This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://google.co.uk/books?id=RBEUAAAAQAAJ

baizesry GOOGle



ﬁ n\C(t* ewlf ‘i

. Ll R
&, o | S “1

]
















baizesry GOOGle



S

e
A
F IS

- - -

‘.

A .
AN IR
S e NV AT NS

a0
: 4 M N
Lat R |

" N ¥ o
el Tisweof

3



-MORE; Knt.-M.-D. md

of the Caﬂgge af Pb)
; ml.mi

S

PN

not, Sn' ‘witha D.I' ign

Fia‘tter you, whwh 1

ow you wou'd abhor,

 to Publith your Worth,

ich I know wou'd be

make this Dedication to

(e there’s no fitter Perfon

in the 'World toPatronize a ColleGion of
this Nature.

Like a Zecalous Friend to Religion,

and Paffionate Lover of your Country,- -

you have eyg Concern for
the Fatal Loofe and
Profane Poeti it Judgment

have made it appearnow vainly we hope
for a Reformation o‘g Manners, Whltl;c
2 the
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the Abufes of the Eaglifh Stage ave left
. .unreform’d. ' ST
You have alfo by your Writings re- -
teriev’d the Honour of Poetry, and refcu’d
 the Mufes from that vile Brudgery they’ve?
of late Ydeats been .(‘Ziom(iieﬁn’d to, and
convinc'd all unprejudic’d Reagerg; tr
the beft Poetry, and -Mznlygnfie}d;g
very confiftent; and that Wit nevet ap-
pearts: fo Illuftrious, as when fhe barrows
her Themes from Virtue and Religion.
May you long Liveiasgreat. & (Glory
to Chriftianity, as to vour Noble Profef,
fion, and be as ufefu
%ouafc to their Bodig
te and Prayerof - =

- Your

P T S &y
. - aud Hdmirer.
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The PREFACE.

But then for the fome Reafun:it can’t be
dew’d that it may bewqually Pernicious. Pro-
Jane and Leud, Postryis one of the greateft - In-
aensives to Wickednefs in vhe World; like the
Syren’s Melsdy, while it Charms it Kills ns.
Fice is a deform’d and odiows thing, and if
expos’d Naked, - wos’d have but few Admi-
gers ; it owes all ity Lufter 30 falfe Colours,
and thefe it chiefly borrows from- the Poets ;
%sis they that fmooth the Monfler’s Brow, and
make ber Smile, that conceal her DefeSts, and
fet bex off to the greatefi Advantage. - Firw
many, who wau'd bave flarted at the oper:
Face of Vice, have beew entic’d -into its Fa-'
pal Embiraees by means  of thefe bewitchmg

: . .« o« Difguie

‘1
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Divine Hymns
AND o

POEMS.

HTMN L

L
E Glorious Armies of the Sky
To thee, O mighty King?!
Triumphant Anthems confecrate
‘And Hallelujahs fing. :

» 1L
But ftill their moft exalted Flights *~
Fall vaftly fhort of thee;
-Flow diftant then muft human Praife
From thy Perfefions be!
B IIL. Ye:



2" Divine Hymxs aed PoEms.

1.
Yet how, my God, fhall I refrain,
‘When to my ravifh’d Senfe
"Euch Creature in their various Ways
Difplay thy Excellence >

1V.
The a&ive Lights that fhine above,
In their eternal Dance,
Reveal their skilful Maker's Praife
- ‘With filent Elegance.

V.
The Bluthes of the Morn confefs
That thou art much more fair,
When in the Eaft its Beams revive
To gild the Fieldsof Air.

. VI
The fragrant, the refrefhing Breath
Of ev'ry flow’ry Bloom,
In balmy Whifpers own from thee
Their pleafing Odours come.

.y VII. .
The fingl€ Birds, the warbling Winds,
And Waters murm’ring fall,
To praife the firft Almighty Caufe
Witk diff rent Voices call.
VIILThy
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VIII.
*I'hy numerpous Works exalt thee thus,
And fhall 1 filent be ?
No, rather let me ceafe to breathe,
Than ceafe from praifing thee.

HREBABELJBEREBREHS

HYMN 1.
5

JREsin che igh celetia Straln,

My ravifh’d Soul, and fing
A folemn Hymn of grateful Praife
‘To Heaven’s Almighty King.

L
Ye curling Fountains, as you rowl
Your filver Wavesalong,
‘Whifper to all your verdant Shores
The Subje&t of my Song.

I11.
‘Retain it long, you ecchoing Rocks,
The facred Sound retain,
And from your hollow winding Caves
‘Return it oft again.

Ba

IV. Bear
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1v.
-Bear it ye Wiads on all your Wings.
To diftant Climes away,
And round the wide-extended World
My lofty Theme convey.

: V. '

Take the g]ad Burden of his Namc,
Ye Clouds, as you arife, ,

Whether to deck the golden Morn,
.Or fhade the Evening Skies.

VI.
‘Let harmlefs Thunders row] along
The {mooth etherial Plain,
And anfwer from the chryftal Vauit
To ev'ry flying Strain.

VIIL

~ ZLong let it warble round the Spheres,
And eccho thro’ the Sky,

Till Angels with immortal Skill
Improve the Harmony.

VIIL
While I with facred Rapture fir'd
The bleft Creator fing,
And warble confecrated Lays

To Heav'n’s Almighty King.
HY M N
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SUBHOIITITINHVADOD
HTMN 1L "

i A
Hou didft, O mighty God, exift
: E’er Time begun its Race,
Before the ample Elements
Fill'd up. the Voids of Space.

) § P
Before the pond’rous earthly Globe
In fluid Air was ftaid; .
Before the Ocean’s mighty Springs -
Their liquid Stores difplay’d.

IML . T
E'er thro’ the Gloom of ancient Night
The Streaks of Light appear'd,
Before the high celeftial Arch,
Or ftarry Poles were rear’d. -

. I\'A
Before the loud melodious Spheres
Their tuneful Round begun,
Before the fhining Roads of Heay'n
Were meafur’d by the Sun.’

£

B . V.Eer
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V.
E’er thro’ the Empirean Courts
One Hallelujah rung,
Or to their Harps the Sons of Light
* Extatick Anthems fung,
: VI
E’er Men ador’d, or Angels knew,
Or prais’d thy ‘wondrous Name,
Thy Blifs (O facred Spring of Life )
And Glory was the fame.

VIIL.
And when the Pilars of the World
With fudden Ruine break,
And all this vaft and goodly Frame .
Sinks in the mighty Wreck;

VIIIL..
When from her Orb the Moon fhall ftart,
Th’ aftonifh’d Sua rowl back,
While all the trembling ftarry Lamps
Their ancient Courfe forfake ;

1X.
For ever Permanent and Fix'd,
~ From Agitation free,
Unchang'd, in everlafting Years
Shall thy Exiftence be.

HTMN



Divine HYym~Ns and PogEms. 7

ERAET IS HC AT TSR
HTMN 1V.

I
'O thee, my God, I hourly figh,
" But not for golden Stores;
Nor covet I the brighteft Gemms
On the rich Eaftern Shores.

o IL
Nor that deluding empty Joy
- Men call a mighty Name,

Nor Greatnefs in its gayeft Pride
My reftlefs Thoughts inflame.

nr.
Nor Pleafure’s foft enticing Charms
My fond Defires allure ;
For greater things than thefe from thee
My Wifhes wou'd fecure.

Iv.
Thofe blifsful, thofe tranfporting Smiles
That brighten Heav’n above,
The boundlefs Riches of thy Grace,
And Treafures of thy Love.

B4 V. Thefe
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V.
Thefe are the mighty things I crave,
O make thefe Bleflings mine,
* And I the Glories of the World
Contentedly refign.

o.u@@EWEm%@’%mmE
H TMN v.

I
IN vain the dusky Night retires,
And fullen Shadows fly:
In vain the Morn with purple L:ght
Adorns the Eaﬁern Sky.

II...
In vain the gawdy rifing Sun
The wide Horizon gilds,
Comes glitt’ring o’er the filver Streams,,
And chears the dewy Fields.

IIL.
In vain difpenfing vernal Sweets
The Morning Breezes Play ;
In vain the Birds with chearful Songs
Salute the new.born Day ;

IV. In
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IV.
In vain, unlefs my Saviour’s Face
Thefe gloomy Clouds controul,
And diffipate the fullen Shades
' That prefs my drooping Soul.
N 2 v
Ob! vific then thy Servant, Lord,
Wich Favour from on high,
Arife, my bright, immortal Sun,
And all thefe Shades will die.

' . VL
When, wbcn, fhall T bghold thy Face |
ANl radiant and ferene, " -
Without thefe envious dusky Clouds
That make a Veil between ?

VII. ‘
When fball that long expe&ted Day
Of facred Vifion be,
When my impatient Soul fhall make
A near Approach to thee.

Bs A P4

9.
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A PARAPHRASE on John iii, 16.
By a Young Lady.

For God fo bved the P%rld that be gave
bis only Begotten Son, &c.

1
ES, fo God lov’d the World; but where
Are this great Love’s Dimenfions ?
Ev'n Angels ftop, for baffled here
Are their vaft Apprehenfions.
Invain they ftrive to gra{p the boundlefs Thing;
Not all their Comments ¢an cxplain the mighry
Truth I fing.

11 v
Yet ftill they paufe on the Contents

Of this amazing Story ;
How he that fill'd the wide Extents

Of uncreated Glory:
He whom the Heav’'n of Heav’ns cou’d not

contain,
Shou’d yet within the Sacred Maid's contrated

Womb remain.
| IUT. They
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1. A
They fee him bomn, and hear him weep,
To aggravate their Wonder,
Whofe awful Voice had fhook the Deep,
And breath’d his Will in Thunder:
That awful Voice chang’d to an Infant’s Cry,
Whilft in a fecble Woman's Arms he feems
conftrain’d to lye.

1V,
A God (Ah! where are are human Boafts?)
Extended in a Manger!
The Lord of all the heav'nly Hofts
Expos'd to Scorn and Danger !
The Only Bleft, the All-fofficient weeps,

But oh ! who guides the ftagg'ring World while
its Prote®or fleeps ?

V. :
- Andcanft thou Man ungrateful prove ?
When "twas for thy Salvation
He left thofe fplendid Seats above,
His late bright Habitation,
Where all his Deity fhone without th’ Allay
Of a feraphick Vehicle, or deficated Clay,

. VI.
Where he tranfcendently poflefs'd
The Fulnefs of Perfe&tion,

B¢ The®

&
3
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Tho’ here benighted and oppreft,
The Type of all Deje&ion.
He asks for Food that gave the Ravéns Bread,
And the great Founder of the Wo:ld wants
. where to lay his Head o

: VII o : N
But oh! what dark Cataﬁrophe S
Does Hell at laft copfpire! Y
Behold upon the curfed Tree
The Lord of Lifeexpire :
Fromthis amaz'd the Sun withdtaws his Ey?,.
Afraid to fee his Maker bleed and thc Etemal
die.

IS

VIII.
The Seraphim that throng’d about .
*Twixt Hope and Confternation,
Now blaze the wond’rous News about
The radiant. Corporation ;
Who vainly firive the Myftery to fcan,
And fathom the ftupendious Depth of this great T
Love to Man.. - "

IX.
He on the Rights of Juftice flood
With their exalted Nature,
That now thro’ Streams of facred Blood
Wafts the terreftrial Creature, '

Wafts
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Wafts dufty Man to that Felicity
Which the Apoftate Sons of Light muﬁ never

hope to fee. _
ﬁ@@?&’m @

A PararHRAsE 0% the 148th Plalm.
By the Earl of Rofsommon.
Witten at Twehgg Years of Age.

Azure:Vaults! O Cryftal Sky!
The World’s tranfparent Canopy,
Break your long Silence, and let Mortals know.
With what Contempt you look on Things
below. «

Wing’d Squadrom of the God of War,
Who conquer wherefoe’er you are,-
Let ecchoing Anthems make his Praifes known
On Earth his Footﬂool as in Heav n his Thronc.
Great Eye of all, whoﬁ: glonous Ray !
* Rules the bright Empire of the Day, N
O praife his Name, without whofe purer Light
Thou hadft been hid in an Abyfs of Night. .

Ye
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Ye Moon and Planets, who difpenfe

By God's Command your Influence,
Refign to him, as your Creator, due,
That Veneration which Men pay to you.

Faireft as well as firft of Things,

From whom all Joy, all Beauty fprings,
O praife th’ Almighty Ruler of the Globe,
Who ufeth thee for his Imperial Robe.

Praife him ye loud harmonious Spheres,
' Whofe Sacred Stamp all Nature bears,
Who did all Forms from the rude Chaos draw,
And whofe Command is th' univerfal Law,

Ye watry Mountains of the Sky,
And you fo far above our Eye,
Vaft ever-moving Orbs exalt his Name,
~ Who gave its Being to your glorious Frame.

Ye Dragons, whofe contagious Breath
Peoples the dark Retreats of Death,
Change your fierce Hiffing into joyful Song,

And praife your Maker with your forked
Tongue.

Praife him ye Monfters of the Deep,
That in the Sea’s vaft Bofom Sleep,

At
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At whofe Command the foaming Billows roar,
Yet know their Limits, tremble and adore.

Ye Miftsand Vapours, Hail and Snow,
And you who thro’ the Concave blow,
Swift Executers of his holy Word,
Whirlwinds and: Tempefts, praife th’ Almxgb:y )
Lond.

Mountains who to your Maker’s View

Scem lefsthan Mole-hills do to you.
Remember how, avhon firft Febovab {poke,
All Heav'n was Fire, and $iwas hid in Smoke.

Praife him fweet Off-fpring of the Ground
With Heav’nly Ne&ar yearly crown’d,

And ye tall Cedars celebrate his Praife,

‘That in his Temple Sacred Altars raife.

Idle Muficians of the Spring,
Whofe only Care’s to love and fing,
Fly thro’ the World, and let your trembling
Throat
Praife your Creator with the fweeteft Note.

Praife him each falvage, furious Beaft,
- That on his Stores do daily feaft,
And you tame Slaves of the laborious Plow,
Your weary Knees to your Creator bow.

Majeftick
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Majeftick Monarchs, Mortal Gods,

Whofe Pow'r hath here no Periods,
May all Attemps againft your Crown be vain,
But ftill remember by whofe Pow'r you reign.

Let the wide World his Praifes fing,
-Where Tagus and Euphrates {pring,
And from the Danube’s frofty Banks to thofe .
Where from an .unknown Head great Nilus
flows.

You that dxfpoi'e of all our Lives,

Praife him from whom your Pow'r derives P
Be true and juft like him, and fear his Word,
As much as Malefa&tors do your Sword.

Praife him old Monumentsof Time :

O praife him in your youthful Prime.
Praife him fair Idols of our greedy Senfe,
Exalt his Name {fweet Age of Innocence. -

Jebovab’s Name fhall only laft,

When Heaven, Earth, and all is paft ;
Nothing, Great God, is to be found in thee
But unconceivable Eternity.

Exalt O Fsc0b's facred Race,
The God of Gods, the God of Grace,
Who will above the Stars your Empire raife,
And with his Glory recompenfe your Praife.
TE
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TE DEUM
PARAPHRASED
vBy Mr. DExxis.

I.
Long Adieu to mortal Lays,
Our Voice t'immortal Heights we raife
And fing the great Creator’s Praife ;,
Thy Praife, O God, thy boundlefs Praife,
In more than human Sounds we fing,
_O for an Angel's tow’ring Wing !
_O! Rather for thy Spirit to fuftain
Each matchlefs Strain,
That it may reach Eternal Heights,
And in its lofty, daring Flights,
The Heaven of Heavens may fcale,
Raife all your Voices, ftrike your Strings,
"Tis God, ’tis God we fing ;
Sound all and cry with oneaccord,.
Hail thou Supream of Things !
.The World’s great Author Hail!
‘Hail Infinite Eternal King,
The God above all Hexghts ador’d' .
The
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Weall confefs, and all obey,
Proftrate, and low, and trembling, all-
Before thy dreadful Majefty we fall,
Acknowledging thy boundlefs § way..

CIL

Such Homage to their Eaftern Kings
The Indian and the Perfian brings:.
But Eaftern Kings [alas] to thee
Vain Fantoms are of Royalty,
That with a falfe, delufive, Pow’r
Appear and vanith in an Hour.
For thee what Flomage fhall we find *
Infinite, Independant, Mind.
What Homage worthy of the:God
That can unmake us with 3. Nod ?
Look from thy awful Throne on High,
And with thy Ommiprefent Eye
Into our Souls Receffes pry :
Thore fet a Homage worthy thee,
Worthy Eternal Majefty,
See profound Humility ;
See Souls entirely mortify’d,
Down fenflefs Vanity and Pride;
Vile as thou art vain Man appear,
Behold Omnipotence is here.
When he who only is, when he
Appears, what Worms, what Mites, are we !
Nay, weare not, we anly. feem,
We'se fcarce a Shadow, fearce a Dream,

W AN

a
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A enflefs Dream of what is hot,
T hat paffes and s frait forgot.
Thou only art, for what thou art
Thou always wilt be, alwsys wert;
For thou art Permanent and Fix'd,
" Uncreated, and Unmixd ;
The radiant Heavens, and rowling Earth,
Owe to thee their wondrons Birth;
Thou of Ten Thoufand Werlds art Lord,
" And art by every World ador'd; -
"They all confefs thy Pow’r Divine,
- For thee they miove, for thee they fhine, %
And every World's for ever thine.

1L
And this great Planet Earth, which rowls

Inceffantly around its Poles,

And till the End of Time muft run
Its Giant Race about the Sun ;

And moving round the Lamp of Duay,
O’ertake the Seafons in its way,

While flanting in its oblique Flight,

It fhortens oy prolongs the Night; '

“T'hee Motign’s Fountain, and its Source,,
‘It worthips in its endlefs Courfe; ~ %
“Thee while it turns about the Sphere,
Accomplifhing the mighty Year,

Its great Creator thee it ferves,

And thy eternal Laws obferves.

Crea.
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Creatures to whom great Mother Earth; -

Fermented by thy Flame, gave Birth;.

All that on Lybien Mountains Roar,

Or Floundér onthe fndian Shore ;

All that in“airy Caravans on high, - N
Intelligent of Sealons fly, - : }

Tliro’ the vaft Defarts of th’ Aerial Sky,

All to their Maker Adoration pay, >

All conftantly thy feveral Laws obey,

" Which their diftinguifh’d Tribes md diffe-

rent Nations {fway. .

Their- Seafons pre-ordain’d by thee. théy
- know,

At thy Command they come, at thy Com~
mand they go. -

IV .
None but m-egu]ar Man. t!ay ri gbtful Sway,
Impious n-regular Man dares difebey ;-
Yet impious Man too thee adores,
Thee from Cathaian to Perawvian Shores,
With namelefs Rights, unnumber’d Tongues,
He every Hour implores.
Before thy Feet.Earth's numerous King-%)
déms all,
Before thy Feet-a Thoufand Monarchs fall,
And thee their everlafting Father call.
And thus they cry, thy potent Breath,
Our great-Forefather call'd- from more than
Death,
When
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“When thou faidft let him be, the Sound
Drew him wond'ring from the Ground ;
“Before thee low the World’s great Rulers
bow,
‘Thou art our God, our mighty Maker thou,
"Thou Form'dft us at the-firft, and thou \
fuftain’ft us now.
. v.

"Now let us Earth and Earthly things difdain,
Now let us try a loftier Strain, ‘
“Now let our Souls to Heaven repair,
Dire& their moft afpiring Flight,

To Fields of uncreated Light,
And dare to draw Empyreal Air.
“Tis.done, Oh, Place divinely bright!
Oh, Sonsof God divinely Fair !
Oh Sight! Unutterable Sight !
#0h, unconceivable Delight !
Oh Joy, which only Gods can bear!
Hark how their blifsful Notes they raife,
-And fing th’ Eternal Maker’s Praife ;
How in extatick Song they Cry,
Lo we the glorious Sons of Light,
So Great,. fo Beautiful, fo Bright!
Lo we the brighteft of Created things,
Whoare alt¥lame,-all Force, all Spirit,
and all Eye,
Are yet but vile, and nothing in thy Sight.
Before thy Feet, O mighty King of Kings!
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O Maker of this boundlefs All!
Fhus lowly Reverent we fall !
Thou know'ft how many of us fell,
To loweft Shame and loweft Hell ;
But thou art Holy, thou, O Lord,
Art only fit to.be Implor'd,
Of Sacred Sabbath, God Ador’d !
And thus they pafs Eternity,
To thee all Angels in the Sky,
And all Archangels loudly Cry;
The mighty Cherubim,
- Anfwer the flaming Seraphim,
Holy, continually they Cry !
0 Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord,
Of Sacred Sabboth God Ador'd.
From them Dominions catch. the blifsful Song,
And Thrones the glorious Fugue prolong!
Holy continually they Cry,
Th’ Harmonious T hunder rowlsalong the Skies,
And to the Golden Orbs it flies.
The vaft Intelligences all on Fire,
With flaming Zeal compleat th’ immortaj
Quire ; "
To fing the great Creator all confpire;
All Ranks divinely touch the living Lyre:
O Holy, Holy, Holy, Lord,
Of Sacred Sabbath, God Ador'd !
Holy th’ imperial Spirits cry,
Holy the Regents of the Orbs reply.

%%

To
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“To the great Strain they tune their Spheres,
And ravith even immortal Ears :
And all th’ harmonious Woerlds on high
Accompany the Song Divine,
And in th’ eternal Chorus join.

VI
“Thus thee they always worfhip, all
“Thee God of Sacred Sabbath call.
For thou haft been of holy Reft,
From vaft Eternity pofleft.
When all in yon created Mafs
Does but appear, and move, and pafs;
All moves, all fluGuates, without End,
But Spirits that on thine depend.
Yon glorious Worlds, that floating lye,
In the profound Abyfs of Sky,
In Matter's fformy Gulph are toft,
Till in a flaming Wreck they’re loft.
‘We that fo far with AngelsKen can Trace
Thy Godlike Works along the boundlefs Space,
‘See Nought from endlefs Agitation free,
But thee, the Great, th’ Eternal Mover, thee.
Even we are mov'd, even weare toft
In blifsful Rapture almoft loft,
Even we fometimes almoft complain,
Of Tranfports that are near to Pain,
“Which without thee we never could fuﬁain.g
Thou mov'ft us all, yet ever bleft,
Alone enjoy’ft perpetual Reft :
Thy
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Thy great All-feeing Eyes ne’er Sleep ;
And yet for everlafting Days
They Sabbath, Sacred Sabbath, keep ;
The wondrous Subje& of our Praife.
But who, tho' mounted on an Angel's Wing,
Can ever hope to raife his Flight
"« To fuch atow'ring, fuch a Godlike Height,.
\As thee with equal Song to fing ?
Thee over all the Worlds Supream,
Who muft not flag beneath th’ Almighey
Theme. ‘
Where-€’er at utmoft Stretch we caft our Eyes,
Thro’ the vaft frightful Spaces of the Skies,
Even thers we find thy Glory, there we gaze
On thy bright Majefty’s unbounded Blaze :
Ten Thoufand Suns, prodigious Globes of
Light
At once in broad Dimenfions ftrike our Sight.
Millions behind, in the remoter Skies
Apgear but Spangles to our wearied Eyes :
And when our weary’d Eyes want farther
Strength, ,
To pierce the Void’s immeafurable Length,
Our vigorous tow’ring Thoughts ftill further
fly, :
And fill remoter flaming Worlds defcry :
But even an Angel’s comprehentive Thoughe
Cannot extend fo far as thou haft wrought ;
Our vaft Conceptions are by Swelling brought,
.Swallow'd anZ lo® in Infinite to Nought.
HYMN
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HywMN on the Sacramens.

By an unknown Hand.

I
A N D art thou mine, my deareft Lord
Then I have all, nor fly
“The boldeft Withes I can form
Unto a Pitch more high.

I1. ,
Yes, thou art mine, the Contra&’s feal’d
With thy own precious Blood ;
And e’en Almighty Power’s engag'd
"To fee it all made good.

.
My Fears diffolve : For O what more
Cou’d ftudious Bounty do?
‘What farther mighty Proofs are lefc
Unbounded Love to fhew ?

IV.
My Faith’s confirm’d, nor wou’d T quic
My Title to thy Love
For all the valu'd things below,
Or thining things above.
Cc V. Nor
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: V.

Nor at the profp'rous Sinner’s State
Do Iat all repine;

No, let "em parcel out the Earth,
. While Heav’n and thou art mine.

A PastoraL on the vNat'ifvity 6f

our Saviowr, in Tmitation of an
Italian Paftoral.

By Mrs. SINGER.

Menalcas.
Ome mighty thingsthefcawful Signs portend!
Amaz'd, we fee new Stars-the Skies afcend ;
A thoufand ftrange ufurping L;ghts appear,
And dart their fudden Glories thro’ the Air;
A dazz’ling Day without the Sun returns,
~And thro’ the Midnight's dusky Horror burns. -

-Palemon.
And in the Depth of Winter Spring appears,
- For lo!_the Ground a fudden Verdure wears;
- The op’ning Flow’rs difplay their gaudi’ft Dye,
And feem with gll the Summer’s Pride to vie.

-Urya-
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Uram.

‘Nor-without Myft’ry are thefe Joys that rowl
In Torrents thro’ my now ptrophetick Soul,
And foftly whifper to my ravifh’d Breaft, ]
Tleat more than all the Tribes the Race of *

Fudab’s bleft.

Menalens. .

But fee the Eaftern Skies difclofe'a Light
Beyond the *Noontide’s flaming Glories brighty
This Way its Courfe the faered Vifion bends,
Andwithmuch State and folemn Pompdefcends.
Sonorous Voices eccho from afar,

And foftly warble thro’ the trembling Air ¢

The circling Spheres the charmmg Sound
prolong,

And anfwer all the Cadence of their Song:

And now the facred Harmony draws near,

And now a Thoufand heay'nly Forms appear,

Angels.

Immortal Glory give to God on High,
Thro’ all the lofty Stations of the Sky ;
Let Joy on’Earth, and endlefs Peace enfue,
The Great Mefliah’s born, thricz happy Men .

£o you.

C 2 . Ura=
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Uranio.
T he Great Meffish born?! Tranfporting Sound 1
To the wide World {pread the bleft Accents
round. ' _
What Joy thefe long-expetted Tidings bring
To us is born a Saviour and a King.

Angels,
An Infant in a Virgin’s Arms he Iyes
Who rides the Winds, and thunders thro’ the
_Skies ;
The God to whom the flaming Seraphs bow,
Defcends to lead the Life of Mortals now.

Menalcas.
e Surprizing Pow'r of Love! ;
Ev'n God himfelf thy mighty Force does;
: prove; ' p
Thou rul'ft the World below, and govern't
all above! , '

' Palemon.
‘You fhining Meflengers be farther kind,
And tell us where.the wondrous:Child to find.

: Angels.
Your glad Conduéters to the Place we'll be
Eager as you this myftick Thing to fee.

Ura-
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Uvanio.
Some Prefent to the Infant King Tet’s bear,
For Zeal fliou’d always liberal appear.

Angels..

Come on, we’ll lead you to the poor bode,
Where in & Manger lives th’ Incarnate God,
Reduc’d to lodge among the fordid Bealft,
Who all the fpacious Realms of Light poflefs’d;
And he whofe humble. Minifters we were,
Becomes a tender Virgin's helplefs Care. v
Thro’ Heav’n but now the hafty Tidings rung,
And. Anthems on the wond'rous Theme they

fung.

Palemon,
But to what happy Maid of human Race
Has Heav’n allotted this peculiar Grace ?

. Angels,

Ye ecchoing Skies repeat Maria’s Name,
Mar'a thro' the ftarry Worlds proclaim,
In her bright Face celeftial Graces fhine,
Her Mind’s enrich’d with Treafures all divinc,?_
From David’s Royal Houfe defcends her nobles

Line.

But fee the humble Seat,. the poor Abode,
That holds the Virgin with the Infant God.

Ce Menale
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" Memalcas. .o
Thee, Virgin-born, thus proftrate I addre,
And offer here the Choice of all my Store:
Untill'd the Earth fhall now vaft Harvefts yield,
And laughing Plenty crown the open Field.
Clear Rivers in the Defarts fhall be feen,
And barren Waftes cloath’d in eternal Greem.:
Inftead of Thorns the ftately Firr fhall rife,
And wave his lofty Head amidft the Skies; -
Where Thiftles once, fhall fragrant Myrtles
grow, )
"The beauteous Rofe on ev’ry Bufh fhall glows
And from the. purple Grape rich Wines un-g.
prefs'd fhall flow.

Palemon.

Grear Star of Jaceb, that fo bright doft rife,
Turn, lovely Infant, thy aufpicious Eyes:
This fofc and fpotlefs Wooll to thee I bring,
My earlieft Tribute to the new-born King.
Withthee each facred Virtue takes its Birtl,
And Peace and Juftice now fhall rule the Earth.
Thou fhalt the Blifs of Paradife reftore,

And Wars and Tumults fhall be heard no more.
‘The Wolf and Lamb fhall now together feed,
And with tke Ox the Lions favage breed.

The Child fhall with the harmlefs Serpent play,
And’lead unhurt the gentle Beaft away.

4 And.
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And where he ends his Journey in the Weft

And where the Sun afcends the fhining Eaft, g
"Thy glorious Name fhall be ador’'d and bleft.

Uranio, -

The Hope of ifracl Hml--wath Immb!e Zeal
‘To thee unqueftion’d Son of God, I kneel :
All hail to thee, of whom the Prophets old
Such mighty things to our Forefathers told.
Thy Kingdom fhall from Sea to Sea extend,
And reach the fpacious World’s remoteft End.
The fpicy Ifle, and Sabs’s wealthy King,

Fo thee from far fhall coftly Prefents bring.
Thy ftedfaft Throne fhall ftand for ever faft,
" And thy Dominion Time it felf outlaft.

THis gentle Lamb, the:beft my Flocks afford,

I'bring an Off ring to all Nature’s Lord.

Angels. -

And we the Regents of the Spheres, thus low
Bsfore Mankind’s illuftrious Saviour bow,
Aftonifh’d, in an Infant’s Form we fee,
Difguis'd th’ ineffable Divinity,

Who arm’d withThunder,on the Fields of Light
O’cicame the potent Seraphims in Fight.

Thus humbled—O unbounded Force of Love !

- gubdu’d by that from all the Joys above, %

Thou cam’ft the wretched Life of Man to prove
And thus our ruin’d Numbers will fupply,
And fill cthe Defolations of the Sky. -

Cs4 ME S-
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MESSIAH:

A Sured Ecrocur, compofed  of
feveral Paffages of Maiah the Pro-
phet.

