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PRETF ACE.

* HE intent of the following fheetsis, in it=
felf, {o evidently laudable, that it will

require no explanation from thofe who are
zealous in the caufe of religion and virtue.

We, on our part, have been diligent in col-
le&ting the proper materials for this work, and
nothing, has been omitted, which might ren-
der this edition beautiful, correct, and of ge-
neral ufe: how far our endeavours have fucs
ceeded, the public muft determine.~—It res
mains, that a fuccinct account be given of the

different picces which compofe this colle&ion,
and from what authors they are taken,

The lamentation of David ever Saul and Fo-
nathan, as it is the moft antient, fo may it
ferve for the exacteft model of Elegiac com-
pofition. Init the Royal author, although he
has not obferved that fcrupulous regularity
which is incompatible with real affliction,
yet has fo ranged his thoughts, that they all
feem to hll up the places which grief would
naturally have affigned them. Any one who

@ wifhes
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wifhes minutely to remark the various beau-
ties of this Lameitation, may be affifted in his
mquiryby D. DELAUNEY s Life of King
David, vol. 1.ch. 28. Pityitis, that theaid of 3
commentator {hould ever be neceffary to teach-
us to difcern thofe charms in a compofition,
which owe their original to the moft virtuous
aftections, to anxiety for the public welfare,
to forrow for infuccefsful merit, to difintereft-
~ ed and generous friendthip, and to that great-
nefs of foul which never more glorioufly fhines
forth, than in deploring an injuft.and impla-
cable enemy. The following paraphrafe of
tiis admirable performance, may be found,
mn part, in HoweL’s Hiffory of the Bible,
"T'he author, whoever he was, feems to have
Geen a perion of fome genius @ but, in his
verfification, he is incorrect, -and oftentimes
iinks nto profe. We have endeavoured to
reimcve, in tome degree, thefe blemifhes; ne-
verthelefs, we are fenfible that all that we have
done, can have little other merit, than what
the attempting to imitate fuch an original may
demand. This Lamentation has been often

paraphra’ed, but without much fuccefs: OLn-
HAME s tedious, diffufe, and affected ;
BLACKMORE
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BLACKMORE is pompous without majefty,and
poetical without grace; befides, both thefe

verfions are compofed of the monftrous and
indigefted numbers which are commonly {ti-

led Pindaric.—This reafon alone would have
been fufficient to have excluded them from
our colleCtion. SomERrRvILLE has marny
veautiful and elegant lines; Lut, eithe
through a defelt of judgment, or from an ea-
gernefls to difplay his own genius, he has fo
overcharged his poem with ornaments, that
hittle of the fimple dignity of the original re-
mains.

THE Reverend and learned Dy, Dob-
DRIDGE of Northampton is the tranflator of
David’s laft words. "The world is fufficient-
ly acquainted with his talents, as a writer,
and, what is of infinitely greater concern-
ment, of his character as a man and a Chri-

ftian. _

'THE 3d and 7th chapters of fob are done by
Mr. Boyse. The compofition of fome of
his lines was very carelefs 1 thefe we have at-

tempted to correct, by inferting, in their
place, fome tolerable verfes {ele¢ted from the.

rubbifh of BLACKMORE.
-... Tug
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THE 142h chapter of Febis taken from alate
magazine. The auther dates his poem from
*d izurgh 3 but he is utterly unknown to us,
¢ hope that he will, one day, correct his
over—luxurimt fancy, and then he may indeed _
deierve the name of a poet.

'T'aE Paraphrafe of part of the book of fob,
Lv 1. Y OUNG, 1stoo well known to need any
Fanegyric ;3 and indeed fo excellent, that
fcarcely can any commendation do juﬁice to
it3 beauties; although the author’s other works
zre greatly fubfervient to the purpofes of reli-
gion and virtue, yet we could have withed,
that his pen had been wholly employed in
trensierring the graces of the facred writers
into our languaze: for we may, without the
imputation of enthulalm, affirm, that the
Enghifh voet has recetved {fome portion of that
fpirit which warmed the imagination, and
impeiled the judgment of the Heprew bard. .

THE 8th ard the 114th pfalms are by
AMirtox, and may well be deemed excel-
lent, although the verfiication be not entire-
ly according to the modern fandard : Adilton
tnforms us, that he compofed the laft of

thele plaims, at the age of fouteen, and, in

this
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this earlieft effort of his genius, he demonftrated

what the world had to expe& from it, when
it fhould once have arrived at its full vigour.

THE 11th, §0th, QOth, and 112thpfahns are
all by authors, who are either unknown to us,
or who defire that their names may be con-
cealed.

+ As the Igtb and 2 353 g&?b}zf, and the 71‘})
chapter of the Proverbs are taken {rom the
SPECTATOR, a work which Is in every bo-

dy’s hands; 1t is unnecefiary to fay any thing
of their merit.

‘T HE Confiderations on the 88th pfaln are by
Mr. PrioRr. Itis no very eafy matter to affign
a reafon why this piece has been omitted,
in the edition of this Gentleman’s poems
publifhed by himfelf: every virtuous reader
will determine, whether it, or thofe impure
tales, which will be the eternal opprobrium of
their ingenious author, belt deferved oblivion.

AvrtuoucH Mr, NEEDLER, from whom
we have taken the 924 and 146th pfalms, and
the 8th chapter of the Proverbs, may not be jud-
ged worthy of the firft rank among poets, his
works are at leaft above contempt.

From
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FRoMm the many imitations of the 10415
pfalm, we have feleCted one, which perhaps
equals any of them in beauty, and is undoubt-~
edly the moft remarkable fromthe peculiar cir-

umitances of its author, THoMAs BLack-.
Lock. He became entirely blind during his
infancy, and indeed fo early, that he does not
remember to have feen the light. It will, no
doubt, be matter of amufement to the curi-
ous reader, to remark, how well the poet de-

fcribes objects which he never faw, and ex-
prefies, fo as to be underftood by others,

thofe ideas which he himfelf could never con-
celve.

THE 137th pfalm, by Dr. Do¥nz, may,
in the ears of many perfons, found uncouth :
but, to thofe who confider in what times it
was written, this defect will appear lefs re-
markable. The nervous exprefiion, and the
manly fenfe of the whole, wil more than
excule thofe blemithes, which are to be im-
puted not fo much to the author, as to the
times in which he feurifhed.

Tur 148ih pfaliny by Lord RoscomMmon,
s not the piece of the leaft mernit in this. col-
leftion: we may be bold to affirm, that no

compofitiotk
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compofition of that noble author equals this
in correctnefs of ftile, and pomp of numbers ;

nor could lefs havé been expefted from fo
finifhed a mafter in poetry, whenhewrought
from fuch a model.

TuE Meffich, by Mr. Porg, deferves the
higheft encomiums, but it would be abfurd
in us to endeavour to point out the particular
beauttes.of:a performance, where every thing
15 excellent, worthy of its author, -and well
becoming the glorious fubjelt !

THE §5th chapter of Ifaiah, befides the

misfortune it has, of immediately following
Mr. Porr’s Meffiah, was the work of diffe-
rent perfons, and at different times: upon
this account its many defets may -perhaps
¢claim fome indulgence from the public,

'THE 6th chapter of Matthew, by Mr.
TaoMsoN, may, in warmth of f{entiment,
vye with the moft applauded pelformances 0}"'
that author.

- Mr. WALLER, in an extreme old age,
compofed Refiexions upon the feveral petitions in
the Lord’s Prayer, thereby -atoning, even in
the opinion of the moft rigid, for whatever

vam or inconfiderate lines his youthful fancy
might
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might have diftated. Some have, with a5
much ignorance as ill-nature, obferved, that,
in his later pieces, the fire of his gentus does
not fparkle with the fame vivacity as in his
early compofitions. By this they would, no
aoubt, infinuate, that fubjeéls of devotion (for,
in fuch only Mr. WALLER employed his

en dunng the decline of life) have in them a
certain fullennefs which deprefles all gayety of
wit, and that the gloom which, they fuppole,
accompanies religion, muft, of neceflity, ob-
{cure the brighteft imagination: but thefe a-
cute oblervers would have done well to have
remembred, that the {pirit of twenty five can
{carcely be expelted at fourfcore yrand befides,
that Mr. WALLER could not with any pro-
priety have celebrated divine love, or incul-
cated the frar of God, with the fame levity of
exprefiion he had-formerly ufed in finging the
charms of an Amsret, or deploring the cruelty
of a Sachariffa.

THE fpecch of Paul the Apaftle to the Atheni-
aisy 15 2 bettercomm-enrary than a poem, and
rather clears up the fenfe, than imitates the
eloquence of the original: not but that the
moft ferious topics of our religion are fufce-

ptible



PREFACE. Xiil

ptible of ornament, and may be embellifhed
with all the graces of harmony, as Mr.
Prior has evidenced in his celebrated para-
phrafe of the 13¢h chapter of firfi Gorinthians,
without which, our colletion would, in the
opinion of all men of tafte, have appeared

imperfect.
Wz have thought proper to conclude this

work with The Dying Chriffian to bis foul, by
Mr. Pore. Would to God, that thefe ferious
confiderations, which fo often prefent them-
felves to the fancies, were as readily received
by the judgments of men, and their influence
rendered vifible in the lives of all rational
and immortal beings! By thefe means only cars
we have genuine confolation at the appoint-
ed feafon of terrors, when all earthly comforts
muft fail. Some perfons indeed have, after
a life of flagitioufnefs, rufhed upon death, as

brute animals do upon danger, without dread,
becaufe without underftanding : but may none

of us ever be taught, by dreadful, yet unavail-
ing experience, that, at the hour of death,
there 1s 10 peace to the wicked !

To the eternal difgrace of the authors of

this ifland, it muft be faid, that, befides thofe
¥ . W¢C
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we have already mentioned, there are very
few tolerable poems in the Engli/h language,
which can properly come under the title of

Tranflations and paraphrafes from the Holy Scri-
ptures.  Surely every perfon, who feels in
himf{elf any genius for poetry, ought to con-
{ecrate fome part of his labours to the fer-
vice of his Creator. For this end, let him
examine thefe books, which we Chriftians fup-
pofe to have been given to mankind by infpi-
ration from heaven ; in them, upon a ferious
perufal, he will find, (let infidelity hear and
be filent! ) the nobleft and moft proper terms
for exprefling the exultation of praife, the hu-
mility of contrition, and the tranfports of gra-
titude. Poetry may indeed be innocently em- |
ployed in fubjects of mirth and amufement ; |
it deferves our efteem when it exerts itfelf in

the prane of departed worthies, or when it \

yields a decent applaufe to thefe men, whofe
virtues death has not as yet confecrated to

immortality ; but it never blazes with fo |
much fplendor, as when its fire is fupplied |
from the altar of the Lord, \

C O N. \l

i
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SACRED PoOoEMS.

The LAMENTATION of DAVID

over SAUL aid JONATHAN,

2 Samuel 1. 19,

Hy glory, Hrael, and thy beauty mourn!
| They're vanifh'd, never, never to return !
E Ah! who in feeble mortals ftrength
would truft,
Whofe glory is fo near ally’d to duit?
O tell it not 1n Gath’s triumphant gate,

Nor Irael’s thame in Afkelon relate,
- Left proud Philiftia thould infulting cry,
Where’s now the boafted Ruler of the fky ?

O fatal Gilboa, where my friend was flain,
No dew on thee defcend, no kindly rain!
No corn nor wine thy blafted mountains yield ;
For there was loft the chofen warrior’s fhield,
The fhield of Savuw ! profan’d his facred head,
The monarch blended with the vulgar dead !
How did thy fhafts through battle’s dread array,
O JonaTHAN, unerring urge their way !
By Sauv’s deftroying fvord what armies fell,
Let Ammon’s fons, and vanquith'd Nahath tell.

A | O
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O moft majeftic, all-accomplifh’d pair,
‘Of peace the wonder, and the pride of war,
Lovely in life, in death too near ally’d!
With his bold fire the blooming hero dy'd !
Mourn, all ye matrons, all ye virgins, mourn;
Your flow’ry wreaths to cyprefs garlands turn ;
Your much lov'd king with grateful tears deplore!
Let rich Sidonian robes delight no more,
For SavL who gave them, generous SauL 1s loft;
Dead are your heroes, perifh’d Ifrael’s boalt !

