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LXVIII.

Tbfj Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest

:

What hallows it upon this Christian shore?

Lo ! it is sacred to a solemn feast :

Hark! heard yoii not the forest-monarch's roar?

Crashing tlie lance, he snulis the spouting gore

Of man and steed, o'ertlirown beneatli his horn ;

The tln-onged arena shakes witli shouts for more ;

Yells the mad crowd o'er entrails fresiily torn,

Nor shrinks the female eye, nor ev'n afiucts to mourn.

LXIX.

The seventh day this ; tlie jubilee of man.

London ! right well thou know'st the day of prayer

Then thy spruce citizen, washed artisan,

And sn Mg apprentice gulp tiieir weekly air :

Thy coach of hackney, whiskey, one-liorse chair.

And humblest gig through sundry suburbs whirl
;

To Hampstcad, Brentford, Harrow make repair
;

Till the tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl,

Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian cluirl.

LXX.

Some o'er th.y Thamis row the ribboned fair.

Others along the safer turnpike fly
;

Some Kichmond-hill ascend, some scud to Ware,

And many to the sleep of Highg ite hie

Ask ye, Btcotian shades! the reason why ?

'Tis to the worship of the solemn Horn,

Grasped in the holy hand of Mystery,

In whose dread name botli men and maids are sworn.

And consecrate the oath with drivuglit, and^lancej^ll morn^^

inlitiljitauts ot Luiidon.
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