Hritten in Imitation of Virgil’s Pory 10,

YE Nymphs of Solyma ! Begin the Song : -
To heav'nly Themes fublimer Straing
belong. )
The Moffic Fountains and the Silvan Shades,.
The Dreams of Pindus, and th® emian Maids
Delight no more——0 thou my Voice infpire
Who touch’d fsiab’s hallow’d Lips with Fire t
Rapt inte- future Fimes the Bard begun,
A Virgin fhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son.
From Fsffe’s Roet behold a Branch arife
Whofe facred Flow’r with Fragrance fills the
Shies. .
‘T’ Etherial Spirit o'er its Leaves fhall move,
And on its Top defcends the Myftick Dove.
Ye Heav’'ms! from high the dewy Ne&ar pour,
And in foft Silence fhed the kindly. Slurw’:: ,
The
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The fick, the weak, the healing Plant fhall aid,
From Stormsa Shelter, and from Heat a Shade. -
All Crimes fhslt ceafe, and ancient Fraud fhall
fail
Returnin’g_]uﬁice lift aloft her Scale ;
Peace o'er the World her Olive Wand extend,
And white-rob'd Innocence fromHeav’n defcend.
Swifc fly the Years, and rife th’ expe@ed Mern ;-
O fpring to Light ! Aufpicious Babe be bora.
See Nature haftes her carlieft Wreaths to bring,
With ali the Incenfe of the breathing Spring :
Sec lofty Lebamon his Head advance ;
See nodding Forreftson the Meuntains dance:
See fpicy Clouds from lovely Saven rife,
And Carmel’s flow'ry Top perfumes.the Skies !
Hark! a glad Voice the lonely Defart cheass ;
Rrepare the Way ! a God, ® God appears;
A God, a God, the yocal Bhilts reply,
The Rocks proclaim th’approaching Deity.
Lo Earth receives him fiom the bending Skies !
Sink down ye Mountains, and ye Valleys rife :
With Heads declin'd, ye Cedars Homage pPay;
Be favooth ye Rocks, ye rapid Floods give way 1
The Saviour comes ! by ancient Bards. foretold ;
Hear him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold
He from thick Films fhall purge the vifual Ray,
And on the fightlefs Eye-ball pour the Day.
"Tis he th’ ob@ru&ed Pachs of Sound fhaM cleas,
And bid new Mufick charm th’ infolding Eas.

Cs The
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TheDumb fhall fing, the Lame his Crutch

forgo;

_And leap exulting like the bounding Roe.

No Sigh, no Murmur the wide World fhall

" hear,

From ev'ry Face he wipes off ev'ry Tear.

In Adamantine Chains fhall Deathbe bound,
And Hell's grim Tyrant feel th’ eternal

Wound. '

.As the good Shepherd tends his fleecy Care,
Seeks frefheft Pafture and the pureft Air,
Explores the loft, the wandring Sheep direQls;
By Day o'erfecs them, and by Night protedts ;
The tender Lambs he raifesin his Arms,.
Peeds from his Hand; and in his Bofom

. warms.

_ ‘Thus.fhall Mankind his guardian Care engage,.
“The promis’d:Eather of the future Age.

No more fhall Natjon agsinft Nation rife,

"Nor ard¢nt Warriors meet with hateful Eyes,
Nor Fields with gleaming Steel be cover’d o'ex
The Brazen Trumpets kindle Rage no more ;.
Bur ufelefs Lances into Scythes fhall bend,
And the broad Faulchion in a Plow-fhear end:
Then Palaces fhall rife ; the joyful Son.

Shall finifh what his fhort-liv’d Sire begun;
Their Vinesa Shadow to their Race fhall yield;
And the fame Hand that fow’d fuall reap the

Field
The
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“The Swainsin barren Defarts with furprize,

See Lillies fpring, and fudden Verdure rife,

And ftart amidft the thirfty Wilds to hear

New Falls of Water mum’ring in his Ear ¢

On rifted Rocks, the Dragons late Abodes,

The green Reed trembles, and the Bulruth nods.

Wafte fandy Vallies, once perplext with

Thorn,

The fpiry Firr, and fhapely Box adorn ;

To leaflefs Shrubs the flow’ring Palms fucceed,

And od’rous Myrtle to the noifome Weed.

The Lambs with Wolves fhall graze the vers

* dant Mead,

And Boys in flow’ry Bands the Tyger lead;

The Steer and Lyon at one Crib fha!l meet,

And harmlefs Serpents lick the Pilgrim’s Feet.

The {miling Infant in: his Hand fhall' take

The crefted Bafilisk and fpeckled Snake :

Pleas’d, the green Luftre of the Scales furvey,

And with their forky Tongue and pointlefs

Sting fhall play ;

Rife, crown’d with Light, imperial Salem rife,

Exalt thy tow’ry Head, and lift thy Eyes!

See a long Race thy fpacious Courts adorn !

See future Sons and Daughters yet unborn,

In crouding Rarks on every fide arife,

Demanding Life, impatient for the Skies !

Sec barb'rous Nations at thy Gates attend,

Walk in thy Light, and in thy Temple bend!
Ce See

.
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. Sec thy bright Altars throng'd with proffrate
Kings,

And heap’d with Predu®s of sabean Springs ¥

¥or thee Idwme’s {picy Forefts blow,

And Seed of Gold in Ophir’s Mountains glow.

See Heav’n its fparkling Portals wide difplay,,

And break upen thee it Flood of Day!

No more the rifing Sun fhall gild the Morn,

Nor Ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver Horn ;

But Joft, diffolv'd in thy fuperior Rays,

One Tide of Glory, one unclouded Blaze

Ocrflow thy Courts : The Light himfelf fhalt
fhine

Reveal'd, and Ged's eternal Day be thine P

- The Secas fhall wafle, the Skies in Smoke de.
cay,

Rocks fall to Duft, and Mountains melt away ;

But fix'd his Word, hisfaving Pow’r remains,

‘Thy Realm for ever lafts, thy own Mefiah
reigns

k'!
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Lz e R L L

A Pararurase on Rev. Chap. i
fram v. 13 1% 18

By a Young Lady.

1
JHO cou'd apd yet outlive th’ amazing
Sight !
O who could ftand the Strefs of fo much Light?
Amidft the golden Lamps the Vifien foed, '
" Form'd like a Man, with all the Awe and Lufire
of a God.

: L
A kingly Vegture claath’d him to the Groupd,
And radiant. Gold his facred. Breafts furround,
But all too thin the Deity to fhroud; ‘
For Heav'nly Rays exprefly fhone thro’ the
unable Cloud.

L.
His Head, his awful' Head, was grac’d with
Hair
As foft as Snow, as melted Silver fair
And from his Eyes fuch a@ive Glories flow, :
The confcious Seraphs well might vail their
dimmer Faces too.
' IV. His
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1v. '
His Feet were ftrong, and dreadful as his
Port,
Worthy the godlike Form they did fupport:
His Voice refembled the Majeftick Fall
Of mighty Waves: 'Twas Awful, Great, Di-
vine, and Solemn, all.

V.
His pow’rful Hand & Starry Scepter held,.
His Mouth a threatning two-edg'd Sword did
wield,
His Face fo wondrous, fo divinely fair,
Asall the glorious Lights above had been con-
trafted there.

: VL
And now my fainting Spirits ftrove in vain
The uncorrefted Splendor to fuftain:.
Unable longer fuch bright Rays to meet,
I dy’d beneath the pond’rous Load at the great
Vifion’s Feet.

VIIL .
But he thiat doth the Springs of Life contain
Breath’d back my Soul, and bid me liveagain;
And thus began—but Oh with fuch an- Air
As nothing but a Pow’r Divine had made me
live to hear. "
" VIII. From
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_VIIIL.
“ From an unviewable Eternity
“ I'was, I'am, and muft for ever be ¢
“ Oncedead, but now an endle(s LifeIgain,
“ And over Death-and Hell triumphant

- “ reigm,

&aw&m&m&&&&m ~

A Pinparick OpE
ON THE

Paffion of our Saviour.
By My. NaorR1s.

. &
AY bold, licentious, Mufe,
&2 What noble Subje& wilt theu chufe ?
Of what great Hero, of what mighty Thing,
Wil thou in boundlefs Numbers fing ?
Sing th’ unfathom’d Depths of Love ;
For who the Wonders done by Love can tell,
By Love, which is it felf all Miracle ? ,
Here in vaft endlefs Circles may’ft thou rove,
And like the trav’ling Planet of the Day,
In an Orb.unbounded Stray:

Sing
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Sing the great Miracle of Love Divine,

Great be thy Genius, fparkling ev’ry Line ;
Love’s greateff Myfteries rehearfe,.
Greater than that

Which. on the teeming Chaas brooding lat,

And hatch’d with kindly Heat the Univerfe.

How God in Mercy chofe to die,

To refcus Man. from Mifery ;. %
Man, not his Creature only, but his Enemy.

H.
Lo in Gethfemane 1 feem him proftrate lye,
Prefs’d with the Weight of His great Agony ;
The. common Slaices of his Eyes,
To vent his miglty Paflion won’t fuffice ;
His tortur’d Body weeps all o’er,
And out of every Pore %
Buds forth a precious Gemm of purple Gore
How ftrange the Power of Affli&tion’s Rod,
When in the Fand of an incenfed God !
Like the commanding Wand,
In Mofes Hand,
It works-a' Miracle, and turns the Flood
" Of Fears into a Sea of Blood.
See with what Pomp Sorrow does now appear,
" How proud fhe is of being feated herg,‘*
She never wore
So Rictra Dye before.
Long washe willing to decline
TR’ Encounter of the Wrath Divine ;
1Ce
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Thrice he fent for his Releafe,
Pathetick Embaffies of Peace;
At length his Courage overcame Ins Donbe,
Refoly’d he was, and fo the bloody Flug hung
out.

HI.

And now the T'ragick Scene’s difplay’d,

Where drawn in full Battalis. are laid
Before his Eyes

That numesous Hoft of Miferies

He muft withftand, that Map of Woe:

Which he muft undergo.
That heavy Wine-prefs muft by him be trod,

The whole Artillery of God.

He faw that Face whofe very Sight
€hears Angels with its beatifick Light,.
Contra&ed now into a dreadful Frown,

All cloath’d with Thunder, big with- Death,

And Showers of hot burning Wrath,

Which fhortly muft be poured down :

He faw a black aad di{mal Scroul

Of Sins paft, prefent, and to come,

With their intolerable Daom,
Which would the mosze opprefs his fpotlefs

~ Soul,

-~ As th’ Elements are weiglity prov’d,

When from their native Station they’re re.
mav'd.

He
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He faw the foul Ingratitude of thofe
Who would the Labours of his Love oppofc,
And reap no Benefit by .all his Agonies,

He faw all this,
And as he faw, to waver he began,’ )
And almoft to repent of his great Love to Man.:

IV,
‘ When lo!" & Heav’nlyForm,all bngbt and
fair,

. Swifter than Thaugbt fhot thro’ th’ enhgbm’d

 Air; . :
He who fits next th’ Impenal Throne,

And reads the Ceunfels: of the great Threeo
A ) Oﬂe";' . - - .
Who in Eternity*s myfterious Glafs, -
Saw both what is, what was, -and what mufl
come to pafs 3 °
He came with Reverence profound,

And rais'd bis profirate Maker from the Ground,

Wip'd off the bloody Sweat, .
With which his Face and Garments too were

wet,

And comforted his dark benighted Mind
With fov’reign Cordials of Light refin'd.
This done, with fofc Addrefles he began
To fortify his kind Defigns for Man,
Uafeal'd to him the Book of God’s Decree,

And fhew’d him what muft be.:
Alledg'd
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Alledg’d the T'tuth of Prophecies, -
Of Figures, Types and Myfteries :
How needful ’twas thus to fupply
Wich ‘human Race the Ruins of ‘the Sky::
How this would new Acceffion br'ng..
To the Celeftial Quire,
And how withal it would infpire -
New Matter for the Praife of the great King:
How be fhould fee the Travail of his Sou),
and blefs
Thofe Sufferings whichhad fo good Succefs :
How great the Triumph of his Vi&tory:"
How glorious Mis Afcent would be :
What weighty Blifs in Heav’n he fhou'd obtain-
By a few Hours of ‘Pain, -
Where to eternal Ages he fhould reign.
He fpake—confirm'd in Mind the Champion
ftood,
A Sp'rit Divine
Thio’ the thiek Veil of Fleth did fhine ;.
All over Powerful he-was, all over Good, "
Pleas’d with his fuccefsful Flight,
Th*officious Angel pofts away
To the bright Regions of eternal Day;
Departing in a Tra& of Light:
In hafte for News the heavenly People ran, .
Amd joy’d to hear the hopeful State of Man.-

V. And
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V.
And now that firange prodigious Hour,.
When God muf® Subje& be to human Pow'r,
That Hour is come : _
Th’ unerring Clock of Fate has ftruck,
"Twas heard below down to Hell’s loweft
Roem,
And fraic th’ infernal Pow vs th' appoiated
Signal took.
Open the Scene, my Mufe, and fee
Wonders of Impudence and Villany :.
How wicked mercenary Hands
Dare to Invade him whomthey fhould Adores,
With Swords and Staves encompafs'd round hc
ftands,
Who knew no other Guards than thofe of Heae
ven before.
Once with his powerful Breath he did repel
The rude Affaults of Hell; ‘
A Ray of his Divinity
Shot forth with that bold Anfwer, I am he.
‘They reel and ftagger, and fall to the Ground,
For God was in the Sound.
The Voice of God was once again
Walking in the Garden heard,
And once again was by the gnilty Heacers
fear'd, '
Trembling feifed ev'ry Joint, and Chilnefs
ev'ry Vein,
This
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This little Vitory he won, -
Shew'd what he could have done.
‘But he to whem as Chicf was givn,
The whole Militia of Heav'n ;
That mighty He
Dechines all Guards for his Defence,
But that of his infeparable Innocence, -
And quietly gives up his Liberty.
H¢'s feiz'd on by the military Bands,
With Cords they bind his Sacred Hands;
‘But Ah how weak ! What Nothings would they.
prove!
“Were he not held by fironger. ones of Love?

“Once thore my wearied Mufe thy Pinionstry,
~ -And reach the top of Caluary.”
A fteep Afcent! But moft to him who bore
The Burthen of a Crofs this Way before.
{The Crofs afcends, thefe’s fomething in itfure
That Moral is and Myftical ;
No Heights of Fortune are from thee fecure,
Affli&ions fometimes climb as well as fall)
Here breathe a while, and view
The doleful’'ft Pifture Sorrow ever drew,
The Lord of Life, Heavn’s darling Son,
The Great, th’ Almighty One,
‘With out-ftretch’d Arms nail’d to a curfed Tree,
«Crown’d with fharp Thorns, cover’d with Ia-
famy

He
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He who before
: So many-Miracles had done; -
The Lives of others to reftore,’
Does with a greater lofe his own.
*Full three Hours long he did fuftain
Moft exquifite and poignant Pain ¢
So lopg the fimpathizing Sungns light with-
drew, - gl
‘And wondered how the Stars their d?mg Lord
could view.

"VII.

“This ftrange Defe& of Light :
“Does all the Sages in Aftronomy affright %

With Fears of an eternal Night:
Th'Intelligences in their Courfes ftray, <
And Travellers below miftake their Way,

“Wondring to be-penighted in the midft of'
Day.: -

Fach Mind is feiz’d with Horror and Dcfpau', .

And more o'erfpread with Darknefs than the
Air.
Fear on, ’tis wondrous all and new,
" *Tiswhat paft Ages never knew,
Fear on, but yet,you'll find
The great Eclipfe is ftill behind,;
‘The Luftre of the Face Divine
Does on the mighty Sufferer no longer fhine;

God
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-God hides his Glories from his Sight
‘With a thick Screen made of Hell's grofle®
Night ;
Clofe wrought it was, and folid all,
Compalted, and fubftantial,
Impenetrable to th’ Beatifick Light,;
Without Complaint he bore
The Tortures he endur’d before ;
But now no longer ahle to contain
Under the great Hyperbole 6f Pain,
He mourns, and with a ftrong pathetick Cry,
Lamentsthe fad Defertion of the Deity,
Here ftop, my Mufe, ftop and admire,
- The Breather of all Life does now expire.
- His mildeg Father fummons:-him away ;
His Breath obediently he does refign ;
Aasngels to:Paradife.his Soul convey,
. And calm the: Relicks of .his Grief. with Hymns
Divine.

HTrM N
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1.
T YA I L facred Selem plac’d on High !
Seat of the mighty King, .
‘What Thought can grafp thy boundlefs Blifs ®
What Tongue thy Glories fing ?

1L
Thy cryftal Tow’rs and Palaces

' Magnificently rife,

And dart their beauteous Luftre roond
The Empircan Skies.

I11. .
"The Voice of Trivmph in thy Streets,
And Acclamations, found :
Gay Banquets in thy fplendid Courts,
And Nuptial Joys abound.
. IV, Brigke
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» IV.

Bright Smiles on ev’ry Face appear, |

. Rapture in ev'ry Eye;

From ev’ry Mouth g'ad Anthems flow,
And charming Harmony. .

V.

- Iluftrious Day for ever there,
Streams from the Face Divine:

No pale-fac’d Moon €’er glimmers forth,
Nor Stars, nor Sun, decline.

VI.
No fearching Heats, no piercing Colds,
The changing Seafons bring,
But o’er the Fields mild Breezes there
Breathe an Eternal Spring.

VIIL
The Elow’rs with lafting Beauty fhine,
And deck the finiling Ground,
While flowing Streams of Pleafure all
“The happy Plains {furround.

49

Come,
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L aolegeletotsiofelolaotoo o To ory

Come, my Beloved, let us go forth in-
to the Fields, let us lodge in the Vil-

lages. Cant. 7. 11.

L
Hou Obje& of my higheft Blifs,
And of my dearef Love,
.Come let us from this tirefome World,
And all its Cares remove.

1§ 8
Among the murm’ring cryftal Streams,
The Groves, and flow’ry Fields,
Let’s try the Calm and Sileat Joys
That bleft Retirement yields.

L
There, far fromall the bufie World,
To thee alone I'll Live,
And tafte more Pleafure in thy Smiles
Than all things elfe can give.

w.
My pure Defires, and boly Vows,
Shall Centre all in thee,
‘While ev’ry Hour to Sacred Love

Shall confecrated be.
HY )M N.
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;o I
Efore the rofie Dawn of Day
To thee my God, T'll Sing,
Awakemy foft and tuneful Lyre,
Awake each charming String.

IL
Awake, and let thy flowing Strain
Glide through the Midnight Air,
‘While high amid’ft her filent Orb
The filver Moon rouls clear.

1L
While all the glitt’ring Starry Lamps
Are lighted in the Sky,
And fet their Maker’s Greatnefs forth
To thy admiring Eye

V.
While watchful Angels round the Juft
As nightly Guardians wait,
In lofty Strains of grateful Praife
Thy Spirit elevate.

D2

V. A-
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Co V.
‘Awike my foft and tuneful Lyre,
Awake each charming String,
Before the rofic Dawn of Day
To thee, my God, I'll Sing

VI.
Thou round the Heav'nly Arch doft draw
A dark and fable Veil,
And all the Beauties of the World
From mortal Eyes conceal.

VII.
Agen the Sky with golden Beams’
Thy Skilful Hands adorn,
And Paint with chearful Splendor gay
The fair afcending Morn.

VHI.
And as the gloomy Night returns,
Or {miling Day renews,
“Thy conftant Goodnefs fill. my Soul
With Benefits purfues.

. “IX.

For thisT'l1 m:dmghr Vows to thee
Wn“h ‘early Incenfe bring,
_And e'er the rofie Dawn of Day

Thy lofty Praifes ﬁng -
PSALM

-
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PSALM €Cxrv.

L.
Hen Ifracl, freed from Pharask’s Hand,
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land,.
The Tribes with cheerful Homage own -
Their King, and Fudab was his Throne.|

1L
Agrofs the Deep their Journey lay. ]
The Deep divides to make them way
The Streams of Fordan faw, and fled ' .
With backward Current to their Head.

I,
The Mountains fhook like frighted Sheep
Like Lambs, the little Hillocks leap ;.
Not $/nai on her Bafe could ftand,
Confcious of Suvereign Power at Hand,

IV.
What Power could make the Deep divide ?
Make Fordan backward roll his Tide ?
Why did ye leap, ye little Hills ?
And whence the Fright that sina; feels ?
D3 V. Let
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V.
Let every Mountain, every Flood
Retire, and know th’ approaching God,
The King of Ifrael : See him here ;
Tremble thou Earth, adore and fear.

VI
He Thunders, and all Nature mourns 3
‘The Rock to ftanding Pools he turns ;
Flints {pring with Fountains at his Word,
And Fires and Seas confefs their Lord,

weiissiimetioelio it oitroil
A PARaPHRASE on John xxi. 17,
By a Toung Lady.

ES, thou that knowett all, doft know I
love thee,
And that 1 fet no Ido] up above thee,
“T'o thy unerring Cenfure I appeal,
And thou that knoweft all things fure can’ft
tell : ,
I love thee more than Life or Intereft ;
Nor haft thou any Rival in my Breaft :
I love
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T love thee fo that T could calmly bear ?

The Mocks of Fools,and blefs my happy Ear,{_

Migh I fiom thee but onc kind Whiper(
hear :

1 love thee fo that for a Smile of thine,

Mighe this and all the brighter Worlds be mine

I wou’d not paufe, but with a noble Scorp,

At the unequal, flighted Offer, Spurnj’

Yes, I to Fools thefe Trifles can refign,

Nor envy them the World, whillt thou art
mine :

I love thee as my Centre, and can find

No Pointbefides to ftay my doubtful Mind ;

Potent and uncontroul’d its Motions were,

Till ix’d in thee its only congrunus Sphere +

Urg'd with a Thoufand {pecious Baits I ftood, -

Difpleas’d and Sighing for fome diftant Good

‘To calm its genuine Di&tates——but betwixt

Them all, remain’d fufpended and unfixt.

I love thee {o ’tis more than Death to be,

My Life, my Love, my All, depriv’d of thee ;

‘Tis Hell, "tis Horror, Shades and Darkne&,
rhen,

"Till thou unveil'ft thy heav'nly Face agen :

I love thee fo I'd kifs the Dare fhou'd free

My flutt’ring Soul, and fend her up to thee,

O wou'dft thou break her Chain, with what
Delight

She’'d fpread her Wings, and bid the Warld
good Nighe ¢

R4 Scarce
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ftay,
- But IZad thy flaming Minifters the Way,
In their known Paflage to eternal Day.
And yet the Climes of Light wou'd fecarce
feem Fair,
Unlefs I met my bright Redee mer there,
Unlefs I there could view his charming Face,
And cope all Heaven in his dear Embrace.

ST ERACEI NI RSN
The WIS H.

By a young Lady.

Scarce for my bright Condu&ors wou’d Ig

WOu’d fome kind Vifion reprefent to me
How Bright thy Streets, celeftial Salem !
: be,
Y'd trace thy fhining pearly Paths, and tell
How bleft are thofe that in thy Temple dwell.
How much more Bright than €’er proud Phzbus
fhed '
Are thofe vaft Rays, th’ eternal Sun does
fpread!
Cou'd 1 the Faireft of ten Thoufand view,
Wou'd Angels me theix Admiration fhew,
: . - rd
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I'd tell the Virgins, tell em o’er agen,

How Fair he look’d, to the black Sons of Men ¢

Might I (but Ah, while clogg’d with finful
Flefh,

In vain I breathe out the impatient. Wifh)

But have a Glimpfe of thofe fair Fields a-
bove, ‘ '

Where dreft in Beams the fhining Saints do
move,

More Gay than all the fancy’d Shades of Love.

Where the true Sun of Glory ne’er declines,

But with unclouded Vigour always fhines :

Where endlefs Smiles celeftial Faces wear, -

No Eye eclips’d with a rebellious Tear, %

For Grief is an unheard-of Stranger there.

I Ol s A A e QR A SIS e

‘A DIALOGUE between the
fallen Angels and a humane Spirit
juft entred into the other World.

" By an unknown Hand.

Humane Spirit.

Ong ftruggling in the Agonies of Death,

" With Horror I refign’d my mortal Breath
With Horror long the fatal Gulph I view’d,
And fhiy'ring on its utmoft Edges ftood,

. Ds Tik
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Till forc'd to take th’ inevitable Leap,

X hurry'd headlong down the gloomy Steep :

And here of every Hope bereft, I find

-My feIf a naked, an unbody’d, Mind,

My lov’d, my fond, officious, Friends in vain

My fleeting Soul endeavour’d to retain ; '

In vain its blooming Manfion did invite,

Grandeur, and Wealth, and Love, and foft
Delighe, ,

With tempting Calls in vain its Flight would
ftay,

When forc’d by the fevere Decree away.

*Tis paft———and all like a thin Vifion gone,

¥For which I have my wetched Soul undone,

. And wand’ring on this dark detefted Shore,

My Eyes fhall view the upper Light no more..

Fallen Angels.

‘Then welcome to the Regions of DefpaiY,
Thy Ruin coft us much Defign and Care,
And thou hadft *fcap’d but for one happy\

Snare,
And in the blifsful Skies fupply’d the Place
Of fome fall'n Spirit of our nobler Race ;
"Thou cou’dft the Thirft of Wine or Wealth

controul,

And no malicious Sin has ftain'd thy Soul, -
But for the Joys of one forbidden Love
" Haft loft the boundlefs Extafics aboye.
Hymas



) Humane Spivit.
And all was freely, freely all wasloft s
How Dear has one fherc Dream of Pleafure
coft !
But yet this fatal, this enchanting Dream,
I fhould perhaps to Heaven it felf efteem,
Were itas permanent : But Ah ! "Tis gone,
And I & Wretch ahandon’d and undone ;
Of God, of every fmiling Hope, am left,
And all my dear Delightson Earth bereft,
While here for gilded Roofs, and painted
Bowers, '
For pleafant Walks, snd Beds of fragrant
Flowers,
1 find polluted Dens, and pitchy Streams,
And burning Paths with Beds of raging Flames;:
Inftead of Mufick’s fweet infpiring Sound,
Repeated Yells, and endlefs Groans, go round;
And for the lovely Faces of my Friends,
I meet the Ghaftly Viffages of Fiends.
A Thoufand namelefs Terrors are behind,
Defpair, Confufion, Fury, feize my Mind : %
But will my Griefs no happy Period find ®

£ Falen Angels, v
Count ali the twinkling Glories of the Sky,
Count all thé Drops that in the Ocean lye,
Of all the earthy Globe the Atoms count,
Eternal Years thy Numbers ftill furmount.
: : D¢ Millions

P

Divine Hrmns and Poxsus. 39
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Millions of tedious ling’ring Ages gone,

‘Thy Mifery, thy Hell, is but begun.

As fix'd, as permanent, thy Blifs had been,
But for one darling, one beloved, Sin;

Cold to the Baits of any other Vice

Beauty alone could thy fond Thoughts entice -
By this, or all our Stratagems had fail'd,

By this we o’er thy temp’rate Youth prevail'd.
Poor fottith Soul ! Below our Envy now,

For what a. Toy didft thou.a Heaven foregot

Humane Spirit.
O tell me not from what fair Hopes I'fell,
Juft miffing Heaven but aggravates my Hell.

.  Fallen Angels. -
 Thou know’ft not what thou’ft loft, but we
too well :

“Fhe Glories of that happy.Place can tell.
‘There endlefs Heights of Extafie they prove,
There’s lafting Beauty and immortal Love ;3
There flowing Pleafures in full Torrents roul,
¥or Pleafures form’d, this Lofs muft-rack thy

+  Soul.

. Humane Spirit.
With how much cruel Art you aggravate
My Miferies intolerable Weight.
. Fallen
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Fallen Angels. :
Our Envy once, thou'rt now become our
Scorn,
In vain for thee the Son of God was Born;
That mxghty Favour, that pccuhar Grace,
Too Glorious for the fall’n Angelick Race,
Serves only to exalperate thy Doom,
And give th’ infernal Shades a darker Gloom."

Humane Spirit.
Oh that’s the wounding Circumftance of a]]‘
T6 lower Depths of Woe I cannet fall :
Ye curft Tormentors, now your Rage is fpent,
Your Fury can no further Hell invent;
A Saviour’s Title, a Redeemer’s Blood
Their Worth till now I little underftood.

3 HY M N
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HY M N

By Mr. Bowpew.

. ’.
‘Rom Earth’s dull Joys, and fenflefs Mirth,.
L Ocome, my Soul, in haft retire, -
Affume the Grandeur of thy Birth,
And to tby nstive Heav'n afpire.

II.
Here’s Nought [Alas! J deferves delay,
Nought that can bribe thy fwift remove,
No folid Ground thy Hopes to ftay,.
Nor worthy Obje&t of thy Love.

.
Tts Mines can ne'er thy Treas'ry fill,
Nor Fouritains cool thy fcorching Rage,
Ies fcanty Feafts thy Hunger kill,
Nox all is Seas thy Thirft affwage.

V. Tis
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, Iv.

AT'is Heav’n alone can make thee bleft,
Can ev'ry With and Want fupply,
Thy Joy, thy Crown, thy endlefs Reft;

-Are all above the lofty Sky.

V.

There pureft Streams of Pleafure flow,
There Wifdom’s facred Springs arife;,
There, there, the Tree of Life does grow,

Which flourifh’d once in Paradice.

VI
O there immortal Glories firay,
Immortal Songs of Praife refound,
Immortal Robes the Saints array,
And with immortal Youth they’re crown’d.

V.
There dwells the Sov’reign Lord of all,
The God that num’rous Worlds adore,
With whom is Blifs that ne’er does psll,
And Joys which laft for evermore.

VIIL
No longer then delay thy Flight,
But mount, O mount, with eager Wing !
The joyful Stars thy Way will light,
The joyful Angels round thee fing.
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AEBEAALABLLARABRLS
Another.

I
'O thee, Dear God, with eager Hafte
My panting Soul does move ;
. To thee the Fountain of my Life,
And Obje&t of my Love.

1I.
Long have I rang’d the Maze of Sin,
Long fpent my felf in vain,
Too long been fond of falfe Delights,
And fported with my Chain.

III.
Ye Dreams and Shadows now farewel,
Farewel each. gilded Toy,
A nobler Profpe& chears my Sight,
I tafte a nobler Joy.

1Vv.
Welcome dear Virtue to my Soul,
How fweet thy Pra&tice is!
Ten Thoufand Pleafures croud thy Way,
Thy End’s eternal Blifs. .
V. Thy
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~

V.
Thy facred Paths I'll fwiftly run,
And c¢'imb from Gracc to Grace,
Till on bleft Ziwmn's lofty Mount
I view my Saviour’s Face.

VI..
This, Lord, my folemn Purpofe is..
O may thy Aid confpire,
To crown my. Labour with Succefs,
And fil my vaft Defire..

[ELEELLY EXLELEEEY Y S
The - Second PsA LM
 PARAPHRAS’D.

" By Sir Ricuarp Brackmore,

WHat means this mighty Uproar? Whence
arife

This great Commonon, thei’c tnmultuous
Cries ?

What has alarm’d the Nations > What Offence

Does all the jealous States around incenfe ?

What does- the Heathen' Fire - with {fo much
Rage?

What Faces’s Sons in fuch Defigns engage
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As they can neer effed 2 Or if they do,

They’ll mifs the End they furioufly-purfue.

Infatuated Men! you'll fure repent

Your rafh Artempts, too late the fad Event

Will fhew your Proje&ts vain, your Malice(
impotent..

Confed’rate Princes wicked Friendfhip make,

And in their Anger defp’rate Counfels take

Againfttheir great Creator and his Son,

And liope the Lord’s Anointed to dethrone.

