaft difpute,
He muft conclude thee fal{e as kind;
Yree as a haven or the wind,
A common ProsTiTUTE.

130, And yet exceeds thy CaArRITY !
"LT'o dandle all upon thy knee,
And never once repiace:

T e
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Can RoME more patient candour boaft ?
Whene’er the’s drunk, be thou HER toaft,
And fhe 2gain be THINE !

187. For fuch indulgence fure and care,
Is hardly feen in wedded pair,
As long difcern’d in vou:
For me, I fcarce can think you TwaAiIn,
So like your tempers and your mien,
As mickle that ye do!

188. But now thine an{wer to the whole ;
(I know it fpeaks thy very foul)
‘¢ Pray how fhall we prevent?
¢¢ ‘T'hey all were born within our fence,
¢¢ And if we feem to drive them thence,
¢¢ They then will all p1sseEnT.”

189. Diflent from what? from THEE or SinN ¢
If both before, pray where had been
"T'he infamy or wrong !
"T"Hou might’{t perhaps fome credit loft,
SATAN a fmaller number boaft,
And heav’n a brighter throng!

190. Well, and fuppofe who po {hould come
And lupplicate your porch or dome :
How large your own difgrace!
The very thing that fome would want,
Your Posts and OFFicEs fupplant;
And ye your{elves give place.

191. A thing your pride would burft to find,

And yet how juft! the fame their mind,
"'he fame neglect or care:

43
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The fame their right to all your claims,
Of tythes and ranks, and dues and names,
Equal their pains and fhare.

1g2. But now they ftand fo far aloof;
There’s none dare ftir, no nota hoof,
A mite receive or firaw:

So far from this, compell’d to bear,
Their burden but of Loss or CARE ;
So bids the CHURCH’s law.

193. ¢ They bave their own,” why that is true,
And do they not help nourifh vou,
Who elfe care not a fhell,
Whether they fink, or whether {fwim,
Whether they wake, or whether dream,
And fudden ftartin hell?

19.4. Suffice it then that all’s {ecur’d,
Your pride, and pomp, and rights immur’d,
Ye call the land your own:
J.cave them unenvy’d to enjoy
Without or cenfure or annoy,
Their LEGISLATIVE boon.

195. No thanks to YoU or YOURS the leave,
'T'hey now poflefs to think or live,
As NATIVE right might claim:
Or even worfhip as they wou’d,
VWhom once their fathers ferv’d with blood 3
Their PRESENT offspring’s fhame !

146, Time was when THESE their rights could boalt;
T'unec now when thefe and more is loft,
Than cver Rac¢Ks could move:



Canto I. THE MITR E. XE

T'heir former livelinefs and zeal ;
T'heir flame for heav’n, their fcorn of hell 5
"Their meeknefs and their love.

197. Now loft and fwallow’d up in fin !
Demure without, how proud within |
How quench’d the former flame!
Extinct and wither’d by the world,
"T'heir order to confufion hurl’d,
And all their boaft a name *1

198. A name tolive, but oh how dead ! |
Slaves to their own or thine for bread,
Their whole pretencea form:
‘Full of themfelves with 1 HEE deride,
And e’en DissenTERS {well’d with pride,
Can emulate a ftorm.

; 199. Laugh in their {fleeves at all the fears,
" The {ufferings, forrows, and the tears

"T'hat lav’d their fathers eyes: <
"T'o {ee a nation funk in fin,
! Their children now emplung’d therein,

And hunting after flies.

200. How chang’d their manners and the times !
h The Church EsTABL1sH’D and her crimes,
Adopted for THEIR OWN :
So much alike their mien and air,
Why not their ftock as well as care,
Incorporate in one? |
* If any diflenter, efpecially. of the prefoyterian or inde-
pendent party, calt their eye upon this page, let him not cen-
- fure the author as wucharitable ; but blufh, and remember it
15 no more, no, not half fo much, as fome of their own moit
valuable writers (efpecially the late learned Dr. #asts) have
dtlirmed, with the utmofl degree of certainty and coucern,
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201. What harmony of thought fubfifts
Between their PasToRrs and thy PrigsTs?
How like their aim and ends !
Alike their prejudice and pride,
And both unite in all (befide
TaE HouseE oF Gobp) are FRIENDS,

»02. No wonder cenfur’d their DissenT !
W hat pity ought fhould e’er prevent
The junétion of your hands ¢
So mucly alike your mutual ftate,
WNeicher can find 2 meeter mate ;
What can forbid the Banns?

203. TREsE fcornand hate (what can YE more? )
"I'he men who would their life reftore,
And call them up from death:
From dulnefs, emptinefs, or form ;

Témir heart with ancient ardor warm 3
Refin’d their baleful breath.

204. stop the loud clamour of the day,
10 peace and honour pave their way,
Regardiefs of their own:
{uke all the burden of their thamey
Patient, expedl a better name,
To MARTYRS yet unknown.

205, But ah' ! what hopes the leaft return!
W ho all reproof or caution fcorn;
T'he madman’s voice defpife :
I cep at a diflance as {rom fear,
Lifien a lie or paufing lcer,
And tuen away theireyes,
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206, Mean, narrow, dull, conftrited fouls,
Pinion’d (like geefe) within their folds,
Scarce juftify the pen

1

j Drawn in their caufe, unaflt’d as kind, .- -

But if they knew, ({o bafe their mind!}.
Would vilify the Man.

.;207. And from a heart of pride malign,

Of envy, fpite, and low defign,
"T'he kind regard would wound :

Or with an air of infolence,

Devoid of candour as of fenfe,

Exclaim ¢¢ They are not found.”

b 208. ¢ Not found |” ye hypocrites, why {o?

Whotaught you SouND or SENSE to know? .

Is orthodox’ YoUR trade!?
Go tell your own to blufh and learn,

' Towound, reprove, invite, or warf,

UNFEARTUL and UNPAID.

y

g2cq. Here then we leave you and your crimes,

For better hopes: and better times,
. When vE may be reftor’d
Or wait with trembling fear the doom
Pronounc’d alike on more than RoME.
For calling Jesus ¢¢ Lorbp *.”

h10, But to refume our talk with thee,
Who fcarce can’{t with thine own agree 3
] But highly difcompos’d,
. If any €’en within THY pale,
Are wrefted not from thee, but hell;
As if thy (hame expos’d.
* Luke vi. 46,

47.
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213. But put the worft, they fhou’d diflent,
Pray what by all this rout is meant,
Unlefs the horrid aim.
(Tremble my heart as on the brink
Of deepeft hell) that'none may think
Diverfive of thy SCHEME?

212. Was ever found fo hard or vain ¢
So oppofite to Gop or MAN?
Say wHY the mind it’s own ?
But to difcern, accept, refufe,
Or form to any other ufe,
By many or by one.

213. Why not then THEIRs as well as ouRs,
To ufe or LIGHT Or NATIVE POW IS

Of Gobp or reafon givn?
Was it not this? that thefe might Judge ;

(Freely from all the dupe or drudge)
Their claim or.path to heav’n?

214. Come don’t oppofe your sacRED call,
"To point or pave the way for all, -
Or ideot or wife ;
Go find yourfelves. the paths of bhfb
Or never prophefy of peace ;
Ye blind of heart-and eyes!

215. Nor falfe pretend thy love to THEM,
While yet.(how bafe neglect ‘and thame 1)
Thine own are dead in fleep !
Hard fecking death amidft their life,
In pride, or wantonnefls, or firife j .
Iaft hurrying to the deep !
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»16. For know, ’tis not who fwerves from thee,
In point of MopE or T'HEORY,
" That rifks his futore weal : |
But who diflents from truth and peace,
Who breaks the laws of righteoufnefs,
HEe feeks the path to hell.

217. Befides what is it ye would have ?
With ye a univerfe to fave,
Againft or law or right?
‘What can ye more than now poflefs ¢
Exctept that purity and peace
So far beyond your fight!

218. What have ye not that ye efteem ? -
May ye not range, or fink, or {wim
For ought that THEsE impede!
Did not we know your conftant lay,
One thould but deem you as in play,
| Or lunatic your HEAD.

219. Nay-—if the failure prov’d no worfe,
A cure might chance be found in courfe
Of providence and time:
But now what can be faid or done?
For plain from what yourflelves muit own,
>T’is not DEFecT but CRIME,

220, Sure ye forget the hardy day,
W hen firft. your fathers brake their way
From Romi, now turn’d behind ;
You do not think they onl y came
Half naked from the fanguine dame, _

And brought away her Minp !
" E
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221, Was it not THIs they juit abhorr’d ?
(Her pride of thought and pomp of word !)
To {fpeak or think forbid :
>Till firft obtain’d her PaArAL nod,
High fitting in the place of Gonp,
His CrHurcH’s lordly head?

222. Whence fprang the darknefs of her night ?
Whence the remove of all her light ?
Whence all her matchlefs crimes?
Whence inquilitions, racks, and caves?
Whence broken hearts and howling flaves ¢
Feel ye not YET the times ?

2213. Whence fprang the whole, and myriads more?
Some broil’d in flames, or bath’d in gore,
Or ftretch’d beneath their pain?
Whence all their forrows and diftrefs ¢
"T"he lofs of property or peace?
Whence RomE’s infernal reign ?

2.2.4. Sprang it not hence (bleed theu my heart,
At thofe who wifth re-plung’d her dart,
In AvLpion’s faireft breaft:)
Sprang it not hence, the pride of men,
Drunk with the lore of luft and gain ®

Rife hell and fpeak the reft!

225. And would ye then be thought like thefe?
Long ye again to break our peace?
Our very thoughts confine !
Away then all your plaint of RoME,
Awake your rant—now reeking come,
From her suCCESSIVE line.
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226. But can ye this {ucceflion boaft ?
W hat lies, what lives, what livres coft |
Her lineal defcent !
Yeclep’d the aAposToLIC line,
Yet wove at RomE—pontific twine 3
How ftrong and permanent !

227. Made of that fcourge—the 5a VIOUR’S pain,
Now drawn at length—a LINEAL chain,
Of PreELATES and their Laws:
Extended line of pomp and lies,
Of blood, of torture, and of vice :
The sWEET-MEATS of her jaws !

22.8. Broken and knotted like a cord,
T hat hangs a traitor to his lord,
His country or his king:
Snapt in ten thoufand pieces—ty’d,
To {tretch their neck or lafh the hide;
How worn the facred ftring !

229. A rope of villains and of PrRIESTS,
Fierce as the tyger or the beafts,
Of Arric’s wild domain:
Yet they and all their claims p1viNE !
All of a piece, the {ame their line,
T'he fame their future pain,

230. Enough now feen, on what depend
Patient await till {fcen their end,
What double torment feel !
When juftice cuts the long-ftretch’d cord,
And priefts now PENDANT with their lord,

For ever plung’d in hell |
I 2
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231. O what a plunge of guilty weight !
(Ne'er yet {o plung’d a falling ftate)
All hell the fplafh refounds
" Her nations flee the dread {furprize,
While floods of liquid {ulphur rife,
And overflow their bounds !

232. Such are the crimes, and {uch the doom,
Of all who follow her and RomME,
For juft alike their aim:
Each fceks his own and nothing more,
Each ferves alike the ScaArRLET WHORE,
And yusTiFIES her claim,

233. Alike the fcornful empty fmile
Of faucy flirts, or the revile

Of faints inveltive breath:
"T'he beau, the rake, the fot, the ’{quire,
>T'1s all a fpark of the {ame fire,

Emitted from BENEATH |

224, Who LAUGHSs your confcience — foon would
Fair the occafion change his tone, [FROWN :
Condemn you to the flame:
Nor here confine the curft decree,
But loft to all humanity,

Would {tand, and fee you b AmMN.

2,35, "Tis all revenge, and fpite, and {corn:
You - HiINK and they would {ee you burn,
Alike devout and civil
>Tis by them all or SPOKE or MEANT;
In judgment orin vengeance fent,
T o prifon or the devil.
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236. Who then in theught, or word, or deed,
Would fee us pine, would fee us bleed,
For fentiment or mode:
Shews that he feels a MurperER’s mind,
Approves HER flaughters unconfin’d,
A montfter in his brood !

237 Befide, if LipErTY’s deftroy’d,
All reafon, grace, and nature void,
All or of place or times:
All foon to dire confufion hurl’d,
Nor Gop himfelf repays the world,
T'he vengeance of their crimes,

238. Plead not of RomE the dire miftake,
(SHE pleads it fomething clfe to make,
All her defigns are oNE)
¢¢ "I'hat all are not enough endu’d,
¢« With light of evil or of good,
¢¢ "I"o chufe or Ieave alone.”

239. T'his reafon HERs, fhe proves it good,
But fuch her zeal, ’tis prov’d by blood ;
Her charity how kind !
Seizes a wretch, (what fair INTENT !)
T"ortures him thoughts he never MEANT,
And screws him to her mind.

240. From hence what bafe deceit and fraud ?
T'he prieft and loaf are both a Goob ;
Half worfhip’d, half devour’d !
And yet wiTHIN, are both deflpis’d,
As nothing more when juft revis'd,
Than prieft-craft and it’s gourd.
L3
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24.1. Defpis’d by all, confirain’d to cry,
From fear or pay, or truth or lyc,
As they themfelves bave done:
By this evinc’d their call a trade,

Who by their force or guile have made
Another’s crimes their own,

242. For who another’s mind direéts,
Anfwers his {ins or his defects,
In reafon or 1n grace:
Nor lefs thall anfwer in that day,
When Gop with recompence fhall pay
Each tyrant to his face.

2473. Then rather dread the horrid thought,
A firanger to thy fentence brought,
By violence or fraud:
If found at length thyfelf a knave,

Or pupil, an extorted {lave
Iow anfwers each his (Gop ¢

244. Who then but for fome bafe reward
(Confcience afleep or difregard)
Would of HiMmsiELT aflume
As meet or juft, or fair or wife,
T'o claim or clofe a ftranger’s eyes ¢
For cver felt his doom!

245. Reply’d, < Butis it not enjoin’d,
¢c That all fhould bear one heart, on¢ mind,
¢t And think and fpeak the SAME?

¢¢ That aLy fhould feck the common weal,

<« Another’s joy or torture feel,
s« His glory or bis thame ¢’
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246. Speaks this thy candour or thy pride?
Thy love for Un1oN, or to hide
T'he fecret of thy hate
At thofe who cHUSE to think from THEE,
And deem thy FRAcTUR’D unity,
A creature of the STATE !

247. 1f but the former were the cafe,
With eafe and with a milder grace,
"T'hy mecknefs would fubmit:
No more thy wrath as thunders roll,
Difclos’d the meannefs of thy foul;
Or weaknefs of thy feet !

248. GREAT minds are like the ftately oak ;
Unmov’d, at leaft are mov’d unbroke,
Nor heed the tempefl’s roar:
While LiTTLE fouls, like whiffling trees,
Are ruffled by a common breeze,
As from their furface tore !

249. Yet juft the reas’ning, nay divine:
But what an angle draws their line ?
Deviate the point from LovE :
Drawn from the centre of their pride,
Themf{elves eccentric, bafe deride
The needful, juft remove.

250. LovE is the centre of the foul !
Magnetic {fun, that draws the whole,
Enflames the mind humane
With all the virtues of her SiRrRE,
Primeval, uncreated FirE,

That warms the CHERUBIN !
I 4
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251. Angels butlove, what can they more?
Caufe why they burn, rejoice, adore,
Yet {ee not all the fame :
"T'o thefe more heighten’d fcenes reveal’d,
On thofe yet larger raptures feal’d ;
But who dare angels blame ?

252. Why then to blame, another’s fight
More than thine own—a dimner light?
What each that is not given?
Haft thou the clearer of thetwo ?
Or, notthe blind, more clear than you?
The gracious boon of heav’n !

~g3. T'o move the matter from difpute,
Much to the general FALL impute,
"To NaTURE much or AGE:
Much to the NURTURE of the mind,
In AL L to error mof! inclin’d :
"T'he infant or the fage.

2.£4. Much to the GeEn1Us of the times,
- Much to the bane of FOREIGN climesz
Much to THYSELF afcribe:
Another place in thy own {tead,
(Or, on His fhoulders fix THY head;

His principles imbibe.

. Or, if thou canft a horn-book read,
Hear this (O were it in thy creed!)
The argument is ftrong :
¢ >Tis plain as juft—(why look {o {mall ?)
¢¢ Who licence has to think AT ALL,
‘¢ Has licence to think wrong.”’

i
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2.56. Not this to harden or excufe
Or nature’s errors or abufe
Of freedom or of grace :
But to abate thy vaft furprize,
"That others fee with other’s eyes,
Or wear another’s face.

. 257. I'o move thy pity, and to warm
: . .
? ‘I'hy frozen heart, to teach, inform,

The {malleft fparks of weak defire,
‘T'ill kindled the ethereal fire

‘T"o an ethereal blaze.

:258. Laftly, to move thy grateful boon,
‘ If greater light on thee has fhone,
Or ardor warm’d thy mind :
Not to exaggerate thy pride,
Much lefs to punifh or deride,
UnmMANLY as unkind,

259. Again, if ALL In ALL agree,
~ All might AprPEAR as harmony,
‘Thro’ juft diftinction void :
Like o&av’d chords, of equal tone,
Monotic notes, alike, alone,

The lift’ning hearer cloy’d.

200. But FiN1sH’D harmony is form’d,
- And mufic’s graceful foul is warny’d,
By DirFerRENCE of found:
Well-mingled tones, of flats or fharp,
While fofteft lute, or fprightly harp,
Or echoing ftops rebound.

57
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261, Whe. ~ difterent parts and different chords
Each in their place it’s aid affords,

Nay, Discorps help the choir:
Chroniatic {ounds, of yaArriING {trains,
While all the rambling bafs maintains :

All harmony and fire |

262. So in the BaAnD of charity,
Where differ all, yet all agree,
As SELRAPHIM above!
Scarce oNE fovile, or loft, or bafe,
But muft or kind compaflion raife,
Or, meet demand our love.

263. And THIs the part to us aflign’d ;
Not to bring all to think our mind,
But to regard our own:
Whether to tune the pipe or {tring,
Or to the lute more mildly fing,
Or {fwell the burfting tone.

264. Or, like a building large and fair,
W hofc parts their diff ’rent burdens bear,
Invifible or feen:
Some form the folid, nervous bafe,
Others the cone or cornifh grace,
Or graceful fhine between.

263, All yet cement by niceft art,
Adorns or {trengthens each his part,
-~ Unpolifl’d as polite :
E’en RunnisH helps the load {fupport,
Or fmoothly fpreads the path or court,
Or garden trimly dight,
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266, Where in their diff rent orders {tand,
Tall, fprightly PinEs, on either hand
The MyrTLES gravely fmile:
With rLow’ryY SHRUBs (low fited plants,)
Of various forms and various {cents ;

As belt befits the {oil.

267. Where view the harfh, rough-coated Erm ;
Or trembling Asp, while BrR1ars embalm
The warm, high-fcented air:
Where cvyrrEss’D GrovEs ereét their heads,
Dilate their eMBLEMA TIC ihades,
Afylums of defpatr,

268. Where mix the LLiry and the Rosk,
Diverfe in hue, yet fair compofe
T'he garland or the crown:
While Daisies, meek, neglected race,
Or, parterr’d Box, the borders grace,
And deck the genial ground.

269. Where of unnumber’d kinds are feen
Or annual or ever-green,
LAUREL orDAFFODIL:
Where all is fweet, ferene, or gay,
And with uNniTED force difplay
Their verdure, fhape, or fmell.

270. Nor here omit the EMPoIsoN’D root,
The dead’ning leaf, or baleful fruit,
A dark, tremendous train:
Taught to imbibe each noxious juice,
They fpeak their juft, spEctrIC ufe,
And vindicate their BANE.
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271. So all their part in the machine,
Of GracE, of NATURE, orof Sin,
Each flls his own abode :
And in his {phere, hislot, or line,
Compleats the HArMmon vy divine,

Of Providence and Gop.

272. But ¢¢ THESE for TRIFLES fwerve you know:”
And can’t you let a TRIFLE go?
A trifle of a thought!
Have patience, they may ALL in time
Obey thy lore, attend thy chime;
"I'RIFLERs are eafy bought.

2713. Is not this thy complaint of RomE,
Condemn’d a univer{e to come
For SENTIMENT or MobE?
Art thou then guilty of the fame,
And blufhilefs deem’d unworthy blame,
Nor trembleft at HER Rop ?

27 4. ¢¢ But, WE are right, and sHE is wrong ;"
Know this is THINE, and not HER fong,
SHE {ings another lay :
With neRr, thou’rt wrong and sHE is right,
SHE calls thick darknefs all thy light,
And hercfy thy way.

27 5. So fay all parties and all fects,
Fach only right, the wrong rejeéls,
Why then this fruitlefs ftir?
On THIs, thy jaunt might be to RoME,
For fhe’s not farther off from HoMmE,
Than home is far from HER.
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276. Here then you differ, yet agree ;
What difcord, yet what harmony ’
SHE thunders and You roar:
And fuch HER charity to vou,
As ye efteem to oTHERS due;
Blufh both and fpeak no more.

2 fy I’l]l tell thee what ’ve often thought

| And here for thy regard is wrote,
Had’{t thou been more employ’d

About the welfare of mankind,

Than bringing all to think thy mind,
‘T’hy aim had not been void.

2178. For if thy view had only been
The wretch to fave, the injur’d fcreen,
From bard defpair or wrong,
Thou ne’er hadit loft or rich or poor,
Crowded thy ftraitn’d courts or door
‘The univerfal throng.

279, Inftead of this thy conftant pain,

Has been not HEARTs but HezAs to gain,

In order to prevent
(What ne’er has been prevented yet,

Nor will,) thy foes contemptuous hate,
Or children’s difcontent.,

280. Juft like a prince prepar’d for war,
Whofe fole ambition, pride, or care
His numbers to encreafe ;
Not deeming ’tis not force or might,
But arms undaunted and unite,
T'hat prophefies fuccefs,
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~81. So thou, more MILITANT than wife,
For fear the fcorner fhould defpife
Thy defpicable FEW !
Has footh’d, or menac’d, feiz’d, or brib’d
The myriads jult before defcrib’d 3
A huge, unhealthy crew !

~82. And all this from the dire miftake
(W hat blunders wi1zzARDS often make !)
It would thy fame approve: |
Unweeting, ’twas not names or votes,
"That proves the truth, or ends difputes,
But purity and love.

2813. T His then feek thou, and let them feek,
W ith hearts benevolent and meek,
. Who glory in thy line:
Or elfe with all thy tricks of {tate,
Thouw’lt ne’er fupport thy falling weight,
Or prove thy right DIVINE.

284. A moment then we here fhall ceafe,
A moment part on terms of peace,
Yet unextinét our zeal
For thee and thine—this ftill my pen
Unfheath’d records—a moment then,
Thou MITR’D dame, farewel !

=370
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W A K E, once more, my trembling plume,
‘T'he hateful tafk once more refume,
And lift aloft thine hand:
Explore the term, this ¢¢ RicHT DIVINE,”

The vaunt of traitors and their fhrine:
Nor fhun the bold demand.

2. This SprITE unfeen, whence does it {pring *
Is it a beggar or a king ?
Or vﬂe hermaphrodite ?

To me TH1S feems to be it’s fex s
It fometimes afks, and {ometimes takes,

Carelefs of WrRoONG or RIGHT.

3. I think it’s {fource is eafy trac’d,
As are 1t’s claims in order plac’d,
It’s furniture and crefts :
A blended fpawn of church and ftate, w®
It’s father—CoNsTANTINE the GREA T,
It’s dam,—the pride of priefts.

4. Who fir’d with luft of rule and gain,
Spar’d neither lies, nor art, nor pain,
T'o turn the FoNDpLING’s head:
"T'hat all fince urg’d of R1GHT DIVINE,
Is nothing more than CoNsTANTINE,
Still fpeaking tho’ he's dead.
X

I,
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c. Nor lefs the fpirit {till furvives,
Wherce’er the PrRIEsT or BiGoT lives:
It’s quinteflence and pow’r,

Like ProTEUSs felf to change it’s {hape ;
Is lion, bear, or fox, orape,
Or LaMmBKIN or a boar.

6. Now, fee it crawla wriggling worm,
Is all vermicrTy of form, |
And fheepifh, fcarcely dares
Or cringing afk, ore’enreceive
W hat royal bounty deigns to give,
Or cold compaflion {pares.

7. Then rears a monfter, fwoln with pride,
That.lifts her leg and mounts aftride =~
An emp’ror andhis tijron*g o T
Pretends her origin D1vINE, - -~ 7
Her race the arosToLIC line,
Herfe!f and heav’n but oNE,

8. Now hear her flrike a loftier tune,
When fair occafion late or foon,
Aflifts the guileful plan:
No longer meek, nor honeft now,
But with a bronze of thievifh brow,
She harptes all fhe caN.

9. In fhort, fhe’s all or,any thinlg,‘. e

Sometimes a flave, and oft a king, o

Can thunder peal or chimes:

Can faeer or fnivel, quake or quaff, |

Can groan or growl, or weep or laogh ;
For lo, fhe ferves the times !

i
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ro. Thus, when complaints on every fide
Arraign ber avarice and pride;
, Her knavery and wrong:
. - She pleads or ftorms, fubmits or fires,
; Juft as the times or {tate require,
And ¢¢ ay” or ¢¢ no”’—the fong.

11. For when nor jusT nor REAson plead,
T here muft be soMETHING in their ﬁead,
; And here you [ee the way:
; >T'is but to join the {trongeft fide,
Orﬁcal-mly wait the moﬁing tide,
"Then arrogate the day. ;

g :
% 12. By this,- what has not been fecur’d ¢ .
' To what injuftice K1ings allur’d ?

7

: To yield or guard a claim,

: Which neither LAW nor RigHT before,

4 Had dar’d demand, nay, often more
§

;’;

- _
e

Than e’en a Pr1esT dar’d name.

© 13, And all for what ? why THr1s the caufe,

Princes, oNncEk children fear’d the claws

i Of fierce pontific zeal :

Dreaded their fubjeéts foul revolt,

Or, for THEIR negligence or fault,
For ever chain’d in hell.

e g T T T - S . e

14. Thus impuls’d, or impreft with FgARr,
They {faw, or pDREAMT they faw it clear,
T'hat ALL the prieft requir’d,
Was nothing more than_juft their due,
And fuch as THEY could ealy fhew,

Whobut THEIR own defir'd, - !
F
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15. THEIR owN forfooth! who made it fo?
I know who quick to MosEes go,
Better to Ca1n by half:
A MURpERER now, as firft 2 PriEsT,
And reafon good, if may be guell,
ORE caufe his brother’s pelf.

16. If pelf the lore of priefts was THEN,
Or all beflides, were honeft men,
(What pity THESE exclude !)
"I'here need no other be aflign’d,
Why Cain fhould feel a murderer’s mind,
Or murdering bafk in BLoob !

17. And are there NoNE who bim fucceed ?
Bafe copyers of his mind and deed,
Nor ought have fpar’d for gain ¢
But feiz’d or tortur’d, rack’d or kill’d,
Their land with violence have fAll'd ¢
And yet unpurg’d their ftain!

18. But to recall the JuwisH plea,
Of tythes divine or equity,
W hy not the painful rite
Of CircumMcCIsioN once enjoin’d,
And fomewhat fatiate tothe mind,
Of priesTLY flagyrite:

19. Befides—it might be fo contriv’d,
(Were it of FULL cxtent reviv’d)
To raifc a glorious fum:
If but the Law would once enjoin,
And make it Now as ftill divine,
Her relicks arc at Rome.
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2.0. No care, you know, the vulear howl,
If ftubborn—cafy to controul :
Or pleas’d or fad their mood ;
Befides, whatever THESE might own,
"T'here are with whom ’twould ¢lib go down,
Tho” ’twere the Pricr or Broob.

21. My PLEA—if tythes were equal pain,
And brought the CrRAFTSMEN no more gain,
‘Uhan this uNGRATEFUL rite:
Ye'd v THE no more than CIRCUMCISE,
Nor this, than put out both your eycs,
As clearer {een the light.

22. But CIRcumMcIsioN nothing brings,
Therefore was never afk’d of kings,
Or laws, to make divine:
*T'was calier done ANOTHER way,
And more adapted to THEIR lay,
As more enhanc’d the fhrine.

22. Befides, ¢ ’tis plain revok’d elfewhere,
¢« Saint PAur has fet THIs matter clear,
¢ Curfed who this performs:”
And what are they who lye or fwear,
That all the sest—is but THEIR fhare,
And flecce their fellow-worms |

24. In truth, my friends, were nothing more
Than T'RuUTH at heart, nor gain your lore,
It is not one but ALL,
Had long fince render’d up your claims,
Nor ever dar’d belye the names,
Of MosEs.or SaintPavw.
| I' 2
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25. For what {ay either thefe to vou?
The firft has NoTHING left your due,
"T'he latter but your HiRE 3
And this dependant on your care;
"1'o feed the flock, their forrows bear,
Or elfe your wages~—FIRE.

26, What more their MAsTER and his train
Of lively, apoftolic men,
Who fought not THEIRS but THEM :
Made 1THI1s their bufinefs here below,
Heav’n-ward with facred hope to go,
Thro’ poverty and {hame?

27.¢¢ Pugh—THEY were poor unfelfifh things,
That neither car’d for courts or kings,
And only minded SouLs:
Stuff of I know not what myf{elf,.
But fenfelefs of the lore of pelf,
Evinc’d how mean their moulds !

28. ¢¢ Or elfe, it may be what they did,
W as only juft a cloak to hide
The Opium of their call:
So left, that they who boaft THEIR name,
In after-times might plead their claim,
And thus engrofs it all.”

29. And lefs has never ferv’d THEIR turn,
Who muft have all, orlawlefs burn
T"he innocent or good :
Who yet would glad have born their part,

If nought befide, their upright heart,
As for their Lorp their bload.
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30, But this THEY could at any time
Let out—"twas fcarce a VENIAL crime,
For poNTIFF pride enflam’d:
And tho” nor pomp, applaufe or gain,
Yet-ftill ’twas fhed with little pain,
Nor ever after nam’d.

31, But {till, it made a way for Rome,
With greater {wiftnefs to aflume

- Whate’er her luft admir’d:

"I'was nothing but to fay, ¢¢’Tis MINE,”

And feize it with her paws DIViINE,
For RoME was now INSPIR’D.

32. And fo fhe was, but.with the fame
Infernal principle and flame
"T'hat fires the hofts of hell:
Who nor devife, nor think, nordo,
But what a univerfe muft rue,
And PAR'T for ever feel |

33. So has been felt HER WEXGHTY hand,
In every coaft, or {oil, or land,
Where-e’er HER wings have flown:
Not long fince figh’d {fweet ALB10Ns iflc,
Beneath the darknefs of her fmile,
Or horror of her frown.

14. Scarce yet withdrawn from aLL her fons,
Preferv’d (as marrow in their bones)
The SpiriT of the dame::
Refer to HERS or AARoON’s chair,
T o make their DARK fucceflion CLEAR :
All HiIERARCHY and flame!l

L
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25. As if was nothing right but RoME,
And all was wrong, as {ent or come
For any where but HER :
As Gop himfelf were {aft confin’d.
To tell HEr only all his mind,
Or, who HLER rights aver !

36. Thoughtlc{s how many they condemn:
Unworthy or of fcorn or blame :
Who yet deteft gER line:
Difcard her maxims from their {chools,
Her OrRpERs banifh and her RuvrEs,
As DEV’LISH not DIVINE,

27, Hating (as facred writ enjoins)
Her fpotted garments and her {hrines,
Devote to pride and blood :
Worn as the badges of HER prieits,
Or Baal’s—(both alike the BEas1’s)
And enemies of Gop !

78. Foremoft in rank ftands wife GENEVE ¥,
Grave {chool of Carvin and hisSLEEVE,
Plain, accurate and pure:
Full of religion’s fterneft fenfe,
W ithout or forc’d or vain pretence
To DurLwgss ot DEMURE.

* AsI havetakenthe liberty of making pretty free vemarks
upon the church of England, and her fource the church of
Rowie, 1 fhall here take the fame freedom with that of Geucva,
and obferve, that unlefs {he does, or would tolerate liberty of
confcicnce, and religion in it's different modes, (where it inter-
feres not with the juft poficy or peace of thercpublick ) fhe is {o
far from having any rcalon to boalt of Supcriority with refped
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29. Where dwells fweet liberty and peace :

Confcience at large, reclin’d at cafe,
Directs the gentle reins

Of wifdom’s philofophic car,

Void of Di1ssenNsion as of war,
Her BAasis firm remains.

40. All hail the man, decent addreft!
Her native fon, whofe ample breaft
Flames ardent with her fire:
Whom AreioN warms with fervid zeal,
T'o ferve her honours or her weal,
His fov’reign and HER f{ire !

