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Paze 35, line 14, for ¢ view,“ read ¢¢ you.”

03, — 06, — *“ odours,” — “ ardors.»
05, — 25, — “luced,” — € lucid,”
75y =— 7, dele the word ¢ then,”
~G, — 17,after®“foul,” infert ¢ in,”
132, — 4, for “Is,” — read ¢ 'Tis,»
13% =— 19, — ‘“‘know,” — ¢ known."
151, — I, — ‘“Caccurfe,— ¢ zccufe.”
166, — 5, — ‘ refoate,”— ¢ rofeate.”

After line 8, page 199, infert the following :
** That crowr be thine, by thee its honours worn,”
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TO0 THE
R E A D E R

TH E following mifcellaneous produc-

tions were not originally intended for
public view; as they are but the unpre-
meditated effufions of mere private amufe-
ment, and only occafionally fhewn, by
way of perfonal refpeét, to a handful of
the friends of the Author; who, having
entrufted a copy of thele, and many others,
to a particular acquaintance, has been at

length perfuaded to admit of their being
~ made public,

A ZJ Tuis,
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118, he is fenfible, has the appearance
o: = it:le pretence; however, fale as it is,
it 15 an ablolute truth; and, tho’ not of
t.z imporiance with thofe contained in the

G251, i3 neverthelefs as unfeignedly real,

{he Author has nothing further to add,
than his fincere withes, that they may be
of the fervice he 1s fenfible is intended by
the Editor; who himfelf, he hopes, has no
meaner view, than to render {fome indivi-
dual bosh wifer and berter,

CON-



S S e - slefalels
e e ) S S s S e U O e

CONTENT &

TO THE READER -~ Page 3

Adoration - — —— == I3
On the Nativity — — — 14
On the Grucifixion — — 10
On the Refurreftion — — 22
The Lord is King —_— — 23
The Mafter's Yoke, the Scholar’s Leffon — 2§
The Way-faring Man, a Parody — - 20
The Goldfinch, a Parody ~ — — — 27
The Complaint — 28
The Tempeft ——— . — 29
The Confliet, or Conqueft over the Conquieror — —— 30
An Alphabetic Prayer — 71
The Second Pfalm | —— 32
The Sound and Odour, altered from Herbert — 34
Thaughts on Heb. xii. — -~ 135
Thoughts on Fob xix. 26. —_— — 37
On Good Friday —— — 28
On the Fallen Angels —mn — b,
On Sleep — — 139
The Power of Divine Vengeance — — ib.
A Prayer for Mercy — — 41
Thoughts on Fob 1. 21. e - 42
Chrift exalted — ——m — 43
The Sinner’s Foy — ~— 44
The Spiritual Patient — == ib.
A Hymn on Ifaiah 1xv. 19. —_ -~ 435
Thiughts on Cant. v. 1. —— -— 40

4
A 3 The



C 0O NTENT S,

Page
The Sinner’s Refolution — — 47
Tne Sure Petition —_— ~— 43
Cezfing from Self — — 49
Trz Exiie’s Complamnt — — 5O
Tz Stiner’s Tiifh — &SI
Crifcience diffatisfied, altered from Herbert — &2
The Pm;-‘er of Fabzfb, parapbrafed - .54
Tiangris on Revo . I, — 55
C_f’ CHCE ’fHJE Ju—— 56
'ﬂ:f;:‘ sn Matt. viil. 2. e — 57
A Thght on Blark X. 51. — — 58
A Tf””rx., on Alalacor . 2. — — 50
A Throught on Fer. xviil. 7. — — 1b.
Tte True Time-ferver, cither tn Religion, or out
Gif 17 — — 6Cl
T Prayer of Faith —_— - — ib.
Fozkons of Hrath — — O
Advice, from Horace, Bosk 1. Ude Xl. — 1b.
On literary Obfeurity, from Quid —_ = 02
7o a Frici —_— — b,
On Fiith and Hope —_ — 03
On Gratitude — lb
On ;5 Hsnders of Elebiricity, and other Branches
of Natural and Experimental Philsfoply — — 64
Extempore Thoughts on Difcontent —  — 06
The real nd a;z{y Caufe, Occafion, and Motive of
Quarreling, Difputation, and Refentment, in
a!l Matters of Controverfy, whether civil, po-
fitical, or religicus ; traced from their _ﬁfﬂ
fimbie and efcient Source — 63
Thoughts on Luke xviil. 8. — — 4
Reirgion, a Cypher —_— —_ 52
T e F-'ff.ra’ ofs Search —_— — 75
Thoughis on Genefts iil. 1Q. —_— == 79
An giibhabetical Acrsflic —_— — 8o



-

¢ 0 N T E N T &

On Dependence, as a Situation = —=—— =
On viewing a Back-gammon Board — —~ —
The Law of Liberty, Fames 1. —— -
Tranflation of two Latin Lines in Witt's Common-
wealth
What is Confcience ?
Indifference of Death, ay toTime — —
A Meditation upon Martyrdom
A Refleflion
The Wahdermg Sheep reflored
A Thought on the New Year, 1735 ~—
Quid de Mortuis ? What fay you of the Dead ?
A Thought on Pfalm xivii. 7, ——
A Thought on Matt. xxv. 21. —_—
A Thought on Matt. xi. 28. —_—
A Thought on Pfalm lxxvil, 4. —_—
Spiritual Graittude
Tranflation of three fbort Lines wn Latin from

Seneca’s Thycfles, a Tragedy — -
Tranflation from the French of Henault's Pdm-
phrafe on the forcocing
Delay no Security
The Chriftian Voyage, or the Pilgrim’s fafe Arrival
Plus lsin, plus ferré 3 The farther, the clofer —
On religions Profelfors expofing the Faults of others
din, what is it ?
4 Tranflation of the penitential Sonnet of the fa-
mous Monfieur des Barreaux, a converted Pro-
fligate — —
Wifsing only, Thought mifpent —
Ny abfolute Solitude

Advice to the Mifer —_ —

L ]
A
P

llill'llxllllll

el

e

Canfes and Confequences
Free Gr:ce at Libarty

Obedicnce to Providence in every Difpenfation

Page
8
32
35

86
1D,
ib.
87
88
ib..
69
ib.
90
ib.
() 1
ib.
02

93

1b.
04
ib.
95 .

g
1b.

97
Q9
99
ib.
100
ib.

101

Wars



€ 0 NTE N T 8.

Page

Hars and Fightings, whence come they ? — 101
On parting from a Friend — 102
Im";zf:rfr}-', the Bar to Happinefs — — 1b.
A Sslilquy, between Me and Myfelf — = 103
On Tune's uncertainty — — 104
C7ences threatened — — ibs
David's Hifh _— — 10§
Tic C 3 —— — 1b.
Toe Duellion anfwered —— — 106
7Tz H 55::_'/'3 Man —  — — 107
The Double [n_,"fzz'fl e — ib.
Tre Caus and Eifelt coeval — — ib.
Diine £ ?}'n'ac_}f — — 100
K ”.Ju), what 15 1t 2 — 1b.
Avarice, a Horfe-lecch — — ib.
Haman Ariifice ——e — 109
Houg then can be faved ? — 110
Castion in commending Bosks or Company — 1b.
Liberty and Bondage — — II1
Ciu/z oF ffe G.in and Lofs of Friends — 112
Trawlition from Ovid, Metam. B. 1. — 1b.
Reiioion chiofed 15 Bicotry — — 1b.
Caries, moral and judicial, of national Galamities -

cid Commotions —_— — 1173
O reading *¢ The Call to Britain,” a Coby of

verjes i Prilshatria —_— - 114
On the frw‘ Cardinal Points of the Compafs,

N E.SO which, jraﬁﬂrl_y ranged, form the

f1.rd NETTS e — 1b.
Deahboniment o Mis frrfune -— 11§
Girat s Gad? atremi ted from the French — 110
Tralztion of four Lfne: from Horace, Baok 11

Satir:z ‘r;l, A ~— 1b.
Cue's Lo foughis —— — 117

Ve



# Who ts the right Calvinift, and who is the right

i

E

|

l Who and what 15 a Man ?

¢ O NTE NT S

Page

No End of Craving, a Thought from Horace,

Baok 111. Ode xvii. Line 41. — —
Another Thought from Horace, Book 111. Dz xvi.
On one Mr. Walter Miller, a Martyr in @. Mary’s

Days. IWritten by bimfelf in Latin —
Traunfiation of fix Latin Lines on the Counter Title-

page of an old Semzm on Luke xiii. §. by Ar-
2hur Dent

A Thought on Rom. xiii. 3.

True Life and real Death —_—

What 15 Life ?

A Thought on Fer. Xxiil. 24.
Extempore Thoughts e —
A Stmile

An Extempore Thought

Definition of the falfe Arminian, commonly called
A Free Willer

"

I O O

- Definition of a fiflitious Calvinift, commonly called

An Antincmian

Arminian

Whatever's wrong is right — —
Pride of Family — —

The Infidel ar raigned, or Thoughts on Fob xi. 7.

L

The Sky-Lark’s Complaint, or Ctuelty to dumb

Creatures Ingratitude to the Creator

An Anfwer to the Queftion, Who will have moft
Reafon to be thankful in Heaven — —

On a Friend's afking how he might walk 'wztb
God in the midft of Bufinefs, &c. — -
Unwillingnefs of old Age to die, an Epitaph — —

Extremes their own Oppofites, an Epigram — —
A Thought on Exodus xv. 4. ~— —

The Prmc/:rer s Calling S —

117
ib..

113

119
ib.
120
1b.
121
ib..
123
ib.

ib,
124

12§
120

128
132 .
134

— 137

— 148 .

146

147

150
1b,
ib.

Falfe:



¢ 0 N T E N T &

Page
Falfe Sentence the Fruit of rafb Fudgment  — 151
An Extempore Thought — — 1b.
Toe lWeathercock, an Epigram o — 1§Z

Wiful Ionsrance the only invincible, an Epigram 153
Thz wwaking Dreamers, an Epigram —  — 154
Infinite Power nct indefinite, or Omnipotence fub-

fervient & its Wifdsm, an Epigram — ib,
miclibility the Proof of Prepriety — — 153§,
Imbromptu cn bearing Thunder ~ ——  — b

Dcatt, an Epigram — 130

An Extembore Reflection on the Death of two fa-
meus Architefts — — b

An Extempore Thought on < Lird, what is Man ! 15

A Thsught on Eternity — 1b
An Ep:z‘:*ﬁ’a compofed on waking ~ ——= — 153
Foat is the greateft Bleffing upon Earth : )  — 159
True Peace in the midft ¢f Trouble ——  — 1b.
An Extempore Thought on Time — — 1b.
On the ill -requited Labours of Ingenuity and
Learning — e — 160
A-ﬁﬁg:fé’ Tf&ﬂﬂgbt Sy — — ib.
On Content — i — 101
On a ”;:.fj'z'ng Ruig — — - ib.

Frste on toe King of Spades — 102
rmrat is the w ::23’} Evil that can happen ? — 103
A Tﬁ.ufg 7k — ib-
Thz Evangelic Soldier, or the Military Evangeliff 104
A Prayer for the itinerant Preachers of the Gofpel 10,
Tte Deferibtion of a poor Alan’s Garden, tranflated
Sfrom the Latin of Virg. Mor. — 163
The Rofe, an Embiem —_— — 166
Guilt, what 15 1t 2 and what is 1t lthe ? — 107
The beft Gifts fooneft granted — 166
Extempore Anfwer to an Infidel Objettion againft
osth the Power and Gosdnefs of God — b,
A Thought




€0 NTENTS.

| Page
A Thought on 2 Tim. iv. 7., — — 169

Impaffibility poffible, or Time gone by recalled — ib.
Thoughts on Ifaiah xxvi. 20. . == 170
The Covetous compared with the Dropfical  —~ 171
Dcfeription of Bees, fromVirgil, Bneid1. L iv.34. ib.
True Conflancy compared to an Oak  ~—  ~ 172

Self Love, generally the real Source of all other  ib.
IFhat 15 Life 2 an Epigram e

'. . T 1'73
- Hypocrify ~ ib.
. Inconflancy — — 174
\ The Wages of Sin =~ —— —_—— = 175
| The Diftaff  — — ib.
The Short Decifion —_— — 176
\ The Inquiry anfwered — 17
" No End of murmuring  — — 17
On Confcience, as innocent of Crime  ~—  — 179
| Some Token for Good —_— — ib.
Caufes of Spiritual Decay — — 130
t Calculation without Number — — 181
| Creation, a Myflery | — 132
| On a dying Chriftian taking Leave of his Family
8 and Friends —— — — 1b.
t 7he Change repented — 1873
t David’s Requef? — —~ 184
There is but a Step between me and Death — — 18 g
§ Vone of thefe Things move me. Afls XX, 24. — 187
 Sudden Salvation, an Epigram — - 188
 Vobody at Home, an Epigram =~ e — 189
 Plain Truth, an Epigram — — ib,
| Never contented, an Epigram — = 190
ﬁn Epigram e — — IQI
 The retyrning Spring, an Epigram — ib, °

 The four important Things, an Epigram
4 The Race of Lifey an Epigram ~— == jb.



¢ 0 NTE N T 4.

Page

Every ﬁff&? congenial with its Caufe, an Epigram 193
Tmnf atwr of an Epigram in Latin, from Muf-

cuins, gne of the German Reformers 1b.
Repreazh, an Epigram — 104
Lic a2 aﬂ'afzgﬁ the Truth, an Epigram ~ ib.
A Refleclio ~— 103
A‘P E* Zigram on Epigrams — 197

T the Nerzrry of the Rev. Mr. V. Perronet ~- 198
.x‘:" Efitaph, facred ts the Memory of Mrs.C. P, 200
75 the Memery of Mr. C. P. — — 201
G tre Deatn cgf Mif; D. P. — - 1D,
75 the Memsry of Mr, 7. P, — ~— 202
An Acroftic on the Werd < Acroffic” — 203
An Acrgfiic on Mr, 7. C. —— — 1b.
Or: the Velocity of Time — — 204
An Ebita ;16}: | — — 1D,
An Eﬁ):fa o, tn Monkifh Latin =~ ——  ~— 20§
Wols: E““quﬁﬁ — ib.

Tranflation of an Egézz‘apb over fome modeft Abbot

of St. Alban’s

— 206

Epitath on the famsus Mr. Mati. Prior, written
by Bimfeif on being upbraided with tie Vieannefs

of his Birth
Romark gn the foregoing Epiteph  —

- 207
— ibi

An Elifaph ori cne Mr. Jof. Baylis and his Wife,

m Malvern Cturch, tn Worcefterfbire
taph ¢n a Mifer

A ..a:m/mzal Etitath

Ancteer

In 8emory of Disfier 7. E.

An E?I.rjpﬁ giz GIr. C. M. ——

To the Mcmory of 3lr W F.. o=
Tue True Dyirg San ——

“

il pee—i—
ﬂ
e ey

— 2¢5
— 200
— 1D,
— 210
— 1D.
— 211
—_— 2,12
— 213

OCCASIONAL



OCCASIONAL VERSES, &

ADORATION,

T ET praife to Thee, all fov'reign Pow™, arife, -
Who fix’d the mountains,and who form'd the {kies?

Who o'er thy works extend’ft a Father’s care;

Whofe kind proteétion all thy works declare.

From the glad climes,.where Morn, in radiance dreft,

Starts forth refulgent—to the furtheft weft,
On 7Zee alone the whole dependant fies,

And thy rich boon all nature’s want fispplies.

Hail! Thou great Author of the extended whole !

Revolving feafons blefs Thee as they roll ;

The rifing fun points out thy pathlefs way,

And {miling moons thy midnight paths betray;
The fpangling ftars in Heaven’s ethereal frame, -
Shine to thy praife, and fparkle into flame !

By Thee, Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winer, rife ;
Thou giv'ft the fmiling, Thou the frowning flies;
At thy command the foft’ning thowers diftil,

Lill genial rays the teeming furrows fill ;

B Thy
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Thy foftering funs o’er all the globe extend,
And, bleft by Thee, the verdant {pires afcend !
See next the produtt of returning {pring :

With joy the woods, with joy the vallies ring !

Alternate each refound His praife aloud;

And dumb creation fhouts the incumbent God !
Thy parent bounty {wells the go/den ear,

And bids the harveff crown the fruitful year:

The fruitful year repays the labourer’s pain,

The peafant’s comfort, and the mafter’s gain.
The winter board fupplics the winnowing floor,

The beaft with fodder, and with bread the poor.

Each from thy hand his deftin’d boon receives,

Feeds at thy board, and on thy bounty lives!?
Thus all thy works confpicuous worthip raife,

And Nature’s whole proclaims her Maker's praile ;

"Tells out His acts, and {preads His fame abroad-—

Creation’s Fountain! and the creature’s Gop !

ON THE NATIVITY.
Thoughts on 1 Tim. iii. 16.

AS HE then born, whom all creation owns
Her parent head, and fountain of her being?

And was HE made, who was Himfelf, of all

That can be made, the maker and {ole heir!

By whom, and for, all beings that have been,

Or are, or fhall, muft or exift or die?
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And was HE {een, who, in the only place
Where {pirits fee, could not be vifible,
But as he pleas’d to cover or unveil ?
.And did HE walk, whole Deity had rode
On cherub’s wings, that {wift out fly the light?
Did #E too labour as an hir’d man.
Who wrought for bread, whofe hands without fatigue
Created worlds, and {ported with the toil 2
And did =HE {ue for water to allay
His own defire, .when wearinefs and thirft
Compell'd the Fountain, whence all {prings are fll’d,
And filling flow, to afk an humble draught
From hands that ought to’ve wafh’d his fcet with tears?
And did BE pray, to whom all prayer is made,

And praying agonize, as if in fear, -
' Or fearful doubt, his fuit fhould be denied ?
And was HE fcourg’d, whole hands with lenient
cords
Had lath’d the confcience of his bafe revilers?

And naked nail’d, whofe arm had cloath’d the fkies
With brlght enamel, and the earth with green,
To Calvary’s crofs ? O draw the nail! yet not !

For on it hangs the hope of worlds unborn ! |
And thine who read’ft, if reading thou can’ft fee.
But, hark | 1E’s gone ! and with him all that can;
Man’s lofs or gain, eternal as complete !

All Nature fighs ¢ Hell heard the cxpnmg groan,
And central fhudders at the dreadful echo !
But Heaven exults ! and fo do thou, my foul,
For whom the whole here regifter’d, was done !

B2 ON

L
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ON THE CRUCIFIXTION.
WHO bath belizved the REPORT 2 Ua, Ll 1.

I.
A L M as the midnight is my {oul,
When underneath the BLoODY TRER 3
“Tis there my thoughts {ublimely roli,
Revolving on that MYSTERY !
II.
There T behold, lift up on high,
The mark of unrelenting fcorn ;
The cop whofe wifdom form’d the fky,
The man of griefs—forfook, forlorn.
- 1L
The man, at whom the FATHER ‘cries,
““ Awake, O fword ! and vengeance take
¢ On a1, who now devoted lies

« A furety for the finners fake!
Iv.

¢ Spare not his body, nor his foul ;

 On him the whole demand fhall lie:
¢« Himfelf has undertook the whole,

¢« And ne the whole fhall fatisty.

V.

¢¢ HE only fhall the w INE-PRESS tread,

““ The dregs of my difpleafure tafte :
¢ On m1M, and on his guiltlels head,
- ¢ The weight of my revenge thall relt.”

VL

]
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VL.

Is this then ®E that comes from far,

From EpoM with his garments dy’d ?
Is this the bright, the morning sTAR,
Eclips'd, as mourning for his bride ?
VIL
Is this the Father’s only Son,
The image of himfelf unfeen;
The fulnefs of the THREE in ONE,
In likenels of the fons of men ?

VIII.

In whom I view th’ incarnate Gop,
An 15sAAc on the alwar flaing

No angel there to {tay that rod,
Or bid, ¢ Re-fheath the {word again,”

IX.
There, then, I {ee the Prince of Peace,
Lord of the livjng and the dead,
Pour from his wounded fides recefs

The laft rich drop he has to fhed.

- X,
"Tis there I {ee each legal type,

- Dreadful unfolded to my view,

‘The pascar Lams for flanghter ripe,

- The great burnt-offering burnt anew.
XL

‘There too, with them who {tood around
His crofs, with tearful eyes, 1 fee

Trefh myfteries ftreaming from that woupd,
That, as it ftreams, atones for me !

B3 , XIL
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XII.
There, with the mother of her Lord,
Whofe foul the {word of anguifh pierc’d,
I {eem to fhare the fad record,
And weep, with her, the {cene rehears'd.

XII1I.
There I behold the mighty fun
In darknefs plunge his vifual rays
And there the pale and (hiv’ring moon,
For forrow feems to veil her face.
XIV.
All Nature feels the direful fhock,
As Nature’s felf abhorr’d their deeds 3
While Jewifh hearts, more hard than rock,
Revile the Sufferer as he bleeds.
XV.
*Tiz there I {ee what fin deferves,
*Tis there I fee what fin has done,
VWhen on that crofs mine eye oblerves
The Father’s co-eternal soN !
XVI.
There I bewail, with downcafl eyes,
My own ingratitude and fhame ;
How much I need, yet little prize,
The merits of the bleeding LAMB!

XVII
*Tis there, in types of bloed, I read,

What Juftice might have done to me 3
Trznsferr’d from my offending head,
And nail’d with Jelus to the tree.

XVIIL
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XVIIL.
“Tis there, between two thieves, I view
The only innocent and juft ;
The cop of all, who all things knew,
Humbled with FELons to the dutt.
XIX.
’Tis there, with wonder, 1 behold,

What Patriarchs once could fcarce conceive 2

- Nor Prophets, tho’ themfelves foretold,
~ For wonder, eafily believe.

? X¥.
E There I behold th’ angelic throng

- Bending o’er Heaven’s eternal fteep ;
- While Seraphs, ftruck, fufpend their fong,
And high Archangels feem to weep !

XXI,
There GaBRIEL, foremoft of the choir,
Hangs o’er his harp with melting eye,
To ee the Gop that did infpire
That harp with life, AccurseD die!

X XII.
Nor feems ev’'n Hell without its fhare :
Seiz’d with diltra&ions wild amaze,

Their eyelids flath more horrid glare,
As feorch’d with flames of fiercer blaze.

XXIII. .*
Their lofs bewail’d with fhriller cries,

Their fall a fate no tongue can tell ;
But {unk as judgment feems to rife,

They deeper fink to deeper Hell !

IR L TR T T

XXIV.
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XXI1V.
The fonl ARCH-FIEND, with BRUISED head,
Now fhudders for his future doom

Whiie six and pEATH united dread
The approzxching trinmph of the Tomb*.

XXV.
A1} this, and more, methinks I fee,
57 FAITH'S firong realizing eye ;
Miv curfe sil cancel’d on that tree
On wkich the TREE oF LiFE did die!
XXV
‘¢ But when (I afk) did this begin ?
‘* \Who firft {fuch thoughts of love could dare?
5 Y"';-*rl art divine condemn the fin,
“ And yet the linner kindly {pare 2”
AXVIL
12374, and, as I liften’d, heard
This gracious anfwer to my plea:
“ Ere vet creztion’s {elf appear’d,
“ Or aught but DEITY could be:
AXVIIL. -
¢« Tre the Dright orb that hghts the day,
« Or that fair lamp that gilds the night ;
¢« Ere thone the flars, whofe clufter’d ray :

¢« Adorns the firmament with light :
X XIX.

¢ Hich 23 the FouNT from whence it flow'd,

« s the {ource from whence it {prung ;
¢“ Ere i ph forms extatic glow’d, |
| “ Or morning ftars their mattins {ung,

* The Refurreciion, XXX,

| N—

UQ

40
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XXX.
t" This myftery of LovE began
. ¢ Tts fource in HIS$ eternal mind,

“ Who cop with Gop, as man with man,
- ¢ Then {ware to relcue loft markind.

XXX

f“ In that great moment all was fix'd;

¢ I come (he cries) to do thy will :

! Be judgment but with mercy mix’d,

¢ And I her vengeance will fulfil.
XXXII.

‘ I will the finner’s curfe fuftain,

¢ I will the debt of jultice pay 3

_‘ The Law’s long lﬂ]lll"d rights regain,

t ‘ And bear the injurer’s guilt away !’

E X XXIII.

“ His word th’ incarnate furety kept ;
¢« And, well prepard to feel the fmart,
« Thy furety has difcharg’d the debt,

““ And fnatch’d its dagger from thy heart s
‘ XXXIV.
f“ Took on himlelf the load of fin,
. “ Content to bear iMpuTED guilt,
“ He ftill remain’d untaint within,
% And {potlefs as the blood he fpilt.
XXXV.
4 Be then H1s alts thy. wonder’s joy,
? “ Thy life the witnefs of His love ;
- Tts fweet defcant thy {weet employ,

- Till fown in death it blooms above. |
* | XXXVI.
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XXXV,
‘¢ YWhere long as Heav'n itfelf (hall live,
‘“ Long as the cop that died for thee ;

¢“ So long His love fhall life {urvive,
“ And Saints revolve the MYSTERY

j73
e

ON THE RESURRECTION.