Let us, fay they, affert our Liberty,

And keep our Kingdoms from Oppreffion free,

We'll ne’er agree to vindicate the Caufe

©Of this new King, nor e’er obey his Laws.

Th' Almighty fets bis Fav'rite up in vain;.

We'll neer confent to this Ufurper's Reign,

We his proud Yoak will never tamely bear,

But will his {ervile Chains afunder tear,

But the Great God, who fits enthron’d on high
Above the Starry Convex of the Sky,
Infultingly will mock their foolifh Pride,
Laugh at their Threats, and their vain Plots

deride. N
In fiery Indignation he fhall pafs
A dreadful Sentence on this impious Race.
The Marks of high Difpleafure he fhall fhew,.
Aad pour Deftru&ion oa “th’ audacious Foe.

Thes
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Thus from his Throne fublime th’Eternak

fpoke,

And with his awful Voicethe Frame of Nature
thook,

In Spite of all the Princes that combine,

Or to retard or fruftrate my Defign,

On Ziex's Hill my Favourite I'll enthrone,

And fix upon his Head th’ Imperial Cromwn.

Submiffive States his Empire fhall obey,

And at his Footftool Kings their Scepters lay.

He fhall tyrannick Cruelty correft,

And tenderly his Subje&s Rights prote&.

He fhall afferc divine religious Caufe,

- Heav'ns facred Intereft manage with Ap-
plaufe,

And rule the World with juft and equal
Laws.

To execute his high, important, Charge,

My Viceroy I inveft with Pow’r at large ¢

Vaft Pow'r I give him, but I give him none

But what is mixt with Mercy like my own.

No other Pow’r but what is underftood

To be intended for his Subje&s Good,

His juft and gentle Condu& fhall confefs

He feeks his Glory in their Happinefs.

I to the World will puplith my Decree
That raifes him to regal Dignity.
_ "~ Thas
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Thus faid the Lord — let it this Day be

known

Thou art my begotten only Son,

Thy high Defcent let all the.Nations own.

Thou art entitul'd by thy Royal Birth

To all the Realms and Nations of the Earth

Make thy Demand, and by my Grant Dwmc

The Pagan States and Kingdoms fhall be thine-

T'll fubje& all the fpacious Traés of Land

From Pole to Pole to thy fupream Command.

Thou fhalt of all the Regions be poffeft,

From the Sun’s rifing to the adverfe Weft. .

Only the Limits which the World furround .

Thy univerfal Monarchy fhall bound. :

Arm'd with a Rod of Iron thou fhalt Reign,

O'er proud Oppreflors, and their Rage reftrain:

Thou fhalt in Pieces dath-like Potters Clay .

Thy ftubborn Foes, who infolently fay, '

We'll ne'er his Title own, nor his Com-
mands ebey.

Ye foolifth Kings and Potentates be wife,

‘And be inftru&ted where your Safety lies.

The Son of God with Acclamations meet,

And proftrate lye adoring at his Feet.

Bow down your Necks to take his gentle Yoak,

Left your Negle& his Fury fhou’d provoke.

If you refufe this Monarch to obey,

Befure - you'll perifh in your wicked Way.

For if his Wrath fo .dreadful does appear,

When fcarcely kindled, what have you to fear,
Who
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"Who by your defp’rate Provocations raife

“The Spark to Flames, and make his Fury
blaze ?

‘No longer-your Subje&tion then delay,

The fafe and happy Men are only they,

“Who, as their Refuge and fecure Defence,

Repofe in him their Truft and Conﬁdence

&o.i%:%ﬁ%’xﬁaé%% &:&:M&o%u’%’&ﬁ:&aw

The CXLVHI PSALM
PARAPHRASD

By the fame Hand.

E bright immortal Colonies,
That People all the Regions of the
Skies.

- ‘That in your blifsful Seats above
Inhabit Glory, dwell in Light and I.ove

Ye mighty Gen’rals, who command
‘Th’ Almighty’s Hoft ; ye Minifters that ftand

In his bleft Prefence to receive

What Orders he is pleas’'d to give ;
Ye Guards and Houfhold Servants who refort
"~ To pay Attendance at his Court

' Ye
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Ye Saints and Seraphs who aftonifh’d fce
Elis Greatnefs, and Effential Majefty ¢
Tune your celeftial Harps, aad fing
The Triumphs of th’ cternal King;
All ye his heav’nly Hofts applaud
In long-continu'd Shouts your Wonder-work-
"« ing God ;
Ye Sun, and Moon, and Stars, that grace the
Night, - . :
Praife him the uncxhaufted Spring of Light,
Whence your dependant Influence ftreams,
Whence you derive your delegated Beams
Exalt his Name, and fpread his Praife,
_Asfar as you diffufe your Rays. -
Let all the glorious Worlds above agree
In this celeftial Harmony ;
And in the dancing, ecchoing, Spheres around,
Reverberate the Joy, and propagate the Sound.

Ye thin tranfparent Regions of the Air,
And all ye flying Nations there,
With -one melodious Voice th’ Eternal’s
l?raii‘e declare.

“Let Tempefts with their flormy Noife,
And thunder ‘with its roaring Voice,
( God’sown Artillery) proclaim
Thro’ all the 1i’ning World th’Eternal’s Fame.

From
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From ev’ry Quarter all ye Winds arife,
On whofe fwift Wings th’ Almighty flies,
When he his Progre{s makes into th’inferior (
Skies.
Blow all your Blafts, and all your Breath
employ
In loud Applaufes, and ir Songs of Joy.

Ye Vapours that by God’s Command arife,

To fill Heav'ns Magazines with freth Supplies,

And for the Meteors new Materials bring, -

As you afcend th’ Eternal’s Praifes fing.

Ye Clouds that by purfuing Winds are driv'n,
Pour with your Rain your Praifes forth, .
Let thefe afcend as high as Heav’n,

While that defcends to blefs the Earth.

Praife the divine Artificer ?
Ye Light’nings, which his Hands prepare,
And all ye curious Fire-works of the Air. g

‘Praife him ye other Meteors of the Sky,
Ye Hailftones, Mifts, and woolly Snow,

‘The Manufaures which he works on high
For Nacure’s Service heve below,

Let Nature’s mighty Sov’raign Lord, '
Be by the Decp and all the Floods ador’d.
In Confort let the Billows roar,
And make his Praife rebound from Shoar to
Shoar. ’
The
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The fcaly People let them dance;
Before 'em let their Lords, the mighty Whales,
advance.
And High amidft the Air on this great Day
Letall the Water-works from their vaft Noftrils
play.

And while the Deep, the Air, and Sky,
Vocal become th’ Almighty’s Name to raife,
Let not the Earth ftand Silent by,
But join to celebrate his Praife.
Ye Dragons, Wolves, and all ye Savage Kind,
_ On ccchoing Hills in Confort join'd,
To him your Adoration pay,
Whofe Bounty in the Defart finds you prey ;
Do you your Gratitude exprefs,
" And make kis Praifes rmg thro' all the Wilder-
nefs,
Ye Pines and Cedars tune your felves to play
Th’ Almighty’s Praifes on this folemn Day ;
And fing ye Mountains, Hills, and Floods,
To th’ Inftrumental Mufick of the Woods.

Ye Kings, the King of Kings adore,
And at his Feet your borrow’d Scepters lay,
Applaud the Spring of all Imperial Pow’r,
You’'re here but Subje&ts, and fhou'd Homage

pay,

Let
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- Tet Songs of Praife the Gratitude atteft
‘Of Aged Men, long by his Favours Ble(t;
Let rapt’rous Zeal young Men and Maids ™
inflame,
To celebrate their Maker’s Fame;
Let Tifping Infants at his Praifes aim ;
Let-all th’ Eternal’s Works confpire
To execute this bleft Defign,
To praife him let them all combine,
And make the World one Univerfal Quire.

BN ¥ R R L R I
ed Defeription of HELL,

In Imitation of Mr. MILTON.

)

By an unknown Hand,

Eep, to unfathomable Spaces deep,
Defcendrthe dark, detefted, Paths of Hell,
The Gulphs of Execration and Defpair,
Of Pain, and Rage, and pure unmingled Woe;
The Realms of endlefs Death,and Seats of Nighe,
Uninterrupted Night, which feesno Dawn,
- Prodigious Darknefs! Which receives noL; gle
But from the fickly Blaze of Sulph’rous Flames,
That caft a Pale and Dead Refle&tion round,
Difclofing all the defolate Abyfs,
D

Dregde
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- Dreadful beyond what humaue Thought ¢an

farm, X
-Bounded with circling Seas of liquid Firk.

Aloft the blazing Billows curl their Heads,
_And form a Rear along the direful Strand,
While ruddy Cat’ra&s from on high defcend
. And urge the fiery Ocean’s ftormy Rage.
sImpending Horrors o’er the Region frown,
'And weighty Ruin threatens from:on high;
.Inevitable Snares, and faral Pits,
- Gulphs of deep Pexdition wait below;
‘Whence iffue long, remedilefs,> Complaints,
“With endlefs Groans, and everlafting Yells,
‘Legions of ghaftly Fiends: (prodigious Sight!)
~ Fly all coufus’d acrofs the fickly Air, '
And roaring horrid, fhake the vaft Extent.
~Pale meagre Spe&res wander all around,
And penfive Shades, and black deformed Ghofts.
s With impious Fury fome aloud Blafpheme,
.And wildly ftaring upwards Curfe the Skies;
While fome , .with gloomy Terror in their
Looks,
Trembling all over, downward caft their Eyes,
cAnd tell in hollows Groans their deep Defpair,

. Convinc’d by fatal Proofs, the Atheift here
Yields to the_fharp tormenting Evidence,
And ofan infinite Eternal Mind,

Ac Jaft the challeng'd Demonftration meets

The
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“The Libertine his Folly here laments,
*His blind Extravagance, that made him fell -
“Unfading Blifs, and everlating Crowns,

Immortal Tranfports, and Celeftial Feafts,
For the fhort Pleafure of a fordid Sin,

‘For one fleet Moment's defpicable Joy.

Too late, all loft, for ever loft, he fees

The envy’d Saints triumphing from afar,
And Angels basking in the Smiles of God.
But Oh! That all was for a Trifle loft,
-Givesto his bleeding Soul perpetual Wounds.

The wanton Beauty, whofe bewitching Arts,
Has drawn Ten Thoufand wretched Souls to
Hell
"Depriv’d’of ev'ry Blandithment and Charm,
All black,and horrid, feeks the Darkeft Shades
To fhun the Fury of revengeful Ghofts,
That with vindi&ive Curfes ftill purfue
The Author of their miferable Fate,
Who from the Paths of Life feduc'd their
Souls, ,
And led them down to thefe accurft Abodes. .

The Fool that fold his Heav’n for gilded Clay,
The Scorn of all the Damn’d ev’n here laments
His fordid Heaps; which ftill to purchafe, he

‘A fecond Time wou’d forfeit all above :
Nor covets Fields of Light nor Starry Wreaths,
E 2 Nor
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Not Angels Songs, nor pure unmingled Blifs,
But for his darling Treafures {till repines;
Which from afar, toaggravate his Doom,
He fees fome thoughtlefs Prodigal confume.
Beyond them alla miferable Hell
The execrable Perfecutor finds,
No Spirit howls among the Shades below
More Damn’d, more Fierce, nor more a Fiend
then he
Aloud he Heav’n and Holinefs blafphemes,
While all hisEnmity to Good appears,
His.Enmity ta Good ; once falfly call'd
Religious Warmth, and Charitable Zeal.
On:high, beyend th’ unpaflable Abyfs,
T o aggravate his Righteous Deom, <he views
‘The blifsful Realms, and there the Schifmatic,
‘The Vifionary, the deluded Saint,
By him fo often hated,-wrong'd and fcorn'd,
So often curs’d and damn’d, -and banifh’d
thence,
He fees him there pofleft of all that Heav'n,
Thofe Glories, thefe Immortal Joys, which he,
The Orthodox, unerring Catholic, .
- The mighty Fav'rite, and Ele& of God,
With all his mifchievous, converting, Arts,
*His killing Charity, and burning Zeal,
, His pompous Creeds, and boafted Faith, has
loft. v

ON
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mmwmwwm
» ON
HE AV E N.
' By an unkimown Hand.

WHat glorious things of thee, O-glorious
Place !

Shall my told Mufe in daring Numbers fpeak -
While to immmortal Strains I tune my Lyre,
And warbling imitate Angelick Airs:

While Extafie bears up my Soul aloft,

And lively Faith gives me a diftant Glimpfe
Of Glories unreveal'd to humane Eyes.

Ye Starry Manfions, hail: My native Skies:
Here in my happy, pre-exiftent State,
(A fpotlefs Mind) I led the Life of Gods.
But pafling, I falute you, and advance
To yonder brighter Realms allow’d Accefs.

Hail, fplendid éity of th’ Almighty King!
Celeftial Salem, fituate above ;
Magnificent thy Profpe&, and Auguft,
Thy Walls Sublime, thy Tow'rs and Palaces
Hluftrious far, with orien¢ Gems appear.
There Regent Angels, crown'd with Stars

command.
E; Highy,
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High in the midft, the awful Throne of God:

Afcends the utmoft Empirean Arch.

The Heav'n of Heavens, were inconceivelefs.,
Light,

Such as Infinity alone ¢an prave,

n emoys th’ extreameft Bounds of Happinefs,.

And was in perfeé Bleflednefs the fame

E'er any Thing exifted but himfelf;

E’er Time, or Place, or Motion, had aName ;-
Before the Spheres begun their tuneful Round ;.
Or through the Air the Sun had fpread his‘.

Beams ;.
Fler at his Feet the flaming Seraphs bow’d,
And caft their fhining Crowns tefore his.
Throne ; '
E'er fmiling Angels tun'd their golden Harps,
Or fung one Hallelujah to his Praife,
But mighty Love which mov’d him to- create,
Still moves him to communicate his Blifs.

O fpeak you happy Spirits that furreund.
His dazling Throne, for you alone can tell,
For you alone thofe Raptures can defcribe,
And ftem th' impetuous Floods of Joy that rife
Within your Breafts, when all unvail’d you

View
The Wonders of the beatifick Sight :

When from the bright unclouded Face of God
You drink full Drauglks of Blifs and endlefs

Love,
And
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And plunge your felves in Life’s immortak
Fount: ;-

The Spring of Joy whick from his darlmg
Throne

Inendlefs Currents{moothly glides away,

Thro’ all the verdant Fields of Paradice,

Thro' balmy Groves, where on their fow’ ry
Banks,

To murm’ring Watcrs, and fofc whifp’ rmg
Winds, .

Fair Spirits in melodmus Confort join, - -

And fweetly warble their heroick Loves :

For Love makos half their Hcay a, and kmdles
here .

New Flames and ardent Life in ev'ry lmft $ -

While a&ive Pleafure lightens in their Eyes, -

And {parkling Beauty fhines on every Face: -

‘Their fpotiefs Minds, all pure and exquifite, .

The nobleft Heights of. Love prepar'd to At -

Ineverlafting Sympathies unite,

And melt in flowing Joys Ecernity away.

To thefe bleft'- Shades, - and -amaranting
Bow'rs,
When dazled with th’ unfufferable Beams
That iffue from the open Face of God,
For Umbrage many a Seraphim reforts :
Nor longer here o’er their bright Faces clafp
Their gorgepus Wings, which open wide difv
pPlay..
Exq More -
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More Radiance than adorns the chearful Sun;.

. When firft he from the rofie Eaft looks out :
Gentle as Love, their Looks; ferene as Lighe,

Blooming and Gay as everlafting Springs.

ButOh! When in the lofty blifsful Bow'rs,.
With heav’nly Skill, to the harmonious Lyre;
‘The clear, the fweet,. the melting Voice they
join,

The Vales of Heav'n xe;oxce, and ecchomg,
loud,

Redouble ev’ry charming Clofe agen,

While trembling Winds upon their fragrant:
Wings

Bear far the foft melodious Sounds away, -

The filver Screams their winding Journeys ftay,.

Sufpend their Murmurs, and attend the Song ;,

The laughing Fields new. Flow’ss and. Verdure
wear,

And all the Trees of Life bloom out afrefb.

The num’rous Suns which gild the Realms of
Joy

Dance in their lightfome Spheres, and brighter.
Day,

Thro’ all th’ interminable ZAther Dart,.

While to the great unutterable Name

All Glory they afcribe in lofty Strains.

In Strains expreflefs by a mortal Tongue.

O happy Regions ! O tranfporting Place !

' With what Regret I turn my loathing Eyes

To
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‘To yonder earthly Globe, my dusky Seat ;
But, Ah, I muft teturn, no more allow'd
To breathe iﬁ/el ¢alm, the foft, celeftial, Air,.
And view thé myflick Woaders of the Skies.

LVBDBUHIVVIVIVVIVD
T'he LAMENTAT1ONS of
- JEREM1AR.

By Mrs. WHARTON.

Chapter 1ft, the Argument.
Verle. r. The miferable State of Jerufalem,
by reafon of her Sins, 12. She complain-
eth of her Grief. 18. And confefferh
God’s Fudgments to be righteoms.

1. OW doth the mournful widow’d~'
City bow, ‘ ,

She that was once fo great : Alas, how low:

Oncefill'd with Joy, with Defolation now, =

2, Tears on her Cheeks»and Sables on lier

Head ; .
‘She mourns her Lover’s Loft, and Comforts.

dead ¢ .
.. Es , Al”’



82  Divine Hymns ard Porus.

Alss, alas, Ioi’c City, where are thofe,
So proud once to be Friends, now turn'd - her:
Foes.

3. Judah is gone ; alas, to Bondage gone,
Amongft the Heathen F4dab mourns alone,
Griev'd, and in Servitude, fhe finds no reft;
Follow’d by noae but thofe by whom opprels'd.

4. The Feafts of Ziom, no one now attends;
Unhappy 2Ziom, deftitate of Friends.:
Her Priefts ftill figh and all her Virgins mourn,
Becaufe her-Gladnefs finds now no return.

s. Her Enemies are great, and ever high,
Still Fortunate, becaufe her Crimes were nigh ¢
" Her captiv’d Children ftill her Guile upbraid,
Who mourn, whilit their infulting Foes invade

6. Her Beauty which excell’d, is now no more
That Brightnefs which all Nations did adore ;
Her Princes are like hunted Harts become,
Breathlefs and Faint, whilft the Purfuit

goeson: .
Alas for Zion, all their Strengh is gone.

7. Jersfalem then thought upon the Hour
When fhe was -Crowa’d with Peace, Delight
and Power ; _
P X Thoughts
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Thoughts' on¢e fo joyful, mournful now 3
and vain, 4 :

The Foe infults, whiltt fhe no Help fuftains,

Mocking both at-her Sabaths*and her Pains.

8. Her Crimes have caus'd her to be far re.
remov’d,
Feryfalem, who was fo well belov’d.
All thofe who in her Pride admir'd her Fame, -
Defpife her now, becaufe they’ve feen her -
Shame.
Sighing, (he turns away, with Shame diftres'd, -
Amaz’d, defpis’d, deferted and opprefs’d.

-9. Circl'd with Guilt and Shame, fhe cagnot
fly, )
Her-Comdorts far remov'd, her End too nigh;
“Shé vainly thinks on chat tis now too late,
Behold thofe Griefs, which no one can repeat -
Her Fall is fteep, and all her Foes are great.

10. Her San@uary is by thém betray’d,
All her Delighrs they carelefly'invade,
£ven'the Heathen of whom God had faid, -
They fhould not in her holy Temple tread.

11. Her hungry People Sigh, and give a way

For Bread, their Treafures, left their Lives de-
. cay.’ . .

Confider,
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Confider, Lord, fee her with Cares bow'd..
down,
For I am Vile, and Zion left alone:

12. All you who pafs this way, behold and?®
fee,
Are my Griefs fmall ? Do others gneve like me ?-
Are not thefe Sorrows, under which I bow,
With which the Lord-hatlvbrought my Soul fo .
low ?: '
Turn back and mourn with me; becaufe my.
Lord
In his- fierce Anger doth: no Peace afford:

33. He from above-hath Flames and Horror:-
fent,
Gircling my Soul with Pain and Difcontent,
His Snares alas my weary.Feet betray.
Whilft defolate and faint I'mourn all»Day
¥or Zion's loft, her Glory thrown away,

14. Our Sins have brought thofe Chains
which-his Command
Hath.faﬁen’d, now, who can his Power w;th.
ftand 7
How they are link'd by his almighty Hand.
The Lord forfakes, and I am now the Scorn
©f Enemies, becaufe of God forlorn :
He was.my Strength, and now alals cis gone

15. My
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rs. My mighty Men are all' by himcaft
down,
They’re crufh’d by Numbers and I'm left alone
Whilft filently chy Virgin Daughters mourn,.
Unhappy mournful Judah, left forlorn. '

16. For this I weep, and waft my felf in
Tears,
Becaufe her Help's far off, and Sorrow’s near ¢
Ah, wretched F«dab, where is now thy Hope ;
Thy Foes ftill Triumph whilft thy Children
Droop.

17. Zion fpreads forth her Arms to bereliev'd,.
But who can Comfort whom thc Lord hath
Griev'd:
Her Enemiés encreafe and flourifh ftill,
By his Command, by his all powerful Will.
Ah! wretched City,{corn’d and tham’d by ali,
Who can enough lament thy dreadful Fall ?

18. Yet he is Juft, for I am Guilty found :
The Lord, with. Righteoufnefs is always
Crown'd.
Ye that pafs by fee'me with- Sorrows drown'd,
My weight of Sin hath prefs’d me to the
Ground.
. Whois it now my Freedom can reftore ?
My Yauth and captive Virgins are no more,

19. 1
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19. T'call’d for all-my Friends, but they 5
were gone, -
JFriendfhip growscold when Mifery comes an ¢
With Hunger pin’d my Prieftsand Rulersdy’d, -

Within my Walls perifh’d my Sttgngth angl
Guide. -

20. My Crimes are great, fo are my Sorrows
~ now,
Behold, my Lord, fec thc sﬁix&ed bow ;
Abroad th’ unerring Sword bereaves of. Brcatb
And Grief at home is 2 more cruel Death.

a1. All round me ﬁear my Sighs, and fee
my Tears,
Whilft there is none that can relieve my Cares :
My Foes hear and rejoyce at what is done.
But thon wilt furely, Lord, atlaft return,
And then the Enemy like me will moyrn.

22, Their Crimes are great, turn mighty
Lord, apd fee,
Affli&’em then asthou affliteft me,
My Griefs are great, turn therefore and relenty
My Sighs are many, and my Heart is faint.

Porg
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Part of the Third Chapter' of Han-
B AxKUEX, Parapbras’d,

By a young Lady.
L :

WHen God from Zemen came,
And Cloath’d in Glory from Mount Paran fhone,
Dreft in th’ unfufferable:Flame ’
That hides his dazling Throne,
His Glory foon eclyps'd the once bright Tizan's
Rays,
And fill'd the trembling World with Terror
and Amaze ;
Refplendent Beams did Crown  his awful
Head, . o
And fhining Brightnefs all around him
fpread ;
Omnipotence he grafpt in his firang Hand, .
And lift'ning Death flood waiting on his
dread Command :
Waiting "till his refiftlefs Dart he’d throw ;
Devouring Coals beneath his Feet did glow :

All
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All Nature’s Frame did quake beneath his
Feet,
And with his Hand he the vaft Globe did
meet ; —
The frighted Nations fcattered ;
And at his Sight the bafhful Mountains fled ;
The everlafting Hills their Founder’s Voice
obey,
And ftoop their lofry Heads to-make th® Eter-
nal way.
The diftant Etbiops all Confufion are,
And Midians trembling Curtains cannot hide.
their Fear :
When thy {wifc Chariots pafs'd the yielding
Sea,
Thy blufhing Waves back in Amazement flee;
Affcighted Fordan ftops his flowing Urn,
And bids his forward Streams back to their
Fountain turn.

1I.
Arm'd with thy mighty Bow,
Thou marched’ft out againft thy daring Foe
And very terrible thou didft appear
To them, but thus thy darling People chear:
« Know Faceb’s Sons, Iam the God of Truth,
“ Your Father Jacob’s God, nor can ¥ break my-
“ Qath:
The.
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‘The Mountains thook as our dread Lord ad-
vanc'd,
And all the little Hills around them danc’d:
“The neighb’ring Streams their verdant Banks
o'erflow,
The Waters faw and trembled at the Sight,
Back to their old Abyfs they go,
And bear the News to everlafting Night :
The Mother Deep within her- hollow Caverns.
rears,
And beaes the filent Shores;
The Sun above no longer dares to firive,
Nor will his frighted Steeds their wonted Jour.-
ney drive.
‘The Moon to fee her Brother ftop his Carr
Grew pale, and curb’d her Sable Reins for
. Fear;
Thy threac’ning Arrows gild their flaming:
Way,
And at the glitt’ring of thy Spear the Heathen .
dares not ftay. -
Thy very Sight does them fubdue,
And arm’d with Fury thou the Vi&'ry doft
purfue.

SERA-
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BRELELLEEEABINLLERIE
SERAPHICK LOV.E.
’B,y an.unknown Hand..

) AT
"Hou Béauty’s vaflt Abyfs, Abftra® of alf <
. My Thoughts can lovely, great, or fplenss
did call ;. '
T thee in Beav'nly Flames, and puse Defires, .
My yavifh'd Soul impatiently afpices...

. i

With -Admiration, Praife, gnd endlefs Love; .
Thou filI'ft the wide refplendent-Worlds above, .
Aad none can Rival, or with thee Compare, -
Of all the bright Intelligences there.

1IL
What Vapours then, what fhort-livid Gloas-
riesbe.
The Faireft Idols of our Senfe to thee? |
Béfore the ftreaming Splendor of thine Eye, .
The languid Beauties fall away and die.

v,
Farewel then, all you flat Delights of Senfe, .
I'm charm’d witha Sublimer Excellence,
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T'o whom a]l mortal Beauty’s but a Ray,
Afcatter’d Drop of his o’erflowing Day,

V.
How ftrongly thou my panting Heart doft move.
With all the Holy Extafies of Love!"
In thefe fweet Flames let me expire, and fee.
Unveil'd the Brightnefs of thy.Deity.

VI. - :
Oh ! let me die, for there's no-earthly Blifs "
My Thoughts can ever relifh after this ;
No, deareft Lord, there’s nothing here below, .
Without thy Smiles,. to plesfe, or. fatify me.
now, : .

The Tranflation of Elijah..

By an unknown Hand.

HIS Le&ure to the fad Young Prophets done,
And laft Adieus, the Rev’rend Seer goes..
on,
Obedient as the Sacred Inftin® guides,
And now advanc’d to Ferden’s verdent fides;
Elijab with his great Succeffor ftood,
And gave a Signal tothe pafling Flood;

Th*.
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Th' obfequious Waters ftay, for well they know~

What:to his bigh- Authority they owe,

Whilé Wave on Wave thh filent Awe crowds

back, -

To leavea clean; and fpacmus, fandy, Track.

Elijak on with his Companion goes, .

Behind 'em foon the Cryftal Ridges clofe, %

No more revers’d, the troubled Current
flows.

Then forward ftill they went, difcourfing High.

Of Heéavenly Blifs and Immortality,

When from a Cloud breaks, (like the Purple.

Dawn)

By Fiery Steeds & Fiesy Chariot drawn!

A glictering Convoy fwift as that defcends, -

And in an Inftant parts th' embracing Friendss.

To the bright Carr condu& the Man of God,

And mount agen the fteep /Etherial Road.

The pafling Triumph lightens all the Air

With ruddy Luftre, than high Noon more fair,

And Paints the Clouds than Evening Beams
more Gay,

Thro’ which with wond’rous Speed they cut
their Way.

Now lofty Piles of Thunder, Hail, and Snow,

Tk’ Artillery of Heav’n, they have below ;

~ Below the glimm’ring Moon’s pale Regency

They leave, and now more free afcend the Sky,

Breathing agen Immortal Air, nor here

Refent the Preffure of the Atmofphere.

By
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By Holy Extafies and Flames intenfe,

Here Purg’d from all the Dregs of mortalSence,

With Heavenly Luftre eminently Gay

Elijab wondring does himfelf Survey;

All o’er Sureys Eimfelf, and then the Skies,

While new ftupendious Obje&ts meet hisEyes.

With his new Being pleas’d thus, the firft man

Asijuft to Live and Reafon, he began

On Hills,and Valleys, Grovesand Founnains,
Gaz'd,

With Skies and Light thus ravifh’d, thusamaz'd.

But now the utmoft Firmament they cleave,

And all the Starry Worlds behind them leave,

Hark, Angels Sing! Of Light appears new
Streaks! :

Celeftial Day with gawdy:Splendour breaks!

On Heav’ns Rich Solid Azure now they tread

Theblifsfiil Pathsthat to God’s Prefence led,

While to the new Inhabitant all the Way

Loud welcomes on their Harps his Guardians
Play, ’

A Thoufand joyful Spirits crowd to meet.

‘The glorious Saint, and his Arrival great.

PARA-
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S5 .,%5%&5@%& R A e Aot
Paraphrafe on.the 2.9th. Pfalm.

E mighty Princes,and ye Gods of Earth!
Who Great by Merit as you're Great by
Birth,
"With Look Imperial ftrike a trembling Awe
+In proftrate Slaves, to-whom. your Words are
_ Law!
*Confefs the Lord, the mighty Lord, tobe
:In Pow'r unrivalld as in Majefty.
‘The Honours you reccive, repay to him
‘With double Rev'rence, as he's God’s Supream.
Vifte the Temple bleft by his Abode,
-:But fee the Glory,and you'll own the God ;
*Twill warm your Breafts with true Devoti-®
on’s Fire, - z
And wendrous Tho’ts with wondrous Words |

infpire, 5
-:And join-your Praifes'to the Solemn Quire.
The yielding Clouds obey his pow’rful Voice.
+And Earth and Ocean tremble at the Noife.
Through the wide Heav'ns his rowling Thun-

ders found,

“WithwhatMajeftick Dread and Horror crown’d!
Nor Depth, nor ftately Bulk,the Trees defend,
At his Approach the fhady Forefts bend.

Ner
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“Not Libanus his ancient Pride can boaft, ;

¢His Honour’sow in rude diforder loft,

“The fhatter’d Branches from the Trunk are%
toft.

- Nor funder’d long, an equal Fate they fhare, .
*Branches and Trees are whirl’d aloftin Air, ¢
iNor does thefurious Shock the jealous Moun-

tains {pare. J
His forked Lightnings cut their fhining Way,
.And with brisk Flafhes thro’ the Clouds they
play.
“To vaft wild threatning Defarts too, afar,
“With rapid Speed he fends the ftormy War;
The ftormy War whole Defarts overthrows, -
-Pleas’d with the hideous Ruin on it goes, z
“‘T'ill horrid. Kadifb ftill:more horrid thews, S
The helplefs Hinds, thro’ Terror and Surprize,
Their doubtful lab’ring Weight difcharge with
Eafe.

