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Advertifement.

T HE fllowing mifcellancous compofitions were
nst originally intended for public view, as not
being thought calgylated for public ufe : but the cu-
risfity of fome to fee the manufcripty of others to
havz it in print, is the [ole metive for dong that,
which, though it coft the writer fome labour, will
¢y bim bring no other advantage than the [atisfac-
‘tisn of obliging, at their expence, the few friendly
individuals by 'wb;:g/k courtefy it fees the hight.

P. S. The little copy of werfes added by way of
Appendixy are inferted as a compliment of grati-
tude to a very fingular friend, who, while he pof-
[effes fome faint.fhadow of geniusy has, I hope,
f00 much difcretion to affect any degree of popularity,
However, [ bave added his initials, that thafe who
are acquainted with his performances may not be af
a lsfs for bis name.

.- Neovember 30, 1782.
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The Exordium.

THO U! who did’ft the pdr0phef’s mufe
infpire,
 And Jelle’s harp inflam’d with Jefle’s fire !

E Touch thou my heart and rouze this languid

To Ibund thy glory, as it fpeaks thy name :

e R IR X~ mrnt e

%‘ Gratitude _ﬂar Creation. .
’ﬁ

O thee, whofe mfdom form’d the {kies,
T And o’er'this éarth thy mantle fpread :~
o thee I lift my wond’ring eyes ;

! To thee I bow my duteous head.

god of my life! take thou the praife,
1 Of all the gifts thy grace has giv’n;
§°d, 25 I number out my days,

thou prepare my laft for heav’n,

A2 In
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In every {tep be thou my guide,

In every change my fafety’s guard ;
O’er all thy providence prefide,

My thield, my glory’s great reward |

So fhall T walk fecure from death,

*Till call’d by him, who bids me, come ;
With joy I yield this fleeting breath,

And change for an eternal home !

e —————————
A Morning Hymn.

AW' AKE my heart! awake my‘foﬁgl
To whem thy waking hours belong.

Thy kind preferver thro’ the mght,
Now meek reftores the morning light.

He watch’d thy hours of thoughtlefs reft,
And plac’d a fhield as on thy breaft;

Angelic guards that ftood between ;
‘Thy danger and 1ts guard unfeen. .

O may he keep me t_hro the day,

In all [ think, tranfat or fay; -

And when my day’s employ is o'ery
Then keep me as he kept before. -

— L] - -
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An E vening Hymn.

C HE AR up, my foul, retouch the lyres,
Let gratéful joy thy evening crown,
To him whofe hand each day infpires,
' And ‘waits to guard thy lying down.

He wakes thee e’er the morning light',. .

And thro’ the day—at home——abroad, - . |

Having preferv’d thee thro’ the night, -
Will be thy.guardian and thy Gad.

O thou! whofe arm my Thield has-tesse,
W hate’ er thou hasf:beheld forgive :

| Thy fearchmﬂ' eyes my paths have feen, _
By theeI move, by thee Ilive. L

Into thy hands I now commend,
Whate’er 1 am, whate’er I have ;

Be thou my advocate and friend,
'T'o pardon, fandlify and fave,

Trufting thy faithful love to do

. (‘Till death fhall fee my cup run o’r)

Whate’er thy wifdom has in view, 1
And I awake to ﬂeép no mnore,

i
e itk im .
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The Lord’s Prayer.

O FATHER of mercies ! our father in heav’n !
'T'o whom as their fountain all glory be giv'n :
Thy kingdom bring near and it’s pow’r make
known, '
T hat thy wiil upon earth, as above, may be done.
Our bodies fuftain with the nurture we need,.
Cur daily fupport,. and. the life-giving bread : .
Forgzive us our fins, as we now wou’d forgive
T he worft of our foes, and their wants wou’d
reliave; | _ -
But O! zbove all for the fake of thy love,
Our fouls from the fnare of the fowler remove ;
For thine is the kingdom, the glory and pow’r,
For ever and ever, Amen ! Evermore ! )

A Thougkt on Plalm xciv. g.

