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T H E 

RAVE, 

POE M. 

WHILST fomeaffedthe fun,andfome thefliade, 
borne flee the city, fome the hermitage; 

Their aims as various, as the roads they taka 
In journeying thro’ life ;--The talk be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the Tomb; 
Th’ appointed place of rendezvous, where all 
Thefe travellers meet.—Thy fuccours I implore. 
Eternal King ! whofe potent arm fuffains 
The keys ofhellanddeath.-.The Grave, dread thing! 
Men flnver, when thou art nam’d: Nature appall’d 
Shakes off her wonted firmnefs—Ah 1 how dark 
Thy long-extended realms, and reuful wades; 
Where nought but filence reigns, and Night, dark 

Night, 
Dark as was Chaos, ere the infant fun 
Was roll’d together, or had try’d his beams 
Athwart the gloom profound.—The fickly taper ' 
JJyghmmermg through the low-brow’d mifty vaults 
(hurr d round with mouldy damps, and ropy flime.) 
-Lets fall a fupernumerary horror. 
And only ferves to make thy night moreirkfome 
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4 THE GRAVE, 

Well do I know thee by thy trufly Yew, 
Chearlefs, unfocial plant; that loves to dwell 
Midltflculls and coffins, epitaphs and worms j 

Where light-heel’d ghosts and vifionary ihades 
Beneath the wan cold moon (as fame reports) 
Embody’d, thick, perform their myftic rounds. 
.No other merriment, dull tree, is thine. 

See yonder hallow’d Fane;—-the pious work 
*Qf names once fam’d, now dubious or forgot. 
And bury’d midfl the wreck of things which weret 
There lie incerr’d the more illuftrious dead 
The wind is up; Hark! how it howls! Methinks 
Till now I never heard a found fo dreary; 
Doors creak,and windows clap,andNight’s foul bird 
Rooksj in the fpire, fcreams loud; the gloomy ifles, [ 
Black plaHter’d, and hung with ffireds of fcut- 

cheous 
And tatter’d coats of arms, fend back the found 
Laden with heavier air?, from the low vaults 
The manlions of the dead.— Rous’d from their 

ilumbers. 
In grim array the grifly fpe&rfs rife, 
Grin horrible,>and obliinately fullen 
Pafs and repair, hulh’d as the foot of Night 
Again the fcreech-owl flirieks; ungracious found ! 
I’ll hear no more, it makes one’s blood run chill. 

Quite round the pile, a row of reverend elms, 
{Coaeval near with that,) all ragged fliew 
Long lafh’dby the rude winds. Som rift half down 
Their branchlefs trunks; others fo thin a top, 
That fcarce two crows can lodge in the fame tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours iay, have happen’d 

here ; 
Wild (bricks have iffu’d from the hollow tombs; 
Dead men have come agiin, and walk’d about; 
And the great bell has toll’d, unrung, untouch’d 
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(Such tales their chear, at Wake or Goflipinp, 
When it draws heit to witchihg time ot n g,ht.) 

Oft, in the lone church-yard at nigh I’ve feen 
By glimpfeofmooh-nme,chequering thro’ the tr^es, 
The fcbod-boy with his (atehel in his hand, 
Whiftling aloud to bear his courage up, 
A.id lightly tripping o’er the long flit (tones, 
(With nettles fkirted, and'with mots o’er grown,') 
That tell in homely phrate who lie below. 
Sudden he (tarts, and hears, or thinks he hears 
The found of fomething purring at his heels; 
Full fait he flies, and dares not lock behind him,; 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid Apparition, tall and ghoftly, 
That walks at dead of night, or takes his {land 
O’er fome hew open’d grave; and(1trange to teil ! 
Evaniflics at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made Widow too, I’ve fometirues ’fpy’d. 
Sad fight! flow moving o’er the proflrate dead; 
Lifllefs, (he crawls along in doleful black, 
Whiltt bur (is of forrow gu(h from either eye. 
Fall tailing down her now vnuafied cheek. 
Prone on the lowly grave of the dear man 
She drops; wh lft buly meddling Memory, 
In barbarous fucceflion, mutters up 
The pad endearments of their fofter hours, 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, (till (he thinks 
She fees him, and indulging the fdhd thought, 
Clings yet more cloft-ty to the fcnrfeldfs turf, 
Nor heeds the pafl’ehger who looks that way. 

Invidious Grave—how doft thou rend in fundir 
Whom Love has knit, arid Sympathy made one?. 
A tie more ftubborn far than Nature’s band. 
Friendihip ! mylterious cement of the foul;. 

