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ADVERTISEMENT.

HE mifcellaneous pteces which compofle the
volume, which 1s here prefented to the pub.

lic, it will foon be perceived by the intelligent
reader, are the produttions of the fame pious and
elegant pen, to which the world 1s indebted for
the two former volumes of Poems on Subjetts
chiefly devotional ; and will be found not inferior
in merit to thofe juftly admired compofitions,
Some few of the Hymns have already 2ppeared 1n
a colle€tion adapted to public worfhip, and have
been confidered by the beft judges of facred poely,
as no inconfiderable ornament to that publication;
the editors of which are under great obligations to
our authorels for maany of thole truly [ublime
compofures which adorned her former volumes,
and were thence transferred by her permiflion, to
their colle@tion. The other pieces which confti
tute the prefent volume, are {uch as were never
before publithed. They were however all prepar-
ed for the prefs, and in the form and order in
which they now appear, put inte the hands of the
A g editor
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editor for publication, by the ingenious authorels
herfelf, fome months before her deceale, and were
intended, asthe expreflive motto intimates, to be
her laft legacy to her furviving friends.

“ One labor more indulge, then {leep my ftrain,
'Till haply wak’d by Raphael’s golden lyre,

To bear a part in everlalting lays;

Tho’ far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft,
Symphonious to this humble prelude here.”

YOoUNG,

It may poflibly be {ome gratification to thole
who have hitherto been ignorant of the real name
and charafter of the pious Theodofia, whofe writ-
ings have fo often cheered their hours of {olitude,
warmed their hearts with the Jove of virtue, and
~ the glow of friendfhip, and animated their devotions
in the clofet and congregation ; to be informed that
fhe was known to her more intimate friends une
der the name of Mrs. Anne Steele. Her father
was a Diffenting Minifter, a man of primitive pie-
ty, the fincleflt integrity and benevolence, and the
moft amiable fimplicity of manners. He was for
many years the affettionatc and faithful paftor of
an affetlionate and harmonious congregation at
Broughton in Hampfhire, where he lived all his

days greatly beloved, and died univerfally lament-
- | ed,
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ed. Mrs.'Anne Steele his eldeft daughter, difco.
vered 1n early life her love of the mufes, and often
entertained her iriends with the truly poetical and
ptous produélions of her pen : But it was not with-
out extreme relutance fhe was prevailed onto
fubmit any of them to the public eye. Thisnew edi-
tion of her works, accompanied with the volume
whichis now firft offered to the public, would have
appearedlongfince, bad the health of our Theodofia
admitted of her paying that attention to it which
was neceflary.  But 1t was her infelicity, as it has
been of many of her kindred fpirits, to have a ca-
pacious foaring mind inclofed in a very weak and
languid body., Her health was never firm, but the
death of her honoured father, to whom fhe wias
united by the flrongell ties of affeftionate duty and
gratitude, gave fuch afhock to her feeble frame,

that [he never entirely recovered it, though fhe fur-
vived him {ome years.

Her ftate of mind upon that awlul occafion will
beft beconceivedof, from the following aftetting de-

[cription of it by herfelf, and which, with the per-

miflion of the family, 1 am at liberty to prelent to
the public,

“ Suill bleeds the deep, decp wound !—Where 1s
the {riend

To pour with tender, kind indulgent hand,
The lenient balm of comfort on my heart ?

A 4 Alas
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Alas, that friend 1s gone!—Ye angels fay
(Who bore him raptur’d to your bleft abodes)
Can ought on earth compenfate for my lols !
Ah, no! the world is poor, and what am 1?7
A helplefs, folitary worm, that creeps
Complaining on the earth! Yet ev'nto worms
The care of heaven extends, and can I doubt
1f that indulgent care extends to me ?
Father of mercies, trembling at thy feet,
Give me to vent the heart opprefling griel,
And afk for comfort!—can Ialk 1n vain
Of him whole name is Love /—But O the boon
My craving wifhes alk 1s large 1ndeed !
Yet lefs will leave me wretched—Gracious God
Give me to fay without a rifing doubt,
“ Thou art my Father”—thy paternal love
Alone can cheer my foul, thy kind compaflion,

Caneale the load of heart opprefling grief.
O may I know my father pities me !

And 1if he pities {ure he will fupport :

What cannot love omnipotent effeft !——

Ah! now one tender, one endearing tie

That held me down to earth, death has torn off
And with 1t rent my heart firings—bid me come,
To thee my refuge ; proftrate at thy feet,

O bid me fay, with faith and hamble lope,
Heal, gracious [ather, heal my b]cgding heart !
Thy healing hand alone can bring relief

tor woes ke mine; can bring what moft I want,
An humble refignation to thy will,

I .{ {) T..'.;'
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tow hard the leflon! (yetit muft be learn’d)
With full confent to fay * Thy will be done.”

As the life of Theodofia was for the molt part a
life of retirement 1n the peaceful village where fhe
began and ended her days, 1t cannot be expetted to
furnith fuch a varnety of incidents as arife in the
hiftory of thole who have moved in circles of
greater aflivity. The duties of friendfhip and re-
ligion occupied her time, and the pleafures of both
conftituted her delight.  Her heart was, *apt to
feel” too olten to a degree too painful for her own
felicity, but always with the molt tender and ge-
nerous {ympathies for her friends. Yet united
with this exquifite fenfibility, fhe poflefled a na-
tive cheerfuluels of difpofition, which not even
the uncommon aud agonizing pains {he endured in
the latter part of her life could deprive her of, In
cvery (hort interval of abated fuflering, {he weuld
in a variety of ways, as well as by her enlivening
converfation, give pleafure to all around her. Her
life was a lile of unaffe€ted humility, warm bene-
volence, fincere {riendfhip and genuine devotion.
A life, which 1t 1s not ealy truly to defcribe, or
faithfully to imitate,

Having been confined to her chamber {fome
vears before her death, fhe had long waited with
chriftian dignity for the awful hour of her depar-
iure.  She ofien fpoke, not merely with tranquili-

ty
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ty but joy, of her deceale. When the interefting
hour came, {he welcomed its arrival, and though
her feeble body was excruciated with pain, her
mind was perfettly ferene. She uttered not amur-
muring word, but was all relignation, peace and
holy joy. OShe took the molt aftectionate leave of
her weeping friends around her, and at length, the
happy moment ol her difmiflion arriving, fhe clol-
ed her eyes, and with thefe animating words on
her dying lips, “ 1 know that my Redeemer

liveth,” gently fell afleep in Jefus.

Her excellent writings, by which though dead,
{he {tll {pcaketh, and which are the faithful coun-
terpart of her amiable mind, exhibit to us the farrelt

pifture of the original. The following lines are

infcribed on her tomb.—

Silent the lyre, and dumb the tuncful tongue,
That fung on earth her great Redeemer’s praile;
But now 1n heaven fhe joins the angelic {ong,
In more harmontous more exalted lays,

I fhail only add, that as Theodolta was placed
by providence in a ftate of independence, and re-
ligioufly devoted the prefhits arifing from the fale
of the lormer edition of her works, to the pur-
poles of benevolence; fo the profits which may
arife from this edition are appropriated by her

{urviving
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furviving relatives, to the ufe of The BristoL
EpucarioN SOCIETY. An inftitution worthy

of fuch patronage, and which thinks itfelf ho
noured in receiving tt.

Bristor, May 12, CALEB EVANS.
1730,
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HE 1nfertion of the following lines may per-
haps need fome apology, as they are
meerly the effulions of a heart deeply penetrated
with a fenfe of its own lofs; written at diflerent
times, for its private rehef, and contain nothing
more concerning the dear deceafed than has been
already faid in the preceding pages.—But 1t 15 the
laft, the only expreflion of gratitude and affettion,
that can ever be paid to her memory by one
whom fhe fondly loved, and who 1n lofing her,
has loft one of Lar chief [ources of happinels 1n this
world ; this thought alone has occafioned their
publication, and it is hoped will be a fufhcient
excufe for it to every feeling mind.,

O for a gufh of foul-relieving tears
To eale my {welling heart!—Alas in vain
I look around for comfort ! every place
Recalls fome circumftance that gives to grief
A keener edge -—The hour, the dreaded hour
My foul has fhuddered at fo long, 1s come!
Ah! where is now that friend, to whom my heart
In every palt diftrefs was wont to fly,

While
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While the dear [ufferer, her own pains forgot,
Would gently footh my paflions into peace?
Where that maternal friend, whole watchful care,
Whole fond, afliduous tendernefs fuftai n'd
My helplefs childhood ? whole inftruétive voice,
(Sweet as the fong of feraphs) mildly taught
My heedlefls feet the facred path of virtue;
That facred path of plealantnefs and peace
She long had tred.  And fhall I never, never
Hear that lov’d voice—that venerable form
No more behold ?/—Now on one {ingle thread,
Hangs all my defolated {oul’s fupport ;
T'hat broken too, and every earthly hope
Sinks in eternal night.

But has the forrowing heart no other refuge ?
Methinks 1 hear that lov’d, that well-known voice,
Fv'nfromthe grave, dire& my erring mind
Beyond death’s dreary realms to fairer {cenes.
Yes, 'us her gentle language—* Seek a friend
That lives for ever.,”—Shall I not obey
Her laft command, her dying admonition ?
(Compaflionate Redeemer | lead O lead
My heart to thee and teach it to repole
Its hope, its truft, usall on thee alone !)

O let me, with a mifer's care, recall
And treafure up each dear inftruflive fentence !
Stull let me dwell on ber infpiring page,

And bathe 1t with the grateful tears of love!
"Tis
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'Tis all I now have left!—0O had one ray

Of her afcended genius beam’d on me!

Then had this trembling hand, by griel unnerv'd,
Faithful to truth, to grautude, pourtray’d

The lovely lineaments of her fair mind.

Vain wifh'—a thoufand {ad ideas rile,

Daily and hourly nife, a thoufand aéts

Of tendernefs too hightly felt before,

Rufh o'er my foul wish anguith ever new.
How fhall I learn to live without her aid !

My deareft pleafures, my moitlov’d employments
She taught me {irft to relifh, firft awak’d

The wilh for knowledge—with her too expir'd !
Still, flill to her indulgent eye was fhewn

The artlels lay, ttill her etherial touch

Gave life and beauty to the languid line,

Its deareft meed her animating {mile.

Now all 1s o’er—in vain that artlefs lay

Hath ventur'd mto light, 1n vain I hop'd

To give her pleafure, thatindulgent eye,

Is clos’d for ever! her complacent {mile

Shall animate my drooping heart no more,

Nature be calm—ye {treaming tears be dry !
Think of Ler blifs and check tlus felfifh {orrow,

Torwre 1s chang’d to tranfport, faith to (ight,
And hope abforb’d in full felicity.
Ah with what relignation, what compolure,

Havk
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Have Ibeheld her fuffer pains unknown!
Anguifh unfpeakable !—her faith, her patience
Still unfubdu'd! unquench’d the vivid flame,
Of warm benevolence I—to others woes,
In agony attentive,~—anxious ftill
Yor others happinefs,—how would (he firive
(Her gentle hand all tremulous with pain)
To pleafe or to inftruét l—how have 1 hung
In filent forrow o'er her paintul couch,
And wept the impotence of mortal friendhip !
‘While {cafon after fealon, years on years,
Revolv'd in vain I—revolv’d but to confute,
The flattering dreams of hope, while added {uf-
ferings,
But bound her clofer to this bleeding bolom.
() the keen pangs of parting '—3till 1 feel
The gentle preflure of her clay-cold hand !
Still prelent to my heart, I hear her voice’
I fee that fmile by dawning heaven impreft
On her dear countenance! when all ferene,
She clos'd her willing eyes—to wake tn heaven |
O could 1, could I raife my languid thoughts
To that bright world of glory ! Could I view her
For ever reunited to that friend,
So fov'd, and fo lamented! (the deep wounc,
The lenient hand of time could never heal.)

¢ Now
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* Now parting pangs fhail rend their hearts no
more, '

For ever prelent with a fnuling God !

For ever tuntng the {eraphic lyre !

There only {weeter than her notes below.

Ah whence this paufe ! My bleeding heart 1n vamn
Attempts to foar, but {inks to earth and forrow.
Dwells on the paft, and fharpens every thought
With fruitlefs felf-upbraidings —O the chaos
Of wild diftralted thought! forgive me heaven!
Teach me, hkeher, to fay, “Thy will be done !"”
“ If happy minds regard the {cenes below,”
(Soothing 1dea =By thylelf infpir'd)

Dear {potlefs faint, O look with pity down

On her whom thy maternal care {uftain’d,

And thy affettion blefs’d ! and though unfeen,

Be thou my guardian-angel as while here!

And when I feel a wifh for virtue nife,

I'll tell my heart my Theodofia prompts it.

O may thy precepts, thy example guide

My fteps through life’s dark maze! teach me, like
thee,

With duteous love to chear a father's hife !

(A father, late thy all as well as mine ;)

That one dear hope alone could prompt a wifh

To linger in that world which thou halt left,

That one dear hope fullill'd, O may my dult
Repole
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Repofe with thine, and (mercy hear the prayer!}
My deathlefs {pirit freed, for ever freed

From all its fins and fratlties, once again

Behold, (ah not as when on earth opprefs’d
With pungent pain) behold my Theodofia !

My Theodofia! let me, let me fhill

Repeat the much-lov’d name ! Still muft her image
Dwell in my heart while gratitude exifts,

Cherifh’d with life, and but with life expire,
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ODE to SprinG, written in March.

UEEN of fealons, lovely {pring,
Q What diftant happy clime detains
The lingering wheels of thy refulgent car ?
What unknown charm detains thee far
From thele expefting, mourning plains?
What foft inchantment binds thy zephyr’s wing 7

Silent on the leaflefs tree
Hangs the rural mufes lyre ;

Voo, 111 B Still



[ 2 |

Still fhe waits in vain for thee,

Waits till thou the fong infpire.
The field, the grove, the garden mourn thy flay :
O lovely queen of {eafons, come away !

11.

Gentle zephyrs wake and rile
Spread your filken wings, and bear
On her bright enamel’d car,
The beauteous nymph to our defiring eyes!
Come beauteous nymph 1n all thy charms array’d,
And blefs the field, and blels the rural fhade'!
Stern winter with his dreary train
At thy approach fhall leave the plain ;
And nature o’er the ruflet mead
Again her verdant mantle {pread ;
T'hy prefence [hall the grove infprre,
And bid the various, artlefs chor,
Sweet warbling pour the gratulating ftrain,

I11.

Queen of fealons come away !

Time 1nvites, and nature {ues ;
tancy {preads her wing to meet thee,

Fancy, handmaid of the mufe;
Rural mule that waits to greet thee :

W hi:’c'.
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While reclin'd in penfive guile,
Silent (he deplores thy {lay,
Oft fhe hits her longing eyes,
And now fhe ruminates the long-neglefted lay.

IV,

Fancy never waiting long,
Lver altive, ever young,
Now with wild ungovern'd fire
Snatches quick the mufes lyre,
And come ye powers of harmony fhe cries;
Come bring the fong to hail your queen;
Bid every tuneful accent rife:
I fee afer her radiant car;
she comes! {he comes to blefls the rural {cene !

V.

O'er yon wide extended lawn,
See ! by gentle zephyrs drawn,
With ealy grace her glittering chariot glides :
A thoufand gems refplendent from its fides,
Refle€t the luftre of the {olar ray:
Fair treafure of the vernal morn,
Which bounteous nature bids adorn
win purelt elegance the rifing day.

B 2 And
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V.

And now behold the beauteous queen |
Dreft 1n a robe of lively green
That cheers the gazing eye:

Green 15 the ground, but o’er it {pread,

Wrought with imimitable {kill,

Beyond defcription’s boldeit quill,

By nature’s animaung hand,

A various rich embroidery glows ;
And though the work no real error knows,
All with the niceft care exatily plann'd;
The tints in feeming, {weet confufion lic;

Here fhines the purple, there the red,
Here yellow, {nowy white, and azure’s lovely die,

Vil

While irregularly gay,

rancy thus attun’d the lay,

‘The mufe arofe (with brow fevere)
In all her dignity, and faid,

I'ancy, ftop thy wild career,

Behold, 1mpetuous, heedlels maid ;
With erring hand would’ft thou prefume
The laws of nature to controul ?

DAl thou accule the lingering {pring,
\Who canlt not caule one {flower to bloom,

Or paint one fummer jufed’s wing ?
The
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The circling {eafons all fulfill

With fteady courfe, his {overeign will,

Whole awlul mandate bade them roll,
Whole orders nature hears from pole to pule,

VIII,

At his command, returning {pring
Shall pour her bleflings o’er the plain:
Tull then thy amry flights reftrain,
Nor touch my darling lyre again
Till nature bids thee {ing.
Then fhall the fields their charms refume,
The flowery tribes renew their bloom;
Soft warbling from the iragrant {pray,
To hail the lovely vernal day,
Sweet mufic rife from birds of various wing.
Their tribute to the hand divine,
The rural {cenes fhall gladly raile;
And nature’s every voice fhall join
The hymn of undiffembled praife.
Then fhall my Jong-neglefted lyre,
(If nature’s Lord the {ong infpire,)
Awake to rapture every tuneful ftring.

B n Wiitten



Written in Mavy,
Alter a {ealonable Shower of Ra1x.

OW chang'd the face of nature fhows,
How gay the rural [cene!
A fairer bloem the flowers difclofe,
The meads a livelier green,

While beauty clothes the fertile vale,
And blofloms on the {prav,
And fragrance breathes in every gale,
How [weet the vernal dav !

And hark! the feather’d warblers fing!
11s nature’s cheerful voice :

Solt mufic hails the lovely fpring,
And woods and fields rejoice.

How kind the influence of the fkics!
Thele fhowers, with bleflings fraught,
Bid verdure, beauty, fragrance rile,
And fix the roving thought,

O let my wondering heart confefs,
With gratitude and love,

The bounteous hand that deigns to blefs
The garden, field, and grove.

That
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That bounteous hand my thoughts

Beyond expreffion kind,
Hath f{weeter, nobler gifts

adore,

in ftore,
To blefs the craving mind,

That hand, in this hafd heart of mine
Can make each yirtye live,
And kindly thowers of grace divine

Life, beauty, fragrance give.

O God of nature, God of grace,

Thy heavenly gifts Impart !
And bid {weet meditation trace

Spring blooming in my heart !

Infpir'd to praife I then thall join
(Glad nature’s cheerful fong :
And love an( gratitude divine

Attune my joyful tongue,



The Sickry Minbp,

HERE are the happy moments fled ?

‘/ Where are the joys that once were
ming ?
When meditation kindly {pread
The {wect repalt,
And bade me 1afte
Of mental food, varieties divine ?
Reflection thus enquiring {ighs,
But hope with cheerful air replies,
Again thole happy moments may be thine :
Meditation ever kind,
Sull invites the longing mind;
And fee! fhe {preads her banquct full in view,
Sucli iood the fonsof luxury never knew,

Alas! in vain, my heart replies,
In vain her rich vaneties
A languid, a diftemper'd tafte invite !
Gentle hope, thy friendly power
Sooths 1n vain the meurnful Lour.

Tl
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Till thy fair {ifter come and blefs my fight 4
She can point a {overeign cure
For diforders of the mind,
Health, vigor, and delight the can enfure |
From that bleft liand which heal’d the lame and
blind.

Come radiant faidh, and guidé my way !
Hope, on thy kind arm I flay,
Lead, O lead me to my Lord!
If he pronounce the healing word,
This mental languor {hall depart,
And health and vigor autmate my heart.

Alss! my guide—how dim her eye!
How fecble my {upporter’s arm !
But he can purge the mift away,
And clear the wtellellual ray;

His vital word this fainting heart can warm,

And bid my hope be flrong, and teach my faith to ily,

Great Phyfician, gracious Lord,

Speak the life-reltering word,
My drooping powers renew!

Meditation then fhall fpread,

Not in vatn, the various fealt,

All her {weets the mind fhall tafte,

While
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While fLll new dainties rile to view ;
(With dainties fuch as her’s are angels fed;

Nor can the {acred banquet ever cloy,
Unlike to {enfual food, akin to heavenly joy,

e IS elpedn el el oo el el
To a Frowkr.

MBLEM of Aminta’s forn,

Bloffom elegant and fair,
Young Aminta has a charm
Flowers like thee can never wear.

In her mind good nature blooms,
Fairer than thy [potlefls white ;
Flower diffufing fweet perfumes
While it glads the gazers fight,

Though the Lilly and the Role

Nix their beauties in her face,
This with {weeter luftre glows,
Luftre heightening every grace.

Nor be this alone her praife,

While the mufe’s friendly eye
Many a fragrant bud furveys,
Bud where latent beauttes lie,

O mav
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O may every mental grace
Ripening fair its bloom dilp.ay,
More than emulate her lace,
Bloom which never can decay.,

The SALuTARY DisAPPOINTMENT.

ITH anxious thought an author pil'd

His labour'd volumes high and fair,
And now he figh’d, and now he {ml'd,

As rul'd alternate, hope and care.

At length confirm’d, eielt he rofe,
Forlo! nlpiring pride appears,
With all her fire lus bofom glows,
While the bold wifh he thus declares.

This monument {hall bear my name
In fpite of time’s deftroying hand,
Thy votary hear, aulpicious fame,
To future ages let 1t ftand!

Old time was pofling by in hafle,
Not complaifant enough to ftay,
His wing jult touch’d it as he paft,
In dull the boafted trophy lay.
The
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The author fainted at the fight,

But virtue came forgwmtr kind,
When pride retreats “us her dehght
To animate the drooping mind.

No more, miftaken youth (fhe cries)
No more 1nvoke deluding fame,

Buat let thy nobler wilhes rife,
Heaven only gives a deathlels name,

N TN TN O TN TN TN,
t&'#urfufx'lu&{! “ — _‘-??‘-..._ --'"_:-;4_ “— };_'

The BurtTterrLY,

RETTY vagrant of the a,

Embiem ofthe thoughuels fair:
Near akin therr life and thine,
Both a fleeting {ummer {hine.
Shert delight your charms impart,
Charms to catch the human heart :
Hearts that can be caught with {haw,
Tlie virtuofo or the beau.
Thoughtlels nymphs are buttertlies,
Different fpecies, ]arger'ﬁze;
Strangers both to needtul care,
Fluttering, roving here and there;

Buﬂ-;ing,
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Bafking in the vernal ray,
Trifling out the {ummer’s day :
Summer’s day, from youth to age,
Trifles all their cares engage::
But when wintry ftorms arife,
Beauty fades, and plealure dies.
Me let nobler cares employ,
Cares which terminate 1n joy.
Ere the fummer funbeams flee,
Let me, like the frugal bee,
Well improve the {miling hour,
Gathering {weets from every flower,
O may viitue's charms be mine,
Charms that fhil increafing {hine
Thefe will cheer the wintry gloom,

Thefe will laft beyond the tomb,

SR = e R = =

Ope to MELANCHOLY.

AUGHTER of grave refle€tion,gentle power,
Whofe diftates oft improve the lonely hour,
Kind melancholy come!
I feck thy friendly aid ;
Beneath thy hallow’d fhade

—1

(Saill

o
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(Still, unmolelted gloom,]
Gay mirth’s amufing trifles difappear,
Nor art thou far away,
Witnels the ftarting tear
That trembles in my eye;
Kind melancholy fay,
Does not the involuntary figh
Proclaim thy {alutary influence near?

Friend to virtue, foe to pride,
Come, and place thee near my fide,
And teach my heart how vain are all the toys
Which wear the {miling form of earthly joys
Yonder {ee, the phantoms rifing,

In alluring colours dreft!
See them fleeting {rom the view!
See deluded crowds purfue !
Danger braving, toil defpiling,
Till, at length they catch—the air!
The tempting forms that fmil'd {o fair
Elude their gralp, and leave the heart unbleft.

Gentle melancholy, fay,
Didft thou never {oftly fteal
Into th’ aflemblies of the gay,
And the truth, 1n whifpers tell ¢/
When mirth and thoughtlefs plealure imiling,

Mufic’s charms the heart beguiling,
Unheeded bore the mianight hour away.

Didlt
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Didft thou not whilper, “you muft die?”
Did not the bofom heave a figh, ;
And for one ferious minute banith mirth?
That minute, were enough to fhow
That pleafure terminates in woe,
That vain are all the boafted joys of earth !
But murth intrudes with fatal art
To {eize the hall-relenting heart,
And fhfle young conviftion in its birth,

Melancholy, friendly power,

Ot bencath thy awful eloom,
(Heart-affetting thoughts inlpiring)
From the buly world retiring,

Let me {pend the {olemn hour!

Let me meduate the tomb !

Meditate, but not alone,

Left my heart fhould fink difmay’d;

Let religion ever near,

(Sacred guardian) bamth fear,

Let my heart, her prefence own,
While through the over-fpreading fhade
(Lxcluding every ghmple of dav)

Her finiles diflufe a cheering ray,
And gild the dark, cold manfions of the dead.

ODE



Ope to Hork.

RIEND of the fainting mind, whole kindly ray,
Soft riftng o'er afilittion’s dreary fhade,
Foretells the fwect approach of day,
And cheers the weary daikfome wav,

And bids dejettion raife her languid head,

Celeflial hope, on thy propitinus fmiie
Calm patience waits, by thee {uftain’d
She ne’er repines, though often pain'd;
Untiring through hie’s various toil,
She knows to Dbear
With placid air

Cold wintry ftorms, and treads down thorny care.

Dear faithfu] friend, thy lenient hand allavs
The pangs of grief, and mooths the frowning brow
Of rough adverfity, thy voice conveys
Reviving comfort to the {ons of woe;
Thy gentle voice rebukes thewr fears,
The figh, {ufpended, hilenmmg dices,
And forrow flays her flowing tears
While happier {cenes i diftant profpedi rife.

Thou
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Thou laft, kind folace of didrefs,

Whofe {mile retains a power to blels
Though every Iriend befides, depart;
Still kind, fhill {aithful to thy trufl,

Thy influence hovers o’er the panting heart,
While reafon lives to wake defire,
T1ll hife’s paie trembling lamp expire,
Till the pain’d, prifon’'d mind fhall nfe,

And drop her feeble manfion 1n the duft,

To claim thy promis'd blifs beyond the fkies.

Celeftial hope, fair chuld of truth divine !
O may thy heavenly ray,
Bright harbinger of day,
Stll on my heart with cheering luftre flune !
Through cach dark {cene, each mournful
fhade,
Till1 no more thall need thy aid;
Thll that bright hour, when to my raptur’d eyes
(O may I call the unknown tranfport mnine !}
The morning of immortal day fhall rife,
And thou to perfett joy thy charge refign,

Nor. Il G To
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To AMirA on the death of her Son.

NOUGH to nature and to grief 1s paid,

Indulge no more thele unavailing tears;
Not all your comlorts in the grave are laid,

Through grief’s dark fhade a lucid ray appears.

A rayof heaven fair beaming through the gloom
Bids tainting hope liit up her languid eyes;
While faith direéts her view beyond the tomb,
To thole brigﬂ‘t {cenes where joys immortal rife.

Cleans’d, in the Saviour’s blood, from every ftain,
Think with what tranfport you will meet above,
(For ever free from {in and griel and pain)

The dear, departed objett of your love!

Then, though your bleeding heart its lofs deplore,
O yet be each repining thought {upprett,

That fovereign hand, which cannot err, adore,
Here, may your hcart with full athance reft.

Indulgent mercy blends, with Ienient {kill,
Sweet cordials with the bitter cup of woe ;
And many a {riend, and many a comfort flill,

Are kindly fpar'd to'cheer your ftay below.