41. Long may he plead her injur’d caufe,
With fafety as with juft applaufe :
Nor lefs his great reward,
When call’d from filence or the field,
He views the bright ethererl fhield,
And meets the angelic guard,

42. Name not, my mufe, who knows thee well,
Thy weaknefs and thy faults could tell,

But kind conceals thy thame:
Enough—thou know’{t him brave or wife,
Nor bafe expofe to vulgar eyes

His VIRTUESs or his Namk.

to others, that fhe does but evince her relifh and approbation
of that {pirit her founder brought from Rome ; and in which
he {o cruelly exercifed his artillery on poor Cervetus, that, as
fome might be inclined to think, it requires no fmall degree
of charitable confidence to believe ‘foln Calwin is gone to
heaven ; {o it muft neceflarily reflect an equa/difhonour and fufi
picion on that r»epublick, if, while they reverence his memory,
they do not moft publickly and formally renounce his crime.

o4
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43. But wave we here a long record
Of princes, who by art, or {fword,
Have each undaunted broke
From off their own, or fubjetts neck
(What ere long Rome herfelf will break)
The hard, pontific yoke.

44. And hail again thy native land, .
Long may her fame on record {tand,
As juft, difcreet and bold:
Long may her name her children warm,
And long a BRunswic’s equal arm
Her diadem uphold.

45. O were her fons devout and wife
Candid their mind as keen their eyes'
Difcern’d their higheft blifs !
What graceful ardor then {hould roll
Each BriTisH eye ! replete his {foul
W ith courtely and peace.

46. O were her MINISTERs a flame, ’
Not fuch as burns the FLAGRANT dame,
But pure ethereal fire:
Such as enwraps the SERAPHIM,
Or fuch as once glow'd warm 1n HIM,
Firft BRicHTNEss of his SIRE !

4. O were his fervants like their Lorn!
Untaint their life, as keen their word,
Or cauftic or the balm!
How foon fhould all thy praife return,
‘Whofe wither’d laurels deecp we mouti,
And re-affum’d thy palm !



Canto 1I. THE MIT R E. 73

48. For want of this how much is loft
Of REAL honour and it’s boaft !
Nor like to be procur’d:
Nay, thou hadft forfeited the wHoOLE,
E’en that which moft enchants thy foul,
But Poricy enfur’d.

49. Yet even THIs could not obtain
(What, O hadft thou preferr’d to GAIN,
As far the NOBLER part)
The secRET reverence of mankind,
(Alike in this, each differing mind)
" The nation and it’s HEART !

s0. For, neither friends nor foes approve
That they who talk of THINGS ABOVE,
Should only (as ALONE)
Seek little elfe, but things BELOW,
As eager nought beyond to know,
Or, nothing lefs THEIR owN.

53, Who honour, eafe, and wealth prefer,
‘T'o fhame, and poverty, and care,
For what fo dearly bought:
By that more precious far than gold,
Or ought that HUMAN tongues e’er told
Of angels or their thought !

£2, Quit then thy claim to EARTHLY THINGS,
Leave them to courtefans and kings:
Be tHi1s thy one employ,
To stEe THY CHILDREN WALK [N PEACE,
THY PriEsTs ARRAY'D IN RIGHTEOUSNESS

"‘T'hy faints exult for joy !
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5. Till then, what wonder thy difgrace!
Conflre’d thy faireft form—grimace,
Co near ally’d to guile:
T'hat artifice {fo long reprov’d,
In r1.R of old—fo dearly lov’d,
So infamous for wile !

s4. What wonder all the world fhould fay,
And think thee sTILL like boys at play,
As whole depriv’d of {ight:
While from one corner of an eye
"Lhey feck the mark they’d feem to fly,
And court the follower’s flight.

5. And this has oft been deem’d of THEE,
By thofe, who boaft they more than fee
W ith only half an eye:
Tuese tell—< Thou only FEIGN’sT to run,
<« From HER thou cou’d{t not even sHUN,
‘“ But {or the {ftanders by.”

56, ¢¢ That werce it not for HUM AN laws
¢¢ "I hat gripe thee right between their paws,
‘< "I'Hovu foon would’{t fwift return,
¢ To all thy mother holds {o dear,
“¢ (And flately dictates from her chair)

‘« 'Torack, confine, or burn.”

57, And really, one would think it TRUE,
And that the hubbub and ado
Which has fo oft been made,
Is not, as fay thy pARTIAL {fOnS,
¢ For nothing more than EmrTy founds,’”
As rumour were a trade.
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58, In proof of this, they firft alledge
(Whit, “wert thou drawn upon a fledge,

A1LL traitors juit defert:
Would heavy weigh around thy neck,
And, with the firft QuAssaTION break
. The finews of thy heart.)

,«¢ Thy facred court”—(bafe impofition !)
That fifter of the INQUISITION 3
So hardly known afunder:
Only, that THINE is lefs {fevere;
Good reafon—Ilaws HUMANE arc near,
And .qualify the thunder.

59

60. Next, ¢ Bonds, imprifonments and fines,’’
W hite fheets, and wide expenfive lines,
Citations, bills and writs :
Enough tomakee’en CHANC'RY {tare,
And tugged QUAKERS quake for fear,
While otherslofe their wits !

6 (. And oft, perhaps, for little more,
Than only thinking her 2 WHORE,
" Some SicHEM has dehl’d:
But fuch thy decent, tender care,
Unwilling to defame the I'AIR,
In mercy to the child.

62. Or elfe, thy PONTIFF vengeance falls
On HER, our fubjeCt now recalls,

A PeENITENT of THINE :
Whom now THINE a&t has harden’d more,
Than of HER OWN an hundred fcore,
*Gainft fhame or grace divine !

75
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63. Only ’tis meet to do the beft
T'hou carit, toarm the GENTLE breaft
Wi ith fear another time :
And by thy canp1iDp cenfure teach
( With mnore effet than THINE €’er preach)
The BracknEss of the crime !

64. Again, thy terrors half disjoint
( Where neither LAW nor REAsoN point)
Some poor, unfriended crew :
Who, after all thy HIRELINGS treat,
Or greedy tything-men repeat,
Sce not the Ty THE thy DuE *.

65. And pray, wHo does, thatdares be BoLD,
And think Avroup—that but for GoLD,
ALy fafe might might march their way—

¥ The Clergy are not cenfured here fimply for raking tythes,
but for pretending they are theirs by a divine right, asif rheir
cafe was parallel with that of the Lewites, who, befides that
they received the senth by exprefs Command of Gop, (which
X defy 24cfe to prove from {cripture, directly or indiretly with
regard to themfelves) did zhar work for it, which I fancy feav
of thefe gentlemen would readily do for douxble, and what was
f1ill more (and herein confifts the twofold equity of the divi-
fion,) they were forbid all other pofleflions and inheritance
whatever. Would their fucceffors (as they are called) think you,
aive vp their paternal or acquired efltates upon thefe terms ?
‘Traft them in theexperiment, Nor lefs avails their plea from
the /aw ; fince it is nothing more than a courteous legiflative
continuance of thofe af#s which were made in their behalf at
a time when thelr forgfathers trod upon the necks of princes,
(robbed their fubjelts of their »ighss) and, when their own me-
rits called rather for fome proper correftions, than for any fur-
ther ecmoluments, which they knew, and ought fill to feel,

the legiflaturc can dimini/b or refume, whenever they judge

Qroper.
X
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T'o heav’n or hell f——no matter wHERE,
He’d ncither have THY curfe or pray’r,
As nothing Now to pay.,

6£6. And this they draw from the conceit
¢¢ 'That, but amongft the RicH or GrEAT,
¢ T'ryINE {carce or ne’er difcern’d:
¢¢ Unlefs, when once or twice a year,
¢ They roll in {tate, to {cize their fhare
«¢ Of wages never earn’d.”’

6. Or, < if they are more frequent feen,
¢ >’T'is at the race or bowling-green,
<¢ The levee or the ball:
¢ As feldom known to watch or pray,
<¢ But only for a hand at play,
<« Or weather for VAUx-HALL.”

68. Or, in their CoNncLAVE clofe and warm,
Like hornets buzzing—(what a fwarm)
I.oud humming—or referve:

Opprefs the fatherlefs and poor,
Exclude the widow from their door,
Or, ufher’din tc—sTARVE.

6g. Double their incomes and their fines,
(Such the dire av’rice of Divings !)
Not fatiate to receive
'The common.gains of oTHER men,
They raife (or ruin) all they can,
Then bid them—¢¢ (Go and live!”

0, Juft like a thief that ftops your horfe,
To take your parcel or your purfe,
At even’ or the day:
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Seizes your throat, half kills your breath,
Then leaves you (in the jaws of death)
(Like THESE) to walk your way !

71. Such the INQUISITORS, their fires,
Whom LucirFer their lord infpires
With pousLE luft of pain:
Shut by themfelves (as THESE) alone,
They torture, till they crack the bone,
Or burfts the ftarting vein !

2. High PANDEMonIuM of DiviNEs !
W here each, or fair or flefhy fhines,
(What plenitude of grace!)
Some plume their hair, or twift their hands,
Or daub their nofe, or {fmooth their bands,

Or {iroke their full-moon’d face.

»3. Council of tyrants and cabal,
As e’cr adorn’d GEHENNA’s hall,
- In truth ’tis little more:
>T'is where the widow is oppret,
The orphan ruin’d unredreft ;
The SHaMBLES of the poor!

-4, WHERE, whats heard but News, or tales?
Genius of PriesTs, and of their fales,
Of graceleflnefs and gain |
Where hopes and fear alternate flow,
Trom harpy’ing eyes, or hearts of woe,
And palc unpity’d pain |
7¢. All rank adjufted and degree : .

Soft ope the door, return the key
A crowd of fhiv’rers ftand:
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Non~E fure how yet may end the day :
Whether not more than ALy to pay ;
But—aLL arccap in hand.

o

6. * Firflt fee a gentleman walk in,
Dropping his hand, and turns his chin :
| ‘¢ YoUR pleafure, fir, we’d know ;”’
, . ¢ I only come to pay my rent ;’”
+ (Rack gather’d to the laft extent)
- "T'hen quits’em with a bow.

" 74. Next, fee a {lurdy blade appears;
That neither cares for THEM nor THEIRS 3
‘“ YOUR pleafure, pray, beknown?”
He anfwers (with as rough a mien)
‘“ I come to {feeand to be {feen.”
¢ Your PRoM1sE, {irs, be done.”

]
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 78. O how {well all the burfting line,
# ~ Of fcarlet hue, or pale maLIGN,

; ¢“ No promife ¢’er was made:”

|

?

i * The following inftances are not defigned as Zterally true,
{in every particular, but only intended to illuftrate the general
: difpofition, charaéter and tranfaétions, that arc fo flagrant at
thefe times, to the fcandal of their profeflion, the hardfhip and
injury of thofe they deal with, and to the amazement and dif-
oult of all bumane and moderate men---and therefore fiffitions as
‘they may bc deemed, or reprefented, in order to debilitate
their force, I verily belicve, they a// of them fall moft deferip-
tively fhort of what they know in their own confcience to be
true, and which fo many hundreds have experienced at their
hands all over the kingdom, to their forrow and undoing, or
why (unlefs driven to the 1aft peceffizy ) docs no one upon carth
¢thufe to hire, lecafe, or buy even a hog-fly, that #bey own !
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‘¢ You lie, fir,”” and, ¢¢ you lieagain,”
¢¢ There THAF Is HE—the very man,
¢ "I"he pattern of your HEAD.”

79. ¢¢ You lic again,”—the herd reply;
Return’d with furious, threat’ning eye,
¢ Is this your chofen text?”
<< A pack of lurchers of you alll”
But whatcare tTHisE for GREAT or SMALL
<« Come, pray let in the next.”

80. Now fee a tradefman—honeft man!
He bows and hums-—now fee the clan
Sufpicious as they’re keen:
cc Well, fir, whatisit you would fay?”’
¢« Why gentlemen’—we can’t to~day ;
<« Come, let him out again.”’

8 1. Another late his houfe new-fac’d;
¢¢ You know improvements fhould be rais’d *,”

¢¢ ] paid it once before.”
¢ "T'hat was the glazier—Dby your leave :”’
He pays—but growling in his {leeve,
Makes {ide-ways to the door.

* This 1s a circumfltance as much to be lamented and
abborred as it 1s truc---In all other eflates in England (except
thofe of the charch) tenants are encouraged to improve both
houfes and ¢flares, by the owners either bearing a part of the
expence, or at leaft, by permitting the poflefior to enjoy it -
raifed and unmolefted during his own time ; a thing however
generous, 1s no more than is jx/7 : but among the former, itisat
aman’s peril ever to white-wath the walls of hi: houfe, orto
make even zeceffary, and oft-times expenffve improvements,
cither in zhat, or his farm; for at his next renewal, which
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85, Next view a {prightly widow’d WEED :
Blythe as if No Bobpy were dead ;
Or finking with diftrefs:
Impartial deed | each rack’d their dues:;
(Or more—they never mor & refufe
Nor ever yet took LEss.)

83. Now tomes a {mirking, airy fpark,
~ Warm in his honey-moon—a Lark !
<« ’T'was rHIRTY, {irs, before?’
¢ I think you’ve juft fect up a trade:
«« Well, fir, ’tis meet you fthould have BREAD:
‘¢« You only pay ~ threefcore,”

r

84. Laft fee afight would break a hcart
Of {tone (how deep the TrAGIC part!)
The {cene unequall’d trace :
An ancient tenant full of years:

Hoary his head,—his eyes with tears
[Faft running down his fuce,

- 85. Long had he till’d the barren farm :
Long plow’d in vain his fruitlels arm:
(Who can unweeping tell )

v may bein a few years (or if a /in fuccecd, in a few days) heis
-compelled to pay a canfiderable fine, or turn out. --.- So that
"teally fome ot their houles, &c. are half ruined from this very
‘eircumitance ; and when they are told of the unreafonablene(s
-and diwonefly of this, the «/ual reply, it{fcems, is, “ We have
L at oaly for our Zife.----Your Jife /- ---why would you have
1t afZer your lite? 1f this calls not for fome legiflative notice
;and amend ment, what does ?---And, what is not a little fur-
'prizing, foine of thofe very gentlemen themfelves have often

made the very fame complaint;—butrthen itis only at heme.
| ~—"Lhe clergy want a Roman tenate at their heels.

r G
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Half ftarv’d—his racklefs rent to pay
T'heir fathers long fince fwept away
To HaprprPiNEss or—HELL |

86. Bending with age,—he crouches low :
Tott’ring {carce rifes from his bow :
Begins his humble moan:
<¢ Hopes that their worfhips will forbear;

<¢ He loft his ALL and more t’ year !”
The ConcLAVE burft —a groan!

87. Not for Hi1s lofs—pray don’t miftake :
T'he news makes all their Sur-Loins crack:
Down drops each ftounded head:
But oh-—how awful and how loud

The folemn groan !—out peal’d a cloud
Of thunder brought to bed!

88. Now filence yields — their looks revive :
Soft joftles each his neighbour’s fleeve :
<¢ Brothers—what fhall we do?”’
Not do with #2im they do not mean;
All that is eafily forefeen:
How mercilefs a crew !

89. Strait rifes up a reverend Beav,
T'urns on his heel-—and points his toe:
(Still echoing with his pain)
And half a novice at the trade, |
Hints < fome ABATEMENT fhould be made:”
‘Then fits bim down again.

"He’s not the man—here read the NEXT :
90
A ftately opener of his text:
What tendernefs g feels!



¢
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otares at the young propofer’s face:
Then with a voice as harfh as brafs,
Cries—*¢ lay him by the heels.”

1. By thefe he lies—O what'a fcene,
For heav’n to fee and hell to grin:
But ceafe all {ad furprize: [THEM:
The WRETCH — you mourn — but mourn for
(Drying as fuel for the flame,)
While HE is flarv’d and dies!

92. What wonder this thould be THEIR end,
Unhelp’d by JusTicE or her FRIEND:
No matter—all’s a trade !
And trades muft live, tho’ orHERs want:
Smugglers and villains have their RENT :
The CLERGY, or the SPADE.

93. Befides, ’tis only for a time:
THIs is THEIR breathing place and clime:
*T'is HERE they have THEIR good:
Soon to repay with treble pain,
‘Their cruel infolence and gain:
Now fwecter than their blood !

- 94. But hark—-<¢ there are Divisions tht?:re,,""'F

t Nay more than partly, one might fwear:
What news to ficht or fcold !

When this the reafon we alledge,

To fhare the GARMENT or the WEDGE
Of AcHAaN’s crime and gold !

H5. And THESE are moved too no doubt:
They wou’dn’t ftir a hand without,
Or to receive or hoard:

G 2
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Buttempted more than they can bear,

W ith groans each luggs away his fhare :
"T'he burden of Hi1s Lorp |

96. ¢¢ But hold, fir—you condemn the wHOLE ;
<¢ One Bopy, as if but one SoupL :”
W hy-~~are their {pirits two ?
Meet they not AL with oNE defign ?

In THI1s at [ealt one heart and mind :
What BeTTER then the FEW?

97. SEP’RATE they may—(and ’tis but fair
T'o give the F1END his PROPER fhare)
IncorPORATE—they turn:
Like concrete {ulphur in a lame:
"T'hey’re one and all, 1 fear, the saME,
And hifling bounce, or burn.

98. And pray, what fay I here or more,
Than what THEY tell who keep the door.
Of SEcrEsy and Sin?
Privy to all that pafles THERE:
Whether they ftoop or domineer :
Or gnafhing growl, ot grin,

¢9. But what from THEsE expedt to find,
Of juft, or generous, or kind?
Howe’er poiite or civil:
Who loft and plung’d in wealth’s IMMERSE,
Eftcem an empty, hollow purfe,
IpENnTIiCc with the DevivL #?

+ This was the meaning, and almoft the very Jizeral
preflion of a certain dignitary in the church of C. notlo
fince; and is no great fecret in the city where it was {poks
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100, Now hear my blame on every fide,
- From ignorance, envy, hate or pride,
| Of oTHERS or the TrRADE:
Nor fpare us more our wWARMEST friends,
Who, oft for no lefs virtuous ends,
Have far sEVvERER faid.

jo1, But what fevere enough for THEM ?
Their country’s burden and it’s fhame :
A load {o bardly born:
Who fee a nation watchful {tand :
Her Fogs on-tip-toe for the land :
Yet sENSELESss {leep or {corn ?

" 102. See all her children now in arms:
While BRunswic’s lame their bolom warms,
Their FATHER to defend:
BruNnswIc, the mild, the brave, the juft:
Religion’s and his people’s truft !
Their Sov’REIGN and their friend |

‘103 Yet WHAT are THESE!? or what they do
Worthy of record or to know ?

‘ What VirTUEs have THEY done?

. Half threefcore funs have warm’d my head,

| Since firft I chew’d their HUMBLE bread,

h Yet never heard of oNE !

1wua, WroM have they ferv’d, or wHowm reliev'd?
What wretch releas’d? what want retriev’d ?
What mercy have they fhown,
Or to their tenants, or their {laves,
Maintain’d, or ruin’d, as by halves,
Till exal’d or undone?

G 3
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X05. Y et THESE are they who claim as due,
High reverence grave from ME and you:
While each their partners greet:
Waith lordly congé or farewel :
Jult quit the AdprT, orthe CELL :
The TEMPLE or the STREET !

106. The Poor-—the RicH—how juftly ferv’d
T'he latter chous’d, the former ftarv’d;
Each afks it thro” the land:
Nay flatter with their mutual lie
The men whom they {hould CURE O FLY:
And beg or kifs their hand. -

107. Yet turn’d their backs—how BoTH def'pifé !
Shrug up their necks and wink their eyes:
High blazing with difdain |
¢ [D’ye fece the DocTor whom we bow’d ?
¢¢ ook there, he fhoots thro’ yonder croud,
¢¢ He juft deferves a chain!” | ‘

108. See here the Vinr ain and the Srave !
ace each a FooL and eacha KivavE |
Who fcorn and yet they bend:
Not from CiviLiTy or GRACE,
But with the air of low grimace,
A loaf—or none-—their end.

10g. Defpis’d by THEM they DECENT ufe:
By vrose belov’d they moft abufe:
* What contraft on THEIR part!
But yet TaEY have the better GAGE,
Who maugre all their envious rage,
Arc honour’d intheir HearT !
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110. But meet the man, whom all defpife
~ For feeing clear with BoTH his eyes ;
How grave their fingers tell ]
Yet take ’em by the lump or {core,
Behind your own or neighbour’s door,
¢¢ I hope, fir, you are well !”

111. ¢ I’m pretty well, . I thank you, fir;
¢¢ But come, don’tlet us make a ftir,
¢ For you may be undone:
<« For me-—I'm unconcern’d and free,
¢ Nor care a fig-leaf from the tree,
¢¢ For aALL of them in oNE.”

. 112. They KX Now it too—that’s fomething more,

¢ I’m civiL—but I'll ne’er adore
¢“ A Bicorora KNAVE:

¢¢ And fuch I ever would efteem

¢¢ Who others for THEIR thoughts condemn:”
What fetters drags a SLAVE !

113, Fetters of jingling felf-conceit!
Dull clogs of proud, contemptuous hate:
A ConvicT on his throne !
Yovur heels he binds—but half infane,
AnIpeoT raves—nor hears the chain
Loud rattling at his own !

114. Next {crapes a TRADEsMAN at his door :
He bows perhaps for fomething more:
They want an ounce of thread:
Or fend for fomething he has not,
Or never had—nor to be got:
But ftill—he muft have BREAD.
G4
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115. I'hus mutual flattery and guile;;
TrRADESMEN may work—the DocTors finile,
And grave their reverence claim :
But what regard from meancit {laves,
Unlefs where THEIR example faves
From punifhment or fhame’

1106, But to refume our former friends,
W hom neither time nor patience mends,
Who yet fecurely breathe:
While kindred nations are at jar,
QOur own now inthe midft of WaRr .
If not the midft of DEaTH!

117. Rife ALBIoN rife—exert thy claim
Cn all who boalt thy boon or name:
Bid them their off rings bring :
Tell them ¢ the kingdom wants their Mi1TE ;
¢t The army and the poor their RigHT :
¢ "Their UscLEssNEss the king.””

v18. Tell them ¢ how great the general charge!
<¢ The nation and it’s wants bow large !”
Remember they are THINE.
If LARGELY—~—well—Dbut if refufe :
Thinec own diftrefs and freedom ufe,
And feize the cotter’d fhrine.

11qg. Seize all you find—"tis not their own ;
Thy prince’s and their country’s boon;
Now THINE, no longer THEIRS :
1o hoard or ruft within their walls,
Nor fquander on the thamelefs calls
Of future {pend-thrift heirs,
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120. When this is done—if they fubmit,
~ And orateful fall beneath thy feet,
Forgive the former crime:
Remember not their faucy tone,

Againft thy welfare or the throne,
Or dignity {ublime.

121. But if they murmur or complain,
Refift or clamour for their gain,
As probably they will:
Shew them remains ANOTHER mode,
To deal with them (as with their Gob)
Far more effetual ftill.

122. Shew them thy licence to demand
The {ervice of at leaft their HAnD :
Implant it with a Sworbp:

Place them full front their foes in fight,
And there refiftlefs bid them fight,

T'he battles of their Lord.

123. I know their MEANNESs as their pride:
Their cowardice and all befide :
‘T'hey’ll pray Success thy fcheme:
Yes, fo they will—till Louts land :
T'hen cringing with their cap in hand,
T'hey’ll fupplicate for HIM. '

- 124.. Believe them not—"twas fo before
Their FaATHERS did it heretofore,
ALV — the fame again:

‘THESE are their fons—they goAasT their race:

All made of adamant and brafs :

T'o keep out wind and rain,
2
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32¢. Befides, if thefe were more fincere,
Would not their honelity appear,
As decent or difcrect?
Would they permit a thoufand {ouls,
To lie like hogs im-penn’d in folds ?
T'heir infants in the STREET *!

126, Would they permit (1 dare to {ay,
What heard an hundred times a day)
"The very men to pine,
Who, for or lefs or little more,
"Than what their minions keep the door,
May BLEED to fave their SHRINE,

1277. Suppofe that HALF their ufelefs PILE
(Where the indecent or DEFILE ?)
Had prov’d their friendly fhade:
in times like thefe but more alert,
(How fhocking to a Poprrsn heart!)
Horf{es their ST ABLE made,

128. And where the crime — when w Bo made them,
And thcm who ride (how great THis {thame!)
A STABLE made DIVINE !

* As was (it fecms) actually the cafe in the city of Can- |
2erbury, when two regiments of feor, and one of horfe, were
quartered there laft winter : nor was the ceawplaifance of the
church, I am told, any more extended towards the officen |
than theiv chbarity was towards the privare men: {fomething
flrange too, onc would think, that a bedy of men, both whole
kingdom 1s moit certainly of #iis world (tho® they both fighi
in their @iferent way) thould incorporate no better! but only
this we know, that under fome cerrain circumftances, cven
Satan may be divided againtt bimfelf.
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Much more adorn’d with suca a GuesT,
Than €’er debas’d a2 useruL beafl,
T'he temple of THEIR fhrine,

129. Suppofe all this and far beyond ;
What {inking of their fame or fund,
Who could afford {till more?
Abate the nation her expence,
Far richer in their BAnk than SENSE :
High plunderers of the Poor !

130. ¢ My Gop! what Brrton can forbear? .~
¢¢ Nor breathe—but THUNDER in their ear,
¢¢ Their duty and their call? "’
¢¢ Lov’d they but THEL, their PRINCE and THINE,
‘¢ Wou’d they not CEDE their RIGHT DIVINE 3
¢ The Manors of their Pary ?”

131. O were they fafe beneath the LAsT !
Secure in heaven from all that’s pasT, .
Or PRESENT Or to COME |
ALzeion might welcome ufe their Gorp:

Her rights no more for NONSENSE {fold :
And FRENcHMEN meet their doom !

§32. The SEssION ends - the game is play’d:
They {mile and wifh each other dead :
At leaft there’s fome do THEM :
For why ?—what EviL have they done?
Why —for the fame that many a one
Has wifh’d — but would not nameg.

133. Waiting till PROVIDENCE removes
A brother — whom he dearly loves,
(RECIPROCALLY evenl)
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You fmile perhaps — pray ftand aloof :
For what of LovE’s a better proof,
Thar toe wilh’d in HHepAvEeEN?

134. Each new returns—well fraught with GEER :
‘The {ervice of the current year !
And Essencr of his fong:
Dut Lire’s full Lz AsE is deeper fign’d,
"Than any THEY have left behind,
Tho’ hapnly — not fo Long.
Crave ye to know from whom thefe come?
< ooan one who {afely {iniles the doom,
Oy judgment of YoUuR fchools:
i'rom cne who wifhes vou were wife :
Aol lnew that ALL whom YE defpife,
Are neither KNavzs nor Foous.

i35

.h.

T 70 Aahe latter—for HER weal :

J diftreft — whom wifh’d v well |

.1y heart for ALBION mourns:

.0 may my tears in {ecret flow,

My heart her joys and forrows know,
‘T1ill all her peace returns.

—

137. Yccall us ENEMIES — ’tis true:
We are—YET not to HER — nor You 3
But to your baleful PRIDE ;
Who ftately tread — or fnoring nod,
While hangso’er HER the threat’ning rod:
Or bleeds HER woundcd fide.

i38. Wounded by you, and by your ftains:
V/ho rob her of her hearts and gains,

Both facred to your lay .
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Alike your aim in peace or war :
Replete HER heart with hope or fear:
However — ye can prAY.

139. A long digreflion this — what coft !
Yet all our pains not furely loft :
Refume our firft defign:

Report again, thou gentle dame,
Some other articles, that fame

Objellts to THEE and THINE.

140. Of thefe — ¢¢ Thy viiits once a year:”
Lefs fam’d for DrscipLiNE than CHEER ¢
As what imports the leaft:
ArRcH-DEACONS, CHANCELLORS, and DEANS,
AprpPARITORS and go-betweens
The ConcLAvVE and the FEAsT,

341, Church-wardens PERJUR’D, old and new :
Who {wear to what they caAnNoT do:
Then {wear — they’ve done the WHOLE ;
Accountable (it feems) to none,
But to themielves and thefe alone:
Bold fponfors for the foul.

142, Where all that’s done s little elfe
‘T'han telling lies or telling tales;
Like anarchy of ScHooL:
Where feldom more is heard than noife,
Of buxom PriEesTs — like FREE-scHooL Boys:
Nor decency nor rule.

143, What wonder then that THESE exclaim,

Who or defpife or hate thy name?
And cordially deride
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(What with amazement all the wise
Reprove and fee with equal eyes)
Thy USELESSNESs of pride?

144. Again obje&t ¢ THY TR1PLE CREEDs:”
Long roll of ArHANAsIAN beads:
Which whofoe’er repeat,
Condemn themfelves and all around -

While laughing fcorners loud refound
¢ >T'is nothing but a CHeAaT !”

- 145.Amaz’d that any THINKING mind;
Or wife, difpaflionate or kind,
Should thus it{elf deceive !
When 1n their confcience (if it’s true)
"I’'aEY can no BETTER witnefs thew
'I"han this —that THEY BELIEVE:

t 46. Much lels can rchifh how a man
Or nota MURDERER oOr INSANE,
Can curle his mortal foe :
For not conceiving what he owns
Himf{elf, {o far exceeds the bounds
Of mortal {kill to know |

147. From hence concluding fhrewdly keen
(No other MEDpIUM between :
The InFERFNCE of courfe ;)
¢¢ "T'hat they who dare affert, deny,
¢« OnvLy becaufe—they know not wHy;
“ Would fay it of their Horsz.”

143. And fo far rightly they conceive,
"T'hat thofe who any thing believc,
From Custonm or COMMAND :
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Would on occafion (and they do,

To all intents we mean it truc ;)
Call either Yoot their HaND.

149. Not, but the MEANING may be well,
As they who mild explain it tell :
And arr but De1sTs own:
¢ THERE ARE IN glory—THREE THAT BEAR
¢¢ Their RECORD — and yet all THESE ARE
¢« Jn EssENCE only oNE.”

i co. But How they are and can but be
Or THREE in ONE-—Or ONE, yet THREE : .
Is only known ABOVE :
How this or wHY is not the cafe:
Nor to define a MorTAL’s place :
But to believe and love !

151: Not that we blame thy zeal for TRUTH:
But TeErMs fo puzz’ling and uncouth :
Too jumbl’d to conceive:
But more — Thy double-damning claufe;
On 2all who dare prefume to paufe,
Tho’ sENTENC’D to believe !

152. For true conception—- Or that Fairu,
Sure witnefs in the foul that hath,

Confeflion thould preceed :
Or elfe what lengths may not be run

The UnivERSE believ’da Sun :
Or c’en the ATaEIsT S creed !

i53. Yet {hun THEIR proud PHILOSOPHY ©
Pregnant with pride and fophiftry :
Who with THEIR broken line,



-
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Affe& THAT myftery to fcan:
Or that of DerTy made Man :
Incarnate and divine |

154. T'o what compare their vanity ?

But to the fool’s who fain would W&*lgh
" The mountains in a {cale :

Or to the child that with it’s arm
Extended, and his dirty worm,
¢<¢ Stands bobbing fora WHALE.”

1 55. Such children THEY who think to found
The GopHEAD’s wide or valt PROFOUND & .
Unfathom’d and unweigh’d
By lines or fcales of HUMAN art : o
Or all that fancy can impart :
Or wildom’s deeper aid.

156, Not —as we {corn’d their pure defign,
Who warm with zeal for ought divine,
Wifh all the WorLD bellev d:
But for their SysTEMS to explain
INEXPLICABLES—then — complain
¢ "T'heir fyftems uncoNCEV’D.”’
157, Suifice that BOTH are plain reveal’d
As TruTH——1ho’ {ill the HOW conceal’d
From dcep or keeneft ken: .
Perhaps {carce known to faints above: -
Who rHERE may rather gaze and love,
‘T'han dare the MopE explain.

158, Shall Maw then dare that depth explore
W ithout 1t’ J bottom or it’s fhore ?
Inime Ns1Ty divipe:! L




Camtoll. THE MITRE g7

Wider than {pace—it’s blaze mare: bright
Than thoufand {uns — yet deep as night,

The GoDHEAD’s triune SHRINE !

‘159, Deteft'we, on the other fide,

" Their forward infolence and pride:

*t W ho with uplifted horn,

Deny what is, for aught THEY know,
EsseNTIAL and ETERNAL true:

Nor leflen’d by their {corn.

60. Define not THESE the great SUPREME? . ¢
Is he not limited: by THEM ? |
Confin’d within THEIR fphere?
Set him a line he may not palfs,
But so exift or elfe tranfgrefs,
At peril of their fneer ¢

i61. > Tis true, they make him only oNE
. Yet kindly leave him not alone:
Fit company conjoin’d:
Place on his right a HUMAN god :
And with him in his bright abode,
Some SpiriT or the WinD !

162 And what’s the evidence that’s given?. |
.- Not #1s that er{ft caine down from heaven: -
3 THEN prefent with his SIRE :
But the pale lamp of NaTUREs light:
Envelop’d with ZJEGYPTIAN night:
Hell’s GEnrus and her FIrRE !

[63 I know their fond, abfurd reply:
i@- ¢¢ Where found the Term of TRINITY ¢’

f; We echo as they fing
" E

;.
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Why not MorAL1TY difown’d,
(T'HEIR god) becaufe the TermM unfound?
But —is not found the THING?

