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" Penfentur trutind.  Hor.

‘AN on the dubious waves of error tofs’d,
His fhip halffounder’d and his compafs loft,
Sees far as human optics may command,
A fleeping fog, add fancies it dry land:
5@1’1::1:15 all his canvafs, ev’ry finew plies,

.P’gnts for it, aims at it, entersit, and dies.

Then farewell all felf-{atisfying fchemes,

His well-built fyftems, philofophic dreams,

Deceilt-
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Deceitful views of future blifs, farewell !
He reads his fentence at the flames of hell.,
- Hard lot of man'! to toil for the reward -
Of virtue, and yet lofe it—wherefore hard ?
He that would win the race, muft guide his horfe
Obedient to the cuftoms of the courfe,
Elfe, thaugh uuequall’d to the goal he ﬂ:cs,

A meaner than himfelf thall gain the prize.

Grace leads the right way, if you chufe the wrong,
Take it and perifth, but reftrain your tongue ;
Charge not, with light fufficient and left free,
Your willful fuicide on God’s dm':rv;':ﬂu.um -

Oh how unlike the complex works of man;
Heav’ns eafy, artlefs, unincumber’d plan ! AL
No meretricious graces to beguile,

No cluft’ring ornaments to clog the pile, 7
~ From oftentation as from weaknefs free,

It ftands like the czrulean arch we fee,

Majeftic in its own fimplicity,
Infcrib’d above the portal, from afar

__Confpicuous as the brightnefs of a ftar,
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"Stand the foul-quick’ning words—BELIEVE aND

Too many ‘fhock’d at what fhould charm them moft
Defpife the plain ‘dire@ion'dnd aré loft.
Heav’n' on'fuch terms ! they cry with proud dlfdam,
Incredible, impoffible, and vain— o e
Rebel becaufe ’tis eafy to obey, | |
And fcorn for its own fake the gracious way.
Thefe are the fober, in whofe cooler brmns
~ Some thought of immortality remains ;
The reft too bufy or too gay, to wait
On the fad theme, their everlafting flate,
Sport for a day and perifh in a night,
The foam ﬁpun the waters not fo light.
Who judg’d the Pharifec ? What odious caufe
Expos’d him to the vengeance of the laws ?
Had he feduc’d a virgin, wrong’d a friend,
Or ftabb’d a man to ferve fome private ‘end ?
Was blafphemy his fin ? Or did he ftray
Frum the ftri&t ducies of the facred day ?
Sit
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Sit long and late at the caroufing board ?

. (Such were the fins with which he charg’d his Lord)
No—the man’s murals; were cx#&, what then ?
 *Twas his ambition to be {feen of men ;

His virtues were his pride ; and that one vice

. Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price ;

He wore them as fine trappings for a thow,

A praying, fynagogue frequenting beau.

The felf-applauding bird, the peacock fee—
Mark what a fumptuous Fharifee 1s he !
Meridian fun-beams tempt him to unfold
His radiant glories, azure, green, and gold ;
He treads as if fome folemn mufic near,

His meafur'd ftep were govern’d by his ear,
And feems to fay,” ye meaner fuwi,. give place,
I am all fplendor, dignity and grace.

Not fo the pheafant on his charms prefumes,
Though he too has a glory in his plumes.
| He, chriftian like, retreats with modeft mien,
To the clofe copfe or far fequefter’d green,

And fhines without defiring to be feen,

™
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The plea of works, as arrogant and vain,

Heav’n turns from with abhorrence and difdaic;

Not more affronted by avow’d negle&,

Than by the mere diffemblers feign’d refpect.

What is all righteoufnefs that men devife,

What, but a fordid bargain for the fkies ?

