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A Pindarick PO E M on
HA'D B.A K% K.

Hen God fI’Dﬂ"{.TE?H#H came,
W And cloath’d in Glory from Mount-
Paran {hone,
Dreft in th’ unfufferable Flame
‘That hides his dazling Throne,
His Glory foon eclips’d the once bright Titan’s
Ry,
And £iIPd the trembling Earth with Terror and .
- Amaze.
Refplendent Bearns did crown his awful Head,
And fhining brightrefs allaround him {pread ;
Omnipotence he grafpt in his ftrong Hand,
And liftning Death ftood waiting on his dreed
Commana
Waiting ’till his refiftlefs Bolts he’d throw ;

Devosring Coals beneath his Feet didglow : :
A
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Al Natures Frame did quake beneath his Feet,

And with his Hand he the vaft Globe did

mete ;

The frighted Nations {cattered,

And at his fight the bafbful Mountains fled,
The everlafting Hills their Founde#’s Voice obey,
And ftoop their /lofty Heads ta make th’ Erernal

way.

The diftant Eshiops all Confufion are,

And Midian’s trembling Curtains cannot hide

their Fear:

When thy {wift Chariots pafs’d the yielding
Sea

2

The Hﬂfbing Waves back in amazement flee,
Afrighted Yordan ftops his flowing Ura,
And bids his forward Streams back totheir Foun-

tasm turn,

el
Arm’d with thy mighty Bow,

Thou marchedt out againft thy deing Foe :
B 2 And
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And very terrsble thou did{t appear
To them, but thus thy darking People cheer.
¢ Know, Facob’s Sons,1 am the God of Truth,

“ Your Father Jacob’s God, nor can 1 break my
Oazh :

The Mountains (book as dur dread Lord ad-
vanc’d,
And all the little Hills around em danc’d :
The neighb’ring Streams their verdant Bassks
o'reflow,
The Waters faw and trembled at the fighr,
- Back to their o/d Abyfs they go,
And bear the News to everlafting Night :
The Mother Deep within its hollow, Caverss
roars,
And beats the filent Shores.
The Sun above no longer dares to ftrive,
Nor will his frighted Sreeds their wonted Four-

- wey Grive.

chT
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The Moon, to {ee her Brother ftop his Car,
Grew paleand curb’d her fable Reins for Fear,
Thy threatning Arrows gild their flaming way,
And atthe glittering of thy Spear the Heathen dlare
not {tay ;
The very (ight of thee did them [ubdue,
And arm’d with Fary thou the Vié¥ry didft pur-

{ue.

So now, great God, wrapt in avenging Thun-
(der,

Meet thine and William’s Foes,and tread them

groveling under.

The ATHENIANS
To the C ompiler of the Pindarick
now Recited,
HﬂwLwdﬂ a Geniwus (parkles in each

How Noble all! how Loyal! how Di-
vine ! B3 Sure

E yield! we }Hﬂld | the Pa/m, bright
Maid | be thine !