L
" A L L hail the power of jrsuv’s name !
Let Angels proftrate fall;
Bring forth the royal diaden,
To crown Him torp of All

1§
Let high-bora Seraphs tune the Iyre,

And, as they tune it, fall

Before His face who tunes their choir,
And crown Him rorp of All.

HIL.

Crown Him, ye morning ftars of light,
Who fix’d this floating ball ;

Now hail the ftrength of 1sRAEL’s might,
And crown Him rorp of All.
| 1v.

Crown him, ye martyrs of your Gobp,
Who from His aLTAR call;

Ex:ol the ftem of jessg’s rod,
And crown Him LorD of A}L
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V.
Ye feed of 1sRAEL’s chofen race,

Ye ranfom’d of the fall,
Hail Him who faves you by His grace,

And crown Him rorp of Al
VI.
Hail Him, ye heirs of pAvID’s line,
Whom David Lorp did call ;
The cop incarnate, man DIVINE;

And crown Him LorD of All

VII,
SINNERs ! whofe love can ne’er forget

The worMwooD and the GaLL,
Go—{pread your trophies at His feety

And crown Him Lorp of AllL

| VIII. |

Let every tribe, and Every tongue,

That bound creation’s call,
Now fhout in univerfal fong,

The CROWNED LoRD oF ALL!

THE LORD IS KING.

Pfalm xcvi 10.

I

ATL, holy, holy, holy LorD !
Let Pow’rs immortal fing ;
Adore the co-eterna] WORD,

 And fhout, THE LORD Is KING!
i ) 11,

!
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I1.

‘To tHEE all Angels cry aloud,
Thy name hofannas ring 3 |
Around thy throne their myriads crowd,
And fhout, THE LORD 15 KING !

I1L.
H:il Him, they cry, ye fons of light,
Of joy the eternal {pring ;
Praife Him who form’d you by his might,
And fhout, THE LORD 1S KING !

IV.

Low at His feet, ye Seraphs, fall ;
His praife, ye Cherubs, fing :

Shout, all ye Heav’ns, on whom we call,
O fhout, THE LORD IS KING !

V.

Hail Him, ye faints, whole love for you
Hath drawn the monfter’s {ting :

O render to the LorD His due,
" And fhout, THE LORD Is KING !

VL.

Let saLEM’s fons their pow’rs employ,

And ftrike the chorded {tring ;
While choral bands, with burfls of joy,

High fhoot, THE LORD 1S KING !

VII.
Cry out and fhout, fair zioxn’s land ! -
Ye priefts, your offerings bring
Watchmen! that on her ramparts {tand,
And fhout, THE LORD.Is KING !

Vi



|

i

- Rife from the duft, ye Heirs of Grace, ~

L 25 1
VIIi.

And, with expanded wing,

| Afcend to Him who fills all {pace,

And fhout, THE LORD 15 KING !
1X.
Let worlds above, ard worlds below,
In {fongs united fing ;

And, while eternal dgcCs flow,

Loud fhout, THE LORD IS KING ! !

| THE MASTER'S YORE—TH

SCHOLAR’S LESSON..

Learn of me. Matt. X1, 29.

1.
Grant me, Lord, that {weet content,
That fweetens every flate ;

E Which no internal fears can rent,

Nor outward foes abate.,

1L

E Trou wilt keep him in perfed peace,

[ (Thy word the truth hath faid)

§ Who, cloth’d with thy great righteoufnefs,
b Thy arm his ftrength has made,

c

E

1L
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IIII i
Grant me then, LORD, a contrite heart,

A meek and quiet breaft ;
Thy own unfpotted mind impart,
Thy own unfhaken reft.
IV.
That resT for humble {ouls prepar’d,
The bofom of thy love ;

Where paTiexce finds her'full reward,
When perfelted above.
V.
Gire me then grace this reft to feek,
And, as1 feek, to find s o
DMy heart all pure, my {oul all meek, g
The copy of thy mind. “ rﬂ

VI
So fhall I know thy utmoft power,

Thy atmoft glory prove
And in eternity adore
The matchlefs gift of LovE"

THE WAY-FARING MAN,
A PARODT.

L.
H E wand’ring pilgrim treads his road,
In fearch of Happinefs and God !
Undaunt he ventures on his way,
Tho' toft by night as tir’d by day :
In hopes, when every toil is o’er,

To land upon the eternal fhore.

"
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1L

When tempefts how! and ftorms arife,
That fhake the turrets of the fkies;
When waves as mountain billows foam,
His faith ftill eyes the promis’d home ;

In hopes, ‘when- every toil is o’er,

To land upon the eternal thore,

1.

When round the altar’s facred mount,
His joys their former griefs recount,
His tried companions join the throng,

And fhout the univerfal fong :
“Q may, we, when thofe toils are o'er, .

¢« All fafelv tread the eternal (hore,

THE GOLDFINCL
4 PARODT,

I,

HiLE o’%r the mountain’s top I climb,
Nor wait the {low return of time;
As longing more for sALEM’s {prings,
Than all the pageantry of Kings ;
Forgive me that I thirfl to {ee
The myflic depths of cALvaRy.

Cz2 L
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I1.
O let me join the angelic throng,
That o’er the Cre5 {ufpend their {ong 3
And look, with tearful eyes, to view
The man that once on earth they Knew,
Now bleeding on the accuried tree,
And mufz the depths of caLvary..
111,
Till warm’d my heart with myltic flamey
long to fhare the glorious {hame ;
And, as I feel the facred fire,
bylelf a facrifice expire
From thence remount to Heav'n, and fee
The eternal depths of carvary!

THE COMPLAINT.
I.

S EQUESTER’D from the world of nmfc,'

And abfent as from Gop,
he chaften’d {ufferer hears His voice,
And areets the facred rod :
YWith ceafelefs fighs his {in he moans,
“While Mercy echees to his groans.

II.
Juft like a bafe, unthankful child,

The father’s gracelefs heir,
When conquer’d by correction mild,
And trembling to draw near,

The prodigal {carce lifts his eye,
But heaves the deep reflective figh.
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II1.
So thus the prodigal of grace,
Late wander’d from his home,
When forc’d to fee a Father’s face,
Who meekly bids him ¢ come,”
With twice ten thoufand namelefs pangs,
O’er the returning ftray he hangs.

. IV. -
And thus the bowels of that Breaft
That once for {inners bled,
Are fuill with equal love impreft,
And ftill extends its aid :
The only friend that finners have

To plead their caufe—~or them to fave !

THE TEMPES T,

I

N ftorms and tempeft ftil] T dare
The danger -of ten thoufand waves ;
And caft my all upon His care,

Whofe arm ten thoufand deaths outbraves.
11 |
With jesus o’er the deep I fail,
Tolt to and fro with every wind ;
The ftormy blaft or thiv’ring gale,
If fo I may the haven find.
C3

111,
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I1L
But, ah ! the thoufand fears I feel,
The thoufand dangers yet unpait :
The rocks o’er which I have to reel,
Ere makes my foul the Port at lalt.
IV,
But O, my God! if thou art near,
Or prefent in the fhip with me ;
What has evn unbelief to fear?
When loft—I'm only Joft with Thee?

THE CONFLICT, OR CONQUESI
OVER THE CONQUEROR.

Gen. XxXil. 24.

L.

WOULD, if withing would but do,

Be all thou bid’ft me de :
Yet what but thades do I purfue,

Till (ight difcovers THEE ?

. 1L

Till with my arms of faith I can

Command the rifing {cale 5
And wreflling both with cop and man,

O'er oD and man prevail,
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111
Till, yacos like, I hold Thee faft;..
Nor.let the Wreftler go ;
But wreftling till the night is paf,.
Mylelf the Conqueror know.

IV.

O might T then with jacos meet,
With yacos wreftle on,
Till falls the Conqueror at my feet,,

And owns Him{elf ouTponE !

AN ALPHABETIC PRAYER.

L L wife! all good! all glorious Lord of all!
Before whofe throne th™ angelic armies fall,

Creation’s {fons thy majefty adore,
Declare thy greatnefs and confels thy pow’r. .
Each day preferv’d--each day thy creatures.own
Frefh mercies granted, and frefh favours fhewn.
Graut then for each—what beft for all muft prove, '
Heav'n here on earth, and then thy heav’n above.
In.all thou doft, thy hand in all be feen, .
Jultice and truth, while mercy fhines between,
Kept from all harm=—as from all foul offence,
Lufts dark defile—and pride’s ambitious fenfe,
Make every heart the temple for its God ;

Nor Jeave a thought that can provoke his rod.
- Of

—
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Of all thy pifts—thy holinefs beltow,
Purer than light, and whiter than the fnow.
Quicken our fouls—till, purified our mind,
Reafon fhall bend-—fubmiffive as refin’d \.
Soft {picy gales from EpoM’s groves fhall fpring,
The fiream fhall murmur, and the turtle fing; |
V:ia thoughts fhall die—while thoughts of Gop fhall|

rife, =‘-

Unmoor our hearts, and waft us to the fkies; -
With martyr’d faints we'll croud the ethereal coalft,
Xerxes out-number, and defy his hoft ;
Yon {acred {pires announce the pilgrims home;
Z1ox’s fair mount—and Gop’s eternal boME !

THE SECOND PSALNM,

I. |
HY rage the heathen with their mad defign!
The nations why fo foolithly combine ? |
Their work of nothiag and themfelves undone :
Earth’s hanghty monarchs have united rofe,
Princes confederate their arms oppofe .-
Againft the LorD {of hofts) and his anointed so'|
If. |
““ Let us,” fay they, ¢ their bands in funder bresk, |
“ Their yoke difcharge from off our fervile neck, |
“« Nor favifh wear the ever-galling chain:”
But uE that fitteth far above all height *
Hach feen their maiice, and their fell defpite,

. Aud lavghs to fcorn their impotence profane. |
" i



[ 33 1

111.
Then fhall He {peak in thunder’s awful {ound,
With fore difpleafure compafs them around,
And with (unheard) amaze their ﬂartled confcience
fill :
t* Spite of their aim invidious to defeat
# My great defigns—behold my hand fhall fet
¢ My fav'rite King upon my Holy Hill {”
V. .
h’here will T preach the law, whercof the Lord

Of old hath fpoke~—there will I feal the word,

“ Thou art my Son, this day will 1 beget
} ‘ Mine image in thee— therefore to thy Hands
# I give all nations, and earths utmoft lands,
. And there thy throne and thy dominien fet+
V.
¢ There thalt thou reign, and, ruling as a- GoD,
“ Shall bruife in pieces with an iron rod

““ Thy foes and mine—who would not own tb!
“ fway:

* Be wife, ye kings—ye monarchs, hear and learn,
l‘ Ye partial judges—behold you I warn,

- Againft the vengeance of that judgment day '
: VI,

* Go kifs the Son ! left by delay you grieve,.

f‘ Or {corn’d provoke—and. force His love to leave.
. ** Your fouls to perifh in the gulph of death :

¢ Since, if His wrath be but 2 moment flirr'd,

“ Bleft are the men, who, trufting on His word,

¢ Embrace the hand whole potcnce gave then'.h
‘ “ breath I
TH;E-‘;

.,

t
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THE SOUND AND ODOUK

Altered from HERBERT.

L
OW fweetly doth ¢ my M4sTER” found to me))
More {weet than harp or harper’s melody s

And to my tafte more {weet than amber (mell,
Or ArA5’s {pices—or what feers tell B |

Of sHARON’s rofe—{ave that my MASTER’S He,; 4
Who only-can with sHARONS rofe agree.

I1..

With thefe by day T hold him fweet converfe, "
And thro’ the night my fleeping dreams rchearfe s |
Or wakeful roufe—while murmurs every thought,,

Tili by communicn iato vifion brought,

His torm [ view—His matchiefs features trace,.
And thiok I {ee the copuEeaDp in His face.

1L

My flattering heart awaits His blifsful (mile,

To blefs my labours, and accept my toil ;

For labour’s reft and toil for Him is eafe,
Vhen w1 alone, and not myfelf, T pleafe:

Thus pleas’d we're both — each plight our mutul
word, |
He calls me ¢ Servant”—as I call Him ¢ LORD.’

IV
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IV,

Yet ah ! how fhort the fervice I can pay -

Of His high worth ! But this P’ll do—I'll fay,

¢ MASTER, I'm thine—and what more can 1 be3

¢ [f aught’s beyond——this muft depend on Thee :

¢ To this I ftand—do thou but fay, ‘¢ well done,”
¢ And then we finifh where we fir{t begun !”

[

1 HOUGHTS ON HEBREWS XIL

I
W AKE, my foul—arife !
And run the heavenly race:

Look up fo Him who holds the prize,
And offers thee the grace.

I1.

‘The rich reward -of love,
By faith held forth to view ;

The crown that martyrs wear above,
And now held forth to view.

[I.

Say not, ¢ Who will beftow,
*“ Or who the gift fecure ? ”
Go after your FORERUNNER, go,
And find the promife fure.
A 1V.



[ 36 ]
1V.
Shake off the carnal duft,
That clogs your ling’ring fpeed; |
Nor longer in your idbls trufl,
The living or the dead :
V.
Each fordid, low defire,
Each heart-corroding care,

Each fin that would thy death confpire,
And chain thee to defpair.

VL
Start from the goal of earth,
And, fili’d with humble zeal,
Afpiring to thy fecond birth,
Its facred influence feel.
VII.
Borne on the wings of faith,
Thro’ {uffcring, grief, or pain:
o patience tread the martyr'd path,
Till hope the prize thall gan.
| VIII.

Till 5E, who once of old
Himf{elf the race did run,

Jesus. the full reward unfold,
And foatch thee to His throne !

THOUGHT]




I KNOW that my Redeemer Il‘lTES ?

He lives who died for me ;

And when Hic voice the dead revives,
I thall His glory fee.

11
I hall before His prefence ftand,

And, ’ray’d in robes divine,
Be found a ftar at His right hand,
Aad as a ftar (hall thipe,
- I,
I fthall in righteoufnefs behold
~ The beauties of His face -
nd, with tne cloud of famts of old,
Adore His fov’ reign grace.
IV,
Lthall, tho’ worms this fieh confume,
 To purer manfions rife ;

And, mounting from the narrow tomb,
Explare the unbounded fkies.
V.
Lihall of Him whe died for me

Be made a Prieff and King ;
And then, thro’ all eternity,

The King of Glory fing !

n

ON
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ON GOOD FRIDAY.

IS gE thatlives I--does then theIMMORTALme’
D Can Reafon hear, nor afk the reafon why !
Dces urF expire like frail mortality,

Whole breath is LiFE—His days ETERNITY ?

He doss—but why {—look, infide], within ;
Ofiended juftice, and uncancel'd fin,

Fach now no more—the debt eternal paid,

And fuil redemption—f{ull atonement made. _
¢ Faiher, forgive”—Forgive,” the sPIRIT cries: |}
¢ “Twas man that fin’d ; but "tis thy Son that dies !”

ON THE FALLEN ANGELS|

ONDER ! forbear—nor curious feek to prj
How forms create, o holy and fo high,
Could thus offend—and in that prefence dare
Announce their treafon, and its rights aver !
Enough, they fell—and fell thro® pride, deplore, §
\VUhat lofr by them, is loft to find no more. |
Thy marvel this—that man rebell’d the fame,

Should that obtain, {o dread denied to them !

Who took his nature— HE his curfe endur’d,
From ruin refcu’d, and his peace procur’d.

But why {uch grace—or why fuch favour giv'n,
Is beft referr’d, as beflt refolv'd in nEAV'N.
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|

ON -S L EE P

{ A MBLEM of death! as is its couch the Grave,
l s Doom’d to contain the Coward and the Brave ;
Where fleep reclin’d, the guifty and the pure,

)i ke intdmb’d-—-—ﬁqzzqf!‘a}’d and fecure ; |
Referv’d alike in that dread hour to wake,

Deftin'd 1o ftand—and each their deffine take.

eace to the Jaff—while judgment marks the fult,
Ere yet arraign’d—accurfing; and accurfl.

Rais'd from their bed, to wrap in fleep no more;
beviv'd they gaze, and borribly adore.

ph, fatal fleep ¥ that thus awak’'d to woe,

¥o longer eafe—no longer reft fhall know !

B'en bere a foretafte of that keener fleel,.

f hat fools have mock’d—and dying fools muft-feel.

[HE POWER OF DIVINE VENGEANCE,

A SACRED SONNET.

L. *
HE N God for fin thall death demand,
‘ Who ean before His judgment ftapd !
¢ proud thall bend—the mighty fall,
tore the Lord, the Judge of all. .
D2 .
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IL.

JusTICE can maks the Heev’ns afrad,
Aad biightelt Cherubs hide their head,
From Him who {its vren the throng,
For He is pure, and He alone.

111
Compar’d with whom, all beings made
Are but the thadows of a fhade:

-

. ANy -1 2. a iam o Pl o
DO W SN AT R B AR

P Wil e
.3 'y’ ;'r:El"e. ﬂ"-:;‘,ig iy
AL e Y

Nought have but what He deigns to give, [
In whom they move, by whom they live. ¢

: IV.

How then fhall mortals bear the fight
Of fuch a God, and fuch a height !
"The fons of Adam-—all unclean,

In guilt conceiv’d, and born in fin,

: V.
_ Tet ev'n of thefe, there yet fhall ftand
Before His throne, and on each hand,

A royal race, by Him redecm’d,
Whom God approv’d, tho’ men blafphem’&

VI.
O might my lot with theirs be caft,
Who, found in Him, fhall ftand at laft
Bold in His fight, by fear unaw'd,
And face the purity of God *.

!- #_-t '] - ' - -

'.J - L - rl - - = 1

I-."i "'| :- L T - . - ol H o, - - N -
L ' - n L] L] .I- .l - '. + - -

¥ 1 John, 1il. 2.

APRAYIS
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A PRAYER FOR MERCY,
Or Thoughts on Plalm cxix. 04

L.
I F Iam thine, wilt not they {ave,
And hide me from my foe ;

Vouchfafe the blefling that 1 crave,
And, as I afk—beftow.
- IL.
If 7am thine, wilt thoy not- hear,
And grant me this requefl,
That 1 at leaft thy name may fear,
Tho’ joy forfake my breaft,

I11,
It Iam thine, thou canft but fave, -

If not—thon canft adgpt a {lave,
And make him heir with thine.
| Iv,
Thou canft with perfect eafe perform
Whate'er thy pleafure will ;
A finner to a faint transform,
Tho’ found a finner @],
V.
Such power to thee, my God, belongs,
And to thy name alone; .
Aad {uch the triumph of thejr fongs, —
Whom Mercy makes her owa,

D 3 Vi,
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VI.
If then thy love this grace will (hew;.
This gift on me confer,
1 fhall find reft where’er I go,
And Heav’n be always near.
VIL .
T thall with Zfraels flock be found
That loft, but rasfom’d race ;
And fhout, thro’ one eternal round,
The love that faves by grace !

THOUGHTS ON JOB, L1

I.
A R ED into the world I came,
N And naked [ return;
My covering nothing but my fhame,,
My nakednefs I mourn.
11,
Stript of the image of my Gobp,
Unfit for angel-eyes,

1 wander here a naked clod,
Tho’ form’d to {cale the fkies..

I11.
My firft progeniter, by fin
Corrupted as defil’d,
Has deep entail’d his guilty {tamn
On each apoftate child.
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. V..
For this, of every comfort fhorne,
For this, himfelf he loft;

While we, his wretched offspring, moura:

The price our ruin cofk

V.
But O, thou fecond Adam, come,,

And clothe my naked foul ;

Reverfe the fentence of my doom,.
And make my nature whole !

Iv.

Thine image on my heart imprefs,.
Thy righteoufnefs divine ;

That, walking in thy glorious drefs,
I may in glory fhine !:

CHRIST EXALTED

L.
A M ug that was and s 5
I am uE that’s yet to-come 2
I am mE that ever lives,
Dead, but rifen from the tomb !
I am uE whom sEraPHs own,
And before my footfteps fall ;
High on an eternal throne,

Lorp ! and ruler over all !
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I1.
TroU art HE ! who all things made,
And to whom all things fhall bow
Nature’s fountain, and her HEAD, |
Everlafting LorD art thou!
Everlafting prieft and king,
Head o’er all of Gop to men:
Gop and man—c’er all we {ing,

God and man with thee we reign!

THE SINNER’S JOY.

I AM fe for whom HE died,

He whom higheft heav’ns adore ;.
Gop ! the Saviour crucified,
Gop ! the bleft for evermore.
Gop ! the bleft, the great I am !
Lorp of all the worlds above:
Sing, ye {aints, the Saviour’s name,,
Sing, ye faints, the Saviour’s love }

THE SPIRITUAL PATIENT |

.
™ OM E—O come, thou good Phyfician,
Healer of the wounded foul ;
Sce my {ad and fore condition,

Vicw me, LORD, and {peak me whole.
19
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11.
Stricken—{mitten—wounded—bruifed;
All difeafe thro’ every part;
Long I have thy help retufed,
Long denied thy healing art.
I11.
But at length convinc’d—confounded,.
Now thy healing art T crave ;
And beliéve my hope well grounded,
Thou wilt not refofe to-fave.
IV,
Envy, wrath, and low refentment,
Never can have place in thee s.
Love thou art—if mix'd with judgment;
And they both {hall plead: for ME.

A HYMN ON ISAIAH, LXV. 1.

. L
O D of Jacob, bend thine ear,
Thou that heareft—hear the pray’r ;
Thou whom here we feek again,
Wilt thou let us ¢ feek in vain 27

IL
O thon, Jfraels ftrength and head ¥
Haft thou not to jacos faid,
“ Call upon me yet again,
“ For thou fhalt not feek in vaig 2

I11..
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1L, |

Lorp! we hold THEE to thy word,
Plead the promife on record ;

Truft thine honour to maintain,.
That we {hall not feek 1n vain

IV,

Only let thy love incline
All our hearts to pray with thine';
Then, however mean our firain,,

We can never feek in vain :
Y. :
But thall in due time receive

Al thy truth hath {worn to give; -
And, while endlefs years remain,,
Know we did not feek in vain.

THOUGHTS ON CANTICLES, V.

I,

N T O my garden, lo! T come,
To tafte the fpikepard’s rich perfume,
The fpices of my grace:
Into my garden will [ come,

To take my love, my fair-one home,
And fea] the lgﬂ embrace.
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1L
Into my garden am I come,
To breathe the /ily’s foft perfume,

That {cents the facred grove ;
To blefs the vale of heav’nly flowers,

Where keeps the {poufe her happieft hours,
And waits her laft remove,
B 11 N
¢ I comr”-—the bridegroom gently cries :
“ O coME,” the gentle bride replies,
¢« And {fmooth the rugged road :
¢ He comes! His chariot-wheels I hear!
““ He comes ! and fhall my fpirit bear
“ To r1s UNSEEN abode ! ”

HE SINNER’S RESOLUTION.

L.
E T the world afk what they will,
And let Heav’n their wifh fulfil;
This be that for which 1 cry, "
oave me, Fefus, or I die.
I1.
“ Doft thou afk—what thall I give?” |
Lorp ! I afk that I may live;
And thro' all my life may cry,
oave me, -Fefus, or 1 die,
111,
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1L 1
< Speak again, what wouldlt thou haves E
<« Thinkeft thou that I can fave ?” %
Yes, my God—I do, and cry, - g
Save me, Fefus, or | die.

IV.
Nor do think—the thing I afk,
Is for thee too great a talk 5 K
Thou, whole wif{dom built the fky,

Sure can fave me jrom o die.
V

Nothing, Lerd, is hard to thee,
Nor impoflible to me :
If thou wilt but hear the cry,
Save me, Fefus, or I die.

, VI.
Here, then, would T make my moan,
Till I fhake the eternal throne;

Till I hear my God reply,
¢ Go in peace-—thou fhalt pot die !”

THE SURE PETITION)

I.
' THAT I might for alking have, . }
What well I know my foul would fave;
"T'would then be feen, beyond a doubt, _'"
Whether I would be fav’d or not.
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11.

1 could not, furely, be fo ba{%.',

As to rejeét fo rich a grace,

That bids me only afk and have

What well I know my foul would fave,
Il

Come then, my Gobp, the offer make;

I afk thee, Father, for His fake,

Who died for this, that I might have
What well I know my foal would fave.
IV,
Repentance, faith, and pard’ning love,
The hope affur’d- of heav’n above ;
All thou can’lt give, or I can have,
That, well I know, my foul would fave,
V.
This then I afk, and now believe,
In atking that I {hall receive ;
" And rife with Him—who left the grave,

‘With full refolve my {oul to fave.

CEASING FROM SELF.

I,
" W O U’D be all:that:I am not,
And every thing I ought ;
My faul without a fingle fpot,
And pure in every thouglit.
E

II'l
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11,
I wou’d be patient, gentle, mild,
In every with refign'd ;
The model of a little child,
To every good inclin’d.
IiL.
I wou'd be prudent, kind, and meek,
In love each wound receive ;
When {mitten, turn the other cheek,
And then the foe forgive,
1V,
I wou’d in pain, in grief, and lofs,
Be thankfully content ;
Look up to Him who bore his crofs,
And on to Caluary went., | :
V. ]
I wouw'd be all I ought to be; |
Thro’ grace it thall be done : '
My God, I would be all like Thee,

And that is all in oNE!

THE EXILE’S COMPLAINT

1.

