


l 57 ? 

This book forms part of 
The Osborne Collection of Children 's Books 
presented to the Toronto Public Libraries by 

Edgar Osborne 
1n memory of his wife 

MABEL OSBORNE 







VISIONS 
I N 

V E R s E 
FOR THE 

Entertainment and Infl:rucl:i0n 

OF 

Y O U N G E R M I N D S. 
Virginibus puerifque canto. HoR. 

The SIXTH EDITION, Revis'd and Enfarg'd 

L 0 , ND· 0 N:-

P.dnted for R. and J. DonsLEY, in Pallm11ll.. 

MDCCLX~ 





CONTENTS. 

I NTRODUCTION. - Pag~ 1 

SLANDER. Vifion I. - 11 

PLEASURE. V ifion II. 21 

HE A.L TI-I. Vifion III. 

CONTENT. Vifion IV. 
-

HA·PPINESS. Vifion V. 

35 

- 47 
- 59 · 

FRIENDSHIP. Vifion VI. - - 73 

MARRIAGE. Vifion VII. - 87 

LIFE. Vifion VIII. - - - 103 

DEA TH. Vifion the laft - - 115 



/ 



AN 

TO THE 

RE· AD E R. 

A UTHORS, you know; of greatefi Fame, 

Thro' Modefi:y fupprefs their Name; 

And wou'd you wifh me to reveal 

What thefe foperior Wits conceal ? 

Forego the Searc~, my curious Friend, 

And hufband Time to better End. 

All my Ambition is, I own, 

To profit ancl to plea re unknown ; 

Like Streams fupply'd from Springs below, 

\Vhich fcatter Bleffings as they flow. 

Were you difeas'd, or prefs'd with Pain; 

Strait you'd apply to * Warwick-Lane; 

The thoughtful Doctor feels your Pulfe, 

'No matter whether J,1ead or Hulfa) 
B Write: , 

~ College of PhyficianSo 
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-Writes-Arabic to you ancf me,­

Then figns his Hand, and takes his Fee. 

Now, fhou'd the Sage omit his Name, 

'\Vou'd not the Cure remain the fame r 
Not but Phyficians fign their Bill, 

Or when they cure, or when,they kill. 

'Tis often known the Mental Rae~ 

Their fond ambitious Sires d1fgrace. 

Dar'd I avow a Parent's Claim, 

CritiGs might fneer, and Friends might blame, 

!hi's dang'rous Secret let me hide, 

I'll tell you every thing befide. 

Not that it bo~ts the World a Tittle, 

Whether the Autho/s big or little; 

Or whether fair, or black, or brown ; 

No Writer's Hue concerns the Town. 

I pafs the fi}ent rural Hour, 

No Slave to Wealth, no Tool to Pow'r. 

My r.Aanfion's warm, and very neat; 

You'd fay, a pretty fnug Retreat. 

Ivly !looms no coftly Paintings grace, 

The humbler Print fuppli es the ir Placer 

Behind the Houfe my Garden 1ics1 

And opens to th e Southern Skie!. : 
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The defiant Hills gay Profpecl:s yield, 

And Plenty fmiles in ev'ry Field. 

The faithful Mafiiff is my Guard, 

The feather'd Tribes adorn my Yard; 

Alive my Joy, my Treat when dead, 

And their foft Plumes improve my Bed. 

l\tiy Cow rewards me all lhe can, 

(Brutes leave Ingra~itude to Man ;) 

She daily thankful to her Lord, 

Crowns with necl:areous Sweets my Board~ 

Am f difeas'd ;-the Cure is known, 

1-Ier fweeter Juices mend my own: 

I Jove my Houfe, and feldom roam~ 

Few Vihts pleafe me more than Home. 

I pity that unhappy Elf 

Who loves all Company but Self, 

By idle Paffions born away 

'To Op'ra, ~.tfafquerade, or Play; 

Fond of thofe Hives _whete Folly reigns» 

And Britain's Peers receive her Chains ; 

\i\There the pert Virgin fligh ts a Name, 

And fcorns to redden into Shame~. 

B ~ Rut 
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But know, my Fair, (to whom befong 
The Poet and his artlefs Song) 
When Female Checks refufe to glow, 
Farewel to Virtue here below. 
Our Sex is lo:fl: to ev'ry Rule, 

Our fole Di:fl:in.B:ion, Knave or Fool. 
'Tis to yo.ur Innocence we run ; 
Save us, ye Fair, or we're undone: 
Maintain your Mcdc:fl:y and Station, 
So Women £hall preferve the Nation. 

I'viothers, 'tis faid, in Days of old, 
Efieem'd their GirL more choice tb:rn Gold : 
Too well a D augh ter's '\Vorth they knew, 
To make her chea? by public View: 
(Fe w, who their Diamonds' Value ,eigh, 
ExpJ[e t:·iofe Diamonds eve 'ry D:-:

1
) 

Then, if Sir PLUrdE drfv., r:ear, ~nd f mil 'd, 
The Paren t tri:::mbJcd fo , hE:r ' bi!d : 
The firfi Advance a1ar<n'd her Breafi; 
And Fancy picl:ur'd al] the rdt. 
But now no·r,1other .:eas a Foe,. 
No Daughter fhuclders at a Beau. 

Pleafure is all the reigning Tbeme, 
Our Noon-day rfhought, our Mid-night Drearn. 

In 
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In Folly's Chace our Youths engage,. 

And lhamelefs Crouds of toft'ring Age. 

The Dye, ~he Dance, th' intemp'rate Bowl, 

With various Charms engrofs the Soul. . 

Are Gold, Fame, Health, the Terms of Vice r 
The frantic Tribes !hall pay the _Price. 

But tho' to Ruin pofl: they ru:n, -

They'll think it hard to be undone. 

Do not arr:iign my Want of Ta!te, 

Or Sight to ken where Joys a're plac'd. 

They widely err, who think me blind, 

And I difclaim a Stoic's Mind. 

Like yours are my Senfations quite ; 

I only {hive to feel aright. 

My Joys, like Streams, glide gently by, 
Tho' fmall their Channel, n~ver dry; 

Keep ~ ~jl1 2 even,. fruitful Wave, 

And ble~s. th.e :11Sig~b'ring Meads . they ,lave. 

My Fortune (for I'il mention all, 

And more than you dare tell) is finall ; 

Yet ev'ry Friend partakes my Store, 

And Wan! g_9e$ fini)ing frorn my Door. 

Will forty Shillings warm ~~e Breafl: 

.Of-Worth, or Indufiry dillrefs'd ? 
B 3 This 
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'J'bis Sum I chearfully U11part; 
'Tis fhurfcore Pleafores to my Heai-t. 
And you may make, by Means like theft ) 
Five Talents T -en, whene'er you pleafe. 
' Tis true my little Purfe _grows light; 
But then I fleep fo fweet at Night ! 
This Grand Specific will prevail,_ 
When all -fhe Doctor's Opiates fait. 

You afk, What Party I purfue? 
Perh~ps you mean, "'\Vhofe Fool are you ?" 
The Na mes of Party I deteft, 
Badges of Slavery ·at heft ! 
I've too much Grnc~ to play the Knavc?­
And too much PriJe to turn a Sla\'i:, 

I Jov:e my Country from my Soul, 
.And grieve when Knaves or Fools controul. 
I,m pleas'd, when Vice and Folly fmart, 
Or at the Gibbet or the Cart : 
Yet always pity, where I can, 
Abhor the Guilt, but mourn the Man. 

Now the Religion of your Poet­
Do.es nQt this little Preface fuow it?" 

My 
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My Vifions if you fcan with Care, 

'Tis Ten to One you'll find it the'r~. 

And If my Atl:ions fuit my Song, 

You CAn't in Confciencc think me wrong. 





SLANDER. 

VISION I. 

Inf crib' d to Mifs * * * • 
---' 

\. 
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I.nfcrib'd. to Mifs *· * * * 

M. Y lovely Girl, l write for you ; · 

And pray believe my Vifions true; ; 

They'll form your lviiHd to .e-very Grace; . 

They'll add new Beaufie! to your Face : 

And when old Age ·impairs your Prime, . 

You'll triumph -o~er the-Spoils of Time. 

Childhood ·<1nd Youth engag-e my Pen~ , ~ 

' Tis Labour loft to talk to l\tlen; 

Y outh may, perhaps, reform, . when .wron_g, , 

.A,ge will not Iifren to my Song ~ 

ae who at Fifty is a Fool , -
ls ,f.at-too fiuhbQrn t.rC>wn for Sc;hool. 

\ Vblt · 
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What is that Vice which frill prevails... 
'\.\Then almofl every Paffion fails : 
Which with our very n ·awn begun, 
Nor· ends, but with out fetting Sun : 
Which, like a noxious Weed, can fpoil 
The fairefr FJow'rs, and choak the Soil ? 
::,Tis SLANDER-.-And, with Shame I own, 
The Vice of Human-kind alone. 

Be SLANDER then my leading Dream, 
·Tho' you're a Stranger to the Theme ~ 
Thy fofter Breafi, and honeft Heart, 
Scorn the defamatory Art ; 
Thy Soul afTerts her native Skies. 
Nor aiks Detraction's vVings to rife : 
In foreign Spbils let others fhine, 
Intrinfic Excellence is thine. 
The Bird, in Peacock's Plumes who ihone,. 
Cou'd plead no Merit of her own : 
The filly Theft betray'd her Pride, 
And f poke her Poverty beftde. 

Th' i'nfidious fland'ring Thief is worfe 
Than the poor R0gue who Reals your Purfe. 

Say• 
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Say, he purl_ofos your glitt'ring Store:· 

Who takes your Gold, takes '~ra~-no more/· 

Perhaps he pilfers-to be fed-

Ah ! guiltlefs \Vretch,.who Reals fo~ Bread !~ · · 

But the dark Villain,. who fhall airn 

To bla!l-, my Fair, . thy fpotlefs Nan;ie,; · 

He'd fieal a pre~iou-s Gem away, · 

Steal what both Indies can't repay ! 

Here the firong Pleas of Want are vain,, -

Or the more impious Pleas of Gain. 

No finking Family to fave ! 

No Gold to glut th' infatia.te Knave ! 

Improve the Hint of Shakejpear's Tongue,, 

'Twas thus immortal * Shakejpear fung. · 

A nd truft the Bard's unerring Rule, 

For Nature was that Poet's School. 

As I was noddjng in my Chair, 

I fa w a rueful Wild appear: 

No Verdure met my aching Sight, 

But Hemlock, and cold Aconite; 

T wo very pois'nous Plants 'tis true, 

But not fo bad as Vice to You. 

.. 

The 

* Othello. 
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The drtary Prof peel f pread around !' 

·Deep Snow had whi"ten'd all the Ground. r 
A black and barren Mountain nigh, 
Expos'H to ev'ry friend1Hs Sky r 
Here foul-mouth'd SLANDER Jay reclin'd~ . 
Her fnaky Treffes hifs'd behind : 
" * A bloated Toad:.fiool' rais'd her Head~. 
~, The Plumes of Ravens were her Bed :. 
S}:le fed upon the Viper'1, Brood, 
And flak'd her. impious Thirfi: with Blood: . 

The rifing Sun and_ we!fern Ray' 
Were Witnefs to her difiant Sway. 
The Tyrant daim'd a mightier Hofi 
Than the proud Perjian e'er could boaft . 
No Conquefr grac'd Darius' ·Sonf; 
.By his own Numbers half undone !" 
Suecefs attended SLANDER~s Pow'r, 
She reap'd frefu La1:1rels ev'iy Hour. 
Her Troops a deeper Scarlet wore 
Than ev.er Armies knew before. 

No 
,. Garth's Difpenf-ary. 
t Xeri!Ces King of Perfia and Son 0f DariuJ. He invad .:. ed Greece with an Army con!iftingof more than a Million of Men (fome fay more than two Millions) who together wit,h their Cattle, perifh'd in great meafure tbro' the Inability efthe. Countries .to fo pply fu,h a vaft_Hoft .with. Provifi.oR... 
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No Plea diverts the Fury's Rage, 

-The Fury fpares not Sex -nor Age. 

Ev'n Merit, with defirucHve Charms, 

Provokes the Vengeance of her Arms. 

Whene'er the· Tyrant founds, to War,­

Her canker'd Trump is heard afar; 

PRIDE, with-a Heart unknown to yield; · 

Commands in chief, and guides the Field1~ 

He fl:alks with vafi gigaritick Stride, 

And fcatters Fear and Ruin wide. 

So the impetuous Torrents fweep·, 

At onc.e whole Nations-to .the Deep. 

REVENGE, that bafe * Hefperian, known. 

A chief Support of SLANDER's .Throne-,., 

Amidfi: the bloody Croud.is feen; 

And Treachery brooding in;his,Mein ;~ 

rrhe Monll:er often chang'd his Gait, 

But march'd refolv'd·and frx'·d as Fate. 

Thus the fell Kite, whom Hunger flings, 

!~ow Ilowly mo.ves his out-ftr.ctch~d Wings ; 

Now 

ff¥ ·Hefperia includes Italy, as well as Spain, and th.e 

Inhabitants of both are rema.rkablc fl,>.\' thei.r reveogef~ . 

Diiyofitions •. 
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Now fwift as Lightning bears away,. 
And darts u(pon his· tf~mbling Fr.e1.~ 

ENVY- ~em1mands:.q·fecret1 B.&t1dr · 
With Sword :~:nd Poifonjn..her fl:aod'!' 
Around her haggard Eye-balls roll,. 
A thoufand Fiends poffefs her Soul. 
The artful ul)fufpelted Spright, 
With fatal Aim, a~tack& Qy :Night. · 
Her Troops advance with filentJ tread,-
And flab the Hero in his Bed ;c 
Or !hoot the wing'd malignant Lye, 
And female Honours pine· and dye. 

'( , 

So prowling_Woives, when Darknefs reigns,,, 
Intent on Murder fcour the Plains; 
Approach the Folds, where Lambs repofe, 
Whofe guilelefs Breafis:.-fufpect no F ocs ;.: 
The Savage gluts his fierce Defires,. 
And bleating Innocence expires. 

SLANDER fmil'd bor:ribly, to view 
How wide her daily Conquefis grew :­
Around the crouded Levees wait, 
Like oriental SJaves of State : 
Of either Sex whole Armies prefs'd, 
But chi,fly of the Fair and Befi. 

l 

ls 
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Is it a Breach of 'Friendihip's Law, 

To fay what female Friends I faw ? 

SLANDER affmnes the Idol's Part, 

And claims the Trihute of the H eart. 

··The befl, in fome unguarded Hour, 

Have bow'd th~ Knee, and own'd her Pow'r • . 
Then let the Poet not reveal 

What Candour wiihes to conceal. 

