This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=X0rNEwATTKQC&ie=ISO-8859-1&output=pdf
















$-
Pl
N G
[
« Cemy=
\

1, -
-
A
H

.
.
: [3
v '
'
.
1)
~

. Tanab N b i vl
N - - Ty . .

e,



ISDOM I fing—what bearded Sage can chufe
A theme more weighty, more fublime a Mufe?
A Mufe from which, if I but catch a ray,
The Good fhall blefs, the Juft approve the lay.

Oh Thou, the fource of life, and light, and foul,
Thou great Supreme,- thou Wifdom of the whole!
"Tis thine alone to light the Poet’s flame;

The glory’s thine; Jenovan is thy name.
' A 2 Unbleft
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Unbleft by thee how poor the proudeft Strain !

Reéafor perptexty, - Gentuy fliines in vaify,”
Wit fparkles in the dark, and Learning tries
On cobweb fteps to climb into the fkies.
Vain effrs all | though proudly all-ebmbine:
To raife the giant-Bard, he falls fupine ;
If thou, bright fun, art abfent, all is fhade,
Is darknefs all, and foon the laurels fade.
Then grant, Qmnifcient, srant a heav'nly beam
To warm my’ Lv'e:élrt, and fan&ify my theme ; '
For though an abje& worm, thy pow’r, I truft,
Can make that worn fing praifes in the duft.
- Nor hopelefs can it fing, for thou haft fpoke,
And never was thy gracious promife broke ;
Oh, let it be remember’d in my ftrain
'That none can ever ferve the Lord in vain.
Come them, great Patron, and thy will be done 3
For thou canf finith what thou haft begun =
‘Though, feeble-pinien’d, in the duft I lie,
Yet thou, the great I am, canft raife me high.
If
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If thou but touch the mountains they fhall fmoke,
Oh, ftrike that rock——my heart—and be it broke ;
The living waters will gufh forth amain, _
Run through the defart mind, and overfpread the plain..

Thus as, eréwhilc,; I filent mufing fat.

In deep humility, at Wifdom’s gate,

Soft o’er my breaft a facred fervour came, - .
Caught the cold Mufe, -and wrap’d her in a flame.. -
Soft as the fofteft fummer-dews diftill, .
Sweet as the mufic of the trickling rill,

The quick’ning cfiluence fell ;. and, clofe behind,, - -
A fmall, but cogent voice, addrefs’d my mind-—-.
Though Wifdom cries alond, and, in the freects,.
“« Utters her voice to-every onc fhe meets; - - - i
¢ Though pleads, perfuades; enforces; and alarms,

¢« While, fweetly eloquent, the charmer charms,
¢¢ Deaf as an adder to the facred ftrain . :
‘¢ Folly prevails, and Wifdomh pleads in-vain,

(4
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¢« And is there none, none willing to.defend

¢ Her glorious caufe.?. no profelyte or friend ?

¢ Arife, young man, in all the pow’r of truth
¢« Be thine the tafk, wed Wifdom in.thy youth.”
Thus far the voice perfuafive—but the Mufe
Unequal to the tafk, would fain refufe ;

When, lo! more awful fpeaks th’ Eternal Word—
¢ Go on, fear not, I'm with thee, I the Lord.”
‘Obedient now, with faith I take the pen—

Awake, arife, attend, ye fons of men.

Before th’ Almighty Frar had gone forth,

Before depths were, or ever was the earth,

From everlafting, ere the hills were made,

'Or the foundations of the mountains laid,
"Before Creation’s enfigns were unfurl’d,

Or rais’d the lofty fummits of the world,

She was—— '
When firft the great Creator did prepare
The heav'ns, and heav’n of heavens, fhe was there.
Wifdom
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Wifdom divinel adorable the name !
Death and Deftru&ion both have heard her fame. -
‘Who knows her, knows, as did her fons of old,
How much more valu’d fhe than Ophir’s gold. -
The precious onyx, and the fapphire, are, -
~ With her, too mean, too worthlefs, to compate. -
Talk not of corals, pearls, and fuch-like wares,
For above rubies is the price fhe bears. -
Her dow'r is honour, ‘riches, length of ‘days, .

Her paths are peace, and pleafant all her ways.

