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His old companions at his sober face
Laugh'd loud, while he, attesting it was grace,	70 j
With tears besought them all his calling to embrace.
To his new friends such convert gave applause,
Life to their zeal, and glory to their cause ;
Though terror wrought the mighty change, yet strong
Was the impression, and it lasted long;
John at the leftures due attendance paid,
A convert meek, obedient, and afraid.
His manners strict, though form'd on fear alone,
Pleased the grave friends, nor less his solemn tone,
The lengthened face of care, the low and invr&rd groan.    8o[
The stern good men exulted, when they saw
Those timid looks of penitence and awe;
Nor thought that one so passive, humble, meek,
Had yet a creed and principles to seek.
The faith that reason finds, confirms, avows,
The hopes, the views, the comforts she allows—
These were not his, who by his feelings found,
And by them only, that his faith was sound :
Feelings of terror these, /or evil past,
Feelings of hope, to be received at last;	90
Now weak, now lively, changing with the day,
These were his feelings, and he felt his way.
Sprung from such sources, will this faith remain
While these supporters can their strength retain ?
As heaviest weights the deepest rivers pass,
While icy chains fast bind the solid mass:
So, born of feelings, faith remains secure,
Long as their firmness and their strength endure;
But, when the waters in their ^channel glide,
A bridge must bear us o'er the threat'ning tide ;	100
Such bridge is reason, and there faith relies,
Whether the varying spirits fall or rise.
His patrons, still disposed their aid to lend,
Behind a counter placed their humble friend ;
Where pens and paper were on shelves display'd,
And pious pamphlets on the windows laid.
By nature a£tive, and from vice restrained,
Increasing trade his bolder views sustain'd;
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