.t
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Sweetner oflife, and folder of fociety ; 
I owe thee much. Thou half deferv’d from live, 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 
Oft have I prov’d the labours of thy love, 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart, 
Anxious to pleafe.-—-Oh! when my friend and I 
In fome thick wood have wander'd heedlefs on, 
Hid from the vulgar eye; and bit us down 
Upon the fioping cov. flip cover'd bank, 
Where the pure limp'd ftream has flid along 
In grateful errors thro’ the underwood, 
Sweet-murmuring: Methought the Ihrill-tongu’d 

Thru Hi 
Mended his fong of love; the footy Black-bird 
Mellow’d his pipe, and foftn’d ev’ry note: 
The Eglantine ftnell’d fweeter, and the Rofe 
Affum’d a dye more deep j.whilrt ev’ry flower 
Vy’d with its fellow-plant in luxury 
Of drefs.—Oil ! then, the longed fummer’s day 
Seem’d too, too much in hade: dill the full heart 
Had not imparted half: ’Twas bappinefs 
Too exquilite to lad. Of joys departed 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance! 

Dull Grave—thou fpoii’d the dance ofyouthfuL 
blood, 

Strik’d out the dimple from the cheek of Mirth, 
And ev’ry fmirking feature from the face; 
Ilranding our Laughter with the name of madnefs. 
Where are the jeiters now? the men of health, 
Complexion ffly pleafant? Where the Droll, 
Whole ev’ry look and gt flure was nj. ke 
To clapping theatres and fhouting crouds, 
And made even thick-Lp’d muling melancholy 
To gather up her face into a ftmle 
Before Ihe was aware? Ah! fullen now, 
And dumb, as the green turf that covers them. 
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Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war? 
The Roman Caefars, and the Graxian Chiefs, 
The boaR of rtory ? Where the hot-brain’d youth 
Who the Tiara at his plealure tore 
From Kings of all the then difcorcr’d globe; 
And cry’d, forfooth, becaufehis arm was hamper’d 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas ! how Aim, diflionourably fi m, 
And cram’d into a fpace we blulh to name ! 
Proud Royalty ! how alter’d in thy looks * 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue. 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone? 
Where hart thou hid thy many-i'pangled head, 
Arid the majertic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar ? Plaint and poweriefs now, 
Like new-born infant wound up in his fwathes 
Or viftim tumbled flat upon its back, 
That throbs beneath the facrificer’s knife. 
Mute, murt thou bear the flrtfe of little tongues 

And coward infults of the bale*born croud; ? 

That grudge a privilege, thou never hadrt, 
But only hop’d for in the peaceful Grave, 
Of being unmolerted and alone-. 
Arabic’s gurus and odoriferous drugs, 
And honours by the heralds duly paid 
In mode and form, ev’n to a very fcruple; 
Oh cruel Irony 1 thefe come too late ; 
And only mock, whom they were meant to honour. 
Surely there’s not a dungeon-flave, that’s kury’d 
In the high-way, unfhrouded and nncoffin’d 
But lies as foft, and fleeps as founds as he. * 
Sorry pre-eminence of high defeent 
Above the vulgar bom, to rot in ftate ! 

But fee! the well plum’d Herfe comes noddiro-0a 
Stately and flow; and properly attended 
By the whole fable tribe, that painful watch 
The lick man’s duor, and live upon the dead 
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Ey letting, out their perfons by the hour, 
To m’mitd farrow, when the hearts’s not fad. 
How rich the trappings 1. now they’re all on furl’d, 
And glittering in the.fun ; triumphant entries 
Of Conquerors, and CoconatLon-po.mps, 
In glory fcarce exceed. Great gluts of-people 
Retard th’ unwieldy fhow;whiHt from the cafements 
And houfes tops, ranks behind ranks dole wedg’d^ 
Hang bellying o’er. But tell us, why this w.aflejV 
Why this ado in earthing up a Carcafe 
That’s fall’n into difgrace, and in the noftirl 
Smells horrible ?—Ye undertakers tell us, 
’Midi! all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, 
Why is the principal conceal’d, for which 
You make this mighty Itir?—’Tis wifely done; r 

What would offend the eye in a good picture, 
The painter calls dil'creetly into ihades. 

Proud Lineage, now bow little thcu appear’d 
Below the envy of the private man. 
Honour, that middlefome officious ill, 
Purfues thee ^v’n to death; nor there flops Ciort. 
Strange perfecution ! when the Grave itfelf, 
Is no prote&ion from rude fuffrance. 