But Chrift as foon would abdicate his own,

As floop from heav’n to fell the proud a throne,
His dwelling a recefs in fome rude rock,

Book, beads, and maple-difh his meagre ftock,

In fhirt of hair and weeds of canvafs drefs’d,

Girt with a bell-rope that the Pope has blefs’d,

Aduft with ftripes told out for ev’ry crime,

And fore tormented long before his time,

His prhy'r preferr’d to faints that cannot aid,

His praife poftpon’d, and never to be paid,

See the fage hermit by mankind admir’d,

With all that bigotry adopts, infpir’d,

Wearing out life in his religious whim,

*Till his religious whimfy wears out him.

§ | . - *
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His works, his abftinence, his zeal allow’d,

You think him humble, God accounts him proud ;

High in demand, though lowly in pretence,

Of all his condu&, this the genuine fenfe—

My penitential ftripes; my ftreaming blood

Have purchas’d heav’n, and prove my title good.
iTur,n eaftward now, and fancy fhall apply

"To your weak fight her telefcopic eye.

The Bramin kindles on his own bare head

Ihﬂ facred fire, felf-torturing his trade,

His voluntary pains, fevere and long,

Would give a barb’rous air to Britifh fong,

Nor grand inquifitor could worfe invent,

Than he centrives to fuffer, well content,
Which is the faintlier worthy of the two?

Paft all difpute, yon anchorite fay you.

Your fentence and mine differ.. What’s a nanie ¢

I fay the Bramin has the fairer claim,

If fuffrings feripture no where recommends,

Devis'd by felf to-anfwer felfifh ends
y ' Give
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+ Give faintfhip, then all Europe mult agree;
Ten ftarvling hermits fuffer lefs than he.

T———

The truth is (if the truth may fuit your eary
And prejudice have left a paffage clear) '
. Pride has attain’d its moft luxuriant growth,
}- ~ And poifon’d every virtue in them both.

| Pride may be pamper’d while the fleth grows lean j
Humility may cloath an Englifh Dean ; |
That grace was Cowper’s—his confefs’d by all—
Though plac’d in golden Durham’s fecond ftall,
Not all the plenty of a Bifhop’s board,

T

: His palace, and his lacqueys, and, my Lord}
More nourifh pride, that condefcending vice,

Than abftinence, and beggary and lice,

- —-‘-H— &

It thrives in mifery, and abundant grows
In mifery fools upon themfelves impofe,
But why before us Proteftants produce

An Indian myftic or a French reclufe ?

Their fin is plain, but what have we to fear,
Reform’d and well inftructed 2 You fhall hear.
¥ Yon
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Yan antient prude, whofe wither'd features thow
She might be young fome forty years ago,
Her elbows pinion’d clofe upon her hips,
Her head ere&, her fan upon her lips,
Her eyc-brows arch’d, her eyes both gone aftray
To watch yon am’rous couple in their play,
. 'With boney and unkerchief’d neck defies
The rude inclemency of wintry fkies,
‘And fails with ]appét—head and mincing airs
- Duely at clink of bell, to morning pray’rs.
To thrift and parfimony much inclin’d, |
She yet allows herfelf that boy behind ;
The fhiv’ring urchin, bending as he goes,
With flipfhod heels, and dew drop at his nofe,
His predeceffors coat advanc’d to wear,
Which future pages ate yet doom’d to fhare,
Carries her bible tuck’d beneath his arm,
And hides his hands to keep his fingers warm.
She, half an angel in her own account,

Doubts not hereafter with the faints to mount,
Though
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Though not a grace appears on ftrictelt fearch,
But that fhe falts, and item, goes to church.

Confcious of age fhe recolletts her youth,

And tells, not always with an'eye to truth,

. Whe fpann’d herwaift, and who, where’er he came,

Scrawl’d upon glafs Mifs Bridget’s lovely name,
Who ftole her flipper, filI’d it with tokay,
And drank the little bumper ev’ry day.

Of temper as invenom’d as an afp,

Cenforious, and her every word a wafp,

In faithful mem’ry fhe records the crimes

Or real, or fictitious, of-the times, .

Laughs at the reputations the has torn,

And holds them dangling at arms length in fcorn,
Such are the fruits of fanétimonious pride,

Of malice fed while flefh is mortified.

