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OCCASIONAL POEMS.

QAOVOCOVO\_.,O

The InvocaTiON.

L,

AY, gentle Mufe, who oft has deign'd
With humble folitude to dwell;
Whole cheering vifits, 1n the lonely cell,
With tuneful numbers {ooth’d my pain,
And bade the fadly pleafing ftrain,
To eale my woe,
Harmomous flow ;
And penfive care fat litening while my {ong com-
plain’d.
Vor, IL B 1. Say,
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1.

Say, wilt thou ne’er return ¢

And muft I ever mourn?
And muft I ever tune in vain
The dull unanrmated {train ¢
O come, the languid notes infpire,
Once more awake the facred lyre,
And teach my fong on ftronger wings to rife,
Unmindful of her heavenly birth,
My groveling foul {inks down to carth;
And while fhe tries
In vain to rife,
Clouds interpofe, and veil the diftant ikies.

I11.

Come, fweet URANTIA, come, thy cheering power
Once more impart,
Lo warm my heart: =
To thee, I would devote this {olemn, {ilent hour.
Retir’d from company and noile,
Amulement fhes; her idle fluttering train
Reflettion, fighing, owns are cmpty, light and vain,
And bids my heart alpire to nobler joys.

iV, Tea
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1V,

To nobler joys than earth beftows,
Were earth, 1n all her faireft charms,
To lure my eyes, and tempt my arms,
And try to gain my heart.
My heart replies
In painful fighs,
Vain world, depart!
Thy {oft aliurcments all are vain;
Thy fweetelt plealures are but gilded woes,
Thy brighteft {cenes are clouded foon, and dark-
ening end 1n pain;

V.,

Come heaven-born Faith, fair feraph come §
How weak the mufe’s power without thy aid !
Thy radiant eye can pierce the gloom,
Can guide her doubtful flight,
Beyond the {eats ofnight,
And point afar
The Morning-fiar,
Which cheers with heaven's {weet dawn this
mortal {hade!

Bo V1. Here
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VI,

Here let my invocation end ;
Or rather here begin ! |
Bright morning-fiar, thy blifstul ray
Can chace this mortal fhade away,
This night of death and fin.
Before thy all.enlivening eye,
Death, fin, and fear, and terror ily,
And hope looks up and hails the rifing day,
Then comfort fmiles, deflire and faith afcend,

Kind mellenger of life, on thee my hopes depend.

VII.

Bright morning-{tar, when wilt thou nife
On thisbenighted heart?
Thou art my hght, and thou my guide :
O come, and blefs my longing eyes,
Difpel thefe gloomy clouds which hide
Thy foul reviving-light ;
Break with immortal radiance, through the night,
Andinthy healing beams, the dawn of heaven imparts

VIII.

Thy beams alone can bring myday
O {hine with {oul-attratting ray,



{ 5 1

*Till darknels, fin, and doubt retire,
And raife my languid heart, and bid my hope afpire
To blifs unmingled and refin’d ;
Bright {cenes unknown below,
Without a {hade of woe,
Iimmortal pleafures, worthy of the mind!
Then fhall the mule awake the facred lyre;
Then fhall her fweeteft notes harmonious rife,
And bear my thoughts enraptur'd to the {kies,
While love and thankful joy the votive fong infpire.

To Fironrio.

L.
OR blooming happine{s young ¥lorio fighs;

And yonder, lee, the lovely ftranger wait |
Defire, impatient, fparkles in his eyes,
'Till wealth condutt her {miling to his gate.

IL

Here, Florio, take this glals ¥, and look again ;
You'll find 'us diftance makes her feem {o fair,
She muft be your’s,—nor thall you figh in vain—
Not blooming happinels, but wrinkled care :

Bg II1, Companios
F Thc Bibl(ﬁ-
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111

Companion of your life, for heaven ordains
That care, with riches 15 a conftant gueft;

Yet fond, miftaking mortals court her chains,
And think lier tyrant {fway will make them bleft.

IV.

But upward pont that glafs of truth, and fec
A fairer gueft, delcending from the fky,
Celeftial hope ! ’tis fhe, my friend, 'tis fhe
Who never pains the heart, or cheats the eye.

V,

Kind hope, fhe rulesthe mind with weet controul,
Her voice 1s harmony ! propitious fair!

She calms, 1wnlpires, and animates the foul,
And winsa fmile from gloomy J'rowning caic,

VI.
Care plants a thorny foreft on the plain,
And teazing, bids you trace that forell o'er
In {carch of happinefs, but flill in vain
Your weary fteps the mazy wild explore.,

VII. Celefiiat
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VII.

Celeftial hope relieves your anxious mind,

While through the gloom the dear fupporter guides
Your doubtful way, and whifpers,*You fhall find
(“ Though diftant far) where happinels refides.

VIIL

“ See the fhades open !—now direft your eye,

““ A beam of glory points her bright abode,

““ Beyond the reach of care above the fky :

“ This glals, this faithlul glafs will fhew the road.

P T o T ol dpfeCupl O de o

To BELINDA.

L,

ELINDA to her utmoft wifh 1s bleft !
But {tay, my friend—that hafty thought
review-——
New wifhes yet will rife to break your reft ;
And 1if not lalting, can your blils be true ?

IL,

True happinefs 1s not the growth ol earth,
The toil 1s fruttlefs il you feck 1t there
*T1s an exotic of celeftial birth,

And never blooms, but in ccleflial arr.

54 1. Sweet
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I11.

Sweet plant of paradile, its {eeds are fown
In here and there a mind of heavenly mold ;
1t rifes flow, and buds, but ne’er1s known
To bloflom fair the climate 1s too cold.

IV,
Ah no, Belinda, you have only tound
Some flower that charms your fancy, gaily dreft

In fhining dyes, anative ol the ground,

And think you are of happinels po{left.
V.

But mark 1ts date, to-morrow you may {ind
The colours fade, the lovely form decay

And can that pleafure fatisfy the mind,

Which blooms, and lades, the folace ofaday ?

VI.

O may your erring wifhes learn to rife
Beyond the tranfient Llifs which fancy knows!
Search not on earth, explore its native fkies;

There happinefs in full perfetion grows.

RILSICNATION.
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RESIGNATION,

1,

EARY of thelelow fcenes of mght,
My fainting heart grows fick of time,

Sighs for the dawn of {weetdelight,
Sighs for a diftant, happier clime !

11,
Ah why that igh ?’—peace, caward heart,

And learn to bear thy lot of woe:
Look round—how ealy 1s thy part,
To what thy fellow-fufferers know.

111,

Are not the forrows of the mind
Entail’d on every mortal birth ?
Convinc’d, haft thou not long refign'd
The flattering hope of blils on earth 7

1V,
"Tis juft, *tis right; thus He ordains,
Who form'd this animated clod;
That needful cares, inflruétive pains,

May bring the reftlefs heart to God.
V. In
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V.

In him, my foul, behold thy reft,
Nor hope for blifs below the {ky :
Come Refignation to my brealt,

And filence every plaintive ligh.

VI
Come Faith, and Hope, celeftial pair !

Calm Refignation waits on you ;
Beyond thefe gloomy {cenes of care,
Point out a foul-enlivening view.

VI

Parent of good, ’tis thine to give
Thefe cheerful graces to the mind :
Smile on my foul, and bid me live
Definag, hoping, yetrefign’d!

VIII,

Thy {imile,—{weet dawn of endlefs day !
Can make my weary {pirit bleft ;
While on my Father's hand T {tay,

And in bis love {ecurely refl.

IN.
My Father, dear, delichtfa] name !
Replete wath e, and joy fincere!
O wiit thoa gracions, feal my claim,
Az banmith every anious fear!

N. Then,
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X,

Then, cheerful thall my heart furvey
The toils, and dangers of the road;
And patient keep the heavenly way,
Which leads me homewards to my Gaod.

FF G R ===

An Evinine WALK,

J

ROM the philofophic grove,

Where enlarg’d 1deas rove,
In carth, or air, colletting fweets divine :
Or the lonely rural cell,
W here the humble virtues dwell,
Unenvy'd dwell! and yet how fair they fhine !

II,

Meditation, plealing gueft!
Come to this defiring breafl,
And make 1t, hike the evening air, ferene!
See, what cheerful verdure [preads
O’er the fields, and o’er the meads,
And trace the beauties of the vernal {cene.
I11. Beauties,
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Beauties, ah how fhort their boalt !
Now they bloom—and now they’re loft,
And all that looks {o gay, fhall ceale to charm !
—Melancholy thought—away—
Not in vain is nature gay,
She bids expeftant hope the bolom warm.

IV.

Hope with ever-cheerful eye,
O’er yon verdant fields can {py
Fair plenty pour profufe the future bread :
On the roly-blollom’d trees,
Smiling—{ading—now fhe {ees
Autumnal {ruits, their richer beauties fpread.

V.

Meditation, come away,
Hope attends thee, ever gay ;
Come fweet companions, tune my artlefs lays |
Nature’s every various grace,
While my thoughts with wonder trace,
O may that wonder, wake my heart to praife!

VI.

Can] view with languid thought,
All the {cene with bleflings [raught,

Nog
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Nor ownthebounteous hand from whence they flow?
See, how wi{dom, goodnefs, power,
Join to bid my heart adore,

And pay the debt of praile I hourly owe!
VII,

Praife, a tribute ah how poor !
Language, what 1s all thy ftore,

My boundlefs obligations to difplay ?
Bid the earth-born reptile try,
Looking upward to the iky,

To count the bleffings of the fource of day.

VIIL

Faint are all the notes I raife,
Lord, accept my wifh to praife !
To thee my heart, to thee my all belongs ¢
Thy infpiring grace impart,
Teach the breathings of my heart
To praife thee better than my feeble {ongs !

The
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SO O Ol e A O

The Humsrs CrLaim,

Y God—important, glorious, blifsful name!
Can I without a fear, aflert my claim ?
I fear, yet liope, 1doubt, and yet defire,
Now tremble low on earth, and now alpire,
Alpire to love—ah vile, ungrateful heart !
Canft thou fincerely love, and yet depart,

So oft depart, entic'd by earthly toys,
In chale of dreams forfake {ubltantial joys?

His word recalls my heart, mvites my truft ;
That word reveals him, mercifu] and juft :
Kind mercy, {miling power, forbids defpair;
Bat who, O juitice, who thy frown can bear?
He borc the frown, the {trokeol juflice, He
Who dy'd for man—0 may 1 {ay, for me!
Then jufiice fheathy’d her {fword, and reconail’d,
Own'd the lull ranfom patd—and mercy {mil’d,
Triumphant mercy ! —how divinely bright !
How angels gaz'd, and wonder’d at the fight!

Had
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Had angels caufe of wonder? Man has more 3
Yes, deareft Lord, I wonder, love, adore!

My Saviour, O permit my humble truft,

Permit my foul, though mourning in the duft,
To look to thee, my hope, my only flay ?

And fure, thou wilt not frown my {oul away,
Forthou art love ; thou wilt not fay, ** Depart,”
But, “ give me, trembling finner, all thy heart,”
To thee, my heart, dear Saviour, I refign,

Thy grace, with fweet conftraint can maket thine!
Vile wretched heart ! thy powerful grace alone
Can cleanfe, renew, and make 1t all thy own.
O let thy love, thy all-prevailing love,

Pollels my heart, and every {ear remove !

Then {hall my {oul aflert her joyful claim,
Great Mediator, 1n thy worthy name !

Then thall T {ay, my God, with full dehght,
While all his promifes my truft invite'}

My God, tranfporting accents ! bhifs divine!

Indulge the claim, Olet me call thee mine!

O may my panting heart to thee alpire,
With reftlefls wifhes, with intenle delire,

Till full affurance of thy love 1mpart
The dawn of beaven to my enraptur'd heart !
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Ah what 1s carth, with all her flattering toys ?
Ye dreams begone—I feek fubitantial joys !
Subftantial joys thofe glorious words contain,
My God '—let not my heart repeat in vain,

Here my hope terminates, my wifhes reft,

My God! O feal my claim, and I am bleft!
Of full, unbounded happinefs poffeft. }

2 D W & L O D W

The Prospecr.

O Melancholy, {oftly-penfive power,
As late I gave the {olitary hour;

Before my thoughts, in long fucceffion, role
The f{adly-varied train of human woes.
To contemplation’s mount, (ferene retreat )
The mule indulgent led my willirg feet;
And while I view'd the extended profpeft round,
She bade the foothing, plaintive lyre refound.

Here, on a verdant plain befpread with flowers,
The fons of mirthindulge their {prightly powers;
Withrofes crown'd, how blithfome, light, and gay,
They dance and fing the fiving hours away !

Re-
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Reﬂe&ion, care, and forefight, all retreat,
For here hath plealure only fix’d her feat :
Het wretched votaries court her filken chains
For prefent joy, nor dream of future pains,
Death ready arm’d attends, and marks unfeen,
His fated viétims in the mirthful {cene.
Ha!—wlrence that groan ?—{rom yonder gloomy

cell ;

So near the feats of joy; can anguifh dwell?
Yes keeneft anguifh there and terror reign :

Oh, would the thoughtlefls, laughing, frolic train}

Attend, nor let that warning groan bé vain'!

Unlike to thefe, yon refllefs tnibe behold !
Their ltves, inceffant toil ; their idol, gold:
Clofe at their heels attends corroding care,

Oh either fide, diftruft and anxious féar.

To friendfhip ftrangers, and to focial joys;

The wifh of wealth their fordid {ouls employs.
Their hopes, their cares, are loft in glittering dufl:
The toil how fruitlefs! and how vain the truft !
Infidious death prepares his ruthlefs dart, |
Torend the idol from the bleeding heart.

Vor. II. C And
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And now a diflerent {cene my eye furveys,
An eager throng, the candidates for praife.
To gain the envyed height, where fame beftows
Her faireft wieath, cach panting bofom glows,
The glorious prize inlpires their ardent toils,
T1ll on therr brow the dear-bought laurel finiles.
Behold the fons of valour, learning, wit;
High on an eminence fublime they fit,

With crouds of flatterers fawning at their feet,
But fee, malignant envy flealing nigh !

dhe breathes—the tainted laurels droop and die.
The changelul many mark the dire difgrace,
And pluck the lide pageants from their place.
Surprizing change ! almolt ador'd before,

Now nam'd with infamy, or nam’d no more.

Such mournful fcenes, what heart unmov'd
could bear?
Solt pity drop’d the unavailing tear.
“ Ah, wretched mortals | a deluded train!
“ Their hopes, their joys, their buly cares, how
“ovain
Are gifts 1ke thefe, O earth, thy proudeft boaft ?

Thyi avorites prove their valuc to their coft.

"T1s
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'Tis then (heir real eftimate we know,

When fame, wealth, plealure, end 1n death or woe.

The view how doleful, did there not appear

A few of mien fedate, and cheerful arr.

A happy few, whom true religion guides,

Points out their path, and o’er their fteps prefides!

When griefs opprefls, her gentle hand [uftains;

Her cheering voice can {often all their pains.

Though arrows widg'd with danger, fly around,

She wards the firoke, or heals the {marting wound.

Her facred dictates they with joy obey,

Nor wifh to leave the heaven.direfted way.

Nor fame allures, nor pleafure’s filken chain,

Nor ghittering duft, their nobler thoughts detain ¢

Defire and hope fit {miling in their eyes,

With patience temper’d ; while the diftant fkies

Attratt their upward glance, and {peak their care,

~ And fpeak their joy and expeftation there.

Hail heaven-taught minds! my heart your friend-
(hip claims;

Be mine your cares,and hopes, your joysand aims.

O for a beam of glory from above,
To bid the intervemng clouds remove ;

G a Nom
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from earth’s low dregs to purge the vifual ray,
And clear my profpeét to the realms of day.
Dim is the eve of fenfe ; but taith {upplies
(Infpir'd by heaven) what feeble fenfe denies.
In revelation’s glafs, celeftial aid

Applied by faith, what wonders are difplay’d !
What boundlels glories open to the view !
And joys for ever bright ! for ever new !
Unfading honours ! pleafures all refin’d !

And riches lalting as the immortal mind !
There full delight, a boundlefs river, flows !
There unforbid, the tree of knowledge grows!
And there the tree of hfe invites the tafle’

To fruits celeftial, an immortal feaft!

There an unlfading verdure cloaths the plains,
And conftant {pring in perfett beauty reigns,
A paradile with every joy replete !

Nor pain, nor care invade the fafe retreat :
YFor there the living {ource of blifs difplays,
Without a cloud, his life-infpiring rays.

No mortal ear has known, no mortal eye,

No firetch of human thought can e’er defcry,
Nor faith with heaven-imparted ardour trace

The endlefs glories of the blifsful place,

Oh,
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Oh, happy favorites of ahﬁighty lave,
Whofe hopes, and cares, and hearts, are fix'd above!
otern death, to thefe, no frown of terror wears !
Kind envoy {rom their Father’s court, he bears
His bleft commiflion, to diffolve the tye
Which holds their longing fpirits {rom the fky.

Now rife my withes high to joys divine ;
O may this ftate, this blifsful ftate, be mine !
Great {pring of life, to thee my heart afpires,
Forgive and anumate thele faint defires.
Thou ever-gracious, potent, wife and juf,
Whofe promis’d aid 1nvites my humble truit;
Inftruét my feet to {hun, with conftant care,
The pathwhere plealure {preadsthe tempting [nare:
Teach me to {corn the joys of treafur'd earth:
Ignoble aim, unworthy of my birth,
Beneath my hopes; nor let deluding fame
Allurc me with the empty {ound, a name.
Thy<favour 15 my wifh; for this alone,
Is honour, boundlefs plealure, wealth unknown.
My God, my guide, thy guardian care difplay,
And let thy blifsful prefence cheer my way,

€3 Through
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Through life’s bewildered maze, in every {cene,
My light in darknefs, my fupport i pain.

At death’s approach, O let thy {mile impart
Celeftial confolation to my heart ;

Thy gracious {mile fhall banith every fear,

And gentle death without a frown appear:
Kind meflenger, to bear me to my God,

To dwell for ever 1n thy bright abode !

Defiring to bid ap1Eu to the WoRLD.

1,

X TEXATIOUS world, thy flattering {nares

Too long have held my ealy heart;
And fhalt thou {till engrofs my cares ?
Vain world, depart.

III

1 want delights thou canlt not give,
Thy joysare bitternefs and woe ;
My pining {pirit cannot hve
On ought below,
11I. Enchanting
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III.

Enchanting proipetts court the eye,
And gay alluring plealures {mile ;
But in the fond purfuit they die:

Ah huitlefs toil]

IV.

But grief, {ubftantial griel s here,

As gloomy as Egyptian might ;

\When will thexfrniling dawn appear
Of true delight ¢

V.
How oft convinc’d fhall I complan
That happinels can not be found?
Yet {ighing, mourning, {till in vain,
Cleave to theground.

VI.

Look, Sovereign Goodnefs from the fkies,
Look down with gently-pitying eye ;
O bid my fainting fpirit rife :

To thee I figh.

VII,

With beams of {weet celeftial light,
Difpel the dark oppreflive gloom ;

Difplay the manfions of dchght,

And bid me come.
C 4 VIII. Thole
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V1.
Thofe fhining realms of endlefs day

Could I onehappy moment view,
Then fhould my foul with tranfport fav,
Vain world, adicu,

g Occafioned by reading Mr, Gray's

HvymN to ApvERSITY.

I,

Rind adverlity, thou friend to truth

By thee to virtue form’d, the human mind
D:{dains the vanities of heedlefs yonth;
How roving elfe, and ignorant and blind !

1.
When flattering fortune fhines with gaudy b]aze
In falcinating chains {he holds the eve ;

The mind 1s loft 10 error’s fatal maze,

And dreams of laiting blifs below the fky.

I11.
Thy friendly admonitions roufe the {oul,

Conviélion rifes {trong to break the {nare ;
J'ruth, (heavenly guide !)appears withkind controul,
And fortune’s painted fcenes are loft in air.

' ' 1V. Though
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1V.

‘Though rough thy afpe&, and thy frown fevere,

"T'is but to bend the_ proud, the flubborn heart ;
A {olt emollient, is thy briny tear,

And thy corrofives pain with healing fmart.

V.
The kindeft, gentleft virtues form thy train;

Rellettion comes with penfive mufing eye,
And humble penitence, that not in vain

Prefents to heaven the fupplicating figh.

Vi
Meek patience looks unmov'd on pain and care ;

While cheerful hope with peace.infpiring {inile,
Points forward through the gloom, celeftial fair!
The woes of lite, her whifper can beguile.

VIL
Beyond the woes of life, fhe lifts her eyes,
And often meditates a joyful flight ;
By faith, her radiant fifter, taught to rife,
T'o diltant profpefts of immenfe delight,

VIIL,
O kind adverfity, without thy aid, |
How faintly would thefe virtues warm the breaft !

Why fhould I tremble at thy darklome fhade ¢
For who without adverfity is bleft ¢

IX. Thy
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1X.

Thy wholefome cold, like winter, kills the weeds
Which in the uncultur’d mind luxurnant rife ;
Then heavenly wifdom fows her precious {eeds,
Nor fhall they want the blefling of the {kies.

), @

But O may heaven thy rigorous hand reftrain,
May’ft thou correl and teach, but not deflroy !
Thy needful leflons then fhall not be vain,

And thy fhort forrows work my laiting joy.

GG G G G S S

To a Friend, onthe Deatu of a CuiLp.

I,

I F E 1safpan, afleeting hour,
How {oon the vapour flies !
Man is a tender tranfient flower,
That ev'n in blooming dies!

I1.

Death {preads like winter’s frozen arms,
And beauty {miles no mere :
Ah | where are now thofe rifing charms

Which pleas’d our eyes before ?
I1I, The
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I11.

The once lov'd form now cold and dead,
Each mournful thought employs;

And nature weeps her comforts fled,
And wither’d all her joys.

|

IV.

But wait the interpofing gloom,
And lo, ftern winter flies !

And dreft in beauty’s faireft bloom,
The flowery tribes arife,

V,

Hope looks beyond the bounds of time ;
When what we now deplore,

Shall rife in full immortal prime,
And bloom to fade no more,

VI,

Then ceafe fond nature, ceale thy tears,
Religion pointson high ;

There everlafiing {pring appears,
And joys that cannot die.

To
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SO O S oo el e e

To DELIA PENSIVE.

I.

AY, Delia, whence thefe cares anife,

Thefe anxious cares which rack your breaft ?
If heaven is infinitely wife,
What heaven ordains, 1s right, 1sbefl.

11.

'Tis wifdom, mercy, love divine,
Which mingles bleflings with our cares;
And fhall our thanklefs hearts repine

That we obtain not all our prayers?

HI.

From difhdence our forrows flow ;
Short-fighted mortals, weak and blind,
Bend down their eyes to earth and woe,

And doubt if providence 15 kind.
1V,

Should heaven with every with comply,
Say would the grant relieve the care ¥
Perhaps the good for which we figh,

Might change its name, and prove a {nare.
V. Were
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V.

Were once our vain defires fubdu'd,
The will refign’d, the heart at reft;
In every {cene we fhould conclude,
The will of heaven 1s right, is beft.

et el el T ishiat f lat tat et

SrrinNc and AUTUMN.

Il

HEN Spring difplays her vartois {weets,
And opening blofloms cheer the eyes,
And fancy every beauty meets,
Whence does the pleafing tranfport nfe ?

I1.

Soon will thetr tranfient date expire,
They fly and mock the fond purfuit ;
New pleafures then the thought infprre,
And bounteous Autumn yields her fruit.

111,

Where {miling beauties charm’d the fight,
Whofe fragrance blefs’d the vernal hours;
Neltarious fruits the tafte 1nvite,

And compenfate for faded flowers.

IV. Thus,
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IV.

Thus, when the {pring of youth decays,
Though deck’d with blofloms {weet and farr,

Autumn a nobler fcene difplays,
If fruits of virtue flourifh there.

V.

For this, the vernal buds arife ;

But if no ufeful virtues grow,
Their worthlefs beauty quickly fhes,
And bloffoms only {erv’d for thow.

To VAR1O.

I

O, Vario, trace creation’s ample round,
In fearch of happinefs your cares employ;
And when the dear, important good 1s found,
Say is it permament, or rcal joy !

11,

If real, why when diftant plea{ures rife,
Does glad expeftance fparkle in your eye ?
Say, why when near, the {atisfattion flies,

And difappointment heaves the painful figh
11I. Or
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I11.,

Or grant your heart fhould all its wifh poflefs,
How keen the fears of deprivation fting |

How can the preflent good have power to blefs,
Which hangs precarious on a moment's wing ?

IV,
Be happy—what on earth! the thought how vain !
Earth cannot give a permanent delight;
As fure muft fleeting pleafure yield to pain,
As day retreats belore approaching night.

V.

Yet is not heaven unkind, which fhades with woe
The chequer’d {cene, to bid our wifhes rife;
Could real, lafting blifs be found below,

Why fhould we feek for manlions 1n the fkies ?

O WL (L B & O

‘To AMIRA on her RECOVERY.

NCE more has heaven indulgent heard out
prayers,
And fpar'd your life! O be the mercy wrote,
In lafting charatters of duteons love,
On every heart ; and may Amira be

A living
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A living monument of grateful praife,
New mercies call for new returns of love
And glad obedience, to the bounteous hand
From whence they flow, throughall our future livés,
When forrows rife, let fweet refletion call
Paft favours o’er; and while we wondering trace
The fteps of providence, adoring own
Power, wildom, love and truth, difplay’d in all.
And thefe can never change ; here let our {ouls
With humble truft, and cheerful hope rechne.
May every pain be {weeten’d by content,
And calm fubmiffion to a Father’s hand.
A father! O endearing, tender name!
And will the Lord of angels condefcend
To call us children? Yes, almighty love
With more than tendernels paternal, deigns
To {ooth our cares: how kind his gentle hand,
Who while he chaltens, pities, and fupports
Our fainting {pirits ! though an angry frown
Becloud his face, how foon the gloom withdraws!
How foon divine forgivenels {miles ferene !
O may his mercies be our conftant theme,
And warm our hearts, and tune our lips to praife,
And heighten joy to tranfport, while we view

The
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Theboundlefs fpring ofblifs from whence they flow;
Who bids our hope afpire to greater joys:

To joys beyond the reach of time or care,
Referv’d for thole who love him ! may our hearts
Rife often on the wings of faith and love

To thofe divine abodes, where not a cloud

Of pain or forrow fpreads a moment’s gloom,

To fhade the blilsful {cene, for God unveils
His radiant face, and fpreads eternal day.