Abfurd to think to over-reach the Grave, 
And from the wreck of names to refcue ours. 
The bed concerted fchemes men lay for fame, 
Die fall away: only themfelves die fader. 
The far-fam’d Sculptor, and the laurell’d Bard, 
Thofe bold enfnrancers of deathlefs fame, 
Supply their little feeble aids in vain. 
The tapering Pyramid, the Egyptian’s pride 
And wonder of the world; whofe Ipiky top ^ 
Has wounded the thick cloud, and long out-ltv d 
The angry lhaking of the winter’s dorm: 
Yet Cpeftt at lad by th’ injuries of heaven, 
Shatter’d with age, and furrow’d o’er with years, 
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| The myfiic cone with hieroglyphics crulled, 
tj At once gives way. Oh? lamentable fight: 
I- The labour of whole ages, lumbers down, 
| A hideous and mifhapen length of ruins. 
3 Sepnichral columns wrellle but in vain 
| With all-lubduing Time: her cankYmg hand 

With calm Deliberate malice wadeth them: 
Worn on the eoge of days the brafs confumes, 

|] I he bu!to moulders, a id the deep-cut marble 
(j Unlleady to the fteel, gives up its charge. 
!1 Ambiton half convi&ed of her folly, 
I Hangs down the head, and reddens at the tale 

Here all the mighty Tronblers of the earth, 
j Who fwam to fov’reign rule thro’ feas of blood j 
a Th’ opprdTive. (lurdy, man-ddtroying Villains, 
a Who ravag’d kingdoms and laid empires wade, 
*1 And in a cruel wantonnefs of power 

Thinn’d dates of half their people, and gave up 
To want, the red : now, like a dorm that’s fpent, 
Lie hufli’d, and meanly fneak behind the covert. 
Vain thought! to hide them from the general Icorn, , 
That haunts, and dogs them I ke an injur’d ghod 
Implacable Here too the petty Tyant, 

i Whofe leant domains Geographer ne’er notic’d. 
And well for neighbouring grounds, of arm as fliort; . 
Who fix’d his iron talons on the poor. 
And grip’d them like fame lordly bead of prey ; 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing Hunger, 
And jiteous plaintive voice of Mifcry: 
(As if a Slave was not a lhre«4 of nature, 
Of the L me common narure with his Lord): 
Now tame and humble, like a child that’s whipp'd. 
Shakes hands withdud,& calls the worm hiskinfman; ► 

jNor pleads his rank and birth-right.—Under groud 1 
^Precedency's a jefl; VafDd and Lord 
iGrolsly familiar, fide by fide confume. 

A 3 . 
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When felf-etteem, or others adulation. 
Would cunningly periuad'e us we were iomething 
Above the common level of our kind; 
TheGravegainfays thefmooth-complexion’dflat'ry, ■ 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what’we are. 

Beauty—thou pretty play thing, dear deceit, 
That fteals fo loftly o’er the ftriphng’s heart, 
And gives it a new pulle, unknown before, 
The Grave difcredtts thee: thy charms expung'd, 
Thy rofes faded, and thy lilies foil’d, 
What haft thou more to boalt of? Will thy Lovers, 
Flock round thee now, and gaze todo thee homage? 
Rethinks I fee thee with thy head low laid, 
Whillf furfeited upon thy damalk cheek 
The high-fed worm, in lazy volumes roll’d, 
Riots unfear’d.— For this, was all thy caution? 
For this, thy painful labours at thy glafs? 
T’improve thofe charms, and keep them in repair, 
For which the fpoiler thanks the not. Foul feeder, 
Coarfe fare and carrion pleafe thee full as well, 
And leave as keen a reliih on the fenfe. 
Look how the fair one weepsj—the confcious tears 
Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flow’rs : 
Honed eflufion ! the fwoin heart in vain 
Works hard to put a giofs on its diflrels. 

Strength too—thou furly, and lefs gentle boafl 
Of thofe that laugh loud at the village-ring: 
A fit of common ficknefs pulls thee down 
With greater cafe, than e’er thou didfl the tripling 
That ralhly dat’d thee to th’ unequal fight: 
What groan was that I heard ?-Deep groan indeed I 
With anguilh heavy laden; let me trace it; 
From yonder bed it comes, where the flrong man, 
By Uronger arm belabour’d, gafps for breath, 
Like a hard-haunted bead. How his great heart 
Beats thick! his roomy cheftby far too [cant 
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To give the lungs full play—What now avail 
Fhe tlrong-bnilt finewy limbs, and well Ipread 

(boulders ? 
See how lie tugs for life, and lays about him, 
Vlad with his pain!—Eager he catches hold 
~)f v\hat comes next to hand, and grafps it hard 
ult like a creature drowning; hideous fight! 

Jh! how his eyes (land out, and (tare full ghafily! 
VV.nlIt the diltemper’s rank and deadly venorn 
Shoots like a burning arrow crol his bowels, 
\nd drinks his marrow' up.— Heard you that gear. ? 
t was his lafi.—->et how the great Goliab, 
[uft like a child that brawl’ei itfelf to reft, 
-.•es (t il.-what mean'll thou then,0 mighty.boaflcr 
fo vaunt of nerves of thine? What means the Bull, . 
Jnconfcious of his ftrength, to play the coward, 
\nd flee before a feeble thing like man; 
Phat knowing well the flackncfs of his arm, 
3'rufts only in the well invented knife ? 