So fung the Bard affli@ion taught to fing "
And fo her own fweet Child, th’ experienc’d King; -
And though but few th’ immortal Songs receive,
Though fewer ftill th’ eternal Truths believe, ., -
Yet Wifdom is 2 miftrefs all purfuc 3
The falfe, too oft, miftaken for the true.
In nature’s pride they wifh the heavenly prize; -
Seck it in earth, in {eas, . in air-and fkies,

And ev'ry place, but where the jewel lies, -

7 :
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Why glories this man in intrigues of ftate, - "'
Why that in learn’d harangues, and deep debate,’
Why one in proud philofophy, and why |
Another in thy arts, fweet Poetry!
Why this in cynic, that in ftoic rules, -
And why, ah why, in foolithnefs e’en fools?
Oh Wifdom, injur’d Beauty, ’tis‘thy‘famé;""’ |
They vainly court, thy everlafting name | -
Like earthly fuitots ’mong the men of patts, R
But few, too few, are lovers at their hedrts: -
With toys, and trifles, fome would win thy praife
And fome by ftudy’s more laborious ways, -~
The trifler, and the fudent are'the fames- 77 o 8
Diffemblers both, and know thee but by name.
With borrow’d jewels they appreach thy ‘thrine,
Rich in the lore of ev’ry grace but thine; -
Adorn’d with all fair Science can beftow, -~ **
Or Truth impart, or moral Virtue knows - ' -
But ftill diftemper’d, like a fick man’s dream,” ' "
The heart unhallow’d blefles not thy beam.

And
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And but for this a Bolingbroke had fteod
Firft in the rank, among:the wifée:and:good. -
And but for this," in philofophic fame, - |
Learning and Wifdom- had been ftill the- fame,
Like ftars of greateft mhgmtudet had: {honc,
For ever wedded,: and for ‘ever-ohe, - - :-'«“ Co e

Ye worft of counterfeits, 'ye f’alf‘éiy wife, - ’
Why toil ye thus in vanities, and lies?
Say, what avalls to know what angry ftars
Threat kings with déath anid ﬁ’ates with bloody wars 5
What infe& tribes on earth s broad fusface creep, R
. What finny fhoals 1nhab1t in the deef) 5 o
~ In air aloft What feather d natlons ﬁ)a‘r
What favage* monﬁcrs through the’ defart roar, e
What beats the ﬁeld or what the fonely wood,
Of herbs for phyﬁc, or of plants for fbod
To know all nature's fecrets what avails,

If ina a greater point your knowlcdge fails ¥
| B . Know
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Know ye yourfelves ? alas, how -vain to roam -

In fearch of that which muft be found at: homel - = .- -

Have ye found Wifdom?. ’tis a grofs miftake,* . -
- A dream that will be-painful when y.Ouiwake,:
Clai;n not the glorious: title of ‘my fong, -

To you, proud nat’raliﬁs,‘_i,t;do_'n’t-_l;elong;A' '
Exterior honours may by man be giv’n, |

But Wifdom isa name ,t,hatfs writ in heav’'n.

i
LI .

Speak thou, Horatie.,_'tho.u, t-ﬁe éride: of fchoole, )

Great fophifter, rever'd by learncd. fools,- ,
Say, for thou can’ft, in what their ﬁudles end
Confefs, be hone{’c and Pl call thee fnend
When heaps of volumes have been ponder’ do o'er,
When crofs’d each fea, and travers'd ¢v Ty ihore,

When learnt the fongs the heathen Bards have fung, |

skill'd in each art, and vers'd in ev’ry tongue,
When all the Alps of Science are o'erpaft,
Tell me, Horatio, yvhat is gain’d at laft ?

¢ The
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¢ The world’s. applaufe, -perhaps. the prince’s {mile,

¢ And flatt’ry’s pois’nous potiors; {mooth as oil,

¢¢ The Poet’s laurel, or the Vi&or’s palm, . = -
¢ But not one drop of Gilead’s .prccious-. balm,”

Then poor is ev’ry recompence befide ;

Vainly pre-eminent, ye wander wide; .

*Tis nought but folly flill to ftudy.on;

To weary out the ﬂefh;. and ‘no’c_r thave done ;-

8till o'er your toils will darker doubts arife,

And you'll be further ftill from being wife.

There are who boaft (fo great is human pride} - =~ .

