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6 ENGEANCE, arife from thy infernal bed ;
: « And pour thy tempeft on his guilty head I"
Thaus heaven’s decree, in thunder’s found,
Shook the dark abyfs profound.——
The unchain’d Furies come !
Pale Melancholy ftalks from heil :
Th’ abortive offspring of her womb,
Defpair and Anguifh, round her yell,
By fleeplefs terror Saul poflefs’d,
Deep feels the fiend within his tortur’d breaft.
Midnight fpectres round him how! :
Before hiseyes
In troops they rife ; |
And feas of horror overwhelm his foul.

Hafte ! to Jefle’s fon repair :
- He belt can fiveep the Iyre,
~ Wake the folemn-founding air,
s And lead the vocal chir :
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On every ftring foft-breathing raptures dwell,

To footh the throbbings of the troubled breaft ;

Whofc magic voice can bid the tides of paffion fwg]]
Or lull the raging florm to reft.

Sunk on his couch, and loathing day,
The heaven-forfaken monarch lay :
To the fad couch the thepherd now drew near ;
And, while th’ obedient choir ftood round,
Prepar’d to catch the foul-commanding found,
He dropp’d a generous tear,~—
Thy pitying aid, O God, impart!
For lo, thy poifon’d arrows drink his heart !

The mighty fong from chaos rofe.—
Around his throne the formlels atoms {leep,
And drowzy Darknefs broods upon the deep.—

Confufion, wake!

Bid the realms of Chaos fhake!

Roufe him from his dread repofe !
Hark ! loud Difcord breaks her chain:
The hoftile atoms clafh with deafning roar :
Her hoarfe voice thunders thro’ the drear domain ;
And kindles every element to war,—

“ Tumult ceafe !

“ Sink to peace !

¥ Let there be light I"—th’ Almighty faid :
And lo, the radiant Sun,
Flaming from his orient bed,

- His endlefs courfe begun.
: Sec,
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,See’ the twinkling P]f:iads riﬁ? :
Thy flar, Orion, reddens 1n the fkies : .
yWhik: flow around the northern plain,
Ar@urus wheels his nightly wane,

Thy glories, t00, refulgent moon, he fung;
Thy myftic mazes, and thy changeful ray :

O faireft of the flarry throng !

Thy folemn orb of light

Guides the trinmphant carr of Night
O'er filver clouds, and fheds a fofter day !

Ye planets, and each circling conftellation,
In fongs harmonious tell your generation !
Oh, while yon radiant Seraph turns the {pheres,
Axnd on the ftedfaft pole-ftar ftands fublime ;
Wheel your rounds
To heavenly founds;
And footh his fong-enchanted ears
With your celeftial chime.

In dumb furprize the litning monarch lay ;
(His woe fufpended by {weet Mufic’s fway ;)
And awe firack, with uplifted cye

bus’d on the new-born wonders of the fky-

Lead the foothing verfe along:
He feels, he feels the power of fong ==
Ocean haftens to his bed :

: ’lh hb’ﬁ"l mountain reais his rock-encumber’d 1"ead]:)ofu""
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Down his fteep and fhaggy fide

The torrent rolls his thundering tide ;
Then fmooth and clear, along the fertile plain
Winds his majeltic waters to the diftant main.

Flocks and herds the hills adorn:

The lark, high-foaring, hails the morn.
And while along yon crim{on-clouded fteep
The flow fun fleals into the golden deep,

Hark ! the folemn Nightingale

Warbles to the woodland dale.

See, defcending angels fhower

Heaven’s own blifs on Eden’s bower:

Peace on Nature’s lap repofes ;

Pleafure ftrews her guiltlefs rofes :

Joys divine in circles move,

Link’d with Innocence and Love.
Hail, happy Love, with Innocence combin’d !
All hail, ye finlefs parents of mankind!

They paus'd : —the monarch, proftrate on his bed,
Submiflive, bow’d his head ;
Ador'd the works of boundlefs power divine::
Then, anguifh-ftruck, he cry’d (and fmote his brealt),
Why, why is peace the welcome guelt ’
Of every heart but mine ! e
?‘OW let the folemn numbers flow,
Till he feel that guilt is woe.
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§eavenly harp, in mournful ﬁrai.n

O'er yon weeping bower complam :'

What founds of bitter pangs 1 hear !

What lamentations wound mine ear !

In vain, devoted pair, 'theﬁ‘: tears ye fhed :

Peace with Innocence is fled.