164. What are all words but {imple terms &
Or terms complex of modal forms,
Invented to convey
What or we mean or would make known,
"T'o millions or to only one’?
Concife as clear the way.

165. What more the term now under view ¢
It’s great idea fix’d nor new :
Defign’d TAT truth Cimpart:
And only ftands among DivineEs,
As that which beft their fenfe defines:
A facred TERM of ART.

t 66. How weakly then do they refled,
Who for fo weak a caufe reject
What feems {o plainreveal’d ?
Written at large —1t’s truth divine
On leaves infpir’d of {acred line:
Tho’ ftill the Mope conceal’d !

167. Return we now from whence we came:
Cover’d with awful fear and fhame:
As had approach’d too near :
And bold refume our former clue:
Our purpofe for THY good purfue :
Nor unobfervant hear.

168. Another charge againft thee brought,
(But which I truft will come to nought,
Or thou muft come to thame)
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Is—<¢ that thy Rurers won’t permit
‘“ ‘I'hatany who have not THEIR writ,
¢ Should preach the Saviour’s name.”

169. Not feeming rightly to furmife
That "uis not they whofe wanton eyes
Survey thy ample ftate :
Who or for wealth, or want, or whim,
For pride, or eafe, or more efteem,
Intrude the facred gate.

170. Are either cali’d or fent by Him,
Who only hath the LawruL claim
His minifters to chufe:
That even BisHoPs are no more
Than PorTERS waiting at the door,
T'0o OPEN, — not REF USE.

171. At lealt not THI5 or THAT to dare,
For int’reft, fame, or pique, orfear:
IYor prejudice or pride :
But with the utmoft care to trace,
And cautious mark the lines of grace :
Not BLUSTER nor DPERIDE.

172, When this is done ~— then they have done;
But not before, — nor ¢’er will one
T rUs mifion’d — be allow’d,
However learn’d, or grave, or wife,
Or in his own, or other’s cyes,
The PricstT or FRr1END of Gob !

173. That Gop who never will permit
Always to lic bencath their feet,
I'he honours of his name :

H 2
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But on ui1s own his fpirit thow’rs:
Nor needs the aid of HUMAN pow’rs,
"T'o PROVE or GUARD his claim,

174. Not that we would diftraction chufe ;
Or decent rule or forms refufe;
But what we here contend,
Is this — that noNE who bare regard
T'he lore of eafe or bafe reward :
Or syM AN laws commend,

x75. Should be permitted to intrude
‘The facred dome, or on the crowd
His mor AL dreams impofe:
With {chemes of dullnefs and of pride,
As but himielf and none befide
W ere worthy of the Rosk.

176, Guard againft thefe — we care not who
Or mounts the PurpiT or the PEw
If black, or fair, or brown:
We need no longer fear the line
Of bullies, rakes, or fops, or fine
White coxcombs of the town.

177.”Tis THESE, and {fuch as thefe, has made
Thy miniftry efteem’d a TRADE :
Sufpecéted, nay abhory’d:
Woe to the men— (for woe their fate !)
By whom ¢’en HEATHENS {corn or hate
Trr OrrrING oF THE LorD!

148. All fuch are thieves and robbers own’d :
And long fince by their Lorb poftpon’d :
As come SOME OTHER way:
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Come with a2 view to fleece or fteal:

Come not of His, but THEIR owN will,
'T"o carry off the prey.

179. Who {corn the men prepar’d by Him,
As {ent by knaves or madmen’s dream :
Or wild diftraéted brain:
Who yet were impuls’d by his grace,
Without reward of fee or place,
Or rFiLTHY LUCRE — gain.

180. Yet deem the labourer worthy hire :
As juft infirmities require :
Or cloaths or daily food :
Unmindful of all elfe befide:
Or nature’s life or nature’s pride:
As known the life of Gop !

181, THESE then are they who touch’d wWITHIN
With pungent fenfe of 1N~BRED SIN,

FFLEe FRoM the WRATH To COME:
Then pierc’d with kind compaflion’s dart:
With lips of lame and fire of heart,

Invite a nation home !

!

132. No matter WHERE or WHoM addreft :
. With utterance as with ardor bleft,

g They lift their voice on high:

"~ Did kingdoms turn from {in to Gop:

. And know redemption in THAT blood, |
' Which fprinkles all the fky !

$3. THESE then are who their miflion prove,
By fervent faith and equal love:

Beflt witnefs of their claim :
H 3

|
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What need they any other teft,
Than what now fills and fires their breaft,
The glory of the LLamB?

184. I fee the anfwer in thine eye,
And am as ready to reply,
As thou art to oppole:
¢¢ Why then if this may be the cafe,
¢¢ There’s none but if his noddle pleafe,
¢¢ Menders of Pors or SHoEs,

18z, < But may up-perch upon a ftand,
<¢ With brazen face and dirty hand
<¢ T'alk NoNSENSE or BLASPHEME :
¢¢ Then cry—HE’s MOVED FROM WITHIN,
¢¢ T'ocALL His BRETHREN FROM THEIR SIN,
<¢ In THE REDEEMER’s NAME !”

186. In part you’re right, in part you’re wrong :
I’ll prove ’em both before ’tis long ;
Only beware thy heat:
We do not fay ¢¢ ’tis all who DREAM
(None fuch) ¢¢ are fent in HIs great name
¢ Or, either caLL’p or MEET.”

¥87. And yet €’en THESE as much as soME
Who think they merit all the room,
From dignity or{enfe :
Yet are but bunglers at their work,
And fpeak (from Book ) what JEw or TURK
Might hear without offence.

188, Who boaft indeed of CALYL and PowER,
But wherein better than the hour

Of DariNess and DEsrAIR Y
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What coldnefs often in the face!
The tongue no more than sougDING BrAss,
The word — more light than air !

189. And if the Larg be like his fpeech,
As {foon may velvet-mouth’d horfe-leech
Draw blood from iron bar:
As he draw water from that well :
Or make his sSENSELESs hearers feel,
Or HOPE or HOPELESs fear.

190. But he’s a PrigsT or DEACON dubb’d :
(‘Tho’ ftill at fchool, had ftill been drubb’d,
A TrRIFLER or 2a Dunce)
And, were he nota saAcRED fon,
Not oNE would hear bim, no not one:
At leaft not more than oNCE.

191. But only fhew the pAPaL fleeve:
What ConTRrAsTS will they not believe ?
How ’chanting is the fhrine !
What pARK or puLL will not go down'!
Such Magic bears the robe or gown !
Nay — BrLAsPHEMY’s — divine |

192. And more — what crimes of various dye,
Cannot THEIR practice fanctify,
If not as GREAT or Goon :
At leaft, as innocent or pure:
Their very wantonnefs, demure :
| And mild — their frantic mood.

193. O what a group of carelefs fouls,
Have drove thefe fhepherds of their folds,
'T'o mifery and fhame

I 4
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Who plead as reafon or excufe,
(What AvrLL without diftinction ufe)
¢¢ Qur PasToRr does the saME.”

194. T'his then accounts for fomething more,
Unthought and unobferv’d before:
But awful as ’tis true:
Why MENDERS or of SHOEs or BrASss,
Ideots efteem’d — or boys or afs,
Are oft preferr’d to you.

195. YOoUR call is human-—THEIRs divine;
They feek the Sour, and you the SHRINE,
‘T'hey PROFIT — you but PLEASE :
T'hey toil and labour, watch and pray:
You trifle, lounge, orleep, or play:
They sUFFER — you’re at EAsE.

196. Yet —¢¢ they are ALL, or proud or falfe:
¢ Tellers of lies and lying tales:”
Then how unguarded vou !
Who by your malice and defame,

Affix on sucH (how wide your aim!)
"T'he badges of the TRUE!

¥9%7. Such were the marks their FATHERS bare:
And fuch from you their oftspring fhare :
But know to all your thame:
‘The wisk and carm —bar all your fpite,
Will €’er fufpe&t there'’s fomething RIGHT,
Whenever you exclaim.

_—e

198. And this they do on reafon juft:
Not caring to take ALL on truft:
Your doltrines or your fears:
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Confcious how apt we’re ArLL to {peak

Our hopes or doubts — or blind, miftake
‘The finet WHEAT for T ARES.

'199. TAREs — {uch as ne’er by vou were fown: . -.
Nor oNCE imagin’d could have grown
On vour hard, barren foil:

But what cannot effeét H1s hand,
Who fows his harveft thro’ the land,
W ithout or feed or toil!

200. But put the cafe as you believe:
Alike unfit to PREACH Or LIVE ;
Let JusTice have her courfe:
If MmAD — then firetch their limbs on ﬂraw .

Or vILE — their necks, where ftakes the L aw
Her lifelefs, pye-bald horfe.

201. But fure ye cannot be fo blind !
(Tho’ more than to difcern the wind)
*T'is nothing but your PRIDE :
That thus alarm’d with envious {corn,
Reddens your eye, and gilds your HORN :
Too prominent to hide.

202, What—can ye not pDIsCERN the T1MEs?
No difference then ’twixt jingling CHIMES
Of wild, uncertain found:

Where all’s confufion and diffent:
From where or rule or concord’s meant:

All MusIicALLY round!

203. Know ye not what THEIR peal portends?

Rung in your ears for higher ends
Than parifh-toll for prayers:
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ftrings your LARUM or your KNELL ;
Arife, yef{luggards, ftartand feel
[t’s thunder at your ears !

204. It rings to wake THE DEAD IN SIN:
it rings to curfe who die therein:
Cover’d with death’s deep Pazy!
It rings that AL 1 may hear the found,
Who all are yet anhearing sound :
Gop’s great tremendous Cary !

205. Arife, then, find yourfelves undone:
Arife, and fec the falling fun
INow blufhing on your {ouls:
Arife, and fice yourfelves from woe::
Nor farther with your followers go,

Your loft, mifguided folds.

aa6. Awake and blow the sofpel-blaft :
Barneft of THAT to found at laft,
When ALy the dead {hall rife:’
"The dead in GRAcCE — the dead in S1N,
Invok’d no more — for good fhut in,
In TopHET or the SKiEs !

25'7. For this, THEIR trump now blown to You:
Your long forgotten {trength renew ;
Y our jealoufy refume:
Or TAEY — whom here ye all contemn,
Will fland the witne(s of your fhame,
And judges of your doom !

=203. Till then, what further need to afk
WaicH of you bears the hardeft tafk ?
Or, likely mofl to prove
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His miniftry deriv’d from Gop:
His zeal for H1M, who {pilt his blood :
Or, to MANK1ND his love?

20g. Nor call this railing or untrue:
The world are witnefles and you:
W hy then fhould THEY deny?
(Themfelves from darknefs late emerg’d,
For ’tis but meet and right when urg’d,

W ith mecknefs to reply.

By this —we therefore will abide,
All other arguments aiide,

>T"is not who WILL or RUN,
For gain or pleafure fond to teach ;

But fuch as Gob appoints to preach
The gofpel of his fon.

 210.

211, (In part already here defin’d)
Of fervent, unaffeted mind,
From guile (as treafon) clear:
Attach’d to none — but knit to ALL
W ho on the fame .Redeemer call,
In meeknefs and in fear.

212. Such among vou, we know there are:
The FEW — who like the morning-{tar,
Or comet blaze and burn:
Evinc’d their miflion not from THEE !
More real, full, confeft and free:
Thro’ all the earth they turn,

107



¥08 THE MITRE Canto I

2.13. Cover’d with juft reproach and fhame,
"T'hey bear abroad the SAvIoUuR’s name,
His EQuaL godhead own *:
Chufing to wait the praife pIVINE,
(O were they lefs attach’d to THINE)
¢ Ye faithful friends, well done !

214. T'o thefe we add a ferious train
Of holy, juft and upright men,
MopEsT their faith —not cLEAR :
Who, tho’ now ftraiten’d and confin’d,
Shall €’er long feel 2 LARGER mind:
And fhine on wiDER {phere!

215. O were but ALL thy fons like THESE !
Devout — (tho’ partial) warm to pleafe
‘The Gop whofe caufe they love !

* I cannot here {ufficiently admire and recommend as a
pattern to his brethren the clergy——the zeal of that fenfible
and ufeful preacher, Mr, RomaiNe~—in vindicating that
molt important and fundamental article of the Chriffian reli-
gion, the divinity of the Son of Gop —tho’ I muft take the
liberty of obferving, that I think he carries his mark too
high, fince from the principles whereon he endeavours to
prove that point, he may {feem to make not only three di-
finct perfons, but really three diftin& Gods ; for undoubtedly
three neceflarily {felf-exiftent, and independent deings, muft
be three neceffarily, {elf-cxiftent, and independent deiries,
fo that even the Nicene creed, wherein Chriff is fiyled God of
God, Light of Light, &c. however orthodox it is clteemed, is
rcally the reverfe: and if {o, this argument proves too much.
-— But this I hint with the utmoflt decency of dcference and
regard ; as I do likewife my wifh, that however feverely he
may judge it ncceflary to explode the tenets of the Arians,
Socinians, &c. he would neverthelefs treat thofe gentlemen
with lefs c/erical refentment and contempt; 7. ¢, with more
dey-politencts and humanity. -
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W hat mect refpeét e’en here below,
With all who fhould their virtue know !
How bright their thrones above !

216, Nay e’en of THosE thy ftate and pride
Has grac’d with emblems on their SiDE :
The CrRosreRr or the PaLy:
Of THESE are found (atlealt —a rFrEW :
Give each— my thoughtful Mufe, their pvE :
Nor bafe explode them ALL,)

217. The men of dignity and fenfe:
| Void or of lightnefs or offence :
Impartial, fair and mild :
Unturn’d their heads by StyLE or Prack :
Their hearts fair copy’d in their face :
Their manners as a child,

. 218, Unmov’d by all the pomp of pow’r:
Ahke the feen or filent hour: -7
Such, GLOUCESTER, late was THINE !
If ALL were fuch—die SaTyYRr all:
As prov’d if not divine their Cary,
At leaft their HEARTs divine,

219. Serious and modeft, meek and calm,
More foft than oyl or healing balm,
Addreflive and humane:
Generous, unprejudic’d and juft:
"T'rue to their friend as to their truft ;
Nor lefs their fcorn of gain.

220. And yet to thew thy juft cfteem
Of fuch as boaft their FILIAL name,
And reverence thy pale:
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No fooner fhines a brighter ray,
"That takes the gloominefs away,
But TRINE reproach and rail #.

221. All in a moment rife a cloud
Of adverfaries, hot and loud,
Like bull-dogs deep or fierce:
PRELATEs and DocrTors (fturdy band)

RrcTors and PaTrons (thro’ the land)
"T'heir danger now rehearfe.

222. CHURCH-W ARDENs, OvErseErs and Poor,
SEXToNs— with thofe who ope the door
For courtefy or DrRAM :
MumPERs, that afk or cut your purfe:
ALrzi thefe with different mode of curfe,
Cry out ¢¢ O fy for fhame I’

223, For {fhame of wHAT — ye worthlefs crew?
Who preach or fcandalize what’s true?

The CuaurcH’s own decree:

¢< Sin AcTUAL and ORIGINAL:
¢« Th’> extenfive curfe of Apam’s fall :
¢« By GrRACE alone fet free.”

* Of this we have lately had {ome very remarkable in
{tances in the perfon of Mr RoMainE in particular, and fome
others whofc eyes Gop has opened to difcern #be truth asi
Zs 7z JEsus, and their mouths as largely to declare it, tho’ be
fore they were either not known, or only regarded as /earne!
or ingenions men:=-but they are now called forth to pafs thid'
a difrerent {cene, wiz of contempt, ridicule and oppofition;
a proof of their adwverfaries {pirit, and no fmall evidence
favour of their own miffion, and the {fuccefs of thar minifhy,
which, as it comes from heaven, cntitles it’s meflengers to
the reward zhere referved for a// fuch as turn many to righte-
ounfucls, @a/z. to fhine as the ftars for ever and ever!
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224. ¢¢ That—NoT By WoRKSs oF RIGHTEOUSNESS,

WiHicH WE HAVE DONEs or fhall profefs,
But by THAT faith alone,

Which muft the {inner juflify,

Acquit in GoD’s fevereft eye,
His new adopted {on.”

225. ¢ That HENCE proceeds that ardent love
That fires the heart with things above,
Cancell’d the guilt of {in:
Shakes all it’s bafe, deftroys it’s pow’r,
And in it’s time fhall raze the tow’r
Of pride ere&t wiTHIN !’

226. ¢¢ 'T'hat HENCE the love we bear to Gop,
And HENCE that love as deep or broad,
As ocean’s wide domain:
Borne init’s arms not oNE but ALL

Who on the name of JEsus call,
Or, groan the GENERAL ftain.”

22%. For this — what envy, {pite and notfe,
Of draggled faints and parifh-boys,
Who beg or fteal their bread!
What WriTs and CaLys to pontiff courts !
The Jupce and ProcToRrs gain and fports :
Who fhrug and wag their heads!

228, How much like THEM, who once wagg’d THEIRS
At Him who brightens all the {pheres,
Bids comets warmer burn !
Transfix’d as helplefs on his crofs :
Meek pattern of THEIR fhame and lofs,

Who {uffer in their turn !
4
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229. You here obferve I wholly wave
( What from yourfelves I well might crave)
"I'he merits of the caufe:
But fay — you fhould the CaurcH difcard:
Or clfe in prudence own and guard
'I'he men who preach HER laws!

230. What elfe will JeEw or HEATHEN tell?
Or fay the keen-ey’d infidel?
But ¢¢ that ye ferve a PLAcEg”’
As fign’d at firft what few belicve :
Then preach a fyftem as ye live,
Devoid of truth or grace !

231. And this they have done long ago,
"That what ye deal is but the blow
Return’d on harmlefs men:
Who if they’re truly meek or wile,
Would fooner pluck out both their eyes,
T han €’er return again.

232. But only in their kind concern:
As warm their inmoft bowels yearn
For YouR increafe and love:
Hoping tho’ now your hate or {corn,
They may with you (by angels borne)
Be ever join’d above.

233. I know the bottom of thy plea:
(Thy fond pretence of HEREsY 5
But this is all grimace !
The truth is this— thou knoweft not,
W ith all thy pains, or depth of thought,
The Cavusk or END of grace,
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| Nor can thy envy well digeft
234
The place THEY hold in every breaft
Exempt from pride or fpleen:
‘The crowds that bang upon their word:
Or SainTs converted to their Lord :
Or SINNERS from their {in.

113

'235‘ If HERr Esy then break thy peace:

Know there is none {o great as THIS,

W hich all thy coaft o’er-runs:

© 'THAT may exclude from out THY pale:
i But TaIs includes and fhuts in hell,

Both thee and half thy fons.

) PR

:.-r;-l-

236 That half I mean-—be’t lefs or more

;  1f more thou haft — ten million fcore,
3 W ho while they boaft thy name:

;
?3 Like heathens L1vE —like heathens DIE,
‘ W ithout or hope or charity :

Fi

i

5‘?& Thy glory and thy thame !

-

—

%207 For know:’tis not who cleaves to THEE,

¢ Or any elfe —from bigotry, |

i -

; From int'reft, whim, or pride ;

¢ Or born or PERJUR’D to thy pale,

i T'hat can efcape or turn the fcale,
Which fhall-his doom decide.

%38 Nor they who hate or {corn thy fold,
‘f From fear ot favour, pique or gold,
1 Magnificent or fmall:

i Who either live poffeft of grace:

' Or die enwrapt in HIs embrace,

| Whofe cye difowns them all.

L
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239. Who tho’ diffenting wide in Mone,
Made each themfelves their idol-god,

Their PARTY or their StaTE:
But void alike their faith and love, .

Equal with thine their hope above:
And equal now their FATE.

240. T'his conftitutes another charge,
Which may in time be view’d at large
At prefent this fuffice
~That itis one of many f{core,
That makes thy friends thy fall deplore,
And enemies defpife.

241. Here then thy PARTIAL pride they plead,
E’en in the burial of thy Deap:
‘W here without wit or fear,
E’en ATHEIsTS who a Gob deride,
The damn’d for Gin, or LusT, or PRIDE,
Are all — ¢ OuRr brethren dear,”

242, And vouRrs they may for ought we know,
Thy charity efteems them fo:
Whhile this aright none call:
But thofe at leaft who fought in fear,
T'he Gob whofe name they worfhip’d here,
The FATHER Of us ALL.

2.4.3. But chief of them who unconfin’d
In judgment — warm with love their mind
X now no referve in grace :
But in the multitude of peace,
Where feen the fruits of righteoufnefs,
A UNIVERSE embrace.
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244. And yet in thee (except for RomE)
Whom once excludes thy PAPAL doom
What {cpulchre is meet?
But (fuch as where they dropt who dy’d,
For murder —or for SuicibpeE,
Were ftak’d) the-RoaD or STREET ¢

245. Nor this the lot of all of THEM :
Tho’ curs’d ¥ their end — as life their fhame,
| Yet THESE can quarter find:
E’en PArRRICIDES have THINE interr’d,
¥ Of no FUNEREAL rites debarr’d :
% A FEE makes HanGgMEN kind,

t 246. Nay on thy maxims ’tis but fair |
& 'T'hey all who here thy bounty fhare,
Whatever be their Enb :

. Should ftill be number’d of thy line,
Et (O what a length of cord is thine!)
Nor know.thee lefs their friend !

~ 247. And on the other — what more juft
" Who fwerv’d from thee alive — their duft
When dead — (what dread reitraints )

* This is not defigned to infinuate that a//, no nor flatly
to affert that a»y in particular, who die tbis death, are loft for
ever — Gop forbid | — We both hope and believe that /ome
(not to {ay many) who leave the world thus ignominioufly, are

Javed; and make no doubt but (bumanly {peaking) many
. more might, had they but been attended at fo important and

awakening a period, by any befides drunkards, ignorants,
“or flupid bigots to a_form or party.—And the term is here ufed
- allufively to the manner of their death, not the gffec.

I 2
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ohould not be fuffer’d to defile

‘Thy Sp1T-DEEP confecrated foil 3
Or rife among THY faints!

248. Not that thou needft be much afraid,
"I'hat fuch as are not of THY dead,
Will ever THINE moleft:
Rife when they will, I dare averr,
*I'will not be hard to know who fhare
THY portion from the reft.

2.49. Again they urge a thoufand things ¥,
Which tho’ confirm’d by PopEs and Kings,
They cannot much commend:
A heap of ritual forms and modes,
Drawn out of old poNTIFIC codes:
A Finiswithout Enp.

250, % Thy temples of Promifcuous fry o
Of fuch as come to gaze or lye,
To Gopaswellas Man:
Defcend from chat to PRAY or siNG:
Or fmile, a fimp’ring, thoughtlefs ring:
As glad to meet again.

251, ¢¢ "T'hy altars unfrequented left:
. ¢¢ Orthrong’d with men of bread bereft:
¢¢ Their confcience truck’d for Gain:
<« Who come as if thy courts to grace,
<¢ For pride, or falary, or place:”
What farther can remain ?

* The rcader will obferve, that thefe are only acontinw
tion of the objeftions made by the difeaters rather thav
anihor.




Cantoll,. T HE MITR E. 117

252, Why next, < Tgg ALTAR 1s ADOR’D:”
Where lies the body of the LORD,
Without or end or life:.
The prief’s Der 1s1oN or his Gon : |
Some TYPAL deem, fome, REAL blood:
What NECROMANCE of ftrife |

253. Whence this but from the love of gain !
Ign’rance, or fopp’ry, or chicane!
(T'he INFIDEL’s amaze !)
To {ee fome bend before the fhrine,
While others (tho’ allow’d p1viNE)
Neither adore nor gaze.

- 254, "I'is THISs the caufe — one a&s the PrigsT,
His prudence calls to do the beft
His office to fupport:
For if no more than only BREAD,
A LAay-man might fupply his ftead :
Nay, confecrate at CourT!

255. O what unhallow’d thoughts are thefe!
' What frenzy does fome madmen feize,
When ftrolling from their fphere ?
To dream that THEY may dare to come,
Or foil the platform of the dome:
Be ftounded al! that hear !

12560, OTHERS review with milder eyes::

’ ‘T'hey (not adore — but) not defpife,
Efteem their LorD’s requeft:

y  Take, as HE gave, with awful hand, .

* TFulfil the SAviour’s kind command:

; As PRIESTCRAFT all the reft,

I3
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257. Regard it as an ORDINANCE,
A Mrans of grace — and in it’s {fenfe,
T o celebrate his Jove:
Type of his body and his blood,
By faith receiv’d — they fee their Gopb,
Now prevalent above.

253. Believ'd and lov’d —ador’d unfeen:
FFA1TH the fole inflrument or mean,
By which his grace is known:
HiMsELF a {pirit —too REFINE,
"T"o be contain’d in bread or wine:
Unalter’d ftill and one.

259. Nay wider yet— they rightly judge
L'is not the MENIAEL {lave or drudge
For quarterage or hire:
Of RoMmE or from her KINDRED pale,
Has greater right her fteps to fcale,
Or light the facred fire.

260. But more the men of hope and love,
Warm in themfelves from fire above,
T'o blaze the facred word :
"T"o whom more juft the office due,
"L'o deal with holy hands and true
T'he f{upper of THEIR LoRD,

261. And what more rational or clear
"Than who the PREacHER’s office bear,

By them alike be brought
"The ryrAaxr elements divine,

"T'he broken bread and mingled wine?
How naTurAL the thought !
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»62. Can any not INSANE {uppofe
That e’er in early days arofe
A HEatHEN Ora JEW,
Unturn’d from darknefs or his {in,
Who dar’d or was admitted in
- Or, ALtAR Or the PEW ?

‘ 263. And what are THESE of whom we treat,
But JEws — or INFIDELS compleat,
In knowledge or in life !
Why then this pother for no ends,
But to difguft or fhame our friends,
A vain unholy ftrife !

- 264. Not that we would ourfelves intrude:
Do aught unfeemly, wild, or rude:
Sooner our-form deface:
But only make his Worp the RuLE:
(Great mode of practice in the {chool

Of Wispom and of GRACE.

265. From THi1s we learn (what learn we not ?)
Or of his will, or mind, or thought,
T'hat needs. our PREsSENT {tate!?
Knowledge divine, exa&, and pure:
Void of deceit, or proud demure:
How lowly — yet how great !

: 266, From hence we learn the simPLE mode,
Of faints, firlt warm’d with fire from Gob,
ALL fons, and each an HeiRr !
No greater MysTERY is found
Inthe pRIME courts of facred ground,
Than—¢ prREAKINGBREAD2RdPRAYER "

l 4
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267. How pLAIN, how NATURAL the term!
¢« BREAKING of BREAD”—what HERE to warm
The Bicot or the Prigst?
Much lefs to agitate the {oul
With thoughts that like a torrent roll,
And {fwell the LORDLY breaft !

2,68, What here to hinder — but command
"I'hat AL1 who join’d in heart and hand,
Meck hearers of his word:
Should with themfelves —all brethren meet,
Convene, divide, partakeand eat -
"T'’he SupPER of the LLorD?

269. What need of Impos1TioNn here?
T'o make the CarLr or MANNER clear,
Mofit fimple, moft divine:
The blind may fee — the dumb may {peak
In heart-felt filence, warm and meek:
No ALTAR, PRIEST, Or SHRINE !

270. And what neceflity can be,
Where there’s no FrRaub or MysTERY !
But all {incere and good :
FEach takes (in faith) before him plac’d,
‘I'he tokens that his LorDp has blefs’d:
The SymMmBoL of his blood.

2y1. Nay, if unguarded afk’d — will own
Some ftately wife — ¢¢ It may be done
‘“ Of GENERAL intent:”
When this is (more than urg’d) PERFORM’D,
"Then all beware — the PRIEST is warm’d,
>Tis (now) a SACRAMENT !”’
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2.72. Allow’d — wHosE then the right or meet
To take and blefs, commend and eat

‘T'he tokens of their LorD -

But THEIRS — the men of grace, prepar’d,
Sons of their labour and reward,

"T'he preachers of his word ?

E‘ 273 One with themfelves, by THEM receiv’d:
E Faithful their truft, their call believ’d:

1 Why then sHouLD they divide

E— What (Gob together has conjoin’d,

Eﬂ And if p1vINE, alike defign’d

Together fhould abide?

' 274, Too facred THIs — for all but THEIRSs,
- Who read alike the News or prayers,
With eyes more blind than glafs ?
Know fcarce the meaning of a word,
Much Jefs the Spir1T of the LoRD:
More dumb than BALaAwm’s afs |

275. THESE to their own sHoULD they prefer,
. The children of their pains or pray’r:
Degraded or repell’d: _
Yet would THEY curfe both THESE and THEM:
Tho’ firm their ground in their efteem ;
In high devotion held |

276, But this is all fuppos’d —a dream :

b Or empty vifionary gleam,
Where thoufand PHANToMS rife:

The whole exifting in THEIR mind,

To INT’REST —SELF --- or SECTIONS join’d:
Hood-wink’d or fore theireyes!
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277, But ¢¢ ’tis the OFFiIcE, not the MEN
¢ 'I"bat THEY {upport--~ the reft is vain
¢“ 'To TuAT therank is given:
¢ As coming init’s LINEAL race
““ From the FIRsT preachers of his grace
¢¢ Direct the line from heaven.”

278. But hold a while. till we repeat,
Without irreverence or heat:
¢ T'HEsE were IRREGULAR
Well faid — your point ELSEWHERE be fix’d,
Or all is quite confus’d and mix’d :
All PriestcrAFT and DeEspAIR |

279. If not from THEM ~— no right nor call:
f'or BoTH as one muft {tand or fall :
¢« ] am (alone) the Door !”’
But THESE (their own) whom vou refift:
Yourfelves yet fay —<¢ are call’d at leaft
“¢ As THEY were call’d before.”

280. Why then what contraft of the wife!
Who fay — they fee with both their eyes,
And we believe they do:
But more at bottom than we guefs:
Yor fear or pride — it means no lefs
Than that they Kxnow it true.

281. But here the Canons come in play:
Tueir thunder now is play’d away :
Tho” twas not long-ago,
When it was afk’d (nay more deny’d)
¢« By whom ConNFIRM’D or ratify’d?
¢ Do any of you know ¢
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»82. What law or of the CaurcH or STATE,
Is not a matter of debate:
How then are they oblig’d
To rules which never were enjoin’d ?
At leaft not LEGIsLATIVE fign’d :
Of courfe then difengag’d.

283. Confirm’d assSLENDER as they are,
Were they to wage thelr GENTLE war
Againit THEIR works or peace:
They’d fiind whatever were THEIR ExDp :
“I'were not{o eafy to defend
T'heir batteries of GRACE.

284. THEY hear no ConsciENCE~—but the Law:
Like HER extend their iron claw,

r And gripe at GREAT Or GOOD :

L Let loofe on THESE or onthe FIRsT,

. They thunder forth ¢ ABHORR’D — ACCURS T ’—
Then PENANCE — or your — BLoob !

. 28¢. Befides, have they notsiGn’p thefe rules
| (The mode of TyrRANTSs and their TooLs) -
Themfelves ! then they are BoUND :
Nor ought in {fentiment or deed,
Impeach their honeity or head,
As ftubborn or unfound.

E
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286, But, or they did not, or they did,
. ’Tis juft the fame —whate’er forbid,

The ARTICLES or THEY: |
All know, they both deteft rHEIR {cheme,
Condemn their HER sy tofhame:

W ith all who difobey.




124 THE MITRE  Catoll

287. Their preaching and a thoufand things,
Ne’er lik’d, nor ratify’d by Kings:
Nor by the chusch enroll’d :
¢¢ "T'rue —but here Conscienck plays her part:”
‘W hat, has {he found ANoTHER heart?
Or mended up theorLp?

588. Or is fhe {till the fame as ¢’er,
But can a LITTLE portion {pare
For bigotry or pride ?
O what machinery of guile!
Well may our friends refentive {mile,
Our enemies deride.

289. We wound her in the tendereft point ;
Yet {feem to boggle at a joint;
As tho’ it were the WHOLE :
Cautious to pain her any more
We only aggravate her fore,
- And grieve her very foul.

290.’Tis true, we call her—¢¢ all p1ving !
Cry ¢ THoOU art oURs and WE are THINE :”
The lummery of the PrigsT:
Yet while purfu’d the general fcheme,
How fhould {he otherwife efteem
The wholc but as a Jest?

291. For what avails the pompous air
Of formal Liturcy and PRAYR ?
Or bowing to her HosT ?
While well fhe knows that after all,
Tho’ loud ourflelves —her Sons we call:
’I'is really at HER coft !
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292, Well may fhe bid us Fair diflent:
And honeft own — what if not meant
Is both our guilt and fhame:
For fhould HERSELF the marks affign,
*T'wixt thofe who sERvVE or who p1sjoIN,
What others would fhe name ?

293. Would fhe not fay —<¢ Go preach abroad,
“ Let LAYMEN teach the name of Gobp:

““ Let WoMEN bear their rule:
¢¢ All alt commiflion’d, or asmov’d,

Or, as or gifted, orapprov’d,
A non-commiffion’d fchool.”