ST S PR TR b

To the same on the Deatn of her CuiLp,

O fades the lovely, blooming flower
Frail, fmiling {olace of an hour !
So foon our tranfient comforts fly,
And pleafure only blooms to die!
To certain trouble we are born,
Hope to rejoice, but {ure to mourn.
Ah wretched effort! f{ad relief,
To plead neceflity of grief!
Is there no kind, no lement art,
To heal the anguifh of the heait ?
Vour. Il D Te
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To eale the heavy load of care,
Which nature muft, but cannot bear ¢
Can reafon’s diftates be obey’d ?
Too weak, alas, her flrongeft ad !
O let religion then be nigh,
Her comlorts were not made to die;
Her powerful aid fupports the foul,
And nature owns her kind controul ;
While fhe unfolds the facred page,
Our fierceft griefs refign their rage.
Then gentle patience {miles on patn,
And dying hope revives agan ;
Hope wipes the tear from foriows eye,
And faith points upward to the {ky ;
The promife guides her ardent flight,
And joys unknown to fenfe nvite,
Thofe blifsful regions to explore,
Where pleafure blooms to fade no more.

s

The
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The ComrorTs of REL1IGION.

I,

Bleft religion, heavenly fair!
Thy kind, thy healing power,
Can {weclen pain, alleviate care,

And gild each gloomy hour.

I1.

When difmal thoughts, and boding fears
The, trembling heart invade ;
And all the face of nature wears,

A univerfal fhade :

I1L.

Thy facred diftates can allwage
The tempelt of the {oul,

And every {ear fhall lofe 1ts rage
Atthy divine controul.

IV,

Through Iife’s bewilder'd, darkfome way,
Thy hand unerring leads ;
And o'er the path thy heavenly ray
A cheering lufire fheds.
D g V. When
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V.

When feeble reafon, tir'd and blind,
Sinks helplels and afraid ;

Thou blefl fupporter of the mind,
How powerlul 1s thy aid !

V1.

O let my heart conlels thy power,
And find thy [weet relief,
To brighten every gloomy hour,

And foften every grief,

The Defire of Knowledge a Proof of
Immortality.

HAT 1s this thinking power, this alive
mind,
Which nought on earth can f{atiate, nought can
bound ?
Refllefs it roams the wide creation o’er
In {earch of {omething more, than {enfe can give.
Whate'er delights the {enfes, muit decline ;

“Uis [hort-hy'd pleaflure, momentary joy !
The
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The fenfes foon are tir’d, and {ink to refi.
The mind unfatisly'd, looks onward flil},

And alks delights, more noble and refin’d,
More permanent and {ull ; "t1is knowledge fires
Its ardent wilh, and tempts the warm purfuit.
This 1s the food of minds! ’tis angels food !
Thofe happy fpiruts feaft with full dehght,—
But here, we only talte, and long to feed.

Surely, the mind muft be akin to heaven ;
For heaven, all-wife, and infinitely good,
Implants not thefe fublime defires in vain.

If nought, below immortal joys, can fll

The mind, the mind muft be immortal too.

Inquifiuve and reftlefs, now fhe {oars

Beyond the narrow bounds of earth, and time,

To reach the bhfsful feats, where knowledge
{preads

Inrich variety, her boundlefs [ealt.

But {oon fhe tires, and droops her feeble wing,

Opprefs’d with heavy clay, and finks to earth:

Yet here relutant ftays, though earth allure

With foothing arts and promifes of joy.

The gay amufement fora moment fmiles

In painted dreams ; again the mind awakes,
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And ftarts difdainful {rom the couch of cafe.
Now with expanded wings, again {he tempts
The atry flight; but tempts, alas! invain!
Flutters in wild conjeture’s giddy rounds,
Sinks down amid the fhades of mortal night,
And mourns her fetters, and her fecble wings.

But hope, dear comlorter, rel:cves her care,
Celeftial hope! her fmiling prefence cheers
The fable gloom, and beams a healing ray ;

Her gentle, peace-nfpiring whifper, bids

Look forward toa nobler happier flate ;

When minds releas’d {from all the chains of flefh,
And all the toys of fenfe {hall rife enlarg’d

To perlett freedom, and unbounded blifs.

CorinTHIANS 1 Epift. 13. Chap.
paraphras’d.

V ERE all the power of elocution mine,
An angel’s voice, and harmony divine ;
1The boalted gilts, with charity uncrown’d,
Were like the tinkling cymbal’s empty {ound.
Tindow’d
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fudow’d with knowledge—though before myeye,
Difplay’d the ample fields of fcience lie;

The power of miracles could I attain,

If charity be wanting, all 1s vain!

To feed the hungry, and relieve the poor,
Should zeal miflaken lavifh all my ftore;

Nay fhould I give my body to the flame,

And win the glory of a martyr’s name :

It charity be ablent, all 1s loft,
My zeal 1s but an empty, 1dle boafl !

Sweet charity, long-fullering, meck and kind,
Infpires with peace and joy the humble mind.
Her heart no proud difdainful paflion fwells,
Nor envy 1 her gentle bofom dwells:

No unbecoming felfith care the knows,

But every {ocial virtue round her flows:

Averle to take aflronts ber placid fmile

Looks down on malice, and {ufpetts no guile.
She finds no joy in fin’s decewtful charms,

For facred truth with nobler pleafure warms.
The numeroustlls of hie fhe patient bears,
While faith looks upward, and {forbids her fears;
tope riles cheerful, with expeltant fmiles,

And all the tedious hours of pain besuiles.

D a Immortal

»r
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. Immortal charity improv’d {hall {hine,

When prophecies and tongues their power relign;;
When mortal knowledge fails its glimmering ray
Loft in the blaze of full etherial day.

Imperfe&t, all we teach, and all we know,

In this frail ftate, tlus little world below ;

But when we reach the worlds of heavenly hight,
Then fhall fair knowledge fhine for ever buight;
Nor the leaft fhade of imperfetiion rife,

In all the bhfsful regions of the {kies.

When reafon dawns upon the infant mind,
Howlow thethoughts! theknowledge how confin’d!
But when the increafing ray full vigour gains,
What once the child admir’d, the man difdains.
How weak, the beft ideas form’d below!

The {areft brighteft views which mortals l{.now,%
Like diftant objeéts 1n perfpettive thow.

But when the bright meridian {hall appear,

Our eyes fhall fee the heavenly glories near ;
Thefe weak faint notions fhall forgotten die,

Amid the boundlefs wonders of the fky.

Faith,
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Faith, hope and chanty, on earth remain,
To guide our fteps, and {fweeten mortal pain ;
But lovely charity, {uperior {hines,

Till perfett blifs the facred flame refines,

O O S p Ol O ep o
Toa Frienpon the Birntu ofa Cuirp.

I,

OME fiiendfhip, tune the plealing lyre,
For harmony 1s thine ;
Philander’s joys the fong infpire,
Philander’s joys are mine.

I1.

Our hearts, fo late opprefs’d with fear,
Forget the anxious figh ;

And dawning plealures now appear,
In every kindred eye,

L1,

Propitious heaven that {mil'd before,
To make Philander bleft ;

Indulgent fends this blefling more,
And fweetensall the refl.

V. The



[ 42 |
1V.

The dear-lov'd blefling while we view,
And plealing paflions rife,

Be love and praife, {ojuftly due,
Paid grateful to the fkies.

V.

With love fupreme be hieaven ador'd ;
Still may our paflions own,

The bountcous giver as their Lord,
Nor idolize the boorn.

Teltel el e, o

piﬁ\—dk }{.w"&::‘i‘:u'ﬁ,‘m—#ﬂ.

To the MoTIIER.

L.

AY, wiile you prefs, with growing love,

AJ The darling 1o vour breal,
And all a mother’s piealures prove,

Are you entirely bleft

I.

&k no' athoufand tender cares
By turns your thoughts employ,
Now rifing hopes, now anxious fears,

And grief fucceeds to jov.

Dea
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I11.

Dear tnnocent, her lovely {miles

| With what delight you view !

But every pain the infant feels,
The mother feelsit too.

IV.

Then whifpers bufy cruel fear,
The child, alas, may die!
And nature prompts the ready tear,
And heaves the rifing ligh.

V.

Say, does not heaven our comforts mix

With more than equal pain;
To teach us if our hearts we fix

On earth, we fix invain ?

VI,

Then, be our earthly joys refign'd,
Since here we cannot reft :

For earthly joys were ne'er defign'd

To make us fully bleft.

The
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The Turir and the VioLET.

I,
EE yonder gaudy twulip nfe,
And to the fun her leaves difplay ;

My fancy gives her voice and eyes,

And thus the boafter feemsto {ay.
11,

“ Queen of the gay parterre I reign;

“ My glowing dyes, how bright they ihine !
t« The flowers unfold their bloom 1n vain ;
* No flower has charms to rival mine.

I11.

*“ By nature meant for regal {way,

“ Tall and majeftic I appear ;

““ Ye {ubject tribes, your queen obey,
““ My high command, {ubmiflive hear.

IV,

“ When I unfold my matchlels bloom,
“ And to the noon my beauties {pread ;
“ Let no afpining flower prelume,

* Near me to lift her abjectt head.”
| The
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V.,

The flowers are filent while fhe fpeaks,
And only blufh to hear her pride.
The filence now a Violet breaks,

That crept, unheeded, near her fide,

VI.

“ Thy arrogance, imperious flower,

“ Toreal worth hath made thee blind ;
“ Thy vaunted beauties of an hour,

“ Are charms of an 1nferior kind.

VI

“ I'rom thee no fragrant odours breathe

“ No healing gift thy leaves beftow;

“ The flowers thou view’ft with fcorn beneath,
“ Can more pretence to merit {how.

VIII.

“ The cowllip’s virtues, and my own,

“ Let man, let grateful man conlefls;
““ T'o him our real worth 1s known,

“ Thee he admires but for thy drefs.”

I1X.

The friendly hint, ye liftening fair,
Refletion bids the mule apply;
Let uleful virtues be your care,

Nor boaft your power to pleale the eye.

CAPTIVITY,
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B et o ol DG D O %

N

CAPTIVITY.

NGELS, happy fpirits, fay,

When you trace the airy way,

Sent on mellages of love,
From the radiant courts above,
Down to thefe abodes of night,
Far from empyrean light;;
Say, can bleit immortals know
Sympathy for human woe,
While you view the {cencs of pain,
Captives fruggling with their chain?
Hated chain, that binds to carth
Spirits of etherial birth;
Birth at firft to yours aain,
Now cnflav’d alas!.by fmn;
Curfed fin, the fource oi woc,
All the miferies below,
From the hateful tyrant flow .
Yet we bear the cruel chain,
Only now and then complain;;

Now
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Now and then, with mournful eye
Raife a with, and breathe a figh, }
Upward to our native fky.

But how foon to liberty,

Cold and negligent are we,

Sink fupine, and dream of eafe !
How, alas! can fetters pleafe?
Can we hope for crowns on high,
Yet content 1n bondage lie,
Exiles from the blefl abode,

Iar from glory, far from God?
Surely 1f the fons of blifs

I'eel a grief 1t mufl be this.

O for one celeftial ray
Irom the fhining feats of day !
oun of Riglteoufnefs arife,
Chalfe the flumbers from our eyes,
Melt the chains with heavenly fire :
Fervent love and ftrong defire,
From thy love alone begin:
Thou canft break the power of fin;
Thou canft bid our {prits rife,
I'ree and joyful, to the fkies;
Liberty and joy divine,
Sun of Righteoulnefs, are thine.

A REFLECTION,
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A RerLEcTiON, occafioned by the Death
of a NE1cuBOUR.

NOTHER awful warning heaven has {ent
To roule my {lumbering foul ;=—Death is
abroad ;

Clofe at my {ide he twangs his deadly bow.
Unerring flies the fhaft, Sariffa falls:
In life’s gay bloom fhe falls ; yet I am fpar’d !
But wherefore this indulgence ? Gracious God,
By thisnew admonttion, teach my heart,
How precious are the {wiftly-flying hours
Which I fupinely wafte! aroufe, my foul,
Why wilt thou {leep upon the fea-beat fhore,
When the next wave may whelm thee in the deep,
The unfathom’d deep of vaft eternity ?

Etermty, to pure and holy {ouls
Joy’s boundlefs ocean, ever calm and clear,
Where all the fireams of lafting pleafure meet !
But to the finner ’tis the dark aby (s
Of black delpair, where all the waves of horror,
Beyond what nature ever felt or fear'd,

In-
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Inceffant beat’; and not a ray of hope

Breaks through the tenfold night to cheer the gloom,
But tempett, everlafting tempefy, roars.

How my foul fhudders at the view !—

Where am I? O for help, immediate help !
Some angel [natch me from the dreadful brink !
Some angel! no,—omnipotence defcends

On mercy’s wing : behold the faviour God !
His arms are wide-extended ; fee, my {oul,
Thy only refuge ! his almighty love

Difpels my fears, while here I fix my truft.
Almighty love, thou art the fountain-head -
Of all the joys, which {well the unbounded {ea
Of blifs immortal ! — Jefus, am I {afe ?

And art thou mine, my Lord, my life, my all?
O fpeak the affuring word, and I am bleft!
Death {hall relign his terrors; let him ftrike,
Encircled tn thy arms I'm fafe for ever,

¥or thy eternity of joy is mine,

Vou. 1L E IngrA.
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INGRATITUDE REPROVED.

I.

Wholfe artlefs mufic charms my ear,
.

YE warbiers of the vernal fhade,
Y

our hvely fongs, my heart upbraid,

My languid heart how 1afincere !
While all your Iitle powers colletted raife
A tribute to y‘our great Creator’s praife.

11,

Ye lovely offapring of the ground,
Flowers of a thoufand beaunteous dyes,
You fpread your Maker’s glory round,
And breathe your odours to the {kies:
Unfully’d, you difplay your lively bloom,
tnmingled, you prefent your fweet perfume.

111,

Ye winds that waft the fragrant fpring,

You whifpering, fpread his name abroad,
Or fhake the air with founding wing

And {peak the awful power of God :

Hiz
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His will, with fwift obedience, you perform,
Or in the gentle gale, or dreadful ftorm.

IV,

Ye radiant orbs that guide the day,

Or deck the fable veil of night;

His wonderous glory.ybu difplay,

Whole hand imparts your ufeful light :
Your conftant talk, unwearyid, you purfue,
Nor deviate from the path your Maker drew.

V.
My God, fhall every creature join

- In praifes to thy glorious name,
And this ungrateful heart of mine
Refufe the univerfal theme ?
\Well may the ftars and winds, the birds and flowers,
Reprove the heart that brings not allits powers,

VI.

Thy grace this languid heart can raife,

Thefe diflipated powers unite,

Can bid me pay my debt of praife

With love {incere, and true delight ;
O let thy grace inlpire my heart, my tongue |
Then (hall I grateful join creation’s fong.

E o SUBMISSION
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SunnissioN to Gop under ArrLiCTION
and deliring SurrorT.

1.

GREAT God, I own thy juftice, while beneath
The firoke of thy challifing rod 1 bend ;

Nor dares this wretched, guilty Leart repine.
Far lefs I feel than merit, every {troke

How gentle! fmiling mercy breaks its force,
And foltit hghts, nor gives a fatal wound.

O let my {oul the wonderous power confefs

Of fovereign mercy, and adore the hand,
Wihofe juft rebukes, with kind indulgence mix’d,
Are meant to teach, reclaim, and guide my feet,
Too apt to rove, forgetul of the way,

Forgetful of the end. A crown of life,

Of life immortal, 1s the glorious prize

(Free gift of boundlels grace!) which in the view
Of faith and humble love thy word difplays ;

Obtain’d by fuflerings which amaz'd the world :
And fhall T feek 1t coldly ? pracious God,

Awake
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Awake my languid powers to attive life,

Awake my faith and hope, and love, and zeal,
And make me ardent run the glorious race.
Power to the faint, thy {acred word affures,
And firength mcrealing ; be that gractous word
I'ulilf'd 10 me unworthy ! If thy hand,

O ever wife and good, fhould juftly deal
Severer fliokes, lill let my foul behold thee,
Not as an angry judge, vindittive, frowning,
But as a tender father, who correfts

In mercy, lifiening to the humble moan

Of penitential forrow.  Were my fears

To meafure fuflerings by my juil deferr,
Dreadful expeftance ! what a{cene of wee!
The deareft comfort, every joy of lile,

Would quickly take its everlalling flight,

And leave me defolate, forlorn, undone.

But what are earthly joys ? has not my ueart,
Ungrateful, forfeited far more than thele?
Should earthly joys forfake me, fhould my fnends,
My much-lov'd friends, by death’s refiftlels hand,
Rent from my bleeding, agonizing heart,
Leave me a miferable mourner here ;

Yet, O my God, if I may call thee mine

Amid the fcene of terror, if my faith

E 3 {00k
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Look up, and fay My father, and my fnend;
The blilsful {founds will cheer my fainting foul
With peace divine, and recompence the lofs
Of all that life can give, or death deitroy.
And was not once this heavenly blefling mine,
Diffufing comfort through my grateful heart,
Infpiring wonder, praife and humble love ?

It was ; but foon the facred ardour {unk

To cold indifference. Should heavenly love,
Offended, leave me to the punifhment

My guilt and vile ingratitnde deferves,
De:pair would foon his gloomy curtains draw,
Kach diftant-beam of cheering hope exclude,
And {fhade my {oul 1n everlafting night.

But oh, the amazing power of love divine!
Unlimited 1t pardons ! juflice pleas’d,

On mercy {miles; for lo, the Saviour’s blood
Atones, and clean{es every guilty ftain'

"Tis this, O gracious God, difpels my fears,
Revives my hopes ; 1n this unbounded {ea,
Let all my fins, and all my doubts be loft.
Lord, when this roving heart again forgets

Its duty, and 1ts biifs, let grace reclaim;

And though thy awful hand chaftifing ftrike,
Let love fupport me, and beneath thy frown

O may
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O may paternal tendernefs appear.

Then thall I patient bear thy jult rebukes,
And wait relign’d and penitent, in hope

Of blifs returning 1n the {mile of mercy.
Then, though this mortal frame by {low degrees,
In lingering years of pain {hould wear away ;
Or pungent griels, too mighty, burft at once
The vital fprings ; or fatal accident

Wing, {wift and unforewarn’d, the filent {haft
To fet my {pirit free ; if I am thine,

To thy bleft will, my God, I would fubmut,
Sure to be happy! Time 1s but a point,

And mortal pains, or joys, are light as arr,
When valt eternity is full in view.

e Op o Sp

X
S.;);,
()
o
()

PLEASURE.
I,

OW vain a thought 1s blifs below {
H *Tis all an airy dream !
How empty are the joys that flow

~ On pleafure’s miling ftream !

L 4 II, Now
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11,
Now gaily-painted bubbles rife

With varied colours bright ;

They break, the (hort amufement flies—
Can this be call'd delight P

111,

Tran{parent now, and all ferene
The gentle current flows :
While fancy draws the flattering fcene,
How fair the landfcape {hows'!

1V,
Bat {oonits tranfient charms decay,
When ruffling tempells blow ;

The foft delufions fleet away,
And pleafure ends 1n woe.

V.

Why do ] here expett repofle ?
Or feek for blifs in vain ¢
Since every pleafure earth beflows,

Is but diffembled pa1N.
VI.

O let my nobler wifhes foar
Beyond thefe {eats of night;
In heaven fubftanti2l blifs explore,
Ard permanent dehight
VII. There
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VII,

There pleafure flows for ever clear;
And niling to the view

Such daziing {cencs of joy appear,
As fancy never drew.

VIII,

No fleeting landlcape cheats the gaze,
Nor airy form beguiles;

But everlafting blils difplays
Her undiflembled {iniles.

IX.
Adien to all below the {kies,
Celeflial guardian come !

On thy kind wing my {oul would rife

To her eternal home.
S (. L L L L G L L L

The PiLgrim,

N this dark wildernefs of pain and woe
I wander mournful ; oft my upward glance
Implores a cheering ray to guide my feet,
Fearful, and trembling at furrounding (nares
Whicl lurk unfeen: and oft I long for reft,
Butlong 1n vain! for ah, no fale repole

Thig
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This land of danger yields | Thenlet my eyes
Look upward {hll to thofe divine abodes

Of light and joy, whence danger 1s excluded.
And thither let my panting heart afpire

With ardenthope!—"11s but to wait with patience
A few fad hours, a few more painful fteps,

And life’s fatiguing pilgrimage 1s o’er.

Soon will my weary evelids clofe in death,

And thefe poor feeble limbs fink down to reft,

In the cold bolom of the filent grave.

O could I with unfhaken hope declare,
Then fhould my nobler powers awake to life,
To life and joy immortal ! happy hour !
Tran{porting moment ! when eternal day
Firft breaks upon my fight! what {weet furprize !
What boundlefs rapture, darknefs, pain and death
Bamifh'd at once! and everlafting light
In full meridian glory beaming round !
Joys nilingbright and new, in long {ucceflion,
To et no more ! and fhall my weary fpirit
{Which wanders now deprefs'd with fin and woe,)

Rife
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Rife to this glory 7 O my gracious God

Guide of my life, and guardian of my {oul,

To thee, 1 breathe my fupplicating figh
Brighten my glimmering hope, difpel the clouds
Of gloomy fcar, which hang upon my {ight
Heavy and fad ; let thy reviving [mile,

(Fair dawn of glory!) cheer my fainting heart;
Till all the forrows, all the pains of time,

Appear as trifles in the blifsful view

Of immortality, of endlefs joys

Incellant flowing from the throne of God.

Then fhall 1 wait ferene, with {teady faith

And glad expettance, that aulpicious hour,
When death, (kind angel!) fhall convey my {oul
To light and life, to bappinels and God.

Wrote in an 1L STaTE of HeEALTH 1n the

‘SPriNG.

NCLEMENT winter now refigns his power,
And gentle {pring begins her placid reign.
The fun, with genial warmth, awakes to lile

The
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The herbs and flowers, while {oft diftilling rains
His kindly influence aid, and cloath the fields
With {pringing verdure ; to the iduftrious fwain
The pleafling promife of a plenteous barveft.

The trees, long {inpp’d of ali their leafy honours,
Shoot out anew, and with the charming fea{on
Advancing {till, unfold their annual beanties.

All nawre {miles!—But I, alas, am {ad!

Invain, the woodsand fields refume their charms!
In vain the feather’d warblers tune their fongs!
To me ’t1s all a blank ! untouch’d my foul
With nature’s harmony ! my eyes, uncharm’d
With all her beauties, cannot find ajoy
In the once lovely, once delightful {cene !

A gloom of fadnels hangs upon my {pirits,
And prompts the frequent figh, and {ilent tear.
Depre{s’d by pain and {icknefs, all my powers
Are dull and languid, every jov is taftelefs ;
All nature fades, and pleafure is no more !

Ah! what 1shife, fo lov'd, {o dearly priz'd,
It health be ablent ? "tisa hingering night
Of tedious expectauon, {pent in fighs,
And reftlefs wifhes {or the cheerful dawn.

Thus
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Thus melancholy tun’d the mourning lay :
The cheerful mufe withdrawn, the gloomy power,
Ufurp’d her lyre, and chang’d its foothing notes
For founds of woe ; dark clouds oppreflive hung
Around her feat, and [pread their deepening thade
Tl every pleafing objeét funk in night.
Ah! where 1s faith ? her heaven-illumin’d eye
Could pierce the mental might,couldraife the mind:
- Which finks dejefted, and beyond the gloom
Dirett to fairer {cenes ; come, gueft divine,
O come, and 1n thy train, let fortitude
Her ufeful fuccours bring, and meek-ey’d patience,
And {miling hope, and {weet content appear.
And let my heart with calm fubmiflion wait
Heaven’s deftin’d ume, to hail the glad return
Of health, the beft and {weeteft earthly blefling.

Then fhall the mufe her long neglefted ftrain
Relume ; and by cach heaven-born gueft infpir'd,.
With grateful rapture tune the vouve fong,

To that almighty goodnels, which beftows
Its gifts unmealur’d, undeferv’d, on me.
Nor let the grateful rapture be confin’d;

Rince
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Sihce o’er the whole creation wide diffus’d;
Divine beneficence unbounded [miles,
And claims the tribute of unbcunded praife.

SO P S O I A O S O

Recovery from SickNESS.

W AKE my heart, arife my joyful powers,
In {ongs of gratitude, and love, and praife,
To God, the great deliverer’s holy name !
To God, my ftrength, my all-[ufficient refuge,
Whole powerful hand fultain’d my feeble frame,
Through allthetirefome {cenes of painand {icknefs,

And rais’d me from the borders of the grave.

Death frown'd fevere, andall the profpett round
Was dark | with {carce a ray of glimmering light,
To point my view beyond the fable veil !
Almighty goodnefs faw, with pitying eye,

My deep diftrels ; my groans, and long complaints,
And forrows reach’d the ear of heavenly mercy.
My God attended to the humble prayer,

The mournful breathings of a hielplefs worm,
And
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And fent divine fupports.———

The confolations of his {acred word

Bore up my fainting {pirit ; rays of hape

Broke through the fhades of death, and bid my foul
Look up, and view her heavenly Father’s hand,
And bear his jult rebukes and pauent wait

His fovereign will! then [miling comfort dawn’d,
And hulh’d my forrows to a peaceful calm.

A Father’s kind indulgent care appear’d,

And while his rod chaftis’d, his arm fuftain’d.

At length fairhealth with cheerful afpe€t comes:
Hail long-defir’'d, delightful, welcome guelt!
Gift of indulgent heaven! 1afpir'd by thee
Source of a thoufand joys, my full heart pant§
To pour the tranfport in a fong of praife,

A gratelul tribute 1o the almighiy donor.

But ah, my voice unequal to my wilhes,
Forbids the attempt, and damps the niing ardour.
Would the fame power which rais’d my finking

frame,
Brought back declining health, and bid me live,
Infpire the lay, and teach my fong to flow
Harmonious to his wonderous healing mercy !
Then fhould my tongue wih joyful rapture fir'd,

Begin
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Begin the pleafing theme, and fing unwearied
Thy mercy, and thy power, all-bounteous Lord,
For ever good, beneficent and kind!

But oh! what tongue can fpeak, what heart
conceve

Almighty godnels ? Infinntely {hort,
The highelt notes a mortal voice can raife
Muft fall! As well I fondly might prefume,
To count, the endlels train of fhining lamps
Which deck the azure canopy of heaven,
My gracious God, as thy unnuinbeied mercies,
O may thy goodnels, thv indulgent love,
For ever dwell upon my thankful heart,
And teach my fature life to fpeak thy praile.

f b SRl e e O S O e

A Rurar MepiTATION.