“/Ho made the eye ? fhall not his optics fee ?
Who made the ear? thall not his organs
hear ¢

Ah! who can then thy prefence think to flee?
Or who would not thy omniprefence fear !

O thou!
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O thou ! who fee’ft, give me the feeing eye ;
And thou that hear’lt, give me the hearing
¢ar 3
That feeing thee I may know where to fly,
And hearing thee may ferve the God I fear.

Then thall mine ear no more betray my heart,
Mine eyes no more o’er {cenes fantaftic rove ;
Go hence ye fhades of vanity—depart,
Nor hold me longer from the God I love !

¥

The Werld's Vanity, ard God’s All-Sufficiencys
From the French.

GO fearch, who chufe, the double hemifphere,
And then report the vanity that’s there |
Their ftate too reftlefs, tho’iritenfe their fires,

To fix the foul, or fiil it’s vaft defires.

See not thine eyes the warldling’s fore diftrefs ?

The ambitious groaning ‘midit their fond fuc-
cefs?

The mifer’d wretch that worfhips gold, in chains,

And all his joys embitter’d by his pains ?

Then fearch with all the eagernefs of éye,
The fpangling luftres of the vaulted fky

In
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In vain thou looX’tt—thy jook i3 ftill too Jow~-
For hear me, mortals, and from henceforth
know, |

Thatnought on earth, nor €’en in heav’n’s abode,
Can fili the foul, but the foul-filling Gud. -

Life a Voyage. Pf. cwiis 22.

O THOTU! who all things can’ft command,
Who hold’ft the nations in thy hand,

- Whom winds and waves obey ;
Who bia’lt the ftorm a calm become,
Vv hile opening rocks divide thee room,

‘And darknefs turns to days,

Toft then on life’s tempeftuous fea;
Saviour of men, I call on thee, )
To wake thee as from fleep :
Come thou, whofe charge it is to fteer,
And o’er the mounting billows bear

This veffel thro’ the deep.

See the rich cargo bought with bloo&,
Immortal fouls confign’d to God,
And to thy keeping giv’'n
Souls, once condemn’d their fins to bear,; |
But now committed to thy care, |
To convoy fafe to heav'n.

T a
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Take then, thou heav’nly pilot, take,
And for thy love, thy mercies fake,
Regard the precious ftore; .
Guide thro’ the ftorm each tender bark

And o’er the aby['s prof'ound a$ dark,
Condu& us fafe to {hore b

5

O entermg a Plaée qf‘ ng/b:p.

B E prefent, Lord in this thy houfe,
The place thou call’R 2b¢ houfz of prayir s
O come and meet thy willing fpoufe,
Who meekly waits thy coming there,

If we are darknefs, thou art light,
Thy word our light in datknefs ba,
So thall we blefs the wond’rous fight,
And joy to find it’s hope in thee, - - ! .

L.
The place, the work, the worﬂlip’é thihé; .
Thine, Lord, the kingdom and the pow’r !
O make our hearts thy fpirit’s {hrine,
And t_ﬁi‘ne’ﬁs'!‘tlje_‘praliwfe fo; evermore ! -

—_

FFFFF
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After Service.

I S this thy word our ears have heard ?

Thy name be prais’d, thy goodnefs fear’d ;
On 2all our minds it’s truths imprefs,
And let our lives it’s power confefs.

Difmifs us hence in that great name,
In which we here together came;
And as we henceagain depart, -

Transfufe it’s life thro’ every heart :

That grafted in thy word below,

We may in thee, the grafter, grow ;
Tl ill’d with fruits of heav’nly love,
We fade on earth to bloom above.

All glory then to him we give,
By whom we grow, by whom we live s
To whom alone we fall or nife,
Defcend the grave, or mount the fkies.

e s

A Solar Simile. On Ifa. xlii. 2.

