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FIDELIS TATYVS,
TELIS FIDATYVS,

STATV FIDELIS.
FEHOV A's golden Shaft and blazingSword,

FIDELIS hadin Truft (I mean his Word)

GODS Armour-bearet was FIDELIS TATVS,
Who was FID ELIS alwayes in that STAT 7-5,
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TO THE

WITSOfthis AGE, pretended
or real,

V Candidates for Fame, $6ho ne’re conld gain
The Name of VVITS, till you darft be profane;
Nor get the knack on’t, sill the $5121y Dest
Gabe yoni a fnartnefs on a Theme $645 e6id,

Vvho by elated Bains, tanght you to rasfs

Some piece of clay, *bobe him $6bo’s ababe praifey
And babing loft the Godhead, in i's place
By fluttering lines bo fer fome painted face
Or $6.4h ingenious tarinefs 10 deride
The Scripture flile y and all that's geod befide,
Let fall your $6anion pens, and blofb te fie
Tour fel¥’s out-done by Sacred Poriry.
Let all 66ife-bearted, [450’ring things dibiné,
Come fisck thie TEAT, that yields both Milk and Flint,
Lae depths, $%hese Elsphants may f66im, yet here
The Geakeff Lamb of Chriff $8ades $bithout fear
Andyou great Souls, $6ho bathe in Conterspl: tion,

5Come, here's aprize, VVits b6orthy. Recreation
MyfFries an [S%cet ds deep, Pray read and try,
Yaw'l be immerf in pleafure by and by.
Jf S50rds or things $6u8 pleafe; bere thy accord,
Each other their benign afpells afford
PVards fit for Matler, miajier fit for Mes
Baxter or Boyle may read and reid aga i!
Pho S6eight the things, $5ill fay, TEAT did inherit
Tbr fubjelt of bis lines y the Holy Spirits

A»



"He that the Drefs, (Imean) bis Verfe perufes,

3
Prill fay, that Teat’s Thrice Three furely $8eve Mufess

i

So full of VVit and Grace, ’tis hardto fay,

i

 PVhether the Heat or Heard hath got the day;
A Heart fi headed, and a Head fo hearted,
{Ble} Concord) pitty they fhould dre be parted.

le 561fh that TEATS and HERBERTS may infpirt
Randals and Davenants 86izh Poetick fire
May tb VVits be vvile, and faithful, Tear lke thee,
Fo Confecrate their Pens to thy Thrice Three.

Jo, Chifhutt.
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THE
AUTHOR?

READER.
=a Ft have] feen luxuriant Vitious VVieCo diftainirg

F A vvanton Rape on a fair Mufe commit

"The VVriters Paper-{heets and Readers Eye.
And maynot I oblige the thrice three Mufes
Chattly to ferve {o Sacred thrice three Ufes
Is the grave Body of Divinity
Lefs currant forthe feet of Poetry?Are Truthts, for being (hort and foveet, lefs found?’

Or Streams, for running fmoothly, lefs profound?”
Dafid, a Prophet, yet in Verfe excels;
*Tvvas Ecclefinfies made the Canuitless
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rks;

g r nels lurksMy Pen and Ink may me, not Thee, rehearfe.
My Pen is but a feather’d vaniry,

Like methat verite Ter {hall this feather,
If thou'leindite, Help me fly thither
VVhere Angels vvings make Pens beyond the sky.

Father, mine Inks dark hue prefencs mine heart,
Ink’snot more dark, Ink’s not more black;
Onc beam, one fparke “Supply this lack,
Yather of Ligths, novv {heyy thy perfeét Are,

Lord teach me {peak, and Pll not hold my peace,
VVhich if I {hould, Theftonesvvould come:
Though deaf, yetvvould They not be dumb;
Break into praifes, flonie heart, for thefe.

No man hath {een thee, Father, bur He vyha
Did fomerime come Thy Sonic vvasy
Thy bofome from, Thy Looking-glafs,
Hee’s the vvife Child, that doth h s Father knovv.

VVho elfe fings thee, fings vvhat he hath not fean:

My Verfe hath feer, And fain vvould run
Thy praifetomeet; But, left the Sun
Should burt vveak fight, the Clouds do interveen,

Thenmay I inthy Son thy (elf difcover;
Sure Hee, the Mirrour, That fhevvs thy face,
Prevents mine errour 3 Chrifts flefh like glafy
A brighter Glory, but unfeen, doth cover,

Az Since

Hou that begin’ all things, begin my verfe:

rhow'ldli htnefs find VVhereda
My vvords are vind; Thy vvords are yvo



Since then muit be filent, or begin

To fing th’ Unfeen; Father of Mercies,
That fer’ft the fcreen, Forgivemy Verdes;
O thou that vail'ft their fubjed, vail their fin,

Fathei’s avvord my child learns firft to mutter,
Andrthy child too, Thy nevvbornBabe
F ritthing’tcando Is tocry Ab;
But both come laft to knovy yvhat firft they utter,

Thou art the Father of that Son, that made
Thatvvombonearth, That, vvithout Father,
Tid give him birth; And might the rather,
He bee’ng begot, vwhere He no Mother had.

Then thalll call thee Father? Lord, thy Son
VVas call’d no lefs Before hisbirth;
Prophets confefs He had onearth
His chitdren, feed, and generation.

1h’ Eternal Father call vve thee or rather
Thy Cinld, thy Son Bornto reftore us,
ThineHoly One  Giv'n to us forus?
T’ll call Thee th’ Everlalting Fathers Father,

All that’s in God is God 5 and needs muft be.
Thou mad’ lt mine eyes, Could’ft thou forbear
Thy (elf te fpie? Orfoto rear
The blefled Image of thy felf in Thee?

Surely thoy couldft no more thy felf nat vievvs
Then, Lord, notlove Thy {elf yvhen {eens
From yvhence thy Dove, *Ashatcht betvveen
Thy face and Looking glafs, fprung forth and flevy.

Then {hall I not beleev Thou'rt One, yet Three,
Father, and Son, And facred Spirit,
That equal run; One blifs inheri¢?
Lord, I'll believ Thee furely fuch tobee.

Tet thow’rt the Father fill: Thofe {parkling things,

Arc Sons of God: Thofe vvinged flames
That flyabroad, (Thou knovv’{t their names)
Made vvithout Bodies, made al} face and vvings.

Faces they have, and eyes, and tongues, vvithall

To feeand fing: ‘But O their Grace!
A fixfold ving To ev'ry face!
VVife, happy, husitble, obediential,
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YATHER. 7

Lend’s vvings, dear Dove vve lag and lofe our traffick,
Poor fhort-leg’d Rymes; Verfes on foot
“Reach Seraphims? They cannot do’t;
Lard, novv, if ever, make my Mufe feraphick.

Or if Imayn’t have yvings, and fo keep fight
OF thefe bright flames, Shades of thy glory,
Tet tell’s their names, And tell’stheir tory;
And lend’sa quil, dear Dove, and I'll go vvrite.

VVvrite Angels, Lord, 'tisdone but vvho are they?
Servants, or, fons? Subjects, or Kings
Footflools, or Thrones? Inferiour things,
Or Principalities? VVhat {hall I fay?

Sometimes I hear thee call them Elohim;

Tet they vvere made: Thefe plumed things
Are but the {hade Of thy bright vvings,
Before vvhofe Sun-fhine, all thefe Stirs are dim.

Sometimes’t fhould feem, that they but fervants are;
OrMinifters To vvailt upon
Salvationsheirs, And guard thy Throne!
Tet thele ftand cover’d, vvhere thy fons ftand bare.

Servants they are, and yet Dominions:
Each holds his Crovvn By cafting it
Moft humbly down Before thy feet. AY

Father, thy Throne’s erefted on the Thrones.
Thoufands of thoufands of the finite Gods

On ev'ry fide, Imeanthe Cherubs,
VVhen thoudoftride, Someferve for flirrups,
And {ome thou holdeft in thy hands for rods.

Arch-Angels, Angels, that fix-vvinged Nation,
Stand trembling, Lord, Pielto obey
Their Makers. vvord; And glad, they may
By all their running but maintain their ftanon.

I] Thefe can’t forget that early Funeral;
Thefe can’t forget Thofe Moring-ftars,
That rofe and fer, VVhofe inbred vyvars
Blevy up them{elves. But ph their fill 1

Tet thou’rt the Father (ill thele Abfoloms
Their beeings had And beauties, Lord,
But not their trade Nor Traitors Syvord
From Thee, from vvhom all good, and only comes.
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And, as thou pleafelt caft and soyn’d vvrought,

Howv came thefe then to fall? *t {hould feem that under

Their Angelsvvings Each laid fome evil
(Oh vvretched things!) And hatch’ta Devil,
And fo by finning fing’d their veangs. VVhar vvonder 2

Thy fine vvhite Linnen, Lord, fin burnt to tinder.
Satan's thy creature, But novv doth vvant
Tirft form and feature, Oh mifcreant!
Thou mad’ him bright, but fin turn’d all to finder,

Tet thou’rt the Father {tills thofe Starginvievy,
Lan:ernshungout  Inall mens fight
Thy Court about,  Thofc various lights,
Father of Lights! thy dvvelling clearly {hevv.

That golden Globe comes trundling from thine hand:
Father, thou {ait Thou Sun of mine
RunFaftand VVeft, Ceafenot to fhine
Rounding my Bovvling-green of Sea and Land.

That burnifht filver Ball’s hurl’d forth by Thee:
Thar Moon af thine That alyvays ranges,
Dothfitand fhe In conftant changes,
Says plainly: He that changeth not, madems,

The Pleiades, clufter of fix, cali’d {even
“The Signs tvvieefix 5 The errant Train:
“The Stars, that fix: Yhe Northern VVain
And all the Conftellations of the Heaven:

The gieat Orion vvith thofe bands of his:
Stars Gieatand Leak: The Milkie vay,
VVith all the Reft, Doth plainly fay,
Thar He, vvhole brealts drop Lights, their Father is

Th’ A chtExpanfe, vvhofe props vvho can defery 2
That {urging Roof, And Saphire-cieling
Teelds ample proof To allmens feeling,
It hadiits rife from Thee, O thou moft High

Thole Gately Offices all oft 3 TOYYV,
Standing about Thy fpangled Court,
And yet yvithout For greater Port;
Thee, Father of Heav’ns Family, do fhovv.

There ftands thy Minting-houfe, thy Bulloign, brought’
From ’ts place of Birth; Vapours, I mean,
From droflic earth Are there made cleane;

There



yeThere ftands thy Treafuric that doth contain iy
Gems in great flore Of orient hue: “Am kVVho can count o’re  Thv Pearls of devv?

There ftands thy VVardrobe. Lord, the purple {hromds il
“IEThy golden Lightnings or thy filver Rain? nw

i

bdVVhich thou doftufe, And dapled skie,
Like Ermins, fhevvs Thy Majefty.
And vvhen thou vvilt thou yyear’fs the gold fring’d clouds,

There ftands thy flable-room. Sometimesthy mind's
B®Toride abroad; That men belovy, hw te

There is 2 God Abave, may knovy,
ILHearing the neighings of thy prancing vvinds,
mds

There’sthy Diftillatorie. Thence thou doft om
Heav’nsdrops diftill In fuch giear flore,
Larth delnks its All Till’rnceds no more.
Then the cold afhes are cat forth in Frofl.

Thete ands thy great Confedionary. There
Thofe heaps of Snovv, Double-tefin’d,
Do clearly fhovw And bring mind, Te
That they belong to tl’ Great Confe&tioner.

"Tis He, thar makes thofe Froft vvorks. He, that makes
Moift Drops, vvhen cat In’s confit mold,
Hail fones atlaft,+ VVhen they grovy cold, TY 2
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*Tis He that candies all the Icie Rakes. TYThere ftands thy Magazine. Thou doft eredt In a
Thy flaming forges, And there prepare

Thy fhafts and fcourges,  VVeapons of VVar wif?
VVhich, vvhen thou vvilt, thy rebel foes correét.Storms, tempefts, thunders, thunder-bolts vvith thefs, HE
Greatand fmallfhot, Brimflone and fire,

xFather, vvhatnot? If thou require,
jit je X=Dart thence to chaftife thofe that thee difpleafe. nm.
[5VVhole Epppt from thy form of Hailthot runs.

His Heathen-Head That Royal {lave 3
Slunk under-bed, VVhen th”Heavens gave umks
But one round volley from thy greater guns.

Thou'rt the Rains Father, Froft thou haft gendred? jim,
VVhat Profe, or Verfes Can better fhevy
Thy tender Mercies, Then melting Devy

i.
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Th’ Ancient of Days begat me, fays the Snovv.
The Lord of Hoafts  ’s my Fathers Name,
The Thunder boafts And Lightnings flame.
I carry Fathers Colours, fays the Bovv.

So thow’rt the Fether ftill: Lord, ’tis alledg’d
By th’ feather’d Hoafts, That here and there
Th’ Aerial coafts And Quarters bear,
Under thy vvings they vvere both hatch’d and fledg’d.

That Bird of Paradife, Lord, thou muft ovve it.
vVith chatting cryes  Svvallovws and Cranes’
Plead, th’ Only vvife Did hatch our Brains,
And He, that made our feafon, made usknovv it.

*Tvvas God All-fecing, made my piercing Eye,
Doth theEaglefay. Toth’ God of Love
Our broods vve lay, Saith Stork and Dove:
If thefe be ours, fure vve're thy progenie.

VVith early vifics and falutes from Earth
Up the Lark climbs, As if it meant,
VVith Seraphims Of high defcent
By vicing notes and vvings, prove equal birth.

The plumed Oftriches forget their young;
But thou, their Father,  VVith careful hand
Their Eggs thoft gather Laid in the fand,
Harching to life, and hiding them from vvrong.

The goodly Peacock vvith his Argus-train,
His Angels plumes, His vvell- fet border,
Strongly prefumes To th’ God of Order,
Unto vvhofe pomp this fplendour doth retain,

The tumbling Deeps vvhere all the vvaters gather

Roundy declare That Name of His,
VVhofe Counfelsare The Great Abyfs;’
Seas fvvell too big to ovvn’a meaner Father.

Surely the Ocean’s thine. Lord is itnot?
Thou bid’ft itboyle, Butnotboyleo’re:
And’t does recoile  VVithin the (hore.
Thou doft both furnifh, Lord, and fale the Pot.

Thou Great-houfe keeper, muft the Fith pond ‘ovve,
VVhofe bancks and thores Are Rocks arid {ands,
VVhole fulnefs ores All Coafts and Lands,
For thou the greateft Family cant {hovv.
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Thefe VVater-vvorks are thine invention, Lord.
Is the Oceans force, VVhen moft ferene,
Charg'd by thine Horfe, Thy vvinds, Imean,
VVhat mighty Banks and trenches, Lord, appear?

Under the covert of thofe raging Seas
Thofearmed Bands (Bach joynted fcale
Like Arfnour ftands, Or Coats of Male)
March here and there fecurely as chey pleafe.

Leviathan that moving Mount or Fort,
vVho canderide Storms battering,
Of Sonsof pride Thou call't Him King;
There rumbles he to make his Maker fport.

So thow’re the Bather ftill, Ev’nEarth cancry
From Cliffs and Mountains, Hillshigh and fteep;
Springs, Mines, and Fountains That run fo deep,
Hovv deep’s thy vvifdam, Lord thy povv’r how high?

Thou gav’ft the Rocks their Rife. Springs fprangfrom thee.
Great Architect! Earths Fabrick fair
Thou didftere€t, Andhang inth’ Air
To {hevv its makers Independency.

Thy very foot-fteol, Lord, thou doft inlay
vVith Minesof gold And filver Ore;
VVho can unfold, Or prize the fore,
vVherevvith thou doft enrich poor duft and clay?

This inlaid foot-Gool thou haft round befet
VVith Vegetants, VVho candeclare
Thofe various Plants, Their Vertues rare,
That {pring from duft of heav’nly Fathers feet?

Thole {hort-lived Beauties that the Florifts gather

Lookupavvhile, VVith a fairEye;
Give God a fmile: And though they die
Tet leave fuch feed as plainly {hevy their Father.

Thouw'rt fruitful Parent of all Trees fruit-bearing,
VVho dothngtfee Eartl'doth but nurfe
Thefe Blants for thee? Thine Heavens disburfe
Continual payments for thefe Plants up-rearing.

Some Trees there are, though fuckled vvith earths fap;

Yet run upright; Asifthey meant,
By their vaftheigt, Provetheir defcent,
And lay their Leavie Locks in Fathers lap.

Others
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Others there are too vveak to rife alone,
Tet{feemtoknovy  VVhere Father dvvells;
VVhythouldtheygo To Neighbours elfe
To borrovy crutches, to run up upon?

The Herds, the Folds, the Beafls innumerable
The multifarious Creeping Creatures,
wvhofe food is various Astheir features,
Cry ftili to God, our Father, fpread our Table.

Father, to live, thy gift alone canbees
Fasrth’scoldand dead, And cannot give
Tovvhatitbred Tobreathe or live,
Surely the fountain of all Life’s vvith thee.

This fpacious Houfe thus built and furnifht fo
Come, let's convey Our Image juft,
Did th’ Father fay, To breathing duft;
Leaving our likencfs to keep Houfe belovv.

Then vvas clay ftamp’d by A& of Parliament
vVith God’s bright face: A Creature crovvn’d
vvithLifeand Grace:  Heav’n-born, Heav’n-bound,
Of upright afpe&, of Divine defcent.

Father, thy footfteps vve may find and gather
All other-vvhere, Dut in this creature
Thy facefhines clear, VVitnefs his feature;
VVho reads mans face, may quickly fpell his Fathet.

Said I, one may 2 my God, Ifhould have faid
Onemighthave done: Butthings fall erofs:
Flefh turns to fone, Pure Gold to drofs,
Silver degenerates to dirt 2nd lead.

Said I, there is? Ifhould have (aid there vvass
‘My God! there vvas Thy countenance
Soinhisface, That everyglance
The fhining Sun in brightne(s did furpafs.

Father, this vvalking, talking Plant vvashee,

vVhomthoudidftlove, VVhom thoudidf prize
AllPlantsabove. Thy Paradife
Thou foon didft quit, vvhen thou hadft loft this Tree.

From th’ fide vvhereof a female plant did fpring,
Afplendid pair? Novvth’ Earth begins

outfhine the Air, VVhere Heavens bright tvvins
(The Sun and Moon) theit Light, 4s tribuce, bring.

YVoman
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VVoman to man’s a gift of Gods ovva giving,
(Tharmanalone No moremighthe;
Tetasmuchone, And one vvith thee)
A giftendorfed vith Doners Nome, the Living.

This Royal confort, to compleat mans joy,
Thou God of Usion, Didft vvell provide
For chat Communion, Ashis dear Bride,
VVhom thou haft crovvnd on Earth as thy Vice-Roy.

So th’ little vvorld vvith greateft vvork and skill,
VVasfram’d atlaft, Andbeingthe beft,

Irsgracevvaspalt To rule the reft;
Nothing's forbidden, but its knovving ill.

Upon thy foodtool thou haft built a Throne
Formantofit, My God,atthine;
Andathisfeet Thou didft configne
All other things in due fubjecion.

Thou gav’ft him life, tvvas fit, (hould'® give him Lav.

His faer did fall By thy command
On Creatures all In Sea and Land;
He ftanding only in his Fathers ayve.

His Diadem vvas bright intelligence,
vvifdominfull, VVhofeev'ry fpark
Makes Diamonds dull, And Gems look dark,
His Ermine Robe yvas pureft innocence.

A Rational-Plant-Animalvvas he:
Could vegetate, Couldmoveand yvalk,
Could contemplate, Difcourfe and talk:
Fair iffue of the Bleffed Trinity!

Parents ovvn PiGure! vvife, juft, holy Son!
Thoumad’ft thar ftar, His heart, tobe
Triangular, Teronevvith thee,
VVho art the ever-blefled Three in One.

4“That Inflruments Three Strings thou God Trin- Une;

(TR Intellect, VVill y, And Memory)
Didft vVifdons skill, And fan&iry,
And Righteoufnefs give charge to keep in Tune.

And, Oh! ¥Vhat rare and ravifhing conten
My God did take? Till, onaday,
Afalldiderack  (Spoyling his play)
The firings together vvith the Infirumenss

Buy,
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‘That vvont of ts ovvn Accord its Tribu bring

But, oh, vwhat tongue vvhat pen vvhat profe vvhat vérfe?
'YVhat tears? vwhatrcryes? VVhatmelting moans?
VVhat fobs? vvhatfighs?  VVhat piercing groanes
Can mans Yo {nddain, fo fad fall reher(e?

Of late a moft compleat and upright Piece
My God did frame Of crooked bone
Bur th’ Serpent came, ‘VVhen God vvas gone,
Andvvound his vvork to greater trookednefs.

vVound out of Heaven but into Paradife
In aFriendsguife Thar canker'd Devil
By fallacies  Drevv Efe to evil
And thus the mother of all living dies,

Man being thus on th’ one fide mortified,
Hovv quickly doth The Gatigrene fpread
InfeGing both The heart and head.
Thus Adam liv’d ahd reign’d rebell’d anid died.

Dotvn comes the Son by leaping Fathers hedge
An Applethere, Asfomedo gather,
But a choak-Pear, As Ithink rather,
Did tempt him, Oh my teeth ate yer ont edge!

O fruit, Death vvas thy fruit{ thy gall, thy foot
Methinks I eat VVith all my bread:
VVhich makesme halt Unto the dead;
Thou bredf that vvortn, that kill’d me in my toot;

vVhich bee’ngonce vvithér’d, root and branch did fall
vVich fuch avveight, Made th’ Earth to groan,
From fuch anheight Manfell upon
The inferiout creatures, and fo erulht them all.

Thefe fubjects, thus oppreft, foon take up Arms
*Gainft Rebel-Man, Heavens Deputie,
(VVho firft began To mutinie
Again his Soveraign) to revenge their Harnts.