-Bold Ravagers their wily Coverts bare,

*Search their known Dens, and fhake with confu-
ous Fear ;

JBut Pious Worfhippers his Temple fesk,

And there fecurely of his Glory fpeak;

*Tis God, fay they, 'tis God fets King above,
-Him can the Mighty from his Threne remove?!
*Tis he prote&s us from our bloody Foes,
Thunder and Lightning are at his Difpofe:;
‘He'll beour Strength, and to compleat the Blifs,
Will grant:the Bleflings of a lafting Peace.

) A DiA-
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e e

A DIALOGUE between
the Soul, Riches, Fame, and

- Pleafure.
By an unknown Hand.

. Riches.

DEluded Mortal, turn and view my Store,

‘While all ‘my glitt’ring Treafures I ex=
plore.

The Gold of both the Indian Worlds is mine, _

And Gems that in the Eaftern Quarries fhine!

For me advent’rous Men attempt the Main,

And all the Fury of its Waves fuftain! %

For me all Toils and Hazards they difdain.

F_g.[_gxe their Country’s fold, their Faith betray’ d

The Vooice of Intreft ne’er was dxfobey d.

Soul.
Yet I thy tempting Offers can defpife,
Nor lofe a With on fuch a worthlefs Prize.
When yonder fparkling Stars attra& my Sight,
Thy Gold, thy boafted Gems lofe all their Light.

My
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"My daring Thoughts above thefe Trifles rife,
‘And aim at glorious Kingdoms in the Skies.
I there expe& Celeftal Diadems,

‘Out-fhining all thy counterfeited Gems.

Fame,

*Tis nothing ftrange that thy ambitious Mind
‘In fordid Wealth fhould no Temptation find.
But I have Terms which thy Acceptance claim
Heroick Glory, and a mighty Name! !
To thefe the greateft Souls on Earth afpire,
-Souls, moft endow’d with the Celeftial Fire ;
Whom neither Wealth nor Beauty can inflame ;
Thefe bazard all for an Illuftirous Name,

Sosl.
And yet thou art a meer Fantaftick Thing,
Which can no folid Satisfaion bring.
Should Iin coftly Monuments furvive,
And after Death in Men’s Applaufes live,
What Profit were their vain Applaufe to me,
If doom’d below to endlefs Infamy?
Sunk in Reproach,and everlafting Shame,
With God, and Angels, where’s my promis’'d
Fame?
But if their Approbation I obtain,
And deathlefs Wreaths,and heavenly Glories§
gain, .

I may the World’s falfe Pageantry difdain.

F Pleafures
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: _ - Pleafure.
But where the Baits of Wealth-and Honour fafl
Th’ inchanting Voice of Pleafure may prevail.
“The Lewd and Virtuous both my Vaffals prove;
No Breaft fo guarded but my Charms can-move,
-All that delights Mankind attends on me,
Beauty and Youth, and Love, and Harmony. .
1 wing the fmiling Hours, and gild the Day,
‘My Paths are fmooth,. and flow'ry all my Way.

Sanl.
‘But Ah! thefe Paths to black Perdition tend,
There foon thy foft deluding Vifions end.
Thofe fmooth, thofe flow’ry Ways, lead dowa
to Hell,
Where all thy Slaves in endlefs Night muft
dwell.
-The Road of Virtue far more rugged is,
But O! it leads to Everlafting Blifs.
And all beyond the thorny Paffage lies
The Realm of Light difcover’d to mine Eyes.
Gay Bowers,.and Streams of Joy, and lightfome
Fields, .
With happy Shades, the beautcous Profpe&
yields;
Thofe bifsful Regions 1 thall fhortly gain,
‘Where Peace and Love, and endlefs Pleafures
¢ reign.

The
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LA S IR ZS AR A IS A2 210K |
"The 38th Chapter of JOB Tranflated.

By Mys. SINGER.

YN Thunder now the God his Silence broke,
And from a Cloud this lofty Language
fpoke.

‘Who, and where art thou, fond, prefumptu-
ous, Man,
“That by thy own weak Meafures mine woud’ ft
fcan ? .
‘Undaunted as an equal Match for me,
-Stand forth, and anfwer my Demands to thee.

And firft let thy Original be trac’d,
‘And tell me then what mighty Thing thou waft,
When to the World my potent Word gave Birth,
-And fixt the Centre of the floating Earth ?
Didft thou affift with one defigning Thought,
Or my Idea’s re&ifie in ought, : %
W hen from Confufion I this Order brought ?
Whenlike an ArtiftI the Line ftretch’d out,
And markt its wide Circumference abour,
Didft thon contribute, Fob, the needful Aid;
When 1 the Deep,and ftrongFoundations laid,
And with my Hand the rifing Pillars ftay’d? g

F a When
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When from the perfe& Model of my Mind
The vaft and ftately Fabrick was defignd,

So wondrous, fo compleat in ev’ry Part,
Adorn’d with fuch Variety of Art,

‘The Sons of Light the goodly Frame furvey,
As their own Seats Magnificent and Gay.

~ Aroundthe fhining Vergeof Heav'’n the Crowd,
-;And from the Cryftal Confines, fhout aloud.
For Joy the Morning Stars together fang,

And Heav'n all o’er with glad Preludiums rang.

Were the tumultuous Floods by thee con-
troul’d,
When without Bounds the foamigg. Billows
roul'd?
Didft thou appoint "em then. their oozy Bed,
And humid Clouds o’er all their Surface fpread?
Affixing Ljmics to th’ imperious Deep,
The Limits it perpetually fhall keep,
Tho’ mounting high the angry Surges-roar,
'And dath themfelves with Rageagainft the Shore.

When did’ft thou fumm_on up the ling’ring
- Day, -
And hafte the lovely bluthing Morn away?
waft as my flaming Meflengers above,
Its gaudy Wings of my Diretion move.

“Haft
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Haft thou furvey’d the Ocean’s dark Abodes,
The ftcep Defcents, the Vaults and craggy
~ Roads, .
Thro® which hollow Rumour rufh the nether
Floods
Or-haft thou meafur’d the prodigious Store
Of Waves that in thofe ghaftly Caverns roar ?
Of haft thou, 704, the Fatal Valley trac’d,
And thro’ the Realms of Deathundaunted pafs'd
W tiere the pale King a rufty Scepter weilds, =
And reignsa Tyranto're the dusky Fields?
Doft thou the Pure Immortal Fountain
know,
From whence thofe num’rous Streams of Glory >
flow, .
" Which feed the radiant Lamps that in the )
Ather glow ?
Or from what Caves the fullen Shadows rife
When, like a Deluge, Night involves the Skies ?
How does the Sun his Morning Beams display
Thro’ golden Clouds,and fpread the fudden Day,
When breaking from the Eatt, all freth and fair,
He dancesthro’ the glitt’ring Fields of Air ?
At his Approach all Nature looks more Gay, ey
Thro’ ev’ry Grove refrefhing Breezes play, (i
Asid o’er the Streams, and o'er the Meadows,
firay. )

Doft thou the Clouds amidft the Air fuftain,
And melt the floating Rivers down inRain. -
F 3 When
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When overcharg'd, the yielding Atmofphere.
Nolonger now the watry Load can bear ;

On gloomy Wingsthe founding Tempeft flies, .
And heavy Thunders roul along the Skies ;
Around the airy Vault fierce Lightnings play,
And burn themfelves thro’ folid Clouds away :
With Water, who the Wildernefs fupplies ?
And tell me whence the Midnight Dews arife ¥
Or from what cold and putrifying Womb

The Icc and nipping hoary Froft does come ?-
What fecret Pow’r its fluid Parts cement,
Congeal, and harden, the {oft Element ?

All ftiff and motionlefs the frozen Deep,

No curling Wiads its fhining Surface fweep.

Canft thou the chearing Influences ftay

Of thofe mild Stars which deck the Spring fo gay>.

Or loofe the fullen Planets Icy Bands,
Which Frofts, and rough Tempeftuous Winds,
commands ?

€anft thou bring out Fair Maz'roth’s fultry Beam >
Os guide thro’ Heav’ns Blue Tracks the Starry

Team ?
Do allthe fhining, vaft Machinesabove
By thy Contrivance in fuch Order move ? %
If fo — Still thy Divinity to prove.
Set open now the Flood-gates of the Sky.
And call a mighty Deluge from on high,
Kindle prodigous Light’nings, and command
The burning Flathes with a daring Hand , -

PR 7R
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111 then confefs thou haft an Armlike me,
And that thy one Right Hand can fuccour
thee.

&ﬁ{? ma@o{%&%ﬁw&:%&ﬁ u%v‘%o&,&& _
H Y M N

Whom bave 'I in Heaven bus Thee, &c.
Phal. 73. 25.

By an unknown Hand.:

- L
HE Calls of Glory, Beauties Smiles,
* And Charms of Harmony,
Are all but dull infipid Things,
Compar’d; my God, with thee.

: 1.
Without thy Love I nothing crave, -
And nothing can enjoy,
The profer’d World I fhou'd negle&
As an unenvied Toy.

III1.
The Sun, the num’rous Stars, and all-:

The Wonders of the Skies,
F-4 If
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If to be purchas’d with thy Smiles
Thou know'ft I wou'd defpife.

' ~ IV,
What were the Earth, the Sun, the Stars,.
. Or Heav'n it felf, to me,
My Life, my everlafting Blifs,
~ If not fecur’d of thee.

V. '
Celeftial Bow’rs, Seraphick Songs,
And Fields of endlefs Light,
Wou'd all unentertaining Prove.
Without thy Blifsful Sight.

i Tetelotolofotototetod ;3 teE dod g X
By an unknown Hand.

Come, I come, and joyfully obey.

The Fatal Voice that fummons me away :
With Pleafure I refign this mortal Breath,
And fall a willing Sacrifice to Death.

O welcome Stroke that gives me Liberty!
Welcome as to the Slave a Jubilee.

Of the vain World I take my laft Adieu,
‘The promis’d Land is now within my View;
‘The Clouds difpel, the ftormy Danger’s paft
And I attain the peaceful Shores at laft.

My Hopes dear Obje&s now are all.in Sight, .

The Lands of Love, and unexhaufted Light,
The:
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The flowing Streams of Joy, and endlefs Blifs
The fhining Plains, and Walks of Paradice,

. The Treesof Life, Inmortal Fruits and Flowers,
Thetall celeftial Groves, and charming Bowers.
Ibreathe the balmy Empirean Air, - ,
The Songs of Angels, and their Harps, I hear }'
And fcarce the fierce tyrannick Joycan bear

LI O )1 2 A 2 i 9| It e
HY MN
I

Mmortal Fountain of my Life,
My laft, my nobleft, End.
Eternal Centre of my Soul,
Where all its Motions tend. Cg

IL
Thou Obje& of my deareft Love,
My Heav'nly Paradice,
‘The Spring of all my flowing Joys,
My everlafting Blifs.

111
My God, my Hope, my vaft Reward, -
And all T wou’d poffefs,
Stifl more than thefe pathetick Names
" And charming Words exprefs!

Fs Thoughss

Oy

u b
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LEC L B LS L e L D

Thoughts o D EAT H.
By a Young Ladj.

' , - L
I'M almoft to the Fatal Period come,
My forward Glafs has well nigh run itslaft;..
E'’er a few Moments I muft hear the Doom,
Which ne’er will be recall’d when once ’tis-
paft.
- ‘ II.
Methinks I have Eternity in View,
And dread to reach the Edges of the Shore;
Nor doth the Profpe& the lefs difmal thew
For all the Thoufands that have launch’d be.

fore.
111
Why weep, my Friends? What is their Lofs tor
mine ? )

I have but one poor doubtful Stake to throw
And witha dying Pray’r my Hopes refign,
If that be loft, 1I'm loft for ever too.

1V. 'Tis
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1v. .
Tis not the painful Agonies of Death,* ]
Nor all the gloomy Horrors ofthe Grave ? *
Werethat the worft,unmov'd F'd yield myBreath;
And with a Smile theKing of Terrors brave.-

V.
But there’s an After-day, ’tis that I fear :
Oh, who fhall hide me from that angry Brow ?

Already I the dreadful Accents hear,
Depart from me, and that for ever too.

EES FETHILHCT IS T
PARAPHRASE on Cant. vii. I1.
By the fame Hand. -

L
NOme, thou moft charming Obje& of my
: Love, .
What's all this dull Society to us ?
Let’s to the peaceful Shadesand Springs remove, .
I'm here uneafie, tho' I linger thus.

) §
What are the Trifles that I leave behind ?
I've:more than all the valu’d World in thee,

. .
Fe Where
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Where all my Joys and Wifhes are confin'd,
Thour't Day, and Life, and Heav'a it felf
tome, - ' :

111,
Come, my Beloved, then: let-us repair
T? thofe bleft Seats where we'll our Flames
improve,
Ob, with what Heat fhall I carefs thee there!
Andin fweet Tranfports give up all my Love.

PoTotoloTo Tadelotaletioledede fopogetcped
PARAPHRASE on. Miczh vi. 6, 7.
By the [ame Hand.

" I ‘
WHerewith fhall T approach this awful Lord?
What fhall I bring ? -
What Sacrifice _
Wil not fo great.a Deity defpife ?
Tell me you lofty Spirits that fall down,
The neareft to his Thrane,
O tell me how,
Or wherewithal fhall I before my own and
your dread Maker bow H
‘Will Carmel’s verdant Top afford

No equal Offering ?
Ten Thoufand Rams: A bounteous Prefent

e
1S5,
Whea
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When all the Flosks upon a Thoufand fpacious
Hills are his, .
Will Streams of Fragrant Oil his Wrath -
controul ?
Or the more precious Flood -
Of my dear Firft-born's Blood,
Compound forall my Debts, and make & full A~
toncement for my Seul ?

1.
If not, Great God, what then doft thou require »
Or what wilt thou defign to accept from me?
All that my own thou giv’'ft me leave to call
1 willingly agen refign to’ thee,
My Youth, withall its blooming Heat,
My Mufe, and ev'ry raptur’d Thought to thee [
dedicate.
’Tis fit the Produ& of that Sacred Fire
Shou'd to its own Celeftial Orb retire,
And all my darling Vanities
For thee I'll facrifice -
My fav'rite Vice andall,
Among the reft promifcuoufly fhall fall ?
No more the fond Beloved Sin I'll {pare,
Than the great Patriarch wou’d have done his
Heir.
And this, Great God, altho’ a worthlefs Prize,
Isa fincere, entire, and early, Sacrifice.

D 1A
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DIALOGUE between a good Spirit
newly -parted from the Body, and ‘
the Angels that came: to copduct
bim to Glory. . :

By Mt. BowpEN..

Spirit.

et A’I‘ length the difmal Strife is paft,’

The cruel Bond diffolv’d that held :

: me back fo faft.
I felt when firft the curdling Blood grew cold, -
And rapid Wheels of Life no longer roul'd ?
With Joy I felt all this, with Joy refign'd
My vital Breath, and left the Fleth behind :
Long, long Iftruggled with my mortal Chain,
Long tore the double Load of Sin and Pain? "
Long figh'd and wifh'd for this aufpicious Day,:
And wonder’d at the Moments dull Delay.
Wide was the Gulf, and Deep, but now I'mo’er,:
Am landed fafe on the Eternal Shore.
Welcome for ever then this happy Change,
Welcome the charming Paths I now fhall range;
Welcome firft Dawnings of Immortal Light,
Welcome ye glorious Beings to my Sight,
Angels. -
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Angels.
And Welcome, Welcome, toour peaceful Arms,.
We come to guard thee from all future Harms ;
From Heav'ns high Court we.come—th’ Eternal..
King,
Whofe Will we all obey, and Praifes fing, -
Sent us thus far, (fo Great his Bounty is !} -
T'o waft thee to the Seats of endlefs Blifs ¢ :
This Mora we left his Throne—The conquer’d-.
Light '
Lagg'd dully:after; wondring, atour Flighe,

Spirit.
O Sacred Minifters of Heav'ns Decree ! -
O you that ftream with radiant Majefty!
Why on this Meflage fent 2 Why this Regard
to me?
Return, return, to Heav’'na from whence you
came,
‘There warble Hymns to the Creator’s Name,
Make thining Circles there around his Throne,
*Tis he deferves fuch Guards, and he alone ;
Unworthy Iin fuch a Grace to fhare;
Unworthy of your leaft Regard or Care.

Angels.
Not thy Deferts, but free, unbounded, Love,
Was all the Spring that cou’d thy Maker move,

That
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That Love whichdidat ﬁrﬁ?lfgz Being raife,
Preferve thy Health, and number out thy Days,
And all thofe num’rous ample Gifes beftow
While yet a Tenant of the World below ?

That Love which fent his-Dear and Only Son
To Ranfom thee, and all Mankind, undone;
Sent him to feel th’ Extreams of Mifery,

To want, tomourn, be tortur’d, bleed and die ;
Which fhelter'd thee from th’ avenging Stroke,
And Hell’s Eternal Chain afunder broke: -
Which Heavn’s Immortal Doors fet open wide,
And did in fhining Paths of Virtue guide;

Ev'n that now fends us forth to lead the Way
To the bright Regions of Celeftial Day,

Nor come we only for Solemnity,
To make a pompous Progrefs thro’ the Sky :
Thou need'ft thefe Rays, thou need'ft thefe
potent Arms,
To guide and guard thee ftom furrounding
Harms ;

For long’s the Way, and vaft, thou art to
fteer,
No Land-marks there, nor beaten Roads appear
Ten Thoufand, Thoufand, Thoufand, Eeagues,
and more,
‘Thou muft thro’ Fields of tracklefs ZEcher {oar,
And here thou'lt pafs th’ unhofpitable Plains,
‘Where Night in everlafting Silence reigns,
Where
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Where no- Glad Rays do ¢'er the Gloom adorn.
Save what by us are in our Paflage worn: -
There mighty Orbs will roul acrofs the Skies,
And Comets of prodigious Form and Size,
Myriads of Starry Worlds furprize thy Sight
With Blazes of unfufferable Light.

Thus then by Turns thou’lt need our pow’rs

ful Aid,
Qur Rays to Light, and fprudmg Wings to

Shade.

Befides ——— Apoftate Angels in thy Way,
More thick than falling Leaves of Autumn
firay ;.
Thefe, were we abfent, tho’ theycan't deftroy,
In {pight would all their hellifh Arts annoy :
Some dreft in hideous Shapes,. wou'd ftalk be«
fore,
Some dog it after with infernal Roar;
Some Icy Hills along thy Paflage ftrow,
Some make thro’ Pitchy Clouds. red.Light-
‘ning glow, '
Some Thunder from above,. fome from below.
And when thefe frightful Methods don’t avail,
Nor fhock thy Peace, nor make thy.Courage fail,,
They'll next with tender, flatt’ring Charms
amufe,

And all their foft enticing Arts will ufe ;..
Will.
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Will feem like us, Celeftial Angels fair ;

Such their Proportion, fuch their Mien and Airr -

In all the Bloom of Heav'nly Youth appear,

And with melodious Sounds invite thy Ear :

Here warbl'ing Birds will foftly hover round,

While Silver Fountains murmur to their Sound - .

There flow'ry Fields their Fragrancy difpenfe,

And with Ten Thoufand Beauties court thy-
Senfe.

Thefe Arts, and more;- if found alone, they’ll
try

To curb thy-foaring Flight, and ftain thy Piety. -

But at.our Sight they feel a trembling Awe,

Run howling o’er the Wafte, and to their Dens -
withdraw. . ' "

Noér think 'we fuch a Charge as this difdain, .
And undergo the humble Task with Pain.
For ev’ry Part of the Almighry’s Will,
With eager Joy, with Raptures, we fulfil;
But Love it felf’s a pow’rful Motive here,
Love makes -thee to thefe Eyes, thefe-Arms

moft dear.
Let's then afcend—~And thus we f{pread our-
Wings, .

And thus we foar—Adicu to earthly Things. .

Spirit.
_ Adieu, adieu, with Joy, dear Guides I go? °
Adieu the naufeous Sink of Sinand Woe.
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No more fhall I thofe difmal Profpe&s view,
Which did each Day my bitter Griefs renew.
No more behold the Perfecutors Rage,

Nor all the monftrous Vices of the Age.

In Mefech’s curfed Tents no more fhall dwell,

No more be tortur'd with the Sons of Hell.

No more fhall Sin’s foul Stains pollute my Soul,
Nor earthly Cares my better Part controul.

No more fhall bear Difeafes cruel Smart,

Nor feel Death’s Fatal Arrows wound my Heart

Angels.
No, happy Soul, thy Tragick Part is o'er,

Thy Sorrowsall are fled, thyDangersare no more.

Pure Love, triumphant Peace,and high Renown

Shall float around thee now, and all thy Labours
crown.

Happy the Day that faw thee leave thy Sia,

And bravely Vertue’s fhining Raze begin.

That faw thee hearken to the Voice of God,

His Laws obey, and tremble at his Rod.

Saw thee diffolve before his flaming Love,

And towards his awful Throne in holy Breathe
ings move.

O had’ft thou ftill thy darling Vice purfu'd,

And ftill been like thy Tempters, Vain and:
Lewd,

How wretched now had been thy certain Fate! -

And in what Floods of Tears woud'ft thou repent -

too late?
Thow-:
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Thou mutft, for thefe kind Looks and Arms of”~
ours

Have felt the Fury of Infernal Pow’rs,

To Hell’'s dark Prifon in their Paws been
drawn,

Where Goblias ftalk, Snakes hifs, and Monfters
yawn ;

Where roaring Flames, and Shrieks of thofe in
Pains,.

Mix with the -Yells of Fiends; and Clinks of
Chains;

Where no bright Morn difplays a chearful
Face,

Raut crouding- Horrors fill the gloomy Space,

And num’rous dreadful Woes all Joys for ever

. chace.

But now thou’rt fafe...and now to Heav'n we
£9, [ 4

To Heav'n, where Ties_of -endlefs Glory >
flow,

And Light’s diffufive Rays no Limits know :

Where Scenes of Blifs, and charming Wénders,
dwell,

Wonders too big for Angels Tongues to tell !

There fits th’ Almighty thron'd in awful *
State,

As kind as High, as Good as he is Great ;

From thence his Eyes remoteft Cornes pierce,

And range thro’ all the fpacious Univerfe, -

From
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*From thence-he featters Bleflings, and from»
. ‘thence ’

- Does Sov’reigia Rule to num’rous Worlds dif-

pence,

AWhile meaneft Creatures feel his-chearing In-

- fluence.

« Immortal Beams his-dazling Thronée furround,
And in his Prefence all Delights abound.
Seraph, and Cherub, bow before his Seat,

“And Everlafting Songs of Praife repeat :

Down proftrate at his Feet themfelves they lay,

. His mighty Name adore, and dread Commands

obey. .
" Thefe, and the Saints, fhall thy Compani-
ons be,
The Saints, from all their Imperfe&ions Free,

- And grac’d with Knowledge , Love, and Piety.
Weall are there array’d in Heav'nly Light,
And all in ftriGeft Bonds of Love unite,

And jointlyall with rapt’rous Ardeur fing
(Glad Hallelujahs to-th’ Eternal King.
There too thou fhale thy Kind Redemer fee,
Who fcorn’d his State, and left all Heav’n :for
~ thee H

+Shalt feelthe Tranfportsof his charming Face,
And dwell for ever in his Dear Embrace.

‘Thy Pious Friends who fought with Vice below,
And ftood the Torrent till Death’s Fatal Blow,

In
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In thefe bleft Manfions thou agen fhalt find
More Pure, more Wife, more Generous and
Kind.

Thy Dear Palemon, Dearer thanthy Soul,
Whofe mighty Lofs thou did’ft fo long condole,
Who with thee joy’d to run the glorious Race,
With equal Love, and with an equal Pace,
Shall thee agen with foft Carefles meet,

And in loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet;

You both fhall now your Sacred Flames improve
Shall borh diffolve in pure Empireal Love,
:For ever both in thefe bright Realms remain,
Jn Joys be delug’d, and in Glory reign.

FERELEERELELERREBL85S
PararurasE oz Malachi iii

By a young Lady.

N vain ye murmur; we have ferv'd ‘the
Lord; '
As vainly lift'ned to his flatt’ring Word ;
He has forgot, or fpake not as he meant,
Elfe why are we thus idly pénitent? T e
Ye call the Haughty, Bleft, ereQing thofe
That dare my Judgments impioufly opfofe, ¢ .- ,
And own, nay, almoft boaft, themfelves myg
Fees: 2

Whofe
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“Whofe Crimes wou'd, were I not a God, com-
~ mand
“The flaming Bolts from my unwilling Hand.

Then they that fear’d my great and awful
Name, )
T he only few that dar’d oppofe the Stream,
-Unmov'd, againft the vulgar Torrent ftood,
In fpight of Numbers refolutely Good ;
Not taxing with undecent Infolence
The dark Enigma’s of my Pravidence;
-But faw me ftill illuftrious thro’ the fame,
And lov'd, and fpake, fpake often of my Name.
As oft I clofely liftned, nor fhalt they
Pafs unrewarded at the laft great Day;
When all their Pious Services I'll own,
For in my Records I fhall find them down.
Their Brows I'll crown with Wreaths of Vi-
&ory,
‘Whilft Men and Angels ftand Spe&ators by:
Aloud I'll then, aloud proclaim them mine,
And 'mongft my brighteft Treafuges they fhall
fhine ; ™
Their Frailty with more Tendernefs than e’er
.A Father did his only Sons, I'll fpare;

And then,—but oh! too late, you'll find it
then,

"Who were the Wife, the only Thinking Men:
‘Then
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Then you fhall nothing but Derifion meet,
Whilft Angels them with loud Applaufes greet.

The MFDITATION.

I.
T muft te done, my Soul, but ’tis g
ftrange, :
A difmal, and myfterious Change !
When thou fhalt leave this Tenement of Clay,
And to an unknown Somewhere wing away,
When Time fhall be Eternity, and thou
Shalt be thou know’ft not what, and live thou
know'ft not how.

1I.

Amazing State! No Wonder that we dread
To think of Death, or view the Dead ;
Thou'rt alkvrapt up in Shades, as if to thcc

Our veryKnowledge had Antipathy:
Death could not a more fad Retinue find,
Sicknefs and Pain before, and Darknefs all bee
hind.

IIL
Some cousteous Ghoft tell this great Secrecy,
What 'tis you are, and we muﬁ be.
You
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You warn us of approaching Death, and
why ? .
May we not know from you what ’tis to die?
- -But you having fhot the Gulph, delight to fee
Succeeding Souls plunge in with like Uncer-
tainty. .

1V.
‘When Life’s clofe Knot by Writ, from Delfiny,
Difeafe fhall cut, or Age untye,
When after fome Delays, fome dying Strife,
The Soul ftands fhivering on theRidge of Life,
With what a dreadful Curiolity
Doesthe launch out into the Sea of vaft Eternity.

V. :
So when the fpacious Globe was delug’d-o'er,
And lower Holds could fave no more,
On th’ utmoft Boughs th’ aftonifh’d Sinners
ftood,
And view'd th’ Advances of th’ incroaching
Flood ;
Oc'r-topp’d at length by th’ ElementsIncreafe,
‘With Horror they refign’d to the untry’d Abyfs.
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The LXIIId Chapter of Isa1an
Paraphrasd to the Sixth
Verfe.

- A Pindarick ODE.

.
Trange Sceneof Glory ! Am I well awake ?
. ~ Oris't my Fancy’s wild Miftake ?
At cannot bea Dream, bright Beams of Light,
Flow from the Vifion’s Face, and pierce my
tender Sight.
No common Vifion this, I fee
_Some Marks of more than humane Majefty.
Who is this mighty Hero ? Who ?
-With Glories round his Head, and Terrorin
his Brow ?
- From Bozreh 1o he comes, a Scarlet Dye
O'er fpreads his Cloaths, and does outvie Z
‘The Blufhes of the Morning Sky. S
Triumphant and Vi&orious he appears.
And Honour in his Looks and Habit wears.
How ftrong he treads ? How ftately doeshe go ?
Pompous and Solemn in his Pace,
And full of Majefty, as is his Face.
‘Who
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,_Who isthis mighty Hero ? Who ?
TisI, who to my Promife Faithful ftand ;
I who the Powers of Death, Hell and the GraVe
Have foil'd with this All-conquering Hand ;
-I, who moft ready am, and mighty too, to fave.

1I.
‘Why wear’ft thou then this Scarlet Dye ?
Say mighty Hero, why ?
‘Why do thy Garments look all Red,
Like them that in the Wine-prefs tread »
The Wine-prefs I alone have trod,
"That vaftunweildly Frame whichlong did ftand
Unmov’d, and which no mortal Force could
-¢’er command ;
" That pond’rous Mafs I ply’d alone,
And with me to affift were none.
A mighty Task it was, Worthy the Son of God,
Angels ftood trembling at thy dreadful Sight,
“Concern'd with what Succefs I'thould go thra®
The Work I undertook todo ;
Enrag'd I put forthall my Might,
And down the Engine prefs'd, the violent Force
Difturb’d theUniverfe, put Nature outof Courfe:
The Blood gufh’d out in Streams and chequcr’d
oer
My Garments with its deepeft Gore,
With ornamental Drops bedeck’d 1 ftood,
And writ my Vi&ory with my Enemies Blood.

G2 11X
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I
‘The Day, the Signal Day, is come,
When of my Enemies I muft Vengeance take ;
 The Day when Death fhall have its Doom, -
And the dark Kingdom with its Powers fhall
fhake. .
Fate in her Kalendar mark’d out this Day with
Red,
She folded down the Iron Leaf,and thus fhe faid:
This Day, if ought I can divine be true,
Shall for a Signal Viftory
Be celebrated to Pofterity :
Then fhall the Prince of Light defcend,
. And refcue Mortals from th’ Infernal Fiend,
Break through his ftrongeft Forts, and all his
Hofts fubdue.
Thisfaid, fhe fhut the Adamantine Volume clofe,
And wifl'd fhe rmght the crowding Years tranf-
pcfe 4
So much fhe long’d to have the Scene difplay,
And fee the vaft Event of this important Day.
And now in midft of therevolving Years,
T'his great, this mighty one appears:
The Faithful Traveller, the Sun, -
Hasnumber’d out the Days,and the fet Period
run :
Tlook'd, and to aflift was none.
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My Angelick Guards ftood trembling by,
But durft not venture nigh.
In vaintoo from my Father did I look
For Help, my Father me forfook:
+ Amaz’'d I was to fee
How all deferted mey °
I took my Fury for my fole Support,
And with'my fingle Arm the Conqueft won';’
Loud Acclamations fill'd all Heaven’s Court;
The Hymning Guards above,
Strain'd to an higher Pitch of Joy and Love, ~
"The great Jebovab prais'd,and his viorious Son.

BEREEEH

The ELEVATION.

I .
Ake Wing, my Soul, and upwards bend
L thy Flight,
To thy originary Fields of Lighe.
Here's nothing, nothing, heré below
Thit can deferve thy longer Stay; -
A fecret Whifper bids theego
To purer Air and Beams of native Day.
Th’ Ambition of the tow’ring Lark outvie;
And Tike him fing as thou doft upward fly.

G3 How
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1L

How all things leflen which my. Soul before:
Did with the grov'ling Multitude adore !