A S morning funs ferene as bright arife,
And filent fpread their radiance o’er the

{kies >
Their orbs high fix’d above this turbid fphere,
The’ firuck the fight, ftrike not the tendereft ear.
No
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No noife, no hurry in their motion feen,
Gradual as great, and filent as ferene,

Unheard they thine, and tending to their end, -
Silent they rife, and filent they defcend.

So fhould the Chriftian, like the paffing fun,
From his firft rifing to his going down :

Be feen, not heafd, and like the folar ray,
Silent illume and vifual warm the day,

Like his great Lord, that fun of glory, thine,
Calm in his rife, and meek in his decline |

... .
Sure, though Slow, or @ Thought on If; xxvii. 16,

S WIF T be my zeal, but foft my pace,
That fo I may throughout endure ;
Nor court velocity of grace,

But as it makes my calling fure.

On that meek foal, on which my Lord
Triumphant rode thro’ Salem’s gate,
May I with him my fteps record, |
And {lowly for his coiniﬁg wait,

They travel faft, however {low,
Who in the fteps of Jefus tread;
.And why thould any with to o -
Fafter than went their pattern head ?

B?. He
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He went his own, and we his pace,
Who follow here that trall unknown ;

The path of faith’s affliive race,
YWho bear the crofs to wear the crown.

Then with his faints who rode with him,
May we from Achor’s vale afcend;
And heil’d the New Jerufalem,
Salute our everlafting friend !

A Thought on Pfalm exliti, g

H ID E me, Saviour, from my fin,
From the ftorms that rage within;

From my guilt’s corroding {mart,

From the tempter’s fiery dart.

Many, fierce, and fharp as fteel,
Are the arrows that I feel ;
Martal as the adder’s fting,

Is the venom that they bring,

Poifon’d fhafts of livid death,

T hat contaminate our breath ;
Dread infufing thro’ the whole,
All that can defile the foul, -

From
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From them my Saviour hide,
In the cavérn of thy fide, | |
Where alone I fafecanbe; - -+ i+ L
There, my God, 1fly tothee!. .

~There alone in calm repofe,« =
Shelter find from all my fqes; |
Safe from all tllfg‘tlwp&ild;filéﬂmx, N
Infant hope or infant joy, . o

Thus preferve me, - till thy love - - ..o
Shall my life from earth remove,

"Till from ev’ry toil I reft,

In the harbour of “thy breaft,

The Parient Sufferer’s Future Pr‘fw:'leps.

Rev. xxii. 2, From the WEeLcH,

0 F the fruit of the tree {hal] they eat,
That grows by the river of life,

With the Lamb in eternity meet,
in a fabbath of reft from their firife,

No forrow thall ftain their delight,

No ficknefs their bodies annoy ;
No darknefs o’erfhadow their night,

Nor terrors their comforts deitroy,

In
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In around of feraphic amaze,
In the bloom of eternity’s fpring ;

T heir eyes {hall eternally gaze,
And their joy as eternally fing.

Doxorocy.

All glory to Him on the throne !
All praife to the Spirit be giv'n:
To Jefus, incarnaté alone ;
The eternal Triunion of heav’n!

The Backflider reprov'd.
Thoughts on Feremiah i, 1g.

BEWILDER’D, dark, confus’d and blind,
Heavy my heart, oppreft my mind;
Scatter’d my thoughts, and rang'd abroad,
1 neither feck, nor find a God.

F

But how into this ftate I came ;
VWhom to accufe, or what to blame,
I neither know nor can I tell,

Only I feel my foul unwell.

' Tis fomething at the bottom there,
Seme rotten hope or rankling cdre,
T hat thus foments my mifery :
My heart ! ’tis thy bypocrifys
"Thou
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Thou know’t I’'m neither meek nor mild :
A rebel, not a little child ;

Here then T think the {ecret lies,
Why griefs increafe and- forrows rife :
The curfe is trac’d from jt’s event,
And every pang cries out, Repent.

From felf and fin, Io! now I turn,
To him who feels my f{pirit mourn ;
And who alone will mercy fhew,
When all befides would let me go!