For fin that made man Naked; Arm’d the Earth:
So poor man {crambles, In fyveat and blood,
’M idft thorns and brambles Far forry food,
Till’s duft turnsthicher vvhence it’had its Birth.

Novv the Earth, that fometimes ovvn’d him for its King
Makeshim diftrain VVith plow, or fpade
For every grain, Or’t can’t be had,

emda an a
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Man having broke Gods Peace, all turns to firife:
*Gainft his Creator. Ev'nDogs proclaime
Fal'nman a Traitour. Atvvoedg’d Flame
Cries come not, Rebel, near this Tree of Life.

Befides thefe vvarrs vvithour, that vvorm doth gnave
Mansianmoft foul; Avvorm latebreeding
Oth’ fruit, he ftole, VVhereof man feeding,
Became as broken, as his Makers Lavv.

Tet thou’rt the Father: thefe mourning Verfes
Do prove thee fo: Mans miferies;
The Creatures vvo, And all their cries
Plainly Proclaim thee Father of all mercies.

Thy Providence and Patierice tovvard man
Do feem to frve, (Oblefled ftrife)
VVho hall reprieve The Traitours Life,
By lengthning outhis godr contracted fpan.

Though man made fo much haif to (hr thine ire,
Tet thou artilovv; My God thouart;
Ifinditfo; Thoumelrft mine heart
VVith burning Coals, but of ant other fire

Thine En’my hungers, dnd thou giv’t him food:
Thine En’my thirfts, Thou givit him drink:
Oh! mincheart burfts. Oh! vvho vvould think
Man vvere fo bad, that fees his God fo good?

Father thoutnak’(t thy Sun fill thine on thofe,
Thatlovvronthee; And vvhen Heav’nlovvers,
*Tis love, vve fee; For fruitful fhovvrs
Thou makeft then to fall on'thanklefs foes.

Man, vvhat art made of doft riot feel that Sun
Diffolve the Ice?  Butthou arr clay,
The harder for this: Tet {hovvrs, vve fay,
Soften the hardned Clay; Butthou art ftone.

Father, VVhen man had ceas’'d thy {on to be,
Andturn’d thy foe, 1 Tet did thou not
Defert him fo; Nor haft forgot
To {et thy child, though batter’d, on thy knee.

VVhen man firft ftript himfelf, and {hevv’d his {hame,
 Cloathsfrom thé backs Of Beaftslefs vvild,,
Mans Father takes To dféfs his Child:
Man loft his Robe, and Beafts muft bear the blag.

Could
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Could], to cloath a Foe, thus ftrip a Friend 2
My God! My God! VVhathavethefe done?
Andyetthy Rod, Due tothy Son,
¥alls on thele fervants backs, that never fin’d.

Thus man’s both fed and clad at thine expencey

Kept at thy charge, Yet keepsirnot;
But lives at large, As having got
His force to fight thee from thy Providence.

Heaps upon heaps! Oneload upon another!

God gives Man fore Like a dear Friend;
Men ins themore Tl in the end
Or Mercies fins, or fins do Mercies finother.

Tet thow’rt the Father fhll: of mercies Father
¥Vhen through fins curfe, Such Rebels dyes’

Thoudoft yernurfe Their progenie:
As th’ Hen her Chickens, fo thoudoft them gathers

Thus are all things conferved fince the fall;

Both man and beaft; TheRave'ns fed;
The Lillies drett; ‘Then put to bed.
Allskeptin’is kind; or individual.

feafon is each thing?
at VVinger fpends:
uch tock defcends, i.
cceeding Spring.

aks Clouds feed th’ Barth vvith Rain
yTh Earth feed the Plant; Plant, th’ Animal:

So there’sno vvant, Nor yvaftatall;
*Then th’ Earth yvith Vapours feeds the Clouds again,

By thefe the Marfhes make the Mountains drink,

And liquid Seas Atthy Commands
YVater bythefe The parched Lands.
vVho, but thy felf, {hould fuch a thing forethink:

Thoudoft for ev'ry mouth provide a meat:
Forey’rymeat A mouthprovide:
Thy Board's full fc On év’ry fide:
TF ought do fall to th’ground, that ty” earth doth eat:

Hovv beauteous in its
Summer {upplies, VV
VVhen Autumn dies,
As may ferup the next fu

cv Father,



FATHER.
Father, for all things thou doft vvell provide.

Thou didft ereét This fair Creation,
And doft projet Its prefervation:
And being the Houfe-keeper, art the great Houfe-guide.

Thou ferv’ft Thy felf of all. Even Sarans brain
Ripehsthy Plot; And hisdefign,
VVhenhethinksnot, Premoteth thine
Thou mak’ft that Black-fmich forge his ovvn dark chain,

Thou mak’lt mans vvrath prade thee: And all his evil
Thou turn’ft to good; Inallmans Story
Evninmansblood Thoufav'ft thy glory:
Goodnefs rules all in{pight of man and Devil.

Tea fuch is Fathers care and Fathers skill,
VVhenfooldhman, Ledby thatelf,
Dothrallhecan  T undo himfelf,
T’ extradt mans greateft good from fuch anill.

So thour’t the Father ftill: Thy nevv Creation
Mott {vveetly fheves Thy Father-hood
My God renevvs  Fal’nmmanto good:
By anevv VVord through th’ Spirits Incubation.

Adam comes forth, but in 2 nevv edition:
Gods bright Portiaiture Is nevvimprefl,
The Divine Nature, Onmans breft;
Clear from all treafon and from all Mifprifion.

Father, thou {foak’ft this Adamant in blood
Of thy firfi-born. Mine heart, I felt,
Did the imprefs{corne, Andvvould notmelt,
ill that red Sea refolv’d icto aflood.

Father, I heard thee beg the Rebels peace,

Rifing betimes To opé thy doors;
Yor allmy crimes My God implores
Me to take pardon for my vvickednefs.

Then faid I, turn me, O my Lord, my God!

AndIvvill turn To bear thy yoak;
Mine heart doth burn, “That Licbroke.
O my dear child! Ile run and burn my rod,

Thus fpake my father, Pains oth’ fecond birth
Did pinchand grieve, Bur Gods dear ftrengrh
Didfoonreleive: And atthelength,
His child bet'ng yvafht and dreft, my God makes mirth,

B Not



Nor doth mans elder brother grudge, or grieve,
But fingand fmvle, Angels do fhout
Heav’n rings thevvhile Th’ vvhole cour throughout,
To {ee poor fpend-thirft man returs and live.

Man thus adopted and regenerate
Searcheth his Fathers  Laft Teftament,
And thence man gathers  Heav’ns full intent
¥or his inheritance and future fate.

Thouprov’ft thy {elf my Father all thefe yvayes.
Novv let thy Dove Teachme to fear
To ferveand love Thee, Father dear,
Proving my felf thy Cluld, ev'nall my dayes.

If you' call on the Father, pafs the time of your [ojourning

herein feary 1.Pet 117.
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Let that Dove, that fometimes did thee crovvn
BvVithyellovy Gold And Silver Plumes,

hat humbly
Unto thy Poet Thee unfold,

To {pread thy fame, and fcatter thy Renovvn.
Let thine heroick Spirit guide my Verfe.
If thouthething Indite, I'vyrite Touching theKing,
VVhat my vveak yvilling heart vvould fain reherfe.

*Tyvas, vvhen dugnufius Cafar laid a Tax
Onall the Earth, Grace call'd for Thee:
*Tyvas then thy Mother gave thee Birth.

That thou might'ft fet all nations free,
Heavens fair impteffion’s ftampt on Virgin VVax.
To us a Child is born, grace gives a Son,
Heav’ns yvere too bold, To fay Thatthey That King canhold,
VVho novv into a Mangér crouds his Throne.

For fince fin made man brutifh Like the Reft,
My God didlay, TheBread of Life,
Come dovvn from Heav'n, “mongtt Oats and Hay,
That man might find his food as rife,
Tea find his Saviour vvhilft he feeks his Beaft.
*Tis not the Cloth, but Crovvn, that {hevvs the King.
ACave’sa Court, Ifshere Appear The Prince's Port.
VVife men, yvhat mean your Star, your {pa:kling things?

Sure you can read by that Onental light;
VVhatis this ftranger, Thatmokeshisbed
In this poor Cottage, Crib, and Manger
Having no vvhere elfe to lay his Head
*Tis Chritt, Earths joy, Hells torment, Heav’ns delight
Satan, tis Chrift my crovvn, but Chrift thy terror,
Bite, ifthudare; Hisheel, Ifeel, Isfomevvhat bares
But thy bruis’d head fhall ever rue thine error.

All yvife men do, but foolifh finners do not
Lyeproftrated Before this Babe,

B 2 Being



Being lodg’d in fuch a poor ftravv-bed;
Nor, to this nevv-born child cry Abs
They'1e To unvvife, their Mafters crib they knovv not.
My Lord at eight dayes old began to bleed
For my difeafe: Tofree Poorme, Notfor'sovvaeale:
Surely this Martyrs blood’s the Churches feed.

Then vvent ke to his Temple vvith his Mother.
One Dove, me thought, “That blefled Maid
Might then have fpar’d, thar Lamb being brought
Before the Lord, vvhofe fleece if laid
Bur rightly on, the vvorlds vvhole fin might fmother,
From thence my Lord pofts into Egypts Land.
Haveatthy head, BlackPrince, Forfince Egyptsdarkbed
Hath lodg’d this light, vwhat dungeon can vvithftand 2

VVhen Bethl’ber firft grave Judahs Lyon breath,

Heboldly vvades Through th’ fev'nfold ftream:
The Dragons country he invades,
On their ovvn ground thus daring them.
Thence {afe returning dvvellsar Nazareth.
Can any good cotne thence? fair Nazarene!
Thoudyvelleft there: But,Lo! TheSnovv Isnot fe clear;
As thou canft make the Black-more-finner clean.

At tvvelve years old my Lord vvent thence ro fit

YT’ the Temple, which Net fhinés fo bright,
As vvhen my Saviour doth enrich
Its darkened vvindovvs vith his light,
There fits the Child to teach the Doctouts vvit.
The feventieth vvcek bee’rig come, the time forefet:
In Danielsbook Forerold Of old; My Savior took
Baptifm to hin, atypeof’s bloody fvveat,

Then the vvater vvathe, that {coures my drefs,

My God, my Chrift; Thou could’®not need”
For thine ovvn fake a ohn Baprift
But, that thou mighteft cleanfe thy feed,
Thow’rt pleas’d thus to fulfill all righteoufnefs.
Jordan's the cleaner, Lord, for vvathing thee:
Hath Jobnindeed, Tobe Bythee Baptiz'd,flichneed?
O my baptiz’d Redeemer! fprinkle me.

Chrift



SON. 2Chrift thence afcending meets his ovvn dear dove
Defcending, vvhile The Bridegroomes friend,
The RBaptsff, doth both fee and [mile,
VVhofe ears that heavenly voice attend:
O fon of all my pleafure, all my lobe.
From Egypt call’d, th’ baptifinal fea be'ng croft,
My Lord fees foot In haft Onth’ vvalt: Heav’ndriveshimto’ts
Ta learn i’th’ defart hovv to feek the loft.

Novv vvith the Lion doth the Lamb converfe:

God fends his Child, ,Hishand to lay
Upon thefe Beafts, that are moft yvild,
Till he hath taught them to obey:
Tygers, VVolves, Leopards, beafts moft fell fierce.
My Lord's fene thither {ure to learn to tame
Mans brutith heart (More vvild, Lefs mild) By dear boughtart
To turn the Savage {inner to a Lamb.

The fiery Serpent of the VVildernefs,
Finding Chrift there, Doth foit and bite;
But th’ Brazen Serpent’s herd and clear,

Scorning the Tempteis craft and (pight,
The Bullets bate’red, but not the forerefs.
Our Lord novy learns ro fad, that vee mighs feaft,
Andtobe tempted, Thatvve Mightbee Thetcby exempted:
Or fuccour’d fo, as fill to have the bell.

if thou be ch’ Chrift, this Stone to Bread convert.
VVhy, fool, the Stone VVhich thou vvouldft move,
Is Bread already, or there’s none,
My Lord vvas hungry for my love;
Tet hee’s the frengthning Bread of poor mans heart,
Taking thi, Rock thence to a Mountain high,
SaithSatan, fee; Ifthou VViltbovw And vvorfhip me,
Thofe Kingdoms all ll give thes inftantly.

VVhy, fool Muft th’ Son'buy freedome of a flave?

Hark, hovv thy Chain Dot clatter at
Thineheel. My Lordvvasborn to raign;
An Univerfal Monarchs flate
To himlong fince Heavns Letters Pattents gave.
To the Temples Pinacle the Churches Head
Is hurr.ed next; Bee'ngthere, Thear, Hellrook atext;
The VVolf by preaching vvould the Lamb preach dead.

Bs Jump



Jump dovvn; *Tisvvritten th’ Angels fhall the catch,
Say th’ Tempers lips; And that he might
Perfvvade my Lord to leap, he skips
“Thofe vvords {hould fet his Do&rine right,
Angels our wayes (tis not our Trefpafs) vvatch,
Thy neck-verfe found, in reading doft thou falter,
Tet{feemtopreach; Forthee Canbe No Clergy, vvretcht
Thus Haman fometime handfel’d his ovvn halter.

The Tempter bee’ng at [aft turn’d off the Ladder,

My Lord firs till Been’g firmer flone,
Then the vvrefiling place, the Pinacle
From vvhence he threvy bold Satan dovvn
Then th’ Angels bring a Chariot from his Father.
“This chofen veflel thefe temptations {eafon.
NovvHe'llbegin ToPreach Ineach Placehecomesin.
Beleev,’s his dodirine; Miracles, hisreafon.

Tet vvho makesufe? for ev'ry tribe but one
This great High Pricft, *Mongftall, doth get
VVhom very near his facred break
As precious Jevvels he may fee; 3

And of this tvvelve one’s but a Briflow ftone.

For his firft proof Chrit vvater turns to vvine
Atth’marriage-feaft.  Opure! Sirs, fure Itmaybe gueft
Tou to yqur vvedding did invite the Vine.

1f this free vine doth yield fo rich aftote;
VVho canexprefs  VVhat plenty thall
TFlovv from thy crofs, my God, thy prefs,

VVhen they have bruis’d thy clufters all
May this Vines blood be my vvine ¢vermore I
VVell donefor th’ firft: canft do ir again, Lord, Yo it.
Convert my Verfe, Tothine Ovvnyvine My vvatertetfet
Renevv thy Miracle upon thy Poet.

Soon after to his Temple goes my God,
Hishoufe of Pray’r, *VVhere th’ fheep and dove

Ase fold, as if there vvere a fair.
But vvhere is innocence and love?
>T1s time, Lord, in thine houfe to ufe thy rod.
Doth av’rice vvith thy Temple make thusbold 2
Thenextftephence Thatvve Shallfee This fin commence,
The Temple of thy body muft be fold.

To



To {eek the funihine, comes a man by night,
Hav'ng feen che things My Lord had vvrought.
Heav’ns myfteries my Lord forth brings,
But finds the teacher, hovv untaught 2
Night's moft vvithin, but Chrift turns all to light.
After this Fountain, thirfing, feek a yvell:
Butfindsadicch, VVithin VVith fin All foul, the vhich
He fearcheth firft; doth all her doings tell:

Then, by revealing her, himfelf reveal
TobetheChrift: Samaria finds
vvhat blind Jerus’lem fought, and mift,
“Thow’rt Chrift to all kindreds and kinds,
That by beleiving et to thee their feal.

Then fay’s Difcipl<s, Matter, eat, vve pray;
But hehadgot Ameat Toeat, VVichtheyknevy hor,
Tor he'd gone cating working all the day.

Bee’ng thence return’d again to Galile,

A nobleman, For’sdyingfon
Begs a Reprieve of’s Soveraign;
The man beleiv’d, it thould be done,
And vvhat he firft beleived, did quickly fee.
Happy that Son, yvhom Gods Son quickenerh
Morenoble, fure, Heis Forthis Even forhiscure,
Bee'ng thus by th’ Prince of life repreiv’d from death.

Then to Bethefda’s Pool, Salvations Vell
Carriesacure And gives’t avvay;
“The Jevvs this carriage can’t endure,

“But think Chrift hures the Sabbath Day,
VVhilft he poor man, for vvhom tvvas made, doth heal.

Isthere no cure, my God, for unbeleif?
*Mongftall thine art, Doththere Appear None to impart

“To this difeafe a fuitable releif?
My Lord invites five thoufand to a fealt:

No ftore of difhes  Beeing dreft or cook’d;
‘That, by five loaves and tvvo finall fithes,
Their unbeleif mightall be chok'd,
VVhilft in their mouths their meat’s {fo much increaf.

Tet the next day, as if they'd he’re been fed,
Thefe very men Dofrer, Andvvher Theirteethagen,
No to feed on, but to back-bite Heav’ns Bread,
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Foe

After, the man born blind to fights reftor’d
By pate of clay, Surely, 1 fhould
Have blinded feeing eves that vvay,
Bee'ng fo fur, Lord, from doing good.
Tet Jevvs in thefe nevy eyes, can’t fee the Lord,

Thou tak’ft a living mon’ment from a grave.
Thy foesmay fee Thedead Rmfed;. Terthey'dkill thee;
Oh, my dear Lord, vvhat fign vvould finners have?

Devilsare all caft out, but unbeleif,
Dead Palfieston Receive their cure;
But Oh, Dead hearts, vvhat aileth you,
That you do mote and more obdure
Not miracles, but blood muft cure this grief.
Ah! My deat Lord, the vvither’d hand is heald
Andyetthehand Of faith VVho hath? Jevvs fill yvithftand:
And after all, to vwhom’s thine arm reveal’d

Feaversare quench’d yet fury burns amain:
Ilues of blood Are ftanched quite:
Al evils, but their fpleen, find good,
And th’ bloody iffies of their fpite.
©h! hovv Jevvs hate the good Samaritan
Do Pharifees vvathofr? Ah they have need:
Lecopardsdoclear, Butthen Thefemen The liviry vvear,
Gebazi's cmfeis on them and their feed.

VVho cures their Phrenfies, can’t their rage allay,
They contradi@® The rongue, that taught
The dumb to {peak yea, vvhen convidt
By the firange cures, my Saviour yvrought
In falling fickneffes, yet fall avvay.
Creeples get legs yet mens opinions halt
VVhothouthouldftbe; Onewvhile Theyfmile, Thenlovvr

i Butthouare till the fame: Lord! vyher’sthe fault?  (onthee;
For thy good vvorks their hardned hearts do ftone thee.

Sureitdifpleafes, That they have health,
And that thon carsi’® their difrafes
Scatt’ring among thy poor the vvgalth,
My God! evn of thine oyvn hovv fevv do ovvn thee!

Oh! hoyy they daily carpe ar righreoufnefs!
Liferay natlive, 1fthey Butmay ‘Tlefentence give.
They plot to bring {alvation to diftrefs,

Fo
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SON. 25 fl I>
To drag the Refurrection to the grave: Ll)

Earths health to anguith:  Hovy fain vvould they
See their dear-cheap Phyfitian languifh,

imVVho freely cures them all the day.
nl 5Him to deflioy they plot, he them to fave.

My Lord thy patience is a miracle om aMongft all thereft, (Asvvee Mayfec) None ofthe leaft.
I} i]My Lord! If may judge, it doth excell.

Oh! hovv they grudge my Lord his drink and food
The Bread, the Vine, Sentdovvn tous,
As bee’ng a bibber of much vvine
They tax, and call him gluttonous,
VVho'sonly greedy for to do them good.
Thefe dunghils to afperfe the fun begin.
He cats our evil, Tetthey Dofay IchathaDevil;

L313Sinner they call the fovnrain ope for fin. va 12
nilHeeis the Son 0th’ Carpenter, fay fome;
RESThe Sonof God, Touinighthave faid,

Such Carpentiy’s no fuch mean trade, i {4
1K DSVVho raw’dHeav'ns roof you fee fo broad,
xs

Helping to ground'fill all this lovver room.

Others object that they his country knovr, Im oF
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The place, from yvhence” He came, Canname, Andhevvlong
VVhy, Sirs, pray vehea did youto Heaven go? (ince.

Ther'they perfvvade us that the King {peaks treafon, ni gt
Becaufe he makes Himfelf to be IRE
God, asheis: becaufe he takes

1%: 3
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His ovvn, they cry out robbery. i EN
Im iwLord, all men have not Faith, all have not reafon.
igiSometimes he is not Cefars friend, they fay,
LimVVho's Cefars King. 'Tethee, VVefce, Makesfithtobring

HILL“Tribute to him, that he may Cefar pay. ll
Then they cry out, that he's the finners friend.

g i Vv

The counfel, thatto finners' came, (BEE
But, Oh! thatthey, Thas thusexclaime,

aml}Had rightly knovvn vvhat novv they fay,

From his dear friendly lips the'd more attend.
To m.ke Chrift clath yvith Mofes they project.
The great Lavv-giver Doth teach Itsbreach; This they deliver, mE

iat beVVho vvould the copy by the proof correct,
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26 SON.Hovy tharp’s their fight to find faults, vvhere are none?

But Oh! hovv dim For to defery
That radiant Deity in him?
And moft of all hovv blind to {pie
Thole great prodigious evils of thir ovvn?
“The Temple he’d deftroy, and then rebuild,
“This Jevvs object; Butvvbat Ofthar2 Themfelves projet
Hovy th’ Temple of Chrifts Body might bekill’d.

Hovv malice, mixt vvith blindnefs, all mifconfters!
My Lord fo {pake, Asfie’r did man;
“Tet’s yyords and vvorks too they’ll miftake,

Say he, or do he, vvhat he can.To match his miracles they bring forth Monfters,

Have Rulers or have Pharifees beleev’d?
‘The Lavvyveknovv; Saythofe Hisfoes. Ah! if’'tvvers fe
The Lavv~-Maker vvould {ure have been receiv’d.