Thofe Pageant Glories difappear,

Which charm and dazle Mortals Eyes ;
How do I in this higher Sphere,
How do I Mortals with their Joys defpife ?
Pure uncorrupted ElementsI breathe,
And pity their grofs Atmofphere beneath.

IIL
How Vile, how Sordid, here thofe Trifles fhew,
That place the Tenants of that Ball below ?
Butha! I've loft the little Sight,
The Scenc’s remov’dand all I fee
Is one confus’d, dark, Mafsof Night ;
What nothing was, now nothing feems to be.
How Calm this Region, how Sérene,how Clear,
SureI fome Strains of Heavenly Mufick hear.

1V,

On, on, the Task is eafie now and light,

No Steams of Earthcan here retard thy Flighe ,
Thou need’ft not now thy Stroaks renew
*Tis but to {pread thy Pinions wide,

And thou with eafe thy Seat wilt view,

Drawn by the Bent of the Ztherial Tide.

'Tis
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'.'Tis fé, I find how fweetly on I move,
Not let by things below, and help'd by thofe
above.

V.
But fee to whatnew Region amT coms,
I know it well, it is my native Home,
Here led I once a Life Divine,

Which did all Good, no Evil, know,

Ah! Who would fuch fweet Blifs refign
For thofe vain Shews which Foolsadmire below ?
"Tis true, but don't of Folly paft complain,
But joy to fee thofe bleft Abodes again,

VL

A good Retrieve ? but lo, while thus I fpeak
W ith piercing Rays th’ Eternal Day does break ;. -

Beauties of the Face Divine

Strike ftrongly on my feeble Sight,
With what bright Glories does it fhine!
*Tis one Immenfe and Everflowing Light :
Stop here, my Soul, thou canft not fear more Blifs
Nor can thy now rais’d Palate ever relifh lefs.
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The CxLviit PSAL M
PARAPHRAS’D.
By the fame Author.

L
O Come let all created Force confpire
A general Hymn of praife tofing,
Joyn all ye Creatures in one Solemn Quire,
Augd let your Theme be Heaven's Almighty
King. .

II.
Begin, ye bleft Attendants of his Seat;
Begin your high Seraphick Lays,
*Tis Juft you fhould, your Happinefs is great,.
And all you are to give again is Praife.

HI.
Ye gloriousLamps that rule both Night and Day.
Bring you your Hallelujahs too ;
To him that Tribute of Devotion pay
Which once blind Superftition gave to you.

.. : ) ~ IV. Theu
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IV .
Thou Firft and Faireft of Material Kmd

By whom his other Works we fee,
Subtil and A&ive as pure Thought and Mmd
Praife him that’s Elder and more Fair than thee.

V.

Ye Regions of the Air his Praifes ﬁng,
And all ye Virgin Waters there,. .
Do you Advantage to the Confort brmg,

And down to us the Hallelu;ah bear.

. VI.
In chanting forth the great Felovab’s Praifc,
Let thefe the upper Confort fill;
He fpake, and did you all from nothmg raxl’e,
As you did then, fo now obey his Will.

VIIL
His Will that fix’d youin a conftant State,
And cut a Track for Nature’s Wheel ;
Here let it run, faid he, and made it Fate ;.
And where’s that Power which can this Law re.
peal ?

VIIL
Ye Powers thatto th’ inferiour World retain,
Joyn you now with the Quire above : .
And fift, ye Dragons, try an higher Strain,

Gs And
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And turn your angry Hiflings into Praife and
Love.

IX. :
Let Fire, Hail, Snow and Vapours, that afcend,.
Unlock’d by Phabus fearching Rays ;
Let Stormy Winds ambitioufly contend,.
And all their wonted Force employ in Praife.

X. .
Ye Sacred T'ops which feem to brave the Skies,
Rife higher, and when Men on you
Religious Rites perform, and Sacrifice,
With their Oblations fend your Praifes too.

: XL
YeT'rees, whofe Fruits both Men and Beafts con-
fume,
Be you in Praifes Fruitful too;
Ye Cedars, why have you fuch choice Perfume,
But that fweet Incenfe fhould be made of you?

XII.
Ye Beafts, with all the humble creeping Train,
Praife him that made your Lot fo high ;
Ye Birds, who in a nobler Province reign,
Send up your Praifes higher than you fly.

X111,
Ye Sacred Heads that wear Imperial Gold,
Praife him that you with Power Arrays:
And
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And you whofe Hands the Scale of Juftice hold,
Be Juft in this, and pay your Debt of Praife.

. XIV.
‘Let fprightly Youth give Vigour to the Quire,
Each Sex with one another vie ;
Let feeble Age diffolv’d in Praife expire,
And Infants too in Hymns their tender Voices
try. '
XV. :
Praife him ye Saints who Piety profefs,
And athis Altar fpend your Days ;
Ye Seed of ifrael your great Patron blefs,.
"T'is Manna this, for Angels Food is Praife.

T/Je ReEsigNaTION.

By the fame Hund.

I
Ong have [view'd, long have I thoughe,
And held with trembling Hands chisbicter
Draughe ;
"Twas now juft to my Lips apply'd,
Nature fbrunk back, and all my Courage dy'd-;

Ge Byt
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But now Refolv’d and Firm I'll be,
Since, Lord, 'tis mingled and held out by thee:

II.
Flltruft my great Phyfician’s Skill ;
I know what he prefcribescan ne'er be ille
To each Difeafe he knows what’s fit ;
Y own him Wife, and Good, and do fubmit ¢
I now no longer grieve or pine,
Since ’tis thy Pleafure, Lord, it fhall be mine:

I
Thy Med’cine puts nre to great Smart,
Thou'ft wounded me in my moft tender Part :-
But ’tis with a Defign to cure; '
Imuft and will thy Sovereign Touch endure:
All that I priz’d below isgone,
But yet 1 fill' will pray. ehy w71l be done..
1V,
Since "tis thy Sentence I'fhould part-
With the moft precious Treafure of my Heart;
T freely that and more refign ;.
My Heart it felf, as its Delight, is thine;
My litele All I give to thee;
“Thou giv'fta greater Gift, thy Son, to-me..

V.
He left true Blifs and Joys above;
Himftlf he emptied of all Good but Loves.

Fox
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For me he freely did forfake

More Good than he from me can evertake ;
A mortal Life for a Divine

He took, and did at laft ev’n-that refign, .

VI.s
Take all, Great God, I will not grieve;:.
But ftill will wifh that I had ftill to give ;
I hear thy Voice, thou bidft me quit:
My Paradice, Iblefs and do fubmity
I will not murmur atthy Word,"
Nor beg thy Angel to fheath up his Sword.

-

@-@@@@@ﬁ@@ﬁlﬁ@@ﬁ@ﬁ@@@“
The PROSPECT..

By the fame Author..

I.
'W'Hét a ftrange Moment will it be,.
My Soul? How full of Curiofity ?

When wing’d and ready for thy Eternal Flight,
To th’ utmoft Edges of thy tottering Clay,

Hovering, and wifhing longer Stay,
Thou fhalt advance, and have Eternity in Sighe
When juft about to try that unknown Sea,

What a ftrange Moment will i¢ te!

11, Bug
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. IL

But yet how much more ftrange that State!

When loofen’'d from th’ Embrace of this clofe
Mate,

Thou fhalt at once be plung'd in Liberty,
And move as Swift and A&iveas a Ray

Shot from the lucid Spring of Day.
Thou who juft now waft clogg’d with dull Mor-

tality
How wilt ’thou bear the mighty Change ? How

know
Whether thou’rt then the fame or no ?

IIL
Thento firange Manfions of the Air,

*And ftranger Company, muft thou repair;
What a new Scene of Things will then.appear ;
This World thou by degrees was taught to-

know,
Whichleflen’d thy Surprize below
But Knowledge all at once will overflow the
there.
‘That World,asthe firft Man did this, thou'lt fee:
Ripe grown in full Maturity.

IV.
There with bright Splendours muft thou
dwell, .

‘And be what only thofe pure Forms can. tell;
There
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There muft thou live awhile, gaze and ad.
mire,
'Till the great Angels Trump this Fabrick
" fhake,
And all the flumbering Dead awake;
Then to thy old fotgotten State muft thou
retire ;
This Union then will be as ftrange, or more
Than thy new Liberty before.

V.
Now for the greateft Change prepare,
To fee the only Great, the only Fair,
Veil now thy feeble Eyes, gaze and be bleft s
Here all thy Turns and Revolutious ceafe,
Here’s all Serenity and Peace ;
Thou'rt to the Centre come, the Native Seat of
Reft
There’s now no furtker Change, norneed: there
be ‘
When one fhall be Variery.

PSALM
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e zache Solezacicaacw S o o i
PSALM Cxxxvir

Paraphras’d to the Seventh Verfe.

By the fame Author.

.
) Eneath 4 reverend gloomy Shade.

Where Tygris and Euphrates cut their Way,
With folded Arms and Heads fupinely laid,
We fate and wept out all the tedious Day ;

Within its Banks Grief could not be
Contain’d, when, Sie, we remember’d thee.

IE.
Our Harps, with which we oft had fung
Tn Solemn Strains the great Fehovah’s Praife,
Our warbling Harps, upon the Trees we hung,
Too Deep our Griefto hear their pleafing Lays,
Our Harpswere fad as well aswe,
And tho’ by Angels touch’d would yield no Har-
mony.
IIT.

But they who forc’d us from Qur Seat,
‘The happy Land and {weet Abode of Reft,
Had
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Had one Way left to be more cruel yet,
And ask’d a Song from Hearts with Grief
oppreft ; ‘
Let’s hear, fay they, upon the Lyre,
One of the Anthems of your Hebrew Quire.

IV.
How can we frame our Voice to fing
The Hymns of Joy, Feftivity, and Praife,
Tothofe who're Aliens toour Heavenly King,
And want a Tafte for fuch exalted Lays ?
Our Harps will Kere refufe to found 5
An Holy Song is due to Holy Ground.

V.

No, Deareft sion, if we can
So far forget thy melancholy State,
As now thou mourn'ft, to fing one chearfu}

Strain,

ThisIll be added to our Ebb of Fate,

Let neither Harp nor Voice e’er try
One Halleujah more, but ever filent lye.

i HTrMN
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BEGEELOREDEEDLBLOL O

HIMN to the Redeemer
of the World.

By Mr. BowpsN.

Il
Wﬂom fhou'd I praife O Chrift, but thee?
' Whofe Praifes Angels fing.
Who the Eternal Envoy art .
Of the Eternal King.

Ir.
From Heav'ns High Court thou didft defcend ;.
Love led thee on thy Way :
Thou faw’ft Man’s fatal Wreck, and lo !
Thy Pity cou’d not ftay.

IIL.
Swift as the Journeys of the Morn -
To Earth thou tak’ft thy Flight :
A new-born Star attends thy Birth,
And glows with joyful Light.

IV.
Seraph and Cherub hail the News,

Frefh Joys their Heaven improve,
While
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While loft in Wonder they refle&
On th’ unexampled Love.

V.
In Throngs their lofty Seats they leave,
And humble £¢her prefs ;
Look down and view the wondrous Scene.
And as they view they blefs.

VI
To loftier Notes their Harps they raife,
And loftier Hymns rehearfe,

139

While Shepherds leave their Rural Strains-

To hear Celeﬁigl Verfe.

VII.
“ Glory to.God, is-all their Seng,.
 Glory to God moft high,
¢ All Glory to the Ranfomer
‘ Of Man’s Pofterity.

VIIL 7,
Thro’ all th’ immeafur’d Taiehs of Space,
And rowling Orbs on high, A
Thro’ all the Fields of heav’nly Light,
And Kingdoms of the Sky.

IX. ,
Down thro’ the Hollows of the Earth,
Thro’ Hell's extenfive Bounds, .

And
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And all the difmal Vaults below
The Harmony refounds.

X.
With trembling bellifh Furies hear~ -
The News of Man’s Relief ;- .
It fracks them with redoubled Pains-
And more inflames their Grief.

XI.
With hideous Roars they fhake all Hell, -
And rage.in wild Defpair,
‘They bite their everlafting Chains, -
And rend their Snaky Hair.

XII.
But O the Joy, the Peace, the Blifs, -.
The found to Mortals brings,:
It'chears the difmal Gloom and flies -
With Raptures on its Wings.

XIII.
Redemption’ O the charming News !
From deepeft Guilt and Hell.
Redemption! For a trayt’rous World . -+
That freely did rebel.

XIV.
Wondrous Redemption ! wondrous Grace{
That does Mankind reftore -

T’ e
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-+To all the Joys were loft by Sin,
Toall, and vaftly more.

XV.
~ “That points the Way, and opens wide
The everlafting Gate,
-Allures us with immortal Crowns,
And Robes of heav’nly .State.

XVL
=0 A&tion worthy of a God ?
O Love beyond Degree!
+. 0 Condefcenfion-infinite! e
. O boundlefs Charity!

XVI.
#0 ! how I'm delug’d o’re, and loft,
In this profound Abyfs;
It fills my Head with glorious Scenes,
My Heart with. Extafies.

XVIIIL
.. Lord, why to Rebel Man fhou’dft thou
Such matchlefs Favours fhew ?
-Why court the Wretch that fhun’d thy Sighte,
That fought thy Overthsow?

XIX.

- Is it becaufe thou need’ft his Aid,
Thou doft his Friendhip fue?

wil
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Will elfe thy Blifs be incompleat?
Thy Praifes be but few ?

XX.
©r waft thou, Lord, compell’d to leave
Thy Triumphs in the Sky?
And range along the horrid Vale
Of Death and Mifery ?

. XXI.

Alas! what Force cou’d Thee compel;
Who art Almighey ftill ?

Who mad'ft and rul'ft the floating Worlds
According to thy Will ?

XXI1L
Or, Lord, what Want can’ft Thou endure,
Who all Things doft poffefs ?
Whofe flowing Glories know no ebb,
No Bounds Thy Happinefs ?

XXIII.
Ten Thoufand Thoufand Angel-Troops
Thy Majefty adore:
And with a Word Thou canft create
Ten Thoufand Thoufand more.

XXIV.
Ev'n thefe with all their Hymns of Praife
No Profit bring to Thee,

Wh o
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““Who only art Thy own Delight,
Thy own Felicity.

XXV.
““Why then to Rebel Man fhould’ft Thou
Such matchlefs Favour fhew ?
Why court the Wretch that thunn’d thy Sight ?
That fought thy Overthrow ?

XXVI.
‘Why; but becaufe, dear Lord, with Thee
Was Mercies boundlefs Store,
Becaufe Thy Goodnefs fcorn’d Refiraint,
And proudly delug’d o’re.

XXVII.
"T'was this alone that made Thee leave
Thy gorious State above,
In Manhood veil the God, and part
With all thy Heav’n but Love.

XXVIII.
A Servant’s defpicable Form
This made Thee gladly wear,
Sleep, Hunger, Thirft, and Cold endure,
And Mocks of Sinners hear.

XXIX,
‘This led Thee thro' the raging Flames,
And thro’ th’ impetuous Flood,

With
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"With difmal Cloudsinvolv'd thy Soul,
And dy’d thy Robes in Blood.

XXX.
The Wine-prefs of Almighty Wrath
. This made Thee freely tread,
With bafeft Villains chofe thy Lot,
And with the-filent Dead.

XXXI.

O firange Effe& of Saving-Love !
What Love does this require ?
How fhou’d it melt away thy Soul

In Flames of Am’rous Fire ?

XXXII.
How fhou’d thy Mouth be fill'd with Praife ?
What Homage fhouldft thou pay
Tohim who plung’d in Night for Thee,
And turn’d thy Night toDay.?

XXXIII.
O can'ft thou fee God’s darling Son
Forfake his Lofty Throne ?
Forfake his Guards and Glories-afl
Totry the Vaft alone ?

XXXIV.
From World to World, from Heav’n to Earth,
Behold him fwiftly come,
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+Behold him fhroud his facred Form
In Mary’s Virgin Womb ?

XXXV.
“Behold thz God [O wonder] born’!
.Behold him bleed and die,
. And not by Turns within Thee feel
Th’ Extreams of Grief and Joy?

XXXVI
+Of Grief,-to think what He endur'd,
Of Joy, and Praife, to fee
What mighty Bleflings He defign’d

In all my Soul for Thee.

The WARNING.

LL you who leap Religion’s facred Fence,
And hunt th’ ignoble Chace of Luft and
Senfe, .
" Whofe impiousBreaft fome hellifh Fiend infpires!
-And Tongues,and Eyés confefsadult’rous Fires; -
Who dbwn your wretched Souls in Floods of
Wine,
-And to the Beaft the nobler Man refign ¢
Who with loud Oaths, and Curfes rend the Sky,
And dare immortal Virtue’s bright Authority.

H With
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-~ With earneft Speed your durlirig Vice forego,

Which elfe will prove your certain Oveithrow.

. For fince Heayen’s awful-King is Juft and Pure,

- You muft the Lafhes of his Wrath endure.
Muft e’re 'tis Jong; to your Confufion, find

. That th’ injur’d God isneither Deaf nor Blind.

SRERABREIADERLRAER
_ByMr WESLET.

;-MY Harbingers the feven Archangels brighe,
Hark how their Trumps the guilty World
. affright ;

The awful Trump of God ! a Call they found,

- ¥s heard thro’ Nature’s univerfal Round,
That Signal heard from the diffolving Sky,

. Decrepid Nature lays her down to dye.

- Not fo Man’s deathlefs Race, who now revive,

~And muft in Joy, or Pain for ever live.
From long confining Tombs each dusky Gueft
Difturb’d arife, moft never more to reft.
Thecluftring Atoms, as before they were,
Together troop, the Earth, the Sea, the Air,
Give up their Dead, how different all they rife?!
T hefe light and chearful, thefe behold the Skies
With Looks adverfe, and horrid, how they fhine
All dreadful bright, all red with Wrath Divine !
Even you fair Star,whofe Webs of Light difperfe

Their golden Threads around the Univerfe,
Loofe
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Loofe from its Centre down Heaven’s Hill muft
roll,

And by its Fall unhinge the fteddy Pole.

-And whiltt it hiffing in th’ Abyfs is found,

Ten thoufand lefler Suns lye fcatter’d round.

The Moon's bright Eye fhall dark and blood-fhot
grow, '

‘Refle&ing only Smoak, and Fire below.

Vaft Heaps on Heaps, thick Orbs on Orbs are

‘ “hurl'd,

“Chaos on Chaos, World confus’d with World,
‘Huge Spheres fo faft eachafter other roll’d,
Evenboundlefs fpace theirRuins fcarce will ho!d,
If the great Whole’s no more from Fate fecure,
What Ravage fhall this little part endure?

This Point in the great Circle as before,

When by th’ impetuous Deluge floated o're,

“The Oceans both of Heaven and Earth did j lom

Both with the Fountains of the Deep combine,’

And Wave did after Wave unweary’d come,

‘Sea after Sea from its Hydropick Womb,

.So from the Sources whence that Ruin came )

Delug’d with Seats of Fire,and Waves of Flame.

‘As when Heaven's Vengeance on curft Sodom fell,

The Would’s one Tophet, now one Et»s, or one
Hell,

From Earth’s wide Womb large Floods of Flame
fhall flow

"The fiery Worlds above fhall meet with this bee

low,
H: Hence
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Shall fufe immerge to Worlds of calmer Light,

" Whilft thofe ftill ftain'd with odiousMarks of Sin,

Muft defperate fink, forever fink therein.
But firft that Doom, which they deferv’d fo well,
‘They mutft receive that Sentence, halftheir Hell.

The Thrones are fet, the confcious Angels
wait,
And turn th’ Eternal brazen Leaves of Fate.
Hijgh in the midft fhall my Tribunal ftand,
Apoftles, Prophets, Saints at my Right Hand
Martyrs and Confeffors, a glonous Train,
Now well content to fuffer, then to reign ;
Whilft on the Left a difmal gloomy Band
OfKings,proud Nobles,fattious Commons ftand :
Lewd Priefts, Apoftate Poets, who dxfgrace
Their Charafter, and ftain their’ Heaven-born
Race.
Lean Hypocrites who by Jong Faffs and Prayer,
Get Dawn’d with much of Pains, and much of Care, S-

. Butftrange ! there will not be an 4rbeif there,

AllMathal’d thus, tho’ now they re mmgled
feen,

. To you I'll with applauding Smiles begin.

. Come youby me and my great Father bleft, -
Comc ho]y Souls to endlefs Peace and Reﬁ

r For
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For fome fhort Years of Mifery and Pain,
In Light, and Joy, for ever with me reign
In that bleft Place, before all Worlds prepar’d,,
By Heavenly Skill, by Hands Almighty rear’d.
In that bad World your felves you've faithful
fhown, .
You own’d me there, and you in thisI'll own.
Fainting for Hunger me you oft reliev’d,
And burnt with Thirft T your kind Aid receiv'd.
dee wandring thro’ the quld,'youen_tcrtain’d
Half naked, not my Poverty difdain'd,
But careful Cloath’d ; when fick your Help did
Iend, . - . :
Nay, even imprifon’d not forfook your Friend.

With modeft Joy in their enlighten'd Eyes,
Thus humbly all the Righteous Hoft replies :
Thy Mercy not our Merits, Lord, we own
Muft place us by thee on thy radiant Throne;
Much of our felves, of Ill our felves we know,
Such Good alas, when did wé ever do,

Thus they—<thus will:again the King rejoin *
Thofe Kindneffes I ftill accounted mine, '
My Friénds receiv'd, thefe I did fHll record,”
And this great Day fhalt bring their full Reward,”

Then to th’ Unjuft he turns, whotrembling
wait
Their too well known intollerable Fate.
H; Juftice
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Juftice unmix’d dwells on his Angry Browy
‘Tho’ Mercy only there, and Paxdon now.

(Ah what a Change ! why will they not relent,
Since now they may ? why will they not repent?
Yet, yet, there's Hope, I'll cover all their Sins;
‘Then all too late, forthus their Judge begins.):

Go ye accurft, to endlefs Torment go,
For fuch your Choice, to endlefs Worlds of woe, .
Prepar'd at firlt for thofe loft Spirits that fell,
You fhar’d their Crimes, now doom’d to fhare
their Hell. ‘
In t'other World unkind your felves you've
fhown 3
Me you difown’d, you now I here difown:
Fainting for Hunger, me you'd not relieve, -
For Thirft you'd not one Cup of Wazer give,
When wandring thro’ the World ne’re entera
tain'd, .
- Half Naked, Peor and Mean, you me difdain’d :
Or Cloath'd with Stripes, when Sick did Curfes
lend,
For Balm, Imprifon’d; Stones for Bread you fend.

With all the halt of Impudent Defpair,
They'll1all deny, and ask me when :and where ?

Tothem my Anfwer like the laft fhall be,
What to my Brethren’s done, is done to me.

A Place
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A Place theré is from Hesv'ns fweot Light

debarr’d, ‘

W Heré difmal Shrieks of guiley'Souls are heard :

Loud Yells, deep ‘Groans, thick Stripes, long -
clank of Chains, .

There folid everlafting Darknefs Reigns; *

Even thatfad Fire, which'on the Wretched feeds -

(Nor new Supplies of Matter ever needs, ) ,

Lends "em no Gleam, mo comforsable Ray, v

But ‘change of Tormewts, meafure Night and Dﬂj,x}

Hither black Fiinds [ball [natch th’ Unjuft away

And on the Ruins of this flaming Ball,

Tormentors and Tormented both fhall fall,

Whilft to th’ Abyfs on Waves of Sulphur toft

And in that direful Gulph for ever loft.

Not fo the Juft ;' who fhall their Lord atrend
‘ToWorlds of Joy,fhall know no bound, nor end:
A Place there is remov'd far, far away,

Froim that famt Lamp, that'makes this Mortal
Day. ‘ ,
A blifsful Place, that knows no Clouds or Night,
But God’s high Throne fcatters perpetual Lighe_
There Angels live, there Saints fo far refign’d,
Their Bodies fcarce lefs glarious than theermd
There true Eternal Friendfhip all profefs, 9,
There in the height of Piety poffefs }
The Heaven of Heavens, the height of Hoppinefs.

H 4 I’erfc& '
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Perfe& their Joys, yet flill their Joys improve,-.
For ftill the Infinite they fee, and love.

Here fhall they enter, here triumphant plac’d
Unutterable Blifs for ever tafte; %

In mine, and my. Great Father’s Arms em-
- brac’d. g

#&@m&m&mm&m&@

The Vanity of the WonLp,

By:-a young Lady.

W Hat if ferenely bleft, with Calms I fwam;
Pactolus, inthy golden fanded Stream ?.
Not. all the Wealth, that-lavith Chance cou'd
give,
My Soul from Death cow'd one fhort Hour re<
prieve..
When from my Heart the wandring Life. muﬁ
move,
No Cordial, all my ufelefs .xold wou’d prove: .
What tho’ I plung’d in Joys fo deep and wide,
*Twou'd tire my Thoughts to reach the diftans
fide? ‘
Fancy it felf *twou'd tire to plumb th’ Abyfs,)
1£1 for an uncertain Leafe of this g
Sold the fair Hope of an Eternal Blifs ?
What
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 What if invefted with the Royal State

Of darling Queens, ador’d by King’s I fate ?

Yet when my trembling Soul diflodg’d wou'd
be

No room of State within the Grave for me.

What if my Youth in Wit, and Beauty’s Bloom

Shou’d promife manya flattering Year to come ;

Tho’ Death fhou'd pafs the beauteous Flou-
rither,

Advancing Time wou'd all its Glories marr.

What if the Mufes loudly fang my Fame,

The barren Mountains Ecchoing with myName,

An envious Puff might blaft the rifing Pride,

And all its bright confpicuous Luftre hide.

If o’er my Relicks Monuments they raife,
And fill the World with Flattery or Praife,
Oh! what wou'd all avail, if fink I mutt,

My Soultoendlefs Shades, my Body to the Duft ®

Hs A Pro-
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A Projpeit of DEATH.

A PniDAmo,un ESSAY:

L .
Slnce we can die but once, and safter Death
Our State no alteration knows ;

Buz, when we have refign’d our Breath,
Th’immortal Spirit goes

To endlefs Joys, or everhalting Woes.

Wile is that Man who labours to fecure
The mighty and important State ;
And, by all methods, ftrives to make

His paffage fafe, and his reception fure,

Merely to dic ne Man of Reafon fears,

For certainly we muft,
~ As we are born, return to Duff:

*Tis the Jaft Point of many lingering Years.
But whither then we go, .

Whither, we fain wou’d know ;

But human Underftanding cannot fhow.
This makes us tremble, and creates:
Strange apprchenfions in the Mind ;

Fills it with reftlefs Doubss, and wild Debates
' ' ' Ccn.
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Concerning what, we living, cannot find.
None know what Death is, but the Dead,
Therefore weall by Nature dying dread,
As a ftrange, doubtful way, we know not how
to tread,

1L
When to the Margin of the Grave we come,
And fcarce have one black painful hour to live,
No hopes, no profpe& of a kind repricve,
To ftop our {geedy paflage to the Tomb,
How moving, ard how mournful is the fight
How wondrous pitiful, how wondrous fad; ’
Where then is Refuge, where is Comfort to be
had ;
In the dark Minutes of the dreadful Nighe, '
To chear our dmopu;g Souls for their amazing
flight ?
Feeble and Languifhing in Bed we lie,
Defpairing to recover, void of reft,
W ithing for Death, and yet afraid to die:
~ Terros and Doubts diftract our Breaft :
With mighty Agonies, and mighty Pains oppreft.

II1.
Our Face is moiften’d witha clammy Sweat;
Faint and irregular the Pulfes beat ;
The Blood una&ive grows,
And thickens as it flows,

Heé Depriv'd
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Depriv'd of all its Vigour, all its vital Heat..
Our dying Eyes roul heavily about;
Their Light juft gaing out;
And for fome kind Afliftance call,
ButPity, ufelefs Pity’s all
Our weeping Friends can give,
we receive ;
Tho' their Defires are great, their Pow’rs are-
fmall.
The Tongue’s unable to declare-
The Pains, the Griefs, the Miferies we bear 3 .
How infupportable our Torments are. "
Mufick no more delights our deaf'ning Ears,.
Reftores our Joys, or diflipates our Fears ;_
But all is melancholly, all is {ad.
In Robes of deepeft Mburning clad: -
For ev'ry Faculty, and ev’ry Sence
Pastakes the Woe of this dire Exigence.:.

 3'40
Then we-are fenfible; too late;-
*Tis no advantage to.be Rich or Great : -
For all the fulfome Pride;and Pageantry of Statey

No confolation brings.

Riches and Honours, then are ufelefs things;.
Taftlefs, or bitter-all;-

And, like the Book which the Apoftle eat;
To the ill-judging Palate fweet,

But turn at laft to naufeoufnefs and gall.

Nothing willthen our drooping Spirits chear-
. Lutr
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But théir remembrance of good A&ions paft,

Virtue's a Joy that will for ever laft ;

And makes pale Death lefs terrible appear;
"Takes out his baneful Stmg, and palliates our

Fear. .
Ia the dark Anti-Chambers of the Grave,™
What wou'd we give, ev’n all we have,"

All that our Cares, and Induftry had gain'd,
Al that our Fraud, our Policy, ourArt obtain’d,’
Cou’d .we recall thofe fatal Hours again,

: 'Which ‘we confum’d“in-fenfelefs Vanities, .,
Ambitious Follies, and Luxurious Eafe ; -
Forthen they urge our . Terrors, and increafe

our Pain. '

V. )
Our Friends and Relatives ftand weepmg by,, :
Diffolv’d in Téars to fee us die:
And plunge into the deep Abyfs of wide Eter.
nityy
Ia vain they-mourn; in vain they gnevc,, .
Their Sorrows cannot ours relieve.-
They pity our deplorable Eftate,
But what, alas, can pity do;
To foften the decrees of Fate !
Befides, the Sentence is irrevocable too.
-All their Endeavours to preferve our
Bieath,
Tho’ they do unfuccefsful prove,
Show us how much, how tenderly they love,
Bat cannot cut off che-entail of Death.
Mournfal
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. Mournful they look,and croud about our Bed,
One with officious hafte
Brings us a Cordial, we want Sence to tafte ;
Another foftly raifes up our Head;
This wipes away the Sweat, that, fighing cries
Sece what Convulfions, what firong Agonies,
Both Soul and Body undergo!
His pains no intermiffion know ;
For ev’ry gafp of Air he draws, returns in fighs.
Each won’d his kind afliftance lend
‘To ferve his dear Relation, or his dearer Friend ;
But ftill in vain with Deftiny they all contend.