H, woe is me ! conftrain’d to dwell
In Mefech’s dark abode s

With Kedar’s tents, like Moloch’s cell,
Remote from Irael’s God.
1.
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No more the Charmer’s voice I hear,
Nor Zion’s tenrple fee ;
No more her {ongs delight my ear,.
With facred melody.
HI.

How long, my God, how long thall I
Be banith’d thuas from home ?

O hear thy exile’s mournful cry,
And, at my crying, come.

THE SINNER'S WISH

il

I.
WOULD, Tyou know'(t how fam I would

Be all thou bidft me be :
And {o would I—if {o I could,

Be what thou art to me.
1L |
Holy, benign, fiocere, and juft,
In every work and word
Put all my confidence and truft
In thee, my gracious LoRrD.

I11.
But I, alas! am all impure,

Uarighteous, and unclean;
My will perverfe, my heart obdure,
My every action fin. .
E2 | 1V,



IV.
Nor can T be but what [ am,
Till thou my foul renew :
Increas’d my guilt and guilty fhame, .
With every day, I view.
V.
Since day by day my fins increafe,
And every day my ftate,
I fear—ere yet my moments ceafe,
But aggravates its fate,

\'2 ¢
But O, my God ! aand muft I then

For better wor{e become ? |
But ah! withhold the dread AMEN,

Ard revocate its doom !

CONSCIENEE DISSATISFIEDN
Altered frim HERBERT. |

I.
EACE, Confcience, peace—no longer frovsg
Nor turn my glory into grief'; :
Since JESUs views me as His own,
Why fhould’{t thou envy my relief ?
Or mufic’s charms found harfh to thee,
When mufic’s Charmer fings in me ?
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II.

o more I'll heed thy peevith cry,
My ears far fweeter {ounds employ ;
Iy voice fhall join their harmony,

Whofe fongs attune extatic joy :
nd it thou.dofk thy ghy/ intrude,
have what fhall that ghg# exclude,

111.
his then I give thee now to know,

That what I mean is jEsus’ blood,,
hat thro’ my pilgrimage below,
Shall cleanfe and fit me for my God
or leave thée power my foul to tear
Vith terror’s-rod, or guilt’s defpair,
1V,

nd if thou fill remain morofe,

Beides what is already done,
Il nail thy malice to the crofs,
And leave thee to expire alone ;

hat bloody crofs on which nEg died,.
'ho for us BOTH was crucified..

V.
eafe then; thou clamorons ingrate,

Thy gracelefs murmurings give o’er 3
here, look into that book of fate,

' And fee thy crimes exift no more s
J, then, unite thy voice with mine,

rcace, Conicience, peace! for Chrift is TiNg 1

l
i | E3 | THE
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THE PRAYER OF JABESHE,
Paraphrafed. 1 Chren. 1v. g, 10.

ORE honour’d HE than all his father’s houfe
Belov'd of Gop, and lovely as His fpoufe :
Behold him ftand, and as he ftands, exclaim, |
‘“ Gop of my firength—my worfhip, and my flame|

By whom [ live—by whom, alive, [ move,

Whofe law I reverence, and whole word I love.

Tho’ born to {forrow, as conceiv’d in fin,

Now fhall mv hope a better life begin ;

TH1s then my prayer—my prayer to thee afcend;

My father’'s FATHER—and his children’s friend !
¢¢ Come then, thy blefling on thy fervant pour,

Earth’s needful raias, and herb-refrefhing thow'’,

Enlarge my borders as the promis’d land,

W hile num’rous flocks in countlefs order {tand ;

My labours profper, and my fubflance blefs,

With {miling joy, and bounty’s large increafe :

Let 1sRAEL’s ftrength my every want {upply,

Blefs me thro’ life, and fave me as I die.

But, above all, thy mercy’s pow’r dilplay,

And keep from evil—thro’ this evil day ;

et no vain thought, no vile ambitious aim,

Defile my conicience, or difgrace thy name ;

But, fav'd from all, do thou my foul defend,

Thro' life my father—and in death my friend.”

Thus JABESH pray’'d—while 1SRAEL’s Gop replic

““ Thy prayer is granted—nor one wifh denjed!” |

)y W

THOUGHT]
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HOUGHTS ON REVELATIONS, IV. 1.

1

s O M E hither up,”—methinks I hear,
| My well-beloved fay,
t ¢ Thou nothing haft from me to fear,
/¢ Rife then, make hafte away.”
- IL
My Saviour, if the voice that calls
Is {ure and only thine,
Whate'er would hinder or befalls,
‘Thy will be done, not mine.
HI.
But O, affure me tis thy voice,
Repeat it, Lord, again =
*Tis thine, I know it by the joys.
That gladdens every vein,
A AR
Speak on, dear Lord, I thee intreat ;
And what doth jEsus fay ?
Once more he doth the call repeat,
“ Arife, and come away.”
V. ,
I come, my God ; what is thy will
I join thy fpiriv’s prayer.
“ Meet me this day on Zion’s Hill.”
My God, I'll meet thee there..

CONFIDENCE
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CONFIDENCE OF HOPE.

Hebrews 1v. 16.

L.

H E L P me thou, whofe help alone
Can perform the thing I want ;.

Hcip me thou, to whom I groan,
Left before thy feet 1 faint..
II.
Fclp me thou, whofe faithful word:
Is the rock to which I flee ;
VWaiting til thy love afford,
What thy word has promis’d me..
111,
Or at leaft what I believe
Is for me as well as al] 5.
WEo, made willing to receive;.
Never ceale for help to call..

IV. -
Look then, Saviour, and expeét,.

As thou haft the promife made,
That, tho’ feeming to reject,

We remember who has {uid, .

V.,

“ He that afketh fhall receive s

‘““ What ye afk ye (hall obtain:
* Tis my Father’s will to give,

“ And ye fhall oot afk in vain,”

' Vi,
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VI.
Be it then as thou haft faid =
All we afk to us be giv'n

Here on earth our daily bread,
And in death the bread of Heav'n !

THOUGHTS ON MATT. VIL 2

1.
AVIOUR —if thou wilt, thou can'ft
Make me all I fain wou’d be ;
And, if what thou can’ft thou wilt,
I fhall, foon the promife fee.
I1.
Nought in nature can prevent
What thy love refolves to do ¢
Love as ftrong as permanent,
Soon can make all old things new..
| 11,
Only then let love have leave
To compleat the work of grace 3
I hall then thy joy receive,
And fhall ftand before thy face. =
IV.
I, the moft unfit to live,

Shall be then made fit to die »
I, who now can.fcarce belicve,

Then on wings of faith fhall fly &

rf PO

A THOUGHT
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A THOUGHT oy MARK, X

I.
“ HAT will 1, Lord, that thoy thould’ft do!

What art thoy willing thould’ft be dot!
Becaufe whate'er thou-haft in vicw, '

The power is in thyfelf alone.

I,
But if T muft to ths reply,

And {o muft needs ap an{wer make .-
nen, while before thy feet I lie, :
Now fave me for thy mercy’s-fake,.

[11..
Save me from al] | yet remain,

From al] [ have, and all T am +
My fallen pature’s fpfy] ftain,
From guile, hyprocrify, and fhame.

IV..
Save me from fpal unbelief,

From heart-impurity and pride ¢
From the dire pangs of endlefs grief,.
And every curfe on earth befide.

Vi
77is then’s the anfiver that [ give;

O let it not my Lord offend '
It *tis thy will that I fhoyld live,

Anfwer, and fhew thylelf my friend;.

Vi



T 590 1
VI.

friend to me, as unto thofe

Fhom, tho’ thy murderers, thou didft love 5
Bhat, pumber’d thus among thy ‘foes,

81 may with them thy friendfhip prove.

..-"..
k]
L1}

§ THOUGHT ON MALACHI, II 2

H E N wrath divine un(heathes the fwerd
With men or nations to contend ;

8o can abide thy coming, LORD,

§Or who thy fcrutiny withftand 2

e man that loves, and only 4e ;

#d may that man of love be me !

ITHOUGHT ON JEREMIAH, XVIIL 7.

1.

HEN Juftice draws her penal {word,
_ The two-edg’d faulchion of the Word,
fUr points the glittering dart 5

g1 15 the moment of addrefs,

pe dread uncertainty of grace,

0 kill or fave the heart ?
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11.

But, oh ! how hard ’tis not to fear,
That what fo dreadful doth appear,
And fbocks the trembling {oul,

Hath not another end in view,
And comes in vengeance to purfue
The finner to his goal ! _5

THE TRUE TIME-SERVER
Either:in Religion, or out of it.

HATE’ER ‘we praife, be fure you yield ita
. And what we cenfure, you muft cenfure t»
What we deny, -you mult deny with us,
Or we affert, you muft affert it thus :
Mult {ay, unfay, firft fwear it, then abjure,
And thus damnatisn, and-its gold, infurc !

THE PRAYER OF FAITH

"H O would the image of his'LorD retriet
Partake His nature; and Hisamind receiv
Auft aik in faith, not doubting or afraid
To plead the promife that Himfelf hath made :
Yet patient wait, till grace his will fubdue,
The fire his drofs, the {pirit his heart regew :
D '

1
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l to his own, as in the world’s efteem,

#81: fits the crofs, as that now fitteth him ;

{tretch’d at length, he fhall a conqueror die,
8 1tomb with Him, and then remount the fky !

WEAPONS OF WRATH.

IND, rain, and hail, with lightning’slivid glare,
The thunder’s cannon, or the comet’s flare ;
®lapue, earthquake, famine, peftilence, or blood,

B he flying locuft, or o’erwhelming flood :

Bl thefe, and more, when more demands the rod,

& ompofe the {courge, that vindicates its God !

A D Vv 1 € E
From Horace, B. 1. Od, 11.

EEX pot, dear friend, whate’er thy lot below,

U By magic arts thy length of life to know;
far wiler he, who, fatisfied with fate,
0 Heaven refigns the period of its date,
Who fix’d the fhore a girdle to the fea,
s X’d time’s limits to mankind and 2hee :

atch then the hours, for as we fpeak they fly,

?appy to live, but happier ftill to die.
; K ON
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ON LITERARY OBSCURITY,!
From OV ID. -'

O W many a gem, unfeen by human eyes, |

Eatomb'd in earth a fpakling embryo lies: |
How many a rofe, negleted as the gem,
Scarters its fweets, and rots upon its {tem,
So many a mind, that might a meteor fhone,
Had or its genius or its friend been known ;
Whof= want of aid from fome maternal hand,
Still haunts the fhade, or quits its native land !

TO A FRIEND.
I TH faith content, tho’ far from home,}|
In hope of brighter joys to come,
Let every thonght thy heart improve,
Take Sharon’s rofe, and Zion’s deve.
Ir. meek-ey’d peace and pure defire,”
As days increafe, or years expire,
Make, every moment of your life,
Some noble ftretch in virtue’s firife.
Heav'n then (hall crown your earlieft days,
Reward your toil, and {pread its bays ;
Unite your heart in {acred bands,
Binding cach bleffing on your hands.
So fhall your life a model be

Of art.~fs, meek ferenity ;
Like Noa)'s dove that {ought his breaft,

Eternity's vaft ark—your reft !
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ON FAITH AND HOPE.

ELESTIAL twins! alike from Heav'n beftow’d,
R 4 Their fountain’s mirror, and the arm of God.
fach for its end, by Wifdom’s plan defign’d,

Fo fave from guilt, or purge the unhallow’d mind s
et latent both—till love, divine efle(t,

plufc her odours, and infpire the act!

]

ON GRATITUDE

[AIL heavenly gueft! thou balm of life, all hailt
f 1 Thou cure of grief, and every mental ail !
| yfelf the hand that fickly hearts reftores,
fhom Enyy hates, and, as (he flees, adores:
fhou 100 the health of each recover’d mind,
fom envy loofen’'d, and from pride refin’d.
hou all-content—whate’er thyfelf denied,
bheav'n be pleas’d, and: God be glorified.
Jrou that with eyes of placency can fee
foe’s elcape, or friend’s profperitys
pylelf no intereft, and thy hand uo fhare,
Ve what thy love for candour loves to bear.
hou humble form, that feel't thy own defert,
Bd of: lament'ft the callous of thy heart:
Jwail’lt thy: want of piety to Gop, -
bd forc'd fubmiffion to his chaft’ning rod.

F 2 | Yet
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Yet not defpond’ft, becaufe thou doubteft not
The righteous portion of thy meafui’d lot:
A lot defign’d thy fortitude to prove,

And then reward thy gratitude of love.

ON THE |

WONDERS OF ELECTRICITY

And other Branchesof Natural and Experimental

ATL, facred art! fure guide to nature’s lavg

Whofe each effe@ but proves the primal caufig
That great Supreme, whole all-.commanding fkill |
Befpoke 2l being, and diredts its wills ;
Himfelf a centre that no limit knows,
And whence creation, as its fountain, flows;
Whofe lightnings here in miniature are feen,
\Wh:ie crackling burlts of thunder fnap between.
Here thocks eleéric fhake the vital frame,
And cool conduftors trail the eleftric flame;
The wond’ring crowd in dread expeétance ftand,
And join their fhrieks, ere well they join their hand§
Their diftance nothing, and their numbers nought, §
More heen than arrows, and more fwift than thoughg
From link to link, from pole to pole they fly,
And ere its twinkling mect each gazer’s eye. .-
Tremend'g



L 65 &

-

8 remendous fign of that tremendous Power,

W hole eyes are lightninz, and his arm a tower;

i.u word a fword, that at a firoke can part

& he joints and marrow of the human heart;

Wnveils the bottom of the mental deep,

@ here midnight thoughis in midnight ftupor fleep
Bnd hews mankind, what elfe had ne’er been known,
; hat human wiz and human ;Sr:'de are one.

But ceale the Mufe, left virtue's cheeks thould burn,
F"f-'l.- ad back to {clence and its fource rerurn.

Ree then His hand by each jult balance known,
Qnd its vaft force from mighty levers fhewn,

® hile pliant pullies, in dependent (tate,

§ith teuth divide the labour and its weight..
Ehe pond’rous magnet, of majeflic code,
Rttralls its obje@, and fupports the load;
Popofing poles, oppofing poles repel,

Bnd each with each ftrives mutual to excel.
dcre refilefs meteors their long vigils keep,

ind roving comets in their orbits {leep;

fr, lett at large; velocity immenfe !

? hpw fly, and range the vaft expanfe!

yere polar {uns as polar ftars appear,.

gnd optic art pervades each hemiflphere ;.

B luced prifms the folar rays divide,.

Jazzle the eye, and mock the tulip’s pride.
ere nature rous'd, lhier fecret pow’r unfolds,
While peerlefs Pitt * Ker fecret pow’rs controls,

* A famous itinerant EleSlrician.

F3 Leffeny
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Leflens the thock, or bids its tesrors ceafe,

Uawinds the {crew, and all we hear is—peace,
Go on, great bard, and fhake the eletric rod,

Till fools grow wife, and Atheifts own a God !

EXTEMPORE THOUGHTS ON
DISCONTENT.

GO! thou bafe, ungrateful fiend! ~

Who nor know'ft nor haft a friead s
Yor ever rafh, for ever rude,
Xirror of ingratitude!

-Cavle of in, and fcource of ftrife,
Bane of health, and curfe of life;
Author of domeftic jars,

Milchief, murders, feuds, and wars;
- Hating all that’s great or good,

D:fzzntznt thy daily food,

Never dwells a moment’s reft,

In the {uburbs of thy breaft:

Ever pain'd at wildom’s plan,

Like difpleas’d at cop and man:

Selt-{ufficient, mean, and weak,

Prone to flander as to {peak;

Full of malice, full of fpleen,

Poi{opous as an alp, and keen;
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_':.:" more at leifure than at eale,

Within whofe breaft is hourly felt

B!l the pangs of envious guilt,

fuilt that, confcious of its rod,
fents 1ts lathings at its God';

purs'd with all that £n/e can feel,
'tter antepaft of hel!

furn thee, fiend, from all thoy art,
fent the ravings of thy heart,

8 the bofom of thy God,

furle the crime, and kifs the rod;
pry alond, and vocul tell

fhat thy leaft defert is hell;
Fhat to hell, and to its woe,
1l thou art deferves to go:
Phen thall He, who made thee, fave
ot thy body from the grave;
Jut thy life’s immortal breath
rom the jaws of endlefs death s
Viere they endlefs death lament
ho lie down in DiscoNTENT !

Bnd whom nor Heaven nor earth can pleafe;

Tux
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Tae REAL AND ONLY Cause, OCCASION, Avf
MoTIVE OF QUARRELLING, DISPUTATIONE
AND RFfSENTMENT, IN ALL MATTERS UE
CoNTROVERSY, WHETHER CiviL, POLITICALE

OR RELIGIOUS; TRACED FROM THEIR an
SIMPLE AND EFFICIENT SOURCE..

From whence come wars?  James iil. I.

ROM vain conceits, that wilful blunders mak§
From pride that gives, what no man’s pritg
will take: :
Offerce, affronts,. in each a thoufand airs;
That fumetimes cofts more than a /ife repairs:
Femazle ambition 10 be afways right,
As thone the {un to be alone our light:
The chi'difh fear of contradiftion’s thought,.
T:at polnts an error, or that hits a blots
The coxcomb's boaft of fnding fomething new, B
Iz{tead of following what’s the prefent, true; |
The {eif-preferring victory to truth,
ad {wear that bad, that is at worft uncouth;
if true wildom had not eyes to fee

5 I
Ibat TruTH itlelf’s the greateft viltory.

tbt1>

ol

.I!

Inftead of this, our intereft or applaufe,
i thought of far more moment than the laws
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bf nature’s frame, or all her fpheres contain,
he sun’s vaft orbit, or its regent’s reign.

Bl this is nothing, when compar’d to HIM,

: hofe a// depends on fome new-fangled whim.

E « Not credit me! what, contradit my word !

f And give the lie to a two-legged lord !

¥ "Tis not the thing, nor is it to be borne;

f Sir! I refent it, and demand return:

¥ My honour’s hurt, and that is more to ME

$ Than if whole worlds were fmother’d in the feat"

¥ So then, you find, if nothing elfe withftood,
I'hole men of words would foon demand your blood.
Jiipe knows no bounds, when -ooce its zeal is
'. fir'd, - |
dnd ftamp’d religion, becomes hell infpir'd s

Jor then come priefls, inguifitors, and fords,

[he holy falres, ané the facred fwords;

f'hile, ftep by flep, as magic quits her cell,

jou pack fiom Carfex *, and thenceforth to hell?

 Now fee the harmlefs hero of debate,
Ehe_fittle Cefar of his learned {tate,

trutting, amidft the letter’d group he ftands,

Ind, as he reafons, full aflent demands;

/1 thinks it {trange that rationals fhould doubt,
he’s the man that found the fecret out;

it lealt difcover’d, in that myftery,

h’hat the ficlt finder had not eyes to fec;

.% A prifon in Oxon, where the martyrs were kept.

i And
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And thus improv’d, commands your tongues to raife
A thund’ring tribute to his matchlels praife,.
Such tkings are men! ror is the fault confin'd
T o names or felts—it feizes all mankind : .
Kings, thieves, and faints, philofophers and fools, |
T ho dance the roftrum, or who damn the {chools, |
Learn'd or unlearn’d, in this they all unite,,
Whoever’s wrong, himfelf is in the right;
And each his reafons, as he has his rod, ;
'Fo {courge who fpurn, or bold difpute his nod; §
Dares fay, * Tis not, becaule it cannst be,”
While pride will have impoflibility !

Thus then it is, and fo has ever been,
Sioce man, the mafter, grew the flave of fin:
The fault is old, fo early it begun,,
And will keep on until the fetting fun
Rife on new worlds, and a new glory fhine
Around the creature, as at firft, divine. :

Then, feen alike, we fhall one judgment form, §
One lamp fhall light us, and one ardor warm; |
Or where diffent, if then diffent can be,

We {hail at leaft in this one point agree,

That build who lift, with ftubble or with ftone,
One truth there is, that fwvallows all in one,

A Truth eternal as the etern:l Sire,

His own refemblance, and His Nature’s fire,
That feif-exiftent Tike Himfelf is found,

His Being’s glory, in etersal round:

That fill'd with Him,. flls all beneath, above, |
¢ That cop is truth; and that that truth is Live' B

THOUGHT'§
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d THOUGHTS ON LUKE, XVIL 8.

HO then believes one fingle word that’s faid,
| Or tries his heart, while it informs his head ?
gBut all’s admired, and all advanc’d is true,

Il gofpel bere, however flale or new:
8Vou can’t miftake—with us you muft be right,
Bour guides are grey-beards, and your leaders fight.

g Thus preachers dote, till they themfelves believe,
ot more afraid to err, than to deceive:

S0 every Pope, and every prater’s heard,

{But where's the threat'ning for lukewarmnefs fear’d ?
Phere found the care lelt grace fthould not improve,
f0r who bewails his want or. lofs of love?

¥/lere the contrition for tranfgreflion paft,

[0 that repentance that exults at Jafk? . _
Where found that FarTH, that only can remove

he mountain-load, whofe flowing forrows prove

Their genuige fource—and, by effettual grace,

Relieve the conlcience, and its glooms efface?
his Faith the victory that the world o'ercomes, -
nd yet no glory to itfelf aflumes;
Treads fin and death beneath its conquering feet,
Yet owns all Mercy from the Mercy-fear?
Again —where found the meek and lowly mind,
To ftrangers courteous as the fallen kind ?

In one thort word, where is the MasTER feen,

That beft of patterns, as the beft of men?
" ~ Thro'
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Thro' whofe whole life, to the laft bleeding wound
No f{pot was vifual, and no wrinkle found. :
Go then, ye worms! ye painted pageants hear, ?
Acd feeling, live the cop ye boatt to fear :
For kuow, ’tis not whofe boldnefs calls Him ¢ LORD,
Struts io His name, or arrogates His word ; :
But he who trembles at His holy law,
Whom Mercy pities, as fhe holds in awe;

Who really fav’d, beyond all fora is borne,
Mark’d by His hand, and fit for His return !

R E L I G I O N,
A4 CTPHER.

1.

LOOK round the globe, and looking f:e,
How few have been, or being be, K

That {eek their real good:
By paflion bound, or flaves to fin,
Tho’ gay without, oft wreck’d within,
As fatyrs of the wood. -
I,
The gifts of nature, wealth, or time,
In riper age, or manlier prime,
Abforpt in pleafure’s lore;
from childhood’s infancy to youth,
To fallehood prone, averfe to truth,
The Gircean cop runs o'er.

it f
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I11.

Save where hard Hunger's meagre fare,
Neceflity's corroding care,
Compels to labour’s gain;
The whole employment and intent,
Is one invention to prevent

The heart from thinking pain.

1V,

Hence various means and modes employ’d,
To pleafe what is fo often cloy’d
By pleafure’s fad return |
The longings of th’ immortal mind,
To thirft for higher joys defign’d,
And will for ever burn.

V.

Hence Luxury’s wild extravagance,
That fpares nor labour nor expence

Lo feale the feeling breaft ;

Prevent the heart from folemn thoupht,
Left, by its want, to thinking brovght,
It feek a better reft.

VI.
Nay €’en Religion’s moral veil,
Is but the painting of a fhell,

From whence the fubftance flown;
Or formal Jtatue, fculptur'd fine,
Made by the artift's hand to fhine

an hypocrite of flone.

G VII.
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VII.

Such is the ftate, and{uch the cafe,
Of myriads of the immortal race,
All fons of high renown;
eceiving, and alike deceiv’d,
They live as of all fenfe bereav’d,
Tlhen die to live undone.

VIII.

But this oot all—there’s {till a worle,
A {orer, and a fadder curfe,
That’s in relipion found ;
Where e’en its votaries are feen,
Gop and the world to fplit between,
Unhallow’d as unfound. °

1X.

Its priefts and preachers, proud or vain,

Read for reward, then fpell for gain,
The harvelt of an hour:

The Gofpel, mangled or conceal’d,

Or little more than half reveal’d,
Conveys as little pow'r.

X.

The hearers dead, or half aflecp,
Do but a drowfy vigil kecp,

E’en at the noon of day;
Fcel much the fame of grace or fin,
Then nod their {alutation, grin,

And thus conclude the play.
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XI.

But, oh! thou jealous Gob, and true,
Thon know’lt this muft, and /ba// not do:
Thy thunders {peak thy wrath:
Arile then, for thy glory’s lake,
| Into thy hands the matter take,
E And break the enfetter'd floth.
: XIL.
E Arife then, and by thy pow'r divine,
. Command the light once more to fhine,
« And every cloud difpel;
; O’er all the earth thy fpirit pour,
| Till earth fhall feel the glorious fhow'r,
EE And Heav’n the wonder tell!
:

i-————————_—

|
!

'"HE FRIENDLESS SEARCH.

I
Counld 1 find fome bofom friend,

To whom I might reveal
| My b0f0m fecrets, and depend
Their friendthip would conceal !

1.

One whofe kind counfel and advice

[ fafely could belizve;
And who, in turn, however wile,
My counfel would receive.

G 2 III,
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JiI.
initend of this, tho’ far or near,
As banifti’'d ard nukaown,
Nec cne would drop the friendly tear,

Or {igh the alt:rpate groan.