Tet this good Shepherd finds fome ftragling fheep,

The Gofpel-ict Some fifhers takes:
Somie, at receipt of cuftome fet,
Chrifts cuftomers h s marker makes.
And vvhat he finds he’ll fpend his life, but t” keep.

Some vvife and noble roo, althpugh not many,
King Jefus Court Canfhovv: Andfo, Tokeep hisFort,
There’s one Centurion, Lord, tis vvell, there's any.

Mery th’ unclean, from vvhom as many Devils,
Asmuddy Nile Hath ftreams, are caft
Each flood had its ovvn Crocodile:
Yet fhe becomes one ftream at lath
Of Gofpel penitence for all het evils,
Chrifts feet, vvafht vvith her tears, her hair makes dry;
And Cheift agen VVith blood Makes good Her vvayes unclean:

And vvith forgivenefs vvipes the vvepers eye.
A Canaanite to the King of Hebrews comes,

Begs and implores At [fraels feaft
Some fuccour from thofe {acred ftores,
That Jefus for the Jevvs had dreft
VVhilft Children {light their bread, fhe leaps at crumbs,

Alittle man, but {inner not the leaft,
Climbsuponhigh Thathe TheTree Of life might fpie;
And in the fruitlefs Sycomore a feat. Mary



SON. 27Mary the Lords Mesfiah doth annoint
Difciples grudge, And think’ttoo good
For him, vvho thinketh not too much
To fpend on them his precious blood.
See, hovv one Frdas puts all out of joyne?
Bee'ng thus annointed Chrift as King appears,
Andforthdothgo, AsKing Riding To Sion fo.
VVho brings falvation, him an 4/5. Col bears:

Thus foolifh things, and things that men defpife

The Lord doth chufe; That this dumb 4/5
Mighr preach pesformance to the Jevvs,
Of vvhat of old forefpoken vvas;
And Chnift by vveaknels might confound the vvife.

Judah! thy {cepter’s gone, but Shiloh’s come.
Serufalem! Lookout, Andfhout, For Dabidsftem
Nowy fprings afrefh in thy Lavv-givers room.

Children, by their Hefannaks, loudly cry’d,
Doteftifie My Saviours praift,
That he might fill his foes thereby,
His Name thefe Babes and fucklings raife,

VVhilt di’ Elders and the Fathers him deride.
Thus vvhilft the Fathers fall igh’ VVildernefs,
Children inherit; VVhylo, Ev'nfo Itpleas’d the Spirit,
VVhat men deny, to teach poor Babes confef:.

VVhat Jevvs rejedt paor Gieelss’make friends to fee:

Sion, takeheed Thou be n’tthe hive
That others do vvith hony feed,
Not tafting, vvhat ic (elf doth give;
VVhileft Gentiles fteal avvay thy Chrift from "thee.

VVhat needs more proof 2 my Lord puts 0+, ‘ne rack
Devils themfelves (Though Jevys  Refu fife, As vvorfer elves)
Till they to him a full confesfion make.  &i¢

VVould you beleive, if your high Prieft thould tell,
Or, vvho’sthe Chrift, Should reftific 2
Sure your ovvn Caiaphas little mift,
Saying, *tvvat meet this man fhould die
Forth’ people, that they perifh not: Go-fpell:
Hovv fyveetly fings this Syvan before them alll

Thoughenvy fumes Hisskin VVithin  Hisvvhited Plumes,
Their High Pricft fings Heav’ns High Priefts Funerals
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Thus men teach Parrots {peak but vvhat they knovv net
The High Prieft cryes, (And furely he
Should knovv) this man’s your Sacrifice.
Tet Chrift their Saviour muft not be;
My Lord, men do confefs thee, though they do not.

This Sacrifice the prieft plots hovv to kill,
Andycttheievvas MorePrieft In Chrift, Then Calaphas,
Thus types the truth, {hadovvs vvould fubffance fpil.

Innocent Lamb! although thouknevv’ft this plot,
Tet, Ohhovvfzin  VVouldft thou getup
Tobein read’ nels to be flan
*Gainft th’ Pafsover that all mighe fup 2
My Lord thou feeft thy death, but fhun’{t it not.
This is the Pafchall Lamb, fure, may call it
Immaculate; O God, Thyblood *Sprinkles my gate;
Tet is thy bitter grief my bitter fallet.

I’ the upper room my Lord befpeaks the feaft
For his dear fiiends; That they might knovr,
That from above their chear defcends
VVho'l feat yvitth Chrift muft upvvards go.
But, Oh! hovv dear for all pays this dear gueft?
Defiring ave defir’d this feaft to eat
VVith you, before {go Unto The other fhore.
Oh !'hovv my Lord hungers to bemy meat?

Tet, Friends, there's fomething, Imuft fadly fay;
Towrenot all clean, ’Mongft youdoth fit
¢Theman, that dips vvith me I mean)

A Devil, yeranHypoenite,
‘That hall this nig, ithe God of truth betray.

Tis my purfebeays plothisLordto fell, 4VVho had him bassght, The vvretch To preach I fomtime taught,

But not to fell me, or himfelf ro Hell,
Judas! canlt chou find deathin fuchaPot?

Plocfuch amarter  Againft thy Mafler

vvhilft thy {op foftens in my platter,
VVho of exch difh make thee a rafter,

A

Hardens thy heart the vwhilit Ifearios 2
VVill nothing ferve, but {ops in blood néxt meal 2
MyPurfe,my difhV Vere free To thee,V Vhatmore could’ ft vvilh?

VVretgh! yvhat thou doft, do quickly Run, and fell,
Penfive



SON. 29Penfive Difciples vvhen they hear, and knovv if,
Each fearsfor one:  Buthe thatbears
Thebag, is lag; perdition’s Son
He is the laft that doubts, or fears:
Slovv to confefs, but Oh! hovv fyvift to do it.
Come, children, take this bread§’tis broke for you:
Much good may’t do you; *Tis dreft, bleft, Take it unto you,
And there vvithall my broken body too.

Come, my Difciples, here’s an health Lkevvife

Toyomnorme; Letitgo round,
Salvations cup’s the cup you fee;
Tour health is in my bloody ound,
Think of my blood, as oft as ye drink this.
Tour Makers broken Lavy, your bloody fin,
Andbleedingheart Bringmee Tofee And feel thisfmart.,
VVho vvould Hell conquer muft vvith death begin.

My Teftameng I leave you feal’d inblood
Tou I bequeath,” VVhen ere I dic,
Full conquedt over fin and death
VVith life and peace; vvhichby and by
1 the Teftator by my death make good.
Pledge me, dear friends, this blood vvas broach’d for you:

lidrinknomore Ofvyine: O'th’vine, 7Tillbeinggotore,
I may in Fathers kingdome drink itnevy.

Come let's novv fing, faith Chrift, feeing all my forrovv
Isbutyour Crovvn; Thongs atthe breaft
Make mufik, vvhen the Spirit's dovvn,
Tea fometimes mufick of the beft;
Let's fing to night, for Imuft dye to morrovv.
My Lord then rifeth up, fromvvhence he fate
vvhomyvindsobey, Andfeas VViththefe, Difciplesmay
Novy fee him, that he may be gracious, yvait.

Sure vvhilft my Saviour ferves, vvho ever came

See’ng him fo dreft VVaiting onal,
Girt vvith a Napkin, fearce hat gue,
This vvere the fealt of’'s Funeral,
But miariage-Supper rather of the Lamb.
After thevvine my Lord doth vvater take;
Heav'nftoopsto meet, Andbovy Aslovv Asfinners feet.
Oh vvhat clean vwork Chrift’s blead and Spiric makes!

Detery



Peter, thou think'{t that I4toop dovvn too lovv,
And fa Ifhall Nrevvafh thy feet;
Then canft thou have no part at all
In Da$:ds Son, notbe mademeer
1th’ nevv Jerufalems clean ftredes to go,
Streets that are pure, as gold, and clear, asglafs:

ThisBafinis  Thyvvay Ifay To this fair blifs
Iftuel to Cansan muft through Jordan pals.

Sirs, {ee you, vvhat I h’ve done, and do you knovv it?

Tou call mevvell, Say’ngI'myour Lord:
If then ftoop, Oh! never {vvell.
If Lhave vva{h’t your feet, afford
Tou to do likeyvife; Happy, if youdoit.
Servants, my Livery, you muft yvear, is Love.
‘This bovwl's my Spirit, VVkich,I Noyvdie, Thatyoumay
The Lamb goes hence, that he mayJend the Dove. (nherit:

Oh may this tovvel bind your hearts in one
My bending dovvn, Teach them to bovyv]

3

May pride and finful pasfions drovvn
In this full Bafin, Men {hall knovy
By this, that you are mine, yvhen Iam gone.
Gone? Tllgotoo, faith Peter, Lord, Lvvill,
VVhatere comes on’t. Ohno! Notfo; *Tisaforebrunt.
Beft mettal melts, vvhen men their Maker kill,

Nay, Lord, though all men rug T'll ftand by thee:

Run friends, or foes, Foes to purfue,
Or friends to {cape the hands of thofe.
Poor man i'l’ tell thee, vvhat’s more true,
Ere th’ Cock crovy tvvice thrice denied muft be.
Sure Peters courage ftrengly is come on.
My pasfionjlol Hedid Forbid, Novvhe'lldietoe.
Ter vvhen the Shepherd dies, the fheep vvill run,

Let not your haerts be troubled, but believe

In God and Mee; I ride before
To fecthings may in read’nefs be,
Behold I'll meet you at the door:
My Fathers houfe can me and you receive,
VVhither I go, yeknovv, and ch’ vvay ye knovv.
Saith Thomas, Nay Lord,vve Can’tfee VVhichisthe vvay,
For, vvealas! knovv n't vvhither tohu doft go.

Thomas,



SON. 3rThomas, 1 amthe true and living vvay.
My flethIgave, (Knovveft thou me)
A path-vvay unto Heavv’n ta pave,
Cemented vvith my blood to be,
$0, that vvho vvalks in me, can’t go a fray.’
Shevv us the Father, Lord, thats all our blifs;
Doth Philp fay. Hovvlong Among Toumuftlfay,
Ere you ktiovv me, faith Chrift, vvhy, here he is.

Judas replyed, but not th’ Ifzariet, Loid,
Hovvis'tthatthou Thy felf to us,
But not unto the vvorld doft fhevy,
Thy blefled {elf revealing thus?
VVhy, Ivvilldo’t to all, that keep my vvord,
Peace Ileave vvith you, ny peace I you give,
Notasthevvorld, VVhenhere Andthere Tow'retoftand
“The fvveeteft calm (hall then your hearts releive. (burl’d

Jriends, If you love me let me go, don’t grieve me.
Oh! hovv your fobs Do antedate
My pasfion, oh ny pulfe vies throbs,
Oli let my grief in ypurs abate;
My Fathers arms are ready to receive me
Sirs] can’t ftay to talk: yonder’s the Prince,
‘The vvorld that fvviiyes O fee, Hovy hee Doth’s legionsraifey
Tet of one fingle fant can’t me convince,

1 am the vine, ye branches, bring forth fruit:
My blood’s your fap: Myblood’s your feed:
>Tis yvell for you, that others tap

The veffel, that the vine may bleed
The band, that empties me, doth you recruit.
O if you love your felves, let me go fend
Thatguidetoyou, Thatfhall Ev’nall, Ev’nallthingsfhevr.
Ih’ve much to fpeak, vvhich you can’t yerattend.

Alictle while I difappear, fanon
Imfeen agen; Forto the Father
Igo; faythey, vvhat may this mean,
Thus liteke vyhile 2 yve cannor gather,
VVhy, friends, vehen vvinter’s over {pring comes on,

Aruth, Lord vv¢novv believe, Ah doyoufo?
Juftnovvcomeson Anhoure VVhofe fhovvre VVill ma~
Vvjilt folitary to my grave I go. (ke you rum,

Tet
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Tetam Inotalone: O blefled Father!
Thowrtvvith me fill: Novy glorifie
Thy Son, thy Son: vvhen Butchers kill
Thy Lamb, Oh take me up on high,
And thine and mine Lord vvith me to me gather:

Thefe are thy ftock Lkept, and did improve them.
ForthefeIpray, Andall Thatfhall Thyvvordobey’s
Lord, here’s thine ovvn again; Okeep them, love them!

Then his Dufciples forth my Lord do th” lead,
Cedron ith’ vvay Makes me bethink,
VVhat th’ Plalmift of th> High Priel doth fay:
He of the book ith’ vvay {hall drink,
Therefore he fhortly fhall hiftup the head.
“Fhence they together to the garden pafs,
y¥hete grevv that frore Thatcan Fall’nman Make as before:
Sure, my Rodeemer’s Rue’s that herb o' grace.

*Tvvasin a garden dem didundo us;
There grevv that fruit, VVholebitternefs,
That man for ever might not ru’t, ch
My Lord did taft and fqueeze and prefs
Then from a Garden br.ngs our cure unto us.
QO mount of Olives! O Gethfemane!
Toallelfeyet Afoile Of Oyle! Of bloody {vveat
Only to me, finper! here’s Oyl for thee.

Sirs, fit youhere, Peter, and James, and Fobn,
Oh! Ibegin To feel: fuch fmart
Amazeth me, tharn’ere knevy fin
TYethovv it cures mv very heart!
Sirs, fit you dovvn: {muft prav, or I'm gone.
“This cup, this cup, O Father may it pafs
Thiscup, thiscup  May'tpafs! Alas! Muftldrink’'tup?
VVhy, all thy vials dregs dre in this glafs

Ah! friends, your heav’nefs doth augment mine too.

Hovvcanyoureyes Continue {hut
So near fuch flrong and bitter cries?
Dulnefs, Inovv perceive, can cut:VVill you nos vvarch yvith him, that’s fick for you?

Touthree of all I chole for fentinelss
Ibadeyou lie Perden, Butyou Sleep, though I dye.
Tetin vveak fell avvilling fpirit dvvels. #Bue
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But though my foot-guard {leeps, mine horfe-men vvatch; er

Though men do grieveme, Teratthe length
Mine heav'nly Angels do releive me,
Heav’ns fuccours reinforce my ftrength.
Sin, do thy vvorft novv, thow’lt meet vvith thy match:

Yet, Oh thiscup! this cup! Lord, let itpafs,
Ifthe thy vvill; Terthine, 'Normune, Perform thou ftifl,
Thy fcalding vvrath, Lord, cracks my brittle glafs,

Sin entred man at fief but by one holé:
Bur ev'ry poré Throughout my skin,
My God! my God! becomesa door,
VVhence blood goes out, vvhillt vvrath comes in,
Such anger through thine anger melts my foul.
Can you getfleep, vvhilft in this fcalding bath
Imelt avvay, Blood-vvet Infyvear? Sirs, think, Ipray;
"Tis for your feavers fake of fin and vvrarh.

VVhat,'can I not one hours {hort vvatch obtain 2
One liours? Ifay. -Ohyouw'l betempted;
VVatch for your ovvn fLkes then, and p.ay
Oh! pray that you may be exempted.
There are ho vapours left in my parche brain.
I'm paft all {leeping novv, but.tlf’ {leap of death.
But, Oh! let it pafs-Thiscup! (Drmks's up.) Thy fvvord, alas!
In thine ovvn fellovv-fhepheard dot thou fheath 2

Oh! hovv thy vrath my fovv’r to hay converts
My bones do fart, My fleth confumes,
My skin is parcht, as bottels are
I’ th’ finoak, Lord, through thine angry fumes.
Difciples, novv fleep on, and reft your hearts.
This reftlefs night of mine procures for you
A day of peace My fhovvrs Tour flovyrs, Tour jéyes increa fd
Never did night yield fucha blefled devv

Honey to mine, though Gall and Blood tome:
Imeanthofedrops, VVhichfrommybrovy
Bedevv the ground. Sinners, vvhat crops
May your dear Lord expect fram you 2
But ugvv let’s rife; yon Trditour comes, I fee:
Your Saviour’s given into inners hands:
Judas! art come? Thow'lefoon Begotie Hedceto thine home
YVhilk thou tvvifts mine, I fafter knit thy bands:

G Thou
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Thou fend’lt me to my crois, but I’ll beeven
Thou fhalt hang firft, Theif, that thou art!
Thou’ft broke thy faith, and thou (hale burft
Afunder, falfe perfidious heart!
*Tis fir, fuch pay be to fuch traitours given.
Into the fecond Adams garden creep
Doftthou, Serpent? That vvay Betray The mnocent?
Methinks, thou fmil’#t, as Crocodiles do vveep.

Canftkifs, ant courtme fill? Hail! Mafter, Hail.
>Tyvas fometimes faid, O kifs the Son,
Left he bevvroth, and ftrike you dead;
Sure, thy kifs isnot fucha one.
vVith unbeleivers, hypocrites fhall vvail.
Fudas, thou knovv’ft mine haunt. I ’th’ very place
Metobetray  Juftthere, Evemvvhere VVith metopray
Thy feigned lips vvere vvont, haft thou the face?

VVhat trieans thy fearch? vvretch, thou're the fugitive
Tour Lanthorn Light, Sirs, alfo thevvs
Tour vvorks are darknefs, and you night.

p]

VVhyforce you, vvhatI don’t refufe?
Isicmy Life, youfeek? tis, that I give.
Jefus of Nazareth you're come to takes
VVhy?lamhe Theyall Downfall. Can majeftie
Upon {uch Rebels {uch impreffion make?

My Lord, thou needft not flee, nor Peter dravv?
They run, they run:  Backvvards they fall
Tet to betaken thou ¢comeft on.

L's

Tielding thy felf unto their thrall,
VVho cannot {lip thy curb from off theit javv.
Servants dre let go free, vvhile th’ Mafter’s bound.
Bold Peter novv, ‘T'o fhovv his Provvels, Is vvord &bloyv:
But the meek prif’ner gently cures the vvound. vo

Thou chid'ft thy Champion vvhile thou friend’ft thy foe,
Svveet Prince of peace!  Thevvounds of foes
Thou’ft rather heal vvith gentlenefs,
“Then thine fhould fteal to flint'oppofe.

Pezer’stoohottohold, I fear mefo.
VVhat mean your {vvords aud faves? firs! vvho's the thief;
Tou've ftol’nthefrnit, Andyer Arefet ‘Tomakepurfuic,
I’ve only ftel’n the punifhment and grief,

VVas



SON.
VYVasInotvyvith youn the temple hill 2

Have youforgot My Sermons there
Tet all that vvhile ye took me not:
And muft Inovv thefe {hackles vvear?
Th? Effential mult the written vword ful fll.
See my Difciples leaveme and they fly;
Eachfhuftsforone: Andfo Itoo Couldvvell have done:
Bur, lo! my bondage is their liberty.

Thus bound they drag me to the High Prieft fisft,
Vvhoamthe goat, Doom’d thus to die,
More by Hea: ns counfell, then their plo,
For fin, in mine Humanity
vVhich, though it knevy no fin, for fin’s accurft,
Then they confefs over my guiltlefs head

Their fins, notmine: Tet] Didery, Somethingdivine
You'l find hath f¢ap’d your hands, vvhen am dyad.

Inmy tvvo natures I’m both Goats in one 3
Candye, yet fcape; Can feape, yet dye:
Ycandifcharge fief 4dams rape,
Then fecond 4dams bands untie.
Sinner, I muit do both, or thow’rt undone.

Falfe vvitnefs they fuborn’mongft faithlefs Jeves.
Such is their grudge, Their Lord They’ccord Todeath®
Though vvitnefles agree not, that accufe. (radpudge,

Art thou the Chrift? they captioufly enquire;
‘Not for to knove, Asfometime did
Fobns dear Difciples, but to throve
Mine ovyn confeffions at mine head.

They vvatchmy vvords vith an enflam’d defire:
This Mary fometimes did, buc not as they;
Not life, but death They vvatch catch Frommy dear breath
Both to themfelves and me this bloody day.

<Peter fteales to their fire, to melt, not fight
Mine feldome vvarme  Themfelves vvith {uch
But quickly rue their dear-bought harme,
Saying the vvarmth’s not half fo much.
Sirs, is’t fo this morn? ’tvvas hot I’th’ night;
Ifeltitfo: NorfindIought yet cool,
Except it be Thelove Evenof My friends to me,

“¥vhilft enemies my vvifdome fain vvould fool.
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The High Prieit rends his cloaths, but not his heart;
‘Then allcondemnme The Hall throughout,
VVhomuftjudgeall; Abjects contemn me:
VVhom Angels do admire, they flout.
They ase the Ifhmaels Ibear Ifaad’s part.Then they blind fold mine eyes, to vvhom the night

Shifiesastheday: Ican’t,” Sure, vvant, VVhogaveayvay
So many eyes to others, vvanting, fight.

Oh! hovv thefe Bats project to blind the Suni
Moles plotand think  (Hovv vvife they are?)
vVith a poor clout thus to hood-vvink
Facobs true bright and morning far.

rF2Indeed if't could, you've need, it fhould be done.
Hovv they, to make me like themfelves, devife
1,andthey,vvink: Theyfee Notmee; Andfotheythisk
{can’t {ee them, although I made their eyes.

Others, for fpight, {pit on my bleiled face,

VVhich Mofes, and Elias too,
Did once i’ th’ mount admiring ftand

Transfigur’d then, disfigur’d novv.
Hovvy men befpactar Gods ovvn Looking glafs.

(dy:
Thefe potfheards chen their potter {mite yvith rads,

My vvhité ruddy Thefe focsVVith blovvs Make black &bloo-

I'm box’d by {laves, yvho rule among the Gods.
Then prophefie vvho {mote thee; fome do cry.