Your
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Your flay, perhaps for high important ends,
May be prolong’d through many circling years,
A blefling to your partner, children, friends,
And future comlort pay your prefent tears.

May humble reflignation calm your brealt,

And faith enjov, with beaven illumin'd eye,

A profpett of the regions of the bleft,

Where pleafures bloom, that never, never die !

S L L L W L S

Deliring to love Curist and obey him.

If ye love me, kecp my commandments.

ESUS my Lord, in thy dear name unute,
All that my heart calls great, or good, or
fweet;
Whate'er 1nfpires with wonder or delight,
In thee, thou fairelt of ten thoufand, meet.

Do 1 not love thee? ah my conlcious heart
Nor boldly dares afhrm, nor can deny;

@ bid thefe clouds of gloomy lear depart,
With cne bright ray from thy propitious eye!

C 2 Do
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Do 1 not love thee ? can1 thenallow,
Within my brealt pretenders to thy throne ?

O take my homage, at thy feet I bow !
No other Lord my heart defires to own.

Take, take my paflions in thy fovercign hand,
Refine and mould them with almighty {kill

Then (hall I love the voice of thy command,
And all my powers rejoice to do thy will,

Thy love infpires the attive {ons of light,

With {wift-wing’d zeal, they wait upon thy word;
O let that love, in thele abodes of night,

Bid my heart glow to ferve my dearcit Lord!

Come love divine, my languid wilhes ratfe !
With heavenly zeal this faint cold heart inflame,
To jom with angels in my Saviour’s praife, |
Like them, obey his will, adore lius name'!

But can the mind, with heavy clay oppref,

To emulate feraphic ardour nife !

While {in pollutes her joys, forbids her reft,
How can fhe join the worlhip of the fkies?

Yet he commands to love and to obey,

Whole hand fuftains thofe happy fpirits ther:;
In him, my foul, who1s thy guide, thy flay,
In him confide, to him commit thy care.

Jelus
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Jefus my Lord, O give me {trength divine!
Then fhall my powers in glad obedience move;
Receive the heart that wifhes to be thine,

And teach, O teach me to obey and love!

4
TS e e e e Y

On hearing the Funerar BrLr,

After frequent deaths in the neglibourhood.

GAIN, the folemn warning ftrikes my ear !
The folemn warning that {o oft of late

Hatlr bid my foul be ready! f{hall the call,
Loud, frequent, prefling, awful, {ound in Veln ¢
Around me, death f{eleéts his fated prey ;
On filent wing, commillion’d, fly his thalts,
Nor ever mifs their mark, a viélim here
By age enfecbled, faintly firuggling, falls
An cafy conqueft! there in manhood’s prime,
Transfix’d, and raging with the venom’d dart,
Another groans, flrength minjflering to pain,
Contending long, unequal to the fight,
At length, 1n agonizing pangs expires !
Another here, and there another falls

In early bloom, the ruthlefs firoke at once
C 3 Cuts
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Cuts off the parent’s hope, and leaves a wound,
Which lenient time, {low healing, haidly cures !
Where, next, will light his arrows ? vain demand !
That awful power, who points them, only knows.
“Perhaps fome lov'd, perhaps fome honour’d life,
Dear as my own, 1nvites his prefent aim;

How will my bleeding heart outlive the ftroke,
When ev'n the apprehen{ion wounds fo d -ep ?
Yet, this anticipated woe, 1 care

Sull nearer, more 1mportant, {uperfedes!

O let me alk my confcious, trembling heart,
While vet the folemn queftion may avail,

Canft thou, undaunted, meet the King of terrors?
in his commiffion, for this night, this hour,

My name may be contain’d—f{uppofe it fpread
Belote thy view—rouze, inflant rouze thy powers
To meet, with fortitude, the potent foe!

Alas! how weak, how helplels ! foon I fall,

‘The mfulting vi€tor triumphs—no, behold

An arm {uperior, ftretch’d for my fupport !

(2 death where 1s thy fling? the Lord of life,

In whom I truft, can difappoint thy power;
Can bid my foul defy thy keeneft dart,

And triumph o’er thy terrors! he beftows

(O gift immenie!) a life beyond thy reach,
Yaernal life! reveal'd by truth divine

The glorious promife ftands, confirm’d by oath,
The awful fan&tion of omnipotence !

Here,
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Here, then, my foul, let thy enquiry fix,
Deliberate, {erious, ardent! on this point,

This mterelting point, depends thy all }

Is death dilarm’d for thee? 1s life begun?

For all who live for ever, mult, new born

Begin to breathe that life divine on earth.

O thou, whole potent word, from nothing rais'd
Unnumber’d worlds, whole all.in{piring breath
Gives lile to nature 1n her countlefs forms !

Great {ource of life divine ! whole quickning powet
Recalls from death’s domain, the heirs of blifs,
Once, hews of woe, a new created race,

Form’d for thy praife, to life immortal form’d;
Aflit my fearch! thy piercing eye furveys

The clofe recefles of my mmott heart,

And marks its every moton, do I breathe -
Warm’d by thy vial ray ? are thele defires,
Which nought below thy favour can {ufhce,

A proot of that immortal life begun,

Which nought below omnipotence can give ?

[s not the rifing hope which cheers my {oul,

Sweet beaming through the gloomy fears of death,
The dawn of life ? O teach my trembling heart

To trace 1t to 1ts {ource, the Saviour’s crofs !
That wondrous crofs, where death refign’d his arms,
And own'd the conqueror God! where life divine
Breath’d in the great Redeemer’s dying groans,
And pour’d us influence from his bleeding veins

C 4 Ta
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To quicken, cleanfe, illummate, and raile
To immortality, the blind, polluted,
The helplefs, hopelels, wretched prey of death !
Stupendous work of love, almighty love!
Yes, dearelt Lord, from thee my foul dertves
Her only hope, from thee thele faint defires
Which thou canft raife, invigorate, and fill.
O teach my laith on fironger wing to nfe
To tho bright regions, where eternzl hile
In full perfethion glows, and bid my hope
With firmer conlidence on thee recline,
My guardian, my defence ! by thee fuftain’d,

My heart {hall meet, {erene, th@ dreaded foe,
And [mile to fee his harmlels arrows fly.

Secure of conqueft in my Savicur’s might
decure of life bevond this narrow fpan !

A life unbounded as the glorious hope

Thy love mipires, and fill'd with all the joy
Thy blifstul prefence gives, cemmenfurate
The life, the joy, with valtcternuty.

1TAUE
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FELESTIAL content, mexhaoflible treafure!

The man that enjoysthice requires no addition;
In thee he poflelies wealth, honour, and pleafure :

9. bappy condiuon !

With pity he looks on the many, purluing
The trifles of earth with fuch eager attention,
And firaining, 10 chale of their utter undoing,

Their tortur'd 1invention.

Then upward on faith’s Inendly pinion he rifes,
With raptuve the glorious reverfion beholding ;
The gates to that blis, which bislonging heart prizes

(Tho® diffant) unlolding.

On inviolate truth while his hopes are depending,
Nor tersors affright, nor aftli¢tions deprels him;
Aflur’d, tho” to death’sgloomy manfions faft teri.ing

His God will ftill blefs him.

Releas'd from the forrews of time lus glad {punt
Shall leave its weak partner, and joyf ully foaring,
The promis'd peflellion begin to inhertt ;

\With apgels adoring.

He
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He knows that his body, the grave now detaining,
In Jefus’ bright image hereafter arifing,
Shall furely rejoin him, no forrow remaining,

Corruption deflpifing.

Then with heaven’s fair armies in triumph afcending
Partake of delights ever new and abounding ;
Enraptur’d before the bright throne lowly bending

Salvation refounding.
$TEOP AP ORI TATE R

WairtTine for MorNING.

Plalm xxx. 5.

ONG and mournful is the night,
Mental night of gloomy fear:

Source of comfort, lource of light

When, O when wilt thou appear !
Thy beams alone can bid the gloom depart,
And {pread celellial morning o'er my heart.

Morning
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Morning of that glorious day

Which the bleft enjoy above,

Where with full unclouded ray

Shines thy everlalting love:
Where joy triumphant fills the bright abode,
O happy world ! fair paradife of God!

Thither 1f the heart afpire,
Shall it, Lord, afpire 1n vain?
Shall the breathings of defire
Rife with unavaihng pain?
O thou my guide, my folace, and my reft,

In this fad defart {hall I rove unbleft ?

Sure the Lord ol life is near

Though a cloud s face conceal.

Jelus, when wilt thou appear,

When thy cheering beams reveal ?
When fhall thy beams of foul-reviving light
Difpel this gloomy cloud this mental mght?

Not 1n vain afpires the heart

That depends on thee alone;

Light and joy thou wilt impart,

Radiant dawn ol blifs unknown,
Here let me wait beneath thy guardian wing
Till from thy fmile celeltial morning fpring.

To
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To AMmIra on her MoTHER’S ILLNESS,

Q AY, dear Amira, while this bofom fhares
\J Your load of gricf, and heaves the filial figh ;
Shall Chriflians fink beneath time’s tranfient cares,
And fainting hope {carce Iilt her lanowid eye ?

While o’er afllittion’s gloom, a deeper night
Dark apprehenfion {preads, and woes unbori
Rife vifionary to the mental hght,

The prefent grief we feel, the future mourn,

Indulge, forgive the ifier and the {riend,
Permit refle€tion to prefent to view

The {ccret caufe that thus opprels’d we bend,
And to their fource thele tyrant fears purfuc,

Their {ource 1s unbelief, a foe confels'd,

And yet, how clofe conneéled with the heart,
We lodge the traitor that betrays our reft,
And {labs our comforts in the vital part.

\What
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What is the Chriftian’s portion ? blifs terrene,
Ilealth, riches, friends ? alas, how light they weigh!
Can we, contcnted with a lot {fo mean

Pronounce 1t blifs ? frail tenure of a day !

No, fays the foul whom neaven-born faith infpires,
Jehovah 1s the portion of my choce,

In him, who fills, alone, my valt defires,
Though health, wealth, riends forfake me, I rejoice.

The bleflings God hath lent, when he recalls
Faith hids the heart with full confent refign,

Low at his feet the heart adoring falls!

“ Lord, 'us enough, I'm bleft while thou art mine!”

Should he recall (we tremble at the thought)

A parent honour’d, lov’d: Faith hits ker eye,

And, * See (fhe cries) the hour, with tranfport
fraught,

“ That joins your fouls in blifs beyond the fky !"

The forrow-fhaded fcenes that rife between,
Time’s friendly wing will quickly bear away ;
And hope with placid air fhall wait ferene,
While faith pcllints forward to eternal day.

Then
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Then join, my dear Amira, join your friend,
To combat unbehef, his aid implore

On whofe kind arm our faith and hope depend,
Here may we reft, delire, expect, adore,

S e e X

The Harry MAN.
From the 29d Plaim.

APPY the man of heavenly birth,

Beyond the proudeft boalt of earth,
Whom mercy thus fuftains :
To {cenes of living verdure led,
Plenty and peace their bleflings {pread,

And not a thought complains.

Conduéied by his gracious guide

Where ftreams of fweet refrefhment glids,
And fed with lood divine;

God is the guardian of his reft,

Beneath his {mile, ferenely bleft,
He bids s foul rechne,

Yet,
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Yet, fhould his feet forgetful ftray,
His guide reftores, and points the way
Lo fafety, life, and peace ;

Sull mindful of his glorious nanae,

A faithful God is fill the fame,
His paths are righteoufnefs.

Should gloomy fhades the path o’erfpread,

Dark as the manfions of (he dead,
His heart no terrors wound :

s heavenly guardian ever near,

Suftains his hope, forbids his fear,
And comfort fmiles around.

The conftant bounty of his Lord,

With rich provifion fpreads his board,
Amid repining foes:

While peace and gladnefs on his head

Their fweeteft odours hourly fhed,
His cup with blifs o’erflows :-

O happy portion! lot divine !

Thus fhall indulgent goodnefs fhine
On all his future days ;

For ever near his ruardian God

Shall mercy fix his bleft abode,
And tune his foul to praife,
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To PHILANDER.

HILE in the arms of death your Delia {leeps

And o’er her alhes fond remembrance
weeps ;
In tendergriel let {niendfhip claim a fhare,
Friendfhip, that famn would eale Philander’s care.
But fay, 1s this the whole of friendlhip’s lore,
To fympatluze, to pity, to deplore ?
Be her's the effort (elle how weakly kind)
1o cheer, to elevate the drooping mind.
And weak (unaided) would the elfort prove ;
But heaven-born hope aflifts the voice of love.
See my Philander o’er your Delra’s tomb
Hope frmles and diffipates the dreary gloom.
Celeltial comforter! fhe pomts yonr eye
To life, to happinels beyond the {ky.
Attend ber cheering whifper to your heart!
“ There hves your once-lov'd Delia’s nobler part.
“ Can you reuret that from the {cenes of woe,
““ The long afthiction fhe fuftain’d below,
“ Heaven call’d her foirit from us dark abode
“ T'o the bright manfions of her Saviour God ?

“ Her
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« Her mortal pait, beneath his watchful eye,
«« Secure {though mouldering in the grave) fhall lie,
« Till the laft trumpet’s animating breath
“ Pierce through the boundle(s monarchy of death;
« Colle€t each atom of the fleeping duft
“ And in immortal vigour raile the juit.
“ The body then, reftor'd, renew’d, refin'd,
“ Shall join in perfeét blifs, 1ts partner mind ;
“ Array'd in pure etherial radiance rife,
“ Mix with the bright aflembly of the fkies;
“ Injoys unknown to thought for ever prove
¢ The boundlefs bleflings of redeeming love ;
“ And every tongue, to rapture tun'd, proclaim
* The endlefs glories of the Saviour’s name.
“ Then {hall Philander and his Delia join
** With heaven’simmortal choir, the fong divine =
“ Look forward to the bright, the glorious hour
“ Andtruftyour Saviour’s mercy, truth and power.”
O my Philander, may the blifsful ray
Which points our wifhes to the {eats of day,
Still on our hearts its healing luftre {hed,
Amid the gloomy manfions of the dead !
In all her force may hope celeftial glow
Tillheaven’s fair dawn beam o’er the fhades of woe ;
Thil faith fhall with feraphic ardour rife,
And claim the promis’d glories of the fkies;
Till that illuftrious, that tranfporting hour,
When death for ever fhall refign his power;
Vour. IIL D When
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When joy fhall wipe the tear from every cye
And faith and hope in perlett vifion die.

e e e e e el e

SurrorT In TROUBLE,

HOUGH terrors late alarm’d my brealt,

And rais’d athreatening tempelt there,
Yet, Lord, my paflions own thy hand,
The ftorm {ubfides at thy command,
And now my calmer thoughts attelt

Thy well-try’d love, thy long experienc’d care.

Faith, {carce diicern’d a glimple of light,
Hope languifh’d with dejetted eye,
Reafon, (weak emprels of the mind)
To paflion had the helm confign'd,
Loud was the ftorm and dark the might,
But thy fupporting, guardian hand was nigh.

Almighty Saviour, gracious Lord,
‘Thou only retuge of my foul,
Thy fovereign voice when I can hear,
I gain new ftrength to combat fear,
Hope refls on thy unchanging word,
Thy word can every rifing fear controul.
Hence
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Hence, guilty dithdence be gone,
With all thy train of boding fears ;
Let faith and calm expeftance wait,
And cheerlul hope, with eye fedate,
Look up and watch the {miling dawn
That through the fable veil of night appears.

That {miling dawn derives its ray
From the full fource of light divine ;
O {un of righteoulnels, impart
Thy healing radiance to my heart !
Increafing till celeftial day

Difpel the gloom, and joy unclouded fhine.

R S W D W L D W

THE RESTLESS MIND.

CTIVE, bufy, reftlels mind
That canft never be confin’d;
Whither, whither doft thou ftray ?
Seek a guide that knows the way
To the fair, the happy fhore,

Which thy wing would fain explore.
Fancy fees the angels {tand

Beckoning on the diftant land ;
Do Gentle
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Gentle {pirits, can you guide
O'er the ocean deep and wide, %
Winds impetuous, feas untry’d?
Can you point the port of reft ?
Aid a ftranger to be bleft ?

Vain enquiry !-filent all—

Quite regardlefs of my call !

Will no kind, no able friend
Hear, on whom I may depend?
Hear, and teach this reftlefls mind
How, the {eats of blifs to find ¢
Yes, behold that friend appears !
¥riend of mortals, Jefus hears:
Kindly {fmiling, fee, he ftands!
See, his ftretch’d, inviting hands !
Hark ! he wooes thee to be bleft!
Calls thee to the port of reft !

He can teach thee to explore,

He alone, that happy fhore,
Though the dull, incumbent air
Frown with heavy clouds of care ;
He can aid and point thy flight;
Give thee firength, and give thee light.
O’er the ocean, deep, and wide,
Winds impetuous, feas untry’d,
He thy paffage can fuftain;

Winds and waves thall rage in vain.

Gracious
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Gracious Saviour, guide divine!
To thy conduét I refign

This enquiring veftlels mind ;
Happy, 1f her Lord 1s kind ;
Happy, 1t amid her way,

Now and then a heavenly ray
Open to her longing eye

That fair paradife on high,
Whither her beft withes tend,
Where her toils and cares fhall end.,

O GO T O

O~ rReceivING A MoURrRNING Ring
FOR A YOUNG RELATIVE,

P l VHE mournful gift, attentive, while I view,

My once-lov'd Nancy rifes to my thought ;
The figh of fnigndlhip, to hiermemory due,

Breathes from my heatt, with tendei anguifh fraught.

Young, biaoming, afmiable, lamented maid !
Whea life’s gay, flattering profpeét open’d fair ;
Down funk the fcene 1n death’s cold difmal fhade,
And the fond parent mourns his fruftrate care.

Dy Ye fad
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Ye fad {urvivors, while each bleeding heart
Hangs on her lov'd 1dea, may you know
The heaven-tanght leflon, the celeftial art
To gatherbleflings 1n the fhades of woe!

Perhaps the awful firoke may feem fevere ;
But let refle€tion {peak, her voice attend !
While grief {upplies the unavailing tear,
Reflettion points our own approaching end.

That end approaching is our chief concern,
Life's moft 1mportant bufinefs is, to die;
This truth, each friend expiring bids us learn,
Which, while we mourn, impels a deeper figh.

O may the needful figh be unfupprett,

11l kind refletion lead the reftlefs Leart

To that bright world where only, life 1s blef,
And conquer’d death refigns his fatal dart |

To hife immortal, he reveals the way

Who dying triumph’d over nature’s foe:

His word, 1fwereceive, beiieve, obey,

Yair hope fhall bloom amid the fhades of woe.

Ve
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Ye flattering fcenes of earthly blifs, adieu !
You fmile, and promife, but deceive the mind :
Celeftial hope direéts our upward view

To pleafures real, lafting and refin’d,

G == %

To AMIRA ON THE SUDBEN DEATH
oF HER MOTHER,

HOUGH nature, friendlbip, filial love awake
The fprings of griel, and though the fudden
fhock
O’erpower’'dthemind, (too weak to meet furprizs!)
At length my dear Amira, be our griefs
Reftrain’d, obedient to the voice divine
Which calms the windsand {eas, that fovereign voice
Which bids the tempeft of the mind—* Be ftil},”
Reflettion now returning, may our fouls
Adore fubmiflive his dilpofing hand,
Who gives and takes our comforts as he pleales,
Still wile and goodin all. O let our hearts
Complain no more, for through the cloud of woe
Kind mercy fhines, her beams difperfe the gloom,
As fun-beamns chafe the fragments of a {torm.
J.ook up, Amira, {ee the father’s hand,
D 4 Indulgent
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Indulgent, tender, in the ftroke we mourn!
Say, could the awful meflenger appear

In a more gentle form P how folt the touch
That loofen’d nature’s bands, diflolv'd the tic
That held the weary {pirit, prifon’d long,

In afrail, ruin'd tenement below,

And bade her rife to liberty and joy !

Say do we mourn the friend, the parent lolt /—
—Ah no, retralt the word, fhe 1s but call'd,
Before us call'd to her celeftial home,

That blifsful home, fo long, fo much defir’d;
And hope foft whifpers we thall mect her there.
Meet her—but how ! enfeebled, bent with years,
Worn out with pains, her mental powers decay’d
And loft to focial joys ? though hope, and truf,
And patient relignation fhone ferene,

The chnifhian’s pattern, and the friend’s fupport :
Their work fulfill'd, thofe graces have refign’d
Therr feat to perleét joy and endlels praile,

How fhall we meet her in the blefl abode ?
Urania, come, thy fareft coloursbring,

Prefent the dear departed to our view

Such as fhe fhines amid the bhifsful choir.

Let youth immortal, dreft in heavenly finiles,
And winning graces, o’er her form diffule

Its lively bloom; while dignity and love

Sit on her afpeét, fuch as angels wear !

But
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But not thy nobleft frokes, thy fweeteft force,
In equal colours €’er can reprelent

A foul made perfet in the realms of light,

And in her faviour's lovely image dreft.

Nor can thy tints, though borrow’d from the fky,
Defcribe the vigorous life, the aftive joy

Which animates a citizen of heaven.

Urania, drop thy pencil, take the lyre,

Not to deplore the friend, the parent loft

But to congratulate the {aint arriv'd,

From life’s long, painful voyage {afe arriv’d,

And crown’d, triumphant, on the blilsful {hore,
With perfeét pleafure, and eternal peace.

O could thy lyre but faintly emulate

On earth, the ftrains which her rapt ear imbibes,
Her voice melodious joins; the notes would charm
The mournful memory of her lofs to reft,

And bid defire, and faith, and hope arife

To thare her tranfports in that world of joy.

O may that glorious, happy world emit

Its fweet, though diftant radiance to our hearts,
And raife, and fix our hopes and withes there!
Has not the dawn of that eternal day

Which God’s unclouded fmile diffufes there,
Sometimes, Amira, beam’d a cheering ray

On thefe dark fcenes? and fhall that dawn be loft
To fhine no more "—impofhible—as foon

The [un fhall faint amid his morning way,

Pxnd
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And leave the world to everlafting night.
That grace omnipotent, that {tedfall truth
On which, below, her heaven-bornhope reclin’d,
Who now rejoices in that hope fulfill’d,
Invites our humble truft, forbids our fear.
May the fame grace that led her [afely through
The cares, the dangers, and the pains of time,
Preferve, fupport, and guide us i the way,
The living way by which fhe reach’d the fkies!
Then fhall we join with her the heavenly chour,
Partake the blifs, and tune the raptur’d fong
To Jefus, who prepares a manf{ion there
For all who love his name, and truft his grace;
To Jelus, who from death’s envenom’d dart
Extralls the potfon, fatal now no more
That foe to nature 1s become alriend;
He at his Lord’s command, unfolds the gate
To life, and liberty, and endlels joy.

G S =

OpE ON A RURAL PROSPECT IN JuNE,

I,

T length (hedeigns, (indulgent power!)
Toblefs the {olitary hour:
Divine



L 43 ]

Divine Urania, plealing guelt!

My paflions own thy foft controul;
Welcome to my grateful breaft,

Sooth my every care to rell;

O pour thy kindelt influence on my fou!!

1L

Touch the {weet, the charming lyre,

Thsthine to harmonize the mind !

Thou canft calm delight infpire ;

F.xalted pleafure, joy refin’d!

1hy lov'd employ thy darling theme

My panting foul alpires to try;

To {ing the great the glorious name

Who gives thee all thy plealing art

To calm to anumate the hLeart;
Creation’s lord, and fovereign of the fky !

11,

But aim not, my ambitious fong,
To rife with Milton, or with Young,
To whom Urania brought celeftial fire;

A living ray from heaven’s immortal choir,
That darted through the folid veil of night ;
Infpining ray, that bade them foar
Where mortals never rofe before,
Wihile nature wonder'd at the daring flight,

IV,
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VI,

L'nequal to {o bold a choice,

A humbler, {afer lot be mine!

Urania, tune my trembling voice
To fubjetls lefs exalted, yet divine!

Thy foltelt, gentleft aid impart,

Teach, O teach my longing heart
To trace the radiant footfteps of the God;

To the mind’s enraptur’d eves

Where his milder glories rife,
O’cr nature’s ample frame diffus’d abroad!

V.

Nature, o'er her ample frame

Shews her great creator’s name

Infcrib’d in charatters divine !

Lvery plant, and every flower

Speak his wifdom, goodnefs, power :
VWith fweet attraltive luflre how they fhine!!

Ye beauteous {cenes, ’tis yours to {how

The hand from whence your bleflings flow:
"o wonder, love, adore, and praife be mine !

Vi,
While yonder wide-extcnded fields,
“Vith cager gaze my eye furveys
['hie fcene a thoufand beauties yields,
A iboufand bleflings claim my praife.

L |
e
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In nature’s lap, fee, plenty pours,
With hand profufe, her richelt {tores!
A lively green arrays the {cene,

Impearl'd with folt-delcending fhowers:
Fair vegetation {miles around,

By kindly rains and funfhine fed ;
The fertile vales, with beauty crown’d,
Nurfe, with indulgent care, the {uture bread.

VI,
Ye diffident, delponding hearts,

Who forward look with anxious pain,
See, how the hand of providence imparts
Its conftam kindnels to the foodful grain!
And fhall the power that bids the teeming earth
Produce the 1nfant-blade, that bids anife
To full maturity, the tender birth,
Look down on you withlels regardful eyes?

V1il,

Hark! how the birds {weet-warbling from the {pray,
Enjoy the bounties of the prelent day:

Their future food, the hedge or wood,
Direlted by that gracious hand, provides,
Which with paternal carz all nature guides.

hat
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That gracious hand, to day adore,
And leave to heaven, te-morrow’s care::

Enjoy the prelent, hope for more;
The power who hears thebirds, willhearyour prayer.

IX.

Ye trembling {ouls, with fear oppreft,

On whofe enfeebled, fainting thought

Hang heavy clouds, with forrow fraught ;
See, {miling hope appear, {celeftial gueft!)

She fpeaks, her gentle voice attend !

“ No more to earth, ye mourners bend,

“ Raife your downcalt, weeping eyes,
“ See what cheerful profpects rife !

¢ The corn now ripening 1n the ear,

“ Declares a plenteous harvelt near.

“ Long has expettant torl, with patience ftay'd!
“ At length behcld expettant toil If’Pdld

““ And fhall your weary [puiciamt?

“ Your nobler expetiartens die?

““ Let patience foften your compiaint!
 Truft in his word who 1ules the eaviiyand fky
“ Thatfure, that never-failing woid ceclares,

“ That thofe fhall rezp 1n joy, who fow n tears,”
X.
Kind hope, the mourner’s laithful friend,
Thy peace-infp:ring lore
O let my diooping Leart attend,
And whiic I ttult acore!
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Adore, with thankful love, the hand divine,
That bids through griel’s dark (hade, thy comforts

{hine

That bids, amid this vale of tears,

Flowers of celeitial tragrance nle,

That guides, defends, {uftains, and cheers,
And points to farer {cenes beyond the fkies ! -

X1,

Lord of my hife! tothee I owe
A thoufand gifts enjoy’d below,
Of providence and grace:
While nature 1n her various forms,
My heart enlivens, raifes, warms ;
‘Thy hand, O bid my heart with rapture trace!
From thy kind hand, my ever-gracious Lord,
Unnumber'd bleflings daily, hourly flow ;
To crown them all, does not thy facred word
Bid hope celefhal 1n my bolom glow ?
What more have 1to wilh? that hope divine,
And faith (kind feraph !} may be ever nigh!!
Beneath their influence may my heart refine,
Thll the fair dawn ol heavenly day
Dittufe 1ts foul-attralting ray,
Difperfe the fhades, and fix my longing eye,
On Icenes of perfett blifs beyond the fky.