IV.
Back 1 fhould come, as forth I went,
Urealy and diimay’d;
With caule {ufficient to repent
My folly thus betray'd.
V.
ew wou'd fo much as hear my plaints,
Much lefs my plaints retrieve;
And, tho’ I fhould make known my wants,
My endlefs tale believe,
VI.
«« Go hence,” they’d fay—*¢ don’t trouble u;
«« \We've troubles of our own:
¢ Relides, you make too great a fufs,
¢¢ So prithee, man, begone.”
| VIL
This would be all that T fhould get;
And vet what can I do?
There ne’er was partridge in a net,

That wou'd not gladly go.

VIII.

Thus reafon’d 1, like Reafoning’s fool,

And murmur'd withont end:
Till Wildom biet me with a rule,

To find and chufe a friead.




o3

IX.
“ What, have you never heard,” fays fhe,
(And awful knit her brow)

“ Of {uch a place as Calvary,
“ And what is doing now ?
5
“ You cannot fure, fo ignorant be,
‘““ Whatever elfe you are;
“ And therefore, for the future, fee
* You make this thing your care.”
XI. .
Thus Wifdom f{pake, while T remain’d
A fpeltre caft in fone:
As confcious what her “words maintain’d,
Eternal Truth would own.
XI11.
Why then, T cried, my treaca’rous heart,
Haft thou deceiv’d me thus?
How could'ft thou know, and pot impart’
The fecret of the Crofs?
XI1II.
What love or pain, what JOY or grief,
Like His was ever foupd?
And His rich blood in full relief,
A balfam for each wouyd,
X1V,
And what His love, His friendfhip Is,
And what this i5, His pow’r s
Unchang’d as that eterna] biifs,
Where gods eternal foar,

G3 XV,



[ 78 ]

XV.
His friendfhip then my foul fhall feek,
Amidft the frowns of men;
Nor fhall the {mile of mortal cheek
Allugre my heart again.
XVI.

Ay heart, betroth’d to Him alone,
For Him alone fhall beats
And when oppreflion bids me groan,

I'll groan as at His feet,
XVII.
In fore temptation’s paffive hour,
When hofts of fiends draw nigh,
And threaten greedy to devonr
The {ouls that cannot fly ;
XVIII,
I then will look to Zien’s hill,
And let the Saviour kaow,
How gieat the danger that [ feel,
How fierce the threat’ning foe.
XIX,
In all my troubdles, fhort or long,
I will on Him depend,
Who only is my ftrength and [ong,
My Saviour, and my fiiend.
X X.
He wiil in time tranflate my foul,
Aad fix my lalt abode,
Where endlefs years as endlefs roll,
The eternity of cop!

——

THOUGHT
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L HOUGHTS ON GENESIS, IIL 19.

“ASTING each day ftill fafter to the tomb,
My parent duft faft feeks its parent womb.

B duff compofed, to dult I now return,

While the dark grave expects me in its urn:

But fit to Inhabit that tremendous cell,
Jhcrq men with worms, and worms with monarchs

dwell,
fh}' need 1 fear to lay this body down,

or tread the courts where death eredls bis throne ?
Why need 1 fear the regione of the dead!

The deepeft grave is but the fofteft bed.

Nor worms, nor death, the King of Terror’s fright,
Nor the dark fhades of {ubterrancous night,

Or need difmay, or can that mind alarm,
Lhat Mercy (helters with her friendly arm..

A fpirit, confcious of its peace within,
Preferv’d from horror, as preferv’d from fin ;-
 foul whom, and in whofe fpotlefs breatt,

ts Saviour’s mind and image are exprelt;

Whofe heart devated, and whole life of grace;.

Aims but to run and win the eternal days:
ike theirs be mine—I then fhall vie with them,

Vin the fame prize, and wear their DIADEM !

AN



[ 8 1

AN ALPHABETICAL ACROSTI

LPHA! the firft! and with the frft the laf)
Before the former, and beyond the paft; |
Creation's fountain, and the creature’s end,

Deftruftion’s terror, but creation’s friend ;
Eternal Father %, as eternal Son !

Firlt and the laft, the laft and firlt in oNE !

Great in thy ftrength, the glory of thy might;
Holy thy name, and holinels thy light.

In Thee I ftand, in Thee all creatures move,
Jehovah ! Lord! eternal God of Love!

King of thy faints, and glory of their-hope,

Lifc of their peace, their portion, and their prop. |
DMade bv thy power, let all thy power embrace, |
Nor lels admire thy juftice than thy grace.

O THOU, who art in all thy works the {ame,

Pure in thy will, as mighty in thy fame,

Quick is thy word, and fharper far than flee/, |}
Rending the confcience till its heart-ftrings feel. '}
Stern in thy wrath, the finner hates thy light, |
Turss from his God, and feeks relief from night, |
Vein man, to think Omnilcience cannot {ee, |
Unlels by day-light, when it thineson Zhee. .
Yoz then to Aim, whofe hand from Heav’n would hid
XERXES two millions, or a Xerxes’ pride, '
Yo {ons of earth, ye farticles of men, .
Z::ir1 fhall curfe you, till you curfe your fin!

* ffa. 1% 6.
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§0N DEPENDENCE, AS A
f SITUATION.

& H! cruel ftate! where hope is rack’d with fear,
e 3 'That {cals our bondage, as it prompts our care.
hile fancy, dreaming of fome better fate, .

guiles the labour of the- prefent fate,

fhe flu¢tuant mind, by various paffions toft,

pow rides aloft, and now immerg’d, is loft s

t after all our reafon to complain,

Ve hug the fraud that juftifies the pain;

nd Hope retrefh’d, like wheels frefh oil’d, purfues
er daily tafk, and daily vows renews.

| Thus, day by day, like mendicants in trade,
Ve dance attendance on fome promife made;

¥ith pleafing pain the profpe@t we furvey,
Ind fervile homage for the profpeét pay;
hich, tho’ a fhade, is eagerly purfu'd,
Vhile Fancy dotes, and calls the phantom ¢¢ Good.”

- Thus we go on, till difappointments come,

nd teach us wifdom, as they read our doom.

her mifs’d the objet that our wifhes fought,
teaft the comfort that our fancy caught,

fur {pirits ficken, as the profpect dies ;

et grown thus poorer, we are grown more wife,
Elld, taaght a leffon that the fo/ly cures,

Ve henceforth feek a fubftance that enduses..

ON
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ON VIEWING A BACK-GAMMON BOARD,

“ 4 quf difesmus, id docet.” V&T.

“ From what'we learn, by that were taught!

HA'T fome to fordid ends abufe,
Or others to lefs hartful ufe,
And only cheat themlelves at play,
By killing time and life away ;
Let us, asin a mirrer, {ee
Man’s life, and its variety ;
Where various caecks of mingled die,
Each in their rank alternate lie,
Ezch m2n a cHECK that fills his place,
And helps to form the mottled race ;
Each cHECK a lot by Heav’n allign’d,
As hitteft for its proper mind
The tvpe of Providence and fate,
That mark and modity each ftate,
And with its fpots of BLACK and WHITE,
Diiticguithing (like day and night)
cr partiz] griefs, allav’d with joy,
Cr comfiorts that thofe griefs alloy,
Ai witely plann’d and mix'd for good,
If fuch by mortals *twere but view'd,
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' ho partial fee and thanklefs moan,
Buother’s grief is not their own ;
thinking, tho® their feet he {ore,
§hother’s Shoe would pinch them moie ;
Ehnd (o complain, as all but they

* ere chequer’d for a fairer day :

Bhereas, could blindnefs but believe,
indneSs itlelf would then perceive,

d, with due gratitude, confefs,

Bho had the leaft, might ftill have Jf
¥ho had it not, or was denied,

& a5 not from ignorance or pride,

g0t from a principle as far

fom human ken, as that bright ftar *,
hat gilds the orbit of the night,

ffiom the reach of human fight ;

k¥ the great fun that lights the day,

gom being form'd for infants’ play.
preer, let this be as it will
fildom itfelf is wifdom fii)
hd this is evermore her rule
D fools (he is herfelf a fool,
hd alts, as far as ip her lies,

it the reverfe that they think wife
priounding, as confounded thofe
fho dare to Jift themfelves her foes
om whom the glories to concea

12t they affirm the can’t reveal,

b
.
»

2

* The planct Venus.

And
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And only to the wile makes known,
‘I"hat [ and Reéiitude are one,

Stay then, Impatience, and attend,
Your doubtings all {hall have an end ;
Ar :1 e, who ceuld not find the caufe,
Nor trace the genius of her Jaws,

I\ - with your compajjes mete out
What could be meant beyond a doubt,
Stail, to your f{irange amazement, fce
How contradictions could agree 3

At lezft, that what did thus appear,

Tz tuil as confonant as clear
¥ ien all the’as done, and and all he’as faid,
And ali that has this uproar made,

Shall at the laft relplendent fhine,
'T'ra nfp:lrent s the light divine;

‘T'ne mingling thadows fice away,
And darknels yield—to cloudlefs day;
Diftruoit and dubitance be o’er,

And cheguer’d {cenes perplex no more;
But perfe(t day or perfeét night,

L2 on¢ €ternal BLACK or WHITE.

Th
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THE LAW"OF'LIBERTY.

James i,

. -
[ e
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I.

HO’S he that’s bound, and yet 1s free,
and who, tho’ free, is bound ?

: 1s the man ‘of liberty,

@0r where is freedom found ?

11.

s found—and there *tis found alone,

W here Wildom holds the {way ;

& where, as feated op a-throne, . y
gl diftates we obey.

111.

Bile Naves to Vice the chains of fin

30 every corner woar ;

grelt without, nor peace within,

gom paflion or def pair.

: 1V.
8l Virtue's friends, the fijends of [eaven,
¥/ith all their various pain,

% that to whom 3t love is given,

& ith 2hem its Joys remain |

H TRANS.
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TRANSLATION OF TWO LATIN LINES!
WITT’S COMMONWEALTH,

€ IF niggard nature beauty has denied,

¢ Be want of beauty by its wit {upplied.”
So tho’ thy form or birth were both difgrac’d,
Yet not thy name or virtues are debas’d,

WHAT IS CONSCIENCE!

HE mildeft balfam, or the tharpelt fleel,

That wounds can wifh, or the unwoundedf
The fotteft pillow, or the fharpeft r0d,
The balm of bleflings, or the {courge of cop!

INDIFFERENCE OF DEATH; AS TO Th

ECUR’D the goal, what profits it'to know
How late we tarry, or how foon we go?
Time, heap’d on time, but multiplies our pam,
And prompts the loaded {ufferer to complain.
With days our griefs, with years our fins returd,
Frefh fprings of forrow, and frefh cauie to mout
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&k not then fond thy period to extend,

t view thy calling, and fecure its end;

Boced on for life, or rather fpeed to die;

Bifc is old age, and death its infancy :

Fhat blunts the fenfe, while this the foul unfheaths;
$hat, born anew, a new exiftence breathes.

Blcans'd from the dregs of Time’s impurer {prings,
-JL e looks with {corn on kingdoms and on Kings ;

i akmg her plumes, fhe fpreads a nobler flight,
find wings at large th* unbounded realms of light;
- as fhe flies, till gain’d her prime abode,

fhe {miles with angels, and enthrones with cop !

fA MEDITATION ON MARTYRDOM.

‘ S bleeding viétims, on the altar plac’d,
| With fcandal honour’d, as with chains difgrac’d;

¥heir hands with cords, their feet with fetters bound,
__,___-_' taunting foes their mockeries refound ;
Bee, with flow hafte, the indignant Martyrs come,
80 face their tortures, as defied their doom.
With joy they view the yet unkindled fire,
¥hen grafp the fake, and in its flames expire;
§lount the bright car, the chariot of their Friend,
fnd, like the Prophet, -on its wings afcead.

2 A RE-

T
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A REFLECT1O0ON.

OW deep thy judgments ! and thy pathlefs wy
No foot can tollow, as no eye {urveys.

Yet dark as deep, as infinitely right,
The counfels wifdom, and thy thadows light.
This Seraphs know, and, knowing it, adore,
Owa ali is wife, and fcratinize no more ;
Leave all, befides their wonder’s loft applaufe,
To Wifdom’s depths, and Heav’n’s unerring /awi/

THE WANDERING SHEEP RESTORED,

B GLORY be to God on high !”
Angels fing, and men reply;

The long loft fheep is found.

it firay’d abroad, ran far from God,
Bat now, reftor’d by 7efu’s bload,

Feeds on Emanuel’s ground.

There, in rich paftures led,
With caryeL’s flockis fed :
Drinks there the living ftream,
. That, in prophetic dream,
Grce o'erflow’d prophetic fouls;
And now, from the eternal rock,
Iz endlefs torrents rolis !

A THOUGHT
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} THOUGHT ON THE NEW YEAR, 148:.

ELCOME new time ! and kind farewell the
. palt;

I And welcome all that brings me nearer home :

Jore welcome {1l what fhall fucceed at lalt,

$And glorious raife thofe afhes from their tomb!

RUID DE MORTUIJgS»
“ What fay you of the Dead ;"

i “ WTOTHING of evil,” fay the wife
Becaule, unti] the body rife,
It is impoffible to tell,

E 1700 in particular’s in hell s

I And therefore all that we can do,
Suppoling Revelation’s true,

§ s but to fpeak in general terms,

 As that high oracle affirms ;

 And that is this, you may depend;
 Whoever lives and dies a friend

| To true religion’s righteous caufe,

| Her heavenly madates, rules, and [aws,

- Isfate fecur’d, and high will ftand

¢ Before the throne, at nis right hand,
- Whofe juftice dread will recklefs doom

E The finner to the wrath to come.
| H 3 A THOUGHT
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A THOUGHT ON PSALM, XLVIL;§

L
WHO prays or fings with all his heart,
He fings and prays aright ;
And fhall in glory bear a part,

YVith them who walk 1in white,
11.

Hz fhall the heav'nly chorus join,

And fhout the facred name
Of m1M that fits upon the throne,

And thus zdore the Lamb !

A THOUGHT ON MATTHEW, XXV. 2§

“ ELL done ” haft thou! but how mu'

better He,
W ho by his deeds has done fo well for thee!

TWho quitted joys that angels never koew,

On {wifer wings than angels ever flew :

Thy teing’s fource is then the caufe alone

Ot all that in thee, for thee, by thee’s done
The primal mover of thyevery thought,
Quench’d in its rife, or to perfection brought :
To Fim be, therefore, all the praife divine,
While ail the comfort and the favour’s thine!

A THOUGH
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— mEn m W —mw FTYE e T T ampayO

' A THOUGHT ON MATTHEW, XI. 8.

HO would bleft and happy be,
E Let the wilher come to Me.
E I am truth, and I am peace,

. Tam firength, and rightcoufnes;

% I am all he can receive,

I 1t he only can believe

E And if this he would, but can't,

‘ Still T will {upply his want.

This then need no difference make,
Since there’s fomething for whofe fake

Tho’ not Auis, it may be done:
SoI'll fave him for my owa,

A THOUGHT ON PSALM, LXXVIL 4.

HO' I mayn’t fleep, yet I can rife,
And pay my midnight facrifice
To Him whofe condefcending love

My meaneft offering will approve;

My thanks for all the mercies fhewn,
Aad all the bleflings 1 have known j
His pardon feck for every fin,

My crimes without, my curfe within g
My nature’s ftubbornnefs confefs,

Aud plead His blood and righteoufuefs:

To
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To Him my thoughts attentive turn,
And, as I contemplate Him, mourn,

To think that, after all He’s done,
He finds {o little of Hisown:

And yet, amidft it ali, in hope °

To lift my worthlels eye-lids up ;

To think, amidft the gloom of night,
I{ee a {park of {miling light,

And hear a voice, that, while it founds,
all other melody confounds,

And, while its mufic charms my ear,
Bids my aftonifh’d heart not fear :

““ Fear not (Hecries) I'm only come

‘¢ To bright the horrors of this gloom ;
““ Thy long loft quiet to reftore,

““ And waking rife to {leep no more.”

SPIRITUAL GRATITUDE

-

I.
O W vaft the love! that with its eye look
down, ~

And, kind as fair, can as it looks pafs by
The crimes that caufe e’en Grace to wear a frown,
And wake the voice whofe call would wake the &

I
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11, .

ich love is thine ! thou fource and end of all,
 Whom all fhall own, and at whofe feet fhall bend
s firlt bright hofts, while thefe on men fhall call,

t To aid their fong, and hail their {fource and end. -
I11.

or thou, my heart, with all thy want of grace,
Sm[t thou be /a/? to join thy hand or voice

fith fuch a band, whofe pride it is to raife

tA found that fiells, and fpreads, and fires its joys !

FRANSLATION OF THREE SHORT LINES
IN LATIN,

From Seneca’s Thyeltes (a Tragedy. )

OW hard on him, the thought of dying fits, .
Who, known to all, himfelf alone forgets.

e N T Sl S gt

RANSLATION FROM THE FRENCH
| of HENAULT’s Paraphrafe on the foregeing.

Y APPY the man whom pure oblivion hides,
& Knowing himfelf, the’ hid to all befides !

Feith 0o dread, no injury perceives,

‘gui]tlefs led, this life as guiltlefs leaves::

e, oh! how fad to him, tho’ all were known,
2 things car’d, died carelefs of his own !

’ DELAY
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DELAY NO SECURITY

HO feels muft think, whatever elle be do
He cannot but fome mifchief {irive to (e

"Tis not in Nature to avoid remorfe s
\Wiaen felt one evil, fhe forebodes a worfe ¢

And worfe that is, when, for fome prefent gain,
We {natch 2 moment to elude a pain,
That but encreafes as its time's deferr’d,

And, withits vengeance, brings its own reward!

THE CHRISTIAN VOYAGE, OR Tf
PILGRIM’S SAFE ARRIVAL

HR O various ftorms, by various tradts |
 fteer,
As tempefls drive, or driving tempefls veer;
Yet equal all, to one great haven bound,

At length arrive, tho' late the haven found:
Their fhatter’d barks the precious cargo land,

&nd {well the triumphs of the crouded ftrand.

¢ Pl
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j
b« PLUS LOIN, PLUS SERRE;

}
._i k
i

 The farther, the clofer.”

§ French Motto on-a Cage, from whence a Bird had
flown with a String tied fafl to its Foot : An Em-
R blem Likewife of the [ympathetic Power of Friend-
§ i}, where Hearts more than Perfons are united.

HE fafter I wing, and the farther I fly,
| The tighter the knot, and the firmer the tye;
g Like lovers united, tho’ afunder they part,
k The (tronger the paffion, the clofer the heart :
§ The diltance is nothing, the farther remov’d,
# The more they’re unfeen, the more each is belov'd.

g1 have no way then left my releafe to-obtain,
fBut to turn and go back to my prifon again.

g To my cage then, the houfe of my lot, I return ;

& And there, if I muft for my liberty mourn,

¥As well as I can my confinement I'll bear ;

E There are thoufands each day my captivity fhare.

g Like thofc then who hold me I’ll patient remain,

£ Till death (hall difcharge, or time foftes my chain,

ON
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ON RELIGIOUS PROFESSORS EXPOSING]
THE FAULTS OF OTHERS. |

HO for Ais crimes a brother fhall difown
Shall, in their turn, be pillsry’d for their o
And, having join'd to brand another’s name,
Shall want a fhelter to conceal their {hame;
The faults they publith as an embryo die,
While theirs thall glare and dance in every eye:
With every breeze the echoing air fhall rend,
¢ THis is the man who {pared not his {riend ;
¢ THIs is the man, who, for another’s {in,
¢ Hath dige’d a pit, and, diggiog it,. fell in'!

SIN, WHAT IS I T

HE law?s tran{greflion, that provokes its rod,
The ftain of nature, and infult of God!

Mark of its bow, whene'er his arrows fly,
To wound the object of its deftiny.

“ Curs’d is the man,” and curfed: fhall he be,
Where'er he's found, or wheiefloe’er he flee:
Earth fhall not hide him, nor fhall hell conceal
What Heav'n can witnefs, and will then reveal,

Go then, thou curs’d, where fouls accurfed go,
'To {corching fhades, and {cenes of burning woe;

Where joy is torture, and where demons roar,
And hope is banifh'd, to return no more !

A Tr
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FTRANSLATION OF THE PENITENTIAL SONNET

{oF THE FAMOUS MONSIEUR DES BARREAUX,
4 CONVERTED PROFLIGATE.

See SpeClator, Vol, VII. P, 149,

HY judgments, great Gon! are with juftice:
replete,

8 to man to be kind, to thy mercy is fweet -

Pt {o great is the evil thy creature has done,
g1t to pardon my crimes were affronting thy throne

¢, O my God ! fuch and fo great are my fins,
1o leave thee no powr, but in choofing my pains
pine honour oppofes itfelf to my peace,
4 ¢’en thy compaffion forbids my releafe,

0 fulfil thy defign, fince ’tis glorious as wife,
" the tears that I fhed, but offend thy pure eyes:

puader, ftrike~’tis high time—and for war render
| war, | ’

2l the caufe why Thou doft; as I die, Tl adore.
L Latk, on what part can thy thundes light down
LIS not all fereen’d by the blood of thy son !

y:

A WISHING
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WISHING ONLY, THOUGHT MISSPENT.

I.
Ought to be what I am not,
And ought to wifh it too;

But wifhing only is like thought,
That does itlelf undb.
Il
With time itfelf to wisH began
And but with time can end ;

From Angels firlt it {eiz’d on man,
Till man became a flend.

111
The former with’d what they ought nof,
The latter did the {fame;
In both ambition wifb'd the thought,
- And both reduc’d to fhame. -
Iv., -
To this perhaps you may reply,
““ They wifb’'d from good to i//;”
And, if revers’d, the charge will lie,
¢ e with but our own will,”
V.
If then I can, I'll with no more,
But try what Grace can do;
And fee if #ha? will end the {core
Of wants and WISHING teo!
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N0 ABSOLUTE SOLITUDE.

A LONE who live, -yet live not quite alone,

£ 1. Nor can, nor may ; for Thought, at leaft for dne,
Will bold intrude, and, with its mirrer’d face,

Vill brighten camforts, or refle difprace.

WDVICE TO THE M!S ER,

I

O, you, with all your load of peif,
Sufficient to enrich a fore!

Yet all abforpt in avarice’ Jelf,
Shrink at the chance of gaining more.

1L
¢ Go, gracelels wretch, and pine away,
{  Amidft the ftore that Faze has given;
E  Lay up again(t the rainy day,
| That fhats your bags and you from heav'n!

{  When you, no more by avarice ftung,
+ Shall for the want of aught complain ;
Save for the drop to cool your tongue,
And THIs, obferve, you'll afk in vain !

Iz CAUSES
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CAUSES AND CONSEQUE N CE

’V’FJ HO plants the feed the fruit will find,
Whether it pleafe or plague his mnind:
The feed he fows in time will come,

To prove his joy, or fix his doom,

Feware then what the feed when fown,

T s teo late to wifb 1t down,

FREE GRACE AT LIBERTU

I.
OD gives, yet takes—'tis all His v
And as He takes He gives ;
By which He makes His mercy known,
And praife for both receives.

IL
He gives the offer of His grace,
Or takes the grace away ;

Or worketh in a moment’s {pace
The wonders of a day.
111,
One day with Him’s a thoufand years,
A thoufand years as sne:
Ceafe then to teafe Him with your tears,
And let your gop alone.
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IV.
You need not doubt who fear his name,
His power, or his will ;
-‘-'j Nor (hall that heart be put to {hame

é—ha[ takes the hint, « Be i/l

; —
%OBEDIENCE TO PROVIDENCE IN EVERY
Pf DISPENSATION.

. Thsu ! whofe will doth all thy works command,

Be Thou my Guardian, and uphold my hand:
¥ herc’er Thou bid’lt, be #hat my chofen way,

’uhout reludtance, and without delay
vy, tho’ [ plead, do thou my plea deny,
nd kindly rigid, force me to comply.

'1-E_~ h
Ly

’MARS "AND FIGHTINGS! WHENCE COME
: THEY ?

ROM cruel Pride, and curs'd Ambition’s hate,
@. Irom Envy’s luft, and Mammon’s fierce debate ;
rom all that's earthly, fenfual, and infern,
®Vhere demors howl, and howling demons burn ;
¥rom that dark den where Satan fhews his (hape,
hom tatefmen worthip, and whom tyrants ape.
: Hdgf: then who hear, nor wonder fuch the fruit,

|Vhen hell’s the tree, and hell-fire rage the root.

I3 | ON
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ON PARTING FROM A FRIEND.

S forciag ftreams the {olid land divide,
A And rifing mounds disjoin the yielding tide;
As the keen wedge, impreft with pow’rful ftroke,
Rending the bark, divides the ftubborn oak :

So time or fate the dearelt ties may part,

Yet change not natare, tho' they rend the heart,
"Tha, like the rivers parted from the main,

Are but disjoin’d to re-unite again,

I NSINCERTITY,
The Bar to Happinefs.

L.
“ HEN I am afk’d, ¢ What would you have

I know not what to chufe:

I know, indeed, what I /bsuld crave,

But that’s what I refufe.
11,

¢« WWhy, then, if you may afk and have
The thing vou ought to afk,
22 1t be right to whine or rave,

As cruel were the tafk 2
II.
Wkv no, Idonot thinkitiss
But thil, I know not why,
*Tis natural for what we wifh
Both to repine and ¢ry.