Alas! vvhonor? Tet Ill impart
Me, for my feed, my Father {mote
But iever did mine ovvn clean heart.
Scorners, go read Ifziahs Prophefie
He did effeem me ficken of my God 3
“That ftripes onme, My {mart OFfheart, Mans cure mighebe:

Man did the fauld; and I mutt feel the rod.
Peter, Tdoubt, they courage vvill foon coole

Atthatfamefire; Th’ Ague’ll comeon:
Satan, to fift thee, did require.

7Novv, Peter, prove the rock and fone.

My dear Difciple, don’t deny my fchoole.
Oh! ar firft charge, I(e¢, my Champlon’s laid}
The (hield, the fhield Of faith,” Hehath Near loft this fhicld.

VVho play’d ths han "meng men, falls by a maid.
YVhom
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VVhom flefh and blood reveal’d not, flefh and blood
Canteach deny, Ev’n his dearLord;
Conftant to’s ovva unconftancy,
Ev’n as if thishad been his vvord,
Tvvill deny, not dye, to this he food.
Oh! my poor fither’s caught the fecond time,
I id, abide Inme, Orye VVill quickly (lide»
Butnovv it feems, to be of me, *s a crime.

Then others cry: this man’s of Nazareth.

He byand by VVith curfing doth
Me, that have born this curfe, deny:
And {vvears, he knovvs not, vvhat he knovv’ th.
Peter, they fay, they fmell thee by thy breath
Tobe of me, Oh! that I could fo fay!
Sirs, don’t you hear? Theman Canban, Can curfeand fvvear,
That he’s of me, Sirs, doth fuch fpeechbrevray 2

Surely you knovw my {peech no more, then me.

Peterdenies His Chrift fo creve
The Bird, that vvakes the {leepers ‘eyes;
1lookt on Peter, then he knevy
“The Cock his Mafters Monitour to be.
Peter, thus finding all crovy over him,
Runs fprthtovveept His foul Novvfoule To vvrinfe 8fteep;
Ev’n in a {pring tide of falt tears to frvim.

1 havedeni’d my Lord, my Lord, that’s dying

Y have deni'd My Lord, my Lord,
VVhom I confeft, profeft; bee'ng tried,
1 have renounc’d his and my vvord?
My Lord, that bought me, I have beer denying,
Novv his hotfit’s come on.! My Chrift, vvhen ever,
Thraugh,thou knovv’ft vvhat, Thee I Deny In vvord,or thought;
Oh! give me Peters fyveat in Peters feaver!

By this time is my dooms dayes davvning come.
Their rightful King Jevvs having bound
Befote an alien Judge do bring.
That guile i*th’ guiltlefs might be found,
Butchers obje&t, but 1, the Lamb, lye dumb,
Herod, and Pontions Pilase, Gentiles, Jevva
Counfeltand plot: Fam ThéLamb Mult gotopot:
Satan 1s at mine heel, yvhich he vvill bruife.

VVheI Of



VVho art? and vvhat 1s truth? Prgee enquires;
Bee’ng firangeto both, [finditfo:
Tet to my bloodfhed lagand loth,
VVhilelt my ovvn people raging go
To burn King Dads branch vvith Gentile fires.
Take him your felves, (aith Pilate, Jevvifh men,
Eafe your ovvn grudge. Say they: VVemay Nomanadjudge
To death, Our Scepter’s gone. VVhere’s Shiloh then?

Seeyou your vvants? not vvharye have, Oyee?
VVhy, Shiloh’s come: My vvhite and ruddy,
“This vvine and milk, though Ibe dumb,
Speaks 1t, my inocence thus bloody.

This is your Shilob’s gapment: can’t you fee?
>Tis not fa long, O thou my city! {ince
Wofannabs,cryed  Inthee Tomee, Mereftified;
Thy people gath’ring round about their prince,

*Tis not fo long, finceI did bind my fole,
Mine Affes Colt, Unto my vine,
To thee, Jers lem, novy revolt;
That I might vvafli my vveeds in vvine,
VVhillt to the death Pm pouring out my foul.
Jrdes mean vvhile, confid’ring all that’s doneThrough his foul fin, Relents, Repents, And brings agen

That dunghill-dirt for vvhich he fold the Sun.
For’s thirty pieces thirty thoufand vvoes

Opprefs hisheart. Then to his Prieft,
Ibe finned, and the innocent muft (mart,
The yvretch, being fhriven, {o confefl.
See thou to that, {ay th’ Priefls, fee thou to thofe,

Oh! tovvhat lead doth il-goz filver turn?
Juddi can’tbear Thevvéight OFit; Tet’tvvas his dear:
Oh! take’t agen; My fingers burn, they burn.

Into the treafuiry this they dare not caft;
Oh! itisnotgood, Poor men, they dare not;
Oh! ’rsthepricethe price of blood
And yet, to {pill that blood, they fparenot
Thus Gratsdo fick, vvhilft Camels go dovvn faft,
They take the mony firf}, and then difpute, (doth go,
VVhether ’t fhould be fo. Meanvvhile Thevile Traitour
Beg'rg felf-condemn’d, him{If to execute.

Abloody



SON. 39A bloody peice of Charitie’s the end.
The Poatersfield, That ftrangers might
Be buri’d there, tp buy they yield,
Not burying there their ovvn firange fpite,
Thus kind to firangers, vvhilft they kill their friend.
Mean vvhile me at a goodly price men bold;
Hereto it’scome, Onefield Can yield Asgreat a fum,
As doth the Maker of the vvorld, vvhen fold.

Novy th’ Judge of a}l lands bound at Pilas’s bar.
Great God istryed  For’s life, by man
Tet by this firanger juftified,
Say mine ovvn people, vvhat they can.
Hurried to Herod next, and’smen of VVar.
Herod forfooth vvould fee a miracle,
Anddoch, vwhil®T Sufftain  Difdain So patiently,
VVho could fcoule thefe proud {corners quick to Hell,

In vyvhite and fplendid rayment then, from thence
Tmre-convey’d “To my firft judge.
(Tvvixt vvhom and Herod peace is made,

They inmy blood can fink their grudge)
VVearing the type of my clear innocence,
Saith Pilate {ee,nor I, nor Herod can
Hiscrimedifcry, VVhyhe Shonldbe Condemn’dtodyes;
VVill you, this feaft; that I releafe this man?

Take him, and fcourge him, feourge him as you lit.

Oh! VVhatIfeel! My God vvhar lafhes!
Think you my back is {tone, or feel
Like your hard hearts O gage thefe gafhes?
And {pare yout rod, or tell me vvherefore is’t.
Yet doth mine hand fill {vvay that Iron rod,
VvherevvithIcan Allthofe Myfoes,” Ev’nasone man,
In pieces break; and make them knovy I'm God.

VVho vvould have thought all government vverelaid
Upon thefe thoulders Thus rentand rorn re

By cruelftripes? yet they're th* npholders
VVhereon both globes oth’ vvorld are born
A load that’s light to the firipes of them, thar ftraid.
Tam the fruitful field, novv plovvd in furrovvs,
Thatev'ryfin  Mighthave Ifsgrave To vvither in.
Tam the rock, thefe holes are finaers burrovys,
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Princes, vehilft under Pedagoguestheybee,
Can ftandand fee, VVhen they've nanfgreft,
Subjects vwwhipt for't; Vvhy, Pilate, mee
Thou{t innvcent and king confeft,
Tei for my peoples faults ’'m fcourged by thee.

Pilate, thou thank t thefe bloody flripes may ceafe
Ther bicody cy, Butblood So food, They’ll drink them dry,
And ther Hydropick chirff vvill more increafe,

Alas! thouthink'ft to {eal me areleafe.
From bloodingore, But tyvill notbe,
>Tui I have emptied all ny (tore.
Then, finner, there's releafe for thee.

So deailymuft I buy my {nbjedts peace.
Prlate’s ovvn vvife becomes mine advocate:
Her fufferings in Her dream, Tothem Shedothbegin,
So to prevent my paflion, to relate.

But vvho can harden his {oft covvardife,

To take my part And {hield my right?
Or mollifie’ their hardened heart
To quit their fpleen, or feirhous fpite?
Prlate have nonght to do vvith Chrift, fhe cries:
VVoman, thy husband’s like to’ve nothing fute

‘VVichmetodo: VVhifihe Forme Noheartcan fhovv;
But to condemn, vvhom he acquits, endure.

Pilates oven Lady playes the nurfing mother;
VVhileft Jevvs reject, Builders refufe
Fair Sions precious ftone Elect,
¥Vhich for the corner God vill ufe.
*V'Vare, Pilate, left this-croud they conftience finother,
Pilate and Thave tvvo Hard parts to play
Pilate, ropleafe  Allthofe My foes, Tet mereleale;
Ty to make Eeav'n and earth good fiiends this day,

Time after time he queftions and approves

Mine innocence; And tells the Jevvs
That clearly, that's all mine offence:
And doth the oyl of courtfhip ufe,
VVich either more enflanies, or nothing moves,
Pilate hangs firft ’tvyixt tyvo, bee’ng crucified,
Conicienceand Fear: TheRout VVithout For bloodappear:

By Pilates Privy Counfell tis denied. yvill
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VVill you, faith Pilate, I relealt your King,
Or Barabbas, The Murderer
The Man, of Men the Monfter vvas,
Tet Barabbas they all prefer;
Blood upon blood thus on themfetves they bring.
Novv, O ye Heavens, ftand aftonifhed
And :hou, bright Sun, Begone: Get on Thy mourning gov,
That, vvhenléow mine, thovv may’ft hide thine head,

Let Gad'rens novy for king conmended be;
Ter they preferd Their heard of fvvine,
But no Barebbarin that heard.
But, Oh! the hoggilhne(s of mine,
Even of mine only people unto met
VVhy? ev'n thefe Butchers trade's a miftery.
There isaskill, Thatthey Thisday Have learnt to il}
Their hands vvith blood and that before I die.

The murder and the murd’rer, all's their ovvn,
t

VVhilit they thus chufe: And oh! vvhatvvonder?
VVhat fitter head for bloody Jevvs,
Than this Barabbas, to bil under,
VVhilf from their head they cat off me, their crovvn?
My Chrift, there’s yet a frveeter-miftery
Innocentbreath fee Inthee Condemn’dto death;
That th’ chief of finners might efcape thereby.

VVhat {halk do then vvith your King, faich he?
Him crucifie! Cries all the rout,
Oh let him, let him, ler him dye}
As if they could not live yvithout
His blood no more ¢an I, Lord, give it mee. AY

VVhy but, faith 2¢laze, tell me, vvhat’s his crime,
Or take himyou. Awvay, Saythey, Lerhimdyenovv,
To find his fault vvould ask too long a time.

VVhilik all can tell me hovy, none can tell vwhy
Y fhould be kill’d. Sirs; is't becaufe
1 gave you good and righteous Lavvs,
VVhich you have broke, and I fulfill’d 2
Muft I, becaufe T let you live, nowy dye?
Or Is it for fome injuries of old
InEpyptyand Inthe Red Ses, And defert land,
VY Vhere of yourFashers Fathers have you told!

cs o;
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42 SON.Or15’t, becaufe Ifa1d, I came from God
To bringanevv And great Salvation,
Greater then th’ firfl, to thee, O Jevv!
Proving my miflion to my Nation
By an all-conquering vvonder-vvorking Rod?
Xs it, becaufe your dumb can fpeak, that I'm
Cry’dout againft? ’Gainftme “Areye, O Jevvs! incenft
Becaufe of all my cures ?_are they my crime?

Is it becaufe your dead arerais’d, that I
Am grudg’d my breath? Grudg’d vvhat I give?
Am I therefore condemn’d to death?
Doth’t therefore greive you, that I live?
VVhy Ifhall quicken the more, vvhen ere I dye.’
Then Pilate puts me in the {ouldiers hands:

They plataCrovvn, Alafs! Itvvas A thorny ong
VVhich he muft vvear, vvho Heav’n and Earth commands.

VVhy, Iam fuels King; and him I found
Ph vvildernefs, That hovvling vvatte,
VVhofe mufick thefe outcries exprefs;
VVhofe only’ fruits are thorns, I taft;
Cloarh’d yvirh their fins Pm vvith their thornstoo crovvn’d;
Thus I vvithfinners change, ’tis vvell for them.
Their thorney Corvvn’ So vvorn, &born, I makemineovva,
Tielding for itan heavenly Diadem.

Ifruel, that fo long brought the no fyveet Cane,
Novv puts me off VVith a poor vveed;
For facrificethey bring a {coff;
And for my fcepter, bring a reed
Tet by me Princes rule and Kings do reign.
Then in a Purple Robe they rfie invefts
But that fame colour Ivvore Before Through firipes dolour,
Both on my {courged back and tortur’d breaft.

Then gath’ring round, ev’n as they lift, they flout me.

Hail King! they cry; And bovv theknee,
But not their hearts: (VVhy, truly I
Ever had fome that {o ferve mee)
Breathing difdain, yet can’t they breath vvithout me.
They rend my fle(h, the Temples of mine Head
They finite yvithreeds: But] Surely Shallquit their deeds,
By rending Vaile and Temple, vwhen I'm dead,

In



SON. 43In ftrange difguife (for {o are Princes vvont
VVhen as they pals Through ftrangerslands,
And fuch Judea is, alas!
To me, vvhilt Iam in fuch hands
Brought forth I ain, that Priefts might me confiont.
Aruthfull fpe@acle! 2 man of grief!
Laden vvichvvoes! VVith thorns; VVith {corns Of bitter foes!
VVill not the Prieft and Levite yield relief?

VVhither, oh! vvhither, vvould I, could I flie?
Shall I repair Toth’ Altars fide?
Spight is there hottet. There they are,
That firft cry’d, be he crucified!
Avvay, fay they, O let him, let him die.
VVehave 2 Lavy, the Sonne of Death he is,
GodsSonnetobe Thatmakes Ortakes Himfelf, here’she.
Sirs, do not quote the Second Pfalm forthis,

Pilate, an Heathen, dreads my reverend name,
VVhich Jevvs defpife:  Enquires the moze
VVhencelam? vvhence my Kingdome is?
Not of this vvorld, I h’d {aid before;So, he my dumbnefs, I his deafnefs blame.

Of vvhat he asks, I did the truth impart,
And toldhimfo: Buthee, ‘Gan flee Therruth, asthough
It vverc fome Ghoft, or Mormo. Truth! what art?

VVith’s povver of life and death he then dothbrave me,
VVho hold thekeys OF Dasid till,

Va

To fhut and open, as I pleafe,
Tobind and loofe all, as I vvill,
For fuch Command’ments God my Father gave me:

Tet Pilates Confcience in his face fill flies:
Novy heprojets Hovvmee Tofree; Butallth’effelt’s
T’ enflame their fury, double their out-cries.

Ter in their anger fo much vvit they have,

As to compound Something to calme
Poor Pilates Conftience, vvhy, they've found
Some fimples {gueraign as balm;
Oh *tvvas good fatisfaction, that they gaye.
Thou art not Cafes friend; if this man go.
Novv takéyour Chrift, Fulfill Tourvvill, Dovvhatyoulift
vVith him, Jevvs, fo {entence, and fodo.

Thus
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Thus he and I fyvim dovvn one fiream this day.
Tet the poor man Found vvant of vvater,
Call’d for a Bafin, and began
To vvath him from this bloody matter,
VVhich nothing can, but vvhat he gave avvay.
Truly his vvafhing clears not him, but me:
Hodethproclaim, ThatI Novvdye Afpotlels Lamb:
Then, vvretch, vvhat Ocean can compurgate thee?

Pilate, upon us and our children fling
Thou thismans blood: VVe Jevvs, thus vvifh,
Ts this your {fo much long’d for food,
To you of all the forbidden difh?
Pilate then cryes, ye Jevvs behold your King.
VVe have no King but Cefar, they reply.Sirs, youforget VVhofehour Of povver This 1s gs yet.

Satan’s your Crfar more, then he, or I,
Satan, not Cefar,bad you plat my fall;

That Prince of Hell, Philiffia’'s King
Plovvs vvith mine heifer IfzelThus to mine end, mine ovva me bring.

Ye: Sampfons death’s rhiliffid’s Funeral,
‘The Purple Robe then ftrip they from my back;
VVhich plainly {hevvs It'svvorn Andborn For finnersufe,
That of my Righteoufhefs they might partake.

Thus is the Truth fiript naked: Andagen
My feamlels coat They make me yveare
Unto mine execution plot,
‘That by my fvveet attonement there
I might an Union vvave ’tvvixt God and Men.
Thenge to the place of Sculs,Lo! I, their Head,
Thetree aceurft, Before Itbore Me, bearitfirlt;
ill I, by bearing it, am almdf dead.

Thus mine may learn in me, vvhat burthen he

Muft daily beare, Taking his crofs,
Thar inmy vvayesvvill perfevere, Faw)
Reck’ning death gain, counting life lofs:
VVho flumbles at my crofs, can’t follovv me.
Noyv are my groanes nevv pickled in friends tears,
They'd fteal, 1 fpie, Thistree Frommee, By Sympathy;
YVhich by conftraint Simen of Cyrene bears.

But



SON. 45But vveep not, Daughters of Jerufalem{
For meat all, But for your City;
Alas! vvho can prevent thy fall,
VVho fhevy’ft thy builder no more pity 2
If they do thus to th’ green tree, voto them!
Thus under Prlates feritence, and command
Oth’ Roman State, Thatall May fall On Remes proud Pate 3
Teh’ place of Crucifixion, lo! Iftand.

Rome! thow'rt that Sodsm, £pypt, Babylon,

Though Myflicail; Drunken yvith blood
Of all my Martyrs, mine vvithall
Novv mingling vvith thy Tybers flood.
Romé’s tored vvith ¢roffes and novv lends me one!

Not Fabbalrhab, but Golgarha's the flage
The Camp vvithour; VVhereI Muftdye *Mongftall the rout,
Tafting at once'both Hells and Heabens Rage.

yVhy?l am the great Sacrifice for fin,
And therefore muft  VVichout the gate
llnco the Earch cénimend my dull,
Vvhilt my dear blood doth expiate
From all tranfgicflions thofe, thatare vvithin.
Behold, my dear Diitiple, my dear Mother!
Her I bequeath To thee, Tobee After my death
Provided for as by her Son, my Brother.

Novy fee your Brazen Serpent! ft on high,

Uponthepole! My bloody crofs
"Bears fruit to quit, vvhat Adam fole:
Jutice, I find may n’t goby th’ lofs,
Tet grace hal reign by righteoufhefs, hereby.
Oh! hovy I'm firetche and tostur’d on this tree! py

Oh! hovveachvein Andnerve Dothferve Afev'ral pain!
>T vyas man grevy loofe, and I mufl firaitned bee.

Oh! hovv thofe hands, I firerche forth all theday
To Ifiael, Are [trertht again?
“That as my Patience did excell,
So novv I mighc exceed in pain
VVhilf finners te mine heart find open vvay.
Oh! hovv my feer, that here took ftep avvry,

Are pierced through) Made fat Inhat My crots unto
Till the cranfgreffors may fimd tine to fig.

12m
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46 SON.‘Iam the doore, they naile me to the tree:
And, asisfir, Over this gate
Aroyal faperfeription’s vvrit,
That in 44 tongues might preach my fate.
Oh! all ye, that pafs by, turn inby me.
To th’ crofs 'm hing’d in mine humanity,
Thatfromthe floor [Even each Might reach That livingdoor,
VVhofe upper hinge clafps in vvith th’ Desty.

Romans, and Greeks, and Hebrews come and look;
Thefe open Arms Shevv th’open vvay,
Hovvby mine, you may eafe your harms;
And may become one fold this day;
Yamthe Shepheard, and my crofs the crook.
1 am the fhepheard, and my crook, the crofs;
VVhereby I gather Andkeep My fheep, And thine, o Father!
I'l fufler death, ere thou [halt fulfer lofs.

Living, my bread of life among my Jevvs
I ever brake, For ’tvvas their right;
vVho vvhilft they fpread thefe arms, do make
A feaft for Gentiles through their fpight;
That, dying, might none, that come, refufe,
Come unto me all ye, that laden be
vVith finand vvrath; Comeye Tome; O comeinfaith:
I'll bear your burdens, vvhilft my crofs bears me,

Mine hands are not fo nail’d, but that I can
Ev'nvvith thefenailes Still pick the lock,
Hung on your heel, if your key fails:
But vvhilft I preach, alas! they mock.
If thoube th” Chri, be thine ovvn Jeffs man,
VVhy Jevvs remember, vvhat your high Priett taught,
Hovv heedful “tvvas, That I Should dye, That th’ cup mightpals
My people, vvhilf1 drink their bloody draught.

But, Oh Ferafalem! canft laugh atmee?
And at my griefs? As thou didft knovv
My preflures to be they reliefs;
Repent, bélicve; and be it fo.
Bur laugh not at me, vvho hive vvept over thee,

And yet vvep blood, for this thy. ftupid fate.
Father,I pray, Reprieve, Forgive Thele foes, for they
Alas! my God, they do, they knoyv net, vvhat.

They
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They curfe,Tblefs I pray, vvhilft they revile.
VVhilft Prieftsdo {cof And fore difdain
‘The Sacrifice, that comes not off

Th’ Altar, but fuffers to be flain,
My blood makes interceffion all the vvhile.
VVho'd rife, then raife, the Temple (this is he)

Inthree dayesfpace; Terhee, VVefee, Can’tquitthis place,
Vv Vhere all the nails, that hold him, are but three.

Tet mock not, paffenger; vvag not thine head
Info muchfcorne, VVhen thou thinkft leaft,
VVhen I this bitter death have borne,
To earneft I'll foonturn they jeft;
And raife this Temple ere’t be three dayes dead,
Come dovvn fay fome, and fo convince they foes:

vVhich ifI{houw’d, Hovvfore Aftore Ofvyrath,andblood,
VVould come dovvntoo? Sirs, I bear off yourblovys.