THE
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Tue CompLAINT OF THE MIND,

HY is the heaven.defcended mind
(For nobler pygpofes defign'd
So clofe attach’d to frail uni'ﬁinking clay?
Fain would fhe tafte the joys of light
And meditate her upward flight;
But her weak partner cannot bear the day,

If now and then a ray divine
With {weet attrattive luftre {hine,
And upward tempt her half expanded wings
The pans or appetites of {enfe
Retard her flight with fair pretence,
And chain her joylels down to trifling things.

How blefl the unbodied minds above,
Who {lil] defire, delight, and love,
And nought impedes the work, orclouds the joy !
No hitlefs inattention there,
Nor tempting toy, nor gloomy care;
Celeftial pleafure fmiles without alloy !

O happy
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O bhappy period ! blifsfu] day !
(Hope, cheerful hails its diftant ray, .

Though rifing tears ftand trembling in her eyes)
When this grofs heavy clay refin'd,
A fit companion for the mind,

To attive, joyiul, endlels lite thall rife!

Jefus, to theealone I owe

Each cheering glimple of heaven below,
And thou canft bid the longing mind alcend :

Though dull mortality impede,

She fpurns the weight 1f thou but lead ;
On thee alone her ftrength and hope depend.

O (peak the word ! her joylul wings
Shall leave this {cene of little things
For the fair regions of immenf{e delight!
One kind afluring word of thine
Confirms the bright reverfion mine,

And faith fhall bid adieu to earth and night,

Vor. lI1 F, To
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To Sirvia.

‘ N J HILE mufing in the {olitary hour,

My Silvia rifes fair to fancy’s eve :
Soft, foothing melancholy, penfive power |
Awakes for her the anxious tender {igh.

Ah! how when entering on a world of {nares,
ohall innocence preferye the artlels maid ?

Ah! whothall guide, through life’s bewildering cares,
Her {teps in falety to fome hallow’d fhade ¢

Paternal love with ever-watchful eye

Shall guard from cares, if near her cares fhould prefs;
Shall kindly warn of every danger nigh,

And point the path of fafetv and of peace,

¥riendfhip, for Silvia, fhall collett her powers,
And o’er the fcene diffule a lncid ray,

Around her path fhall ftrew the {weetelt flowers,
And bid the mufe attune her fofteft lay.

Delufive
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Delufive bope! what dangess rife unfleen!
What unfulpetted {orrows wait around !

And can a friend or parent ftep between,
When the wing'd arrow may fo quickly wound ?

Alas! not friend(hip’s tendereft, kindeft art
Can gild afflition’s heart-opprefling gloom :
Nor can paternal love repel the dart,

If death ftand threatening o’er the gaping tomb,

O for a friend whole life-in{piring fmile

Can brighten dark affliétion’s darkeft hours;

Eafe every pain, and foiten every tol,

Aund fpread new lite through nature’sfainting powers?

O for a friend whole all-fuftaining arm
Can make the heart {erenely view the tomb
Can death of all his dread array difarm,

And place a imiling angel 1n his room !

And {ee, my Silvia, fee that friend appears!
And hark! he calls you to his guardian arms !
Jelus, that friend indeed! for ever near,
When grief approaches, or when death alarms.

O hear his voice ! for heaven attends the found ?
To him alone devote your blooming days:
o fhall your life with happinefs be crown'd,
»0 thall you join with angels in his praile,
L 2 To



To SiLvia PENSIVE,

ELL me, Silvia, why the figh

Steals unbidden from your eye ?
Tell me what you wifh or fear ?

Providence profufely kind,
Wherefoe'er you turn your eyes,
Bids you with a grateful mind

View a thoufand bleflings rife,

Round you affluence fpreads her flores
Young health fparkles in your eye,
Tendereft, kindeft friends are yours,

Tell me, Silvia, why you figh ?

)

"Tis, perhaps, fome friendly voice
Softly whifpers to your mind,

“ Make not thefe alone your choice
* Heaven has bleflings more refin’d.

Heaves your bofom, why the tear

Thankful
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“ Thankful own what you enjoy,

“ But a changing world like this,
“ Where a thoufand fears annoy,

“ Cannot give you perfeét blifs,

“ Perfeél blifs refides above,

“ Far above yon azure fky;

“ Blifs that merits all your love,
* Merits every anxious figh,”

What, like this, has earth to give p
O my Silvia, in your breaft

Let the admonition hive,

Nor on earth defire to reft.

When your bofom breathes figh,
Or your eye emits a tear,

Let your withes rife on high,
Ardent rife to blifs fincere.

Eq WRITTEN



WRITTEN IN A PAINFUL ILLNESS,

NDULGENT father, ever gracious God,
1 Low at thy feet fubmiflive I adore
Thy chaftening hand, nor murmur at the rod ;
Yet thy fupporting arm, I muft implore.

Thou holy, wife, and kind, O bid my heart
In patient filence wait thy fovereign will!
Sweet conlolation let thy voice impart,

And fay to every anxious thought ¢ be {hll.”

Say to my heart, that oftenhath prefer’d
To thy kind ear, the fupplicating figh;
““ Be comforted, be ftrong, thy fuit 1s heard ;

* Behold my all-fullictent grace 1s nigh'!

Oft have I wifh'd to have my heart refin’d

By cleanfling grace; defir'd, and long’d to wear
The bright refembiance of my Saviour’s mind,
His gentle, humble virtues copied there.

O may
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O may the rod the happy end promote
To humble, cleanfle, renew this heart of mine!
And may thy grace aflift me to devote

Its powers to thee alone for they are thine!

If the fhort remnant of my fleeting time
Be near it’s period ; teach, O teach my {oul
On faith’s fair wing, to reach that blifsful chime

Where time’s quick-circling wheels no more {hall
roll |

Opprels’d with pain my feeble powers decay,
The fprings of life wear out, the vital flame

Seems quivering near its exit. Is the day

At hand which fhall diffolve this mortal frame?

If this frail tottering manfion foon fhould fail,
Art thou, my foul, prepar'd to take thy flight?
Prepar'd, at thy almighty Father’s call,

To quit, with joy, the {cenes of mortal night ?

Or canft thou patient {ee death’s threatening dart, -
And o’er the expetting grave long-lingering bend,
To drap thy dying partner, loth to part,

While yet thy hopes and wifhes upward tend ¢

What mean thele quefltions ?=all depends.on thee
My Saviour God: fpeak to my trembling heart:

F 4 Say
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Sav * thou art mine,” that word s life to me
y ,
And I can {mile at death’s tremendous dart !

Whether he threaten long, or fudden rend
This mortal frame, and fet my fpirit free;
That moment let thy angel guards attend,
And bear me fafe to life, to heaven and thee.

Defiring a thankful Devotion to Gonb.

Y great preflerver, to thy gracious hand

My life, my [afety, and my all T owe;
New gratitude thy favours flill demand,
And flll my numerous obligations grow.

Oft halt thou liften’d to my humble prayer,
Oft, at my cry, unwearied mercy came:
O be thy goodnefs, thy indulgent care,
My conftant refuge, my delightfyl theme!

When warm’d with grateful love to thee my Lord
My thoughts begin to count thy favours ¢'er,

The boundlefs {fum, what numbers can record ?
How vain the attempt ! aftonifh’d I adore !

Yat
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Yet I may love thee, thisis thy command,

Thy kind command, O make me all thy own!
My powers, my paflions, Lord, are in thy hand,
And thou canft mould them for thy ufe alone.,

This worthlels heart, to thee I would relign,

Poor as 1t1s, thy {overeign hand can raife
A monument to thee, earich, refine,

And there 1lcitbe thy mercies and th)-' pmif'e.

Thy wonderous praife, not all creation’s tongues
In one harmonious concert, can difplay;
Not the celellial choir's enraptur’d fongs,
Through valt eternity’s unbounded day.

And fhall a reptile of the duft, afpire

T'o join with angels in their high employ ?
Lord, at thy feet, I lay my trembling lyre
In filent awe, yet mix'd with humble joy.

Yet, 1f thou bid me try the beavenly theme,
And blefs me with thy {mile, my lyre agamn
On every firing fhall found thy glortous name,
Thy fmile fhall animate the feeble ftrain .

If thou accept, and aid my wifh to praile,

Then fhall my heart with glad devotion bring

(But ah, how mean thy gift!) her {weetelt lays

To thee, my gracious God, my glorious King.
All
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All T enjoy, and all I hope is thine,
Unworthinels, alone, belongsio me;
Infpire me, O my God, with love divine,
And make my lie, a hymn of praile to thee.

The Happinefs of the Children of Goo.

And will be a Father unto you, and ye fhall be my
Jons and daughters fauth the Lord Almighty.

o Cor, vi, 18.

XTENSIVE promife! O what hopes divine,
What rich delight, the gracious words 1m-
part !
My father! when my faith can call thee mine,
A ray of heaven illuminates my heart.

Lord, if thy word conhrm my heavenly birth,
And bid me fay ¢ my Father,” then I hive;

Not all the tendereit, deareft names on earth,
Can half the pleafure, half the tranfport give,

The



[ 59 ]

The Lord Almighty deigns (amazing thought!)
To call us children, (once the heirs of woe,}
Sweet words of conlolation, richly fraught
With all the bleffings mercy can beflow.

His eye, attentive marks his childrens way,

He guides them fafe though dangers lurk unfeen :
Though forrow’s gloomy clouds o'erfhade the day,
Secure, on his Almighty aim they lean.

His car, indulgent to their feeble prayer,

Receives each rifing wifh, each plaintive figh ;
His kind, compallionate, paternal care

Knows all their wants, and will thofe wants fupply.

When [oes unnumber’d rife, and fear alarms,
His conflant love immediate fuccour lends,
Fncircled in their father's guardian arms,
Foes rife 1n vain, omnipotence deiends.

All needful, prefent good, his hand provides,

But what their future portion ? Angels tell,

(For mortal language fails,) where he refides,
What blooming joys, what boundlefs raptures dwell.

But not the natives of that glorious place,
Not all the blils refcunding fongs above,
Can e’er difplay the riches of his grace ;
Or count the endlels wonders of his love.

O could
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O could thofe diftant feats of joy impart
A moment of their blifs! how would 1t raife,
How would 1t animate this languid heart,
In thele dark regions, to begin his praife !

Yet from his word, a bright enlivening ray
Shines on my heart, while all my powers adore ;
Jelus, whofe wonderous love mark’d out the way,
Jefus, the heavenly [riend, 1s gone before.

Fair manfions in his father’s bleft abode

That heavenly friend prepares, and joys unknown
By him prefented to their Father God,

His children bow belore the eternal throne.

In s prevailing, his accepted name,
Father, my foul adores beneath thy feet ;
Let his full merits plead my humble claim,
And raife my hope to jov divinely {weet.

A refleftion



A reflettion on hearing the BeLr at the

interment of a neighbour,

HAT found e’er long {hall mark the folemn

hour
\When this weak frame, inamimate and cold,
By fellow mortals borne, fhall be confign’d
To 1ts dark manfion 1n the filent grave,
Perhaps, the figh of tender grief fhall heave,
The tear of fnendfhip flow: in fable clad,
Perhaps furviving rclatives will move
In flow proceflion to the houfe of death ;
While {ad reflettion fpeaks--* Behold your home!”
But what avails or friend{lup’s tendereft tear,
Or {orrow’s deepeflt groan, or {able robes,
Or all the fad lolemnuty of woe

Which grief, or cuflom walle on fenfelefs clay ?

Where will my fpirit be P—CO ve kind few!

Whole faithfu] hearts fhall mourn the friernd you
jov'd,

Whofe thoughts, while nature prompts the tender
figh,

Shall
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Shall rife, perhaps, beyond the gloomy Icene,
By cheerful hope invited, and purlue

That part which cannot die—afhilt me now !
Now while your love may profit, teach my heart
All that your brighter hope or ftronger faith
Hath [een or tafted of the joysto come !

The inevitable hour demands it all,

Lead me! O lead me to that fovereign balm
For death’s keen pang, that only antidote
Againit the mortal poifon, blood divine!

Ie2d me—ah no—that dear, almighty friend,
Whole bleeding veins pour'd healthand life and blils
For wretches guilty, perifhing, undone,

Alone can lead, fupport, and cheer my foul !
Jelus, my Lord, on thee my all depends,

My everlafting all! O let me fcel,

In that dread hour when earthly comforts fai,
Thy love, {weet cordial to my fainting heart !
Infufing firength divine; 1ts vital force

Shall bid me rife fuperior in the confliét

With nature’s foe, and tune my quivering lips
To holy rapture! let thy glorious name,

My Lord, my Saviour, dwell upon my tongue !
\While guardian angels join the bhifsful theme,
Till my glad {pirit quits her houfe of clay,

And rifes, with the meflengers of heaven,

1o join the bleft affembly which thy love
Hatkh
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Hath ranfom'd, cleans'd, and rais’d beyond the reach
Of fin and d=ath, intranfports all unknown

To frail mortality ! to join the fong

For ever néw, to thy almighty love.

B A =R =

Defiring the gracious prefence of Gonb.

LAS! my heart where is thy abfent God,
Arife and fearch, nor languith hopelels here,
See o’er creation’s frame diffus’d abroad,
His power, his wifdom and his love appear !

But chiefly of his facred word enquire,
There faith and hope diviner glories trace,
Seek with the ardor of {incere defire,

For nature’s fatheris the God of grace.

His facred word invites me to his feet,
Reveals forgivenefs vich and full and free,
The voice of mercy, how divinely fweet!
O be the heavenly accents {poke to me !

God
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God of my life, thy radiant face reveal!

For thou art near though clouds obftruét my fight
Thy voice divine can every cloud difpel,

O fpeak and give me comlort, give me light !

Thy word permits, commands to feek thy face,
Nor fhall the humble mourner feek in vain :
Thou wilt reward the {earch, tﬁy word ol grace
Inviolate for ever mufl remain,

Thy word of grace—rich treafure of delight !
(O let my foul recall her comforts paft)
Not morn’s fair dawn 1s dearer to the {ight!
Nor honey {weeter to the longing tafte,

And fhall thofe heavenly {weets no more bc mine?
Return ye, blifsful moments to my heart !

Difpel the cloud, O Ged of mercy, fhine,
And life and peace and happinefs impart !

The
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The prefence of Gop, the only comfort

in afflitiion.

¥ N vain, while dark afflitlion {preads

E. Her melancholy gloom,

Kind providence its bleffings fheds
And nature's beauties bloom.

For all that charms the tafle or fight
My heart no wilh refpires ;

O for a beam of leavenly light
When earthly hope expires

Thou only center of my reft,
Look down with pitying eye,
Wilule with protraéted pain oppreft
1 breathe the plaintive figh

Thy gracious prefence, O my Gad,
My every wifh contains,
With this, benecath afliiion’s load

My heart no more complains.

F This
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This can my every care controul,
Gild each dark fcene with light ;

This 1s the funfhine of the foul,
Without 1t all 1s night,

My Lord, my life, O cheer my heart
With thy reviving ray,

And bid thefe mournful fhades depart
And bring the dawn of day!

O bhappy fcenes of pure delight !
Where thy {ull beams umpart
Unclouded beauty to the f1ght,

And rapture to the heart.

Her part in thole fair realms of blifs
My {pirit longs to know :

My wifhes terminate in this,
Nor can they reft below.

Lord, fhall the breathings of my heart
Afpiic 1n vain to thee?
Conlirm my hope, that where thou art

I thall for ever be,

Then fhall my cheerful fpirit fing
The darkfome Lisurs away,
And nife un Faitlt’s expinded wing

To everlaﬂing day,

FAITII
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Fartrr and Horr 1n divine goodnefs,
encouraged by paft experience.

Plalin xxu1; 6.

ORD while my thoughts with wonder trace
Thy favours paft through all my days;
My thankful heart adores thy grace,
I truft that goodnels which I praife.

Still from the fame eternal {pring
Thy various, conftant bounties flow ;
Beneath the fhelter of thy wing

I view ferene the fhades of woe.

Ev’n death’s tremendous vale appears
No more in gloomy terrors dreft
Thy fmile, my God, forbids my fears
While on thy gracious hand I refl.

Through the dark {cenes of mortal care.
To humble faith’s enraptur'd eye

The diftant profpett opens fair,

Of radiant manfions in the fky,

F s Yes,
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Yes, Lord, in thy divine abodc
My foul defires, and hopes a place,
To dwell for ever near my God,
And view unveil'd thy lovely face,

With all my powers renew'd, refin'd,
To join the blifsful choir above;
In {ftrains immertal, unconfin’d

To celebrate my Saviour’s love,

A Thought of Lirs and DeATH,

TH E cares of mortal life, how vain!
How empty every joy !

While grief, and wearinels, and pain
The fanting mind employ.

But O, that nobler life on high,
To which my hopes alpire!
Does 1t not prompt the {requent {igh,
And wake the warm delire ?

When
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When now and thep heavenly ray

Attralls my upward view,
Almoft I hail the approach of day,

And bid the world adjey,

Thofe happy realms of joy and peace

Fain would my hegrt explore,
Where ogrief and pain for ever ¢

eale,
And I hall fip no

more,

No darknefs there thall cloud the

No languor feize the frame
But ever afive vigor rife
To feed the vital flame.

eyes,

But ah '—; dreary vale between
Extends its awfu! gloom ;

Fear fpreads, to hide e diftant fcene,
The horrors of the tomb.

The thoughts of deatli’
The parting pangs 1 fear,

Alarm this timorous, fainting heart,
And il lingers here.

O for the eye of faith divine,

T'o pierce beyond the grave!

To fee that Iriend, and cal] him mine,

Whofe arm s ﬂrong to {ave !

I oa Th

s cavenom’d dart,

'1
A

{



[ 70 ]

That fnend who left his throne above,
Who met the tyrant’s dart,

And (O, amazing power of love !)
Receiv’d it in his heart.

Here fix my foul, for life is here,
Light breaks amid the gloom;

Truft in the Saviour’s love, nor fear
The horrors of the tomb.

Jelus, 1n thee alone I truft,
O tell me I am thine!
I yield this mortal frame to dutft,
~ Eternal life is mine.

P —
0l =al{__0{_20 00 0T ol 00

Deliring a firmer affiance in Gop
under affliftions.

HY 1s my heart with grief oppreﬂ 7
Can all the pains I feel or fear,

Make thee, my {oul, forget th)r reft,

Forget that God, thy God is near ?

Halt
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Halt thou not often call’d (ke Lord
Thy refuge, thy almighty friend ?

And canft thou fear to (ruft that word
On which thy hopes of heaven depend ?

Mortality’s unnumber'd il
Are all beneath his lovereign hand :

Lach pain which this fra;l body feels
Attends, obedient, hyis command,

Lord, form my temper to thy wil] ¢
Il thou my faith and patience prove,
May every painful firoke fulfi]

Thy purpofes of faithful love.

O may this weak, this fainting mind,
A father’s hand adoring fee ;

Confefs thee jult, and wife, and kind,
And trsft thy word and cleave to thee.

F 4 Trufling
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frufting in his mercy with humble
fubmiffion and hope.

NDULGENT il to my requelt,

How Iree thy tender mercies are |
With full confent my thoughts atteft,
My gracious God, thy faithful care.

ihe hand that holds the rod I [cc ;
1That gentle hand I mul adore ;

That goodnefs, how divinely free,
Which my expeltant hopes implore ]

Thy hand fultains me Jeft I faint,
Or at the needfu] rolke repine ;
Thy ear attends to my complaint ;
The tenderel} pitv, Lord, is thine.

And can my heart defire in vain,
When he who chaftens bids me Lue,
That every forrow, every pain

Be biclt to teach, reclaim, renew ?

Ci
’
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O yet fupport thy feeble child,
Till thy corretting hand remove !
Be all thy purpofes {ulfill'd,
And bid me {ing thy fparing love.

Intreating the prefence of Gop in
atflittion.

OWW at thy gracious feet I bend,

My God, my everlafting friend,
Permit the claim, O let thy ear
Ay humble {uit indulgent hear !

No carthly good my wifh infpires;
Great s the boon my foul defires,
But thou hafl bid me feek thy face,
Halt bid me afk thy promis’d gracc.

O may thy favour (bhifs divine !)
\With fuller, clearer radiance fhine!
Brighten my hopes, difpel my fears,
Till not a cloud of grief appears !

Buj



[ 74 ]

But O my heart, refle€t with thame,
Canli thou prefer {o bold a claim ?
Conlcious how often thou haft ftray’d,
By empty vamties betray’d,

How oft, ungrateful to thy God,
Have trifles call’d thy thoughts abroad ;
Till heavenly pity faw thee roam,

2ind bade aftliétion bring thee heme.

And when the {nares of earth were broke
By kind affhi@tion’s needful firoke,

Bafl thou not own'd, with humble praife

’

That jult and right are all his ways?

Yes, gracious God, before thy throne
My vilenefs, and thy love I own ;
O let that love with beams divine,

Yorgiving, healing, round me fhine!

Whene'er, ungrateful to my God,
This heedlels heart requires the rod,
Thy arm, {upporting, I implore,
The hand that chaflens can reflore.

O may the kind correttion prove

A Irunt of thy paternal love !

Wean me from earth, from fin refine,
And make my heart entirely thine !

Then
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Then fhall my thankfiy] powers

rejoice,
And wake to praife this feeble «

olce

NO'\'V to thy heavenly Father's praife,
My heart thy tribute bring :

Tha't goodnefls whicl, prolongs my days
\l’Vith grateful pleafure ling.

Ye humble louls, who love the Lord,

Come join the pleafing theme
His mercy, power, and truth record
And blefs his glorious name,

Whene'er he [ends afﬂiﬂing pains,
His mercy holds the rod ;
His powerful word the heart fuftains,

And fpeaks a faithfyl God,

A faithful
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A faithful God 15 ever nigh
When humble grief implores ;
His ear attends each plaintive figh,
He pities and reftores.

No more let di{lidence prevail
Our comforts to dcﬂroy:
His tender mercies never fail,

Be thefe our fweet eniploy,

Ah! how unequal to the theme
Our feeble efforts prove !

Ye heavens refound his glorious name,
While we adore and love.

Yet fain my grateful foul would bring
Her tribute to thy throne;
Accept the wifh, my Gaod, my King,

10 make thy goodnefs known!

O be the life thy hand reltores

Devoted to thy praife!
To thee, be facred all my powere,
Lo thee, my future days !

Thy fou]-enlivening grace impart,

A warmer love inpire;
And teach the breathings of my heart
| Dependance and defire,

Defiring



@f@eﬁf’&/ ""Q@vf %‘O"‘?@w &‘C‘%ﬁ@%

Deliring to praife Gop for the expe-
rtence of his goodnels.

Psar: xxxvi, 7.

HE loving kindnels of the Lord,
(Delightful theme!} demands my lays:
Thou, worthy to be lov'd, ador’d,
O teach my heart to fing thy praife!

In vain my heart with pleafure tries,
My God, to count thy mercies o’er;
So numerous and fo bright they rife,
I gaze, I wonder, Iadore!

Yet, all the powers I have are thine,

For thee, thofe powers 1 would employ
And dedicate to love divine,

With humble gratitude and joy.

The {weet expertence of thy grace
Which animates my voice to fing;

Incites my foul to feek thy face,
Aund trult the fhelter of thy wing.

Thy
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Thy guardian wing alone can blefs ;
I hind repole and fafety there;
The kindelt refuge of diftrefs

A {ure relief 1n every care,

O let the wretched fons of woe

To thee apply, on thee depend :

And bid the droeping mourners know
In thee a never-failing friend.

Could ¢’er one foul in deep diftrels
That fled to thee for refuge fay,

“ Indulgent mercy would not blefs,

** And juftice frown'd my hopes away?”

Ah no, a thoufand, thonfand tongues
Thy love and truth, adoring own,
And offer their united {ongs

With gratelul joy before thy throne.

Not e’en thofe happy minds can trace,
With all their powers renew’d, refin'd,
The boundlefs glories of thy grace,

O thou omnipotently kind !
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Ab how {hall thele poor languid pewers
With frail mortality opprelft,

Difplay the grace my {oul adores|?
How {peak the tranfports of the bleft?

Dear Lord, accept my heart’s defire,
T1ll death fhall clofe thele mortal days!!
I'hen bid me join the heavenly charr,
Axd fing thy everlalting praile!

PenttenceE and Horr,

DEAR Saviour, when my thoughts recall

The wonders of thy grace ;
Low at thy feet atham’d 1 fall,

And hide this wretched face.

Shali love like thine be thus repaid ¢

| Ah vile, ungrateful heart!

By earth’s low cares detain’d, betray’d,
From Jelus to depart,

From
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From Jelus, who alone can give
True pleafure, peace, and reft:

When abfent from my Lord, I hve
Unfatisfy’d, unbleft.

But he, for his own mercy’s {ake,
My wanderning foul reftores ;

He bids the mourning heart partake
The pardon 1t 1mplores,

O, while I breathe to thee, my Lord,
The penitenual {igh,
Confirm the kind, forgiving ward

With pity 1n thine eye!

Then {hall the mourner at thy feet,
Rejoice to feck thy face;
And grateful own how kind ! how {weet !

Thy condefcending grace.

DEVOTING
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DEVOTING THE HEART TO JESUS.

JESL'S, what fhall I do to fhow

How much I love thy glorious name?
Let my whole heart with rapture glow
Thy boundlels goodnels to proclaim.

Yes, decarelt Lord, my heart is thine,
Sacred to thee be all 1ts powersl

O bid me give to love divine

The little remnant of my hours!

Thou narrow heart, ye fleeting hours,
How mean the tribute you can raife!
The grace my thanklul {oul adores,
Claims an eternity of praife !

Lord, 1if a diftant glimpfc of thee

Can give fuch fweet, fuch rich delight;
\What mult their joy, their tranfport be
Who dwell for ever in thy fight!

(x To
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To that bright world my heart afpires,
Where all the glories of thy face
Unveil’d, fhall fill the foul’s defires,

And tune the fong to boundlels grace !

O teach my heart, my life, my voice
To celebrate thy wonderous love!
Fulhl my hopes, compleat my joys,
And bid me join the fongs above.

F EE == =%

The love of Curist exciting thankful
devotion.

DEARER to my thankful heart
Than all the circling {un furveys!
Thy prefence only can impart

Light, peace, and gladnefs to my days.

Beneath thy foul-reviving ray,

Ev'n cold affliftion’s wintery gloom
Shall brighten into vernal day,

And hopes and joys immortal bloom.

Vain
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Vain world, be gone with all thy toys;
I have no room for trifles here:

My heart alpires to nobler joys;
Thy fairelt glories difappear.

Bright realms of blifs, where Jefus reigns,
My wifh, my care, my hope invite:
Wherc raprur'd feraphs tune their ftrains
To themes of inhnite delight,

See, Lord, thy willing fubjett bows
Adoring low before thy throne :
To thee, I gladly pay my vows ;

Thou art my fovereign, thou alone.

Smile on my foul, and bid me ling,
In concert with the choir above,
The glories of my Saviour King,
The condefcenfions of his love.

Amazing love! that ftoop’d {o lo,
To view with pity’s melting eye
A wretch deferving endlels woe!