If I beheld fome fa1J!ty Fair, 
Much worfe Dtlinquents crouded "there : 

arelates in facred Lawn I faw, 

Grave Phyfic, and. loquacious Law ; 

Courtiers, 1,ike Summer Flies, abound ; 

.And hungry P.o_ets fwarni around. 

But now my partial Story ends, 

And makes my, Females full am~nds. 

If ALBION's Ifle fuch Dreams fulfils, 

'Tis ALBION's Ifie which cures thefe Ills ; 

Fertile of every Worth ar:id Grace, 

Which warm the Heart, and flu{h the Face. 

Fancy difclos'd a fmiling Train 

Of Britijh Nymphs_, that trip'd. the.Plain: 
G.OOD.,, 
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GOOD-NATURE fufi, a Sylvan ~etn, 
Attir'H in Robes of chearful Green: 
A fair and fmiling Virgin file ! 
With ev'ry Charm that thines in 'Thee. 
PRUDENCE atfum'd the chief Command, 
And bore a Mirrour in her Hand ; 
Grey was the Matron's Head by Age, 
Her Mind by long Experience fage ;: 
Of every difl:ant Ill afra:id, 
And anxious for the fimp'ring Maid. 
The Graces danc'd before the Fair; 
And white-rob'd INNOCENCE was there. 
The Trees with golden Fruits were crown~, 
And rifing Flowers adorn'd the Ground; 
The Sun.<l1tplay'd each brighter Ray, 
And !hone in all the Pride of Day. 

Wh~n SLANDER ficken'd at the Sight, 
And !kulk'd away to iliun the Light. 

PLE A/ •.. 
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PLEASURE. 

V I S I O N II. 

H EAR, ye fair lVIotbers of our Ifle, 

Nor fcorn y.our Poet's homely Style. 

What tho' my Thoughts be quaint or new, 

I'll warrant; that my Doctrine's true: 

Or if my Sentiments be old, 

Remember, Truth is fierling Gold. 

You judge it of important yVeight 

To keep your rifing Offspring ·fl:r;:iit : 

For This foch anxious Moments feel, 

And afk: the friendly Aids of Steel : 

For 1"'his import the di{ta-1 Cane, 

Or flay the Monarch of the rviain. 

And ilia11 the Soul be warr,\l a.fide 

By PaiTion, Prejudice, a:-:d Pride? 

Defor,nity of Heart I call 

Tte worfr Deformity of all. 
You!' 
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Your Cares to Body are confin' d, 

Few fear Obliquity of Mind. 
Why not adorn the better Part r 
This1s a nobler Theme for Art. 
For-what is Form, or what is Face, 
But the Soul's Index, or its Cafe i 

Now take a Simile at hand, 
Compare the mental Soil to Land. 
Shall Fields be till'd with annual Care, 
And Minds lie fallow ev'ry Year r 
0 fince the Crop depends on You, 
Give them the Culture which is due : 
Hoe every Weed, and drefs the Soil, 
So Harveft lball repay your Toil . 

If human Minds refemble Trees, 
( As every Moralift agrees) 
Prune all the Stragglers of your Vine, 
Then lhall the purple Clufi:crs thine. 
The Gard'ner knows, that fruitful L ife 
Demands his falutary Knife: 
F or ev'ry wild luxuriant Shoot, 
fJr robs the Bloom, or ftarves the Fruit. 

A 
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Ai Satyrifl: in .. Roman Times, 

Wh~n Rom~ like Britain groan'd with Crimes, 

Alferts it for a facred Truth, 

That PLEASURES are the Bane of Y outn :. 

That Sorrows fuch Purfuits.attend, 

0r fuch Purfuits in Sorrow end : 

That all the wi-Id Advent'rer gain$­

Are Perils, Pefiilence, and Pains. 

Approve, ye Fair, the Roman Page, 

And bi4 your Sons revere the Sage ; 

In Study fpend their Midnight Oil, 

And firing their Nerves by manly Toil. 

Thus lhall they grow like TEMPLE wife, 

T hus future LOCKS and NEWTONS rife; 

Or hardy Chiefs to wield the Lance, 

And fave us from the Chains of France. 

Yes, bid your Sons betimes forego [grow ; 

T hofe treach'rous Paths where PLEASURES 

vVhere the young Mind is Folly's Slave, 

'\Vhere ev'ry Virtue finds a Grave. 

L et each bright CharaB:er be nam'd, 

For \,Tifdom or for Valour fa m'd ; 

t Perjius. 
Arc ... 
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Are the dear Youths to Science prone? 
Tell, how th' immortal BACON £hone! 
Who leaving me:rnerJoys to Kings, 
Soar'~ high on Contemplation's vVings; 
Ran·g'd the fair Fields of Nature o'er, 
Where never Mortal trod before-: 
BA CON ! whofe vafi: capacious Plan 
Bef poke him Angel, more than Man ! 

Does Love of Martial Fame infpire? 
Cherifh, ye Fair, the gen'rous Fire; 
Teach them to fpurn inglorious Reft, 
And roufe the Hero in their Breafl:; 
Paint Crdfj,'s vanquiili'd Field anew, 
Their Souis £ha}] kindle at the View ; 
Refolv'd to conquer or to fall, 
When Liberty and Britain call. 
Thus £hall they rule the crimfo Plain, 
Or burl their Thunders 1.hro' the Main; 
Gain with their Blood, nor grudge the Cofr, 
What their degen'rate Sires have lofi : 
The Laurel thus !halt grace their Brow, 
As CHORCHILL's once, or WARREN's now. 

One Summer's Evening as I firay'd 
Along the Silent Moon-ljght Glade; 

With 
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With thefe RellecHons in my Breafi-, 
Beneath an Oak I funk to Reft; 
A gentle Slumber intervenes, 
And Fancy drefs'd inftruB:ive Scenes. 

METHOUGHT a fpacious Road I 'fpy'd, 
And ftately Trees adorn'd its Side; 
Frequented by a giddy Croud 
Of thoughtlefs Mortals, vain and loud ; 
Who trip'd with jocund Heel along, 
And bade me join their fmiling Throng. 

I ftrait obey'd-Perfuafion hung 
Like Honey on the Speaker':; Tongue. 
A doudlefa Sun improv'd the Day, 
And Pinks and Rofes fircw'd our \Vay. 

Now as our Journey we purfue, 
A beauteous Fabrick rofc to View; 
A !hteJy Dome, and fweetly grac'd 
With every Ornament of TaHe. 
'I'his Structure was a Female's Claim, 

/ 

And PLEASURE was the l\1onarch's Nam .. 

The Hall we enter'd uncontroul'd, 
And faw the QEeen enthron'd on Gold; 

C Lrabian 
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.Arabian Sweets perfum~d the Ground, 

And laughing Cupids flutter'd round; 

A flowing Vefi adorn'd the Fair, 

And :Row'ry Chaplets wn:ath'd her Hair: 

FRAUD taught the Qyeen a thoufand Wiles, 

A thoufand foft infidious Smiles; 

LOVE taught her lifping Tongue to fpeak, 

And form'd the Dimple in her Cheek; 

T'he LILLY, blended with the ROSE, 

The Tincture of her Face compofe; 

Nor did the God of WIT difdain · 

To mingle with the lhining Train. • 

Her Vot'ries flock 'd from various Parts, 

A,nd chieRy Yau.th refign'd their Hearts ., 

The Old in ( )aring Numbers prefs'·d, 

But aukward Devotees at beft. 

Now let us range at larg-e, we cry'<l , 
Thro' all the Garden' ca{ted P ride. 

Here ] afm ines fpr "Jd 

T o dee ( tnt; ,- ,t'l~ or 
,, , F' ' e ... liver .ow r, 

·cav the Bow'r ; 

T:.e -r.7 oodb:nes :. ix • c'il'rous Play, 
A nd breath. t'-1·:ir f '.FY a.Jt wives away. 
He:e rifin&, .I\11rtles form a: iade, 
Th"'1c _'?_ofiJs b1ufli, ;:md fcc:-i~ the Glade. 

The 
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The OrangtJ, with a vernal Face, 

Wears ev'ry rich autumnal Grace; 

While the young Bloffoms here unfold, 

There fuines the Fruit, like pendent Gold~ 

Citrons their balmy Sweets exhale, 

And triumph in the difl:ant Gale. 

Now Fountains murm'ring to the Song, 

Roll their tranflucent Streams along. 

Thro' all the aromatic Groves, 

The faithful Turtles coo their Loves. 

The Lark afcending pours his Notes, 

And Linnets [well their rapt'rous Throats. 

PLEASURE, Imperial Fair! how gay 

Thy Empire, and how wide thy Sway r 
Enchanting Qyeen ! how [oft thy Reign, 

How l\t1an, fond :rvhn ! irT p1ores thy Chain ! 
Yet Thine each meretricious Art, 

That .we3.kens, and corrupts the Heart. 

The childiih Toys and wanton Page 

Which fink and profiitute the Stage! 
The Mafquerade, that jufi Offence 

To Virtue, and Reproach to Senfe ! 
The Midnight Dance, the mantling Bowl, 
And All, that diffipate the Soul; 

C 2 AH 
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All that to ruin Man combine, 

Yes, fpecious Harlot, All are Thine? , 

Vvhence fr,rung th' accurfed Luft of Play 
Which beggars Thoufands in a Day? 
Speak, Sorc'refs, fpeak (for · Thou can'fr tell) 
Who call'd the treach'rous Card from H€ll? 
N -ow Man profanes his reas'ning Pow'rs 
Profanes fweet Friendiliip's facred Hours; 
Abandon'd to inglorious Ends, 

And faithlefs to Himfelf and Friends_; 
A Dupe to every artful Knave, 

To every abjecl: Willi a Slave; 
But who againft himfelf combines, 
Abetts his Enemy's Defrgns. 
When RAPINE meditates a Blow, 
He fnares the Guilt who aids the Foe. 
Is Man a Thief who freals my Pelf? 
How great his Theft, who robs himfelf ! 
Is Man, who gulls his Friend, a Cheat? 
How heinous then is Self- deceit ! 
Is Murder jufily deem'd a Crime? 
How black his Guilt, who murders Time ! 
Shou'd Cufiom plead, as Cufiom will, 
Grand Precedents to palliate Ill, 

Shall 
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Shall Modes and Forms avail with me, 

- When Reafon difavows the Plea ? 
,i\Tho games, is Felon of his Wealth, 

His ·Time, ~is Liberty, his Health. 

VIRTUE forfakes his fordid Mind, 

And HONOUR fcorns to fray behind. 

From Man when thefe bright Cherubs part, . 

Ah ! what's the poor deferted Heart ; 

A (avage Wild that iliocks the Sight, 

Or Chaos, and impervious Night ! 
Each gen'rous Principle ·defiroy'rl, 

And Dt:emons croud the frightful Void ! 

Shall Siam's Elephant fuppI y 
The baneful defolating Die? 

Againfi: the honefl: Sylvan's Will, 

You taught his iv'ry Tufk to kill. 

Heav'n, fond its Favours to difpenfe, 

Gave him that Weapon for Defence. 

That Weapon, for his Guard defign'd, 

You render'd fatal to Mankind. 

He plann'd no Death for thoughtlefs Youth, 

You gave the Venom to his Tooth. 

Blu{h, Tyrant, blulh, for oh ! 'tis true 

That no fell Serpent bites like you. 

C 3 The 
' 
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The Gueits were order'd to depart, 
Reluclance fat on ev'ry Heart: 

A Porter fuew'd a diff'rent Door, 

Not the fair Portal known before ! 
The Gates, methought, were open'd wide, 

The Crouds defcended in a Tide. 

But oh J ye Heav'ns, what vafi Surprize 

Struck the Advent'rers' frighted Eyes ! 
A barFen Heath before us lay, . 

And gath'ring Clouds obfcur'd the Day; 

The Darknefs ro[e in fmoky Spires ; 

The Light'nings flaih'd their livid Fires : 

Loud Peals of Thunder rent the Air, 

While Vengeance chill'd our Hearts with Fear. 

Five ruthlefs Tyrants /way' d the Plain, 

And triumph'd o'er the manglecl Slain. 

Here fat DIST ASTE, with fickly Mien, 
And more than half devoured with Spleen : 

There flood REMORSE, with Thought opprefl, 

And 1/ipers feeding on his Brea!l:: 

Then Vv ANT, dejected, pale and thin, 

With Bones jufi fl:arting thro' his Skin; 

A ah afl:ly Fiend !-and clofe behind 

DISEASE his aching Head reclin'd ! 
His 
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His everlafiing Thirfl: confefs'd 

The Fires, which rag'd within _his Breafl:: 

DEATH clos'd the Train '! the hideous Form 

Smil'd unrelenting in the Storm : 

When fl:rait a doleful Shriek was heard ; 

I 'woke-The Vifion difappear'd. 

Let not the unexperienc'd Boy 
Deny that PLEASURES will defl:roy: 

Or fay that Dreams are vain and wild, 

Like Fairy Tales, to pleafe a Child. 

Important Hints the Wife may reap 

From Sallies of the Soul in Sleep. 

And £nee there's Meaning in my Dream, 

The Moral merits your Efieem. 

C4 1-1 E JI L T JJ, 
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HE. AL T H. 

' VISION III. 

ATTEND my Vifions, thoughtlefs Youths, -

Ere long you' ll think them weighty Truths; 

Prudent it were to think fo now,. 

E re Age has filvered o?er your Brow: 

For He, who at his early Years 

Has fown in Vice, fha11 reap in Tears. 

If Folly has poffefs'<l his Prime, 

Difeafe {hall gather Strength in Time; 

Poifon {hall rage in ev'ry Vein,­

N or Penitence dilute the Stain: 

And when each Hour fhall urge his Fate,. 

Thought, like the Doctor, comes too late. 

The Subject of my Song is HE AL TH~ 

A Good fuperior far to Wealth. 

Can the young Mind di{hufi its Worth ! 

Conf ult the Monarchs of the Earth :. 

Imped~ 
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Imperial Czars, and Sultans, own 
No Gem fo bright, that decks their Throne:: 
Each for t~is Pearl his Crown would quit~ 
.i\nd turn a Rufiic., or a Cit. 

Mark, tho' the Bleffing's lofi with Eafe::> 
'Tis not recover'd when you plea[e. 

Say not that Gruels fhall avail, 
For falutary Gruels faiJ. 
.Say Bot, Apollo's Sons f ucceed, 

Apol/o?s Son is Egypt's t Reed. 
How fruitlefs the Phyfici2.n's SkiIJ, 
How vain the penitential Pill, 
The marble Monuments proclaim, 

The humbler Turf confirms the fame l1 

Prevention is the better Cure, 

So fays the Proverb, and 'tis Jure. 