VI.
Our Father, pale with grief and watching
grown,
Takes our cold Hand in his, and cnies adieu,
Adiew, my Child, now I muft follow you. -
Then weeps, and gently lays it down, |
Our:Sons, who in their tender Years
Were Objetts of our Cares, and of our Fears,
Come trembling to our Bed, and kneeling cry
Blefs us, O Father! now before you diz ;
Blefs us, and be you bleft to all Eternity.
Our Friend,whom equal to our felves we love,
Compaflionate and kind,
Cries, will you leave me here behind,
Without me fly, to the bleft Seats above ?
Without me, did Ifay, ahno!
W ithout thy Friend thou can'ft not go,
For
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For tho’ thou leav'lt me grov'ling here below,-
My Soul with thee fhall upward fly,
And bear thy Spirit company,
Thro® the bright Paflage of the yielding Skie.
Ev’n Deaththat parts shee from thy felf, fhal}
be
Incapable to feparate
(For ’tis not in the Power of Fate)
My Friend, my beft, my deareft Friend, and
me: -
But fince it muft be fo, Farewel
For ever !'No; for we (hall meet agen, _
And live like Gods, tho’ mow we die like Men,
In the eternal Regions, where juft Spirits dwell;

ViI.
The Soul, unable Ionger to maintain
The fruitlefs.and unequal Strife,
Finding her weak Endeavours vain,
To keep the Counterfcarps of Life;
By flow degrees retires toward the Heart,
And fortifies that lictle Fort
With allthe kind Artilleries of Art ;
Botanick Legions guarding ev’ry Port,
But Death, whofe Arms no Mortal can repel,
A formal Siege difdains to lay,
Summons his fierce Battalions to the fray,
And in a minute ftorms the feeble Citradel,
Sometimes we.may capitulate, and he

Pretends
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Pretendsto makea folid Peace, -
But "tisall fham, all artifice;
That we may negligent and carelefs be :
For if his Armies are withdrawn to day,
And we believe no danger near,
Bit all is peaceable, and allis clear,
His Troops return fome unfufpe&ted way ;
Whilein the fofc Embrace of Sleep we lye,
Thefecret Murd'rers ftab us;.and we die.

VHIL
Since ourfirft-Patents-Falk,
Inevitable Death defcends on-allj -
. A Portion none of human Race can mifs;®
But that which makes it fweet, or bitter, is
The fears of Mifery, or certain hopes of Blifs:
Por when the Impenitent and Wicked die,
Loaded with Crimes and Infamy,
If any Senfe-at that fad time: remains,
They feelamazing Terrors, mighty Pains,
‘The Earneft of that vaft ftupendious Woe,
Which they toall Eternity muft undergo;
Confin'd in Hell with everlafting Chains.
Infernal Spirits hover. in the Air,
Like rav'nousWolves,to feize uponthe Prey,
And hurry the departed Souls away .
* Tothe dark Receptacles of Defpair ;
Where they muit dwell till that tremendous
Day, .
When the loud Trump fhall call them to appear
Before
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Béfore a Judge moft terrible, and moft fevere :
By whofe juft Sentence they muft go
To-everlafting Pains, and endlefs Woe.

IX. .
But the good Man, whofe Soul ispure,
Unfpotted, regular, and.free
Ftom all the ugly ftains of Luft, and Villany,
Of Mercy, and of Pardon.fure;
Looks thro’ the Darknefs of the gloomy
Nighe, . _
And fees the dawning of a glorious Day 3
Sees crouds of-Angels ready to-convey
His Soul, whene'er fhe takes her flighe,
To the furprizing Manfions of immortal Light.
Then the Celeftial Guards around: hiny ftand;
Nor fuffer the black Demons of the Air
T” oppofe this Paffage to the promis'd Land;
Of- terrifie his Thoughts with wild Defpair ;.
But all is calm within, and all without is fair.
His Prayer, his Charity, his Virtues prefs,
To plead for Mercy, when he v:ants it moft; .
Not oneofall the happy Number’s loft ;
And thofe bright Advocates ne’er want Suc-
cefs. : '
Buat when the Soul’s releas’d from dull Mortality, ..
She paffes up in Triumph thro’ the Skie ;
Where fhe's united to a glorious Throng
Of Angels, who with a Celeftial Song, .
Congratulate her Conqueft as fhe fliesalong. -
X.If -
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If therefore all muft quit the Stage;-
When or how foon we cannot know, " .
Bat late or early, we are fure to go ;
Iir the frefh-Bloom of Youth, or wither’d Ages” =
We cannot take too-fedulous a Care;" .-
In this important, grand Affair.
For as we die ; we muft remain, -
Hereafter all our hopes are vain, .«
To make our Peace with. Heav'n, or toreturn s
again.
‘The Heathen, who no better underftood
Than what the.Light of Natuee taught, dee -
clai’d 7 ‘
No future Mifery cou'd be prepar’d; - .
Far the Sincere, the Merciful, the Good
Biit, if there was a State of reft,
They fhou'd with the fame Happinefs bebleft, .
Asthe immortal Gods, if Gods there were, pof- -
feft. -
We have ths promife-of Eternal Truth,
Thofe -who live well, and Pious Paths purfue.
To Man, and to their Maker true,
Let em expisein-Age, or Youth, - .
Can never mifs
Their way to everlafting Blifs :
But from a World of Mifery and Care, -.
To.Manfions of eternal Eafe repairz - -

Where -
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Where Joy in full Perfe&ion flows,
No interruption, noceffation knows,
But in a mighty Circle round for ever goes.

Lototoltototolototo ol ootob T toror - To 8

The. AP PE 4 L.
By.an.snkmown Hand.

| §
TO Thee great Searcher of the Heéart-
" I folemnly Appeal,
Who all the Secrets of my Soul,.
And inmoft Thoughts canft tell .

i}
Even Thou, th’ unerring Judge of all,
. Doft my dread Witnefs prove,
That Thee, beyond whate're the World
Can tempt me with, I love,

IIL.
That Thee, whatever clfe I mifs,
Whatever elfe I lofe,
As my exceeding great Reward, .
And higheft Blifs I chufe.

IV. Leave »~

.
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Iv.

Léave me of Wealth, of Honour, Fiiends,

And all Things elfe bereft.
But of thy Favour, gracious God, -
.Let me be never left.

\%

Ofihear,"and grant thy boundlefs Love's

Ineftimable Store,
And I'll hereafter clofe my Lips *
And never urge Thee more. -
With this alone I'll be-content, -
But, Lord, of thisdeny’d,
-1 fhiou'd defpife the nobleft Gift,
Thou cou’dft beftow befide -

. VIL -~
Among the brighteft Joys of Life. -~
I fhow'd no Pleafure know,

But:murm’ring to the-fullen-Shades -~

OfF endlefs Night would go.

Te2
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- Tell me, O thou whom my

Soul

Aoves , where thou feedeft,
~where thow caufeft thy Flocks

.o reft at Noon, ‘Cant.

By an unknown Hand.

I
0 Lovelier to my ravith’d Eyes
Than alk they ever faw,
. Much dearer than the Light I yiew,
. Or vital Breath Idraw.’

;AL
1 -Eternal Treafure of mysHeart,
" Whom as my Squ] Ijove,
« ‘Oh tell me, to what Happy Shades
-, Thou-doft at Noon remove.

III.
~ Oh tell me where, by Chryftal Streams
. Thy Snowy Flocks are led,
And in what fruitful Meadows they,
Are by thy Bounty fed.

L. 7

1V, For
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V.
For Theel Iangm{h all the Day,
For Thee I hourly pine,
As Flow’rs that wantthe chearing Sun
Their Painted Heads decline.

V.
Ah why From my impatient Eyes
" Doft thou thy felf conceal ?
WVhilft I in vain in lonely Shadﬁs
iMy reftlefs Pain reveal.

&@EEEE%@@@%@@%@M

_And tho' after my Skin Worms
¢ftroy this Body, gt in my

jb jball 1 [ee God, Job

XiX. 2

By a Young Lady.

L

WHat tho’my Soul rent from the clofe Em.
brace

Of thismaterial Confort, takes her Flight,

(Exil'd the Confines of her Native Place )

And leave thefe Eyes clos’d in a difmal Night?

She
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&he fhall agen refume the dear Aboﬁe,
JAnd cloath’d in Fleth I fhall behold my God.

: 1I. :

“Tho’ in the gloomy Regions of the Graye
Forgotten, and infenfible I lye,

That tedious Night fhall abright Morning have,
The welcome Dawnings of Eternity.

‘My Soul fhall then refume Her old Abode,
Aud cloath’d in Elefh, Ifhall behold my Ged,

: L
Altho’, refolv'd into my native Duft,
Its proper part, each Element refigns
Yet at my awful Maker's Breath they mu&
Agen the num’rous Particlesrefine :
And then my Soul fhall take Her old Abode,
And cloath’d in Flefh I fhall behold my God.

HYMN.
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* SR N EENCENHEREN S,
A T M N.

L
ngOW thall T fing that Majeéfty
: "Which Angel-Hofts admire ?
Let Duft in Duft and Silence lye,
Sing, fing ye heav'nly Quire.

11.
Thoufands-of Thoufands ftarid arourdd
Thy Throne, O God moft High,
“Ten thoufand times: ten thoufand found
Thy Praife, but who am I ?

II1.
Thy brighteft Rays to them appear,
While I thy Footfteps trace,
.A found of God ftrikes on my Ear,
But they behold thy:Face.

1V. c
“They fing becaufe thouart their Sun;
Lord, dart aBeamon me ;
For where Heav'n is but once begun
T here ' Hallelujahs be.

V En.
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V.
Enlighten and enflame my Heart
With Loves moft Sacred Fire,
Then fhall I fing, and beara part
With thy Celeftial Quire.

VL
Howgreata Being, Lord, is thine,
Which doth all Beings keep !
Thy Knowledge isthe only Linc
To Sound fo vaft a Deep.

VIL
Thou art a Sea“without a Shore,
A Sun without a Sphere,
Thy Time is now and evermore,
Thy Place is ev’ry where.

VIII.
How good art thou, whofe Goodnefs is
My Parent, Nurfe.and Guide?
Whofe Streams do Water Paradice,
And all the World befide.

1X.
Thy mighty Arm, O mighty King!
Both Rocks and Hearts can break :
‘My God, thou can{t do ev’ry thing
But what wou'd fhew Thee Weak.

169

>

s

1 X. Whe
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X.
Who wou'd not fear thy fearching Eye,
Witnefs to all wedo ?
Dark Hell and deep Hypocrify
Lye open to thy View.

XI.
Thy wife and bounteous Works, and Ends,
O may we ftill admire.
- Creation all our Wit tranfcends,
~Redemption rifes higher.

XII.
How pure, and holy are thine Eyes ?
How holy is thy Name !
Thy Saints, add Laws, and Penalties,

Thy Holinefs proclaim.

XIIL.

“Thy wondrous Mercies out-ftretch’d Rays
Shine glorioufly to All ,
_For this thy Creatures Love, and Praife,

.And thee their. Father Call.

, XIV.
Thy hinder Parts,_O God of Grace!
. We only here adore;
Difplay the Glory of thy Face,
That we may praife thee more.
XV. And
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“XV.
“And fince none fee this Sight and live.
-For me to die is beft;
Fhro’ Fordan’s Streams, who wou'd not dive,
Toland at Cenasn’s Reft ?

H T M N

. L
\\/ Hen Man in Sin’s wild Maze was Ioft,
' And on impetuous Billows toft.
While Hope and Help all Aid denies,
‘Lo ! God his vaft Compaffion fhews,
-His dear, and only Son beftows
Who for our Safety freely dies.

I
*O Heighth! O Length ! O Breadth! O Deep?
"What Love with thine can Meafures keep ? -
~ Love! that from Glory Jefus brought : .
_That plung'd him deep, in Sorrows Flood,
“That peirc’d his Soul, and drein’d his Blood,
“O Love tranfcending Angels Thought !

12 - I May



172 Divine HYymNs and Porms.

JIL
O may at length my willing Breaft
Be all with Love of thee poffeft,
Be all inflam’d with heav’nly Fire ;
May I thy praife, in Raptures fing,
Thy boundlefs Praife, my God, my King:
And thee, and only thee admire.

SHVIGBIVHIOIBVOVVOY
H T M A

L ‘
THou, Lord, who raifed’ft Heav’n and Earth,
Doft make the Building ftand :
The pond'rous Weight does wholly reft
On thy Almighty Hand.

1I.
Should’ft thou one Moment, Lord, with-draw,
The Earth wou'd leave its- Place,
‘The num’rous fhining Orbs.on high
Refign to empty Space,

IIT.
Thou needeft none to fing thy Praifs,
Asif thy Joy cou’d fasle,

' Could’'ft
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Could'ft thou have needed any Thing,
Thownothing could’ft have made !

1V.
Lord, what is Man! that Child of Pride,
Who boafts his high Degree ?-
Ifbut one Inftant thou him léave’
He finks, and where is he ?

In sz’fe of VIRTUE.

By Mr. TaTE.

O-For 2 Quill drawn from an Angel’s Wing !
O for a Mafter Seraph’s Voice to fing!

A Subje& worthy of Seraphick Lays,

*Tis Virtue, bright celeftial Virtue's Praife!

Virtue beyond compare, by all allow’d

The fair:ft Beauty, and the beft endow’d.

For what Imperial Dame like her can fay

Yve Wealth can ne'er be loft, and Charms will
ne'er decay ?

An Eden when unfading Pleafures grow,

And Joys pure Streams uninterrupted flow.

Not fo, when Vice does her feign'd Smiles:
difplay, ‘
That Dalilab’s Carefles to betray.

I3 Viitue's
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Virtue's alone the chaft and real Friend.

On whom th’ enamour'd . Soul fecurely can-de-
pend.

She Steel: has prov'd, throughout the tedious.
Stage '

Of mortal Life, and dang’rous Pilgrimage,

‘To all who on her Condué& have rely’d,

The beft Companion, and moft faithful Guide. .

Our fhadowing Cloud in Fortune’s Darling
Light,

Our fhining Pillar in Afli&ion’s Night.

Our Heav’nly Manna, when for Food diftrefs’d,

Our Fountain, when with fcorchiug Thirft op-.
prefs'd.

She makes our Wildernefs all blooming Gay,

And featters Rofes in the Defart Way.

The very Thorns that make her Trav'lers
bleed,

« Are but Remembrancers to mend their Speed,.

Left too much Eafe their farther Care disband,

And they ftop fhort, fhort of the promis’d Land.

Ev'n am’rous Youth with her fecurely fteer,

. Where Syrens deck’d in ali there Charms appear,

Of Circe's Ifle the tempting Profpe& fhun,

When th’ unadvis’d to fmiling Ruin run.

By her the beauteous Sex are taught to know

Both what to Heav'n, and to themfelves they
owe ;

Honour, and fpotlefs Innocence to prize,

Atove the Triumphs of their conqu'ring Eyes.
How.
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How difmal dear the Bargain when they feﬂ?

Thofe Gems for ought that does on Earth{
excel,

That,Ob ! "tis Life for Death, and Heav'n for Hell- =

But then in largeft Streams her Bleflings flow,
WhenLife grownBankrupt can no more beftow ;
She gives what mortal Nature never gave,
Immortal Blifs, and Life beyond the Grave.

ﬁ%%ﬁ@%ﬁ@ﬁﬁ%’#@ﬁ@ﬁﬁﬁ@ﬁ@

The CHARACTER of » Harpy
LiFE.

Bj' Sir Henry Wotton.

) 8 ~

HOW happy is he born, and taughe
*  That {erveth not another’s Will ?

Whofe Armour is his honeft Thought.

And fimple Truth his utmoft Skill ?

] IL.
- Whofe Paffions not kis Mafters are,
Whofe Soulis ftill prepar’d for Death;
Unty’d unto the World by Care -
Of publick Fame, or private Breath.
| IIL. Who -
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' nr

Who envies none that Change doth raife;
Nor Vice hath ever underftood ;

How deepeft Wounds are giv'n by Praife,
Nor Rules of State, but Rules of Good:

V.
Who hath his Eife from Rumors freed,
Whofe Confcience is his ftrong Retreat :
Whofe State can neither Flatt'rers feed,
Nor Ruinmake Oppreflors great.

V.
W ho God doth late and early pray
More of his Grace, than Giftsto lend ¢
And entertains the harmlefs Day,
With a Religious Book, or Friend.

VI ,
This Manis freed from fervile Bands,
Of Hope to rife, or Fear to fall :.
Lord of himfelf, tho’not of Lands,
And having Nothing, yet hath All,

- CHRIST ’s
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B eI RIS AN RS SR S A RIS A USSR S 2
CHRIST’s PassioN. |

Taken out of a Greek ODE.

) 8
Nough, my Mufe, of Earthly Things;
And Infpirations but of Wind ;.
Take up thy Lute and to it bind
Loud, and cverlafting Strings;
Andon 'em play, andto 'em fing,
The happy mournful Stories,
‘The lamentable Glories,
Of the great Crucified King.
Mountainous Heap of Wonders! which doft rife
*Till Earth thon joineft with the Skies!.
‘Too large at Bottom, and at TOp too high,
T be half feen by mortal Eye.
How fhall I grafp this boundlefs Thing!
What fhall I play ! What fhallIfing !
T'll fing the mighty Riddle of Myfterious Love;.
Which neither wretched Men belew,, nor bleffed
Saints above,
With.all their Comments can explain ;

How all the whole World’s Life, to die did not
dxfdamsg

By i O )
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o IL .
I'llfing the fearchlefs Depths of the Compaffion:.
~ Divine,
The Depths. unfathom’d yet
By Reafon’s Plummet, and the Line of Wit : .
‘Too light the Plummet,and too fhort the Line: -
How the Eternal Father did beftow
His own Eternal Son a Ranfom for his Foe:
I'll fing aloud, that 41l the World may hearr
The Triumph of the buried Conquevor: -
How Hell was by its Pris’ner Captive led,
And the great Slayer, Death, flain by the’
¢ Dead.

. IL..
Methinks I hear of murthered Men the-
Voice,
. Mixt with the Murtherers confufed Noife; .
- Sound from the Top of Calvarie
My.greedy Eyes fly up the Hill and fee
*  Who ’tis hangs there the midmoft of the:
: three:-
- Oh how unlike the Otkiers ke,
%ook how he bends his gentle Head with Blef
fings from the Tree!
His gracious Hands ne’er ftretcht but to do-
good,
Are nail'd to the infamous Wood ::

And:
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And finful Man does fondly bind,

The Arms which he extends t'embrace all hue
mane Kind.

Iv.

Unhappy Man, can’ft ftand by and fee
All this as Patient as he ?
Since he thy Sins does bear,
Make thou his Sufferings thy own,
And weep, and figh, and grosn,
And beat thy Brealt, and tear
Thy Garments, and thy Hair,
And let thy Grief, and letthy Love
Thro’ all thy bleeding Bowels move.
Doft thou not fee thy Prince in Purple clad
all o’er ?
Not Purple brought from the Sidonisen Shore,
" But madeat home with richer Gore.
Poft thou not fee the Rofes, which adorn.
Thy Thorny Garland by him worn ? .
Doft thou not fee the livid Traces
Of the fharp Scourges rude Embraces ?
If yet thou feeleft not the Smart
Of Thorns and Scourges in thy Heart, "
If yet thatbe not Crucified.
Look on his Hands, look on his Feet, look on:
his Side.

I6 V. Open{
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V.
Open Oh! Open wide the Fountains of thine
Eyes,
And let ’em call
‘Their Stock of Moifture forth, where’er it lies,
For this will ask it all.
*T'would all (alafs) too little be,
Tho’ thy Salt Tears came from a Sea ;,
Canft thou deny him this, when he
Has open’d al} his vital Springs for thee.
Take heed ; for by his Sides my{terious Flood-
May well be underftood.
That he wilk ftill require fome.- Waters to his
" Blood..

E S otodelototedozetotelofotototodets 1ol
Thoughts in SICKNESS.

‘L
MY God, my Maker, humbly I adore
1% Thy. Pow’r and Wifdom in. my goodly:

Frame,
1 view the Work, and blefs thy Sacred Name.

Thou took’ft this Body from the common Store;
A rude, and undigefted Mafs before :
Andlo ! all Art, and Order it became.

IL And.
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Im
And when thou had’ft compleated ev’iy Part,

Had’ft taught each Spring, and W heel their

deftin’d- Ufe,

And made a Purple Flood of Vital Juice
Ruth thro’ the Channels of the A&ive Heart,
And Life, and Vigor to the Whole impart,

Thou an immortal Soul did’ft then infufe.

IIL
And both, déar God, are flill at thy difpofe ;
For as thy awful Word cou'd firft unite
Things in their Natures ftrangely oppofite,
So with the fame can’ft thou diflolve the Clofi <,
And each unto its Native Region goes,

Earth back to Earth, my Soul to Realms of-
Light. .

’ IV.
I know thy Providence difpofes All ;

Iknow that whatfoe’er thou doft is beft:

O let:me then in thy Appointments reft!
Does God pre-order all Things,great and fmall?
No-Nail, nor dropping Hair without him fall ;

And yet fhall any Change my.Peace moleft?

V.
If thou haft Bufinefs for me here below,
Iknow thou foon wilt all my Pains expel.

My



-
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My Sicknefs foon controul, and fpeak me
well :
If not, why fhall I think it hard to go;
~ To leave this naufeous World of Sin and Woe,
And in immortal Joy, and Glory dwell ?

IV.
T'will not, no, I will not, Lord, repine,
Tho’ now thou pleafe to Summon me away,.
To bid me die, and leave this Houfe of Clay:
Thy Pleafure, as 'tig(juft, fhall govern mine,.
To thee, the Owner I my All refign :
€Command whate’er thou wilt, I chearfully

obey.
e LRl r e L L Ee L L

The RAPTURE.

By a Young Lady. ~

' L v
1 Ord ! If one diftant Glimpfe of Thee
¢ Thus elevate the-Soul,
In what a height of Exta{y
Do thofe bleft Spirits roll ?

H.
Who by a fixt, Eternal View,
Drink in immortal Rays;
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To whom unveiled thou doft fhew
Thy Smiles without Allays ?

I11.
An Obje& which, if Mortal Eyes
Cou’d make Approaches to,
"They’d foon efteem their beft lov'd Toys:
Not worth one fcornful View., -

IV.
How then beneath its Load of Flefls
Wou’d the vext Soul complain !
And how the friendly Hand fhe’d blefs,
Wou'd break her hated Chain !

The cxxxixth PsAr M para.

phrasd to the 14th Verfe.

By My. Norris.

L
IN vain great God, in vain I try

= Tefcape thy quick All-fearching E
Thou with one undivided View 8 5y

Doft look the whole Creation through,

The
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The unfhap’d Embryo’s of my Mind,
Not yet to Form or Likenefs wrought;
The tender Rudiments of Thought,
Thou fee’ft before fhe can her own Conceptions-
find.

II.

My private Walks to thee.are known,
In Solitude I'm not alone,

Thou round my Bed a Guard doft keep,
Thy Eyes are open while mine fleep,
My fofteft Whifpers reach thy Ear,

*Tis vain to fancy Secrecy ;
- Which way-foe’er I turn thou’rt there; -

I'm all around befet with thy Immenfity..

IIL.

T can’t wade thro’ this Deep I find,

It drounds and fwallows up my Mind:.

*Tis like thy immenfe Deiry,

I cannot fathom thator thee: ,

Where-then fhall Ia Refuge find;

From thy bright Comprehenfive Eye ? .
_ Whether, O whecher fhall Ily! ]
What Placeis not poffeft with thy All-filling-

Mind ! '

IV.
If to the Heavenly Orbs I fly
These is thy Seat of Majefty,



Divine HymNs ard Porms. 19y

If down to Hell’s Abyfs I go,
Therel am fure to meet Thee too.
Shou’d I, with the fwift Wings of Light,
Seck fome remote and unknown Land,
Thou foon woul'dft overtake my flight
Axd all my Motions rule with thy long-reach-
ing Hand.

. V.
Shou'd I't’avoid thy piercing Sighe,
Retire behind the Skreen-of Night,
Thou canft with one Celeftial Ray
~ Difpel the Shades and' make it Day.
Nor need’ft thou by fuch Medium: fee; -
The Force of thy clear radient Sight-
Depends not on our groffer Light
On Light thou fit't enthron’d, ’tis ever Day
with Thee.

VI.

"The Springs which Life and Motion give
Arethine, by thee I move and live ;

My Frame has nothing hid from thee,

Thou know'ft my whole Anatomy.

T’an Hymn of Praife I'll tune my Lyre
How amazing is this Work of thine!

With Dread Iinto my felf retire

Kor tho’ the Metal’s bafe the Stamp is all Divine.
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REREDHHEFIRBEEREREHE"

The CONSUMMATION..
A’ Pindarick ODE. .-
By the fame Hand.-

I
T HE rife of Monarchies, and- their long
weighty fall,

My Mufe out foars, fhe proudly*leaves behind -~
The Pomp of Courts, fhe leaves our little All,
To be the humble Song of a lefs reaching Mind.-

In vainI curb hér tow'ring Flight,

AT can hear prefent’s too fmall,
She prefles on, and now has loft their Sight:

She flys and haftens to relate

The laft and dreadful Scene of Fate,

Nature’sgreat SolemmrFuneral.”

I fee the mighty Angel ftand

Cloath’d with a Cloud, and Rainbow round his-
‘ Head.
His right Foot on the Ses, his other on the Land,’
He lifted up his dreadful Arm, and thus he faid :

B the Myfterious great Three-One,

Whofe
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Whofe Power we fear, and T'ruth adore, -
I'{fwear the fatal Thread is fpun,
Nature fhall breath her laft, and Time fhall be
no more.
The Ancient Stager of the Day
Has run his Minutes out, and number’d all his
way.
The parting 18hmus is thrown down,
And all fhall now be overffown :
Time fhall no more her under Current know,
But one with great Eternity fhall grow,
Their Streams fhall mix, and in one Circling
Channel flow,

IT.
He fpake—Fate writ the Sentence with her Iron
Pen, '
And mighty Thund'ring faid, Amen.
What dreadful Sound’s this ftrikes my Ear »
*Tis fure th’ Arch-Angels Trump I hear,
Natures great Pafling Bell, the only Call,
Of God’s, that will be heard by all :
The Univerfe takes the Alarm, the Sea
Trembles at the great Angel’s Sound,
And roars almoft as loud as he ;-
Seeks a new Channel and would fain run under.
Ground.
The Earth it felf does nolefs quake
And all throughout dawn ta the Centre fhake -

The.
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The Graves unclofe, and the deep Sleepers there *
awake.
The Sun’s arrefted in his way,
Hedaresnot forward go, -
But wondring ftands at the great Hurry herebe
low.
The Stars forget their Laws, and like loofe Pla«
nets ftray.
See how the Elements refign
Their- numerous Charge, the fcatter'd Atoms:
home repair,
Some from the Earth, fome from the Sa, fome
from the Air.,
They know the great-Alarm,
And in confus'd mixt number fwarm.
*Till rang’d and fever’d by the ChymiftryDivine..
The Father of Mankind’s amaz'd to fee
The Globe too narrow for his Progeny:
Buttis the clofing of the Age,
And all the A&ors now. at once muft grace the
Stage.

1IL.

Now, Mufe, exalt thy Wing, be bold and dare,

Fate dodsa wondrous Scene prepare.
The Central Fire which hitherto did burn
Dull, like a Lamp in a moift clammy Urn,
Tann'd by the Breath Divine begins to glow,

The Fiends are all amaz’'d below,

But that will no Confinement kiow, .

Breaks.
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“Breaks thro’ its Sacred Fence, and plays more
free
Than thou with all thy vaft Pindarick Liberty.
Nature does fick of a ‘ftrong Fever lye,
‘The Fire the Subserraneous Vaults does {poil,
The Mountains Sweat, the Sea does boil,
‘The Sea her mighty Pulfe beats high:
The Waves of Fire more proudly rowl,
TheFiendsin their deep Caverns howl,
And with the frightful Trumpet mix their hide-
ous: Cry.
Now is the Tragick Scene begun,
TheFire in Trmmph marcheson
The Earth’s girt ronnd with Flames, and feems
another Sun.

1

TV,
JBut whither does this lawlefs Judgment roam?
Mutt all promifcuoufly expire
A Sacrifice in Sodom’s Fire ?
.Read thy Commiffion,Fate,.fure all are not thy
due,
No, thou muft fave the Virtuous few.
But where’s the Angel ‘Guardian to svert the
Doom,
Lo with a mighty Hoft he’s come!
I fee the parted Clouds give way,
‘Efee the Banner of the Crofs difplay.

Death’s
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“Death’s Conqueror in Pomp appears,
In his right Hand a Palm he bears,
And in his Looks he Sweetnefs wears.
Th’ illuftrious Glory of this Scene
Does the defpairing Saints infpire -
"With Joy, with Rapture and Defire.
‘Kindles the higher: foe , that dormant lay
within.
Th’ awaken'd Virtue does its ’Ihoughts dif-
play,
- Melts-and refines their droffy Clay-:
‘New caft.intog pure Etherial Frane.
They fly, and mount aloft in Vehicles of
Flame.
Slack here, my Mufe, thy rowing Wing,
‘And now the World's untun’d, let down thy
- high-fet String.

Vens
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HEEEEBRERBEREBRESS
Vens Creator Spiritu&.
Tranflated into Paraphrafe.

By Myr. Drypen.,

T
_CReator Spirit ! by whofe Aid -
™ The World’s Foundations firft were 1aid;
Come vifit ev’ry pious Mind,
Come pour thy Joys on Human kind,
~From Sin and Sorrows fet us free,
"And make thy Temples worthy thee :
TI.
<O Source of uncreated Light!
“The Father’s promis’d Paraclize !
‘Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire,
Our Hearrs with Heavenly Love infpire ;
“Come, and thy facred Un&ion bring
“"Tofan&ify us while we fing.

IIL
"Plenteous of Grace defcend from high,
Rich in thy Sey’nfold Energy !

Theg
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Thou Strength of his Almighty Hand,

Whofe Power does Heav'n and Earth command;
"Proceeding Spirit, our Defence,

Who doft the Gift of Tongues Difpenfe, §
And crown'ft thy Gift with Eloquence.

Refine, -and purge our Earthly Parts,

.But Oh'! igflame and fire our Hearts?!

v,
-Our Faculties help, and Vice controul,
Submit the Senfes to the Soul,
And when Rebellious they are grown,
Then lay thy Hand and hold ’em down.

V.

“Chafe from our Mindsth’ infernal Foe,
And Peace, the Fruit of Love, beftow ;
And left our Peace fhou’d ftep aftray
Prote& and guide us in the Way.

: VL
‘Make us Etemnal Truths receive,
And Pra&tife all that we believe,
Give us thy Self, that we may fee
The Father and the Son by thee.

VIIL
‘Immortal Honours, endlefs Fame
Attend th® Almighty Father's Name;
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"The Saviour Son be glorify’d,
W.ho for loft Man’s Redemption dy'd :
And equal Adoration be,

Eternal Paraclite, to thee. ' .

SR RN NN BN F RN PN

GOD tihe Creator, and the
Prefer-er.

By Mr. Danir.

I ,

OFFSPRING of Heav’'n, Celeftial Flame,

Town thy Pow’r, Thou lovely Gueft ;
Numbers fmooth and foft infpiring,
1bid Thee welcome to my Breaft :
Unfold thy rich Harmonious Store,
And to my Mind thy Warmth impart ;
Give me to feel thy pleafing Rage,

And let thy Sacred Fire diftend my Heart.
And thou, my Lyre, refume thy Lays,
And thro’ thy painful Silence break,

To fing the Great CREATOR'’S Praife ;
'Tis he who calls, my Lyre, Awake :
Proud of the Theme, refume the Lay
For Him, whom Earth and Heav’n obey:

[S

K Each
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Each Notefhall bear the hallow’d Name around,
And to Superiour Worlds convey the diftant
Sound.