Reafon alone, and laugh at all befide; - .-

Who meafure all things by its glimnfri:;é.r_a’y,'

Nor heed the fun-fhine of - the gofpel-day. . .~ /-~

’;‘hough born, oh Britnin, (on thy.awful thete, -~ . - .

Wherc Judah’s liqnfhas. been ,h{:_ard torogr, .~ . ... . -

Though train’d, .oh Albion, in thy bhappyifle, - .. . .

Where Truth and Freedont.weat a holy finile, . - v~ -
o Ba = ) . Ahout



_— W I 8§D o M

Apoftates fcornful of the- Chriftian name;

Who, all-unaw’d, ifi: iertal prowels ftand,

Ready to queftion eavh Bivie eommand 50

Eager to blot, with mdre thdn Jewith' rige, .

The glorious. truths thi¢filtleChiiftian page 5 -

Though prov’d, throughlsig’éé,}'By?ilfeijﬁﬁjand’gédd,, -
And fign’d, and feal’d; with #idny a mertyr’s bloed. - -

DR S

Lo, on falfe Wifdény s'ipfﬁmﬂé,'{ﬂbﬁlﬁxﬁdd‘ SR
Hillarius ftands, and overlooks the croud !
Great Newtonigone,: his-heait Beutes torfee =+ -7 -0 -
None in Aftronomy {0 Jeatar’dias’he. 2 ' :
So far he trufts'his t6afon in ‘the:kids, - - -
’He half fufpe@s hiy Biblle teldsdiiin Hea,: o 7~ 1 - - e
¢« Sup, ftand theu! Rfll-"in’Gib&@n,?«’-fg)&muu'qaid.,: S N
« And thou, O moon, in-AjdlentbeRiid | }
And is’t not written that’dieyibothigbeytd:? -+ -0 ¢
<« *Twas writ,tid "tWad belev'd; > LEillariudcrits, - - - -
"f‘fm\antient times, but moderns are more wife ;

¢ Nor
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¢ Nor Sun, nor Moon, to me it.plain appears,
¢ Could ever ftop, unlefs expell’d-their {pheres,

¢« And if from thence one moment they were hurl’d,

¢ At once would perith ev’rylower world.”.

Thus argue rationé.ls, nor will believe .
Of Wifdom aught, beyond what ;they conceive ;
But know,  Hillarius, if. the pow'rIfing
Finds in thy heart one tender trembling firing
On which to ftrike, . the Mufe:may::ftop thee foon,
Though -hard thou feem’ft toftop, as Sun, or Moon.

" Say, firft, of Reafon why thisiproud difpute,
Why proud of that.which but o’erlooks the brute ?
In thirigs éxpos’d1 quite obwvious to the view,
What, with thy boafted.reafon, - ¢an’ft thoudo?
Can’ft thou difle&-an atom ? can’ft.thou frame
The fpider’s textile.dome ? orgrafp & flame? -
Can’ft thou, - audacious | to.Olympus rife,. * -
And ftop the rapid lightning ‘whep it:flies? .

S

-713

If
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If here thy reafon fails, and thou refufe. N

To anfwer aught before a trembling Mufe,.
Thus, .to thy heart (oh let that heart be aw’dl)... . . .
In pow’rful Wifdom fpeaks the. voice of God— -

(14
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Gird up thy loins, oh man, before me ftand,

And anfwer thou to what I fhall demand.

If thou haft underftanding, {how it iow— .

When firft I founded earth, fay, where waft thou?

Know'ft thou whereon ’tis faften’d ? is it thine:

Now to declare what mighty hand divige o

Its meafures fpread, who ftretch’d the line thereon, . .

Or who it was that laid the corner-ftone,

What time the morning ftars together fang

And heav’n with joyful acclamations rang ? .

Haft thou an arm like God, thoui eaithly limb} .

Or can’ft thou thundeér with a voice lik¢ him? »- . .7

Are heav’n’s high ordisances thine to fcan’? =,

Can'ft thou on earth their great dominion plan? ~

Can’ft thou the Pleiades {weet influesioe bind, ;....;

Or loofe Orion’s bands, and rule:thewind? . - .. ' :"
- « Can’ft
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¢«¢ Can'ft thou, in feafon, bring huge Mazz’roth forth,
¢ Or guide Ar&urus o’er the ftormy.north ¥

¢¢ Haye Death’s dark gates been open’d to thy fight,
¢« Or knoweft thou the plac;' wheie dwelleth Light ?*

Abafh’d Hillarius ftands: and, quite controul’d,
Trembles that heart which was of late fo bold.
Mute is that tox'lgue which ne’er was mute before;: .-
Reafon adores,—nor can the mortal more.