Take, Madam, the reward of all your pray’rs,

Where hermits and where Bramins meet with

theirs, |

Your portion is with them ¢ nay, never frown,

But; if you pleafe, fome fathoms lower down,

G Artift
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Artift attend—your brufhes and your pafnt--.i 1
Produce them—take a chair—now draw a Saint;
Oh forrowful and fad ! the ftreaming tears
Channel her cheeks, a Niobe appears.

Is this a Saint ? Throw tints and all away,
True piety is chearful as the day,

Will weep indeed and heave a pitying groan
For others woes, but fmiles upon her own,

What purpofe has the King of Saints in view 2
Why falls the gofpel like a gracious dew ?
To call up plenty from the teeming earth,

Or curfe the defart with a tenfold dearth 2

Is it that Adam’s offspring may be fav’d
From fervile fear, or be the more enflav’d ?
To loofe the links that gall’d mankind before,
Or bind them fafter on, and add ftill more ?
The freeborn Chriftian has no chains to prove,
Or if a chain, the golden one of love ;

No fear attends to quench his glowing fires,

What fear he feels his gratitude infpires,
’ Shall
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Shall he for fuch deliv’rance freely wrought,
Recompenfe ill ? He trembles at the thought 3
His mafters int’reft and his own combin’d,
Prompt ev’ry movement of his heart and mind ;
Thought, word, and deed, his liberty evince,
His freedom is the freedom of a Prince.
Man’s obligations infinite, of courfe
His life thould prove that he perceives their force,
His utmoft he can render is but fmall, oL/
The principle and motive all in all.
You have two ﬁ:rvants';-—Tum, an arch, fly rogue,
From top to toe the Geta now in vogue ;

Genteel in figure, eafly in addrefs,

Moves without noife, and {wift as an exprefs,

Reports a meffage with a pleafing grace,

Expert in all the duties of his place : |

Say, on what hinge does his obedience move ?

Has he 2 world of gratitude and love ?

No, not a fpark—"tis all mere fharpers play ;

He likes your houfe, your houfemaid and your pay ;
G2 Reduce
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Reduce his wages, or get rid of her,
Tom quits yow, with, your moft obedient Sir—
The dinner {erv’d, Charles takes his ufual ftand,
Watches your eye, anticipates command,
Sighs if perhaps your appetite fhould fail,
And if he but fufpe&s a frown, turns pale;
Confults all day your int’reft and your eafe,
Richly rewarded if he can but pleafe,
And proud to make his firm attachment known,
To fave your life would nobly rifque his own.
Now, which ftands higheft in your ferious
thought ?
Charles, without doubt, fay you—and fo he
nughf 3 |

One a& that from a thankful heart proceeds,
Excels ten thoufand mercenary deeds.

Thus heav'n approves as honeft and fincere,
The work of gen’rous love and filial fear,
- But with averted eyes th’omnifcient judge,
¥ Scorns the bafe hireling and the flavith drudge.
Where
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Where dwell thefe matchlefs Saints? Oldz

Curio cries—
Ev’n at your fide, Sir, and before your eyes, S

The favourd few, th’ enthufiafts you defpife.

And pleas’d at heart becaule on holy ground,

Sometimes a canting hypocrite is found,

Reproach a people with his fingle fall,

And caft his filthy raiment at them all;

Attend—an apt fimilitude fhall fhow,

Whence fprings the condu& that offends you fo;

See where it fmoaks along the founding plain,

Blown all aflant, a driving dathing rain,

Peal upon peal redoubling all around,

Shakes it again and fafter to the ground,

Now flathing wide, now glancing as in play,

Swift beyond thought the light’nings dart away ;

Ere yet it came the traveller urg’d his fteed,

And hyrried, but with unfuccefsful fpeed,

Now drench’d throughout, and hopelefs of his

cafe,

He drops the rein, and leaves him to his pace ;

G 3 Suppofe
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Suppofe, unlook’d for in a fcene fo rude,
Long hid by interpofing hill or wood,
Some manfion neat and elegantly drefs’d,
Byfuﬁ;ﬁ ki;ﬂi hofpitable heart poffefs’d,
éﬁ'fr him wm*mth, {ecurity and reft ;
Think with what pleafure, fafe and at his eafe,.
He hears the tempeft howling in the trees,
What glowing thanks his lips and heart employ,
While danger paft is turn’d to prefent joy.

