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Thus in the jaws of death we lay,

Nor light, nor comfort found us there,
Loft in the gulph and floods of {pray
No fun to chear us, nor a ray

Of hope, but all defpair.

The nearer fhore, the more defpair,
While certain ruin waits on land ;

Should we purfue our wifhes there,

Soon we recant the fatal pray’r,
And ftrive to thun the ftrand.

At length, the Betng whofe beheft
Reduc’d this Chaos into form,

His goodnefs and his pow’r exprefs’d,

He fpoke —-and, as a God, fupprefs’d
Our troubles, and the ftorm.
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ISATAE  XXXIV.

OME near, ye nations! and give ear, O earth!
Ye diftant ifles, and continents remote,
Where-e’er difpers’d beneath the vaft expanfe
Of heav’n’s high roof, attend ! Attend, and hear
Your doom tremendous ratify’d abaove,

Sad retribution of enormous guult,
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