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WRITTEN ON NEW YEAR’S DAY.
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Doru not, my foul, each circling year

Remind me that I muft appear
Before my heav’nly‘ King,

In whofe bleft fight man’s longeft age

Is but a momentary ftage,
That flits on fwifteft wing ?

Then fay, thou pure, thou heav’n-born fire,

Why doft thou not with fond defire
Subdue this inward fear ?

So might I with afpiring mind

Prefs on, nor caft a look behind,

Nor figh to linger here.
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My will moft freely I refign

To thee, my judge, oh! make it thine
In word, in deed, in thought:

So fhall I find contentment here,

Nor thrink from death, tho’ death draw near
With all his terrors fraught.

No fting in death but fin is found,

And fince our God hath heal’d that wound;
What have we here to dread ?

*T1s our’s to praife Him and obey,

Look up to Him from day to-day,
To give us heav’nly bread. '

Teach me to wait with humble truft,

To hope the beft, nor fear the worft
In this life’s varying round ;

And when I meet misfortune’s blow,

Teach me fubmiffion, that may thow
On what my joys I found.
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Oh then vouchfafe thy heavenly aid
To lead me thro’ the gloomy (hade

Of worldly grief and care;
Supported by thy foft’ring hand,
Let me temptation’s lure withftand,

And chace away defpatr.

Thus fhall yoy pafs {ferenely o’er,

Ye circling years, whilft I implore
The God, who gives me breath,

To lead me on from day to day

Secure 1n virtue’s haly way,
Réﬁgq’d to bife or death,
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