With fludy pale, and midnight vigils fpcnr, 
File ftar-furveying fage, clofi to his eye 
Applies the light-invigorating tube; 
\nd travelling thro’ the boundlefs length offpace 
VI,irks well the courfes of the far-feen orbs, * 
Fhat roll with regular confufion there, 5 

m eeflafy of thought. But ah! proud man, 
ureat heights are hazardous to the weak head ; 
icon, very foon, thy finned footing fails; 
Wl down thou dropp’d into the darkfome place, 
iVhere nor device, nor knowledge ever come,' ' 

i Here the tongue-warrior lies, difabled now', 
Dilarm’d, difhonour’d, like a wretch that’s tragg’d 
Md cannot tell his ail to palTers by. ° ’ 
jireat mano! language,—w hence this mighty changed 
khis dumb dci'pajr, and drooping of the head ? J 
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Tho’ ftrong pcrfuafion hung upon thy lip, 
And fly InGnuation’s foftcr arts, 
In ambufh lay about thy flowing Tongue; 
Alas ! how chop-falln’n? Thck mills and fllence 
Refl, like a weary cloud, upon thy bread 
Unceafing.—Ah! where is the lilted arm, 
The flrengthof aftion, and the force of words, 
The well-turn’d period, and the wefl-tun’d voice, 
With all the lefler ornaments of Phrale? 
Ah! fled for, as they ne’er had been, 
Raz’d from the book of Fame : or more provoking. 
Perchance fome hackney hunger-bitten Scribbler , 
Infults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhiines. 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along; 
Enough to roufe a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red refenttuent the wan cheek* 

Here tlje great matters of the Healing-art 
Thefe mighty mock-defrauders of the Tomb, 
Spite of their Juleps and Catholicons 
Reflgn to fate.-—Proud Efculapius fon ! 
Where are thy boafled implements of Art, 
And all the well-cram’d magazines of health? 
Nor Hill, nor Vale, as far as flup could go, 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottom’d Brook, 
Efcap’d thy rifling hand:—from flubborn (limbs 
Thou wrung’tt their (hy retiring Virtues out, ^ 
And vex’d them in the fire: nor fly, nor infefl-. 
Nor wreathy fnake, efcap’d thy deep refearch. 
But why this apparatus? why this coft ? 
Tell us, thou doughty keeper from the Grave j 
Where are thy Receipts and Cordials now, 
With the long lift of vouchers for thy cures? 
Alas! thou fpeakett not.—The bold impottor 
Eooks not more Ally, when the cheat’s found out, 

Here the lank-fided Mifer, worfl of fellons, 

■ 



*3 A 1’ O E M. 

Who meanly ftole (difcreditable ftitft,) 
From back, and belly too, their proper cheer; 
Eas’d of a tax, it irk’d the wretch to pay 
To his own earcafe; now lies cheaply lodg’d 
By ciain’rous Appetites no longer teaz’d. 
Nor tedous Bills of charger arid repairs. 
But ah! where are his rents, his comings-in? 
Ay! now you’ve made the rich man poor indeed. 
Itobb’d of his gods, what has he left behind? 
Oh! cnrled lull of gold; when for thy fake, 
The fool throws up his interefl in both Worlds : 
Firft ftarv’d in this, then damn’d in that to come. 

How Ihocking muft thy fummons be, O Death ! 
To him that is at eafe in his pofleilions; 
Who counting on long years of pleafure here, 
Is quite unfurniflr’d for that world to come 
In the dread moment, how the frantic bcul 
Raves roud the walls of her clay Tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and fhriek? for help, 
But Hirieks in vain!—How wilhfully flie looks 
Or. all fire’s leaving, now no longer her’s! 
A little longer, yet a little longer. 
Oh! might fiie day, to wadi away her flains. 
And fit her for her paflage.—Mournful fight; 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and every Groan 
She heaves is big v.'ith horror—But the Foe, 
Like a flaunch murd’rer. Heady to his purpofe, 
Pnrfues her clofc through e’ry lane of Life, 
Nor miffes once the track, but preffes on ; 
Till forc’d at laft to the tremendous Verge, 
At once fiie finks to everlafting ruin. 

Sure ’tis a ferious thing to die; My foul. 
What a firange moment mud it be, when near 
Thy Journey’s end, thou hail the gulph in view! 
That awful gulph, no mortal e’er repafs’d 
To tell what’s doing on the other fide. 
Nature runs back and fhudders at the fight, 
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And ev’ry life*(tringbleeds at thought of parting; 
For part they mart: Body and foul mult part; 
Fond couple; link’d more dole chan wedded pair. 
This, wings its way to its aim gh;y Source, 
The Witnefs of its actions, now iis Judge; 
That, drops into the dark and noifome Grave, 
Like a difabled pitcher of no ule. 