How are the mighty fall’n! their ftrength how
vain!
O JoxaTtuax, O friend untimely {lain !
Weak are all words, how fhall I thee commend,
My more than brother, and my more than friend !
My life, my joNnaTsan! and maft we part 2
Ah! who can fpeak this bitternefs of heart ?
Sore, fore within me is my foul diftrefs'd ;
Thine image bleeds for ever in my breaft,
With fond remembrance, whiilt my thoughts o'er-
flow,
And friendfhip paft furvives in prefent woe :
That friendihip which once breath’d celeftial fire,
More pure than woman’s love and foft defire.
How are the mighty fall'n, their fate deplore!
Thy fword and fhield, O Iirael, are no more!

DAVID
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Davips LAST WORDS.

2 Samuel xx. 1.

1.
Hus has the fon of Jeffe faid,

When Ifrael’s God had rais’d his head

To high imperial {way ;
Struck with his laft poetic fire,
Zion'’s fweet pfalmift tun’d his lyre,.
To this harmonious lay.

1L
Thus diftates Ifrael’s facred Rock,
Thus has the God of Jacob fpokey
By my refponfive tongue,
Behold the JusT ONE over men
Commencing his religious reign!

Great fubje& of my fong.

I1I.

So gently fhines with genial ray
Th' unclonded lamp. of rifing day, -
And cheers the tender flow’rs ;
When midnight’s foft diftufive rain,
Tas bleft the gardens and the plain,
With kind refrefhing fhow’ss. .

Shiall.
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IV,
chall not my houfe this honour boaft ?
My foul th’eternal cov’nant truft,

Well order'd f4ill, and fure »

There all my hopes and wifhes meet,
In death T call its bleflings fiweet,

And feel its bond fecure.

Vv

The fons of Belial fhall not {pring,
Who fpurn at Heav'n’s appointed Kin
And fcorn his high command -

Tho’ wide the briers infeft the ground,
And the fharp-pointed

&>

thorns around
Defy a tender hand ;

VI
A dreadful warrior fha]] appear,

With iron arms, and mafly fpear,

And tear them from their place ;

And vanith in the blaze.

CHap,
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Cuar. I1I. of JOB TRANSLATED.

THUS Jon began, —— ¢ Curft be the fatal
Imorn

« Tn which diftinguifh’d wrerchednefs was born

« Trom the fair round of the revolving year

« Perifh that day! nor let the night appear,

« In which this wretched being firft began

¢ To fwell to mifery and promife man!

« Let darknefs ftain it o’er, no friendly ray

« Pierce thro’ the gloom of that accurfed day!

<« But fhades of terror o'er its circuit {pread,

¢ And fold it in the mantle of the dead !

¢ May all its ftars with rays diminifh’d fhow,

« And thro’ the dutky air obfcurely glow !

« No glimpfe of hope the dreadful {cene adorn,
“ Nor let it {ee the promife of a morn ! —

¢ Becaufe it fhut not up my mother’s womb,
<. Nor join'd at once my cradle and my tomb :
“ Why dy'dI not? why did preventive care
“ My deftin’d Iife for future {orrows fpare ?
¢ Then had I found that eafe I {eek in vain,
“ Nor known this load of unexampled pain!
“ O grave! thou refuge of the foul diftreft!
¢ When fhall I fink into thy downy reft?

¢ There
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« There kings and mighty ones neglected rot,
¢ In their own mould'ring monuments forgot :
« (Tho’ once of grandeur and of pow’r pofleft,
« And all the treafures of tie fhining Eaft)
<« There near th’ oppreffor {leeps th’ opprels'd in
peace,
«« And there the pris’ner’s cries for ever ceafe.
“ Level'd by death, the vi€lor and the ilave
“ Ly mix'd and undiftinguifh’d in the grave.
 The wicked there no more the juft moleft,
“ And there the weary find eternal reft !
 Why fpareft thou, O Lorp ! a life like mine ?
¢« While with inceffant pray’rs for death I pine:
“« Why is that blefling given to wealth and pride ?
¢¢ But to the wretch diftrefs’d like me, deny’d.
¢ While o’er my head thy awful terrors brood,
““ Befet my path, and mingle with my food:
¢ In vain my cries and groans continual rife,
¢ In vain my tears I pour, and wafte my fighs!
“ YWhile yet I knew the {ofteft hours of eafe
¢« My ill-prefaging thoughts difturb’d my peace ;.
*“ And now the ftorm that at a diftance lowr'd,
“ On me has 1ts collelted vengeance pour'd.”

CH PI‘P.
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Cuap. VII. of J OB PARAPHRASED.

¢ As not kind Heav'n, regarding human

woe,
& Set a fix'd period to our race below ?

«« Known to th’ All-wife is our uncertain fiay,

« And we, like hirelings, toil but by the day.:

¢ Then when the bufy tedious dream 1s o'er,

«« We fink into the grave, and are no more.

¢ And is then death our flumber ? our repofe?

« Oh! when fhall death Jor’s weary'd eye-lids
clofe!

¢ As with defiring eyes the harafs’d {wan,

« Expeflts the evening-fhade to quit the plain ;

«« So with impatience to the grave 1 bend,
¢ And long to {ee my numerous {orrows end :

« For cruf’d, O Lorp! beneath thy powerful
arm,

¢ YWhat balm can cure my griefs? what mufick
charm ?

¢ While in a thoufand fhapes thy wrath I know,

¢« And feel a frange variety of woe!

¢ When will my long protracted troubles ceafe?
¢ And this tormented {ufferer be at peace!

¢ Bach ling’ring night in agonies I ly,
« And oft I wifh, but wifh in vain, to die;
In
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¢ In filent woe I lengthen out the night,
¢ Then curfe the gloom, and wait the dawning
light :
¢ The dawning light returns,— but not to me,
¢« And all but I its kindly afpet fee:
¢ T'o me no friendly feaions €’er return,
¢« or gives the evening eafe, nor joy the morn ;
““ With-hold at length thy wrath, and fet me

free,
¢« Ferwhatis Jos, O God! to ftrive with thee?

¢ Than thought more {wift my fleeting moments
pafs ;

 Confum'd, I wither as the fading grafs.

¢“ Remember, Lorp, my tranfient life, like wind,

¢« Blows off unfeen, nor leaves a trace behind :.

¢ Short as it 1s, why is it then opprett,
¢ Curft by that Being who once made it bleit !

¢¢ Oh clofe the fcene,~—and let my forrows ceafe,

¢ Diffolve the chain, and frown me into peace !
“ Each evening yields the {un to {able night,

¢ But every mosn returns again as bright ;

¢« Within earth’s lap the yearly {feed 1s thrown,

¢ And Natare’s bounteous hand repays the loan :

‘“ But man within the grave for ever lies,

“ Till Nature's death permitted not to rife ;

<¢ 'T1ll then forbid the fainteft glimpfe of day,

“ Or re-afcend the long forgotten way ;

No
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« No more indulg’d to fee the chearful light,
«« The fweet returning day and peaceful night
¢« Here look, vain men, and human greatnefs
{ce,
« Duft once ye were, and duft again muft be !
¢« Oh! why fhould tortr’d Jon his fighs re-
frain ?
« O fufiering thus, why fhould he not complain?
¢ Allow him proftrate then to afk his God,
« Why thus thou break't this animated clod ?
« Why watcheft thou my fteps {everely juit?
« And while I bend me groaning to the duit,
« Forbid'ft me one fhort interval of reft,
« And emptieft all thy quiver in my breaft!
« Tp vain for reft I to my couch repair,

« And hope in {leep to dillipate my care;
« For there in awful vifions I behold

“ My terrors heighten’d, and my hopes con-
troul’d :

« Oft when alone, and In the ev'ning fhade,

« T call for death——Dbut call n vain for aid:

¢« Tor thou unmov'd ftill lengthen’it out my pains,

¢ And whom thy wrath torments, thy pow’r {u-

{tains.
& Gh finith, Gracious Lord! th unequal firife,
« And I to buy my peace will quit my life.
« What did 1 fay of life }——that galling chain!

« Py thee affiCied, what is life but pain?
B 14 _I
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" 1 would not live, nor bear the dreadfil load;
“* Alas can man fupport thy chaft'ning rod ?
““ Oh ceafe to urge what nature cannot bear !
“ Nor fill me thus with anguith and defpair ;
““ Withdraw thy cruel all-fupporting pow’r !
“ Ardlo! I perith in that gracibus hour !

“ Then humbly in thy fight I lay me down,
« Atonce thy juftice and my crimes I own.
‘“ 'To thee for mercy and relief I come;
““ Oh take this late repenting rebel home.
¢ Oh let thy pity eafe and {et me free,
¢ And give me in deftruction reft to fee :
““ So fhall the voice of my complaining ceafe, |

¢ And Jow’s laft breath fhall .blefs thee for his

peace’.

CHAp,
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Cuar. X1V. of JOB PARAPHRASED:.

AS when the flow'’r to ev’ry breeze of prey,

Blooms for a while, then droops and dies
away ;
Or as the fhade, that glides unheeded by,
Diffolves at once, and difappoints the eye..
"I'ts thus, vain man, thy tranfient glories fade,
Swift as the flow’r, and fleeting as the fhade:
Still mark’d with grief, thy tedious moments flow,
'Thy days are few, and thofc are {pent in woe.
Will then th’ Almighty bid his lightnings flame,
Or dreadful thunders take {o {mall an aim ;
On man will God his dreaded vengeance thow,
Or will his Maker judge a wretch fo low ?
Can beauty in polluted duft {urprize ?
From putrid fens can filver fireams arife ?
Amidft the gloom, can heav’nly charms be fcen?
Or that be pure, which heav’n pronounc’d ca-
clean ?

At thy command the blooming form decays,
At thine whofe hands has number'd all our days;
Whofe heav’nly wifdom and almighty pow'r,
Marks the revolving month, and bounds the fiy-

ing hour,
O turn thine eyes, nor let thy thunders roar,

[ 2t
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Let fuch a wretch provoke thy rage no more ;
sut as a fervant, when his labours ceafe,

l-.-

etive and reft his wearied {oul 1n peace.

p

-] 53

hus when a tree reclines its hoary head,

Whofe lofty boughs adorn the flow’ry mead,

1f worn with age, defranded of fupplies,

Prone on the earth th’ enormous body lies ;

Yet {oon it riies o'er the {miling plain,

And every faded beauty blooms again ;

Like {fome fair plant, iis opening branches grow,

And bloominz flow’rs adorn the tencer bough :

But man, vain man! when death’s defiruclive
dart

Has freed the foul, and ftopp’d the throbbing
heart,

Mo more can hope to *{cape the dreadful foe,

For ever loft to ev'ry {cene below.

As when at once, the {on’s confuming flame
Drinks up the flood, or dries the {moaking ftream,
‘Through diftant channels when the waters ftray,
They nc’er again th’ exhaufted {pring repay.

5o when vain man his fieeting breath refigns,
And with his fleeting breath, his vain defigns,
No more fhall life its former {cenes refume,
No more {hall beauty’s tranfient rofes bloom,
No more fhall plezafure all the pow’rs controul,
And from its peaceful flumbers roafe the foul ;

"Tilk
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Till the laft trump fhall thunder in the tkies,

And heav’n comimand the fleeping dead to rife.

*Tis then they’ll view that dread tremenduous day,

When earth confumes, and heav’n diffolves away.
Would God allow me 1n the grave to reft,

No cares to pain, no troubles to moleft ;

O would th’ Almighty hear my fond defire,

'T'o fhield my foul, and hide me from his ire,

"Il at the appointed hour he {ets me free,

And ftoops to think on {uch a wretch as me.
Since when a mortal meets his fatal doom,

He ne'er again can quit the dreary tomb,
Silent 'll wait, fubmiffive, tho’ diftrefs'd,
And think his time will ever be the beft ;
"Till this frail life, with all its woes be o'er,
I'll humbly hope, and filently adore ;
Before thy thronc my proftrate {oul fhall fall,
And only {peak when thou fhalt deign to call ;
When fervent cries thy dreadful wrath remove,
And what thy hands have form’d, thy heart fhall
love. |

But now my God, each fecret fault dilplays,
My fteps he numbers, and obferves my ways ;
He counts my fins, and lays them all i {tore,
As men within the bag conceal the ore..

The mountain, where afpiring {ummits rife,
Loft in the clouds, a rival of the fkies.