;tl
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IV.
¢ *Tis fo—and ’tis what Nature pleads 3
But, pray, where’s reafon then :

? Or rather where religion’s creeds,
' To which fbe {ays— 4men {”

A S OLILOOQUY
Between Me and My/felf.

% I.
- NCE on a time, when all alone,
I put this queftion to my heart :
8 ¥ What fingle realon can be fhewn,
“ Why two fuch friends as we muft part 3
3 11.
My heart. then made me this replys
I wonder you fhould afk of me,
¢ o native prone to fpeak a Jye,
That truth and Ican ne’er agree.
I1I.
But here’s the reafon, I fuppofe;
You’re pleas’d to take me for your foe »
Whereas, if Imight ail difclofe,
"Tis wiLL’s the greateft of the #wo,
: 1v.
8 S0 that for your complaints of me, -
§  That I am from all good eftrang’d ;
"Tis then your place, if fo it be,

So fec and get my nature chang’d.

4

'
-
§
LN -
- L]
|:r -
)
'-l

%
"l
1
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V.
© You're right, my heart,” I cried, ¢ for once,
«« 1{ze ’tis not your fault alone;
¢¢ > Tis I and wi// that muft renounce
““ Jurfelves, and then the work is done.”

ON TIME'S UNCERTAINTY,

IME paft is gone, time prefent is the famg,
And only differ in the found of name.
Time paft, if near, is {urnam’d, ¢ yefferday,”
Ard prefent time will have the fame to {ay.
What is to-day, to-morrow Is no more;
And what’s to morrow—Dbut the day before ?
So change we names—Dbut things we cannot chang
And Time, like Death, holds on his annual rang;
Arnd hold he will; till we with Him fhall be,
rove with the tide, and mix eternity !

OFFENCES THREATENED.

OE to the aax ! whofe life his living fharg
Stabs his profeflion, as it blots his fame:

The dire effett 1s not his lofs alone,
A thoufand more may be involved in one.

How dreadful then, when thoufands may bewail
The fatal block o’er which they drove to hell !

DAVIDS
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DAVID'S WISH

Plalm xvii. 3.

FOLD up my goings in thy righteous way,
| Left pude beguile ine, and my footfteps firay;
%(t, wand’ring wide, I quit the narrow path,
sarieve thy {pirit, and incur thy wrath;

ghrovoke thy mercy to refign her care,

‘r.-

j#ind give me over to ifs own defpair.

i
..I
42
ir
f
H,r.

THE CONFLICT.

I
HILE Nature ftrives to conquer Grace,>
And Grace contends with Sin,
O what a conteft (as a race)
Thele bitter foes between !
11,
Nature refolves, at all events,
Pofleflion to maintain ;
g8 While Grace the incroaching deed refents,.
. Nor will refent in vain.
L - !
Grace pleads, what Nature cannot do,,
Her grand primeval claim ;
When Satan, with his brazen hue,
Pretends and pleads the fame.
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Iv.
By each attack’d, (a bloody field 1)
The Soul diftracted ftands;
Not knowing yet to which to yield,
She {preads her wrembling hands.

) V.
Come then, fhe cries, who beft can make

A lawful claim on me;
The ftrongeft fide I need’s muft take;
1 can’t divided be'! -

VI
¢ That’s mine (Appollyon cries) ’tis true

And to his text he flands
When, {wift as thought, Emanuel flew,
And f{match’d her from his hands!

THE QUESTION ANSWERED

HAT is the Sea? A world of {porting filte
And whav's ¢ the World? An o betuts
two difbes.”
And what’s a Difk, or what’s a thouland {core,
But like the Sea, when fill'd, will hold no more!
So Sza, Forld, Difh, howe’er replete with food,

Are Qill all empty of the only GOOD. -
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THE HONEST MAN.

HO kindly thinks, and, as he thinks, he
; {peaks ;

B4 pafs’d his word, his promife never breaks :

8.0 to difcern, as plainly can reprove,

bnd if deceiv'd, is but deceiv’d from love.

HE DOUBLE INFIDEL

N O ve! who fay “ The Refurrefion’s paft,”
X ¥ Or ye who its reality deny;

Encath this ftone, lies one interr’d at laft,

Whofe dying hopes gave both of you the Jye.

57_;' CAUSE AND EFFECT COEVAL.
VHE Caufe continued, the Effelt’s the fameh'

l Yet 'tis not this, but zha# which is to blame s
Bt leaft 247 moft, tho’ ¢4is in time may be

§he fame with 2ha?, as here we plainly fee: -

Bhe Caufe your finn, the Effeét is your diffrefs,

g fich, tho you mourn, makes not yaur fin the iqﬁ'.

DIVINE
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DIVINE EFFICACY.

HAT cannot Grace! what cannot 7efus 8
When with His firength His mighty bs
lays to.
He {peaks the #ord, and what was not segus,
Begins to guicken—and the work is done :
Blercy defcends, the life begins to move,
And all is ended, as commenc’d, i1 LOVE!

REAL WORTH, WHAT IS IT}

HA'T dies he worth, whofe worth, whenx
he dies, '
Speaks him worth nothing, bat what cank’ring I3
In his own hoard? Come, let-the anfwer out. §
. ¢ He dies worth nothing, and is damn’d to best.” §

T -— -

AVARICE, A HORSE-LEECH

“ NE hundred fir{t— but fure ’tis not the i
No, here’s a Second, come to {ee what's [}
And here’s a Third; and double this once more, B

You have the number that you wanted—Four.
“ r
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it no peace yet! My ftars, when will you £y 2

ome, pleafe your goodnefs, pray now make it Six
ere 'tis, you wretch—and now ’tis made up even,

ow you'll tamper for the facred Seyer,

thank you, Sir ; but is it perfect weight ?

beg your kindnefs to complete the Eight.

ev'n blefs your fifts! O bountedus hands divine!
i!flud coud’n’t you now, to fave me, make up N1Ng ?
?And Nine’s the number of the Mufes t60 :” —

}- what, you hound, can Mufes do for you !
Well, but my friend, to whom my heart is bound,
annot you add a Tenth, to make it round.”

E Tenth appears ; ¢ By Heav’n!I” Avaro cried,
ESE are my Gops } and, as He worthipp’d, p1ED !

[ UMAN ARTIFICE

I.
I all that Nature ever made,
Or ito fair exiftence brought,
From reptiles to ‘th;eir IOrci]_Y Iﬁead,
Endwd with méﬁbii, or its ihought;
II.. T
L Theres nothing that, for guile or art,
b Pretenice, deception, or deceit,
- Can Map exceed—except the part
' Heprides in placing at his feet,

K | 111,
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I1l.
Deceiv'd herfelf by the old Snake,
That by her ear infus’d her breaft;
1:ke him fhe holds the beaten track,
Nor follows fow in all the reft.
1V.
O, wretched man! and wretched pair!

That, once befotted and beguil'd,
Have deep entangled in the {nare

Their lateft and their faireft child.

| V.
Tempted by each, they tempt in turn,
Deftro@ion find, deftruftion bring;

And will, as long as meteors burn,
Or wily ferpents keep their fing.

WHO THEN CAN BE SAVED

E who repeﬁts—the man to whom 118 g'm’
By Faith to live, and, living, die for He

CAUTION IN COMMENDING BOY
| OR COMPANY.

HAT’s one man’s poifon, may be tol
meat
All can't digeff, tho’ all at times may eal.
Some are like bees, that poifons turn to foed;

And fome like toads, to poifon all that’s gedd
i
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{:'.", for thylelf—let no one’s creed prefcribe
€12t tho’ his ftrength no milchief may imbibe,
¥hy health may injure, and, what's hll far worle,
Ny taint thy heart, and leave thee to accirfe

Bhe fatal momenr, when thy folly's paze

Bno'd on another’s {lecve the cafting die of Fate.

fIBERTY AND BONDAG E

L.
? IS not who buys me is my Lord;
| Nor who is fold the fave:
But He whole right’s to give the word,
}  Such the dominion have.
I1.
g Then I may be, tho’ I am fold,
A true-born fon and free:
The bondage is not mine, nor gold
t  The price of Liberty,
8 - 1L
® What is it then that bondage makes,
Or what can fet me free?
§ Whatever hand your fetters breaks,
8 And {peaks your Jubilee,
IV.
g But whole is that, I want to know,
E  And what his feret name ?

l te.ll you, as you want to go o
"Tis I=behold the Lamb !

K 2 CAUSE.

g 1!
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CAUSEOF THE GAIN AND LOS§
OF FRIENDS.

4 RE riches thine, or does thy wealth encred:8
4. Then honour’s thine, and thoulands wifh i
peace + ;

But art thou poor, or are thy riches flown,
Then Friendihip flies, and every friend will from$

TRANSLATION FROM
Metam. Book I. |

T Hi1s command, the lawns their bofoms fpreg
The waods were clothed, and the vallies fijg

The {welling hills to clond-capp'd mountains rile, |§
Beas kifstheir fthores, and ftars falute the fkies! §

RELIGION OPPOSED TO BIGOTIS

““« ¥ Am of Paul,” Ssphronia cries,
““ A man as regular as wife.”

Well, you are of an humble mind,

And to Apollus feem inclin'd.

*' But I,” {ays thie, ¢ do him prefer,

“ Whofe {word cut off the fervant’s car:
{& A "
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¢« A bold Evangehift was he,

« So Peter is the man for me.” -

And now, good {ir, which way are you ?
You furely muft be fome way too.

Yes, o I am-——not him nor PavlL,

But truft in 1M that fent them all !

c A U § E §,
Moral and Judigial,

Of National Calamities and Commotions.

(YONTEMPT of laws, both human and divine;
Unbounded luft, and Bacchus’ drunken fhrine;

wbridled paffion, luxury, and vice,

hat fits for ruin, as it caus'd its rife;

frd-hearted Avarice, and Injultice’ paw,

at gripes the guiltlefs, and defies the Jaw ;

be pomp of pride, the fpleen of lawlefs pow’r,
hbition’s envy, and its thirft of wore

ligion’s fcorn, the hate of all reftraint,

f¢ poor’s oppreflion, and their mock’d complaint:

FThele are the crimes that mark deftruétion’s line !>
nd, unrepented, Britain, will be thine !

X3 ON

%
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ON READING
«“«THE CALL TO BRITAIN’

A Copy of Verfes by Philopatria.

REAT is the caufe, and fo far good the e
Kindly to aim a fraffur'd world to mend:

But better {till, when influenc'd from above,
Ve warn with meeknefs, and reprove from /Jove.
But hard the tafk; while in the lump we {trike,
To tth our own and others crimes alike ;

Since partial view'd, tis theirs our zeal condemm,
And thinks it virtue, when its cenfure blames ;
Not once refleting, that the pride of grace,
Stands 1o Heaven’s eye the fouleff of the race:
Scli-righteous pride! that, as it firft intrudes,

15 the firlt fin that Heav'n iifelf excludes?

CN THE FOUR CARDIKAL POINTS OF THE COMPAS,

N. E. & W.
Wnich, proferly ranged, form the Word NE WO |

'"ITH every wind that o’er this planet blow

Some tale is rumour'd, or fome rumo
‘flows :

To thele their with, to thefe is brought their doo

Bet #% the wiad that blows no good to fome.

-

Ye,
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kt, pood or ill, there are who uone refufe,
: 2ll's alike, fo be it founds like News.

& From the bleak Noreh, fee polar ftorms arife,

hile the (harp Eaft arrelts the freezing {kies ;

fhe wat'ry Ve/t dread {weeps th®> Atlantic fhore,

Bid blends her'tears with ftreans of -human gore *
Bill the foft South inclines the world to peace,

Bafts her fweet balms, and bids commotion ceafe !

* Wrote during the American war.

Wy

! DISAPPOINTMENT NO MISFORTUKE.

Thou hard and bitter pill 7 -

Curfed cure of many an ill;
Can'ft thou think it hard in me,
As thou doft, to deal with zhece;
And not only call thee names,

While my Mufe thy malice blames ;
But fhould try to extricate,

From thy hands the feals of Faz¢ ?

- Yet, T own, and muft defend,
‘Thou haft-often flood my friend ;
Right has been where I was wrong,
Tho’ my heart with vengeance ftung :

l Yor thou often haft preferv’d,
Even when my feet had fwervid ;-

| And
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And, by ftopping up my way,
Sav’d me from the Fowler’s lay:
This I own that thou haft bees,
And (tho’ rare) has fav’d from fin ;
Ard from #kis I'd have thee {till
Save me, tho’ againft my wil//;
Till the danger all is o’er,

And I peed thy help more.

«WHAT IS GOD
Attempted from the French.

AR from deciding what the great SUPREME!
Let us adore, with filent awe, the theme.
Myftery immenfe! that muft all thought excel;
And he a God, who what God is can tell !

TRANSLATION OF FOUR LINt
FROM HORACE. |

Book II. Satire vii.

£

In Anfwer to the Queftion,  Who is truly free

HE man that’s wife, whom neither fear of w&
Bondage, or death, can from his duty daurt

But, felf-fubdu’d, doth his own palffions {tem,
And, {elf-enjoy’d, the applauie of Fools contem?

ONEY
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ONE'S OWN THOUGHTS.

FYHO' nor inclin’d, nor tuturd to rebel,

, I muft confels my fingers itch to tell

% hat thoughts I think, what notes my fancy fings,
en turn’d her eyes on cannibals or kings :

et this I will, for this I may and durft,

fn oath declare, thefe laft are oft the worft!

t NO END OF CRAVING.
Thought from Horace, Book III. Ode xvii, Line 41,

& A / HO much defire, of courfe will want fiill more
Heaven grants an ample, tho’ a {canty ftore.
@ s not then what we want, but whatis givn;

ud thanks for this is what is due to Heav'n,

E———— L r

Woither Thought from Horace, Book I1L. Ode xyi.

5 THE lefs we afk, contented with our fhare,

B [0 larger boon will Heav'n bznign confer ;

g [l all beftow'd that Heav’n on earth will give,
fhall, remov’d, that Heav’n itfelf receive.

Ray‘?eé?im
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Refleftion on the foregoing.

YWHO only alks for what is Heaven’s high will
May ftill perfift, and be regarded ftill:

Since, after all, be it to monarchs known,
'Tis not their will, but mIs, that fhall be done,

O e s e

Conclufion.

BUT, oh! how hard, how arduous is the tafk,
Unhelp'd to linger, and unheard to alk !

'Midft thoufand fears and thoufand toils usknows
To wait the harveft from a feed juf fown !

What patient looking, and what dubious hope,
That now defponds, and now in fear Jooks up?
But this is fure—who fpake his word will keep;
¢« Who fow'd in forrow, fhall'in triumph reap.”

ON ONE MR, WALTER MILLER
A Martyr in Q. Mary’s Days.
Written by himfelf in L ATIN.

2 IS pot for crimes that T have dong, -
Or fins tranfgrefs’d apaint the lav,

That thus my judges tread me down,
And gripe me with their iron paw.
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»T4s for my faith in m1m who liv'd,
And died that I might live 1n Heav'n
For 'tis by this (that death furvxv’d)
1 feek that life His death has giv'n !

§ TRANSLATION OF SIX LATIN LINES,

n the Counter Title-Page of an old Sermon, on
' Luke xiii. 5. &y ARTHUR DENT.

]

HOE’ER thou art, that read’ft or hear’ft thefe

Ruickly repent thee, and forfake thy fins:

foi if new crimes with former crimes agree,

®hen this difcourfe will a fwift witnels be.

Bone late have heard, and well content have been,
Ro leck repentance, and forfake their fin:

Yo then, do thou (as thefe have done) the fame;

Rhcir peace thy portion, and their joy thy theme!

A THOUGHT ON ROMANS, XHI. s

HO keeps the law, and thus the law fulfils?
Not he who hates, and thus, a murderer, kills,

Bk again, who is it keeps the law,
d in whofe keeping Juftice fecs no flaw ¢

*Tis
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'Tis he who Joves, and, on this lovely plan,
Aéts all for cop, as cop himlelf were man ;
B:lieving, lov'd and found in Him alone,
\Who makes the fianer and the Saviour ONE!

TRUE LIFE, AND REAL DEATH.

HO’s he that’s dead ? The man that livesinf;
‘\/V Born once for all, but never born again,
But who's alive ? . The man that lives, tho’ dead,
Yet dies while living, like his living Head ;

In whom all live, that, dying, live to rife
With His dead Body, that once built the fkies!

«WHAT IS LIFE?

I,
Shart {adjourney to fome future place,
More fair or foul than that we leave behind:
Qur chanot-wheels the meafure of its {pace
That mark the goa/, and {wift outfly the wind,
IL.
The world an inn, where all who travel meet,

Till night comes on, when death itsguefls enchains;
At morn awoke, the refurrection greet,

And hail its joys, or {ink hepeath its pains. oJ
Sl
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I,

bited to each their portion or reward,
 To each affign’d the lot their /ife has giv'a -

b thele, the wages of their /in conferr'd;
On 2hefe, the gift of Righteoufnels and Hegy’s,

I THOUGHT ON JEREMIAH, XXIIL. 23, 24,

OULD you by none be known or feen,
To do an alt impure and mean,

Lind uomanly, or unjuft,
goreach of faith, or friendfhip’s truft ;
frile expreffion or a word,

at would not bear a fair record ;

fordid fentiment or thought,

hat fears to be in judgment brought :

pen in your breaft this Aint enrol,

There’s oNg that fees, and marks the whole f

 EXTEMPORE THOUGHTS.

I.

HO fimply feek the path of life,
And-meekly walk therein,

'.- Shall mifs a multitude of firife,
That waits rebellion’s fin.
1h-. " L . 111
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Il

They fhall elcape the Fowler's {naze,
And every bait difcern:

AVho gave them prudence to beware,

He fhall that prudence warn.
I11.
They fhall efcape the thorns of pride,
The fiery darts of luft;

Nor peed the withering leaves to hide
Its {candal or difguft.

IV.
They {hall not dread the fcorner’s fneer,
Nor churl’s invidious frown :
The {coff of fools they need not fear,
Nor make its curle their own.
Vv

But {afe preferv’d by Him that loves,
And will His own defend :
HE who their loving walk approves,
\¥ill love them to the end.
VL

Thus fhall the man that fears the LoRrD,
Thro’ all his life be bleft;

‘Til ftronger hope, at death, afford
A clearer fight of reft!

[

A SIMILE
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A S I M I L E

W TS S AP TER TN, VAT

-~

i § gleams the dog-{tar thro® yon cyprefs grove,

FL And, as it fhines, now brifkly feems to move,
b olimmering rays dart fparkling from its eye,

nd tempt the gazer to conceive it nigh

; thro’ the glades of mental darknels gleams

ame mental light that apes the Syrian beams ;
dlight call’d ¢ Hope;” but ah! how diftant far

e figur'd objet, or the figuring ftar !

JAN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT.

RE yet awake, I felt a fudden ftroke,

L/ That, by its force, a cedar might have broke.
fho's that? I afk’d; and was as quick reprov’d,
#Twas | that did it, and becaufe I Lov'D !”

tDEFINTITTION
Of the Falfe ARMINI AN,
Commonly called ¢ A Free-Willer.”

| £ 1s one that believes he can c;!o what he will,
dL Do gosd when he Jikes, and, if not, can do i/fs

P doall things, or nothing, as fuits+him to pleafe,
Rugh the /aw like a horfe, or lie dowa at his eafe s

L 2 Can
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Can heve grace when he afks, or as nobly refufe,
And, as {eemeth him meet, can improve or abuf;
When he likes commit fin, or continue a faint,
1t i no matter which, he can freely repent:

In fhort, he can merit—to be praifed or blam’d,
And brays of its pow'r, to be {aved or damn'd.

So much for this wight—he’s the kizg of the
And Religion’s reproach, if the Golpel be true;
As affum’d to bimfelf what belongeth to none,
Save only to HIM, by whom all may be done*.

* Philip . 13.

D EFI NI T 10N
Of a Filhitious CALVINIST,

Commonly called * An Antinomian.”

% is one that maintains an Eleétion of Grac

And as fondly conceits himfelf one of the i
alks loudly of Faith, but accounteth all Works
As the chains of the laiw, and the creed of the Turk
"Thinks that none can be fav’d who do not believe i
Nor be damnwd if they do, tho’ they pradtife amils
Can prate of experience that's none of his own,

Aud picks up his phrafts, as you would a fon¢;
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quite fure of his hand, and {o wonders that Paul
onld talk, tho’ elec?, of being loft after all!

re then is one more in a different way,
th wide of the mark, and of courfe gone aftray:
hok we then for a zhird that fhall honour the text ;

b if there’s a fourth, they are found in the next,

’
:
1
g
E

£

ermperin AR A R

bo is the Right CAaLvINIsT, and who is the
' Right ARMINIAN?

HEY are fuch as believe what the Scriptures
have faid,

'. trulting in jesus, follow Huom as their bead ;
3 GODHEAD adore; His atonement and blood

feir difchar ge from'the Law and the Fuftice of Go.

ky belicve a// have finn’d, and come fhort of the
g grace

ke's fufficient for all. (tho’ it fave not) the race.
)f alike do believe, and, believing, do prove
Eir faith by a life of obedience and Jove.

B the' they divide, *tis fcarce more than in zames
tho their CREED differ, their Faith is the fame.

ke this then’s the cafe, why fhould Saints difagree,

f quarrel with them, or they quarrel with me ?
all have one FATHER, one Saviour, aad Fncnd
jSPIRIT thro’ life, and one haope in its end !

L 3 WHAT-
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WHATEVER’S WRONG IS'RIGHT,

I,

AN what all know 1s wrong be right,
And yet not true the inverfe ?
Not in the view of moral light,

As now we fhall rehearfe.

IL.
We fpeak not here of #hings or mzn,

Their evil can’t be good ;
No more than pleafure can be pain,

Or poifon wholefome food.

I11.
But what we mean refers to H1M,
And to His {ov’reign will,

" Who, in this world’s myfterious {cheme,
Q’er-rules both good and ill.

IV, -

The /af? torbids with awful frown,
'The firft, as right, commands;
And calls the effect of each his own,

As each in order ftands.

V.
Yet not the more excus’d are they,
Who daring thus offend,

Becaufe, direfted each their way, -
They an{wer each his end.




P12y 3
Vi

This all things muft, whate’er they be,

It cannot-but be done,

His purpofe, counfel, and decree,
Whofe al/ defigns are ONE !
| VII.
From whom all came, to Him fhall alf
In fealon due return:
Whate’er we good or evil call,
To this one End are borne..
VIll.
As waters, parted from the Sea,
In various currents flow ;
So all ordain’d by His decree,
Where that decrees fhall go.

I1X.
~ However far or wide they fpread,

They wander not, but where

They wander to their fountain-head,
And all re-centre there.

X.
So all things here beneath His eye,
Whofe hand all things controls,,

In earth, or heav’n, air or fky,
His providence upholds.
XI.
All accidents of time or place,
All good or evil done,
Religion’s fcorn, or Sin’s difgrace;
Proceed from hence alone.

XIX
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XIL
The trials that His {ervants bear,
Their poverty, or {hame,
T helr various wants, and every care
That can His notice claim
XIII.

Their cries, their moans, by Him are heard,
To m1x¢ their griefs are known ;
And they (like Him in that He fear’d)
Are asfwer'd 1o His own.

XIiV.

Thus &/ things tend to work for good,
To them who fear His name:

r -

Who love, as they are Jov’d of Gop,
And glory in the LAMB !
XV.
Addrefs we then His {fov’reign throne,
His majefty 3od might ; |
To His great will refign our own,
And own, that * All is right!”

PRIDE OF FAMILY

E AR ye, who boalt your noble birth, -
Ye worms of infolence and earth ;

Ye nothings, who would {omething be,
Above poor low equality ; |
In pride of wealth who {corn the poor,

And bar your bofoms as your docr :
) Yef,
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Yet, after all, what are ye more,
Than were your fathers heretofore ?
Of woman born, and like the ﬂ_y,'
That, born to-day, to-day muft die;
Or like a fair and fading flower,
T'hat buds and blofloms for an hour .
Or {pringing grafs, that, lightly fown,
Is by the mewer’s {cythe cut down.
So fubject you, with all your pride,
(And what your heart can never hide)
To paflion, accidents, and pain,
Like other worms, and other men s
To all the evils life can fhew,

The creature feel, or mortals know ;
Of hurt without, or wound within,
The marks of guilt, and (igns of fin;
From Ignorance dark, to Wifdom blind,
And with the bafe as bale inclin’d 5

As tull of meannefs, craft, and {pite,

~As Art can feign, or Spleen indite;

A flave to felf, and felfith ends,

To crouch to foes, or tread on friends;
And, after all your noble birth,

The {candal of the worms of earth.

What then, I pray, have you to bu:)aﬁle

Who give your bonour for a teaft ?
Have you more virtue, pray, than thole,

Who, tho’ they’re poor, yet primal rofe
From the fame fount, whence equal {prings

The num’rous poor, and poorer kings ?
Have
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Have you of knowledge fuch a fhare,.
That you have really fome to-fpare ?:
And fuch a fund of common fenfe,

As, without lofs, you could difpenfe-

A certain quantity to fuch®

As, like yourfelves, have not too much ?
Or are you not as ignorant,

As thole your pride contemns- for want ?