VVith the tranfgreffours numbéred am I:
‘On either fide,” Truthbec’ngbetvven,

Falfhood and theft hang crucified;
Tet if Heav’n Rolls thefe men had feen,
They’d found me in annother Trinity. Id

But, ohmy grief not onely mine ovyn Nation,
Butthofe,thatbe  Juffly Todye, Firft{coffatme,
Their partner, notin crimes, but condemnation.

Tet cannot forget my dear Compaffions:
Though both reproach And flout at ne,
My blood for finners fince broach,
1 wvill not {ufferbothto be
Ar once partakers of tvvo condemnations;
Th one I call home, though in th’ cleventh hour;
And thereby fhevy; Hovv kind  Amind I bear toyou,
That turn, though late, tome your Saviour.

But oh his rare Converfion! oh hovvhe
Juftifies God! Rebukes his mate!
Openhisfin! k'ffech hisrod!
Takes me for Lord, befeeching, that’
In my Salvation he'might fharer be.
Thus onmy Crofs I vvork a nevv Creation:
Loofingthebands Offin VVithin From th’ finners hands.
My bitter facrifice brings fvvest {alvation.

Thus



Thus I give life to others, yet I dye;
1 heal their vvounds, And break their bands;
Tet anguifh mine ovvn foul confounds
More, then thefe nails do pierce mine hands.
My God! vvhy doft thou meforfake? Oh! vvhy?
They rend my garments, caft lots for my coat,
VVhilft Thang here, Shame doth Me cloath, Elfe nak’d I vvere,
YTonder’s they Jofephs coat, Lord doft not knavyt’?

The feamlefs vefturc of thy finlefs child
Hovv bloody 15’t2 My God! my God!
Tet not fo bloody as thy Chrift
Is all vvithin by thy {harp rod.

be'not fierce to me, for I am mild,
See, hovv I'm nail’d to this mof}t bitter tred!
Hovv I'maccurft! Hovvgall Tsall My drinkin chirft!
And vvilt thou fo, my God, my God! leave me?

See, hovv men turn my glory into {hame,
Mocking my faith And confidence;
Some fay, he for Elies pray’th;
But, Lord, thou knovv’ft my mind and fénfe.
They flout, they ficere, vvhilt 1 all on thy tame,
Tet five me, for Pm thine: thinehandmaidsfon, ’{nomnian,
Made of this vvoman: Thy fhade This maid, VVhenknovvnby
Impovvr'd, to bring forth me, thine holy one.

Father! I’m th’ only Fatherlefs on earth:

Allothershave Fathers, or had:
O pitty, pitty, Lord! and fave
Thy Fatherlefs, fupport the fad.
Oh! leave me not death, vvho gav’ft me birch.

My God! my God! vvhy doft thou me forfake
VVho never thee Forfook, Ortook One fintomee;
Except the fins, that thou didft bid me take.

They fill the {punge vvith vinegar, but thon

My foul doft fill VVith (harper grief.
Ch! finner, here’s a bitter pill
‘fet for thy ficknefs frveer releif.
My God! my God! O do not leave me novv
Hovy darkriefs vailes the land! yet clouds do hover
Darkerby fir: Thyvvrath, Lord, hath  Eclyps’d thy ftary
VVhilit from thy darling shou thy face deft coven

“Hove
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Hovv both Suns fuffer vvhile tl ey Son lies under

Thy fierce difpleafre! Th’Sun bears a part
But mune eclypfe it cannot meafure.
Lord, thy fore frovyns do teare my heart
More, then the Temples vaile; that’s rent afunder,
Novy come thy breaches and thy darknefs on,

O Jevvifh Land! Forthou Haftnovy Both rid thine hand
Of thy bright hight, and of thy Corner-ftone.

Father, the ends all ague, and I moe.
Ev’nrocksarerent, My foul’s moreteorne:
Ter flinry Jevvs do n't once relent:
My God! leave not mine hope forlorne.

hat done. Loud, open th’ everlafting Doore.
Fatlrer, nto thine bands I gibe my Spear,
And ytmoft breath VVRIRT Thus dye; Andy vvichmedesths
That my dear feed hencefo: th may life inherit.

Then Chrift, th fyveet lubmiflion, bowes his head
To all Gods pleafure:  Ithink ont full:
Lord, mrke the bovving heart my neafure,
An heart to bovy to all thy vil;
Thatdying I may fay, all's firifned.
This done, thy Saviour quickly fhevvs his force:
Gravesopenflic; They fhake Andquike, Thirfeclumdigs
The rude Centurion’s freuck yvith ftrange remo fe,

Thus Chrift lets loofz his pris'ners, captivates
His feornful foes They knock their breaft,
Confeffing vvhomthey did oppofe
To be Gods LON, novv hot in jeft.
Thus Sampfor’s deach brake che Phyliftians pares:
Then vvith a {pear his fide a Souldier fhiikes

49

Cleavingthe Rock, Thatmay Eachday VVaterthatFlocky
VVhofe Shepheard is nov paft all puth of pikes,

This js the fountain op’ned for thy fin,
Herufalem! Thy filth, thy guilt 3
Hereis for each a proper ftredm, Co.
VVater and Blood Let none be {pilt
O quench thy gilt, and cleanfe’ thy lth héreim
Ira’ they Pal hall Lamb, thy Chin, is dead, (Leen:
That Lamb from Heav'n: Havecare, Prepare, Purge out thy
Mingle no more thy malice vith thy bread,

D Or:
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LT SON.
Or if the Jev¥ifh lump vvon’t leave their leaven

Make me leave mine; Ihave in me,
(Lord, nail it to this Crofs of thine)
An evil heart of enmity.
Lord, kill this enmity "tvvixt Earth and Heaven.
Be thou my fort, and hiding-place, my foul
VVouldlodgeinthee: My Lord! Afford One cleft for meg,
Thy vvalls are fhatt’red, yet thou’rt timber-vvhole.

Satan and fin Ih've feen ith’ Tragick ftory
Shoot throughand through Thy blefled heart;
Tet not one bone yvas broken, though
Mount Sizaz’s Cannons plaid their part.
In thisrock hide me, till Ih’ve feen thy Glory.
Shall not Chrift crucified far dearér be
Tome, thenPelf, Thenname, Orfame, Of life ic felf?
*Tvvas thus vith Jo/eph, vvhy not thus vvichme?

The Souldiers having broke the others leggs,
Butnot my Lords;  Jofeph, aman
Rich inthe goods, this vrorld affords,
But more in faith, moft boldly ran
To Pilate, and Chnifts lifelefs body beggs.
Then in clean linnen vvraps that {kin and bones, (fure
That martyr’d treafurer And vvhy Can’tI Take asmuchplea-
‘To cloath thy members, Laid, thy naked ones?

Jevvs, novv, our king’s come dovvn Sirs, do you fee him?

Tour Temple lies Flat by the ground:
vVill youbelieve vvhen’tdath arife;
Catching your Chrift ar his rebound 2
VVhy, if his ovvn vvon’t have him, Lord! give me him.
Chnift, having novv giv’n death his deadly vvound,
Follovvs him home: Invades Deaths {hades, Entersatombe,
To fee yvhat fpoils may in a grave be found.

Gi eat Conquerour, vvho haft kill’d death i’th’ duel,

After this art Lodg’d in a flone?
Rather rake up in my poor heart,

sHovv hard foever, or hoyv none.
Oh! that I vvere thy Cab'net, dear jevvel!

But Jofephs rock vvas pure, that gravevvasnevy:
Firftin yvomb; VVhich none Hadknovvn; Thenin atombe,
VVhere none hid lain, my Lord lodg’d; this doth {hevy

Tmuft



SON. itImuft be clean and new fit, Terthy paffion
And fiream of blood, VVhatdiditmean,
That Purple, yera Chriftal flood
VVas't not the making of me clean?
Doth not thy rifing mean my renovation?
Then make and take for {uch this heart of mine,
Anddvvellinit; 'Thisbreaft Isbeil, Thar Ican ges,
Had I a better, Lord, it fhould be thine.

Sutely the King of terrour I could brave,
If myLord vyould This Sepulcher,’
This heart, as his ovvn quarters hold
I yvould nor goale, nor goaler fear,
O hoyv my Saviouys Corps perfume the grave!
Lord, make this heart of ming a living one
Through thy deaths meric: Convey, Ipray, Tome thy fpirit,
VVho thy dead flefh didft coffin in dead fone.

VVith th’ Arimathean Counfellour combin’d
Alearned Rabbi, To Chevy Chrift kindnefs;
An Ifraelitsfh Do&or: may be,
Some vvifer man vvill blame my blindnefs,
And Antichrit in Law and Learning find,
Rut may my foul vvith bleffed Jo/2p5 dvvell
And Nicodem Tet, dovvn VVith th’ Govvn, Cry fome of them,
VVho fearce, I doubt, from thefe can bear the Bell,

A fpicie mixture, bout an hundred pounds,
VVho came by night To Jefus, brings
T’ embalne his Lord, that gave him light,
VVith Aromatick precious things:
Ternot one half fo precious, as thofe vvounds,
Novv Jefus (Jonah like) Heav’'ns fealed ‘one,
Entersthedeep: Butfhall The VVhale, Thegrave, himkeep?
See, Souldiers vvatch, and Pilaze {eals the ftone.

As Daniel's {eal’d vvhen ca@t into the Den,
Malicious Jevves Require a fealg
And vvatch, vvhich Pilate vvon’t refufle,
Left fome the coffin’d Corps fhould fteale:
They’ keep the Sun from rifing; Crafty men!
Lo! ina Garden ftood the fealed Tomb.
Adamthefirt Hav'ngbin Forfin I'th’ Garden curft
Toth’ Grave, My Saviour thus fulfills the doom.

D2 Then
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Then davyns that bleffed light, thee ever fince

Makes one day fhine More, then fix other;
Yor fhould fix vveek- day lights combine,
One Lords-day brightnefs vvould them fmother:
yVith thee, Thy Dag, Lord, rifeth and proves Prince.
That Day is novv obfcur’d, vvherein Chrift {lept;
That Day’s made bright, Invvhich Thatrich And orient light
Quit that blind prifon, vvhere he had been kept.

Surely, that thay’s the vvhole vveeks Jubilee,
(Thacday’sthebeft, YVhichmy dear Lordy
By ceafing trom his labour, bleft,
Labour, that cofl more, then a vvord)
VVherein redemption fet the ranfom’d free.
This fick day finds more, then the feventh day loft;
Can fuperadd And raife  Morcpraife Thenth’ other had;
So th’ old Commandment is fullfll’d, not croft;

That bids me celebrate, vvhat day of feaven

God hath moftbleft; And bis, dotheallsSuch was the Jevvith, ourreft. Ny
VVe fover’d Gods firft vvorks by our fal,
Till Chrifts [aft Paffover purg’d out the leave,
VVas not Chrifts Burial part of 's Humiliation?
Hisdayofreft Fromthit Darkflate Shal’tnotbeblef?
Shall I lefs prize anevy, then old Creation?

Redemption is a making old thifigs neve.
Rouze, Chriftians, then: Though dead before,
TetLords dapes find you living men;
That vvith your Chrift can rife and foare.
And for the Chriftian; quit thy Sabbath, Jew.
The firft in fin runs firft to th Sepulcher
Poor yvomankind; But Chrift Ismift; Oh! they can’t find
Their Lord; though tvvo of his Life-ghiard appear.

The tvvo bright pointers of thatblefled Star,
His countenance, VVhoh’d roll’d the ftone,
Strikes keepers hearts, at’s irft advance,
As dead, as vvhat he fate upon.“Thieves vvere, novy Angels Chrifts atcendasies dre.

LNSay th’ vvomen, vyho {hall roll the fone avvay
*Tvvas done before. Thusmay, Iprdy,” I find my fcots
Quit to mine fand, ywhen ery, veho {hall pay?

Surely,



SON. 53Surely, my furety did my debt difcharge:
Lord, elfe vwhy fhould Thine Angel be
Sent dovvn t’ unlock that prifon-hold,
VVhesein my Saviour lay for me?
My furety’s free, vwhy may n't Tvvalk atlarge?
They vvould vvith @yntments, Odours, precious things,
Perfume his Prifon; But th’ dead VVas fled; Their Sun vvasrifen
VVith fvveeter balime, vvith healing in bis wings.

Mary, the inner, Mary Magdalen
Marcheth ith’ van To th’ Sepulcher,
But th’ ftone’sremov’d, and fo’s themans
She, mifling her dear Saviour there,
To John and Petey runs, and comes agent.
Thefe run a race, the vvager’s precious truth;
But Jubmout~ran: Alas! Hevvas The younger man.
Happy the man, runs 4feer Chrift in youth,

Peter fucceflour to kis Malters Crofs,
VVhileft John keeps out, Enters Chyifls Tombe;
Looks for his Chrift, but finds a clout
And vvinding-fheet in Saviours room:
But Chriftisgone. O blefled, gainful lofs!
Mary, th’ old vveeper, ftands vvithout and cryes; (throvvn,
But frooping dovvh, Spies here Andthere The Gravecloaths
VVhich linnens fcarce can {erve to vvipe her eyes:

She is flill anxious, turfis her round, and lo
There th’ Gard'ner rood, Als {hee concery’d,
Ev’n he, that vvaters vvith his blood
Each plant of his. Thus Chrilt’s regeiv'd
By the true {eeken oft, vwhen’t thinks not fo.
Sir, if thou have borne him hence (and *tvvas vvell gueft)

Tellme, fiithfhee; Mary!’ Lol Ev'n Iam be.
‘Ali! my dear Lord, that vvord revives my bieaft.

Tet touch me not, faith he, I'm not afcended
But go thourather And tellabroad
Unto my Brethren: to my Father
And yours I go, mine and your God.
So richly is the pooreft Saint befriended!
Hovv ftudidus is my Lord, that they {hould knovv,
Andfopartake Ofthis HisBlifs, Thatdidforfake
Him in his captive Rate and fufferings fo.

D3 Surely
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54 SON.Surely thefe men, that fled then from their colours,
"Might have expected Another kind
Of meflage {hould have been dire@ed

From their novvrifing Lord but find
Their fins in his Grave bur’d vvith his dolours.

No vvord of th’ old uncomfortable ftory.
Butfay Pmrifen: Lettears Andfears Take up my prifon.
Run, tell my Brethern, thou haft feen my Glory.

Alfo the Angel cryes, be not affraid
Jefus you'd have; I knovv ir vvell:
But think you, Dabidin a Cave,
Or Da%:ds Son muft ever dvvell:
Come, Tee the place, yvhere your dear Lord vvas laid.
VVoman, your Lord’s nothere; your Lord is rifen,
Have you forgot Tour Lords Ovvnvvords? Or have younot?
Seck you the Princeof life in this dead prifon?

Run, tell the reft, and Peter, Chrift is gone
Tovv'rds Galilee, As he did fay.
VVith joy and fear avvay they flee 3

Alldapled Like the time of day.
Andasthey march, behold! they {ee the SON.
O may my Lord thus evermore appear,
Andfhineupon Poorme, VVhenhe Saith, get thee gone
And unto others of me tidings bear.

Oh blefled meeting I" Courtfhip, and devotion

All Haile! faithhe; They bovvt his feet;
Light, thar forbids us courteous be,
VVas then fo dark, Chrift could not fee’.
That matter taught his fchollars no fuch notion.

Men, ’tisobferv’d, the rifing fun adore;
Chrift’s rifen novv bright Day light Beames from his brovy;
Shall not all vvorfhip the Son of God much more?

The vvatch mean vyhile bring nevvs of dll that’s done
To th’ Priefts vvithin, Ev’n that Chrift’s rifen
VVho feeing him paft reach, begin
To plot hovy they this truth m’ imprifon.
Chrifts fecond Grave-flone is a filver one.
VVhat potent pranks can mighty Mammon fhevy
Povverfull pelf In’tsfa&s Ontadts Ev’npovy'ritfelf:
Money can make truth’falfechood, falfchood true,

Money



SON. 55Money betrai’d my Lord to all thefe vvrongs;
Novv they're devifing To keep on foot
Something to cloud this bright Suns-rifing
And ’tis large money that muft do’t.
This filver key muft turn the {ouldiers tongues.
Souldiers are taught a {lorry tale to tell; (chinks
VVhich {hould, methinks, Nere {lip Their lip; But that,vvhich
So {yveetly, can make all found pretty vyvell.

Say, Phiff we keepers (lept ar th’ Sepulcher,

*s Difciples came And flole him thence
VVh chif the Gobernour [hall blame,
vvelimeditate and make yonr defence.
Novv hear, O Heavens! and, O Earth! give car.
Can’ft thus, O If#¢l, fool avvay thy Glory?
Is fuch a vvife Fable Able Toblind thine eyes?
Is thistl’ auchentick, yet received ftory?

VVhy, fouldiers, if yon flept at th’ Sepulcher,
VVhilft thar vat flone  VVasrolling back,
(VVhich may aJevv believe, or none)
And fome by ftealth the corps did take:
1 marvel, youcould fee, vvhat men they vvere. Co
Or, if iyoufayv the thieves, vvhy did you not
Stoporpurfue? Sofhort™ Report VVant fo much glue?
See hovy th® laft vvords have the firft forgot.

But, oh fond Prielts and Elders, vvhencelis it,
That you can ftroak  Thefe fouldiers pates?
Sure, fuch negle& vvould you provoke
Of all. Tet you're their’ advocates.
Alas! hovv fury doth befoole their vvits!
Mean vvhile Difciples vvere fo far from thieving, (refufe

That, vvhenthisnevves They brought, Thatfavvt, Tetthey
To take’t for truth, being fo far from believing.

As tyvo of them vvere to Emanus going,
Their bufietongue  Bee'ng viell imploy’d,
My deareft Lord ftands them among;
No fooner tajk’t of; then enjoy’d.
Happy the Servant’s, vwhom he finds {o doing.
VVhat 1s your talk, that makes your walk fo fad
Saith Cleophas. ‘Doft thou Not knovy “Thefe things? Alas!
A mighty man and Prophet vve have had

MightyD 4
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I Mighty in vyord and deed vvith God and Men

i
Jefusvvas he Of Nazareth,
vVe'd hop'd, might our Redeemer be:

to:
But him our Rulers put to death,
This bee'ng the third day fince. And yetagen

A VVe Lnovy not, vvhat to think on’t, hurried (cher,
*Tyvixthove and fear; Forfome, Thatcome Fromth’Sepul-
Allire vs, th. the’s rifen from the Dead, ‘a

But, o'1 this eval heart of unbelief!
This vvant of faith, That can provoke
Tle entle Lymb of God to vvrath,
Sert nq in ev'ry vvheel a fpoke,
Clovdng the rifing Sup vvith gloomy grief!

ho
O foo.es, and flovy or heart, replies my Lord,

vo Slovviohelieverme; Butoh Notfo Notflovvtogrisveme!
i Ought not your Chrift full] the vvritten VVord 2
Fa But Chr:ft can’t alvvayes hold his chiding ftory;vet Sugars his cheeks VVich fvveet inftru&tions;
i i Mofes hus vale in pieces breaks
LIE SI Proves by Prophetick fair dedu&ions,
ph Through Seas of Sufferings Chrift muft land in Glory.

Fad1pe My Lord then makes, as ne vvould further go:

pi Butthey begin Topray Himflay, Andheturnis ing

i.
"i, Happy, vvho love their clofe reprovers fo.

"This bread of Life thus broken vvhen he had,
5 Ic breaks more bread, And makes them eat;

Their Lords their Shepheaid, they're viell fed,
Rody and Soul, vvith bleffed meat.
My foul, feek Chrift firft: and thofe things he'll add,
Tull nove my Lord makes them fee, vwho he is,

i Thenflipsavvay: ‘And, och! ’Twvasfo VVithmelaft day,
in One moment op’ned and feal’d up like blifs.
Con VVhen Chrift vvas gone, fay they, vve might have gueft,

a VVhat light "tyvas, brought So bright a day
LE To dnkefl Scriptures; might have though,
Per ‘The rifin Sun vvas int our vvay,

Yinding our hearts {fo burm vvithin our breaft,y Then they return back to Fernfalern,

Brimfull of joy, 'Tofesft Thereft; Burtheyarecoy,
Till Chrift himfelf fands in the midi of them.

And

wer To Be SETS
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SON. 57Andis fo ftill. VVhoever’sfent about
To tell thyftory, Hardnefs of heatts
And unbelief blinds all thy glory:
Lord, vwhaobelieves? Lord, vvho converts?
Till thy dear piefence puts olf our of doubt.
Their doors bee’ng fhut, and hearts much more, thateven

MyLoidropur Allout Ofdoubt; (Noneelfe candor)
This nevves imparts in perfon to th’ eleven.

Tet oh hovv hard a thing is this believing?
Aforite appears,  Asthey fuppofe;
The fune, that1d their ftorms of fears
VVall't on the Seas, vvhen vvinds aiofe.
Phant’fies fools-bolt, hovv't hinders truths receiving!
Jefus flutes them vvith a peace be to you
Oncerndagen: Tis I; Sirs, vwhy Duftruft you then?
VVhy do you let fuch thoughts arife, vwhy do you?

Dovvn doubtings; Pmgotup: Andready have
(Sirs,come and fee And feel, 1pray,
A Tonibe, deadunbel.ef, for thee
Dig'd 1p my fide but other day,
And for your doubtings in e.ch hand a grave.
If thefe fuiice not, handle, feel my feet,
There are tyvo more, Doubt not, I'vegot Allasbeforey
Rather then mifs their faith, ther fenfe he'll meet.

Then for the further feeding of their faith
He calls for food; They give him fh,
And Honey-Comb but, oh! hisblood
Aud body is a fyveeter dith.
Then, breathing, take the Holy Ghoft, he faith.
Novv doth the froft-nipt tree of life recover:
Pues forth again Nevv fprings,” Andbiings Fruits, that remain,
Spirit and Life, fo proves Deaths VVinter’s over.