"7 ou'd you extend your narrow ~pan~ 
And make the mofi: of Life you can; 
W ou'd .you, when Med'cines cannot faveJ 

Dcfcend with Eafe into the Grave; 

Calmly retire, like Evening Light, 

Aoo chearful bid the Vv orld Good Night; 

t Jn Al!l1fion to 2 Kings xviii. 21. 

Let 
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Let Temp'rance confl:antly prefide, 

Our heft Phyfician, Friend,. and Guide·! 

Wou,.d you to Wifdom make Pretence, 

Proud to be taught a Man of Senfe ; 

Let Temp'rance (always Friend to Fame) 

With fieddy Hand clirecl: your Aim ; 

Or, like an Archer in the D·ark, 

Your random Shaft will mifs the Mark :: 

For they, who flight her ,golden Rules,. 

In Wifdom's Volume fiand for Fools .. 

But Morals, unadorn'd by Art, 

Are feldom known to reach the Heart. 

I'll therefore {hive to raife my Theme 

With all the Scenery of Dream. 

Soft were my Slumbers, f weet my Reff,. 

Such as the Infant's on the Breafi: ;. 

When Fancy, ever on the Wing,, 

. And fruitful as the genial Spring); 

Prefented in a Blaze of Light~ 

A new Creation to my Sight. 

A rural Landfcape I defcry'd, 

Drefi in the Robes of Summer Pride; 

... 

The 
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The Herds ad-orn'd the iloping Hil1g, 
That glitter"d with their tinkling Rills· ; 
Below the fleecy Mothers 11:ray'd, 
And round their fportive Lambkins play'd. 

Nigh to a murm'ring Brook I faw 
An humble Cottage thatch'd with Straw; 
Behind, a Garden that fupp1y'd 
All things for Ufe, and none for Pride :: 
Beauty prevail'd thro' ev'ry Part, 
But more of Nature than of Art. 

Hail, thou fweet, calm, unenvied Seat.! 
I faid, and b1e[s'd the fair Retreat : 
Here wou'd I pafs my r€mnant Days,, 
Unknown to Cenfure, or to Praife; 
Forget the World, and be forgot, 
As Pope defcrik>es his Vefial's Lot. 

While thus I mus'd, a beauteous Maid 
Step'd f.rom a Thicket's neighb'ring Shade ; 
Not Hampton's Gallery can boafr, 
Nor Hudfon paint fo fair a Toafr: 
She claim'd the Cott.rge for her own,. 
To HEAL TH a Cottage is a Throne. 

The 



The Annals fay (to prove her Worts)' 

The GRACES folemniz'd her Birth. 

Garlands of various Flow'rs they wrought,. 

The Orchard's blufhing Pride they brought : 

Hence in her Face the Lilly fpeaks, 

And hence the Rofe which paints her Cheeks} 

The Cherry gave her Lips to glow, 

Her Eyes were Debtors to the Sloe; 

And, to compleat the lovely Fai.r,. 

'Tis faid, the Chefnut fi:ain''d her Hair. 

The Virgin was averfe to Courts,. 

But often feen in rural Sports ; 

When in her rofy Ve.fl: the Morn 

Walks o'er tbe Dew-befpangled· Lawn, 

The Nymph is foil- to. form the Race, 

Or wind the Horn, and lead the Chace ... 

Sudden I heard a ihouting Train,­

Glad Acclamations .fill'd the Plain: 

Unbounded Joy improv,.d the Scene, 

For HEAL TH was loud proclaim'd a Queen. 

Two fmiling Cherubs grac'd her Throne, 

·{To modern Courts, I fear, unknown;) 
One 
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One was the Nymph, that loves the Ligh_t,, 
Fair INNOCENCE, array'd in white;­
With Sifter PEACE i,n clofe Embrace> 
And Heav'n all ope.ning in her Face .. 

The Reign was fong, the Empire gr.ea~ 
And VIRTUE, Minifier o.f State. 
In other Kingdoms, ev'ry H01:1r, 
You hear of Vice pref err' d to Pow'r : 
VICE was a perfect Stranger here; 
No Knaves engrofs'a· the Royal Ear ; 
No Foo]s _obtain'd this Monarch,.s Grace ; 
VIRTUE difpos'd of every Place. 

'-''hat fickly Appetites are ours, 
Still varying with the varying Hours t 
And tho' from good to bad we range, 
~o Matter, fays the Fool, "'tis Change.'' 

· Her Subjects now exprefs'd apace 
Di!fatisfacl:ion in their Face : 
Some viev1 the State with Envy's Eye, 
Some were difpleas'd, they k11ew not why : 
When FACTION, ever bold and vain, 
W ith Rigour tax'd their Monarch's Reign. 

T hi· 

, 
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Thus fhou'd an Angel from above, 

Fraught with Benevolence and Love, 

Defcend to Earth, and here impart 

Important Truths to mend the Heart: 

Would not th' infhucl:ive Guefi difpenfe 

With Paffion, Appetite, and Senfe; 

We 1hould his heav'nly Lore defpife, 

And fend him to his former Skies. 

A dang'rous hoflile Power arofe , 

To HEALTH, whofe Hou!hold were her Foes~ 

A Harlot's loofe Attire fue wore, 

And LUXURY the Name fue bore. 

Thi;; Princefs of unbounded Sway, 

Whom .Ajia's fofter Sons obey, 

Made War againft the ~een of HEAL TH, 

Affifted by the Troops of WEAL TH. 

The Qyeen was firft to take the Field, 

Arm'd with her Helmet and her Shield; 

Temper'd with fuch fuperior Art, 

That both were Proof to ev'ry Dart. 

Two warlike Chiefs approach'd the Green, 

And wond'rous Fav'rites with the ~een: 

Both were of .Amazonian Race, 

Both high in Merit, and in Place. 
Here 

, 
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Here RESOLUTION march'd, whofe Soul 
No Fear could iliake, no Pow'r controul; 
The Heroine wore a Roman Veit, 
A Lion's Heart inform'd her Breafr. 
TherePR:UDENCE fhone~whofeBofomwrought 
With all the va~ious Plans of Thought; 
'Twas Ber's to bid the Troops engage, 
And teach the Battle where to rage. 

And now the Siren's Armies prefs, 
Their Van was headed by EXCESS : 
The mighty Wings, that form'd the Side, 
Commanded by that Giant PRIDE : 
While SICKNESS, and her Sifiers PAIN, 
And POVERTY, the Center gain: 
REPENTANCE., with a Brow fevere, 
And DEATH, wasltation'd in the Rear. 
HEAL TH rang'dherTroopswith matchlefsArt, 

And acted the defenfive Part : 
Her Army pofied on a Hill, 
Plainly befpoke fuperior Skill : 
Hence were difcover'd thro' the Plain, 
The Motions of the hofiile Train : 
vVhile PRUDENCE, to prevent Surprize, 
Oft fally'd with her trufly Spies; 
Explor'd each Ambufcade below, 
And reconnoitred well the Foe. 

Afar 
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Afar when LUXURY defcry'd 

Inferior Force by Art fupply'd, 

The Siren fpake-Let Fraud prevail, 

Since a11 my numerous Hoits mufl fail ; 

Henceforth' Hofl:ilities fhall ceafe, 

I'll fend to HEAL TH, and offer Peace. 

Strait fhe difpatch'd, witn Pow'rs compleat,. 

PLEASURE, her Minifrer, to treat. 

This wicked Strumpet topp'd her Part, 

And fow'd Sedition in the Heart; 

Thro' ev'ry Troop the Poifon ran, 

All were infected to a lv1an. 

The wary Generals were won 

.By PLEASURE's Wiles, and Both undone. 

JOVE held the Troops in high Difgrace, 

And bade Difeafes blafl their Race ; 

Look'd on the ~een with melting Eyes,. 

And fnatch'd his Darling to the Skies: 

Who fiill regards thofe wifer Few, 

That <lare her Dictates to purfue. 

For where her flr_icl:er Law prevails, 

Tho' Paffion prompts, or Vice <tifaiis ; 

Long {hall They clouJlefs Skies behold, 

And their calm Sun-fet beam with Gold. 

CON-
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CONTENT. 

V I S I O N !Ve 

M AN is deceiv'd by outward Show­

'Tis a plain homefpun Truth I know_; 

The Fraud prevails at ev'ry Age, 

So (ays the School-boy, and the Sage; 

Yet fiill we hug the dear Deceit, 

And {till exclaim againft the Cheat. 

But whence this inconfifient Part? 

-Say, MoraliH:s, who know the Heart: 

If you'll this Labyrinth purfue, 

1'11 go before, and find the Clue. 

I dr _amt ('twas on a Birth-day Night) 

A fumptuous Palace rofe to Sight : 

The Builder had, thro' ev'ry Part., 

Obferv'd the chafieR Rules of Art; 

Raphael 
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Raphael and Titian had difplay'd 
All the full Force of Light and Shade: 
Around the livery'd Servants wait; 
An aged Porter kept the Gate. 

As I was traverfing the Hall, 
Where Brujfels' Looms adorn'd the WaJJ, 
(Whofe Tap'firy £hews, without my Aid, 
A Nun is no fuch ufelefs Maid) 
A graceful Perfon came in View, 
(His Form, it feems, is known to few;) 
His Drefs was unadorn'd with Lace, 
But Charms ! a thoufand in his Face. 

This, Sir, your Property ? I cry'd­
MaHer and Manfion coincide : 
Where alJ, indeed, is truly great, 
And proves, that Blifs may dwell with State. 
Pray, Sir, indulge a Stranger's Claim, 
And grant the Favour of your Name. 

" CONTENT," the lovely Form reply'd; 
But think not, here that I refide; 
Here lives a Courtier, bafe and fly; 
An open, honeft, Ruftic, I. 

Our 
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Our Tafl:e and Manners difagree, 

His Levee boafls no Charms for me~ 

For Titles, and the Smi.I es of Kings, 

To me are cheap unheeded Things. 

('-Tis Virtue can alone impart 

The Patent of a Ducal Heart : · 

U nlefs this Herald fpeaks him great, 

What fhall avail the Glare of State ? ) 

Thofe fecre_t Charms are my Delight, 

Which fhine remote from public Sight: 

Paffi@ns fub<lued, Defires at refl,--­

And hence his Chaplain !hares my Breafr. 

There was a Time (his Grace can tell) 

I knew the Duke exceeding well ; 

Knew ev'ry Secret of his Heart ; 

In truth, we never were apart : 

But when the Court became his End., 

He turn'd his Back upon his Friend. 

One Day I call'd upon his Grace, 

J ufl: as the Duke had got ~ Place : 

I thought (but thought amifs, 'tis clear) 

I iliou'd be welcome to the Peer, 

Yes, welcome to a Man in Pow'r ·; 

And fo I was for half an Hour. 

D But 
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But he grew weary of his Guefr, 

And foon difcarded me his Brea.ft ; 

Upbraided me with Want of Merit, 

But moft for Poverty of Spitit. 

You relifh not the great Man's Lot? 

Come, hafien to my humbler Cot. 

Think me not partial to the Great, 

I'm a fworn Foe to Pride and State; 

No Monarchs £hare my kind Embrace, 

There's fcarce a Monarch knows my Face: 

CONTENT iliuns Courts, and oft'ner dwells 

With modefl: Worth in rural Celb; 

There's no Complaint, tho' brown the Bread, 

Or the rude Turf fufiain the Head, 

Tho' hard the Couch, and coarfe the Meat, 

Still the brown Loaf and Sleep are fweet. 

Far from the City I refide, 

And a thatch'd Cottage all my Pride. 

True to my Heart, I feldom roam, 

Becaufe I find my Joys at home: 

For foreign Vifits then begin, 

When the M:ln feels a Void within. 

But 
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But tho' from Towns and Crouds I .fly, 
No Humourifi, nor Cynic, I. 
Amidft fequefier'd Shades I prize 

The Friendfhips of the Good, and Wife, 
Bid VIRTUE and her Sons attend, 

VIRTUE will tell thee, I'm her Friend; 

Tell thee, I'm faithful, confl:ant, kind, 
Arid meek, and lowly, and refign'd ; 

Will fay, there's no Diil:incl:ion known 

Betwixt her Houfhold and my own. 

AuTHOR. J If thefe the Friendfhips you purfue, 
·Your Friends, I fear, are very few. 

So little Company, you fay, 
Yet fond of Home from Day to Day ? 
How do you fhun Detracl:ion's Rod? 
I doubt your Neighbours think you odd 1 

CONTENT.] I commune withmyfelfatNight, 

And aik my Heart if all be right : 

If, " Right," replies my faithful Breafi-, 

I fmile, and dofe my Eyes to Reft. 

AUTHOR.] You feem regardlefs of the Town: 

Pray, Sir, how fiand you with the Gown? 

D 2 CoN':fENT,] 
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CoNTENT.J The Clergy fay they love me well, 

Whether they do, they beft can tell : 

They paint me modefi, friendly, wife, 

And always praife me to the Skies ; 

But if Conviction's at the Heart, · ' 

Why not a correfpondent Part ? 

For lhall the le:uned Tongue prevail, 

If Actions preach a diff'rent Tale ? 

Who'll feek my Door or grace my Walls, 

When lleither Dean nor Prelate calls ? 

With thofe my Friendlhips moft obtain, 

Who prize their Duty more than Gain; 

Soft Row the Hours whene'er we meet, 

And confcious Virtue is our Treat; 

Our hannlefs Breafis no Envy know, 

And hence we fear no fecret Foe ; 

Our Walks Ambition ne'er attends, 

And hence we afk no pow'rful Friends; 

vVe wiili the befi to Church and State, 

But leave the Streerage to the Great; 

Carelefs, who rifes'; or who falls, 

And never dream of vacant Stalls ; 

Much lefs, by Pride or Int'refi drawn, 

Sigh for the fVIitre, and the Lawn. 

Obferve 
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Qpferve the Secrets of my Art, 
I'll fundamental Truths impart : 
And if y0u'll my Advice purfue, 

I'll quit my Hu.t, and dwell with you. 

The Paffions ttre a num'rous Croud, 
Imperious, pofitive and loud : 
Curb thefe licentious Sons of Stri fr ;­

Hence chiefly rife the Storms of Life: 
If they grow mutinous, and rave, 

They ar~ thy !vfa!hirs, Thou their Slave" 

Regard the World with cautious Eye, 
Nor raife your Expecl:ation high. 
See that the ballanc'd Scales be fuch, 

You neither fear, nor hope too much. 

For Difappointment's not the thing, 

'Tis Pride and Paffion point the Sting. 

Life is a Sea, where Storms mufi rife, 
'Tis Folly _talks of cloudlefs Skies : 

He, who contracts his [welling Sail, 

Eludes the Fury of the Gale. 

Be fiill, nor anxious Thoughts employ. 
Diftrufi imbitters prefent Joy : 

D 3 0Pi 
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On GOD for all Events depend _; 

You cannot want when GOD's your Friend. 