The
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The rock whofe fides unnumber’d horrors crown,,

Whofe brow ftill threatens with a dreadful frown,

Thefe hear thy voice, and at th? Almighty’s call,
The rugged rocks and lofty mountains fall ;

The flowing ftreams thy dread commands obey,
Confume the ftones, and {fweep the duft away:

So man’s afpiring hopes and blooming joys,
*Tis thou who raifeft, and ’tis thou deftroys ;
Thou look’ft, he trembles, with afirichted eyes ;

Thou frowns, he fades, when thou command’ft,
he dzes.

If e'er through fortune's {miles his fons have
ftood,

High in their {pheres, diftingmifh’'d from the

crowd 3

Or if they droop beneath fome dreadful blow,
And mourn their own, or weep another’s woe ;
Yet fuill their cries can never reach his ears,
Alike regardlefs of their {miles or tears.
Unhappy man, {urrounded with defpair,.

Born but to die, and reafoning but to err:
Thou child of grief with ev'ry woe opprefs'd,
Alike in body, and in mind diftre(s’d ;
Condemn'd to {ee thy ceafelels woe arife,

Nor hope relief, ull death fhall clofe thy eyes.

Part
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Part of ithe book of Jov parepbrasd

Hrice happy Jos long liv’d in regal ftate,
Nor faw the {umptuons Eaft a prince fo
great;
Whofe worldly ftores in fuch abundance flow’d,
Whofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glow’d :
At length misfortunes take their turn to reign,
And ills on ills fucceed, a dreadful train !
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong,

The fivord wide-wafting, the reproachful tongue,
And {potted plagues, that mark’d his limbs all
o'er

So thick with pains, they wanted room for more!
A change fo fad what mortal heart cou’d bear ?
‘Exhaufted woe had left him nought to fear,
But gave him all to grief : -Jow earth he preft,
Wept in the duft, and forely {mote his breaft.
His friends around the deep affliCtion mourn’d,
Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return'd ;
In anguifh of their hearts their mantles rent,
And feven long days in folemn filence {pent ;
A debt of rev’rence to diftrefs fo great!
Then Jox contain’d no more, but curs’d his fate:
His day of birth, it’s inaufpicious light
He withes funk in fhades of endlefs mght,

And.
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And blotied from the year; nor fears to crave
Death, inftant death, impatient for the grave ;
That feat of peace, the manfion cf repofe,
Where reft and mortals are no longer foes ;
Where counfellors are hufh’d, and mighty Kings,
O happy turn! no more are wretched things. |
His words were daring, and difpleas’d his
friends;
His condudt they reprove, and he defends ;
And now they kindled into warm debate,
And ientiments oppos’d with equal heat;
Fix'd in opinion, both refufe to yield,
And fummon 2l their reafon to the ficld.
So high at lenoth their arguments were wrought,
They reach’d the laft extent of human thought :
A pavfe enfu’d. Whenlo! heav'n interpos’d,
And awfully the long contention clos'd.
Full o’er their heads with tersible furprize,
A fudden whirlwind blacken’d all the fkies ;
(They faw, and trembled!) from the daiknefs
broke
A dreadful voice, and thus th’ Almighty fpoke,
Who gives his tongue a loofe {o bold and vain,
Cenfures my concudl, and reproves my reign ?
Lifts up his thought againft me from the duft,
And tells the world’s Creator what is juft ¢
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye,
Face my demand, and give it a reply.
Where
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"Where didft thou dwell at nature’s early birth?
Who laid foundations for the {pacious earth ?
Who on its furface did extend the line,
It’s form determiﬁe, and it’s bulk confine?
Who fix’d the corner flone ? what hand, declare,
Hung it on nought, and faften’d 1t in air?
When the bright morning ftars in concert {ung,
When heav’n’s high arch with loud hofanna’s

rung,
When fhouting fons of God the triumph crown’d,
And the wide concave thunder'd with the {ound.

Farth’s num’rous kingdoms haft thou view'd them
all ? |

And can thy fpan of knowledge gralp the bali?
Who hecav’d the mountain, which fublimely
ftands,

And cafts it’s fhadow into diftant lands ?

Who firetching forth lus {cepter o’er the deep
Can that wild world in due fubjettion keep ?
I broke the globe, I {coop’d its hollow'd fide, -
And did a bafon for the floods provide ;
I chain them with my word ; the boiling fea
Work’d up in tempefts hears my great decree ;
“ Thus far, thy floating tide {hall be convey'd ;
“ And here, O main!{ be thy proud billows

{tay’d. |
Haft thou explor’d the {ecrets of the deep,

‘Where, fhut from ufe, unnumber'd treafures {leep;
M T};rh(ﬁ!‘a.‘

b
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Where down a thoufand fathoms from the day,

Springs the oreat fountain, mother of the fea ?
Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot €’er tread,
Whole worlds of waters rolling o’er thy head ?
Hath the cleft center open’d wide to thee ?
Death’s inmoft chambers didit thou ever {ee !
ier knock at his tremenduous gate, and wade
To the black portal through th’ incumbent fhade ?
cep are thofe thades, but deeper they that hide
My counfels from the ken of human pride.
Where dwells the licht, inwhat refulgent dome ?
And where has darknefs made her difmal home ?

T hou know'ft, no doubt, fince thy large heart 1s

fraught |
With riren’d wifdom throughlong ages brought ;
Since nature was call'd forth when thou waft by,
And into being rofe beneath thine eye.

Are mifts begotten ¢ who their father knew ?
From whom defcends the pearly drops of dew?
To bindthe fiream by night what hand can boatft,
Or-vhiten morning with the hoary froft
Whofe pow'rful breath, from Northern regions

blown,
Teuches the fea and turns it into fione;
A {udden defart fpreads o'er realms defac'd,
And lays one half of the creation wafte
Thou know’ft me not, thy blindnefs cannot fee

How vaft a diftance parts thy God from thee.
Canft
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Canft thou in whirlwinds mount aloft? canft thos:
In clouds, and darknefs wrap thy awful brow ?
And, when daytriumphs in meridian light,
Put forth thy hand, and fhade the world with
night ?
Who launch’d the clouds in air, and bid them
rowl
Sufpended feas aloft, from pole to pole ?”
Who can refrefh the burning {andy plain,
And quench the fummer with a wafte of rain ?
Who in rough defarts, far from human toil,
Make rocks bring forth, and defolation {mile ?
‘There blooms the rofe, where human face ne'er
thone,
And fpreads its beauties to the fun alone;
To check the fhow’r who lifts his hand on high,.
And fhuts the fluices of th’ exhaufted ky,

When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins,

Her naked mountains, and her ruffet plains,

But new inlife a chearful profpeét yields

Of fhining rivers, and of verdant fields ;

When groves and forefts lavifhrall their bloom,

And earth, and heav’n are fill'd with rich perfume :
Haft thou €’er {cal’'d my wint’rv fldes, and feep

Of hail and fnow, my Northern magazine ?-

Thefe the dread treafures of  mine anger ave,.

My fund of vengeance, for the day of war; .

Wien.
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When clouds rain death, and florms, at my com-
mand,

Rage through the world, or wafte a guilty land,
Vho taught the rapid winds to fly fo faft,
Or fhakes the center with his Eaftern blaft ?
Who from the fkies can a whole deluge pour ?
Who firikes thro’ nature with the {olemn roar
Of dreadful thunder ? points it where to fall,
And 1n fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ?
Not he who trembles at the darted fires,
Falls at the found, and in the flath expires.
Who drew the comet out to fuch a fize,
And pour’d his flaming train o'er half the fkies 3
Did thy reientment hang him out ? does he
Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee ?
Who on low earth can moderate the reign

"That guides the ftars along th’ etherial plain ;
Appomnt their feafons, and dire& their courfe,
Their luftre bnighten, and fupply their force
Canft thou the fkies benevolence reftrain,

And caufe the Pleiades to fhine in vain ?

Or, when Orion {parkles from his {phere,
Thaw the cold feafon, and unbind the year?

Bid Mazaroth his defiin’d ftation know,
And teach the bright Arturas where to glow ?

Mine is the night, with all her ftars; I pour
Myriads, and myriads I referve in ftore.

Do'ft
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Do'ft thou' pronounce where day-light fhall be
~ born, '

And draw the purple curtain of the morn }
Awake the fun, and bid him come away,

And glad thy world with his obfequious ray ?
Haft thou, enthron'd in flaming glory drivn
Lriumphant round the fpacious ring of heav'n?

That pomp of light what hand fo far difplays,,.
"That diftant earth lies bafking in the blaze ?
Who did the foul with her rich pow’rs inveft,

And light up reafon in the human breat,
To fhine, with frefh increafe of luftre, bright,

When ftars and {un are fet in endlefs night ?
To thefe my various queftions make reply.

Th' Almighty fpoke, and fpeaking fhook the fky.
What then, Chaldean fire, was thy furprize ?
Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-caft

eyes,
“ Once and again, which I in groans deplore,
“ My tongue has err’d, but fhall prefume no
more::

“ My voice 1s in eternal filence bound,
 And all my foul falls proftrate to the ground”.

He ccas'd: when lo! again th® Almighty {poke;
The {ame dread voice from the black whirlwind)
broke. | N
Can that arm meaflure with an arm divine ?

And canft thou thunder with a voice likc mine ?
Or
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Or in the hollow of thy hand contain

The bulk of waters, the wide-fpreading main,

When mad with tempefts all the billows rife

In all their rage, and dafh the diftant fkies ?
Come forth in beauty’s excellence array'd,

And be the grandeur of thy pow'r difplay’d ;

Put on omnipotence, and frowning make
"The {pacious round of the creation fhake ;

Difpatch thy vengéance, bid it overthrow

Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low,

And crumble them to duft: when this is done;

I grant thy fafety lodg’d in thee alone ;-

Ot thee thou art, and may’ft undaunted fand,

Behind the buckler of thine own right hand.
Fond man'! the vifion of a moment made!

Dream of a dream! ard fhadow of a fhade!

What worlds haft thou produc’d, what creatures

fram’d,

What 1nfects cherifh’d, that thy God is blam’d ?

When pain'd with hunger the wild ravens brood

Calls upon God, importunate for foad,

Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarfe. re-
queft,

And fulls the clamour of the craving neft?
Who 1n the ftupid oftrich has fubdu’d

A parent’s care, and fond inquietude ?
While far fhe flies, her {catter'd eggs are found,

Without an owner, on the fandy ground ;
Calt
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Caft out on fortune, they at mercy ly,

And borrow life from an indulgent fky ;
Adopted by the fun, in blaze of day,

They ripen under his prolific ray ;

Unmindful fhe, that fome unhappy tread

May crufh her young, in their negletted bed ;
What time fhe fkims along the field with {peed,
She fcorns the rider, and purfuing fteed.

How rich the peacock ? what bright glories run
From plume to plume, and vary in the fun?

He proudly fpreads them to the golden ray,
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day,
With confcious ftate the {pacious round difplays,
And flowly moves amid the waving blaze.

Who taught the hawk to find, in {eafons wife,,
Perpetual fummer, and a change of fkies?
When clouds deform the year fhe mounts thewind,
Shoots to the South, nor fears the ftorm behind ;
The fun returning, fhe returns agai,

Lives in his beams, and leaves 1l days to men.

Tho’ frong the hawk, tho’ pradtis'd well to fly,
An eagle drops her in a lower:ky ;

An eagle when deferting human fight,

She fecks the fun in her unweary’d flight .
Did thy command her yellow pinion Lift

So high in air, and {eat her on the clift,
Where far above thy world fhe dwells alone,

And proudly.makes the ftrength of rocks her own;
Thence
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Thence wide o’er nature takes her dread furvey;

And with a glance predeftinates her prey ¢
She feafts her young with blood, and hov'ring
o'er
Th’ enflaughter'd hoft, enjoys the promis’d gore.
Know'ft thou how many moons, by me affign’d
Rowl o’er the mountain geat, and foreft hind,
While pregnant they a mother’s load fuftain ?
They bend in arguifh, and caft forth m pain.
Hale are their young, from human frailties freed,
Walk unfultain'd, and unaffifted feed ;
They live at once, forfake the dam’s warm fide,
Take the wide world, with nature for their guide:
Bound o’er the lawn, or {eek the diftant glade,
And find 2 home in each delightful {hade.
Will the tall reem, which knows no lord but-

me,
Lowe at the crib, and afk an alms of thee?
Submit his unworn fhoulder to the yoke,
Break the ftif clod, and o’er thy furrow {moke ?
Since great his firength, go truft him void of care,
Lay on his neck the toil of all the year,
Bid him bring home the feafons to thy doors,
And caft his load among thy gather’d ftores.
Didft thou from fervice the wild afs difcharge,
And break his bonds, and bid him live at large,
"Through the wide wafte, his ample manfion, roam,

And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home ¢
Bv
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By nature’s hand magnificently fed,
His meal is on the range of mountains fpread;
As in-pure air alofi he bounds along,

He fees in diftant {moke the city throng,
Confcious of freedom, fcorns the fmother’d train,

The threat'ning driver and the {ervile rein,
Survey the warlike horfe ! didft thou inveft

With thunder his robuft diftended cheft ?