Thomas mean vvhile, bee’ng abfent from the reft,
Freeving from th’ fire, (Like them, tharmifs
Th’ aflemblies Chrift isvvonct’ infpire
VVith {vveet affurance, joy and blifs)
Can't feed his faith yvith hear-f>y of a fealt;
He muit firft hold a Coronersinqueft;
Muft feeChrifts ayles, And muft Firft thru Ith’ print och’ nailes
Hisfingers; ¢’re this faith enters hus breaft.

oe oe His9)
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Hus taith muit go on ftilts, or not at all;
See vvith the eye, Feel yvith the hand,
His faith muft in his fingers lye,
His faith muftin his feeling ftand,
At th’ bound from forry fenfe he'll catch the ball,
Th’ vveek after, be and they be’ng all together,
VVithblefled greeting (Increafe Of peace) Chrift crovvns their

"Thomas, faith he, come reach thy finger hither. (meeting.
As men are vvont, vvho’ve Children to be taught,

My Lord vvas fain, (Though ev’ry letter
In’s hands and feet vvere printed plain)
Vv Vith’s finger teach him fpell the better,
The Child ro faith by feeling muft be brought.
My Lord! and my God! hovv this fight relieves me!
Poor Thomas cries. Chrift faith, Thy faith May thank thine eyes;

Blefled is he vvho fees not, yee believes me.

Dufciples after this a fifhing gos
Bue nothing’s caught Throughout the night;
Till Jefus comes and brings a draught;
Lord fhevy me fo, vvhich fide’s the right,
VVhen to catch fouls thy Gofpel net I throw.
Chrift look’trinto their cup-board juft before;
Children, haveye Got meate Toeare? Elfe come tome;
I've food and firing for you on the fhore.

Hence finfull cares; infeft my foul no longer,
Bafe diffidence; Doubtings retreat;
Soul, mind thy Saviours providence;
Do thine ovvn vvork, and he’ll find meat,
Or give thee fomething’s better, if thou hunger.

“Dinner bee’ng done, Chrift {peaks of working then;
Aad fofhouldvve; Ourvyvher, Notlet, Our food fhould be.
Shepherds Chrift feeds, to feed his (heep agen.

Shepherds, vvholove to eat, but not to feed,

Are, vwhatthey’renot, Not, vvharthey are;
(A Paradox, and Gordian knot,
VVhich Chrift vvill cut, and vvill not fpare)
Shepheardsin name, but rav’ning vvolves indeed.
Peter, doft love me more, then thefe Pll prove thee.
"Then feed and keep My flock; My flock Of Lambs and Sheep.
All knovving Lord, faith he, thou knovv'ft, I love thee.

Peter,

[I's



SON. 59Petey, vvhen thou vvaft young, then thou vvaft free

To conmeandgo As thow'dfta mind,
Girding thy felf: ’t {hall notbe fo,
VVhen thou art old, otbers fhall bind,
And gird, and carry thee. Man! follevy me.
Peter replies, and vvhat muft this man do?
PVhat's that so thee? Follow Methon. Hovvbufievvee
Are, to mind others vvorks, our ovva not {o.

In an appointed mount in Galrlee
Chrift meets th> eleven:  Chargeth them there
By all his povv’r in Earth and Heav'n
To preach the Gofpel ev'ry vvhere;
Baprizing in the name of One and Three.
And in fo doing, faith, I'm vvith you fhill.
He fhevvs Hells lofs Deaths gate, Sins fate Spoil'd by his Crofs.

Novv is our Sempfongot on Gaze’s hill.
To prove my nevv-bought right to ev’ry Nation,

Nev tongiies T give Untoyou: Though
Tou drink vvhat’s deadly, you {hall live:
Serpents ands ficknefles {hall knovv
And Devils too, that I havevyronght Salvation.
As many years, as Ifr#'Fjuft had been,
Chrift, dayes doth fpend *Tvvixtthe RedSea Ofsbloudy end,
And Heav'nly Canaan forty dayes he's feen.

Mean vvhile Chrift fummons others from the dead,

Toevidence His RefurreGion:
From types, from texts, from faith, from fenfle,

Of proofs hovv full, hovv fair collection,
Shevv’ng Chrift is Rifen as the Churches head.

“Navy, O devourer! ‘vvhere’s thy yi&tory
Out of thegrave Tharold Stronghold And eating Cave
Comes meat and fvveernels vvhich vvho tafts, can’t die:

Evin Chrift comes thence. And novv in Olibes,
VVhere helaiddovvn In part of pay
For th’ purchale of his nevy bought crovvn,
His bloody fvveat: ev’ntherethis day,
To {ee’s Intronization, Saints are met:
VVilt thou re@ore the kingdoms, Lord, they cry,
Tolfrelyet? Foryou Toknoovy Timesisnotfit:
ll fend my fpirit! that's my Lords reply.

O vvhat
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U vvhat an eager fooiith things man!
Bufie to knovv, VVhatleaft concerns him!
But to take forth, alas! hovv {lov
The leffons, that my God vvould learn him,
A fieve, that lets go th’ flovv’r, bur holds the bran.
Melchifedeck mean time, our Prieft for ever,
VVith lifcup hands Onhis Allblifs And grace commands
VVhom clouds receiving from their fight do fever.

But ot from th’ eye of faith, vvhich fixedly
Purfues their king; Till Angels do

AN

Tidings of’s fecond coming, bring,
In fuch fo1t as, tgey’d feen him go:
Chear np, my droping heart, thine head’s on high:
Tet not fo high, but that his heart's as lovv,
Asfhilltomind Poor thee, Tilhee Hathmade thee find,
vVhat for thy gain he fomerime did forego.

Novv’s the forerunner ent’red in for thee;
Thy Lords afcended; Up, andavvay!
VVhen Chrift firft rofe; this flight he *ntended
And art thou quickned here, to ftay 2
May all my life but one Afcenfion bee!
But I'm all fits and tarts, and cannot get
Hold of mine ovyn; Butclouds Prove fhrouds; Andall feemg

Somenmes I r:f# vvith Chrift, but cannot fr. (gone 5
Tet am I fixt, vvhilft Saviour fits in Heaven

There areno hills And dales on high;
My Svvampes my Saviours merit fills,
That all might in a level lie,
Making my ftate, though not my comfort, even.
VVHy art thou then, my foul, difquieted
Chriftdvveltinduft Agthon Doft novv; Shall I not truft
Him, that drank of my brook, to lift ine head

Is this the Butler, that bore Pharaohs cup?
vThough he forgot Jofeph i’th’ Prifon,

VVhen rais’d himfelf, thy Lord vill not
Reckon, that hee’s compleatly rifen,
Tull all his foes are dovyn, and friends got up.

Dovya



SON. 6tDovyn then, thou evil heart of unbelief!
Thou art a foe, To mee Ifee, To him I knovv;
A goale vvould fit thee vvell, for thou’rt a thief.

Thou vick’it my comforts, and thou fteal’tt his praife,
His and my Tofs VVe lay to thee;
Betvvixt tvvo thieves Chrift lefr one Crofs

Void, that there hanged thou mightt bee.
Th’ arch-thief of all, that rob on Gods hugh vvayes.
Novv, as Mount Get for Sion Mount
Thou did forgo, Teach mee Likethee, Svveet Saviour, fo
Heav'ns joyes before eaiths farnefs to account.

I determined not to know any thirg, fase Jefus Chrilk, and bim

crucified, 1. Cor, 2. 3.

SPI-
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orinii.T Verfe proceeds to him, that by proceeding
Subfifteth in the Deity;

A.V LR But can’t proceed vvithout his fpeeding
This Dove doth teach ail other birds to fly.

My callovy mufe hath pintons, but no vvings,
Pinions indeed of ighorance;
Ter th’ Dove, that haccheth other things,
Cun fledge mine infant mufe vvith utterance.

But th’ other day I favv a Lamb take vving
And flie to Heaven from an hill
Tvvatcht to fee, if any thing
VVouldfall from him in flight, and found quill,

Of vvhich Imade a pen, and fell to vvrite e)

The fory; vvriting, found a Verfe; 4
VvVhil® onmine hand’aDove d d light,
And bad me vvith the Lamb the Dove rehearfel

ny

My mafter from mine head'but th’ other day
The Clouds did take: unkind? orkind?
For, vhilt my Mafler vvent avvay,
His Mantle dropt, vvhich vwhofo feeks, may find,

Ifeekic: Bleffed Spirit! Come and fpread
Thy beaming vvings and cover me,
In thy bright light thy Poet lead
That in thy light vvoold fain difcover thee.

"Tis only Sun-fhine, tha. can fhevy the Sun,

Alas! my Lord, my fpirit’s fleth
Dark lanthorn light is nexc to none:
My Froft-nipt blooms vvhat Sun-beams can refrefh?

Since then my carnal mind can never {hevy
Or vvho, or vvhar, dear Dave! thou art:

The fpiritof my m'ndreneyy
And it fhallreimburfe, vwhat thon’lt impart,

Father



SPIRIT. 63

Father and Son are God, and God's a Spirit,
And yet Gods Spirit neither is
Father, nor Son; yet doth inherit
VVith both an equall, yet diftinguifh’d blifs.

Father and Son are God, and God 1s love,
Tet neither Father, nor the Son,
But their fvveer {pinit’s the fyveet Dove:
Each hath his Spirit, yet théyboth but one.

By this eternal Spirit Chrift, the VVord,
Offers him{clf to God'and dies

Tet by his Spirit doth afford
Of life unto dead finners all fupplies.

This Spirit's infinite: oh! vvho can flee
His prefence and all fearching fight
Tet he’s a vvind, vvhich vwho can fee
From vvhence it comes, or vvhither it takes flight 2

This Spirit’s infinite dvvells every vvhere,
Fachoms all hearts, founds evry deep:
Tet hovv fevy Temples, Lord! are there,
VVherein this holy Ghoft doth houfe, or keep?

This adtive Spirit moves in ev'ry vvheel,,
VVorks, as he vvill; doth, vvhathe lifts,
Mans heart's that only brafs and free,
That the fvveet Spirits motions refifts.

This povv’rfull Spirit did the Heavens garnifh
And doth renevv earths vvith’red face:
VVhen vvinter vvatheth off the vernifh
And makes a verdant {pring inev’ry place.

And vvhy notin my foul? avvake and blavv,
O North vvind, and, thou South vvind, come,

Let all my fvveers and {pices flovv,
That he, that ovvns my garden, may have fome.

VVherethe Lords {pirit is, there’s liberty
Tera grim Sergeant one day came,
And neck and heels my {onl did tie,
Saying, he did ir in the Spirits name.

He did his Office, and vvould not be brib'd
But as his vvarrant fhevv’d a vvriting;
Spiric of bondage, there fubferib’d,
1 fpred 5 and found, ‘tvras of his ovvninditing.

My
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64 SPIRIT.My heart before had heen a bird of prey;
But, novv bec'na conguer’d by aDave,
I think on’c fhil, hovv't fprangling lay,
Ciying for quarter to that bird of love.

Inuarkt hie bei, bur favv no Olive branch;
Peace I implor’d, but He deni’d;
VVhatblnod hed evy, refus’d to ffanch,
ill I fubmiticd to be mortified.

Dear Dove, {uid I, convince me, pierce me, grieve mé
Sirle through ond through this vvretched heart,
So that thow'lt bur at length relieve me,

Aud vviththy geatle vwigs but firoke my fmare.
Dear heart, {uid Le, I firuck thee for to firoke thee;

Put thee in bonds, to fer thee fiee;
That I might better heal, 1 broke thee;
Tm fentro comfort, by eonvincing thee.

Though mail lichrand peace, yet 1did fend thee
To a dak prifon, holding over
My black rod, but it vvas to mend thee;
For friends do Fools and Phranticks thus recover:

Remember, man, thy vvild and Bethlem-tricks 3
Hovv oft I firove vith thee in vain;
Thine heel could kick againft my pricks;
Sure ’tvvas high time to get thee in a chain.

Thou, and Menaffeh, ftood in much more need
Of iron chains, then chains of Gold.
Diftracted folk mutt purge 2nd bleed,
And in their moneths be caught and kept-inholds

Oblefled bonds! faid I, O happy trouble!
Obiteer fyvveet, [vveet-bitter finart i

My pain vvas great, my profit double,
VVhilft thus thou undertak’ to tame mine heart.

Void, Chymicks! fpill your Spiries! quit your art!
Ceafe from your oft fought, vnfourid flone;
Thei¢’s but one Spirit, can convert
An iron chain into a golden one.

Dear Dove, thy prisoner may I gver be!

Bondage is like to be my flare,
1f to my felf thou leave me free.
He'sonly free, ywvhom thou doft captivate.

YVhere



VVhere the Lords Spirits, there’s liberty
No man can fay, Jefusis Lord

ry iY Y A teach that vverd.
Ivvas a lifperand a flamerer,

And could not kill oth’ Sibboleth,
That might my pray’r to God indear,
Till this free Spiric gave nevy {peechland breath.

I vvas a beggar, fo exrreamly poor,
1{kiil’d not hovy to make my moanes;
Bur this Dove met mie at Gods door,
Supply’ng my vvant of vvords vvith ftore of groanes.

1vvasin fuit, and could not vvell make good
My Title; But {aid this free Spirit,
Soul, take this fel, the feal of blood;
1am thy vvitnefs, and thou fhalt inherit.

I found a riddle, vvhil(¥ I fought a Tex,
But this free Spirit loos’d the knot:

VVhich, vehenI hid read, yet vvhat vvas next,
Had not this Spirit prompted, I'd fo. gat.

My barren grounds vvhere chapt foc vvant of rainy
Gafping tovv’rds Heaven for a flood;
This Spirit lovving in amain,
Told me, that he had brought me, that’s ds good.

71 fearcht mune heart, found fo much drofs and tin,
So litele elfe, I fell 2 mourning
Both for my grofs and fplendid fin;
“Then he to me the {pirit vvas of burning.

I fell a burning vvhen my God did chide ne;
VVater, {aid I, or ’'mundone;
This ftreaming Spirit freight fuppli’d me,

Till all thofe fcorching flames vvere quencht gone,
I fell a chilling till my heart grevvftone:

Scarce had T left one yvarm defire;
My fro’zen heart vvas next to none;
Then (aid this Holy Spirit! Iam fire.

I fell a ‘melting yvhen I felt his heat;
My foul vvas broached at mine eyes,
The ice vvasthavyn to tearsand fyveat,
¥Vhich vvith frefh gales this Spirit gently dries

E Thele
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66 SPIRIT.Thefe fontinels thus dr1 d, pride rais’d a tumour,
And then the Spirit’s fain to take
His Lancet and let out the humour:But, oh! mine heart hovv did itburn and ake? J

VVhich this dear Dove perceiving, firaigtvvay goss
T” a precious box, and thence applies
An ointment, made of Sharons Rofe;
VVhich both the {vvelling cools, and mollifies.

VVhen1 vvas none, this Spirit made me be,
Andlive, and breach: vvhen Ivvasvvorfe,
(For vvorfe, then nothing, fin made me)
For my rebuilding freely did imburfe.

My ftony heart this fpirit hatche to flefh:
My flefhly heart did circtmcife;
My bleeding heart vvith balmerefrefh
Thofe tears that fell from bleeding Saviours eyes,

In native gore vvhen I polluted lay,
Hav’'ng none tovvafh, to falt, to {vvath me;
His counfells vvere my falt thatday; 7
His lavys my fyvadling bands: his grace did bathe me.

vVithmilk for Babes this comforter did fill
Both Teftaments, the old and nevv
But hovv to come by’t,I'd no fkill,
Till he thofe breafts of confolation drevy.

He took me by the hand, and taught me go,
For 1vvent all by forms before,
Till’s holy unétion made me knovy
A nevv and living vvay to fathets door.

{gotupon an hill, vvould faint defery
Heav’ns Canaan from earths vvildernefs;
But being there, could nothing fpyy
Till vith his eye-falve he my eyes did drefs.

Over againft Heav’ns haven on the thore’

Iflodd and vvaited for a vvind
Then did this Spirit vvaft me ore
Inheart, inhope, in faith, in joy of mind.

Arithmetick and th” art of meafuring

Id fludied, but bungled ill;
The meafure of a {pan to bring
©r number of my dayes I could noc fkill,



SPIRIT. 6r
Then this free {pirit gave avvatch to me,

VVhich ev'ry day vvind up I muft,
To tell me hovv my time did flee;
But Iforgot, and let it fand and ruft,

Then being giiev'd, that I'd fo difrefpected
Both gift and giver, didindeavour
To vvind it up, butt’ had colle&ted
Such foil, as from the vvheels Icauld not fever.

Then did mourning to the donour go;
Confe{s’d my fault, fhevv’d h:m the foile,
It gather’d, vwhilft negle@ed fo:
Do notdefpaire, {aid he, for Iam oyle.

This is the Spirit of all life and blifs,
Tet vvhen I felt him firft, I died:
The fountain'of my life he is,
Tet but for him, I h’d neer been mortified,

This Spiritin mine heart doth (hed abroad
Gods dear and never dying love:
Ternot a day ’s but his fharp rod
Doth me {everely chaftife and reprove.

This Spirit rais’d my Chrift, yer cafts me'dovvn,
Doth caft me dovvn, and yet uphold;
Mine humblings are my joy, my Crovvn;
My fear doth make my faith more firm and bold.

Calms are not alvvayes profitable {for me,
Therefore the vvinds are fometimes high;
This Spirit blnfters, and isftormy,
That I might ground-faft in humility.

This Spirit is my good andonly guide:
Tet, vvalk i’ ch’ Spirit, Scriptures fay.
My conduct, and my path béfide
This Spiritis; my Captain, and my vvay.

Man vvalk according to thy native light,

Say fome, and thou fhalt perfe& bee:
Perfe& indeed, as poon’s at night;
Lord, in thy Spirits light light let me fee.

A fpirit there’sin man but th’ infpiration
OF the Almighty only can
By no lefs, than a nevv Creation,
Enlighten’ fucha dungeon fin made man.

$2, Mans
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Mans {pirit is the Candle of the Lord
WVhich, yvhovvould {ee by, firft fhould light
At Gods ova fire, ev’n Gods ovva vvord
Gods vvord,’s hismind, fent us in black and vvhite.

For fince th’ incarnate VVord his tender loves
In blood ro vvrite us condefcends,
VVhatyvonder, that his ovvadear Dove
Ininkand paper prayes us to be friends?

Nor Son, nor Spirit had I underftood,
Bee’ng funk fo deep in fins dark gro,
Had not the Son tookbone and blood,
Had not the Spirit pen and paper got.

The Son, inhumane nature clad, doth raife
My confcience our of guilts dark grave;
“The Spirit, eloath’d in humane phrafe,
My mind out of blind ignoranee’s cave.

The Son in fervile form came dovvn among’s,
Serving, to purchafe us command:

The Spirit fell in cloven tongues, “y
As vvho vvould lifp, that vve might unterftand.

Surely this Spirit of all Spirits fram’d
‘That Book of Books, my Bible dear
A thing that’s all things, can be nam'd::
Food, phyfick, treafures, pleafures, all are here,

A glafs, that fhevves to ev'ry man his face;
A ftaft, thac helps the lame to vvalk:

A {pur, that makes kim mend his pace vo 3
A light, that {hevvs vvhat, and vvhar not, to balk,

A Book, that makes the fimple eruly vvife
A Book, that proves the vvifeft fools;
A Book, that helps the Readers eyes:
A Book, thatbafHles and befools the fchools.

A Book, vvhofe ev'ry leafe, vvhofe ev'ry line
Outthines the milky vvay as far,
As if Heavens light fhould all combine
To darken and obfcure one painted {tar

A Book, that told my flory, ere I yvas:
A Book, that tells me, vvhat {hall be
VVhenPmno more; vvhat doom (hall pafy
Qn States, on Churches, Petfons, and on me,

This



Thit Book’s truths {tandard, nay, ‘tis truth it {clk;
So vvell’s the Spirit here ponrtrai’d;
This Book doth fan&ifie the fhelf,
The heart, I mean, vvhere it’s fincerely laid.

Tet fomeby reafon, fome by nevv-found light
Not only leave to queftion take,
But mend this Book and fet it right
By Tables of Errata’s, they vvould make,

Somuch is good, and ’tis Canonicall,
As to mans reafon is commenfur’d
Gods light, by mans, muftftand, or fall 5
And fo the Sun by th’ Sextons Clock is cenfur’d.

Methinks, I love the Author for the Book:
The Book for th’ Author much more love;
VVhen op’ning, intoitIlook,
My God, I can’t forget thy fiveet fpreead-Dove.

The gentle vvings I feel, and hear the mourning

Of that dear Turtle, vvaiting ftill
Upon my grieving an returning,
To bring an Olive-branch of peace i’th’ bill.

The lines, I grant, are not all of'one colour,
Yet all make up mans doom and duty;
Some promife joy, fome threaten dolour,
Variety makes up the Turtles beauty.

This Dove Bezalesland Abalib taught
All curious vvorks for th’ Sanctuary:
But Scriptures are more finely vvronght,
Shevving mot art, yvhere they {feem molt to vary.

As vyvhen this onc fyveer Spirit is call’d feaveny
PerfeGion’s meant in unity:
A Spirit, filling Barth and Heaven,
That operates in all, bute diver{ly.

Some reckon feaven Suns to ev’rywveek,

So many Moons to, ev'ry year,
As fhe turns th’ yvhole face, or half check,
And doth by turns firft fit, and then appear.

"This Spirit makes in Sampfen ftrength excell,

And in a Mefcs Government,
And vvifdom in a Daniel,
And all much mere in Chift, vwhese't dvvelt unpente

E3 This
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ve SPIRIT.This Spirit doth rranfcribe the Gofpel-ftory
On th’ flethly tables of mine heart

I'sChnif’s Cradle, Crofs, his Grave, his Glory
All's ated onthat ftage by th’ Spirits art.