Amazing love |—did Jelus die P~

He died, to raife to life and joy
The vile, the guilty, the undone,

O let his praife my hours employ,
Till hours no more their circles run 't

G = He
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He died !'—ye leraphs tune your fongs,
Refound, refound the Saviour’s name :
For nought below immortal tongues
Can ever reach the wonderous theme.

ON RECOVERY FROM SICKNESS,

ORD of my life to thee my powers belong,

Thy mercies are my chief my darling theme;

To thee be firft nfcrib’d the votive fong
\Vith warmeft gratitude, with love fupreme;
On thee my life and all 1ts powers depend,
My gracious guardtan, my unchanging friend.

O be that life, which thy indulgent hand
Suftain’d when {inking to the fhades of death,
Devoted to thy praile, whofe kind command
Reltoresmywafting ftrength and fhortening breath,
Be my remaining hours entirely thine,

My firength and breath employ’d 1in work divine.

Yet
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Yet next to heaven to friendfhip’s honour’d name
The lay which grateful love infpires is due;
With lenient hand fhe nurs’d the vital flame,
When faintly ghmmering 1t almoft withdrew :
Heaven fmil’d indulgent on her tender care,
Bleft were her eflorts, anfwer'd was her prayer.

The laywhich friend{hip claims heaven will approve,
Since firft to heaven the grateful firains afpire ;
Sacred to filial and fraternal love,

Be the next labours of the tuneful lyre.
O may the love that animates my lay
Procure acceptance for the thanks I pay.

But never can thefe languid notes exprels

My heart’s warm withes ardent as they rife ;

Yet he, who knows their meaning, he can blels;
Unmealur'd bounty every good fupplies.

O be the friends who claim my grateful lgve,

A blefling here, compleatly bleft above.

G 3 Occafioned
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EOPEEL OGO E AT

Occafioned by hearing a friend commend
my verles.

OULD all the powers of eloquence divine
But half the glories of my Lord difplay,
How I fhould wifh thofe unknownpowers were mine
To animate and raife the votive lay,

O could I rife, one happy minute rife!

And hear the mulic of the blifsful chorr,
Weuld not my heaven-enraptur'd mind defpife
The {weetelt notes that tune this feeble lyre.

Yet is the fubjelt of their fong the fame,
Not angels know a nobler theme than mine;
Thy grace Emmanuel, blifs-1nfpiring name !
Awakes the ftrain to extaly divine,

That grace, which {miles approving on their lays,
Bends lower ftill and kindly deigns to own
A mortal’s wifhes to attempt thy praife,

When humble love prefents them at thy throne.

My
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My Lord, my hfe, does not thy love infpire
The warmeft higheft wifh this bofom knows ?
O let that love employ this feeble lyre

Till with diviner force the paflion glows!

Till (every mortal weaknefs left in duft)
Immortal life commences, then my tongue

To thee, dear objett of my hope and truft,
With heaven’s full choir fhall tune a nobler fong,

o X O O ol O oo
To SiLvia.

Y lovely Silvia, while in blooming youth
A Your mental powers are altive, [prightly,
£aYs
Attend the voice of friendfhip and of truth,
That courts your notice 1n the moral lay.

Thole aftive powers the Lord of nature gave
To reafon’s rule by choice alone confin'd,
For reafon’s empire never knew a {lave,,

Her fway is gentle and her laws are kind,

G 4 Her
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Her {ubjelis take their orders from her eye,
While fhe to each their various tafk afligns ;

And now o’er nature’s ample field they fly,
A ficld far richer than Peruvian mines.

JIere with unweary’d diligence they rove,
Colletting treafures to enrich the mind :
And many a flower and plant 1n dale or grove,

Of virtues rare and fadelefs bloom they find.

And now with treafures fraught returning home,
Belore their queen difplay the fhining fpoil,
Arrang’d in beauteous order round the dome,
Her approbation crowns the plealing tol.

When chill’d by time’s cold hand, thofe fprightly
powers

Inclin'd to reft, 1naftive, ceafe to roam,

Thofe mental {lores fhall cheer the wintery hours,

And flowers unfading breathe their {weets at home,

F.xtratting food amid the vernal bloom,
So flies the induftrious bee around the vale,
With native fkill fhe forms the waxen comb,

Lo keep for wintery days the rich regale.

Viﬂmlg



Withing for real PLEASURE.

OW long, forgetful of thy heavenly birth,
Wilt thou my {oul fo fondly cleave to earth?

How long low-hovering o'er thele feats of pain,
Wilt thou expeft felicity in vain ¢
The joys of time could never be defign’d
A portion worthy of the immortal mind.
What 1s 1t thus detains thefe wretched eyes,
Detains my heart whene’er it feeks to rife, %
And holds back hall my wilhes from the fkies?

When {oothing fancy paints, with mimic art,
Her piftur'd joysto catch my cheated heart,
So fair, {o bright the varied colours glew,
Almoft they can difguife the blended woe.
But foon the momentary forms decay,
Steal from my gaze, and vanilh quite away.
Convinc'd the flattering {cenes are empty air,
Beneath my thought unworthy of my care, }
Can ] pronounce the gay delufions fair?

Farth's
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Earth’s faireft pleafures which allure my fight,
Are but the fleeting fhadows of delight !

Shall airy phantoms thus my powers employ,
Powers thatwere form’d to grafp {ubltantial joy ?
Shall vanity enflave this freeborn mind,

And chains of [en{e my nobler paffions bind ?
Alas in vain I ftrive, 1nvain I figh,

In vain my fetter’d thoughts attempt to fly g
And weakly fluttering mean the diftant {ky !

O thou whofe eye furveys my inmolt heart,
Thy grace, thy all-prevailing grace impart,
Diffolve thefechains which keep my foul from thee,
And bid this wretched ftruggling heart be Iree. '
O come thou bright, thou everlafting fair,

Thou only worthy objet of my care!

Thy dazling beauties to my view difplay,

And ecarth {hall vanifh at the blifsful ray, }
Like night’s dark fhades before the rifing day.

Immortal charms fhall all my powers controul,
And hx each wandering paflion of my foul,
Thy love the facred fource of endlefs jov
Shall all my heartand all my thoughts employ.,

Earth would be heaven 1n {uch a flate as this,
And time a foretalle of eternal blifs.

But
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Buat ah! how foon the charming vifion flies!
Stay blelt 1deas, teach my foul to rife, %
Nor let mewifhin vain for heaven below the fkies!

To AMIRA,

FRIENDSHIP difdatns the fludied forms of
{peech,

She fpeaks alanguage forms can never teach.

Let friendfhip to Amira’s thought impart

The grateful joy that warms a fifter’s heart.

O may the grateful joy afpire in praile,

And love divine the {acred ardour raife;

To him whole ear our humble prayer attends,

Whole mercy fpares Amira to her friends !

To them the boon indulgent mercy gives ;

Not for herfelf alone Amira lives,

Longbe your life preferv'd, long may you fhare
Your partner’s comforts, and partake his care !
By heaven inftrutted, may you know to raile
Your tnfant offspring to their maker’s praifc!

-"I.‘O }’OLI is [he md[EH]al ta{k aﬂign’di
To lorm
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To form with gentle hand the tender mind:
To plant the leeds of moral goodnefs there,

To watch, to cherifh with afliduous care

The growth of every virtue, (pleafing toil!)
On the kind tafk may heaven approving {mile!
That fmile alone can animate, can blefs,

And crown your labour with defir'd {uccels.

To me hath providence affign’d a part
Which claim the tendereft paflions of the heart,
No lels than yours: to {ooth a parent’s care
Inlife’s decline, his every grief to fhare,
By every att of cheerful duty prove
Sincerelt gratitude and filial love,
O long, (propitious to my ardent prayer,)
To me, to youmay heaven indulgent fpare
His valued life! and when we muft, muft part,
Suftain the fad furvivor’s fainting heart!
Before the mental eve may he difplay
A bhfsful profpett of the realms of day,
Whofe prefence cheers aflliCtion’s deepelt gloor,
And fheds a ray of glory on the tomb!
While faith beholds her dying, rifing Lord,
And cheerful hope reclines upon his word.,
0 be that word confirm’d to you, to me,
“ Where Jefusis, there fhall his fervants be!”
Then fhall our thoughts that happy world explore,
Where we fhall meet our friendsto part no more.

Think
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- Think not thefe lines (my dear Amira) fraught
With the dark boadings of dejeéted thought
Since nought but profpeéts future and divine,
Life’s toils can cheer, 1ts pleafures can refine,
Yet heaven, on us, fhines with indulgent ray,
And with peculiar bleflings marks our way.
Why are our fteps by fovereign goodnefs led,
Yar from the thorny wilds where many tread ?
Nor with dark care, nor pining want oppreft,
Why with a thouland comforts are we bleft ?
Our lives protefted from a thoufand woes ?

O why the various gifts which heaven beftows ?
Its various gifts fhould ftimulate, fthould raife
To atlive duty, to obedient praife.

True we are weak, but do we not depend

On the kind arm of an almighty friend ?

That arm 1invigorates, diretts, {uftains,

And gives fweet hope to foften all our pains:
Sweet hope, that whifpers to the humble mind,
“ Look up, the ever wile, the ever kind

“ Is near you flill, attentive to your prayer,

“ Proportions every trial, every care

“ To {uit the ftrength he gives, he will impart
« Celeftial comforts, to fuftain your heart.
 Behold! difplav’d to faith'sexpetting eye,

““ A crown referv'd for you beyond the fky:

«* Treafures of blils which never can decay

‘“ And realms refplendent with eternal day.”
If
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If {aithand hope, fix'd on the word divine,
Pronounce the bright reverfion yours, and mine,
O my Amira thisis blifs below,

The higheft blifs which mortals here can know.

N S P 2t D S SO

A RerrecTION On the clofe of the Yiag,
Occalftoned by hearing the bells at midnight.

S this a theme of mirth? who can rejoice
That time, important time fo {wiftly flies;
And {corn refletiion’s monitory voice,
The friendly power that wooes us to be wife?

For ever ye departed months, adieu!

\What heart that knows vour value can be gay ?
What heart that alks relleftion’s confcious view,
FHow many hours fled unimprov'd away 7

Yet oft her warning voice, e’eryet they pafl,
Cry’d,*{eize the precious minutes make them thine:
Ah how wilt thou account for fo much walte

Of trealure lent for purpofes divine?

O let
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O let my heart her needful diftates liear,

To her the folemn midnight hour I give,
And afk, while mufing on the finifh’d year,
How I have {pent the time, and why Ilive?

How have I fpent the time ? refletion fay?
She anfwers ¢ walicd many a precious hour,

“ In carelels indelence loft many a day,

“ When heaven dc:nanded every attive power.

Why do I live? ¢ Paft errors to deplore,
“ Low at the feet of lovereign grace to bow,
*“ For ftrength divine intreat (while I adore, )
“ To dedicate to heaven the fleeting now.

Jelus, to thee, to thy atoning blood,
To thy unfully’d nghteoufnefs I fly:

O thou, my judge, my faviour, and my God,
Inftruét me how to live and how to die.

Deliting



Defiring a cheerful ResiecnaTiON tO the
Diving WiILL.

L

HY breathes my anxious heart the fre-

quent figh?

Why from my weak eye drops the ready tear
Is 1t to mark how preflent bleflings fly ¢

Is it that griefs to come awake my fcar ?

O may I {ull with thankful heart enjoy
The various gifts indulgent heaven beflows’

Nor let ungrateful difhdence deftroy

The prefent good with fears of future woes.

Nor let me curious afk if dark or fair
My future hours, but in the hand divine

With full athance leave my every care,
Be hope, and bumble relignation mmne,

Celeftial guells! your inile can cheer the heart
When melancholy fpreads her deepening gloom
O come, your animating power impart,

And bid fwcet flowers amid the defart bloom.

Yes,
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Yes, here and there, amid the dréary wild,
A fpot of verdure cheers the languid eye:

And now and then, a fun-beam warm and mild;
Sheds its kind rnfluence from a clement fky.

My God, my guide, be thou for ever near,
Support my fleps, point out my devious way,
Preferve my heart from evéry anxious fear,
Gild each dark fcene with thy enlivening ray.

Be earth’s quick changing {cenes or dark, or fair,
On thy kind arm, O bid my foul recline:

Be heaven-born hope (kind antidote of care)
And humble cheerful refignation mine.

F OO TP ORI S

To SiLvia.

{OME friendthip, with thy fweeétly-pleafing
power,
Teach me to calm my dear-lov’d Silvia’s breaft :
Shed thy kind influence o’er the gloomy hour,
And {ooth her evéry anxious care to réft.

H Tell
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Tell her that providence, immenfely Kind,
Through all events its guardian care extends ;
Nor can a real grief opprels her mind

But ev'n that griel unerring wifdom fends.

Olt, when imaginary woes opprels,

A dark cloud rifes, and we {hrink with fear :

Perhaps that very cloud 1s meant to blefs,
And fhed rich comforts on the coming year,

The ways of providence, how kind! how wile!
From feecming ills what real good 1s born !
Nor can the heart 1ts bleflings learn to prize

That, gay and thoughtlzfs, never knew to mourn.

O may my Silvia raifle her wilhes hugh!
With warm devotion may her bofom glow!
Pant for unmingled blifs beyond the fky
Aad thankful own the gifis enjoy’d below !
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To Emiria.

I' natve fenle, and unaffefted eafe,
Goodnature and benevolence can pleafe 3

Emilia claims, without the help of art,
Her {hare of {riendlhip in the focial heart.,
But real friendthip fhould not, muft not bear
A fault uncenfur'd in a mind fo fair :
Let cenfure 1n her gentleft form perfuade,
Nor frown indignant on the lovely maid:
And let Emilia unoffended hear,
While friendfhip foftly thus accofts her ear.

My dear Emilia, would you always know
The peaceful joys which virtue can beftow ;
Thofe joys from grave refle€tion have their birth,
Begun by heaven, nor terminate on earth.
Then be reflettion cherilh’d in your breaft,

She gives you counfel needful to your reft.
When gay amulement {preads her net for hearts
And foftly wooes you with her fyren arts ;

Has not refleftion whifper'd -~ Ah beware

** Fly, fly the midnight ball~mirth revels there,
tH 2 “« Witk
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« With diflipation and her idle train;

“ A thoufand follies fluttering, light and vain :

‘“ The unmeaning compliment, the ftudy’d fmile,

““ The {neer of malice, the fmooth brow of guile,

¢¢ Mix in the dance, and fhould detraftion rude,

¢ Remorlelefls, arm’d with venom’d darts intrude,

“ (Vile foe to virtue, and to honelt fame)

“* Thenbleeds fome haplels virgin’s wounded name,
 Fly, fly the danger, and with me retreat
 Where innocence, and peace, and fafety meet.”

And did the [riendly monitor 1n vain
Diffuade Emilia from the dangerous {cene ?

Where was ber guardian angel ? could he bear
To be confin’d 1n {uch polluted air ?

Or did the gentle {pirit, with a figh,

Refign his charge and feek his native fky ?
Vain queftions! His omnifcient eye was there,
Who trufted time’s rich talent to your care;
And he requires improvement at your hards,
A finét account his holy law demands.

0, lquander not the precious hours away,

No more 1n {uch amufements clofe a day,

As will not bear refle€tion’s fober teft,

Nor add calm pleafure to your nightly reft,

While your almighty benefaltor pours
s various bleflings on your circling hours ;
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For all the gifts his bounteous hands 1mpart

He claims the tribute of a thankful heart ;

O be your fprightly powers your blooming days
With grateful joy devoted to his praife.

Think 10 that awful, that tremendous hour,
When earth’s alluring toys will pleafe no more,
When trembling, on life’s utmolt verge you tread,
With vaft eternity before you fpread ;

Think, what will be your wifh, your ardent prayer,
And make it now your firft, your conftant care.
To that almighty Saviour now apply,
On whom alone vou falely can rely
Whofe {mile can cheer you in that awlful {cene,
And make the boundlefs profpe all ferene.

Let not my dear Emilia call fevere,
The friendly di€lates of a heart fincere :
A heart that wifhes real bhifs for you
Beyond this narrow world’s contrafted view.

O may you, taught by grace divine, alpire
(With all the ardour of fincere defire)

To that bright world, where pleafure dwells refin'd,
To charm, to fix, to fatisfy the mind;

Till joyful, you from earth’s allurements part,
And heaven that claims, poflefles all your heart,

H3 To
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e N S L D SR

To SiLvia,

OW faint the joy the blooming fealon yields,

To fpirits worn with griefand nerves unftrung!

Yet {weet the flowers, yet verdant are the fields,
As when thole ﬂo_wcrs and fields I raptur’d fung.

Around me nature {preads her charms m vain,
Thofe charms no more my ]angmd breaft infpire :
In vain I try to raile one cheertul ftrain,

No found of joy awakes the filent Iyre.

Come Silvia, come, for youthe mules wait,
For you the flowers unfold their beauteous dyes;
O come, with lively youth and health replete,
And bid to heaven the grateful traniport rile.

Mcthinks in Silvial revive again,
Andled by fancy’s magic power, I ftray
O’er the green corn field and the flowery plain,

And call the birds to join the art]cfs lay.
Yes
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Yes, in my Silvia 1 again enjoy

Thofe long-loft pleafures oft with fighs deplor'd :
Come then, dear maid, refume the {weet employ:,
Aund tune the votive fong to nature’sbounteous Lord.

p oL Orpelp O ool Sl ST

RETIREMRNT,

AIL peaceful retirement, thy fhades how
{erene !
Witli thee 1n 2}l ages the wile have {ought plealure,
Meditation and converle the {weet varied {cene
Alternately meafure.

Here freely expatiate the rational powers,
Thy aid, O divine contemplation, infpiring;
While wifdom and knowledge unlock their bright

{tores,
The mind full defiring,

Ye votaries of pleafure, of grandeur and fame,

Leave your eager purfuit of the [hadows before ye;

Seek peaceful retirement, where more than in name
Dwell pleafure and glory.

H 4 "Tis
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*T1s here, when content from the feats of delight
Delcends, to give mortals a blefl prelibation
.;Of permanent pleafure and joys ever bright,

| | She fixes her ftation.

Sweet guelt of retirement, O come to my breaft!

I can pity the minds which deluded purfuing

Their phantoms gay -fmiling, refule to be bleft
And choofe their undoing.

F R =R == =%

{JN THE SUDDEN DEATH OF A LIBERTIN E.

Addrefled to his FR1END.

Y lawlels pleafure led, whole fyren fong
Had footh'd to reft the faithful monitor
That would, long {ince, have warn’d them to beware,
Lorenzo and his gay companion ftray’d ;
Till to a dangerous eminence they rofe,
Whofe fatal brow o’erhangs a dark, deep gulph,
Where tempelt reigns, and night eternal frowns.
Here guilty riot drove the hours along
Refleftion banilh’d, realon’s diftates {corn’d :
?110’ oft the voice of friendfhip call’d, return;
And
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And oft maternal tendernefs implor'd ;

In vain was every warning—plung'd in vice
They bade defrance to the cenfuring world,

And boldly dar'd the vengeance of the fkies;

Nor dar’d unpumfh'd long—for now they drew
Too near the dreadful brink, nor dream’d of ought
But flowery plealures ; round them hung a cloud,
Spread by fome demon, which confin’d their view,
And hid the terrors of the gulph below.

Here as they laughing ftood, {wift flew the fhalt
Of awful vengeance '—O! Lorenzo fay ?

What were thy thoughts when inftant from thy fide,
The gay companion ot thy guilty hours

Plung’d headlong 1n the unfathomable deep ?—
And art thou fpar’d Y and will aftonifhment

And terror let thee afk, * why am I {par'd ?
 Why did the fatal {halt that pierc’d my friend
* Not reach this guilty bofom ?” Mercy {pread
Her fhield before thee—Hark! {he calls—* Retreat,
¢ Retreat this inftant, e'er commiflion’d flies

“ A fecond arrow—heaven may not vouchfale

* Another warning,”—May her heavenly voice,
Lorenzo, reach thy heart! In time refleft
While time s lent, and humbly deprecate

The awlul vengeance of offended heaven !

Fly to that Saviour, whofe atoning blood

Alone can expiate guilt, whofe boundlefs grace

Alone
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Alone can feal thy pardon, cleanfe, renew

Thy wretched heart, and guide thy erring {teps
¥ar from the paths of danger, where too long
Thy feet have ftray’d, and point the narrow way
To peace, to fafety, to cternal life.

To my WATcCH,

ITTLE Monitor, by thee

Let me learn what I thould be;
Learn the round of hife to hill,
Ufeful and progrefhive fhll.

Thou canft gentle hints impart
How to regulate the heart:

When I wind thee up at nighs,
Mark each fault, and {et thee right ;
Let me {earch my bolom too,

And my daly thoughts review ;
Mark the movements of my mind,
Nor be ealy when 1 find

{.atent errors rife to view,

Ll all be regular and true,

The



The third chapter of Danter paraphrafed,

‘ HERE Babylon, the {eat of empire, thone

Proud tyranny had fix'd ber lawlels throne,
The cruel power, with unrelenung hand,
Rul'd o’er a race of fiaves, an abject land:
OppreH1011 fill'd the arbitrary reign,
And blind 1dolatry confirm'd the chain.
The prince, who late in a furprizing hogr,

Had felt convittion’s ftrong, reliftlels power,
Impell’d by conlcience, own'd the God [upreme;
Confels’'d his hand, alinofl ador’d his name;
Retralting all, to idoi-gods returns,

Again with 1mpious zeal s bofom burns.

New rites his wild 1dolatry demands,

In Dura's plain a gelden image ftands:s

Wanton 1n wealih, he bids the idol nife,

And with its monftrous height affront the fkies:
Aflembled here 1n all the pc;mp of {tate,

Princes and peers their monarch’s pleafure wait:
A herald now with founding voice proclaims,

#* Nations of various tongues of various names,

v Arrend



| 108 ]

8 Attend the king's decree, which thus ordaing,
* That inftant, when you hear the {acred ftrains
* From 1inftruments of every tuneful found,

* Adore with proltrate homage ¢n the ground, -
“ The golden image, which the king’s command
* Ordains the God, the guardian of your land.

“ Whoe'er the royal edit difobeys,

“ Or to perform the {olemn nite delays,

“ A dreadful doom the haplefs wretch attends,

“ His life, that hour, the flaming furnace ends.”

Now {ounds the various ftrain; the {olemn call
The trembling nations hear, and proftrate lall.
Ilate with pride the monarch now beheld
His will obey’d, the impious rite fulfill'd :

When lo with lattering zeal his flaves appear,
And lowly bending thus accolt his car;

“ O King, for ever may thy throne remain!

“ Unrivall'd be the glories of thy reign !

“ Their zeal when all thy faithtul people thow'd
¢ And at the facred call adoring bow'd ;

““ Three haughty Jews whom thy indulgent hand
“ Hath rais’d to rank and honours in the land,
* Thy bounty have ungratefally abus'd,

*“ And jult obedience to thy law refus'd

““ Proudly refus’'d to bend the flubborn knee,

* Andbade defiance to thy gods and thee.”

Rage,
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Rage, flalh'd vindi@tive from the tyrant’s eyes!
““ This moment bring the rebels here” he cnes;
Swilt fly the guards, their duty taught by lear,
And now the accufed innocents appear :
When thus the king the boding filence broke,
(His aw’d attendants trembling as he fpoke)
“ Say, ye perverfe, rebellious wretches fay,
“ My will do you prefume to difobey ?
“ You knew the law, the penalty you heard ;
“ Your fate1s jult fince wilfully you err'd;
“ Nor vainly on celeftial aid prefuine ;
“ What God thall {ave, when I pronounce your
doom ¢
The men, to this high firain of impious pride,
Serene in conlcious innocence reply’d;
“« Atno defence, at no excufe we aim,
‘“ Qur truft, O king, 1s 1n the power {upreme :
“ The God, the awful God whom we adore
“ We know can fave us from thy tyrant power,
“ We truft he will: but fhould his wilfe command
“ Ordain our death by thy remorfelefs hand ;
“* A firm obedience to his laws we vow,
““ Nor will to thy detelted idols bow.”
'To madnels now the tyrant’s paflions rife:
" Seven times increale the flame” (he furfous cries}
* Soon fhall the traitors meet a [ate {evere,
" And feelthat vengeance which they [corn to fear”

His
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His hardy foldiers now the viftins feize,
(Strange heart that fuch a facrifice could pleale !)
The vituns bound are to their fate convey’d,
Pluns'd in the {lanes, depriv’d of mortal aid:
Fierce was the king, and fierce the ragimg lire,
The {olciers in the cruel aft expire,
In view the tyrant {ate to feall hiseyes
(Inhuman pleafure ! honid facrifice )
When fudden ftartieo from his feat, e cries,
(Amazement in his looks, and wild diimay,)
“ What do I fee? ve peers, ve princes fay!
“ Were not three ciminals, fome moments pafl,
“ With fetters bound, 1n yonder furnace cail ?
“ "Tis certain fafl, O Ling, (the courtiers {aid)
“ We all beheld thy royal will obey’d "
When thus the king, (with inward anguill preft,
For full convi€tion now lus Leart polieli)
* Amid the flames they walk, unhurt and fiee,
“ And lo a fourth of "yrm divine I fee!
' Some angel makos (e innocents his care,
“ Pcrhaps their deiy himfeil i< there,
Ihe Lumbled monaich now renounc’d his pride
And necar advancing to the furnace ery’d
“ Come forth, ye {ervants of the God fupreme,
“ Come jorth, an.Jtecach me to adore his name.”
Yorth came the pitioners at the royal word,
Sav'] by the power they trufted and ador'd

Met
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Not ev'n their cloaths were {corch’d, nor{ing’d their
hair,

Serene their looks, and cheerful was their air.
The {trange event around the country flew ;
The concourfe, flill increafing, round them drew,
Peers, princes, people, gazing, wondering ftand,

Compell’d to witnels an almighty hand.
An aw'd attentron bade the c¢roud be thll,
While thus the King aloud declar'd his will:
‘i Ador'd for ever be his wonderous name!
“ Who fav'd s fervants {rom the raging flame ;
““ His angels {ent (the heavenly form I faw,)
“ To guard thele bleft obfervers of his law :
“ The awlul power, omnipotent and juft,
** Hath well rewarded their religious truft.
‘“ Be this decree, in honour to their God,
“ T'hrough my extenlive empire fent abroad:
“ Whoever dares his facred name prophane,
¢ In impious tolly arrogantly vain;
¢ Death without mercy is the wretches lot,
“ His houfe a dunghill made, his name forgot,
This miracle which {trikes each wondering breaft
‘“ And which a thoufand witnefles atteft,
“ Proclaims the God fuperior far in poOWer
% "To all the deities whom ws adore.

Here ceas’d the king : yet farther to atone
% he cruel aft his imptous rage had done,

5

The
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The heaven-protefted youths his favour thar'd,
Of faithful piety the juit reward:

To eminence and power he bade them nle,
Rever'd by men, as favour'd of the Ikies.

S O L W L (W W S ¢

Messiag, an ObE.

From the g5th Chapter of IsA1AH,

MESSIAH comes! glad nature hails
Her long-expetted king:
She wakes to praife her every tongue,
Wakes every note to raife the fong,
Joy, umverfal joy prevails,

Earth blooms with fudden {pring.
Mefliah comes! the hills refound,
The wide-extended vales around,

Mefliah comes ! in tuneful notes reply.
Attentive echo learns his name,
Repeats the pleafurable theme,

And bears the joyful accents to the lky,

e
i e
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The defart through her valt domain,
Hears, and wonders at the firain,
The {lrain, her hard, cold bofom warms :
She fees, and wonders at her new-born charms 4
While indulgent plenty pours
Gifts profufe, and {ruits, and flowers
With various beauty glow :
Pining travellers no more
With weary feet, and longing eyes,
Now the thorny brake explore,
Or the fandy walle in vain;
See, the bubbling fountain rife!
See, the copious river flow!
Adieu thirft, wearinels, and pain,
The cheerlels defart owns Mefliah’s reiga.
With Lebanon’s tall {hades the defart vies,
And verdure cloaths the grove, and decks the vale;
Here fragrant Carmel’s flowery beauties rife,
Arnd Sharon breathes the aromatic gale.