If Death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If when men dy’d, at once they ceas d to be, 
Returning to the barren womb of nothing, 
Whence firlt they fprung; then might the Debachee 
Untrembling mouth the Heavens:—Then might the 

Drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and when ’tis drain’d. 
Fill up another to brim, and laugh 
At the poor bugbear Death,--Then might the wretch 
That’s weary of the world, and tir’d of life, 
At once give each inquietude the flip, 
By dealing out of being when he pleas’d, 
And by what way; whether by hemp, or Heel. 
Death’s thoufanddoors dandopen. Who could force 
The ill-pleas’d'gueft to lit out his full time, 
Or blame him if he goes?—Sure he does well 
That helps himfelf, as timely as he can. 
When able. But if there’s an Hereafter, 
And that there is, Confcience, uninfluenc’d 
And fufFer’d to fpeak out, tells ev’ry man; 
Then mud u'SeSn awful thing to die: 
More horrid yet, to die by one’s own hand. 
Self-murder!—name it not: our ifl.md’s fliame : 
That makes her the reproach of neighbouring (fates.' 
Shall Nature, fwerving from her earlied dndate 
Self-prelervation, fall by her own act? 
Forbid it Heaven !—Let not, upondifgud, 
The ffeamelefs hand be fouly crimfon’d o’er 
With blood of Us own lord.—Dreadful attempt! 
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Ju!l racking from ielf-flaughter, in a rage 
To ruih into the prefence of our Judge; 
As if we challeng'd him to do his word, 
And matter’d not his wrath.— Unheard-of tortures 

| Muli be relerz’d lor fucli: thefe herd together; 
I The common Damn’d Ihun their foc ety, 

And lo k upon theinfelves as finds leis foul 
Our time is fix’d, and all our days arc number’d ; 

! How long, how iltorr, we know not:—this we know 
i Duty requires we calr*ly wait the fummons 
| Nor dare to fiir till Heav’n (hail give pernuffion : 
j Like Gentries that mull keep their dedin’d Hand, 

And wait th’ ppointed hour, til! they’re reliv’d. 
I Thofe only are the brave, that keep their ground, 
i And keep it to the lafl. To run away, 

Is but a cowards trick: To run away, 
I From this world’s ills, that at the very word 
j W ill foon blow o’er, thinking to mere! ourfelves 

By boldly vent’ring on a world unknown, 
; And plunging headlong in the dark;—’tis mad; 

No frenzy half fo defperate as this. 

Tell us, ye Dead; will none of you, in pity 
•To thole you left behind, dilclofe the fecret? 
Oh that fome courteous ghoft would blab it out; 
What’tis you are, and we muft Ihortly be. 
I’ve heard, that fouls departed, have fometimes 
Forev^arn’d men of their death:—’Tis kindly done 
To knock, and give the alarm—But what means 
This Hinted charity ?—’ 1 is but lame kindnefs 
That does i:s work by halves.—Why might you not 
Tell us what ’tis to die?—Do the Hrift laws 
Of your fociety forbid your fpcaking 
Upon a point fo nice?—I’ll afkno moret 
Sullen, like lamps in fepulchres, your fhine 
Enlightens but yourfelves. Well,—’tis no matter; 
A very little time will clear up all, 
And make us learn’d as you are, and as clofe, 
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Death's (hafts fly thick ;-Heref ills the vibge-fwain 
Aad there his pamper’d lord.—The cup goes round; 
And who fo artful as to put it by ? 
’Tis long tince death had the majority; 
Yet ((range J the living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of tne dead man’s bed, 
Tne f xt.m, hoary-headed chronicle, 
Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne’er dole 
A gentle tear; with mattoc in his hand 
Digs thro’ whole rows of kindred and acquaintance, 
By far his juniors.—Scarce a (hull's call up, 
But well he knows its Owner, and can tell 
Some paflnge of h s life.—Thus hand in hand 
The fot has walk’d with Death twice twenty years; 
And yet, ne'er Yonker on the green laughs louder, 
Or clubs a fmuttier taleWhen Drunkards meet, 
None lings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More willing to his cup.-Poor wretch! he mi ods not 
That loon tome truily Brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thoufands. 

On this fide, and on that, men fee their fi lends 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn ; yet launch out 
Into fantaflic fchemes. which the long Livers 
In the world’s hale and undegenerate days, 
Could fcarce have leifure for.—Fools that we are, 
Never to think of Death and of ourfelves 
At the fame time: as if to learn to die 