\

OH Mﬂ6’$ /fff-

Erom the French of Monf. Drelincourt.
B. ii. Sonnet s,

H AIL! wondrous bark! the world’s tre-
mendous hope |

Where faft enclos’d from every foe fhut up,
Whate’er the earth or ambijent air containg, .
Safe in thy bulk from ocean’s rage remains,

Dangerous thy courfe, while floatin g o’erit’s tide,
The threatening deep affaults on every fide ;
Now toft aloft thy mounting {pires rebound,
And now as low the abyffal caves refound,

To_
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To huthzneyes but on the furdace calt, -

One well might think each moment were the
laft ; * :

T hat the next wave that dath’d acrofs thy beam,

Weuld gulph thy being in the yawning ftream.

But faith can fee, and from that fight is fure,
The God that holds thee will thy charge fecure.

As from thy womb, muft one day glorious {pring,
The world’s Redeemer and his Ifrael’s King,.

- - |
The Day of Trial.

I N the day of fore temptation,
In the hour of "guilt and fin ;

Dreadful poitit of expeltation,

Scorm’d without and rent within, -
Fuil of fear and fearful horror,

When on danger’s verge 1 ftand ;
Full of doubt and doubtful terror,

With the toe on either hand,

Then, O then’s the needful hour,
Then the moment for thy grace ;
T hen to ftretch thy hand of pow’r,
And thy faithfulnefs exprefs :
: o " Then
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“Then, to fhew thyfelf victorious,
Then to make thy mercy known ;

Ever good and ever élorious, H
Thou art God ! and:thou alone !

Holy Father ! Lord of Heav’p ! - e
Holy Jefus! Lord and God 1
With thy Spirit praife be giv'n, -
Inthy uncreate abode, L
In the heav’ns thy love has framed ;
In the earth thy hards have made 3
Wherefoe’er thy word is hamed ;-
Reign o’er all Creation’s Head ! -

. - I--‘ "1 ‘ | ' . ‘ i
The True Rg/} A ﬂasg./)t_'aa'fﬁ fm;': oy
RETURN, O Thou, for whom I moum,

And take me to thy breaft ;

That fo my heart conftrain’d may tum
To thee her only reft.

That reft that wearied fpirits feek ;
In nothing _found-b_,eidw, |

Jave in the bofom of the meek,
The meek alone can know,

That reft, my God, from every want,
That can our quiet wound ; |

That mighty cordial of the faint, - -
That in thy ftrength is found,

= C Come
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Come then, in every breath we feel,
And breathe the peace unknown ;

>Till in thy joy this truth we feal,
Thyfelf and this art one !

Then fhall we know as we are known,
And fee as we are feen ;

The incarnate (God upon his throne,
And feraphs one with men !

et Byt =

Fordan’s Vale. A Parody.

WHEN here, Urania, firft we came,
And pitch’d our tents by Jordan’s ftream,
How calm the {ky, how clear the day,

Our joy how fweet,. how pureit’slay :
With facred firains the temple rang,
And prophets lift’ned as we fang ;

All feem’d as angels might regale,
Amidft the tents of Jordan’s vale,

Butah! fince Ifrael’s Lord 1s dead,
His Salem’s fhepherd and her head,
Her priefts of origin divine,

No longer bear the altar’s thrine;

The hope of Ifrael now is o’er,

And Zion’s prophets chaunt no more;
Sad Rachael weeps, her children fail,
And quit the tents of Jordan’s vale.

Duration



[ 19 ]

Duration of Joy the Prerogative.of. Heaven.
Alls i, 8,

WYITH fpringing feet the cripple heal’d,
Dances and leaps and fhouts for 10V 3
While with extatic ardors hll’d,
Ten thoufand thoughts his mind employ.

But thefe withdrawhand rapture cool,, -
He ftill retains the blefling 'giv’n;

And taught in wifdom’s fober fchool,
Hefighs, believes, and lives for heav’n, -

From love fulfils each daily tafk, |
Or labouring for his daily bread ;
Content with gratitude to atk .
It’s mercies from their fountain head,

Jutt fo the foul from guilt fet free, -
On joy’s eternal wings would rife,
As though this moment fhe could fee

Herfelf embodied in the fkies.