111,

Mefhish comes! let every heart be glad,
Let {ounds of joy be heard from every voice |
With power, with méjel}}r, with glory clad,
He comes to bid the fons of woe rejoice.

No more the hopelels heart fhall languiih

On the confines of defpair;
I Mo
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No more be heard the groan of anguilh,
Or be felt the pang of care.
Ye fons of woe, refign your load,
Ye trembling hearts be {trong;
Omnipotence
Is your defence:
Behold your King, your Saviour God !
He comes, with vengeance on his arm,
In vain your threatening foes alarm ;
Forget your fear,
Salvation near
Demands the grateful fong :
His arm fhall crufh your threatening loes to duft,
An awful recompenfe, divinely juft!

1V,

See, the eyelids of the blind
Open to the heavenly ray!
See the profpeft bright and new
Rife to the aftonifh’d view,
Boundlefs wonder fills the mind,
All 1s tranfport ! all 1s day !
The haplefs ear, of focial bli{s unknowing,
Receives the healing mufic of his voice :
Celeftial harmony, foft, fweetly flowing,
Bids charm’d attention liften and rejoice.

See,
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See, the helplels cripple nife,
Eounding Jike the mountain roe?
1f nature’s Lord
~ Pronounce the word,
New ftrength, that word fupplﬂés -
Life’s aftive flame
Informs the frame,
And bids each nerve with native vigor glow,
The tongue that never could reveal
Heart-felt woe, or pleafure tell,
Held in the chains of mournful {ilence long ;
Now burfts the chamns at his command,
Aloud proclaims Mefliah’s hand,
And raptur’d joins the umverfal {ong!

VI.

Join the univerfal {ong,

Every heart and every tongue!
Spread all your wings, ye winds and bear
The bleft glad tidings through the arr,

To earth’s remoteit plains:
Let every mournful {cene be gay,
Let every gloomy might be dav ;
Nature ratfe thy various choir,
Wake the voice, and wake the Iyre,
To extaly attune the joyful ftrains,
Refound Mefliah comes! Mefliah reigns!
I 2 Mefhan
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VIL

MefMah reigns, the Prince of peace!

He came to fave, he reigns to blels !

Fell rage, and terror now fhall ceale,

And amity, and love divine

With wide-diffufive luftre {hine:
Aufpicious /Era, hail! replete with joy !

No more the {righted pilgrun flies

The baleful haunts where {erpents rile,

No ferpents now his trembling {leps annoy :
Q’er [corching fands no more he pants, and toils,
Now cool ftreams murmur, blooming verdure fintles.

VI,

No more the furious Lion waits
To rulh upon his helplefls prey
Danger dies, and fear reticats ;
Mefliah (great Prote€ior) guards the way.
The facred way Me(hiah fhews,
Work of wifdom, work of power!
But hence, unhallow’d fect, begone,
Banifh'd all Meffiah's foes:
Humble travellers alone,
Who the King of Zion own,
Claim his protetion, and his grace adore :
O'er all their fleps his watchful care prefides;
Nor fools {hail err, for heavenly wildom guides.

slera
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IX.
Here fhall the ranfom’d of the Lord

Forget their former care ;
And while they fing, with fweet accord
In heaven-taught lays
Mefhiah's praife ;
From his kind hand a thoufand bleflings fhare.
His hand fhall lead them to the courts divine,
Where Lis full beams of love for ever [hine,
Nor the leaft cloud of forrow can appear.
Happy ftate! where not a figh
Heaves the bofom, nor the eye
That ufed to weep fhall ever know a tear !
Celeftial joy for ever fheds
Her balmy odcurs on their heads ;
Every heart, and every tongue
Fecels the blifs, and joins the {ong,
Immortal rapture tunes the heavenly {train ;
The mind expanding, hll'd, adoring,
With ever new delight exploring
The boundlefs glories of Mefliah’s reign,

The



THE Brinp Man’s PeTiTi0N.,

Luxg xvin. 98, &c. Jesus thou Son of

DAvip have mercy on me, &c.

REAT Sawviour, born of David’s race,
+ O look, with pity look this way !
A helplefs wretch implores thy grace,
Implores thy mercy’s healing ray !

Jefus, thou Lord of life divine,
To whom the {ons of woe complain
Is not unboundec} mercy thine?

And can I alk, and afk in vain ?

Did ever fupplicating figh

In vain to thee its grief impart 7

Or mournful objeft meet thine eye,
Lhat did not move thy melting heart ?

Around
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Around thee crowd a plaintive throng,
I hear their importuning cries;

And now from every thankful tongue
I hear the glad Hofannah rife.

O look, with pity look on me,

Wrapt 1in the mournful {hades of night !
My hope depends alone on thee,

Speak Lord, thy word fhall give me light!

"T'is mercy, mercy I implore!

Speak, Lord, thy humble fuppliant raife }
Then fhall my heart thy grace adore ;
Then fhall my tongue refound thy praile.

B = AR = =&

Reft and Comfort in Curist alone.

HERE fhall I fly but to thy feet,
My Saviour, my almighty friend ?
Dear names, beyond expref{lion {weet!

On thefe my hopes of Blils depend.
I 4 Where
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VWhere fhall I reft but on thy grace,
Thy boundlelsgrace divinely free ?
On earth I find no refling place ;
Dear Saviour, bid me come to thee

Though fin detains me from my Lord,
I'long, 1 languith to be bleft

O fpeak one foul reviving word,

Aud bid me come to thee, my reft,

When I this wretched heart explore,
Here no kind fousce ot hope appears ;

sut O my foul, that grace adore.

Yree grace, which triumplis o’er my fears.

Jelus, from thy atoning blood,

My only confolation flows :

Hope beams from thee my Savionr (God,
My foul no other reluge knows,
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On the Firru of NovEMBER.,

O thee, Almighty God, we bring
The humble tribute of our fongs:

O teach our thankful hearts to fing!
Or praife will fanguifh on our tongues,

While Britain {favour’d of the fkies)
Recalls the wonders God hath wrought ;
Let gratelul joy adoringrife,

And warm to rapture every thought,

\When hell and Rome combin'd their power,
And doom’d thele ifles their certain prey;
Thy hand forbade the fatal hour,

Their impious plots in ruin lay.

Again our reftlefls cruel foes
Refum’d, avow’d, their black deflign;
Again to lave us God arole,

And Britain own’d the hand divine,

W h}:?
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Why, gracious God, 1s Britain fav'd ¢
Why bleft with liberty and light ?
Nor by fell tyranny enflav'd,

Nor loft in fuperitition’s might ?

Not for our fakes, we conlcious own ;
A wretched, vile, ungratelul race :
"I'1s done to make thy glory known;
To fhew the wonders of thy grace.

The wonders of thy grace compleat ;
Reform this wretched, guilty land!
Let thankful love, beneath thy feet,
Conlefs thy kind, thy guardian hand !

Let every age adore thy name,
While nature’s circling wheels fhall rol] !
Thy mercies every tongue proclaim,

And {ound thy praife from pole to pole,

On
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EOGATE LI AT

On a day of prayer for fuccels in war,

ORD, how fhall wretched finners dare

Look up to thy divine abode 7
Or offer their imperfett prayer
Before a juft, aholy God ¢

Bright terrors guard thy awful {eat,
And dazling glories veil thy face!
Yet mercy calls us to thy feet,

Thy throne 1s ftill a throne of grace.,

O may our fouls thy grace adore,
May Jelus plead our humble claim;
While thy protettion we implore,
In Ins prevailing, glorious name,

With all the boafted pomp of war
In vain we dare the holtile field :
In vain, unlels the Lord be there :

Thy arm alone 1s Britain's Ihif'ld;
Let
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Let pafl experience of thy care
Support our hope, our truft invite !
Again attend our humble prayer,
Agéin be mercy thy dehight!

QCur arms fucceed, our councils guide,
Let thy right hand our caule xpaimain;
"Fill war’s deftruthive rage fubfide,
And peace refume her gentle reign.

O when fhall time the period bring
Wilen raging war fhall walte no more ;
When peace fhall ftretch her balmy wing
Irom Europe’s coaft to India’s fhore?

When fhall the golpel’s healing ray
(Kind fource of amity divine !)
Spread o’er the world celeftial day ?

When fhall the nations, Lord, be thine?

HymMmy
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Hywmn for a day of public thankfgiving

fOr PEACE.

REAT God infpire each heart and tongue
Thy wonderous goodnefs to proclaim ;
And bid the animating fong
Glow with devotion’s lively flame.
To thee let favour'd Britain raile
Her fiveetefl notes of thankful praile.

But where {hall we begin to trace

The wonders of thy hand divine ?

In every fealon, every place

How numerous and how bright they fliae,
To God ye favour'd Britons raile

Your [weeteft notes of thankful praile.

Abroad, protettion and fuccels
Proclaim’d that Britain's God was there
At home, he bade fair plenty blels,

The fruitful fields confels'd his care;

To God ye favour’d Britons ratie

Your {weet notes of thankful praile.
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But yet beneath the hoftile {word

Has many a worthy patriot bled,

And many a mourning heart deplor’d
A fiiend, a {on, a brother dead!

The {word 15 {heath’d—ye Britons raile
To God your fwectelt notes of prailc.

The horrors of the {anguine field
Which fadden’d vittory’s faireft plume,

To {cenes of pleafure now fhall yield

And peace her gentle reign refume,
To God ye favour'd Britons raife
Your {fweetelt notes of thankful praife.

Kind peace, from her propitious fmiles
What numerous, various bleflings flow !
Great God, to thee thefe happy 1fles
Unnumber'd obligations owe,

To thee let favour'd Britain raile

Her {weetelt notes of thankiul praife,

Crown, gracious God, thy ailt of peace’
With gifts vet novler, more divine !

O let thy all-prevailing grace

Make Britain more entirely thine!
Devotion then to thee fhall raife
Subimer notes of thanklul praife.
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T0o =——=——, on the death of her father.

THOUGH pature’s voice you muft obey,

Think, while your {welling griels o’erflow,
That hand, which takes your joys away,
That fovereign hand can heal your woe.

And while your mournful thoughts deplore
The father gone, remov’d the friend!
With heart refign’d, his grace adore,
On whom your nobler hopes depend.

Does he not bid his children rife

Through death’s dark {hades, to realms of light ¥
Yet, when he calls them to the fkies,

Shall fond {urvivors mourn their flight?

His word (here let your foul rely)
Immortal conlolation gives :
Your heavenly Father cannot die,

Jefus the iriend, for ever lives.

O be
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O be that deareft friend your truft,
On his almighty arm recline;

He, when your comforts {ink in dufl,
Can give you bleflings more divine.

i = e e = =

To MyRra.

OULD thefe weak nerves, this trembling
hand impart
The animated wilh, the tender {igh
That pleafes and that pains this throbbing leart,
Then friendfhip’s form thould meet thy mental eye.

Oh train'd to virtue in affliétion’s fchool,
Long fince convinc’d what heaven ordains is bell s
Still, ill adhere to this unerring rule,
Be refignation flill a welcome gueft,

In fuffering and in [entiment allied

\What boon for Myra fhall my wilhes crave
That gracious heaven would be her conflant guide,
In grief fupport her and from danger {ave !

O
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Oft through the gloomy fhades of mortal night-;
O may my friend enjoy a cheering ray
(Sweet emanation of fincere delight )

From the fair regions ol eternal day.

There may we meet, and with the blifsful choir
To love divine the fong triumphant raife!
While grateful wonder tunes the raptur’d lyre
To boundlels plealure and immortal praife.

e s s s s e

To an INrFanT three weeks old.

AN Ibidthee, lovely ftranger,

Welcome to a world of care ?
Where attends thee many a danger,
Where awaits thee many a {nare?

Hence; away, ye dark {urmizes,
Hope prelents a fairer {cene;
Many a blooming pleaflure rifes,
Many a {unbeam fhines ferene.

K O ma>
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O may providence defend thee!
Circled 1n its guardian arms;
Dangers may 1n vain attend thee,
Safe amid {urrounding harms,

Shall I wilh the world careffing ?

With thee plealure, grandeur, wealth ?
No—but many a nobler blefling;
Wildom, virtue, [riendfhip, health.

May’{t thou know the gracious donor,
Early know, and love and praife!
Then fhall real wealth and honour,
Peace and plealure crown thy days,

B = e ===

BreaTHiING AFTER Gob.

HERE 1s my God ? does he retire

Beyond thie reach of humble flighs ?
Are thefe weak breathings of defire

Too languid to afcend the fkies?

Where
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'Where 13 my God? can he be mine

And yet {o long conced] his face ?
And muft I every Joy refign

Nor hope for his returning grace 7

Hence guilty difidence depart,

His goodnefs never can decline ;

He fees this weak this trembling heart
That yet afpires to call him mine,

He hears the breathings of defire,
The weak penition if fincere,
Is not forbidden to alpire,

And hope to reach his gracious ear.

Look up my foul with cheerful eye,

See where the great Redeemer ftands,
The glorious advocate op high,

With precious incenfe 1n his hands.

He [weetens every humble groan,
He recommends each broken prayer ;
Recline thy hope on him alone,

Whofe power and love forbid defpair,

Teach my weak heart, O gracious Lord;
With ﬂronger faith to call thee mine,
Bid me pronounce the blifsful word,

My father God with joy divine,

Ko FiLIAL
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Frriar SurMissioN.

- If ye endure chaflening, God dealeth with you
as with fons, for what fon is he whom the I'a-
tner chafleneti not,  Heb. xii, 7.

ND can my heart afpire fo high,

To fay, * my Father God!”
Lord at thy feet I fain would lie,
And learn to kifs the rod.

I would fubmit to all thy will,
For thou art good and wife;
Let cvery anxious thought be fill,
Nor one faint murmur rife,

Thy love can cheer the darkfome gloom,
And bid me wait ferene ;

Till hopes and joys immortal bloom,
And brighten all the {cene,

by
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My father—O permit my heart,
T'o plead her humble claim,
And afk the blifs thofe words 1mpart

In my Redeemer’s name,

HumsLE TrUsT,

WHY thould my pining {pirit be
S0 long a ftranger to my Lord,

When promifes divinely free,
Invite me in his facred word ?

Does he not bid thcq_weary come,

And call the wretched fons of grief,

To him their retuge and their home,
Their heavenly Iriend, their fure relief;

Yes by the kindeft, tendereft names,
My Lord invites my humble truft;
My diffidence he gently blames,
How folt the cenfure and how juf,

Kg This
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This trembling frame worn out with pains
On thee my guardian God depends;

And while my fainting heart complains,
To thee the plaintive groan alcends.

Though all the powers of nature fail,
And life’s pale trembling lamp dechne;
Thy grace can bid my faith prevail,
Can give me fortitude divine.

That grace which bids my hope alpire
Can every anxious fear remove,

Can give me all my foul’s defire,

The full aflurance of thy love,

HyMmN 1O JEsus,

HALL loyal nations hail the day,*

| That crowns their king wnh]oud acclaim P
And thall not faints their homage pay,

To their beloved Saviour’s name?
Ye faints, refound 1n joyful ftrains,

Yefus, the King of glory reigns!

Jelug

& T!l; cpronaliop of king George 111,
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Tefus who vanquifh’d all your foes,
Who came to fave, who reigns to blefs,
From him your every comfort flows,
Life, hberty, and joy, and peace.
Refound, refound 1n joylul ftrains,
Jefus, the King of glory reigns !

Yes, thou art worthy deareft Lord,

Of univerfal endlels praife;

With every power to be ador’d,

That men or angels e'er can raife.

Let heaven and earth unite their flrains,
Jefus, the King of glory reigns!

But earth, nor heaven can e’er proclaim,
The boundlefs glories of their king;

Yet mufl our hearts adore his name,

Dear name, whence all our bleflings {pring |

Relound, refound 1njovtul ftrains,
Jelus the King of glory reigns |

How mean the tribute mortals pay,

How cold the heart, how faint the tongue;

But Lord thy coronation day,
Shall tune a more exalted {ong:
Refounding in immortal ftrains,

Jefus the King of glory reigns!
K 4
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He comes, he comes, with trinmph crownd
In dazzling robes of light array’'d,

Faith views the {plendor dawning round,
Earth’s faireft luftre finks 1n fhade.
Refound, refound in joyfu'l trains,

Jelus the King of glory reigns !

F AL TR O E TR

Tue Kinc or SainTs.

CME, ye that love the Savior’s name,
And joy to make it known:

Thc fovereign of your hearts pl’OC]dlm
And bow before his throne.

Behold your King, your Savior crown'd

"~ With glories all divine;

And tell the wondering nations round
How bright thofe glorses fhine.

While majeity’s effulgent blaze
Surrounds his awlul brow ;
gp ‘en angels tremble as they gaze

L

And veil'd adoring bow.
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But love attempers every ray,
Love, how divinely fweet !

That floops to view the {ons of clay,
And calls them to his feet |

Infinite power and boundlefs grace,
In him unite their rays :

You that have e'er beheld his face,
Can you forbear his praife ?

When 1n his earthly courts we view
The glories of ouy King;
We long to love as angels do,

And wifh like them to ﬁng.

And fhall we long and wifh in vain
Lord teach our fongs to rife !

Thy love can animate the {train,
And bid it reach the ikies.

O happy period ! glorious day!
When heaven and earth fhall raife,

With all their powers the raptur'd lay,
Lo celebrate thy praife, |

Hya
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Hymn for the Lorp’s Day Morning,

REAT God, this facred day ol thine,

Demands our {ouls colletted powers ;
May we employ 1n work divine,
Thefle {olemn, thele devoted hours !
O may our {ouls adoring own,
The grace which calls us to thy throne !

qa .
Hence, yé vain cares and trifles fly,

Where God refides appear no more,
Omnifcient God, thy piercing eye,
Can every fecret thought explore.

O may thy grace our hearts refine,
And fix our thoughts on things divine,

The word of life difpens’d to day,
Invites us to a heavenly fealt ;
May every ear the call obey,
Be every heart a humble gueft!
O bid the wretched fons of need,
On foul-reyiving dainties feed !
Thy
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Thy {pirit’s powerful aid impart,

O may thy word with life divine,
Engage the ear, and warm the heart;
Then fhall the day indeed be thine:
Then {hall our fouls adoring own,

The grace which calls us o thy throne,

Happy Poverty, or the Poor in Spirit
E ble{led.

/
Matt. v. 3.

& 7 E humble {ouls complain no more,
Let faith furvey your future ftore,
How happy, how divinely bleft,

The facred words of truth attefl.

When conlcious grief laments fincere,
And pours the penitential tear ;
Hope points to vour dejetled eyes,
The bright reverfion in the fkies.

In
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In vain the {ons of wealth and pride,
Delpile your lot, your hopes deride ;
In vain they boaft their little flores,
Tniles are their's, a kingdom yours.

A kingdom of immen(e delight,

“Where health, and peace, and JOy unite 3
Where undeclining pleafures rife,

And every wifh hath full fupplies.

A kingdom whichcan ne'er decay,

While time fweeps earthly thrones away ;
The ftate which power and truth fuftain,
Unmov'd for ever mull remain .

There [hall your eyes with rapture vicw,
The glorious friend that dy’d for you ;
That dy’d to ranfom, dy’d to raife

Yo crowns of joy, and longs of praile,

Jefus, to thee I breathe my prayer,
Reveal, confirm my intereft there!
Whate'er my humble lot below,

This, this my foul defires to know !

O let me hear that voice divine,
Pronounce the glorious blefling mine !
Fnroll'd among thy happy poor,

v largelt withes afk no more,

Pet]
&
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T8O Cp e TS

The neceflity of renewing cracE.

OW helplefs, guilty nature lies,
Unconfcious of its load !

The heart unchang’d can never rile,
To happinels and God,

The will perverfe, the paflions blind,
In paths o} ruin ftray :

Reafon debas’d can never find,
The fafe, the narrow way.

Can ought beneath a power divine
‘The {ftubborn will {ubdue?

"Tis thine, almighty Savior, thine
To form the heart anew.

"Tis thine the paflions to recall,
And upwards bid them rife;
And make the {cales of error fall
¥rom realon’s darken'd cyes.
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To chale the f{hades of death away,
And bid the finner live!

A beam of heaven, a vital ray
"Tis thine alone to gIve,

O change thele wretched hearts of ours,
And give them life divine!

Then fhall our paffions and our poOWers
Almighiy Lord, be thine.

GG E == =%

Tue PEARL OF GREAT PRICE.
e
AMatt, xui 46,

E plittering toys of earth adien,
A nobler choice be mne;
A real prize attrabts my view,
A wealure all divine,

Be gene, unworthy of my cares,
Ye {pecious baits of fenfe ;
Ineflimable worth appears,
The peatl of price immenie.

Tefus
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Jefus, to multitudes unknown,
O name divinely {weet!

Jelus, in thee, 1nthee alone,
Wealth, honor, plealure meet,

Should both the Indies at my call,
Their boafted flores refign,

With joy I would renounce them all,
For leave to call thee mine.

Should earth’s vain treafures all depart,
Of this dear gift poffels'd;

I'd clalp it to my joyful heart,
And be for ever blels'd.

Dear fovereign of my foul’s defires,
Thy love 1s blifs divine;

Accept the with that love in{pires,
And bid me call thee mine.
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Tue JourRNEY or Lire.

RUM]NATING one evening on this che.

quered fcene of mortal life, its pains and
pleafures, hopes aud cares; and endeavouring to
reduce my thoughts into fome kind of order, 1t
produced the following reverie.

I fancied mylelf bLeginning a difhicult and ha-
zardous journey, I knew not at firft from whence
I came nor whither I was going, yet though igno-
rant and helplels, had fome liule fenfe of my de-
nendence on the {kill of feveral perfons, who led
me by turns with alle@ionate care: I had only a
fittle dubious light, like the firfl faint glimmerings
o! approaching morn; but as day light by degrees
came on I could dilcover fomething of the prof-
pect before me, and found mylelf at the foot of a

La very
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very high mountain; the wide extended {cenc on
the righ-t and lelt as far as my eye could reach pre-
fented an endlefs variety of objedts.

Finding my {trength increale and with 1t a grow-
ing cunofity, 1 went forward ull I came toa
fequeltered fcene of fhady groves and flowery
vales, through which foft cryftal fireams mean-
dering ftrayed and gave and received new beauty;
arrayed 1n robes ol rural mnocence and {niiling
with contented looks, the happy natives tuned
their artlefs fongs, and all the enchanting fcene
was harmony and peace! 1liftened to the footh-
ing {trains with rapture, and fain I would have
dwelt in thofe dchightiul groves! but a monitory
voice reminded me that I was on a journey and
that this attrattive place was not my home.

I then turned my eyes to another part of the
profpeét, and beheld lofty buildings magnificently

turnifhed, crouded ftreets filled with hurry and
confulion, refounding with a thoufand harfh dif-
cordant notes ; the greater part of the inhabitants
were employed 1n incellant lTabour of varioug
kinds, and feemed to have very little relifh of
plealure more than the animals which I obferved
{fometimes aflifted them 1n thew work; thele
appeared to be flaves to a few perfons who
fat in thole flately domes dreft in fplendid gar-
ments and furrounded with all the pomp of lux-

wry,
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wy, yet on many of their faces I obferved the
marks of difcontent and care. Tired with this
difagrceable {cene my eye roved farther flill, and
lurveyed huge tratts of fandy defarts, uncultivated
wilds, and thorny labyrinths, but could not dil-
cover the end of my journey, which gave me
great anxiety. 1 faw before me a variety of paths,
fome were Imooth and verdant, and winding
leemed to promife an caly alcent to the top of the
mountain which I wifhed to reach, otliers ap-
peared difhcult and dangerous, I fhould have
been at a lofs to know the night path, had not my
condultors (who at my firft {etting out led me and
werc {hll near) put into my hands a book, 1n
which I found a map of the country through
which I was traveiling, a delcription ol the place
to which I was going, and plan infiruétions con-
cerning the road I was to take: this book, of o
much 1mportance to my fafety and comfort, 1
was informed was written by the direftion of a
perfon of confummate {kill and undoubted vera-
city, and who had alfo promifed fuch poweriul
protetion and afliltance to thofe travellers who
might fincerely defire it, as fhould preferve them
through every danger and enable them to furmount

every difhiculty.
Defiring to follow the dire€lions of this book,
and imploring the prote&lion and afliltance of its
Lg great.
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great author, I chofe a narrow path, wlich §
was aflured led to life, another name for the land
of happinels.

Here I met with fome agreeable companions,
whofe longer acquamntance with the {acred book,
and better knowlﬁedge of the road, made therr
converfation not only entertaining but ufeful; of
thefe fome purfued their way with cheerfulnels
and alacrity, others were timorous and fearful,
ready to faint under difcouragements and terrified
at the apprehenfions of danger. Though they
were all travelling to the fame place, and pr&)-
felled to follow the {ame diretlions, yet by realon
of weaknefs and mifapprehenfion, they had diffe-
rent notions concerning fome circumitances 1n
their journey, which often occalioned dilputes a-
mong them, and interrupted that peace and har-.
mony which it was their mutual intereft to main-
tain. |

[ fometimes looked round me and faw the roads
on erther fide peopled with a mulitude of paﬂl—:n-;
gers, {ome hurrying on, {eceking, as they vainly
imagined, the land of happinefs, but delpifiag
thofe unerring dirc€ticns which only conld teach
the way ; and fondly belicving their own wild con-
jeclures a fufhcient guide, they contemned thole

in the narrow path, as a compani of precife fools,
icmetimes deniding, or 1f they happened to icc

anyy
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any one ftumble, laughing aloud, and fometimes
endeavouring to {educe them to their own party,
gave them great annoyance. Another company
no lefs miftaken were alfo delirous of happinefs,
but not liking the journey and fancying their pre-
fent abode with improvements might be made a
paradife, were bulily employed in meafuring the
ground, collefling materials, projefung {chemes,
and drawing plans, which ere they were fuilh-
ed were rejefled for new ones: thefe were quiet
enough, but generally appeared diffatished.  As to
myfelf I met with many difficulties, occaflioned by
thick milts which arofe {rom the earth, and fome-
times almoit oblcured the light of the fun; m
thele {ealons of darknels I went flowly on, trem-

bling and diflident, ready to fear 1 fhould never
reach the abodes of happinels! butas rays of hight
now and then broke through the gloom, it was
{cldom totally dark, and my book often afforded
me comfort and {upport ;: as 1 went farther the
gloom difpenled by degrees, and the cheering [un-
beams infpired new life and vigour.