Yet ftay, Hillarius, yet a moment ftay;

Nor let vain notions hur’fy thee away. -
Now, while thy foul, thus folemnly o’eraw’d,
Trembles beneath th’ idea of a God,

With faith affirms his being, nor denies, -

But that he is almighty, 'and all-wife, -

Oh keep the grand conception in thy view,
And let the Mufe th’ important” point purfue.

His truth endures for ever—and his fame

Is everlaﬁing;-Holy is his name! - :
| What -
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What can he not ? his pow’rful word of old

. Lighted the ftars, and cloath'd:the Sun in gold,
Cin&ur’d the Moon with filver, bade them fhine, .
And order’d all with Majefty divine. -

As at his word thus glorioufly they fhone,

All brighwiefs, though but duft, beneath his: thronc,-'

So at his wordy:by Jofhua convey’d, . :
The Sun flosd flill—the Moon obedient flayp’d.. * '
Perifh the thought, in which it is conceiv’d;-
What paffes reafon fhould not be believ’di

Reafdﬁ,_Hillarius, ever wanders wide, .o
Unlefs the walks with Witdom: :bsr herfide.” .

Her powérs exerted, nigy be falfe, -or true,.
As good, or bad, the purpofeithey purfue.ci. .. -

Falfe is her light, and endiefiimapshe ftiai,. . . .. = o

When pride in natira} knowledge deads the way,
But fure her pathywheh. faitliful Vigtue guides, -
And humble, awful, holy fear prefides.

Then is fhe fair, and-acbley fit-to. rule,

And judge aright ; but tryant-once ﬁqm fchoel,

(The



A P O E M. 17

(The {chool of Wifdom) nething is fo bad ;
No frenzy half fo defperately mad.

Reafon, unaw’d, runs counter to herrule;
Lofes her funcion, and becomes a fool.

In fpeculation’s field {he roams abroad,

And, in dead works;, forgets the living God ;
Diftrufts his truth, and dares his pow’r affail,
Arm’d, like Goliah, in a coat of mail,

A heart fo harden’d; that it dares defy

" Een all the armies of a God moft high.

Wit, like a brazen helmet, may be faid

To glare, and caft falfe luftre from her head 3
Learning her pompous target may appear,

Her ftaff Vain-glory, Argument her fpear,
Before her bold Prefumption bears her fhield,
And thus, ’gainft God himfelf fhe takes the field.

Is this true reafon ? never be it faid
A thought fo impieus in thy heart was bred.
€ True



18 w I 8§ D O M

True reafon is intelligent, and knows

The facred fource from which her current flows.

In all the wondrous works the meets abroad

She owns her blincinefs, and fubmits to God.

But why abroad for wonders fhould we roam,
When greater wonders may be found at home ?
That Sun or Moon fhould ftop, thou think’ft it ﬁrangc, ,
Unlefs the fyftem of the fkies could change;

But is’t not ftranger, proof of greater power, .
Thou e’er had’ft life, or now fhould’ft live an hour?
Know'ft thou the nature of the human frame, .
That world of wonders, more than we cdn name ?
Say, has thy bufy curious eye furvey’d

The proofs of beundlefs Wifdom there difplay’d ?
How rang’d each fibre, ‘with amazing fkill,

That ev’ry mufcle may attend thy will ;

How ev’ry tendon a&s upon its bone,

And how the nerves receive thieir nieer tone ;
Convey the keen. vibrations of the fénfe, |

B And give the wakeful mindlintelligence ;

How
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How fome ftrong guard each vital pa.rf {uftains ;
How flows the purple balfam through the veins ;
That, how commixt, difpos’d, how wondrous thefe,
Here in one trunk, there ramify’d like trees;

The finer veflels of the brain how {mall,

How numberlefs ? and yet we fee not all :

But fee enough, Hillarius, for we fee

God is the maker, and his creatures we.

"Tis not for us to queftion, but to praife n

The great Creator, wife in all his ways.

