THE  CONVERT
And fortune woo'd him with perpetual smile.
On early scenes he sometimes cast a thought,	350
When on his heart the mighty change was wrought ;
And all the ease and comfort converts find
Was magnified in his reflecting mind ;
Then on the teacher's priestly pride he dwelt,
That caused his freedom, but with this he felt
The danger of the free—for since that day,
No guide had shown, no brethren join'd his way;
Forsaking one, he found no second creed,
But reading doubted, doubting what to read.
Still, though reproof had brought some present pain,     360
The gain he made was fair and honest gain;
He laid his wares indeed in public view,
But that all traders claim a right to do.
By means like these, he saw his wealth increase,
And felt his consequence, and dwelt in peace.
Our hero's age was threescore years and five,
When he exclaim'd, "Why longer should I strive?
"Why more amass, who never must behold
"A young John Dighton to make glad the old?"
(The sons he had to early graves were gone,	370
And girls were burdens to the mind of John.)
" Had I [a] boy, he would our name sustain,
" That now to nothing must return again ;
"But what are all my profits, credit, trade,
"And parish-honours?—folly and parade."
Thus Dighton thought, and in his looks appeared
Sadness, increased by much he saw and heard.
The brethren often at the shop would stay,
And make their comments ere they walk'd away;
They mark'd the window, fill'd in every pane	380
With lawless prints of reputations slain ;
Distorted forms of men with honours graced,
And our chief rulers in derision placed:
Amazed they stood, remembering well the days,
When to be humble was their brother's praise ;
When at the dwelling of their friend they stopp'd
To drop a word, or to receive it dropp'd ;
Where they beheld the prints of men renown'd,
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