Were no concern of ours—Oh! more than fottifli 
For creatures of a Day, in gamefome mood, 
To frolic on Eternity’s dark brink 
Unapprehenfive; when, for ought we know 
The very firfl (woln Surge (hall fweep us in. 
Think we, or think we not, Time hurries on 
With a refifllels unremitting dream ; 
Yet treads more fofi than e’er did midnight-thief, 
That Aides his hand under the Miter’s pillow 
And carries off his prize,—What is this World? 
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What ? but a fpacious burial-field unwalFd, 
Strew’d with death’s fpoils, thofpuils of animals. 
Savage and tame, and full of dead rntn’i bones. 
The very turf on which we tread, once liv’d j 
And we that live mud lend our carcafes 
To cover, our. own efF-fpring :—In their turns 
They too muft cover theirs.—’Tis here all meeti 
The (hiv’ring Icelander, and fun-burnt Moor: 
Men of all climes, that never met before ; 
And of all creeds, the JevV, the Turk, and Chrifiian, 
Here the proud prince, and favourite yet prouder, 
His fov’reign’s keeper, and the people’s Icourge, 
Are huddled out of fight.—Here ly jbafb’d 
The great negotiators of the earth, 
And celebrated mailers of the balance, - . ; > 
Deep read in ilratagem', and wiles of courts. 
Now vain their treaty-fkill:—Death fcorns to treat. 
Here the o’erloaded Have flings down his burden 
From his gall'd flioulders; — and when the cruel 

tyrant. 
With all his guards and tools of pow’r about him, 
Is meditating new unheard-ol hardlhipt, 
Mocks his (hort arm;-—andejuick as thought, efcapcs 
Where tyrants vtx not, and the weary refl. 
Here the warm lover, leaving the cool (hade, 
The tell-tale echo, and the babbling ftream, 
(Time out of mind the fav’rite feats of love,) 
Fall by his gentle millrefs lays him down, 
Unblalted by foul tongue —Here friends and foes 
Lie dole; unmindful of their former .feuds. 
The lawn-rob’d prelate, and the plain prefoyter, 
E’er while that flood aloof, as fliy to meet, 
Familiar mingle here, like filler llreams, 
That fome rude interpoling rock had fplit. 
Here is the large-1 mb’d peafant:—Here the child 
Of a fpan long, that never faw the fun, 
Norprefs’d the nipple, ftrar.gled in life’s porch. 
Here is the mother with her funs and daughters; 
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The barren Wife; and long demurring Maid, 
Whole lonley unappropriated fweets 
Smil’d like yon knot of cowflips on the clifFj 
Not to be come at by the willing hand. 
Here are the Prude fevere, and gay Coquet, 
The fober Widow, and the young green Virgin, 
Cropp’d like a rofe, before ’tis fully blown, 
Or half its worth difcios’d—ftrange medley here! 
Here garrulous Old Age winds up his tale ; 
And jovial Youth of lightfome vacant heart, 
Whofe ev’ry day was made of melody, 
Hears not the voice of mirth:—The Ihill-tongu’d 

Shrew, 
Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 
Here are the wife, the generous, and the brave ; 
The jail, the good, the worthlefs, the profane, 
Thed own right clown, and perfecfly well-bred; 
The fool, the churl, the fcoundrel and the mean, 
The fubtle Hateftnan, and the patriot ftern j 
The wreck of Nations andrhe fpoils of time, 
With all the lumber of fix thoui'and years. 

Poor Man—how happy once in thy firft date ! 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker’s hand 
He (lamp’d thee with his image, and well pleas’d 
Smil’d on his lad fair work.—Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the foul ferene; 
Like two fwect inllruments, ne’er out of tune, 
Ti’at play their feveral pans —Nor head, nor heart, 
Offer to ache;—Nor was there caufe they Ihould; 
For all was pure within:—No fell remorl'e, 
For anxious caflings-up of what might be, 
A! arm’d his peaceful bofom:—Summer feas 
Shew not morefmooth whenkils’d by fouthern winds 
Jult ready to expire.—Scarce importun’d 
The generous foil, with a luxurious hand, 
Offer’d the various produce ef the year, 
A id ev’ry thing mod perfett in its kind* 
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Bleffed ! thrice blcffed days! —But ah ! how fhcn J 
Blefs’d as the pleafaig dreams of Holy Mtnj 
But fugitive like thole, and quickly gone. 
Oh! flippery Hate of things.—What fudden turnsj 
What flrange viciffitudes in the firfl leaf 
Of man’s fad hiflory ?—To-day molt happy 
And e’er to morrow’s fun was fet, molt abjedt. 
How fcant the fpace between thefe vaA extremes? 
Thus far’d it with cur Sire:---Not long h’ enjoy’d 
His paradife.--- Scare had the happy tennant 

