THE STRUGGLES   OF  CONSCIENCE
Disturbed, alarm'd, and could no more repose ;
All hopes of friendship, and of peace, were past,
And every view with gloom was overcast.
Hence from that day, that day of shame and sin,
Arose the restless enmity within ;	430
On no resource could Fulham now rely,
Doom'd all expedients, and in vain, to try;
For Conscience, roused, sat boldly on her throne,	^
Watch'd every thought, attack'd the foe alone,	h
And with envenom'd sting drew forth the inward groan :     [J ]
Expedients fail'd that brought relief before,	\
In vain his alms gave comfort to the poor:	!•
Give what he would, to him the comfort came no more.      [J]
Not prayer avail'd, and when (his crimes confess'd)
He felt some ease, she said—"are they redress'd ?	440
"You still retain the profit, and be sure,
"Long as it lasts, this anguish shall endure."
Fulham still tried to soothe her, cheat, mislead;	"j
But Conscience laid her finger on the deed,	V
And read the crime with power, and all that must succeed. [J ]
He tried t' expel her, but was sure to find
Her strength increased by all that he design'd ;
Nor ever was his groan more loud and deep,
Than when refresh'd she rose from momentary sleep.
Now desperate grown, weak, harassed, and afraid,	450
From new allies he sought for doubtful aid ;
To thought itself he strove to bid adieu,
And from devotions to diversions flew;
He took a poor domestic for a slave,
(Though Avarice grieved to see the price he gave);
Upon his board, once frugal, press'd a load
Of viands rich, the appetite to goad ;
The long-protrailed meal, the sparkling cup,
Fought with his gloom, and kept his courage up;
Soon as the morning came, there met his eyes	460
Accounts of wealth, that he might reading rise;
To profit then he gave some active hours,
Till food and wine again should renovate his powers.
Yet, spite of all defence, of every aid,
The watchful foe her close attention paid;
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