Has Pity place within your breaft,
Yeur morning’s bright, and fweet your reft}
Or are your flumbers broken by
The ftarts of guilt, or plethory 2

Da kind affe@tions warm your heart,,
Pierc’d with the fympathetic fmart L
Do you another’s burden bear, -

His wants redrefs, his feelings fhare
Can you, without retura, relieve,
With joy rejoice, with forrow grieve ?

And when the poor their caufe make known,

Do you then make that caufe your own,
And, caring little for the great,

Their caufe efpoufe, their cafe debate ;.
Not minding who your zeal offends,

To be but number’d with thelr friends:;
And e'en a convic gain your ear,

“That afks your pity, or your prayr?
It this you do, 2ad this your plan,

You are, indeed, of men the man ;
And fo far forth, as this will tell,

Tour very wealth for grace may fpell .

N
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- No canker fhall your gold corrode,

Nor thieves your quiet incommode ;

A mighty hoft your bed fhall guard,

~ And He that made, your great reward !

His eye fhall watch, His'arm defend,
And-love you as his bofom friend ;

 In the laft day His plaudit give,

~ And bid your joy eternal live !

But if the conTRAsT here be true,

- Ot fmall account what rank, or you

- How wide your fame, how old your race ;
~ You're but your own and their difgrace.

- Whether your anceftors were peers,

- Who bore the ftaff, or {pread the fbeers ;
- Diltinction then will none be made,

- Betwixt the jzeptre and the fade,
 The high, the low, the proud, the poor ;
- Itall amounts to nothing more,
- Than this—whatever point of time,
- You and your fathers ’gan to climb,
- There was a time, if ’tis not now,
When they, or theirs, upheld the plough;
- And might have been for you as well,
- Had you with them been ploughing ftill :
- For know, that kings themfelves were born
- All one with them you feem to fcorn ;
- Whom you opprefs from tyrant hate,
And cruth beneath your golden weight, .
-~ Yet thefe are equal dear to mim,
- Who made you both, tho’ you efteem

'

Of
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Of no account, and only meet .
To {toop or tremble at your feet.

But ftamp no more; on whom you tread
Is one of the creatior’s head

And, tho’ nor gold ner purple wear,
For aught you know, Salvation’s Heirx:
A lot conceal’d until that day,

When fuch as you are {ent away !

THE INFIDEL ARRAIGNED.
Or Thoughts on Job x1. 7.

I, |
AX'ST thou by fearching find out cop, -
Th’ Almighty to perfection know?
What! can’ft thou {cale His high abode,
And trace Him in the depth below ?

IE.
Can’{t thou his His nature, or His name,

That only to Himfelf are known,
Explore, and then announce the fame,
As thou with Him alike wert one ?
L
Can’ft thou his goings-forth declare,
And meet H1M in His high return ?
Whofe chariot-wheels as lightning are,

Yhile blazing comets ceale to burn.
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IV.
An'ft thou elude m1s fearching €ye,
That penetrates the fhades of night,
r chafe the darknefs of the {ky,

By driving on the car of light ?
\ A
an'ft thoutthe thunder’s voice outroar,
Or with thy arm the winds contro] ?
laft thou, o’er nature’s Lorp the power 2
Is the thy flave, or thou her foy] 3
' VL.
'tk thou the human heart explore,
. Its bias warp, or traits define ?
It knoweft thou its thonghts before
Its alt determine they were #hine ?
~ VIL
't thou a kingdom bind in chains
Ot bondage or captivity;
§x the duration of jtg pains,
And then remit the penalty?
' VIII.
now'(t thou the height of Mercy’s throne,
Her care how vaft, her love how great »
i'fk thou her rich defigns make know,
Or drive her from the judgment feat? -
't thou the hearts of monarchs change,
Or tyrants from their purpefe move,
i ats to ends unthought arrange,
Or force an coemy to ove?

| M X,
|
{
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X.
Pray which of thefe can’ft thou 'perfortﬁ,
Thou boater of created fkill ?
Go, reptile, to-thy Lsrd—the worm,
And match with mules thy ftubborn wilL
XI.

Call thy felf “ xoTHING” in His fight,-
Save only what urs will {hall make:
Whofe eye’s the fountain of thy light, E
And who to BE thy being {pake. |

X1, .
‘Thine ignorance own, thy pride confefs,’
That made thee think thyfelf a God's
As much devoid of ftrength as grace,
Fit {fubject of His anger’s rod.
X111,
Go then, and fall before Hir feet,
Before whofe feet archangels fall 3
There fhalt thou find the martyrs’ feat,

. Aind fhout, with them, ¢ The:LorDp of All"

WHO AND WHAT 1S A MAN!

RITHEE tell me, if you can,

What ’tis makes a real man'?

Mind, I do not mean an ape,
Or an afs in human fhape ; 5
- Somets
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Something fmall, or large in fize,
That has got two feet and eyes;
Like a pigmy that can walk,

Or can like a giant ftalk ;

Like a parrot, learn to {peak
Latin, Hebrew, Welch, or Greek s
Fetch and carry like a fpaniel,

Or can misic Father Daniel;
Chatter, criticife, and prate,

Of the myfteries of ftate

Or that, running to and fro,
Learns yet lefs itfelf to know ;
Or that macaroons in drefs,
Powder'd fops of ladynef; :
Thefe indeed may walk upright,
And appear like men to fight ;
And a thoufand a&ions more,
Such as brutes have done before.
But I vow, and vow again,

None of thefe are truly men
Whom, at beft, they do but ape,
In their vifage, air, or fhape.

Who then, T pray you, isa man,
One according to your plan ?

Anlwering then to what you afk,
Now P'll fet me to the talk,
HE is one whom God and Nature

Has defign’d for his Creator ;
M2

Aad
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Aad for what he is defign’d,

Sceks to frame his heart and mind:

Lives rnot to himfelf alone,

Calling nought on earth his own s

In his underftanding clear,

Whom to love and whom to feary

And, with probity of heart,

Seeks his knowledge to impart

Hiding not his light within,

Light that thews him 1nbred fin.

Proof that he, while void of grace,
Vas no better than his race:

- But the murcy he has found,

While it makes his joy refound,

Tkankful for the favour giv’n,

And affur’d himfelf of heav’n,

Fil's his mind with holy zeul,

Calling on 2 world to feel,

What a happinels they know,

ho, forgivn here below,

. Tafte of joys that {pring from love,

Conftirute their Heav’n above:

Love that, tafted here on earth,

Conftitutes the fecond birth.

When renewed and born again,

We a {econd time are men':

Nature chang’d doth now begin

To elchew each darling fin;

Pride, Ambition, Rage, or Luft,

Envy’s Spleen, and Mammon’s guft; r_
Meanat:

%

-t
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Meannefs, Malice, Wrath, and Spite,
Deeds of Darkaefs, and her night:
All, in fhort, of every evil,

That can form a human devil.

Place of which you now fhall find,
To every fort of good inclin’d,

All the Chriftian’s nobler mind;

L

Form’d upon the Mafter’s plan;
Form’d €’er fince the world begdn:
This, and HEalone, is MAN !

T HE
SKY-LARK’S COMPLAINT:.

Or Cruelty to” Dumb Creatures, Ingratitude to the
' Creator. |

N that fweet month, the month of May,

. When all is foft, ferene, and gay;
When*Nature, in her velture green,
Arobes the hill, or decks the plain ;
When playful lambkins {port around,
And meek-ey’d daifies pink the ground;:
Whea lowing herds (the farmer’s pride) |
Bellow their wants on ev’ry fide;
When brighter funs falute the morn,
And richer tints the fkies'adorn;
A wakeful Lark forfook her neft,
And thus her gratitude addrefs'd,

M 3 (1 liflen’d
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(I Liften’d as T pals’d along,

And {o interpreted her fong :

Such {fongs as duteous had become

The churl that fought the chanter’s doom.)

‘““ By whom I foar, to Him I fing;
Who gave me voice, He gave me wings
And when my life with thefe are dead,
"Tis He will give my neflings bread.

His bounteous hand provides us food,
And fills the mouths of beafts with good.
To Him I fing, to Him I rife,

Who built the earth, and form’d the fkies.
By Him €’en I have been {upplied,

Nor ever was-my foit depied: .

Meet then to Him I'll raile my fong,
And will, be being fhort or long ;

Nor aught prevent my daily rife,

Lo pay my daily facrifice ;

And when my charge can leave the neﬂ
They too fhall rife and fing the reft.”

Thus blithe fhe hail'd the yielding fky,
As thought nor death nor danger nigh
But fhe miftook, as mortals do,
And for their blunders often rue
As, Reader, now your heart may hear,
. If 1o its diction wound your ear.
- A moment then attend the tale,

And let 1ts documents prevail, -
A nff
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A ruftic clown that morn had rofe,
(One of the brute creation’s foes)
Who clumping on his errand went,
Without refle€tion or intent :

But lifting up his leaden eyes,
The mounting fongfter he efpies ;
And, feeling neither love nor care,

Stoop’d down and pick’d a pebbled Spar :

When draught with equal joy and fpite,

He aim’d, and hop’d-he aim’d aright.

otrait from his fift the ball he threw,,

And then ftood gaping as it flew:

Not doubting but the harmlefs frone

Wow’d dath its braius, or break a bone..

Such is the mercy mortals thew

To innocence in charge below

And fuch the gratitude repaid N

The honour done the creature’s head ¢

As what for pleafure or for ufe,

Had neither but from vile abufe.
Howe’er ’tis certainly no worfe

Than man to man, each other’s curfe ..

Who, where or ftrength or refuge fail,

By fraud ér violence prevail ;

And from revenge, or wanton fpite,

Their will 1s law, their reafon might..

Such, were the notions of the clown,. - -

And well if fuch are not our own :
As {mall the difference is feen
Betwixt ourfelves and other men. .

Bul
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But here digrefs’d, we now affail
To end the moral of the tale;
The watchful guard o’er brutes to {hov,
And how the bird efcap’d the blow.
That then which loves its care to hide
The miffile ruin turn’d afide ;

And (to the ruftic’s envious grief)

_The fongfirefs gave a quick reliet

Bid her io peace purfue her flight,

And reach fecure her azur’d height..
The bird fecur’d, her flight purfu’d,.

And went en warbling to her brood ;

While yet with gratitude poffels’d,

A livelier ftrain infpir’d her breafl :

And taking now her higheft. /pell,

She bid the late alarm ¢ farewell.”

S0 too fhall we, when {afe we foar

Beyond the reach.of danger’s pow’r,.

With equal joy and freedom rife,,

And hail the turret of the fkies:

Look dowan aloft, and view this {phere

An.atom in the wafte of air

As nothing all that mortals fce,.

And {pace a vaft irmﬁenﬁty L
.Such is the view that {pirits have,

Emerg’d from fhackles and their grave

At large to range ethereal bounds,

Aund leave the {tars their little rounds:. -

While mortals ftare, but not afpire

To reach their height, or feel its fire.
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i 'Thus far remark’d, we now fenew
z Our {ubject, and the bird purfues
! Who havi ng reach’d her fummit’s flight,
Was now defcending from its height

{ Refolving, as fhe quiver'd down,
Herlelf to reafon with the ¢lown,

i She did—and hanging o'er her neft,

5 In accent mild his ear addrefs’d,

i With fuch perfuafion’s fimple .pow’r,

E As he ne'er henrd.at-church befores

{ Such as few fires their ’ch'i['drel_l teach,
And downj* dottors feldom preach.

P sl gy, ol L gy

al g g WLl

Pray now, wowd you not think 1t hard,
} It we'for once could make the change,
{ And you the amb:nt zther range, -
If I, in human } bit drefs’d,

“ What mean'ft (fhe faid) thou gracelefs bard s

Should wound your life, or break your reft 2

It ], with human wit enduw’d, =~
My hands had in thy blood embru’d ?
. Anlwer thyfelf, and lick the duft,
It not both cruel and unjuft,
- That I, who only pleafure yield,
- Content with lodging in the field ;
“And, waking at ‘the dawn, arife,
- To hymn my mat:ins in the fkies ;
- To teach thy heart a fong of praife,
- And vie with me in ftronger lays;

That
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"That T for this thould bafe be flain,
My {kill'reveng’d, or put to pain;.

A, fimp'e bird, whole artlefs quill .
Was.made for {ong, and oot to kill¥ .
Go, thou ingrate, and learn of me,
Beth what to do, and what to be !’”

The clown, amaz’d to hear her {peak, .
’Gan feratch his ears, and gnaw’d his ftick;

And lumping round from fide to fide,
Pull’d down his hat, his chops to hide:

He neither look’d, nor fpoke, nor ftirr'd;
A Beaft confounded by a Bird !

But even thefe have fomething left,
Whatever priefts may have bereft..
"Thus wond’ring at the ftrange event,

Where it might end, and what it meant,
His thoughts within began to turn,,

His heart to heave, his bofom burn ;
Convine’d that this unthinking adt,
Was real cruclty in fact ;
While reafon in the bxrd appeald,
Met fomething that eonviction feal’d;
A fpark of feeling that remain’d,
And both his cheeks and confcience ﬂain’fd
With what the modeft call ¢ a blufh,”
But courtiers value not a ru/b. |

The bird, who now the change perce
Alike from dread as death repriev’d,

I

Emb
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Ig & Tmbolden'd farther, now drew near,
« And thus addrcfs’d his confcious fear -

% .u
'5 “ Conﬁder who hath made us twa'in,
% And neither of us made in vain -
§ Can me to human fhape refine,
: Or memmorphofe thee to mine
i And might, if fuited to His plan,
} Made you the bird, and me the man ;
.Lhy {pirit with thyfelf have died,.
3 2 And each of mine been glorified.
? His hand the fame that each provides
Wlth that which nourifhes or hides
¢ © ‘The fame o'er each His tender care,
¥ To fave uis from the Fowler’s {nare;
: That from thy malice faved me,
§ And from its blood preferved thee s
3 To whom thyfelf muft one day give
A firiCt account, as born to live,
' Not like tp me, a moment’s breath, .
And then annibilate with death.
& My time is fhort, tho {weet my fong,
'_? But immortality is long,
2 1 live but jult to plume and die,
 But thine is vaft eternity !
§ Confider then, how wiid as rude
b Thy ftupid, rath ingratitude !
B And fix thy heart on things above,
§ Where all is fong, and all is love :

Thinés
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Things that for me were ne’er defign'd,

In nature cramp’d, in {phere confin’d ;

Whom Envy’s felf can’t grudge the {pace,

I fill in Time or Nature’s race.

Thus, when I'm filent, thou may’ft {ing,
And tho’ I droop, expand the wing;

Soar bigher than my pinions can,

To regions only made for Man

As all, who live not to their fhame,

Shall find, at death, were made for them:

Where winged {pirits higher rife,

To other climes, and other fkies;
Vhere endlefs fongs of endlefs praife,

~Shali celebrate His richeft grace,

Who made me what I’m not alone,

But you an image of his own ;

To live, be’t long or thort of me,

An heir of His eternity !

To fall, yet rife—to fink, yet S0AR,

And be where but Himfelf before. -

This is thy lot, as that is mine ;

Be joy, content, and wonder thine:

Accept the counfel friendly giv'n';

Be mine the earth, and thine be heav’n.”

This faid,—the clown conceal’d his i
A fign of modefty and grace:

Which done, they each their rout purfu'l
The Lark her neft, aad he-his road.
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’

ix ANSWER TO THR QQESTmN, “ Wao wiLL
'HAVE MOST REASON TO BE THANKFGL IN
HEAVEN 3" |

L

| EASE vain Contention’s fruitlefs frife,
g; Who moft thall magnify

.~ The gift of grace; who liv'd its life;

. © Or living not, yet die,

Il
'Tis Mercy all ! and nothing 1;101'8;
From Merey'’s fount above
. The firft, the trophies of its pow’r;
- 'The latter, of its love!

I both *twas love and pow's divine -

That made the dqff'erence here :
But when they both above fhall (hine,

E

|

? .

! nL
;

%

! What difference will be 2éere !

A7

They each were fav'd by fov'reign Gracie,'
As fov’reign Grace can tell s

And that which gives them each their placc, 1
Kind fav’d them both from hell! "o

N - | ON

1}_5
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Ox A FRIEND’S ASKING HOW HE MIGHT wil

wiTH GOD IN THE MIDST OF BusiInEss, &, §

He that walketh uprightly, walketh furely. Prov, 3,

HIS then the term, invaried as fevere: ‘
The confcience tender, as the heart {incere;|§
The eye as {ingle as the hands are clean,
All care without, and vigilance within:
TWith ftep refolv’d, o’er ground untrodden tread,
Pendent on Hope, well balanc’d by its dread ;
That awful {enfe of an incumbent God,
Whofe frowns are thunder, and His wrath its rol§
From whom no depth, no darknefs can conceal,
Or heav’n’s high fummit, or the depths of hell;
All naked lie,- as on their {urface {pread,
Tho’ hid the heart, or tho’ conceal’d the head;
Wao grafps creation, while his piercing ken,
Refearches cherubs, as it fearches men.
But what His thoughts, or whaez His mind unkeo
What He commands, or what He wills, undone;
Lct Confcience fpeak, whofe confcious record trt
To feraphs dictates what it fpeaks to you :
'To this adhere, her notices attend,
As {wift a witnefs, asifincere a friend.
In private prayer, from public walk reclufe,
Learn here its end, its privilege, and ufe:

T
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fere with herfelf, as with her God, commune,
o brace the Ipirits, and the mind attune ;

t it for all His providence requires, |

ur ftation afks, .or better hope infpires,

Deep in that volume of prophetic light,

e hand by day, the leffon’d heart by night,
rom thence explor’d, as from ethereal mines,
That gold out-weighs, and glittering gems outfhines;
he fecret wildom of that God-like plan,

hat angels wonder, when they gaze on man.
read myftery all! whoe’er the myltery trace,
fith mercy judgment, and with juftice grace !
-Who this believe, and as obedient move,

lay often tremble, but they fill. muft love: =
) love devoted, as in worthip pure,

heir path refplendent, and their footing fure.
hus ended all their warfare and its to),

ihey thout the conqueft, and divide its {poil !

!
NWILLINGNESS OF OLD AGE TO DIE.

AN EPITAPH.

.I.
ERE feulks, who late, in yon forfaken cot,

Liv'd to himfelf, as had been none but he;.
0" tow he moulders, and had been forgot,
4s more confin’d, if poffible could be.

N 2 — .
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But that when Death, his cruel adverfe, caine,

And drew his dart, as eager to let fly,
He ioud exclaim’d, and, calling him by name,
“ Wby aim’d at mg, who am to thee fo nigh?

II.
“ Tt can’t be long ere this mean houfe of clay
Mult of itfelf come {cattering to the ground:
*Twere pity, then, to haften its decay,
And ruin that, which is in ruins found,

IV.

¢ Befides, there are thy terrors might addrels,
Far more difpos’d and ready at thy call ;

Nay, who expet and long for its accefs,
Nor wifh the fhaft on other heads to fall,

V.

¢ To thefe then go, and {pread the quiver wide,
Contratt their being to the wifh’d for {pan; |
Rat do not in zAés breaft thy dagger hide,
Do, Death, go back, and fpare a poor old mw

VI,
The foe incens'd, a moment filent ftood

When, fternly gazing in the mifer’s face 3
¢¢ \What !” he replied, ¢ was I before the flood,

And fhall I afk thy exit as a grace ¢ ‘
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VII.

# Too long already has thy thread been fpun
£ I only with I-had been fent before :

could but then been bid, as now, BE GoNnEg!
© Nor could thy juniors well demanded more,

VIII.

¥ Aod if they had, unlefs fome dezzer plea
¢ Than gifts abus’d, or time mifpent were giv'n,
J had them ferv'd, as now I fhall ferve thee,
¢ And feal’d with 2A4is the mandature of Heav'n.”"

_ IX.
ffhis faid, he grinn’d, and, bent upon the deed, -

| (Tho' three fhort days had been a century’s birth)
il he recklefs archer threw the fatal reed,

And ftruck the vi%im breathlefs to the earth.

+ X.
§' There lie,” he cried, “ 2 DREAD example fair
b Of age more harden’d by its long increafe, -
Ihat they who read, may for their own prepae,
§ And meet this meffage with 2 fmile of peace 1” |

N3 EXTREMES.
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EXTREMES THEIR OWN OPPOSITES,

AN EPIGR ANDM.

YTRANGE as it feems, it needs no proof to tc,

Where hell’s a -heav’n, there heav’n mull ne;
be hell.

And this revers’d, the two extrcmes are even s
When heav'n’s'a hell, therehell itfelf’s a heav’p,

A THOUGHT ON EXODUS, XV, 4

S Egypt’s hofts once dar’d the deep,
And dreadful flept beneath its pow'r;
So may our fins their vigil keep,
And final fink, to rile no more.

THE PREACHER’S CALLING

NCESSANT labour, and in this with care;

As Ceafﬁ]tfﬂ WatChing, :;nd as cealelefs }Srayﬁr-‘
. "Fhat thus difmifs’d, thy foul with Ais increale

May diop her mantle, and afcend in peace !

FAL



E
ALSE SENTENCE THE FRUIT OF RASH
JUDGMENT.

IVHAT may be poor, your thoughts accurfe of
wealth ¢

bd that difeale fome {ymptoms thow like health.

fom hence then learn of rathnefs to beware,

bofider calmly, and. conclude with care;

fice from fuch raarks no judgment can be drawn,
lI rip'ning time with {urer {ymptoms dawn :
jch pecial figns, whofe forms cannot deceive,

at truth may troft, and angels {afe believe ;
dme fuch as this—there, {mell that fragrant roc?,
b tree’s a cedar, and this cone its fruit.

§ AN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT.

HAT hasbeen, 5 ; what is, fhall yet be fill ;
What mufl be, fhall be ; and what fhall be,

will:

Bt what thefe are, or what their valt defign,

g not for man to queftion or define;

Pove this {phere in better hands they lie,

hole wifdom knows the wherefore and the why 5

| Which
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1Chich maa cannot, nor needs it that he {nould;
Enough, he’s wife, by being wilely good ;
And that his goodnefs doth confift in 24:s,
To adore that wifdom that can’t act amifs.

THE WEATHER-COCK,

;
:

AN EPIGRAM,

AIL, verfile emblem of the human mind, -
True to thyfelf, and model of mankind:

Thy only virtue is in them a vice;
This moment thus, the next quite otherwife,
Thinean effc& of nature’ potent laws,
As theirs feif intereft, or felf-love the caufe.
Thy various motions point which way inclin’d,
The fix’d or varied current of the wind :
Theirs only prove how fickle are their own,
How weakly grounded, and how little known.
Firlt this, then that; then this, then that again;
Now all a-go, and now a milder {train.
Such is mankind, creation’s refilefs heir,
Than wind lefs certain, and more light thap air’

WILE
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ILFUL IGNORANCE THE
' ONLY INVINCIBLE.

AN EPIGRAM.

IrE\IS not who can't, if that they fhould,
That are the guilty blind,
And who, bewilder’'d in the wood,
Attempt the clue to find.

i
|
| L
i

2
Thele are the obje@s of our care,
Our pity, not our hate ;

And tho' entangled in the {nare,
Deferve a better fate,

I

But fuch whom wilfu) folly blinds,
And blind, as willing lead ;

Thele are the men of gracele(s minds,
Whom Juftice blinds indeed.

THE
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THE WAKING DREAMERS,

AR EPIGR A M,

I,

’ IS not who dream they’re broad 2wake,
Nor all who fleep that dream,

Their fancies for exiftence take,
Or think the ocean, créeam.

- IL,
'Tis men awake that talk in (eep,
As ftrange as it may feem ; | !
The fools, that dare Perdition's fteep;
And cry, ¢ ’Tis all a dream !”

INFINITE POWER NOT INDEFINII
Or Omnipotence fubfervient to its Hifiom.

AN EPIGRAM

Q MAZING thought! Omnipoternce confin'

That 2/l can do, that wills the eternal mind
Perfection pure ! whofe potence cannot do,
Save what is wile, or holy, juft, or true,

All then is right, whate’er thy will enacts,
_ Bow weak the means, or woful the effelts.
Thy paths are deep, thy depths no lines explor;

Let Pride confefs it, and complain no more !
| |
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b0SSIBILITY THE PROOF OF PROPRIETY.

§TOR Endor’s fkill, nor Egypt’s juggling art,

jV Can fnakes from wands, or youth from age
; convert | .
i changelels both, they both uachang’d remain,

gc ancieut’s glory, or the veteran’s {tain.

{1 M PR OMP T v,
B On bearing Thunder,

8T0W dread the burft! how awful rolls the found !
L. From pole to pole, the echoing bolts rebound, g
govan’s voice, that calls the world His own,
ghims His will, and, riding on His throne
Bltate unfeen, bids all creation hear,

Ben, O illes, and, as you hearken, ¢ fear.”

g Feac not,” fays ATHEISM, “’tis but Nature’s
| roar,

o frighten fools, and then her jeft is o'er s

£ 2076 is nothing, and this nothing all

A hat children thudders, or can fools appal,”
gunt! you mifcreant, and in flames go down,

fere thoufands, chain’d, the Gop of thunders own !

DEATH,
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D E A T H,

4N EPIGRA M.

HAT thou mutft die, not Truth itfelf more
Nor lefs is this, that unprepar’d are you,
Who carelefs live, altho’ to-morrow’s {un
May fix thy fate, as changelefs as undone !