Weigh well your Part, and do your befi ; 
Leave to your Maker all the refi. 

The Hand which form'd thee in the Womb, 

Guides from the Cradle to the Tomb. 

Can the.fond Mother night her Boy; 
Can !he forget her prattling Joy? 
Say then, ihall SOV'REIGN LOVE defert 

The humble, and the honefi Heart? 
Heav-'n m·ay not grant thee all thy Mind ·; 

Yet fay not thou that Heav'n's unkind. 

GOD is alike, both good and wife, 

In what he grants, and what denies: 

Perhaps, what Goodnefs gives to·day, 

To-morrow Goodnefs takes away. 

You fay, that Troubles intervene, 

That Sorrows darken half the Scene. 

True and this Conrequence you fee, 

The World was ne'er defign'd for thee: 

You're like a PaJTenger below, 

That fiays perhaps a Night or fo; 
But fiill his native Country lies 

Beyond the Bound'ries of the Skies. 

G.f 
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Of Heav'n afk ViTtue, Wi[dom, Health_, 

But never let thy Pray'r be v\-1: ea]th. 

If Food be thine, ( tho' little Gold) 

And Raiment to repel the Cold ; 

~such as may Nature's Wants fuffice, 

Not what from Pride and Folly rife; 

If foft the Motions of thy Soul, 

And a calm Confcience crowns the whole_; 

Add but a Friend to all this Store, 

You can't in Reafon wifh for more : 

And if kind Heav'n this· Comfort br_ings, 

'Tis more than Heav'n befiows on I<.ings. 

He fpake-The airy Spectre flies, 

And {hait the fweet Il]ufion dies. 

The Vifion, at the early Dawn, 

Confign'd me to the thoughtful Morn; 

To all the Cares of waking Clay, 

And inconfifient Dreams of Day. 

D+ . HAP~ 
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HAPPINESS. 

- V I S I O N V. 

Y ~ ductile Youths, whofe rifing Sun 

Hath many Circles fl:ill to run ; 

Who wifely wi{h the Pilot's Chart, 

·To freer thro' Life th' unfteady Heart;• 

And all the thoughtful Voyage paft, 

To gain a happy Port at lafi: : 

Attend a Seer's infiruB:ive Song, 

For moral Truths to Dreams belong. 

I faw this wond'rous Vifion foon, 

Long ere my Sun had reach'd its Noon; 

Jufi when the rifing Beard began 

To grace my Chin, and call me Man. 

One Night, when balmy Slumbers fhed 

Their peaceful ... oppies o'er my Head, 
My 
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I\1y Fancy Jed me to explore 
A thoufand Scenes unknown before. 
I faw a plain extended wide, 
.And Crouds pour'd in from ev'ry Side : 
1\11 feem'd to fl:art a diff'rent Game, 
Yet aJl declar'd their Views the fame : 
The Chac<I was HAPPINESS I found, 
But aJJ, alas ! enchanted Ground. 

Indeed I judg'd it wond'rous fl-range, 
To fee the giddy Numbers range 
Thro' Roads, which promis'd nought, at bell, 
'.B1Jt Sorrow to the human Breaft, 
Methought, if Blifs was all their View, 
Why did they diff'rent Paths purfue? 
The waking World has long agreid, 
That Bagfhot's not the Road to Tweed: 
And be who Berwick feeks thro' Stains, 

.Shall have his Labour for his Pains. 

As PARNEL * fays, my Bofum wrought 
With Travail of uncertain Thought : 

A!i1d, as 2n Angel help'd the Dean, 
:1\1y Angel chafe to intervene; 

~ The Flermit. 
The 
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The Drefs of each was much the fime, 

And VIRTUE was my Seraph's Na.rne. 

When thus the Angel Silence broke., 

Her Voice was Mufic as !he fpoke~ 

Attend, 0 Man, nor leave my Side, 

And Safety fhall thy Footfl:eps guide ; 

Such Truths I'll teach, fuch Secrets fhow, 

As none b-ut favour'cl 1v1ortal-s know. 

She faid-and fl:rai.t we march'd along 

To join AMBITION's active Throng: 

Crouds urg'd on Crouds with eager Pace, 

And happy He, who Jed the Race. 

Axes and Daggers Jay unfeen 

In Ambufcade along the Green : 

'\Nhile Vapours lhed delufive Light, 

And Bubbles mock'd tbe difiant Sight. 

We faw a fhining Mountain. rife, 

Whofe tow'ring Summit reach'd the Skies: 

The Slopes were fl:eep, and form'd of Glafs,, 

Painful and hazardous to pafs : 

Courtiers and Statefmen led the "\.,\Tay, 

The faithlefs Paths their Steps betray; 
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This Moment feen aloft to foar, 
The n€xt to fall and rife no more. 

'Twas here AMBITION kept her Court, 
A Phantom of gigantic Port; 
The Fav'rite that fufiain'd her Throne, 

Was F ALSHOOD, by her Vizard known; 

Next ftood MISTRUST, with frequent Sigh, 
Diforder'd Look, and fquinting Eye; 
While meager ENVY claim'd a Place, 

And JEALOUSY with jaundic'd Face. 

But where is HAPPINESS? I cry'd. 
My Guardian turn'd, and thus reply'd. 

Mortal, by Folly fl-ill beguil'd, 
Thou hafi: not yet outfirip'd the Child ; 
Thou, who hafi: Twenty Winters feen, 
(I hardly think thee pafi Fifteen) 
To afk if HAPPINESS can dwell 
With every dirty Imp of Hell l 
Go to the School-boy, he £hall preach, 
Wha Twenty Winters cannot teach ; 
He'Jl tell thee from his weekly Theme, 

That tn y Purfuit is al1 a Dream : 

3 

That 
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That Blifa ambitious Views difowns, 

And {elf-dependent; laughs at Thrones; 

Prefers the Shades and lowly Seats, 

Whither fair Innocence retreats : 

So -the coy Lily of the Vale, 

Shuns Eminence, and loves the Dale. 

I blulh'd; and now we crofs'd the Plaia, 

To find th~ Money-getting Train; 

Thofe filent, fnug, commercial Bands, 

With bu(y Looks, and dirty Hands. 

Amidfl: thefo thoughtful Crouds th~ Old 

Phc'd all their HAPPINESS in Gold. 

And furely if ther-e's Blifs below, 

Thefe hoary Heads the Secret know. 

We journey'd with the plodding Crew, 

When foon a Temple rofe to View : 

A Gothic Pile ! with Mofs o'er-grown ; 

Strong were the Walls, and built with Stone. 

Without a thoufand Mafiiffs wait: 

A thoufand Bolt [ecure the Gate. 

We fought Adjniffion long in vain ; 

For here ail .,....avours feil for Gain: 

The greedy Porter yie.ids to Gold, 

His Fee receiv'd, the Gates unfold. 

AiTembled 
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Affembled Nations here we found, 
And view'd the cringing Herds around, 
Who daily facrific'd to WEAL TH, 
Their Honour, Confcience, Peace and Health. 
I faw no Charms that cGu'd engage; 
The God appear'd like fordid Age., 
With hooked Nofe, and famifh'd Jaws, 
But Serpent's Eyes, and Harpy's CJaws : 
Behind {food FEA~ that refilefs Spright,, 
Which haunts the Watches of the Night ; 
And Viper-CARE, that fiings fo deep, 
Whofe deadly Venom murders Sleep. 

We haflen'd now toPLEASURE's Bow'rs: 
Where the .gay Tribes fat crown'd with Flow'.r:$: 
Here BEAUTY every Charm difplay'd, 
And Love enflam'd the yielding Maid: 
Delicious WINE our Tafie employs, 
His crimfon Bowl exalts our Joys: 
I felt .its gen"rous Pow'r, and thought 
The Pearl was found, that Jong I fought. 
Determin'd here to fix my Home, 
I blefs'd the Change, nor wifu'd to roam : 
The SERAPH difapprov'd my Stay, 
Spread her fa,ir Plumes, and wing'd away. 

Alas 



Alas ! whene'er we talk of Blifs, 

How ·prone is Man to judge amifs ! 

See, a long Train of Ills confpires 

To fcourge our uncontroul'd Defires. 

Like Summer Swarms DISEASES croud, 

Each bears a Crutch, or each a Shroud : . 

FEVER ! that thirfiy Fury, came, 

With inextinguilhable Flame ; 

CONSUMPTION, fworn Ally of DEATH! 

Creep'd flowly on with panting Breath; 

GOUT roar'd, and fuew'd histbrobbing Feet; 

And DROPSY took the Drunkard's Seat : 

STONE brought his tort'ring Racks; and near 

Sat PALSY iliaking in her Chair, 

A mangled Youth, beneath a Shade~ 

A melanchoJy Scene dif play' d ; 

His nofelefs Face, and loathfome Stains, 

Proclaim'd the Poifon in his Veins; 

He rais'd his Eyes, he fmote his Breai1, 

He wept aloud, and thus addrefs'd. 

For bear the Harlot's falfe Embracre, 

Tho' Lewdnefs wear an Angel's Face. 

Be wife by my Experience taught, 

[ di.e, alas ! for Want of Thought. 
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As he, who trq.vds Libya's Plains, 
Where the fierce Lion lawlefs reigns, 
Is feiz'd with Fear and wild Difmay, 
When the grim Foe obfiruc'cs his Way : 
My Soul was pierc'd with equal Fright, 
My tott'ring Limbs oppos'd my Flight; 
I call'd on VIRTUE, but in vain, 
Her Abfence quicken'd ev'ry Pain: 

At length the flighted ~ngel heard, 
The dear refulgent Form appear'd. 

Prefumptuous Youth? ilie faid, and frown'cl; 
(My Heart~firings flutter'd at the Sound) 
Who turns to me reluctant Ears, 
Shall ilied a Flood of future Tears. 
Thefe Rivers £hall for ever lafi, 
There's no retracting what is pafi : 
Nor think avenging Ills to £bun; 
Play a fa1fe Card, and you're undone. 

Of PLEASURE's gilded Baits beware", 
Nor tempt the Syren's fatal Snare: 
Forego this curs'd, detefied Place, 
Abhor the Strumpet, and her Race : 

Hai 
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Had you thofe fofter Paths purfu'd, 

Perdition, Stripling, had enfu'd : 

Yes, Ry you fian<l upon its Brink ; 

To-morrow is too late to think. 

Indeed unwelcome Truths I tell, 

But mark my facre<l Leffon well: 

With me whoever lives at Strife, 

Lofes his better Friend for Life; 

vVith me who lives in Friend£hip's Tifs, 

Finds all that's fought for by the \Vife .. 

Folly exclaims, and well ihe may, 

Becaufe I take her I\1aik away; 

If once I bring her to the Sun, 

The painted Harlot is undone. 

But prize, my Child, oh ! prize my Rul~, 

And leave Deception to her Fools. 

AMBITION deals in Tinfel Toys, 

Her Traffic Gewgaws, fleeting Joys! 

An errant J ugler in Difguife, 

Who holds fal!e Optics to your Eyes. 

But ah I how quick he Shadows pa(s; 

Tho' the bright Vifions thro' her Glafs 

Charm at a Diltance; yet, when near, 

The bafelefs Fabricks difappear. 
Nor 
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Nor RICHES boafi intrinfic Worth, 

Their Charms at b~fi, fuperior Earth : 

Thefe oft the Heav'n~born Mind enflave, 

And make an honefi Man a Knave. 

" Wealth cures my W a'nts," the Mifer cries; 

Be not decei"v'd, the Mifer lies : 
One Want he has with all his Store, 

That wori1: of vVants ! the Want of more. 

Tak~ Plea fore, Wealth, · and Pomp away, 
And where i~ HAPPINESS, you fay 1 

'Tis Here--and may be yours-for, know 
I'm all that's Happ.inefs below. 

To Vice I leave tumultuous Joys., 
Mine is the frill and fofter /7oice ; 
That whifpers Peace, when Storms invade, 

And Mufic thro' the Midnight Shade. 

Come then, be mine in ev'ry Part, 

Nor give me lefs, than all your Heart ; 

When Troubles difcompofe your Breafi, 

I'll enter there a chearful Guefl: : 
'My Converfe !hall your Cares beguile, 

The Little vV orld within £hall fmile; 

And 
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And then it fcarce imports a Jot, 
Whether the Great World frowns or not. 

And when the clofing Scenes prevail, 

When Wealth, State, Pleafure, All iliall fail ; 

All that a fooliili World admires, 

Or Paffion craves, or Pride infpires; 

At that important Hour of Need, 

VIRTUE ihall prove a Friend indeed ! 

My Hands fhall fmooth thy dying Bed, 

My Arms fufrain thy drooping Head: 

And when the painful Struggle's o'er, 

And that vain Thing, the World, no more; 

1'11 bear my Fav'rite Son away, 

To Rapture, and Eternal Day. 

l<' R l END-
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FR IE N DS HIP~ 

V I S I O N VI. 

FRJEN DSHIP ! Thou foft, propitious Pow~r i 
Sweet Regent of the facial Hour ! 

Sublime thy Joys, no,r underfiood, 

But by the Virtuous and the Good ! 

CABAL and RIOT take thy Name-. 

But 'tis a falfe affell:ed Claim. 

In Heav'n if Love and Friendfhip dwe1J, 

Can they a{fociate e'er with_ Hell ? 

Thou art the fame thro' Change of Times~ 

Thro' frozen Zones, and burning Climes; 

From the .!Equator to the Pole, 

The fame kind Angel thro' the Whole. 

And fince thy Choice is always free, 

I blefs Thee for thy Smiles on me. 

When Sorrows fwell the Tempef!: high~ 

Thou, a kind P(lrt, art always nigh ; 

E Fo: 
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:For aching Hearts a fov'reign Cure, 

Not foft Nepenihe t half fo fore ! 
And when returning Comforts rife, 

'Thou the brigqt Sun, that gilds our Skies ! 

While thefe Ideas warm'd my Breaft, 

11y weary Eye-lids fiole to Refl:; 

When Fancy re.-affum'<l the Theme, 

And furniih'd this inihucl:ive Dream. 

T fail'd upon a fcormy Sea, 

(Thoufands emb:uk'd alike with me) 

My Skiff was fmalJ, and weak befide, 

Not built, methought, to fiem the Tide. 

The Winds along the Surges fweep, 

The W reeks lie fratter'd thro' the Deep ; 

Aloud the foaming Billows roar, 

Unfriendly Rocks forbid the Shore. 

While all our various Courfe purfue, 

A fpacious IDe falutes our View. 

Two Qyeens, with Tempers cliff 'ring wide, 

This new difcover'd World divide. 