So fares it with the finner when he feels,

A growing dread of vengeance at his heels,
His.cunﬁ:iencc like a glafly lake before,
Lafh’d into foaming waves begins to roar,

The law grown clamorous, though filent long,
Atraigns him, charges him with every wrong,
Afferts the rights of his offended Lord,

And death or reftitution is the word ;

The laft impoffible, he fears the firft,
ﬂndhaving well deferv’d, expeéts the worlt
Then welcome refuge, and a peaceful home,

Oh for a fhelter from the wrath to come!
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Crufh me ye rocks, ye falling mountains hide,
Or bury me in oceans angry tide—
The fcrutiny of thole all fecing eyes
I dare not—and you need not, God replies ;
The remedy you want I freely give,
The book fhall teach you, read, believe and live:
*Tis done—the raging ftorm is heard no more,

Mercy receives him on her peaceful fhore,

And juftice, guardian of the dread command,

Drops the red vengeance from his willing hand.

- A foul redeem’d demands a life of praife,

Hence the complexion of his future days,

. Hence a demeanor holy and unfpeck’d,

Ant:'i the world’s hatred as its fure effect,
Some lead a life unblameable and juft,
Their own dear virtue, their unfhaken truft,

They never fin—or if (as all offend)

* Some trivial {lips their daily walk attend,

The poor are near at hand, the charge is fmall,
A flight gratuity atones for all,
| 53 For
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For though'the Pope has loft his int’reft here,

And pardons are not fold as once they were,
~ No Papift more defirous to compound,
Than fome grave [inners upon Englith ground
That plea refuted, (:;thﬂr quirks they feek,
Mercy is infinite and man is weak,
The future fhall obliterate the paft,
And heav’n no doubt fhall be their home at lait,
Come then—a Iﬁill, {mall whifper in your ear,
He has no hope that never had a fear ;
And he that never doubted of his ftate,
He may perhaps—perhaps he may—too late,
The path to blifs abounds with many a fnare,
Learning is one, and wit, huﬁever rare :
The Frenchman firft in literary fame,
(Mention him if you pleafe—Voltaire ? The fame)
With fpirit, genius, eloquence {upplied,
Liv’d long, wrote much, laugh’d heartily and dié_d :
The fcripture was his jeft-book, whence he drew

Bon mits to gall the Chriftian and the Jew 3 :

-
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An infidel in health, but what when fick ?

Oh then, a text would tuuch him at the quick ¢

View him at Paris in his laft career,

Surrounding throngs the demi-god revere,

Exalted on his pedeftal of pride,

And fum’d with frankincenfe on ev’ry fide,

He begs their flattery with his lateft breath,

And fmother’d in’t at laft, is prais’d to death,
Yon cottager who weaves at her own door,

Pillow and bobbins all her little ftore,

Content though 'mean, and chearful, if not gay,

Shuffling her threads about the live-long day,

Juft earns a fcanty pittance, and at night

Lies down fecure, her heart and pocket light ;

She for her humble {phere by nature fit,

Has little underftanding, and no wit,

~ Receiyes no praife, but (though her lot be fuch,

Toilfome and indigent) fhe renders much ;

Juft knows, and knows no more, her bible true,

A truth the brilliant Frenchman never knew,

And
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And in that charter reads with fparkling eyes,
Her title to a treafure in the fkies.
Oh happy peafant ! Oh unhappy bard !
His the mere tinfel, her’s the rich reward ;
He prais’d perhaps for ages yet to come, :
She never heard of half a mile from home's
He loft in errors his vain heart prefers,
She fafe in the fimplicity of hers.
~ Not many wife, rich, noble, or profound
In fcience, win one inch of heav’nly ground
And is it not a mortifying thought
The poor fhould gain it, and the rich fhould not
No-—the voluptuaries, who ne’er forget
One pleafure loft, lofe heav’'n without regret ;
Regret would roufe them and give birth to pray'r,;-
| Pray’r would add faith, and faith would fix them
there. '
Not that the Former of us all in this,
Q;I aught he does, is govern’d by cﬁpricc, |
The fuppofition is replete with fin,
And bears the brand of blafphemy burnt in.