But fay, can Reafon, or can aught below,
Make heavenly ftreams from earthly fountains flow ?
Can man, polluted, praife the God of Light ?
Not pure are purer Angels in his fight.
Oh then, ‘what Mufe can proper praife infpire,
¢¢ Hallow the heart, .and touch the lips with fire!”
To Wifdom only does the pow’r belong,
Wifdom the Mufe, the Miftrefs, and the Song!

C a2
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Vain
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Vain is all praife, unlefs by her ’tis giv'n;
Her’s is the praife 6f ev’ry harp in heav’n,
Mufic is all her own, fhe tunes the fpheres,

And fets to numbers, hours, days, months, and years;

And, what is more, Hillarius, does impart

Her notes celeftial to the human heart—

Attunes the é-rings of joy, and charms defpair;
Calms to fweet peace, ‘and ope’s the door of pray’r.;
Gives the fack foul with livelier hopes to rife,

And feek an heritage beyond the fkies,
.Oh, what amazing wonders does the here!

Makes barren fruitful, makes the rough path-clear,
Makes rofes {pring where thiftles grew before,

And lambs to bleat where wolves were wont to roar,
Before her tempefts ceafe, anddtarmsfubfide, .
Rocks melt, and mountains fink, and feas divide ;
O’er Death’s dark fhades fhe pours her living ray,
And ope’s the gates of everlafting day.

" Can
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Can Reafon this2 then why art thou diftreft
At 'aught in life, or why not always bleft ?
When friends, or fortune, take their hafty leave,
Why art thou then fo great a fool to grieve ?
For grieve thou wilt, nor all thy reafon can
Dry up thy tears, and make thee more 1 man.
When o’er thy head affliGion’s billows roll,
And big diftrefs weighs down thy finking foul,
Can reafon guide thee to a happier coaft,
And land thee fafe that not a hair be loft ?
Then why doft tremble, why Heav’n’s aid implore ?
*Tis plain thy reafon helps thee then no more.
And what, Hillarius, if I dare to fay
Meer human reafon knows not how to pray ?
Thou beg’ft a blefling, think’ft the boon no worfe,
Which might, if granted, prove to thee a curfe.
¢¢ Teach my beft reafon Reafon”—he who faid,
Moft wifely thought, and moft devoutly pray’d.
Without that Wifdom infinite, which guides

Qur finite views, and good from bad divides,,
: . "Tis.
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"Tis not in human wit, nor human might,

To a&, or pray, or think one thought aright.
Though thy proud genius build its houfe as high
'As human knowledge poflibly can fly,

Prop it with reafon, prouder ftill to rife,

And tell the world that lie—that thou art wife :
Not long the houfe, fo rais’d, fo prop’d, can ftand;
For, ¢ like the fools,” ’tis built upon the fand.
Though bold the truth, accept it, for it flows
Free from a heart that dicates what it knows ;
Free from a Mufe, who, near the facred fount
Of Wifdom fings; nor feeks th’ Aonian Mount:
Who courts no patron, no fcholaftic aid,

No alien-grace, nor Heliconian maid,

But trufts her humble, artlefs fong, to fill

With fimple truths of pow’r to fave or kill,
Through him alone who ancient is of days:

‘¢ From babes and fucklings he ordaineth praife.”

Doft
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Doft afk what praife ? oh let fhy Reafon bow !
Know thy own felf, and haply thou fhalt know
More than a Sun is in thee, though ’tis hurl’d
Beneath the worthlefs rubbifh of the world ;
Immers’d in Vanity’s inconftant tide,

And buried deep beneath the waves of Pride.
Though undifcover’d in thy nat’ral will
The gem thou feek’ft for is about thee ftill ;
Attends thy footfteps wherefoe’er they ftray ;
Thy path, thy bed, and ev'ry fecret way ;
Pierces the deep-recefles of the mind,
The darkeft dungeons Sin- and Death can find ;
Flafhes convi@ion through the proudeft breaft,
And brings each boafted virtue to the teft ;
Makes manifeft whate’er is. wrong or right,
And fhines the juft man’s ever—bﬁrning Light.
Though Suns, and Stars, and this terraqueous Globe,
And yon blue Firmament fhould all difrobe ;
Though Night, with ten-fold darknefs, intervene,.
And fecond Chaos more deform the fcene ;.

