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e to thy every trial knows

Its juft reftraint to give,
Attentive to behold thy Woes,
And faithfal to relieve,

Then why thus heavy, O my Soul!
Say Why, diftruftful fill,

Thy thoughts with vain impatience roll
O’er fcenes of future ill,

Tho’ gncfs unnumber’d throng thee round,
Still in thy God confide;

Whofe finger marks the Seas their bound,
And curbs the head.long Tide.
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"Tis God, whofe thoughts to various end¢

The human lot difpofe,
Around thee plant aflifting friends,

Or heap avenging Foes.

Not from the Bow the deaths proceed;
But from the Archer’s fkill ;

Who lends the thirfty fhaft its {peed,
And gives it ftrength to kill,
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BY THE SAME,

PARTs L

OD of my health, whofe tender care
Firlt gave me power to move,
How fhall my thankful heart declare
The wonders of thy love
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While void of thought and fen
% :)nft of my parent Earth,
y breath inform’d the flee ing cla
And call’d me to the birth,P 4

fe I lay,
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