. IL

Parent of all Created T hings,
From whom this Scene of Nature {prings,
To our charm’d Sight thy Pomp difplay,

- Open all thy Heav'n of Day;
Amidft thy fhining Guards be fhewn
The Glitt'ring Hoft who grace thy Throne :
For Thee their Golden Lyres they ftring ;
Of Thee in fweeteft Nunmibers fing; %
Confefs Thee GOD, and hail Thee KING.

II1.
On ISRAEL’s Foes to execute thy Rage
Intent, and waiting for thy high Command ;
Whether defign’d to blaft an impious Age,
Or fave from Lawlefs Pow’ra Fav’rite Land =
Mounted on Wings of Winds, they fteer their
Courfe,
And wondrous is their Speed, and wondrous is
their Force.
‘ 1v.
All dark as yet; th’ una&ive Mafs
Lay bound in heavy Chains of Sleep,
When big with Life GOD’s awful Spirit
- 8at brooding o’er the mighty Decp. -
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Let there be Light, He faid ; and lo,
The nimble Beams. the FIAT heard,
Sprang from the Womb of Ancient Night, -
And cheerful Lightits fmiling Vifage rear’d:
On Purple Wings it upward flew,
And by his Order fixt on high ;
Around its darting Glories threw,

And ftain’d the Curtains of the Skiez
Whether it paints the bluthing Eaft -
With Rofie Streaks, or gilds the Weft:

Not undifcern’d by Him, the Heav’nly Ray,
He faw that it was Good, and bleft the Infant
Day.
' V.
The vaft Apyfs now meets his Eyes,
Where Nature yet in Embrio lies;
Where Tyrants of the boundlefs Plain,
Chaos and wild Diforder Reign ;
The Hot, and Cold, the Moift, the Dry
Blended in vaft Confufion lye :
Struggling they bear alternate Sway,
Around in circling Whirlpools play | }
And win a Momentary Day

1v. - -
But to his Dread Command Oledient prove,
And now no more for fruitlefs Empire try.;
The various Seeds of future Beings move, .
And each to their appointed Stations fly ;
K 2 There
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There wait his Voice, and at his wondrous Cail
Leapfudden into Life, and Form this Beauteous
ALL.

VIIL
In the great Lap of Nature laid.
And breaking from its Oozy Bed,
The Huge, the Pondrous Globe of Earth,
Above the Waters rears its Head :
The tall, th’ afpiring Mountains rife,
And high in Air their Foreheads fhow ;
Some their broad Shoulders hide in Clouds,
And proudly caft a length of Shade below.
Beneath the humble Valley lyes,
Where, in their Kinds, the Flocks are feen ;
Where new created Sweets arife,
And with frefh Verdure cloath the Plain.
Swifter than flitting Winds the Roe
Isfeen to quit the Mountain’s Brow :
He feeks the Stream which living Fountains
yield, '
Sweeps o’er the Flow’ry Lawns, and flies along
the Field.

VIIL

The mighty Deep his Eye furveys,
When ftrait its watry World obeys ;
Here the rough Surges loudly roar.
And in proud Waves infult the Shoar:

There
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There fofter Rills more eafie glide,

And fteal adown the Mountain’s Side.
Various the winding Rivers pafs, .
Cooling the fultry Meadow’s Face, %
And gently roll their floating Glafs.

IX.
Some, where the dreadful Precipice on high
Does to th’ affrighted View its Horrors thow,
In a white Mift difperft involve the Skie,
And from the Airy Summit plunge below ;
Then join their featter'd Streams, and force
their Way,
Rufh headlong o’er the Plain, and pour into the
Sea,

X. .
See, at his Voice the blooming Spring
In rich Artire the Autumn meets ;
She rivals with her Flow'rs its Fruits.
And boafts a Wildernefs of Sweets =
Her lovely Off- fpring, Nature’s Pride; -
Difclofe their Beauties all around ;
. With Odoursfcent the Balmy Air,
And witha gay Perfufion ftrew the Ground.
The Vine in purple Blufhes dreft,
Clofe to the Elm, difplays her Charms,
Curls her foft Tendrils round his Waft,
Andfpreads luxuriantly her Arms.

K3 Thq
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The ripened Grain on rifing Fields,
To Man a pleafing Profpe& yields:.
In even Ranks the waving Heads appear,
Bend with the fruitful Load, and crown the
lufty Year.

XI.
GOD fpake, wken ftrait above the reft
(Fair Nativeofthe Spicy Eaft)
A Garden rofe, delicious Scene,
Of floury Walks, and lively Green
Whatever Sweets adorn the Woods,
Paint the Fields, or Gracethe Floods,
All that’s Lovely, all that’s Pair, .
Form’d by his peculiar Care, %
Unite their Charms, and fix them there.

XII.
On ev'ry Tree the tuneful Choir appears,

Of warblingBirds which fing their artlefsLays,
Firft taught by Him to charm the lift'ning Ears,
And pay Him back his Mufick in his Praife :

Such EDEN was, his Fav'rite’s foft Abode,
Rais¥ by a Hand Divine,and Worthy of a GOD.

XIII. ;
Great Nature’s watchful Eye, the SUN,
Hears his Voice, and mounts the Skies,
Who comb’d his Beamy Locks with Gold,
, And bid the wond’rous Planet rife.
o N ~ Around
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Around his Orb in meafur'd Dance
The circling Hours and Months appear;
The fwift-wing'd Minutes lightly move,
And mark the Periods of the rolling Year.
When from on high he darts his Fires,
The glowing Breaft to tranfport warms ;
Life bounds afreth with foft defires,
. And rofie Beauty fweetly charms
His flaming Arrows pierce the Flood,
And to the boteom bake the Mud :
Where e'er he points his Beams gay Lmdsk:ps
rife,
Whilft with his quickning touch he paints them
as he flies.

X1v.
But when he fhootsche milder Ray,
And downward drives the falling Day;
Cool Evening now its Beauty rears,
And blufhes in its dewy Tears :
The wand’ring Flocks no longer rove,
But feek the covert of the Grove : :
‘The fighting Winds now ceafe to roar, ?
The drowfie Ocean ftorms no more, S'
But gently dies along the Shore.

XV.
Near to the Margin of fome peaceful Flood
The Nightingal alone in mournful Strains, _
Tunes her fweet Chorals to the ecchoing Waod?
‘ K 4 And
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And with lier various mufick fills the Plains :-
Sleep fhakes its downy wings o’er Manand Beaft,
The SOUL melts thoughtlefs down, and foftens

into Reft.

AN XVI.
The Tovely Queen of filent Shades,
The MOON, in trembling Streams of Light,
Wheels her pale Chariot flowly on
O’er the foft Bofom of the Night:
Millions of bright refulgent Worlds
Heav'ns glitt’ring Lamps are feen to rife;.
They as her Virgin Train appear,
And She the fair Vicegerent of the Skies.
Each Planet in its rolling Sphere
Proclaims aloud the SACRED NAME,
With founds harmonious charms the Air.
And fpeaks the POWER from whence it
“came !
Here in full blaze they fingly fhine,
Whilft fome their mingled Beauties join,
Like a rich Pavement on the face of night
Burn with promifcuous beams, a Galaxy of
Light.

XVII.
Whilft wearied Nature fleeps around,
And Silence broods upon the Ground,
Fir'd with a painful thirft of Blood
The gen'rous Lyon feeks his Food :-
. The



Divine Hymns and PoEMs. 201

The trembling Flocks his Rage defcry,

And round th’ affrighted Shepherd flie ;

But where the Herd more careles ftray, '
With fullen Joy he takes his way, %
And leaps at once upon the Prey. <

XVHI.

In van they ftruggle with fuperiour Might,

His fierceft Foes an eafie conqueft yield:
Till from on high he fees returning Light,

And grieves to quit the Triumphs of the Ficld;:
He roars aloud, he fhakes his angry Mane,
Grins back upon the Day, and fcours along the

Plain.. ‘
. XIX.
Loft in an endlefs Maze of Thought,
What Limits can our wonder keep 2
What Tongue can fpeak ? What Heart cons-
ceive,
Great GOD, thy A&ions in the deep !.
High as its frothy Billows rife,
The vaft Enquiry lifts the SOUL,

And ftretches out the MIND as wide
A fierceft Storms can give its Waves to roll.

W hen thy Breath heaves the fwelling Tides,

~_And fubtle Lightnings round Thee play,

When thy keen wrath in whirlwinds rides,

And in black Clouds involves the Day,
Ks . Thy
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Thy Voice can caufe their Rage to ceafe,
. And fpeak the Thunder into Peace:
Thy ANGEL at the word darts fwiftcly down,
Bounds lightly o’er the Waves, and bids them.
"fmoothly run.

XX.
Where mofly Caves the fight furprife,
And blufthing Groves of Coral rife,
The Fith their various Tribute bring,
And of the Ocean hail Thee KING:
To court thy Eye their Revels keep,
" And skim with eafie Fins the Deep:: :
On Thee they wait with one Accord,
As form'd by thy ALMIGHTY WORD, %
And in juft Praife confefs Thee LORD.

XXI.
“Warm’d with the Glories of a fmiling Day,
The wanton Dolphins do each other chace,
Through the green Waves their filver Scales
difplay,
And fwiftly prefs to win the watry Race:
Flufh’d with immoderatc Life, they fcorn te-
yield,
Put darting to the Goal, divide the Honours of
the Field.

XXII. Lo,
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; XXIT.
Lo, the great Monarch of the Floads, -

Lewiathan in Pomp appears,

Like fome large floating Ifland movgs,

And his huge Bulk in Triumph rears :

" Swiftly th’ affrighted Waves divide,

When thro’ the Deep He plows his Way;

In aukward Sport he rolls along, :
And from his ample Forehead fpouts a Sea,
Pleas’d to obferve the Danger nigh, \

He treats with Scorn the hiffing Spear,
And mocks the Arrows as they fly,

As the dull Trump’ry of the War.
What Hand ‘but thine, Great God, could give
Th’ unweildy Mafs to move; and live?

Yet He, ¢’en He, does for his Food refort,)
Obedientto thy Call,to grace thy Wat'ry Courg

’

XXIII.
. Fond Man fhall tempt the ftormy Main,
(Oh! whither won’t he fteer for gain!)
Of prefent Blifs forego his Hold,s
And barter Happine(s for Gold. =
See the tall Ship with flutt’ring Pride
Upon the dancing Billows ride:
When long expeéted Gales prove kind,
She leaves the lefs’ning Shore behind, }l
And gives her Colours to the Wind,

K¢ XXIV. Bat
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. XXIV,
But when the angry Surge begins to rage;
And thro’ the boundlefs Wafte the Tempeﬁ‘s.
" roar;
O Gracious GOD, do thou their Wrath a(fwagc
And bid the fighting thrlwmds ftormrno -
more:
Let gentle Pity flow within thy Breaft
Oh cheer his melting Soul,and nge the weariéd .
Sailor Reft.

XXV,
Fountain of Joy, Eternal Spring,
From whom our Mortal Beings flow; .
How doft Thou deal thy Good around ?-
And blefs the Subje&t World. below 2 -
How fhall we clear the large Account?-
We wretched Heaps of Duft and Sin,
Would we our Gratitude exprefs ?
Whaere fhall ‘our vaft Acknowledgments- begin 2
When we thy wondrous Work- furvey,
And mufing feaft our-ravifh’d Eyes ;.
‘The lovely Seene knows no Decay, .
Bat inexhaufted Beauties rife :
When thy juft Praifes claim our Song,
Expreffion dies upon the Tongue:
Too big for Birth, our falt’ring Accents break’ ‘
And Silence muft enforce what we want Pow’y
to fpeak.
XXVI. Thy.
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XXVI.

Thy Creatures all expe&ting ftand;

And wait the Bounty of thy Hand ;-
Whether they haunt the fhady Woods,
_Graze the Plain, or range the Floods ;
Whether of various Kinds the Fowl,

Which row the Lake; or fwim the Pool ;-
Happy by Nature, wild, and free, -
Inglorious Chains they chufe to flee ; %
Full of Life, and full of THEE.

XXVIIL
E’en the fmall Ants do thy Prote&ion fhare,
By Thee advis'd, to fave their Wintry Store ; -
Their little Commonwealth employs thy Care,
Too wife to want, too frugal to be poor :
Well may theyfhame the puzzledSchemes of Man,
Since from thy THOUGHT DIVINE they.
drew the wondrous Plan.

XXVIIL
In all the radiant Pomp of Heav’n,
Plac’d on thy bright refulgent Throne,,
Regard thy ISR AEL here below,

And look.with-foft Compaffion down.
And Thou, my SOUL, with ftri€eft Care,
And trembling Awe, his Statutes keep ;

Think what thou art, from whom thou cam'ft;
Be calmly wife, and let his Thuader fleep.

Fors .
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For, oh! fhould he but once command
His dreadful Legions to engage,
Not Worlds can fave Thee from his Hand,
Or dare to skreen Thee from his Rage.
To the tall Hills wou’dft thou complain,
To hide thee there, alas! is vain:
Thofe everlafting Hills his Rage would flee ;
Would run about as wild, and prove as weak
as thee, . .

XXIX.
When a Cloud thickens on his Brow,
And rifing Storms his Anger fhow ;
No more thefe {pringing Sweets appear,
But fudden Winter chills the Year:
Amazement checks the wond'ring Flood,
And the MOON blots her Orb with Blood ;
The SUN no more in Glory burns,
Each Creature to its Duft returns, }
And Univerfal Nature mourns.

XXX.

With folded Arms the penfive Gard’ner ftands,
W hilft his deftoying Angel taints the Air,
Which fpreads the dire Contagion o’er his

Lands,
And nips the Glories of his flow’ry Care:
On the parch’d Earth their with’ring Beauty
lies,

Whilft blafted by his Breath, the fair Creation
dies. ‘ .
o XXXI.
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XXXI.
Hail, Man belov’d, whofe fhining Formg - -
Employ’d thy Makers nobleft Care ;
Who fhap’d with Art thy tender Limbs,
And.caft thee in a Mould {o fair :
Thy groffer Subftance to refine,
He purg'd the Mafs from its Allay;
Infus’'d a quick, immortal Soul,
And ftamp’d his glorious Image on the Clay.
Canft thou forget the mean Eftate
From which thy humble Lot was ta’en?
Or him who fix'd thy better Fate,
And kindly bid thee live and reign?
What Privilege to thee is giv'n,
Thou laft, thou fav'rite Work of Heav’n}
- With Face ere&, to view his bright Abode,
To learn his righteous Laws, and know him fog
~ - thy GOD. ;

XXXII.
Thofe Ills which guiley Sinners dread,
Shall harmlefs play around thy Head :
Why fhould’ft thou fear the Shock to ftand,
When cover’d by thy Maker’s Hand ?
He form’d thee free, as freely live;
Enjoy what Innocence can give :
For Blifs Supreme thy Tafte prepare,
Within his Bofom lodge thy Care,
And place thy lov'd Elizium there,

XXXIIT.
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XXXIII.
Sleep, happy Man, do thou fecurely reft;

Let no dark Thought thy even Mind controul;
Whilft Virtue reignsthe Sov’reign of thy Breaft,
And wifely fways the Motions of thy Soul :

In a foft Flow thy eafic Life fhall glide ;
Heav’'n be thy firm Support, and Providence
thy Guide.

XXXIV.
Hence,. ye Prophane, ye empty Names;
Whofe beafted Influence we defy ;.
Milcom, and Afbtoreth, and Baal,
Ye idle Rabble of the Sky :
Pounded to Duft, your Statues fall,
Your folemn Rites fhall found no more ;.
Your Maker’s Maker, as our Lord, ‘
We own with Tranfport, and with Pride adore.
Ye Angels, praife his facred Name,
Ye heard the mighty Fias giv'n;
And hail'd the WORD with loud Acclaim,
Which fhook the Battlement of Heav’n:
Whillt wond'ring Worlds fhall catch.the
Sound,
And waft the hallow’d Notes around ;
With flying Fingers touch the trembling Lyre,
Sweet, as what Love Divine, and Gratitud,
infpire,

XXXV,
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XXXV.
Whilft fervent Vows from Altars rile,
And Clouds of Incenfe reach the Skies;
Whilft Nature fpeaks in ev’ry Part,
And Senfe of Duty warms the Heart ;.
Could’ft thou, my Soul, forgetful be ?
Silence would be a Crime in thee.
Raife on Devotion’s fwifteft Wing,
Do thou thy tuneful Tribute bring %
To Him, who gave the Mufe to fing.

k v XXXVI.
How vaft the Thought? How daring are the
Lays, .

Which fpeak thy A&tions to recording Fame ?

Ta found to lift’ning Worlds, Great God! thy
Praife,

Weak is my Force, tho’ glorious is my Theme.
Mount, mount, my Soul, in that Etherial Fire
Which burns within my Heart, and never fhall

expire,

1A DEATH’s
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DEATH"S Vision.
A POEM

I
SOme gentle Ghoft, that’s launch'd and gone
From Coafts of dull Mortality,

That's well arriv’d, and entertain’d as one
Of the triumphant Colony,

That ftocks the Regions of the bleft Eternity,,
Come eafe my burthen’d Mind, and tell
What ’tis to bid the World farewel ;

What ’tis t abandon all that's dear,
My Hopes and Joys below,
My Friends and Studies too,
And all my known Converfes here.
Oh! tell what ’tis to take a Flight
Beyond the Changes of revolving Light,
To Worlds I never faw,
Worlds of Wonder, and of Awe,

Or fill’d with folid Glory, or with folid Night!?

Come, candid Spirit, hafte and fly,

And
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And (if thou canft declare,
And I the News can bear)
Come, tell me what it is to die.

1L
Oh! fay what will become of me,
When Monumental Cold fhall feize
‘This Organized Cask, and freeze
Its a&tive Pow’rs and Faculcies!
In what myfterious Plight fhall I then be,
When Life’s weak Lamp, that now thefe Yeass
has fhone, ‘
Shall be extinét and gone;
And when the Primigenial Fire,
That bad the Pulfe keep Time, and beat-
And ftrike the Moments of its Heat,
Shall languifh and expire.
When thefe foft Bellows too, that fo
Unweariedly do blow,
Are working Day and Night,
To fan, and to foment the wafting Light,
Shall all unmechaniz’d, and all una&ive grow;
Shall all their toilfome Labour fpare,
And play no more with fwelling Gales of in~
tercurrent Alr.
And when the Purple, Vital Flood,
Thar drives the Wheels, and keeps the Bellows
going,
Always {welling, always blowing,
That never yet has ftood;
‘A meer
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A meer Meotis fhall be found,
Forget its beaten trace,
Be weary of its native Pace,

And run no more its long accuftom’d hafty
Round.

IH.
Alas! what fhall poor I become,
When all the Minifters of Senfe,.
The Pofts of quick Intelligence,
Shall march no more from home! .
Shall neither tell th® Affairs abroad,
Nor their Domeftick News bring in,
Being flain upon the Road,
Difpatch no more Advices to the Mind within.
When nimble Spies that were.
So ready to dete& from far,
Shall be cafhier'd their Office quite.
No {prightly Images reftore,
And bufily converfe no more
With the unnumber'd Offspring of reflefted
Light; :
When the deaf Drum fhall not rebound.
And Trumpet’s winding Space
Shall modulate no more a ncedful Sound,
T’ allarum or allure the Regent of the Place;
When the perceptive Hammer fball not know
Its Praice, nor confign prefcribed Blow
Unto the wonted 4wvil there, and fo
No more fhall in the. fon’rous Forge be coix’xl"l
' he
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The siry"Medals of a fpeaking Mind,;
When the officious Guards that wait

Their Duty at the Palace-Gate,

Still girt to execute Commands,

Or Embafly to Feet or Hands,

Shall be disbanded from their Coafts,
And hurry’d.away from their attended Pofts,
Or ftupid fink, unable to difclofe

Occurring Friends or Foes;

When the rich Palace with its Tower on high

(The Sacred Microcofm's Court,
Where now Ideas of all Qualities refort,)
Shall fall, and in its fatal Ruins lie;
W hen the bright Regent, fcar’d by this Decay,
Bhall take her forc’d relenting Flight away,
From her old-tenanted, inhofpitable Clay.

IV.

Then in what Shape will Death appear!
What alter’d Apprehenfions will he bring-?

Death ! that has often walk’d fo near,
In Grandeur of a proud, remorfelefs King!
The he&'ring Ghoft, at whofe black Triumphs

_ gain'd,

I have fo oft been entertain’d ;
Whofe breathlefs Trophies, fcatter’d all around,
Have fo augmented, and enrich’d the Ground ?
Dread Heaven'’s infatiate Minifter, that ftill
Is eager, and impatient to fulfil
His bloody, old Commiffion, §lay snd Kil!
. That
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‘That has paft Ages into Darknefs hurl’d,
And ttill difpeoples the fucceeding World ;
Death, the uncetlant Sting, and future Bane
Of all the galied Guilty and Prophane!
The undifturb’d Retreat, th’ immortal Eafe
Of wafh’d and undefiled Confciences :
Sworn Enemy to all that’s brave and bright ¢
Sole Uther to the W orld of Joysand Light.
Death! the ftrange Finite, Uncreated Thing,
The abfolute, the poor, precarious King;
The potent, metaphyfick Shade, which all
T he Learned will but mere Privasion call.
Great Sov'raign! who exalts his Subjc&ts moft,
Yet tramples them to Silence and to Duft:
The legal Monarch, whofe juft Pow’r and
Throne
Is founded in Unrighteoufnefs alone:
Whofe rightful Claims t oppofe with ftiff De-
' fence,
s facred Dutyand Allegience.
Thou crafry Foe, whofe unexampled Pow’r
Cou'd wound and flay ev’n thine own Con-
queror.
‘F'yrannick Fool too, who by haft’ning fo
To lov'd, repeated Viories,
New Triumgphs and Solemnities,
Art pofting ftill to thine own Overthrow.
The greateft Captive thou could’ft ever boaft,
Whofe Life in conqu’ring thee was loft:

- ' ‘ W hom
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W hom more thy growing Pride oppreft,

More bruis’d and mortify’d than all the reft,

Will come e’re long, in Grandeur come to fee

Himfelf and all his Friends reveng’d on thee :

Will grind thy Bones, and break thy Mafter's
Head,

And thou that ftol'ft a World of Life, ﬂ:alt ever
then be dead.

V.
Ah me! kind Spirit, that’s march'd Above,
What will Death’s Paffion, Pow’r, and Con-
queft prove?
What will befal me, when thefe Corps fhall lie
A Proftrate Vi&im:to his Soveraignty?

Whither, O whither fhall I flee,
 When once his greedy Stroak is paft?

To what ftrange Climate fhall I hafte?

And what then fhall I be?
How fhall I a&? what fhallIdo?
What Wonders fhall I fee?
What Scenes and Worlds will then be open’d
to my View ?

My View! with what Amazement prefs'd,
To fee my felf ftript naked, and undrefs'd :
Stript of that Garb that I fhould always wear,

Had not Tranfgreffion entred there ;

‘The native Garb, which the Creator’s Mmd

As half of Compound-felf defign'd.

Whae
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What Start will thake me at Surprize,
To‘fee an Uncompounded felf arife:
To fee what ’tis will theri leap out alive,
A Novel felf that muft my felf furvive.
‘This indivifible, extended Point,
That fcatters Life thro’ ev'ry Joint:
‘That while it fits, and reigns on’ high,
To loweft Office condefcends,
From Head to Foor, from Hand to Eye,
Quick Errands and Difpatches fends:
‘That guides at once the Head and Heart,
-Being All in All, and All in ev'ry Part.
The intelle&ive, vital Flame,
That cold and dormant lies,
Is thoughtlefs ftruck, and dies
By the untun’d Contexture of th' unthinking
Frame.
Effential Thought! that can pure Light com-
mence, :
Can clear Ideas join,
Divide, review, refine,
- Run Round Imagination’s Line,
Lock'd up Clofe Pris‘oner by the Minifters of
Senfe!
Kind Immaterial Form, that quick Receives
Material Laws our Mechanifm Gives!
Dependent Life, that Independent lives!
Proteus! That varies to all Shapes at Will,
Affumes all Figures, that fubmit
To Teft of Mathematick Wir.
Strange
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Yet incorporeal ftands, and fhapelefs ftill ;
Strange Wanderer, that loyes to roam

Thro® Earth, and Seas, and Stars, yet ftays at
home.

Celeftial S;ark, that Band and Cement flies,

Yet bound by Fumes, and flavifh Sym_ athies :

That fhou'd by Int’reft, and by Nature move

‘Tow'rds th’  unconfin'd, congenerous Realms
above;

Yet fondly, *midft its num’rous Cracks, and

., Storms, .
Still craves the crazy Cabin it informs ;

Subftantial Myftery, that knows
Exotic Beings well;
But what it is, how a&s and does,
Is to itfelf all unconceivable.

VI.
But now arriv'd at foreign Land,
How mute and hov’ring fhall I ftand,
Struck thro’ wich various Frighe ;
Not knowing what to do,
Nor whither I'm to go,
Nor how to {pring an unembodyed Flight.
Won’t ev'n a finart Refentment rife,
At thofe, whofe decent Art
Performs the laft obliging Part,
In fealing up the Lips and Eyes?
Refentment; that unfriendly they
‘Wou'd fludioufly prevent my Stay,

L Oz
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©Or my Effay'd Returninto the €ooling Clay!
Or will fome Friendly Ghoft be Near,
By Sympathizing Kindnefs Brought,
By late Experience taught,
His following Brethren to Relieve and Cheer?
What Foreign Garb will He Prepare
To cloath a naked Stranger there;
“To Drefs me for the World wereI muft dwell,
Or carve thick Night and Darknefs palpable?
A fultry, fmoaking Vehicle, -
The gloomy Robes of Death and Hll!
Robes ever unconfum’d, that are
The Badges of Confufion and Defpair?
Or, by Divine Commiffion Frame
Athereal Vefture for a Ghoft,
Strait bound for the Celeftial Coaft,
Cut out of Orient Azure fring’'d with Lambene
Flame ? '
The Temporary Garb, thatonly may
A while fupply and indicate
The Office of the fublimated Clay,
When rais’d to Glory and immortal State!
Or, rather will fome Cherub ftand,
By fpecial Office charg’d at Hand,
( Long skill'd in this deep Exercife,)
T'o learn me immaterial Myfteries ?
Will he with charming Meffage faid
Difmifs my Fears, and make me glad ?
Will he come teach an unfledg’d Soul to fly,

To fee, without the Optics of an Eye?
: Teach
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Teach to diftinguifh Sounds, and hear
Without the Grave Formality of an Ear ?
Teach me to {peak the Troubles of a Mind,
That’s forc’d to leave his Tongue, and Head,

.and Heart behind ?

Will he come guide, and guard my Way,

(That can’t but it exally know

By often Trav'ling to and fro)

To the exalted Realms of Everlafting Day ?

VIIL
. Come then, let’s mount and fly
On winged Wills to the rich Worlds on High.
Oh me! my Guide! what Wonder’s here
In all our Road fucceflively appear ?
What Nacures riow, what Shapes thefe Atoms
wear,
That Form this Fluid, this elaftic Air!
Atoms too fine for mortal fight,
But largeand grofs to iminaterial Light!
See, with what Rage they from each other
Rove,
Renouncing ftill the Law of mutual Love !
See, in what whirling Streams they flow!
What diff 'rent Streams embrace :hcm, as thcy
go!
Look there, how fwell'd voiummous Vapour
flies
From raging Seas into the calmer Skies !

L2~ Whag
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What flaming Floods difcharged there

From loud Volcano’s finge the Atmofphere,

From hidden Mines and Treafures up they
come,

From each or friendly or infe@ious Womb!

Look how cloy’d Planets yonder vomit forth

Their heterogeneous Humours t’'wards the
Earth.

What Rendezvouz is here ? no Wonder hence

Strange airy Laws, quick Life or Death com.

mence!

See, how they marfhal ! How their Force®
join;

How greet and fight, how feperate and com.
-bine?!

Alas! Poor Native Globe, whofe various Fate
Hangs on the Turns of this embroyled State !
Welcome, ah! Welcome, bleft informing
Light,
That Cures my old Miftakes, and Scouts,
M num’rous Philofophic Doubts,
And chafes all my Scepticifm quite!
Now are firft Seeds and Principles difclos’d,
Effential Forms and Textures all expos'd.
Immortal Seeds, that intermingled lie
The Ground of unaccountable Variery ;
Textures by which brisk Flames do upward
‘Ride,
And thofe by which pellucid Waters Glide ;

Without
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Without tyr'd Study now, the Central Charms
appear,
Which Bodies reftlefs make, till they come
there.
Now the myfterious Love at laft, Itrace
That bindsand A&s the vaft Corporeal W hole,
That piays the univerfal Soul,
Afligning all their Order, and their Place.
No Wonder, Souls breathe Union and Agree,
Made up of Love and Harmony!
No Wonder, facred Spirits (whofe glorious
Head
Has upon them attra&ive Un&ion fhed )
Are by a ftronger Gravitation join'd,
Whofe Love and Harmony is all refign’d,
This whole World's Law, and Life appears to
be
Nought elfe but Love and Harmony ;
Ev'n Matter’s Self ic urg'd with Am’rous Suit,
Inclin’d in all jts Partsto Mutual Salute ;
Myfterious Love, whofe binding Power con~
ftrains
Theflipp’ry’ft Faces withthe clofeft Chains ¢
That teaches bleeding Steel to Wound by
ftealth,
Or greeting fend, and fympathetic Health ;
Infpires dead Fibres, inth’ harmonious Tone,
At once to warble, and dance Unifon ;

L Magne.
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Magnetic Virtues and their puzzling Caufe

Which unmechanic feem’d and fprung from
Laws,

Of fome ftrange forreign Syftem, nowI find,

No Riddles are to Love, and to a naked Mind.

I fee, why the touch’d Needle ftill fcents

about,
Till it has found its Darling Quarter out;
And why, unconftant grown, it fometimes
takes
New-fprung Amours, and its dear North for-
fakes;
Why flow’ring Vines tho’ fix'd in  diftant Soil
Prompt Wines in Zngland to Ferment and
Boil;
How blooming Trees (as ’twere, for future
Birth)
Unftain dy’d Cloaths, and call their Atoms forth ;
Why dark’ned Seas pretend to fcatter Light,
As if they truly Lodg’d the Sun by Night;
I fee, ( Philofopky I long’d to know,
But was too Deep for poreing Minds below )
‘Why 1if'ning Seas fo daily watch the Shore,
Crowd up the Roads, down which they ran
before,
_As if they yet rememb’red old Command,
Or crav'd new Leave to drown the guilty Land
Heav’ns Shops and Magazines unlock’'d I view
What cool Alembic drops the Rain and Dew ;

What
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What Larth fo turns, what Art japans the
Bow,

What Looms prepare and weave the fleecy
Snow;

In what tight Millsthe icy Balls are Ground

Why fmall or larger made, why White and:
Round;

How the Sun’s Banner ftormy Fight prepares,

And Summons airy Troops to bluft’ring Wars ;.

What wild Ingredients are together cramm’d,.