A Ri.ver pa rts their proper Claim, 

And TRUTH its celebrated Name. 

t Nepenthe is an Herb, which being infofed in Wine 

d ifpels Grief. It is unknown to the Moderns; but fome 

bel ieve it a kind of Opium, and others take it for a Spe­

cies of Buglojj . Plin. 21. 21. & 25. 2. 
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One Side a beauteous TraB: of Ground 

Prefents, with living Verdure crown'd, 

The Seafons temp'rate, foft, and mild, 

And a kind Sun that always tmil'd. 

Few Storms molefl: the Natives here ; 

Cold is the only Ill they fear. 

This happy Clime, and grateful SoiJ, 

\Vith Plenty crowns the Lab'rer's Toil. 

Here FRIENDSHIP's happy Kingdom grew, 

Her Realms were fmall, her Subjects few. 

A thoufan<l Charms the Palace grace, 

A Rock of Adamant its Bafe. 

Tho' Thunders roll, and Lightnings Ry, 

This Structure braves th' inclrment Sky. 

Ev'n Time, which other Piles devours, 

And mocks the Pride of human Pow'rs, 

Partial to FR1ENDSHIP's Pile alone, 

Cements the Joints, and binds the Stone; 

Ripens the Beautres of the Pl ace, 

And calls to Life each latent Grace. 

Around the Throne, in Order fiand 

Four Amazons, a trufiy Band; 

Friends ever faithful to advife, 

Or to defend when Dangers rife. 

E 2 Here 

,, 
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Here FORTITUDE in Coat of MaiI ! 
There JUSTICE lifts her golden Scale! 

T'wo hardy Chiefs r who perfevere, 

With Form erect, and Brow fevere; 

Who fmile at Perils, Pains and Death, 

And triumph with their latefi Breath. 

TEMP'RANCE, that comely Matron's near, 

Guardian of all the VIRTUES Here; 

Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming Grace, 
1;Nithout one \\Trinkle in her Face. 

But PRUDENCE mofi attracts the Sight, 
And !hines pre-eminently bright. 

To view her various Thoughts that rife, 

She holds a Mirrour to her Eyes; 

The Mirrour, faithful to its Charge, 

Reflects the Virgin's Soul in large. 

A VIRTUE with a fofter Air, 

"\Vas H and-mciid to the regal Fair. 

This Nymph, indulgent, confiant, kind9 

De.rives from Heav'rt her fpotlefs Mind; 
\Vhen Actions wear a dubious Face, 

Puts the beft Meaning on the Cafe ; 

Sr.e 
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She fpreads her Arms, and bares her Breafi, 

'I'akes in the Na keel and Diflrefo'd; 

·Prefers the hungry Orphan's Cries, 

And from her ~een obtains Supplies. 

The Maid, who acts this lovely Part, 

Grafp'd in her Hand a bleeding Heart. 

Fair CHARITY! be Thou my Gudt, 

And be thy confiant Couch my Breafr. 

But Virtues of inferior Name, 

Croud round the Throne with equal .Claim; 

In Loyalty by none furpafs'd, 

They hold Allegiance to the lafi. 

Not ancient Records e'er can fhow 

That one deferted to the Foe. 

The River's other Side difplay'd 

Alternate Plots of Flow'rs and Shade, 

\Vhere Poppies fl1one with various Hue, 

1Vhere yielding vVillows plenteous grew; 

And Humble t PLrnts> by Trav'lcrs thought 

With Dow but certain Poifon fraught . 

Beyond thefe Scenes, the Eye defcry'd 

A pow'rful Realm extended wide, 

E 3 \Vhofc 

t The Humble Plant bends down before the Touch (as 
t:1e Simjiti:ve Pl::rnt fhrinks from the Touch)_ an I is Cid 

by fome to be th"! Dow Po1l0n of the I,1.lians. 
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Vlhofe iound'ries from North-eafr begun 

And firetch'd to meet the South-wefi Sun. 

Here FLATT'RY boafis defpotic Sway, 
A nd bafks in all the Warmth of Day. 

Long praB:is'd in Deception's School, 

T he Tyrant knew the Arts to rule; 

Elated with th' Imperial Robe, 

She plans the Cooquefr of the Globe; 

And aided by her Servile Trains, 

L eads Kings, and Sons of Kings, in Chains. 

Her darling Minifier is PRIDE, 

(Who ne'er was known to change his Side) 
A Friend to all her Intere!tsj~fl:, 

And acl:ive to difcharge his Trufl:; 

Carefs'd alike by High and Low, 

The Idol of the Beile and Beau : 

In ev'ry Sh ape, he !hews his Skill, 

And forms her Subjects to his Vvill ; 
Enters their Houfes and their Hearts, 

And gains his Point before he parts. 

Sure never Minifter was known 

So zealo1,1s for his Sov'reign's Thror.1e, ! 

Three Sifters, fimilar in Mien, 

"\Vere Iv1.aids of Honour to the Queen ; 
\Vho 
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Who farther Favours :fhar'd befide, 

As Daughters of her Statefman PRIDE. 

The firfr CONCEIT, with tow'ring Creft, 

Who Jook'd with Scorn upon the reft; 

Fond of herfelf, nor ]efs, I deem, 

Than Dutchefs in her own Efieem. 

Next AFFECTATION, fair and youni, 

With half-form'd Accents on her Tongue, 

Whofe antic Shapes, and various Face, 

Difiorted every native Grace. 

7'hen VANITY, a wanton Maid, 

Flaunting in Brujfels and Brocade; 

Fantafiic, frolickfome and wild, 

With all the Trinkets of a Child. 

The People, loyal to the Qyeen, 

Wore their Attachment in their Mien: 

With chearful Heart they Homage paid, 

And happiefi He, who mofi: obey'd. 

,vhile They, who fo~ght their own Applaufe, 

Promoted mofi: their Sov'rcign's Caufe. 

The Minds of all were fraught with Gui,le, 

Their Manners diffolute and vile; 

And every Tribe, like Pagans, run 

To kneel before the riling Sunp 
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But now fome clam'rous Sounds ariiej 
And all the pleafing Vifion flies. 

Once morel clos'd my Eyes to fleep, 
And g1in'd th' imaginary Deep; 
FANCY prefi.ded at the HeJm, 
And {h:er'd me back to FRIENDSHIP's Realm, 
But oh ! with Horror I relate 
The Revo1utions of her State. 
The Trojan Chief cou'd hardly more 
His Ajiatic Tow'rs deplore. 

For FLATT'RY view'd thofe fairer Plains, 
With longingEyes, whereFRIENDSHIPreigns; 
With Envy heard her Neighbour's Fame, 
And often figh'd to gain the fame. 
At length, by Pride and Int'refl: fir'd, 
To FRIENDSHIP's Kingdom 1he afpir'd. 

And now commencing open Foe, 
She plans in Thought fome mighty Blow; 
Draws out her Forces on the Green, 
And marches to invade the ~een. 

The 
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The River TRUTH the Hofis withftood~ 

And ro1l'd her formidable Flood : 

Her Current {hong, and deep and clear, 

No Fords were found, no Ferries near : 

But as the Troops approach'd the Waves,. 

T'heir Fears foggefi a Thoufand Graves; 

They all retir'd with Hafie extreme> 

And fhudd.er'd at the dang'rous Stream~ 

HYPOCRISY the Gulph exp1ores ;. 

She forms a Bridge, and joins the Shores. 

Thus often Art or Fraud prevails, 

When military Prowefs fails. 

The Troops an eafy Paifage find, 

And Vill:'ry follows clofe behind~. 

FRIENDSHIP with ArGlor charg'd her Foes,1 

And iiow the Fight promifcuous grows ; 

But F L ATT'RY threw a poifon'd Dart, 

And pierc'd th e Ernprefs to the H_eart~ 

The VIRTUES all' around were feen 

To fall in H ea, s about the ~1eeR •. 

The Tyrant {hip'd the mangled Fair,: 

She wore her Spoils, a!Tum"d her Air; 

And mounting next the Suff'rer1s Throne, 

€laim'd the Qyeen's Titles as her own •. 

E 5 Ah1! 

I 
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Ah ! i'nj"ur'd Maid, aloud I cry'd, 
Ah ! injur'd Maid, the Rocks reply'd : 
But judge my Griefs, and ihare them too, 
For the fad Tale pertains to you ; 
Judge, Reader, how my Griefs abound, 
\Vhen FRIENDSHIP'sFoes were mine I found; 
When the fad Scene of Pride and Guile 
Was Rritain's p.00r a·egen'·rate Ifle. 

The .J!mazons-, who prop~d the State,. 
Haply furviv'd the genera] Fate. 
JUSTICE to Powis-Houfe is Red, 
A-nd YORKE fuftains her radiant Head. 
The Virtue FORTITUDE appears 
In open Day at LIGONIER's ;. 
Illufttious Heroine of the Sky, 
Who leads to v-anquifh or to die r, 
'Twas SHE our Vet'rans Breafl:s infpir'a, 
When Belgia's faithlefs Sons retir'd : 
For Tournay's treach'rous Tow'rs can tell 
B ritannia's Children greatly fell. 

No partial Virtue of the Plain r 
Sh~ rous'd the Lions of the Main ; 

Hence 
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Hence t VERNON.'s little Fleet fucceeds, 

And hence the gen'rous *CORNWALL bleeds; 

Hence l!GREENVILLE glorious!-for !hefmil'd 

On the young Hero from a Child. 

Tho' in high Life fti'ch Virtues dwell, 

They'll fuit Plebeian Breafrs as well . 

.Say, that the Mighty and the Great 

Blaze like Meridian Suns of State ; 

Effulgent Excellence difplay, 

Like HALLIFAX, in Floods of ,Day; 

Our letter Orbs may pour their Light, 

Like the mild Crefcent of the Night. 

Tho' pale our Beams, and fma.Jl' our ~_pherc, 

Still we may !hine ierene and .clear. 

Give to the Judge the Scarlet Go.wn,. 

To martial Souls the Civic Crown : 

,vhat then? Is fv1erit their's · alone? 

Have we no \Vorth to call o.ur own ? 

Shall we not vindicate our Part, 

In the firm Breaft, and upright Heart.?· 

Reader, thefe Virtues may be thine,. 

Tho' in fuperior Life they ihine. 

t At Porto-Bello. 

I carlt 

* Againfl: the combined F!eets- of France and Spain. 
l Died in a later Engage1uent with the hench Fleet. 
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I can't difcharge great HARD WI CK's Trufl:-. 
True--but my Soul may fiill be jufr. 
And tho' I can't the State defend, 

I'll draw the Sword to ferve my Frien~. 

Two golden Virtues are behind, 

Of equal Import to the l\1ind ; 

J?R UDENCE, to point out Wifdom's Way, 
Or to reclaim us, when we {hay ; 

'TEMP'RANCE, to guard the youthful Heart, 

When VICE and FOLLY throw the Dart;, 

.Each Virtue, let the vV orlcl agree,. 

Daily refides with you and me. 

AnJ, when our Souls in Friendihip join,. 

VV e'll deem the foci al Bond divine ; 

T hro' ev'ry Scene maintain our Truft, 

Nor e'er be timid or unjufr. 

'1.hat Breafi, where Honour builds his Throne, 

'l'ha t Breafi, which Virtue calls her own, 

1: 01 Int'refi warps, nor F€ar. appalls, 
Vhen Danger frowns, or Lucrn calls. 

No ! the true friend collell:ed Hands, 

l''earlefs his Heart, and pure his Hands. 
Let Im'refi plead, let Storms arife, 

HE lart;s be 110nei1, tho' He dies ! 
!vi AR-
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V I S I O N VII. 

Inf crib' d to Mifs * * * * 

FAIREST, this Vifion is thy Due, 

I form'd th' infiruct.ive Plan for You. 

Slight not the Rules of thoughtful -Age,. 

Your Welfare actuates every Page; 

.But ponder wdl my facred The1ne,.. 

And tremble, while you read my Dream-. 

Thofe aweful Words,. '' 'Till Death do part, n ­

May well alarm the youthfol Heart : 

No After-thought when once a Wife; 

The Die is cafr, and· cafi: for Life ; 

Yet Thoufands venture ev'ry D-ay, 

As fome bafe Paffion leads the Way.. 

Pert Silvia talks of Wedlock-Scenes, 

Tho' hardly enter'd on her Teens ; 

Smiles on her whining Sp.ark, and heaTS 

The fugar' d Speec-h with raptur' d Ears ; 
Impatient 
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Impatient of a Parent's Rule, 

She leaves her Sire and wecfa a Foor. 
.,• 

WANT enters at the guardlefs Door,. 

And LO VE is fled, to come no more .. 

Some few rhere are of ford.id MouJ<l~ 
Who barter Youth and Bloom for Gold; 
Careiefs with what, or whom they mate; 

Their ruling Paffion's all for State. 

But HYfv1EN, gen'rous, jufr, and kind, 
Abhors the· mercenary Mind : 
Such Rebels groan beneath his Rod, 

For HYMEN's a vindictive God;. 
Be joylefs ev'ry Night, he faid, 

.And barren be their nuptial Bed. 

Attend, my Fair, to Wifdom's Voice; 

A better Fate fhall crown thy Choice. 

A married Life, to fpeak the befr, 

Is al-1 a Lottery confeff: : 

· Yet if my Fair-one will be wife, 

I will infure my Girl a Prize ; 

Tho' not a Prize to match thy Worth,. 

Perhaps thy Equal's not on Earth. 

'Tis an important Point to know,, 

1:'here's no Perfection here below, 
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Man's an odd Compound after all, 

And ever has been fince the Fall. 

Say, that he loves you from his Soul, 

5till Man is proud, nor brooks Controul. 

And tho' a Slave in Love's foft Schoor, 

In Wedlock claims his Right to rule. 

The befi:, in fuort, has Faults about him, 

If few thofe Faults, you mufi: not flout him. 

With fome, indeed, you can't difpenf.e, 

As want of Temper, and of Senfe. 

For when the Sun deferts the Skies, 

And the dull Winter Evenings rife, 

Then for a Hufband's facial Pow'r, 

To form the calm, converfive Hour; 

The Treafures of thy Breafl: explore, 

From that rich Mine to draw the Ore ; 

Fondly each gen'rous Thought refine; 

And give thy native Gold to thine; 

Shew Thee, as really Thou art, 

Tho' fair, yet fairer fiill at Heart. 

Say, when Life's purple Bloffoms fade, 

As foon they mufi, thou charming Maid ; 

When in thy Cheeks the Rofes die, 

And Sicknefs clouds that bnlliant Eye; 

Say, vthen or Age or Pains invade, 

And thofe dear Limbs !hall call for Aid ; 
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If thot1 art fetter' d to a Fool, 

Shall not his tranfient Paffion cool ! 
And when thy, Health, and Beauty end, 

Shall thy weak Mate P,erfifi: a Friend ! 
But to a Man of Senfe,, my Dear, 

Ev'n then thouJovely. {halt appear; 
J-Ie'll !hare the Griefs. that -wound thy Heart, 
And weeping claim the larger Part; 
Tho' Age impair.s .that beauteous Face, 

He'll prize the Pearl ber:ond its Cafe. 