The meflengers of Grace depart : |
Death glares, and fhakes the dreadful dart 1 | T
Ah, whither fly ye, by yourfelves abhorr'd, -_ : |
To fhun that frowning cherub’s fiery fivord ?e—e '
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Haplefs, haplefs pair,

Goaded by defpair, -

Forlorn, thro’ defart climes they go !
Wake, my lyre! can Pity {leep, bt 1
When heaven is mov’d, and angels weep ! o

Flow, ye melting numbers, flow ; :

Till he feel, that guilt is woe.— =~

The king, with pride, and fhame, and anguifh torn,
Shot fury from his eyes, and {corn. 3
The glowing youth, :
ngd&"gmf.ﬁ:h o parh s L ;
(80 18 Mould Viue guilty power engage) 1

_ With brow undaunted mek ks cage... . 4 s K
See, his cheek kindles into generous fire ; .
o, he bends him orerhiy Iyre ;. ) ool
o, Bad, while the doom of guils he fings,

% horror from the tortur’d ftrings.
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What {ounds of terror:and diftrefs
Rend yon howling wildernefs !
The dreadful thunders found ; :
The forked lightnings flafh along the ground.
Why yawns that deep’ning gulph below 2
*T'is for heaven’s rebellious foe :wm
Fly, ye fons of. Irael, fly,
Who dwells in Korah's guilty tents muft die l=e
They fink !-—Have mercy, Lord !—Their cries
In dreadful tumulet rife !
Hark, from the deep their loud laments I hear 4
They leflen now, and leflen on the ear !
Now, deftrudtion’s ftrife is o’er !
The countlefs hoft
For ever loft! ‘
The gulph is clos’d !—Their cries are heard no more f=

But oh, my Iyre, whataccents can relate

Sinfu} man’s appointed fate !
He comes, he comes! th’ avenging God!
Clouds and darknefs round him roll :
Tremble, earth! Ye mountains, nod !
He bows the fkies, and fhakes the pole.

The gloomy banners of his wrath unfurl'd,

He calls the floods, to drown a guilty world :
“ Ruin, lift thy baleful head ; 0 ik sl
“ Rouze the guxlty world from fleep . s &
“ Lead up thy b:,]lows from their cavcmcl b,edi

“ And burgt the rocks that chain. thﬁ; 11‘ ‘M ‘MP%_"
i Liddhew 3 NQ‘W’_
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Now, th’ impetuous torrents rife ;
The hoarfe-afcending deluge roars :
Down rufh the cataraéts from the fkies ;
The fwelling waves o’erwhelm the fhores,
Jufty O God, is thy decree !
Shall guilty man contend with thee !
Lo, Hate and Envy, fea-entomb’d,
And Rage with Luft in rvin fleep ;
And fcoffing Luxury is doom’d -
To glut the vaft and ravenous deep !—
In vain from Fate th’ aftonifh’d remnant flies 1=
¢ Shrink, ye rocks! Ye oceans, rife!”—
The tottering cliffs no more the floods controul ;
Sea following fea ingulphs the ball :
O’r the funk hills the watry mountains roll,
And wide Deftruttion fwallows all
Now fiercer let th impaffion’d numbers glow :
Swell the fong, ye mighty choir !
Wing your dreadful darts with fire !
Hear me, monarch l—Guilt is woe | —
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Thus while the frowning fhepherd pour’d along
The deep impetuons torrent of his fdhg 5

Saul, ftang by dire def; pair,
Gnafh'd his teeth, and tore his hair ¢

3 Il;rom his bl?‘?d_s by horror chill’d,

o and agonizing fivear diftid ; ;
. ‘.h:i?:;gz Wéfh'.wﬁutterable fmart. | |

Ty gger at his heart. }

%‘H‘“ watchful traipn prevent the blow ; : 2

‘Wk’“‘m Lalm o footh his frantic WO8*
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But pleas’d, the fhepherd now beheld

His pride by heaven’s own terrors quell’d 2
Then bade his potent lyre controul

The mighty ftorm that rent his foul.

Ceafe yout carcs : the body’s pain

A {weet relief may find :

But gums and lenient balms are vain,

To heal the wounded mind.

Come, fair Repentance, from the kies,
O fainted maid, with opcafteyes !
Defcend, in thy celeflial fhrowd,

Vefted in a weeping cloud !

Holy guide, dcfcend, and bring
Mercy from th’ Eternal 'King !

To his foul your beams impart,

And whifper comfort to his heart ! —

They come: O King, thine ear incline !
. Liften to their voice divine :
Their voice fhall every pang compofe,
To gentle {orrow footh thy woes ;
Till each pure wifh to heaven fhall foar,
And Peace return; to part no more !