Not
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Not fo—tlie filver trumpet’s heav’nly call,
Sounds for the poor, but founds alike for all ;
Kings are invited, and would kings obey,

No flaves on earth more welcome were than they:
But royalty, nobility, and ftate,

Are fuch a dead preponderating w:igh.t,

That endlefs blifs (how ftrange foe’er it feem)

In counterpoife, flies up and kicks the beam.
*Tis open and ye cannot enter—why ?

Becaufe ye will not, Conyers would reply «=

And he fays much that many may difpute

And cavil at with eafe, but none refute.

Oh blefs’d effect of penury and want, '
The feed fown there, how vigorous is the plant}
No foil .lilsu: poverty for growth divine,

As leanelt land {upplies the richeft wine,

~ Earth gives too little, giving only bread,

To nourifh pride or turn the weakeft head :
To them, the founding jargon of the fchools,

Seems what it is, a cap and bells for fools :
' The. -
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The light they walk by, kindled from above,

Shows them the fhorteft way to life and love :
They, ftrangers to the controverfial field,
Where deilts always foil’d, yet fcorn to yield,
And never check’d by what impedes the wife,
Believe, rufh forward, and poffefs the prize.

Envy ye great the dull unletter’d {mall,
Ye have much caufe for envy—but not all ;
We boalt fome rich enes whom the gofpel fways,
And one that wears a coronet and prays ;
Like gleanings of an olive tree they thow,
Here and there one upon the topmoft bough,

How readily upon the gofpel plan, |
That queltion has its anfwer—what is man ?
Sinful and weak, in ev’ry fenfe a wretch,
An inftrument whofe chords upon the ftretch
And f{train’d to the laft fcrew that he can bear,
Yield only difcord in his maker’s ear:
Once the bleft refidence of truth divine,
Glorious as Solyma’s interior fhrine,

Where
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Where in his own oracular abode,

Dwelt vifibly the light-creating God ;

But made long fince like Babylon of old,

A den of mifchiefs never to be told :

And fhe, once miftrefs of the realms around,
Now {catter’d wide and no where to be found,
As foon fhall rife and re-afcend the throne,

By native pow’r and energy her own,

As nature at her own peculiar coft,

Reftore to man the glories he has loft.

Go bid the winter ceafe to chill the year,
Replace the wand’ring comet in his fphere,
Then boaft (but wait for that unhop’d-for hour)
The felf-reftoring arm of human pow’r.

But what is man in his own proud efteem ?
Hear him, himfelf the poet and the theme ;

A monarch cloath’d with majefty and awe,

His mind his kingdom and his willdis law,
Grace in his mien and glory in his eyes,
-Supr:mc on earth and worthy of the fKies,

Strength
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Strength in his heart, dominion in kis nod,
And, thunderbolts excepted, quite a God.

So fings he, charm’d with his own mind and

form,

The fong magnificent, the theme a worm :
Himfelf fo much the fource of his delight,
His maker has no beauty in his fight :
See where he fits contemplative and fixt,
Pleafure and wonder in his features mixt;
His paffions tam’d and all at his controul,
How perfe& the compofure of his foul !
Complacency has breath’d a gentle gale
O’cr all his'thnughts, and {well’d his eafy fail ¢
His books well trimm’d and in thﬂ gayeft ftile,
Like regimented coxcombs rank and file,
Adorn his intelle&ts as well as fhelvcs, |
And teach him notions {plendid as themfelves 3
The bible onlgftands negletted there,
Though that of all moft worthy of his care,
And like an infant, troublefome awake,