HAT foft delight the peaceful bolomwarrr
Whennaturedrelt inall hervernai charn
Around the beauteous land{cape {miles {erene,
And crowns with every gilt the lovely [cene !
In
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In every gift the donor fhines confeft,

And heavenly bounty cheers the grateful breaft.
Now lively verdure paints the laughing meads,
And o’er the fields wide-waving plenty {preads.
Here woodbines climb, difpenfing odours round ;
There {milesthe pink,with humblebeauties crown’'d,
And while the flowers their various charms difclofe,
Queen of the garden, fhines the blufhing rofe.
The fragrant tribes difplay their {weetelt bloom,
And every breezy whilper breathes perfume.

But this delightful feafon mult decay ;
The year rolls on, and fteals its charms away.
How {wift the gayly tranfient pleafure flies !
Stern winter comes, and every beauty dies,
The fleeting blifs while penfive thought deplores,
The mind in fearch of nobler pleafure foars ;
And feeks a fatrer paradife on high,
Where beauties rife and bloom, that never die.
There winter ne’er invades with hoftile arms,
But everlafting {pring difplays her charms ;
Celeftial fragrance hlls the bleft retreats,
Unknown to earth in all her {lowery [weets}

Vou. II, 3 Koraptur'd
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Enraptur’d there the mind unweary’d roves
Through flowery paths, and ever-verdant groves;
Such blifsful groves not happy Eden kiew,
Nor fancy’s boldeft pencil ever drew,

No fun departing, leaves the {cene to mourn

In fhades, and languifh for his kind return ;

Or with fhort vifits cheers the wintry hours,
And faindy fmiles on nature’s drooping powers,
But there the Deity himlelf difplays

The bright eflulgence of his glonous rays ;
Immortal life and joy his fmile beftows,

And boundlefs blifs for ever, eyer tlows.

SOLITUDE.

OFTLY-pleafing Solitude,

Were thy bleflings underftood ;
Soon would thoughtlefs mortals grow
Tired of noife and pomp and fhow ;
And with thee retreating, gain
Plealure crowds purfue 1nvain,

True, the friendly {ocial mind

Joy 1n converfe oft can find ;

Not where empty mirth prefides,

But with thofe whom wifdom guidese
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Yet the long-continued feaft
Sometimes palls upon the tafte :
Kind alternate, then to be |
Loft in thought awhile with thee,
Intellettual pleafures here

In their trueft light appear ;
Grave refle€tion, friendly power,
Waits the lonely filent hour :
Spread before the mental eye,
Attions paft in order lie ;

By refle@tion’s needful aid,
Latent errors are difplay’d ;
Thus humility 1s taught,

Thus confirm’d the better thought.
Friends and {oothing praife apart,
Solitude unveils the heart ,
When the veil 1s thrown afide,
Can we fee a caufle for pride ¢
Empty 1s the heart and poor,
Stripp’d of all its fancy’d ftore ;
Conicious want awakes defire, ,
Bids the reftlefs wifh alpire,
Wiih for riches never found
Through the globe’s capacious round!
Contemplation, facred gueft,
Now infpires the ardent breaft,

F o Spreads
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Spreads her wing, and bids the mind,

Rife and leave the world behind.
Now the mind enraptur'd {oars ;
All the wealth of India’s (hores

Is but duft beneath her eye;
Nobler treafures kept on high,
Treafures of eternal joy,

Now her great purluit employ.
Moanfons of immenfe delight!
Language cannot {ay how bright !
Sec ! the opening gates difplay
Beaming far, immortal day!

See ! mviting angels fmile,

And applaud the glorious toil !
Hark ! they tune the charming lyre;
Who can hear and notdefire?

O the fweet, though diflant {traim !
All the joys of earth, how vain !
Nearer fain the mind would rife,
Fain would gaze with eager eyes
On the glories of the {kies ;

But mortality denies.

Dufky vapours cloud her {ight,
Down fhe finks to earth and mght
Then to {riendfhip calls again,
Gentle folace of her pain'!

Friend-
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Friendfhip, with thy plealing power,
Come and cheer the mournful hour ;
Only folitude and thee

Can afford a joy for me.

FG R A==

To Mr. HervEey, on his Tueron and

Asrasio.

Sent by heaven, to teach the Saviour’s praife,

And bid our hearts with pure devotion glow !
Truth fhines around thee, with, diftinguifh’d rays,
And all the graces in thy language flow.

11,

Herebeauteous landikips {pread their various charms,
Themind infpiring with delight ferene:

With pleafing power while facred friendfhip warms,
And bleft religion crowns the lovely {cene.

F g 1l{, Now
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Now deeply humbled, felf-abas’d, we read
The abjeft ftate of Adam’s wretched race ;
Now {miling hope lifts up her cheerful head,
And faith adores immeafureable grace.

1V,

What glories 1n our great Immanuel {hine!
How rich, how free, how full his merits rife!
The curle remov’d, {ulhl’d the law divine;
For rebels he obeys, for traiters dies.

Vl

His righteoufnels, (immortal robe!) he gives

To cloath the naked ; while his flowing blood
Pourshealing balm, the wounded finner lives

To fpeak the honours of the Saviour God.

VI,

In him what countlefs, endlels wonders meet!
Truth, juitice, mercy, reconal'd appear :

His name, how precious! how divinely {weet !
Joy to the heart, and mufic to the ear.

V1I,

‘O Hervey, be thy plealing labours crown'd
With biifs bevond the low rewards of famc!
Such jov be thine, as thy Alpalic found,

While many a Theron owns the Saviour’s name,

On
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On the Deati of Mr, HErvVEY.

1.

Hervey, honoured name, forgive the tear,
That mournsthy exitfrom a world like this;
Forgive the wilh that would have kept thee here,
Fond wifh! have kept thee from the {eats of bhls,

{1,

No more contin’d to thefe low {cenes of night
Pent in a feeble tenement of clay :

Should we not rather hail thy glorious flight,
And wace thy journey to the realms of day,

111,

The blifslul realms, where thy lov'd mafter reigns,
- Who taught thy pen 1ts eloquence divine ;
Whole prefence now inlpires to loftier ftrains,
While all unveil’d his boundlefs glories fhine,

V.

Now, the celeflial flame that warm’d thy breaft,

And through thy heaven-tanght page refplendent
{hone,

Ixalted, joins the tranfports of the bleft,

In language, e¢v'n to thee, on earth unknown.

k4 V. Yes,
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V.

Yes, we refign thee to thy Saviour God ;

O may his love, that taught thy feet the way,
Conduct our fteps to that divine abode,
Where his full glories beam eternal day

VI,

Yet its own lofs muft every heart deplore,

That feels the power of Hervey’s moving page,
That wifh’d, (but ah, that wifh avails no more !)

His life prolong’d to blefs the rifing age.
VII,

O loft to earth!'—no, in his works he lives,

Here fhall the nfing age his portrait view ;

Here, hisown pen, the mind’s bright 1mage gives,
In fairer unts than painting ever knew,

VIll,

His warm benevolence, his {acred zeal,

O may {ome bleﬂ furviving Prophet find!
Like him who caught the mantle as it fell,
Heir to the graces of Elijah’s mind.

1X, *
While thus a firanger Mule prefents the lay

To Hervey’s memory due, to grace his urn
Let {riend{hip more diftinguifh’d honours pay

And teach the world. departed worth to mourn.
The
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"

£ . (B o W W O S

The Picture; to MARIND A,

MARINDE\’S temper, open and [incere,
Defpis’d the little, the dilfembling arts

Which often {mooth the fupple fawner’s brow
While hate and flormy mifchief brood within.
In friendlhip honeft—nor profe{s’d efteem,
But when her heart accorded with her tongue.
She knew, by reafon and refleftion taught,
How vain the pleafures which the gay admire ;
Her judgment bade her prize intrinfic worth
Above the low parade of outward {how.

But then a warmth, 1mpatient of controul,
Would often rife and break her inward peace.
She knew, and call'd 1it, pride, and ftrove to mend
The fault acknowleg’d; but alas! in vain.
Though reaflon faid, ¢ Content 1s earthly bhifs ;
* And patience and humihty prepare

“ Her peaceful lodging in the human breaft.”
Yet to attain thefe graces reafon fails;

T1ll bleft rehgion, heavenly form, appears!

A form no human pencil ever drew

In
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In equal colours! on her head a crown

Emits a luftre like the rifing morn !

See in her hand the {acred book of truth !
Which fhe unfolding, now with heaven-taught {kill
Points out the needful precept, now difplays
The cheering promife of almighty aid :

Nor lefs than aid almighty can {uftain

The fainting mind ; for lo atthittion comes!
Nor comes undreaded ; though Marinda oft
Had feen the frowning form, yet ne’er till now
Array’d in half its terrors; now 1t fpreads

A more than midnight fhade ; ten thoufand fears
‘Torment the reftlefs fcene ! Marinda {inks,
O’erwhelm’d and fainting with extreme diftrels,
Yet ftruggling with her forrow : « O for help”
She [ighs, nor fighs in vaih to pitying heaven.
Two Nymphs Divine, of bleft religion’s train,
Are {cnt to cheer the heart-opprefling gloom;
And thefe can cheer when human pity mourns,
And fympathizing friend{hip weeps 1n vain.
Hore whifpers comfort ; and a lucid ray
Breaks through the {olid night: now Fartnapplies
The facred optic, and Marinda’s eye,

Through the dark clouds of mortal grief, beholds

A power
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A power omnipotent, and wife, and good;
Difpenfing, with parental tender care,
Her needful pains, her {alutary griefs,

As kind preparauves for future joy.,

Her prefent woes, when weigh’d with futurejoy‘
How light! when mealur’d with eternal blifs,
They feem contratted to a moment’s point.

Before the brightening profpeét, proud impatience
Retreats alham’d : and now the gentle pair

Humility and patience, pleafing guels,

Sure harbingers of fweet content, appear.

O may the gentle pair propitious tarry,
And may divine content, by them invited,
Attend Marinda’s dwelling, till this houfe

Of feeble texture falls ; till heaven unfolds
Its fhining gates to her tranfported eyes ;

And anggls with triumphant fongs, proclaim
Her blilsful welcome to the realms of joy.

PP p T LT T T

ReTireMENT and MEDITATION.

IND Solitude, I love thy friendly fhade;
. Reflettion hither brings her needful aid.
"T1s here, I trace palt thoughts and errors o'er,

And learn to know my weaknefs, and deplore.

(Ah!
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(Ah! would the {erious, {ad compunétion laft,
And teach to mend the future by the paft.)

"T'is here, 1 {ee how empty, light, and vain,
Is gay amufement with her idle train.

And buly care, which hlls the reflllels heart,
With real, though with unavailing fmart,

Is no lels vain; for ftill her toils renew,

And flill fome farther talk remains to do.
Time, norfor trifling, nor for bufine(s ftays!
Hefhakes his glafs, and counts the fhortening days,
And {ee the ebbing {ands, how faft they run!
How foon the hittle remnant will be done!
Shall vanity employ my precious hours?

Or earth’s low cares engrofs my aftive powers ?

For nobler ends, my time and powers are given,
Nor cares, nor pleafures, fit the {oul for heaven,

And can I hope to reach that blifsful p]ace'?
Yet {leep fupine, or hinger 1n the race.

Alas my heedlefs heart, how apt to {lray,
When earthly trifles tempt my thoughts away !

All my celeftial hopes on God depend ;
His {mile my life, his favour 1s my end.

How
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Iow little do I know, or love his name! j
And yet to {pirits of immortal frame, %
Knowledge is food, andlove the vital flame,

What 1s the bufinefs and the joy above,
But this, to know, to worfhip, and to love ¥
For this, my powers were given ; this great employ.
Should be my ardent with, my conftant joy.
How fhall I know him ? all his works declare
Their Maker’s name; heaven, earth, and fea, andair,
Confefs the great, the wife, the powerful God ;
And nature joins to fpread his praife abroad.
But yet at awful diftance I adore,’
For he is holy : his tremendous power,
His dreadful juftice—oh, how fierce they blaze !.
And proftrate {inners tremble, while they prailfe.
How fhall I know and love him ? in his word
Appears the gracious, kind, forgiving Lord !
O let me trace the heavenly tranfcript o’er,
And learn to know and ferve, and love him maore.
"Tis here, his brighteft, {weetelt glories [hine,
In Jefus’ face, how lovely ! how divine!
Here mercy {miles, and with refifilels charms
Invites the (inner to the Savigur's arms.

Here
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Here wonders rife, and all my thoughts tranfcend,
Juftice appeas'd, almighty power my friend ;
Forgivenefs, peace, and iree accels to God,

And life, and glory, through a Saviour’s blood !

Lord, when thefe blifsful wondersT explore,
I long to know, and love, and praife thee more.
In thefe bleft moments fain my thoughts would rife,
Lofe this dull earth, nor reft below the fkies ;
Thole happy feats of knowledge, love and joy,
Where every plealing power finds {weet employ ;
Where praife and love, in everlafting {ongs,
Rife ardent from ten thoufand thoufand tongues.
For Jefus and falvation, (charming theme !)
Infpires the ftrain, and feeds the immortal flame.
O how my panting {pirit longs to join
The facred choir in extalies divine !
But ah! this load of clay, retards my flight:
When fhall I reach thofe manfions of delight?
Short 1s the tranfport, foon my fears arife,
And {natch the lovely profpett from my eyes.
Should I be banifh’d from that bleft abode,

And never, never fee my Saviour God,

(My
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(My Saviour God! for O my trembling heart
I'rom thole reviving accents cannot part :)
Banifh’'d from thee, my hope, my hife, my light,
To death, delpair, and everlafting mght—
The thought 1s horror {~~No, my heart fhall ftay
Here at thy feet, and wait thy healing ray,

To chafe the difmal gloom ; one fmile of thine,
One {weet forgiving fmile, 1s bhls divine,

O let me hear thy {oul-reviving voice,

To heal my {orrows, and renew my joys:
Reveal, confirm my intereft in thy love,

And gnilt, and fear, and darknefs {hall remove.
So fly the mournful fhades of gloomy might,
When radiant morn difplays her cheering light.

Jefus let thy almighty love infpire
My heart, my voice, and tune the {acred lyre;
Let thy unbounded grace be all my theme,
And fongs of joyrelound thy lovely name;
Till T forfake this dark abode of clay,
And death unfolds the gates of endlels day.
Then fhall I learn the blifsful firains above,

And all my foul be harmony and love.

No
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No TrRutE HAPPINESS BELOW,

Y daily oblervation are we tau@ht
(Experience too confirmsthemournful truth,)
That perfett blifs on earth is never found.
When rofes, gay and blooming, {ftrew the path,
Sharp thorns intrude among them, {catter’d thick,
Nor can we efcape unwounded ; {enfe’ of pain
Forbids delight; and all we afk 1s eafe.
We talte a moment’s eafe ; our wifhes rife
In vain for happinefs, the reftlefs figh
Still heaves, the painful vacancy remains,
If pleafure laughs a moment, 1s the joy,
Or is the {figh which follows, mott fincere ?
When {weet content fercnely {miles around,
Like a fair fummer evening; ah, how foon
The charming {cene is loft! the deepening fhades
Prevail, and night approaches dark and fad,

Till the laft beam faint-glimmering dies away.

Father
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Father of fpirits, who haft form’d my foul
Capacious of immortal happinefs,
O f{end a beam of heaven, difpel the gloom
Dire€t my upward view, and point my path
To thee, 1n whom alone my foul can find

That perfeft bhifs I {eek 1n vain below.
B T R G A = e = =

TrRuE PLEasuReEIN DiviINEMEDITATION.

OME, facred contemplation, heavenly gueft,
And bring the mufe to blels the lonely hour,

Unbind my fetter’d thoughts, and bid them rife
Above thefe low, dull, tirefome, empty {cenes,
To nobler objetls ; {pread the mental {eaft,
A rich variety. The heaven-born mind
Should never meanly ftoop to feed on trafh,
Nor mingle with the appetites of fenle.
The heaven-born mind requires immortal food,
Such food as earth, with all her fancyed {weets,
Can never furnifh; all her fancyed {weets |
Are bitternels ; her molt fubftantial food
Is airy chaff, and only ftarves the mind.

¥e happy {pints, bleft inhabitants
Vor. 1I, G ad
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Of paradife, Oh! could you aid my {light
To your abodes, orbring ablifsful tafle

Of vour divine enjoyments down to earth ;
How would my foul difdain the joys of {enle,
And Isok on altthe good below the fkies
Unworthy of her carel—alas, 1n vam

My thouglts extend their feeble fluttering wings :
A mifty gloom hangs heavy all avound ;

I fink to earth—which yet my foul difclatms,
Unworthy of her birth 1—{ee while I gaze
Intent, 1ts fcenes in quick fuccellion pals;

Itach gay delufive form, which feem’d 1o pleale,
Isgone; and nought remains but {ad refleétion.

And 1s there nothing permanent, but grief?
No real good in all the varied {ceries,
Which tire and pamn the dilappotted heart ?
Yes, fad relleflion, though in fable robe
Array’d, with mournful afpet, 1s my friend,
And brings me real good ; elfe my fond heart
Might {till purfue, in vain, thefe empty fhews,
Nor ftay to afk for pleafurcs more fincere.

Thenlet me liften to her {riendly lore,
And learn the jufl, the real eflimate

Of
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Of all below the fkies.~But oh let faith,

And hope, celeilial vifitants, be here ;

And cheer my foul with fome delightful views
Of true, fubftantial, undecaying good

In fair perfpettive ; diftant fcenes of blifs
Immortal, far beyond the reach of f{enfe.

Let faith alcend with heaven-direfted flight,

And fmiling hope {it falt upon her wings,

And bear my thoughts, and bear my heart on higli.

O thou fupreme, eternal fource of good!
Of good, which knows no fhadow of decay!
Wilt thou, all-gracious, beam one heavenly {mile,
Break through the gloom,and raife my groveling {oul,
And with refiftlefs, {weet attrattion, draw
To thee, the center of immortal joys !
O bid my faith, and bid my hope alcend ;
For on thy vital Imile alone, they live.
Thy favour 1s the food, the life of fouls ;.
This only can aflord fincere delight,
And give a relifh to inferior fweets;
W ithout 1t, all creation is a blank !
A dreary voiud I—O could my {pirit dwell
Beneath thy cheering {miles, feaft on thy love,
And 1n full view adore thy bright perfettions ;

G 2 This
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This would be life indeed, a heaven below !
This only can refine the joys of earth,

And {weeten all 1ts cares ; thus nature’s charms
Would wear a plealing afpett, while my foul
Should trace the radiant footfteps of her Lord
In every lovely {cene which nature yields ;
And all that charms the eye, the ear, or tafte,
Be fairer, {weeter, as it flows from thee.

S P S p S e

The Faituruiness of Gob.
Ifaiah L1v, 10.

I,

LMIGHTY Sovereign, gracious Lord,

How {ull, how firm, thy royal word
Thy love, how condefcending and how kind!
Nor can the power of langnage more, .
With all s force, with all its flore,
Confirm the facred deed, or more fecurely bind.

11,

Sooner the mountains fhall depart,

And from their irm foundation flart,
| Than
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Than thy eternal kindnefs {hall remove !
Or I be fhaken from thy heart,
Ifever there 1 had a part,

If ever I pofleft an intereft in thy love.

IM1.

Yes, Lord, thy promifes are clear,

Thy power and faithfulnefs appear;
Nor can I doubt omnipotence and grace ;

But ah! myfelf, my fins I fear,

Thele fprings of doubt are ever near,
Thefe gloomy clouds which rife and hide thy

lovely face.

IV,

O let thy mercy’s healing ray

Arife, and chafe thefe clouds away ;
Thy fpint’s witnefs (evidence divine !)

Beam o'er my foul with facred light;

Then {hall my joys all pure and bright,
Unclouded and ferene, with pleafing luftre fhine.

)

G g Love



Love to Curist.  John xx1. 17.

MNISCIENT Lord, before whofeawfuleye,
All undifguis’d, thy creatures attions lie ;

Thou {ee’ft my heart through ever}* winding maze,
Fach {ecret thought thy piercing glance furveys,
My Saviour God—and can I call thee mine !
Can [ each idel-vanity refign ?
Can I to thee appeal without a lear,
Thou know’ft I love thee with a flame {incere ?
Alas! I doubt my vile deceitiul heart;
Back from my lips the half-form’d accents flart :
A thoufand meaner objctts fhare my love,
From thee, from thee my foolifh paflions rove;
My confcious foul {hrinks at the {olemn teft,
And yet ] fain would hope, Iﬁl:ave thee beft !
I fain would hope ! unworthy, bafe return!
Can 1t beJove, andyet fo fainty burn ?
Dudit thou forfake thy radiant courts on high ¥
And freely lay thy dazzling glories by ?

Allume
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Affume the human form, and wear the chaigs
Of guilty rebels doom’d to endlefs pains ?
Bear all our fins, remove the ponderous lvad
Of vengeance due from an incenfed God?
And bleeding, dying onthe crofs, atone
For mortal crimes in agonies unknown ?
Touch'd with tle meiting power of love divine,
Can ] refufe this worthlefs heart of mine ?
Sec, dearelt Lord, obedient to thy call, .
Afham’d, repentant, at thy feet I fall, %
And would relign mylelf, my foul, my all!
O let this ftubborn hearty this {linty rock,
Solten’d by heavenly love, with forrow broke,
Bath’d'in the fountain of thy bleeding veins,
Be fully cleans’d from all its guilty ftains;
Till T can fay, without a rifing fear,
Thou, who know’ft all things, know’ft my love

{incere,

DEevoTion.

APPY the mind, wheretrue devotionglows!
Immortal flame, enkindled from above,

G4 A
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It upward nifes, and to God alone

(Its facred fource, 1its everlafting center,)
Afpiring, trembling, points; attraétion {weet,
And powerful, though unfeen, diretts its aim.
But ah! too oft its force abated finks,

Damp’d with the gloomy fogs of fin and fear:
The laft faint fpark {carce glhimmerningto the {ight,
And near expiring feems, ull wak’d tolife

By that all powertul word which gave 1t birth.
But thus infpir'd, devotion flames anew,

And bears the foul above thofe heavy clouds,
Which frequent nife and clog 1ts feeble wings,
Unfetter’d thus, when thought expatiates free,
What {weet inticements nature’s charms afford
To her Creator’s praife, whole hand beftows
Unnumbered gifts, in fair variety

Difpens’d, where’er the gazing eye can reach,
Or pleafling meditation lead the thought.

Lile and its joys depend upon his imiie;

Bleft with hts {mile, the {oul can fee his hand
In every varying {cene, and tafte his love

In every g'ood his bounteous hand beftows.
Inlpir'd by him, the mind enraptur’d views
His bright perlettions in his wonderous works,

The wile, the powerful, and the gracious God!

Wide
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‘Wide o’er the fruitful fields and verdant meads

His bounty fmiles ! amid the blooming flowers
Almigl{ty (kill appears, the breezy gale

Walts on 1ts wing, his goodnefs in their {weets!
On the clear winding rill his goodnefs flows !
Defcends in kindly thowers to blefs the earth,
Or filent falls 1n {oft refrefhing dews!

In yon bright orb, the fource of light and heat,
His glory fhines with dazzling fervid ray !

And mildly beams 1n every twinkling ftar!

In all the God appears! the father {miles!
Omnipotent and wife, and good, and kind !
His works all beauteous ! all harmonious join!
And charm the eye, and entertain the {oul;
Bid {ilent wonder mingle with delight,

And flow inadoration, love, and praile.

ENCOURAGEMENT
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G P A el Sep e S O e
ENcOURAGEMENT to Trustin Gopb.

“ Cafting all your care upon him, for he
““ careth for you. 1 Pet, v, 7.”

I,
NGAGING argument ! here let me reft

With humble confidence and faith intire :
What lefs than this, can calm my troubled breaft ?
What more can my diftruftful heart defire ?

11,

Encouraged by fo full, fo {weet a word,
Fain would my {oul forbid 1ntruding fears :
Ta thee, almighty Father, gracious Lord !
Fain would I bring my load of anxious cares.

[11,

But can a vie, a guilty creature dare
Alpire to hope for favours {o divine?
Afpire to claim an intereft in thy care,

Or boldly call the glorious blefling mine ?
IV, O lep
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1V.

O let thy {pirit’s facred influence {eal

The kind affurance to my doubting foul,
Thy pardoning love, thy tender care reveal;
The blifstul view fhall all my fears controul.

PG == = =%
The Wisxn,

HOULD lavifh wealth difplay herfhining fores,

Or {miling fame her nobleft wreaths prefent §
Should plealure, dreft in all her {oothing charms,
Approach, their proffer’d joys were all in vain
To tempt my better hopes. There’s nothing here.
To feed the immortal mind; no earthly good
Can fill my large defires, fublime they foar
Beyond this narrow {cene of tranfient 10Y,
To God, the fpring of life, the fource of blifs,
Of perfet blifs, and everlalting life !

Low at thy glorions feet, cternal God,
I proflrate fall, and humbly brearhe my wifh,
I atk not riches, ’us but mlded care,
Nor fame, nor plealure, fleeting ihadows all,

And
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And vain delufive dreams of happinefs !

No, ’uis thy gractous prelence, Lord, I afk,
The cheering beams of thy almighty love:

To thele, earth’s brighieft charms appear no more,
Than glow-worms loft amid the blaze of noon.
An 1ntereft 1n thy favour, O my God,

Is all my with—lor this alone contains

Full happinefs,—One ray of {olid hope

That thou art mine, 1s worth & thoufand worlds.
Thy prefence, Lord, can gild the fhades of death,
And turn the darknef(s to celeflial day.

At thy approach, black doubt and gloomy fear
Retreat like mifts before the rifing fun.

While joys immortal dawning o’er the foul,
Diffufe new life, and give a tafte of heaven.

O could I fee, on thy dear hand impreft

In lafting charaiers, my worthlefs name ;
Could I without a wawering doubt behold

Thy blifstul face, and fay, thou art my God!
Not earth with all the charms it has in flore,
Should bribe my love, or draw my heart from thee,

DiviNg
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Divine CONTEMPLATION.

I
OW blefl the minds, which daily rife

To worlds unfeen beyond the {kies,
And lofe this vale of tears!
On heaven-taught pinions while they foar,
And joys unknown to fenfe explore,
How low the cares of mortal life! how mean its\_

blifs appears !
17,

O for the wings of laith and love,
To bear my thoughts and hopes 2bove.
Thefe little {cencs of care!
Above thele gloomy mifls whichrilfe,
And pain my heart, and cloud my eyes,
To fee the dawn of heavenly day, and breathe
celeftial air.