But thefe remov’d and paus’d awhile,
She finds her wonder ftill on earth ;

While with fubmiffion’s penfive {mile,
She views the travels of it’s birth,

Ca Aghaft!
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Aghaft! fhe eyes the myftc crofs,
On which the world’s redeemer died ;
And counting all but dungand drofs,

For Jefus and him ¢rucified :

Trembling the grafps the bitter cup,

<¢ Father,” fhe cries, ¢¢ Thy will be done.
¢¢ Be this my joy and this my hope,

¢¢ In this to imitate thy Son,

¢«¢ Who for the joy before him fet,

<« Endur'd the crofs, defpis’d it’s thame ;
¢« Till with him in his glory met,

<« My joy fhall burn a quenchlefs flame I”*

The Great Myflery, or Cbrgﬁ crucifieds .
From the LATIN. -

OQUND -for the flave the mafter lies ;
The guiltiefs for the guilty bleeds; - =
The healer for the patient dies; - - - -
The fhepherd for the flock he feeds.

The Prince is for the people {mote;
The leader for the army flain ;

The workman for the work he wrought ;
And he who form’d, condemn’d for man.

What !



o]
What I and fhall no return be made,

" No due acknowledgment expreft,
For deeds, that when in heav’n difplay’d,

Struck wonder on the C}herub"s breat?

But what can flaves or finnersdo;

The fick, the flock their thanks to prove !
Why this, if they their thanks wou’d fhew
Let them rejoice, believe and fove !

[* .

Plalm xxiii verfifieds
T HE Lord is my fhepherd, T nothing can

need,

While I range on the banks, where his ﬂock he
doth feed ;

My heart he fhall turn, and my gomgs {hall guide,
In the paths of his peace, with him{elf by my fide.

£
§

Yea, tho’ I thould walk in the death-horrid fale, &,
No ill need I fear, where noill can prevail :
My Saviour is with me, his ftaff and his rod
At once fhall correét, and conduét me to God.

‘Thy love fhall prepare me a table all fpread,

In the face of my foes, with the life-giving bread;
My head thou anoint’ft with.the oil of thy grace,
While my cup fhall run o’er with the joy of thy
| face.

Thy
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'Thy mercy and goodnefs fhall follow me ftill,
Thro’ the mazes of life to the mount of thy hill,
Where landed and fafe, I {hall take my abode,

And eternally fing to the praife of my God.

Conviction of Unbelief.

IF nought but unbelief condemns ;
Or, which is much the fame,
Binds on the confcience all it’s fins,

And fills the foul with thame ;-

How is it that I feem condemn’d,
Who thought I bad believ’d ;

Have I thy righteoufnels contemn’d,
And thus myfelf deceiv’d !

O let me be deceiv’d no more,

- But {eel my real fiate,

Ard know the ground I tread, before
The knowledge comes too late.

T hat being thus no more deceiv’d,
I may decelve no more; |
But knowing whom I have believ’d,

Ctediently adore,

Then
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Then fhall I thank thee for the grace,
That thall my doubts remove;
My faith fhall own thy righteoufnefs,

My works be wrought in love.

{

A Thought on Fobn i. 45. and Matt, xiii. 46.

WHAT a pearl have they found who the Sa- -
viour have got ?

What a pear! do they want who the Saviour
have not ¢

What a pegrldti they lofe, what a prize do they
mifs, | | |

W ho live without bim, and then die without #bss !

Then let us go feek on Emanuel’s ground,

What the patriarch’s fought, and in feeking it
found : |

What apoftles and martyrs, elet of his love,
Once felt upon earth, and now feel it above.,

Chrift Jefus the Saviour, their God and their
Lord ;

Eternal the Son, as incarnatethe Word ! |
Whom angels acknowledge, and faints fhall
adore, * |

As God over ali, and the bleft evermore,

Chreff's
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Chrijf’s Prayer the Corifltan’s Charter.
Jo. xvil. 20, 24.