No {fenfe of fear his dauntlefs foul allays ;

"T'is dreadful to behold his noftnils blaze :

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight,

And triumphs in the fulnefs of his might;
High-rais’d he fnufis the battle from afar,

And burns to plunge amid the raging war,
And mocks at death, and throws his foam around,
And in a ftorm of fury {hakes the around.

How does his firm, his rifing heart advance

Full on the brandifh’d fword, and thaken lance,
While his ix'd eye-balls meet the dazling fueld,

Gaze, and return the lightning of the field @
He finks the fenfe of pain in gen'rous pride,
Nor feels the fhaft that trembles in his fide,

But neighs to the fhrill trampet’s dreadful blaft
Tl death ; and when he groans, he groans his

laft.
But, fiercer ftill, the lordly lion {talks,

Grimly majeftic in his lonely walks :
D When
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When round he glares, all living creatures fly,
He clears the defart with his rowling eye.

Say, mortal, does he rouze at thy command,
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ?

Dolt thou for him in forefts bend thy bow,
And to his gleomy den the morfel throw,
¥ here bent on death lie hid his tawny brood,
Arnd couch’d in dreadful ambufh pant for blood ;
Or jiretch’d on broken limbs, confume the day

In darknefs wrapt, and flumber o'er their prey ?
By the pale moon they take their deftin’d round,
And laih their fides, and furious tear the ground :
Now fhirieks and dying oroans the defart fill ;
‘They rage, they rend, thw ravenous jaws dlhu
With crim{on foam ; and when the banquet’s o'er,
‘They itride away, and paint their fteps with gore:
In fight alone the faepherd puts his truft,

Axd fudders at the talon in the dutt,

Mild 1s my behemoth, tho’ large his frame,
Smooth 1s his temper, and repreft his flame,
While unprovok’d : this native of the flood
Lifts his broad foot, and puts afhore for food :
Larth finks beneath him as he moves along
'f'o {eex the herds, and mingle with the throng.
See with what firength his harden’d loins are bound,
All over proof, and fhut againft a wound ;

How like a2 mountain cedar moves his tail,
.Nor can his complicated finews fail :

Built
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Built high and wide, his folid bones {urpafs
The bars of fteel, his ribs are ribs of brafs;
His port majeftic, and his armed jaw,

Give the wide foreft, and the mountain law:

The mountains feed him ; there the beails admire
The mighty ftranger, and 1n dread retire ;
At length his greatnefs nearer they furvey,
Graze in his thadow, and his eye obey.
The fens and marfhes are his cool retreat,
His noon-tide fhelter from the burning heat ;
"Their {fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made,
And groves of willows give him all their {hade:
His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought,
He trufts to turn its current down his throat ;
In leffen’d waves it creeps along the plain,
He finks a river, and he thirfts again.

Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful fide,
Caft forth thy line into the {welling tide ;

With flender hair Leviathan command,
And itretch his vattne(s on the loaded ftrand -

Will he become thy fervant, will he own
Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown,
Or with lus {port amufe thy leifure day,
And bound in filk with thy {ott maidens play ?
Shall pompous banquets {well with {uch a prize,.
And the bow] journey round his ample fize 2
Or the debating merchants fhare the prey,
And various linibs to various marts convey ?

Threuzh
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Through his firm fcall what fieel its way can win?
What forceful engine can fubdue his fkin ¢

Fly far, and live; tempt not his matchleis might;
The braveft thrink to cowards in his fight,

The ratheft dare not rouze him up ; who then

Shall turn on me, among the fons of men ?
Am T a debtor ¢ haft thou ever heard
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd ?
My lavith fruit a thoufand vallies flls, -
And mine the herds, that graze a thoufand hills;
Larth, fea, and air, all natare is my own,
And ftars, and fun, are duft beneath my throne;
And darft thou with the world’s great Father vie,
Thou, who doft tremble at my creature’s €y€?
At full my huge Leviathan fhall rife,
Eoaft all hisitrength, and {pread his wond’rous fize,
Who, great in arms, e'er firipp'd his fhining
mail, |
Or crown'd his triumph with a fingle {cale ?
Whofe heart juftains him to draw near? Behold
Deftruétion yawns, his {pacious jaws unfold,
And, marfhal'd round the wide expanfe, diiclofe
Teeth eda’d with death, and crowding rows on
FOWS:
Vhat hideous fangs on either fide arife,
And what a deep 2by{s between them les ?
Hvicte with thy lance, and with thy plumbet found,
The one how long, the other how profound.
His
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Lis bulk is charg’d with fuch a furious foul,

‘T'hat clouds of fmoak from his {fpread nofirils rowl
As from a furnace; and, when rouz'd his ire,
Fate iffues from his jaws in {treams of fire :

The rage of tempefts, and the roar of feas,
"Thy terror, this thy great {uperior pleafe ;
Strength on his ample fhoulder fits in ftate,
His well-join’d lithbs are dreadfully compileat,
His flakes of folid flefh are flow to part,

As lteel his nerves, as adamant his heart.

When late awak'd he rears him from the floods,
And ftretching forth his ftature to the clouds,

Writhes in the {un aloft his {caly height,

And firikes the diftant hills with tranfient light,

Far round are fatal damps of terror {pread,

The mighty fear, ner blufh to ewn their dread.
Large is his front ; and when his burnift’d eyes

Lift their broad lids, the morning {eems to rife.
In vain may death in various fhapes nvade,

The {wift-wing’d arrow, the defcending blade;

His naked breaft thewr impotence defies,

The dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies :

Shut in him{elf, the war without he hears,

Safe in the tempeft of their rattling {pears ;

His fport, the rage and labour of the toe.
His pafumes like a caldron boil the flood,

And blacken ocean with the rifing mud ;
The
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The billows feel him, as he works his way ;
His hoary footfteps fhine along the fea ;
The foam high-wrought with white divides the
green,
And diftant {ailors point where death has been.
His like earth bears not on her fpacious face,
Alore in nature ftands his dauntlefs race,
Tor utter ignorance of fear renown'd :
In wrath he rowls his baleful eye around,
Makes every {woln difdainful heart {ubfide,
And holds dominion o'er the fons of pride.
Then the Chaldean eas’d his lab’ring brealt,
With full conviction of his crime oppreit.
¢ Thou can’ft accomplifh all things, Lord of
might !
¢« And every thoucht is naked to thy fight:
< But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lie
« Beyond the deepeft reach of mortal eye.
¢ Gft have I heard of thine Almighty pow,
¢ Dut never {aw thee till this dreadful hour.

«« (eswhelm’d with fhame, the Lord of life I {ee,
* Athor myfelf, and give my foul to thee :

Nor fhall my weaknefs tempt thine anger more:
* Man was not made to queltion, but adore.

PsaLnm
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Psarm VIII. TRANSLATED.

O Jenovau our Lord! how wondrous great

And glorious is thy name through all the
eaith ?

So as above the heav'ns thy praife to fet
Out of the tender mouths of lateft breath.

Out of the mouths of babes and fucklings thou
Haft founded firength, becaufe of all thy foes,

To ftint th’ enemy, and flack th’ avenger’s brow,
That bends his rage thy providence to oppofe.

When 1 beheld thy heav'ns, thy fingers art,
The moon and ftars which thou fo bright hafi
fet,
In the pure firmament, then faith my heart,
O what is man that thou remembreft yet,

And think’ft upon him; or of man begot,
That him thou vifit'ft, and of him art found |
Scarce to be lefs than gods, thou mad’ft his lot,
With honour and with ftate thou haft him

crown’d
Qler
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O'er the works of thy hand thou mad'ft him lord,
Thou hatt put all under his lordly feet,

All flocks, and herds by thy commanding word,
All beafts that in the field or foreft meet;

Fowl of the heav’ns, and fith that through the wet

Sea paths in fhoals do ilide, and know no
dearth.

O Jezovan our Lord, how wondrous great
Ard glorious 15 thy name through all the earth '

1

Psaim XRIl. TRANSLATED.

OD is my hope, 1n him diftreft
My {oul fhall find untroubled reft;
From him true comforts flow :
In vain ye bid me then remove,
Swift as the tim’rous panting dove,
And reach yon mountain’s brow.

Behold, ye fay, tine impious band
Prepare the bow, extend the hand,
And point th’ unerring dart ;

With reftlefs eagernefs they wait,
Tn murd’rous counfel meditate,

"To {mite the guiltlefs heart.

Al
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Al, what avails, that thou can'{t find-

An inoffending righteous mind,

When deftitate of aid;
God from his high exalted throne

chall look wich indignation down,
And all their counfels read.
Then fhall his high almighty arm-
Protect the innocent from harm,
Each danger drive away ;
But on his impious foes fhall ram,
Deftruétion, anguifh, wrath and pain,
Afftiction and difmay.
Flames {hall n 1ivid fhow'rs defcend,
Their dwellings horrid tempefts rend,
And all their hofts annoy

While on the good (far di
He miles with countenance {erenc,

That looks ezernal Joy.

fferent fcene;

711
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4 ODE.  Taken from the beginning
of PsaLm XIX.

| VHE {pacious firmament on high,
Witn all the blue etherial iky,

The fpangled heav'ns, a fhining frame,
Their great original proclaim.
Th’ unwearied fun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s pow’r difplay ;
And publifhes to ev'ry land
The work of an almighty hand.

Soon as the evening fhades prevail,

"The moon takes up the wond’rous tale,
And nightly, to the liftning earth,
Repeats the ftory of her birth : ;
Wihilit all the ftars, that round her bum,
And all the planets in their turn,

Confirm the tidings, as they roll,

And {pread the truth from pole to pole.

What though, in folemn filence, all
Move round this dark, terreftrial ball ?

What though nor real voice nor found
Amidft their radiant orbs be found ?
{n
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Tn reafon's ear they all rejoice,
And utter forth a glorious voice,

For ever finging as they {hine,
 The hand that made us is divine”.

Psarm XXIII, TRANSLATED.

I.

HE Lord my pafture fhall prepare,
And feed me with a fhepherd’s care
His prefence fhall my wants fupply,
And guard me with a watchful eye;
My noon-day walks he fhall attend,
And all my mid-night hours defend.
II

When in the fultry glebe I faint,
Or on the thirfty mountain pant;
To fertile vales and dewy meads
My weary wand'ring fteps he leads ;
‘Where peaceful rivers foft and {low,
Amid the verdant landfkip fiow.
I11.
Thouch in the paths of death 1 tread,

With gloomy horrors over{pread,
My ftedfaft heart fhall fear no ill,

For thou, O Lord, art with me fhll ;

Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreary thade.
Thouth
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IV.
‘Thoughin a bare and rugged way,
Through devious lonely wilds I ftray,
"Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile :
‘T'he barren wildernefs fhall {mile,
With {ucden greens and herbage crown’d,
Anq fireams fhall murmur all around.

Psary L. PARAPHRASED.

7% HE Lord hath fpoken, he who rules {u-
£ preme
Hath {poken, and from earth’s remoteft bound

-l )

The nations fummoned ; from th’ eternal rock

Of Ziwon, where his beauty deigns to dwell,

The Lord hath fhined; In judgment terrible

Cur God fhall come, nor longer filence keep:

‘Then through the empyrzum’s wide expanfe

Shall lightnings blaze, and thunder’s awful {found

And'tﬂmpef’t own th’ approaching Deity :

e from lis throne fhall fpeak, bear witnefs,
eartin! |

And let ail nature lifflen! unto me '

My {aints affemble, whom myiterious rites

Of facrifice have with Jerovan bound

In league perpetual, and let heaven declare

“His righteouinefs, for.God himfelf 1s judge.
ear,
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Yiear, O my people, thee will I accule,

¥ e

Thee favoured Ifrael, know I am thy God:
Nor thy burnt-offerings, nor thy folemn feafts
will I reprove, thefe thou haft well obferved ;

Yet thefe fuffice not, nor devoted goats,
Nor fatted fteers upon mine altar laid,
Can proht, to aflwage th’ avenger's wrath:
For every beaft of woodland or of vale
To me belongs, to me the focks that brouze
On hills unnumber'd, me, the feather'd choir
Tenants of air, in native harmony
Proclaim, All-powerful, Wile, Beneficent!
or lefs the fylvan tribes, by man untamed,
Which range the wildernefs, at my behelts
Obedient wait, and hear their Maker’s voice :
From thee no friendly aid would I implore
1f I could hunger, haughty mortal know,
Mine is the world, and all its fulnefs mine ! -
Say will I tafte the flefth of {laughter'd herds,
Or will the worthlefs blood of goats delight
The felf-exiftent, immaterial {pixt ¢
o me bring forth thy tributary praife, -
eft facrifice, to me indulgent Lord,
“Thy vows In lowly adoration pay
And when the terrors of impending ruin
Amaze thy {oul, let heaven-born faith revive
Tts languid powers, let holy zeal call down

Mine all-fufficient fuccour ; I will hear,
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1 will relieve, and bid thy joyful lips

In fengs of gratitude and love o’erflow.