1L

Yet higher would I ftretch my flight,

And reach the facred courts of light
Where
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Where my Redeemer reigns
Far-beaming from his radiant throne
Immortal fplendours, joys unknown,

With never-fading luftre {hine, o’er all the blifsful
plains,

IV,

Ten thoufand times ten thoufand tongues
There join 1n rapture-breathing {ongs,
And tune the golden lyre
To Jeflus their exalted Lord ;
Dear name, how lov’d! and how ador’d !
His charms awake the ‘heavenly ftrain, and every
note infpire.

V.,

No fhort-liv'd plealure there beguiles,
But perfeét blifs for ever {miles,
With undeclining ray :
Thither my thoughts would fain afcend,
But ah! to duft and earth they bend,
Fetter’'d with empty vanities, and chain’'d to life-
lefs clay.

V1.
Dear Lord, and fhall I ever be
So far from blifs, fo far from thee,

An
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An cxile from the fky ?
O break thefe chains, my wifhes fire,
And upward bid my_heart afpire ;
Without thy aid I cannot rife, O give me wings
to fly.

Rerucem DisTRESS.

N a frail, fhatter’d bark I trembling ride ;
Bencath me {in a boundlefs ocean {preads.

Amid the dreadful waves or {well'd with tempett,
Loud threatening ruin, and immediate death ;
Or fimthing with a fmooth deceittul caim,
But hiding rocks and fands and {ure deftruttion,
A helplefs vovager ! nor fkill nor ftrength,
To ’fcape the danger, or outlive the ftorm.
Tempefluous winds with direful fury rife,
And waves, with terror fraught, inceflant rage,

To plunge me in the fathomlels aby {s.

Thick clouds and darknels hide the face of heaven;
No friendly ftar appears to point my courle

To the wiih’d hav’n of reft, the feats of bhils.

Ah! muftI link, for ever lofl ?—
See !



[ 96 ]

See ! through the dreadful gloom a checring ray
With heavenly radiance break ! a glimple of hope
A {mile of pity from the Saviour’s face !

To kim, I'lift my fuppliant hands and eyes,
To him my voice with trembling accent raife,
Lord fave me or 1 penfh !—

O thou my refuge, and my only hope,

Draw near to my afliltance ; let thy arm,
Thy potent arm of mercy, oft extended

To finking dying wretches be my fiay,

Thy fovereign voice can {till the raging [ea,
Can hufh the warring winds and waves to peace,
And bid the clouded fiiy be all icrene :

O fpeak, and {miling comtfort {hall attend
The charming found, aund drive my fears away.

Thou art my ftar: O let thy beamsimpart
Light to my eyes, and comfort to mv foul,
Direft my courfeand let thy gracious aim
Be ever near, my all-fuflicient vuaic,
Then fhall I zever {ink, thougl ftorins thould rife,
And winds and waves 1n all their furv rege;
But o'er the fwelling furge fecurely ride,
Thy crofs my anchor, and thy word my guide:

1l
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Till death fhall land me on the blifsful fhore,
Where {ins, and fears, and dangers are no more.

Hore reviving in the Contemplation of

Diving MEkercy.,

E reftlefs, dark, diftralling fears, beigone!
For mercy, kind inviting mercy, {miles:

No more, my trembling foul, indulge no more,
Thefe gloomy doubts ; fhall difidence prefcribe
Limitsto fovereign, lree, unbounded mercy ?
With tranfport let me hear, with joy obey
The blifsful word, which bids my foul approach
The throne of grace, and alk, nor afk n vain
For pardon, life and peace ; a full fupply
For all my wants : divine beneficence!
The objett, how unworthy! Gracious God,
Increafe my rifing hope to thankful joy,
And bid my heart with pleafing rapture trace
The wonders of thy love: amazing theme!
The fong of angels, and the blifs of heaven |
How fhall my heart receive the vaft 1dea,
Or feeble words exprefs it P Scanty power
Of human thought—the force of language fails,

YorL, Il H And
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And foaring wilhes flag their ftrongeft wing !
The ftarry heavens, immeafurably ngh

Are rais’d above the globe ; but higher far

Thy thoughts, thy ways, above iny utmoit reach.
What finite power can cver comprehend

The infinite extent of fove divine ?

Launch’d on the boundlefs ocean, every thought
Is loft in pleafing wonder ! love divine !
Created wifdom’s moft exalted pitch,

Angelic force, can never found the depth,

The unfathomable depth! can never reach
The nnmealurable height e —

Yet may I meditate, adoring low
Tts countlefs glories, 1n the facred word
Difplay’d, and fhining, all ferene and mild.
And while I meditate, O may I leel
Itsquickening, healing, hie dilluling ray,
And all my foul fubdu’d by love and mercy;
Mercy, which in the eternal purpofe dwelt
For mman, {loft, guilty, miferable mau!)
Long ere the worlds arofe, or man was form’d,
Mercy, which mov’d the Son of God to leave
Theummortal Iplendors of his glorions throne,

Hor
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For this low world, array’d in mortal flefh,

To fuffer all the forrows, pains, and woes

Of human nature, 1n1ts lowelt form ;

A fervant! Ob, what miracles can mercy,

What wonders can almighty love perform !
Almighty love, which bore the cruel fcoffs,

The reftlefs fpite, and perfecuung rage

Of impious harden’d wretches !—patient bore !
When with a fingle frown, he might have funk themt
Quick to the caverns ol eternal death.

But, Oh! yet farthér, let my fonl purfue
The wenderous labyrinth of love divine,
And follow my Redecmer to the crofs;
Nail'd to the crofs, his hands and feet all torn
With agonizing torture !—Can my heart
Behold thofe wounds, and notweep tears of blood ?
His blood was fhed for {in, his facred fide
Deep pierc’d, pour’d forth the vital crimfon flood,
Ordain’d to cleanfe and expiate mortal crimes.
For mortal crime, what loads of wrath unknown
Were due! Almighty juftice, arm’d with terrors,
Pour’d the full vial on his guiltlefs head,
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Of vengeance for the infinite offence

Of guilty man, againt its facred laws.

He bore 1t all! he 1n the finner’s {tead
Suftain’d the dreadful florm, and by his death
The immortal work was finifb’d! full atonement,
Full fatisfattion made ; amazing [cene!
Stupendous facrifice! mvilerious love!

He died !—the Lord of life, the Saviour died!
All nature fympathizing felt the thock!

Earth groan'd, and trembled to her inmoft center!
The fun withdrew his beams, and wrapt his face
In fable clouds, and midnight’s deepeft {hade;
To mourn the abfence of a brighter fun,

The {un of nghteoufnefs eclips’d in death!

A fhort echiple ' for foon he rofe agaln
All-glorious, and refum’d his native fkies !
There, with lull brightnefs and unclouded ray
For ever lhines, difpenfing light and blifs
Through the bright worlds of uncreated day.

His rays far-beaming, vifit this dark world;

And through the cloudsof guilt, the fhadesof death,
Break the fair glimmerings of etherial morn:

O may
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0 may they reach this dark, cold, lifelels heart,
And kindle light divine, and vital warmth
Through all my powers! Atsife, O blifsful Sun,
Difpel the clouds of fin, and doubt, and forrow.;
Shine with all-potent and refiftlels beams,

And in the fweet allurance of thy love,

Spread the bright dawn of heaven around my {oul.
And when this mortal part, this feeble frame,
Sinks down, and mingles with its native. duft ;
Let my free, joyful foul, exulting rife |
On angel-wings, to thofe divine abodes,

Where thy bright prefence in full glory fhines;
Transform'd to thy fair image, cloath’din light,
Mix with the tuneful choir, thy love redeem’d,
In endlefs praife :—O blifs beyond conception

In filent rapture all my{oul adores.

H g EysEBIA
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FEusenia and UrAN1a, or Devorion and

the Musk.

Eusenia.

AY, dear Urania, filent why fo long ?

I languifh for thy {weet reviving fong,
\V}lt thou unkind, neglet a Sifter’s moan,
And leave me wretched to complain alone ?
Oft has thy lyre my facred joys expreft,
And breath’d the ardent wifhes of my breall.
Oft have thy {ympathizing flrings complain’d,
And gently footh’d my heart with anguifh pain’d.
Once more, Urania, try thy plealing power,
And animate this dull, this languid hour.

URANIA.

Thy active life muft wake the filent flrings ;
For when Eufebia breathes, Urania f{ings.

But fainting efforts, and unmeaning {ighs

Can niever teach the feeble notes to rife.

"Tiis gratitude and love, 'tis warm defire,

fr grief lincere attunes the heaven-taught lyre.

\When
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When thy heart labonrs with the fenfe of pain, ,
In fympathizing accents I complain :

And when from carth thy {oaring thoughts arife? -
My kindred notes attend them to the fkies.

Ah! where 1s now the heart-opprefling figh?

Or where the ardent wifh that i)Hierc’dr the fky ¢
Docs not Eulebia {leep fupine on earth,

Almolt forgetful of her heavenly birth ?

EUsSEBIA.

No more, my fiiend—at length, alas! I fee
The change, the mournful chiange, 1s all in me,
My heavenly birth ! —the thought awakesmy pain;
And {hall I {leep regardlels of the chain,

The hateful chain, which holds me {rom the {kies?
Nor once look upward with deliring eyes?

Ah! wretched flate ! yet dear Urania fay,
Extinguifh’d 1s the joy-in{piring ray ?

Loft is that heavenly flame, 1n mortal night,
Which once, attrattive, led our upward flight ?
Its vital warmth thele fetters could unbind,

And earth no more detain the heaven-born mind,

H 4 ~ UranI4,
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UrRANIA.

Extinguifh’d ! No—immortal s the flame

Which animates my dear Eufebia’s frame,

Though late with fuch a fickly beam it {hone,
When fainting accents breath'd thy languid moan;
Celeftial love can never, never dte,

It will revive, and {eek 1ts native fky;

To its divine Oniginal it tends,

And on almighty power uis life depends.

Though earth-born vapours gloomy 1ntervene,
And cloud, with night’s dark fhade, the mourniul

{cene ;

- If love’s unchanging {ource his beams difplay,
The intercepuing gloom fhall fleet away, }
And grateful tranfport hail the rifing day.

FUSEBIA.

Thou friendly power, how kind thy cheering {train!
This blifsful hope will mitigate my pain.

Arnife, O Sun of nighteoufnefs, arife,

With {weet attrattion draw me to the {kies.

Thy healing beams my every grief can chale,
Great Spring of life, unveil thy radiant face,
Awakedefire, and hope, and love, and joy,

Till heaven alone my raptur’d foul employ!

URANIA,
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URANIA,

And heaven alone deferves Eufebia’s care ;

The lovelieflt {cenes on earth no more are fair
When Jefus is withdrawn ; his fmiles beftow

A glimpfe of heaven, a paradife below,

Then oh, what {plendor fills thofe happy plains,
Where in full glory our Immanuel reigns!
Diffuling life, and love, and joys unknowan
Through all the blifsful myriads round his throne.
Ten thoufand thoufand tuneful voices raife
Their {weeteft, loftieft notes to fing his praife ;
While all the golden harps of heaven refound
Triumphant love with endlels glory crown'd.

FUSEBRIA,

Tranfporting view! O for a {eraph’s wing

To bear me to thy courts, my Lord, my King!
O happy ftate ! how {weet, divinely {weer,

To bend adoring at thy glorious feet!

How fhould I wonder that my powers could be
So languid here, {o cold to heaven and thee !
Bleft hour of liberty, when we {hall rife,

Urania, to thofe ever-{miling {kies !

Where not a cloud {hall {pread 1ts tranfient gloom,
But undeclining joys immortal bloom.

There
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There {hall thy {oothing lyre no more complain,
But tun’d to rapture breathe a nobler ftrain.
Extatic praife and boundlels joy infpire

The meanefl voice in that immortal chour,
Come, my Urama, aid my rifing thought ;

Ia the bright hope be every care forgot.

UrANIA.

Hail, glorious hope ! how fwect the diftant view!
Ye little cares of earth and time adieu.
Fain'would I firetch my willing, joylul fhight,
With my Eufebia, to thofe worlds of light ;
Where praife and harmony unknown below,

For ever with unwearied ardour flow.

But ere we reach the blifslul {eats of day,
Eufebia’s earthly manfion muft decay ;

Then death, (kind friend, j{hall bid the prifonerrile,
And join the raptur’d concert of the fkies.

Mean while Urantajoins her [ifter’s cares,
Partakes her joy, and in her {orrow (hares.

And if thy {mile infpire the humble fong,

Thy name, dear Saviour, thall employ her tongue;

And Jefus, and Salvation fhall relound,
In echos of delight the groves around.

Divine
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Divine employ, to fing thy lovely name,
While liftening angels join the glorious theme!

AMBITION.

L,

- ET Fame the fhining annals fpread,
L 4 Where fhe records her mighty dead,
And boafting, promile an immortal name!
Vain is her boaft, her proud parade
Sinks in oblivion’s dreary fhade;
Time, all-deflroying time, forbids the claim,

11,

Let her employ her utmolt power,
With radiance gild the prefent hour,
('Tis all the can) her faireft wreaths difplay ;
What is the envy’d prize, decreed
The living Conqueror’s glorious meed
Atbeft, the fading triumph of a day.

I1I,

The Chriftian feeks a nobler prize,

A fairer wreath attralls his eyes,
Divine
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"Divine ambition in his bofom glows ;

His hopes a crown immortal fires ;
Jelus, the Lord of his defires,
On fauh, and humble love, the crown beftows.

IV.

Honours, unconfcious of decay,
While ages rife and roli-away,

Secur'd by perfe&t truth’s unchanging word ;
The vittor’s palm, the robe of flate,
Laid up in heaven, the chriflian wait,

Trinmphant, through his dying, rifing Lord.

V.

His name, enroll'd among the juf,
When {culptur'd monuments are duft,
And mortal glory {inks in endlefs night;
Shall with immortal luftre {hine,
Wrote by the hand of love divine

In life’s fair book, 1n charatters oflight,

V1.

Such 1s the Chnftian’s glorious prize ;
Thus high, his hopes, his wifhes rife
Infpir'd by bleft ambition, heaven-born flame !

O thou, the fource of blifs divine,
My heart renew, exalt, refine !
Nor let me bear, 1n vain,the Chriftian’s name.

CHRIST
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Chrift the Curistian s LiFE,
I.

For the animating fire
That tun'd harmonious Watt’s lyre,
To fweet {eraphic ftrains
Celeftial fire, that bore his mind
(Earth’s vain allurements left behind)
To yonder blifsful plains.

I1.

There, Jefus lives, (tran[porting name 1)

Jefus infpir'd the facred ilame, ..
And gave devotion wings;

With heaven-attrafted flight fhe foar'd,

The realms of happinefls explor'd,
And fmil'd, and pity’d kings.

I1L,

Come facred flame, and warm my heart,
Thy animating power impart,

Sweet dawn of life divine |
Jefus, thy love alone can give
The power to rife, the power to hive ;

Eternal life 15 thine.
V. If
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| V.
If in my heart, thy heavenly day

Has e’er diffus’d 1its vital ray,

I blefs the {miling dawn ;
But oh, when gloomy clouds arile,
And veil thy glory from mine eyes,

I mourn my joys withdrawn.

VI

Then, faith, and hope, and love decay ;
Without thy hfe-infpiring ray,

Each cheerful grace declines ;
Yet, I muit live on thee, my Lord,
For ftill in thy unchanging word

A beam ol comfort fhines.

\

VI.
The vital principle within,
Though oft deprefs’'d with fear and fin,
| Can never ceale to be :
Though deubt prevails, and grief complaing,
Thy hand omnipotent, fuftains
The life denv’d from thee.

VL

O come, thou life of every grace,
Reveal, reveal thy lovely face,

Thele
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Thefe gloomy clouds remove!
And bid my fainting hope arife
"To thy fair manfions in the fkies,

On wings of faith and love,

VI,

There life divine no languor knows,
But with immortal vigour glows,

By joys immortal fed:
No cloud can {pread a moment’s might,
For there, thy fmilesimmenfe delight

And boundlefs glory fhed.

The ComrrLAINT and RELIEF.

'R HENpenfive thoughtrecallsthefcenesoflife,
And full in view the varied landikip nfes;

While memory draws the ling, and fancy paints

The mingled light and fhade, in due proportion ;

Intruding melancholy often blends

Her fable dye, and deepens every fhade,

"Till all appears a mourning piece of woe ;

And my impatient heart at length excléirns,-

Ab,
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Ah, what islife! what ghmple of real oy,

Has ever {mil'd to blels the gloomy fcene ]
Anxieties, and fears, and pains, and {orrows,
Thick interwoven, rife 1n every part,

Through all the dreary wild : Ife’er delights
Seem’d budding, here and there, amd the thorns;;
Touch’'d by the walling canker, foon they fell;
Or nipp'd by chilling wintry blafts, declin’d;
Nor one fair bloflom ever cheer’d my {fight,”

So withers all my bloom of life away !
So pain and ficknefs wafte this finking frame!
The lingering hours roll heavily along,
All dark and fad; fave where fome tranfient gleam
Lights a thort blaze, and vanifhes away.
Birth of a moment !—Such 1s mortal bhfs ! —
Is mortal blifs no more ? 1s this the all
Of happinefls that earth can €’er beftow ?
A momentary ray ! a fhort-hv'd meteor !
Let me reflett apain—were blooming health,
That beft, that deareft earthly blefling mine;
Were pleafure mine, and all 1ts tempting charms
Still brighten’d with unfullied 1nnocence;
Should fortune {mile aufpicious on my life,

And lavilh, pour her gifts beneath my feet ;

Could
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Could all the gifts of fortune, health or pleafure,
Give permanent delight, or {olid blifs ?

Ah no! they all are empty, vain, and fleeting!
Earth’s faireft gifts united, can’t beftow

One happy hour of real fansfation,

Can air fuflice the craving appetite,

Or empty fhadows yield {ubftantial good ?

Man has defires, capacious ashis foul,
Defires, which earthly joys can never fill.
Can mortal food fuftain the immortal mind,
Or her unbounded withes fix on ought

Below the fkies, as equal happinefls?

No, were the brightelt {cenes of mortal blifs
Difplay’d before me, crown’d with young delights;
Sheuld fmiling pleafures rife mn fair fucceflion,
The earth all blooming, all {erene the iky;
The thoughtsof death would cloud the gay meridian
With midnight thades!'—And fee the tyrant comes!

His arrow {lies —Down finks the golden {cene
In everlalting darknefs l~—

VoL, Il | I But
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But Oh! the foul, that never dying patt,
Survives the ruin! then her valt concerns
Appear in all their infinite importance,

On worlds unknown, amaz’d the ftranger enters,
Heir to etermty of bhls, or woe.
Eternity—delightful, dreadful name!

'‘What mind can grafp the mnfinite 1dea?

Eternity of woe! tremendous {ound,
Fraught with defpair ! unutterable horror !
What beart can bear the diftant apprehen{ion
Of the ten thoufandth part of half 1ts terrors ?

Eternity of blifs! tranfporung thought !
But thought can neverreach the fainteft fhadow
Of joys for ever bright, for ever full }

What awtul infinite concerns depend
On this poor, {lender, trembling thread of life
Time—how 1neltimable is the treafure!
How precious every day, and every hour!
And could my foolith, my repining heart
Complain, they move too heavy? Gracious God,
Forgive the rath complaint, the guilty folly !
By thee mitruéted, O may I employ
The fleeting remnant of my precious time
In that important work for which s given,

In
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In preparation for eternity.,

Confiding {hll 1n thy almghty arm,

My God, my flrength, (all impotence myfelf,)
On thee'I lean: U make me perfevere,

And ardent firiving grafp the blefled hope
Thy facred word difplays—the blefled hope
Of life eternal through a Saviour’s death !

Be this my refuge, my untfailing comfort,

In every painful hour! O may thy fpirt
Apply that healing balm lor every wound,

A dying Saviour’s blood! that {ull atonement
For all my gult! that fource of punity

To linful {ouls! that antidote for death !

That fountain of immortal happinefs !

And nought below immortal happinefs

Can {atiate the defives, the vafl defires,
Which animate the {oul, which bid 1t rife
Above this dying globe, this neft of worms.

And may a worm, a little particle
Of breathing duft, (for fuch the frame that helds
Thisfoul, this vital fpark of heavenly flame,)
Alpire to mix with angels ? Yes, for man,
For finful man renew’d, hath heaven decreed

A place amongft thofe fpotlefs fons of light.

Ie The
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The rebel-angels from their glory fell,

Whelin'd in the depth of everlalling woe,
Without one 1ay of mercy; while for man—
Here let me paufe and wonder—while for man,
For guilty rebel man, the Saviour bled !

For traitors doom’d to never-ending torture,

He bled to purchafe life, and happinels!
Redeeming love and mercy 1s the {ource,

The boundlels ocean of immenfe delight,
Wheie all our thoughts are loft in vaft amazement.
Redeeming love s the delightful theme

Which tunes the golden harps of paradile

To notes of cxtacy ! to endlefs rapture !

‘I'his canirradiate all the gloomy {cenes

Of mortal life, and tune the jarring firings

Of nature I—1his can change the deepelt groans
Of pamn and forrow, all to harmony,

And joy and prafe !—O may its facred power
Reach this poor langmid heart, enkindle life
Throngh all my fainting frame, and raife my foul
To jon with angels in the {trainsof heaven !

My Saviour God, O lovelieft, deareft name

That e’er my car receiv'd, or tongue pronounc’d!

While hoping, yet almolil afraid to hope

T hat
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That thou art mine, I breathe the charming {ounds
In faultering accents ; wilt thou, gracious, feal
My humble claim, exalt my trembling hope

To full allurance ? let thy holy fpirit

With powerful and convincing atteftation
Confirm my wavering faith, reveal my name,
My worthlefs name, i thy fair book of life,

In everlafting charatters engraved,

Difperfe my fears, and fill my inmoft {foul

With joy unfpeakable and {ull of glory.

O bhfsful ftate! on carth my with fupreme!
Sweet prelibation of immortal joys |
Poflels'd of this, Icould refign the world,

Nor heave a ligh, nor fhed one parting tear.
Then, death werewelcome, and the frowmng alpe
Of nature’s foe would change to heavenly {miles.
Then would I fpurnithe globe, and rife atiended
By guards celeftial to the realms of blifs ;

To thy bright prefence, O my Saviour God;

To dwell for ever 1n the vaft delights

Thy [miles beﬂmt! there 1n tran{porting firains
To join the heavenly chorus; all my powers

Uniting in immortal praife, and honours,
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To thy ade:’d, ic thy exalted name.

There jefus and falvation, boundlefs theme,
Shall {well the bounclefls fong ; and tune the notes
To extacy ! the rapture-breathing ftrain
Unmeafur'd, but by vaft eternity.

O B S W L S

A THOUGHT in SICKNESS,

I.

OW weak, how languid 1s theimmortal mind!
Prifon’d in clay ! ah, how unlike her birth!

Thefe noble powers for attive hfe defign'd,
Deprefs’d with pain and grief, {ink down to carth.

ik

Unworthy dwelling of a heaven-born gueft !
Ah no!—lor fin, the caufe of griet and pain,
Taints her firlt punty, forbids her relt ;

And jullly 1s ihe doom'd to wear the chain,

I11.

To wear the chain—how long ? till grace divine
By griefs and pains {hall wean from earthly toys ;
Till grace convince, mvigorate, refine,

And thus prepare the mind for heavenly joys.

IV. Then,
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IV,
Then, O my God, let this reviving thought

To all thy difpenfations reconcile;
Be prefent pains with future bleflings {raught,
And let my cheerful hope look up and {mile.

V.

Look up and {mile, to hail the glorious day,
(Jefus, to thee, this blifsful hope 1 owe,)

When [ fhall leave this tenement of clay,
With all its frailties, all its pains below.

VL

Jelus, in thee, in thee I truft, to raile,

Renew’d, refin'd, and fair, this frail abode ;

Then my whole frame (hall {peak thy wonderous
praile,

For ever confecrated to my God.

e oo oAl e 0T
A RerrecTioNona WINTER LILVENING.

I,

OW faintly fmile day’s hafty hours,
The fields an.! pardens mourn,
Nor ruddy fruits, nor blooming flowers

Stern winter’s brow adorn.
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11.

Setrn winter throws his icy chains
Encircling nature round:

How bleak, how comfortlels the plains !
Late with gay verdure crown'd,

%

11,

The fun withdraws his vital beams,
And light and warmth depart,

Anddrooping, lifelefs, nature {cems
An emblem of my heart.

1V. .

My heart, where mental winter reigns,
In night’s dark mantle clad,
Confin’d in cold inative chains,

How defolate and {ad!
V.

Ere long the fun with gemal ray,
Shall cheer the mourning earth,

And blooming flowers and verdure gay
Renew their annual birth.

VI,

So, if my foul’s bright fun impart
His all-enlivening finile,

The vital ray fhall cheer my heart;
Till then, afrozen {oil.

VII, Then
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VII.
Then faith, and hope, and love fhall rife

Renew’d to lively bloom,
And breathe accepted to the !kies,
Their humble, {weet perfume.

VIIL

Return, O blifsful fun, and bring
Thy foul-reviving ray ;

This mental winter fhall be {pring,
This darknefs cheertul day.

IX.

But while to this low world confin’d
Where changeful {eafons roll,

My blooming pleafures will decline,
And winter pain my foul.

X.
O happy {tate, divine abode,

Where {pring cternal reigns;
And perfet day, the [mile of God,
Fills all the heavenly plains!

\ XI.
Great fource of light thy beams dilplay,
My drooping joys reftore,

And guide me to the feats of day,
\Where winter frowns no more.

The



The ELevATION,

I.

HILE I furvey the azure fky
With wonder and delight,

A thoufand beauties meet my eye,

A thoufand lambent glories deck the night,
I do not alk to know their names,
Nor their magnitude enquire ;
What avails 1t me to prove
Which are fix'd and which remove ?
Let the {ons of fcience rove
Through the boundlefs fields of {pace,

And amazing wonders trace ;

Bright worlds beyond thole ftarry flames,

My nobler curiofity infpire,
I1.

When o’er the fhining plain,
Thought ranges unconfin’d,
Night with her fparkling train
Awhile may entertain,

But cannot [ix the mind.