294. Now this and more fhe reads is true,
And fhun we farther yet to go,
As if afraid to grieve
Her more than is already done ?
As if ourfelves — nay, all and one

Were faften’d to her fleeve!

295. In fhort, we leave her juft her cloathes:
Her RaGs, ber RosTrum, and her Rosk :
Her PLATTERS and her BonEs :
But take away her CHIEFEST joy:
Her FAV’R1TE boaft— then folemn cry,
¢ MoTHER — behold thy Sons !””

~296. She does — but ’tis with plaintive {corn,
" Her carcafe on our fhoulders borne,
i: Attended as if DEAD:
Yet ch! what agony fhe feels,
While confcious we fupport her HEELS,
At peril of her Hean!

4

i26
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297. Or, if we feem to raife on high,

Her languid top beneath the {ky,
How added her difgrace!

Since pulling down, as we credt,

*I'will in the end, (ah dire effet!)
But undermine her BAsE.

298. But give her back her PREACHING plan,
Her dottrine, difcipline, and then
You may take all the reft:
Meet oft or private as you pleafe,
For profit, pleafure, or your eafe:
Nay proclaimate your FasT.

299. Which now we dare not— or we won’t:
The CaAnNoNs roar their dread affront:
Nor louder founds a cloud
Of thunder pealing in our ear ?
While elfe — where or refpeél or fear?
Nay we refift aloud.

300. Refift again —and break thro’ all:
Aflert the VIRTUE of your call:
All CEREMONY dead:
Boidly arraign her guilt and fhame:
Y our hands beneath her {irking fame:
And help ereét her head !

g01. Again ¢¢ the T1MEs the thing won’t bear:”
The Times! — what TimEs? (what lighten'd
Fiad they once footh’d the TiMEs, [air!)
Better they ne’er had known their birth,
As left their TALENTS in the carth

A NATION 11 her CRIMES |



Canto II. THE MITRE, 127

302. ¢ The TimEes forfooth!” wHAT times e’er
wou’d
Bear oUGHT that’s RIGHT, or GREAT, Of
GOoOD !
We never {faw the day:
And never will — till we refufe
ALL of our necks to grace her noofe:

Nor faft and loofer play.

- 303. Had they TrEN afk’d of FLEsH and Broob,
Impuls’d of M AN — inftead of Gob,

W hat were the bafe reply ?
¢¢ O ftill maintain your HALLow’D ground,
‘¢ With us your heritage be found,

<¢ And help fupport our LyEg 1”’

304. Come —lay afide your FORMER doubts ;
Timid, fevere, contracted thoughts:
Your R1GHTs no longer hide:
Difcard the NoBLEsT of her fex :
If bound your hands, or yok’d your necks,
By Quarity or PRIDE!

305 Once more revive your FORMER fires:
Seed of your parent, and her SIREs :
Go call up ALL her fons:
A refurreétion new and fair,
Frequent and full, and warm and clear,
And live their lifelefs bones !

366, And THEM receive already given
Children of hope — the giit of heav'n:
T he partners of your cares::
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Who wait your hand, — attend your call,
With vou refolv’d to ftand or fall: "
Your helpers and your heirs!

307. Who labour with you in the Worp:
Why not the TABLE of our LorD?
THEIR LorD as wellas oUuRs ¢
Equarw their call in things DIVINE,
(If not their ArostoLriIc line)
And equsl HERE thelr Pow’'rs?

308, We fpeak not but for your rega'd:
For what is YOUR or THEIR reward,
But poverty and fthame?
So fhall ye raife a glorious feed :
To deal with vou the L1vinG bread,
T'’he SurppER of the LAMB?

3¢qg. [ill then what numbers want THAT food ¢
Life of the foul — and life of Gop,
Thro’ Scarciry or FEar ?
Muft or frequent th’ uvaALLOW’ D pale:
With fcorners throrg the facred rail:

Cr mourn the live long year.

* And {o it sz be, and cannot be otherwife {o long |
this fimple inftitution 1s deemed a facrifice; for in this cafe,q
prieft (it he is to be had for lowe or money) muft adminitter,
and none clfc : — whereas, only reduce it to it’s primsitize ad
Sforiptural ftandard — and then, a handful of private ndivt
duals, or a fingle family, may communicate, as the Chi
flians did of old---and the facrament ({o called) become ouc
more /ite-a’ly a daily {acrifice of prayer and thankfeixug.---
Strange, to hear wife and good people talk of, and preten
to pray for this, and yet at the fame time moft .prepofleroufiy
vindicate and adhere to that very method, which fo unfur-
nountably contiadiéts and prevents it!
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23. Butlay the ax beneath the root:’
Down falls the tree — it’s branch and fruit
Low levell’d with the ground :
Or dry the river at it’s fource,
‘Then alter or dire& it’s courfe:
And make the water found. o

24. Not that compar’d the viLE and GooD :
As equal enemies to-Gop: |
T"o virtue or mankind: :
As if no difference, were between.
The vulgarrude or decent mien :
'T'he bafe-or polifh’d ‘mind.

25, This we. allow — each takes his place:
But where exempt if view’d in GRACE ?
Here aALL mfolvent fee: .
ALL are in-debt — and WHO fhall pay
The grand difcharge — or wo can fay
“ My band has fet me free!”

26. Free before MEn — they may appear : |
Delude thine eye—-—- or mock thiné ear: -
With FIGURE or with SOUND : ;
But will HE (thlnk you) _]udge the fame
. Who knows no difference of BLame,  ~
Where dl&‘erence 1s' not found ?

-"-.-f.iq

' 27. And none is"BERE — for all have finn’d *
His GLor w16t —rior e'er has gain 'd

L Oriefoul 1s loft efteem:

- ’Till confciou’ proftrate in the duft,

| Condemn’ d as guilty and unjuﬂ

| Te owns his EQU AL fhame.

* Vid. Rom. i 1 23.
L.

4
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28. THEN may he rife ~ but not before :
’T'ill then alike the vILE or PURE ;
‘The HuMmBLE and the PROUD:
All elfe is NaATURE’s work and pride
Unfearch’d — untempted — or untry’d:
Moft NEGLIGENTLY good !

29. Small caufe to boaft if this the cafe,
Virtucus or vile alike from Grace :
"T'’he man endu’d with none :
YET unemerg’d from NaTURE’s night,
Or, glories in her BoRRow’D light
And glitters like the moon.

30. ¢ Yet this 1s light” — we grant it is:
And fuch as oft deceives the wife s
Serene or mild as balm:
As well might SH1pPs their virtue boaft,
Who ride unfhatter’d, as untoft:
Amidft the flatten’d calm.

g1. The calm of ELEGANCE and Ease:
Unruff’d by the lighteft breeze
" To influence your courfe :
~ Yet even HERE ~ your PRIDE is feen:
You fhew or meditate your M1EN:
Your STATURE or your HoRrsE.

32. Yet with the air of DisrREGARD,
(Your felf-complacence your rewanrd :
" Nor this alone — your end)
Silent you afk a {mile or fteal:
Then with a blafh — refleétive fcel
 The flattery of a friend.
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33. Feel it with pleafure and with pain:
Difguft of poL1TIC difdain:
Y et while you feem to fhun

The fond applaufe — or feign to hidé‘: Y
- How fed the ardor of your pride l S
Nor.this. engag’d alone:

34. For now your VIRTUE comesiin-play:: -
Your TEMPERS fhine a fummer’s day
“Your foul — a violin ¢ g
How reiady’to ‘oblige or go !
The rife how grand ! the ftoop hov\) lnw !‘ 1( ‘

How virtuous — Hia’ ‘LEQ‘UIN bl

T - r'l
' i

r
a o

NI
35. Was'e’ er f'uc:h goodnefs {een before? SRR
Why yes — at CourT — ten thoufangd, more

Wl(of-., piety hke HIS, ' gy
Drops from their eyes or ﬁncrers ends ¢ .

Smile’ on theu' foes and fqueeze thelr frlends,
How gracious or — how wIsE!

26. See grave TER rULLUS in, hlS rear: .
Thoughtful ferene, auguf’c,,l fqvere ;o
And polifh’d asa Rggn: . .., . -
Has nobly drawn in the defence
Of (JRACE — the TRUTI—I and COMMON SE NSE-
A CONVERT to his CREED ! o

27. But yet, TERTULLUS, might dowell .;; ..
To weigh a moment if hiszeal, -, .-

- Be girt with CHaRITY: .- - 000"
GEN1Us - confiftent in hisg mien o
Devoid of PaArTY, STATE, Or SPLEEN ¢

UNI?X D ﬁmphc;:ty'
2
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33. Not clouded by the portly frown
That with 1IMPER1AL {corn looks down
On any who-diffent
In pradtice,. principle or mode:
Nor deems a facrifice to Gob,
‘T'he bigot’s ComPLIMENT:¥*,:

29. Paid as an-offering. to the fhrine.,
Of HUMAN precepts as DIVINE:
W hence thoufand:ConTRASTS rife !
"The whims of PrarsTs’ prolific, brain: -
Of fenfele(s vanities —a train .
And HIERARCHAL lies] . = .

R

r LY

40. Whence hard contempt or hate of THEM,
Who bare the BURDEN and the SHAME |
‘Of half 2 kingdom’s CRIMES: .
Their toil — or ufe — as light efteem’d:
THEMSELVES as vlle INTRUDERS deem d
" The SToP-GAPS of the times !

41, And yet TERTULLUs burns with zeal
And huge concern for Z1ioN’s weal :
As warm her fons to fave!
But spurNs the very men by WHOM
Her head emerges from the Tome :
Her honours from their GRAvVE !

4.2, Thinks-——— pity Gop had not employ’d
The men by whom, as half deﬂroy’d
So half her fhrine’s defl’d i+ .7
Her StaTUuTES, ORDERS, andh_er'CftEEDs,
Eftcem’d a Ric-mAa-rROLL of beads |
-~ The DrrveLiINGs of a child !
* Viz. The defpifing others for Gop’s fake,
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4.3. Fit troop indeed — to raife HER fame |
Her merit — dignity or name: - |
THEMSELvES her worlt difgracel
How fitter far to ferve THEIR ¥ turn,'-
To w hom her very NamEe’s a fcorn:
Infulted to her face ! '

.

44. Yet THESE — TERTULLUS are thy CHOICE!
For THESE preferr’d th’ ele&live voice: =~
How thoughtlefs and ingrate !
Not once refle&ting — he condemns
The very men — whom yet efteems
His ForLy or — his FaTE !

'Ii._
+

45. Strange — that TERTULLUs does not fee
What wild — unfair abfurdity
His wiTLEss {cheme attends ! |
Since, tho’ the FirsT are wrong believ’d: .
The men — who them suppPorT — receiv’d

His patterns and his friends!

46. Nay — fhould his heat for MopEes fubfide:

Or cool his {uperftitious pride:

Or STATELINESS of fenfe:
What difference would he dare commend
>T'wixt thofe — who RoB’D or ROBELEsS {tand?

Her HATE — and her DErFeENCE !

¥ ¥ The Deifis, Arians, Socinians, Papifts, and Diffenters ;

!

[

minifters, is the general handle with them all,

all of whom in their different ways have had a ftroke at our

}‘.'pqgr JErUusaLem! ~— and the bad lives of {fo many of her

W

?
x L 3
I ]
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47+ Would he not {ee —and own how wise
"T'hat ruling PROVIDENCE — whole eyes
Beheld her viLE eftate:
Had interpos’d his TIMELY power:
By TrEsk had fav’d her from the hour
Of RoME’s impending fate !

48. The fate of ALL — who boaft a name
To rivi — yet to their LivinG thame
Are DEAD — amidit their BReaTh !
'T'he cafe of HER ~ before us feen:
T'ill thefe (nE fcorns) arofe between
Her SEnTENCE and her DeaTi |

49. Strange fort of HoMAGE this — to HER:
Whofe fall #& mourns — for whom H1is pray’r
Afcends a FiLiaL flame:
Thus to efteem who her DESPISE ;
And THEM coNTEMN — by whom THEY rife
From INFAMY to FaAME !

so. The firft, in truth, for little more, |
Than what e’en HeATHENs might adore:
The DrRAPERY or VEST ¢

ACCOUTREMENTS contriv’d to {creen

T he nonfenfe, dulnefs, or the fin
Of one — yclep’d a PriEsT !

s1. The next again — for little elfe
Than that THESE want the lordly veils
Of Aaron’s pontiff line:
But ffand the miniflers of (yop:
ncumber’d with th’ invipIoUs load,
Of PriesTcrRAFT and her SHRINE !
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g2, As if (becaufe unbound by fwarms
Of EpHobps, ARTICLESs and Forms :)
Unhallow’d and unmeet !
Or, as devoid of thought or fenfe,
An awful, all-wife PRoVIDENCE
Had a&ted i1NDISCREET !

3. For tho’ the INFERENCE {hould thame,
As well it may — yet ftill we claim
With REAsoN to conclude:
¢« Who or defpifes or condemns
¢« The INsSTRUMENTS—the WoRKMAN blames
¢ As foolifth or not good !

24, This moft undoubtedly’s imply’d:
Tho’ plac’d in For M — might be deny’d :
Or as an Axiom brought,
Would thock TERTULLUS’ generous foul :
His fparkling eyes refentive roll,
W ith horror at the THouGHT !

55. But fuch the INCONSISTENCY,
W here {quinting — moon-ey’d Bi1IGOTRY
Maintains her hood-wink’d fway :
Or with the hand of witchcraft {preads
Her leaden mantle o’er our heads:
“And blunts the visuaL ray!

§6. Next Mitro — herald of the word :
As plain as e’er was NorwA Y board :
And ftedfaft as a tow’r:
Serious, ferene, polite, and mild :

Yet all his virtues — how defpoil’d |
Were Mitio fond of Pow’R ¢

L 4 x
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57. But what — if he were fond of more?
Not the {ucceflive, burfting roar,
‘I'hat noify BiGoTs raife :
But if he drinks with eager breath,
T'h’ empoifon’d draught of certain death:
"T'he ftabs of decent praife * ?

58, Nor were this all — fee next behind,
With all the graces of his mind ; ?
"The fiend his bane inftill
If by his eloquence, or ftrain,
His art, his intereft, or mien,
He perpetrates his WiLL.

59. Since tho’ unmov’d by vulgar things,
The pomp of courtiers and of kings:
Of TiriLEs orof PELF:
Yet on the whole, we fhould infer,
However felf-renounc’d his A1r,
¢ T'hat MiT10 lov’d HIMSELF.”

60. Now GLARI0— folemn, midnight fage!
Burfts o’er the manners of the age,
His deep, noéturnal groan !
Drawp by the ProriLE of his pen,
WHo fees — yet forrows not that MEn
And CENTAURS, are but oNE?

* As for example, if a2 man in writing a dialogue, fhould
fo manage it, that his pupi/ (if bimfelf were the iufiruéior)
{hould compliment Him from beginning to end ? — or, from
a diffidence of hi- own inability and demerits, thould fuffer two
or three poctical culogiums vo be printed (as it were on the
very title page of his book) could one impute it to any thing,
but the want of knowledge, refolution, or humility ?
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61. CrrTic of morals and the times -
He fpares not BR1TAIN nor her crimes,
But mark the lucklefs foil :
Not cenfur’d ALL — ah partial Rosg !
While o’er his IporLs thrines he throws
The DAvuBinGs of his oil !

62. DAuBINGs of fullomenefs and pride :
The drapery DESIGN’D to hide
The MonsTERS he thould paint :
The rich, the rifling, and the great:
‘I'he pimps and mintons of a f{tate:
Pray which of THESE — the SAINT |-

63. Why then condemn’d the INFIDEL ?
Who with his AsTAROTH or BELLE —-
Exclaims — ¢¢ Behold the Sun !
While Ak herfelf adores the fair, .
And points to ev’ry liff’ning ear:
¢« One BRIGHTER than the Moon 2"

64. Forgive the pertnefs of the Mufe:
Nor call her livelinefs — abufe:
Burt lift thine eyes and fee
The anfwer, €’er HER being, giv'n:
‘“ Who fpare not WiLMINGTON, nor HEAV’N,"
¢¢ Will {urely not fpare THEE !”

65. Befide, the thought that plumes THY creft:
May lawful warm HEr tumid breaft:
Enkindled at thy flume:
In whofe, with thine, with all around,
The uNivErsaL Passion’s found
Of univerfal FaMEg !
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66. Nor ought avails — th’ unequall’d pen:
Depictur’d — (GoppLssEs or men,
How bright or blind their eyes:
Not HERS, the {ubject of my fong:
For thee referv’d —and for thy tongue,
«¢ Fair P=—gL—pD of the fkies!”

67. The flies — her rival andther {phere :
Where not SELINA’s brightnels dare
With CynTHIA’s form contend :
But ¢¢ more a2 GoppEss by the CHANGE”
Exult ~— and in her LUNAR range
. Adore her NoBLER friend!

68. Unmafk her, GLARrRI10 unmatk:
For THEE ’tis no unufual tafk
T'o {trip the borrow’d plume:
Befides, ’twas borrow’d from THY pen,
And to thy fhame refume again,
Nor dread the waxing gloom.

69. What tho” eclips’d ~ fhe hide her face, .
Nay more than hide — fuppofe her GrRACE
Should frown upon thy age:
What’s that to THEE? her harfheft frown
Will not retard thy falling fun:
Nor fweep thee from the STAGE!

<0, But if fhe could — what would {he more,
Than {weep thee from the dreary fhore
Of earth’s inbuman throng ?
Sweep thee where fniling f{eraphs live,
Where bright NarcissA’s flames revive
And angels learn her fong !



Canto I1L THE MITRE. 155

e And thou fhalt theirs — if theirs thy lot~
On high up-caft — where MIDNIGHT thought
Like LicuT herfelf fhall fhine :

Where plays the uncreated ray :
Where all is one unclouded day:
EcLAIRCISSEMENT divine !

»2. Next, CRUSIUS, warm, prelatic bard:
A Levite — poet — truth ’tis hard,
To fay what he 1s not: |
At times he’s taken for a fool:
A madman — void of care or rule:
All vacuum of thought !

73. Or thought confus’d or uncontroul’d:

To felfifh whim or fancy fold:
All hurry and turmotl !
Vet amidft all — the SOMETHING’S found
That like a gem from under ground
Denominates the SoiL !

. 74, But here the grand obftruétion lies :

" Crustus can fee with BoTH his eyes:
But ufes only oNE:

From hence arifes his referve:

1 Or huge affetion — till the nerve

Of friendfhip is undone.

15. Here ftands a PAUPER —well what then?
Is he a fdint? not CrusIUs can -
Difcern it in his FACE:
Shew him 2 CoLONEL ~— or my LoRrD:

|

|

. They hardly breathe — but ¢ on his word,

t' ¢t Hr xNows they muit have Grace
'iu
E
|
E
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76. And whence is this ? why, chance from hence,
- "That Crus, us knows (for he has fenfe)
And gives the reafon why —
*Tis this — ¢¢ a fomething’s felt wiTHIN
(For if they’re not afraid to sin)
¢¢ ‘T'hey’re not afraid to pIE,”

747. And mayn’t the fear of death be gore .
From thoufands as from only one :
Whofe ftate 1s infecure?
Not {fure where found the NoBLE mind:

From vurLcan drofs and dregs refin’d:
High polilh’d — and obdure !

28. But this is CRUs1US’ turn and tafte:
He thinks unthought — and fpeaks in hafte:
Commends or difapproves:
Dependant each — not on the ground
Of folid rock — at random found:
Wherever CrRusius loves.

79. And where is that? why you fhall hear,
T'he rich, the {lranger, and the fair:
"~ The graceful and the wife: |
The man of pomp or eminence:
'The dame of honour and of fenfe :
How thick their VIRTUES rife!

80. From hence his inconfiftency,
His cool relax to you or me:
His glory and his ftain:
Yet after all to fpeak his due:
Afide what elfe we might review:
IHe p1Es —an honeft man!



'camom. THE MITR E.

i 81. What hence inferr’d? Why what is plain,
How firong tho’ LATENT is the ftain
Diffulive thro’ us ALL: |
Nor can our utmoft cfforts hide

What are themf{clves the fruits of PRIDE ;
As pride is of the FaLy.

32. But you — perhaps are fomething more : ;
You vifit, nay you love the poor : |

Nor {corn their levell’d-roof’: -

B So good— you’ll rife by night or day

} Nay pity, feed, or cléthe,’ oripray: ' ' K

- But can vou bear REPROOF } |

1

B4:. < Reproof for what i’ why this or that.

. Or any thing— I can’t tell what i

j. Particularly now ! '

¥ « But I .must know’”’ — J’11 tell’ 'you Why-—-—
E You're or moft pompoufly too high:

' Or [ullenly too low:

J‘ Not barely in your mien or mood :
¢ And RicHT — wWerean F?»TRLME of good
1 Nor wholly free from blame :
B But or too warm your fond pretence,
01 {foon and lafting your oftence:
I need not fpeak your NAME.

K

g 'Tis you, ’tis me, In fhort, ’tis ALL,
d On moft- the INUENDos fall : |

"} Our foible or our crime:

b 'Tis want of prudence or of grace:
’Tls want of knowledge in our place

Or difference of time.
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86. Al]. the *eﬂ:é& of pigus Pﬁde‘: .

Without ability to hide
¥ our impotence of fouls

Eafy elate, with eafe deprefl,

For trifles angry», OF diftreft,
At parties, or the whole.

87. And yet, methinks, I know 2 cale,
W here you would court the loweft place,

Nay, relith a rebuke: s
¢« Wheret” — why when, (wieetly with your lea
Nods with an air,, OF. pulls your {leeves’

My Lapy or the DukE,

g8, THEN ~— you are all fubmifs of form:

Never {o humble was a worm :
v ou’re nothing that you {hould ¢ .

Replete with foibles, blots and crimess
The very model of the times:
How wicked and how — good |
*Tis well that neither you nor they, -
Believe one {yllable you fay : .-
How wretched your defert ! .
If either did — bow flufly’d . your face!
W hat ordeal trial of your grace !
»Twould fearify your heart !.

go. But you are (afe — there’s nought to foar
From THEM, ungrateful, or .{everg:
No Dericacy hures .
Y ou wound YOURSELF — there is no harm:
Befides their flattery’s a balm :
Soft phyfic of the CoURT !

4

89.

I' L]
* 1
]
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g2. But undone this — O what a Facg !
What fluthings of ExAsPER’D grace !
W hat menaces or fcorn !
What dread defigns againft our peace!
Qur hearts, our credit, or our eafe !
Your very entrails burn.

93 Burn with amazement or revenge,
At thofe who firmn difdain to crmge,
But honeft difregard
Your pleafure or: impertinence,
Yourfelf a rock of juft offence:
Your torment your reward.,

94. And plain the premifes approve
That all the ardor.of your love,
Your piety and zeal,
When clofely fcann’d are little more
Than (as was hinted juft before)
The honours of your WiLL.

95. Be this perform’d — you’re all that’s pleas’d,

And this oppos’d — né’er fo-difeas’d,
The leprous head or hand :.

Too ftrong for REASON’Ss gentlc rem,

You cannot for your life refrain,
Nor bear a reprimand.

96. ¢¢ Bear it from whom ?” why, from a friend :

«« O yes —1I hope — I'd always mend =
““ When itis R1GHTLY giv'n }”
Rightly forfooth ! come cut’ it fhort:
You love the language of the- COURT :
A rirTLE of the leaven. . -

159
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g1. Give you your way — (for that’s the thing)
What down fo foft! nor {miles the king
More gracious from his throne:
Accent how mild —— how meek your eyes!
"T'he caufe juft nam’d — (nor latent lies)
Your fov’reign MinD is done.

97. But is your food or phyfic worfe
Becaufe the vehicle is coarfe ?
Your freedom lefs admir’d: = .
Becaufe the hand that fets you free, - .-
Or bids you turn the friendly key,
Is raggedly attird ?

8. <¢ But ’tis UNMERITED the blame”—
W hy then youricenfure’s not your*fhame:
How little we abide] =", 17 s
Befides ’tis what you might -ha:vél'dbﬁ”e,
And may e’er fets the rifing fun:
Jult iflue of your pride. -~ -

99. <« Well but I did not do the thing :*’
Allow’d — but pray are you a king
That no one muft reprove :
What or they hear or think you did,”
But only as you pleale to'bid,
Or delicately love? .

1c0. If true the guilt — efteem it 'well:
Nor be difpleas’d that any -tell .
Your weaknefs or your crime:
If not — be thankful you are clear:
And take as warning for your care,

Againt another time. . .
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101. For who delpifes a reproof,
But fondly deems he’s fafe enough
F'rom error’s fad difeafe :
Yet fhews a mind but too infirm,
T'o bear the impulfe of a florm:
Or ruffling of a breeze,

102. But Jlofty minds are AL wAys fafe:
At admonition’s frown or laugh :
"I"he monitor mifcall :
Unweeting (till they fmart w1THIN)
That {corn of THAT precedes our fin:
And haughtinefs our fall !

.103. Now comes your rival — bold or fair :
' Who fweeps along like zephyr’d air :
(You're very fmart indeed)
Has feen the world — that is the STAGE *
"T'alks of it's manners and the age:
How infidel their creed!

104. Laments in foft pathetic tone
' The crimes that conftantly are done
E W ithin this lower fphere :
- Loves much to-hear the gofpel {preads,
The fuckling on the ferpent treads:
It’s MIEsSSENGERs how dear !

105, The laft how juft — how fhrewdly true !
But is there nothing dear to you
Befide their WoRrD’s fuccefs?
Miftakes mine ear — or dims mine eye,
When prone to think you half apply

Yor perfonal ADDRESS.
M

10K
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At leaft, for perfonal regard:
Their juft attention your reward:
As pleas’d to hear you f{pecak
Your own—or judgment of the WIsE:
¢« How ftrong their thoughts—how clear their eye,

¢« How mafculine their GREEK ]

«« How tun’d their voice ~~ how wav’d their hand;
All nature moves at their command:
<« The hearers how inform’d !
¢« What nervous points ! what crowds attend!
¢« Myfelf — how raptur’d to the end!
(Lefs mended than you’re warm’d.)

<« Well, fir, I hope not fhort your ftay:
«¢ Indeed, you ne’er fhould go away,
<< If I could have my will:”
Believ’d, MfRANDA, you fay right:
You’d hark the year, from morn to night
Yet, be MiranDpa flill.

And that’s enough ~ ’tis all that’s frail :
A blaft — a bubble, or a tale:
A fairy or an elf:
Itis, in fhort — what is it not?
A dream — the IDEoT of a thought:
It is ~— MIRANDA’s felf, —

y 10. And reafon good it fhould be fo:

You aim at nothing but to KNow :
An cafy, lifelefs tafk :

But asa MEepium of excufe:

Permit me lefs referve to ufe:

And unapolig’d afk,
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11 I. otart there no glances from your eyes f
No grave, affe@ed, foft furprize
At what you knew before?

No gentle, fprightly, well-turn’d leer ?
No INCLINATION of your ear,

'T'o be inform’d of more??

112, I would not willing judge thee hard :

Only ’tis meet that fome regard
In reafon thould be paid

To marks as glaring as the fun:

By or your hand, or air, or tone
Or motion of your head.

* 113. All thefe (you know) as loudly tell

(As ever toll’d th’ alarming bell
For burial or for pray’rs )
What is the GEnius of your frame:

What or your hope or hopelefs aim :
Or whether only — A1gs?

114 And if *tis TH1s — ’tis lofs of time

1
i

[ By o - it

}

r
Ly
L

At leaft — if not a real crime -
And nothing gain’d befide

‘The harth, uncomfortable (enfe,

¢ T'hat all your grace is but PRETENCE
“ And all your fervour — Pripg 1

115. But come — be ferious and fincere

(Al AFFrcTAaTION cofts us dear)

Enough you know the TrxT :
Leave others to defcant in form,

Difplay the logic of their AR M :
And liften to the next.
M 2
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¥16. Hear then a SPARK that tells you more

"Than chance you ever THoUGHT before :
¢¢ 'T'here never was a FaLL:

¢ ApAm was juft as he was MADE:

¢ And we but carry on the trade
¢¢ "T'hat fools CoORRUPTION ~ call.

-
—_—

L8
L]

X17. We're all the fame — pure Fresu and Broop: |
¢ Some AcT amifs — but all are good :
¢¢ Each in his DIFFERENT way:
¢¢ Except ’tis here and there a few,
‘¢ Who ne’er or truth or morals knew :”’
This is H1s facred lay !

118. To HIM we nothing can reply :
HE feems as born to live and die
A HEATHEN of a PRIEST:
But fo far we may juft remark :
As to return the daring fpark,
His ArRTicLES at leaft,

119, Now comes a third ~— an airy beau:
T'hat looks as if a PUPPET-SHow
Were really the INTENT :
He talks a little like the firft:
And eke unwilling to be curft:
Repeats the CoMPLIMENT.

120. Tells them —¢¢ they’re doubtlefs well inclin’d:
¢« Good CurisTrans — all of the saAmE mind!
And fo they are no doubt:
But {ftill he cautions them (for fear)
Not to get drunk, defraud, or {wear:
T'his ferves the prefent bout !
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121, And it ferves THEM as well as gim:
He TELLs — and they aprrovE the dream:
But NEITHER — quite awake,
Imagine aught behind remains,
But ~ to forget it for their pains:
And hold the former track.

" 122. Up fteps a fourth —a lufty blade:

| Juft fit to handle OAR or SPADE:
A very sTRONG divine !

Tells us — ¢¢ that nothing’s good for nought:

¢¢ That TroY was burnt, and DUNKIRK bought:”’
They {tare — go home —and dine.

123, Another lifts his trumpet’s voice
(Did ever HER ALD make his noife ?)
¢¢ Ye can but Live infin !”’

O how they echo to his praife!
Since in effet — the W1z arD fays,
¢¢ That we muft p1E therein 1”

124. Now hear your Chriftian Fartu defin’d :
¢ A notfon’’— any thing — the wind :
¢¢ Jt i1s”’—pray wHAT is it?
Why, ’tis a fomething that you brought
Into the world — that comes to nought:
The model of your Wi,

r125.. Yet, ¢¢ We are JusTIFy’p by Farrw™
* The good old CHURCH oF EncLAND-PATH:
But hear him all ye TurKks !
For fear his flock thould IDLE grow:
And neither Goobp nor Eviw do:
«“ We’re juttify’d by Works !”
M 3

.
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12.6. But now — ¢ we ARE fet free indeed
<« By FA1TH ALoNE” —be this our CREED

But does the SirE infift

On any farther due regard

T'o promife — threat’ning or reward ?
Or live we as we lift ¢

127, If {o — what profits all our faith?
Still to move on the baleful path
Of CARELESSNESS or SIN :
Far better yet unknown his grace:
"T'han thus affront him to his face:
And dare the wrath divine !

128. But hold — ¢¢ ve are PREDESTINATE !”
WHo are? why — we’ll demand your STATE:
Have you one fingle fpark
Of light or life infus’d wirTHIN?

Do you DEsIGN t0 flee from {in ?
¢« Why, yes” — then there’s the Mark !

129, Allow’d —but is there nothing more?
"This they could boaft of long before :
So that if THis be all:
But flender caufe your joy to move,
Since at the clofe, it may but prove
An INEFFECTUAL call.

1 30. From hence how many felf-deceiv’d:
‘Themfelves PREDESTINATE believ’d,
For little more than T HournT!
Trifled with Gop, till left alone :
They’re irretrievably undone:
To fwift deftruction brought,

K
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131. Now view the fouls — whofe end is nigh,
Senfelefs or hopelefs fee them lie:
And defperate their cafe:
Yet why fhould THESE be loft with fear:
When traitors whifper in their ear :

‘“ Ye’rethe eLect of GRACE ?”?

132. Nay, fee a fecond rack’d with care :
From GuiLT—he’s dying in defpair:
Stabb’d deeper by THE 1R breath

Who cry—¢¢ The path, that sucu muft go,
¢¢ ‘I'he faints of Gop mutt all pafs thro’

<¢ "T'he vale and fhade of death !??

133. "'T'1s true — who doubts or dares deny ?

But pray, can you no.mean defcry,
No difference between
‘The foul that’s drinking his laft cup,
- And 'T'RIFLER that is given up
"T'o horror for his Sin?

1

134, But, had ye carry’d it ftill higher,
The light of life, the living fire, .
Bright fhining in his foul :
Influx of grace and love divine:
Where fweet, angelic tempers fhine,
Confpicuous thro’ the whole :

135. No {inner had himfelf deceiv’d:
No one himfelf rLEcT believ’d,

For nothing but a fpark
Or flath of weak or ftrong defire:
‘T'ill flam’d his foul ethereal fire,

Grand, EvANGELIC mark !

M 4

—_
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¥ 36. Enlighten’d by the LIVING word,
Born as begotten of his LorD:
He taftes that Gobp is good :
Harmlefs, and pure, and undehl’d:
His M AKER owns him for his CHILD:
His FarTueRr and his Gop'!

y37. Nor fhort of this — will aught avail :
Still as unenter’d in the pale;
Or covenant of grace:
A child uNBORN is not an HEIR:

Untafted yet the vital air:
Unnumber’d with his race.

