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A REQUEST # the DiviNE BeiNe.

L.

HO U great and facred Lord of all,
Of Life the only Spring,
Creator of nunumber’d Worlds,
Immenfely glorious King.

IL

Whofe Image fhakes the ftagg’ring Mind,
Beyond Conception high;

Crown’d with Omnipotence, and veil’d
With dark Eternity.

II1.

Drive from the Confines of my Heart,
Impenitence and Pride :

Nor let me in erroneous Paths
With thoughtlefs Idiots glide,
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| 1V.
Whate’er thy all-difcerning Eye
Sces for thy Creature fit,
U'll blefs the Good, and to the Il
Contentedly fubmit.

Y.
With humane Pleafure let me view
The profp’rous and the great ;

Malignant Envy let me fly
With odious Self-conceit,

VI

Let net Defpair nor curs’d Revenge
Be to my Bofom known ;

Oh give me Tears for others Woe,
And Patience for my own.

VIL

Feed me with neceﬁhfy Food,
I ask not Wealth nor Fame :
But give me Eyes to_view thy Works,

And Senfe to praife thy Name.
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VIIL.
And when thy Wifdom thinks it fit,
To fhake my troubled Mind ;

Preferve my Reafon with my Griefs,

And let me not repine.

IX.

May my ftill Days obfcurely pafs,
Without Remorfe or Care;
And let me for the parting Hour,

My trembling Ghoft prepare.