And into clowdy Cannons clofely ramm’d,

At whofe Dread roar fierce Balls and Fires are
hurld,

Omens of that, that muft calcine the World ;.

From what low Birth proud Meteors climb the’
Air,

What combs and kindles their prefaging Hair;.

How cou’d I feaft the Students now below,

(Mighkt I for their Relief and Eafe

Defcend a Ssis dmd pnyaric)

Solve their diftra&ting Problemsquick and fhow-

Rules of Refle&ted and Refrafted Lighe,

How all the Tribes of fep’rate Colours Grow,

And all combin’d beget the fingle White ?

Learn’d Death, that in one Hour inftrullts me
more

Than all my Yearson Earth before!”

Than all my Academic Aids cou'd do,

Than Chronies, Books and Contemplations:
too !

Lgs Death?”



/
224 Divine HYmne and Pox ms,

Death! Thatexalts me firait to high'ft Degree ¥
Commenc’d a more than Newton in Abftrufe
Philofophy.

VIIL
How faft we mount, my Guide, my Eye
Can fcarce purfue the Orbs run whirling by!
Being now arriv'd at Sazurn’s Sphere,
Let’s ftand a while, and take a Prolpe& there.
Thefe Wor!ds cou’d ne’er be made,nor furnifhed:
Dull Mortals only toamaze,
To call them out to Peep and Gaze,
They’re nobler Entertainment for the Dead
Great God ! what Pow’r and Skill combine.
To manage this myfterious Frame,
Thy Glortes in each Portion fhine,:
*Tis big with thine Almighty Name!
Ah! Happy Profpe&, that infallibly confutes
©Old Prejudice, and ends Theorical Difputes !
Now, now, to Sight, the Controverfy's dons,.
W hether our little Globe mantain.
The Centre of this whirling main,
. Or whisks its yearly Journey round the Sun?
T he little Globe, how wifely plac’d
In Day and Night alternate there,
Inchangeing Seafons of the Year,
For cherifhing the Lives with which ’tis proud.
ly grac'd! .
How honourably ferv’d and waited on.
By a beneficent revalving Moon,

A dark
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A dark Diftributer of Light,
That kindly fhortens and adorns the Night?
Patron of Man’s Tranquillity and Eafe !
Ordain’d Difturber of Pacific Seas!
What wild Meanders does the Wand'rer trace,
Inconftant to her Orb, her Light and Pace ?
How oft does the Old Chang’ling Love t’affume
In fpite of Age, New Life and Youthful Bloom,
How oft with varyed Face affe& to ride
Along the admiring Heav'ns, and to fhow
A Pi&ture of Unconftancy and Pride?
Ah! Fatal, fatal Governefs below !

But let me gaze on, and admire:

That boyling Ocean of unfuel'd Fire,
The Soul of all the Planetary Quire !

Time’s Parent, and Time’s Offspring too,
Recorder of the Years, and Breath we Drew!
Vicarious God ! on whofe Imperial State
A Train of Worlds for Life and Motion wait!
Obliging Power! thus daily to renew
Thy Largefles, to thefe thy Clients bound !
Thus folemnly to turn thy felf around,.

And take them all within thy friendly View !
Rich Painter! That can thus carefs-the Eye,
Beftows on ev'ry Face its different Dy,

And hangs the Globe in all its gaudy Tapeftry.
Why did blind Nations ftyle thee God of Love 2
Was it becaufe thou doft fo lovely prove,

Each Body does thy kind approaches Woe ?:

Gs And-
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And yet each Body’s fhy,
And like thy ftory’d Dephne coy,
And ftill declines thy clofe Embraces too :
Heaven’s Secretary thou, to whom we owe
The-opening all the wond’rous Scenes below !
Grand Minifter of mortal Senfe and Sight,
That firikes ws blind with high Excefs of
Light!
Prodigious Source of Life, that ¢’er fince Tims
begun )
Has wafting ftill and undxmmn{h’d run!
‘That far and wide does genial Streams difpenfe,
Bright Emblem of his own Creator’s Influence 1*
Swift Streams, that almoft leave the Thought
b‘ebind,-
Almoft out-fly the Sallies of the Mind ¥
Sagacious They, that thus unerring tend
The fhorteft way to their Defigned End !
‘Sure to come there, when nothing can Reprefs
“Their hafty Flight, tut unrefiting Emptinefs !
Go Doating, fond Philofophy,
With all thy €Cacachreftic Names!
. Call yonder Planet Mercary,
Whom f{uch intenfive Heat
Will not evaperate,
Calkcine, nor fublimate ; ’
That fo undaunted runs amidft the Chymic
Flames ?
Butlo! wish What Muicfns Grace.

Sweey
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Sweet Penus follows, and maintains.
Thro’ all her Changes and her Wanes-
A f{ill unclouded lovely Face*
Such conftant Beauty, tho’ it lie.
(As mortal Beauties us'd tobe).
Intangled with Unconftancy,
Can’t chufe but Charm each Aftronomic Eye,
Her nimble-footed Harbinger,
Tho’ plac’d amidft the Streams;,
Of beautifying Beams,
Is more illuftrous made by her, :
Now ftoop, weak Reafon, nor pretend:
To fcan wife Nature’s Rules, or End!’
Ah ! who'd expe& tofind
That fmaller Orb difplac’d o far behind 2
So little he, fo diftant fee -
Fromthe grear Spring of Lightand Heat,
He needs muft wear a darker Robe,, -
Than that; that Cloaths my native Globe ;.
So frigid too, how can he bear. S
The name of the Old Pagan God of War?-
But here advance to-nearer Sight
Loud Heralds of Eternal Might;. -
See, how Plebeian Plannets fly,
Poflefs’d with trembling Fear,
They hide and difappear,.
AsMighty Jove drives his: brisk Stages by)
Vaft Fove, whofe Grandure wiil dlfdam
Of folar Diftance 0 complain,.

16 . Wien.
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When he kimfelf can fuch high State difplay:
I his refplendent Train,
That guards his Motions and makes bright his
Way !

Yet great as he pretends tobe,

‘The Royal Mafter of this Sphere,.

Tho’ Size and Bulk he’ll not compare;

(In pond’rous Bulk and Size
No great Perfeftion lies).
Boafts 2 more pompous T'rain than he.
Sce what a tedious Path he’s fain to trace,
How far from Fove’s, to give his large Retinue-
Space?
But, Oh! what curious Piece did Art divine,.

And well taught Nature here defign ?

Does in this Orb a facred Covenant grow
Decypher’d by this- horizontal Bow -

How richly’s this grave Wand'rer dreft
With: an Illuftrious Ring above the Reft?
Around it rolls,. makes all its Parts appear,.
Yetlies obfcur’d in Light, for half the Year;;.
What diff'rent Office it at once can play,

" Both make the Night and make the Day !

It’s circling Pace can Life retreive,

And make the dying Fluids live ;
See, how its various. Phafes, Ufe and End.
At once delight the wondring Natives and bee-.
friend ?
Lay Mortals, lay your learned:Glaffes by, .
"Loofeeble, too fhort-fighted to defery



Divine HYymNs and Porms. 229

All thefe Attendants of his State,
That thus about him run
Supply and Slight the diftant Sun,
And rich Philofophy and charming Views
create ! :
Now, now adieu ye pleafing Store
Of Dreams and Fancies I indulg’d. before!
I fee what Natives thefe tofs'd Iflands bare,
Natives, asdiff’rent as their Climates are =
Their Studies, Pleafures and Employs I fee,
Mow much more bappy and. more pure than:
we ;
More: heavenly they, more fit aud glad to raifs
By Love and Service the Creator’s Praife.
Ah me ! what diff 'rent Balls take yonder flight,
Vaft fiery Balls, clad o’er with thickned Night:
How regular, how fwift, how far they run,
From us, thro’ all the Orbs, around the fecorch.
ing Sun!
Ah ! wretched Wights, that there in Durance-
dwell,
Confin'd to thofe fulphureosus Rooms of Hell !
Erratic Dungeons, deftin'd to prefent
Heaven’s Juftice flaming there
Upon the Prifonersof Defpair,

Before the feveral Worlds, redeem'd and igno..
cent,

To-warn the one to Praife, the other
Well may aftonifh’d Mortals Baze
At theominous Flames, with which they blaze,

to Repent,-

No.
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No wonder they prognofticate
The Evils, they themifelves create!
Ah! now the Laws by which they.cut the Air,
Their threatning Tails, and long inflamed
Hair, '
How they are chain’d in their EZipeic Race.
Nor gallop out into the Fields of Neighb'ring
Space. . ..
Their Caufes, Ends, and dire Effe&s below,
To awfull Satisfa&tion are apparent now !
Great God, what Pow'r, .and Prudence to.
the full
Are fcatter’d thro’ the expanded Whole!
Stupendous Bulk and Symmetry, -
Crofs Motion and clear Harmony,. -
Clofe Union and Antipathy,
Projeftile Force and Gravity,.
In fuch well pois’d Proportions Fall,
As ftrike this Artful, Mathematic Dance of-
All
Come hither, all the Atheiftic Tribe,
Who this wife Sceae to Senfelefs Caufe a.-
fcribe,
Come hither, as e’relong you muft, and fee.
The radiant Demonttrations of the Deity:
But juftly may- you dread to find,
When Flefh’s Veil fhall be withdrawn,
When long Eternity fhall dawn,
The Exiftence of the Almighty and All-Holy-
Mind; ' ,
O whag
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O what Confufion and what Pears
Will tear your Souls, when Deity appears?. .
O Study thefe Convi&ive Views. .
That may prevent your Endlefs Tears?
O now bethink ye of the Burning News
Ghoft Sydenbam thund'red in his Chrony’s Ears ,
News, that create the Joys where Angels Dwell|
That feed the deathlefs Worm and rapid Flames
of Hell!
The Eternal News, whichmight but I the fame
So needful now, with Heaven’s juft Leave Pro-
claim,
Shou’d foon fill all the open’d Mouths of Fame!
Or with which rather, cloath’d in Noife
More loud than Thunder, or than Sinai’s Voice,
I'd preach from hence and quickly make
The Globe and all it’s Unbelievers Quake,
Yea, the W hole Planetary Syftem Shake ’
I'd Storm thofe bolted Ears, and quickly
Drown
‘The Noife and Hurry of each Ravenous Town,
The loud, pathetic Accents I'd Pronounce,
Shou’d ftop the Tide of Bufinefsall at once,
Dear Gain and Mirth fhou'd foon abundon’d be
To give grave Audience to my News and me.
I'd make the proud Afpirer crouch, and court
TheFace and Favour he has made his Sport ;
Y'd make the Accurfed Mifer throw with Shamc
is Idol go the Cayes from whence it came ;.

rq
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T'd foon Confute the Epicure, and fright
Th’ impatient Wanton from his lewd Delighe .
I'd cure the Fop of his diftra&ed Fits, ’
And make the Brain-fick Beau to find his Wits ,
And make the Scepricand the Hobbian Schools ’
Recant their Maxims, and confound their Rules.
The Lofry’ft Monarchs (whofe futlimer Birth
Makes them Ador’d, and look like Gods on
Farth)
Shou’d foon the Force of Heav'nly Grandure
feel,
And Crowned Heads beneath his Footftool
Kneel ;
No more in vain fhou'd the weak Preacher
Spread
Perfwafive Hands and:Breathunto the Dead,
 T'd make Him put more Soul into his Breath,
T'd make Them hear, and burft the Chains of
Death; :
Confcience fhou’d wake, and preach, and Con.
fcious Fears
Shou’d. roar. more loud than Mortars in their
Ears; .
Thro' every Clime the Rev’rend News fhou'd
. Sound,
Each Cave and Veil:fhou'd with.the News Re.
tound!
And vocal Seas repeatand roll the News around!
Ah! Foolih Thought! this Complicated
Throng
Of
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Of Works and Laws Divine,
Where fuch immenfe Perfe&ions fhine,
More loudly tells the News without a Tongue!
When this wide Plaln was firft pourtray d
The Syftem’s fixt Foundations laid,
The rich Materials brought, and in juft Bak
lance weigh'd:
Well might pleas’d Seraphs fliout, and all the
Throng
Of Morning- Starsftrike up a Celebrating Song ;
¢ 0! O, the Treafures of Eternal Might !
¢ The Magazines. of felf-exiftent Love and
‘ nght'
‘ Tho’ im our Realms flil frefh Applaufes
¢ Grow,
£ Where immaterial Wonders always flow ;
¢ Turn we ifide, and ftoop to fee
¢ New Matter’s maze, and multiform Variety!
¢ Matter, whofe dusky Nature can furprize
Our fhining, intelle@ive Faculties ;
¢ That puzzles them with undiff.ived Knot,.
¢ *Tis Rill Divifible, and yet "tis not!
¢ Blefsus! how Matter and its Motion can.
¢ In all the Pomp of Intricacy reign!
¢ Huge Mafles, niceft Subtleties,
‘ Weights, Numbers, Figures, and Degrees
¢ Of Uaion, Textures, |imes, and Tone,
¢ And Meafures, that tranfcend our own;
¢ Difcordant Motions, fwift and flow

{ Yet uniform and conftant ¢oo,
: ¢ Dire&
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¢ Dire&, elliptic, circular, -

* Vibrations too that interfere, ‘
¢ Thoufands of References far and near,

¢ How fwiftly by the dextrous Skill
¢ Of potent Counfel, and omnifcient Will,
¢ Are calculated all, and intermingled here ?
¢ How well are Breach divine, and Duﬂ come

¢ priz'd?

¢ Two Worldsin fiz Soct length spitomiz d,

¢ And Contradi&ions harmoniz’'d ?

¢ But what Amazements will not meet, =

¢ When }:Ie;v'n it felf does in grand Council
© ¢ fit

¢ Rife noble world, and find us true.
¢ In all uppointed *Minif* iy to you!
¢ Bleft be she Pow'r, difplays his Glories Thus!
¢ Rife Riva}-World, sndat the end
¢ Of deftin'd, rolling Ages fend
¢ A welcome Colony to our World and us..
Ah! Dear, Deluded #irtusf, who -
Are wiftly groping in our World below,.
Now fink, oh fink your &udjous Pride,
Spare idl¢ Pains, and wifely caft afide
Your Learn'd, Urepean Theories,
Well manag’d, blind Hypothefes
Of Inftitutes Divine, ridiculoufly Wide.
What can wafte Pacwum and Atomsdo?
Or Plenitude and Motion too ?
(But, O what empty Heads are thofe
That Plenitude with Motion wou'd compofe ?)
Or
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Or joftling Portices, unlefs they can
Demonftrate the #errigo of a wanton Brain ?
Or univerfal, gravitating Pace,
(That comes fo late, and goes fo far
-To folvethe Rules and Orders here,)
Tho’ blended alfo with Proje&ile Race ?
Here Powers and Laws are fixtand woven fo
Asare unreach’d undreamt of -quite below :
Alas! Alas! you'll ne'er furvey
All the contriv’d Phenomena,
Nor the Survey’d Refolve, till you
. Shall take, like me, an Unembodied View !
"Oh that I might rich Truths and Knowledge
lend,
As once Ficinus to his ftudious Friend!
Here's Profpe& well worth while, worth Paing
to die,
And quit the lov'd, the dim Refearches of
Mortality.

IX. ‘
Mortality! methinks the Name
A kind of Paflion ftillcreates,
W hillt fenfibly it intimates
‘The rueful Illsand World from whence I came !
Tho' raptur’d with this numerous Dance,
With Globes and Balls methodically whirl'd, -
A fecrer Inftin& makes me love to Glance
T'wards my endear’d, forfaken World.

Ah
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Ah me! was yonder defpicable Clod
The Stage of my Life’s Scenes, and my Abode?
Was't there, that I a thinking Effence grew 2
There vital €lay, and vital Zther drew ?
Was That the World we did fo late admire,
That did our Senfes Charm,
Our fond 4ff-&ions warm,
And fet the filly Microcofm all on Fire ?
W as thatour Source of Joy * and cou’d we there
Build tow’ring Hopes, as Caftles in the Air?
Cou’d you black Patches feem the Sovereign
good
For which Proud Mortals fpill whole Streams
of Blood ?
Blefs me! how cou’d we idolize its Ore ?
Its Pompous Gawds; and Fooleries adore
How cou’d we for its Drofs ev'n ftoop to Kifs
The infulting Dev’l? How cou'd. we (Fools)
forthis '
Barter our deathle(s felves, our Innocence and
Blifs ?
Ah'! fall'n confounded Globe thou ! where
The Center’s Sin, and Curfe, the Atmofphere!’
- Almighty Love’s-old Monument, that hath
Hardly efcap’d the Dint of Flaming Wrath!
-~ Once fplendid Paradifc! once Belov'd Abode
Of Happy Angels and their Happy God !
Now Ruins of Majeftic Pow’r, that may
Juft tell their Authorand his Name betray ?

His
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His Name in Ruin’d Fabrics ftands compleat:

Demolifh’d Temples fpeak their Founder Great,

Now no more Luftre Lives, or Rich Attire

Than muft e're long pafs thro’ transforming
Fire ?

Sece ‘how the weary, trav'lling Axes groan

Beneath the pond’rous Curfe, that’s -o’er ’em
Thrown ?

Hence rife Errara, hence Diforder fics

To prove a Scandal to unthinking Wits;

Hell's Suburbs! where Impurites in Gram,

And loud Impieties Triumphant Reign,

Where lofty Lufts claim Scepters for their own,

And Scarlet Villanies afcend the Throne;

Den of Enrag’d Uarighteous, and their Tools!

‘Cage of conceited aud diftrated Fools !

Where Hell’s proud Prince with Pleafure walks
each Day, :

Large Empire boafts, and arbitrary Sway;

Where Headftrong Griefs intruding Joys con-
troul,

Pierce the foft Heart, and Wound th’ impri.
fon'd Soul ;

Where Pleafures poyfon, and torment the Mind,

Arm’d with Refiftlefs Stings they leave behind;

Where bright and focial Virtues foon are
found

Choak’d by the baleful Mifts that there abound

Where Friendfhip, the dear Antidoteof Stnfe,

~ The fweet Beguiler of the Ills of Life,
Friend.
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~ Friendthip, by Name, is courted and carefs'd,
But Banifh'd far from each pretending Breaft;

In her due Room a Neft of Vermin ljes,

And felfifh, fordid Furies tyrannize.

Where conjugal Accord, the firft and beft

Of Friendfhips entertain’d by humane Breaft,

The Sacied Tye, wife Heav'n did firft ordain

The Help and (next it felf) the Heav'n of
Man, :

Is foon imbitter’d with fevere Allays,

Transform'd to Bane, and Canker of his Days,

Where Vices and Confufions native grow,

Religion’s forreign, and is treated fo ;

No fooner condefcends th’ Zthereal Damc

To vifit fome dark Town with vital Flame,

But ftraitway all around contrive
To hoot the heav'nly Gueftand drive

Her home unto the Land, from whence fhe
came. :

Fhe pious Few us'd, as unworthy they

The. World, that’ s fo unworthy of their
Stay 5

Heav’n’s Candidates go cloath’d with foul Dife
guife,

And Heav'n’s Reports are damn d for fenfelefs

‘ Lies.
Tremendous Myfteries are (fo Hell pervails)
Lampoon’d for Jargon and fantaftic Tails 5

Heav’n's
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Heav’'n’s Heralds, fent to heal and blefs the
" Mind,
To fummon Man from Darknefs and from
Toys, '
To ftarry Crowns and to féraphic Joys,
Are treated as the Refuge of Mankind ;
Where the great Son of the Eternal God,
W ho fways the Woslds with Unrefifted Nod,
While in our form Salvation he atchieves,
Was bafély flain, and hang'd with inpious
 Thieves. : : .
(Well might the Sun wink and put out hig
Light, _ S
Nor dare to fee fo bold, blafphemous Sighr 1)
From Heav'n he came to purchafe and efpoufe,
To light dark Souls unto his Father’s Houfe ;
Lo, the Returns! Lo there, the grateful Fiuje
His Love and Laws lic trampled under Foor !
Th’ Eternal Spirit of Peace and peaceful Miéhr,
‘That kindly comes in crowned $kiloh’s Right,
Comes to convey the Bleflings he hath bought,
To bring us the Redemption he hath wrought,
Is vex'd and griev’d, and fpitefully traduc’d,
His Love and Works affronted and abus'd ;
Ah, how the ftubborn Mifcreants comtine
To baffle boundlefs Grace, and Blood Divine !
Is that the World we cou’d fo jll foregoe?
The Element of Death, Apoftacy and Woe !
Blefs me! what hellifh Spell controuls
The native Pow’rs of Heay’n-born Souls!
What
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What fatal Potion charms them to forget

Their Make, their Father, and their Father’s
Seat ? ’

A Curfe on all our Wit and Senfe of late

That knows and feeks no better World than
that!

* Ah me, how much morc pure and fine,

How much more Noble and Divine
Is one poor naked Soul than all

The bulky Mafs of that capacious Ball!

Sweet Vifion (fwect, amidft thefe Scenes of
Woe!) :

Thus clearly, thus compendioufly to fhow

The fev’ral Ranks of Souls that ply below !

What igneous Seeds involv'd in fibrous Earth,

Give the vaft vegetable Kingdom Biith;

How they diftinguifh Food for vital Ufe,

Breathe, and drive round the circulating Juice ;

How they digeft, preipire, drink, and are

By feafonable drinking frefh and fair;

Breed fem’nal Virtue, and from Teeming
Root

Shed Infant-Blofloms. and Prolific Frujr.

What more exalted Spiritsinform and fway

The Capillary Limbs of fmall't Auremata ;

Inftill Difcretion there, and quite out-do

The Fears of Matter and its Motion ton

What nobler Souls the nobler Machins wear,

Maflers of Senfe, and skillfullnftin® there;

For
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With more Concerh, tlun ranfom'd Flbcﬁ chiar -
there
In fair, pretending Companies 2 appear 3 i
Wait, as if they with utmof} Pleafures came,
To hear the Sounds of the Redeemék‘s Name; * O
Pleas’d to ‘behald (wu:bout nnr glim?u’tiﬂ{
‘Glafs!) _
" The Executions of cternal Grace; . -
Admiring Skill divine, and profp’ rous Aid® -
In rearing an immottal Church, Difplay’d,
lxpe&mg there, and Overjoy'd to fee.
New, Partners joyn'd tq their ,Socle(zl
Thus does eur Peace keir pure Affe on,:move,
Bleft Copies ofetu'n& Light, andeVc,. ey
Oh! with what Speed and Joy'you Seraphs

’
[

come
Conduling theu' refpe&ve Charges home P
Blcfs'd God !} cou'd Earths v;lc Globes, eul.
ted be :
"“Toring o’er Heav'n, thns misid in thx Dcctee,,
Rais'd above all the Numerous Globes thae
. lie
Within thy Hanq, benéath thy plercmg Eye?
Has that vile Spot, thro’ nmmng Tune, en-
ofs’d .
va:mgémpamon, ’Wifdom, Thoﬂght,
, Both fairly conquer’d and‘dear Bought, =~
The Wbrld‘immenfély bleft, by being Loft P *

N What

[
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Muft {bey ¢hié’ C)ourt“ am’f lyreji‘éﬁ‘cev ﬂaﬁgﬁ}
W ith ftately'ft Courtiers’ vyesin Lpﬁxe md m
- Skill;
Sirig Ange]s, ’ fhgt khd tee Hew!’farﬂs e Mﬁng, .
T4 cechio Gohifore t8'% mew-thattéSongr' *
Sing you, that foc b?gbt Loye’s myﬁ;é;;gug.,{
: Face =
Love, that mvofv cg them i Def‘gns of‘ G’r)ace ;
That fee the Grace, that all their §ms Out-
. reach’
That fee thcdﬁeﬁ‘ ffom whence they re fav’&
*dnd fetehd, o
(Sav'd, while, alas your doleful B,zst
Plung'd in. V?“Hx&me ‘Férnes ar;d xn,De pmr :
That Iee his. G:ax;dq;e, uhoﬁe rich B}agd w«lk
1 ﬂt .
To wglh fhe&r Smﬂi; ‘D‘iﬁi"‘a‘b“i °§l’!§‘f"9
That fce the~ Ppw By, thas- willr. thas;nl;;es xe-x
re* Hea Sul Unbeose coboodd
That ?ge the Glor;ea they can fcarqe believe ;-
That qclw;th pthexr vile, ungrasefal Mind 5.
That fgcl the;],py& for, w};lgh they ayg defigalds o
Thag from the Thromn risle B wod Bies-)

{ures new ; 2o

That knoyw what 'vis .00 joidy ahd equel ipet |
You that fee this, thefe TFhemed thid muft
M ,mPW’{ S ; e VT

'I"hz cou‘mkbﬁg&sof Ettmino

+ i Who
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@ Alag! alas? Tfee - 17~ *“*“1 S
‘By fomething of the Cofnﬁquc“ Gre s
But more by Sympathenc tilin fﬁn&‘ it O
There ‘go the Reliques, thait fiemyehiha'“" 2
‘There they are marching to‘the ﬁlent Kbém,
That truly long ago - * °
Was due to them, and deftin’d Ib &8
By ‘Guilty Natoro and Inexorable Bqam,z
‘Thanks, pious Fri¢nds, fo: lavmg a;nd fo gobﬂ
Who this 1aft Office-pay; o= N
Who thus Refpé@ifiilby Cbm@y By,
‘The ufelefs Cargo to an undifturb’d Abolo‘. 1
Kind Minifters of Law fevere and juft; . /.
* That thus remands oar Duft.to Du& ' -t
. May you long live and fuperfcde
- Such. fatal Services, norneed i+ T i
Such gloomy Tenement, but when yv&a
May the fame Favour, Friequ, b pi’ﬁ té yon %
Alus ' What Diff'rence now- appears taibe
- Betwixt immortal Me, . ©~
And, poor bereaved Carkafs, Thee 4
How vital, fprightly, and prcceypvcl ?
@ffspring of Heav’n, and RivaFof ‘the Sky"
Fill'd with Amazemient and, Delighe anew, -
©n this furprizing, mte‘]le&na‘l iew?
Awak'd to a&, and fee, and feel much more
“Than all the imprifon’d Powers cou'd before ;
Fled from tlie ‘Cranies of embarra{s'd Senfe,
Em grown all Eye, and E‘r, anxd A Intelh-
P gence,. © - - N
’ e Mzan‘
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AR l\): fGoad S

The, Dom we.berrdy and ﬁ!ﬁmw’rym@w
No grassfup Vifitants can B0 osbone; i o ¢

' TTlie Minifters.of Hasdtbngy . 1735 'c v
. »=. Difhin’d and fpéechtefs lie! ~ - ot
All ftope the Organs! and :alb droke rlnﬂﬁys,
More lifelely than the: Strings' duu lmdnd

] pleafe! .. -« T
Delights are gorie; and Fenhpting O&p&sﬂeﬂ
*And all thy Inclinations sporare deadj <. o °
Little} ah! Tiele didit- tl\owe&xﬁdﬂﬂ:e ~~~~~~

When Youth and Bldod was wair,

- What Dira*Cataftrophe thou: mu&fcndung' )
Uaftirr'd by wonted Sprmgs, and-deaf to every
S Charm ¥ - S TP TINS FTR SR A

" Alas! the levcr Cord that ty°d ..

The wyntedsﬂumuﬂkafthiolefc, Lt
Thet Stréngth. and.' Tore Mﬂ the Walls
o1 w. fopply’d,t . et
Untwifted lies, and all its Branches loofc P
i . /Fhe Golden #nd Capacidus’Bowl, -

The Houfe and Labfatory of the Souf,

SWWith all Srs ¥real Pafnifdre’s d&??réy’d,

No Forge, or Flamesremaias, = .

No nipre it %aﬂ\uons, ‘or contafns,
Thg Subtle Uténfils ¥ manag'd and etf\ploy'd;

~The Pountain, that in *midft did ’Iay‘ .

" And thro™ ¢ach Rodm cut Gut xés fi bent, wqy,

Exha a of ait'“ts?torb

s}ep d foads thé ‘P"’tﬁ;er with i S‘treams "Bo
} more;;
The
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The Wheel is h; ang!) each éx mtldug_]nxcc
YT!‘.?S‘W'VI’:&! gfe &Poux‘ "G osdg o'W
And gaﬂner d more by whirling round,
Now ftagnates apd c%rﬁg(;sﬁt want oﬂancx-

The Cunong thgwoxk anéi M’echamclaci

Diffofe pod me]t apace ; G
Where's now., the Eqﬁa:ogdng gf @Sump.
‘\'X; & :Jﬁ"!’%? i 1’.1 'l} o] e "; Lad ’

as this the Mirror o nnbound’eg
Strange, thap;the Maker:fhou'd bis Work dif-
' dam, BRI T «‘”";3 10 o
Unravel't all, asif "twere made in vaing
-But feqihe. ?owi; of Law and W;aﬂl Diyinig !
. In darkfome Graves does Heav'n’s yrgﬁtj uftice
hing g 9150 ol e on o1y 2l cU
See how-praveking HumaneRace b Bas lresngd o
Sec there che Wages of Horeditary, Sin!, - .

<1

Bur fiistige; that thikgs fo- dﬂhﬁt Soud, cam-

bine ! I;; 1odd oow sl

Tha Spiric and, Cloyhon'dr i frsb. Wieddock

joyn! il gt oy o T
Strange, that I ﬂxond,éqlmg o gladly dwell
With {uch an uncouth Jomas 8 #nd wnfitable !
Strangr, ‘that ‘R m’d fneh noxibmn Pre&ﬂde

beary, . .-
And dont ﬁ@mttbplﬁﬁbd W’be& tlmcéu
But yet I muft with due Refentment own

” @ hat once thou waft, and once haft done ;
My loyal, my coeval Bride,
Efpous'd
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-Efpouns'd at,!usCommaqd, S
eg "d by his own Hand, -

Who the firf Hpmma Pair ir m&smi Umon
e

Farewell' farewdll thy Déir
The conftant, Parg'ger of my Hoye and’ Fw,
My Bofom-Friend, my old Relief, ', )
- ¥/ fe Kmdt;efs wou'd be fire - -+

v- WétiHds Gt 0c .t
_And by ;5 ght or l‘e%r grlrlve “td" d‘xﬁblve my
- Farewdll, my rrﬁ'on.' priy b,uiz :

What pining Seafons were o
- My Treattderitand my Fare, - - ' +> -
As long 'as thou- waf¥ iﬂade theé. Keeper of my
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Go Tempter 0, as thon haft been
A quick Exi.‘mgﬂgli!!" sfﬁewnay«mw
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 Unfercedd: from zwcbmmy. AT
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*Twas cruel I, oblig’d thee to obey .
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"Twas I, midea!!’ébofe Ifs, lnd‘ Beath’ thy

oW, e cdro ey Sisna
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For ¥ callift:je thlne, -
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. "Tis buta while committed tothy Tfnﬁ s
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W Afrgais and Debts have been, A
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Thy M4 Tord He! who fill il bve
The Ke oi‘ ath'and of the Grave !

He'll watch), thefe. gm’chas’d R:Qliques there

which we
Eay down with Grkf md leave with thee 5
Thy captiv’d Tenants all are His,;

Bis Prifoners, or his Heirs of Blifs ;
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