« I WILL, fays Jefus, that the fouls,
““ Thy love to me has giv’n,
¢ As written 1n the eternal rolls,
¢¢ Of happinefs and heav’n : -

¢ T will that thofe whom I have lov’d,
‘¢ And who have lov’d me here;

¢ My pattern ana my crofs approv’d,
¢¢ Shall triumph with me there:

<« Nor lefs will I—All who believe
¢« My word thro’ them convey’d,

‘“ Should in that day with them receive,
¢ The joy thy lc'we has made,” |

—

¥+ hat then can hinder, Lord, thy love,
It’s couniel to fulfil,

When {uch thine own defign above,
And fuch thy Father’s will ? |

J—

A 'Pr;aje:;-



[ 25 ]

A Pra yer to the Haé; Ny DI7its

COME, Holy Ghoft, thyfelf Impart,
And all thy ftrength apply,
To force conviction on my heart,
Aind wonder from mine eye.

That feen thy HEICy’s pt:wverI below,
And heard thy charming voice,
I may in full affurance go,

And in thy ftrength rejoice,

"Till call’d from earth, my foul afcends
Beyond this lunar {phere,

To live where wonder never ends,
And doubt no more can fear.

\
A Prayer fur Spiritual Liberty,

SAVE me, Jefus, from my fin, . =
Giant foe that reigns within ;
Caufelefs fears and vain defires ;

Childith hopes, or hellith fires. L

*-F-d--u-l-n.i
—

dave me, Lord, from all I love,
That thyfelf cannot approve;
Save me from each fecret fnare,
2in’s deceit and guilt’s defpair,

D Save,.
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" Save, O fave me from the bait,
Laid by thofe who lie 1n wait ;
Break in funder every chain,
That does yet my foul detain:

Burft my bonds and fet me free,
From my long captivity 3

T hat I may with ardor rife,

Mount from earth and {cale the fkies.

Thither, where thou art, afcend,
Joys pofefs that never end ;

Shine a ftar and reign above,
On a throne of radiant love !‘

__’-——'—_

A Thought on Matt. xx1v. 26.

BLEST is that fervant whom his Lord
Shall at his coming find, }

Daily employ’d in deed as word,
According to his mind.

Whofe humble zeal with heart and hand,

His counfel would fulfil ;
Obedient to the leaft command,
And patient of his will, .

£
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He fhall his mafter’s joy obtain, - -
And in his garment dreft,

Shall with his Lord triumphant reigny, - -
Amidft the marriage feaft. :

For Faith in the Promifes,, =

O COULD 1 but believe,.

I then might afk and have;
A portion of that grace receive,

Which, all who find, fhall fave.

" 1 then thould know and feel, - - - i
What ’tis to be forgivn - o
Of Jefus and his wonders tell, © P .
And how he came from heav’n. :
The wonders of hisbirthy; -~
His God-like mfancy | B

The treatment that he found onearth; - 7
His {corn and infamy. -l

—

4

.'_"i“'l

His forrows and his grief ; Tl
His agonies and pain's ER
His death—companion with 2 thief ;
His fall and rife again, e

D2 I then
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I then fhould know his love,
His mercy and his pow’r ;
Set my defires on things above,

And wait the final hour.

The awful hour of death,
That all my fears thould end,
And fealing up my lateft breath,
Tranflate me to my friend !

."—-ﬂ_—
Midnight Thaoughts, Pf. cxix. 62,

RISING from my {leeplefs bed,
To thy will I bow my head ;
Leave the couch whereon I lay,

Waiting for the dawn of day.,

Sleep, however fweet it be,
Cannot be compar’d to thee :

Sweetelt fleep without thy breath,
Is but one remove from death,

And tho’ nature thould complain,
Wifhing to repofe again

Thou can’ft fweeter reft beftow,
Than the fofteft down can know,

Reft
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Reft from danger and diftrefs,
Pledge of endlefs happinefs -

Reft that may at once renew,
Both the mind and body too.