The
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The reftlefs mind infatiate fhill,
(Which all creation cannot fill,)
Fain would arife,
~ Beyond the fkies,
And leave their glittering wonders far behind.
Beyond them brighter wonders dwell,
By mortal eyes unfeen ;
Not angel eloquence can tell
The endlefs glories of the blifstul {cene.
Wonders, all to {enfc unknown !
Glories, {een by faith alone!
Come, faith, with beaven-illumin’d ray,
Arife, and lead the {hining way,
And teach my longing mind
The path oflife to find ;
A path proud {cience never found
In all her wide unwearied round;
A path by bold philolophy untry’d ;
Nor will I afk the twinkling eyes of night :
The facred word alone direéts my flight,
Nor can I mifs my way with this unerring guide,

IIII

From awful Calvary the flight begins ;
For there the burthened mind
Divine relief can find ;

“T1s there fhe drops her load of fins ;

Accurfed
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Accurled lcad, which held her from the fkies!
"Tis love, almighty love,
Which bids the load remove,
And fhews the heavenly way,and bids my {oul arife:
Jelus, the true, the living way
To the blifstul realms of day !
Come, deareft Lord, my heart infpire
With faith, and love, and warm defire;
And bear me, raptur’d, to thebleft abode,
Thy glorious dwelling, O my Saviour God !

1V,
In thole happy worlds are given
1o the favourites of heaven,
Manfions brighter far
Than the brightelt ftar,
Which gilds the fair etherial plains,
Stars muft rehgn their temporary ray,
Thefe fhine relplendent with immortal day,
Nor cloud, nor {hade, their fpotlefs glory ftains.
Radiant manfions, all divine!
They fhall for ever, ever fhine
With undecaving light ;
When flars no more fhall fet and rife,
And all thefe fair expanded [kies
Are roll'd away and loft in cverlafting night.

Adien
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V.,

Adieu, ye fhining fields of arr,
Ye fpangled heavens, that look fo fatr,
And {miling court the eye ;

Your fading beauties charm no more,
While contemplation loft in fweet amaze,
Dwells on the {plendors of a brighter {ky :
But, O my {oul at humble diftance gaze,

With trembling joy adore.

There reigns the eternal fource of light,

Full-beaniing from his awlul throne
Dazzling glories—Ob, how bright !

To thought unkr.own.
Too ftrong the unfufferable day
For the ftrongelt angel’s eye!
Seraphs veil'd and proftrate lie
Adoring at lus feet:
But love attempers every ray,
And mingles holy awe with blils divinely [weet.

VI.

Extatic joy ! immenle delight !
Here fainting contemplation dies,
The glory overwhelms her fight;

Nor faith can look with ftedfalt eyes,

No
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No more, my foul, attempt no more
Thofe awful glories to explore,
From frail mortality conceal’d.
Yet 1n the {acred word,
I may behold my Lord;
In thofe celeftial lines
A ray of glory f{hines,
Pointing upward to the fkies;
Scenes of joy, though diftant, nife,
To faith, and hope, and humble love reveal'd.

VIII

Jefus, whom my foul adores,
O let thy reviving ray,
(Sweet dawn of everlafting day,)
With heavenly radiance cheer my fainting powers;
And when I drop this mortal load,
Free and joylul to the fky
Let my raptur'd fpirit fly,
With unknown {wiftnefs wing the aerial road,
And find a manfion 1n thy bright abode,
Tranfporting thought—and fhall 1 {ee
The heavenly friend who died for me?¢
While feraphs tune the golden lyre,
Jelus, to thy charming name,
Let me join the blifsful chor,

Thy love the everlafting theme !

But
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But not the joy-refounding lay,
Harmonious o’er the worlds above,

Through endlels ages can difplay,
Dear Saviour, half the glories of thy love.

SOME
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ATTEMPTED IN VERSE;
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PsaLm 1,

Y APPY the man, whole heaven-dire€fted feet
Avoid the crouded pathwhere finners meet,

Who fhuns the lofty feat of impious pride ;
Of men, who dare Jehovah’s law deride.
He in that facred, venerable law,
(Infpiring holy thoughts and pious awe,)
Continual meditates with new delight ;
Guide of his day, and folace of his night !
Beneath heaven’s kindeft influence he fhall grdw;
Like a fair tree where cheering waters flow
Whole grateful boughs confefs the happy foil,

And crown’d with autumn’s richeft bounty {mile.
K e Unfading
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‘Unfading and {ecure his hope fhall ftand,
And profperous be the labours of his hand.

Not {o the finner’s hope; he {oon fhall find,
It flies like chaff before the driving wind.
How will the guilty tnbes*their fentence bear,

When Godin awful judgment fhall appear ?

Then fhall no finner ftand before his face,

Or 1n the bleft aflembly find a place.

The Lord looks down, andguides his children’s way,
Safe to the regions of eternal day.

But oh, the flowery paths which finners tread,
To darknefs and to fure perdition lead.

L PG D e el >
PsaLm 11,

I,

HY do the heathen nations rife
With unavailing rage ?
Why thus to dare the avenging fkies,
In impious plots engage ?

I, Proud
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II.

Proud monarchs meet, and breathing war,
Raife their vain threatnings high
Againit the Lord, and boldly dare
His chofen King dely.

I1I.

¢ Shall we fubmit to his commands,
« And bend the fuppliant knee?
« No, let us break the fervile bands,
« We are, and will be free.”

IV.

Heaven's awful fovereign, thron’d on high,
Surveys their airy dreams,

He {miles contempt ; in rutn lie
Their vainly labour'd {chemes.

V.

Hisdreadful anger now awakes;

Their hearts what terrors wound !
Almighty power affronted {peaks,

And wrath attends the found !

VI.

« My chofen king exalted fee,
« On Zion’s facred hill!
# Attend the folemn fix’d decree,

“ And learn Jehovah's will!
K 3 VIL. % Thow
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VIIr
« Thou art my fon, thee I proclaim
« Earth’s univerfal Lord |

¢ Of powers, ‘and potentates {upreme,
« Thy name fhall be ador'd. -

VI1II.

« Afk, andIgive to thee alone,
¢ The heathens wide domain;

« And earth’s remoteft ends {hall own
“ Thy uncontefted reign.

EX.

« Who will not to thy {ceptre bow,
¢ Shall feel thy ron'rod ;

¢ And crufh’d in helplels ruin, fhow
« The vengeance of a God.”

X,

Be wife, ye monarchs, learn to fear
The power, of powers fupreme;

With awful, tremblingjoy revere
The Lord’s exalted name:

XL
While mercy, with inviting rays,
Shines radiant in his e)fes,

Approach ; for fhould his anger blaze,

The unpardoned rebel dfes.
X1, When
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X1l
When fury kindling in his eye,
Each guilty breaft alarms;
Happy the fouls who gladly fly
For refuge to. his arms,

;PSAL_M I11.

L

ORD, how my numerous foes increafe!
How faft my troubles rife |
To thee, the facred {pring of peace,
My wearied. fpirit flies.

1L
My numerous foes awake. my fears,
While they exulting boaft,

« No heavenly aid for hinrappears,
« And all his hopes are loft."

i

JLI,
But thou, my glory, and myfhield,
Wilt all my fears controul ;-
A firong defence thy arm-fhall yield,

And raife my drooping {oul.
K 4 IV, To
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1V,

To GodI breath’d my ardent cry,
He, gracious heard my prayer ;

It reach’d his facred throne on high,
And he remov'd my care,

V.,

I laid me down and flept fecure,
I wak'd, for God was nigh ;
Suftain’d by his almighty power,

My guard his watchfuleye.

VI.

What though ten thoufand foes 1n arms
Againft me fhould appear ;

And war refound its dire alarms,
I will not yield to fear.

VIL.
Arife, O Lord, with faving power

In my defence engage ;
As oft thy potent arm belore
Has crufh’d their impious rage.

VIII.

Salvation, Lord, is thine alone,

And all thy faints {hall ind
The bhifs my, thankful heart has known,

A God for ever kind.
Psatu
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Psawm 1V,

L

LORD, my firength, my righteoufnels,
Attend my humble prayer;
Oft thou haft heard me in diftrefs,
Renew thy ancient care.

11,

How long fhall {coffers turn with lies
My glory into fhame ?

Ah ceafle thele envious vanities,
Nor wound my 1injur'd name,

111,

For know, the man of upright heart,
As his peculiar care,

The Lord hunfelf has {et apart
And when 1 call will hear.

IV.

With trembling awe your heart furvey,
And every {in repent;
Let true contrition clofe the day,

And future guilt prevent.
V. The
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V.
The facrifice the: Lord will own,
If thus you feek his face,

Thus bumbly bow before his throne,
And truft his pardoning grace.

VI.
Vain 1s the toilfome fearch of good
In all things here below ; |

Thy {mile alone, my gracious God,
Can real blifs beftow.

VIL
Thy {mile, whence all my comfort {prings,
With gladnefs fills my heart;
No joy increafing aflluence brings,
Such pleafure can impart.

VI,

My days by thy kind prelence bleft,
Irom thee my f{alety flows ;

Thy favour guards my nightly reft,
And gives me {weet repole.

Psatru
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PsaLm VIIL

I,

LORD, how glorious is thy name
Through the wide earth’s extended frame !
Maijeftic glories form thy {eat,
And heaven adores beneath thy leet.

11,

Thy power from tender babes can raife
A monument of wonderous praife :
Atthy command, the infant-fong

Shall ftill the proud blafphemer’s tongue.

IIT,
When all thy thining works on high

I meditate with raptur'd eye,
The filver moon, the ftarry train
Which gild the fair etherial plai,

IV,

Lord, what is man, that he fhould {hare
Thy notice, thy indulgent care ?

That man, frail child of earth, thouldbe

The favorite of the Deity ?
V. His
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His place thy forming hand aflign’d
But juft below the angehc kind ;

With nobleft favours circled round,
And with diftinguifh’d honours crown’d ¢

VI,

Invefted him with power and {way,
And bid the {ubjet brutes obey ;
Sovereign of all thy works below,
To him the meaner creatures bow ¢

VIL
The bleeting flocks, the lowing herds,
The gliding fith, the flying birds;
All that the earth’s wide circuit yields,
Natives of air, or feas, or fields.

VIl

But fhill let man adoring own,

That thou, O Lord, art King alone;
And through the earth’s extended frame,
Declare the glories of thy name.

PsaLM
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Psawm XIII,

I,

OW long wilt thou, O God of grace,
Forget thy wonted love ¢

How long conceal thy fhining face,
Nor bid the cloud remove?

I,

How long fhall my dejetted foul,
(Thus pondering o’er her woes,)
In vain endeavour to controul
The power of inward foes ?

111,

Lord, hear my prayer, and heal my woes,
Arife with cheering light; L
Or foon thefe wretched eyes will clofe

Ian everlafling night,

IV.

The powers of darknefs will rejoice
To fee my life decay,
And triumph with infulting voice

Around their trembling prey.
Y. But,
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V.
-But,” Eord, -thy merej hitherto
Has been my only truft;

Let mercy now myjoysrenew,
And raife me from the duft.

Vi,
“Then fhall my heartand tongue proclaim
The bountied of my God, -
My fongs with grateful rapture flame,
And fpread thy praife abroad,

Psaim XVI.

RESERVE me, oh'my God; on thee alone
- With humble confidence my foul relies,
By thee encourag’d,: oft with holy pleafure,
Yet mix’d with trembling, I have made my claim
To thy regard, and faid, thou art my God.
But oh, to thee my beft, and nobleft {ervice
Is poorand worthlefs! yet their good who love thee
I would confuit ; where’er-thy image dwells
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My foul dehghts, and I would fhow thy faints -
How much my heart reveres that excellence
Which bears the bleft refemblance of my God,

Unmimbered woes fhall be their fatal lot,
Who follow Idol-Gods; their impious rites
I will not join, nor fhall my faithful lips
But with abhorrence €’er pronounce their names.

The Lord is mine, the portion of my choice,
My fure fupport, my bleft inheritance,
Thy favour, (Omy God, my happy lot’
Continue fhll,) 1s all my wifh, my joy.
Thy gracious hand has, withindulgent care,
Mark’d out my lines; my profpetts all {erene;
A pleafant heritage, an ample fhare
Of every good ! O let me blefs the Lord,

Whofe heavenly counfel guides my doubting {oul,
While in the filent watches of the night

Inftrutive meditation warms my heart,

The Lord 15 ever near, my guard, my guide:
Bleft with his prefence, what can e’er remove
The lafting bafis of my facred joys !

Exulting gladnefs fills my grateful heart,

And bids my tongue and all my powers rejoice.

This flefh, this dying frame fhall reft in hope

To
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To rife, and join anew the parting f{oul ;

For thou wilt neversleave me in the grave,
Nor can a pure refin’d etherial fpirit

E’er mingle with the duft and foul corruption,
Thy hand fhall guide me 1n the path of hife:
The path of hife to thy bright prefence leads,
The boundlefs ocean of immortal joy;

To thy right hand, where pleafures all divine
Trinmphant {mile 1n everlafting bloom.

N O W L (I O o L W

Psaim XIX,

HE heavens declare their Maker’s glorious
name;

The fpacious hrmament’s extended frame,
And all the fhining wonders 1t difplays,
Proclaim the God, and teach the world his praife.
Each rifing day repeats inftruthive fongs,
And clofing night the wonderous theme prolongs:
Nor fpeech nor language wants the facred ftrain ;
"T'is nature’s harmony, nor tun’d in vain.
Delightful mulick ! here the heaven-taught mind

Sweetnels beyond the reach of founds can find.
Through
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Through all the world the f{acred lines are fpreari,a
And earth’s rémotelt ends may wondering read.
From hence the nfing fun his light difplays,
And glads all nature with his cheerful rays,

So the young bridegroom on his nuptial day
Exulung fmiles, and all the fcene is gay.

Like {portive youth contending in the race,
Whenjoyful ardour paints the glowing face,
With rapid fpeed, now from the radiant eaft
His race begins, now gains the diftant weft ;
Each deep recefs his piercing beams explore,
And nature owns his all-enlivening power.

But with diviner beams, the {acred word
Shines o’er the foul, and guides it to the Lord,
Unerring guide, which heavenly light {upplies,
Transforms the heart, and makes the fimple wife!
In God’s commands fee truth and goodnefs join !
Immiortal reélitude 1s every hne.

'Tis here celefhal light and knowledge flows,
And nobler joy than all creation knows.
That pure devotion which his fear infpires,
To him its {acred fource diretts 1ts fires.

His precepts with eternal {plendour {hine,
All fpouefs truth, and righteoulnefs divine,

Vor. Il L Immortal
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Immortal treafure! all the glittering flore

Of golden mines, compar’d to thefle, how poor!
Here heavenly food abounds, divine repaft !
More {weet than honey to the longing tafle :
Here gentle admomtions warn my heart,

When my frail {teps would from thy way depart.
Obedience to thy laws, my {overeign Lord,
Brings peaceand joy, an ample rich reward.
The errors of the heart, ah, who can trace ?
Lord, 1 implore thy purifying grace ;

Prelerve thy fervant from each wilful ftain,
From {in’s deftruttive power and hateful reign:
Then {ha]l'my hife be right, my heart {incere,
And free from deadly gult, adore thy care.

Let thele petitions of my lips arife,
Warm from my heart accepted in thine eyes;
Propitious hear the humble {uit I bring,
O Lord, my firength, my Saviour and my king,

PSALM
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Psarm XXIII.

L,

THE Lord, my fhepherd and my guide,
Will all my wants fupply ;
In fafety 1 fhall fhill abide
Beneath his watchful eye.

I1,

Amid the verdant flowery meads,
He makes my {weet repofe ;
When pain'd with thirft he gently leads
Where living water flows.

111,
If from his fold I thoughtle{s ftray,

He leads the wanderer home ;
And fhews my erring feet the way
Where dangers cannot come.

IV,

Though haftening to the filent tomb,
And death’s dark fhades appears
Thy prefence, Lord, fhall cheer the gloom,

And banifh every fear,
L 2 Vl NO
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V.

No evil can my foul difmay,
While I am near my God;

My comfort, my {upport and ftay,
Thy ftaff and guiding rod.

VI.

Thy conflant bounties me furreund,
Amid my envious foes;
My favour’d head with gladnefs crown’d

My cup with bleflings flows.

ViL,

Thus fhall thy goodnels, love and care
Attend my future days ;
And I fhall dwell for ever near

My God and fing his praife,

Psarm XXIV.

HE earth through all her wide dominion owns
Her Maker; his are all her ample flores ;
Her numerous tribes, dependent on his hand,
Partake his bounty and conlels his care.
His potent hand has founded on the {eas

The
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The wonderous fabrick, rifing firm and fair
In juft proportion, 'midft the {welling floods.

But who, of all his creatures, may alpire
To lifttheir eyes to his divine abode ?
Who of the guilty race of man can hope
To ftand before his holy {eat undaunted ?
Or bear the glance of that all-piercing eye,
Which beams immortal purity and truth ?
He, whom ahmighty grace has cleans’d from guilt,
Whofe heart and lite confels’d the facred change ;
Who dares not in the purpole of his foul
Confent to {in, or harbour [ecret guile.
He fhall be crown’d with bleflings from the Lord,
Shall ftand with joy before his Saviour God,

In his eternal righteoulnefs array’d.

Thefle are the happy fouls that {eek the Lord,
That humbly {eek thy face, O God ot Jacob.

Lift up your heads, O ye celeftial gates!
Unfold your leaves, ye everlafting doors!
With conqueft crown’d, the king of glory comes!
Who s this king of glory ? ’uis the Lord

Strong in the field, vitoriousin the fight.

L 3 Lifg
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Lift up your head§, O ye celeftial gates,

Ye everlafting doors, with joyful {peed

Unfold your fhining leaves! behold he comes !
The king of glory comes! the Lord of hofls!
The conquering God ! he is the king of glory.

PR ERES

Psarm XXVII.

I.

HE Lord, my Saviour, 1s my light;

What terrors can my foul affright ?

While God my firength, my life 1s near,
What potent arm {hall make me fear ¢

IT.
When cruel foes, the fons of firife,

Came furious to devour my life ;
Their vile defigns at once o’erthrown,
Confefs'd the power that caft them down,

111.
Should numerous hofts beliege me round, .

My ftedfaft heart no fear fhall wound :
Though war fhould rife in dread array,
{zod 1s my firength, my hope, my flay,
IV. This
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1V,

This only boon my heart defires,
For this my ardent wifh afpires,
This will I feek with reftlels care,
Till God attend my humble prayer:

V.

In his own houfe to fpend my days,

My life devoted to his pratle;

There would my foul his beauties trace,
And learn the wonders of his grace.

VL

When troubles rife, my guardian God
Will hide me fafe in his abode!
Firm as a rock my hope fhall ftand,

Suftain’d by his almighty hand.

.\IIII

Now fhall my head exalted rife

Above furrounding enemics ;

While my glad oflerings to the Lord,
With grateful {ongs, his praile record,

VIIL
Thou facred {pring of all my joys,

Whene'er I raife my plaintive voice,
O let thy fovereign mercy hear,

And anfwer all my humble prayer.
L 4 IX, When
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I1X,

‘When thou with condefcending grace

Haft bid me feek thy fmiling face,
My heart replied to thy kind word,
Thee will 1 feek, all-gracious Lord.

X.
Hide not from me thy bhifsiul ray,

Nor angry frown my hopes away ;
Thy f{aving help has {till been near,
Cod of my hfe, renew thy care.

XI.
Should every earthly friend depart,

And nature leave a parent’s heart ;
My God, on whom my hopes depend,
Will be my father and my {riend,

XII.

O teach me, Lord, thy facred way,
Uphold my fteps, nor let me firay ;
While enemies and fears alarm,

Extend thy kind, thy guardian arm.
X111,

Leave not my life to unpious foes,
‘Whoferage no fenfe of juttice knows;
Againft my innocence they rife,

And breathe out cruelty and lies,

X1V, My
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X1V,

My hope was ready to depart,

But fauh {uftain’d my fainting heart ;
I trufled 1n a gracious God,

And live to fpread his praife abroad.

XV,

Ye humble fouls, in every ftrait
On God with facred courage wait ;

His hand fhall hfe and firength afford,
O wait continual on the Lord.

P OO OO Tl o O o

Psarnm XXIX,

IVE to the Lord, ye potentates of earth,
dons of renown, who glory in your might,

Give to the Lord immortal power and praife!
Confefs the awful glories of his name,
To whom alone immortal praife 1s due;
Amid lﬁs {acred courts, where holinels
Relplendent fhines, your ad»rations pay.
Hark! how hisvoice tremendousbrealks the clouds:

The God of glory thunders ; dreadful found !
O’er
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O’er the wide ocean {ftorm and terror {pread—
'Tis God amid the ftorm and terror fpeaks !
Refiftlefs power dwells 1n that awful voice;

In every accent majefly divine.

See Lebanon with all his honours bend !

And towering cedars broken fpread the ground,
A ftately ruin! ’us the breath of God

Which fthakes the {ohd hills, unmov’d before;
And Lebanon and Sirion ftart alarm’d.

So bounds the wanton heifer o’er the mead ;
So flarts the unicorn arous’d to fhight.

Etherial flames attendant wait his voice,
Dividing, blaze along the vaulted fkies,

And flafh bright horrors o’er a guilty world.
The wildernefs through all her wide extent,
Aftonifh’d hears her mighty Maker’s voice ;
And Kadefh trembles through her deepelt glooms.
The frighted hinds 1n pangs conlels his power;
The foreft haunts difclos’d, each deep recefs
Appears, and wonders at the {udden day.
While in his temple, every praifeful tongue
Relounds with foud acclaim his glorious deeds,
On the wild tempeft, and the rolling flood,
The God of nature fits, he reigns fupreme,

For ever reigns, when nature 1s no more.

The
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The Lord, the fountain of immortal power,
With firength divine his people will {uftain;

On thefe, while ftorms andtempefts fhake the world,
He {miles ferene, and calms their rifing fears,
With the fweet earnelt of eternal peace.,

F =g =g = = =g e e =%

Psatm XXX,

HEE, Lord, my thankful foul would blefs,
Thee all my powers adore |
Thy hand has rais’d me from diftrefs,
My foes rejoice no more.

11,

O Lord, my God, opprefls’d with grief,
To thee I breath’d my cry !

Thy mercy brought divine relief,
And wip’'d my tearful eye.

I1I. Thy
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111,

Thy mercy chas’'d the {hades of death,
And fnatch’d me from the grave ;

O may thy praile employ that breath
Which mercy deigns to fave.

1V.

Come, O ye faints, your voices raife
To God 1n grateful fongs :

And let the memory ot his grace,
Infpire your hearts and tongues,

V.,

His frown, what mortal can fuftain ?
But foon his anger dies ;

His life-reftoring {mile again
Returns, and forrow flies.

Vi

Her deepeft gloom when {orrow {preads,
And light and hope depart,

His fmile celeftial morning fheds,
And joy revives the heart.

VII,

Beneath thy kind protetting arm
How did my {foul rejoice!
And fondly hop’d no future harm

Should ever fthock my joys.
VIII. Lord,
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VIII.

Lord, ’twas thy favour fix’d my reit ;
Thy fhining face withdrew,

And troubles fill'd my anxious breaft,
And pain’d my foul anew.

IX.
Again to thee, O gracious God,
I rais’d my mournful eyes ;

To thee I {pread my woes abroad,
With {upplicating cries.

), @
What glory can my death afford ?
In the dark grave confin’d,

Shal! {enfelels duft adore the Lord,
Or call thy truth to mind ?

XL

Hear, O my God, in mercy hear,
Attend my plaintive cry ;

Be thou, my gracious helper, near,
And bid my forrows fly.

X1,

Again I hear thy voice divine,
New joys exulting bound ;
My robes of mourning I refign,

And gladnefs girds me round.
X111, Then
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XI1II,

Then let my utmoft glory be
To raife thy honours high;
Nor let my gratitude to thee
In gmilty hilence die.

X1V,

To thee, my gracious God, Iraife
My thanklul heart and tongue ;
O be thy goodnefs and thy praife
My everlafting fong,

L W W O 5 W S

Psarm XXXI.

I,

ORD, 1n thy great, thy glorious name,
I place my hope, my only truft;
Save me from {orrow, guilt and (hame,
Thou ever-gracious, ever jufl.

I1,

Attentive bow thy pitying ear,
Let mercy fly to my relief,
Be thou my refuge, ever near,

A fure defence from all my grief.
I11. Thou
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111,

Thou art my rock, thy name alone
The fortrels where my hopes retreat ;

O make thy power and mercy known,
To fafety guide my trembling feet.

IV.

Preferve me from the fatal [nare
Of fecret foes, who plot my fall;
And make my life thy tender care,

My God, my ftrength, my hope, my all.

V.

To thy kind hand, O gracious Lord,

My foul 1 cheerfully refign;
My Saviour God, I trull thy word,

For truth, immortal truth, 1s thine.

VI.

I hate their works, I hate their ways,
Who follow vanity and hes;

But to the Lord my hopes I raife,

And truft his power who built the fkies.

VII.

In thee, my God, I will rejoice,
While mercy makes my foul her care;
For thou haft heard my mournful VOICE,

Inall my forrows God was near.
V111, Thou
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VIIL

Thon halt not left my life to groan,
Where chains and tyrant foes opprefs;
Enlarg’d by thee, my feet have known

The {weets of liberty and peacc.

I1X.

Thy wonted mercy, Lord, renew,
See how my inward troubles rile ;
My melting foul with pity view,

And thele dejefied weeping eyes.

X.

My life 1s {pent1n orief and tears,
In fighs my hours roll {low away,

My {trength decays, while fins and [ears
Sink all my frame 1n deep decay.

XI.
While black reproaches blot my fame,

And neighbours join with cruel foes,
My friends who now forget the name,
With horror fly, and {hun my woes:

XI1I.
Till from their memory 1 flide,
And fink in dark oblivion’s fhade,

A broken veflel thrown afide,

And mix unheeded with the dead.
XIIIL 1
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X111,

I heard the cruel {lander rife,

While foes and fears befet me round;
I heard the murderous bands devife
To crufh me helplefsto the ground.

XI1V.

But I have trufted in thy name,
O Lord, my hope, my fix'd abode ;
And fill avow’d my humble claim,

(O {weet fupport!) thou art my God.

. AV,
My life, my all, 15 in thy hand;
Let thy almighty power controul

The rage of this remorfelels band,
And fave my perfecuted foul.

XVI.

O let thy favour, blifs divine !

Thy {mile with heavenly radiance break,
And round thy fainting fervant {hine;
O f{ave me for thy mercy’s fake.

XVII.

Leave not my hope to {ink in thame,
God of my prayer, in whom I truft;
Let wicked men, who hate thy name,

Lofe all their'glory in the duft:
VoL, 1L M XVIII. Deep
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XVILI.