I Of the fair fpot, due time to prove its fweets, 
lOr fum them up; when Arait he muA be gone, 
j Ne’er to return again.— And mult he go? 
I Can nought compound for the firlt dire offence 
I Of erring man! — Like one that is condemn’d, 
I Fain would he trifle time with idle talk, 
'And parley with his fate But’tis in vain. 
!Not all the lavifh odours of the place 
| Offer’d in incenfe can procure his pardon, 
.Or mitigate his doom A mighty Angel 
(With flaming fword forbids his longer flay, 
'And drives the loiterer forth; nor mult he take 
.Oneiafl farewel round.-. At once he loft 
;His glory, and his God.—If mortal now 
!And forely maim’d, no wonder.—Man has finn’d. 
|Sick of his blifs, and beet on new adventures, 
|F.vil he would needs try: nor try’d in vain. 
:Dreadful txperimeent ! deflructive meafure ! 
(Where the worfl thing could happen, is fuccefs.) 
lAlai! too well he fped-The good he fcorn’d 
(Stalk’d off reluctant, like an ill-us’d gholt, 
(Not to return; or if t d:d, its viflts 
.Like thofe of Angels fhort and far between; 
Whilfl the black Dcemon with bis hell ’icap’d Train 
Admitted once into its better r om, 
'prew loud and mutinous, nor would begone; 
JL<ording it o’er the Man: who now too late 
i'aw the ralii error, which he could not mend; 
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An error fatal not to him alone, 
But to his future forts, his fortune’s heirs. 
Inglorious bondage!—Human nature groans 
Beneath a vafulage fo vile and cruel, 
And its vaft body bleeds through every vein. 

What havock hall thou made, foul monfter, fm ! 
Greatdl and fidt of ills.—The fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimenfions '.—But for thee 
Sorrow had never been.—All noxious thing, 
Of vileft nature '—Other forts of evils 
Are kindly circumicribed, and have their bounds.'. 
The fierce Vulcano, from his burning entrails 
That belches molten Hone and globes of fire, 
Involv’d in pitchy clouds of (moke and Hench, 
Mars the adjacent fields, for (ome leagues round. 
And there it (tops.—The big-fwoln inundation, 
Of mifehief more diffufive, raving loud, 
Buries whole tracks of country, threat’nmg more; 
But that too has its (liore it cannot pafs. 
More dreadful far than thele! (in has laid wafte, 
Mot .here and there a country, but a world.: 
Difpatch'-ng at a wide extended blow _ 
Entire mankind; and for their fakes defacing 
A whole creation’s beauty with rude hands; 
Blading the foodful grain, the loaded branches, 
And making all along its way with ruin. 
Accurfcd thing Oh) where (hall fanev find 
A proper name to caH thee by, exprefljve 
Of all thy horrors?—Pregnant womb oi ills. 
Of temper fo traplcetklantly malign, * 
That toads and Terpents of moll deadly kind, 
Compar’d to thee, are harmlefs.—Sickneffes 
Of ev’ry fixe and fymptom, racking pains, 

And bluft plagues, are thine.—See how the hend 
Profufely fcatters the contagion round ! 
Whilft deep mouth’d Slaughter, bellowing at her 

heels, 
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Wades deep in blood new-fpilt ; yet for to-morrow 
i Shares out new woik of great uncommon daring, 
I And inly pines till the dread blow is Itruck. 

But hold,*—I’ve gone toe far; too much difeover’d 
My father’s nakeduefs, and nature’s fhame. 
Here let me paule, and drop an nonell tear, 
One burft of filial duty and condolence, 
0\r all thofe ample d'farts death hath fpread, 
Th s chaos of mankind—O great mar»eater; 
Whole ev’ry day is Carnival, not fated yet 1 
Unheard of epicure J without a fellow ! 
The verieft gluttons do not always cram ; 
Some intervals of abltinence are fought 
To edge the appetite : Thou feekell none. 
Methinks the countlefs fwarms thou haft devour’d, 
And thoufands that each hour thou gobble!! up; 
This, lefs than this, might gorge thee to the full. 
But ah ! rapacious Hill, thou gap’ft for more; 
Like one, whole days defrauded of hsi meals. 
On whom lank hunger lays her Ikinny hand, 
And whets to keeneft eagernefs his cravings. 
(As it difeafes, maflacres, and poifon, 
Famine and war, were not thy caterers.) 

But know, that thou muft render up thy dead. 
And with high int’reft too.—They are not thine; 
But only in thy keeping for a feafon, 
1 ill the great promis’d day of reft.rution; 
When loud d ffufive lound from brazen trump 
Of ftrong-lung’d cherub, fiiall alarm thy captives. 
And Route the long, long fleepers into life. 
Day-light, and liberty— 
Then muft thy gates fly open, and reveal 
i he mines that lay long forming under gronsd. 
In their dark cells immur’d; but now full ripe. 
And nnr** -i * r ' 
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And pure as filver from the crucible, 
That twice has ftood the torture ct the fire 
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And inquifitien of the forge—We know, 
Th’ illuftrious Deliverer of mankind, 
The Son or God, thee foil’d.—Him in thy r 

Thou could’ll not hold:—felf-vigorous he role, 
And, (baking off thy fetters, foon retook 
Thofe fpoils his voluntary yielding lent; 
(Sure pledge of our releafement from thy thrall;) 
Twice twenty days he fojourn’d here on earth, 
And fhew’d himfelf alive to chofen WitnefTes, 
By proof lb (irong, that the molt flowaflenting 
Had not a ficruple left.-- —This having done. 
He mounted up do heav’n—-Methinks I lee him 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
A'hvvart fevering clouds; but the faint eye, 
Flung backwards in the chace, foon drops its hold; 
Di fab led quite, and jaded with purfuing. 
HeavVs portals wide expand to let him in; 
Nor are his friends (hut out; as lome great Prince 
Not for himfelf^lone procures admiflion. 