In cccents different far the Lord of hofts

The finner to his dread tribunal calls,

What art thou that thy guilt-polluted mouth

Should name my ftatutes ? thou whofe foul conr
temns _

My counfel, thouwho trampleft under foot,

With impious {corn, mine hallowed covenant !

Oftwith the fons of rapine haft thou fhared

Accurfed {poils, in thee adulterous luft

Hath found a confort ; thine-envenomed tongue

For calumny is framed and dark decett,

Nor can the ties of blood or kindred nature

Its rage reftrain, thine is the favage joy

To blaft with deadly words thy brother’s peace.

Thus haft thoudone, and whilft my mercy {trove

With thine unworthinefs, and wifhed to pardon,

Deluded man! thou thoughteft me the foe

Of virtue, and flagitious as thy {elf:

But I will punith, and before thine eyes

Range all thy crimes, and on thy confcience, grave

Guilt aggravated. Now confider this

Ye who forget tie Lord, left in hus wrath

Ye penth ;—nor fhall late-repenting tears,

Nor thall yourhands ftretch'd out in plaintive suife,

From end:efs defolation {ave your {ouls,

Or fiay the juflice of an injured God.
The
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The thankful {pint, all that man can give
On me beftows, his undiffembled praife,
Nor afk I more; to him who treads the path
Of dauntle{s virtue, will I mercy fhew,

And bid him tafte falvation from the Lord..

Part of Psawm XC. parapbresd.

I\ T O fooner Time his hafty flight began,

And the warm clod was moulded into man,,
Than man commenc’d his God’s peculiar care,
Fled to his arms, and {fml'd ferenely there :
And the {ame goodnefs and almighty pow’r
Beam on the race, which beam’d on one before..

Before the fkies their ambient arch difplay’d,
Or the foundations of the world were laid,
Jenovau fill’d his everlafting throne,

In boundlefs blefs unrival’d and alone:

And when the {un forgets to rule the day,
And nature’s rolling wheels fhall ceale to play,
In undiminif’d pomp he fhall remain,

And valt eternity fhall be s reign.

Lord ! as our lives were kindled by thy breath,
So at thy pleaiure we refign to death,
Quit all the gay diftiuétions once we wore,
Qwnk to our duft, and tife to ¢arth no more.
'The
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The tedious travel of a thoufand years
Before thine all-enfolding view appears
Short as the tranfient hours of yefter-hght,
Or the laft watch that bolts the gates of ni‘ght.

As rivers, fweln with fierce defcending rains,
Q’ertop their banks, and rufh mnto the plains,
Bourd, foam, and thunder with tempettuous force,
And {pread refiftlefs ravage in their courfe,

So from life’s carelels wa] :s with headlong {way
DzaTn’s fudden torrent {weeps our lives away.

When fleep has hufh’d the day’s {ad cares to reft,
VWhat vain illufions revel in our breaft !
Yet, big with truth, and weighty import, {feem
The ulr-drem’d phantoms of the thad’wy dream :
‘Thus through our {pan gay {cencs of blifs beguile,
Bet vanizy's the harveit of the toil,

As flow’rs, when morn’s firlt fplendors gild
the fkies
Charm in the dew-drops, and 1n verdure sife,
So, while our race ther youthfui beauties wear,
\igour and joyv cu ev'ry brow : '1Pp£:'1r
But ere the {un withdrawe his ev’ning ray,
They droop and witiher in their laft decay,

Uro’d by necefiity, with painful feet
The broken rock, and cloomy vaie we beaf,
Meet the dark frown of an offended God,
And groan beneath the vengeance of his rod.

Qur
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Our fins that red with flagrant horrors rife,

Sevetch to the loweft hell, and fcale the flies,
Num'rous, as ftars that ftrow thetherial plain,
Or fands that bound the billows of the main,

Gtand all unfolded to Jenovan’s fight,
Though wrapt from mortals in impervious night.

Adumitit, heav'n fhould check the ftroke of fate
Till life protradted reach'd its utmoft date,
Or to the vital glafs new {ands {hiould pour,
Tifl, fcventy winters pait, we fill'd the {core,
A weary pilgrimage we ftill muft go,
And pant beneath a growing Joad of woe;
1] nature, with her toils and griefs opprel,
Would figh impaticnt for the hour of reft.

O dread JEHOVAR, who can ever Know

The weight of vengeance in thine angry brow?
Kv'n fear fcarce images thy funds of e,

And thought flies {lower than thy darted fire.
Then teach me, Maker; the celefial fkill

To meafure life, and life’s demands fulfl,

That Death for me may take the feraph'’s charms,
And.I enraptur'd rufh into his arms, .

Shake off this camb’rous cled,. and wing myr

way
To a bleft manfion in the realms of day.

F Psavar.
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Psaryv XCII. PARAPHRASED.

GRE.&T Sov’reign of the World, thy glonious
name

And boundlefs praife, I ever will PIOCIH.{;’II.

Whether the morn with rifing Iight inveft,

Or night with fable fhades o'erfpread the Eaft;

The {iniling morn thy bounteous love fhall hear,

And lif'ning night thy conftant truth revere:

'I'he Jute 2nd harp fhall join my willing voice,

And the loud cymbal 2dd its tuneful noie.

Whilft in my mind thy matchlefs deeds I weigh,

And all thy works in filent thought {urvey,

The pleafing theme my ravifh'd bolom fires,

And facred hymns fpontaneouily infpires!

Thy greatnefs who can tell! or who can trace

The wifdom of thy providential ways !

Yet will audacious man prefume to blame

Thy condu&, and afperfe thine awful name.

Like fome green herb, which on the {pringing
mead,

By cenial fhow'rs refrefh’d, uprears its head,

The wicked feem a while; but vengeance due

Soon quells their pride, and blafts the guilty crew :

But thou art ftill the fame: thou ne’er canft know

The changes that affect this world below.
Thine
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"Thine enemies, O God! an impious band,
Shall perith foon by thy deftroying hand.

Mean while the righteous, Iike the goodly height
Of the fair palm, fhall flourith to the fight;
Or like a cedar, that majefltic grows

On Lebanon, and wide extends its boughs.
The tree, that in thy temple’s courts fhall fhoot
Deep in the hallow’d ground its {preading root,
Loaded with fruits, with fadelefs blofloms gay
Shall flourifh fhill, nor ever know decay.

With fuch abundant favour thou wilt blefs
Thofe who thy venerable name confefs,

'That all the nations fhall be forc'd to own

Thy perfe®t laws, and worfhip at thy throne.

Psarm CIV. iMITATED.

Rise my foul! on wings {eraphic rifc!
And praife th* Almighty Sovereign of the
fkies !

In whom alone eflential glory fhines,

Which not the heav'n of heav'ns, nor boundlefs
{pace confines !

When darknefs rul’'d with univerfal {way,

He fpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day:

Firft faireft offspring of th” omnific word !
Which, like a garment, cloth’d its {fovereign Lord.

e
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e Tiretch’d the blue expanfe from pole to pole,
And {prcad circumfluent xther round the whole,
Of hiquid air he bad the columns rife, )
Which prop the ftarry concave of the fkies.
Soon as he bids impetuous whirlwinds fly,

o bear his founding chariot thro’ the &ky :
Impetuous whirlwinds the command obey,
Suftarn his flight, and {weep th’ aerial way.
Fraught with his mandates, from-the realms on

high,

Urnnumter'd hofls of radiart heralds:ily:;

From orb to orb, with progrefs unconfin'd,

As hghtning fwift, refiitlefs as the wind.

His word in air this pond’rous ball {uftain’d,

“ Be fizxt” he {aid—and fixt the ball remain’d.
Hcav'n, air, and lea, tho’ all their ftorms com-

bine, ;

Shake notits bafe, nor break the law divine.
At thy almighty voice old ocean raves,

*V'akes all his force, and gathers all his waves-;
Nasure lies mant’led in a wat'ry robe,

And {iorelels oceans roll arournd the clobe ;
¢D%r hicheft hills the higher {urges rife,

Mix with the clouds, and lave the vaulted fkies.
But when in thunder the rebuke was giv'n,
That fhook th’ eternal firmament of heav'n,
The dread rebuke the frighted waves obey,

“They fled, confus'd, along th’ appointed way,
Impetuous
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Impetuous rufhing to the place decreed, |
Climb-the fteep hill, and {weep the humble mead:
And now reluétant in their bounds fubfide ;

Th’ eternal bounds reftrain the raging tide

Yet ftill tumultuous with-inceffant roar,

1t fhakes the caverns, -and affaults the fhore.

By him, from mountains clothed in Iucid- fnow,

"Thro’ verdant vales the mazy fountains flow.

Here the wild hesfe, unconicious of the rein,

Thatrevels, boundlefs,-o'er the wide champaign,

Imbibes the filver ftream, with heat oppreft,

'To cool the fervor of his glowmg breaft,

Here verdant boughs, adorn’d with fummer's
‘prde, ~

Soread their broad fhadows o’er the filver tide :

While, gently perching on the leafy {pray,
Each feather’d fongfter tunes his various lay

And while their praife they {ymphonize around,
Creation echoes to the grateful found.

Wide o’er the heav'ns the various bow he bends,
Its tinfture brightens, -and its arch extends :

At the glad fign-aerial conduits flow,

The hills relent, the meads rejoice below:

By genial fervor, and prolific ran,

Gay vegetation clothes the fertile plain:

Nature profufely good with blifs o’erflows,
,And flill fhe’s pregnant, tho’ fhe fill beftows

Here
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Here verdant paftures far extended ly,

And yield the grazing herd a frefh fupply !
Luxuriant, waving in the wanton A,

Here golden grain rewards the peafant’s care !
Here vines mature in purple clufters glow,
Ard heav’n above diffufes heav'n below !
Eret and tall, here mountain cedars rife
High o'er the clouds, and emulate the fkies'!
Here thewing’d crouds, that fkim the yielding air

1With artful toil their little domes preparc;
Here hatch their young, and nurfe their rifing

care!
Up the fteep hill afcends the nimble doe,
While timid conies {cour the plains below ; %
Or in the pendent rock elude the {centing foe'
He bade the filver majefty of night
Revolve her circle, and increafe her hght
Afiign'd a province to each rolling {phere,
And taught the fun to regulate the year.
At his command, wide-hovering o’er the plain,
Primzval night refumes her gloomy reign :
Then from their dens, impatient of delay,
The favage monfters bend their {peedy way, E
Howl thro’ the {pacious wafte and chafe the
frighted prey.
Here walks the fhaggy monarch of the wood,
Taught from thy providence to afk his food ;

To
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To thee, O Father! to thy bounteous fkies,

He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes,
He roars, the defarts tremble wide around !

And repercuflive hills repeat the found.

Now glowing gems the Eaftern fkies adorn,

And joyful nature hails the op’ning morn;

The rovers, confcious of approaching day,

Fly to their fhelters, and forget their prey,
Laborious man, with mod'rate flumber bleft,
Springs chearful to his toil, from downy reft;
Till grateful evening with her filver train,

Bids labour ceafe, and eafe the weary {wain.
Hail, {overeign goodnefs! all produtive mind !
On all thy works thyfelf in{crib’d we find !

How various all! how variouily endu'd !

How great their number ! and each part how good !
How perfett then muft the great Parent {hine ! }

Who, with one at of energy divine,
Laid the vaft plan, and fimfl'd the defign!

Where-¢'er the pleafing fearch my thoughts purfue,
Unbounded goodnefs opens to my view.