138. Inftead of this — how low defin’d
The tokens of 2 GRACIOUS mind !
So pale, infirm, or faint:
That not the HoLy (thefe who blames )
But e’en the Hy pocr1TE efteems
Himfelf 2 c HosEN faint!

y39. Has fancy’d he was born AGAIN:
Took it tor granted he was clean:
ELECTED— €re CONCEIV' D ®
And who can blame the dire miftake,
(’Tis but the fame that many make)
Tuey faid it, HE believ’d !

y40. Thus they fail on, richt down the {tream
Of party, prejudice, or whim:
They trifle, drefs, or {ing:

Attend the leGture of the day:
Then trade, or while—their life away,

¢¢ Arv children of aKing!”
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141. Again, they’re carry’d up fo high,
‘T'hat ’twere a marvel to defcry
A faint thro’out the whole:
He {ins amain — what next the tone ?
¢¢ Why — fafe his end — or elfe he’s gone
A NON-ELECTED fou] !

142. And yet, not long fince, you efteem’d
T'his very man, elet, unblam’d:
You faw it in his FAcE :
But now you can’t deny his FALL —
You muft, or make fecure his CarLL :
Or fay, ¢ >I'was all GRimack !

143 But where or truth or reafon here ?
Why will ye {cruple to declare
What FacTs fo plain evince ?
That after all that Gob has done,
‘T'ars faint his former cowrfe may run,
And perifh in his fius! |

144. A brother tells the fleepy crowd,
<< All fear is needlefs -—— (G oD is Goobp :
‘“ Ye may repent at WILL :
“ Is THI1s ({ay they) the truth we hear ?
““ Why then indulge another year:
‘¢ At leaft — a little while.”

145, A while the linner puts it oft:

169

They dance — they play — they lic— they fcoff;

Each hugs the pois’nous tale:
Till in a moment — ere they think,
DiaTn flyly moves them to the brink:
- And fends the Pacxk to hell,
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146, Another fpeaks fo foft of Sin,
You’d think it were a violin .,
Or ideot of a trance:
He talks fo {fweet of all they love,
What wonder with their HE aArT {hould move
Their FEeT the choral dance !

147. Next hear a wealthy, folemn Don:
But mark the T ex71 he 1s upon:
<« Who woRrRKs not ~ fhall not eaT :”
Well faid ~— what pity all the TrRADE
Don’t feel — if this was cen’RAL made,
TuHEY D nor have DRINK nor MeaT !

14.8. Another vINDICATES tbe poor:
But mind they’re thrufted from Hi1s door:
HE ne’er admits ONE In:
But to excite his hearers PRIDE,
Fic tells’em ~—¢¢ CraariTy fhall hide
«« AMuLTtiTtupE of {in!”’

149. The multitude his wifdom praife:
£nd doubt not but that as he fays,

““ [t smavrL their doom decide:”
¥'or once to huge confeflion brought:
ach owns (but who BELIEVES) he’as got

A MvurLTITUDE to hide !

y g0. Strait fce the patin or the difh:
All cannot Give — but all can wWisH -
T'o offer up their mite:
Some HEAvEN buy-— as much as NEEDS :
Others atone (as fome by BEADs)
Their luft, revenge, or fpite !
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151. Yet THIS — they’re told —is CHARIFY:
Only diftin¢tive in DEGREE:
But all is pious done:

From him that lamps the gloomy pile :
To him that makes an Orcan {mile:

And mends it’s broken tone.

152. The donors die — but heav’n has all
Who THEM fupport, or THLY their PALL:
What CERTAINTY Of gain !
But only fee THEIR windows broke:
A plank too ftarts — not {truck a {troke:

Nor ever heal’d a pane!

153. A STEEPLE totters in it’s height:
>T'is bad — it’s {plit — oh what a fright !
(The land-mark of the Poor :)
Come, take it down — to {tand a fhame:
Loft now — from ALL except the NAME
Of ArNoLD and his Tow’R ! )

154, Where Now employ’d the facred fum?
Supports it any other dome?
To what is now devote !
Who can explore (and yet ‘twere meet)
The heighten’d fund —’tis all fecrete:
Or THousANDs or a GROAT |

155, O would fome LAv-unhallow’d Law
But lift on high her leaden paw,
And make the fcrutiny !
You'd foen perceive — (tho’ hard deny’d)
That ParT at leaft was ill apply’d:
Not ALL -~ in charity.
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156. Another grave, important BARD
T'ells us what he himfelf has heard :
And ancient fires declare,
(An old wife’s tale — more dull than true)
¢¢ "I'hat faints in HEA v’ N — their Sins fhall view,
“ Tokeep them humble THERE !

1 57. His audience — all of the fame mind :
And (reafon good) are well inclin’d
To lay afide their fear:
E’en let us profecute our will :
We may as well retain’em sTILL,
"T'o keep us humble HERE.

1 58. They take the counfel of the PrRiEsT -
However—each His own at leaft :
And hugs the lying tale :
Each lives incautious of his {tate -
“Till with amaze they find too late
T'heir SiNs and THEM in hell !

1 5g. But fee his SUCCESssoRr appear:
(Hey day! pray wno have we got here !)
O a far deeper Roskg !
He enters wide into his work :

Tofles and cuts like any Cork,
The T'ExT before his nofe.

160, Tells you how all the Heav’ns were made:
(As if APPRENTICE to the trade)
How all the glitt’ring ftars
Are funs and worlds — juft fuch as ours:
Where there are feas, and hills, and tow’ss :
He joins the HEMISPHERES !
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161. The audience gaze — and well they may:
They’d rather heard of Hopps and Haxy:
Or have had leave to{in:
But all have different gifts to ufe,
Some for diverfion or abufe:
And fome to raife a grin.

162. Next hear a MorAL1sT declaim =
Tells you the nature of your FRAME ¢
How form’d to a&t at WL #

How you may reafon, know and chufe:
Compare, determine, and refufe: '

Yet—bea SINNER.: fHil] ]

163. Talks of the human foul and powers:
GrACE and her NonNseNsE fcorns and {cowers,
As SCAVENGERS the STREET:
Sweeps them away as dirt and {tone :
Ior fince the world is WisER grown,
>’I'1s almolt.out of date.

164. The gofpel doubtlefs —is a fcheme,
That long has been a fav’rite theme

Among the Goop and wEAXK :
But never was of Gob defign’d,

But only as a light —to BLIND
T'he fenfelefs JEw or GREEK,

165, Talks of CoNFuCIUS, SOCRATES:
SENEcA, PLATO, whom you pleafe:
As MirLLERS of their GRrRisT ¢

Quotes now and then (to fave the reft)
A poor old PROPHET’s dream or jeft :

But hardly once of CHRr1sT.
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166. Another mentions him — as WHAT !
I hardly know — what it 1s not:
A {tranger — or as one
They fay ¢¢ once liv’d —and dy’d, and rofe,
<< But left behind bis Bur1arL-CLoTHES :
< Then came — and put ’em on.”

167. His brother comes and callshim <€ LorDb,”
But makes him nothing but 2 WoRrbD :
'I"ho’ not long {ince his pen
W itneft his GobpHEAD ~— human born :
We know him — were the times to turn,
He’d witnefs it AGAIN !

168. THESE wretches can take any form,
One when they’re cold — another warm :
For int’reft, pique, or pride:
Swear and {ubfcribe — yet ne’er believe,
Or nonfenfe — or a lye receive:

:Then {feek their {fhame to hide,

109. But {eek in vain — “tis known to all:
Alike their HoNEsTYy and CALL,
Confiftent and divine!
>T'is all to ferve a PRIVATE end :
To ferve the times — or make a friend:
Or confecrate their fhrine !

170. At firft— they fign’d the CaurcH’s fenfe :
Their PArroN bids ’em now difpenfe:
But foon as THIs is done:
The knaves confounded — hardly know
What to reply — but brazen bow ---
¢« We fign’d it ~«-in oUR owN |”’
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171. But what to wonder at in THE M,
"T'heir calling’s burden and it’s fhame?
All — but their fin— by halves:
T'hat thofe fhould high blafpheme their Gop,
And deem the virtue of r1s blood
No better thana CarLvr’s *!

172, F1r doétrine to indulge the times
In vice and infamy of crimes !
Who fhall hissruin tell,
When rufhing down the decp amain:
He like 2 comet — drags a train
Of ProseryTrsto HELL!

173. THERE leave him to enjoy his fame,
Convert to wifdom in a flame:
High blazing o’er his head !
Not for his INoRaNCE or MISTAKE,
But for his PERFIDY to make
A MarxkgT of his CREED!

174 Now'fparkling {ee a diamond ring !
Would fain talk fenfe about the KinG:
His LovarLTy we know:

His hearers think him mighty FINE :
But {carce 2 PR1EST — and no DivINE,
He fhines a finifh’d Beavu |

* The very exprefiion of a certain modern D. D, --- How

different was the judgment of this apoflle from that of the

famous author of the E
Xil. 24..

piflle to the Hebrewws.  Sec Heb,
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175 Another raves or tells his mind :
His audience are all inclin’d,
To take the counfel giv’n:
They do take care — but what to do?
Nor to repent, nor live anew:
But — to beware of — HEAV'N.

176. A champion now upon the lifts ! |
Down PuriTAN and METHODISTS :
Beware all fleth or bone !
Well meant and large upon the head:
I't comes with weight —’tis folid lead :
As is his HEART of STONE !

177. Hear now the HereTics defin’d —
¢¢ Monfters — LLEviaTHANS — the wind —
<« Red DrAGoNs of the fea !I”’
But view the buzzing, fniggering crowd,
Who point, and whifp’ring hifs aloud - -
¢¢ 'T"here — yonder — that is HE }”’

L
-

178, ¢ You’re very good —I fee him now —
¢« O whata Jesurric brow !
¢ How VviLLAINOUSLY pale !
¢¢ Well — who’d have thought — if ftill unfeen,
¢« ThatsucH a WRrETCH had ever been!
¢“ Pray — won’t he go to HeLr 17

179. Why yes he will — if he don’t mend:
‘W ith you and your inquiring friend :
FeLL brothers of DEsPITE :
Who cenfure, damn, revile and curfe:
Are wRrongG yourfelves, or, what is worfe,
UNCHARITABLY right !
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{80, Well — riow we’re bidden ¢¢ to be GOoOD™ -~
But O how frailis FrLEsH and BLoon !
‘¢ PERFECTION isnot HERE !”’
W hat rapture feizes all around |
Since what you know cAnw~oT be found,
Need never make our CARE !

181, But you sHoU LD leave your G ROsSER fin,

Becaufe if chance ye sHou LD therein

~ Bedriven from the earth :

>T'is POossSIBLE you may be fini -

WHERE (tho’ in vain) you'll fure repent
You ever knew your birth,

- - - &
e TS N - -

o

{82, ¢ However sMALL infirmities

. % Are not to be adjudg’d as VicE:”

E (A THREAD is not a VEIN)

.  How fwallow™d glib the go!den pill !

L Each walks his way — INFIRM OF ILL
; In FoLLy and in Sin.

383. T'his — the infirmity of PriIpE :
" Tu aT-— has the weaknefs to deride
Or GrAactEor NaTUuRE’s fool:
ONE’s folly to live void of care:
While oTHERS dance, debauch, or {wear:

INF IRMITY’S their rule !

K
Y

131, At length the preacher proves a SWORD :
¢ A [inner feels the roINTED word:
CoNnpEMN’D —the ConviCcT cries;
“ WaraT muft [ do — t’efcape the doom
: ¢ For S1N reveal’d — the wrath to come ™
3 WHERE fhall he turn his eyes?
: N

—
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185. Not to the WorLD — THEIR cafe the samE,
But ignorant, would revile or blame:
No mercy at THEIR hand:
The Pastor’s fought — what’s the event ¢
To fports, the world, or nonfenfe fent:
A faithful, triple Banp !

136, He takes the counfel — {ee his end —
‘The world are pledg’d to ftand his FR1END:
"T'hey ftand — and fee HIM fall :

His peace, repute, or bus’nefs dies :
He finds their promifes are lies :

Forfaken of them ALL !

187. Another drunk — 2 BRUTE —a THIEF:
Of finners, held by arLr, as CHigF :
T heir {candal or their load:

Reform’d — he lives ANOTHER man,
"The world no longer can contain:

But curfe him with his Gon ¢

£88. SomE could have borne 2 PARTIAL change,
' But THUs abridg’d his former range,
INo patience with the times !
SINNERS — their CoNTRAST view and bura:
While envious Sa1nTs malign with fcorn
"T'he convert from his crimes.

189. What wonder that a circle’s RoUND !
}ias not the fame been always found ¢
What here then ftrange or new,
That Darkwess thould oppofc the LicHT!
The Brinp revile the men of StgHT !
T'he lying falfe =~ the true ?
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1go. Has not thy Lorb foretold thy fate?
HimseLF {ure objelt of their hate,
"'he {candal of his own ?
The men of ouTwARD form and pride
With barefac’d finners help deride
T'he facred CoRNER-STONE !

191. ““ But THE y—were Jews”—and what are THESE?
Why JEws— or PAGanNs — which you pleale,
T'heir SpiriT juft the saME:
Replete with pride — (a fhamelefs crew !)
‘They’d join the PaGAN or the JEw;
T'o crucify the Lams |

192. Regard therh not — they know not Hrm :
What marvel then — they BoTH blafpheme
In THEE the name of CHRIsT ?
In THEE — thy Lorp revil’d again ?
ALoLiARD — faint— or PURITAN;
Or, viler MeETHODIST !

193 Now hark — the DECALOGUE’s explain’d:
No pride of HUMAN glory ftain’d:
The LETTER 1s the thing:
Who breaks not TH1s — is found and fafe:
May eat and drink — caroufe or laugh;
A Goppessor a Kinag !

194. And well they might, were this the cafe
And nothing more the fign of grace,
Than NegAaTIVES In fin:
A myriad might their Mer1TS boaft:
T'o honour, trutl, and virtue loft:

If only loft wiTHIN !
N 2
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195. Keep from commiflion of the DEED,
How pure their HEART—how firm their CREED !

Arr elfe as guirL Ty blam’d:

But take the Spir1T of the word,
A thief—a jilt—her GRACE — my LoRrb:
Tho’ SAiNTs — are all condemn’d.

166. How ftrange we would be jusTiFY’D
By that --~ which in the LETTER try’d;
Would fcarce difcharge us clear !
And yet defy the Srir1T’s {enfe;
As if unguilty the oftence,
And folly all our fear!

197. Allow’d in part, the LETTER free,
But appertains the LAw to THEE,
Yet flatter’d a RELEASE !
Try’d by the LETTER at thy word,
What proves it but a two-edg’d {word,

A ponyard to thy peace?

£98. And well it may --- for what’s the doom ?
Why nothing but ¢ THE WRATH TO COME,’’
As upperform’d the wHOLE :
The LeTTER broke ~—but once allow:
Behold the lightnings of his brow,
Bright flathing on thy foul !

199, Flafhing conviétion to thy face:
Felon of THi1s—if not of GRACE:
Small reafon to prefume :
Or boaft, as fure thy vainretreat:
When fecn (with horror at thy {tate)
The LETTER of thy Doom 2

)

T
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181
200. But ftill the LeTTER is not all:
| It’s Spir1T has a further call:
: And hails thee at the bar:
E No longer now sECURE or FREE:
The Spir1T’s fentence and decree:
From Sinar’s thunder hear.

" 201. The text—¢¢ No oTHER (GODS BUT ME,
%* <¢ What wretches all the PAPIsTs be !

¢¢ Within THIs facred place
¢¢ Not one IporLaTER has been !’

Pray what are they who love their SIN,
Or, idolize a FAcg?

902, ¢ THOU SHALT NOT MAKE AN IporL-Gop :*

They don’t — they can’t — or elfe — they wou’d :
By this the T'HEsIs prove:

They’re ready made — make it 2 CREED :

When pride, revenge, and luft, or trade,
SoLE obje&ts of their love !

203, ¢ THOU SHALT NOoT TAKE MY NAME IN VAIN:

¢¢ SWEARERS -— how wicked and prophane!”
And art not THou condemn’d,

Who boafts 2a CurisTraN’s faith and name ?

"T'hy life a {tumbling-block and fhame :

Thro’ THEE ~~thy Lorp blafphem’d!

1204. REMEMBER — SANCTIFY MY Davy:

¢¢ They do — they go to church and pray:”
But how concludes the reft ?
In publick ftrollings or in fport:
While fome in ScanpAaL cut it fhort:
Or ipend the time in jeit!
N 3
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]
205. Some move a PAwWN — or deal 2 Carp:
But then *tis bECENT difregard, 3
’Tis only candle light: :
<« Come draw the curtain” — why — what fear?
<< Nune — but to fave the vULGAR ftare:”

But — 1s not Gop 1n SIGHT

'—.
d

206. ¢ HonoUR THY PARENTS — now the T HEu:: §
¢¢ Unruly children what a fhame ! :
<« How threatn’d THEIR offence !”
But are unmeant nor menac’d TREY
Who curfe, revile, or difobey

Their BerTERs or their PRINCE ?

-

2.07. The ag’d — the honour’d — how revil’d }
Their years contemn’d — their glory foil’d,
From wantonnefs or pride:
What mongrels lift not up their horn?
T'heir counfels hate, their dictates icorn,
Their weakneffes deride !

508. Thus are contemn’d thro’ all the land,
Who bear or high or fole command,
Their terror and their jeft:
"Their rulers dupes —— their prince a fool,

"Their parents doat —an Ass or MuLE,
Or dull or ftubborn beaft!

2.0q. ¢ THoU SHALT NOT MURDERY—next the woy
¢+ Not onc of THESE — ¢’er DREW a {fword.”
What unconcern’d furprize ! |
But has not HATRED found a part,
Deep lodg’'d the cavern of thy HEARr T,
Or flarted from thine eyes?
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ar0. Haft thou not wise’p a brother pEAD !
A thoufand curfes on his head !
Here then thy VirTUR’s flaw !
Come — blufh condemn’d and confcious own,
What farther ftill thy hand had done,
- But only for the Law |

~11, Nay — nor has THi1s always deterr’d :
So little MURDERERS regard
Confcience or future pajn :
But had ye dy’d a facrifice
T'o frantic HoNour and her lies:
WHERE had ye both Nnow been?

212. Why — where ArLr murderers fhall go:
Deep to the fhades of final woe:
W.ho hate, revenge, or kill:
Alike the {pirit of them ALL,
Alike their everlafting fall

Such THINE unalter’d will!

213. Now hear ¢ ADULTERY”” —forbid:
¢¢ All clear — as not the ourTwaRrD deed
But who’s untaint wiTHIN ¢
Has not THINE eye a wanderer rov’d ?
Creatures inordinately lov’d:
And art THoU clear of Sin?

214. Hear what the Spir1T faith of old:
Thy crime —-it’s caufe and end foretold :
¢« Who rooks the bafe defire,
¢¢ ‘T'hat moment burfts the sacreD line,
¢ Incurs the penalty pDIvINE:
¢¢ Heav’n’s vengeance and hell-five I’

N 4

163
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215. TTHOU SHALT NOT STEAL” —how great a Siy!
¢¢ But who of THESE concern’d therein?
‘« Who are of THESE to blame ?”’
INot you—who ne’er took GoLp or FLEECE:
But only robb’d thy neighbour’s PEAcE,
Or ftole his guiltlefs NamE ! o

216, But hangs the THIEF that {fteals thy Pursk
Half-ftarv’d ¢ — why then efcapes a woRSE,

If THOU unhang’d may'ft live,
Who caufelefs wounds another’s NAME:
Or wanton ftabs a dying fame, -

Unable to {furvive !

217. Now hark, a voice falutes thine ear,
““'I'HOU SHALT NO PERJUR’D WITNESS BEAR”
For enmity or gain, *= -
¢““ AgalnsT THY NETGHBOUR’s life or weal,”
Where JusTice lifts aloft her fcale, | |
Or lawlefs F~——Ds arraign.

218. ¢« Of this — ALL innocent and pure !
‘¢ From LEGAL vengeance how fecure ?”’
But what is H1s efteem,
Whofe car has heard thy {land’rous tongue
Whifper aloud the infectious wrong,
Of treacherous DEF AME ?

319. ¢ T'HOU SHALT ~NoT coVET” — faith the Lorp,
By wHom not broken ALy his word !
Who guiltlefs bears not part
Or in the judgment of mankind :
Or, (of THEIR judge) tho’ more refin’d,
A finner in his HearT?
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220, Has not 'rHINE eye with envy feen

Another’s wealth? or peace, Or milei,
His fortunepr his fame?
| Another’s beauty or eftate ?
"T'he objects of thy reftlefs hate?

Or, bafe, malignant theme ?

221. For THESE — what cenfure upon ALL!
; | How prov’d a UNIVERSAL fall !

{ But SINAI roars in vain,

; . While lying prophets tell the crowd,

¢¢ That all but PRoOFpJGATES are Goon,
¢t Nor GENERA} the ftain !’

F
1
E
E
E 222, From hence — what vile deceit of pride !

AL now beneath the banner hide

Of LEss enormous crimes !
E The SainT and SINNER bear a part,
5: And cry — from infolence of heart,
¢« How wickgD are the TiMmEs?”?

223 Wickep indeed! when each of vou

(A proud, prophane, or formal crew,
What dire hypocrify !)
Comparing each yourfelves with THE M,
Whom FAME or HUMAN LAaws condemn,
~ Cry— ¢ Stand aloof frog mE 17

24, Aloof for wHAT ! are YE afraid
i Of being number’d with THE DEAD
In TREspassEs and Sin |
YoURsELVEs unquickn’d to this hour,
de of the ForM —- at leaft the Pow’R
Of godlinefs wxTHIN ! |

10
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225. In truth as much need THEY to fear
A worfe eftate — leit without care,
T'he men whom ye deride
Should catch from v ovu that rouL difeafe,
Sure d.-ath of all whome’er it {eize:
The plague of HoLvy pride !

224, Far {afer is their PRESENT lot,
Y picrc’d their heart — abas’d their thought,
"They mourn uncancell’d fin:
‘Than with yourfelves — deluded dream
All is fecure—yet rufh the fiream.
Of death’s unending pain !

227, Objet not here —<¢ A mottled blend
¢« Of Vice with VIRTUE’s foes or friend ;”
Not EasT from WisT more wide:
Qur fole delign (and all we crave)
"The SinNER and the SainT to {ave
From Ruin and from PripE.

228, Well-weeting they are AL L condemun’d :
Alike in H1s account efteem’d,
Who balances the foul : .
His Law —a Circrt round his throne:
That {fo whoe’er oftends in oNE
Is guilty of the wHOLE *,
22q. How ftain’d the pride of Hum AN boaft !
Their merits void — their glorying loft:
Juft iffue of the FarLr: "
The Lorp alone exalted {lands,
While JosTice with her dread demands,
Isjultify’d of arL]

* See Fames 11, 10,
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230. No more the faints their VIRTUE plead:
Sinners no more the worthlels deed
Of partial — vIRTUOUS vice :
But soTn alike condemn’d for Sin,
Find judgment fcattering within,
T'he REFUGE of their L1Es.

231, No longer damr:3 the chafte —a WHoRrE:

The proud — a PHARISEE ~—— no more
T'he {crupulous a THIEF:
But each with equal guilt and fhame,
Proftrate — abas’d — aloud exclaim,
¢« Of SiNnNERS I am CHiEF 7

232 But how fhall this effeét be wroucrht ?
Is it by poifoning the thought
Wlth falfe or proud conceit
Of their own merit or defert?
And leave as unarraign’d the HeArT,
Prime {ource of all deceit.

2.33. Is it by faying — ¢¢ ye are GooDn,™
Becaufe unfpilt a brother’s Broob,
His PRoOPERTY yet clear ?
While ftill beneath the faireft form,
Sly lurks the fox, the wolf, or worm,
The tyger or the bear !

234. Touch but the apple of their eye,
Their virtue, fame, or quality :
Their goodnefs or their face:

Truft me,-you’ll foon their vengeance feel ;

E’en MysTics — cannot long conceal
The VENGEANCE of their GRACE!

187
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=25. Couch but the TRUTH~— IN AUKWARD terms
My Lorp will glew-—my Lapy warms:
Pugh — don’t pretend to hide :
*T'is nothing more than artifice,
The {tately coverture of lies,
The MysTrrY of PRIDE!

226. Still light or varying as the wind,
Like this to calm or ftorm inclin’d :
Uncertain, yet the fame:
Now pliant bends, elaftic fteel:
Or whirls on fury’s livid wheel,
The hot vindictive flame.

237. Or, with the meek, {uperb addrefs,
Of ftately, calm, contemptuous eafe,
Remits you back again:
For what? becaufe you'’re but a Crown :
Knew not THEIR diffance or YOUR owN:
And put their PriDE to pain.,

2R, And liere — hail rHOU —1idol of all |
T hy volce of old — a trumpet’s call
To SEr10oUsNEss and Gob
The CrarisTiANn’s hopeof PeRFECT love
Co rival of the faints above :
Now both their Ba~e and Rop.

2,30 Loft in the all-confounding maze
Ot mysTic labyrinths — where the race

Of Tavurer and his {ous,
Began but never ended THEIRS &
Bequeath’d the clue each to his heirs,
An endlefs period runs.
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n40. WHERE fhall it end ? who can {ay WHERE ?
Or in the Spsri1T of LovE, or PRAY’R,
Or lunacy of Pripg ?
Moft like — while thefe {upremely wife,
A univerfe of FooLs defpife,
Or, modetftly deride.

241. But yet how ill can moft of THEsE
Difpenfe with FaAME or felffh Easg %3
‘Their charter and their feal : |
SEVERE your truth — ftand clear offence *
You but ¢¢ excite a paffion’d fenfe
‘¢ They do not care to feel |

342, But then confult the ORACLE :
What will they not or think or tell?
Now you are TRULY wife !
For owning THEY are fo alone :
That all befide are blind of onE,
While thefe have BorH their eyes !

243. And what befide fhould they expet,
When afk’d as judges to dire&t,

Y our confcience or intent ?
*T'is nothing more than is their due,
Who in return will dictate you,

A MysTICc compliment.

5244. But guard againft their pious lie :
~ ’T'is but the fhield of policy,
| T'o ward the dread offence:

* Two things, among many others, the modern myftics
do not care to part with any more than fome other people.
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€f bold impertinents in MobEs,
‘Who rather than prefume THEM gods;
Difpute their very SENSE.

245. O what an infolence of thought !
A Mystic to the BisiLk brought!
Now fee the rifing fun !
Dazzled thine cyes with unknown light,
Or firikes a SOMETHING On your fight,
- As vapouring as the moon.

246. Tis borrow’d all — return it back;
Let the firt owners of it take
Their phantafics again: |
(SucH light is darknefs — and HER beams}
Wor puzzle with their complex dreams,

Thy dull, domeftic brain.

247. MysTtic or PAGAN— where’s the mean ?
Or what the difference between

The InFiDEL and HE?
By sorH deny’d or wrath in Gonp,

Th AtoreEmMeENT made by hallow’d blood:
All INFIRDELITY]

348.N0r lefs the PaprisT claims his thare
In the high precedented pray’r,
For full deliverance
From T orHET’s warm pPURIFIC {ire:
The doom of CarTHoLIcs, and hire
Of BEumEN and his TRANCE !

24.9. Asif not HERE was {carce begun
The {facred work — much lefs were dotre
"I'he wHoLE ——~ ¢’cr fhoots the dart
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Of decath — fair levell’d with his hand,
To firike the finner on the ftrand ;

SAvV’D — yet UNPURG’D the heart !

050. O fuch a mixture—fuch a PaIinT
Of Pacan, Parist, PRoTESTANT !
A triple-headed fchemel
Sprung from the enterprifing brain,
Of heated, felf-fuflicient men:
A ddrk, TzuTonNIc dream !

251, Yet not alike — who bear the name
Of MiyvsTicism — favourite theme
Of PieTy and PriDE :
Various it’s orders and degrees,
A thoufand branches and their trees,
I¢’s fibrous roots divide.

252. Some PHILosoPHIC — wife yet dark,
Noble their aim — yet mifs the mark
Of TruUE felicity:
Not from defe&t of thought or fenfe,
But from the arduous high pretence
Of ravLsE philofophy.

253. Impatient of the common load,
Wiith {corn forfake the fimple road
Of ScripTURE’s facred rules:
T alk high of NATURE and her tome:
Still difappointed — wildly roam:
In Harprintss —— are I'ooLs.

254, Now name a2 man —— yct name him not
Daring his mind — and vafl his thought :

But like the foul in {leep:

19t
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Cover’d with darknefs all around,
He rolls at large the black ProrounD;
And takes it for the Deep!

2.5 5. Piercing his wit — fevere his eye
T'o probe or cenfure or apply -
The CavusTic of the foul &
But void of fkill or care humane,
He wounds or aggravates the pain,
Nor finds nor leaves it WHOLE:

256. (But what from THEM e_xpe& or find,
To lath as to lament inclin’d
‘Thelr partriers in-the FALL?
What from the men of high conceit;
‘Who cry with infolence of wit,
‘¢« We’re wifer than ye ALL ?‘”)

257. O had this fon of thunder known
How br 1ght thy ways — how dark hisown ! ?
His aim fl.lb]lme—j—" how wild ! |
Peaceful his feet— and fafe had trod;, =~ -
His foul had center’d on her Gop -

Secure, ferene, and miild.

258, Keen had his word like lightning fhone
Or melted warm the heart of ffone:
With wifdom’s poignant fire:
Strong confolation deep had flow’d,
A multltude had fang their Gob,
Their Pastor, and their SirE ¢

2 59. For this — how {lighted or, revil’d
Flis labours void, his glory foil’d,
And all his {ftrength in vain: =
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But here no more, now drop the veil,
His GREATNESs and his FATE conceal
For ever clos’d the {cene !

i"
E 260. Some with the air of high conceit,
E- Term’d or philofophy or wit,
: Of warm T zuronic blood :
Pour from their own exhauftlefs fund,
A meaning ufclefs — as beyond

The vulgar and the good.

201. Stare in your face as if a ghott

; Your ftarted {lumbers thould accoft
Amidft the noon of night:

Pity your ignorance who pretend,

Or not with eafe to comprehend

The darkocefs of their light,

{262, Talk of their own immenfity,
§  'T'hen bid you wond'ring gaze and fee
Them fink far deeper ftill;
But after all their vaunt of wit,
How .plain ’tis nothing but a pit,
Or unenlighten’d well,
203. Others lefs fubtle than fincere,
| Contented move an humbler fphere
Of piety and grace:
Not vaunting rife, or wanton rove,

An unaffc&led race.

B64. Patient, and lowly, and ferene,
. Grave, yet benevolent their mien,
Impartial and benign :

O

But meek their mind as warm their love,

193
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Cautious their hope, indulg’d their fear,
‘They trace u1s fteps with trembling care,
Great ExgmprLAR divine!

265. Adore his crofs, and meek rejoice :
In fecret filence wait the voice
Of Wispom and her SIRE :
Long with empaffion’d fenfe to feel,
(Not the judicial fcorch of hell)
But pure feraphic fire.

2.66. Fire of affli¢tion and of love,
By which the faints their virtue prove,
From drofs their gold refin’d :
Bright in his image wait to ftand, |
High polifh’d by the SAviour’s hand,
Fair emblems of his mind.

267. Such PHiLo, venerable name,
His foul a fweet angelic flame,
Of modefty and love:
Serious his faith, as meek”his hope,
Cautious he fcales the mountain’s top:
Yet fure his throne above.

268. Did MvysTics all refemble THEE,
From pride, and guile, and nonfeni¢ free :
All rFaLsk diftin€tions void :
My wearied foul would quit her fphere,
No more my heart, mine eye, mine ear,
With Sects or PARTIES cloy’d,

269. But they are not — thou art but onvE:
T'hey all leave thee — thou them alone:
As little more than NAME
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I join thy tears — for Zi1oN mourn:
And weeping for her laurels torn,
Continue wHERE [ am.

270. Ulelefs, neglected, and contemn’d,
My faults unfpar’d — my VirTucrs blam’d,
If virtue’s not deny’d
To one Now {tript of M ganNs as Enps,
By cAUsELEss foes— by THA NKLEss friends,
Beyond the utmoft try’d.

271, Conftru’d INFIRMITIES to CRIMES:
And crimes minute — a thoufand times
Exagger’d and expos’d :
Scorch’d by the breaths that fhould have heal’d
My forrows — and my faults conceal’d:
Now GRACELEssLY difclos’d.

272, But ftop, my Mufe, thy eager hand,
Reprefs, or gracefully command
The ardor of thy ftrain:
Suffice in secrET flows thy tear:
Sigh deep — but figh to #iM whofe ear
Receptive feels thy pain !

273. The pain of FRIENDSHIP’s generous pride:
Deep wounded thro’ the gilded fide
Of honour in difguife :
The gauze of fair profeflion’s veil,
‘Thrown as a mantle to conceal
A MAGAzZINE of lies!

274, Yet why complain —as none but THEE

Were doom’d the mark of treachery,
As had THY breaft alone,

O 2
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Indulg’d a fawning viprous brood,
When clafp’d of old the Sox of Gobp,
A TrArToRr to his own'!