But however (he repine,
Only let thy will be mine
And whatever that {hall be,
Be it all alike to me.

S0 while thus I ceafe from {leep,

Let thy grace the vigil keep ;
Heav’nly things and thoughts fuggeft,
That may guard and dleanfe my breaft,

Thoughts of Jefu’s dying love,

Thoughts that waft the foy] above ;
Where no other reft is Known,

Than the worfhip of thy thrope,

THERE while thus my thoughts afpire,

Let thy firength my paflion fire,
And with Tfrael on his road,

Wreftle on with Ifrael’s God !

Till with thee, thoy man of care,
I exhautt the night in pray’r;

And at morning’s bright return,
Rife to labour or to mourn,
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Like thine own, the life be mine,
With thine own, in death be thine;
While the fhadows melt away,

And the night be perfe&t day !

True Faith it's own Affurance,
A Reflection on 2 Time 7. 12

I KNOW in whom I have, thro’ prace,
believ'd |
What I have found, and what by faith receiv’d;
I know in whom my gldryfﬂiall confide,
Whofe thade thall cover, and his covert hide,
I know on whom my weaknefs may depend,
Who loves his own, and loves them to the end,
I know his voice, the {hepherd to his fheep,
Who feeds his flock, and will as faithful keep.

I know who will, thro® life, their labours own,
And feal in death their everlafting crown !

———-m_——u—

Day of Judgment.

HARK ! hark ! what voice is that I hear?
Loud thund’ring from the ky: =
Hark ! ftay! it pierces thro’ my ¢ar’!
- Sure ’tis the midnight cry !
T o * The

vhr



* LLexyH7 2

o -

[ If ] ﬂi" 1. o
3 * ' ;s - \T._

The bridegroom comes ! the heralds found l

Archangels catch the lay !
The fhiv’ring rocks from earth rebound !

The mountains melt away !

Black horrors o’er creation fpread !

With flames the light’nings glare |
While Gabriel’s trumpet wakes the dead,

To triumph or defpair.

Now fee on yonder radiant throne,
The Judge in God-like ftate !
And opening, as he haftens down,

T he eternal books of fate,

In one of which, thy name, my foul,

Compleats fome awful line ;
Lord ! may I fee within that fcrowl,

My name inlaid with thine |

Thoughts written in the Night of 0. ¥, 1782,
By another Hand. *

HOW bleft who make, thro’ grace, their call- .
ing fure,

Their fpmt watchful and their condu& pure;

Yea, bleftare.they, who anchor on the ground,

Where only ftrength or fteadfaftnefs is found ; .

Whofe thankful hearts, like David’s lyre, reccrti

T he daily mercies of their dying Lord | B
Emanucl
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Emanue!l he! the lamb for finners flain :

The convict pardons and blots out the ftain g - -

Freed from their guilt, no more their confcience-
blames 5 \

Nor Sipai thundets, nor the law condemns.

Their foul at eafe, their thankiul lips record,

The tender mercies of their dymg Lord!

T'was he that paid the debt fo widely large,
And by hisrifing feal’d the dread difcharge .
By him alone before the Judge we ftand,
Acquitted freely at his own command :

¢ Gofree,” he cries—we go, and here record,
How rich the goodnefs of our rifing Lord.

By nature once, obnoxious in his-fight,

‘I'hat nature chang’d, he calls us his delight,
His love, his fair-one, and his favourite child,
Though worthlefs we, and in ourfelves defii’d ;.
But fuch the mercy that we here record,

And fuch the favour of our gracious Lord!

Loud hallelujahis then to him we’ll fing,

And make ou earth the heav’nly manfions ring ;
*Till call’d from time we join the eternal choir,
Hold up the fong, and raie the anthem higher ;
While mullion harps and million tongues record,
‘The deathlefs glories'of our glorious Lord !

J. L.

ERRATUM. Page 54 for bas read haft,
- Page 135, for curfe read ¢canfe, -
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