In the earlier part of my journey, 1 was delight-
ed with the charms of rural mufic, and learned to
imitate the foothing ftrains ; retaining {hll my
fondnefs for the {oft amulement, I often tuned the
Iyre to complaining notes or cheerful aurs, accord-

X Ly ing
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ing to my different fitwation, and found it an agree-
able folace: {ometimes, the vartous diftrefles of
my fellow travellers awoke the Iriendly firings to
fympathizing forrow, and fometimes the fatal er-
rors of thofe deluded mortals who were purfuing,
unconcerned, the way to the region of mifery,
drew forth the melting notes of pity ! |

Now and then 1n a happy fhining hour, fired
with the glorious defcription of the land of happi-
nefs contained 1n the {acred book, I aimed a nobler
fong, and my thoughts, winged with love and de-
fire, {eemed to rife above mortahty, and longed to
join the blilsful natives 1n firains of celeftial har-
mony !—but ah, how fhort were thefe delightlul
fealons! how oft my weak forgetlul heart found
caufe to mourn its frailty ! a few flowers, which
arew here and there on tae borders of the road,
often drew my attention; but when 1 flopped to
view and admire their painted beauties, diverted
with the trifling employ, my thoughts retained
but faintly the impreflion of my journey’s cnd; till
entangled in the thorns which were inter{perfed
among the flowers, I became fenfible of my carelefs
folly, or the monitory voice beforementioned rouz-
ed me from the fatal indolence. And olt the ra-
diant lamp of day, as if to chide my mifimprove.
ment of his ufeful beams, wrapt his cheering -
| fluences



[ 153 ]

fluences in a gloomy cloud, and lelt my ﬂ?eps difa
confolate and {ad. In thele diftrefsful hours my
heart fought comfort 1n the facred book, 1mplor-
ing that divine firength which 1t encouraged me to
afk and hope for, nor did I alk and hope 1n vain;
again the gloom witndrew, the fun appeared, and
with his vital beams revived my drooping {pirits
and animated my f{eeble {leps.

Yet other difficulties attended my journey, cold
piercing blafts and chilling fhowers, pained and
opprefled my fhivering frame, but when the {lorm
abated the funfhine {eemed Brighter and warmer
than before.  Sometimesinvilible enemies attack-
ed me, againft whole power all my {lrength was
weaknels, but my great protecter dilplayed belore
me his impenetiable fhicld, and my ballled foes

retreated.  1f the palh was rough my feet were apt

to {lumble, but my kind guardian extended his al-
[illing hand and preferved me from falling.  Yet
amidft my various difcouragements, when I look-
ed round me, I faw the {uflerings of many of my
fellow travellers weve far greater than mine, which
excited fentiments of gratitude for mylelf and com-

paﬂion for them.

Thus excrcaifed with viciflitudes, I reached at
lepgth the fummit of the mountain, where I turn-

c
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ed myfelf round to {urvey the fleps my weary feet
had meafured ; I {aw nothing in the retrofpeflion
to tempt my return, but much to make me humble
in myfelf, and thankful to my gracious preferver.
I now turned to purfue my journey, but paufed a
hittle to confider the profpett before me, and found
it not much unlike that on the other fide the moun-
tain, this remarkable difference indeed there was,
the groves and flowery vales which had {o charmed
me 1n the earlier part of my journey now appeared
lefs verdant and lively, and the {cenes of pomp and

luxury, and the din of bufy crouded ftreets, feems
ed {1l more diftafteful,

I yet faw multitudes of poor miftaken creatures
1n the road to mifery, but helplels pity and una-
vailing withes were all I could give them. I mifl-
ed many whom 1 had {een 1n my journey, fome
in the narrow path, others in the different roads,
who had been fnatched away by an unfeen hand,
ere they had reached the fummit: I now looked
forward as far as my eye could reach, to try if I
could difcover the end of my way, but a thick
cloud terminated the view, All I could do was
to confult my book, in which [ had often read,
that before I could enter the land of happinels, 1
muit pafs through a difmal vale, overfhadowed
with more than midnight darknefs, and filled with

a thou-
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a thoufand terrors; but that the powerful and gra-
cious friend whom I have o often mentioned,
had himfelf paffed through it, and made 1t fafe to
thofe who truft in his protettion ; not all its ter-
rors can burt them, he will fultain their fainting
{pirits, and open the fhining gates of happinefs to

recerve them, and they fhall dwell for ever with
him 1n fullnels of joy.

As I reviewed thefe fweet affurances, hope
warmed my boflom and calmed my rifing fears, my
reverie became an awlul reality, and I concluded
humbly deliring to truft the remainder of my jour-
ney, whether long or fhort, painful or eafy, to the
infimte power and goodnels of this almighty friend,
and to enter under his care, 1n his due time, 1nto
thie land of immortal happinels, Amen.

ALL
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ALL THY WORKS PRAISE THEE.

HE glory of God 1s the end of the creation.

To this the vegetable and the animal world
1n their various orders and diflerent capacities con-
tnbute, and render therr bumble praife to their
almighty author. The {un and moon, and all thofe
ahittering lunnnarieswhich deck the tracklefs azure,
preclaim the glorious fource of light, from whence
they derive therr luflre, and with fervid blaze,
mild beam, or twinkling ray, reflett their maker’s
pratfe.  The hcavens declare the] glory of God,
and the firmament fheweth his bandy work. The
changing {eafons, as they roll, difplay the divine
perfections, and the fhorter revolutions of day and
mght, with alternate voice repeat the conflant, the
umverfal theme.  Day unto day uttereth Ipeech,
and night unto mght theweth knowledge.

Eut man, the malter-piece of this lower crea-
tion, the finifhing ftroke of almighty ikill; man,
diftinguifhed with the godhike faculty of realon,
and cndowed with {uperior abilities to difplay his

Maker’s
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Maker’s praile, alas, how fallen! What ruin has
{in accalioned! the lowelt reptile; the minutelt
infelt an{wer the end of their creation better than
man ! humbling thought—ah, let me never boaft
of a diftinttion fo 1nverted, a capacity fo fadly
miftmproved ! How is this foul of mine almolt un-
confcious of 1ts divine original, and thoughtlefs of
its infinite 1mportance, groveling in the duit?
Thefe athive powers, thele reftlefs defires, which
were implanted 1n my frame, to contemplate the
perleclions of my almighty Maker, and afpire to
the enjoyment of his favour, how are they {unk in
a ftupid indolence ! bufied and confuled with trfl-

ing cares, or bewildered in the chale of empty
vanities

p>
0
0
;

)

SOPHTE T

Human FraiLTy,

OW mean and defpicable a characier 1s that

of the wretched Carlos ? I juilly call him
wretched, though by the world accounted great
and noble, for real greatnels and true nobility are
not
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not the gilt of fortune; 1t is not birth, cllate, or
titles, but virtue only that conlers nue honour !
‘tis this adorns the character with real brightnefs,
and far outfhines thofe tinfel trappings which dazzle
vulgar eyes. Virtue canindeed ennoble thele ad-
vantages, and with communicated Juitre make them
truly valuable. But a man whom providence has
placed in fo ligh a rank, capable of being the
friend and ornament of his country, and an exam-
ple to all around him; to {ee fuch a man employ
his time and cares in childifh fports, purfuing and
collefting butterflies, which have nothing 10 re:
commend them but their gaudy colours, excites at
once my pity and contempt !

And yet with confcious fhiame I may reflet, that
this 1s the verv pitture of my condult!—I am a
rational being, capable of thought and relleétion—
I have a foul born to noble puipceles and expetta-
tions! an heir of immortality | made to glorify my
Maker, and blefl with the advantages of reafon and
revelation to direct me in my duty, to teach me
how to aipire to the enjoyment of his favoar here,
and everlalting happinels in s blifsful pielence
above,

But ah, bow thoughtlefs and negligent am 1 of
thefe important, thele cternal concerns! how are

v
I
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my cares employed, my time and talents wafted in
the mean purfuit of vanines and trifles, as worth-
lefs as thofe httle fhining infefts!—How weak,
how foolith, how criminal 1s this conduét!—I
argue with myfell, 1 am convinced, I complain,
—but what can I do /—Could all the power of rea-
foning and force of argument alter the difpofition
of Carlos? Or can 1t alier mine ?~—No, it is not
human power that can eflett 1t,~~the work requires
fupernatural firength! "Tis only the almighty in-
fluences of divine grace that can rouze my languid
powers, recall my wandering thoughts, and en-
gage my whole heart in the arduous, yver delightful

employment for which this foul of mine was
made :

To thee almighty, all-gracious Lord, { come for
help,~—convince me more fully of my weaknels,
my folly, and my guilt, and pity and forgive me
for thy mercy fake! grant me wifdom to chufe,
and firength to purfue nobler objels! let the im-
portant concerns of thy glory, and the welfare of
my ummortal {oul employ my thoughts, my time,

and all my powers, with warm attention and fin-
cere delight.

O God of mercy, thou that heareft prayer!

Let thele poor breathings reach thy gracious ear,
Weaks
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Weak, impotent, and blind, to thze I {ly,
O may thy grace my every want {upply !
Thy powerful grace, which only canimpart
Convittion, fife, and vigor to my heart,
IHuminate my yet beclouded eyes!

Thefle empty trifles teach me 1o defpife!

Let nobler cares, my time, my thoughts employ,
And bid my {pirit pant for real joy !

Be thy almighty arm, my {lrength, my guide,
Aud never from thy precepts let me {lide,

Let thy kind influence make my future days,

A life of plecfure, and a hfe of praile.

O raile ithele faint delires to a2 flame of [acred
ardour, and accept themn in Jefus the Mediator,
the Lord our righteoufnefs!

NGO TN B TN TN D N D TN O NG 0
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Or tue Knowreoce oF QURSELVES.

LIS feience 1s ablolutely neceflary to Lappi-

nefls, both 1n the moral and relimous life.

—1In the moral life, this is the firft flep to all
other knowledge, as it fhews us our 1gnorance

and want of acquirements, awakens our dcfire and
quicker:s
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quickens our diligence 1n the purfuit of them, i}
has the peculiar advantage of mo’rlifying pride.
that dangerous encroaching enemy, and teaching
the lovely virtue of humility. The more we
know of ourfelves, the lels room we find for va-
nity and [clf-applaule; and humiluy, the wife
Solomon affures us, 1s the neareft way to honour.
It places our merits, cur neceflities, and our en-
joyments 1 their jult and proper light, from
whence procceds the trueft tafle of pleafure.
Thus the knowledge of ourfelves leads to profi,
plealure and honour, 1 which 1s comprehended
the general notion of happinefs.  ’Tis effenual 1o
the being of the rehgious lile, for we muft know
our native mifery belore we can begin to breathe
alter fpiritual happinels; the more we know o!
ourlelves, the more clearly we perceive there i
nothing 1n us that bears the leaft proportion to our
wants, and confequently, that every degree of true
fatisfaCtion muft come from a Thigher fpiing 1 we
mull be convinced ol our extreme weaknefs an
indigence before our defires can arife to God.
for the neceflary fupplies of {trength and prace.—
We mult be {enfible of our 1gnorance, to make us
feek for divine indlruétion from our glerious teacher.
i whom are hid all the trealures of wildom an¢
knowledge,

) O mps
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O may this important fludy be my daily em-
ploy ! teach me O Lord the knowledge of my/elf,
and lead me to thee the eternal {ource of true fe-

licity —

Man 1s himfelf a little world of wonders,
An ample field of icience, though the {fludy
Is hard and difhcult; yet, ulclul knowledge
Attends the fearch and compenlates the pains.

Whene'er 1 contemplate the human frame,
What caufe of admiration do I find,
To fee {uch traces of almighty wifdom,
And power almghty every where appear
The labour of a God '—the mafter piece
Is man of all his wonderous works
Below the fkies, and but a ftep remov’d
From angels, thofe immortal fons of light!
But aly, what caule for deep abalement too !
What room for mourning at the painful thought,
That man 1s viler than the bealts that penih,
Debas’d by fin, accurfed {in! defpoil’d
Of all his glory ! blotted irom lus {oul
Thole charatters divine, which once belpoke
His Maker’s glornous image there 1imnprefl.

O may redeeming love, renewing grace,
Walh the foul flain away and make me pure!
Rellore that glorious image 1 my foul,

And nobler honouwrs give than thofe I lolt!

HuMIiniTy.,



HuMiviTy,

B E cloathed with humility,”—This apt and

beautilul allufion to a garment, feems pe-
culiarly fuited to imprefs the facred leffon on
the mind, by an accommodation abfolutely ne-
ceffary to the comfort of life; in this light let
me confider the heavenly virtue recommended.
Should I not be afhamed to appear in company
in an undrefs, or in ragged dirty cloathing® And
have I not much more reafon to bluth when 1 difco-
ver a neglettofthis neceflary, this ornamental robe !
Would the molt tattered, dirty cloaths render my
perfon {o difagreeable, as the appearance of pnide
ahd lelf-conceit would make my mind contemptible
to a difcerning eye ? How then muft 1t appear to

the all-feeing eye of a holy God !
M o lere,
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Here, all my highelt attainments, all my belt
acquirements are 1n themfelves as filthy rags| At~
tainments did I fay and acquirements ? Alas ! of
myfclt I can do nothing, I have nothing to boaft
of! and 1f my proud heart, or my partial friends
can dilcover any thing amiable, 1s not the {uppol-
ed excellence the unmerited gift of my almighty
henefattor? To his fervice, reafon tells me it
fhould be entirely dedicated, and his word, that 1t
muft be improved !—but ah, how far do I come
fhort ? wretched, ungrateful creature! is 1t pofli-
ble for me to think of this and find anv place for
pride P—QO let me throw 1t from me with more ab-
horrence than I would a garment covered with
mire, and fly to the great Redeemer, whole fpot-
lefs righteoulfnels -1s the only robe in which I dare
appear before the throne of God '—Gracious God,
who wilt with the molt ineftimable gift of thy love,
freely give us all things which we need, O give
me more and more this lovely ornament of humi-
hty ! enable me to meditate with delightful atten-
aon on the infinitely amiable excellencies of my
adorable Saviour, and ardently defire to be more
hke him in this engaging virtue! O how bright
it thone in every {cene of his altonifhing abafe-
ment ! And did the holy Jefus, the Lord of Lords,
and king of kings condelcend to innumerable in-
Tinces of benevolence to poor finners! did he even

ftoop



[ 165 ]

itoop to wafh theleet of his difciples, to teach them
a leflon of affethionate humility ! and fhall not I,
a poor finful creature, rejoice to be able to admi.
nifter any comfort or afliftance to the meaneft of
his fervants 7 Transform me blefled Saviour into
thy own lovely i1mage, and make me meek and
lowly |

ARG e =g

Acquaintance with Gop the fupreme good.

Job xxii, and 21. Plalm iv. and 6.

JHERE is a defire implanted in the human
mind, whtch no earthly enjoyment can ever
latisfy, a refllefs, craving wifh for fome diftant

happinefs, fome goed unpolleft

That fomething which fill prompts th’ eternal figh,
For which we wifh to live, and dare to die.  PorEL,

All mankind purfue it under different forms, but
how falfe the potions! how miftaken the appre-
henfions of far the greatefl part! The libertine fo]-

lows 1t, in the thape of pleafure, throngh all the
A g crooked
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crooked labyrinths of vice, and facrifices virtue and
ws celefhial hopes to dreams of happinefs; but
wakes to real woe, and all the racking pangs of
confcious gutlt!—The avaricious man with incel-
fant toil vainly feeks for 1t 1 the acquifition of
wealth, and devotes his time, his cares, and even
his foul to the wretched flavery of heaping up ufe-
lefs treafures, ulclefs to the immortal nund, which
can never feed on thimng duli.—While others, no
lcfs. deceived expett to find 1t 1n honours, titles,
ot popular applaufe. Honours and titles, what are
tliey but empty forms of painted air / The bubble
Lreaks, and all the gaudy colours vamfh ! and what
15 applaufe? a fleeung breath ol wind, a mulical
air played and forgotten, and oft 1t breaks abrupt:-
ly off, or finks to har{h difcordant notes: deluded
mortals! to feek fubftantial blifs in empty founds,
while they are perhaps regardlefs of the real fatiss
fattion, which flows from the fecret whifpers of a
peaceful confcience, fprinkled with the atoning
blood of Jefus! Jefus, by whom we, who were
afar off, are brought mgh to God! we, who were
enemics are reconciled! He, with his dying ago-
rics obtained our pardon, and reftored us to the
faveur of God, which we had for ever forfeited !
here only can the foul find reft, herc only 1s that
govd to be found, which every where elfe 1s fought

i vain —rthe {avour of God! ’usthis irradiates

the
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the celeftial regions, and beams immortal blifs and
joys ineffable on all the fons of light. The hope of
this, though but a momentary ray, can gild the
darkeft fcenes of mortal life, and prefent a glimple
of heaven through the furrounding gloom. Ac-
quaintance with God, the views of an intereft i
him as our father, our almighty iriend! Glorions
privilege! fulinefs of bhis! how immenie, how
unfpeakable ! 1n this is contained every thing we
can want or defire ! full {atisfattion for the bound.
lefs withes of the foul! plealures unalloyed, ho-
nour unfading, and rches incorruptible and ex-
haufllels! In thy favour O Lord 1s lile, and thy
loving kindnefs 15 better than life.

Let others {lretch their arms like {eas
Aund graip in all the fhore,

Grant me the vifits of thy face,
And I defire no more!

\VIQTTSJ

M 4 CONTEN?
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CONTENT.

¥ NAILY cxperience affords ample proof, that

there 1s no fuch thing as real fauslaflion 1n
a:n_v carthly enjoyments. Plealure, happinefs what
are they but empty names? vilionary forms! ro-
mantic {cenes, which never had cxiflence but in
lancy ! Of thisreafon and reflection fully convince

us, and [ighing we confels the melancholy truth!

and yet (unaccountable folly) we eagerly purfuc
the ary {leeting fhadows, and vex ourfelves that
we cannot overtake them!

Our frft parents finned and loft their carthly
paradife, and in vain do their wretched poflerity
week for bowers of blifs! no fhades of fweet repole
and undifturbed tranquility are to be found on
carth! Letus then fit down and ferioufly enquire
what 1s the highelt happinefs mortals can enjoy 2
Be gone ambition, nor let vanity appear; fame,
wealth, and pleafure hide vour heads, °tis not in
“vour united power to beflow.—It 1s content ! ‘tis
a::his alone which bears a tine refemblance of hap-

pincf::;
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pinels {o often fought, fo rarely found!—How
eafy, how cheerful, and how bleft is the content-
ed man! a flranger to the buly cares and refllefls
anxieties of the ambitious, the covetous, and the
oay ; plealed with his litle fhare of earthly good,
he moves calmly on 1u the fphere afligned by pro-
vidence, nor minds the noily buflle round him,
nor envies all the gaudy blaze of grandeur; nor
follows the tempting pay delufive forms of plea-
furec. He enjoys a litde heaven below, 1n the
hope of that confummate blifs prepared for him 1n
the maufions of glory: bhils which will for ever
flourtth in immutable perfettion, when all thole
olittering appearances are vanifhed and forgotten,
Divine content! 1neflimable blefling! How fhall
[ attain the epjoyment of {o defuable a ftate?
Every good gift, and every perfett gift, 1s from
above, and cometh down from the Father of hights,
with whom 1s no variablenefs, neither fhadow of
turning.  Gracious God, who halt 1n thy facred
word encouraged thy pdor creatures to alk thole
bleflings which thy unmealured goodnefs can be-
flow, give me, O give me [rom thy exhauftlefs
treafures of grace in Jefus the Redeemer, that
fweet content, that inexpreflible fatisfaltion whicl
flows from the hope of thy favour, and the delight-
ful views of my interefl in thy everlalting love
through him ! Let the peace of God which pafleth

all
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. all underftanding fill my heart and mind ! Then
thall I be ealy and cheerful in the difinbutions ot

thy providence, nor {uffer a repining thought at

the want of lefler comlorts.

Father Twait thy daily will,
Thou fhalt divide my portion fhll
Grant me on earth what feems thee bell,

"Till death and heaven reveal the reft.
WaTTs.

HTE AP AT O

‘True Honoug.

 Chriftian is the higheft ftile of man.”

OF all the candidates for honour which appear
| on the great theatre of the world, a chnl-
tian has the higheft claim. Are men of eminent
and diftinguithed wifdom, entitled to univerfal el-
teem? A chivtian 1s wife unto falvation! Are
men of great cflates and titles accounted honoura-
ble? Chrifhans are the fons of God! they are en-

titled to an inheritance incorruptible, undefiled,
and
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and which fadeth not away; and have trealures
faid up for them 1n hLeaven, which can never be
exhaufled I—Is the lavourite of a king euvied for
the honours his{overcign beltows? how mean his
{ituation compared with a favourite of the king of
kings! Nay, what are kings theml{elves arrayed 1n
“all their fhort-lived blaze of earthly glory, compar-
ed with the {ollowers of Chrnift, who fhall live and
reign with him for ever and ever? How worthle(s
are all the lawrels acquired by the moft ambitious
and viftorious conqueror, compared with the palm
beflowed on the triumphant chriflian by the Cap-
tain of s falvation, through whom he 1s more
than a conqueror over all the powers ol earth and
hell 7— A chnflian,~let me refle€t—have I indeed
a claim to that noble appellation, that truly ho-
nourable title ? Do I walk worthy of the vocation
wherewith I am called ?~What 15 1t to be a chnif-
tian? To love Cluilt and to follow him.—How
am 1 to love him ? with all mv heart and foul and
itrength, with a fervent, a conftant and {upreme
love. He that loveth father or mother, &c. more
than me is not worthy of me. Confider, O my
foul thy infinite obligations! confider what he has
done, and what he will do for wretched, guilty,
loft, milerable finners.——Reflett on thy delerts,
and on thy hopes, and then canit tllou withhold
thy worthlefs all, thy ardent love, from this adora-

ble
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ble Saviour? will not this lead thee to a {olicitons
enquiry, how fhall I follow him? Attend to his
own words! 1Ifyelove me keep my command-
ments—and a new commandment I give unto you
that ye love one another, as I have loved you,
that ye alfo love one another, by this {hall all men
know that ye are my difciples if ye have love one
to another.

Glorious and dehghtful teft of chriftianity !—
gracious Lord enable me to evidence my love to
thee, by my afleftionate regard for all thy faithful
followers, and my tendereft concern for the wel.
fare, of even the meaneft of thole who bear thy
facred 1mage !

If I can, humbly and penitently confcious of my
own frailty, cheerfully defire in my great redeem-
er’s firength to obey his commands which are not
aretvous; fhall I not al{o earneftly with to follow
his example 1n his imitable excellencies? O let
me read and meditate h1s wondrous life, who went
about doing good, tillI find my heart warmed
with his love, imprefled with his lovely 1mage,
and ardently defiring to trace the footfteps of my
Lord!—A chriftian thould think and fpeak much
of Chnift and his love; this fhould be his conftant
{ubjett of meditation and converle, the {weetnels
of his bleflings, and the {olace of lus care.—And

do I call myfelf a chriftian? and can Ilive a day
at &
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at a diftance from my dear redeemer, and be content
and eafy? No.—for there is no {atisfattion in any
thing befides !—The empty trifles which divert my
thoughts or fill up my converfation, are all like the
prodigals’s hufks, they neither pleafe nor nourifh,
—Arife O my foul, leave this wretched trath, and
go to thy father’s houle where there is bread
enough and to fpare!—Were Ito fee a prince,
heir expeétant of acrown, inftead of employing his
time 1n acquiring and cultivatingthofe princely vir-
tues, which are fuitable to hishigh flation, and prepa-
rative to his future royalty, {pend hours and days
playing with pebbles or piddling in the dirt,
fhould I not pronounce him unworthy of the
dignity tor which he was defigned, and look on
him with an eye of pity and contempt? vet this is
the picture of a carelels chriflian, who {pends his
time in foolifh unprofitable thoughts or idle chat.
—DBleffed Jefus! pityv my weaknefs, pardon my
guilty my inexcufable folly, fill my heart with thy
love, and teach me to think, to fpeak, to live,
as becomes a chriftian,

FRIENDSHIE,
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Frienpsuip,

RIENDSHIP has been oft my favorite theme,

and afforded many a pleafing thought, but
hitherto my experience of this blelling anfwers
not my ideas, perhaps they are raifed too high, or
it may be, this 1s too near akin to all other earthly
plealures which fly our wilhes or difappoint our
expettations.

Let me then raife my thouphts from earth and
conlider this amiable {ubjett 1n 1ts divine perfec.
tion, let me meditate on the Inendlhip of the
bleffed Jefus, who fays, hencelorth 1 call you not
fervants but friends &c. wondrous condelcen{ion !
delightful affurance! infinitely more engaging than
the deareft tics on earth! anintereft in his friend-
thip how delirable, how extenfive the bleiling!
it contains every tlung we need for ime and cters

nity,
The deareft friend on earth lhOUgh his Lieait
be ours and his will ever rcady, may want the

power to aflilt us; in neceffities, dangers, and
diftreffes
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diftrefTes we can have no more than his tendereft
concern, his fincerelt good wifhes: we difclole
~our griefs with unavailing confidence, while triend-
fhip mourns but cannot help us,  But Jefus is in-
finitely powerful, all power in heaven and 1n earth
18 his, he is able as well as willing to fave to the
uttermoft: to him we may lay open all our hearts
and pour out our louls without referve; to him
lament our frailties; for he alone can corret
them; to him reveal our wants, he can fupply
them all; to him we may tell our forrows, he
can and will remove or give us flrength to bear
them; to bim we may recount our comiorts and
our joys, for he is the {pring fiom whence they
flow; he only can continue and 1ncreafe them.
Our friends may befo far diftant in our greateft
extremiuies, that we may be deprived even of
the benefit of theyr kind condolance and compall-
onate {ympathy, becaule they cannot be acquainted
with our diftrefs: but Jelus is ever near, ever rea-
dy to afhft lns beloved friends; he hears every
aroan and pities every forrow, he is touched with
a feeling of their inhrmities, and his divine com-
paflion and [ympathizing tendernels are far beyond
all that mortal friendfhip ever knew! Are they ex-
poled to want, afflittion, and diftrefls, he fhares in
all their fuflerings; and to exprels how intimatcly
his affetion is united to them, he even fpeaks of

thole
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thofe fufferings as his own; I was fick, 1 was in
prifon &c. and kind offices done to the lealt ol
thole whom he gracioufly condelcends to call lus
brethren, he rewards as done to himfelf; and if
he hide his blifsful face, yct fhill they dwell upon
his heart, and in his own belt time he will relieve
them: his fovereign hand can turn aflliftions into
bleflings, and gricf {hall terminate in joy.

His own foft hand fhall wipe the tear

From,every weeping eve, Watis.
/ y ping c

In ftraits and difhculties 1f we applv 1o earthly
filends for counfel, and recetve the beft advice
they are capable of giving; they are weak fhort-
fizhted creatures ike ourfelves, and by following
their dire€tions, we may beled intoirretrievable cr-
rors and misfortunes: but Jefus the heavenly friend,
s inhnite - wildom ! he guides his favorites by
kis counfels, the unerring diftates of his facred
word, makes their way plain before them, by the
conftant care of his providence, and condutis
them, through all the difhculties and embarrafs-
ments of life, to eternal {afety and happinefs.

Human nature 1s frail, and the warmefl, {incer-
eft friendfhip may cool and change te indifference,
and though [riendfhip 1s ever ready to put the
moit favourable confiruttion on the behaviour, to

place

ek
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place cvery athion in its faireft light, and to pity
and forgive the faults 1t cannot mend, yet as 1t
cannot know the heart and judges only by words
and attions, thele are liable to mifunderftandings
and falfe reprefentations, which may interrupt its
courfe, and perbaps entirely diffolve thofe ties,

which feemed too firm for time and chance to
loofen.

But 1f the love of jefus is unchangeable, he
that made the heart knows all its inmoil receffes,
and can never be mifinformed, can never miftake:
if there is a principle of fincere love to him,
though-buried amid a thoufand imperfeétions, that
love limiell infpired, he approves, and will re.
ward., The foul once his, 15 his for ever, not all
the powers of earth or hell, not things prefent nor
things to come, fhall be able to feparate from his
everlafling love.