AN EXTEMPORE REFLECTIO
Ou the Death of Two Famous Architells.

O more remember’d, and no longer fought,
The heads that plann’d, or lab’ring-hands
wrought :

Their time a moment, and their name a day,
Like their own works, they flourifh'd to decay. I
So moulders all that human art can do,

Its wit contrive, or vanity purfue:

E’en Nature’s works to their own period tend ;
2=gun from nothing, in that nothing end!

\
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L AN EXTEMPORE THOUGHT

On % Lord, what is Man?”

| A Vauntmg bubble, and a pompous fhade,

") Time’s fportive phantom, for its paftime made:
Btrong in himfelf, and mighty in his thought,

Hle came from nothing, to return to nought,

§f they Tpeak true, who, fearing to believe

8Vhat Truth affirms, would fain thofe fears deceive;
Fet find it hard, fome fecret voice within,

Providfy their creed the offspring of its jfin,

But this efchew'd, their heart with joy receives |
¥his glorious truth, that *¢ Man immortal Jives !”

¥

® A THOUGHT ON ETERNITY.

IME without end, or endlefs time,” we fay;
Eternal night, or everlafting day,

tb:.r or that, no more glternate found
fevolving each their own eterpal round.



AN EPITAPE
Compofed on Waking.

1.

¥ Who was late what you are 76w,
And drew the vital air,

‘Am here entomb’d beneath this brow,
A prifoner, and an Heir.

11,
« Come you along (faid Death) with me,
I'm come that you may go.”
¢ T will not go (1 cried) with thee,
‘Who nothing haft to thew.”

| ITL.

« Ha'p't 117 {aid he, and thewed his dut
And with that took his aim ;

Levell’d his weapon at my heart, ‘
To quench its vital flame. -

111

1 cried aloud ; when Mercy came,
And (ere he ftopp’d my breath)
Gave me, by Faith, a glimple of HIM,
Whofe dart had conquer’d Death!

) e« WH
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« WHAT I1S- THE GREATEST BLESSING

_, UPON EARTH?” |

) EACE, health, and ftrength, with Plenty’s mean
_:_ content,.

§ heart well MaNAG'D, and a life well fpent;

§ foul devoted, and alive to God,

bond of His fmile, but patient of His rod;
fich day prepar’d to breathe its lateft breath,

d mott relign’d,. as molt alive in death.

RUE PEACE IN THE MIDST OF TROUBLE,
LOW then; ye winds, a tempeﬂ blow ;

| Your m:ghty mouads, ye billows roll :
Unite your rage—I can but know

= A calm, whlle JESUS ﬁays my fouI

AN EXTEMPORE ADDRESS TO TIME.

LWAYS pafling, never gone,
Domg what is never done; .
Always going, yet not paft,
Ever foremoft, yet the laft.
How 1 thls' pray tell me Time,

If to fpeak it be-no crime ?
“ Herein thea the fecrﬁt lies,

If you really would be wife:
Ufe me, and you'll ever find
Time and you are of a mind.”

0 2 ON.
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6N THE ILL-REQUITED LABOUK
OF INGENUITY AND LEARNING.

S Genius totls, and with her vigils eam
The dear-bought {craps that wanton Lux
fpuras.

She too, all toil, as never quite at eafe,
Y/ hile Thought can torture, or its hints difpleafe:
Elfe all fo/ute, who want or_who deferve,
Who beg their living, or who live to ftarve.
Not fo of old the patrons of the fage,
Joy of the Mufe, and idol of its page:
By thefe reliev'd from Want's terrific fiend,
They {pread their ﬁings, and bid their Mufe afc
Afe& a ftrain that might the Gods infpire,
Mount Pelion’s top, and catch celeftial fire.

A SINGLE THOUGHT

MIDST the darknefs that furrousds
Amidit the-yell of damning founds,
One thing, I think, I hear and fee,

& There’s one who liv'd to die for me I
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= Ty |1 TN

ON CONTENT

"ENCE learn the caufe and reafon of thy want;
*Tis canfelefs care, and gracelefs difcontent,

;1 t hold thy murmuring, and from envy ceafe;
f but contented, and you muft have peace, ...

f

A WEDDING-RIN G

| TATL, little type of conftancy in love !

| 1 Thou fimple emblem of the bleft above ;
fhere nbught is {een, and nought inferior known,
a0 that pure love that.mingles all in ong ;

Pat fource of being, whom exiftence owns,
eation’s fountain, and the sTaRs ¥ its fons,

for lefs a type of that Eternity,

hofe valt duration marks infinity s

at endlefs round, that no beginning knew,

® line can‘mgafure, and no eye purfue :

bwhofe dark womb huge worlds in embrio lie,
grere time is loft, and unborn ages die,

feet emblem too of nuptial union found,

fere taithful hearts by faithful hands are bound s
vere, koit in one, its joys are doubly grear,

Bile griefs divided, leffen half their weight.

* Angels. |
O3 | Jtfel§
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Itfelt a pledge of bonds fiill more divine,

When Nature’s Gop her new-born fons fhall join,

Go then, fair type, and let my friendfhip be,
In all confiftent, and a type of THEE!

WROTE ON THE KING OF SPADEI

'"HO take fuch tools to dig the {oi],
May labour hard with little toil ;

And, {ave in Chance or Fortune’s train,

May labour long for little gain.

Bt they who fearch in Wifdom’s mune,

For treafures lafting as divine,

Nor grudge their hope the pains they take,

Need never fear to lofe the Aake.

The more they dig, the more they find,

That full contents the longing mind ;

And, like the ebbing of the main,

1 he more they lofe, the more they gas,

Wifdom her pregnant riches {prings,

To fill the poor, and beggar kings;

A wealth more worth than OpHIR’s gold,

So often boughr, but never fold ;

The pearl of price, the glorious leav’n,

That barters earth, and bids for heav'n !

.. o W
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|

WHAT IS THE WORST EVIL THAT
CAN HAPPEN?

IN, guilt, and hell, the worft of sll,
That men or angels can befall
Compar'd with which, nor grief, nor pain, -
Can bear the balance of a grain.
Not that the pangs of guilt and hell,
Are eafy to endure .or tell :

Thefe are the EFFeCT, the direful fruit
Of sin, the origin and root.

And as the effe&t of {uch a fource,
Are doubtlefs bad enough of courfe,
Hence therefore we may jult infer,
Without the logic of the chair,

i 1f fuch the fruit, and e’er has been,
¢“ The worft of all the three'is fin.”

!

A T HOUGH T.

. Might we feel and tafte with every breath,
Thy REAL firft, and then thy szyfic death §
fhat death to fin that marks thy rifing power, -
il rofe with zhine, we live to fin no more.

THE
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THE EVANGELIC SOLDIER,
Or the Military E vaﬁ gelift.

“ Endure thow hardnefs.” 1 Tim. ii. 3.

\/ HO lifts muft fight, who fights for G
muft arm ; |

True to his Lord, and in His fervice warm

No danger fhudder, and no trials {hun,

While foes encounter, ‘or-fufpends the crown.

At ali times ready, howe’ér guick the word,

'To mount the target, or to wicld its {word.

Loofe from the World, and all its trumpery fet,

Its hopes, its fmiles, its terrors at our feet
With {trength renew’d, each hour the batile try,
Till won the laft, we more than conquerors die!

A PR AYEHR
For the Dtinerant Preachers of the Gofpel.

I. '
O Thou with them that go for thee,

And on thine errand run;
Quick in thy fervice let them flee,
{1l all their wark 1s done.
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i1,

Then call them from this world, on high,
To fill thofe worlds above : ,

Where Seraphs {wift as lightnings fly,
And flame feraphic love.

II1.

There may they fre(h their firength renew,

While proftrate at thy throne,
- They gaze with one eternal view, - -
The TRIUNE GoD in ONE !

T RE
PESCRIPTION OF A POOR MAN’S GARDEN,

Tranflated from the Latin of Virg. Mor. |
~ Se¢ Gradus ad Parnaflum, p'. 353.

LOSE to his-co't,a ruftic gardeﬁ lay,
i\A That reedy walis preferv’d from lawlels prey:
¥ (mall demefne, but blelt with every plant

Klis talte could relifh, or his table want.

THE
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T HE. RO § E
AN EMBLEM..

L

AIL ! thou lovely, favourite flower
Idol of the.fragrant bower ;

Full of pleafure, full of fweets,

Whom the blufhing virgin greets..

IL.
Emblem, i thy refoate tints:
Of uniully'd innocence ; )
Sweet adorner of the grove,.

Type of purity and love..

AL.
Blooming flower; whofé buds unblown:
Harbour extafies unknown ;

But whofe opening fohage bright
Chears the fmell, and glads the fight..

Iv...
Yet, with all thy pleafing charmss;:
Oftthy briar’d leaf alarms ;.

Piercing with its thorny blade
Who its treafures would invade ;:
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v,
Teaching ignorance to beware,

And the rafh to touch with cares
Emblem of - the world and time,

In their rein and their prime

. Vi, -
Budding, blooming, day. by day,
Till arrives their laft decay;
Till a nobler period come,
- And the Rofe of Smarown bloom!

G U I L T,
 What is 322 and what is it like?

IS the foul’s fenfe of #// itfelf has done,
| That conlfcious fear unwilliag calls its ownz
s the heart’s knowledge of its fad eflate,

th trembling dread of fome yet {adder fate:

s [aftice’ hand, that {hakes the mighty rod
redd’ning vengeance, and its angry Gon!

ow forits like, if likenefs can be found

ught this fphere, or that beyond can bound-

b DEATH, 'tis DARKNESS, 'tis the type of hell,
Bt fin created, and where Seraphs fell ;
B2l the foulon this. fide time need know,
urfe cxfﬂence, or foretell its woe !

THE
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THE BEST GIFT SOONEST GRANTED.

¢4 HAT wou'd you have, if now you cou
For alking, have whate’er you would!

A gem, a diadem, or GOLD,

For which e’en Heav’n is bought and fold ?

Say, and perhaps you may,_at call,
Have {fomething that is worth ’em all.”

Why then, if I may {peak my mind,

And what I wilh this moment find,

*Tis this, T would be fure of Heav'n:

“¢ There, take this pledge—the bleffing’s giv'a "

EXTEMPORE ANSWER

7o an Infidel Oljection againft both the Powerd
Goodnefs of God.

HAT! think you then, that He whol
| things made, |
And {pake from nothing Nature and her {ons,
Capnot, with the fame breath that quickens al,
The whole reduce, and Nature’s felf revoke
To their primeval {tate, non-entity of being,
And brighteft forms, as lifelels matter, kill ?
Ceafe then to blame the INFINITE in POWED
Who all things made, continues, and disects;
Mult, as 10 one, be Infinite in All, -
Confiftent One, and Infipite compleat.
A THOW
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. A THOUGHT ON 2 TIM 1IV. 5.

““ I have fought @ good fight."

[0 fpeak the men whom infpiration fires,

L) Whom Love has refcu’d, and its zeal infpires s
Jaithful to deathy, they leave their tafk behind,

ind whom they ferv’d, to death as faithful find 2
Sis word a Hammer, as His eyes 1 ELAME,

Pheir call, their choice, their high employ the fame.
1 Go ve who {purn, and as ye {corny REVERE ;

& fighs your laughter, and your mirth be fear,
now ye, the men your envy would entice,

ke fons of thunder to the flaves of vice :

fhat thought or not—the truths their ardors tell,
e equal fraught with happinefls or hell!

f IMPOSSIBILITY POSSIBLE,
: Or Time gone by recalled.

OW fhall I call the time that’s a8,

Who cannot ftop the prefent kour 2
. Remember how you uled the /a2,

And let no trifles more devour.

P
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e that improves, and that befides
Who ferves the minute as he ought,

His moments, like returning tides,
Shall crowd their riches in his thought;

Unite their ftrength to guard him home,
The paft, the prefent, and to come !

THOUGHTS ON ISATIAH, XXVL u

1.
1DST wars loud din, and fcenes of blood,

¥4 Dread tokens of the wrath of God,
The Chriftian refts fecure : |
From off his knees, or couch, can rile,
And ferve the cop who form’d the fkies,
With hope ferene as pure.

. 11,
Tho baleful thunders rend the air,

And the fierce lightning's livid glare
O’er{pread the flaming {ky;
He capn, unmov’d, the thunder hear,
Unmov'd behold the lightning near,
And all their rage defy. ]
Iil.
If {uch the privilege of thofe,
Who have for their Redeemer chofe
The Rock of Iirael’s race;
Who would not make their choice the {ame,

And, by confiding in his pame,
_. Enfure eternai peace !
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HE COVETOUS COMPARED WITH THE
": DROPSICAL,. -

S this the mote he thirlls requires,
The more he drinks, the more defires :
{50 with the love of gold accurft,
iThe greater gain, the greater thir(t,
(Thus each thirfts on to fill their {tore,
1ill each difgorge, to thirft no more.

{ DESCRIPTION OF .BEES..
From Virgil. ZAneid L. 1 434.

HUS toil the Bees beneath the fultry (ky,
& While o'er each plant with rapid touch they fly 3
d weets extract from each virgineal flower,
b bear its fragrance to their waxen bower :
g¢ liquid balm with chemic art condenfe,
fio each cell its proper ftore difpenfe.
pers with care attend the homeward hive,
from their walls the dronal army drive ;
Blcall unite, colle®, or ftow their food,

¥ each employ’d, confult the common good.
ﬁlbtle pride, or avaricious claim,

kit union mars, or difappoints its aim :

their labours, and alike their plan,

Rulelves the leffon and reproach of MAN.

P2 TRUE
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TRUE CONSTANCY,

Compared to an Oak.

FIRM as 1ts bafe, immortal fix’d below,

Tho’ billows roar, and furious tempefls blow,
Unmov’d fbe {miles, the favourite of the Kies ;
Herfelf a Rock that ev’ry force defies !

1

S EL F-LL, OV E!

The frequent Source of all other.

ROM various ends, in various modes we love, |
As nature, infliné, or affeCtion move,

As paffions, interefis, or as whims approve,
Some love for virtue, {fome from pure chagrin,
For beauty many, but the molt for gain.
Some thirﬁ;mbitious, an, ennobled {hame s
For bleod the hero, and the prude for fame,
Vet 2!l is love, and felf the {acred end,
Cr {rar'd a foe, or facrific’d a friend.
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WHAT IS LIFE:!

AN EPIGRAM.

Moment’s length, a length of annual pains,
A lift of griefs, infirmities, and fins:
fcene of madnefls, nonfenfe, and diftrefs,
There wifdome dodders, and where wanders peace ;
he fage’s blunder, and the fool’s amaze,
here men turn brutes, and where immortals graze.
Bacred to fenfe, their downward palates ply,
Their fouls zerrene, difown their pative fky ;
ike beafls they riot, till like beafts they die.
[hus born who /ive, -a blind, ignoble race,
hall quit the {tage, {wift plunging to their piace .
Iheir nature’s fcandal, and their own difgrace,

perifh’d from earth, their memory fhall rot, -
Reproach their laurels, or their name forgot :

Juch their reward, whom wanton fools commend,
[heir life, their crime, and wretchedaefs their end.

HY P OCURTIS Y.

AWNING, deceitful, turbulent, or meek,
She darts the blow, or turns the other cheek :
 double tongue, to prate on either fide,

Jud double eyes, to watch the double tide:
" P 3 Move
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Move 2t a blaft—whatever wind may blow,
For this to tarry, or with thatto go:

Can figh or {ob, can leering grin or groan,

Pinch out your heart, and crack the breaking bone;
Your faults expofe, or flatter every vice ;

For this too nafty, and for that too nice:

Can lie, chear, hide, or twilting like a fuake,

Can fuck your fubftance, till your heart-ftrings break:

Religion’s craft ia every form can a&,
Aad plead the Bible for the vileft faét :
Make conicience truckle when fhe would withftand,
As intereft’s hope her filence may demand :

air to your face, but turn’d the culprit’s back,
Your rzame 1s Denmon, and yourlelf a black :
The truth affects, yetcan the truth deny,
And credit, forge, or propagatea lie : ’
Feigns to lament, and feals it with a groan,

She deep enjoys the ill fhe hopes is done.

I NCONSTANCY.

Can’t, I mayn’t, I won't, and yet1will;
'll have it all, and yet have nothing fliil.
‘Thus toflt, T fix; and fix'd, T tofs again;
A flone 1n atr, a bubble on the main.
Such is my life, and {uch tis like to be,
Till fnatch’d from idols, or transform’d by THEE.
THE




[ 175 1

THE WAGES OF S1N.

HAT good can Sin expett to fee,

Or I, if I a {inner be?
Unlels fome difference come between
The {inner, and his ruin, Sz,
Sin in itfelf is not an a?,
It is the finper makes 1t fact.
When this is finifh’d, both are one ;
The firlt is made, the lalt undone.
'Tis then in this the mifchief lies,
And then of courfe the finner dies;
Unlefs fome mightier ward the blow ;
But who that is, I wait to know.

THE DISTATFF

I.

What is /ife, atlealt what’s mine ?
A brittle thread of flaxen twine,
On time’s frail Diftaff {pun ;
Too flender for the important weight,
Hung on it by the hand of fate,

That breaks ere well begua.
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IL. |
Fach day winds off a fhort’ning length,
That, as it runs, impairs its ftrength, |
More feeble than the paft :
A fow more turns around the wheel,
And that which bid it run ftands fiilly
And I have fpun my laft.

i ————

THE SHORT DECISION.

7 ESUS.
« (NTAY, thou peevifh, tefty Soul!
Will there nothing pleafe thy will:
Art thou under no controul ?
eace, 1 fay, once more be flillt”
i SO U L.
How can 1 be quiet, Lord,
Or from peevith anguith free?
Thou, indeed, haft faid the word,
But can that advantage me. ' .
Thou may'ft {peak, and {peak again;
But unlefs thou fpeak’{t with power,
I for ever muft complain,
And complaining, murmur more,
_ JESUS.
¢ YWell, if this is all you want,
And will then contented be,
I do here thy wifhes grant;
Only come, and follow ME.”
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THE INQUIRY ANSWERED.

I.
USING as I walk’d alone,

What to think, or think upon,
This idea ftruck my mind :

Where and what am I a-doing,
Does it tend to peace or ruin?
To inform me be fo kind,

I,
“ What I fays fomething like an elf,

** Can you not inform yourfelf >

“ Who’s oblig'd to anfwer you ?*”
Nobody that I can tell
Yet I could but take it well,

And my gratitude would (hew.

I1L
But at length I hear a voice,

That, without comﬂafnt,dr noife,
Anfwers all I can defire ;

Tells me, ruin’d as I an,

And defil’d with ruin’s fbame,
I fhall yet to Heav'n afpire,

IV.
Not in with and hope alone,

But thall reach th’ eterpal throne s

And a feat in GLORY find,
Where no mem’ry fhall remain,
Of my former guilt or pain.

But a pure ethereal mind.

NO
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NO END OF MURMURING.

L.

UPPOSE, for once, you'd all you want,
What wou’d you not want next ?
For all the world would be too {cant,

If we believe the fext.

II.

Nay—but if I had all I want,
1 could not with for more:

Only let none my rights fupplant,
Nor rob me of my ftore.

111,

W hy then you'd want, if nothing eIf'e,
A thing you always will,

YWhile Nature, with her flying fails,
Keeps turning round the mill.

IV.

To end then ail your wants in one,

And pever more complain,
Go, fetch coNTENT ; and when that’s done,

You’'ll never want again.
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|
EON CONSCTIENCE,

As nnocent of Crime.

ATL, {oft companion of each guiltlefs breaft !
I | Whole {mile is rapture, and thy bofom re/2.
No mufic charms, nor joy its triumph brings,
f thine be filent, or untun’d its ftrings
But thele attun’d, our confidence is fure,

Dur {leep refrething, and our reft fecare.

| SOME TOKEN FOR GOOD.

I_ :
HOE’ER thy grace preferves from fin,

Whate’er his heart or he has been,

Whate’er his follies paft, |

May henceforth in thy mercy find,

How great that goodnefs, and how kind,
The LovE-that faves at laft,

I1.
Love that fhall to the end enduire,
Making its own and all things fure,
8 That can its care require ;
8 \While confcious Faith, and humble Hope,
| Shall bear the contrite fpirit up,
Nor quench the lealt defire.

111
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M1
Come then, my Gop ! if yet thy love,
In pity, tho' thy frowns reprove,
Support my tempted foul ;
And grant me, as my laft requeft,
To hide my {orrows in that breaft,

Where love abforps the whole !

e —

CAUSES OF SPIRITUAL DECAL

HE Sin that does fo eafily befet
Prige that contemns, and thoughts that Pri
beger ; o

The want of pradence, and the want of care,
veolet of watching, or contempt of prayer;
Tkhe lordly mind, that cannot bear reproof ;

Or cloven eve, that mocks the cloven hoof ;

The unfecling heart, or Paflion’s angry fenfe,

That ftone of ftumbling at the lealt offence;
The love of idols, or the love of eale,

Or lufts that wait fome appetite to pleafe,
Some foolifh wifth, fome vain and low defire,
Or {parks of envy from Ambition’s fire ;

A boalt of con, that takes his name in vain,
The hope of intereft, or the fear of man;

Some fecret paflion, half refus’d, yet lov’d,
Some pique encourag'd, or fome crime approvyd

]
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fuch a flate, in fuch a frame as this,
1w thould we. but of God and comfort mifs!

This were no wonder—the furprize lies bere,
{hat cop fhould fuffer, what no fleth would Dbear ¢

In heart as harden’d, and a {oul as dead,

s yonder mountain that o’erhangs its head.

¥ But, O my God, have mercy, and forgive, -
dnce more revive me, and my foul thall live;
Ind then, tho’ fifted by the infernal pow'r,
bl but be winnow’d, to adorn thy FLOOR !”

CALCULATION WITHOUT NUMBER. -

EWWIFT fly the years, from Eaft to Weftern clime,
P While rifing funs but fhine to fhorten time.

b ye, who read, ‘and meafure in a foan
hc length of ages in the life of man:
¥hen this is done, go then your talent try,
dceunt the moments of eterpity !

E

Q. " CREATION
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CREATION A MYSTERTY,

R OM being nothing, and a thing of nought,
I am, of ncthing, to exifence brought:
But hew or why into this {tate I came, =
A thinking fubftance, like a thinking flame,
1 cannot tell; except it be from this,
That as from nothing every thing that s,
Save that alone, by which whatever lives,
Tts being takes, and every form receives.
So ’tis to this, whatever that may be,
[ owe my nature and my entity.-
But then for ¢hsfe what ’tis to ¢hat T owe,
*Tis that muft tell me, or I cannot know:
And that has told—the fum of which is this,
¢ From firlt to laft, I'm not my own, but His!

ON A DYING CHRISTIAN

taking Leave of his Family and Friends.

TRETCH’D on his conch, FipeLI1O meeklyﬁ

While {miling Hope fits {parkling in his ej

His bounding heart, iaflam’d with facred Jove,
Pants for the joy that’s only known above;
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His thort’oing breath with heav’n-born praife inlpird,
His foul exults with rapturous vifions fird; .

His quivering lips announce, but not exprefs,

The dawning falnefs of his happinefs.

Thus, like a LaMp that near expiring burns,
bne moment brightens, and then finks by turns,
e glows a fpark s to catch it then be thine,

ihnd light a thoufand that may longer thine !

' THE CHANGE REPENTED.

1,

-F T were you, and you were me,
As fools have often with’d to be s
It you were me, and I was you,
I wonder what we then fhould do.

11,

You think, perhaps, you then thould fee
What [ am not, nor wifh to be:
A fome;hing wonderful and (trange,

The better for the wond’rous change :

—~

Q2 I1I,
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II.

A f{omething that, perhaps, you’ve thought,
Could in a trice t’ effect be brought;

A deal of happinels procur’d,

'That now you think is uninfur’d.

IV.

But come, T'll tell you how ’twou’d be,
And then I think you'll plainly {ee :
Each would repent the other’s pain,
And each would with the change again,

DAVIDS REQUEST

L.

NE thing I've afked of the Lord,
And one I more defire;
For three are promis’d in His Word,
The whole that I require,

I1.

A couch whereon to take my reft,

And daily bread to eat;
A Ged, to whofe paternal breat,

1 may my {oul commit.
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111,

To live to Him, and then to die
In peace with all I know ;

In juftice, truth, and probity,
To leave this world below,

IV.

A God that will thefe wifhes grant,
In tendernefs relieve ;

To whom I can unfold my want, )
And will my fins forgive.

V.

This God, who'er he is, fhall be
My glory and my end ;

And then, thro’ all eternity,
My everlafting friend !

THERE 1S BUT A STEP BETWEEN ME!
AND DEATH.” *

I.
HAT Step I take thro’ all my life,
However fhort or long :
- That Step has made me all this firife,
And now fhall make my fong.

Q.3 11;
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IT.

It was a Step from Nature’s womb

Tnto the light of day;
And fhall, ere long, {ilute the tomb

That hides me from its ray.

I1T.
Bt that which from the world removes

Its pleafures or its gains,
4'ike remo. es from fordid loves

Its miferies and its pains.
V. -
This 1aft and folern Step by death
This world for ever leaves; *

Nor turnz again to {eek that breath,
‘That to ite God it gives.