In Vl edlock when the Sexes meet, 
Friendiliip is only then compleat. 

'' Blefl: State ! where Souls each other draw., 
" Where Love is LibertYi and Law I 
The choicefl: Ble.ffing found below, 
That Man can wHh, or Heaven beftow-! 
Trufl: me, thefe Raptures are divine, 
For lovely CHLOE onee was mine! 
Nor fear the Varnifh of my Stile, 
Tho' Poet, I'~ efi:rang'd to Guile. 
Ah me ! my faithful Lips impart 
The genuine Languag<:; of my Heart ! 

When Bards extol their Patrons high, 
Perhaps 'tis Gold e.xtorts the Lve; 

• 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps the poor Reward of Bread­

But who burns Incenfe to the Dead ! 

HE, whom a fond AffeB:i,_on draws, 

Carelefs of Cenfure, or _Applaufe; 

Whofe Soul is upright am~ fincere, 

With nought to wiili,, and nought to fear~ 

Now to my vifionary Scheme, 

Attend, and profit by my Dream. 

Amidfi: the Slumbers of the Night 

A fiate!y Temple 'rofe to Sight; 

And ancient as the human Ra<::e, 

If NA TURE's Purpofes you trace. 

This Fane, by all the vVife rever'd, 

To WEDLOCK's pow'rfol God was rear'd, 

Hard by I.faw a graceful Sage, 

His Locks were frofied o'er by Age; 

His Garb was plain,_pis Mind ferene, 

And Wifdom dignify'd his Mien. 

With curious Search his Name I fought, 

And fo uml ' twasHYMEN'sFav'rite-THoUGHT. 

Apace the giddy Crouds advance, 

And a lewd Satyr led the Dance : 
I griev'd 
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I gdev'd to fee whole Thoufands run, 
For oh ! what Thoufands are undone! 
The Sage, when thefe mad Troops he fpy'd1 
In Pity flew to join their Side : 
The difconcerted Pairs began 
To rail againft him to a Man ; 
Vow'd they were Strangers to his Name, 
Nor knew from whence the Dotard came. 

But mark the Sequel-for this, Truth 
Highly concerns impetuous Youth: 
Long ere the Honey Moon cou'd wane, 
Perdition fe1z'd on ev'ry Twain; 
At ev'ry Houfe, and all Day long, 
REPENTANCE ply'd her Scorpion Thong, 
DISGUST was there with frowning rv1ien, 
And ev'ry wayward Child of SPLEEN. 

HYMEN approach'd his aweful Fane, 
Attended by a num'rous Train : 
LOVE with each foft and namckfs Grace, 
Was foft in Favour and in PJace: 
Then came the God with folemn Gait, 
'VVhofe ev'ry Word was big with Fate ; 
His Hand a flaming Taper bore, 
That facred Symbol, farn'd of yore : 

VIRTUE, 
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VIRTUE, adorn'd with ev'ry Charm, 

Sufiain'd the God's incumbent Arm: 

BEAUTY improv'd the glowing Scene 

With all the rofes of Eighteen: 

YOUTH led the gayly fmiling Fair; 

His purple Pinions wav'd in Air: 

\VEAL TH, a clofe Hunks, walk'd hobbling nigh, 

VVith Vulture-Claw, and Eagle -Eye, 

Who Threefcore Years had feen, or more, 

{'Tis faid his Coat had feen a Score;) 

Proud was the Wretch, tho' clad in Rags, 

Prefuming much upon his Bags. 

A Female next her Arts difplay'd, 

Poets alone can paint the Maid: 

~rrufi me, HoGAR TH, ( tho' great thy Fame) 

-,Twould pofe thy Skill to draw the fame; 

And yet thy mimic Pow'r is more 

1_,han ever Painter's was before : 

Pow fhe was fair as Cygnet's Down, 

\J"ow as lvfat Prior's Emma, brown; 

And changing as the changing Flow'r, 

Her Drefs ilie varied every Hour: 

,Twas FANCY, Child !-You know the Fair, 

Vlho pins your Gown, and fets your Hair. 

Lef 
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to ! the Goel mounts his Throne of State, . 
And fits the Arbiter of Fate : 
His Head with radiant Glories dreft, 
Gently re cli'd on VIR TUE's Breafl:: 
LOVE took his Station on the Right, 
His ~iver beam'd with golden Light. 
BEAUTY ufurp'd the fecond Place, 
Ambitious of difiinguifu'd Grace; 
She claim'd this ceremonial J 0y, 
Becaufe related to the Boy ; 
(Said it was Her's to point his Dart, 
And fpeed its Paffage to the Heart) 
While on the God's inferior Hand 
FANCY and WEALTH obtain'd their Stand~ 

And now the hallow'd Rites proceed, 
And now a thoufand Heart-firings bleed. 
I faw a blC1oming trembling Bride, 
A toothlefs Lover join'd her Side·; 
Averfe {he turn'd her weeping Face, 
And ihudder'd at the cold Embrace. 

Bot various B:iits their Force impart: 
Thus Titles lie at Celia's Heart ; 

A Pa:ffion 
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A Paffion much too foul to name, 

Cofi:s fopercilious Prudes their Fame : 

Prudes wed to Publicans and Sinners, 

The hungry Poet weds for Dinners. 

The God with Frown indignant viewJi 

The Rabble covetous or lewd ; 

By ev'ry Vice his Altars fl:ain'd, 

By ev'ry Fool his Rites profan'd: 

WlJeri LOVE complain'd of WEALTH .aloud, 

Affirming WEAL TH debauch'd the Croud; 

Drew up in Form his heavy Charge, 

Defiring to be heard at large. 

The God confents, the Throng divide, 

The Young efpous'd the Plaintiff's Side; 

The Old declar'd for the Defendant, 

For Age is Money's fworn Attendant. 

LOVE faid, that Wedlock was defign'd 

By gracious Heav'n, to match the Mind; 

To pair the T ender and the J ufi, 

And his the del egated Trufi: 

That WEAL TH had p1ay'd a knavilh Part, 

And taught the Tongue to wrong the Heart; 

But what ava ils the faithlefs Voice? 

The injur'd Heart difdains the Choice----. 
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WEAL THfi:raitreply'd,thatLOVE was blind, 

And talk'd at random of the Mind ; 

That killing Eyes, and bleeding Hearts, 

And all th' Artillery of Darts, 

Were long ago exploded Fancies, 

And laugh'd at even in Romances. 

Poets indeed fiile Love a Treat, 

Perhaps for want of better Meat ! 

And Love might be delicious Fare, 

Cou'd we, like Poets, live on Air. 

But grant that Angels feafi on Love!t 

( Thofe purer Efiences above) 

Yet ALBION's Sons, he underfiood~ 

Prefer'd a more fubfiantial Food. 

Thus while with Gibes he drefs'd his Caufe, 

His grey Admirers hemm'd Applaufe. 

With feeming Conquefi pert and proud, 

WEAL TH £hook his Sides and chuckled loud ; 
When FORTUNE, to refirain his Pride, 

An<l fond to favour LOVE befide, 

Op'ning the Mifer's Tape-ty'd Vefr, 

Difclos'd the CARES which flung his Breaft . 

WEALTH fiood aba!h'd at his Difgracet-

And a deep Crimfon flu{h'd his Face. 

LOVE 
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LOVE fweetly fimper'd at the Sight, 
His gay Adherents laugh' d outright. 
The God, tho' grave his Temper, fmil'd, 
For HYMEN dearly priz'd the Child. 
But he who triumphs o'er his Brother, 
In turn is laugh'd at by another. 
Such cruel Scores we often find 
Repai<l the Criminal in Kind. 
For POVERTY, that famifh'd Fiend! 
Ambitious of a wealthy Friend, 
Advanc'd into the Mifer's Place, 
And fiar'd the Stripling in the Face; 
Who{e Lips grew pale, ancJ cold as Clay; 
I thought the Chit would fwoon away. 

The God was frud ious to employ 
His Cares to aid the vanquifu'd Boy : 
And therefore iffu'd his Decree 
1"'hat the two Parties firait agree. 
\Vhen both obey'd the G od's C ommand.;~ 
And LOVE :1,1d RICHE jom'd .. hetr H,md', 

, hat wond'roc.s C .ange in each wa"' wrought, 
Bclie,·e me, F, ir, furpaffes Th ught. 

' ' r If 
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If LOVE had many Charms before, 

He now had Charllls, ten thoufand more. 

If WEAL TH had Serpents in his Breaft, 

They now were dead, or lull'd to reff. 

l3EAUTY, that vain affected Thing, 

Who join'd the Hymeneal Ring, 

Approach'd with round unthinking Face, 

And thus the Trifler fiates her Cafe. 

Shefaid,thatLOVE'sComplaints,'twas known, 

Exactly tally'd with her own; 

That WEAL TH had Iearn'd the Felon's Arts, 

And rob'd her of a thoufand Hearts; 

Defiring Judgment againfl: WEAL TH, 

For Falfehood, Perjury, and Stealth: 

All which fue cou'd on Oath depofe, 

And hop'd the Court would flit his Nofo. 

But HY MEN, when he hear'd her Name, 

Call'd her an interloping Dame; 

Look'd thro' the Croud vi h an :- ry State> 

And blam'd the Porter at the Gate, 

For giving Entrance to the Fair, 

Vvhen lhe was no Eifential there. 
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To fink this haughty Tyrant's Pride, 

He order'd FANCY to prefide. 

Hence when Debates on Beauty rife, 

And each bright Fair difputes the Prize, 

To FANCY's Court we firait appJy, 
And wait the Sente1_1ce of her Eye; 

In BEAUTY's Realms lhe holds the Seals, 
And her Awards preclude Appeals. 

Fi LIFE"' 
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L I F E. 

V I S I O N VIII. 

LET not the Young my Precepts lhun, 

Who flight good Coun_fels, are undone. 

Your Poet fung of Love's Delights, 

Of Halcyon Days and joyous Nights; 

To the gay Fancy lovely Themes; 

And fain, I'd hope they're more than Dr~ams, 

But, if you pleafe, before we part, 

I' cl fpeak a Language to_ your Heart. 

We'll talk of LIFE, tho' much, I fear, 

Th' ungrateful Tale will wound your Ear. 

You raife your fanguine Thoughts too high, 

And hardly know the Reafon why: 

But fay Life's Tree bears golden Fruit, 

Some Canker :fha11 corrode the Root; 

Some unexpected Storm iliall rife; 

Or fcorching Suns, or chilling Skies; 

And (if experienc'd Truths avail) 

All your autumnal Hopes lhall fail. 

F 4 H Bu~ 
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' ' But, Poet, whence fuch wide-extremes ? 
" \Vell -may you flile your Labours Dreams. 
H A Son of Sorrow Thou, I ween, 
•" "\Vhoie Vifions are the Brats of Spleen. 
· ' Is Bl ifs a vague unmeaning Name,­
(. Speak th en the Paffions' Ure or Aim..; 
·• vVhy rage Defires withou t controui, 

" And roufe fuc h Whirlwinds in the Soul; 

~- vVhy Hope erecls her tov/ring Crc!t, 
'' And laughs, and riots in the Breafi . 

"' Think not, my weaker Brain turns round, 
u Think not, I tread on Fairy Ground. 

' T hink not, your Pulfe alone beats true,­
" M ine makes as healthful Mufick too. 
' ' Our Joys, when Life's foft Spring we trace, 
" Put forth their early Buds apace. 
'' Seethe Bloom loads the tender Shoot, 

" The Bloom conceals the future Fruit. 

" Yes, Manhood's warm Meridian Sun 
" Shall ripen what in Spring begun. , 

" Thus Infant Rofes , ere they blow, 
" In germinating Clufiers grow ; 
u And only wait the Summer's Ray, 
'' T o bur ft and bloffom to the Day." 

W hat 
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What faid the gay unthinking Boy!­
Methought HILARIO talk'd of Joy! 

Tel1, if thou. can'fr, whence Joys arife, 

Or what thofe mighty Joys you prize. 

You'll find ( and trufl: fuperior Years) 

The Vale of Life, a Vale of Tears. 

Cou'd Wifdom teach, where Joys abound, 

Or Riches purchafe them, when found, 

Wou'd fcepter'd SOLOMON complain, 

That all was fleeting, falfe, and vain ; 

Yet fcepter'd SOLOMON cou'd fay, 
Returning Clouds obfcur'd his Day. 

Thofe Maxims, which the Preacher drew, 

The royal Sage experienc'd true. 

He knew the various Ills, that wait 

Our Infant and Meridian State; 

That Toys our earliefl: Thoughts engage, 

And di.ff 'rent Toys maturer Age. 

That Grief at ev'ry Stage :appears, 

But di.ff'rent Griefs at diff'rent Years ; 

That Vanity is feen, in part, 

Infcrib'd on ev'ry human Heart; 

In the Child's Br~afl: the Spark began., 

Grows with his Growth, and glares in Man, 

But when in Life we journey late, 

If Follies die, do Griefs abate ? 
F 5 Ah 
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Ah! what is Life at fourfcore Years- [Tears! 
One dark,rough Road of Sighs,Groans,Pains,and 

Perhaps you'll think I acl: the fame, 

As a- fly Sharper plays his G·ame: 

You triumph ev'ry Deal that's pair, 

He's fure to triumph at the lair; 
\Vho often wins fame Thoufands more 

Than twice the Sums you won before. 

But I'm a Lofer with the refi, 

For LIFE is all a Deal at befr; 

't-Vhere not the Prize of 'N ealth or Fame,. 

Repays the .Trouble of the Game; 
(A Truth no Vlinner e'er deny'd, 

An Hour before that Vi.Tinner dy'd·}. 
l\Tot that with me thefe Prizes :lhine, 

:for neither Fame nor Wealth are mine. 
My Cards !-a weak Plebeian Band, 

VJith fcarce an Iionour in my Hand. 

And fipce my Trumps are very few, 
What hav.e I more to boaH than, you 1 

Nor am I Gainer by your Fall! 

1 h?t Harlot Artuue bubbles a11 ! 

'Tis Truth (receive it ill or well) 
9Tis rn~Lrncbo ly Trnth I teil. 

Why 
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Why !hould the Preacher take your Pence, 

And fmother Truth to Ratter Senfe? 

I'm fure, Phyficians have no fyferit, 

Who kill, thro' Lenity of Spirit. 

That LIFE's a Game, Divines confefa, 

This fays af Cards, and That at Chefs : 

But if our Views be center'd Here, 

' Tis all a_lofing _Game I fear. 