Nor does our world, alone, its influence fhare ;
Exhauftlefs bounty, and unwearied care,

Extend thro’ all th’ infinitude of {pace,

And circle natare with a kind embrace,

The wavy kingdoms of the deep below,

Thy power, thy wifdom, and thy goodnels fhow.
Here
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Here various beings without number ftray,

Crcud the profound, or on the furface play.

Leviathan here, the mightieft of the tram!
Enormous! fails incumbent o’er the main,
And foams, and fports, and plays, in fpite of
man.

1 thefe thy watchful providence fupplies :
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes :
For them thou open’t thine exhaufilefs ftore,
Till the capacious wifh can grafp no more.
Buatif one moment thou thy face fhould’ft hide, .
Thy glory clouded, or thy {miles deny’d,
Then widow’d nature vails her mournful eyes,
3nd vents her grief in univerfal cries !
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre traiu,
Wide o'er the nations fpreads his iron reign !
Sea,.earth, and air, the boundlefs ravage meurn,
Aad all their hofts to native duft return !
Again, . thy glorious quick'ning nfiuence faed,
The glad creation rears her drooping head:
New rifing forms thy potent fmiles obey,
And life re-kindles at the.gemal ray ;
United thanks replenmifh’d nature pays,
And heav’n and earth refound their Maker’s praife!

When time fhall in eternity be loft,

And hoary nature languith into dui,
For ever young, thy glories fhall remain,

Vait as thy being, endl:fs as thy reign!
Thou
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Thou, from the realms of everlafting day,

Seeft all thy works at one immenfe furvey !

Pleas’d at one view the whole to comprehend,

Part join'd to part, concurring to one end.

If thou to earth but turn’ft thy wrathful eyes,

Her bafis trembles, and her offspring dies.

Thou {miteft the hills, and at th’ almighty blow,

Their fummits kindle, and their entrails glow.
While this immortal {park of heav'nly flame,

Diftends my breaft, and animates my frame,

To thee my ardent praifes fhall be born,

On the firlt breeze that wakes the blufhing morn:;

The lateft ftar fhall hear the pleafing {ound,
And nature in full choir fhall join around!

When, full of thee, my foul excurfive fhies

Thro’ earth, air, ocean, or thy regal fkies,
From world to world, new wonders il I find!

And all the godhead burfts upon my mind !
When, wing'd with whirlwinds, vice fhall take
her flight

T'o the wide bofom of eternal night,

To thee my foul fhall endlefs praifes pay ;

Join! men, and angels’ join th’ exalted lay !

£ Psanu



Psarm CXTI. paARAPHRASED.

1.
E g Appy the man, whofe faith-inftructed will

Adores the Lord with reverential awe!
YT . .
Who guits, well-pleas’d, the flowery paths of ill,
'To {rame his prattice to his Maker’s law.
1l.
His offspring fhall in lafting glory reign,
And of the fulnefls of the earth partake ;
Nor will all-bounteous Providence difdain
To biefs the children for their parent’s {ake.
I1l.

P.iches are his, but cain'd with honeft fame,
Nor won by violence, ror treacherous art:

ilence ages yet unborn fhall biefs his name,

Hence he thall live in ev'ry virtuous heart.
IV.

To him in defolation’s cloomieit ftorm

The chearful dawn of promifed light beaims
forth 3

God ihall the covenant of love perform,

And high to honour raife afflicted worth,
V.

The good man, with unwearied, pious care,
To all in mifery compaflion fhows ;

Vet no profufion fhall his wealth impair,

Or drain the fources whence bis bounty flows.
Honour
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VI
Honour awaits the merciful and juf,

Wtofe generous nature feels for human woe 4

Tears undiflembled fhall bedew his duft,
And eratitude eternal praife beftow.

VII.
No fear defpoils him of the {ober joys

Which peace of mind and innocence aftord ;
No dread of future il that man annoys

Vhofe heart is fix’d, whofe truft 1s in the Loxd.
VIII.
"T'o him whofe dauntle{s bofom glows with zeal,
Calm *midft {uccefs, 1n adverfe fate refign’d,
T'he Lord of hofts fhall victory reveal,

The Lord his haughticft foes in thraldom bind.
IX.
#1is lib'ral hand and pitying foul delight
To feed the poor, to comfort the forlorn ;
lcav'n all his deeds of ‘mercy fhall requite,
And m unrival'd praife exalt his horn.
X.
Atfight of this, the guilty with difmay
Shall fiand aghaft, with hell-taught envy burn,
Defpair his portion! he {hall melt away,
And all his hopes to fwift deftruction turn.

Psag i
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PsatM CXIV. PARAPHRASED.

c/ Hex the bleft feed of Terah’s faithful fon,
After long toil their liberty had won,
And paft from Pharian fields to-Canaan land,
Led by the ftrength of the Almighty’s hand,

Jenovah’s wenders were in Ifrael fhown,
His praife and glory was in Ifrael known.

'That {aw the troubled fea, and fhivering fled,

And {ought to hide his froth-becurled head

Low in the earth, Jordan’s clear ftreams recoil,
As a faint hott that hath receiv’'d the foil.

The high huge-bellied mountains fkip like rams

Amoncft their ews, the little hills like lambs.
Why fled the ocean? and why fkip'd the moun-

tains ¢

“Why turned Jordan toward his cryftal fountains ?
Shake earth, and at the prefence be aghalt

Of Lim that ever was, and ay fhall laft,

T hat ¢lafly floods from rugged rocks can crufh,

nd make {oft rills from fiery fiint-ftones gufh.

PsaLie
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Poarm CXXXVIL TRANSLATED.

L.
'BY Euphrates’ flow’ry fide
We did bide,
From dear Judah far abfented,
Tearing the air with our cries,
And our eyes,
“With their ftreams, his {tream augmented.

IL
“When poor Sion’s doleful ftate,

.Delolate,
Sacked, burned, and enthral'd,

And the Temple fpoil'd, which we
Ne'er fhould {ee,

To our mirthlels minds we call’d :
- JIL
Qur mute harps, -untan'd, unftrang,
Up we hung
On green willows near befide us,
Where, we fitting all forlorn,
Thus, in {corn,

Qur proud fpoilers “gan deride:us.

VI
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IV.

Come, {ad captives, leave your moans,

And your groans
Under Sion’s ruins bury :
Tune your harps, and fing us lays
In the praife
Of your God, and let’s be merry.
V.
Can, ah! can we leave our moans,
And our groans
Under Sion’s ruins bury ?
Can we 1n this land {ing lays
In the praife
Of our God, and here be merry?
VI.
No, dear Sion, if I yet
‘Do forget
‘Thine affliction miferable,
Let my nimble joints become

Stiff and numb,
To touch warbling harp unable.
VII.
Let my tongue lofe finging fkill,
Let 1t fhill
To my parched roof be glewed,
1f in either harp-or voice
I rejoice,

Tl thy joys fhall be renewed.

| ‘TIIIQ
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VIIL
Lord, curfe Edom’s traiterous kind,

Bear in mind

In our ruins how they revel'd,

Sack, kill, burn, they cry’d ont full,
Sack, burn, kill,

Down with all, let all be level'd,

And thou Babel, whgf ;:he tide
Of thy pride
Now 2 flowing, grows to terning :
Vifor now, fhall then be thrall,
And fhall fall.
To as low an ebb of mourning.
X
Happy he who fhall thee wafte,
As thou haft
Us without all mercy wafted,
And fhall make thee tafte and fee
| What poor we
By thy means have feen and tafted.

XI.
Happy, who thy tender bairns, -
From the arms

Of their wailing mothers tearing,
'Gainft the walls fhall dafh their bones,

Rathlels ftones

With their brains and blood befmearing.

Psare
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Psarm CXLVI. PARAPHRASED.,.

I
TN pious hymns and confecrated lays,
i

Whiltt vital ftreams my beating veins {hall
{well,
Great author of the world ! thy deathlefs praife,
And glorious deeds, my joyful tongue fhall tell,

I1.
1 et not thy heart a fond aflurance place

In any earthly monarch’s fav'ring {mile ;
Nor from the mortal aid of human race
With hopes of lafting blifs thy foul beguile.
1I1.
Soon to their native duft return again,
The fons of men, at death’s impartial call ;
Then vanith into air their counfels vain,
And to the ground their empty projects fall.
IV. "
Thrice happy he, that on th’eternal King
For fuccour and defence alone relies,
And {afe beneath the thadow of his wing
Serenely fits, and threatening ills defics.

V.
Him all things both in heav'n and earth obey,

Their great Creator and almighty Lord ;
Sooner the fun from his fixt courfe may {tray,

Than Lirael’s God forget his facred woid,
V1.
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VI.
The Lord afferts the poor man’s rightful caufe,

And frees from tortring bonds the pris'ner’s
feet, |
Refcues the helplefs from th' oppreflors Jaws,
And fatisfies the hungry {foul with meat.
‘ VIL
The blind, in mercy he reftores to fight,
New health and vigour on the fick beftows
But in the righteous is his chief delight ;
On them his ever-fireaming favour flows.

VIII.

He to the ftranger, widow, orphan, proves
A faithful friend, a hufband, father kind ;

And far from each the mifchiefs he removes,

And guileful wrongs by impious men defign’d.

. IX.
Thy King, O Sion'! (hall for ever reign ;
No end fhall his eternal empire know,
Long as their place the ftars of heav'n maintain,

And rivers to the thirfty ocean flow.

H PsaLM
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Psarm CXLVIIL iMITATED.

Azure vaults! O cryfial fky!

The world’s tranfparent canopy,
Break your long filenee, and let mortals know,
With what contempt you look on things below.

Wing'd fquadrous of the God of war,
Who conquer wherefoe’er you are,
Let echoing anthems make his praifes known
On earth his footitool, as in heav’n his throne.

Great eye of all! whofe glorious ray
Rules the bright empire of the day,
O praife his name, without whofe purer light
Thou hadft been hid in an aby{s of mght.

Ve moon and planets, who difpenle,

By God’s command, your influence ;
Refien to him, as your Creator due,
That veneration which men pay to you.

Faireft, as well as firit of things,

From whom all joy, .all beauty iprings,
O praife th’ almighty Ruler of the globe,
Who ufed thee for his empyreal robe.

Praife
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Praife him, ye loud harmonious {pheres,
Whote facred ftamp all nature bears,

Who did all forms from the rude chaos draw,
And whofe command 1s th’ umver{al law.

Ye wat'ry mountains of the tky,
And you fo far above our eye,
Vaft ever-moving orbs, exalt his name,
Who gave 1ts being to your glorious frame. ¢

Ye dragons, whofe contagious breath
Peoples the dark retreats of deatir,
Change your fierce hifling into joyful fongs,
And praile your Maker with your forked tongues.

Praife him, ye monflers of the deep,

‘That in the {ea’s vaft bolom fleep,
At whofe command the foaming billows roar,
Yet know their Iimits, tremble and adore.

Ye mifts and vapours, hail and {now,
And you, who through the concave blow,
Swift executors of his holy word,

Whiriwinds and tempefts, praife th’ almighty Lord,

Mountains, .
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Mountains, who to your Maker’s view

Seem lefs than mole-hills do to you,
Remember how, when firft Jehovah {poke,
All heav'n was fre, and Sinai hud in {moke.

Praife him, fweet offspring of the ground,
With heav’nly ne@ar yearly crown’d ;
And ye tall cedars celebrate his praile,
That in his temple facred altars raile.

Idle muficians of the {pring,

Whofe only care’s to love and {ing,
Fly thro’ the world, and let your trembling throat
Praife your Creator with the fweetcit note.

Praife him each falvage furious bealt,
That on his ftores do daily fealt :
And you tame {laves of the laborious plow,
Your weary knees to your Creator bow.

Majeftic monarchs, mortal gods,

Whofe pow’r hath here no periods,
May all attempts againft your crowns be vain:
But ftill remember by whofe pow’r you reign.

Let
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Let the wide world his prailes fing,
Where Tagus and Buphrates {pring,
And from the Danube’s frofty banks, to thofe
Where from an unknown head great Nilus flows,

You that difpofe of all our lives,

Praife him from whom your pow’r derives:
De true and juft, like him, and fear his word,
As much as malefators do your fword.

Praife him, old monuments of time ;
O praife him in your youthful prime !
Praife him, fair idols of our greedy fenfe ;

fxalt his name, {weet age of innocence.

Jehovah’s name fhall only laft,

When heav’n and earth, and all 1s paft;
Nothing, great God ! is to be found in thee,
But unconcelvable eternity.