V. __

Tkhen let me for this Step prepare,

And then as glad remove,
To banquet with the GoD [ fear,

And fee the God Ilove!l

« NOS
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y .

“ NONE OF THESE THINGS MOVE ME.”

;. Alts xx, 24.

WHAT neither fear of want nor fhame,

The hope-of praife;. nor dread of fame;,

he imiling promifes of men, -
[he lion’s roar, or lion’s den’? -

Vhat, ueither pain, nor grief, nor lofs,
he torturing Rack, nor ling’ring Crofs 3
lhe wrath of men, -or rage of fiends,
e lofs of wealth, or lofs of friends 2

o wone of thefe thy pirit move, |
s to conféfs, or lefs to love ;

lut dauntlefs, confident, and bold

'ace ealtern funs, or northern cold ;
5 all were nothing to that zeal,

[’hat lit in heav’n, could challenge hell 2

Fhat then, can nothing coaf or tire,
lor fafety for himfelf infpire

|'he man, whofe heart was all 2 lame

[u pread the honours of the LaMB ?
ot one of all, nor all in one,

ould make him {hame, er fear to own
s love to thee,.or thive to him,

by dally wonder and its theme ;

ho al! for hlm Himfelf denied,

s fcorn’d, betray'd, and crucified s

For |
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For whom all now is counted vain,

If Him or His thy heart might gain 3
Can finners by perfuafion win,

And teach a world the death to fin 3

To figh, repent, believe, and love,
And live the life conceal’d above:

This all his wi{h, and all his care,

H:s conftant ftrife, and conftant prayer,
His office faithful to fulfil,
Renouac'd his own, his Mafter’s will
His only hope, his daily joy,

His glory, trinmph, and employ ;-
That finith’'d well his race below,

He might in full affurance go, ‘
Where He, by whom his labour’s own'd,
And in that cay with glory crown'd,
Hoids out His fervants laft reward,

To fub and banquet with therr LorD !

SUDDEN SALVATION,

AN EPIGR AM,.

Rnew you'd fall ; but thenI faw you'd rife;
And what a mount !—from Tophet to the fkies!

M
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NOBODY AT -HOME,
AN EPiGﬁAhI.

RAY, who lives here ? what nobody within 7

P “ No one but me,” And what’s your name,
pray¢ “ Sin.”?

tav'n blefs my-eyes-! - whatcan’ you-live-alone ?
Why yes, I’ve Conlcience ; he’s the only only ones
And he’s enough, if you don’t makea ftir.”

! Confcience—youy hallo} O pray, good Sir;
Pray do not wake him, for I dread the end;

He'll turn mefo,&;‘._ and L Iha]l qucr a friend.”

PLAIN TRUTH,
| Aﬁiffdﬁgm._; o

: I.. Ce o
HAT Inow fay, if it be true,
-_ Why fhould I bafe deny ?
§ Tho’ what I'fay thould bé of yeu,
i There, now you may reply.
{0 1L
{ But chance you:nothing have to fay,
8 Youknow the thing is faf? :
f To/buffle then in children’s play,
§  And half avows the act,
I1L.
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111,
* Why then, what would you Have me do?

¢ Tcan’t repair the rent.”
I know you can’t; but, if ’tid true,,
At lealt you fhould repent,

NEVER CONTENTED,

AN ZPIGR & N.

L
HERE is no end to what we want,

Nor what our wants would afk.:

For really but to count the fum.
Were no fuch eafy tafk,

IL.
And yet how eafy to be gain'd,

If once the want were known ?:
The one thing needful, when obtain’d,

Would {um upall in Ope !.
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AN EPICRAM

RAY what is that you're looking for ?
P ¢ Why {omething I have loft.”
That I fuppofe—but have a care,

Your labour’s worth the coft.

“ That I muft leave; it is to me,
i ““ The lofs you know is mine.”
- And foit will, whate’er it be,
f The temple, “or its fhrine,
. 'Tis not-the lofing then’s the thing,
But ’us the thing that’s /g2 .
A beggar’s equal to a king,
And each may curfe the coft !

THE RETURNING SPRING,

HILE Nature,teeming withits opening flowers,
Adorns the groves, or decks the verdant
bowers ;

Vhile birds and beafts their fpeechlefs offerings bring,
pad bellow thefe, and thole their mattins fing;
y trozen brealt no vernal change fhall fear,

fit clouds, and ftorms, and winter, all the year !

THE
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THE FOUR IMPORTANT THINGS,

AN EPIGRAM.

-

[ME, life, and death, with judgment yet toco
Demand our notice, as they fix its doom:
V. hy then contemn’d, when to complete the cof

Perdition follows, and then all is loft !

THE RACE OF LIFE,

AN EPIGRAM,

HE old bave liv’d, and fo may live the you
How /ad when either have {furviv’d too logd
The youth invidious aims the hoary ftake,
Y et view’d the goal, would willingly draw back:
“ Puth on,” fays Death, * your mandature is pa
< The /aff in ftarting, .is the firft at lall 1”




tVERY EFFECT CONGENIAL
WITH ITS CAUSE,

AN EPIGRAM,.

| HO fows would reap, and reafon thathe fhov’d,
1 But why complain the product is not good ¢
Would you have grapes from thorny briars {pring,

Or balmy figs from off the thiftle’s fting ?

Oh! blame not thofe, ’tis Nature’s beaten road :

But blame the Reaper for the {ced he faw'd.

|
RANSLATION OF AN EPIGRAM IN LATIN,

; From Mufculus, oue of the German Reformers.

P \ESS’D with the threats of forrows ne’er to ceafe,
Thy Church, O curis1 ! demands the pro-
mis'd peace: |
tear thou her prayer, the impending ftorm difpel,
vert her fears, and fhut the gates of Hell !
0 fhall he own thy faithfulnefs to fave
he flock thou lov’ft, and whom thy Father gave.

\ R RE.
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R E P R O A C B

AN EPIGRAM,

LET Iving Fame her blafting trumpet blow;
If I no evil nor occafion know,

>Tis but 2 blalt to blow me to that fhore,
Where Scandal’s breath fhall found her trump no mo

« LIE NOT AGAINST THE TRUTH

AN EPIGRAM,

MUST then the #ruth be always {poke, |
" And a poor Jie be never told ?

What may we not, to ferve a joke,
To gqm a caufe, or fave one’s gold ?

“ Why doub*lers if you chufe, you may;
There's nothing wrong but may be done:

But how ’twill ftand another day,
1'd have your prudeace think upon "
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A REFLECTION.

I

IF they are bleft, and only they,

Who love and wou’d do all men well ;
What can we do to them or fay,

Who prove they with to aJl men il 2

1L

And that they do not wilh all well,
As foes, not friends, to LiBERTY,

Is plain from this—let fuch prevail,
And tyrants all or flaves muft be.

X

I1T.

For there’s no medium. in the cafe,

It Liberty’s allow’d to none ;
But thofe who claim the higheft place,
Or mount by murder to a throne.

IV, s

Our choics, indeed, may not be hard,
So far as choice of will may go;
dince few would chufe to be debarr’d,

It choice of what they lik’d wou'd do.

R » V.
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V.

But ihis not fo—mnot one in feny

No, nor ten thoufand times that fum,
B-t muft {ubmit to other men,

Perhaps the coffspring of the foum.

VI.
And fay not—¢¢ This is not my choice.”
I Xnow ’'tis not as weil as yous:
*T1s the dread fentence of a voice,
That cries aloft, ¢ It muft be {0.”

V1I.!

So long as men are what they are,
So long this fentence muft remains:

eafon and Juftice both declare,
¢ Slaves muft fubmit, and tyrants reign.”’

VIII.
But when, thus punifh’d, they relent,
That hand adore that wields the rod ;

Of every fin forfook, repent,
And thus repenting turn to God :

IX.

Then fhall the wrath of Heav'n be turn’d,
Ail farther comity fhall ceafe ;

The fire that oer his children mourn’d,
Sh.all fmiling feal their mutual peace.
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AN

FPIGRAM ON EPIGRAMS,

AIL thou fhort, but pleafing Verfet
Simple, keen, polite, and terfe;

Forcing {miles, yet giving pain,

From thy (ly fatyric vein

Full of compliment or wiz ;

Who forgive can ne'er forget :

Dubious {ounds that ftrike the ear,

And provoke the Cynic-fneer.

Yet what Cynic dare thee blame,

While thy name is ““EpigrAM !”
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TC THE MEMORY OF TIHE

REV. MR. VINCENT PERRONET;

{700y cfter having bzen NMinifter of the Parifb of Shore
ham, i Kent, for the Space of more than Fily
feven Years, died en Manday, the 9th fo[cl_}’: 175;

iz the Nincty-Jecond Year of Fis Age.

'HIIF

%W IPEN’D by years, but more matur'd by gra
EX At once to end his labours with his race,
e Man of God, as fix’d on Pifgal’s top,
Surrev’d the profpect, as he felu its hope;
Vith eve reflettive view’d the f{eafons palft,
'The worid’s valt nothing, and its end at lalt;
His former labours and his ceafelefs pains,
His toll unwearied, as minute its gains:
Now deep revolv’d he longs his chirge to meet,
And caft his miffion at the Mafter’s feet s
From earth he fprings, while prophets gone befors
Streteh their wide arms to land him on the fhore;
While {miling hofts the patriarch-gueft furround,

MMount on the car, and bear him from the gronnd.

T

e o U



[ 199 1

Thus bright attended, fee him foar on high,
Borne, as on wings, beyond Creation’s {ky ;
Where, brought in fight of the eternal throne;
Lighting he falls to Him that {its thereon :

When lo! a voice, from out the mercy {eat,

Bids [trait—¢¢ Arile, and {tand as on thy feet 5

E“ I know thy works, thy labour, and thy lofs,

“ And lo! the crown that overhangs thy crofs—
L‘ Whofe patient arm my weightier crofs has borne,”
There, next to feraphs, and perhaps fhll higher,
With beams of light, and of diltinguifh’d fire,
bhall fthine, as glowing with fuperior flame,

[The prophets mantle, and his diadem :

find there, the {weeter rapture to impart,

BVho, next his God, lay neareft to his heart,
plall (he be found—a mother, Jong no more,,

put carlier call’d from Time’s morbific fhore:

Where too fhall fand, if Hope can feel its ground,,
[ num'rous offspring, with the patriarch found.
fmazing love ! might but this lot be miae,

Lo thine with ftars, where ftars for ever fhine!.

&4

AN
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AN EPI T A P H

Sacred 1o the Memory of Mrs. C. P.

Bl departed this Life, on February 5, 1703, agit
Seventy-five Xears.

H ERE lies interr’d, from every drofs refin'd,
B Her athes number'd, and her duft enfhrin’,
A foul, emerg’d from all that eace detain’d

Its hands in féiters, and its heart enchain’d ;
Whoie wearied feet at length their courfe have run,
Their warfare ended, and their race have won;
W hofe end approach’d, the end of all her care,
Her /ozal izbours, and her meek defpair,

He faw, who lov'd, and cali’d His favourite home,
He {aw, who loves, and guards the facred tomb:
Rioe for her reft, but patient of de]ay,

She keard, ¢ Arife, my fair one, come away.”

Thither, where Saints with joy celeftial glow,
Soft zs the thade, and whiter than the fnow,
Silent 25 night, fhe glides from Earth’s abode,

Acd wabing found her fpirit fafe with Gop !

T
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70 the MEMORY of Mr. C.P.
Ity departed this Life, Auguff 12, 1776, aged 6.

AUGHT to the fkies from out this vale of woe,
He foars aloft, to fhine where martyrs glow :

A man of forrows, and aggriev'd with pain,

teltor’d thro’ death, he joins the martyr’d train:

Like Abrabam’s heir, when offer’d by his fire,

ben here he faw the confecrated fire,

fworn to refign, and in its flames expire..

k’atiﬁnt to bear, tho’ Nature’s will complains,.

ich day new trials, and each night new pains
efolv’d to fight his paffage to a crown,

kelolv’d he ftood, and threw the gauntlet down..
) Thou, who didft his every burden fhare,

or leave his hope to danger or defpair

ento the laft thy utmoft word was try’d,

il Nature fail’d, and Grage was glorify’d !

On the DEATH of Mif D. P.
September 19, 1982, aged 56-

,EAR to his faints, but dearer to their coD,.
 Another faint has left this earthly clod :
ade ripe thro’ {ufferings, fanltified by Grace,
Star (he fhot, to mingle with their race.
heafon, be flill, et Truth her hiftory teil ;.
) purelt realms of purelt light to dwell, |
_ - o Sav'd,
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Sav’d by the Love that forms her high abode,
Perfedt in this, on wings of Love fhe rode
Eli_}:h’s car, that bare Elijah’s God !

Rejsice ve faints, and thou, her hoary Sire,

R **1 te thylelf with Heav’n’s prophetic fire..

O may thy foul a prophet’s tranfit fleal,?

Nor lingring pains, nor dying anguifh feel s

£’en now HE waits, who bids thy {pirit ** Come,”
To Ligat the flame, and bear thy fpirit dome !

r‘h

7¢ th: MEMORY of Mr. J. P. who died Oftcher|
28, 1707, aged 34 Years.

URN here thine eyes, thou paffing traveller,
arn

Anc o'er this hearfe, and o’er thele athes mourn.
Yet not for thefe, but for yourfelves ve weep;
Who die in Jetus, are not dead, but ﬂeep
With Him estomb’d, their peaceﬁll {pirits reft,
Lock’d in His ﬂI'EEtS, and fclded on his breafts
Where hidden treafures from their fourtain fow,

Where martyrs banm- t, and where feraphs glow;
White fhines fupreme~"is faints eternal head,

Lord of His own, the hving or the dead !

This hope be thine—thep let thy F.ith APprove,
Thy hi‘&:t devoled, and thy tife Qbo"e .
o0, wien reviv'd, the cdead in Chiift (hall rife,

Thoa too thait mount, and fan the immortal {kies! |
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AN ACROSTIUC

On toe Word * ACROSTIC.”

A DIEU, vain world, and all zhou art,

C are’s guilt is thine, and mine the fmart :
R iches, ambition, honours, joys,

O nly prelent in vaia their toys.

S ick is my life, and fick I’d be,

T ir'd with thy lifelefs vanity.

I f thou once grant me ought, be't #4is;
C hrift be my choice, let me be HIs!

AN ACROSTTIZC
On Mr. Je=— Comeme.

| DIOT of grace, to make worfe idiots wife,

O pen their ears, and couch their hood-wink’d eyes,
i ¢ comes, a fammerer of the gofpel {ong,
N or human learning, nor the learned’s tongue ;

C hofen and call’d, if call or choice there be,
A man of wonders, and more wond’rous be. .

R are work of Heav’n—ye /ots his miffion hear,

L ike that dumb brate's, that twing’da prophet’s ear
T 0 teach us wifdom, Wifdom fends her fools,
{0 ffers her hand, to lead us to her {chools,

N or ever quits her charge, till they firft quit her

rules,

ON
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ON THE VELOCLTY OF TIME

GES and years, with months and moments, {
™\ The minor offspring of eternitys |
)F awful import, tho’ of trivial name,

Their nature, end, and origin the {ame.
Feav'a’s grand bequeflt, our lafety to fecure,
Arnd make its wartare, with s vx&ow, {ure:

R “mrded 2111 a vaft annumber’d {tore,

Whoiz fate is fix’d, and time revolves no more.

T

A N EPITA?P L

-

X 'HO’s this that fleeps beneath this mould}
{tone ? |

¢« 7\'hy can't you read !” To you that afk be’t know

1 once, like you, as now you, jutt like me,

Thouaht life a jeft, and Gop a povelty :

But now revers’d, the dead much better know;

And ye who doubt, where they are gone muft g
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AN EPITATPHE,
In Monkifb Latin.

IC jacet morte fecurus,
Qui vixit olini impurus;
Sed non impeniter moriens, -
Sperat feliciter: oriens.
Tu, qui hoc dubitas teécum,

Roga refurgere mecum. .

e St~

‘T%e Trmg/latzon.

HERE lies entomb d fecurc,

- One who liv’d not fo pure ;

But forrowing for his fi,, -
H0pes glad to rife aggin.
Pray ‘ye, who doubt hié" wort!) =
To rife as Well reftor’d.” I

AN EPITAPH
O ye, that afk who lodges, here,,
Within this parrow tomb :

There’s nothmg from the dead to fea‘r, |
Who'll not deny you room.

s In.

5
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11,

-But chaace, at prefent, you don’t want
A lodging with the dead :

The grave, you think, is rather {cant;
You chufe a wider bed.

11T, . .
A wider bed perhaps yow'll have, -
If you're a rogue of ftate:

-Only remember what you crave
Will not decide your fate,

TRANSLATION OF AN EPITAP
Over fome modeft Abbot of St. Albanls.

ENEATH thIS humble turf doilh reft,
One who has paid this debtto {in ;
And tho’ his name be not exPreﬂ

*Tis wrote the Book of Life within.

- o= - .

| Remark.

THEN that’s enough ; what man would Crf
A greater privilege to fhare ?
E’en Monarchs, tho they find a grave,

Their names are feldom written there.
S g
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EPLTATPH
On the famﬁm Mr. Matthew Prior.

intten by himfelf, on being upbraided -with the
Meannefs of his Birth.

"OBLES and Heralds, by your leave ¢
Here lie the bones of Matthew Prior s
A fon of Adam and of Eve :
Let Bourbon. or Naflau go higher.

Remarks on the foregoing .Epimﬁb;

TIS true; good Sir; but, by your lcave,

| With all your witticifin’s pow'r,

| Xif'd you not once a tyrant's leeve s

[ Could Herod or his hogs do more ?

8 Boalt then no more your noble birth,

£ Nor quote an origin, your thame ;

| The vileft knave that leads the earth

| Canequal plead, and boaft the {ame,

éz AN
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AN EPITATPH

G cne Mr. Jof. Baylis and bis Wife, in Malve
Church, in Worcelterfhire.

&4

HEY were fo truly one, that none could i

Which of them rul’d, or whither did obej
He rul'd becaufe the would obey, and SHE,

“ In fo obeying, rul’d as well as HE.”

£t

€L

L

The Simile.

THUS, like two buckets that attend the well,

Each take their turn to eafe the other’s /pel/:
The ficft arriv’d, the next as free defcends,

And mutual thus fulfil their mutual en_c}s.

Of, like a bark that fteals acrofs the tide,
T hofe equal turn its equal oars divide ;
But waating one, or elfe the ftroke 1ll croft,
The veflel finks, or ftrands upon the coalt.
But equal plied the ftrong united oar,
The toil is fweet, and every bank a fhore |
Thus match’d, thus pair'd, thus fitted to its ma
We may be happy in the married {tate:
Bat if unmatch’d, ucfitted, and unpair’d,
You may be marricd, but you mufl be maiid!

b
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EPITATPH
Oxzdﬂﬁ'r.

ERE lies the fcorn of infamy,
A f{candal to reproach itfelf ;

A mifer of uncommon dye,

Whole very blood and bones were pﬂlf
And yet he had whereof to boalt,

L Altho’ he gave no #ythe nor tosl:
| He lov'd 4is God, and, to his coft,
| So ferv’d Him, as to lofe his foul!

F L
1

AN

bl *

OCCASIONAL. EPITAPH.

)ENEATH this hearfe, of monumental {tone,

) Lies all that’s mortal of the faint that’s gone :
tman of cop ! whofe glory was to prove

e peaceful PREACHER of all-pow’rful Love!

S 3 ANOTHER,
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A NOTHE R

HY life how frail ! its momeats, how they fi
How fhort thy time, how long eternity !
Would'(t thou prepare, then mufe thy latter end, §
Make heav'e thy obje&, andits GoD thy friend !
So thall thy Hope, at leaft, be fure of this,
To live untainted, and then die in-peace.

7 MEMORY of Mafer J. H.

i, departed this Life, Apri 7, 1773, aged Eley
Xears.

IXKE {ome fair rosE, that, in the morning feey
Hides its pale blufh beneath the mant
creen ; '

But filent fmote before the noon day fun,
At evening fades, ere half its bloom’s begun:
R0 fell this flower ! that here, in duft array’d,

Reclines its foliage in this facred fhade.

taonT AL fower, whofe root, without decafy
Shall fairer fpring, and bloom in endlefs day b

Bl

—t
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AN EPITATPH

On. Mr. C., M..

!
L]

Who. died in the Year 1763, aged 31 Years..

/

-

EARKEN; ye young, ye hoary fires attend;.
Hear all who breathe the athes of a friend :

0 you thiey {peak, on you. benign-they call,

ars of the tomb, and partners.of the fall,
Resurn,” they. cry;, “‘ to earth return again,”

ebids who made, nor mocks the {ons of men ;

ebids, who form’d thy being at a word,

reation’s Fountam, and the creature’s Lord!.

or whom all nature and its fons were born,

[om whom they liTued and to Hlm retutn ..

o life or death unendmcr aS unknqwn
0 that afeendéd or *to rum gone,

n you then hear, or can you thoughitlefs read,
his dread: alarm, this fimmons from'the dead ¥
1 you uamov’d the general {entence hear,

or figh one with; por (hed one geauine tear 2
vain, if fo would worlds entomb’d arife,

Grouze your fears, oF pomt you to the fkiés:

-

)
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Ts the MEMORY ¢of Mr. W. ]
Hho died on Auguft the 28th, aged 24.

¢ 'foung men alfo die!”

EAN'D from the world, and weary of dely,
[ hafte for that where glows immortal day,.

Like Lot from Sodom, and like Enoch borne,
Longing; not-late, to Canaan’s relt I.turn;
Ia {weet expeftance of unending life,
A rilgrim worn and wearied of his firife s
Aade ripe for glory, and prepar’d:for home,
1 reftlefs wait, till Jesus bids me * GOME.”
E’en now methinks His charming voice I hear,.
Now He invites, and now attrats me near.:.
No longer now His will my wifh denies,
1 am my Lord’s; and He my wifh fupplies !
Now then, my foul, lift up thy withful eyes; )
Gird up thy loins, and, as thou gird'ft, arife;
Stretch both thy wings, acd fan the immortal fkies

THE EPITAPH.

HERE refts bis head, that waﬁts a reft no more}
His thoughts colleéted, and his wand’rings o'er:

Who {aw his wifh, hasfeal’d his full releale,
Bid him refign, and then “ depart in peace.”

TH
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THE TRUE DYING SWAN,

OR THE REAL CHRISTIAN

Returning to the Celeftial Zion with Songs of
cver/czﬂf{zg Deéliverance !—]faiah xxxv, 1Q,

L
‘ WAS on the banks of Jordan’s tlde, ,
The clofe of Life’s ihort day,
A dying Samt melodlous trled ’
To chace her cares away.
i1,
But though the oft had tun’d her throat,
And oft her cup ran o’er:
Yet now fhe fang far fweeter note.
Than e'er fhe fang before.
1.
“ Farewell' (the cried) each idol- Iay,
Ye tinfell’d toys adien
Ye have np charms to tempt my ﬁay,
And I have none for you.
V.
Farewell, .with thefe, each worrying pain,
With each corroding care ;

Each moytal lofs and mortal gain,
Each childitly, hope oF fear.
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V.

Farewell, {ad Grief and fore Difeafe,.
The fruit of inbred fin ;
I can no more repent of thefe,
When I am enter'd in.
VI.
Farewell all {eafons and all times,.

Farewell the.change of #kis,
- With all the follies and the crimes:

That fools account their. blifs !
VII. .
Farewell. Contention’s ceafelefs jars,,
Foreign, or home-bred feud ;
The tyrant’s or the bigot’s wars,

That drench the world with blood"

VIIL. |
Farewell Ambition’s furious {irife;.

With Avarice’ luft of gaing - -
The pride of drefs, the pride of l-tfé,
Religion’s ruft and bane.. *
IX.
Farewell thie Tempter’s baleful pows,.
With every fiery dart;
And farewell too thefe clouds that Jout,.
And watch to ¢loud my heart:.
X..
Farewell all forrow and all thame,.
And thou, OSting of Death !
With thine, O Grave! whole dreary name
Alacms at every breath..
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XL -
Farewell thou bright imperial Sun,
Whole rifing gilds.the morn
And thou too, fair refulgent Moon,
Whofe beams the night adorn.
- XL
Tarewell; ye:conflelated Gems,
Ye Solar Stars farewell ; -
1 go—where uncreated beams -
|  Your brighteft flames excel.
XIII. -
Farewell, ye friends, ‘that filent weep,
Aad with your tears bedew
This dying corfe—"tis but a [leeh,
And then I wake anew !
X1V,
With you no more muft I converfe,
Nor tread this dreary road ;
See there the Prophet’s flaming Aearfz,
That bears me to my God !
- XV.
 Ceafe then, ye kind companions, ceafe,
Nor fond indulge your woe ;
| 1t is my Father’s pleafure this,
And I with pleafure go.
XVI.
Be you as willing to fubmit,
s ROW ye are to mourn ;
§ And ye, ere long, fhall hear him greet
R Your rifing and return.,
' XVII.
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XVIL
In fine then, Farewell all that’s here,
And all my tongue could tell;
However lov’d, however dear,

IH

However good—Farewell !

XVII.
Thus Heaven’s fair Swan, the Chr ﬁia’n, fing,
In fight of joys to comej; o

While the Great Angel fpreads his wings,
Aad wafts his Cygnets honie - -~