In mortal Iriendlhips, the fatisfattion a generous
mind enjoys in obliging, and the fentiments of a
grateful heart in being obliged, are exceedingly
agrecable ; but this heavenly friend engages our
warmelt our everlalting gratitude, and even grati-
tude 1s {wallowed up in wonder, when we med:-
tate the immeafurable extent of his divine benefi-
cence, in what he has done, is {till doing, and
will do for the objeQs of his love. Of enemies and
traitors, he has made friends and favourites! for

N guley
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Fuiity, Joft, undone creatures, deferving nothirg
but never-ending mifery and eternal death, he has
purchafed pardon, hile and immortal happinefs;
and this with his own moft precious blood ! It
would be a {urprizing effect of friendfhip for a
man to lay down his life for his friend; but
Jefus freely gave lus hfe for fuch as were his
inveterate enemies. Stupendous love ! aftonifhing

5
soodnels !—

At death, earthly friend{hips ave diffolved, with
the {riend owr comiorts die, and the {atisfaétion we
enjoyed 1n their lociety, leaves only a painful re-
membrance of the plealures we have loft.—But Je-
fus lives for ever! hives to make interceflion for
hus triends above, to communicate conflant fup-
phies of grace to them below, to guide them through
all the fcenes of mortal hife, to guard them from
every danger, to flrengthen them in encountering
their lalt enemy, crown them with vifory, and
bring them fafe to his glorious prefence, to live
with him for ever and ever, Happy, happy {ouls!
who have an intereft in this all-fufficient, this ever-.
Iafting friend! O may I never relt {atished ull I
can {ay with a humble, yet well-grounded conf:-
dence, this 18 my beloved, this is my fiiend!
Bleffed Jefus! teach me to know thee and to love

thee
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{hee more, let me hear the voice of thy facred -
rit whifpering to my heart that thou art mine, allure
me of my interelt in thy almighty, thy unchang=a.
ble love ! then {hall I be bleft indeed.

My Lord, my Saviour, my almighty friend,

O wilt thou, gracions, own the humble claim

And let thy pirit, facred evidence,

Confirm it to my foul with power divine!

Tell me, O tell me thou art mine indeed,

And fill my heart with grattude and love !

But ah! how weak, how languifthing and low"

My Itrongeft grattude, my higheft love.

How cold, the warmelt ardors of my {oul,

For bleflings fo divine! how poor a gilt

This vile this wretched heart! and yet "us all

A worthlels worm can offer, mean return !

Nor can 1 tendér this without thy aid;

O help me to {urrender all my lieart,

1ts powers and pallions, to thy fovereign love!

Acceptit, Lord, and make 1t thine entire !

Let thy abounding grace remove my guilt,

Forgive my wanderings, fix me thine for ever,

In bands which time nor death have power to
lcofe !



f 180 ]
L L D W A LS

AN Evenince REFLECTION,

NOTHER day 15 gone, ncver to return—
A. the hours and minutes {led away for ever—
another portion of time, that ineftimable treafure
fpent—but how ?—Iad reflettion repies with con-
fcious fhame, {pent alas, unprofitably ! walled in
trifles ! what have I done this day to anfwer the
great ends of hle, promoung the glory of my
Maker and my loul’s eternal Happinels? Ahf
how can I anfwer this neceffary this important:
queflion? Juit now I heard a man wifh the future
Ipring was come, inconfiderate with! How fhort
1s our time on earth, and of what infinite conle-
quence are the concerns of eternity, which depend
on our fleeting moments —Another was for wifh-
ing rather the paft fpring to return; this though 1t
{peaks more of thought and refle€tion is no lefs
vain! Were time in our power, were it poffible
for us to recall the golden hours, the tnvaluable
trealure we have fquandered; fuch is the frailty
of our nawe, that (without the aids of divine

qrace
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grace) we fhould Ipend it 1n the fame thoughtlefs
manier, and be gulty of the fame inexcufable
prodigality as before,

I am now another day nearer to death, that aw-
ful period to my days on earth ! that clofing {cene
which will foon put ;an end to this prefent {late of
exiftence, and fix my doom for ever !—then muft
I appear before the tremendous bar of heaven!
before the awlul the imparual judge, whofe al-
feeing eye 18 witnels to every thought and word,
and attion of my life, and fearches into the inmoft
vecelles of my heart! then muft I give an account
of the talents entrufted to my care, the time and
mercies I have enjoyed !—Ah, how fhall I appear?
What account can I give? In mylfelf I have no-
thing to fay but guilty, loft, undone for ever!—
But yet there 1s hope, tune and mercies are yet
lengthened out !—O for ftrength and grace from
on high, to enable me to improve the precious
remnant as I ought [—But O were 1t protraéted to
many years, and were 1t pofiible for me to improve
every moment, to apply all my powers and facul-
ties with conftant and unwearied diligence to the
arduous work; my beft obedience could never
atone for palt negligence, or procure the leaft
hope of pardon and acceptance !—I would depend

alone on the merits and nghteoulnefs of a crucified
N Redeemer;

3
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Redeemer; my befl obedience is full of {in, and
can merit nothing but everlafting punithment.

But I'll retire beneath the crofs,
Saviour at thy dear feet I lie,

And the keen {word that jultice draws
Flaming and red, fhall pals me by.

WATTS.

Here is my only hope! {ull let me fly to thig
olorious refuge, for here 15 life and {alety. Blelf-
ed Jefusto thee would 1 comg, and plead thy gra-
cicus promife, that him that cometh to thee thou
wilt in no wile caft out. My God, my Saviour,
walh me in the [acred fountain of thy blood, and
cloath me in the fpotlefs robe of thy righteoufnefs !

Then fhall I appear before thy awlul bar without
trembling ;

My debts all cancell'd and my crimes forgiven,
My judge all glorious but without a frown.

My God my Saviour, O let me not repeat in
vain this awful, this dehightful fentence! confirm
it to my foul with the ftrongelt evidence. tle
hrmeft, fulleft aflurance of my interelt in thee!
That at thy glorious appearing, I ﬁ'lay [ift up my
head with joy, and hear with unfpeakable trani-

port thy gractous words, ¢ Come ye bleiled of my
* | Father
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Father inherit the kingdom prepared for you, be,
fore the foundation of the world.”

O may I often meditate on this dreadful, blifs-
ful period! and may it influence all my future
hours! Grant me, O Lord, the conflant aids of
thy Spirit and grace ! let me live as on the confines
of eternity, and 1mprove the fhort remainder of
my fpan of life, 1n thy {trength, in thy fervice, to
thy praife ! gmide me by thy counlels apd alter-
wards receive me to thy glory. |

PG e R P P N

Apsence FrRoM Gob.

N D canft thou, O my foul, be fatished at

fuch a mournful diffance from the fountain

of happinels? Where are thy wihes and thy
hopes, thofe ardent wifhes and pleafurable hopes,
which in thy happier moments could look down,
with a noble contempt, on the vain amulements ot
fenfe, as unworthy of thy notice; and fhall thefe
empty trifles, which yet thou delpifeft, enfnare
thee into a thoughtlels negligence of thy eternal
snterel? Haft thou not fought the favour of God
N 3 as
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as thy only blils, thy everlafting all, and rejoiced
in the delightful hope of an intereft in it as the
dawning of 1mmortal day ? And canft thou now
fit down content 1n the fhades of mortal night ?
Recall thofe happy fealons, when the kind inu-
mations of his gracious prefence afforded fuch plea-
{ure as all the joys of earth can never yield! and
railed thy wifhes and thy hopes to that blifsful
world, where happy {pirits enjoy the full beams
of his favour, without an 1nterpofing cloud: re-
turn ye fhining moments, return and blefs my un.
fatisfied, pining heart with an enlivening ray of
heaven !—Or was 1t a bright delufion which footh-
ed my fond imagination like a pleafing dream, and
vanithing leaves me awake and miferable ?—Tor-
menting doubts away—furely, my hopes, my com-
forts mut be real, for were they not built on the
word of God, the promiles of a God that cannot
lie ! And fhall I queftion infinite veracity ?

No, ’us myfelf, my fins I fear,

Thele fprings of doubt are ever near,
Thele gloomy clouds which rife and hide his lovely

 face. |

Wretched heart ! to wander from the fource of
bhfs, till the cheering beams of hope are almolfi
loft 1n the gloom of fin, and darknefs, wretched
heart indeed ! If God is abfent not all created good

can
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can compenfate the lofs—where can [ refl? Were
all the joys of fenfe to {footh me with their foltelt
blandithrments, they cannot give me inward peace
—thy voice alone, O God of mercy, can fpeak
confolation to my foul, thy gracious prefsnce,-lhe
fenfible influences of thy favour can enhven the
moll uncomfortable {cenes of mortality, and fpread
celeftial morning through afflittion’s da;‘keﬁlnight,
but ablent from thee, the brighteft fcenes of earth-
ly blils were only {plendid mifery ; what heart can
bear the thought of everlafting banifhment from
thee, horror dwells in the dreadful apprehenfion!
but bleffed be infinite mercy there is hope, hope
fixed on the menits of my great Redcemer, through
him thy abounding grace is ready to receive the
penitent wanderer with {miles of divine forgives
nefs and returning favour.

THE EVIL OF SIN.

HEN I refleft on the flate of innocence,
happinels and glory of man at his firft
creation ; furrounded with earthly dejights, and 1n

ihe full enjoyment of his Maker’s favour; on his
fall
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fal} from that blifsful flate, and the endlefs train of
miferies in which all his wretched defcendants
were 1nvolved, fharers in the guilt, their blood
tainted with the dire infe€tion, by nature blind to
their own felicity, and 1inclined to go aftray from
God, and purfue the road to deftruttion; I can-
not but pronounce fin the greatelt evil, the {ource
of pain and forrow, and the caufe ol temporal and
eternal death. But never does my heart appear {o
vile as when 1t mourns at the foot of my Redce-
mer’s crofs, never does fin appear fo hateful, fo
deteftable, as when I meditate his dreadful {ul-
ferings, 'tis here I fee that infinite juftice was ol-
fended, and infinite pumfhment incurred, fince
nothing but an 1inhnite fatisfatlion could atone.
Not all the glorious angels which [urround the
throne of God, though {hining in the highelt ex-
cellence of created purity, could have paid the
dreadful debt; the work was impoflible to any
power below omnipotence. The eternal Son of
God, O glorious triumph of almighty love! en-
thron’d in all the glories of the deity, left his fa-
ther's bofom for thefe abodes of {in and mifery, and
became a man of forrows and acquainted with
grief; expofed to thame, contempt, and infamy,
refigned himfelf to the moft cruel agonizing tor-
tures; and, O amazing thought! made his foul
an offering for (in {—Dreadful evil! which nothing

lefs
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fels than the fufferings of the Son of God could
expiate '—And fhall I allow 1t a place 1n my heart ?
—Almighty grace forbid !—But alas! fo weak, fo
depraved 1s this wretched heart, as to give way to
the deftrultive infinuations of this dangerous, this
fatal enemy ! The flrongelt efforts of my realoning
powers can make but a feeble, an unavailing re-
fiftance, and olien may my foul complain, the
evil which I would not that do I.-—-Who f{hall de-
liver me from the body of this death ?—O that I
could {ay with joytul alfurance, 1 thank God
through Jefus Chrift my Lord !—Is there not, O
blefled Saviour, infintte efficacy in thy precious
blood, to c¢leanfe as well as to atone for in? And
wilt thou not grant the powerful influences of thy
holy fpirit to purify the heart that defires to wear
thy {acred image, and to ftrengthen a weak a help-
le(s creature that fain would be devoted to thy
fervice? O let me hLear thy gracious voice fay-
ing, * I will, be thou clean,” and alluring my
{oul that thou will firengthen, and help and uphold
me with the nght hand of thy righteoufnefs ! Shew
me my intereft in thefe kind promifcs, and enable
me to look up with humble hope and fay, that
though iniquities prevail againft me, thou wilt
purge my tranfgreflions away ! Nothing 1s too hard
for omnipotence to effelt, nor can the hope be

lof}
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lolt which 1s fixed on inflinite goodncfs and invas
riable truth.

o
0
)
()
0

:%‘a“\___}'aﬁ’[_l C'% ﬁr%@:_%&

BaraTuiNnce ArFTER GobD.

N— Y God, my portion! O could I repeat the

blifsful accents with facred confidence,
with fweet propriety ! this were happinefs indeed
happinefs, which nothing elle can give! all the
delights of fenfe cannot yield one hour of real
fatisfaction ;—1f God 1s ablent, what 15 the whole
world but a {cene of poverty and darknefs ?—His
prefence makes a paradife below! and every dif-
tant shimpfe of his favour isa beam of heavent
and yet, O unaccountable ftupidity ! how olten
do I wander carelefs m this gloomy defart, amufing
myfcll with reaching after every painted bloflom
that difplays 1ts gaudy colours to my fight! worth.
lels flowerst on a nearer view they lole their
tempting dves, and ere they are gathered wither
quite awav.—Lorn with entangling briars, difap-
puinted, tired and unfaushed, I hnd Iamloft.—I
bave wandered from my God the only centre ol my

bii{s-8
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blifs!—to him I would return, but O how fhall I
find him? convinced of my fatal {olly, 1 mourn
his abfence, I feek him but I find him not.—Yet
let me feck him fhill,—fill let me breathe my hum.
ble fighs,—his gracious ear 1s ever open to the
humble fighs of the complaining mourner; his
mercy 1s ever on the wing to convey the {weet
hope of pardon to the repentant {inner. O may
my penitence be fincere! Gracious God, 1f thefe
remorfeful {ighs, thecugh weak and languid, are
influenced by thy facred fpirn, O increale them
to ardent longings and unfatisfied delires, and an-
{wer them with the fmiling beamns of divine for-
givnels. I know, T acknowlege, I'am utterly un-
worthy of the leaft kind notice, the lcaft favourahle
recard of thine awlul eye,—but Jelus 1s worthy,
and he has promifed that whatfoever we afk the Fa-
ther in his name, believing, we fhall receive; in his
bleffed name, I would humbly afk for mercy?
Lord T would believe, help thou my unbelief!
—O what have I nottoalk? I want every fpiri-
tual good ! and 1n this prevailing namne, what may
Inot alk? thy favour, O thou eternal {ource of
good ! the blifsful views of my iuterell in the Re-
deemer and inthy everlalting love through him !
This is the comprehenfive, the mfinite blefling 1
want! this only can fatisfy my foul, for without
this I am miferable; were [ 2ffurcd of this I hope

I couid
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I could refign temporal bleflings, and be conten®
with whatever {hare of carthly good my heavenly
Yather fhould allot me, for thou art infinite 1n
wif{dom and in goodnels !—But this blefling 15 of
everlafting confequence ! on this my hic, my all,
my prefent comfort, and my eternal felicuy de-
pend I—fhill Jet me plead with thee, O Lord,
with a reftle(s importunity, and refolve not to let
thee go, except thou blels me! For Jelus fake a-

lone [ afk the important boon, the firm, the full
aflurance of my interelt in thy love '—O let the
facred witnels of thy fpirit {eal my utle to this
blifsful inheritance and make me happy.

Be thou my portion, here I reft,
Of all my utmoft wiih pollelt!

And O et my wilhes never reflt below
thee! let me never be {atishied till I can fay aflur-
edly, the Lord 1s my portion, therefore will I
hope in him.—Thou wilt never difappoint the
hopes of thofe who truft in thee,  Thou wilt infi-
nitely exceed their higheft expeftatiors, and fa-
tisfy the boundlefs defires of the 1mmortal {oul,
with boundlefs plealures and unmortal happinefs!

SEEKING



SEEKING REsT.

RISE ye, depart hence, for this is not your

reft, itis polluted.”  Attend, O my foul, to

the heavenly admonition! Convinced as thou art
that unmingled felicity 1s not to be found on earth,
that there 1s nothing here to reft in with intire
complacency and fatisfattion.  Why fhould my
thoughts dwell 1n this land of dreams and fhadows,
amuled with trifles too mean to entertain the mind,
and purfuing vanity and vexation of {pirit? O for
the powerful intluences of almighty grace? To

raife my thoughts, my hopes, my heart to that
hlifsful world.

Where pleafure rolls its living flocd
From {in and drofs refin'd,

Frefh fpringing from the throne of God,
And fit to cheer the mind,

Warts.

The
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The lweetelt nills of earthly pleafure are tine-
tored with bitternels and polluted with the dregs of
mortal care; and how {eldom do we tafle the
ftreams of celeflial confolation, which flow from
the cternal fountan of perfect happinels, to cheer
and fupport the weary pilgrim 1n his journey to
the heavenly country. As the hart panteth aher
the water-brooks, o pants the thully foul alier the

1

falutary forings of divine comfort; when {ound,
how {weet, but ah how fhort the kind refrefhment !
How foon 1sthe reviving feene cliangad 1o a Lar-
ren defart, a v and thirfly land where no water
18! Yeu the bhisful {owcee of facred pleafure is
ever full, and cver fiee.—Alas, ‘us fin, accmnfed
fin, that feparates between Geod and the {oul, and
withholds good things hom uws! Tow calify 15 the

heart enfnared with cmpty vanities, or fank

thonshtlels indolence, ungratefal heart! Unhappy
weaknels '—Yet in the moments of vefleélion tie
bahina heart conieifes, this 1s not mv refl—Arife
then, O myfoul’ Awake ull thy powers to life and
allivity, and with an aidour werthy of the glorious
motives which {oinctimes wfpire thy withes, pur-
fue thy journey to the 1egion of happinefs, the
lond of veft Alus mvain! =My bell efflonts Lhow

foeblo U L w0

miictable, enemics and dangers furround my fteps,

myfeif, T am weak, helplels and

and fin and coubt throw a veib of carknels over my

g\immfring
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ginmmering hope. O God of power and mercy,
teftore my {oul and lead me 1n the paths of righ'te-
ouinels for thy names fake! Let thy fpirit feal to
my heart the bleft affurance! Thy Redeemer is
firong, the Lord of holls 1s his name, then fhall I
not be afraid of enemies or dangers, Lift up the
light of thy countenance upon me, the reviving
beams of pardon and reconciled love; and the
(hades of guilt and fear fhall difperfe. Let thy al-
mighty drm {upport me, and blels me with con-
tinnal fupplies of {lrengthening, animating grace,
then fhall I walk 1n the way {afely, and my foct
{hall not flumble: Let me not {lumber where I
cannot refl, nor in this wildernels of perils, fuffer
amufing trifles to interrupt my journey to the ce-
leftial Canaan; may 1 never indulge the delufive
thought of fecking tranquility below, but convinc-
ed that the world affords no repofe to an immortal
{pirit, O letme feek, and find reft in thee, * Here
‘n full tralt, hereafter in full joy.”

Vot IIL O Gon-
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Gop’s OMNIPRESENCE,

HIS Lord 1s here! awful thought !—the jufl the

holy God, who cannot endure fin in his fight,
is prelent!—how then can I appear before him all
finful and polluted 7—O whither fhall 1 fly from
his prefence 7 what gloomy cave, what impenetra-
ble fhade fhall I feek, to lnde me from his glorous
eye?—Vain enquiry !

One lingle glance, one piercing ray,

Would kindle darknefs into day. WaATTS,

Lord thcu knoweft my down-fiting and my up-
rifing, thou undeirftandell my thoughts afar off,
thou compallelt my path and my lying down, and
art acquainted with all my ways.

Thou fee’lt my heart though every winding maze,
Each fecret nifing thought thine eye furveys.

WWhat then can [ do, but fall proftrate 1n the
duft belore thee, acknowledge my gult and
heg for mercy -—But oh! how cun I gpen

mv
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tity polluted lips 1n the prefence of infinite purity?i
what argument fhall I ule ?—I delerve nothing at
thy hand but immediate punifhment, irretrievable
perdition '—Lord I humbly plead the all-fuflicient
merits and righteoulnefs of Jefus thy beloved fon'!
Jefus, the Mediator, Redeemer and Interceflor!
I fly to his atoning cleanfing blood! O let the
powerful influences of thy holy fpirit apply 1,
with almighty eficacy, to my foul! Let thy a.
bounding grace remove my guilt, and purge away
my every deadly ftain 1n that facred fountain!
Walh me and 1 fhall be whiter than {now! Then
fhall T approach thy throne with humble conh-

dence, and rejoice in the delightful thought, that
(od, my God, 1s ever prefent with me,

Tremble my {oul with awful conlcious feur,
The Lord, the God of holinefs 1s here!
Ye {ins and empty vanities depart,
Too long alas you have poflelt my heart.
Hence to eternal diftance {ly,
Nor dare the hightnings of his eye,
Dreadtully keen they pierce the {oul
And every thought defcry.
In vain I bid my lurking foes be gone,
Lord, "us thy grace, thy mighty grace alone,
Can drive them hence and all my guilt forgive,
O fpeak thie powerful word and bid me hve!
O » Life
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fate flows amid the cinimfon ude
Which iffued from the wounded {ide
Of Jefus when for guilty man,

He fuller'd groan’d and died!

O let it flow to my polluted heart,
And life, and heshli, and puruy, unpart!
The facred flood fhall walh my fins away,
Thy glories then fhail thine with kindeft ray,
(Unmix’d with terrors) round my trembling {oul,
And fovereign mercy all my [ears controul.

Then fhall the thought infpire dehipht,

That Tam inmy father’s fight,

And thy bright prefence blefs mine eyes,

\With beams of heavenly lipht.

Let me pur{ue the reviving thought—If God is
myv tather, my 1econciied God and tather, throngl,
+ redeemer, what confolation will the refleftion
afl nd, that o s ever prefent with me’—1Vhat
bave 1then to fear or wilh ? what though T an,
furronnded with danvers, the Lord s here! 1 fis
gracious prelence 1s [afety, beneath lis kind 110
webting care, no danger can  approach me~-
Though belet with encmies on every fide, and {1
and hell umte with dreadtul power, and threateun
my deftruthon; my God s prefent! and greater
15 he thatis with me than they which are againft
e, Llis aloughty armas my delence, he can

centrugl
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cotsoul their utmoft rage, can give me firength tg
iefilt, and make me more thaun conqueror,

One beam of glory from his radiant face
Can dnive the powers of darknefs all away.

And when pain and ficknefs affault this feeble
frame, and the fhades ef death hang black and
heavy o'er me, O my God, let thy kind hand
fupport me, let thy cheering voice {peak divine
confolation to my drooping foul! and pain and
ficknels can never hurt me: let thy bhifsful {miles
iriadiate the difmal gloom, and all uts terrors fhall
vanifh I—DBlels'd with thy gracious prefence what
have I 1o wifh? earth’s vain allurements lofe tlicir
charms, nor all the joys 1t can beltow are worth

one laint deflire!

No more their faded Iuftre Arikes tle (iplit
Than tapers dying in meridian light!

Were all created beantv funk in darknefs, and
every charm of nature, every delight of {enfe
withdrawn for ever—bleft with thy gracious pre-
fence I fhould not mourn their lofs! thy gracious
prefence can create a paradife of light and joy a-
mid the gloomy defait!

Shauld the world frown, and all its plealures fly,
Sliould every earthly comfort difappear,

O $ And
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And all the charms of natuve f{ink 1n darknels |

If thou art with me, if thou art my God,

Am Inot happy? can I wifh foyr more?

Thy gracious prefence well {upplies the lofs

Ol earthly blifs, and yields fuperior joy

To all that univerfal nature boafts!

My God, O may I call thee mine indeed!

And may the humble breathings ot my {oul
Accepted nife, before thy throne of grace,

In his dear name, lus all-futhcient merts,
Who died, and rofe, and interccdes above

For guilty rebels! reconcil'd in himn

Smile on my foul, all placid and {erene !

O let thy gracious vifits cheer my heart

In this fad wildernefs, and hight my paflage
Through the laft gloomy {cene, the thades of death]
Then raife me to thofe bright thole bleit abodes,
Where thy kind prefence with unclouded ray
For ever {hines! full joys for ever {mile,

And pleafure triumphs in immortal bloom!

LLT-

I,
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SELF-CONTRADICTION.

RV HAT f{irange contrarieties do I find 1n my-
[elf, how unceitain and f{luétuating my

thoughts and cares! I profefs to believe 1n unfeen
realities; to look forward to futurity, and hope
eternal happinefs is my chief purluit; and yet how
much are my paflions 1nfluenced by things prelent
to my {enfes! Unaccountable weaknels that {ome-
times even tiifles fhould appcar momentous, and
afTairs of the utmoft unportance, of everlafling con-
fequence, be almoft abfent from my mind! Has
not my foul afpired to the favour of God as my [u-
preme felicity, my prefent hope, my everlalling
portion ? And yet how often are my thouzhts rov-
ing on earth as if 1 expefied fansfattion here,
though I am fully convinced “tisnot to be found!
—How am I filled with compunétion for htte
fatlures (lhrough inadvertency) in my conduct to
my friends, and yet how feldom do I mourn, with
heartfelt remorle, my frequent wanderings from
my God !—How inlimte the difproportion betwixt

O 4 him.
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him, my almighty friend, my ouly {upport, my
eterral refuge, and an earthly friend frail and mu-
table like mylelt '—Should not the leaft dcviati}m
from his facred laws pain my heart with deeper
{orrow than heedlelsly oflending againil the rules
of liendthip 7 1 love my [riends, and efleem their
affeétion as one of the chief bleflings of lile, which
I ought to do cvery thing in my power to preferve;
but what 1s this to the favour of God ? No mose
than momentary hife to an endleds etermity ! Graci-
ous God, wean me more from carth, teach me a
greater indiflerence 1o every thing below thee, let

an ntercll w thy favour, and the advancement of

.

thy glory bemy fupreme, my ardent wifh, and of-
fending thee the mofl painful gitef 1 feel | Could
[ attain and preferve this defuable temper, the
troutles of this vale of tears would be lefs grievous;;

troubles I muft expelt, for when Tlook round me,
who 1s fice ’'—1 figh at the melancholy profpect,
and nature and religion teach me fympathy; vet
even an this neceflary  exercife, Low are mv
thoughts confined to fenfe and time ! How often
ao I find my heart meiing at the prefent pains and
torrows ol myv {ellow creatures, and wiiliing 1o re-
ieve them, and yet how feldom do T view wiih
mournful puty the depiorable cendition of wreich-

- fouls inthe road to everlafling mifery P Lord,

1 1
b 1

Cach my 1h0115]1t5 to awell on this ;;{Tc{:iir:g {i.] -

LT,
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jeét, awaken my tenderelt compaflion for fuch un.
happy fouls, and my earneft defires for their fal-
vation! 1 think my difpofinon grateful, and the
kindnels of my fiiends engages my afleétionate
eflecem, and yet how cold 15 my grantude to my
heavenly benclattor ! Whole indulgent goodnefs
fuftains my hle, and beftows innumerable bleﬂingé,
and all unmertted! T wifh to make fuitable returns
for the favours 1 receive from earthly friends, but
how {eldom do I enquire, with grateful folicitude,
what {fhall I render 1o the Lord for all his benehts?

Ten thounfand bleflings [rom above
F.ncompals me around,

Pt O how few returns of love

- Has my Creator found.

\\T IXTTS-

Vain were the attempt to recount the number.
lels miftakes and inconfiftencies of this frail erring
mind : Who can underfland his errors 7 Grant me,
O thou eternal fountain of good! cleanfing,
flrengthening and ammating grace! Revive and
maintatn 11 my heart, the defires of my happier
moments ; convince me more effettually of my
weaknels ; give me a humble, {enfible, conflant

dependence on thee, and form me for thyfelf to
jhew forth thy praife!