Isleft'to fleep for peace and quiet fake.
What
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What fhall the man deferve of human kind,
'Whofe happy fkill and induftry combin’d,
Shall prove (what argument could never yet)
The bible an impofture and a cheat ?
The praifes of the libertine profefs’d,
The worft of men, and curfes of the beft.
Where fhould the living, weeping o’er his woes,
The dying, trembling at their awful clofe, -
Where the betray’d, forfaken and opprefs'd,
The thoufands whom the world forbids to rett,
Where fhould they find (thofe comforts at an end
The fcripture yields) or hope to find a friend ?
Sorrow might mufe herfelf to madnefs then,
And feeking exile from the fight of men,
Bury herfelf in folitude profound,
Grow frantic with her pangs and bite the ground.
Thus often unbelief grown fick of life,
Flies to the tempting pool or felon knife,
The jury meet, the coroner is fhort,
And lunacy the verdi& of the cqurt:

Reverfe
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Reverfe the fentence, let the truth be known,
Such lunacy is ignorance alone ;

They knew not, what fome bithops may not know,
That {cripture is the only cure of woe :

That field of promife, how it flings abroad

Its odour o’er the Chriftians thorny road ;

The foul repofing on affur’d relief,

Fegls herfelf happy amidft all her grief,

Forgets her labour as fhe toils along,

Weeps tears of joy, and burits into a {ong.

But the fame word that like the polifh’d fhare
Ploughs up the roots of a believer’s care, |
Kills too the flow’ry weeds wheree’s they gfow,
That bind the finner’s Bacchanalian brow.

Oh tkat unwelcome voice of heﬁv’nly love,

Sad meflenger of mercy from above,

How does it grate upon his thanklefs ear,
Crippling.his pleafures with the cramp of fearl
His will and judgment at continual ftrife,
That civil war imbitters all his life ;

In
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In vain he points his pow’rs againft the fkies;
In vain he clofes or averts his eyes,
| Truth will intrude—the bids him yet bewarc—s
And fhakes the {ceptic in the {corner’s chair.
Though various foes againft the truth combine,
Pride above all oppofts her defign ;
Pride, of a growth fuperior to the reft;-
r The fubtleft ferpént with the loftieft creft,
Swells at the thought, and kindling into rage,
Would hifs the cherub rherty from the ftage.
And is the foul indeed fo loft; fhe cries,
Fall’n from her glory and too weak to rife,
Torpid and dull beneath a frozen zone;
’ Has fhe no fpark that may be deem’d her own ?
Grant her indebted to what zealots call
Grace undeferv’d; yet {urely not for all-—
- Some beams of rectitude fhe yet difplays,
| Some love of virtue and fomte ‘pow’r to praife,
Can lift herfelf above corporeal things,
And foaring on her own unborrow’d wings,
H Poflefs
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Poffefs herfelf of all that’s good or true,

Affert the fkies, and vindicate her due.

Paft indifcretion 1s a venial crime,

And if the youth, unmellow’d yet by time,
Bore on his branch luxuriant then, and rude,
Fruits of a blighted fize, auftere and crude,
Maturer years fhall happier ftores produce;
And meliorate the well concotted juice.
Then confcious of her meritorious zeal,

To juftice the may make her bold appeal,
And leave to mercy with a tranquil mind,
The worthlefsand unfruicful of mankind.
Hear then how mercy flichted and defied,

Retorts th’ affront againft the crown of pride. <

Perifh the virtue, as it ought, abhorr’d,
And the fool with 1t that infults his Lord.
Th’ atonement a Redeemer’s love has wrought
Is not for you, ‘the righteous néed it not. @ = o

Seeft thou yon harlot wooing all fhe meets

The wafs Bt avifanee of the puﬁlic ftreets, ot

Herfelf

e
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Herfelf from morn to:night, from night to morn,
Her own abhorrence, and as much your fcorn,
The gracious fhow’r, unlimited and free,
Shall fall on her, when heav'n denies it thee.
Of all that wifldom di&ates, this the drift,
That man is dead in fin, and life a gift."