To his Birth anfvvers my Regeneration
Heart-Ciicumcifion fuires ro his:
“To’s Crofs and Grave mortification:
And Grace and Hope to’s Rifing and his Blils.

Aud then, as Chrift makes interceffion for us,
The Spirit in us, intercedes;
vVith crying blood our Chrift doth ftore us,
VVithi fighes and groanes the Spirit in us pleads.

This Spirit is unbounded, yet believers
In earthen veflels this rich treafure
Only receive, as he delivers,
And he difpenfeth each one but a meafure.

This Spirit is eternal, never dies,
Anunextinguifhable fires
Tet in mens hearts oft galping cryes
Oh! if you quench me thus, I {hall éxpire.

This Spirit isa Dove, yet to conteft
VVith Crovves and Vultures is he fain;
VVhilftin his room mans vvretched breaft
Doth lufts unclean, vvraths, rapines entertain,

This Spirit it a Dove, yet’s vexed often
By foolifh man, that peevifhvvafp,
VVhofe heart nor Sun, nor fhovy’r can foften,
Man grieves him, vvithout vvhom he could not gafp.

This tender Spirit vvho, but man, vvould grieve?
If I my Comforier make {ad, vVVho onely can {ad hearts relieve,

Alas! my God} vvho then fhall make me glad
Grieve, foolifh heart! be’t to thine ovvn perplexing,

Be thou as melted vvax in me,
“That thou {houldit fer thisDove a vexing,
“That fvveetly feals redemption unto thee.’

Give, ftubborn heart, relent, finge for thy fake
“The Lamb of God not onely blood,
Butev’n Cods turtle tears doth takes
Let thy repentance {till help onthe flood.

Mele,



SPIRIT. 7%Melt, frony heart! till all becomes one river.
Doves do delight near ponds to dvvell
Groans are beft mufick to a griever:
Such is Gods Dove, vvhofe groanes thy duty tell.

Shevv not thy felf vexatious toaDove,
That cannot grieve thee yvithout grieving

Ev’n Publicans yield love for love.
Quench not truths Spirit by thy unbelieving,

Afli& not this dear guide: go notaftray;
Nor lookback from an hoiy life:
VVhile th’ Spiritfayes: his is the vvay,
Have, falt inthee; remember, man, Lots vvife.

Check not this Spirits checks, but let them bee
Taken for kindnels, as they are:
His fmitings reckon oyl to thee;
Say, {mite my rock, my God, and do not fpare.

Grieve not this Holy Ghoft byentectaining
Such inmates, as he cannot bear

li

If bands of lufts thine heart be training,
VVhat room for this fyveet Spuit can be there?

Seek holinefs, feek p.ace, make after Union;

Let Mediracion ftir this fire;
Pray’rblovvit up; ler {vveet Communion
Maintain it burning till, and raife ic higher.

Quench not the {malle® fpark in thy vveak brothes

VVhat flamesare onthat hearth of thine
Boaft not, nor yet deny, or {inother.
Rather defire thou for to burn, then fhine.

Some care not for this Dove, had they his feather

A forry bargin fuch yvould make;
Over a vvhile {uch fhall have neither 5
Seek thou the Spirits gifts for graces fake.

*VVare {inning againft light and grace and love;

Knovv} ¢v’ry of thofe fins, that are done
Dire&ly againft this dear Dove,
Comes near to that, that never fhall have pardon.

If we life in the Spirit, let vs walk in the Spirit, Gal. 25.

E 4 FAITH,
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FAITH.
2h thee, dear Dave, Tet fill in thine embraces,

bo To Faith, Hope, Love, That Trinity of Graces,

yA
Novv let me pafs, and fuccour fo my Verles,
That I may exprefs, vvhat my ‘Mufe rehearfes,

Faith, I'lebegin  VVith thee for thou vvaft th’ firft,
g VVhen bloody fin Had made me all acenrft,
FA That fhevv'd th’ avenger pofting after me,
von! Andba1 me to fome Refuge-City flee.

EEE Some menvvould make Faith and Repentance firive,f 1 VVho fhould ploce take; But, firely, Faiths the hive,

Io In vvhich that bufie Bee, repentance, makes
Tears drops, like honey from mans heart, like vvax.,

tya 0
For, vihe can grieve For that, vvhich they belirve not?

VVhocanbelieve Mans finfull ftare, and grigve not?
1 did believe the lavv, and fo relented,

bo! 1did believe the Gofpell, and repented.
Idid believe, That God made all things good;

And thendid grieve, That Thad broughtaflood,i A flood of fins, and fo of miferies
“4ey Onall: this brought adeluge on mine eyes.

1 Idid believe, That God took flefh, loft blood
fe Sotorclieve Me, and to droyvn fins flood:

ap Then girt, like Peter, did begin to {vvim

i

In a repentant Sea of tears to him.
NT Repentance lovvers, Tet (like fad rainy dayes)

A
Bring fruits and flovv’rs And floods to vvdlh our vuayes,

Ue Li
Its Clouds bee’ng fill’d vith, vvhat bright faith exhales.

ER
But’s dry as defperation, when faith fails.

Is Tet have T heard, That {ome repented not,EltI That afrervvard They mightbelieve. This knot
ge Isfoonuntied: Firft Faith lends tears and griefFil Unto repentance, then an handkerchief’;

4

Thus

Pa



Thus Faith precedes Repentance, yer comes atrer
Follovves, yetleads; As Mother and as Daughter:
As the bright Sun the brackifh Sea doth round,
Encompaffing Repentance Faith is found.

Faith, Ivvould tell Thy ftory if I could,
VVhere thou doft dvvell, Or vvhat thou art, behold
But thou art Faith, vvhich fenfe can no more reach

“Then death the Deity can praife, or preach,

Ididafk at Heav’ns gate for thee, dear grace,
But yvastold, that There vifion held thy place:
Then fome infernal fiends faid, they could (hevy thee,
But took thee for no grace, for they did rue thee.

I lookt about OnEarthto find thee there,
For there no, doubt, Thoudvvelft, if any vvherc;
And yet again th’ uperring Scripture faith,
VVhen Chrift fhall come, fhall he on earth find Faith 2

Surely notmuch; VVhen he fhall that day bring
Unto the touch Each one, that vvears a ring,
All yvon’t prove Gold that glifters, and is fpecious,
Nor feigned Faith be then approv’d as precious,

Oh! thar Tknevy Thee, precious Faith; and could
Thy reall hue, Thy luftre, but unfold,
Ifhould foondravvall eyes from him, that hath
Gold rings, to gaze on th’ poor, vvhen rich in Fail.

Alas! mofttake Thee for fome pebble, they
Do nothingmake “To believe any vvay;
Only thofe fev, that have thee, jealous are,
Their Faith is not the right, the right's fo rare.

Thow'rt arichftock, A Diadem brought forth
Only By th’ rack Of ages, of fuch vvorth,
That, vwho hath thee, although he hath no more,
May vvell efteem the golden Indies poor.

By theethejuft May live, yvhen vvants furrounds
Andfohemuft, VVhen other things abound.
Faith makes the confcience good, and thar, vvell dreft,
Is a continual food, a conftant feaft.

Of thehoufhold OFfFaith, I'm furePve read;
And dare be bold, They vvant no houfhold-bread 3
Faith daily {ets onthe believers board
The Heav'nly bread of th’ ever-living vvord,

Es Others



FoiRT 74 FAITH.EE Otheislookby Their tradesto be maiptain’d:i He, vVhy fhould not I To be by faith fuftain’d?
Thonart the calling; man bur mifapplies

HE To other trades the name of myfteries.

to
yo The myftery Thouart; yerth’ Oedipus

That doft untye All doubts und knots for us.i =n Nothing ishard ro thee: yvhere thou canft not
RF Unriddle, thow'ft a {yvord to cat the knot.

Cy Hovvblind vvereman But for thy piercing eye?k I VVho nothing can, No, not himfelf, deferie.
I. Thy clue guides through both Labyrinth-like vvaies,
{I Of mine ovvn heart, and through the Scriptures maze.
SCAT I fhould be fet Andpos’dat fick and lat’

Tth’ Alphabet, But that, dear Faith, thoufhaft
Taught me to knovv my letters. VVhe, but thouy
Could make me th’ Alpha and Omega knovv?

Ortoknovvhim Arighr? alas! my fight
VVere darkanddim But for thine eyes, thy light,
VVho feeft him, that is invifible.

Pl VVhatflefh and blood perceives nor, thou (ee’ft yvell.

Prayr’sablind beggar, Ifitdovvant butthee:
ES

Itmay be eager, Butright it cannot bee.

[SN
Hope vvere an hopelefs thing, but that thou dof

WV
Allovv it {pend upon thy proper coft.

i
Faith makes pray’rknovv, VVjeret® have its Ammunition,

SENN And teachech, hovv To level each petition.
f Of clam’rous fin, quick prayer, by Faith, gains cope,

And brings falvations tidings back to hope.

bit In pilgrimage I vvent to Calvery,
x

That biter ftage, VVheremy dear Lord did dye;

He

i et VVhere miffing him, I cry’d out, vvhere ishe?

Su
Faith vvhifper’d to me, go along vvith me.

Faithbroughtmetb A door, butit vvas locke:
Lo Faithbad mego Andkhock,and fo I knocke;
te Then th’ door flevv open, and a Lamb did ftand

qf
Foy Cry’ng: take both fleece and flefh. But1h’d no hand,

Butasmymoan Imade vvith tears and grief,i Faithlencme one, Sol took the relief:
1 VVhich having got, Jj found that "this believing

Both gives me Chrift, and is of Chrifts ovvn giving.
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But as Ithought To h’ve carrr’d home this: gift,
A Crofs vvasbrought, VVhichI vvas bad to lift,
Or leave the ret; Itry’d, but could not bear it:
Said Faith, Ile lend thee fhoulders,'do not fear it.

VVithmuchado I got thisbleffed pack,
Chrilt and’s Crofstoo By Faich upon my back;
But could not go, nor'ftand, till Faith did meet
Me, juft a'finking, vvith apair of feet.

Faith hav’ng nevvvampt My foul, I then could vvalk.
Reafon’sfin-crampt; And ’tis but dle taik,
To {peak of marching in its firength and might,
Tull Faitli lends rerfon legs and fees it right.

VVeftand by Faith, Saith Paul; vve frand by reafon,
VVhoever faith, Idoubt me, doth fpeak treafon.
They {hevy their reafon beft, that daily beg,
Lord, give us Faith, reafon’sa vvoodenleg.

Faith makes mefee, VVhat reafon’s aiking fill,
Hovvcanit be? Let him rake heed, that vill
Bel eve no more, then he findsieafon for,
Left he find reafon, to believe no more.

VVhen Faith, as Queen, Makes reafon vvait upon her,
Reafon’s then {een Look like a maid of honour;
But let that faucy Courtier *vvare his head,
That crovvds the Queen into che truckle-bed.

In a fevv miles March, betvvixt this and Heaven,
1 found fome tiles Not fevy’r, then fix, or feven,
That realon ftumbling at; Faith, help me over,
Said 1, till poor lame reafon fhall recover.

No fooner {aid Ifo, but Faith did life,
Evnas I pray’d, Meovervvith my gift;
VVhich done, Ifell aboard that {acred flefh,
That fo I might my fainting foul refrefh.

Bee'ng cold and thin, The fleece I had receiv’d,
1 vyvent to fpin And vveave; but as I vveav'd,
An enemy did caft a fiery dart,
VVhich, but for th’ (hield of Faith, had kill’d my heart.

VVheie halt that fleece, Said Satan, thievifh finner,,
Of righteoufnefls That thow’rt be come a fpinner?
1 dnfvver’d, Frlfe accufér, not by thieving
Had I my Rightcoufnefs, buc by believing.

Belie-
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Believing vvhat Doth thou, poor toolith vyretch,
Tell me of that? Said Satan, go and fetch
Gods Lavy-Book, and thy Confcience, Book, and fay,
If thou canft ftand as righteous any vvay.

Malicious foe, Said I, ceafe troubling me
Orelfeler’sgo To {uit i'th’ Chancery.
Gods Common Lavy admits'of mine appeales
To th’ Lavy of Faith, that Righteon(nefs reveales. rd

Butequity Requires thy debts be paid,
Saidhe; nd I, And fatisfaion’s made
By one, that left his Crofs, vvhen he yvas{lain,
That I there vvithmight thee, {foul ferpent! brain,

Then Satan flevy, Quitting the field. Anon
A numerouscrevy, A FVORLD itvvas,cameon,
Thronging fo thick and threefold in upon me.
That, had not Faith preft in, they had undone me,

Eaith fhevv’d her fhrength, Her treafures, pleafures, pride;
Giddy atlength Poor I began to flide,
Hold, Man! {aid Faith, thou haft a ftaff’ by thee,
Chrifts Crofs can help thee fland, and force thefe flee,

Butin thisbroil, E’1e] the Crofs could ufe,
I had a foil, And gotaninvvard bruife,
Confcience par blood, pain pierc’d and yvrung my fide,
“Lill Faith fome better blood like balm applyed.

Faithalfobad A veinthould op’ned be,
Urging, Thad Much putrid blood in me:
Content, {aid I, for I had heard o’th’ art
Of faving Faith to purifie the heart.

Butleft I fhould Inbleeding faint, Faith took
Some Cordials, roll’d In Bible-leaves, a Book,
VVhofe ev'ry leaf, fad Faith, rich drugs conrains,
As compound them, fov’raign for heart-pains,

Alas! faid I, Many thofe drugs have got,
Butto decry, Finding, they profit not;
But ftrait remembred, vvhat the Scripeure faith,
Th’ vvord'did not profit, be’ng unmix’d vvith Faith,

Opovv'rfull Faith! VVhofe ev'ry fmalleft grain,
If found, vvoo hath, May fay, and not invain,
Mountains of guilt, that here fo long have flood,
Get hens inte the Sea of Saviowss blood.

‘This



This {kilfull grace Did firft phlebotomize,
Then vvafh the place, And after vvipe mine eyes.

AY

Deare Faith {aid I, I fee, that thou dof mean
Not only for to make me vvhole, but clean.

Asfoon;as] Vas curd of this my pai,
Impemoufly The VVorld comes onagan:
1 took Faith's Crofs, and found, vvhat Scriprue faith
Our vi&tory over the vvorld’s our Faith.

Vain VVoild, be gone, Said Ij vex me no mor#,
Vexition And vanity’s thy ftore.
This Facobs-ladder helps me to diferye
A furer fvveeter VVorld beyond he ikie.

By this dear Crof My deareft Lord did climb;
I'le counc thee lofs, That Imay follovy him.
His and my Kingdoms nge i’th’ VVorlds enjoyment,
If 'tvvere, vvho knovvs, vwhere it vvould be next momenr

Vvorid!thoumuftbe Set one dayall on fire,
VVitcherafe in thee, Andblood déferve thushire.
Then fhall my duft fee by thy bright fire-light
“To rife that morning, that fhall ne’re have night.

VVedobutjelt, Great dlexandersfory
Isbeftexpiet, VVhenvvefay this VVorlds glory
Vanquilh'd that feeming vitor {ure I am,
Nothing, but Faith, this vvorld e’re overcame.

VVhenIbegin To fight, and vvant fupplies;
Faith {ummons in Heavens Auxilisries 3
And frores vvith precious promifes, that are.
The very finevvs of thatholy vvar.

And, more thenthis, Brings ina rare Commander,

Jefus itis, Not Mars, or Mlexander:
But he, that taughe all fingets fight, can quell
All foes, *iv'n Chrift th heart by faith doth dvvell.

Fernfalem Above, thar City is,
VVhere Dabtds lem Reigns and remains in blifs 3
Tet ris his royal pleafure here inus
To dvvell by Faith, as inhis Country-houfe,

Faith makes mans heart, That dark, lovy, fuin’d thing,
Byitstareart A pallace for a King,
Hugh ’r, then proud Babels tovv’r by many a frory:
By faich Chrift dvvells in us, the hope of Glory.

Thus



73 FAITH.Thus Faith doth raife Out of vile duft a Court,
alPc Imputing praife, Honour, good report.
woEa Hearts, Rahab-Like, vvhen once they entertain

bo
be Meav’ns {pies by Faith, a good report do gain.

i If thoubelieve All things are poffible:
vr Faithcanrelieve Ev’nto a miracle:
is "This Faith can vvafh an Ethiopian clean,’

VVitnefs the Eunuch of Candace the Queen.
k w And asFaith makes Us Courts, fo Courtiers too;

ow
God pleafure takes Inus, vvhen all, vve do,

i Is done in Fath; then reck’ning, that he hathpoo Moft glory by us, yvhen moft ftrong in Faith.
4. Andasbythis Qur fervice proves his pleafure;

{l Ev’n fo doth his Hereby be come our treafure:
w

my Onc day in Gods Court Faith doth far prefer
I

Before a thoufund any other vvhere.

*Tis unbelief I’ th’ evil evil heart,
His and my grief, That makes us'ever part:
That Bleffed Man, vvhofe feet this Faith hath fhod,

By Faith vvho ftrives To vvalk yvith God, vvhilft here,

1 Dothlivetvvo lives At onceeach day o’th’ year:
Lowy And dying, Jofeph-like, commands his bones
yo To Canaan, thereto dvvell vith living ones.
iy Dear Faith, {aidI, My joy, my crovvn, my treafure
i RE Tell me, vvhereby I may do thee a pleafure?

EY “Thou art that lock, in vvhich my ftrength doth lye,
111.5 Thee not to tender, vvere felf-crnelty.

LE If thouvvouldft pleafe Me better, vvork me more;
th Said Faith, ’tis cafe Only, that makes me poore.
tg ot

EL)Mi But I do, ufe ta bid my vvorkmen eat,
Jr Said I; dear Faith inform me, vvhat’s thy meat.
Wo Said Faith: I came Out of the eaftern lands,

fyi 3 Old Abssham And I have oft fhook hands:
th My food’s an Hebrew root, that Gardners drefle

hy
rt On Lords Dayes moftly, call'd the rooz of Jefe.

IE]
By hearingl Came fitft; and vveare fed

rt] i! Moftkindly by: The things, vvhereof vve’re bred.
Forgetnot, if you love me, the Church-path;tioiy LineuponLine’s the vvay from Faith to Faith.

The



FAITH. 79The carefull foot, That vvalks by Scripture Leabes,
Shall find this Roos, VVhich, happy; vvho receives;
So nutritive antidorive and good,
VVho feeds on it, needs fearce fear any food.

Make but my bread Of this root vvhen I {up,
Tet th’ Dragous head 'Bethen brake and ferv’d up:
Tet Toad-ftools, one vvould think, need be yvell dreft,
E’re they vvill make a good difh for a feaft.

Are I did gain Sometime, and that by book,
The Tempters brain™ To vvholefomenefs to cook.
Onlyhave care, as ever thou dot mean
To keep me long in health, to lodge me clean.

Good Confcienceis An old Camrade of mine,
VVvhom I can’tmifs; If thou vvouldft make me thing)
And keep me, thou muft keep himtoo; thatday,
Thou partft vvith him, look, I fhould pack avvay.

Self-confidence, My nat’rall encmy,
Muft be pack’t hence.  Anhand, a foot, an eye
VVho hath of’s ovvn, vvill {corn to be my debtour:
Vvho parts v¥ith thefe, vvorks, vvalks and fees the better.

Prove thacthow art APilgrim; daily dye;
Of death get ch’ ftart, And live eternally.
1, that in gbrab’ins heart dvvelt many a day,
To Abrab’ms bofome novv fhevy thee the vvay.

Fear alvvayes; Tet Faincnever; Eye thecloud,
That doth befer Thee, that triumphant Croud;
Lookunto Jefus; vvatchth’vvord of command,
VVhich, vvhen thou haft done all thefe things, is Sind.

By Grace ye are (aSed, erongh Faith, Eph. 2.38.
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ay 4 Rive on, my Mufe, till thou’rt got through
W BLet notHope find theein a {lough;

prov

i Drive chine much
Let that, that drives the Farmers plough,

To th’ Hope of If¥el let me yet
FI 1

EI in hope my running rhyme commit,
SN And humbly fay, God profper it;

o Ia Or "tvvill be poor.
WT Ty

f

Hopeisadoor, the Scripture faith:

And fo is Chrift, and fo is Faith;
VVho re out of thefe doors, are in vvrath

And Condemnation.
Faith into Chrift doth firft advent’re 3
Chrift info Hope allovys me entsr:
Hope makesmy very Soul to center,
©n Gods Salvation,

Hope is Faiths expectation;
Faith is the Mofes, Hope's the flone,
That Faith in Pray’r doth reft upon,
Till’ ovet come.
Faith doth upon Hopes tip-toe and,

"Stretching its neckto look for land
Beyond deaths gulf; and life beyond
The day of doem,

Hope is next door to Heav’ns gates:
>Tis but a ftep from this to that;
Nay, Hope doth Heaven antedate,
Andbring dovyn hither.
Hope's th’ antidote againft defpair
Coffin of fear and Couch of care;
Cradle of patience Hope hath fair
Evenin foul vveather,



Hope 1s the mourners Handkerchief;
Hope is the Balme of ev'ry grief:
Hope doth efidorfe the beggars brief,
Ero it’s, collected.
In Hope I have, vvhatyetIvvant;
Hope makes me full, vvhile things are {carit;

Hope doth confummate, vvhat I can’t
Tet {ee effected.

Hope hath an harveft inthe Spring
In VVinter doth of Summer fing;
Feeds on the fruits vvhilt bl#ffoming,
Tet nips no bloom.
Hope brings me home vvhen I’m abroad,
As loon as th’ firft ftep homevvard’strod 3
In Hope to thee, my God my God
Icome, come.