Deep in the grave be lying tongues
In everlafling filence laid,
Whofe proud difdain, and {landerous wrongs,

The injur'd innocent invade,
XX,
What endlefs blifs, O bounteous Lord,

(Immenfely great, divinely free!)
Haft thou referv’d for their reward,

Who fear thy name, and wult in thee ¢

XX,
Thy gracious hand fhall near thee hide

Thefe happy favorites of thy care ;
Safe atthy feet they ihall abide,
Nor pride, nor flander reach them there.

X X1,
Bleft be the Lord, for ever bleft,

Whofe mercy bids my fears remove ;
The facred walls which guard my relt,
Are his almighty power and love.

XXII,

I rafhly faid, I fink, I die,
Cut off, abandon’d to defpair;
Yet thou, my God, haft heard my cry,

And gracious anfwer’d all my prayer.
XXIIL Ye
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X XIII.

Ye faints; to whom his mercy flows,
O love, for ever love the Lord ;

While on the proud his hand beftows,
A dreadful, and a juft reward.

XXIV,

Ye humble {ouls, who feek his face,
Let facred courage fill your heart;
Hope 1n the Lord, and truft his grace,
And he fhall heavenly ftrength impart.

Psarm XXXII.

LEST is the man, whofecrimes areallremov’d
By grace divine, whofe trembling guilty {oul
Kind mercy covers with her {potlefs robe,
How bleft, when awful juftice frowns no'more |
Acquitted at the throne {fupreme, and cleans'd
His inmoft heart from every guileful thought.

When deep {upprels'd my inward anguifh lay,

Nor found the {olace of complaining fpeech;
M 2 Heart-
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i{eart-breaking groans were all my griels could
know,
And this weak frame funk down 1n fwift decay.
Thy awful hand vindiflive prels’d my {oul,
And day and night my unremitting pains
Dry’d up the [prings of life with parching thult.
At length, low proilrate at thy throne of grace,
(My heart diffolv'd in pemitential woe. J
I mourn’d my fins, and told my forrows there.
’Twas then, my God, thy kind forgiving {nile
Remov'd my griefs, and cancell’d all mvgu:li.
For this, fhall every pious mourning foul
Before thy throne prefent his humble prayers,
And find a God of fovereign mercy there.
When floods of {orrow roll their fwelling waves,
Sure they can never reach him near his God.
Thou art my refuge, thou, my lale delence ;
Here will I hide, whenc’er my troubles rife,
And truft 1thy power, thy faithfulnels and love;
Till thy preferving, thy delivering hand,

To grateful tranfport tunes my raptur'd {ong.

Come, whileI teach, ye uninfirutted, hear
The voice of one by long experience wife;
My watchiul care {half gnide your dubious way.
Bend unrelifling to the Land of heaven;

Nor
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Nor like the brute, whom realon never taught,
Impatient of reflraint, with heedlels rage,
Purlue the path ungovern'd paflion leads.
Unnumber'd forrows wait the fons of guilt,
Their juft reward : but he whole humble truft,
Iix’d on the Lord, infpires obedient love,
dhall be fecure ; for heavenly mercy {preads
Her everlafling arms, his fure defence.
Rejoice, ye prousfouls, for God is yours,
Guard of your lives, and center of your joys.
Let {houts of praile the Leart-felt rapture {peak,
Sincere and boundlels as the blifs you fhare.

Psarm XXXIII,

EJOICE, yerighteous, in the Lord rejoice;
For praife 15 lovely when a heart fincere
Infpires the lips, and tunes the grateful ftrain.

Awake the harp! awake the founding lyre !
Let every firing awake 1ts tuneful power,
To aid the voice, and raife the facred hymn !

M g Begin
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Begin the fong! the exalted theme demands

New ftrains of joy ! let every charming found
That art or nature knows awake to praife !

The word of God 15 facred, juft and night,
Inviolably firm, and all his works
With glorious evidence attedt his truth.
In holinefs and juftice he delights,
And perfeét reflitude 1s his alone.
Earth, fill’d withbleflings {rom his bounteous hand,
Declares the boundlefs goodnefs of the Lord.

His potent word fpread thewide arch of heaven;
The ftarry hoft obey’d the voice divine,

And 1nitant kindled through the fair expanfe.
He leads the waters through their fandy beds ;
The waters own his hand, and to the fea
Obedient bring their congregated ftores,

Let untverfal nature fear the Lord,

Let all the inhabitants of earth adore,
With awful] reverence their Creator’s name.

He fpake! the fovereign mandate was obey'd ;
Fix'd on his firm decree all nature flands.

The
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The heathen nations, {trangers to the Lord,
In vain their impious counfels would purfue;
In vain their deep contrivances are laid ;

He {ees and difappoints theiridle {chemes,
Which ere they take eflet, are loft in air.
The counfel of the Lord fhall ftand for ever,
His facred purpeles be all fulfill’d,

And future ages witnefs to his truth.

How bleft the nation who can call the Lord
Their God, their guardian friend! hischofenpeople,
His cwn inhentance; diftinguifh’d lot !

From heaven, where in eternal majefty
He fits enthron’d, his awful eye beholds
The fons of men; from his fupreme abode
He views the inhabitants of this low world ;
He made their hearts, he {ees their every thought,
And weighs the various aétions of their lives.
No powerful monarch by his numerous hoft
Surrounded, 1s prelerv’d, if God withdraw
His kind protettion ; mortal ftrength is weak
In allits pnide, and impotent to fave.
In vain the warlike horfe lis aid fupplies,

M 4 Ta
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To {peed his helplels, trembling mafter’s flight ;
Nor ftrength nor fpeed eludes purfuing fate.

But oh, with watchful eye, and tender care,
The Lord regards the {ouls that fear his name,
And on his fovereign mercy fix their hope :

He guards their lives from cvery deathful itroke.,
Nor war {hall hurt them, nor {hall famine wafle.
On him we wait, our God, our help, our thield ;
On him with humble confidence depend :

I'n him our fouls for ever fhall rejoice ;

For we have truited in his holy name.

O be thy mercy, Lord, our conflant truft,

Our blifsful portion, mercy large and full,
Unbounded and immortal as our hopes !

' O W S o o S S L

Psarm XXXIX.

I

HEN I refolv’d to watch my thoughts,
To watch my words and all my ways,

Left I fhould with unwary faults

Offend the God my life thould praife ;
II, In
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I1.

In mournful filence long reftrain’d,
My thoughts were prefs'd with fecret grief;
My heart with {ad refletion pain’d,

In lilence found no kind relief,

111,

While thus the inward angmfh burn'd,
My ftraiten’d fpeech at length found way ;
My tongue in broken accents mourn’d
Before my God, and try'd to pray.

IV,
Almighty Maker of my frame,

Teach me the mealure of my days,
Teach me to know how frail I am,
And fpend the remnant to thy praile.

V.

My days are fhorter than a fpan,

A little point my hle appears;

How frail at beft 15 dying man !

How vain are all his hopes and fears!

VII

Vain his ambition, notfe and {thow !
Vain are the cares which rack his mind !
He heaps up treafures mix'd with woe;

And dies, and leaves them all bebind.
VII. O be
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V1I.

O be a nobler portion mine;

My God, 1bow before thy throne,
Earth’s fleeting treafures I refign,
And fix my hope on thee alone.

VILI,

Save me, by thy almighty arm,

From all my fins, and cleanfe my faults;
Then guilt nor folly fhall alarm

My foul, or vex my peaceful thoughts.

IX.
Beneath the chaftening of thy hand,

Let not my heart cr tongue repine;

But filent-and {ubmiflive bend,
And bear the firoke becaufe 'tis thine.

X

But O let mercy {oon prevail,
Thy awful anger to remove;
The firoke is juft, but I am frail,

Thy fparing goodnels let me prove.

X1,

Frail man, how foon his beauty flies !
He fins, and God afflifts with pain ;
Crufb’d like the feeble moth he dies ;

His firength, how impotent and vain !
X1I. Lord,
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X1I,

Lord, wilt thou gracious hear my cry,
Pity my tears and heal my woe !

As were my fathers, {o am I,

A wretched firanger here below.

XIIIL,

O {pare me, and my firength reftore,
Ere my few hafty minutes flee;

And when my days on earthareo'er,
Let me for ever dwell with thee.

ofpl e el AL DL DL,

Psarm XLIIL

L.

S the poor hart tir'd 1n the chafe,

Pants for the cool refrefhing flood,
So pants my foul for ftreams of grace,
Thy cheering vifits, O my God.

II.
For God my thirfly {pirit longs,
The facred {pring of living joy ;
When fhall I come with thankful {ongs,

Before my God? divine employ !
I11, Through
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111,

Through the {ad might and mournfu! day
My flowing tears have been my food,
While taunting foes continual fav,

« And where is now thy Saviour God

IV,

My melting foul in grief 1s {pent,
When 1 revolve my happier days;
When with the joyful throng 1 weut
To thy abode with {ongs of praife.

V.

Why, O my foul, thus funk in woc?
Why thus with refllefs forrows torn ?
Hope thouin God ; my fong fhall tlow,
For his bright prefence will return.

VI.

My heart finks down opprefs’d with grief;
Yet, Q my God, 1'll call to mind

Thole feafons paft, for my relief,
When I was bleft and thou waft kind.

VIL

Thy terrors overwhelm my foul,
Wave alter wave, with dreadful roar ;
So ftormy feas like mountains roll
And {welling billows drown the fhore.

VHI. Yt':i



[ 173 ]

VIIII

Yet will the Lord command his care,

His love (fweet morn!)fhall cheer mine eyes;
And mix’d with praife my nightly prayer,
God of my life, to thee fhall rife.

1X.
To thee, I'll cry, my God, my rock :
Al, why haft thou forgot thy care ?

Why mourn I thus beneath the ftroke
Of foes, who drive me near defpair?

X.

Their fharp reproaches pierce my heart
With daily anguilh, while they fay
(The thought is like a pointed dart,)
Where is thy God, thy boafted ftay ?

XI.

Why finks my fainting {pirit down?
Why do my reftlefs paflions mourn ?

What, though my God a moment frown,
His blifsful fmile will yet return.

X1l.

Then fhall I fpread his power abroad,

His fmile my drooping hope {hall raife;

My light, my health, my Saviour God,

Shall tune my fighs to {ongs of praife.
PsALM
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Psatm XLVI.

OD 1s our ftrength, omnipotence our {tay
Ourrefuge, preflent ftill when troubles rife.

Safe in his care, no fear fhall reach our fouls,

Though earth be from her firm foundations mov’d,

And mountains with tremendous (hock are torn,

Deep from their antient bafis torn, and hurl’d

With dreadful dafh, amidft the roaring waves;

Though the waves roar and botl with reftlefs rage,

Andthreat with hideous fwell the trembling world.
There 1sa river of immortal peace,

Clear fpringing from the high eternal throne,

Which flowsinblifsful fireams throughall the groves

Of paradife,—from this eternal fpring

Some little rivalets delcend, to cheer

The city of our God, the facred place

Of his abode on earth; thoughall around

Be difcord and commotion, fhe fhall dwell

Unmov'd, ferene, and fafe, for God is there :

His
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Hisarm omnipotent is ever near

Her prefent help, her all-fufhcient guard,

The heathen rag’d with war, the émpires (hook,
And all was uproar, noife and wild confulion !
His awful voice was heard, and all was hufh'd,
And earth diffolv’d 1n filence!

The Lord of hofls is with us ; Ifrael’s God

Is our defence, our everlafting refuge.

The Lord ! behold the wonders of his hand !
The mourning nations, defolate and walle,
Confefs the power of his tremendous frown,
Throughthe wideearth hebids fiern warto ceale,
The earth obeys, and war 1s heard no more.
With one light touch he breaks the ufelefs bow,
Shivers the fpear, and burns the warlike chariot.

He fpeaks!—the world 1n deep attention held,

Awaits the {acred founds! « Be {till and know

** That I am God, among the heathen tribes

“ 1 will be honour’d; through the {pacious earth

“ My name fhall be exalted and ador'd !”

The Lord of hofts 1s with us; Ifrael’s God

Is our defence, our everlafting refuge.

PsALM
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Psarm XLVII,

E happy tribes, proclaim your facred joys;
Let thoutsottriumph tothe heavensafcend!
The Lord moft high with awful power prefides,
And rules the earth with univerfal {way !
Subdu’d by him, our haughty foces fhall fink,
And conquer’d nations bend beneath our feet,
He fhall {ele€t our bleft inheritance ;

The favour’d {ons of Jacob fhall enjoy
The fame almighty love their father fhai’d.

Hark the glad fhout ! our God to conquell leads,
And warlike founds proclaim his glorious name !
Join every voicein hymns of joylul praife;

Our Gad, our king demands the facred {ong ;
Repeat his prailes in immortal ftrains.

For God is king fupreme, o'er all the earth
With uncontefted power his {cepter rules

And while his praife employs the tuneful vorce,
Let all your hearts adore the name you {ing.
Sole monarch of the world, Jehovah reigns!

The



[ 177 1]

{'he heathen empires trembling own his power,’
And holinels furrounds his awful throne.
Aflembling princes lead the praileful throng,
To Abraham’s God their grateful homage pay,
And leave their votive fhields beneath his feet.
Great is the Lord ! his high exalted name

For ever with unrival’d glory fhines!
S S S P S D S P S o
PsaLm LI

I.
O R D, let thy mercy, full and free,
Vile as 1 am, extend to me;
And bid my numerous crimes remove,
All cancell'd by thy fovereign love.

1L,
O wafh this guilty heart of mine,

For cleanfing grace 1s only thine ;
I own my fins, and fhll they rile
With recent horror to my eyes.

I11.

Againft the God T love and fear,
My aggravated crimes appear ;
’Tis this alone awakes my {mart,

And fills with grief my fainting heart.
Vor. II. N IV, While
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1V.
While humbly proftrate in the duft,

1 own thy awful fentence juft ;
My foul adores thy facred word,
For ever righteous is the Lord.

V.

Soon as my 1nfant life began,
And nature fram’d the future man,
So{oon did {in its taint impart,

The dire contagion feiz'd my heart.

VL.

Since inward truth thy laws require,
That inward truth, O Lord, infpire;;
Through all my foul let wifdom {hine,
And give me punty divine.

VII,

O let the facred hylop prove,

Bleft emblem of thy cleanfing love ;
Thy fovereign mercy can beltow,

A heart more pure than falling {now.

VIII.
Let thy reviving word impart
Peace, joy and pardon, to my heart ;
Then fhall this broken frame rejoice,
And blefs thy kind, thy healing voice.
IX. Let
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[X.
Let all my fins, (though deep their dye,)

For ever in oblivion lie;;
For ever blot the dreadful {core,
And view the long account no more,

X.
Create my inmoll powers anew,
Make all my heart fincere and true;

O caft me not 1n wrath away,
Nor hide thy foul-enlivening ray. .

XI,

Reftore thy favour, blifs divine!
Thofe heavenly joys that once were mine ;
- Let thy own {pirit kind and free,

Uphold and guide my fleps to thee.

X1I;

Then will I teach thy facred ways,
With holv zeal proclaimthy praife ;
Till finners leave the dangerous road,
Forfake their fins and turn to God.

X1I1L

O cleanfe my guilt, and heal my pain,
Remove tl}e blood polluted ftain ;
Then thall my heart adoring trace,

My Saviour God, thy boundlefs grace.
N 2 X1V. Then
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xlV.
Then fhall my joylul tongue proclaim
In grateful ftrains, thy glorious name;

Infpir'd by thee, my fong fhall flow,
And all thy wonderous mercy (how,

XV.
H facrifice would pleale my God,
My offerings fhould thy altars load ;

But vain were all my offer’d flore,
Yor blazing altars p]eafe no more.

XVIL

This 1s the gift I would impart,

A humble, broken, contrite heart ;
A broken heart, repentant {ighs,

O God, thou never wilt defpife.

XVIIL,
O let thy goodnels, Lord, appear,

1o Zion, once thy cholen care;
Suftain’d and built by power divine,
Let Salem’s walls diftinguilh’d {hine.

XVIILL

To thee, the prous facnfice
Accepted then thall daily rife ;
Again the grateful offerings flame,
And glad devotion blefs thy name.

PsALM
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PS ALM LX\]-.

I.
EFORE thy throne, O God of grace,

Thy Siou would her vows perlorm ;
Iler ardent vows in deep diftrels—
O be her grateful praife as warm.

I1,

O thou who hear’ft our humble cry,
Our God, ourreluge and our ftay ;

To thee, fhall mourning finners fly,
To thee, fhall every nation pray.

I11.

Though fin prevails with dreadful {way,
And hope almoft expiring l1es,

Thy grace fhall purge our fins away,
And bid our dying hopes arife.

IV.

Happy the man approv’d by thee,
Near to his God, thy cholen care;
Thy conftant goodnefs he fhall {ee,

The bounties of thy table {hare.
N 3 V. Whene'er
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V.
Whene’er thy injur'd people’s cries
Afcend before thy awlul throne,
All dreadful bright thy terrors vife,

And make thy grace and juflice known.

VI,

Thou art the confidence and ltay

Of the wide earth’s remoteft ends;
And thole who try the dangerous {ea,
On thee their hope, their all depends.

VI,

Thy awful word with potent {ound
Firm bade the {olid mountains {tand ;
Thy power encircles natnre round ;
All nature refts upon thy hand.

VI,

That word which fhlls the raging {eas,
When the loud waves tempeltuous roar,
Commands the warring world to peace ;
Aund noife and tumult are no more.

I1X.
Thy dreadful figns difplay’d abroad,

Fill trembling nations with {urprize;
The trembling nations own the God,
And Lift thew {upplicating eyes.

N. 1he
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The rifing morn, the clo{ing day,
Repeat thy praile with grateful volce ;

Fach in their turns thy power difplay,

And laden with thy gifts rejoice.

Xl.
Earth’s wide-extended varying {cenes,
All fniling round thy bounty (how ;

From leas or clouds, full magazines,

Thy nich diffufive bleflings flow.

XI1L,
Now earth receives the precious {eed,
Which thy indulgent hand prepares !

And nourithes the future bread,
And anfwers all the fower’s cares.

X111,

Thy fwcet refrefhing fhowers attend,
And through the ridges gently flow,
Soft on the fpringing corn defcend ;

And thy kind blefling makes 1t grow.
X1V,

Thy goodnels crowns the circling year,
Thy paths drop fataels all around ;
Ev'n barren wilds thy praife declare,
And echoing hills return the {ound.

N 4 XV. Here
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XV.

Here fpreading flocks adorn the plain,
There plenty every charm dilplays;
Thy bounty cloaths each lovely icene,
And joyful nature thouts thy praile,

e

S T e e O e e

Psary LXXVIL.

L.
O God, Irais’d my carnelt cries,
To God, who rules the cartl and {kies :

His fovereign mercy deign’d to hear
My loud complaints with pitying ear.

11,
The tedious day was fpent in grief,
In humble prayer I fonght relief ;
But day and night the refllefs fmart
Deny’d fweet comfort tomy heart.

111,

I thought on God with terrors arm’d ;
New troubles then mv {oul alarm’d !
Then over whelming forrows role,
Sor could compldining calc my woes.
V. '11[13_,?
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1V,

Thy terrors, Lord, forbid my relt,
And filent anguifh fills my brealt ;
And now in {ad reflettion nfe

Paft days and years before my eyes.

V.

My nightly fongs I call to mind,

And try fome gleam of joy to {ind;
But {earch this wretched heart 1n vain,
For allis darknefs, griefand parn.

Vi

Will God for ever leave his care ?
Nuft I no more his favour {hare ?

Shall long-loft mercy ne'er prevail?

And can his word for ever fail ?

VI,

Array’d 1n frowns his angry face,
Has God forgot his wonted grace ?
And clos'd the full, the boundlefs ftore

Of merey, ne’er to open more ?

VIII,

But I rebuke my drooping heart,
I"ar hence ye guilty fears depart:

Still will T call palt comforts o'er,
And traft almighty love and power

IX, This
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IX.
Tlis drooping heart again {hall trace
The ancient wonders of thy grace ;

The mighty works my Ged has wrought,
Shall {till employ my voice, my thought,

X.
Thy way, O God, thy wonderous way,
While in thy temple 1 furvey,

Struck with aftonifhment, I cry,
Where s a power [o great, fo high ?

Al
Whoe'er {urveys thy works muft own
That thou art God, and thou alone;

Thy favours to thy cholen care
The wonders of thy power declare,

Xl1I.
Thy potent arm, for ever near,
Controul’d their foes, controul'd themr fear ;

And Jacob’s fons, (diftinguifh’d race!)
Confefs’d thy kind delivering grace.

X1I1.

The waters with thy prelence aw'd,
Beheld, and own’d thetr maker God;
The ocean (hook with all 1's waves,

And trembled through Its d:::epeﬂ caves.
f‘{l\f. rfl':t
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XIV.

The full clouds pour'd their watery ftore ;
Amid the ftorms impetuous roar,
Thy dreadful arrows flew abroad,
And founding lkies proclaim’d the God |

xV.
Thy awful voice 1n thunder broke,
Heaven liften’d while the Almighty {poke;
While o’er the world keen lightenings {pread,
Farth trembled with unufual dread

XVI,
Thy path, O Lord, thy traftlels way

Liesin the deep unfathom’d {ea;
No mortal thought can ever trace
Thy fteps of wifdom, power and grace.

XV1I.
Thy people found thy guardian care ;
Where'er they wander’d, God was there ;
Till guided by thy prophiet’s hand,
They reach’d {ecure the promis'd land.

PsaLM
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Psatm LXXXIV.

L.

OW laovely, how divinely {weet,
O Lord, thy facred courts appear! ‘
Fain would my longing paffions'mect

The glories of thy prefence there.

11,

With firong defire my {pinit faints,

I languifh for thy bleft abode ;

Z'his throbbing heart, oh, how it pants !
And all my powers cry out for God.

111,

The {parrows near thy altar hive,
And fwallows there a neft obtain ;

My God, my king, and wilt thou give
T'o birds, what [ defire in vain ?

1V,
Oh, bleft the men, bleft their employ,

Whom thy 1ndulgent favours raife
Lo dwell in thefe abodes of joy,

And (ing thy never-cealing praile.
V. Happy
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V.
Happy the men, whom ftrength divine

With ardent love and zeal infpires !
Whofe fteps to thy bleft way incline,

With willing hearts and warm defires.

VI.
Through Baca’s thirfty vale they go ;

But God commands, and fprings arife,
And fhowers defcend with copious flow,

To yield the pilgrim full fupplies.

VIL.
Sull they purfue the painful road,

Increafing {trength furmounts their fear ;

Till all at length before their God,
In Sion’s glorious courts appear.

VIII.

O Lord of bofls, attend my prayer,
Our father’s God, thy ear 1ncline;
Shield of our lives, reveal thy care,
And on thy own anointed {hine.

IX.
One day within thy {acred gate,
Affords more real joy to me,

Than thoufands in the tents of ftate ;

The meaneft place is bliis with thee.
X. God
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X.

God isa fun; our brighteft day
¥rom his reviving prelence flows ;
God is 2 fhield, through all the way,

To guard us from {urrounding foes.

XI.
He pours his kindell bleflings down,

Profufely down on {ouls fincere:
And grace fhall guide, and glory crown
The happy favorites of his care.

ML
O Lord of hofts, thou God of grace,
How bleft, divinely bleft, 1s he,
Who trufls thy love and feeks thy lace,

And fixes all his hopes on thee'!

S O

#"!{-

Psay LXXXVIIL

1.
Lord, my life, my Saviour God,
Hear, while I {pread my woes abroad;

\While day and night my mournful cries

Before thv throne inceflant rife,

II, Let
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IL
Let thy indulgent pitying ear
Incline to my diftrefsful prayer;

With {orrow my full heart o’erflows,
And o’er me foon the grave will clofe.

111,

My ftrength 1s loft, my life refign’d,
Among the dead my place aflign’d;
Cut off [rom life, from hope and thee,
Scarce are the {lain more loft than me.

IV.

Low 1n the grave my hopes are laid,
And darknefls fpreads 1ts deepeft fhade ;
Thy dreadful wrath affliéts my {oul,
Like whelming waves thy terrors roll.

V.

Far from thefe wretched eyes remov’d,
Are all the friends whom once I lov'd;

They fly my {orrows, while I moan,
Confin’d, unpity’d, and alone.

VI.

In vain to eale my hopelefs woe,

The ltreaming tears incellant flow ;

To thee, O Lord, I breathe my cries,
And ftretch my hands and lift my eyes.

VI Wil
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VII.

W ilt thou from duft thy wonders vatfe ¢

And fhall the dead awake to praife s
Thy kindnefs fhall the grave record ?
Or life deftroy’d adore thy word ?

VIIIL

Where ne'er one cheering ray of light
Breaks through the deep, the folid might,
Shall thy almighty power be known ?
Thy truth, fhall dark oblivion own ¢

1X,
Yet ftill to thee my cries alcend ;
My earnefl cries, O Lord, attend ;

My nightly groans, my morning prayer,

all feek thee fill with refllels care.
X

Why, Lord, wilt thou reject my foul ¢

Thy fmule can all my cares controul ;

Why wilt thou hide thy blifsful face,
While 1in vain implore thy grace ¢

Al
Affli@ed long have I complain’d,
And long a dying life fuftain'd;
E xprefslefs pain thy frownsimpart,
Diftrafting korrors wound y heart.

XII. Th:r'
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XII,

Thy fierce difplealure who can bear ?
*T1s death array’d in black defpair;
Like fwelling floods thy terrors rife,
O’erwhelm my heart, and comfort dies.

XIIL,

My dearelt friends who fhar’d my heart,
Far from thofe mourntul {cenes depart ;
While o’er my lolitary head

Dark fhades and difmal filence {pread.-

$OP YA A

PsaLm XC,

I,

ORD, thou haft been thy children’s God,
All-powerful, wile, and good, and juft,

In every age their {ale abode,

Their hope, their refuge, and their truft.

11,

Before thy word gave nature birth,
Or fpread the flarry heavens abroad,
Or form’d the varied face of earth,

From everlafting thou art God.
Vor. 1L O 111, Deftruction
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111.

Deftruflion waits thy awful word,
While mortal hope expiring mourns;
Obedient nature owns her Lord;
And dying man to duft returns,

IV,

Great Father of etermty,

How fhort are ages in thy {ight !

A thoufand years, how fwift they fly,
Like one fhort, filent watch of night !

V.
-“Thy anger, like a {welling flood,

Comes o’er the world with dreadiul fway ;

The tempeft {peaks the offended God,
And {weeps the guilty race away.

