Quid prius dicam folitis parentis

Landibus ? qui res bominum, ac Deorum,

Qui mare, ac terras, variifque mundum
Temperat boris P AR
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J EHOVAH reigns: let every nation hear,
And at his footftool bow with holy fear;
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Let heaven’s high arches echo with his name,
And the wide peopled earth his praife proclaim ;
Then fend it down to hell’s deep glooms refounding,

Thro’ all her caves in dreadful murmurs founding.
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He rules with wide and abfolute command

O’er the broad ocean and the ftedfaft land :

Jenovan reigns, unbounded, and alone,

And all creation hangs beneath his throne :
He reigns alone ; let no inferior nature

Ufurp; or fhare the throne of the creator.

He faw the firuggling beams of infant light

Shoot thro’ the mafly gloom of ancient night ;

His fpirit hufh’d the elemental ftrife,

And brooded o’er the kindling feeds of life :
Seafons and months began the long proceflion

And meafar’d o’cr the year in bright fucceffion. .
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The joyful fun fprung up th’ etherial way,
Strong as a giant, as a bridegroom gay ;
And the pale moon diffus’d her fhadowy light -

Saperior o’er the dufky brow of night ;

Ten thoufand glittering lamps the fkies adorning,

Numerous as dew drops from the womb of mnmiﬂg
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Earth’s blooming face with rifing flowers he dreft,
And fpread a verdant mantle o’er her breaft; .

Then from the hollow of his hand he pours

The circling waters round her winding fhores, , |
The new-born world in their cool arms :mhracing_, ‘.

And with foft murmurs ftill her banks carefing.

At length fhe rofe complete in finifh’d prid‘e,.‘
All fair and fpotlefs, like a virgin bride ;
Freth with untarnifh’d luftre as the flood |
Her Maker blefs’d bis work, and call’d it good 3
| The
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The morning ftars with joyful acclamation

Exulting fung, and hail’d the new creation,

Yet this fair world, the creature of a éa}r, |
Tho’ built by Gop’s right hand, muft pafs away ;
And long oblivion creep o’er mortal things,
The fate of empires, and the pride of kings :

. Eternal night fhall veil their proudeft ftory,

And drop the curtain o’er all human glory.

'The fun himfelf, with weary clouds opprefl,
Y Shall in his filent, dark pavilion reft;
His golden urn fhall broke and ofelefs lie,
Amidﬂ: the common ruins of the fky ;
The ftars rufh headlong in the wild commotion

And bathe their glittering foreheads in the ocean,
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But fix’d, O Gon! for-ever ftands thy throne ;
Je HOVAH reigns, a univerfe alone;
Th’ eternal fire that feeds each vital flame,
Collected, or diffus’d §s ftill the fame.
He dwells within his uﬁn unfathom’d’effence,
And flls all Tpace with his unbounded prefence.

But oh ! our higheft notes the theme debafe,

And filence is our leaft injurious praife : ‘
Ceafe, ceafe your fongs, the daring flight controul,
Revere him in the ﬁil]né:fs of the foul ; /

@ - R

With filent duty meekly bend before him, | .
And deep within your inmoft hearts adore him,
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