275. Yet not thyfelf with Him compare:
All bright — all fpotlefs, and all fair,
Unguilty and untaint:
But to abate thy keen furprize,
To wipe the wonder from thine eyes,
And heal thy loud complaint.

2476. Now name a race — but only name,
‘T"heir prefent boaft ~—- their prefent thame:
Of high BArRcLEIAN mold !
Scornful they leave each R1TUAL mode,
By Bigors deem’d — or ferv’d a Gov,
Oras THEY ferve their GoLp!

277. Yet boaft of their FoREFATHERS zeal:
‘Their labours, love, and fufferings tell:
Now — only on record :
"Fheir fons difplay ANoTHER mind,
To dull formality fubjoin’d ;
A litelefs, {enfelefs word,

298, Say not— ¢¢ Condemn’d the whole for few :
Y ¢ know that more than this is true
(What THIEVES conviftion love !)
Your owN may cenfure loud and warm :
Arraign the deadnefs of your form
But may none elfe reprove?

27 9. For who more worthy reprimand,
Than they who with uplifted hand,
Point out our hercfy?
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5.80.

281.

2873,

Their foundnefs boaft {of words a {trife)
Are {unk in all the PribE of Li1FE,
Or proud FormALITY !

T'o thefe fucceed as poor a train:
Light, empty bigots, proud and vain:
Yet boaft fuperior grace !
For what? is more fublime their Love?
In aught more favour’d from above,
As the PECULIAR race?

No — THEY unlimited deny,
Renouncing {tout the herefy
Of Carvin and Hrs pale:s

T'hefe loud maintain the general CaLv:

As they deny the general Fary :
But — they believe — in GALE !

. Avouch the true, primeval Mop=z

Of dedicating fouls to Gop:
Immers’d beneath the deep :

Implung’d in darknefs and in {in,

Emerging juit as they went in,
Uncleans’d and faft afleep !

Yet boaft of NATURE and her SKILL :

Her mighty pow’rs to aét at WiLL:
They cenfure or deride

Who dare believe that A L1 have fell,

- By nature BorN the hcirs of hell:

TBHEIR charity and pride !

O 3
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284. Deny the REsURRECTION’S pow’r
Of SouL as Bopy till the hour
When avi the dead muft rife *:
Difown their Lorp’s divinity :
Account his merits as a lye:
A DgrEAaM— his facrifice !

285. Revile or flander who regard
T'he purchas’d glory — the reward
Of faith in Jrusus” blood :
Truft to themfelves and their oww works :
May fhare the paradife of Turks:
But not the mount of Gop'!

2.86. A moment view their CoNTRAST here :
W ho move a more contracted {phere:
(How can ExtwrEMES be right )

¥ I fhould be mighty glad to know what either good or
ewife end {o uncomfortable an hypothefis can poflibly anf{wer:
that, contrary to reafon, fcripture, and ({o far as thefe are any
evidence ot 1t) to the expenence of a// who are now on the
other fide of t/me  a number of otherwie ingenious and
good men have taken {o much pains to demonfirate and re-
commend it — 1 am {ure with regard to the N, 7. --- there
1s one writer has moft zre; fercfty uttered himfelf — If this
dofirine be true, wiz. St. Pauw/, Phii1p. 1 24 where he defires
to depart and to be with Ghriyff  He (hould rather have peti-
tioned to depart, that he might go to fleep with him --- which
is far beteer ftill --- But the merit of being thought wifer than
others --- which is wanity, and the want of real, vit#l, and /»-
ternal {pivitnal experience ---which 1s no other than real and
Shiritual ignorance --- 1s the fouutain of thefe, and ten thou-
{and other whimfies and extravagancies of men, whofe minds
are corrapted by wice, or obfcured by the mifts of vanity and
{elf-importance. --- One _fimple act of lively, holy faith difpels
all "thefe glooms, and clears up an infinity of difficultics,
which without tAa¢, will always confound us |

I
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But BoTH are fo in their own eycs:
Reciprocally fools and wife:
Each other’s darknefs — light !

- 287. Thefe hold the truths — the firft deny :

5 And right affirm that arL fhall die
Of the accurfed feed :

But wHo thefe are — is the difpute :

Be all but REVEL AT1ON mute,
'T'HEIR oracles our CREED *.

Pl —r— = - -

Pl o

288. Not here decide — but there refer:
‘Toend the ANTICHRISTIAN wWar
Of CarviN and SocINE:
Let each of all but clear evince
THEMSELVES ele& — abhor’d their {ins:
I.ove mutual as divine |

PR P P A o o ™ e "PT LT ™ Wy Mot wn T o 1T

289. T1ll this be done — nought elfe avails,
" >T'is all but froth— and frothy tales:
Each but afferts =15 will :

* Here was a fair occafion of entring full drive into the
t vet undecided controver(y between the Calvinifis and their
| opponents ---- but it is purpofely avoided, as not only unne-
{ «oflary but endlefs --- and the parties on otb fides referred to
§ what 1s the bef? proof of their own fiucerity and benevolence in
f cither, @iz. to the {pirit of Chriftian amity and a Chriftian
j life. --- And had this been the method purfued by only oze of
| them, the controverfy had long ago been at an end. --- All
| plous fury at our antipodes in {entiment had been avoided, and
2 direful handle to the adverfaries of Fefus Chrift and bis go-
 fpel had never been given; but zbey have ftumbled (and it
b was right they fhould, for they fought an occafion of flumbling,
| and were gled of an opportunity to difobey and defpife the
§ Bible) but woe to the men thro’ whom the offence has

| come |
; O 4
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j

Small difference of suPErioRr claim,
Whether the mcek or furly name 4
Of ipiscore or Giry !

290. Now — for the Comrrrx of them all!
A prince— my LorRD — or monarch call,
A prelate or a prielk:
>Tis hard to fay — (if fame be TRUE)
WHAT name —-or ftyle — is not his due,
Or, 33T FWIIW or the Beast!

201, Seven are his heads — and ten his horns,
A flagrant branch his {ront adorns,
Of infolence and pride:
Skill’d in the arts of polifh’d guile,
He lures a {Lnate at his will,
Or bribes them on his {ide.

292, Read but HiIMsELF ¥ — and read his {cheme
>I'is any thing you pleafe —a dream
Of blafphemy and filth:
WHERE could he get it ? — who can tell ?
oure it was laded up from Hewrr,
Or, was it got by sTEALTH ?

J

# As in the latter part of the fourth line in the firft verfe, |
the reader will obferve the ahbole here is quite fuppofititious; |
{o zhis hne refers to {fuch writings as have been publifhed by
this eminenr perfon, or have come out under his immediate |
aufpicies and infpetion ; in which, without the leaft impu-
tation of flattery or falfhood, one may. venture to afhrm,
there are found /fuch {entiments and expreflions, as are not to
bc matched in all the writings of cither the ancient ov modern
Tuiovrocy; yet flrange or unfcriptural as they are, there are
not wanting many who both admire and vindicate them ---
and that too in fuch a manner, as, confidering they fo
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293, Of H1M no more — unmatch’d by all :
We leave him or to fland or fall,
"1l fafe in hits abode:
He tread the ever {corching ground,
With Lucirgr in darknefs bound:
Or sTRANGELY mounts — to (Gop!

294. Now lifts an orator his hand,
While earthquakes fhake a ftago’ring land,
(Hear all the awak’ning found)
¢ 'The ax is laid beneath the root,
““ What tree now brings not forth good fruit
¢¢ Is fmitten to the ground !”

295. But wHo’s the tree that is not Goop ?
¢¢ Why — who denies the word of Gop,
‘“ Pranfmitted from above:”
(T'he preacher’s right) and mE no lefs
Who holds it in UNRIGHTEOUSNESS,
Or want of humble LovE !

296. But who is this ? is not HE one
Who with his poNTIFF habit on,
Bids you incline your ear:
Himfelf betroth’d (with all he ﬁyq)
T'o pride, revenge, intrigue or eafe,
Can InFiDELS — but fneer ?

201

warmly condemn things of far lefs moment and exceptiop
in every body elfe, is a moft undeniable proof if of nothing
worfe --- at leafl of the mollt devoted ignorance and bigotry
to a peculiar {e&t, which bave at lafl rendered themfelves {o

univerfally contemptible and {ufpeéted.
¢ Cornu petit 1LLE, caveto,”

Vmc;.
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297. Laugh in their ilecves and fpue on him,
As telling in his fleep a dream =
AwAKE he muft deny:
Oy elfe renounce his own pretence

To grace, or honefly, orienfe:
HimsELF — his fermons LYE.

8. Next hear a preaching PoLTTICIAN,
The ST ATE’s and not the foul’s phyfician,
Their benefit his aim:
>Tis well — a few with zeal may burn,

But then the greater part return,
No warmer than they came.

29

290, Another mounts and tells his tale,
Lo (You’d better read the FLANDER’s mail)

(Tho’ orthodox the TEXT:)
Pities the VULGAR — {hews their caufe,
>T'is nothing more than nature’s L.aws,
And NATURAL th’ effects.

Effet of water and of air,
Pent up within the lower {phere:
The marrow of her mines:
Oppreft or troubled In her courle,
W hat wonder fhe fhould vent with force
The burden of her LoINs!

200.

;. The lift’ning croud exulting hear,
Away or pcnitence or fear:
T'his do@rine muft be found:
The PREACHER fays he knows the caufe,
sTis nothing but the COMMON laws

Of nature under-ground.

30
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;02- But can the preacher be a fool !
Does be not know that nature’s RuLE
- Is nature’s awful Gop!?
That seconD caufes are the Mrans
He but employs to ferve hisends?
His warnings or his rod.

303, Is it lefs dreadful an event,

Lefs kind or certain the intent,
Of warnings from his hand,

Becaufe a sEcoND caufe is prov’d ?

But is the DAxGER too remov’d,
Or, FoLLy from the land ?

104. Proves not each SEconD caulea FIRsT:
W Ho then the bands of R AsoN burft,
Or render them in vain?
‘T’he men who point from THEM to THIS,
Or, vou who more-than commoN wile,
Would rid them of their pain ?

305. The pain of falutary fear,
As if a.raid that over care
Should make them cver good :
Or is 1t left their foolifh mind,
To fuperftition’s voice inclin’d,
Should agitate thewr blood ? “

306, Diftort their fenfes — or their head?
Fill’d with the fond conceit or dread,
As NATURE were undone?
When, after all — ’tis nothing more,
Than what has oft been feen before,
A I'rREAK of nature’s own.

203
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307. But fuch a {reak as you cfteem,

20

>

Or, they who fond {uppofe a whina,
What NATURE dreads to tell:

Wre you to afk the deftin’d brood,

Late fmitten by the hand of Gop
Toiuin and toHewry,

908. ¢¢ What (maugre all they dreamt before
With you — and half a million more,
Who fcornful fet at nought)
<« Is, now their judgment of the laws
<« Of NATURE and her seconD caufe,
“ What now their real thought:”

20q9. Would they (imagine you) reply,
¢« O this is nothing — we but lie
¢« Beneath the commMoN laws
¢« Of NATURE In her usuaL courfe,
cc ’Tis all, true, rHI1LoOSOPHIC force,
¢¢ Her sECONDARY caufer”

210. Would they not rather mourn their fate,
Their eyes unopen’d till too late,
For mercy once their friend ?
Would they not anfwer —¢¢ THESE were all
<« T'he friendly warnings of his call,
¢ ProrHETIC of their end?

311, ¢ That thefe unnotic’d or defpis’d,
¢ As vifions fcorn’d, as phantoms priz’d,
¢« Were the tremendous caufe
¢« Why loft at all — they mourn in vain
¢ 'T'he endlcfs rack of endlefs pain:
¢« Heri's nature and HER laws !’
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112, But put no caufe fhould intervene,
A warning or a bar between
The finner and his doom :
But in a moment {fwept away,
Should ¢nd the long protraéted day,

Amidit the wrath to come.

h 313 Would he not juftly loud complain?

Unnotic’d as unthought his pain:
Would not yourfelf bewail
"T'he haplefs portion and the end

Of a poor unadmonifh’d friend,
Neé&’er warn’d till deep in hell?

t 114, Would ye not both aloud 5L ASPHEME

"The wrath of Gop and of the LAmMB,
Unrighteoully fevere? |

As ftruck without oNE warning giv'n

From all the hope of life and heav’n,
T'o torture and defpair?

315. Would ye not plead (the GENER AL lye)

¢<¢ ‘T'hat had, but cre his doom drew nigh,
‘¢ SOME notice been vouchfaf’d :

<< He gladly would have bur{t the yoke,

¢« Have thunn’d the dread, avenging ftroke, -

¢¢ Nor drank the fiery draught?”

| 316. Is this the copy of thy face?

'Thy felf a copy of the race,
Perfidious and ingrate !

By this we prove the whole untrue,

HERE are the watnings of the blow
"I'hat fhall decide thy fate.

205



206 THE MI'TRE. Canto 111,

317, But where the terror that fhould reign?
Or where the forrows for thy fin ?

Where or difcern’d or found?
Are not You one — out-ftretch’d at eafe,

W ile fierce omnipotence difplays
It’s thunders all around?

218. So far from this you either fmile
Philofopher — ferene and ftill :
The CAUSE (to you) 1s clears
Or coward tremble from WITHIN :
Remov’d — congratulate your SIN :

Bafe perjury of fear !

319. But to return — are you afraid
Too soun improvement fhould be made,

Of terror and it’s pain?
You may AssiGN what caufe you pleafe,
Small labour ferves to fet at eafe

Their confcience and it’s fin.

320. Have not they all forgot the day,
When rous’d from {lumber or from play,

Her NoBLEs were difmay’d,
Left earth her jaws thould open wide,

T'heir doom unchangeably decide #
Faft number’d with the dead !

221. Afraid no more — return’d amain,
To pride, to wantonnefs, or gain,
The nation lull’d to reft :
Rolls on her way — fecurc her fons:
Her gentry, rabble, and her dons:
"Thrice obdurate her breait!
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322. Small reafon then to find a plea,
From NonseENsE or PaiLosorny,
Wiy finners fhould not mend:
Far better bid the nation join
"I"heir concrete voice — loud added THINE,
'T"o deprecate their end !

923 Laflt {tarts a wretch — hell ftarts to hear!
ALL — (but his own) are {truck with fear,
A fell Dlafphemer — nE!
Heard him mine ears — write it my pen,
And if repeat — then write again,
His horrid BLrAspHEMY !

324. Spare not his form — or lank DEMURE,
His {oft addrefs — or dark oBscURrE,
His fubtlety or pride:
His mean fubmiffion to the GrEAT,
His abject fcorn or private hate:
L,AsH him but not DERIDE.

-

325, Not here his Nonsk NsE — but his CRiMEs,
Report to thefe or future times:

Rife cenfure like a florm !
‘W hether he plays the guileful fox,
"The furly bear or ftatelv ox,

Or, crawls a wriggling worm.

320. "Tho’ thefe are flea-bites to the next:
Attend and hear him read his text:

Hell opens at the found !
What wonder Ear TH had open’d too,
Swallow’d with Lizsson’s worthlels crew,
Himfclf and all around !
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327. But Gobp had mercy on the rﬁan,
They all perform the beft they can,
But oft how bad the sesT !
Sure never {prang from INFIDEL
A worfe (it muft come warm from hell)
Or, vile PagaNic prieft !

328. What was the axiom — or the word?
Malignant TrE AsoN at his LorD:
Yet holds the TrRiNITY !
But fuch his infamy of face,
He calls — < ImruTiiD RIGHTEOUSNESS
¢ Impute ABSURDITY ¥

329. Could he beyond — unlefs deny’d
"The SAvIoUR either liv’d or dy’d
Or rifen from the dead?
So far ev’n PriusTs themfelves have firetch’d:
All this might be — and but impeach’d

His ImrupEncE or HEAD.

3130, But TrREAson belches from the HEART:
This member muft hdve borne it’s part
With the blafphemer’s tongue::
(Judicial blaft for pride and {in)
Or the REpEEMER ne’er had been
His ridicule or fong.

* The real cxpreflion was --- ¢ 1mputed »zonfenfe.”’ ---- Let
any man in his fenfes only read over attentively the fourth
chapter of the Romans, and then {fee whether he receives any
authority from St. Panl, to treat fo tremendous and impor-
tant a point in {o plo,fanc and ludicrous a manner!

/
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331. ¢ My Gob forgive his blafphemy:
¢¢ Open his darken’d eyes to fee
‘¢ His treachery and thame:
<¢ Bolt the deep thunder on his heart,
¢¢ With lightning let his eye-balls ftart,
¢ And flath the livid flame !

332. ¢¢ Plunge the keen ponyard of defpair
¢ Beneath his breaft — hell’s fiery glare
¢¢ Strike horror on his eyes:
<¢ 'T'ill burft his foul, with dread replete,
<¢ He fall condemn’d before thy feet,
«¢ Nor trifle nor defpife.

233. Shew him His righteoufnefs is Siw,
¢¢ Ragged and filthy and obfcene:
¢ When thus expos’d his thame:
¢¢ He?)) blufh at his own nakednefs,
¢ And cloth’d with Jesus’ righteoufnefs ¥,
<¢ Shall reverence the LamB.”

* Whoever would fee this moft fublize and important do-
&rine moft fully and emphatically elucidated — we refer him
to the very valuable and ingenious author of Theror and
Afpafio, --- tho’ at the fame time, we mufl take the liberty of
oblerving, that not only avba# is there his main {cope, might
have been proved and recommended in a far lefs compafs,
than in three large volumes; butthat, had he been lefs fire- .
nrous in aflerting fome other conzroverfial points --- and efpe-
cially had he omitted f{uch an efluvia of redundant and ro-
‘mantic »betoric, it had certainly becn as great a proof of his
fuperior judgment ---- as, had he been fomewhat lefs fevere |
upon (that miferable helplefs part of mankind) the comzmosn
beggars, (for whofe wants, idlenefs, and other mifbehaviour,
the magiflrates are to blame more than they) ¢4is had likewile

P
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234. I know the vulgar fond excufe,
‘Their fear and danger of ABUSE:
As MorALs were at ftake :
Pray look around — and take a view
Of fuch who fcorn as well as you,
The PHARISEE or RAKE,

bri - L ivesa

335. L HESE like sMPuTED righteoufnefs,
Juft as the Wisg approve your DRESss,
Perhaps not quite fo well:
But if maintain’d it ne’er {o flrong,
Could they or your mifguided throng,
Be any nearer HeLL ?

236, Could they a greater diftance move
From all that Gop or ANGELs love?
From happinefs to come,
‘Than now they ftand? — alike their cafe:
Each in his siNFuUL righteoufnefs,
And juft alike their doom !

237. One argument for all {uffice,
ExPERIENCE only anfwers lies:
Death ftares upon them BoTH:
Eternity is hard at hand:
It’s terrors in their brightnefs ftand :
Lefs pale the SHrRoUD or CLoTH!

been of his fuperior charity ! for who could ever have ima-
gined but from under his own hand,

¢ That minds like bis would ¢’er indulge a thought,
« Of Mercy naked, and from Love rcmote ¢
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338. ¢ How STRANGE is this |’ not flrange at all,
BoTH are the offspring of the FaLL,
And both alike abhorr’d :
Both yet unsav’p—or purg’d from fin:
Nor ever from the birth have been
Or pardon’d or reftor’d.

339. Tis not then AcTIioNs — are the WHOLE:
But ’tis our nakednefs of SovuL,
Alike in ALL or NONE:
Marvel not then the howl of {aints,
Beyond the finner’s loud complaints:
Gop eftimates them oNE.

340. They’re not like Him — this is their BANE :
T'heir prefent curfe and future pain ;
They’re yet unborn ANEW :
And what is more (ah dire to tell T}
Gob oft condemns them BoTH to hell:
Ere they believe it TRUE !

341. But take a courtezan or king:
A villain in his ftar or {tring:
A tyrant or his flave:
Strip them of all that is THEIR owN,
And put His robes of beauty on:
How brilliant and how brave !

242. The reafon here — they’re now uncloath’d
Of what the eye of JusTICE loath’d,
The food of wrath divine:

But vei’d and cover’d with THAT drefs,
'T'he garment of His rigteouf‘nefs,

Each like the Saviour fhine.
P2
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34.3. Hell quits her claim and death her fling,

"I"he vile’s afaint, the faint a king:
No judgment now or dread :
T'hey live enwrapt in that bright veil,
"I'hat death defies and laughs at hell:

All perfect as their HeaD ! |

344. ¢¢ Hide mE — my Gobp beneath this fhroud,
Envelop’d as a fiery cloud
"I'his {potted foul of mine:
I {ce it brighter than the {un,
E’en SErAPHs might they put it on,
Would more SErapHIC fhine!

245. Perhaps they do— who rath would dare
'T'o fay that ANGELs can appear,
With ought THEMSELVES acquire:
But highly favour’d yield THEIR robe
For 1A T, which muft enfhroud a globe,
Or burft o’er all 2 FirE !

346. Shall M AN then boaft His righteoufnefs?
His filthy rags and tatter’d drefs,
Of arrogance and fhame??
Shun the foul deed —left Gop fhun THEE,
Deteft thy vile hypocrify :
AnaToM1z’D in flame!

347. Who hugs H1s own, will ne’er find His,
‘W ho theirs abhor will never mifs
Ofglory or it’s crown:
Alike rceceiv’d, as once his(GRACE,
"T'he purchafe of THAT rightcoufnefs,

His merit makes oUR OWN.
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348. In TH1s who walk before him HERE,
In TrHAT before him thall appear,
Environ’d and fecure:

Shine as ne’er ANGELs fhone ABOVE,
High'in his brightnefs and his love
As gloripus and as pure !

349. Here then the difference with THEM,
Who here but GLoRrY in their SHAME,
Proud of their Sins or GRACE:
From thofe who ALL an off’ring bring,
Fall at his feet — remount and fing
¢¢ The Lorp our RIGHTEOUsNESss [

350. The contraft here afligns the caufe,
(Like different climes and different laws)
Wuy different our THouGcHT
WHYy soME are refcu’d from their fin,
ANOTHER lives and dies therein,
While yet a third is brought

351, 1o true repentance from defpair,
T o faith or joy from hopelefs fear,
To virtue and to Gobp:
While others {tand unmov’d as oak,

The DeviL’s plants, till death’s laft {troke,
Infures them their abode.

352, T'he {cene is done -~ the fermon ends:
The pricft and people part good FRIENDS,
Intending to meet foon:
‘They nod, they bow, they compllment,
Each lifps or mutters his intent
T'o fpend the afternoon.

P 3
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3573. All now return, both low and high,
Who HEARD —as he who ToLD his lie,
Each wanton, hard or vain:
Refolv’d to live, as lift their lays,
While the loud OrRG AN roars their praife,
“¢ You're welcome, GENTLEMEN.”

254.¢¢ The ALTAR next elate — fecur’d :”
Not lefs by Rairs (with eafe endur’d)
Than by a fcarlet Rack
Of crimfon dye — and crimfon {ouls,
The doughty paftors of thy folds,
And helpers of their grace.

255, Who with the hands of pomp and pride,
‘The {acred elements divide :
Pour out the GRACELESS wine:
Bought frelh—with TH AT which bought the LasT,
For who would fay (but in his hafte)
<¢ It thould be bought with THINE !’

356, To this afcends a2 mottled crowd,
Of furly, tnifling, righteous, proud:
ALL once or twice a-year,
(Except the Atheift and profane,
Nay THEsSE when provident of gain)
T'o keep their reck’ning clear.

354. But ALL are welcome when they come,

Unfummon’d or by pipe or drum :
T'hey come for various ends:

Some for DevoTioN, fome for T Ask,
Some know not wHy — fome for a M Ask,

And fome to pleafe their friends.
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358, Nathlefs they come, and there they are:
Now thin adorn or thick the bar:
Each LyiNG — as they kneel *:
Not rafth —’tis true, the whole we fay,
You did YoURSELVEs but t’other day,
Say what you did not FEEL.

 359. ¢ The BurDEN of our fins is GREAT,”
¢« REMEMBRANCE valt — unwieldy WErcaT !”

¢ But SoRROW — how SINCERE !”’
When in that moment — had you known
What you ne’er did — nor yet have done,

What Acony ! — what FEAR |

* ] am well aware of the vulgar, fen/felefs objeftion, both
with refpelt to #Ais and many other parts of this poem, be-
ginning with a great round — “ O — but you condemn a//,
‘““ without making any diffénétion.” --+-O what an outcry about
nothing ! but I {uppofe yox are one, for I think your {peech
betrayeth you ----- but had you either common /éxnfe, or
common Aumanity, you would have conflidered, that, as no
man but a murderer would ever do the owe, {fo again, that
no man, not a lanatic, would ever require the otber, when
he knows at the fame time, that upon the principles of rez-
fon and benevolence, a proper diftin€tion 1s neceffarily implied,
and {o confequently Jere ----tho’ ’tis true ---- fatyr, like the
law, (which is itfelf only the fatyr of a government, and now
and then a {atyr pon it too) always {uppofes every one guilty
(efpecially if found in bad company) till a full and impartial
trial has proved them otherwife ; and therefore, where daily
experience demonftrates the GenecraLniTy culpable --.-- to
{feem to include the awhole is ncither impropriety nor crime,
--- Who thinks it 1s, only let him /Jwe the exception, and his

/ife 15 his patent for ever !

P4
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260. How thunder-firuck with felf-amaze !
How would you fhudd’ring grieve and blaze
Y our own hypocrify !
That had {o long impos’d the cheat,
In place of REAL — palm’d deceit,
For holinefs ~—~a Lig !

3601, This the effeét of pious fraud!
We lie to confcience and her Gop:
"[ill {mitten irom above
With bright conviétion — pungent pain,
Of {elf-deception and chicane:
We tremble but not love.

362, Yet fafer TH1s — than as before:
Return’d but blind and harden’d more,
As BETTER for your Sin:
For wHaT belide — tho’ you affirm,
Refolv’d — yet never dare reform,
Nor e’er one virtue win !

3673. For this — how many fall’'n afleep !
How many plung’d the foundle{s deep,
Of vaft, unending pain
For having trifled with their Gop,
Eat of his flefh and drank his blood,

Unfeeling — or in vain,

26... Come brib’d, or harden’d, unprepar’d,
Fall on their knees — but off their guard,
Week’s PREPARATION void:
Go back to cenfure, guile and firife,
"L'o all the toys or ecvimes of life,
T'o levity and pride,
4-
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365. Thus ends the fervice of the day,
A farce, atragedy, a play:
Yet how fecure WiTHIN !
But TimE and ProviDENCE will Thew

Still deeper fhades of heighten’d woe, -
For infolence and fin !
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O Tenmrora!l O Mores! Virg,

1. H ER E paus’d again — again we mourn,
And mourning — to our tafk return:
As hopelefs as before:
Nathlefs. while love magnetic draws,
We live to vindicate thy CAause,
Or elfe thy Cursk deplore !

2. ¢¢ Thy CErRes1'NINGs next’”’— O what a farce!
(Could one unblam’d the whole rehearfe)
Or {uperititious guile !
Allow’d the duty — dark or clear
Yet how exprefs enough fevere,
The BLENDED pure and vile !

3. ¢ A CHILD is BORN"—"tis born to die:
Make hafte — perhaps it’s end is NIGH :
Here comes the CuURATE — well |
The hov'’ring goffips round him ftand,
When with his high-commiffion’d hand,
He faves ong bhalf from HeLL:

4- The other left — a longer time:
>Tis left for pood — and where’s the crime?
The baby panting lies
Wearied with life — inftinét of pain,
He feeks his native clime to gain,
And weeping pale — he dics |
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5. Some cry, ¢ A MErRcY” — and fome mourn
(Cruel!) a moment — it’s return

From Vanity and Deatgy :
From all the forrows and the hares,
‘T'hat taint our lives — or point our cares:

And make us curfe our breath |

6. From bad examples feen at home:
From all the {ufferings yet to come:
Who longer feafons know -
From all the guilt of various crimes,
From all the follies of the times,
And everlafting woe.

7. Hail, L1TtTLE favourite of Gop !
Now fparkling in thy fair abode,
Bright as the morning ftar !
What glories now enchant thine eye !
What unheard fcenes before thee lie !
Thy INTELLECT — how clear!

8. Not o thy rival — who fucceeds,
(For whom a diftant mourner bleeds,
Born and re-born again :)

The parents glory and their hope:
In all the PrRIDE of LirE brought up,
Or naftinefs and f{in !

9. HE’s quite REGENERATE —— and renew’d,
The Fris are paid — his BapTrsm’s good
The SPoNsoRrs — better flill:
‘They were fo kind — as to engage
He fhould perform — what dulleft {age
May suefs he never will,

)
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10. Promife he fhall all THAT renounce,
Which they THEMsELVES ne’er did but oncr,
“T'was THEN — by PrRoXY done:
Would you they more fhould do for H1M,
T'han ever yet was done for THEM ?
The child is not THEIR owN !

11. And if it was— "twere juft the fame:
A being — nurture — or a NAME:
WHAT can the parents MORE?
The warmeft paflion could not {ave
A fav’rite lap-dog from his grave,
Nor Juria —from a WHoORE !

12, ¢¢ But then —ExamprEs fhould be thow’d !
T hey snou’p—and WoE that PArRexT’s load,
Who feeks nat to excel:
But keener {till ui1s pain fhall prove,
Who or from pride, neglect, or love,
Has fown his feed in HELL !

7 2. But whofe 1s he ! why you fhall hear,
(Shudder ye fires — twinge cv’ry ear,
Hear all ye PARENT-brood)
Ee’s born of THEM — perhaps of vou,
Who care not if he prove a Jew:
Or any thing — but Goon!

14. ¢ ConcEIV'D in 51N — he’s Now 1t’s heir,
His parents crimes and follies fhare,
Perhaps their rotten health #*:

* As a naturally neceflary confequence, not windifive ox
gedicial --- but as it was a confideration that owpds to have de-
terred the parent from committing fin, {o is it a _fewvere, but

Afe and gracious defignation of providence to make his oft-
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A partncr in their life and vice :
Lives as they die, and then enjoys
"Their perjur’d, ill-got wealth !

15. 1 aught from a child to love theILL,
Impuls’d from NATURE to his will,
W hat e’er he wills — performs :
Unus’d to bridle or reftraint,
Can brook nor caution, nor complaint,
But like 2 madman ftorins.

16. Blufters the TyrRANT or the SLAVE,
Proves or a CoxcomB—or a KNAVE:
Dupe of armseLF and fin:
He games, he rakes, he ftamps, he-fwears,
Falis fick, condemn’d, he raves and tares,
T'hen drops to endlefs pain !

17. Or taught t’admire the fcarlet-hofe:
"o raife the neck and turn the nofe:
¢« How pretty Miss—and Goop!”
"T'old of her family and name:
Her future fortune and her fame,
Her HerAaLDRY of Broop!

18. Early initiate in the arts
Of lofing GrACE, or gaining HrARTS,
She courts the coxcomb’s bow:
But what is here of blame or lies,
SHE never broke the promifes:
W o made the fenfelefs vow ?

fpring abhor it; {o that tho’ the fasler may have eaten four
grapes, yet (in one {enfe) the children’s teeth need not be fet
on edge !
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1g. Never corrected, or with pain,
¢ Come — hufh — we’ll make it up again;”
"T'hus void the facred rules
Of wifdom’s difcipline fublime::
The child unconfcious of a crime,
Sees BorH the parents — FoolLs.

20. HENCE lofs of government and peace::
HencE ftrife, and paffion, and diftrefs:
Hewnce fell pomesTIC Wars:
HEeNcE children’s ftubbornefs and pride
HeNcE parents falfe or furly chide
RECIPROCALLY jarrs.

21, Nor lefs the STRANGER helps our woe,
Thefe all the pretty moppet know,
And fondly a&t the KNAVE:
Acquaintance, relative, or friend,
All help to 1t’s untimely end :
The GaLrows or the GraAVE.

no. Next view the Poor — what better here ¢
Devoid of grace, or{hame, orfear:
They work .or fteal for (31N :
What RUD L impiety is found . .
How difcontent or {corn abound?
What RAGGEDNESs of fin?

2 3. Point at the man whofe kind intent
Would fave their fouls, or them from want,
From cach diftrefs redeem: .
Yt how they curfe, reproach, deride:
Shiver with NakKeDpNESs and Pripy:
Till drop their rags and them,
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24.. Another lives and drives a trade :°
No doubt his fortune will be made :
A citizen or fR'riff'!
Perhaps an alderman —a fifh —
There’s nothing eafier than to wisH :
But yet — he dies a THIEF !

25. ¢¢ He dies (you anfwer) in his BEp >’
What then? but wHeRE his heart, his head?
Or harden’d or infane?
Pity’d by thofe who wifh him free
bFerom {mall to higheft mifery:
The plunge of deepeft pain!

26. In fhort, go wander thro’ the land,
What can ye find on either hand,
But rioting or want?
And where’s the wonder, when ye hear
How void -of virtue or of fear,
And all religion —RANT?

26. And whence is this! comes it not HENCE,
('The only plea in your defence

But) that ye were BEguir’p ?
The CHURCH began the baleful lay,
Y our parents led you more aftray,

DeLupED froma CHILD!