V1.
Uncertain hife, how foon 1¢ flies!
Die¢am of an hour, hew thort our bloom !
Like {pring’s gay verdure now we rife,
Cut down ere night to hll the tomb.

VII.
Con{um’d by thy vindittive frown,

Our blellings and our hives decay ;
Our fpints fink defpairing down,

And every comfort dies away.

VI, Full
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VIII,

Full in thy view our crimes appear,
Thy eye beholds each fecret fault,
And marks, in holinefs fevere,
The lins of every inmoft thought.

1X.

Our days, alas, how fhort their bound!|
Though {flow and fad they feem to run,
Revolving years roll {wiftly round,

A mournful tale, but quickly done.

X.

Perhaps to three{core years and ten
Protralted ; -or if longer flill,

Ah, what can more, but lengthened pain,
The laft fad tedious period fill ?

X1,

What mortal thought can comprehend
The awful glories of thy throne ?

Not all the terrors fear can lend,

Can make thy dreadful vengeance known.

XII,

Teach us to count our fhortening days,
And with true diligence apply
Our hearts to wifdom’s facred ways,

That we may learn to live and die.
O ¢ XIII, O may
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X111,

O may thy favour, Lord, return,
Nor thy bright prefence long delay ;
Nor let thy fervants vainly mourn,
And weep their wretched hves away.

X1V,
Soon let thy mercy cheer our hearts,
And tune our grateful fongs of praife ;

And let the joy thy {fmile imparts,
Enliven all our future days.

XV,
O make our facred pleafures nle,

In {fweet proportion to our pains,
Till ev’n the fad remembrance dies,

Nor one uneafy thought complains.

XVI.

Let thy almighty work appear,
With power and evidence divine;

And may the blifs thy fervants fhare,

Continued to their children fhine.

XVII,

Thy glorious image fair imprell,

Iet all our hearts and lives declare ;

Beneath thy kind protetion bleft,
May all our labours own thy care.

PsALM



[ 197 ]

e 2t > e LD Dl D

Psarm XCIII,

Ii

HE Lord, the God of glory, reigns,

In robes of majefly array’d;
His rule omnipotence fuftains,
And guides the worlds his hands have made.

11,

Ere rolling worlds began to move,
Or ere the heavens were ftretch’d abroad,

Thy awful throne was fix'd above ;
From everlafting thou art God.

111,

The {welling floods twwmultuous rife, -

Aloud the angry tempefts roar,
Lift their proud billows to the fkies,

And foam and lafh the trembling {hore.

1V,

The Lord, the mighty God, on high,
Controuls the fiercely raging leas;
He {peaks! and noife and terpett fly,

The waves fink down ingentle peace.
0 3 V. Thy
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V.

Thy fovereign laws are ever fure,
Eternal holinels is thine;

And, Lord, thy people fhould be pure,
And in thy bleft refemblance {hine.

P OO e S O SO

Psatm XCVII.

T H E Lord, the mighty God exalted reigns ;
Rejoice, O earth, ye numerous 1iles adore !
Around his feat are clouds and darknefs {pread,
Too ftrong its {plendors for created eyes.
His throne, on holinefs and juftice fix'd,
Eternal ftands ! before his awful face
Bright, yet devouring flames, tremendous blaze,
And with reliftlefs fury blaft s foes!
His lightenings flalh’d bright horrors o’er the world ;
Earth faw and trembled to her inmoft center !
While confcious of their Maker’s awful pelence,
The folid hills like wax diffolv’d away,
And all creatign own’d the prefent God !
The heavens in thining charaters difplay
The wonders of his power, and bid the world

| Behold
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Behold them and adore their mighty former.
Confufion waits on thofe who blindly ferve
Thegods their hands have made ; deluded mortals!
How weak their 1dols, and how vain their boait !
Let all the higheft names, in earth and heaven,
With reverence bow before the Lord alone.
Sion with rapture all his wenders heard,

And Judah's daughters triumph’d in his namé
His righteous judgments are his people’s _]Q?L.
Thou, Lord, art high exalted o'er the earth,

Far above all the {hining: thrones of heaven.

Ye favorites of the Lord, who love his name,

O fly, abhorrent fly, from every fin
So fhall your {ouls by his almighty care
Be {lill preferv’d, and fav'd from all your foes,

Bright {cenes of happmefs await the righteous ;
And fpringing joys in futyre profpett rife,

To crown the upright foul with endlefs blifs.
Rejoice in God, ye faints, and grateful raife
Your hearts, your tongues, in praifes to his name,
His holy name, your ercrla{hng Joy.

O 4  PsaLM
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PsaLm CII.

L.

O R D, hear thy fervant’s humble prayer,
And let my mournful cry

Afcend, and reach thy gracious ear,

And move thy pitying eye.

I1.
O do not hide thy blifsful face,

When fears and {orrows rife;
But hear, and let thy fovereign grace
Return with quick fupphes.

II.

My days like fmoke confume away,
And this poor dying frame

Sinks down to ruin and decay,
Scorch'd with affhiftion’s flame.

IV.

My {pirit fails, my hopes decline,
Like withering grafs they fade;
And while beneath thy firoke 1 pine,

How taftelefs is my bread !
V. My
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VI

My frength, with oft-repeated groans,
Is wafting faft away,
And leaves this fkin, thefe feeble bones,

To wrinkles and decay.

VI

Like a poor folitary fowl
Which in the defart roves,

Or like the melancholy owl
That nightly baunts the groves;

VIIL

I fpend the watchful night alone,
Slow moves the tirefome fhade,

While like the plaintive bird, I moan,
All defolate and fad.

VIIL

While all the day my cruel foes
In fharp reproaches join,

And more to aggravate my woes,
Againft my life combine.

IXI

My tafte no food with comfort cheers,
'Tis afhes mix’d with woe;
And mingling with my drink, my tears

In briny torrents flow.
X. What
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What comfort e’er can cheer my tafle,

Beneath thy angry frown ?
Rais'd by thy fmile, I once was bleft,
But thou haft caft me down.

XAl
I fink with hope’s departing ray,
And life expiring fails ;

So the faint fhadow dies away,
When gloomy night prevatls.

X1l

But thou, O Lord, fhalt fiill endure,
Thy truth fhall neer decay ;

Thy love unalterably fure,
While ages roll away.

X111,

In Sion’s caule thou wilt arife,
Thy mercy dawns around ;

The time is come, her forrow flies,
And all her hopes are crown d.

XIV.
That Sion, which thy fervants love,
Each heart her memory wears;

Their paflions o’er her ruins move,
In fadly plcaﬁng tears.

AV.

S0
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XV.

So fhall the heathen nations fear
The Lord’s exalted name :
Farth’s haughty monarchs low revere

Thy majelty fupreme.

XVI.-
When Sion’s God, with power array'd,

Shall build her frame anew,
Then fhall his glory be difplay’d

To our adminng VieW.

XVIL

O let the humble deflitute
Ne'er fink in fad defpatr;

The Lord will hear their mournful {ui,
And anfwer all their prayer.

XVIIL

His truth, his mercy, and his power
Shall fill the bleft record ;

And future ages thall adore
And love and praife the Lord.

X1X.

From heaven, his high eternal throne,
(O condelcending grace !)

The almighty looks with pity down
On earth’s low worthlels race.

XX, He



[ 204 ]
XX,

He fees the groaning prifoner’s pain,
And brings a kind reprieve;
His hand fhall loofe the fatal chain,

And bid the vi€lim live:
X)L |

Live to declare his glorious name,
And fpread his praife abroad,
And in his facred courts proclaim

The mercy of his God.

X XII.

A{Tembled there his faints attend,
And fongs of praile repeat;
And there united nations bend,

And worfhip at his feet.

X XIII,

In life’s mid-way my ftrength declin’d,
But ’twas my father’s hand ;

My (hortening days flew (wift as wind,
At his {fupreme command.

XX1V,
[ faid, to thee my God I pray,

Whofe years for ever lalt;
O take me not {o {oon away,

Ere half my days are paft.
¥ XV. Earth's
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XXV,

Earth’s old foundations thou hatft laid ;
The heavens, (aglorious frame 1)

By thy almighty hand were fpread,
And {peak their Maker's name.

XXVI.
Their fhining wonders all fhall fade ;

By thy controuling power,

Chang'd like a vefture quite decay'd ;

But thou fhalt {ill endure.

XXVII,

Thy bright perfettions, all divine,
Eternal as thy days,

Through everlafting ages fhine,
With undiminifh’d rays.

XXVIIL

Thy {ervant’s children flill thy care,

Shall own their father’s God :
To latelt times thy favour fhare,

And {pread thy praife abroad,

PsALM
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PsaLm CIIIL.

1.
W A XK E my foul, awake my tongue,
My God demands the grateful {ong,

Let all my inmoft powers record
The wonderous mercy of the Lord.

11,

Divinely free, his mercy {lows,

Forgives my crimes, allays my woes,
And bids approaching death remove,
And crowns me with indulgent love.

111,

He fills my longing foul with good,
Qubftantial blifs ! immortal food !«
Youth {miles renew’d in active primé,}
And triumphs o’er the power of ume,

IV,

In him the poor oppreft fhall find
A friend almighty, juft and kind;

His glorious atts, his wonderous ways,

By Mofes taught, proclaim his praife.
V. How
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V.

How [ree his plenteous mercies flow !
But his reluétant wrath how flow !
He chides, but foon his {mile returns,
Nor long his dreadful anger burns.

VI,

How far beyond our vile delerts,
Is every gift lus hand 1mparts !
High as the bnght expanded lkies,
His vaft unbounded mercies rife.

Vi,

As diftant as creating power

Has fix'd the eaft and weftern fhore;
So far our numerous crimes remove,
At the fweet voice of pardoning love.

VIII.

The tenderelt yearning nature knows,
A father’s love too faintly {hows
The ever-kind 1ndulgent care

Which God's own happy children {hare.
IX'

He knows our frame, furveysour burth,
Cumpos’a of duft, frails fons of earth;.
Man like a fair, but fhort-hv’'d flower,

Springs up and blooms one {miling bour.
X, But
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X

But if a noxious blaft arife,

Sudden its tranfient glory flies;
Thofe charms which made the fcene {o gay,

Sreal from the fight and die away.

X1,

But mercy with unchanging rays
For ever fhines, while time decays;

And children’s children {hall record
The truth and goodnefs of the Lord.

X1I.
Tothole, who with delightful awe,

Love and obey his facred law,
Whofe hearts withwarm devotion glow,

Whofe lives their grateful duty fhow.

X111.
The Lord 1s king, his hand alone

Has fix’d in heaven his radiant throne;

He fends his fovereign laws abroad,
And heaven and earth confels the God.

XIVI

Immortal form’d by power divine,
Attending angels round him {hine,
Obfervant wait his facred will,

And his commands with joy fulfiil.
V- Ye
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W'e heavenly hofts adore the Lord,
Who form’d you to obey his word ;
Let everlalting praifes rife

Through the bright armies of the fkies.

XVI,

While all his works his praife proclaim,
And men and angels blefs his name;

O let my heart, my life, my tongue,
Attend and join the blifsful fong.

EEL (W (L O L L L W

PsALM CIV.

W AKE my foul, attune the hallowed lyre
To thy Creator’s name; while all my powers
Low at his feet prefent their proftrate homage,
And deepelt reverence mingles with the praife.
Thou, O Jehovah, art the king {upreme,
{n robes of aw{ul majefty array'd;
In robes of light, which dazzle angel-eyes,
And lhade thy glories from their fainting view
While far beneath thy feet, a wide expanle,
Yor. 1], P A radiant
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A radiant curtain of celefhial blue,

Adorn’d with ftarsand funs, thy hand has {pread :
That potent hand which 1n the watery ftores

Of heaven, hath firmly laid with wonderous fkill,
The {table beams of God’s imperial {eat,

Clouds form his chariot, the impetuous wind,
Rein’d in 1ts full career, obeys his word ;

And on 1ts rapid wing he walks ferene.

His angels form’d of pure etherial flame,

All fpirit, zeal, attivity and fire,

Bright miniflers fulhl his high command

With {wift obedience and unceafing ardour.

Earth’s old foundations by his word were fix’d,
Immoveable, till that almighty word

Commands, and time and nature are no more.
Thy forming word, O God of nature, {pread,
Wide o’er the {urface of the infant world,
The fluid wave, an univerfal robe;

And o'erthe mountain tops the watersrofe.
At thy rebukethey fled, thy awful voice

Tn thunder {poke, and {wilt they roll'd away;
Nor hills obftruét their courfe, nor vales confine,
Obedient to thy word they feek the place
Thy hand has torm’d, their copiousrefervorr;
Nor dare prefume to rife beyond the bounds

Their
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Their maker fet, nor cover earth again.

He fends refrefhing {prings to blefs the vales;
In filver ftreams among the hills they rove,
Adorn the {cene, and cheer a thoufand lives.
Here flocks and hierds partake the cooling draught;
And here wild beafts their raging thirft allay.
Hither the feather'd tribes of vari :s wing
Refort, and on the trees near waving build
Their airy nefts, and tune their cheerful fongs,
Amid the verdure of the lealy fhade,

To the {oft cadence of the winding rill,

By their Creator’s hand the thirfty hills,
Are watered from the deep ; whofe ftoresin clouds
Exhal’d and fhed in {oftening fhowers, the earth
Teems with rich fruits the produét of his bounty.
For cattle here appears the {pringing grals,
And there for man the healthful herbage grows ;
Earth yields her plenteous ftores of food for all.
Here the rich vintage flows in purple ftreams,
To glad the heart ; and there the olive drops
Its thining fatnefs for the ufe of man.
Full harvefls in extended profpett rife,
Of ftrengthereftoring, life-{uftaining bread.
The trees, {upplied with fap, conlels his care,

P And
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And Lebanon’s tall cedars own their Lord.
On the tall cedar, and the {piry fir,

The birds ereét their nefts, and dwell {ecure.
Accefslefs hills and craggy rocks afford

To creatures of the weak and timorous kind,

{ Whom nature has not arm’d,) a {ale retreat.
The changing moon obeys her Maker’s word,
As with full orb or waming light ihe leads

The {cafons on, alternate with the fun;

Who knows his talk, purfues lus radiant courle,
And fets obedient at the appointed hour,

Then night ordain’d by thee, kind Lord ofall,
tHer friendly veil extends; the beafts of prey
In {earch of food, their gloomy coverts leave,
And roaring lions afk their meat from God.
All night they roam, till at the fun’s approach
Aflembling, they retire and leek their dens,
Then man in fafety nifes, and purfues

His daily work, protefted by thy care,

And labours cheerful tilf the clofe of day.

Lord, how aftonifhing, how vaft thy works,
Creatton {peaks! and providence confirms !
In all the numerous wonders of thy hand,
infinite power and wildom (hine confeft.

Great
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Great {ource ofgood, from thy all-bounteous hand
The earth 1s ill'd with rickes, and the fea
Through all her vaft dominions, fpreads abroad
Thy large munificence ; there myriads live
Dependent on thy hand; there {hips purfue
Their venturous way, by providence preferv’d,
Amid the countlefs perils of the deep.
Leviathan, proud tyrant of the main,

Rejoices in thy care, and {portive rolls

His bulk enormous through the troubled wave.
All watt on thee, through earth and air and feas;
From thee, great Father of the univerfe,

Thy family expettant afk their food.

With open hand thy {overeign bounty gives,
And all receive a full fupply from thee,

Thy care withheld, they droop; the breath oflife,
Receiv'd from thee, then animates no more;
They die and mingle with their native duft.
Again thy all-creating {pirit breathes,

And creatures live and people earth anew.

Jehovah’s boundlefs glory fhall endure,
And fhine unchanging through eternal years.
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His eye complacent views his numerous works ;
Tor all 1s fair, and good, and juft, and wife.

When his almighty power appears alone,
Nor mercy foftens its tremendous rays ;
Earth trembles at his awful glance, the hills
Smoke at his touch, and nature fhrinks away.

To him, all-glorious Lord, my fong 1s due ;
The prailes of my God, {hall be my theme;
While he prolongs my life, (that life 1s his!)
Still let me meditate his wonderous works,

And trace in them, his infinite perfettions.
Divine employ, whenlI can humbly hope

te is my God, and gladnefs fills my heart !
While finners, whonor fear, nor love his name,
Confume away, and all their hopes are loft,
Blefs thou the Lord, my foul; with facred awe,
Yet mingled with delight, adore and praife.

Ye faints, who know the wonders of his hand,

Aflilt the grateful {ong, and praife the Lord.

PsaLm
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E gratetul tribes, approach jehovah’s throne,

Adoring low ; lis facred name invoke
To aid the fong, and {pread his praife abroad,
In firains of joy recount his glorious deeds,
And talk with rapture of his wonderous works.
With tran{port glory in his holy name,
With triumph own your privilege divine,
Near to approach, and warfhip at his feet.
O feek the Lord, 1mplore his potent aid,
For ever with unwearied ardour feek
'The favour of your God, your blifs, your all,
Recall his mivacles of power and grace,
The wonders his almighty arm has wrought,
The facred truth of his unchanging word.
Ye children of his tavorite fervant, come,
Ye fons of Jacob, own your father’s God,
And {peak his wonderous grace fulfill'd to you.
Yes, we affert with joy the glorious claim,
For Jacob’s God is ours; his fovereign power

(’cr all the world his rightcous ats declare.
P 4 But
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But his eternal faithfulnefs and love,

In lus own covenant {hall for ever {hine

Inviolate, while ages roll away.

His gracious covenant firlt with Abraham made,
His facred, folemn oath, to I{aac given, |
Confirm’d to Jacob an cternal law,

¥ix’d and immoveable fhall ever {land.

He fpoke! * Totheemy {overeign hand fhali give,
““ And to thy race, the fure inhertance,

* And Caraan’s fruitful country fhall be yours.”

While yet their numbers and their ftrength
were {mall,

A few poor wandering ftrangers, weak and low,
trom land to land, obedient to their God,
Removing {ill; his kind protetting arm
Preferv’'d from wrongs, the favorites of his care ;
And kings, reprov’d, rever'd the awful word,
Which faid, “ Untouch’d be my anointed fons,
 In peace, uninjur'd, let my prophets live,”

Obedient to his word, pale lamme came;
The pining nations felt her meagre frown,

And finking hife 1ts broken ftaff deplor'd,
Then Iis peculiar people to preferve.
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And lead their fteps where cheering plenty [mil’d,
Was Jefeph {ent, the meflenger of heaven;
Thouh fold a flave, by his perfidious friends,
Though in a prifon’s gloomy cell confin'd,
With fetters loaded, and feverer {hill,

\With infamy, more cruel than his chains.
Myfterious providence! that try’d hus foul
With deep adverfity, and thus prepar'd

For future honours his unfhaken mind.

The word of God with awlul evidence
Appear’d, to try his injur’d fervant’s caule,

And prov'd his innocence, and clear’d his fame.
Bv Egypt's monarch freed, the royal imile
Gave, with the cheerful {weets of hberty,

The envy’d honours of unbounded power:
Lord of his houfe, and ruler of his ftores!
Auendant princes waited on his eye

To rcad therr fate, and liflening fenates learn’d
Superior wifdom from his charming tongue.

To fhare the plealures of his happy {tate,
Now Jacob and lus fons rejoicing came ;
To them ler nicheft paftures Egypt gave ;
In Gofhen’s fair fequelter’d vale retir'd,
They unmolefled fed their ﬂeec'}-‘ care,
Favour'd bv providence, the people grew
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To great increale; their hanghty maflersf{aw
Their envied firength {uperior to their own.

The fovereign power who rulesthe thoughts of men,
Permitted deadly hate to fill the hearts

Of Egypt’s fons, protettors now no more,

But jealous enemies and cruel lords.

Then Mofes by divine command was {ent,
And Aaron, chofen meflengers of God.
Surprizing figns their embafly confirm’d,

And dreadful wonders fpoke the hand ot heaven.
Ham’swretched fonsin gloomy darknels mourn’d;
Subftantial night around their dwellings fpread,
And ftruck refiftlefs terror to their hearts.

Where hcalthful waters roll’'d their cryital waves,
Now {treams of blood (dire prodigy !) appear’d
And gafping fithes on the banks expir'd,

And {pread contagion round the frighted {hores.

Then croaking frogs [pontaneous rofe to life,
A numerous hoft, infefting every place ;
Nor could the humble cot, or ftately palace
Exclude the hateful guefts !~=The potent word
Again was utter'd ; and the coalts were {pread
With noxious vermin ; infefts now appall’d
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The pride of Egypt, and her haughty Lord.

But heaven had greater vengeance yet 1n flore ;

The angry clouds pour'd down in dreadful ftorms
Of hail, and flaming fire, and o’er the land

Wide-walfting death and defolation fpread.
Scorch’d with ethenal flames, no more the vine
Her purple cluiter boafts ; no more the fig
Crowns the luxuriant fealt with lufcious {weets ;
Nor lofty trees, the glory of the plains,

Refift the furious tempeft ; now they fpread

In fhatter’d fragments o’er the {cene of ruin,

Again the almighty gave the dreadful word,
And countlefs armies of invaders came,
Infatiate locufls, blackening all the platns,
Devouring all the greedy flames had {par'd,

Of herbs, or fruits, or grain; and through the land
Fell devaftation triumph’d uncontroul'd.

At length, to fill the meafure of their woes,
The laft, the dreadful ftroke of heaven delcends.
One fatal night the pride of Egyptiell ;

The eldeft-born from Pharoah’s royal houle,
Down to the meaneft cottage : fhnieks ot horror
Burfl through the midnight filence ; and the parent
Was rous’d from fhort repofe to wild diftraftion,

Then
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Then crown’d with honours and enrich’d with

{pouls,

The God of I{rael brought his people forth.

Freth-blooming health fpread through the vigorous
tribes,

And welcome liberty exulting {mil'd.

While, trembling at her heaven-protetted guells,

Pale Egypt felt a gleam of joy revive,

Soon as fhe faw them from her coafls retire.,

In fafety Ifrael yournied; for their God,

Their guardian, and their guide, was ever near.

A wonderous cloud by day proclaim’d his prefence,

At once their kind diretion and defence.

By night a flaming pillar, beaming far

With heavenlv {plendor, cheer’d the {able {hades;

And darknels and her gloomy terrors fled.

His bounteous hand was open to their wants ;

They aik’d, and all their wifhes were fupply’d.

He gavethem bread from heaven, deliciousmanna!

And fowls on ready wing commiflion’d came

To {pread their table with a plenteous feaft,

They thirfted, and the flinty rock obey’d

Heaven’s high command; while from the opening
cleft

Pour '
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Pour’'d forth awonderous ftream, the defart {mil’d,
And rivers flow’d amid the {andy watte.

Thus ever mindful of his facred word,
The God of truth, his gracious promile (made
Long finceto faithful Abraham,)now accomplifh’d
With wonderous goodnefs to his happy race.
Thus his almighty arm conducted fafe
His chofen tnibes to liberty and joy.
To them the forfert heathen lands he gave,
A fair inberitance ! and plenty fil'd
Their ample ftores, unknown, and unacquir’d.
On them, the toil of {trangers heaven beftow’d,
That they his favour’d people, might oblerve
His nghteous laws, and grateful on their hearts
For ever keep his precepts deep imprels'd,
And own his favours with obedient love.
Oh! let your hearts and lives adore the Lord,
And every joyful tongue refound his praife.

PSALM
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Psarm CXVI,

I,

Love the Lord, his gracious ear
Inclin’d to my diftrefsful prayer ;

He heard my fupplicating vouce,
And bade my fainting heart rejoice.

11,

For this, when future forrows rile,
To him I'll breathe my humble Cries ;
For this, through all my future days,
Adore his name and fing his praile.

I11.
Death {pread around his fatal chains,

To drag me to infernal pains ;

I felt the agomizing dart,’
And horror feiz'd my trembling heart.

IV.

'Twas then in my extreme diftrels,
I call’d upon the God of grace,
Whofe power can death and hell controul

Lord, I belcech thee, fave my foul.
\}"‘ I.;OI'
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V.

For ever gracious is the Lord,

For ever faithful to his word ;

By fweet experience now I prove,
His mercy, his unchanging love,

VI.

The Lord preferves, with tender care,
The weak, the humble, and ﬁnpere;
Low 1n the duft my hopes were laid,
But God appear’d with timely aid.

VII. ;

Return my foul, and fweetly relt

On thy almighty Father’s brealt ;

The bounties of his grace adore,

And count his wonderous mercies o'er.

VIII.

Thy mercy, Lord, preferv’d my breath,
And fnatch’d my fainting {oul from death,
Remov’d my forrows, dry’d my tears,
And {av'd me from f{urrounding {nares.

IX.

Now will I walk before the Lord,
A living witnefs to his word ;
With faith and prayer I {fought his face,

My griels were great, and great his grace.
X. No
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X.

No meaner help, no mortal art,

Could eale the anguifh of my heart;
My hafty tongue, in ralh replies,
Pronounc’d the words of men but lies.

X1,
“What {hall I render to the Lord ?

Or Liow his wonderous grace record :
To him my grateful voice I'l raife,
And pour libations to his prai{é.

X1,

His crouded courts {hall {ee me pay

The vows of my diftrefsful day ;
1n life and death the faints (hall find

Their guardian God for ever kind.

NXIII.

Thy fervant, Lord, is wholly thine,
By nature’s ties, and bonds divine ;
From deep diftrels and f{orrow iree,
Anew I give myfelf to thee.

X1V,

—-’f

To thee, with {acrifice of praife,
My invocations 1 will raife ; |
To thee my vows {hall warm alcend,

While crowds the folemn rites a;tend,
XV. O Salem
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AV.

O Salem, in thy {acred counts,

Where glory dwells and joy reforts,
To notes divine I'll tune the fong,

And praile fhall flow from everytongue.

F R ':‘3?“"'% L2 e O R

Psatm CXXX.

L.

ROM the dark borders of defpait
To thee, my God, Icry;
O wilt thou pitying hear my prayer,
And every plaintive figh.

I1,

Lord, who fhall ftand before thy face,
If thou thouldft mark our faults
With eye fevere ? what hope of grace
Could cheer my mournful thoughts ¢

111,

But fovereign mercy dwells with thee,
Hope dawns amid my fears ;
Divine forgivenels, large and free,
Shall flay my flowing teais.
Vor. 11, Q IV. On
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On God alone my foul would wait,
His facred word my itay;

His {acred word can light create,

"~ And turn my night to day.

V.

As thofe who wait with longing eyes
To {ee the cheerful morn,

So fhall my ardent wifhes rile,
Till thou my God, return.

VI.