Exalt, O Jacob’s facred race!

The God of gods, the God of grace ;
Who will above the ftars your empire raife,
And with his glory recompenfe your praife.

CoNSIDERA-
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Cox3inErATIONS on PsanLn LXXXVIIL.

'E , C Lord, cn me thy judgments ly,
nd curs'd I ain; for God neglets my cry.

e m

O Lﬂri, in carknels and defpair I groan ;
ArdevT j,- ;"ace Is hell for God 1s gone.
and let thy beams controul
Theie 10 J-d clou&- that prefs my frighted foul :
O riiz, and {ave m2 from eternal night,

hat art the God of lignt.
Downward I hafien to my deftin’d place ;
There none obizain thy aid, none {ing thy praile.
Soon | fhall lie in death’s deep ocean drown'd :

et
1
»
"wif
1
.':

'F""'_"__‘ -
L 0oY i

Is .aercv there  1s fweet forgivenefs found ?
O fave me yet, whilit on the brink I ftand ;.
Resuke the form, and {et me fafe to land.
O mz'ze iy longings and thy mercy {ure,

T.cu that art the God of power.
Dehold the weary’d prodigal 15 come
To .L2e, his hope, his harbour, and his home.
No father he could find, no friend abroad,
Depiiv'd of joy, and deilitute of God.
O let thv tervor: and his anguith end |
Be thou hi: father, and be thou his friend.
Receive the fon thou didit fo long reprove;

Thou that art the God of love.

Cuar.
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‘Cuap. VIL of ProvEerss tranflated.

Y {on, th’ inftrution that my words impart
Grave on the living tablet of thy heart ;
And ali the whol{oime precepts that 1 give,

Obferve with fricieft reverence, and live.

Let all thy homage be to wifdom paid,
Seek her protection, and implore her aid ;
That the may keep thy foul from harm fecure,
And turn thy footfteps from the harlot’s door,
Who with curs’d charms lures the unwary 1n,
And fooths with flattery their {ouls to fin.

Once from my window as I caft mine eye,
On thofe that pafs'd in giddy numbers by,

A youth among the foolifh youths I {py’d,
Who took not facred wifdom for his guice.

Juft as the fun withdrew his cooler light,
“And evening foft led on the {hades of night,
e ftole in covert twilight to his fate,

And pafs’d the corner near the harlot’s gate ;
When lo, a woman comes !
Loofe her attire, and fuch her glaring drefs,
As aptly did the harlot’s mind exprefs :
Subtle the is, and prafis’d n the arts,

By which the wanton conquer heedlels hearts :
Stubborn and loud fhe is, fhe hates her home,

Varying
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Varving her place and form : fhe loves to roam ;
Now fhe’s within, now in the fireet doth ftray,
Now at each corner ftands, and waits her prey,
The youth fhe feiz’d ; and laying now afide
All modefty, the female’s jufteft pride,
She faid, with an embrace, Here at my houfe
Peace-offerings are, this day I paid my vows.
I therefore came abroad to meet my dear,
And lo, 1n happy hour, I find thee here.

My chamber I've adorn’d, and o’er my bed
Are cov'rings of the richeft tap'ftry {pread ;
With linen it is deck’d from Egypt brought,
And carvings by the curious artift wrought :
It wants no glad perfume Arabia ylelds,
In all her citron groves and fpicy fields ;
Here all her ftore of richeft odours meets, -
I'll lay thee in a wildernefs of {weets.
Whatever to the fenfe can grateful be
T have collefted there,——1I want but thee.

My hufband’s gone a journey far away, -
Much gold he took abroad, and long will flay :
He nam’d for his return a diftant day.

Upon her tongue did fuch fmooth mifchief dwell,
Ard from her lips fuci welcome flatt’ry fell,
Th’ungarded youth, in filken fetters ty'd,
Refion'd his reafon, and with eafe comply’d.
Thus does the ox to his own {laughter go,
And thus is fenfelefs of the impending blow.

Thue
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% hus flies the fimple bird into the fnare,

That fkilful fowlers for his life prepare,

But let my {ons attend. Attend may they
Whom youthful vigour may to fin betray ;

Let them falfe charmers fly, and guard their hearts

Again{t the wily wanton’s pleafing arts;
With care diret their fteps, nor turn aftray

To tread the paths of her deceitful way;

Left they too late of her fell power complain,
And fall, where many mightier have been flain.

Cuap. VIIL of Prov. From werfe ro.

7H aTe’er of good or excellent isfound
Within the compafs of this {pacious round,

Compar'd with wif{dom, no regard can claim;
With her compar’d, can {carce deferve a name.
Not half {o beauteous is the dawning light ;
Not half {fo fair the ftars that gild the night,
In vain the gems of Ophir’s favour’d coaft
Their dazzled lufire in her prefence boaft :
Gay orient pearls and gold in vain difplay
Their vanquifh’d glories m her brighter day.
Before her, brilliant di'monds dimly fhine,
And blufhing rubies own her worth divige.

1 Richer
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Richer and happier he, whofe hallow’d breaft

Of wildom's facred treafures is pofiefs’d,
Thanit hemonarchreign'd of all the wealthy eaft:

The jeft, by wifdom’s righteous precepts led,
‘The peaceful paths of hfe {ecurely tread,

The dang’rous tocks of vice with fafety {hun,
And virtue's pleafant courfe {ferenely run.

Artilts by her thicir {ubtile works devife ;
15 fae, with counfel {ace inftrudts the wife :”

"3
"Tis fke, who teaches princes to command

By wholiome laws, and guides the {cepter'd hand.

Before th’ eternal mind, who dwells on high,
Fung up the {pangled curtains of the ky,

With wondrous fkill earth’s firm foundations laid,
Cr {coop'd the watery deep’s capacions bed ;
Betore their tow'ring heads the mountains rear d
Or {hady wooeds and cpen lawns appear’d ;

Ere bubbling forings and fountains had be cgun
Thro® painted meads in chryfla] fireams to run;
Ere chearful verdure cleath'd the naked field,
Or barren vales did blooming cdours yield,
‘Wifdom with uncreated {plencor fhone,
And {pread her beams zround th' Almighty’s
throne ;
Joyous before the {ov'reign prefence play’d,
ZVho with delight immenfe her heav'nly form
furvey'd !
And
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And when this univerfe with perfett art
He rais'd and caft in order ev'ry part;
The fpheres, that roll their fteady courfe above,
Prepar’d, and taught the planets where to move ;
When laws he to the fwelling ocean gave,
And bound in ropes of {and the raging wave ;
To wand'ring clouds their airy flight affign’d,
And, whence to blow, inform’d the fweepy wind,
Wifdom fupreme did o’er the whole prefide,
And in his awful work the facred founder guide.

A Sacrep EcLocUtE.

\; 7 E nymphs of Solyma! begin the fong:
To heav’nly themes {ublimer firains belong.
The mofly fountains and the fylvan thades,

The dreams of Pindus and the Aonian maids,

Delight no more.————0O thou my voice infpire
Who touch’d Ifaiah’s hallowed lips wath fire !

Rapt into future times, the bard becun,
A virgin fhall conceive,’a virgin bear-a fon!
From Jefie’s root behold a srancy arife,
Whofe {acred flow’r with fragrance fills the fkies,
Th' ethereal {pirit o’er its leaves fhall move,

And on its top defcends the myflic dove.
Ye
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Ye heav'ns from high the dewy neftar pour,

And in foft filence fhed the kindly thow'r !

The fick and weak the healing plant fhall aid,
From ftorms a fhelter, and from heat a fhade.
All crimes fhall ceafe, and antient fraud fhall fail,
Returning juftice Iift aloft her {cale ;

Peace o’er the world her olive wand extend,

And white-rob’d innocence from heav'n defcend.
Swift fly the years, and nfe th’ expelted morn k

Oh {pring to light, aufpicious babe be born:
Sec nature haftes her earlieft wreaths to bring,
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring -

See lofty Lebanon bis head advance,
See nodding forefts on the moantains dance,

See {picy clouds from lowly Saron rnife,

And Carmel’s {iow’ry top perfumes the fkies!
Hark ! a glad voice, the lonely defart chears, |
Prepare the way ! a God, a God appears !

A God, 2 God ! the vacal hills reply,

The rocks proclaim th’ approaching deity.

Lo! earth receives him from the bending fkies :

Sink down ye mountains, and ye valleys rife!
With heads declin'd, ye cedars homage pay !
Be {mooth ye rocks, ye rapid floods give way !
The Saviour comes, by antient bards foretold ;
Hear him ye deaf, and all ye blind behold!
He from thick films fhall purge the vifual ray,

And on the fightlefs eye-ball pour the day:.
"Tis
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"Tis he th obfiru&ted paths of found fhall clear, .
And bid new mufic charm th’ unfolding ear ;
The dumb fhall fing, the lame his cratch forego,
And leap exulting like the bounding roe.
No figh, no murmar the wide world fhall hear,
From ev'ry face he wipesoft ev'ry tear:
Tn adamantine chains fhall death be bound,
And hell’s grim tyrant feel th’ eternal wound.
As the good fhepherd tends his fleecy care,

Seeks frefheft pafture and the purett arr,
Explores the loft, the wand'ring fheep direts,

By day o’erfees them, and by night prote(ts,
The tender lambs he rafes 1a his arms,

Feeds from his hand, and in his bofom warms:-
Thus {hall mankind his gnardian care engage,
The promis’d father of the future age.

No more fhall nation againft nation rife,

Or ardent warriours rneet with hateful eyes,
Or fields with gleaming fteal "Real be covered o 'er,.
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ;
But ufelefs lancesinto {cythes fhall bend,

And the broad fanlchion in a plow-fhare end.
Then palaces fhall nfe ; the joyful {on

Shall finith what his {hort-livid fire begun ;
Their vines a fhadow to their race fhall yield,

And the fame hand that fow'd fhall reap the field.

The fwain in barren defarts with forprize
Sees lilies fpring, and {udden v;fdure rife,

And

£ Sfel

e T p—
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And flarts, amidft the thirfty wilds to hear
New falls of water murm’ring in his ear.
On rifted rocks, the cragon’s late abodes,
The areen reed trembles, and the bulruth nods.
Wafte fandy valleys, once perplex’d with thorn,.
The {piry fir and fhapely box adorn ;
To leaflefs fhrubs the riew'ring palms {ucceed,
And od’rous myrtle to the noifome weed.
The lambs with wolves fhall graze the verdant
- mead,
And boys in flow'ry bands the tyger lead ;
The fteer and lLion at one crib fhall meet,
And harmlefs {erpents lick the pilgrim’s feet.
The {miling infant in his hacd thall take
The creied bafilifk and {peckled fnake,
leas'd the green lufire of the {cales {urvey,
And with therr forky tongue and pointlefs fting
inail play.
Rife, crown'd with light, imperial Salem rife |,
Exale thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes!

See, a long race thy {pacious courts adorn ;

See future fons and caughters yet unborn

In crowding ranks on ev'ry fide anfe,
Demarding hife, impatent for the fkies !

See baro'rous nations at thy gates attend,

Wailk in thy light and in thy temple bend ;

See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate kingss
And heap'd with produls of Sabzan {prings :

For
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For thee Idume’s fpicy forefts blow,

‘And feeds of gold in Ophir’s mountains glow.

See heav'n in {parkling portals wide difplay,

And break upon thee in a flood of day!

No more the rifing fun fhall gild the morn,

Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn,

But loft, diffolv'd in thy fuperior rays,

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze

O’erflow thy courts: thelight himfelf {hall fhine

Reveal'd, and God’s.eternal day be thine !

The {eas thall wafte, the fkies in fmoke decay,

Rocks fall to duft, and mountains melt away ;

But fix'd his word, his {aving pow'r remains ;

Thy realm for ever lafts, thy own M gss1an
reigns !

Cuar. LV. of Isa1au paraphbrafed.

ALL ye, whom {ummer’s life-confuming heat
Bids to the fountain’s thady banks retreat,

Joyful approach ! here fireams eternal flow,

Streams that my bounty {hall on all beftow ;

For {ouls opprefs'd with thirft, I milk prepare,
And wine unbought to footh each tort'ring care.
Ye {ons of men, why do ye toil in vamn
For faithlefs harvefts and deceitful grain ?