27, T'aught from the firft, nay B1D believe,
( What none but madmen ¢’er receive)
¢ ‘T"hat BAPTIsM was your GRACE "’
As well they might have faid — and true,
‘« T'he chryftal rivulet was blue:
¢¢ 'T'he bafon was your face,”

223
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28. From hence your fcorn and difregard
Of all that ever {ince ye heard,
Of being born again!
Laugh and rejet th’ important theme, .
As but a fool or madman’s dream, |
T'he oozings of THEIR brain.

29. Woe worth fuch PARENTS and fuch Guipes!
(Not ftrange the INFIDEL derides,
So humorous a fight:) - -
What know ye not ’tis but a ﬁgn
Of deeper things — not to refine,

Or wafh the AATH10P White?

20. No — nor sucu wafhing — never will,
Had they €’en kept on wathing ftill,
You’d been but where, you are::
T he fhackled.flave of guilt: and {in,-
A foe to Gop — of FUTURE pain,
The everlafting heir !

31. But had they honeftly declar’d -
«¢ Your flate by NATURE — foul and hard,
¢¢ Your heart impure and vile:
¢« The taint by BApT1sM unremov’d,”
Y our bafe hypocrify reprov’d, |
(Solemnity of GuiLEe )

32. Ye would have trembled at the found,
Or proftrate fallen on the ground,
With broken heart deplor’d
Y our rootcd_ ErIpEMIC ftain,
Nor rafh, nor {fudden rofe again,
Till bidden by your Lornp: |

e
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33. ¢ Arife 'and 'be baptiz’d wITHIN,
¢¢ ARISE AND WASH AWAY THY SIN,
¢¢ Invoke the facred name
¢¢ Of pg1m that calls you to return,
¢¢ Bids you with tears affliCtive mourn
‘¢ Your danger and your thame.”

24. THEN had you been BapT12’D indeed !
From guilt, and fear, and judgment freed,
- From darknefs and it’s pow’rs:
Fought with his faints the FicHT oF FAITH,
Obtain’d the everlafting wreath, .
As more thin CoNQUERORS |

35. Inftead of this—'THEIR conftant lore-.
¢¢ WE-are not fick— wEg havé no fore;
<¢ WE :all have been. BAPTIZ D;
¢ Are all regenerate again;’ | )
¢¢ Yea cleans’d”—and yet UNPURG’D from fin :

And Gobp himfelf defpis’d. - -

36. But this not long -— he calls'aloud :
Hear him ye unawaken’d-crowd,”. .- .
His thunder’s at your.door: =~
Rife — fee the lightning on 'his wheels,
The fwift avenger at your heels:
And Gop defpis’d no more!

27. Now juft difclofe a kindred fcene, | g
Than in it’s order comes between
A TrRaGgEDY and JEST :
Where with the form of fomething good, |
How sacriLeG’p the name of Gop, -
How proftitute the PRIEST !

Q
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38. Dight CONFIRMATION DOW at hand:
Where rows of blended rabble {tand,
Each in diforder plac’d:

But hard to fay from what you fee,

Or all or whether of the three,
Or Bisuop’p — curs’d or bleit.

39. Sec myriads throng together brought,
Void or of DECENCY or THOUGHT:
How like a mart — the place !
Each to obtain (what none believe,
Nay what THEIR hands can never give)
The S1GNATURE of grace.

40. Now fee each rev’rend paftor leads
The untaught flock his dulnefs feeds:

The infant with the fage:
Deep in his care — O what a tafk,
To {earch diftin& or gravely afk

What name, or place, or age:

41, Or 1f more clofe the {crutiny,
Then thro’ or fear or modefty,
Each pupil’s found a dunce:
The pray’r — the decalogue or creed,
T uis has forgot — THAT cannot read :

But ALL could fay it ONCE !

4.2. All now deliver up their charge,
Fach left to live and fin at large,
To ftand or fall alone:
Freed ev'ry parent from his fear,
As ev’ry {ponfor from his care:
Committed to their own.

4
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43. Taught to maintain, they’ve all receiv’d,
What juft before not one believ’d,
Or was, or couLp be giv'n:
Walk on their way — their fin purfue,
Alike regenerate and new:
Alike fecure of heav’n !

44. How different this from THEIRS of old,
(Engrofs’d on leaves of facred gold)
When APosToLIC men,
Laid on the hands of FaArTx and LoveE,
Invok’d the SpiriT from above:
And fouls were born again !

45, Or, born before, afreth renew’d
T'he feal and evidence of Gop:
Afrefh their GrRACE confirm’d,
Of L1vING faith — or humble hope :

"T'heir hearts in grateful joy lift up,
With livelier ardor warm’d !

46. A multitude the found inflames,
Of grace defcending as in ftreams
Of rapture from on high:
While gaze the GENTILE and the JEw,
Each marvel, as acknowledg’d true:
Nor dare profane draw nigh ¢

47. All Now were of one heart and mind,
Their hopes, their joys, their fuff’srings join’d,
"The fame, elective call ;

. Q. 2
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No murm’ring voice of avarice heard, g
None claim’d his own, but gladly fhar’d,
In common with them aLyL ¥! 1

438. Stedfaft as ardent they abode,
In ALt the ordinance of Gob,
With gratitude of fear: i
Unwavering hearers of his word,
"They meek attended on their LorD:
In vigilance and prayer!

49. SUCH were the times —and sucH the men
Whom here we mimick — but 1n vain,
'T'ill kindled from above,
We feel THEIR firft feraphic flame,
That warm’d the followers of the L.aAmz,

All purity and love! '

50. Till THEN — or pow’r from HIM is giv'n,
To fhut or ope the doors of heav’n,
Communicate his grace:
We but elude each vulgar {oul :
Palm on their judgment brafs for gold:
Foul infult of grimace.

51. Nay more than this — ’tis downright GUILE:
Not worthy bare neglet or {mile:
”I'is guile of deepeft dye:

% See Afs ii. 42. O what a pi&ture of a Chriflian church!

-~ had the church of Rome preferved rhis {yftem uncorrupt ---4
there had been no Reformation ---- had the church of Euglond
done it, there had been no difention ---- and if the Merlody]

maintain it, there will be no divifion,
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Abhorr’d of reafon and of Gop,
It merits his vinditive rod,
And irritates his eye,

52, Firlt to impofe YOURSELVES as THEY

Lt . el

Whofe beck the facred gifts obey,
Of knowledge or of faith:

Abufe the fenfelefs multitude,

Of proud, orlight, orvain, orlewd,
Heirs of eternal wrath.

53 As if how bafe or vile before,

They now were vile or bafe no more:
Endu’d with grace divine:

Pardon’d their trefpafles and {in,

From guilt, offence or judgment clean :
A fpotlefs, facred line !

¢4, Yet view their tempers or their lives:

Would one fuppofe that e’er {urvives
A thought of heav’n or hell ?
When erft they came, or march’d their way,
How rude — how light — how vain — how gay !
How — any thing you will.

5 5. O what abfurdity of thought !

What wonder all returns to nought?

T'he {fource from whence it came :
Or more than nought — it ends a CURSE,
When proves the whole (if nothing worfe)

}

; A fenfelefs, noon-day dream !
§ 56. And how fhould it be otherwife,

When nothing’s heard but facred Ligs ?
Nay more - when thanks are giv'n,

Q.3
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That maugre all their guilt and fin,
They’re cach regencrate and clean,
Afcertain’d heirs of heav’n!

57. 5ee here the clofe of all the farce:
1t’s baleful confequence rehearle,
(O what a feurful fcene !)
With pride and carelefs fancy warm’d,
"T'he multitudes difperfe — coNFIRM’D,
In IenorANCE and SiN !

58. To clofe at length this tedious plan,
Of all thy nonfenfe proud and vain,

"T'hefe two objedlions more:
Referv’d the laft, to grace the whole,
As what ot all beft paint thy foul:

(A part how foft and fore!)

5g. ¢ Thy AsBiEs huge, MinsTERs and CHoirs,
¢¢ Lin’d with a range of pond’rous {ires,
¢¢ 'T'hat look like things abroad * .’
Who lean or loll, or fit, or ftand, ]
As beft agrees with heart or hand,

Or head — difpos’d to nod,

# In the abby at Duruam, the Dean and Chapter werd
not the foanilar, but very identical garments that their predece/y
Jors (the Popys priclls) wore theve about 200 years ago ---§
and I think juch figuves they muft make, as are {eldom tobg
met with--- unlefs in thofe countries, where their profe/fion, af
well as pradiice, 1s really papiflical.- -what would thefe gentle
men fuy, it any of the 4 Jenters were deck’d up in this man
ncr, and have they not a right ¥ Nay, would not rhofe wii§
turn to the Chureh for hire or reward, put on zkefe npon the
very {aine motive ! |
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6c. Fronting their EASTERN deity,
W ho had he fpeétacles to {ee,
" Their wORSHIPFUL intent :
Might peep himlfelf behind the fcreen,
And with his godlike air and mien,
Return the compliment,

61. THEsE (+ they pretend) are fuch a weight,
¢¢ About the neck of church and {tate,
¢¢ T'hat if not hang’d ELSEW HERE,
<¢ Will either fink them to the Degp,
¢« Or toft aloft like down of fheep,
¢¢ Up-mount THEM into air !”

62. Then DisrrororTION Of thy Boows,™
Wider than wax’D from WA NING moons,
(RomE firft the difference made)
T'His call < my LorD’~ THA T hardly ¢ SIR,”
Here comes the Docror blowz’d in fur,
But is his CURATE paid?

63. Some roll in STATE and {fome in duft:
This venifon feeds — and that a cruft:
Another bafks in down:
His brother chance on nothing more,
Than wheaten bed — or humble floor,
Nor thefe (or Jong) his own!

64.. Somme move in chairs, and fome on foot,
Well-feather’d crowns, or bald as coot,
Expos’d to heat or cold:
One plaits his lawn — this pares his nails,
One tells his griefs — a fourth his vails,
~ Of CorrEeR or of GoLbD.

+ The Diffenters.
Q4



232 THTE MITRE Canto 1V,

65. Such the dire contraft of thy CALL,
And yet alike divine of ALL!
Why not more equal PAy?
If all are thine — why then fo FEw,
Who hardly find fo much their Due,

As ftable-room or hay ¢

606. I"ll tell thee wHY — (for THou may’ft {haume)

Thy PREDECESSORS were to blame,
Who ForRG’ D this RIGHT DIVINE

W ith what intent — but to defraud

The poor, the naked, and their Gop,

And aggrandize their {hrine?

67. O fuch a plea for sSTOLEN wealth !
No wonder as it came by STEALTH,
What each can get his ownN !
Or what he grafps his RigHT believes,
Shar’d like the moiety of T HIEVES,
Some ALL and others NONE !

68. In thort, they all get all they can:
Would grafp PoTost at a {pan,
Or ftride th’ mQUATOR’D line:
And tho’ at laft but MOD’RATE galns,
I,ecTURE or L1viING for their pains,
Yet, THIs is right DIVINE !

6. Another happier — faftens more,
Robs friends, the widow, or the poor,

(Such THY permiffive will )
He plays, or fports, retails, or {hoots,
I,AckERS my lord — PROCURES, or votes:

T ais is pIvINER {till,
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70. A THIRD — more fortunate than roTH,
(Fell dread of envy of the CLoTH
Such His effectual call )
SOME HOW — procures 2 DEANERY,

A GOLDEN-PREBEND oOr a SEE ¢
TH1s —~— mofl divine of ALL!

< 1. In {hort ’tis nothing but pDIVINE,
Whether they fwell, or burft, or pine:

AlP’s facred — all’s fecure !
O how infatuate the times,

When PriesTs by fubtlety or crimes,
Could sucH demefnes procure!

72, HeExcE then the boaft of RicGHT SUPREME ?
Why not engrofs’d the AIrR or FLaAME ?
What pity but they cou’d !
If Air would keep, orvend the Sun,
So much for breath or light per Tun:
As now {o much for Woop !

73. 1 know what’s ready in return:

¢¢ A proper ORDER muft be borne,
¢ Or all would be deftroy’d:

¢¢ 'The church muft have her weALTHY fires,
(¢¢ This indifpens’d her ftate requires)
¢¢ Down to her meaneft CHILD.”

74. Next ¢ Jult GRADATION is thy plea,”
(O sucH a {cale of harmony !)
A true HIERARCHAL plan!
So then to keep the balance evin,
This pArREs, while that DIsCREDITS heavin:
And SCUFFLES as he can !

L
)
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75, Well —and requires her DIGNI1TY,
That somE fhould burft a PLETHORY,
W hile others fcarce have BREAD ?
Why, fure fhe’s not a MoNSTLER Zrowil,
Her hands and feet — and'heart all one:

And nothing but a Heap!

=6, If this the cafe — all wonder ceas’d :
Her pains and penalties releas’d: ,
K now this — ye NorTH and SoUTH !
The CaurcH (whate’er to YOU fhe {eems)
Deprivd of all her ForMER limbs,
Is nothing but a MouTH !

7. Feed her with lions, or with fawns,
Wiith vultures wild — or tamer {fwans,
Or aught {he can digelt:
Feed her with honours, ftyles, and {tate,
Ve know her lore, be thefe her BaiT,

And HerL’s extreme her reft !

78. but jeft apart — for truth ’tis none,
More folemn far than broken bone,
Or comMoN broken HEART :

And TaINE will break 1 dare ta fay,

( Whocver lives to {ee the day)
When THoU and WEALTH fhall part !

7G. And part ye muft — nay part fro_m ALL,
The MiTRE, PURPLE, and the PALL:

Prefigure thefe thine EnND?
F'en tho’ thy forrows fhould excel,
The how! of HADADRIM nMoN'’s vale:
Or, JussE’s for his fricnd.
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0. O were it giv’n thee thus to mourn,
Thy breaft with keen concern to burn,
Thy forrows loud deplore
Thelofs of all thy DigniTy,
End of thy FarTH and PuriTY:
Confpicuous now no more ¥!

81. Addrefs we here our laft defign, g
Come liften to a friend of THINE,
T'hy welfare his defire:
Permit him free to reprimand,
Kindly embrace thy carelefs hand,
And modeftly enquire,

* Whoever would fee to the utmoft advantage, the con-
trover{y (not barely between the Difernters — for there is no
end of zheir {quabbles, but really) between Scripture, com-
mon {enfe, and common decency on the one fide — and the
Church of England as by laww eltablifhed on the other — de-
bated and decided in the moft conwvincing and maflerly man-
ner, let him only read a book, entituled “ The Difenting
““ Gentlemen's dufwer to the rev. Mr. White,” (not long fince
oone to anfwer himfelf for having drawn over his parifs from
their communion, inftead of their fims — in which, it is to be
feared, fome of them flill lived and died.) A book, wrote in
{0 juff and correc? a {pirit, that it delerves to be printed in let-
ters of po/d, and worn around the neck of all the c/ergy in
England — nor lefs does the moft ingenious author deferve
the beft preferment in the church, if either her grazitude would
offer it, or his confcience permit him to accept it—but /be knows
better, and I hope 4¢ does too. ----I was born, and am like
to die in her tottering communion, but I defpifc her nonfense,
and thank God 1 have once read a book, that no fool cax
an{wer, and no boneff man will --- to t4is I will readily add.---
““ Neale's Hiff. Purit.---Calamy’s Hifl. of ¢jected Miniflers ---
“¢ Bennet on the Reformation, ---- An Lffay on the Charaéter
¢ of Charles I. ---- The Life of that memorable man Oliver
¢ Crommnwell, written by a Gentlemen of Oxford, ---- and the
“ rev, Mr. John Welley's three Appeals.”
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82. Is all this TRUTH —or is it not?
With mickle more that might be brought,
It pity did not {ue,
And beg the Mufe to fay no more,
Left found fo like the ScaArRLET-WHORE,
Ye fcarce were known for Two.

82. Nor wou’d you now— but thofe who RULE,
Kindly prevent your turning Foor,
As they have often done:
Nay really were it not a fin,
T'o wed — who are {o near a kin,
For ME, you might be oNE.

84. Not that this need break any {quare,
SHE can, ye know, with graceful air,
The crnAasTEsT laws poftpone :
Wideil extremes together tye,
Much more the Two that are fonigh:
CONSOLIDATE in ONE,

85. As wouU again from HER decree,
Have frequent molten Two from THREE %,
For profit or for cafe:
And then diffolve, for gain or will,
When there remains as many {till,
For any that can feize.

®* As I know a certain dignified divine did, not long fince,
even when his own hands were as full as they could hold ;---
whereby a valuable, and #/2/4/ man was deprived of his ex.
pefation, and in fome meafure of his #igh¢. Pray now, when
a wretch aés in this manner; does not it fhew the nature of
a pig? and ought fuch a difpofition to be¢ indulged in a
chuich eftablifhed by /aw?
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86. But thisis the OprproseER’s tale,
Now hear a friend that bids thee well,
One in thy circle born:
Permit #1m too to deal as plain,
As THoU haft done with many a man,
And afk THEE in thy turn.

87. Not with the threats of racks or noofe,
Such as thy KinswoMmaN would ufe,
T'o torture out the truth:
But fuch as one might freely do,
W ith one’s beft friend — as I with vou,
"Thou gentle virgin-youth.

88. Yet ah ! what little hope I fee,
That €’er thy fons will follow me,
In aALL or AUGHT I mean:
As foon may THAMESs o’er-freeze in JUNE,
' Hoarfe ravens croak the SYREN’s tune,
Or, CanTia’s * flrects be clean!

89. Sooner fhall SHyLock hate his GoLD:
ARABIA’s fands burn frore with CoLD :
‘T’he PLaNETs burft their rule:

% The capital or metropolis of the county of KENnT, (in
Latin, Cantium) which I have been told is (with the city,
¢, of York ) moftrem arlcable for i1t’s dirtinefs, as the precinéts
of it's cathedral for their darknefs.---- What pity a fewvere act
of parliament does not confpel them both to do that, which
neither common conveniency, humanity, reputation nor de-
corum ever did yet, or ever awi// without it!
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From Avon’s tide old Na1aps fpring:
A BrLakg —or BLakeney fly like B¥%¥
Or CH—sT—RF—LD turriooL!

go. However — be my end defparr,
>T'will make at leaft my REVERENCE clear,
And ’tis a debt 1 owe: |
In cafe I think thee falfe or wrong,
To tell thee {o, in GENTLE {ong,
Tho’ not the half I know.

g1, Why feign we then our warp from HER,
» . : :
As cringing hounds afraid to ftir,
Or, growling dare not bark?
For what’s the difference that’s feen,
But little more than that between

The Par1su-Pr1EsT and CLERK ?

g2. What fays the faucy PAPAL dame,
But Br111sH canons fay the fame,
Or, wouLD repeat again?
Let Rome but thunder out her Burrs,
’Gainft heretic, diflenting culls,
And Encranp cries < amen!”’

g3. Away then all thy fpecious boaft,
Of Brryrs, and BEaps, and Bopkins loft:
T'hou farther muft depart,

+ An eminent fea-commander, who once {aved the Brivifs-
fleer from the barbarcus defigns of a mercilefs and inveterate

enemy ----whom he fet at defiance by the dextrous difpofi-
tion of his fails and rigging ---- but for which figna/ piece of
{ervice, he was fometime under his difcontented country’s

difgrace. See his own letter dated May 2, off Minorca. ----
Anno ---quo feviptum efl,
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Or, maugre all thy form of PURE,
"T'hy vifage prim, or mien demure,
Be deem’d a JiLT at heart,

g4. If then thou would’{t thy fame retrieve,
Nor fcandal of thy children live,
Who mourn a PArRenT’s fall:
Not THis or THAT the bar removes,
But ALy thy {carlet {ifter loves,
‘I'he PrisoN *# asthe PaLL.

95. But if thou wilt nor leave nor mend,
Perfifting fondly to the end,
T'o boaft thy pon'TIFF line:
Aflert thy claim to T'yTaEs and dues,
And punifh fuch as dare refufe, -
On {core of RiGHT DIVINE.

-

96. Permit me to foretel thy Doowm,

(Which hasin PArRT — been that of RoME)
"Thou wilt be clean abhorr’d ;

The NaTion will expofe thy fhame,

Cait out as dung thy putrid name,
The vengeance of the Lorp!

* I almoft query avbo is the greateft criminal, the rev.
Mr. 7. who threw poor Fobir Little into prifon, or thofe trufty
friends of Qualers, who permit him to liein, as he has done
for {fome years ? to the prcfent honour of berh parties, and I
hape their future happinefs and applaufe. I really think that
next to a cafe in Canterbury, where a poor woman has lain in a
common jail, for about fixtcen years, (half the time, 1t {feems,
at a particular friend’s vequelt) for a debt contradted by the
induftry of the fpéiritwal court ---- 1 hardly know onc that
wears fuch an afpelt of egriry and Lewewolence ! but it muft be
death, [ believe, (and not the /aw,) or private humanity, that
muft {¢t cither of them at liberty. -
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g7. For while her OrRpERS and her RuLEs,
Are made the STANDARD of thy ScHooLs:
And all befide of BLAME : |
What oTHER portion canft thou hope,
But that the WisE fhould give thee up,
Her ApeE —without her NamE @

¢8. Nor deem this fentence falfe or bard,
Depictur’d thus by wirress bard,
As BraspHEMY were done:
W hat milder judgment c AN prevail,
"Than that the church of ENcLAND’s phile,
And RomE’s (not CHRIsST’s) are ONE?

99. Complain not then, as if defam’d:
As had traduc’d -—— or caufelefs blam’d,
T"he writer or his Mufe:
Is not the whole as fair and calm,
As zephyr’d breeze or vernal balm ¢
"I'is SATYR — not ABUSE.

100. And that you know, 1s always mild :
It’s wound the man — it’s aim the CHILD:
T'ho’ like 2 ponyard fharp:
Or, like an Oracarr hll’d and warm,
Blends with the thunder’s loud alarm,
The fweetnefs of the harp.

101. Or, like a high-bred, generous Horse,
T hat bounds or canters o’er the courfc,
W ith front undaunt as gay:
So would my Mufe — her temper hold,
Champ on the bit, ferene as bold,
Good-humcur’d all the way.
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102. But maugre this, I know there are,
Who rs ﬂl will deem us too SEVERE,
If not alike UNTRUE :
To thefe, we muft a while reply,
Uncanfcious of DEs1oN or Ly :
A moment then adieu.

103. devere in WHA T — we crave to know?
W hat more {evere than what THr Y do,
Of whom we here complain'?
Can you refent a sAsER deed,
Than THEIRs who made their CaLL a TRADI:,

Or (GoDLINEFss — their (SAINT

104. Can you bewail more heinous crimes
Than THEIRS — who vilely ferve the times,
THEMSELVES alone regard ¢
Who eat the fatnefs of the land,
And rroNTLESS afk at ev'ry hand
The lucre of reward !

105, Cry — ¢¢ Look on us—Ilo! wg are they,
¢¢ Who can alone pointout the way

¢¢ 'T'o happinefs and lifc :”
Strangers themfelves to all befide,

Attach’d to indolence and pride,
Or, Mammon’s eager {lrife!

106. Who preach THEMSELVES and not their Lorp,
THEIR owN, and not i1s facred word,
It’s SriryT or it’s Pow’R :
Spout forth the dreams.of other men,
Or of their own— as dull or vain:
Faft barr’d the gofpel door !
R
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107. Who cAuronizE the word of grace:
Then with the air of high grimace
Bid you *¢ Do TH1s and LivE :”
Harden the vile, or wound the meek,
Raile not the dead — nor heal the fick:
Nor bid the faint—revive.

108. Confirm the {inner in his {in,
So that he fhall not turn again,
Nor leave the widen’d road
Of guilt, and danger, and defpair,
Carelefs his thought, unmov’d his care,
For happinefs or Gonp.

109. Shut up their bowels of concern,
From all on whom fhould fweetly yearn,
‘T'heir pity or their love:
Hide all compafifion from THEIR owN,
Flefh of their fleth, bone of their bone,
But FeLrLow-HE1RSs above !

£10. Are THESE the men you would excufe ?
Condemn their cenfure for ABUSE,
What can more mild be done,
"Than GRAVELY to arraign their DEED,
BorpLy — their infolence implead ?
Lefs fharp than juft the tone,

1 11. How more {evere what soon may break
In thunder’s loud, concuflive crack

O’er ev’ry guilty head:
Eill ev’ry heart with deep amaze,
While the keen lightning’s livid blaze,
~ Shall fweep them to the dead !
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112. Saw ye THIs fight, wou’d ye condemn
My {ofter Mufe — ner ArRbDoRr blame,
As implous or feverc?
Would ye not wifha LoUupEgRr {irain
Had firft alarm’d the flumbring train,
And rREALIZ D their {ear?

112, But ye think —¢¢ SaTvRr will not do.”
Says mINE a fyllable untrue
W hat but a fair record
Of deeds perverfe, and aclions done
Before His eyes (who lights the fun!)
And fharper than a SWORD ¢

314. What are his judgments Now abroad?
What all th’ artillery of Gob,
(Loud echoes of his call !)
But his rebuke for suM AN crimes?
Cenfur’d the pasT and PRESENT tulnes :
Grand sATYRS onus ALL!

115. What human Pains and PENALTIES,
But LEG AL cenfures to make wife,
Or keep the FooL in awe !
What the dire enfigns in her hand,
Stern Justick waves o’cr all the land,
But Satynrs of the Law:¢

116, What all the cenfure of this pen,

On TimEs, on MANNERS, or on MEN,

Unjuftly term’d ¢ Asuseg,”
But the weak arm of INFANCY,
Woaving her reed at InNFamy:
The SaATYR of the Muse ?
R 2
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117. And what the plain intent of ALL,
But to prevent a f{arther fall
From VirTUE and from REsT:
Convince the rebel of his fin,
Secure his foul from FINAL pain,
High number’d with the BLEsT?

118. 'Tothis object— ¢¢ THEIR warm refent,”
Widc of the end or juft intent,
Of fatyr or it’s aim :
MiPd with difguft — refufe to turn,
Or fir'd with proud refentment burn,
Or glory in their thame.

119. WHoM have we fatyriz’d — unfpar’d ?
Or, wHoM have we undaunted dar’d
To cauterize with fear?
None but the villain or profane:
‘I'he proud, the faucy, or the vain:
Impartial — tho’ fevere.

1 20. None but the infolent at leaft :
"I'he hypocrite or furly prieft:
"T'he tyrant or the {lave .
Of parties, interefls, pique, or names:
Alike their honefty or aims:
"I’he bigot or the knave.

r21. O’er wHoM has wav’d our gentle rod,
Bur fuch as {corn the fcourge of Gop ¢
Yet tempt the lifted hand
Of juftice human or divine :
Scrving an idol or their fhrine :

Dehlilers of the land,
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122. Nor has the Mufe ingrate pafs’d by
"T’he men of mean eftate or high,
Pure, and upright, or good:
But in their different ranks difpos’d,
"I'beir virtue or their grace difclos’d,
"1T'o mortals and their Gob.

123, WHo now fhould bluth? the Mufe or they
Who warn’d, advis’d, yet fpurn away
"T'he writer and his rod?
Yet what to marvel here as {lrange,
When each alike refufe to change
For jusricrk or her Gop?

124. What {trange to fee a wretch refift
T'he hand p1viNE — or (as a beafl,
Wild taken in the {nare,)
Bluiter, blafpheme, revile, rebel,
As plung’d beneath the loweft hell,
Faft pris’ner of defpair |

125. What {trange to fee a THiEF condemn
"T'he judge, the witnefs, or the beam,
Sufpenfive of his doom ?
What is yet this but WRATH to hear
His {entence ? — infolence of fear,
At judgment yet to come !

126, What elfe THEIR anger or difdain,
The pride of fury and it’s pain,
At villainy difclos’d ?
But fervile dread, unjuft as bafe,
"T'heir rage canine (how plain the cafe !)
As punifl’d or expos’d.
R 3
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127. No difference too *twixt us and THEM
Who indicriminately blame
As {erv’d or loft their Eyp?
Let all alike at random go,
Or deel the hard unequal’d blow,
On enemy or friend.

. 128, WNo difference “twixt my mufe and THOSE
Who envious or enrag’d expofe
T'he frailties of 2 FEW?
Or warp’d with malice or defign,
Blalt, or befiege, or undermine
T'he fame of all they know ?

129. Are not YOU one who here condemn
For too fevere — the general blame,
As levell’d at the wHoLE ?

Wilfully blind to the barrier

High fix’d with yusTicE as with care,
Between the fair and foul.

£170. Are not YouU one wife in YOUR OWN,
(Alike familiars as unknown)
Are blind with BoTH your eyes?
Govern’d by paffion, pride, or fpleen,
Oft {ee no difference between,
Or friends or enemies.

131. But with the weather or the wind,
Alike to fix or change inclin’d,
So various thy mood:
Prone now to CENSURE or to SMILE,
How bafe the great! how pure the vile !

Fow profligate the good !
r
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132. What this but whim or low revenge,
Harfh turning on the grating hinge
Of prejudice or pride ?
Full of herfelf, yet cafy toft

l—‘rom {ide to {ide — with all her boa“r
"I"'oo impotent to hide.

133. Nay —let them call your Dog a name,
’T'is well if not provok’d somE flame :
SoM E well-bred warm return:
Would not some keen fenfations rife,
SoME fparks of fervor dart thine eyes,
SoME fecret ardor burn?

134. Would here cfcape the CurcH or PrR1EsT,
Who thus abus’d a harmlefs beaft :
A favourite of his Dame ? .
I much miftake — all would not thare
‘T'heir part in the refentive pray’r,
Of tendernefs and flame !

135. How juftly then provok’d our zeal,
For Z1oN’s or the puBLICK weal:
Ardent her fons to fave!
But leaft of thofe who mourn her fall,
And aid with their immferior call,
Her refcue from the grave.

130. Nor plead the impotence of mINE,
Far lefs concern’d to pleafe or fhine,
"T'han to avert HER Doom:
>T'is but humanity — nor more
"I'o {eek her ruins to reftore:

E’en SATYR may {ave soME.
R 4
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137. May mine fave ¥oU — who would abufe,
Deftroy it’s nature and it’s ufe:
When take away the ILL:
You quite annihilate of courfe
"T'he end, the genius, and the force
)t SaTyr and her quill.

1 28. But while the villainy remains
Decp in it’s dye and bright it’s ftains,
Unpunifl’d nor purfu’d:
She {1ill unfheathes the two-edg’d {word,
(The pousLE favour of her word)
For ruin or for good.

139. Or like an EAcLE — mounts on high,
Self-center’d in the fun’s bright eye,
W here ken’d the prey her own :
Broad as the light, clear as the day,

She points and feizes on her prey :
A DunGHILL —ora THRONE |

140. Or like a graceful well-taught HAND,
Whofe fingers move at her command,
Eager to fire or pleafe:
She plays around her living pen,

Impartial, accurate, {erene,
With fprightlinefs and eafe.

ra1. MaLicE — low creeping on the ground,
A ferpent-fly, malicious found,
Haunts but the fens or brakes:
[ifles at Man — her FirsT diftafte,
Doubles her folds then feeks in hafte
I1er brethren the SN A KES.
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14.2. 90 THESE with envious pride or hate,
Or flatter or defpife the great,
"I"he virtuous or the good :
Or kindred mingle with the vile,
Altern their horror or their {mile :

A hifling, winding brood !

14.3. But where thus partial or malign ?
Where or of pique or fect the fign,
Or ravLsk diftin&ion known?

‘T'he portrait may be juft and ftrong,
But what improbity or wrong,

That eacH fhould trace Hi1s ownN ?

144. Nor lefs the care to fteer between
‘T'he bombaft fwell or vulgar mean
Come draw thy wooden fword:
Point with it’s dull unpointed blade,
"T'he bafe refle&tion falfly made,

Orone 1ILL-NATUR’D word.

14 5. Oprightly and blithe the may appear:
And well — as freed from ev’ry care
T'hat could extort a frown 2
Deprefs the genius of the Mufe,
Or {queeze a lying vile excufe,
Her SEnsEs not her own.

146. Much lefs has fhe condemn’d the wHoLE :

Ten thoufand bodies as one foul:
One undiftinguifh’d blend :

But juilt defin’d the feparate bound,

Has left on the unhallow’d ground
His minions and the fiend !

249
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3.47.May here we might without excude,
Or feebleft {thadow of abufe,
Pronounce ¢¢ the wHoOLE -—unclean :”’
Juft as a PaATIiENT fore difeas’d,
All whom the leprofy has {eiz’d,
save that untouch’d his SHIN.

LAt

128, Conie — view that yonder dunghill there:
Go fetch a {pade foll of it here:
¢< >T'was there a 1):1a monD fell:”
Allow’d — but what infer’d {rom hence?
Howe’er it fprang, or came, or whence,
What but a DuncaILL fhill?

