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B A Sl D ol OupyE,
BY THE SA4ME,

ARK ! thro’ yon® fretted vaults and lofty {pires
_ Peal the deep organs to the facred quires ;
And now, the full, the loud hofannas rife,
Joat in the winds, and roll along the fkies :
The folemn founds Devotion’s ardour raife ;
Now mounts the fpirit with diviner blaze:
Heaven opens : earth recedes: and Nature fecls
The ray that fir'd the prophet’s glowing wheels:
n fiery pomp bright feraphs quit the fky,
And wrap the foul in holy extafy;
While round the faphire throne th’ ethereal train
A!iorin_g proftrate raife the lofty ftrain:
e 8 .
: Arife, O Lord, arife;
[ all thy awful glory ftand confeft ;
Tn thee for ever bleft,
Beh_"ld thy fervants veil their dazzled eycs.
® Night hath for thee no fhadess
Alike to thee appears the orient day ;
Whﬂe one vaft light, one inexhaufled ray
Qf'th.?- cffulgent power the whole pervades.
e L Then w‘hith}?‘ (hall we ftray, Whete
3 .
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Where of thy forming hand no trace is found ?
Above, beneath, around,
The mighty voice is heard ;
Where’er the hills are rear’d,
Where {preads the vaulted fky,
Or foams the deep profound ;
Thro’ Nature’s utmoft bound
To us her works reply,

Proclaim a parent God, a prefent Deity.

II.

Creation's praife is leaft;

Nature's Reftorer, to preferve is thine ;
Whofe awful voice divine

Created all : when Difcord heard, and ceas'd;
For it is thine to bind

The moral chain of Order’s perfeft law,

And to their courfe the {werving motions draw

Of changeful things, and erring human kind,
Death with infatiate jaw

Gnafh’d oft his iron phang, and by his fide
Stalking with ample ftride
Vice rear’d his giant fize
Up-towering to the fkies.
The mourning earth was wafle ;
Confufion roll’d her tide ;
When down the Virtues glide ;
Soft Mercies urg’d their hafte,

And d’er the bleeding woild the facred mantle caft.
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Beyond created fenfe
My fterious goodnefo, hid in deepeft night !
In vain our feeble fight
Would pierce the gloom, O mighty Providence.
Where the deep mazes meet
Beneath thy awful throne no eye hath feen,
‘Where wrapt in darknefs fits thy power ferenc,
And the loud thunders roll beneath thy fect.
O, when fhall clofe the {cene ?
And Hope be loft in Truth’s wide burfting ray ?
O hafte, aufpicious day.
O hatfte to light on earth
Great Nature’s fecond bisth ;
New inmate of the fkies,
When man renew'd fhall fhine
With innocence divine;
And bleft Obedience rife

To fnatch the palm that crowns her faithful victeries.
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