‘Why fpend your wealth for that which 1s notbread,
For vanitics, on which you cannot feed?
| Laften
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Liften to me, tafte ye of what 15 good,

And let your fouls delight 1n heav'nly food:

To me, your bounteous Lord, attention give,
‘The foul, that marks my words, fhall {urely live.
With you I'll make, if you obedient prove,

A league of merty and eternal love;

Such were the mercies I to David fhowed,

Such love, my people’s rule on him beftowed
David the witnefs of my truth I chofe,

And raifed him Ifrael’s faviour from their foes.
Lo! diftant nattons yet unknown to fame,

Who nc'er have heard of favoured Jacob's name,
Shall wait obfequious at thy dread command,
Arnd in thy fortanes own Jehovah's hand.

Seek ye the Lord, whilit he thy voice may hear,
And call upon him, whilft he yet is near:

Let wicked men for{ake their impious ways,
Humble themfelves,and found their Maker’s praife ;

Let the nnrighteous, {ecret friend to fin,
His thoughts renounce, and cleanfe himfelf within,

The God of mercy will their fins forgive,
And the repentant wanderers receive
Thus faith the Lord, with unrelenting eye
O#ftended man beholds his brother die;
Not fo my thoughts, I feek alone to fpare,
And even the {inful are their Maker’s care :

Far as the fkies above the earth extend,
So far my gracious ways, thy ways tranfcend :

Nor
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Nor can thy thoughts with mine proportion know,
Mine are in heaven, thine grovel {till below.
For as the winter {nows, and {ummer fhower,
Defcending from on high, arife no more,

But ¢’er the earth their nutrient {ap diffufe,

And bid the teeming clebe its fruits produce ;

So fhall the word, that iffues from my mouth,
Not void return : it is the word of truth,

Whole energy eternal, fhall fulfill

Its deftin’d end, and profper in my will.

Thy going out fhall be with mighty joy,

And led by peace, none fhall thy peace annoy,
Before thy face, the hills with chearful noifew

And fongs triumphant fhall lift up their voice '}
While trees fhall clap their hands, and every |
field rejoice.

‘The thorn no more fhall wafte the fruitful land,
But in its place the lofty pine fhall ftand,

And where the pointed briar perplex'd the way,
The fragrant myrtle fhall invite to ftray:

This to the Lord a lafting name fhall prove,

A fign eternal of his matchlefs love,

A fign eternal ! fource of endlels joy,

Which life, nor death, nor time can €’er deftroy.

K Latter
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Latter part of Cuar. VL of MATTHEW
parapbrafed.

\VHEN my breaft labours with oppreflive care,
And o'er my cheek defcends the falling

tear,
While all my warring paffions are at firife,

Oh, let me liften to the words of life!
Raptures deep-felt his do&rine .did impart,

And thus he rais'd from earth the drooping heart.

Think not, when all your {canty ftores afford,
Is fpread at once upon the {paring board ;
Think not, when worn the homely robe appears,
While, on the roof, .the howling tempeft bears;
What farther fhall.this feeble life fufta,

And what fhall cloath thefe fhiv'ring imbs again,
Say, does not life s nourifhment exceed ?

And the fair bedy its mvefing weed ?

Behold ! and look away your low defpair—
See the light tenants of the barren air:
To them, nor ftores, nor granaries, belong,

Nought, but the woodland, and the pleaiing

{ong ;
Yet,
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Vet, “your kind heavenly father bends his eye
On the leaft wing, that flits along the fky,
To. him they fing, when fpring renews the plain,.
To him they cry, in winter’s pinching reign ;2
Nor is their mufic, nor their plamt in vain

He hears the gay, and the diitrefsful call,
And with unfparing bounty fills them zll.

Obferve the rifing lilies inowy grace,
Obferve the various vegetable race;
They neither toil, nor {pin, but carelefs grow,
Ve fee how warm they bluth! how bright they

glow !
What regal veftments can with them compare !
What king fo funing ! or what queen fo fair!

If, ceafelefs thus the fowls of heav’n he feeds,.
If o'er the fields fuch lucid robes he {preads
Will he not care for you, ye faithlefs, fay!

Is he unwife ? or, are ye lefs than they ?

Some
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Soize reflexions upon the LORD'SPRAYER,

1. IS facred name, with reverence profound,
Shou'd mention’d be, andrtrembliug at

the {ound:
It was Jehovah, ’tis ¢z Father now,
Co low to us does heav'n vouchfafe to bow.

He brought it down, that taught us how to pray,
And did {o dearly for our raniom pay.

XI. His Eingdom come : for this we pray in
vain, l
Unlefs he does in our affeftions reign:
Abfurd it were to wifh for fuch a king,
And not chedience to his {cepter bring ;
Whofe yoke is eafy, and his burden light,
}is fervice freedom, and his judgments right.

111, His avill be dove: in falt ’tis always done,
But, as in heav’n, it muft be made our own :

His will fhou'd all our inclinations {way,
Whom natare and the univer{e.obey.
Happy the man, whofe withes are confin'd
To what has been eternally defign’d :
Referring all to his paternal care,

To whom more dear, than to ourfelves, we are! -
IV,

aralt
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IV. It 1s not what our avarice hoards up ;
“T1s he that feeds us, and that fills our cup ;-
Like new-born babes, depending on the breaft, .
From day to day we on his bounty feaft.
Nor fhou'd the foul expett above a day
To dwell in her frail tenement of clay:
The fetting {un fhou’d {eem to bound our race,
And the new day a gift of {pecal grace.

V. That he fho’d all our trefpaffes forgive,

~ While we 1n hatred with our neighbours live ;
Tho’ {o to pray may {eem an ealy tafk,

We curfe ourfelves when thus inclin’d, we aflzs
This prayer to ule, we ought with equal care

Our {ouls, as to the facrament, prepare.
The nobleft worfhip of the pow'’r avove,

Is to extol, and imitate hislove:
Not to forgive our enemies alone,

But ufe our bounty that they may be won.

VI. Guard us from all temptations of the foe s
And thofe we may in {everal ftations know :
The rich and poor 1n {lip pery places ftand ;
Give us enough, but with a fparing hand :
Not ill perfuading want, nor wanton wealth,
But what proportion’d 1s to life and health,
For not the dead, but living, fing thy praife,
Exalt thy kingdom, and thy glory raife, -

. The
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The SpeEcH of PavL the Apoftle to the

ATHENIANS.
Adts xvii. 22. przmpbra/éd

TteEND, ye men of Athens, to the words.
Of artlefs truth, and oh! with patience
hear
A ftranger's voice, Too prone your. genius
{eems

To {ervile dread of numerous deities,
Though unexplor’d their nature and their powers,
Around this city while I curious firay’d,

Your temples marking, and your coftly fhrines
And various rites, an altar I beheld

Withverdant wreaths and votive offerings crown’d,

The vain mfcription bore To Gop. uNkNOWN..
That God, whom ye, from reafon long

eftrang’d,

In unavailing ignorance adore,

Him I to all proclaim.—Th’Eternal one

Who bade this goodly frame exift, who fix'd

The giorious ever burning lamps on high,

Dwells not in temples rear’d by mortal hands

With majelty diminifh’d : him the earth

And utmoft heav’ns acknowledge Lord of all.

Nough
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‘Nought all the pompous wafte of facrifice,
Vain pageantry ! that Bemg can avail,
Whofe happinefs beyond the fartheft ken
Of time endures, from whom our vital breath,
And every good dependant man enjoys.

He from one family, one parent ftock,
Wide-o'er this earth the fons of men diffus'd ;

He to their diftant habitatiens gave
Th’ appointed limits, while at his command,

Or nations perifh, or-new empires rife.

To know their Maker, .to explore the ways
Of matchlefs goodnefs, fuch the pleafing tafk
To men.aflign’d, nor far from human fearch

Is plac’d the Godhead ; felt within each breaft
Is God’s exiftence, forin him our life,
And powers of motion, and our.being are:
WE ARE HIS OFFSPRING, {0 your farfam’d bard
Aratus fung ; if we, tho’ mortal, boaft
Lineage celeftial, how vain the thought,
By man'’s device, or {culpture’s mimic art,
"T'o frame the likenels of divinity !
“While ignorance prevail’d, while o’er the world
Its darknefs intelleftual error {pread,
Our gracious Father view’d with pitying eye
Bewilder’d mortals, nor each failing' mark’d,
In chaftifement inexorably juft:
Now to religion’s long neglected paths

Man herecalls; and wills that all repent.
The
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*The day he has ordain’d, the folemn day

Of retribution ; Jefus chofen judge,

Shall every virtue, every crime unfold,

Our ations ponder, and pronounce our doom.
From heaven this Jefus, mighty ftranger came,
His nature glorions and ineffable

In human {emblance veil’d, he dwelt on earth

Lowly in goodnefs, yet his wond’rous deeds
Aloud his great original proclaim’d :

Ard when by rulers cruel and unjult
Condemn’d, unheard, the patient vitim fell
As God had promis'd, as of old the voice
-Of prefcient fages fpake, he death o'ercame,
Burft his fepulchral bands, and rofe to life.

| CHARITY.
Cuap. XIIL. of 1 Cor. paraphrafed.

ID {weeter founds adornmy flowing tongue,
Than ever man proriounc’d, or angel fung :
Had I all knowledge, human and divine,
That thought can reach, or fcience can define;;
And had I power to give that knowledge birth,
Tn all the fpeeches of the babling earth
Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breaft infpire,

‘To weary tortures and rejoice in fire
Qr
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Or had I faith like that which Ifrael faw,.

When Mofes gave them miracles, and law :

Yet gracious CuariTy, indulgent gueft,

Were not thy pow’r exerted in my breaft,

Thofe {peeches would fend up unheeded pray’rs:
That fcorn of life would be but wild defpair:
A tyﬁlbal"s {ound were better than my voice :
My faith were form: my eloquence were noife.

CuaRriTY, decent, modeft, eafy, kind,

Softens the high, and rears the abjet mind ;
Knows with juft reins, and gentle hand to guide,

Betwixt vile fhame, and arbitrary pride,

Not {oon provok’d, fhe ealily forgives :

And much fhe {uffers, as the much believes.
Soft peace fhe brings where-ever fhe arrives:
She builds our quiet, as fhe forms our lives;
Lays the rough paths of peevifh nature ev'n ;
And opens in each heart alittle heav’n.

Each other gift, which God on man beftows,,
It’s proper bounds, and due reflexion knows ;
'T'o one fix’d purpofe dedicates it’s pow’r ;

And fimthing its-act, exifts no more.

'Thus in obedience to what Heav'n decrees,
Knowledge fhall fail, and prophecy fhall ceafe :.
But lafting Crar1TY’s more ample fway,

Nor bound by time, nor fubje& to decay,

In happy triumph fhall for ever live,

And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive..
I As.
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As thro’ the artit’s intervening glafs,
Our eye obferves the diftant planets pafs ;

A litle we difcover; but allow,
That more remains unfeen; than art can {how;

So whilft our mind it's knowledge wou’d improve
(It's fecble eye intent on things above)
Hioh as we may, we lift our reafon up,
By fmth direfted, and confirm'd by hope:
Yet are we able only to furvey
Dawnings of beams, and promifes of day.
Heav'n's feller efluence mocks our dazzled fight;
Too great it's fwiftnefs, and too ftrong 1t's hight.
But foon the mediate clouds fhall be difpell'd,
The {un fhall then Le face to face beheld,
In sl bis robes, with all his glory on,
Seated fublime on his meridian throne.
Then conftan: faith, and holy hope (hall die,
One lof in certainty, and one in Joy
\Whilt thou, more happy pow's, fair CHARITY,
Triumphant fifter, greateit of the three,

Thy office, and thy nature fill the {ame,
Lafting thy lamp, and unconfum’d thy flame,

Shait il {urvive——
Shalt ftand before the hoft of heav'n confeft,
Tor ever blefing and for ever bleft.

The
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7he Dying CHRISTIAN f0 bis SGUL.

O D E.

1.
ItavL fpark of heav'nly flame!

Quit; oh quit this mortal frame:
Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, fiying,
Oh the pain, the blifs of dying!
Ceafe, fond nature, ceafe thy ftrife,

And let me languifh into life.

I
Hark ! they whifper ; angels fay,
Sifter fpirit, come away,
What is this abforbs me quite ?
Steals my {enfes, fhuts my fight,
Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath ?

Tell me, my Soul, can this be death ?

I1I.
The world recedes ; it difappears !

Heav'n opens on my eyes ! my ears

With founds {eraphic rnng:

Lend, lend your wings ! I mount! Ifly ¥

O grave! where is thy victory !
O death ! where is thy fting

F I NI S