Peh‘ﬂd. obedient to their great command,
The lifted dagger quits his trembling hand :

Smooth'd is his brow, where fullen Care
And furrow'd Horror conch’d with fell Defpair:

Ne
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No more his eyes with fury glow ;

But heavenly grief fucceeds to hell-born woe, s
See, the figns of grace appear:
See the foft relenting tear, |
Trickling at fiveet Mercy’s call |
Catch it, angels, ere it fall !
And let the heart-fent offering rife,
Heaven’s beft-accepted facrifice |——

Yet, yet again }—Ah fee, the pang returns !
Again with inward fire his heaving bofom burns!
Now, fhepherd, wake a mightier ftrain ;

Search the deep, heart-rending pain ;

Till the large floods of forrow roll,

And quench the tortures of his foul.
Almighty Lord, accept his pang fincere !
Let heavenly hope difpel each dark temptation '
And, while he pours the penitential tear,
O vifit him with thy f{alvation !

Stoop from heaven, ye raptur’d throng :
Sink, ye {welling tides of fong !
Forlo! diffoly’d by Mufic’s melting power; L
Celeftial Sorrow rolls her plenteous fhower,
O'er his wan cheek the colours rife ;
And beams of comfort brighten in his eyes-
- Happy king, thy woes are o%er !
; Thy Gﬂd fhall wound thy foul no more ;
- The pitying Father of mankind
,&ew the _pute-returniﬁé mmd. >
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#o thote fhall black Defpair affli® his foul :
Each gentler found; ye fhepherds; now combine :

sweetly let the numbers roll :

Sooth him into hope divine.
Now lowly let the ruftic meafure glide,
To quell the dark remains of felf-confuming Pride ;
Till Nature’s home={prung bleflings he confefs,
And own that calm content is happinefs.——
Ve woods and lakes, ye cliffs and mountains !
Haunted grots, and living fountains !

Liften to your fhepherd’s lay,

Whofe artlefs carols clofe the day.

Bounding kids around him throng ;

The fteep rock echoes back his fong

While all unfeen to mortal eye,

Sliding down the evening fky,

Holy Peace, tho' born above,

Daughter of Innocence and Love,

Quits her throne and manfion bright,

Her crown of ftars, and robe of light,

Serene, in gentle fmiles array'd,

To dwell beneath his palm-tree fhade.

Hail, meek angel ! awful gueft !

8till pour thy radiance o’er my breaft !

Pride and Hate in courts may fhine :

The fhepherd’s calm and blamelefs tent is thine l—

S°&IY, foftly breathe your numbers ;

And wrap his weary’d foul in flambers ! :
Var. II. L Cremrtis.
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Gentle Sleep, becalm his breaft,

And clofe his eyes in healing reft !

d, celeftial vifions, ye who wait,

t heaven's eternal gate !

Delcen
God's miniftring powers, 2
Ye, who nightly vigils keep,

And rule the filent realms of Sleep,

Exalt tite juft to joys refin’d,

And plange in woe the guilty mind ;
Defcend 1—Oh, waft him to the fkies,
And open all heaven’s glories to his eyes 8
Beyond yon ftarry roof, by {eraphs trod, 03
Where Light's unclouded fountains blaze ;- )
Where choirs immortal hy‘mln their God,

Intranc’d in extafy of ceafelefs praife.
Angels, heal his anguith !
Your harps and voices join !

His grief to blifs fhall languifh,
When footh’d by founds divine.

Behold, with daw;]ing joy each feature glows !
*  See, the blifsful tear o’erflows !—

; ;rqhe fiend is fled Q*%t mufic’s r.agiu_re_ rife:
ow Harmony, Ehy every _neri.'(:" éMR!_Oy :
Shake the dome, and pierce the fiies:

Wake him, wake h‘im into joy.—

i LB
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' iﬂtw can every Paflion’s throne controul f
Thﬂ:apowe; can boalt the charm divine,,

R e I the tempelt of the foul ?

H_ﬂ‘m{my’ thath E{,’gi‘.t'y‘, c-aharm is 'd]ine ! 46 f Shcl
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She, heavenly-born, came down to vifit earth,
When from God’s eternal throne
The beam of all-creative Wifdom fhone,
And fpake fair Order into birth.
At Wifdom’s call fhe robed yon glittering fkies,
Attan'd the fpheres, and taught confenting orbs to rife.
Angels wrapt in wonder ftood,
And faw that all was fair, and all was good.
"Twas then, ye fonsof God, in bright array
Ye fhouted o’er creation’s day :
Then kindling intojoy,
The morning ftars together fung :
And thro'the vaft ethereal fky
Seraphic hymns and loud hofannahs rung.
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.BY THE SAMER,
HAT tho’ nor glittering turret rife,
Nor Splendor gild thefe mild retreats ?

Yet Natare here, in modeft guife,
Difplays her unambitious fweets ¢

Iz Along