Sailors, you know, when "\Vars obtain, , 

And hofiile V effels croud the Main, 

If they di fcover from afar 

A Bark as difiant as a Star, 

Hold the PerfpeBive to their Eyes, 

To learn its ColoUis, Strength and Size; ·, 

And when th is Secret once they know, 

Make ready to receive the F0e. 

Let you and I from Sailors learn 

Important Truths of like Concern. 

I clos'd the Day, a5 Cufiom led, 

Wich Reading, till the Time of Bed; 

Where Fancy, at the Midnight Hour, , 

Aga·n difplafd her maic P.ow'r. 

(F.or r 
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(For know, that Fancy like a Spright, 

Prefers the filent Scenes of Night.) 

She lodg'd me in a neighb'ring Wood, 
No matter where the Thioket Hood; 

The GENIUS of the Place was nigh,. 
And hel~d two Pitl:ures to my Eye. 
The curious Painter had portray'd 

LIFE in each jufi and genuine Shade. 

They, who have only known its Dawn 1 

May think thefe Lines too deeply drawn; 

But riper Years, I fear, will fhew, 

The wifer Artifi paint& too true. 

One Piece prefents a rueful Wild, 

\Vhere not a Summer's Sun had fmil'd-:­

The Road· with Thorns is cover'd wide, 

And GRIEF fits weeping by the Side ; 

Her Tears with confiant Tenor flow, 

And form a mournful Lake below; 

·whofe filent Vl aters, dark and deep)­

Thro' all the g1oGmy Valley creep. 

Paffions, that Ratter, or that flay, 
Are Beafis that favrn) or Birds that prey. 
Here VICE affumes the Serpent's Shape; 

Tliere FOLLY perfonat ;:. the Ape; 

Here 
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Here A V'RICE gripes with Harpys" Claws; 

There .MALICE grins with Tygers' Jaws; 

While Sons of Mifchief, ART, and GUILE,, 
Are Aligators of the Nile. 

Ev''h PLEASURE acfs a treach'rous Pa,rt, 

She charms the Senfe, but flings the Heart. 

And when lhe gulls us of our Wealth, 

Or that fuperior Pearl, our Health ; 
Reftores us nought, but Pains arid W oeil, 

And drowns us in the LAKE below. 

There a commiffion'd ANGEL {rands:'), 
vVith Defolation in his Ha:nds ! 
He fends the all-devouring Flame,. 
And Cities hardly boafl: a Name., 

Or wings the pefiilential Rlafl:, 
And lo ! ten thoufands breathe their Jail. 
He [peaks-obedient Tempefis roar, 

And guilty Nations are no more : 

He fpeaks-the Fury DISCORD raves, 

And [weeps whole Armies to their Graves : 

Or FAMINE lifts her mildew;d Hind, 
And HUNGER howls thro' all the L and. 
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Ohr what a Wretch is Man, I crfd;. 

Expos'd to Death on ev'ry Sid.e ! 
And fure as born, to be undone 

.By Evils which he cannot lhun ! 
Eefides a thoufand Baits to Sin, 

A thoufand Traytors lodg'd within ! 

F-or foon · as VICE affaults the Heart; , 

The Rebels take the D~mon's-Part~ 

1 I figh, my aching Bofom bleeds; 

When firait the milder Plan fucceeds? 

The Lake of Tears, the· dreary Shore, . 

The fame as in the Piece before. 

But Gleams of Light are here difplay'd, 

To chear the Eye, and gild the Shade. 

AFFLICTION fpeaks a fofte.r Stile, 

And DISAPPOINTMENT wears a Smile. 
A Group of Virtues bloffom near, 

Their Roots improve by ev'ry Tear. 

Here PATIENCE, gentle Maid! is nigh., _ 

To calm the Storm, ;.md wipe the Eye; 

HOPE acts the kind Phyfician's Part, 

And warms the folitary Heart; 

RELIGION nobler Comfort brings, 

Difarms our Griefs , or blunts their St ings; 

Points.~ 
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Points out the Ballance on the Whoie. 
And HEA V'N rewards the fhuggling Sout 

But while thefe Raptures I purfue, 

T he GENIUS fuddenly withdrew~ 

DE ATH 
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D E T H 

V I S I O N the Lafl:. 

'TIS thought my Vifions are too grave;* 

A Proof I'm no defigning Knave. 

Perhaps if Interefl: held the Scales, . _ 

I had devis'd quite diff'rent Tales : 

Had join'd the laughing low Buffoon, 

And fcribbled Satire and Lampoon; 

Or ftir'd each Source of foft Defire, 

And fan' d the Coals of wanton Fire ; 

Then had my paultry Vifions fold, 

Yes, all my D.Lc:ams had turn~d to Gold; 

Had prov'd the Darlings of the TQwn, 

And 1.:....a Poet of Renown ! 

Let not my aweful Theme furprize, 

Let no unmanly Fears arife. 

I wear no melancholy Hue, 

No Wreaths of Cyprefs or of Yew. 
The 

• See the Monthly Reryierw of new Booki, for February 17 s r. 
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The Shroud, the Coffin, Pall, or Herfe, 
Shall ne'er deform my fofter Verfe, 
Let me confign the fun'ral Plume,-
The Herald's Paint, the fculptur'd Tomb, 
And all the folemn Farce of Graves, 
To Undertalurs and their Slaves. 

You know, that moral Writers fay 
The World's a Stage, and Life a Play : 
That in this Drama to fucceed, 
Requires much Thought, and Toil indeed ! 
There .fl:ill remains one Labour more, 
Perhaps a greater than before. 
Indulge the Search, and you fhall find 
The harder Ta!k is fiill behind ; 
That harder Tafk, to quit the Stage 
In early Youth, or riper Age ; 
To leave the Company and .Place, 
With Firmnefs, Dignity, and Grace. 

Ceme, then, the clofing Scenes furvey, 
'Tis the 1afl: Act which crowns the Play, 
Do well the terminating Part, 
And gain thfl Plaudit of your Heart. 
Few greatly live in Wi[dom's Eye­
But oh! how few who greatly die! 

Vvho, 
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Who, when their Days approach an End, 

Can meet the Foe, as Friend meets Friend. 

In!hucl:ive Heroes ! tell us whence 

Your noble Scorn of Flelh and Senfe ! 
You part from all we prize fo dear, 

Nor drop one foft relucl:ant Tear: 

Part from thof e tender ] oys of Life, 

The Friend, the Parent, Child, and Wife. 

DEATH's black and ftormy Gulph you brave, 

And ride exulting on the Wave; 

Deem Thrones but Trifles all !-no more­

Nor fend one wilhful Look to Shore. 

For foreign Ports and Lands unknown, 

Thus the firm Sailor leaves his own; 

Obedient to the rifing Gale, 

U nmoors his Bark, and fpreads his Sail; 

Defyes the Ocean, and the Wind, 

Nor mourns the Joys, He leaves behind. 

Is DEA TH a pow'rful Monarch ? True­

Perhaps you dread the Tyrant too! 

Fear, like a Fog, precludes the Light, 

Or fwells the Object to the Sight. 

Attend my Vifionary Page, 

And I'll difarm the Tyrant's Rage. 
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Come, let this ghafily Form appears 
He's not fo terrible when near. 
Difrance deludes th' unwary Eye, 
So Clouds feem Monfters in the Sky, 
Hold frequent Converfe with him now, 
He'll daily wear a milaer Brow. 
Why is my Theme with Terror fraught? 
Becaufe you £bun the frequent Thought. 
St!y, when the captive Pard is nigh, 
\Vhence thy pale Cheek and frighted Eye! 
Say, why difmay'd thy manly Breafr, 
\Vhen the grim Lion £hakes his Creft ! 
Becaufe thefe favage Sights are new-
No Keeper iliudders at the View. 
Keepers accufiom'd to the Scene, 
Approach the Dens with Look ferene ; 
F earlefs their grifly Charge explore, 
And fmile to hear the Tyrants roar. 

" A y-but to die ! to bid Adit:u ! 
" An everlafiing Farewell too! 
" Farewell to ev'ry Joy around ! 
g, Oh ! the Heart fickens at t:ie Souud. 

Stay, Stripling-Thou art poorly taught-= 
J oy didfi: Thou fay ! Difcard the Thoug~t. 

Joys 
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Joys are a rich celefl:ial Fruit, 

And fcorn a fublunary Root. 

What wears the Face of Joy below, 

Is often found but fplendid Woe. 

Joys Here, like unfubfiantial Fame, 

Are Nothings with a pompous Name ; 

Or e]fe, like Comets in the Sphere, 

Shine with Defirucl:ion in their Rear. 

Paffions, like Clouds, obfcure the Sight~ 

Hence Mortals fe]dom judge aright. 

The World's a hadh unfruitful Soil, _ 

Yet frill we hope, and fiill we toil ; 

Deceive ourfelves with wond'rous Art, 

And Difappointment wrings the .Heart. 

Thus when a Mifl: colle8:s around, 

And hovers o'er a barren Ground, 

The poor deluded Trav'ler fpies 

Imagin'd Trees and Structures rife; 

But when the fbrouded Sun is clear, 

The Defart and the Rocks appear. 

" Ay-but when youthful Blood runs high 9 

~, Sure 'tis a dreadful Thing to die ! 
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" To die! and what exalts the Gloom, 

" I'm told, that Man furvives the Tomb! 
" 0 ! can the learned Prelate find 

" What future Scenes await the Mind! 

" Where wings the Soul, diflodg'd from Clay!­

" Some courteous Angel point t_he Way ! 
" That unknown Somewhere in the Skies ! 
" Say, where that unknown Somewhere lies. 
" And kindly prove, when Life is o'er, 

" That Pains and Sorrows are no more. 

" For doubtlefs Dying is a Curfe, 

" If prefent Ills be chang'd for worfe." 

Hufh, my young Friend, forego the Them <:', 

And lifteu to your Poet's Dream. 

Ere while I took 3.n Evening Walk, 

HONORIO join'd in focial Talk, 
Along the Lawns the Zephyrs fwetp, 

Each ruder , Wind was lull'd alleep. 

The Sky, all beauteous to behold, 

Was fireak'd with Azure, Green, and Gold; 

But tho' ferenely foft and fair, 

Fever hung brooding in the Air; 

Then fettled on HONORIO's Breafi, 

Which ihudder'd at the fatal Guefr. 
No 
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No Drugs the kindly Willi fulfill, 
D ifeafe eludes the Docl:or·s Skill. 

The Poifon fpreads thro' all the Erame, 
Ferments, and kindles into Flame. 

From Si2e to Side HONORIO turns, 

And now with Thidl: infatiate burns. 

His Eyes refign their wonted Grace, 

Thofe friendly Lamps expire apace J 
The Brain's an ufelefs Organ grown, 

And REASON tumbled from his Throne.-

But while the purple Surges glow, 

The Currents thicken as they Row. 

The Blood in ev'ry diftant Part 

Stagnates and difappoipts the Heart; 

Defrauded of its crimfon Store, 

The vital Engine plays no more. 

HONORIO dead, t•he fun'r ;;. l Bell 

Call'd ev'ry Friend to bid Fare we IL 
I join'd the melancholy Bier, 

And drop'd the unavailing Tear. 

The Clock ftruck Twelve-when N ature fought 

Repofe from all the Pangs of Thoubht; 
G . Ani 
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Ancl while my (Limbs were funk to Refi, 
A Vifion footh'd my troubled Breaft • 

. ; 

I dreamt the Spectre DEATH appear'c~, 

I dreamt his hollow Voice I hrard ! 
Methought th' imperial Ty-rant wore 

A State no Prince afft1m'd-·befo;e, : · : · -. _, . ) 

All Nature fet-ch'd a· gen'-ral. Groan, · 

And lay exriring ·round his Throne. · 

l gaz'd-when firait arofe to Sight 

The mofi detefied Fiend of N ight. 

He lhuffied with unequal Pace, 

Aud confciuus SB:mre ·deform'd his Face. 

With jealous Le-er he fguinted round, 

Or fix'd his Eyes •upon the Ground. 

From Hell this frightful i\..fgnfier came; 
SIN was his Sire, anJ GUILT his Name. 

'This Fury with officious Care, 

Waited around the 60V'REIGN's Chair; 

In Robes of Terrors· d!·.eft the KfoP-:"; 
' .:.:, 

And 21rm'd him with ·a b~neful Sti~g-; 
Gave Fiercenefs to rhe -1""yrant"s Eye; 
And hung the Svv-ord upon his Thigh. ·· -

DIS-
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DISEASES next, a hideous Croud ! 
Proclaim'd their Mafrer's Empire loud; 

And all obedient to his Will, 
Flew in commiffion'd Troops to_ kill. 

A riling ,vhirlwind lhakes the Poles, 
And Lightn_ing glares, and Thunder rol.!so 
The MONARCH and his Train prepare 
To range the foul tempefl:uous Air. 

Strait to his Shoulders He applies 

Two Pinions of enormous Size ! 
Iv1ethought I faw the ghaftly Form 

Stretch his black Wings, and mount the Stormo 
When Fancy's airy Horfe I ftrode, 

And join'd the Army on the Road. 
As the grim Conqu'ror urg'd his Way, 
He fcatter'd Terror and Duinay. 
Thoufands a penfive Afpecl wore, 

Thoufands who foeer'd on DEA TH before. 

Life's Records rife on ev'ry Side, 

AndCONSCIENCEfpreads thofeVolumeswide; 

Which faithful Regifiers were brought 

By pale-ey'd FE AR and bufy THOUGHT. 

Thofe Faults which artful Men con~aJ, 

Stand here engrav'd with Pen of Steel, 

G 2 By 
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By CONSCIENCE, that imp,utia1 Scribe! 

Whofe honeft Palm difdains a Bribe. 

Their AB:ions All like Critics view, 

And All like faithful Critics too. 

As Guilt had fl:ain'd Life's various Stage, 

What Tears of Blood bedew'd the Page 1 
All fhudder'd at the black Account, 

And fcarce believ'd the vaft Amount! 

All vow'd a future Change of Heart, 

W ou'd DEA TH relent, and !heath his Dart. 
-

But, when the aweful Foe withdrew, 

All to their Follies fled anew. 

So when a Wolf, who fcours at large, 

Springs on the Shepherd's fleecy Charge, 

The Flock in wild Diforder fly, 
And cafl: behind a frequent Eye; 

But when the Victim's borne away, 

They ru!h to Pafl:ure and to Play. 

Indulge my Dream, anJ let my Pen, 

Paint thofe unmeaning Creatures, 1\1en. 

CARUS with Pains, and Sicknefs worn, 

Chides the flow Night, and fighs for Morn ; 
Soon 
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So«in as he views the eafl:ern Ray, 
He mourns the quick Return of Day ; 
Hourly laments protracted Breath, 
And courts the healing Hand of DEATH. 