Let fainting I{rael on the Lord
With cheerful hope tecline,

For power and mercy 1n his word

With boundlels glory {hine.
VIl

Unnumber’d though their {ins appear,
And fill their hearts with pain,

His faving love difpels their fear,
And cleanfes every ftain.

PsAaLM
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Psarm CXXXIII,

I,

OW pleafing is the {cene, how {weet!
When kindred {ouls in friendfhip join;
Whofe joys and cares united meet,
In bands of amity divine,

I1.

Lefs fragrant was the ointment pour’d
On Aaron’s conlecrated head,

When balmy {weets profufely fhower'd,
Down to his {acred vefture {pread.

I,

Not flowery Hermon e'er difplay’d,
(Impearl’d with dew,) a fairer light;
Nor Sion’s beauteous hills, array’d

In golden beams of morning lLight.

IV.

"T1s here the Lord indulgent {heds
His kindeft gilts, a heavenly ftore ;
With life immortal crowns their heads,

When earth’s frail comforts pleale no more.
O 2 PsALM
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Psarm CXXXVIL

I.

WHE RF Babel’s rivers winding ftray,
A filent, cool retreat we chole;
There loft in thoughtful {adnefs lay,

And pondering o’er our mighty wocs.

11,

Our mighty woes increafing rile,

Revolving Sion’s haplels fate;
And louder grieis, and {treaming eyes,

Deplore her wretched, ruin 'd ftate.

111,

\'o more could mufic footh our cares;

Qur harps neglefted and unitrung,
(Vanifh’d their once delightful ars,)
All filent, on the willows hung.

1V,

Our barbarous mafters mock'd our pains,

While with infulting haughty tongues,
They hade us tune the char mmg ftrains,

And awve ‘tem one of Sion’s {ongs.
V., Al,
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V.

Ah, no; fhall Sion’s facred airs,
Infpir'd by heaven be thus prophan’d ?
Be {ung to pleale fuch ears as thetrs,
Whofe impious arms deftroy’d our land r

VI,

Tar from our dear-lov’d native {o1l,
Shall we refume the pleafing lay ?
Can rugged bondage weara {mile,

Or ever-walting griefbe gay
. VIL
If1 forget thy ruin’d flate,

Jerufalem, my heart’s deflire;
Then let my ufelefs hand forget
Her fkillto ftrike the founding lyve,

VIl
If 1 indulge a mrthlul {ong,

Or thy dear name my memory leave ;
All filent, let my faithlefs tongue
Faft to my mouth for ever cleave.

1X.

Jerufalem, lamented name !

Shall ftill my mournful voice employ !
And I the fadly pleafing theme

Prefer to every thoughtof joy.

Q, 3 .X- Remem: ¢~
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X

Remember, Lord, proud Edom’s {ons,

Who cruel, urg'd the conquering foe,
To raze her beauteous towers at once,

And lay her lofty firuftures low.

Xl

Such ruin, Babel, thou fhalt fhare,
And fure reward awaits thy guilt;
Then fhall thy heart untaught to {pare,
Repay the blood thy hand has [pilt.

XII.

Happy the man who then {hall rife,
(Whileheaventhe righteous vengeance owns,)

And dafh with unrelenting eyes,
Thy bleeding babes againit the {tones.

PP A A e O% s

Psarm CXXXVIIL

L,

10 thee, my God, my heart fhall bring
The lively grateful long ;
Attending kings fhall hear me ing,

With rapture on my tongue.
II. Belore
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11,

Before thy throne with profirate joy,
I willadore thy name ;

Thy praife (hall be my belt employ,
Thy love and truth my theme.

111,

Amid the glories ofthy name,
Thy truth exalted fhines |

A faithful God thy words proclaim
In everlaiting lines.

1V.

When in the day of deep diftrels,
To thee, my God, Icrv'd,

With firength divine thy powerlul grace
My fainting foul fupply'd.

V.

The monarchs of the earth {hall hear,
And join my facred lays;
Thy glorious name with joy revere,

And fing thy wonderous praile.

V1.
The e‘ernal God looks kindly down,

And {miles on humble {ouls ;

But from afar his piercing frown

The fons of pride controuls.
Q4 VII, What
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VII.

W hat though around my painful way
Continual trouble grows ;

Thy faving hand fhall be my ftay,
And crufh my wrathful foes,

VIil.

Thou, Lord, wilt all my hopes fulfill,
To thee the work belongs ;

Let endlefs mercy guide me fiill,
And tune my grateful {ongs.

K e R e e =
Psarm CXXXIX.

Lord, thy awful fearching eye has trac'd
My heartthro’ every {ecret winding fold,
And all itsinmolt powers to thee are known.
Thou fee'ft my nfing and my refting hours,
And every latent thought within my breaft
Isbared to thee; my path by thee furrounded,
My bed encircled ; God is ever near.
My fteps are all before thee, nat a word
Can {teal in foltelt whilper from my tongue,

But thou can'lt hear and mark i1ts whole intent.
If
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If Ilook back, thy awful fteps I fee;

Before me, thou are there; thy potent hand
Reftrainsand guards,upholdsand guides my [eet.
Infinite knowledge ! my aftonifh’d mind
Sinks down with awe, and wonders and adores,
Imagination droops her trembling wing,

Nor vainly tempts the height and depth fiu-

pendous.

To fhun thy {pirit whither fhall Ifly?

‘Where fhall I hide me from a prefent God ?

Could I alcend to heaven, thy throne 1s there,

And thy full rays would meet my dazled fight.

Or if to hell 1 force my delperate way,

Thy dreadful prefence there for ever frowns.

Ifmounted on the morning’s lightfome wings,

Swift to creation’s utmoft bounds I fly,

Thy hand alone {uftains and guides my flight.

Shall I, to fhun the terrors of thine eye,

In midnight’s fable mantle wrap me round ?

Vain thought! at one tremendous glance of
thine,

The midnight fhade fhall blaze with fudden day.
From thee no darknefs hides; at thy command,

Night's
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Night’s deepeft gloom fhall (prcad meridian beams ;
And light and darknefs are alike to thee.

F’er the firlt dawn of life this frame was thine,
Thy guardian power preferv’d me yet unborn.
My firft formation, (work of {kill divine !}
Demands my wonder, adoration, praife.
Stupendous are thy works! my conicious {oul
With folemn dread, attefts the awiul power
Whole endlefs miracles through nature fhine.
My fubftance, when my being firit began,
Was thy attentive care ; thy {overeign hand
Wrought with almighty art the growing frame,
In juft proportion fafhion’d every hmb,

(All drawn before unerring in thy book,)
"T'ill {air and perfeft rofe the human form.

But oh! how precious, how divinely {weet,
My God, to meditate thy thoughts of love!
Shall T attempt to flate their mighty fum!
Impoflible; for not the countlefs fands
\Vhich fpread the fhore can equal half the number.
Whene'er I wake from fleep’s inattive bands,

With pleafure I purfue the blelt employ;

Stili
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Stll near my God, and wondering at his love;
Yet though thy mercies rife unknown, unnumber'd,
O God of glory, with refiftiefs power

Eternal juftice guards thy holy law:

So fhall the wretches find, who dare thy {fword,
To fure deftruttion, hence, ye guilty tribes,
Far hence, ye fons of cruelty, depart.

Again{t my God they {peak with impious tongues,
Vile foes to thee, uncon(cious of thy fear,
And fport profanely with thy awful name.

Do I not view them with abhorrent eye ?
Their fix’d averfion to thy righteous laws
Moves all the painful paffions of my foul.

Am I not filld with grief when f{inuners nile
Rebellious, to difpute thy facred wili?

With perfeft hatred I deteft their ways,

And count thy enemies my worlt of foes.
Search me, O God, my inmoft heart explore,
And try, O try the {ecret {prings withinme:
Should one preverfe, rebellious wifh remain,
Expel the lurking poifon from my heart;

And let thy gracious hand, (unerring guide,)
Conduét me fale to everlafting blils.

PsALM



[ 236 ]
il R B e = e = %

PsaLm CXLII,

I,

O God the refuge of his faints,
I humbly breath’d my ardent prayer,

And pour’d out all my long complaints,
And fpread before him every care.

I1.
My fpirit overwhelm’d with grief,
Surrounding [nares belet my way ;
Of thee, O Lord, 1 fought relief,

Whofc eyes my devious path furvey,

I11.
All other helps I found were varn,
And’hope, and friends, and comlort fail'd;

To thee alone I told my pain,
While yet my potent fears prevail'd,

IV.
To thee my God, Ibreath’d my cries,
Dear refuge of my fainting heart;
Thou all on whom my hope relies,
I am undone if thou depart,

Ve Thon
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V.
Thou fee’lt me wretched, weak and low ;

O Lord, attend my plaintive cry,
And {ave me from my every foe:
My foes how ftrong! how weak am I'!

V1.

O free my foul, diffolve the chain,
Then fhall I fpread thy praife abroad ;
Thy faints {hall join the cheerlul firain,
And [peak the bounties of my God.

N L S L O o

Psatm CXLIII.

L.
EAR, O my God, with pity hear
My humble fupplicating moan ;

In mercy anf{wer all my praver,
And make thy truth and goodnefls known.

11,
And O let mercy fhll be nigh;
Should awful juftice frown fevere,
Before the terrorsof thine eye,
What trembling mortal can appear ?

11 My
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111.

My perfecutiug foes prevad,
Almoft I yield my ftruggling breath;
The cheerful rays of comfort fail,
And fink me to the thades of death.

IV,
While thus oppreflive forrows flow,

Unintermitting o’er my head ;
My inmoft powers are whelm’d 1n woe,

And all my hopes and joys are fled.
V.

1 call to mind the former days;

Thy ancient works declare thy name,
Thy truth, thy goodnels, and thy grace;
And thefe, O Lerd, are fill the fame.

VL

To thee, I firetch my {uppliant hands,

To thee my longing foul alpires;
As cheering fhowers to thirfty lands,
Come, Lord, and fill thefe ftrong defires,

Vi,

Come, Lord, on wings of mercy fly,
My {pirit fails at thy delay ;

Hide not thy face; Ifaint, [ die,
Without thy blifsful healing ray.

VIIIL. Speak
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VIII.

Speak to my heart ; the gloomy night
Shall vanifh, and {weet morning break ;
In thee I truft, my gwde, my light,
Teach me the way my feet fhould take,

IX.
My foul’s defires alcend to thee,
O fave me from my numerous foes;
To thy kind guardian wing I flee,
For fafe defence and {weet repole.

X.
Teach me to do thy facred will ;
Thou art my God, my hope, my ftay ;
Let thy good fpirit lead me {tll,
And point the fafe, the upright way.

Xl.

Thy name, thy righteoulnefs I plead,
O Lord, revive my drooping heart ;
Let thefle diftrefling fears recede,
And bid my troubles all depart.

X1L.

Thofe unrelenting foes deftroy,
Which thus againft my peace combine ;
Then thall thy fervice be my joy,
And all my altive powers be thine.
PsALM
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Psarm CXLIV.

Il

LEST be the Lord, my firength, my fhield,
Amid the dangers of the field ;
'Tis he inftruéts me for the fight,
Aund arms me with refiltlels might.

[1.

His conftant love, his [aving power,
Is my defence, my {acred tower;
Rebellion hears his potent word,
And my glad people own their Lord.

I11,

Lord, what 1s man, that he fhould fhare
Thy kind regard, thy conftant care ?
Can all the weak, the wretched race,
Deferve fuch condelcending grace ?

IV,

Man’s {hort exiftence, frail at beft,
Is empty vamty confefs'd ;

His hie, a fhadow, fleets away,
And leaves no traces of its flay.

V. Delcend
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Defcend from heaven, almighty Lord,
And carth fhall tremble at thy word ;
The fmoaking hills with conlcious fear,
Shall own their awful Maker near.

VI
While thy keen pointed lightenings fly,
Like flaming arrows through the fky,
My foes difpers'd fhall rife no more,
Nor dare the terrors of thy power.

VIIL

O let thy potent arm controul
Thefe threatening waves that round me roll,
Thefe fons of vanity that rife,

With fraudful hands and impious lies.

VI,

Then fhall thy name new fongs inipire,
And wake to joy the founding lyre,
And every taneful firing {hall raife

In various notes, my grateful praife.

I1X.

*Tis power divine, 'us God alone,
Whom kings preferv’d in dangers, own;
Who faves, in war’s tumultuous ftrife,

From raging {fwords his fervant’s life.
Vou. 1L R X O
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X.

O Lord, thy [aving power oppole
To thefe invading threatening foes;
Thefe ftrangers to thy facred laws,

Whofe boaft 1s vain, and falfe their caule.

XL

Then (hall our {ons beneath thy care,
Grow up like plants ereét and fair;
Our daughters fhall like pillars nife,
Where royal buildings charm the eyes.

X1,

Then plenty fhall our flores increale,
Plenty, the lovely chuld of peace ;
The fold 1ts fleecy wealth fhall yield,

And pour 1ts thoufands o’er the field.

X111,

The well.fed ox fhall then afford )
His cheer{ul labours to his lord ;

No more fhall cruel plunder reign,
Nor want nor mifery complain,

X1V,
O happy people! favour'd flate!
Whom fuch peculiar bleflings wait;

Happy! who on the Lord depend,
Their God, their guardian, and their {riend.

PsALM
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Psarm CXLV.

I,
Y God, my king, to thee I'll vaile
My voice, and all my powers ;

Unwearied fongs of facred praile
Shall fill the circling hours.

I1.

Thy name fhall dwell upon my tongue,
While funs fhall fet and rile,

And tune my everlafting long,
When all creation dies,

111
Great 1s the Lord ! our fouls adore,

We wonder whilft we praile !
His power what creature can explore,

Or equal honours raife ¢

IV.

Yet fhall thy works, almighty Lord,
Our nobleft fongs adorn ;
Thy glorious afts we will record,

For ages yet unborn.

R 2 V. Thy
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V.

Thy praife {hall be my awlul theme,
The wonders of thy power;

I'll fpeak the honours of thy name,
And bid the world adore.

VI.
The men that hear my facred lyre,
Shall {pread thy praifes around;
While thy tremendous deeds infpire

To notes of {olemn found.

VII.

But {weetly flowing ftrains fhall tell
The riches of thy grace;
And fongs of grateful joy reveal

Thy fpotlels rightecufnels,

VIIIL

How full the Lord’s compaflions flow!
His wrath, how {low to rife!

Swift pardon {miles upon his brow,
And every terror dies.

IX.

How large his tender mercies arc !
How wide his power extends!
On his beneficeace and care

The univerfe depends.
X, Great
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X
Great God, whillt nature fpeaks thy praile,
With all her numerous tongues,
Thy faints {hall tune diviner lays,
And love 1nfpire their {ongs.

X1,
Thy power and grandeur they fhall fing,
The glories of thy reign;
Thy wonderous deeds, Almighty King,
Shall fill the raptur’d ftrain.

XII,
Thy kingdom, Lord, for ever flands,
While earthly thrones decay ;
And time {ubmits to thy commands, -
While ages roll away.

X111,
“The falling faint, with powerful grace,
The God of love will raife;

The humble, bending with diftrefs,
Shall rife and {peak his praife.

X1V,
To thee, O Lord, for daily meat,
Thy creatures hit their eyes;
On thee, their common Father, waut,
From thee, receive {upplies.

R g XV, Thy
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XV,

Thy {overeign bounty freely gives
Its inexhaufled ftore ;

And univerfal nature lives

On thy fuftaining power.

XVI.
Holy and juft in all 1ts ways,
Is providence divine ;
In all its works, immortal rays
Of power and mercy fhine.

XVIL
Whoe’er invokes the God of grace,
Shall find him ever near;
To all that humbly feek his face
He lends a pitying ear.

XVIIL

His pitying ear attends the cry
Of thofe who iear luis name,;
Their every want he will fupply,

And raife their linking frame,
X1X,

How bleft in his protetting care,
The fouls who love the Lord!
While impious men his vengeance dare,

And die beneath his {fword.
XX, The



[ 247 ]
XX,
The praife of God, delightful theme !
Shall fill my heart and tonguc;

Let all creation blels his name,
In one eternal fong.

SEARTASPEOETY

psarm CXLVIL

I,

E. fons of Zion, praife the Lord,
Come tune your {ongs in {weet accord,
Awake my foul, awake and join
The facred hymn, 1n notes divine.

1I.

The praifes of my God, my king,
(While I have life or breath to fing,)
Shall 1l my heart, and tune my tODEUE,
"Till heaven improve the blifsful fong.

11L

No more in princes vainly truft,
Frail fons of earth ; man is but duft?
With all his pride, with all his power,

The helplels creature of an hour.
R 4 V. He
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IV,

He breathes, he thinks, but ah, he dies
No more the potent, or the wife;

The fcheme his morning thoughts begun,
Sinks down befoge the fetting fun.

V.

Happy the man, whole hopes divine
On Ifrael’s guardian God recline !
Who can with facred tran{port fay,
Thus God 1s mine, my help, my flay.

VL.

Heaven, earth and fea declare his name:
He built and hll'd their {pacious frame s
But o’er creation’s faireft lines

His ftedfalt truth unchanging fhines.
VII.

His juftice favours thofe who mourn,
Beneath the proud oppreflor’s {corn ;
The hungry poor his hand fuftains,
And breaks the wretched capuive’s chains.

VIII.
To fightlels eyes, long clos’d in night
His touch reftores the joys of light ;
coor mourners rais’d confels his care,
He loves the humble and {incere.

IX, I
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IX.
If wandering ftrangers friendlels roam,
Divine proteétion is their home ;

The Lord relieves the widow’s cares,
And dries the weeping orphan’s tears.

X

But vengeance waits the impious race
Who hate his laws, and fcorn his grace ;
Their ways to fure deftrution tend,

Andall their hopes in ruin end.

XI.
The Lozd fhall reign for ever king,

And age to age his glory fing;
Thy God, O happy Zion, reigns,
Refound his praife in joylul ftrains.

‘X’vﬁ%’ﬁ o3 ¢ *;EOM’\-J'&C’A‘%

Psarm CXLVIL

I,
RAISE ye the Lord: Ob, blifsful theme,

To fing the honours of his name !
*Tis pleafure, 'tis divine delight,
And Praife is lovely in lus fight!
11, His
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11,
His Salem now the Lord reftores;
No more her ruin fhe deplores;
Again the catter'd tribes return,
And 1frael’s fons no longer mourn.

111,

No more their breaking hearts defparr,
He binds their wounds with tender care ;
His healing hand removes their pain,
And éhe¢rful comfort {miles again.

IV.

He counts the hott of ftarry flames,
Knows all their natures and their names ;
Great is our God! his wonderous power,
And boundlefs wifdom we adore.

V.

How gracious 1s the Lord! how kind !
To raife the meek dejefted mind ;

But awful terrors in his frown,

Shall caft rebellious finners down.

VI.

Sing to the Lord, let praife infpire
The grateful voice, the tuneful lyre; .
In firains of joy, proclaim abroad

The endlefs glories of our God.

Vil. He
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VII.

He veils the fky with treafur'd fhowers ;

On earth the plenteous blefling pours ;
The mountains {mile in lively green,
And fairer blooms the flowery fcenes

VIIL
His bounteous hand, (great fpring of good !)

Provides the brute creation food ;
He feeds the ravens when they 1y 3
All nature lives beneath his eye.

1X,

In nature what cran him dehght,
Moft lovely in its Maker’s fight ?

Not aétive firength his favour moves,
Nor comely -form he belt approves,

X,

Dear to the Lord, for ever dear,

The heart where he implants his fear;
The {ouls who on his grace rely,
Thefe, thefe are lovely in his eye-

X1,

]erufalem, his Lonours raife ;
Thy God, O Sion, claims thy praife;
His mighty arm defends thy gates,

His blefling on thy children waits.
NI, Sweet
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X1I:
Sweet. peace, to crown the happy fcene,
O’er thy fair border fmiles ferene ;
The fineft wheat luxuriant grows,

And joyful plenty round thee flows:

XIII,

He fpeaks ! and {wiftly from the fkies
Yo earth the {overeign mandate flies ;
Obfervant nature hears his word,
And bows obedient to her Lord.

X1V,
Now thick delcending flakes of fnow,

O’er earth a fleecy mantle throw ;
Now glittering froft o’er all the plains
Extends its univerfal chains.

XV,
At his fierce ftorms of icy hail
The fhivering powers of nature fai] ;

Before His cold what life can ftand,
Unfhelter'd by his guardian hand ?

XVI.

He fpeaks! the ice and fnows obey,
And nature’s fetters melt away ;
Now vernal gales foft rifing blow,
And murmuring waters genily flow.

XVII, But
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XVII.

But nobler works his grace record,
To Ifrael he reveals his word ;

To Jacob’s happy fons alone

He makes his facred precepts known.

XVIII,

Such blifs no other nation fhares,
The laws of heaven are only theirs;
Ye favour’d tribes your voices raile,

And blefs your God in fongs of praife.
TGRS =G

Psaim CXLVIIL

EHOVAH's praife, 1n high immortal frains

J Refound, ye heavens, through all your blifsful
plains.

Bright with the Iplendor of his dazling rays,
Exalted realms of joy reflelt his praife.
Ye glorious angels, tune the raptur'd lay,
Through the fair manfions of eternal day;
His praile let all your {hining ranks proclaim,
And teach the diftant worlds your Maker’s name.

His
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His glorious power, O radiant {un, difplay,
Far as thy vital beams diffule the day.
Thou filver moon, array’d in {ofter light,
Recount his wonders to the lifteming mght:
Let all thy glittering train attendant watt,
And every ftar his Maker’s name repeat.

Ye heavens fupreme, where his full glories
{hine,

Declare his praile, with eloquence divine,
Ye watry clouds, asround the fkies you move,
Convey his wonderous name where’er you rove, -
His power, ye fair expanded lkies, proclaim,
Whole word produc’d the valt ftupendous frame,
On his decree the heavenly orbs depend,

Nor change their courfe 'ull time and nature end.

Let earth and {eas theirr Maker’s honour raife,
And monfters fhout bis name in dreadful praife.

Etherial fires which blaze along the fkies,
Convey his name to earth, in fwift {urprize.

Let changeful vapour rife his power to fhow,
And in {oft praife defcend the fleecy fnow.

Let
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Let hail impetuous rattling on the ground,

In rougher cadence fpread his wonders round.
Whillt flormy winds that bear his awfal word,
Compel the trembling world to own her Lord.

Ye rocky mountains, {ound his praife on high;
In joyful notes, ye verdant hlls, reply.
Ye fruitful trees, your Maker’s bounty fhow,
And {mile his praile on every loaded bough:
While ftately cedars, with the clufter’d vine,
And lowly plants the {ilent worlhip join.

Ye beafts of prey, who wild in forefts roam,
Yegentle herds, who know your peaceful home,
Declare his praife, whole ample ftores maintain

The countlefs tenants of his wide domain,

Ye birds, that hugh in trackiefs ether rove,
Or with {oft mufic charm the vocal grove,
In every note your Maker’s praile refound,

While humble reptiles whifper from the ground.

Ye monarchs of the earth, your Lord adore;
¥rom him you hold your delegated power.

Ye judges, his impartial Jaws revere,
Be every {entence guided by his fear:
Let
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Let fenate, prince and people join, to raife
The grateful tribute of obedient praife, -

In life’s unfolding bloom, ye young and gay,
While flowery pleaflures itrew your verdant way.,
Adore the bounteous hand, which largely pours
Its {weeteft bleflings on your vernal hours;

In your Creator’s praife, with duteous joy,
Your bloom of hfe, your aftive powers employ.
Let age declining to the gates of death,

In praile refpire their feebly-panting breath
And 1nfants in their dawn of reafon join,

Their hifping voice, and learn the fong divine.

Let heaven, and earth, and time, and nature,
fing

The glorions name of their almighty king :
But equal honours, earth nor heaven can raife,
His glory far tranfcends creation’s praife,
Yet while creation owns his guardian care,
Superior blifs his happy children fhare ;
To him they gain a near accefs, and prove
The wonders of his condelcending love.
Let Ifrael with peculiar joy proclaim
The boundlefs glories of Jehovah's name.

PsaLa



Psarm CXLIX,

I,
OME praife the Lord, ye tuneful bands,

Ye {aints aflembled 1n his name;
New ﬁrams of joy your God demands,
New merciesall your prailes claim.

1.

Let Ifrael’s tribes, with bleflings crown'd,
Their God, their mighty Maker {ing;
And Sion's fons with joy refound

The endlels glories of their king.

111.

His name the meafur’d dance {hall guide,
And joy and facred mirth 1nfpire;

His name fhall o’er the fong prefide,
And tune the {weet, the charming lyre.

V.

He bends complacent to your praife,
Your God approves the bleft employ ;
The thanklul meek, hislove will raife

To crowns of everlalting joy.

Voi. Il S V. O let
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V.

O let the faints aloud rejoice,

And {ounds of glory fill the {ong’;
All day let rapture tune their voice,
And mght the blifsful ftrain prolong:

VI,

Let every mouth be fill'd with pratle,
The God of heaven their awlful theme;;
Whillt his refiltlefs {word difplays,

In heaven-taught hands, his dreadful name.

VI,

Bright terrors wait his high commands,
When juftice waves the flaming fvord,
Vinditive o’er the heathen lands,
Which hate his faints and {corn his word.

V11,

While haughty princes bound in chains,
Confels the juft, the powerful God;

Let awful jov in warlike ftrains,
Proclaim his glorious afls abroad,

1X,

His hand, thus righteo}u@ {evere,
Lulfills the threatenings of his word;
Thus honour’d fhall the faints appear ;

Adore the great, the glorious Lord.
PsALM



I,

RAISE ye the Lord; let praife employ, .-
P In his own courts, your fongs of joy;
The [pacious firmament around,

Shall echo back the joyful {found,

IL.

Recount his works in ftrains divine;
His wonderous works how bright they fhine;

Praife him for his almighty deeds,
Whofe greatnefs all your praife exceeds.

I,

Awake the trumpet’s piercing found,

To fpread your facred pleafures round;
While fweeter mufic tunes the lute,
The warbling harp, and breathing flute.

1V,

Ye virgin train with joy advance
To praife him in the graceful dance;
To praile awake each tuneful firing,
And to the folemn organ fing.

)

V: Let
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V.-

Let the loud cymbal founding high,

"To fofier deeper notes reply ;.
Harmonious let the concert rife,

And bear the rapture to the fkies.

{JL...
-

: Let all whom hfe and breath mlpue,
Attend, and 1 _]om the blifsful choir;

But chlehy you who know his word,
Adore, dnd love, and praife the Lord,

7 AP 51
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