But for his train;---lt was his Royal will, 
That where he is, there Ihould his followers be. 
Death only lies between ---a gloomy path. 
M ‘de yet more gloomy by our coward tears; 
But not untrod, nor tedious; the fatigue 
Will foon go off.— Refides there s no by-road 
To blifs.--- Then why, like ill-condition d children, 
Start we at tranfient hardlhips in the way 
That leads to purer air, and fofter Ikies, 
And a ne’er letting fun!—Fools that we are. 
We willi to be, where Sweets unwithering, bloom, 
But flraight our wilh revoke, and will not go. 
So have I feen upon a fummer’s ev’n. 

Fall by the riv’let’s brink, a Youngflcr play; 
How wilhfully he looks to Hem the t ele . 
This moment refolute, next unrefolv d; 
At lait he dips his foot; but as he dips, 
His fears redouble, and he runs away 
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From th’ inoffenfive ftream, unmindful now 
Of all the flow’rs that paint the further bank, 
Andhnii’dfofweet of late.—Thrice welcome death ’ 
Thar after many a painful bleeding Uep 
Condufts us to our home, and lands us fafe 
On the long-wifli’d for (hore.—Prodigious change! 
Our bane turn’d to a blefllngj Death difarm’d 
Looles fer felnefs quite—All thanks to him 
Who fcourg’d the venom out.—Sure the laft end 
Of the good man is peace!—How calm his exit ! 
rvight-dews fall not more gently to the ground 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire fo foft. 
Behold him in the evening-tide of life, 
A lile well (pent, whole early care it was 
His riper years fliould net upbraid Ivs green: 
By unperceiv’d degrees he wears away; 
Yet, like the fun, feems larger at his letting. 
(High in his faith and hopes,) look how he reaches 

| After the prize in view! and, like a bird 

: JwuMn h
L
arnPer’d. druggies hard to get away; Whim the glad gates of fight, are wide expanded 

:■ Jo let new glories in, the firlt fair fruits 
Of the fall-coming harveft—Then !—Oh then ' 
^ach earth-born joy grows vile, or difa,,pears/ 
Shrunk to a thing ot nought Oh »how be longs 
I o have his pafiport fign’d and bedilmifs’d* h 

»t j , PaffPort fign’d ar,d bedilmifs’di i is done, and now he’s happy .-—the glad Soul 
Has n0t a w.fl, uncrown’d. Ev’n the lag Fkfi, 
Refts too in Hope of rnteting once again 
Uffs better half, never to funder more. 
Nor fhi] it hope in vain—The time draws on 

kVhen not a fingle fpot of burial-earth, 
>V her her on Land, or in the fpacious Sea 
Jut muft give back its long-committed duft 
nviolate; And faithfully lhall the e 
| ake up the full account; not the leafl at0m 
nbczzl d ormiflaid, of the whole tale. 
,ac 1 •oul fl)3Bhave a Body ready furnifh’d; 
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A d each (hall have hh own —-Hence ye profane, 
Aflc not,'Ho-v fnvs on b. ?—Sure the fme pow’r 
That re i M the piece at fir(l, and took it down, 
C m re-affembte the loofe fcarer’d parts, 
A d put the n as they were.— Alm'ghty God 
Has done much mor- f-nor it, his arm impair’d^ 
Xiiro^ length of'ctays*- A.nd what he c^tlj he wilfo 
Hi - faHhfolnefs flamls hound to, tee it done. 
When the clreadtrumpet founds>the fluntb ringduR, ^ 
(Mot unaitentive to thecalt,)‘vail wake: 
And ev’rs joint ptffels its piop-.r place. 
With a new elegance of form, unknown 
To its firll Hate —Mur thill the confcious foul 
Mittake its partner, but anvidft the croud, 
Si .pluig its other half, into its aims 
Snail rufh, with all th’ impatience of a man 
That’s new come home,whohaving long been ablent j 
With hafte runs over ev’ry different room, 
In pain to fee the whole.—Thrice happy meeting ’ , 
Nor time, nor death, (hall tyer part them more. 

»Tis but a night, a long and moonlefs night, j 
We make the grave our bed. and then are gone. 

Thus, at the (hut of ev’n. the weary bird. 
Leaves the wide air, and in fome lonely Wake 
Cow’rs down, and d. zes till the dawn of day, 
Then claps his well-flcdg’d wings, and bears away 
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