1.Lg. So is the CHURCH — a blended heap
{Qf pEAD 11 SIN Or DEAD In DLEEP,
W anton or dull their mood:
But {hall the rew (like diamonds found)
On rotten, vile, unhallow’d ground,
Denominate her gcoon ¢

120, As well efteem 2 Mummy {uch,
That fair, yet dreads the fatal touch
Of gentleft infant-hand:
Or, clofe preferv’d with trembling care,
Left fome {inall breeze of lighteft air
Should mold it on the ftrand.

vei. Lqual the {olly and abufe,
Of JusTicke fervile to cxcule
A Group for fome alone:
As to condemn or cenfure all,
( Without diftinction great and {iall)

Yor little more than oNE.
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152. Now go furvey that yonder mafs,

153. So fhall the CHUR cH — when purg’d her Scum,

Mingled with ftraws, or ftones, or grafs:
Sce HERE the brilliants thine !

‘T'his makes a difference indeed,

We now pronounce (another creed)
¢« No DungaIiLL —but a Ming.”

Her papal drofs of pomp and RoMe,
HEeRr rottenefs and fhrine: "

Tho’ {till remain a FEw unfound,

Still fhall be saAcrED held her ground,
And all her fons DIVINE. =

154, For this my heart thall often bleed,

I55.

1 56.

For this my {pirit interceed,
For this my eye run down:

In {ecret places will I mourn,

Her faded laurels late return,

Her worfhip and renown !

Hail then again thou portly dame,

Attend the ruin of thy fame,
Attend thy certain doom:

Precinctive fure and unrepell’d,

While aught unconfecrate is held,
Of popery and RomE.

Halft thou not heard, haft thou not known,
T'he trumpet of her vengeance blown,
From high ProrHETIC Word :
On HEer and all who fhare her CriMES?
Pamper the {pirit of her times?
‘T'he vengeance of the Lorn !

251
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£57. And is not yet HER ocnius found
Within thy courts unhallow’d ground:
Do not HER enfigns ihine,
As ftandards blazing from on far,
T'he tokens of PONTIFIC war,
On all who quit thy fhrine?

¥ 58. What then'in reafon to prefume,
But partial crimes~—2a partial poom,
Of mifery and woe:
Or unrepenting—ihare the fall
Of Romi’s elate imperial wall,
Gop’s high decifive blow !

rzg. Now ftruck at Lispon and her {ons,
Proud, cruel, fanguinary dons,
Of infolence and blood :
Where rag’d the tyrant and the prieft,
Fell members of the papal beaft,
T'he curfe and {courge of Gob.

160. Now fcourg’d themfelves with livid flame;
Hich blazing forth their horrid fhame,
From earth’s unburthen’d womb :
Burft with the load fo long retain’d,
Nor till this period reftrain’d,
| But Gobp fecur’d the tomb.

+61. Now opens wide the yawning earth,
"Tceming with fouls (a fecond birth)
Their afhes new reviv'd:
A moment view the ghaftly pile,
Now burnt or levell’d with the foil,
Where once their tortures liv’d.
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162. The fpot where late tremendous {tood,
"I'he houfe of MERCY and of BLOOD,
A den of ronTiFF thieves:
Devote to infolence and oain,
‘T'he cave of horror and her pain,
Hell’s tyrants and her flaves.

- 163. WHERE, nor {weet liberty nor peace,

Dar’d fhew their undiflembled face,
E’en THouGHT herfelf confin’d

Within the limits of Disc UISE,

Looks the impoftor in her eyes :
CoRRUPT as RACK’D their mind !

164. WHERE bright religion never thone,
But with her fqualid garments on,
Of horror and difmay
Stalk’d like a murderer in defpair,
Or with the witchcraft of her glare,
Put out the blaze of day !

165. WHERE nought but avarice of gain,
"T'he lore of torture and it’s pain.
Hot fierce poNTiFIiC 2ZCal:
Ravag’d like monfiters all around,
While howling agonies were found,

Unequall’d but in HpLy !

166, A matchlels rival of that den,
(Decp from the fight of human ken)
Where Fievws with torture glow,
Rattle their chains of AbamANT,
And with infernal Gnafhings taunt
‘T'he partners of their woe !

253
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167. Now valt augmented by a crew,
Of dark, blood-thirfty, crimfon hue,
Fell murderers of mankind:
Haters of (sop and of his race,
Now bafking in the livid blaze,
- Excructate as confin’d.

168, Prifoners of judgment and defpair,
"T'heir eyes the living anguith glare,
Quick rolls the torcur’d ball :
Swift darts around her piercing ray,
Unview’d the light or beam of day,

Or hope that comes to all.

169. No longer now their ftate ador’d,
For ever blafted and abhorr’d
"1 'heir cruelty and {corn :
No longer vaulting o’er the groans,
Of nature’s agonizing fons,
Unpity’d and forlorn.

170, INo longer gauls the heavy chain
Her prifoner’s feet with 1ron pain :
No more the merc’lefls W HELRL,
Stretches the victim from liis joints,
While mockery all his torment points,
His torturers now in hell.

171, Here write the memorable day #,
When Gob for cver {wept away
Thefe varlets from the carth :
When vengeance teeming with defpair,
Struck them bencath the burning {phere,
Full fountain of their birth.

* Nov. 1. being Ann-Sarnrs day, nthe year 1755,
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172. A day of torture and of pain,
When fouls a facrifice arc {lain, -
'T"o0 murderers and their God :
A day of cruelty and {corn:

A day when unhelp’d wretches burn:
Of blafphemy and blood!

173. A day devoted to his SAINTS,
Not one — but ALL — while cager pants
The bigot and his prieft :
To light the high facrific pile,
The pAINTED {ufferers revile
THEIR agonies—their JEsT.

174. A day when warm with furious hope,
Their dark, blood-thirfty eyes look up,
As waiting to behold
HeavEN’s judge aflifting with his train,
Ten thoufand deep — prophetic ftrain,
Of EnocH from of old:

175, Ah dire miftake! (the contraft hear,
Throb ev’ry heart— hark ev'ry ear)
On high enroll’d the deed!
But not Approv’D — the faints refign
Their grand prerogative divine :
Stand DEmons in their ftead !

176. Not to ADJUDGE — but to fulfil
His ftern, unalterable will,
High thunder’d from his throne:
¢¢ That Ty who fought themfelves the blood,
¢« Of weeping victims to their Gop,
¢¢ Should now pour forth their own.”
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177. And more than thie, ¢ {hould bleed at heart,
¢¢ And bleed for ever from the [mart
<« Of vengeance and defpair:”
The demons bow’d, and hugg’d tneir charge,
A moment loos’d, they range at laige,
And throng the thick’ning air.

178. Now rofe the Sun in bright array,
Threw round his eyes of piercing cay,
With JusTict at his {ide
Survey’d the death-devoted crew,

«¢ Thefe, thou avenger, are thy due,
<¢ The fons of luft and pride.”

179. Juftice had long {tretch’d out his arm,
But MErcy, bleeding mercy warm,
With pity for the land:
Befought 4 moment to refrain
The ftroke of fuil decifive pain,
And flopt His eager hand :

120, Arm’d with the {fword of deep revenge:
Mercy — flow turning on her hinge,
T he everlafting door:
Mow fnal fhut, for ever barr’d,
Their {uture cries and groans unheard:
Gop merciful no more !

18 1. Juftice furvey’d the deftin’d prey,
¥ iften’d awhile the frantic lay, -
Of madim:en and their theme: :
Gilent review’d their black defign,
‘Fhen in 2 moment {prung the mine:
Gop's grand vindi¢tive fcheme.
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182. Vengeance for crimes of various dye,

Whofe hue had blacken’d all the fky,

Drew o’er their threaten’d heads

T'he clouds of judgment and difmay,
While Mler cy weeping march’d her way,

And left them at their BEADS :

183. And — at their Sins (devout or not)
Nor Gop nor judgment in their thought,
No CHARITY at leaft:
But all a-black ill-minded brood,
"They afk, they feek, they pant for blood,
Fell offspring of the BEAsT |

184.. Leaves each his palace or his cell,
"'I'o help condemn to deepeft hell,
His brother or his friend:
Silent or loud approve the deed,
Sees a companion broil or bleed :
Their torments without end.

185. All on the point precinétive ftand,
Black rows of PR1EsTs on either hand,
T'heir ftandard high uprear’d:
See clouds of rabble — each his torch,

Blazing with eagernefs to {fcorch,
Or give the Dogs a beard*.

186. See ev'ry heart and ev’ry cye,
With joy infern, elate on high,
See flocks of demons croud:

* T'his 1s the phrafe that is made ufe of, when with their
lighted torches they finge the faces of {uchy as are faften’d to

the STAKE,

S
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See trembling caitiffs meet array’d,
"I'heir life, their blood, an off ’ring made,
"T'o MoLocH, — Liseon’s God.

18%7. Made — but yet only in intent,
T’heir death and their DAMNATION meant,
(Doom of the papal whore)
Fond they f{uppofe themfelves the men,
Whom Justick follow’d with her train,
But JusTice was before.

188. Before with them and with their crime ¢
Now is HER hour and now HER time,
HEer turn to firike the blow :
She did —and dafhes with her hand,

A group of villains to the land
Of everlafting woe.

189. Big with amazement and the guilt
Of paft, as with the blood unfpilt,
But only in defign:
"They rufh amain (O what a leap)
And headlong plunge the foundlefs DEEP,
Beneath the wrath divine.

190. DEVILS In arms to fee them come,
W ith raptur’d horror make them room,
Their portion now the fame:
Burning with joy they whet their tafte,
While broiling Furigs drefs the feaft,
High roafted in the flame. ‘

191. O what a rapture of repaft,
E’en DeviLs have their fill at laft,
And gorge them to the full:
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192,

Yeed on the flefh of torturing PricsTs,
(IFatten’d themfelves “ike flaughter’d beafts)
And fcrap’d theit very fkull.

How juft THEIR judgrient from on high,
Who juft before had doom’d to die,
T'he guiltlefs or the good !

_Scorch’d with the flames themfelves had made,

For ever blazing o’er their head:
Hell’s panders and her food!

193. Come hither all ye feather’d fowl,

104.

195.

Ye {pirits damn’d that flying howl,
Around the dark domain:
Perch on your long intended prey,
Or in your talons bear away
"T'o realms of deeper pain.

Spare ye not them, they fpar’d not here
T'he tortur’d groan, or falling tear,

Faft dropping from the eyes
Of fouls tormented to their death,
Crackt or their limbs, fuffus’d their breath,
“ Unfeen or mock’d their cries. .

Nor this the whole that juftice faw,

By all contemn’d the common law,
Of equity and love:

Fond of revenge, of guile and death,

Invok’d her judgment from beneath,
Her vengeance (rom above !

196. A land of blood, and pride, and cafe,

Carelefs and fettled on her lees,
Unmov’d as unrefin’d :

S 2
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¥Enflav’d her court to fraud and lies,
Brilliant HER diamonds and her vice,
And trifling as the wind.

1g7. Her prince unfhaken at the groans
Of haplefs widowsand their fons,
“T'he virgin or her fire:
Saw them unhelp’d (how helplefs Hr %)
ToBaar bow the trembling knee,
Or in the flames expire.

198. Expire for what? for luft or blood ?
No, but for honouring their Gop
Beyond an Ipor’s fhrine:
Prefer’d the PATRIARCH to the SAINT:
"The warm AprosTyrE to the paint
Of prieftcraft and her line.

199. For THEsE—what blood has not been Thed!
What eyes not wept — what hearts not bled !
‘W hat forrows have not howl’d !
Haft THoU not {een ! haft thou not heard!
(My CounTRY for a moment {par’d)
Or haft thou not been told ?

200. Yes thou haft heard and feen it too,
And is not HALF her doom THY due,
T'he Part’ners of her TRADE ¢
And HALTF her Crimes—as all {uppreft
The NATIVE candour of thy breaft,
Uncrufl’d the horrid deed !

¥ See the publick accounts, where thevery King himfelf be-
moans his fituation —as being without a houfe, without at-

tendants, and without dread
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201. Had ALB1oN but {ftretched out her hand,
Her SENAaTE grac’d the high command,
Petition’d to caft down
The cruel dome of Lust and Broon:
’en Lispon longer might have {tood,
Or milder ruin known.

202. Yet ALpsron’s fons heard all her criés,
E’en ArLeiown turn’d away her eyes,
And ftop’d her tingling ears:
Smote with the glitter of her gain,
She view’d oblique the viétim’s pain,
Nor wip’d away his tears.

203. But why fhould AL BI0ON Interpofe ?
ALBION the wife — why sHE difclofe
Her fecret difguft ?
At hazard of her own repute:
Her INTEREST barter or commute,
For virtue or forduftr

204. Suffic’d if not her LE AVE for trade?
Or aught THEIR luxury had made
Expedient or efteem’d ?
What ours to do with racks or fire ?
-She only faw their fons expire;
Or pitied UNREDEEMED !

205. This Gop beheld — and faw it long :
JusTtick furvey’d the fanguine throng,
And waited their return: -
But all in vain — her wearied arm
Impatient ftruck with fhort alarm,
They tremble, how! ,Sand burn !
3
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2.06. See now a CAr1TAL in flames |
Sce NonLEs (once diftinguifi’d names)
Juit blended with the vile;
All In one common ruin thrown,
While f{tately palaces rufh down,
And aggrandize the pile ?

207. E’en T aAcus lifts her tumid tide,
As hill’d with horror at their pride
And all her bauks o’erflow’d:
As indignation {fwell’d her ftream,
"T'o vindicate her MAXER’s name s
Forerunner of hisRop *

208, Feels Capiz next the horrid fhock, %
Shakes from the bafis of her rock : 1
What tremulous amaze ! |
W ith dread awaits the ruthing found 5
Of flames emerging from the ground, |

Or Sopom’s falling blaze !

209. The dire concuflion {preads abroad,
E'en Maprip trembles at the rod:
High waving o’er her head!
Shriek HERE the vi€tims bleeding cries,

While vile INQuisrToRrs defpife
The living and the dead !

* It is highly obfervable that this »iver rofe to a very re.
markable height a few hours before the cartbguate ; {o that
had it been but duly attended to, {fome might have efcaped,
and others, tho’ they had perifh’d, might neverthelefs not
have perifh’d in their Sin!

X
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210. WHERE rich and poor (alike their flave)
With bending fervile meannefs crave
A blefling from their tongue :
Inur'd to fawning and deceit,
They ftoop or ftooping kifs their feet :
‘T'heir idol and theii fong !

211.Bow to their fhrine of pride and blood :
Adore the PriesT — blafpheme their Gop :
T'o tyranny inur’d :
Shudder the Rack — yet kifs the hand,

'T'hat in 2 moment may command
THEMSELVES to be immur’d.

212. WHERE all humanity’s deftroy’d,
"The ftrongeft ties of nature void;
HEeRE no diftinétion known :
Alike their bigotry and zecal ;
A FaTHER (for the CHURCH’s weal)
Arraigns or {tabs his Son.

213. T he daughter from her mother torn,
Her innocence muft yield or burn:
Heard HERE no virgin-cries :

Faft in the hands of DEMon-priefts

Asdevils hard and foulas beails s
she ¢ UiL TLESS fins —and dies.

2.14. ¥or thefe, and crimes like thefe unknown,
JusTick fhall fhake th’ Escuriavr throne:
Nor always ftand unpaid,
"T'he fanguine debt of poor PEruU;
Their BLoop as once their gold — her DUE:

Andregifter’d their dead !
S 4
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215, For this the arm of VENGEANCE bar’d
Without diftinétion or regard,
(For all approve the crime:)
Shall deal the thunders awful {found :
Wiile livid light’nings {fcorch the ground:
And torrify her clime.

2.16. Barren as now their minds of grace,
Be then their land of herb or grafs;
The food of beaftsor men:
Heaven’s iron canopy fevere
Shall leave e’en verdant paftures bare,
Nor drop the fruitful rain.

215. That fount of life — they now defpife,
Far off remov’d elude their cries;
Athirft unquench’d they pine:
Their NosLEsfhall for hunger fail,
While famine ravenous as pale,
Confumes the pamper’d line.

218. Her Pr1EesTs in vile contempt array’d,
A hifling of the vulgar made,
Shall quit their fanguine LAy :
No more exalt their lucrous lye,
‘T'’hemfelves for ever doom’d to fly
Where glowing tortures play !

21g. Nor thefe alone—but on the fhores,
Of dull BATAvia’s greedy boors,
Is heard the threat’ning found
Of vengeance haft’ning in her car,
Commenc’d the wide vinditive war,,

Beneath the floating, ground,
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220.Here unrepenting fhall they feel,
"I'he trembling foil’s concuflive reel :
Or from the warning giv’n,
For ever plunge bencath the deep,
Involv’d in more than waTivE fleep:
Death’s dark alphaltic hav’n.

221, Nor for the cruelty or gain
Of priefts — or racks diftorting pain,
For daring to believe
What THESE diflike — or would impeach
"T'he vile abfurdities they teach ;
Nor bafe THEIR fhrine receive.

2.2.2. But for their avarice of gold,
‘LT'heir fame, and peace, and country fold
To perfidy and FRANCE :
For tramplingon the SAviouR’s name *;

While{cornful JAroNESE blafpheme
The Chriftians and their TRANCE !

223. For all their MERcANTILE defraud,

"T'o {erve the honours of their god ;
Vile MAammon’s molten fhrine :

For all their cruelty and lies,
The yet unwip’d ~— unbury’d cries
Of BAnTAM and AMBOYNE !

* Which the Duzch ate univerfally reported to do, by
treading publickly on the crofs at Faparn, in token of their
notbeing Chriffians but Dutchmen-—(a truth as demonftrableas
the light) - for which they are. moft cruelly cenfured — but /
moft cordially commend them -~ fince having renounced the
gofpelot Chrift, for the friendfhip of mamsmion — 1 cannot blame
themfor procuring as much of sbis world as they can. |
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224. For all her own domeftic jars,
Her private ftabs or civil wars,
Her Parriors condemn’d :
Their fchemes of probity oppos’d,
Their fecrets artfully difclos’d,
And baflled or contemn’d.

22.5. INor lefs the venerable Name
Of OrRANGE and her patriot flame,
Inherent from her SirRE:
Shares the reproach of envious {corn,
From DurtcumMeEN with their leaden horn:
Unquench’d the perjur’d fire.

226. Hail, widow’d PriNcEss! and thy fon:
Heir of his father and his throne,
Thy genius and thy friend :
Lift up in hope thy hopelefs eyes,
See brighter days precinct arife:
And all thy forrows end !

. See BriTAIN 2id thy feeble hand!
Sce all her {ires around thee ftand:
BrrLciAa’s defence and thine !
See perjur’d villains flee thy face:
"The nations and their own difgrace:
See PRoVIDENCE divine

i
LY
st §

20 8. Affert thy caufe — his {mile thy guard,
His hand thy thield—and thy reward,
The bleflings of his throne:
See H1M prepare thy peaceful way :
Refum’d the triumph of the day,
" Thelaurels all thine own !
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229. Now ALBION thee — faireft of alll
Permit to join my fceble call
With heaven’s loud alarm:
Attend the univerfal blow,
Let all thy fons and daugnters know
The impartial outftretch’d arm

2 30. OfJU‘STICE in her full career;
Not diftant as of old but near,
That ALBION may attend :
Felt not thy coafts the fatal fhock,

The dread divine elaftic ftroke
Of JUSTICE — YET thy friend ?

231. JUSTICE — that with her loud alarm,
Wou’d fain thy fons with fervor warm:
And recolletted rife
From out the afhes of their fin,
T’er her vindi&ive charge begin,
And fet at nought their cries.

E’er MeRcY — difappointed turn
Away her fight with weeping {corn,
At penitence to come:
Hopelefs to fee their morals mend,
His wrath appeas’d or Gobp their friend:

And unrevok’d their doom.

232

_¢¢ But what ! compare BriTANNIA’S Crimes,

With Lrsson’s fanguinary climes

Of tyranny and blood !
Compare HER genius meek and mild,
Her borders free and undefil’d

The favourite of Gop £

233
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214. ¢ With Lisson’s horrid worthlefs crew,
For whom what more referv’d or due
"L'han vengeance and defpair?
Region of cruelty and lies:
Where myriads mock the martyrs cries :
Nor heed the guiltlefs prayer.”

235. ¢ Where thoufund unheard crimes are dones
Secret to all beneath the fun,
But His keen fearching eye;
Equal to whom the deepeft night,
As faireft noon’s meridian light,
"T'heir darknefs can defcry.”

236. ¢ HERE bright religion’s gentle hand,
Woaves over all her olive-wand
Of liberty and peace:
Her children {mile beneath her thade,
Her faintsin robes of truth array’d,
- Her priefts with righteoufnefs.”

»2+7. In part allow’d — in part deny’d :
Or elfe how wifdom juitify’d
In dealing HERE her blow ?
Why elfe fhould BrRiT AN feel the found
Of diftant warnings all around ?
Prophetic ftrokes of woe!

233, Are not HER {ins of crimfon dye?

Is not HER {fmoke gone up on high?
HER offerings to the dead ?

Her pride,” and levity, and {corn,'
Her bendlefs neck and dauntlefs horn
High branching o’er her head £
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239. What wantonnefs of deed and thought!
What fcenes of vice or folly wrought'!
W hat facrifice of truth |
Virtue of all the hate or {mile:
Her ancients how debas’d and vile |
How diflolute her youth!

2 10. What foes to nature and their own !
How fond of ruin —not alone
A FaTuER tells his thame::
His children fnatch the dire miftake,
‘The flender yoke in funder break,
And plead a PARENT’s name.

24.1. Whatblafphemy of PrRovibencE !
His word a bauble or offence,
"I'o fcorners and the wife :
Prophan’d his name — defpis’d his day:
His fecret warnings caft away,
For liberty and lies.

24.2., For licence to walk on in fin:
For leave to live and die therein,
Without remorfe or fear:
High privilege of ALBION’s {fons,
While each amain unbridled runs
To ruin and defpair ?

24.3. What murmuring and difcontent !
W hat jealoufy or bafe refent
At injuries ne’er receiy’d !
What murders, lewdnefs, and debauch !
What falfe malevolent reproach !
What infamy belicv’d !

269
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24.4. What vile indecency of pride !
What native pronenels to deride
The STRANGER or the Goop !
What infolence of poverty !
W hat raggednefs of villany !
W hat thirftinefs of blood !

245, What luft of pleafure and of fenfe !
W hat brutal bafe incontinence .'.

What idlenefs and firife !
What (ecret treachery and defign
What hard attempts to undermine,

Our property or life !

2.46. What total lofs of probity !
VWhat falfhood — fhamelefs perjury !
What appetite of gain !
What private flabs of harmlefs friends !
What {tone unturn’d to ferve their ends !
What mockery of pain!

24%. vV hat boldnefs of impertinence !
W hat plots or cenfure of their prince !
’en BrRuNswick feels his thare:
(But yet not feels—- or feels unfecn
The envious malice of their fpleen:
T heir happinefs his care !)

248. Hail bim again — thy regal SIRE !
BriTAIN’s great hope— whofe patriot fire
Enkindles all her fons!
Long may her {cepter gracc his hand :
Her foes confefs His dread command,

Whom Gop himfelf enthrones !
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249. Long may he wave the fcepter’d rod,
For Arpion’s honour and her Gop
Long may he grace her throne
‘T'ill eall’d from dignity and care,
His brows a brighter lawrel wear,
Aneverlafting crown !

2 50. Long may his num’rous offspring fhine,
"T'he charge of providence divine!
Long may his guardian hand
Protect the num’rous rifing race!

o
Bleft in his love enrich’d with grace

The darlings of the land !

251, Are thefe then BRITAIN’S gracelefs crimes ?
Is this the portrait of HER times ;
And can SHE {till demand
¢: What room to fear the threaten’d woe ;
¢« Of LtsBoN’s dread, judicial blow,
¢« Re-echo’d on her land '’

252.Is not the Lorp of terrors nigh ?
Is not his hand lift up onhigh ;
His arrows caft abrecad ¢ —
Drawn from the bow (elaftic fteel)
To wound,. confume, or drive to hell
The haters of their Gob !

253, Are not his kind monitions dealt?
Why tremors or the murrain felt,
Among thy BEstrar brood?¢
More juft as vi¢tims fnatch’d away,>
Than feed thy carcafc for the day
Of {laughter and of blood !

271
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2.54. THEsE die to fave their Lorps from death !
To lengthen oUuRs refign THEIR breath,
INay more, they dic to fave
A NAaTioN from her death of Sin:
And (doom of all who dye therein)
An everlafting grave | —

255.1s ALBIoON ignorant of this?
ArgioN — the ftately, and the wile:
Can SHE untaught deny
The gentle lathings of his hand,
Or ftout, beneath his vengeance ftand,
Exalt her horn on high !

256, Can sHE refufe (from pride) to hear
T'he warning {troke of rumour’d war
Not pisTANT as of old:
But from her borders kens the hofts
Of murderers — hov’ring o’er her coafls ;
Muft BriTAaIN then be told,

257, ¢ T HESE are the engines — T HESE the rod:
The fcourge vindi&ive from her Gop :
Brandifh’d before her eyes?
'T'o fThock the hardnefs of her fons,
T'o melt the marrow of their bones
And make their forrows rife ?”’

258, ¢¢ T hat NATURE’s felf is nothing more
T'han his artillery or ftore
Of water, air or fire :
Engines — from whence around are hurl’d,
Storms, or confufions thro’ the world ;
"T'he weapons of his ire.”
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259. MlaAKER of nature and her Lorp,
That Wi1np and StorwMs fulfil his word,
The L1cRTNING but his LYE
Flathing difpleafure on mankind,
‘While the loud THUNDER rolls his mind?
Dread voice of majefty!

260. What, all the Rains on herb or grafs,
- But tears wept o’er the fallen race
Of miferable men’
‘T'ears of compaflion to melt down
'The Human heart more hard than ftone
More infamous than fin !

~61. What, LocusTs fcatter’d o’er the land,
Dropt from the fingers of his hand
But tendrills of THAT rod,
Bound for the backs of seNsELEss fools,
Who laugh at wifdom and her rules ;

The difcipline of Gon !

262. What, all the FoEs that ALBron hate,
Alien or homeborn in her ftate;

Befide a fword of THiINE?
Ready whene’er thy JusTICE calls,

"T'o rafe the turrets of her walls ;
Or, violate her fhrine!

263. But THESE perhaps we may be fpar’d;
If not BRiTANNIA’S on her guard;
A match for HUMmAN ¥ foes :

273

* For fome—not all—time aas indeed when Eurspe trem-
bled atthe zame of an Englifbman, and well it might—but »oqu
a fingle country of what our vaft fignificancy calls Po/trons—
begin to mortify and ftagger our intrepedity~but a nation that

has loft its wirtxe has in effet loft a/i.
- T
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Mow’d as the grafs beneath her ftecl:
Her {ons around fucceflive deal
Her thunders or her blows ¥ \

264. But can fhe equal cuard her coailts
Againft the light, {ufpenfive hofts

Of LocusTs and their train'?
Flying in fquadrons from on far, -

Pregunant with famine’s baleful war,
Unnumber’d as the rain

265, Will THESE regard her glittering arms ¢
The martial trumpet’s loud alarms ¢
- Will THESE be {truck with fear
At 21l the forces fhe can raiffe—
The front of terror and it’s blaze,
The fulnefs of their rear ? —

=%
-

266. Will riEsE regard her BR1B'D allies 2 |
A camp of gewgaw butterflies s . 1/ o |
The 'glﬁii:g;_frirng of their{word S
Themfelves in polifh’d armour clad ,
Shall bold defie their keeneft blade
The army of the Lorp !

267. Can BRITAIN calm the THUNDER’s power{™ - -
Can SuE repel the burfting fhower -
Of WATER or of FirRE!
Can Sur refift th’o’crwhelming {tream. SR
Or, quench the UNIVERSAL flame!
Or, he&oring rcqﬁi-rcj——;

# T belicve fo conceited a nation as the Eugliy/b arc hardly
to be found on the face of the earth — but fome late occur-
rences perhaps may contribute to make both the prefent and
rhe furure generation a little lefs fauguine and fomewhat more
wigilant and modzft, | ‘ R

J
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268. (By or her STATUTES or her Law)
‘The arm viNDIcTIVE to withdraw
The MurraIN from her HErRD ?
Or, can fhe live without THEIR aid ?
Her fons (with them) an offering made:
Unpity’d and unfpar’d ?

269. Can SHE unmov’d the T'REMOR feel
Of earth’s intoxicated reel ?
When ftaggering too and fro;
She rocks (as drunkards from their wine)
While burfting tempefts undermine
Her Basis from below !

2.70. If fhe musT ftrive — let her contend
With (fuch as match her FEEBLE hand)
The PorsHerDs of the EARTH :
But let not ALsiow boaft her SmameEe,
Or, madly dare contend with Hipm,
Who gave BRiTANNIA birth !

221, Howe’er on THEM fhe turn her eyes,
"THEIR threatnings or THEIR arms defies ;
"THEIR promifes or guile:
HerE let her drop her lifted hand,
Aghaft before her MAKER ftand ;
And weep his abfent {mile !

272. Put off the garments of her PRIDE :
And wait till JusTicg’ fcale decide
The balance of her doom:
Till MErcY’s fov’reign arm fhall raife
Her drooping head — and her bright blaze
Difpel the gen’ral gloom.
T 2

275
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2.73. The gloom of ignorance and fin,
Dark gloom of confcience and it’s pain
Now foolifhly difguis’d :
If yet at HeAaRrT, her fpirit fail,
W rHIN bher anxious dread prevail,
ExTErRNALLY defpis’d | —

274. Defpis’d in vain — for yet not long
E’er, what is Now her {corn or fong ;
May be contemn’d no more :
But ArLsion’s fons may FEEL the Rop
High waving in the hand of Gob,
Fierce thunder of his power !

2~ 5. Ier peers no more direlt her ftage ;
Or lead the manners of the age,
Wiith infolence demand
W hat rabble dare THEIR pleafures chufe?
<« The plaudit of THEIR tafte refufe’” —
Or, lift the VULGAR bhand !

246. Better be every hand employ’d —
(With folly’s guilty pleafures cloy’d)
Lift up the GENERAL pray’r:
Or, wipe their wanton, f{cornful eyes,
While floods of INBRED forrows rife;
And wafh them from DEspairR ;

277, But hark — thy PrincE proclaimsa FasT *!
Yor waaT? the PrEseNT —and the PasT,
The guilt of FUTURE times:

* Tho' I am fully perfuaded that the laft day of pudlic
humiliation was »eally and effedtually fuch among smany in the
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For ALBIoN’s fons will yet agarn
Purfue their Follies and their fin ;

Reiterate her crimes !

248. See ye not this—{ee in their face
The figns of infolence and grace —~
In weeping they rebel:
Stretch forth the hands of luft and pray’r:
The lifele(s, legal form, their care
Butdoes BrRiTANNIA feel |

-279. Feels SHE compunction for her {fin ?
Does ALr1oON feel the poignant pain
Of generous diftrefs
For all the evils of her fons?
While o’er her utmoft border runs
The fiream of wickednefs.

280. Feels SHE the warm vindi&ive thame
At all the honours of her name
Contaminate by vice ?

nation — for whom (I truft) Gop may in {ome meafurehave
been intreated for the Jand — yet I fear the greater part either
affli&ed not them{elves ac all, or have fince prov’d it but 2
mockery of Gop and of their King, by the fr¢/ if not re-
doubled return to their impieties. I am fure little better can
be thought or bop’d of them who had the infolence and impi- -
ety both before nay at and after the royal proclamation to
advertife in the public zews-papers — their infamous aflign-
ments for balls, plays, &c. in half the little paultry cites
and towns of this kingdom, or who attended them —
If this be not to mock Gob, and defpife his threatnings,
I thould be glad to know what is?—but is it not a
doubt among us whether there be any Gop — or no — or at
leaft any that troubles his head with the tranfaétions of man-
kind — and who only fits an invifible and unconcern’d fpec-
tator of the wheel of that vaft machine his wecefitated

omnipotence has {et in motion,
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Bluthes the land for aught impure?
Still or how faithlefs or obdure 3
How {tupid — or how wile!

281. Laugh not her fons at all around ?

While yet her PRiNcE a MourNER found,
xtends the regal hand
Pities the N ATION and the times,

Weeps o’cr his own and AL BIoN’s crimes:
The fpokefman for the land.

282. Does not thy Princr thy fate difcern ?
For this do not 11s bowels yearn ?
Sces not the KiNc thy doom ?
Hear him — ye rebels — call aloud:
VWith bim invoke your injur'd Gop,
And flee the wrath to come.

283. Will nothing then BR1iTANNIA move?
Her MAKER’s threatnings nor his love

Will NoTHING move her fears ?
She cannot {urc be deaf to ALL :

Alike 115 thunder as the call,
Of gentle, vernal airs!

2.84. Awake then, ArLBIoN, awake!
T'hy children from their flumber thake,
Ier {ees the rifing fun
"The morning of TYHEIR haplefs fate s
Scquel of that thou heard’ft fo late;
At LispoN—but BEGUN.
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285. Remember HERS, and watch 1THINE end:
Alike thine own and MErcy’s {riend,

Still — LINGRING at THY door:
See Him who weighs the NATIoNs {tand!

Who LirT the BALAaNcE with his hand,
And LiseoN — is no more !
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