S

Comfort
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LComfort under the paihful fenfe of frailty,
in the unchangeable goodnels of Gob,

| APPY 1s 1t for man, that the defigns of infi-
H nite mercy are not influenced by thele frail,
changing hearts of ours.  How frequent our wan-
derings from God! How cold and indifferent our
hearts to his worlhip and our own comforts ! How
fhort and nterrupted our few fealons of fively de-
votion! And even when moft fixed and fervent,
too {oon the facred ardour declines, and our
thoughts, which juft now {eemed raifed to heaven
in delightful contemplation, fink down again to
earth and vamity. Should God withdraw the kind
influences of his providence and grace, when our
inconftant, ungrageful hearts withdraw from him,
what would become of us? Soon muft welink into
the horrors of cternal might! But his goodnefs 15
unchangeable, his thoughts are not our thoughis,
nor his ways our ways. When our back{hding
hearts turn alide from him into paths of vanuy,

Jrow {weet the voice of forgiving love! How kind
the
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the gracious promife, which invites us to return
unto the Lord, and allures us that he will have
nercy ! To our God for he will abundantly par.
don. Adorable goodnefs ! O why fhould our unbe-
heving thoughts helitate a moment, whether we
fhould caft ourfelves at the feet of infinite good-

nels with bumble hope, though in the deepeit a-
bafement 11 the fenfe of our own vilenels.

Were we to mealure the extent of divine mer-

cy by our own merits, not one of the guilty race
of Adam could look up with the lealt hope of fa-
vour. \WVhen I conflider my own heart, even in
its beft delires and firmeft refolves, confcious of
my extreme weaknefs, I cannot but renounce
every thought of dependence on myfelf, and ac-
knowledpe that I am wretched, v.le, and utterly
unworthy ! But when I meditate the inhnite good-
nefs of God, 1n his immutable covenant of grace,
through a blelled Redeemer, here 1s {olid fupport,
this 1s the rock on which my foul defires to reit.

Here 1s fum footing, all 1s fca befide.

Dr. Youna.

This will defy the waves of {in and temptation,
and keep the anchor of my foul fure and {tedlalt.

| hoP:
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I hope, if my heart deceive me not, 1 have fled
for refluge to Jefus who 1s able to fave; and if I
have, s own words aflure me, he will in no wife
caft me out; whom he loveth, he loveth to the
end. Here then 1n all my fears and dejeblions,
under the painful fenfe of my weaknefs, let me
find comfort ! Enable me, O Lord, to reft with a
firmer afliance on thy abounding prace, thy un-
changeable love in Jefus ! whole merits are inhi-
nite, and whofe prevailing interceflion fecures my
weak trembling faith, that 1t fhall not totally fail,
O let the powerful influences of thy promifed com-
forter, apply to my heart with almighty efhicacy,
the atoning, cleanfing blood of Jefus ! Diipel thele
irequent rifing doubts, and hil me with all joy
believing! Teach my thoughts to dwell, 1n de-
hghtful contemplation, on thy infinite perfetions,
and when I mourn the inconftancy of this waver-
ing, changing heart, let me find relief in the hope
ot my intereft 1n thy unalterable love, and bring
me at laft to that world of unchanging blifs, where

fins and doubts can never enter, and {orrow and
fighing flee away !

Lunging
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AR PR ERESEX

Longing for the manifeftations of divine
love.

y WAS a bold, though pious requeft of the
prophet—** I beleech thee fhew me thy

plory!” Yet the almghty gracioully condelcended
to indulge his favoured fervant with the dazling

view, as far as [rail mortahiy could bear.—Lord,
wilt thou permit a worthlefs creature, unworthy
the name of the meanelt of thy fervants, to prefer
the fame petition ?/—1 befeech thee fhew me thy
glory ! Not in thy awlul attributes of omnipotence,
holinels and juflice, thele alone unmixed with thy
milder glories, would dazzleand confound my fight,
and overwhelm my foul with dreadiul luftre and
unfufferable brightnels '—"T1s the blifsful view of
thy love, for which my ardent breathings rife
That charming attribute which foftens thy tremend-
ous glones, and without diminifhing their {plend-
our, lar outfhines them all! Shines on gulty
wretched man, with afpeét all ferene, benevolentand
kind! In Jefus! flunes the bnghinefs of thy glory,

and
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and the exprefs image of thy perfon! Jefus the Sa-
viour! Tranfporting name! Here holinefs, julhice,
power and wildom, unite with miugled radiance ;
and love, fheds fweeter glories o’er them all I—
Almighty love, how inexpreflible, how inconcerv-
able are thy charms! My thoughts are loft 1n the
boundlels ocean, without beginning and without
end I—Eternity alone can meafure its fnite ex-
tent |—

Here pardon, life, and joys divine,
In rich eflufion flow !
For guilty rebels loft 10 fin,

And doom’d to endlels wee!l

Lord, I humbly hope I have feen fome dawning
tays of thy glorv, and experienced fome little taftes
of thy love! And I would not lole the cheering
light, nor exchange the blifsful relifh for all the
gratifications of {enfe, for the higheft pleafures the
world can beftow! 1 would not barter my hope of
an intereft 1n thee, for crowns and {cepters, nor
all the fhining trealures of the calt; fading perifh-
ing things! How worthlefs all and vain! compar-
ed with my 1mmortal hopes they are delpicable
trifles,—One {mile from my Redeemer’s face, out-

thines the brighteft blaze of earthlv glovy,

Deneath
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Beneath the heavenly radiance of his eye,
Farth lofes all its charms, they fade and die,

O the endlels wonders, the unfearchable glories
of redeeming love! One moment’s blifsful view
of my 1nterelt 1n a dying Saviour, 1s infinitely bet-
ter than all the joys of fenfe, than ages employcd
in earthly plealures!—O could I clofe my eyes,

my ears, and all the avenues to my heart, and {hut
out 1ntruding vanities for ever!

Then fhould the world and 1ts alluring toys

No more enfnare my ealy yiclding heart

Vanifh ye unfubltantial airy forms,

Delufive fhadows, cheat mine eyes no more
With painted thews of plealure.

One ray of heaven, bright dawning o’er my foul,
Yclipfes all your vifionary charms,

And points to happinels beyond your reach,

But ah ! too foon I fear the charming ghmpfe of
ctherial hghit will vanifh, and leave my foul be-
tighted, furrounded with gloomy doubts, groveling
in the duft or wandering far from thee, my God,
the centre of immortal joys, in the mean purfuit
of empty vanities and flecting fhadows. 1 fear my
falfe inconftant heart, too ealily enfnared and

dravn
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drawn away with every trifle, that prefents itfelf
before me ; forgive the boldnels of a finful worm,
let me repeat my requeft, I befeech thee fhew me
thy glory! Blefs mine eyes with more delightlul
views than they bhave ever yet beheld! Let thy
all-enlivening beams, O {un of righteoulnefs, thine
on my {oul and difpel the interpofing clouds of {in
and doubt ! Shine with the full manifeftations of
thy love ! Engage all the powers and paftions of my
heart ! and bind me with the ftrongeft ties of gra-
titude and love to be thine for ever.

Weary fouls invited to reft.

Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden
and I ull grve you refl.  Matt. x1, 28,

EVIVING found! who 1s the kind friend

that thus in the hour of diltrels cheers the

poor fainuing {inner with the healing voice of comn-
fort 7 May his word be depended on? And is he
able to make good the important promufe ? Liften
again,
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again, O doubting foul, attend the compaflionate
Saviour's voice ! “Tis I that fpeak in righteoufnefs
mighty to {ave.”—Yes, lus faithfulnels and power
arc unqueflionable ; but 1s 1t poflible that he {hould
be willing to fave a rebel who has rejetted his au-
thority, turned a dcal ear to his gracious calls, and
flraved far from him 1n paths of {in and vanity
[learken to. his own words! “ The fon of man
came to feek and to fave that which was loft.” —
kncouraging allurance to a heedlels wanderer fen-
ible of his folly ! But can 1t extend to fuch vile
wretches as have finned with a high hand, and by
a long courle of rcbellion declared, we will not
have this man to reign over us? Yes, even fuch as
thefe are wvited to come, for Jefus Chrift cane
into the world to fave {inners, of whom (fays a fa-
voured fervant of his) I am chief, and alter enu-
merating bis acts of trealon and rebellion, yet, fays
he, I obtained mercy ! How firange, how amazing
is the compaflion of this tender-hearted Saviour,
when a poor deluded {inner has roam’d through all
the pleafures of fenfe, 1n the vain purfuit of {aisfac-

tion, tired and vefllefs, panting beneath a heavy
load of guilt, and furrounded wuh darknels and
teriors, a beam fent from heaven breaks through
the difmal glocm, and points lim fo Jelus Chrnit,
as the only refuge, the only refl ! May he not
realonably fear that if in tlus laft extremity, he ap-
Vor, 1L i plies
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plies to that mercy which he has {o long abuled, he
fhall be rejefted with 1ndignation /—No, for the
blefled Redeemer fays, ** him that cometh to me |
will in no wile caft out.”—Come then weary heavy
laden finner, come to Jefus and he will give thee
reft.—Methinks the words prefent the idea of a
weary traveller who has gone a longjourney over a
fandy defert, bending beneath a heavy burthen,
fcorched with the piercing heat of the fun, and
juift ready to faint: In this extremity, O how de.
firable a cool, refrefhing fhade! How would the
{ight ot 1t, though at a diftance, animate his fpirite,
and invigorate his feeble fteps to reach 1t!—Thus
defirable, thus animating, 1s a fight of Jefus Chiilt
to a poor {enfible finner, groaning beneath a hca-
vy load of guilt, and fcorched with terrible appre-
henfions of the wrath of an offended God! How
refrefhing then isthis fhadow of a great rock 1n a
weary land! How fuitable, how feafonable an all-
powerful and merciful Saviour to them that 2re
ready to perifh !—But the reft which the great Re-
deemer gives 1s not only refrefhment but fatisfac-
tion : this 1s what the flattering world with all the
allurements 1t difplays, cannot pretend to befltow.,
day, ye deluded votaries of pleafure, riches or ho-
nour, have you ever found fatisfaltion ? No,—for
whether in the purfuit, or in the attainment of
their withes, difappointment ever zttends themn.—

And
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And lay, 'ye happy fouls who have {at under your I‘i
Redeemer’s fhadow with great delight, have you
ever found any enjoyment in your former attach-

ments equal to a moment’s hope of an intereft in
his favour ’—No, fays a fincere lover of Jefus.

Let earth’s alluring charms combine,
While thouart near, in vain they call;
One {mile, one bhifsful {mile of thine
My dearelt Lord, outweighs them all!

Mr. Herbert reprefents the Creator as pouring a
variety of bleflings on man, but referving reft, that
at length finding no fatisfattion 1 creature enjoy-
ments, wearinels mght bring him home to God
the center of his reft.—'Tis not 1n the nature of
earthly good to yield fausfaltion: The mind, whe-
ther defiring or poflefling, s fhill reftlels and
urealy, till led by divine grace to Jefus, who only
can give reft to the weary—{o Dr. Young.

Man's fickly foul, tho' turn’d and tois'd for ever
From fide to {ide, canreft on nought but thee;
Here 1n full truft, hereafter 1o tull joy.

This reft only can fult the nature, and hll the
defires of an immortdal foul, it is not only prefent
refrefhment, and true fatisfattion, but eternal joy!

—How would it embitter the pleafure and deflroy
P2 the
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the repofle of a weary traveller {cated in a cool de-
lightful {hade, if at the end of his journey, he cx-
petted nothing but pain and mifery!'—So when a
poor [inner 1s brought to Jefus Chrift and begins
to enjoy refrefbment and fatisfaéiion, how would

r‘l

y Ins feul, and emtbiiter all Ins

it alarm and tern
comfort, to know that there was a poflibihity that
he might atlaft be fhut cut from that reflt which
remains for the people of Geoe! but adered be
cverlalling love, the divine veracity 1s engaged for
the endlels happinels of all that come 10 Jcfus
Chrift ! He who 1s the way, the truth, and the
life, has faid, 1 give unto them eternal life, and
they {hall never pen{h.—Eternal life! and the
hope and cxpetlation of 1t confirmed to the believ-
ing {oul, by the {trongeft, and mofl inviolible af-
furances! This 1sreft indeed! who would not come

-

to the great Redeemer at bis hind invitation to res

ceive a blefling {o aelirable, {o immenfe! Well
may®the happy chriftian who has tafled that the
Lord 1s gracious, lay, return unto thy 1eft O my
foul, for thie Loid has cealt bounufullv with thee !
Blefled be that almighty grace which Lias convine-
cd me of my wretched, my undone condition. and
brought me to Jefus Chnft; imparted to me {ome
delightful tafles of that divine refrefhment, that
ineffable fatsfattion, winch he only can beflow,
and encouraged my humble hope o ook furward

v
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to that glorious reft, that flate of perfeft and inva.
siable felicity which he has prepared for them that
love him! O let every one who has been enabled
to obey the blefled Redecmer’s invitation, ane
found reft tn him, pity the deplorable condition ox
thofe poor deluded wretched fouls who are flili
voving, reftlefls, 10 the vain purluit of fatisfattion
where they can never find 1t!—Convince them O
snerciful Saviour of their miferable ftate, difplay
the almighty power of thy refiltlels grace, bring
them weary and heavy laden to thee, and give
them relt,

MoT:ivEs To Divine MEDITATION.

HAT bhave I to do with this vain world ?

have I not long fince renounced 1t as 1n-

capable of making me happy, and therefore un.
worthy of my care? and yet 1t will 1ntrude with
1ts vexatious teazing vanities to hinder, or at leaft
to interrupt my attention to awful realities, Again
I repeat, vain world be gone. O that I could fhut
P 3 my
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my heart effettually againft thy miflchievous in-
fluences!—The fafhion of this world paffeth away,
its amuf{ements {leet belore me in quick fucceflion
on the wings of time, and foon thele eyes will
clofe upon the tranfient {cene, to open on cternity.
— Eternity—amazing 1dea!-—how fhall thefe aftive,
tlunking, reafoning faculties which are now fo
often bufied with trifles, be employed through thie
endlels duration? The facred word affures e that
every one fhall receive for the things done in
the body according to that he hath done, whether
it be pood or bad. God 1s juft, and everlafling
mifery muft be the portion of every wretched foul
who leaves this mortal ftage unfanttified and unfor-
given,thenwillthe powersofthoughtandrefleftionbe
employed 1n bitter yet unavailing remorfe and un.
utterable anguifh, far from God and far from hope,
in the difmal regions of defpair, where the worm
dieth not, and the fire 1s not quenched |—dread{ul
eternity ! —tremble O my foul and fly for rcfuge
to Jefus who delivereth from the wrath to come ;
in him is fafety, hife, and blils for ever—thanks
be to God for his unfpeakable gilt!—and can I,
do I hope for an mtereft in this almighty Saviour ?
and through his all-{fufhcient merits for an entrance
inte the manfions of glory where love and praile
and raptures inconceivable fhall employ the attive

joylul
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joyful powers of every happy {pirit through the
ever-circling ages of etermity ! blifsful eternity |—
and have I any hope of joining in that {weet em-
ploy, and fhall I not begin 1t here? O blefled
Redeemer work inmy heart by thy own fpirit
a fincere contrition for all my vile offences and
ungrateful wanderings! 1increale my faith, my
hope, my love and joy, and {ix my thoughts in
delightful meditation on the pains thou haft {ul-
fered, and the happinels thou haft prepared for
them that love thee !|—and what heart O adorable
Saviour but muft love thee that has ever enjoyed
a glimpfe of thy infinite excellence with hope of
an nterelt 1n thy great {alvation '—Can I refle&t
unmoved, on the ftate ol never.ending mifery my
{ins deferve, on the dreadlul pains thou haft fuf-
fered to redeem loft penfhing {inners who come to
thee as their only refuge, and on thbe heaven of
everlalting joy thou haft enfured to them for their
glorious inheritance ! can I meditate on thefe ani-
mating {ubjetts which I hope have fomeumes
warmed my heart, and not wonder at my frequent
coldnels!—Alas how frail i1s my heart! how foolifh
and ungrateful! frail and foolifh 1indeed, to be
tempted away from my true intereft, my only hap-
pinels, by empty vamties!=—and O what vile un-
gratitude to be forgetlul of fuch inhnite obligati-
-ons!—$hall admiring angels {earch into the glori-
P4 ouc
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ous wonders of redeeming love with all the ardour
of intenle defire! and fhall I be cold to 1ts fur-
prizing charms, and hardly raife a languid wifh to
reach the immortal theme! Yet angels cannot
talle the fweets of pardon, norfeel the tranfporting
joys of falvation from eternal woe, for thole happy
{pirits have never {inned.

Ye {ons of harmony who ardent tune

To boundlels joy the heaven refounding {ong,
O could I hear your rapture breathing firains,
How would my kindlirg powers awake to praife
Ard join with extacy the blifsful theme;

Earth’s {lattering trifles then thould tempt in vain,
Nor interrupt my {weet, my bleft employ.

But O my great Redeemer! thou only cantt in.
fpire the {acred {lame, thou only canft tcach me
the celeltial {ong: grant me the kind influences
of that blefled fpirit which thy gracious promife
encourages me to alk, difplay before me the a-
mazing wonders of thy love, give me the aflured
hope ol pardon and falvation through thy infinite
merits, teach me to beuin the work of heaven be-
low, and bring me at lalt to the glorious affembly
of the ranlomed of the Lord, to join the celeflial
choir in dtrains of harmony and praife unknown
below, and repeat with nmmortal ardour, blefling,

honouy
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honour, plory, and power unto him that fitteth
upon the throne, and unto the Lamb for ever and

eEvCer, '

Thoughts in ficknels, and on recovery.

[ what a feeble texture 1s this mortal taber-

nacle! and how much s the tenant mind
(though of an immortal nature) pained and de-
prefled by 1s weaknels, and hurt by the ftorms
which {hake the tottering frame! The firfl attacks
of a fever have {o weakened mv nerves and {pints,
that cvery [prightly faculty, and almolt every cheer-
tul thought 1s funk 13 a {ftupid languor, a hitlefs
Inattention even to common things overfpreads
me, converfation 1s taflelefs, and reading and
thinking almoil impratticable—but alas, this is not
the worlt! the bounties of providence, and the
bleflings of grace hardly excite a grateful thought,
or quicken a warm delire—wretched flate! And
can I know 1t, and yet not be afleted with it? Am

} enongh awake to fecl my chains, and yet not wifh
for
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for liberty ? Let me try to rouze mylelf from this
lethargy of the mind, and if I cannot look forward
through the gloom which hangs fo heavy on my
intelle€ual fight, let me look backand try to reco-
ver fome httle remembrance of paft {cenes.—Shall
the immortal fpirit united to this frail difordered
body, be fo much influenced byits weaknels, asif1t
were tofink with 1t into the common earth? Think
O my foul, hadft thou not once nobler views and
brighter hopes? Couldlt thou not once, confcious
of thy great oniginal, look up to the glorious author
of thy heing with ardent deflires after the enjoy-
ment of his favour as the only good that could fill
thy capacious wifh ! Couldlt thou not at fome hap-
py fealons delight in the contemplation of his infi-
nite perfeCtions, and defire to know him more, to
love him more, and to be more like him ?—~How
olten baft thou mourned the unhappy influence of
earthly vanities that have drawn thee afide from
the center of thy beft defires, and longed to caft
thyfelf at the feet of heavenly mercy, in deep
abafement yet with humble penitential hope, and
wifhed to dwell for ever beneath the attrative, the
conftraining nfluences of pardoning love. Surely
there was [omething even in thofe painful {enfibi-
hues prelerable, far preferable to this death-like

ftupor,

The
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The Lord liveth, and blelfed be my rock, blefl-
ed be the Lord who bath not turned away my

prayer, nor his mercy from me.~—Adored, for ever
adored be the riches of divine love manmfefted 1n

the great Redeemer, who 1s able to fave to the ut-
termoft all that come unto God by him, through
whom I hope I have found {weet accefs to the

throne of grace, and been enabled to pour my hum-
ble breatliings there,

Whence are thele quickenings after fo much dead-
nefs, this deep abalement in the fenfe of my ex-
ceeding vilenels, my utter unworthinefs, mingled
with fuch admiring views of the infinite condel-
cenfion of the great God, the almighty power of
pardoning grace, and O, with the delightiul hope
of my interelt 1n 1t! Can 1 alcribe the happy al-
teration to any thing below the influences of his
own [pirit ? O for the continuance of thofedivine
influences ! quickening, cheering, ftrengthening,
and purifying my heart. My heart, alas how hail,
how apt to lofe the relilh of divine enjoyments,
and grow cold ungrateful and remifs. QO blefled
Redeemer let the heavenly comforter abide with
me for ever! To prelerve me in this flate of trial
and temptation, and guide me {afe to the kingdom
of thy glory.—Infinite grace, that {o vile a finner
fhould be favoured with the hope of a dwelling

there !
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there! My Saviour God ! and haft thou prepared
a place for me in the manfions of hight? And wilt
thou come again and receive me to thylelf 7 And
thall T rejoice in thy bhifsful prefence for ever? O
confirm the glorious hope to my thankful, yet flill
defiring {oul !

Then fauth fhall triumph o'er the grave,
And trample on the tombs,
My Jefus, my Redecemer lives,
My God, my Saviour comes,
WATTS,

Amid thele delightful hopes, the terrors of death
difappear, 1its pains are fupportable, and the
sloomy vale is brightened with fome reviving
beams {rom the regions of immortal day! What
cvil can I fear if thou art with me? Thy fmile is
celeftial comfort, O let it cheer my fainting heart
in the awful hour of diffolution, ull mortality 1s
fwallowed up in life.  But why O my foul thele
tifing doubts ? Shall they be [ufered to cloud thy
dawning happinefs, and caft afhade on all thy
comforts ? Has not thy Redeemer faid, lear not
li:tle flock, for it is your father’s good pleafure to
aive you the kingdom, Were any thing in myfelt
the motive, I were loft indeed ; but ’us lus good

plealure, his fovereign grace, and what can be too
great
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seat for infinite bounty ¢ My vilenefs, my un-
worthinefs can be no bar.—Almighty grace, and
utter unworthinefs! Contemplate O my foul with
delichtful wonder the aftoniihing contrall! and
fink lower flill 1n thy own eyes, while the glories
of divine mercy are exalted above all thy wonder
and thy praife l—Whether life or death all 1s yours,
and ye are Chrifl’s, and Chniftis God’s ; what ful-
nefs, what immenf(ity of blifs 1s contained 1n the
plorious alfurance! And am I (fo vile, {o wretch-
cd) permitted to hope aninterelt in 1t? O the
heighs, the depths, the unfearchable wonders of
Jmighty grace! Forgive O gracious God, forgive
thefe guilty unbeheving thoughts which would
embitter my comforts, and rob thee of the humble
nibute which my gratelul heart would bring 1o the
{oatflool of thy throne! Rebuke th: tempter, and
confirm the comforting hope which thy word now

flords, that the God of peace fhall bruife Satan
ander my feet {hortly,

Biels the Lord O my foul, and all that 1s within
me blefs his holy name. Blefs the Lord O my
foul, and forget not all his benefits.  But O how
fhall my narrow thoughts and narrower words re-

count them! How am I furrounded with mercics!
Indulaent goodnels has bleffed me with unnumber-
ed lavours, both temporal and fpirnual, and even

this
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this afflittion, may I not call it a blefling from the
happy efletts, which I hope it has produced ? May
I not efteem 1t a paternal corretlion to reprove my
ungrateful coldnels; 10 awaken me to a flate of
fenfimlity, and renew the relifh of thofe important
bleflings which have been almolft neeletted, or at
belt too faintly fought? How gentle O my God
were the ftrokes of thy chaftiling hand, how kind
the teachings of thy word, and how {weet the con-
{olations of thy promifes to my foul! O may thy
goodnefs dwell upon my grateful heart, and ani-
mate all my powers and paflions to a delightful afii-
vity in thy fervice! Return unto thy reft O my
foul, for the Lord hath deait bountifully with thee,
he only 1s the proper center of my 1eft, and all the
enjoyments of nature without the kind influences
of his grace are wearinels and vanity. Vainly does
the roving mind expett fatisfattion among the plea-
{ures of {fen{e and tme,

Creatures without a God can yicld me no {upply,
WAaTTS.

But fweetened with the hope of his lavour, and
enjoyed as bleflings from the hand of an indulgent
father, every comfort of life acquires a power to
entertain and pleafe, O how imexcufable the folly
of my paft wanderings! And yet, convinced as at
prefent I hope T am of my true interelt, fo de-

ceitful 1s thys wretched lieart that I fear to trufl it,
[ fear
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I fear 1 fhall again relapfle into cold indifference
and vile ingratitude.  Gracious God, maintain in
my foul this necellary lelf-difhdence, 1nipire me
with conflant breathings for the aids of thy al.
mightygraceandanentiredependanceonthy ftrength
in the fenfe of my own weaknels. Let thy praife
be my bufinels and delight, thy favour my felicity

here and my portion for ever!

What 1s there 1n this world of vanity that I
{hould wifh to ftay for ? how frail is the tenure of
carthly blifs, how unfatislying to the mind which
with divine ambition looks forward to im-
mortal happinels! The dearelt comforts of life are
painfully fweet. O that I could enjoy them with
thankfulnefs unmingled with anxious apprehenfi-
ons of the pangs of {eparaiion! O for a {tronger
faith, for brighter views of the invifible glories of
the upper world ! glories nvifible to the eye of
{enle, but revealed 1n the facred word to the bee
lieving foul O for a more aflured hepe of my
interell there! then how fweet were the expefla-
bon of meeting the Iriends united to my heart by
the ties of nature, friendfhip and piety, in the re-
gions ol immortal love and unprecarious felicity !
then though I were left to purfue alone my pain-
ful pilgrimage, how comlorting were the hope that
in a little time I fhould follow them to my fa-
thers’s houle~=perhaps I may go before them—
whenever 1 ap called O may the meflenger be

welcome
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welcome to my foul! may the fmiles of my Re.
deemer rifing o’er the gloomy fhades ofdeath, difpel
all its horrors and open before me the tranfporung
profpett of eternal joy! O may the blifsful forc-
taftes of heaven prevail over the agonies of nature,
comfort my mourning friends, and fwecten il
parting tear'—But why thele refletions? my
bufinefs my important bulinels 15 to examine
where my hope is fixed, to feck earneftly 1o the
God of grace for the unernng 1nfluences of his
holy {pirit to guide me in the way to heaven,
to flrengthen my faith, my hope, and every grace,
to make me fit for that flate of fpotlels purity,
and then receive me to imfell. May my utle to
the inheritance of the {aimnts in light be fecured o0
my foul through the 1nfinite merits ot a crucified
exalted Saviour, and let time and circumf{tance O
eracious God be refizned to thy {overeign difpo-
{al.—This 15 a flate of probation, perhaps 1t may
nleale God to exercife me with many trials before
I leave this mortal ftage, lntherto my lot las
been ealv compared with that of many of my fel.
low chiiftians, and why fhould I expett to reach
the haven and efcape the florms of trouble which
others meet with ? I am indeed unable to {ullain
them, but everlafting firength can {upport me.
O may the anchor of my foul be {ure and {ledfalt!
Father of mercy and God of all comfort, fay 10 my

* '

foul, mygraceisfufhicient for thee, and 1 {hall be fufe,
r - o it
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