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BY THE SAME,

ITH reftlefs agitations fofs’d;
And low immers’d in woes;
When fhall my wild diftemper’d thoughis
Regain their loft repofe ?

Beneath the deep oppreflive gloom
My languid {pirits fade:

And all the drooping powets of life
Decline .to death’s cold fhade.

O Thou! the wretched’s fiire retreaf;
_ Thefe torturing cares controul;
And with the chearful {mile of peace
- Revive my fainting foul!

Did ever thy relenting ear -
The humble plea difdain ;

Or when did plaintive Mifery figh;
Or fupplicate in vain ?
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Oppreft with grief and thame, diffolv’d
In penitential tears,

Thy goodnefs calms our reftlefs doubts,
And diffipates our fears,

New life, from thy refrefhing grace
Our finking hearts receive;

Thy gentle; belt lov’d attribute
To pity and forgive,

From that bleft foutce propitious Hope
Appears ferenely bright, '

And fheds her foft diffufive beam
O’er Sorrow’s difmal night.

Difpers’d by her ﬁiperior force,
The fullen fhades retire, _
And opening gleams of new-born joy
The confcious foul infpire.

My griefs corfefs her vital powery
And blefs the friendly ray:

Fair Phofphor to the {miling morn
Of everlatting day.
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