Yet
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Yet will it glitter through the gen’ral gloom,
And Hell itfelf be forc’d to give it room ; -
While fierce Gehenna's troops, with dread amaze
See, and believe, and tremble as they gaze.

Though diff’rent nations hold a diff’rent creed
As at the Ganges taught, of near the Tweed ;
Though Se&s divide, and fub-divide again,

Like parting rivers feeking ftill the Main ;

The nice diftin@ion lies but in the name,

For Virtue, Grace, and Goodnefs, are the fame.
Could the eye glance béyond the bounds of time,
Or the thought foar threugh regions more fublime,
Yet all remote from Wifdom might we ftray,

And *midft ftupendous fyftems lofe our way.

In his own fphere man’s proper bus’nefs lies :

In his own heart the rule to make him wife.

The voice that thunders on the mountain’s brow,
And flirs the bottom of the deep- below, |

The
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THe voice that roars where’er the tempeft rolls
And rends the ifles,. and fhakes the diftant poles,

The voice that {pakg ¢ as never men was beard,”

Speaks in thine heart=—oh be that voice rever'd |
Be paffion fill,. parts, genius, -over-aw’d |

The voicesaf. Wifdom js the yoice of God. -
Mild as: the hrgath of Summer, or the gales .
Of young Fﬁvonimo’:cr the {miling vales,

Soft as-the bye.-lém mourner’s fe(:_ré_t figh, .

It whifpers to thy faul==“" #hy will you die”? .
Why in.a Jand of farraws, and of tears,-

Where joys are thinly. fown, and cheak’ d with;cares,

Where ceafelefs.change affli&s the roving eye,
And nature’s'brig'hteﬁ beauties bloom to die, .

Where parting comfarts, eyer on-the wing,

Though clofely ty’d, muft foar and break the firing,

* Why feek, amidft the dying and the.dead
For falfe fupport, for that,which is not bread
Why, with a {foulof pure etherial fires,
‘F ed with high hopes, .and infinite defires, -

' D
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With life and 1mmortahty in view,

Make ecarth your home, and ev’ry toy purfue P

Ah, how deceiv’ d, amidft thy chou:eﬂ: “Pcore,
Indulg'd in all, till thou can’ft afk no'more ! -
Though wealth awalts thee with o’erﬁowmg hand;
And fame proclauns t‘hy honours through ‘the land v
Though pow’r, and eafe, and ev'ry gay dehght, -
Flatters thy fancy €’en from morn to night; =~
Though plcafurc wooes thee with deluﬁve charms,
And binds in Tilken bands thy manly arms ;

Though health and ftrength their better bleflings grant,
And thou haft all a happy man can want,

Full foon muft al thefe fummer-birds be gone,
Take to their wings, and leave thee ev’ry one.

Not a day paffes, nota wind that blows,

A wave that’s ebbing, nor a fide that flows,

But bears away fome tranfitory joy,

Some darling fope, or vifionary toy, '

Which fancy form’d, or friendfhip taught to charm, -
Or nature fondled with embraces warm.

This
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This the beft ftate the fons of earth can boaft,
To fee, by flow degrees, their glories loft.
Yet not to all the mild gradation’s giv'n ;

Through the high wifdom of all-righteous heaw’n,, -

Oft is the pitying eye diftreft to fee
" The man who grew, and flourifh’d like a trec,.
With all his bloeming honours thick around,, -
Vig'rous, and fai_r, the pride of all the ground,
By fome fwift blaftof bleak misfortune’s air
Striptall at once,—an abjedk of defpais.

Oz grant the hleflings boaft a longer date,.

And more remote the period fix’d by fate 3

Such is the flate of fublunary joy,

‘The meer pofleffion does the blifs deftray.