VERRES opprefs'd with Guilt and Shame, 
Shipwreck'd in Fortune, Health and Fame, 
Pines foc his dark fepukhral Bed, 
To mingle with th' unheeded Dead. 

With fourfcore Years grey NATHO bends, 
A Burden to himfelf and Friends; 
And with Impatience feems to wait 
The friendly Hand of ling'ring Fate. 
So Hirelings wilh their Labour done, 
And often eye the wefiern Sun. 

The lv1onarch hears their various Grief, 
Defcends, an<l brings the wifh'd Relief. 
On DEA TH with wild Surprize they fiar'd, 
A l1 feem'd averfe ! All unprepar'd ! 

As Torrents fweep with rapid Force, 
The Grave's pale Chief purfu'd his Courfe. 
No human Pow'r can or withfrand, 
Or lhun the Conquefrs of his Hand. 

G 3 Oh! 
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Oh ! -·cou',d th~ .. Prince of 1,1pright Mind; 

And, as a .Guardian Angel,_ kind, 
( . 

"\Vith ev'ry fI~4.rt-felt Worth befide, 

·rurn tj) @-e ke€n Shaft of DEA TH afide, 

''\Vhen wou'd the brave AUGUSTUS join 

The Allies of his facred Line ! " _ 
But DEA TH rna.in ta~ns _no_ partial V.V:a.i, 
He m'ocks a Suli~n, p r a Czar. 

C _.. 1 ., • 

He Jays his I~on Hand on All.....--- -

Yes, K_ings; and Sons of Kings, mnfi fall ! 
A Truth -BRtTANNIA lately ~ It, 
And trembled to her Center ! t 

Cou'd ableft Statefmen ward the Blow, 
\Vou'd GRANVILLE own this common Foe 1 
For greater Talents ne'er were k11own. 
~r o grace the F av'rite of a Throne. 

Cou'd Genius fave-Wit, Learning, Fire-­

Tell me, wou'd CHESTERFIELD expire t 
~ay, wou'd his glorious Sun decline, 

.And fet like your pale Star or mine ? 

Cou'd 

t Ref erring to the Death of his late Royal Highnefs 
FREDERICK Prince of Wc:les. 
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• Cou'd ev'ry Virtue of the Sky--:--
Wou'd HERRING!, BUTLER!!, SECKERt die! 

Why this Addrefs to Peerage all­

Untitled ALLEN's Virtues call! 

If ALLEN's Worth demands a Place1 

Lords, with your Leave, 'tis no Difgrace. 

Tho' high -your Ranks in Heralds' Rolls, 

Know VIRTUE too enobles Souls. 

By her that private 11an's renown'd, 
' . 

Who pours a thoufand Bleffings round. 

While ALLEN takes AFFLICTION's Part, 

And draws out all his gen'rous Hea-rt; 

Anxious to feize the Reeting Day> 
Left unimprov'd it Heals awar; 

While thus he walks with jealous Strife 

Thro' Goodnefs, as he walks thro' Life, 

Shall not I mark his radiant Path!­

Rife, Mufe, and fing the MAN of BATH; 

Publi{h abroad, cou'd Goodnefs fave, 

ALLEN wou'd <lifappoint the Grave; 

Tranfiated to the heav'nly Shore, 

Like ENOCH, when his Walk was o'er. 

G 4 Not 

* Abp, of Cant. U Late Bp, of Durham, t Bp, of 
Oxford. 
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Not BEA UTY's pow'rful Pleas refirain--' 
Her Pleas are trifling, weak, and vain ; 
For vVomen. pierce with Shrieks the Air, 
Smite their bare Breafis and rend their Hi.ir, 

All have a doleful Tale to tell, 

How Friends, Sons, Daughters, Huibands fell ! 

Alas ! is Life our Fav'rite Theme! 
'Tis all a vain, or painful Dream. 
A Dream, which Fools or Cowards pri~U'1 

But Dighted by the Brave or VVifo. 
vVho lives, for others' Ills muff: groan, 
Or bleed for Sorrows of his: GWn; 
Muff: journey on with weeping Eye, 
Then pant, fink, agonize, aI11d die. 

And {hall a Man arraign the Skies,. 
:Becaufe Man lives, and mourns, and dies 1 
Impatient Reptile! REASON cry'd; 
Arraign thy Paffion ·and thy Pride. 
Retire, and commune with thy Heart, 
Afk, whence thou cam'f!:-, and what thou art, 
Explore thy Body and thy Mind, 
Thy Station too, why here affign'd. 

The 
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The Search lha1l teach ' thee Life to prize, 

And make thee grateful, good, and wife. 

Why do you roam to foreign Climes, 

To fiudy Nations, Modes and Times; 

A Science often dearly bought, 

And often what avails you nought? 

Go, Man, and act a wifer Part, 

Study the Science of your Heart. 

This home Philofophy, you know, 

Was priz'd fome thoufand Years ago. t 
Then why ahroad a frequenr Guefi ! 

Why fuch a Stranger to your Breafi ! 

Why turn fo many Volumes o'er, 

Till Dodjley can fupply no more! 

Not all the Volumes on thy Shelf, 

Are worth that fingle Volul_!le, Self. 

For, who this facred Book dedines, 

Howe'er in other Arts he iliines; 

Tho' fmit with Pindar's noble Rage, 

Or vers'd in Tully's manly Page; 

Tho' deeply read in Plato's School; 

With all his Knowledge is a Fool. 

G 5 Proclaim 

t K TOW THYSELF, a celebrated Saying of CHI ... 

LO, one of the Seven "\Vifo Men of Greecr. 



Proclaim the Truth-Say, what is Man r 
His Body from the Duft began ; 
And when a few £hort Years are o'er, 
The crumbling Fabrick is no more. 

But whence the .Soul ! from Heav'n it came f 
Oh ! prize this intellectual Flame. 
This nobler SELF with Rapture fcan, 
'Tis Mind alone, which makes the Man. 
Trufl: me, there's not a Joy on Earth, 
.But from the Soul derives its Birth. 
Afk the young Rake (he'll anfwer right) 
Who treats by Day, and drinks by Night)' 
What makes his Entertainments lhine,. 
What gives the Relifh to his Wine ; 
H e'll tell thee (if he fcorns the Bea!t) 
That focial Pleafures form the Feafi:. 
The Charms of Beauty too fhall cloy,. 
U nlefs the Soul exalts the Joy. 
1 ~he M ind mufl: animate the Face, 
b)r cold and tafielefs ev'ry Grace. 

W hat! mufi the Soul her Pow'rs di fpenfe 
1 'o raife and fwell the Joys of Senfe? 

Know 
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Know too, th~ joys of Set1fe controul,, ~ . 

And ~log ~~e ·Moti<?11s· of the Soul~: . ,~ 

Forbid her Pinions to afpire, 

Damp ?-9.d· imp~ir her 11ative Fire; · 
' 

And fure as .Sepfe ;(tha.t }'yr<}nt !) reigns7' 

She holds the EmpveCs-,:SGUL, iff C~aint1i.. 

Inglorious Bondage to the Mind,, 

Heaven-born, fublime, .and unconfin'd r 
She's independent,. fair, and great, 

And jufily claim'? a large Efl:ate; 

She aiks .no borr_9w'~ !\_ids-.to)hine, 

She boafis within a: gold~n Mine~; 

But like th'e Treafures of Peru, · 

Her Wealth lies deep, and far from View. 

Say, iliall the Man,. who knows her Worth:,i 

Debaf e her Dignity and Birth;. 

Or e'er repine at Hea.ven's Decree,.. 

Who kindly gave her leave to be; 

Call'd her from Nothing i,nto Day, 

And buiit her Tenement of CI:ay. 

Hear and accept me for your Guide, 

(REASON !hall ne'er defert your Side )' 

Who liil:ens to my wifer Voice,. 

Can't but appla-ud his Maker's Choice _;, 

Pleas'd with that Firfi and Sov'reig:n Caufo, ...., 

P leas'd with unerring \ Vifdom's Laws; 
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Secure, fince Sov'reign Goodnefs reigns, 

Secure, fince Sov'reign Pow'r obtains. 

With curious ~yes review thy Frame, 

This Science iliall direct thy Claim. 

Doft thou indulge a double View, 

A Jong, long Life, and happy too ? 

Perhaps a further Boon you crave-

To lie down eafy in the Grave? 

Know then, my Dictates muft prevail, 

Or fure1y each fond Wijh !hall fail.-

Come then, is Happinefs thy Aim? 

Let mental Joy~ be all thy Game. 

Repeat the Search, and mend your Pace, 

The Capture £hall reward the Cha(:'.e. 

Let ev'ry Minute, as it fprings, 

Convey fre.fh Knowledge on its Wings; 

,Let ev'ry Minute, as it flies, 

Record thee Good as well as Wife. 

While fuch Purfuits your Thoughts engage) 

In a few Years you'll live and Age. 

Who meafures L ife by rolling Years ! 
Fools meafure by revolving Spheres.­

G o thou, and fetch th' unerring Rule 

From VIRTUE's, and from WISDO:iVI's School. 

\Al ho 
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~Tho well improves Life's lhortefi: Dayl) 
. Will fcarce regret its fetting Ray; 

Contented ·with his fhare of Light, 

Nor fear nor wilh th' Approach of Night. 

And when Difeafe a!faults the Heart, 

When Sicknefs triumphs over Art, 

.Refletl:ions on a Life well pafi: 

Shall prove a Cordial to the Iafl: ; 

This Med'cine {hall the Soul fufl:ain, 

And foften, or fuf pend her Pain ; 

Shall break DEA TH's fell tyrannic P·ow'r, 

And calm the troubled dying Hour. 

Ble.fi: Rules of cool prudential Age ! 
I lifi:en'd, and rever'd the Sage. 

When lo! a Form divinely bright 

Defcends and burfts upon my Sight. 

A Seraph of Illufl:rious Birth ! 

(RELIGION was her Name on Earth) 

Supremely fweet her radiant Face, 

And blooming with celefl:iaI Grace ! 

Three fhining Cherubs form'd her Train, 

Wav'd their light Wings, and reach'd the Plain; 

FAITH, with fublime and piercing Eye, 

And Pinions flutt'ring for the Sky ; 
Here 
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Mere HQ~E, tbat fmiling Angcl~.ffan &s, . 
C • • • - • • • 

And !!.olden Apc:he-J$., grace .her Hands.;. _ . · 
<,:,> • C • • -:- ' ;,; ' t • ... - ' • ~ 

There.·iGHARIT:¥,-,<il:l' ,R..Qb.es ·of,Wl;li~e, 
? • _ t .,; _. • • l • . I 

Fairetr:~nd-fav'.rire ;Maid ;o!.:~~ht ! : -. 

· The Seraph fpake-'Tis REASON's Part, . 
' 

To go_vern, and to guard the Heart; 
.To lull th~ w~yward Spt,tl .t9 R,efr, . 

~ l ... __ ,. ' ·i·-· - ~· -,...,, ~ 

When· Hope,s and· ~e~ .dill.rat1:-tbe -Breafr. 
\ . . -

REASON may .calm: this doubtful S~rife-, 
And fiecr thy Bark thro' various Life : 
But when the Storms of Death are nigh, 
And Midnight Darknefs veils the Sky, 
-Shall RE~SON then di_rect thy Sail, 
Dif perfe the Clou~s,. 0r fink the Gale ? 
Stranger, this Skill alone is mine, 
Skill ! that tranfcends his fcanty Line. 

' . 
That,hoary Sage hi~ to~mfell'd right­

Be wife, nor fcorn his friencHy Lighf. 
Revere thy f~lf-Thou•rt n~ar al1y-'d 
To Angels pn thy better Si<le. 
How various e'er their Ranks or Kinds, 
Angels are but unbodied Minds; 
When the Partition Walls decay, 
Men emerge Angels from their Clay. 

Yes, 
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Yes,. w.hen the frailer Body dies, 

The,Soul afferts her ,kindred Skies. 

7 

But Miqds_, _ tho' fprung fr0;m 'hea.v.:"nly Race, 

Mufi: fidt be ~utor~d for .the Place. · . -

( The Joys above are underfi:ood, 

And relilh 'd o-nly by the Good) 

Who .£hall affume this guardian Care ? 

Who ihall fe'"ure their Birthright: There r 
Souls ar~ my Charge-to me 'tis giv~n 

'fo train them for their native Heav'n. 
- ~ 

Know then-WHO bow the ·early Knee, 

And give the willing Heart to me; 

Who wifely, when TEMPTATION waits, 

Elu~e her Frauds, >ancLfpurn -her Baits ; · 

Who dare to own my injur'~ Caufo, 

Tho' Fools deride my facreq Laws_;. . 

Or fcorn to deviate to the Wrong, 

Tho' PERSECµTJO~ lifts her !h~J1g ·; r 

Tho' all the Sons of.Hell ,.confpire -

To raife the Stake, and light the Fire; 
( 

Know, that (or fuch fuperior Souls, 

There lies a Blifs ~eyon_d the Poles; 

Where Spirits lhine with purer Ray, 
And brighten to Meridian Day ; 

Where 
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Where Love, where boundlefs Friendfuip ~Jes, 
(No Friends that change, no Love that cools_!) 
Where r~fing Floods of Knowledge roll, 
And pour and pour upon the Soul! 

But where's the Paffage to the Skies ?­
The Road thro' DEATH's black Valley lies. 
Nay, do not fuudder at my Ta·Ie-
Tho' dark the Shades, yet fafe the Vale. 
This Path the beft of Men have trod, 
And who'd decline the Road to God? 
Oh ! 'tis a glorious Boon to Die ! 
'I'his Favour can't be priz'd too high. 

While thus fhe fpake, my Looks exprefs'd 
T'he Raptures kindling in my-Breaft: 
My Soul a fix'd Attention gave ; 
When the fl:ern Monarch of the Grave 
With haughty Strides approae:h'd-Amaz'd 
I ftood and trembled as l gaz'd. 
The Seraph calm'd each anxious Fear, 
And kindly wip'cl the falling Tear; 
Then hafien'd with expanded Vving 
To meet the pale terrific King. 
But now what milder Scenes arife ! 
The Tyrant drops his hofiile Guife. 

He 
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He feems a Youth divinely fair, 

In graceful Ringlets waves his Hair. , 

His Wings their whitening Plum·es difplay, 

His burnifh'd Plumes reflell:--the Day. 

Light. flows his !hining azure Veil, 

And all the Angel fiands confefi. 

I view'd the Change with fweet Surprize, 

And oh ! I panted for the Skies; 

Thank'd Heav'n, that e'er I drew my Breath, 

And t-riumph'd in the T)1ou_ghts of DEA TH. 

F i N I S. 

• ' 
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