Is virtue then, unlefs of chriftian growth,
Mere fallacy, or foolifhnefs, or both,
Ten thoufand fages loft in endlefs woe,
For ignorance of what they could not know ?
That fpeech betrays at once a bigot’s tongue,
Charge not a God with fuch outrageous wrong.
Truly not I—the partial light men have,
My creed perfuades me, well employed may fave,
While he that fcorns the noon-day beam perverfe,
Shall find the blefling, unimprov’d, a curfe.
Let heathen worthies whofe exalted mind,
Left fenfuality and drofs behind,
Pofiefs for me their undifputed lot,
And take unenvied the reward they fought.

' H 2 But
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But ftill in virtue of a Savior’s plea;
Not blind by choice, but deftin’d not to fees
Their fortitude and wifdom were a flame
Celeftial, though they knew not whence it came,
Deriv’d from the fame fource of light and grace
That guides the chriftian in his fwifter race ;
Theirjudge was confcience, and her rule their law,
‘That rule purfued with rev’rence and with awe,
Led them, however fault’ring, faint and flow, | |
From what they knew, to what they wifh’d to know ;
But let not him that thares a brighter day,
Traduce the {plendor of a noon-tide ray,
Prefer the twilight of a darker time,
And deem his bafe ftupidity no crime;
The wretch that flights the bounty of the fkies, .
And finks while favour’d with the means to rife;
Shall find them rated at their full amount,
The good he {corn’d all carried to account.

Marfhalling all his terrors as he came,
Thunder and carthquake and devouring flame,

From
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From Sinai’s top Jehovah gave the'law,

Life for obedience;’ death for ev’rv flaw.

When the great fov’reign would his 'will exprefs,
He gives a perfect rule ; what can helefs ? -;-;1
And guards it with a fantion as fevere

As vengeance can infli€, or finners fear:

Elfe his own glorious rights he would difclaim,
And man might fafely trifle with his name :

He bids him glow with uaremitting love

To all on earth, and to himfelf above;
Condemns'th’ injuriousdeed, the fland’rous tongue,
The thought that meditates a brother’s wrong ;
Brings not alone, the more confpicuous part,
His condu¢t to the teft, but tries his heart.

Hark ! univerfal nature thook and groan'd,
*T'was the laft trumpet—fee the judge enthron’d :
Roufe all your courage at your utmoft need,
Now fummon ev’ry virtue, ftand and plead.
‘What, filent ? Is your boafting heard no more ?
That felf-renouncing wifdom learn’d before,

H 3 Had
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Had thed jmwtal-glnrics on your brow, 1
That all your virtues cannot purchf& now.
All joy!to.the believer | He can fpeak— "/
T,ﬂbﬂliﬂgtyﬁ happy, confident yet meek.
' Since thedear hour that brought me to thy foot,
And cutaup all my. follies by theroot, ..

I never trufted in an arm: but thine;
Nor hop’dy butin thy righteoninefs divine s © .
My pray’ss and alms, imperfeét and defil’d,
Were but the feeble efforts of, a child,-
Howe’er perform’d, it was their brightelt party.
That they proceeded from g_.gratcful hearts:: 5,171
Cleans’d in thine own all-purifying Blndd,. gt
Forgive, their :??'Tilt@d*?f‘?,‘:ﬂBF;Ehci.f good; . ,;-
I caft them at thy fect—my only plea
Is w_ﬁat it.ﬁ:vlas, dependence upon thees. - . -
While: ftruggling in the,vale of tears below,, .
That never fail’d; nor ﬂ:uall it fail me now, ..~
‘Angelic gratulatmns rend the fkiesy sl Lad W
Pride falls unpitied; never more Lo by 14t ynd
Humility is crown’d, and faithgeceives the prize,