The pride of nature ftill its frailty bears;*
- And fortune’s favours ever. bring their cares. -
. . Health, in continuance; lofes half its charmsj,
" And {miling pleafure dies within your arms,
Fame, wealth, andpow ry and much'-mv.xtad cafe,
| Fa.lfc to their promife, pain you more than pleate.
' t D2
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E’en human virtie but afpites td figh,

By fad experience taught the ‘reafon whym

Blifs is a dream, aridlife a ﬂeetmgfbadm SRR
Bedeck’d with Bow’ s, that it an ih&aﬁ% fade; :
Earth’s hopes are bubbles, burﬁmg ete thl:y fall ;
" And vanity of th{txcs fsall, ¢ e e

Yet, there’s & power, Who, thivugh this ﬁnkmg {cene.
Can keep the foul unfhaken, and ferene s ' "
Can fweeten ev’ry blefling 4o the talle R
And make amends for all timt timé cah walte s
Whofe providence our gléry £an advance s -
From ev’ry ill we call the werk of charcd;
Can fet us free amidft 4 land of flaves;
Or lead us fafely o'er uffliddon’s waves} - -
And plant our feet upon u happitr fhore;- i
Where chanee, snd ﬁtnq ahd dl'.'ath thall be no more,

Ye, svho in featth of fodom,vnqsbt fa.u e
Under the gutdanée of it glarioes flar - |

- L 4

That
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That fhone o’er BethI’hem, When the Seers of old
The joyful tldmgs of Emanue] told ;

And ye who come all-curious to enquire,

Like Sheba’s Queen, to hear, and to admire;

And you, {weet mourners, who in filence fit
Weeping for fins ye know not to commit 3

Whofe tuneful harps, upon the willows hung,

Had better grac’d the praife the Mufe has fung 3
Come, ever-gentle fpirits, hafte along, 4

 Breath through the verfe, and animate the fong,

While I to Wifdom’s facred Fane repair, -
And thence invoke the Oracle by pray’s. .

Oh thou, who ever waft, and wilt be ftill
The fole greaz Arbitrefs of good, and ill:
Whofe fall perfe&ion dwells with God alone,
Ador'd by ev’ry Angel round his throne ;

“Who all that pafies can’t nﬁnntely tell

From higheft ﬁw-»n dowa to d:epdl Hdl "

a9

Delcend,



,.,3‘0 W .. I ~-s ' D -.0 M.

Defcend, bright Guardian of our better parts,
Maintain thy grand tribunal in our hearts.
Renew thy gracious vifits ev’ry hour,

And grant fome emanations of thy pow’s

To fhine through all our fpirits, and afford
Light to our darknefs ; {peak but thou the worde—
« Let there be light,”—-and light will inftant fhine,
And feeble mortals feel the ray divine.

Whether in pleafure’s flow’ry paths we ftray,

Or forrowing tread affliGion’s thorny way ;
Whether our barks on life’s deceitful feas

Are tempeft-toft, or carele(s drive at eafe,

In ev’ry trial keep us fafe from harm,

Guard us becalm’d, and guide us in the ftorn.
Confirm that knowledge which thy grace deerees,,
Strengthen that faith which’ fhakes at ev'ry breeze 3
Raife and ennoble ev’ry thought confin’d,

And pour inﬂ:ruf?cion o’er the darken’d mind ;:
Wake into light the truths that lie conceal’d,
And, in thy own bright beauty ftand reveal'd.
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By charm’d attention woo us to thy praife ;
Win us, and wed us firmly to thy ways ;
To thee alone make all our wifhes tend,
Our comfort now, our glory in the end.
"Tis thou alone can’ft fit us to fulfil
Thy facred laws, and judge of good and ill,
>Tis thou alone canft teach us to decide
"Twixt virtue’s nobler aims, and human pride:
Cantft fteal, with irrefiftable controul,
Through nature’s fineft feelings to the foul ;
And make the tender mother, in the ftrife,
Forego her darling child to fave his life,
To thee in deep humility we bend,
‘The rich man’s ornament, the poor man’s friend, ‘
The good man’s monitor, the pilgrim’s guide,
The mourner’s comfort, and the fage’s pride ;
The Chriftian’s lamp, the Saint’s fupreme defire,
The Prophet’s fpirit, and the Seraph’s fire |
Daughter of heav’n, who reign’ft through earth and feas
And air, and fkies; whofe beauty, order, eafe,

- Shiney
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Shines forth in all ; complete the glorious plan,
And fway thy fcepter in the heart of man.
Though at thy awful tafks we fhrink difmay’d,
Spare not, but be thy high behefts obey’d.

If at thy bidding through the deeps we go,

Or wander in a wildernefs of woe,

Eternal Wisponm, grant us thy fupplies ;

(*Tis all we afk) oh, teach us to be wife.

THE END,
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