Hope fends the Ship to Sea, and then
E’reir returns, brings ‘thome agen;
The port of all Seafaring men
Is this Good Hope.
Tam aSex~-mantoo. My Soul
Though tofs’d vvith doubts, vvhen vveather’s foul,
Doth like fome Sea-fick veffell roul;
Tet Heav'n’s its {cope.

Hope doth the Souldiers vveapon vvield

By Hope the Souldiers Helmets fteel’d
Hope gives him, ¢’re he fights, the field
Hope holds his ftation.
IamaSouldier too. My Svvord
Is that o'th’ Spirit, th’ tyvo-¢dg’d vvord
Novy foran Helmet give me, Lord,
TH’ hope of Salvation.

Hope fets the poor Apprentice fiee
Firft day, he’shound And yvhy notme?
‘Thou hat Indentures, Lord, by thee,
VVherein I'm tied
Mount Smars’s Covenants they bee,

Tet hope doth, Lord, ettfranchize mee
In Sion-hill, vvhere all are free,
Thar do refide.

In
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8z HOPE.In hope the School-boy doth commence
Matter of Art, and fair fcience;
Tea, vwhilft i’th’ lovveft form, fteps thence
To th’ Do&ors Chair.
I'ma School-fchollar too, my God!
Butyefterday I fele thy rod;
ct ftill vvith hope am girt and fhod.
Avvay, defpair

*T1s hope that. doth the fovver feed;
VVho feems to caft avvay his feed,
But doth preferve in verydeed
And mend his ftore.
Tam a Seeds-man too, my Lord!
And, but for Hope, thou yvould'it affoard
Thy blefling, vvhen I fovv thy vvord;
1had forbore.

Iam aSeeds-man; every teare,

1 fovv in Hope, vvill brin an care,
Fit for thy floor in time of yeare,
For thee fo gather:
VVere't not for Hope the heart, fome fay,
‘VVould break; yet Hope led me one day
VVeeping along the Milkie yvay
To thee, O FatherTam aSeeds-man, cafting bread,

On th’ vvaters, vvhere it feemns lye dead
TerHope affures met thall be fed,
And then reftor’d.
Hope doth the pris’ners bolts unlock:
His fetters doth in funder knock
Hope drives the Freemans trade and ftock

My deareft Lord!
Iamacaptive too. Sinschain

Doth hold and hamper, but in vain;
By Hope I'm faved, and fet again

At liberty.lama Tradesman too, Thou art
That God, vvith yvhomI deal. My heat{

Takes Heav’n to be the oply Mart,
Thither trade 15,

Expor-~



Exporting groans and broken pray’rs,
That {carfe can clamber up the fairs;
Importing rich and precious vvares,
Ev’njoy and peace:
Joy, that exceeds all underftanding,

O’th’ Spirits fealing, Chrifts ovvn handing
Peace, that is of Gods ovvn commanding,
And can’t furceafe.

Hope makes the labourer torun

A race, as "tvvere vvith cachdayes Sun,
Paying his yvages, ere’svvork be done,
And mine much more.
daily dig and delve vvithin,
Stubbing at th’ roots and fumips of fin,
And, but for Hope one day to vvin,
1 fhould give ore. CeaO come that long’d for day come qnickly
This Hope, differ’d, makes my heart fickly.

Grace is aRofe, but fin is prickly
And ttill'adheres.
Ampbition Like the Diver tries,

VVhet {harp vvith Hope.mazanatomize«A>
And geld the deéps i "his yd for prize
Forbids his fears.

Iam aDivertoo. Thy vvord
Dothricher rarities affoard
A greater deep, and better fror’d
vVith Pearls and Treafure
Angels defire to diveinte
Thefe deeps and fo Ideily do:
VVhofe Pearls are rich and Cordial too;
Health, VVealth, ad Pleafure.

*Tis Hope, that makes the racer fleet,
Bringing the vvager to his feet,
Make haft, faith Hope, vvhat?, don’t you fee’s?
Tou’ve vvon, you've vvon,
1am a racer too. My race
From fin to Glory is by Grace;
Hope {ets Heav'ns Blifs before my face,
And then I run,

i] Fiz
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1 heard the yvitty vvorld once fay 3+

The bird th’ bufh may fly avvay:
Take Heav’n vvho wvill, tis prefent pay,
For vvichvve trade.
To Taith and Hope I told this ftory 3
Their havings are but teanfitory,
Said Fath: {aid Hope, and I have Glory;

That cannot fade.
Haltie? Lud I; Hope, fhevy itme.

VVhat's this, {aid Hope, thou here dofk fee

Said I, an Acorn: No, faidhe
But ’tisan Oke.
YVhat 1st, {aid Hope, thou fee’ fafk by 2

A grain of Muftard-feed, faid Ts.
A plant, faid Hope, reaching the sky;

Andthow’ df right (poke.
Then I perceiv’d the meaning vvas,

Hope ripens {eeds of Grace te Grace!
Makes Grace, vi hen grounded, mount and pafs

Toth higheft fley.
vy

Hope {hevy’d me then a fpmkling Rone,

vVhat's this, fd Hope, that I've gotih 2
T fraitreply’d, tis Grace begun.

Said Hope, tis Glory.
Then learnt I, that Grace inchoate

By lively Hope doth matuiate
And, rip’ning, doth anuidipate
Heav’nhere on Bath.
I fpake to Hope of areverfion,
I had in Heaven, fince converfion;
Said Hope, why cat you ar afperfion
On th’ fecond birth?

Reverfion founds, faip ope, tomee
Tour ftate at prefentdead to bees
But I have Tleav'n in- Band, you fee; 1

VVheréon I live. Fa
1 am Faiths prefent recompence:
My Grammar hnovvs no Futnre rende:
The Verbs, that make up all my fenfey

Are Subfantive.



VVho re thele, fard Hope, thou {eet bétore,
Proftrate and begging at a door?
Said I, they are Heav’ns Parifh Poor;
Said Hope, they’re Kings.
Kings? {aid I; Bucvvhere aretheir Crovyns?
Their Scepters, Kifigdomes, Countries, Tovvns}
Their Ermine Robes and Purple Govvns,
Thofe Royal things?

I can, faid Hope, tell vvhere they he:

Safely they are relerv’d by me,
Safely referv’d from therh and thee:
Look here are they.
All’slpcke: Hope, lends the Key, {aid I.
Hope fetche a Bible prefendly:
On vvhich, vvhenIh’d but caft mine eye,

T found aKey.The right key *tvvas 0’th? door of Hope,

Enter, {aid Faith, thou needft not grope:
1torn’d the key, and th’ door flevv ope,

N

AndIvventon,But O the things, thatthere.I fav?

Jevvels of joyes, in foiles of ayve
But blab not, Mufe! Knovv’lt not the Lavr?
Peace, and have done.

“Tis not alloyv’d thee to difplay

The brightnels of Hopes holy day.
raUnutterable things to fay;

Mufe, donot vent're.,
Hope fhevy’d me, but can’t fay, vyvhat.

Only let him, that queftions that,
Bur getthekey, that then I gat:
And let him enter.Then let him Qy, Ifcver he

The like things unto thofe, did fee:
Or yet can utter, vvhat they’bee,

That there he {ayv.
This only can fay, that there”
Crovvns, Sceprers, all enameid vvere
VVith Grace and Peace, vvith Faith and Feary

VVith Love and Avve.

Fy True

F nk, yr yr
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True Hope though pleafant, yet 1s gracious
Not light, though lightfome Not audacious,
Though bold; though joyous, not falacious
Merry, not vain.
Hope can rejoyce, but never rant:
Alvvayes feeds high, but revell can’t;
Chaft Scripture-comfort’s that provant,
Doth Hope fuftain.

The vvord, vvhereon I hope, doth urge
Purenefs; the fire, vvherein I forge
‘The Anchor of mine Hope, doth purge
My drofs, my tin.
That Hope makes notafham’d, but fure,
The bottom’s rock, and fhall endure;
“That makes me ftrive, as God is pure,
To purge my fin.

True Hope's a Jacobs Raff indeed:
True Hope 1s no Lgyprianreed:
That {prings from mire, or elfe can feed

On dirt, or mud. y FETBy Hope juft men and fan&ified
Yih’ Ocean fafe at Anchor ride,
Fearlefs of vvrack by vvind, or tide,

By ebh, or flood.
Hope's the top-vvindovv of that ark,

VVhereall Gods Noahs do imbark
Hope lets in fkie-light, clfe hovy dark
VVere {uch a feafon?But vvouldft not be engulf’d, or drovyn’d,

VVhen ftorms and tempefts gather round 5°
E’re thou caft Anchor, try the ground
Hope muft have reafon.

Hopes Anchor-hold cannot be good,
VVhere th’ bottom’s all o'r only mud.
Shall ¢h’ Sinner in his Native blood
To Hope pretendOr th’ Hypocrite ftrengthen his maft,

(VVho boldly doth Hopes Anchor cat
On’s fandy bottom) vvhen at laft
Heav’ns forms defcend 2

Lo.



*VVare Cob-vveb Hopes, vvhen God {hall come
VVith’s befome of impartial doom
To fyveep mans heart, that inner room,

Shall they ftand fure
Oft have I {een a branch in {pring
Rent fromthe root, yet blofloming,
As tvvere fome Hopefull grovving thing,
But can’t endure,

He, that 1s at the pains and cofk

“To plant and vvater it, next froft
Is like to fee his labour loft,
And hope to perifh
Surely *tvvill pofe all {kill and art,

3But onely his, that can convert

This hely Hopein a dead Heart
To plant and cherifh,”And yvHere there’sbut a name to live,

Though for a feafon Hope feems thrive,
VVhen fuch give up the Ghaff, they give
Their Hepes up too.
Good Hope's through Grace. And vvhofoeves
Part Righteoufnefs from Hoge endeavour,
The Helmet from the Breftplate fever,
VVhichvvhovvould do?

But let, vvhat vvaters vvill, affaile,
The Hope o'th’ righteous cannot faile,
VVhofe Anchor’s caft yvithin the vaile,
Till th’ flood aflyvages.
Ys Hope's no Lorry, hit, or mifs 3
But an Iinherirance it js: FatChrift is in him the Hope of Blifs,

That rock of ages.
Mine eyes are unto Sien-hil]

Longing in Hope, yet’ vvaiting fill
For he, that fhall, vvill tome, and vvill
Not alvvayes linger.
Therefore in Hope vvill I rejoyce,
Tea, vvhen the floods lift up their voice;
VVhen Seas’fhall roare, to drovvn their noife,

Ill turn a finger.
F 4 Tl
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Pll turn a finger, and my fong
Shall be by book, left Igo vvrong:
For I've not {kill'd of mufick long,
Or holy mirth.
¥Veeping into the vvorld I came,
Bringing a vvorld of fin and {hame:
Bearing the firft Apoftates blame
Ev’n at my birch,

The fruit, old Adam and his Efe
Did {o long fince together thieve,
VVringing fny mother made us grieve
And groantogether:
And as Ithus did vveeping come
Out of one grave, Imean the vvomb,
My face vvas tovv’rds a deader Tomb
And I bound thither.

My life vvas but aBondage, through
The fear of death, that fatal {lough.
But lively Hope forbids me novv
All ffavith fears.
Oft have I been contemplating
Of death, that melancholick thing;
VVeeping, till Hope hath made me fing,
Drying my tears.

Author and rock of all my Hope!
hat haft deaths prifon-doors broke ope,
Se faftning to Faiths Cable-rope
Hopes Anchor trong.
VVhat, though I fail through foaming Seas
Billovvs are Pillovvs, Beds of eafe:
Deaths blaft rocks me afleep in thefe
VVaiting e're long

tAt thy thrill fuddain voice to rife,
And rub deaths duft pur of mine eyes,
VVhen death {hall have dif] gorg’dits prize
Safe on the fhore.
Then hold my rudder in chine hand,
VVho put to Seaat thy command,,
Till I may make {pme nevv-found land
Oh! help meo’re,

1 need



I1need not vvantan Anchor, Lord,
vVithvvood and iron, bee’ng fo ftor’d,
VVithvvhat thy Crofs and Nailes affoard,

Had I but kill. NAnchors, I fee, by th’ Forgers Art,
Have both a firait and bending parr;
Hope ftrengthens, yer it bovvs the heart
To vvait Gods vvill.

TheScripture faith, that tribu'ation,
’(And “tis a ftrange Concatenation)
VVorks patience; asif vexation
Did make more quiet;
And Patience vvorks Experience:
Experience, Hope: yet Patience,
T'm fure, doth live on Hopes expenfe
For daily diet.Thus have I feen the Grand-Childs purfe

For the Grand-Siers fupport difburfe,
Thus Hope doth Patience feed and nurfe;
Patience again
Doth tutor Hope, and teach it knovy
All points of Heavenly Courtfhip Hovy
To yvait on God, to bend, to bovr,

To bear his train.
To follovvhiminall his vvayes,

Andfotoholdevnall its dayes,
Secking that Honour, Glory, Piaife,

That God fhall give.
Patience of Hope makes Heaven finile
To fee the troden Camomile;
Vvhilft underfoot, fpring up the vvhile

And the more thrive.
VVhen death comes vvith his leaden footy

loping to crufh mine Hope i'dPeroot,
The utmofthurt, that death rg
Is but to make
Mine Hopegrovv up into fruition;
¥Vhileft Faith’s tranflated into vifion,
Mending thereby my fouls condition,
Doubling my ftaks.

Fs VVhat
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VVhat, though mine Haven, Heaven lye
Beyond the dead Sea? vvhat, though I
Deceafe? mine Hope fhall never dye,
Never decay.
VVhat, though I vvalk through th’ vale of tears 2
Hope is a ftaff, thatever bears;
Hope is arod, chafing my fears,
Guiding my vvay.

VVhat, though revengefull Papifts burne
Dear Bucers bones, (ill Hope's his urne,
Till’s afhes to a Phoenix turne,

And live afrefh.
V Vhat, though deaths fcorching flames prefume
To turn my moifture to dry fumé?
My foul {hall one day reaflume
Calcined flefh,

Therefore my dying tongue {hall fing:
Yet, ev’n my flefh, that fading thing,
Shall reft in Hope for that day-fpring
All th’ night of death.
And vvhen I lay my vveary head
And bones i'th’ grave, asin abed,
Let not the mou ner fay, he’s dead,
But flumbereth,

Tet bonie death fometimes lgoks in,
Bringing a lift of all my fin,
Pinching mine Hope, till itlooks thin,
And’s like to dye:
Deathinmy very face doth ftare
So gaftly, as if tmeant to fcare
And fright nhine Hope into defpaire,,
VVhile fin flands by.

Ah Confcience! Confcience!-yvhen I look
Into thy Regifter, thy Book,
VVhat cornedof my heart, vvhat nook
Stands clear of fin?
And though my fkin feels foft and fleck,

we

a 3

Scarce
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Scarce can I touch my chin and cheek,
But I can feel deaths javv-bone prick
Ev’n through my fkin,

Tet, vvhy art thus caft dovvn, my foul
Hope ftill in God, and on him roule,
If Heaven fmile, vvhat though death {coule,
And Confcience loure.
A Book ofiny dear Chrifts I have,
By vvhich I look, my God vvill fave
My foul from fin, my fiefh from grave
And from deaths povv’y, i

O death! vvhereis thy vi@ory 2
That I might live, my Lord did dye;

He fled thee not, but made thee flie, 8
Hay’ng dravyn thy fting,
Thou hadft of tperh adonblerovv;
Till Chrift bys Crofs took thee a blavv,

EY

VVhen faftningon him. But thow’rt novy

A rooth.lefs thing, yVVell maift thou bark, but canft nt bite,

Bending thy bragy, fhevving thy fpight: “a
Death do thy vvorft: Hope {ets me quite x lf
Beyond thy fpleen.
VVhat, though my death {eems vvrittenn
The very parchment of my {kin
VVith the black ink of my foul fin;

Ter have I feen; NE
i

On both hands of a fiend, once {l#in,
But fince return’d to life again,
Aberter ftory printed plain:
My fightsbutdim; i

Tet in the print o’th’ nailes I fee
Life in a Saviours hands for mee,

VVhil®, as he hungupon the tree, i
Hope hangs on him. iAnd fill fhall hang on him, untill
My bones have learn to ¢limbe thar hill, E
V Vhere noyv.he fits, and vvhence he vvill

Yet
a TY
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Tet come davvn hither,
That he may gather into one
Each duft of his and fcatt’red bone;
Then (hall he, as aliving ftone,
Tranflate me thither.

And novv, my Lord, vvhat vvait I for,
Standing and knocking at thy doar 2
I fland and knock at th’ door of Hope,
Till knocking makes the door ftand ope.

PVPe are fabed by Hope, bur Hope, that it fien, i not Hope 5
Rom. 8. 24.

hi dwis



LOVE
“Rom Faith and Hops I come fvveet Lose fo fing,
~4 For ev'ry Anchor hath its ring,

i Love makes

VVhereby tis vvedded to its Cable-Rope.

*Tyvixt Grace and Grace no marriage can be made,
But vvhere this golden ring’s firft had.
O golden Love, thou circling endlefs thing!
All grace concenters in thy ring.

VVhat, though mine heart be flinty rock and fone?
Tet flints have fire: And have I one?
No fpask of Love, thou God of Love! for thee,
That haft tvvice over-hammerd me?

There’s not one {park kindled upon nine hearth,
But at firft glance ic quits che earthy
Asifirknevvthe element of fire
VVere fome divinerthifig ind high'r.

Lord, I can feel, there’s fuch asthingasLove
VVarm in my breaft, and feel it move
1684, Ilove my Child, and fo doth he:
And {hall Inot, my God love thee?

Is love the only fire, that doth defcend
Or ismy God, my God, no friend?
Sure, all my doubts and fears cannot difprove
The condefcenfion of thy Love.

The Elements, vve find, invert their courfe,
Fearing, a Vacwam vvould be vvorfe
And did not Love ftobp lovy, yvhen God did dyes

To fill up mans vacuity
Reader I'Mtop here, And diop a-tear! 2

VVhen Love, that ev'ry Evning makes my bed;
Had notyvvhercon’to lay highead wv

Except, youl call that bloody Crafs and bittes
A }oy e-fick Saviours bed and lisyer,

RS Vvhen
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94 LOVE,VVhen Love it felt, being as nich as ftore,
To make me rich did become poor;
Unlefs, thofe tears and bloody drops, that fall,
Toul Pearls account and rubies call.

And can the flaming Element of Love,
To ftore my vvants, drop from above?
VVhy can’t mine Earth as vvell to Heaven grovv,
AsHeav'ns Love-fire come dovvn fo lovv 2?

VVhy may I not, Elijab-like, alpire
To rideto Heaven in thar fire,
That fire of Love, that came from thence dovvn hither,
On purpole, {ure, to help me thither.

VVhen Love to hatred did himfelf expofe,
And prick’s ovvn foot to eafg his foes
Printing full proof in his chapt parched {kin,
VVhat James of Love there vvere vvithin,

VVhen Love unthonght, unfought for, did come dovvn
Exchanging, for a Crofs, his Crovys,

Love undefir'd, Love undefery’d; did take
Mans game to play, to faye mbhs ftake,

VVhilett Qames of vvrarh fo forely did contelt
VVith this Love-fire in Saviours breaft,

Heightning the heat fo far, till’s blood boyl’d ore,
Iffuing out at ev'ry pore,
Lord! cantheeye, Thatreads,be dry?

Ah! ifircan; let northe vvrirers be: EY
No tears of Love, my God! for chée?
Lord! could Love make thee take ay fins, as thine

Sure then thy forrovys fhall be mine.
The firipes that rent thy back (hall fmite and knock

My breait, till they have cleft my rock.
The ir’n, thatin thy bands left fuch a print,

re

Shall firike fome fire out of xhy flint. ve
Shall I not love that friend, thatlov’d me fo,

So loy’d me, vvhen Fvvas his foe?
Lord! letnotvvant of Love encreafe my {core
My debts vvere great enough before.

Make me thy Love fo burping hot to feel;

As to diffolve and melt my fteel:

And



LOVE.
And burn my ftony heart to fervent line, &y
As I hve {een fire turn ftone fometime.

My heart is thine; Lord thon haft bought that ftone,

Lime is an ufefull thing in building fure i

And thou haft fevvel of thine ovin;
VVil't not quit colt 2 great builder! if it vvill, eh
O throvv mine heart into thy kill. HC

And lime of ftone vvill beft endure: cq 4

Knovvledgepuffs up, but Love is edifying,
PONAnd grovvs che ftronger by long lying.

nTOh that Thad that lime of Love, thatis

(As by Antiperifiafis)

Hotter for vvater I'vvould often then In
VVeep, till leven flam’d agen;
ButnovvImourn, Thatlcan’tburn.
y Can’tburn? Alas! my God, I'm burning ever: hows

But oh! my burningis a Fever. f

Such bedtick heat doth too too plainly prove,

“Fhat I am butsafirm in Love. 4Lord, doft not fee, hovv Gyants de invade
Thy right 2 my God, confound ‘their trade,
VVho ufing luft for lime, by hellifh art, YoVVeuld rebuild Babel ini my heart.

5

Y

"Tis not fo long my God and Saviour fince
Thou did expell th’ ufurping Prisice,
Rafing his vvorks and flrong-holds built vvithin
VVithlime of lnft and piles of fin.

Canllovefin, that hatefull cruel thing,
AThat grinds thé Serpents forked fling; wl

XShevv’'ng death, hovy tvvice af onicé to murther me?

And cannot, my God, lovethee? HAS:Can1 love fin, that puts me on the vvrack, wi 1

Till bones do bréak and finevvs crack; KR’
Le

And can I not love him, thatclimb’d the tree, MN

VVracking himfelf to take dovvn the? ksCan I love fin, fince hatred ne’re had bin, LEY.
Never binheard of, but for fin 2 fi
And can I notlove LOVE, that cams to dys; I
Ta kill hatred and enmity?

Dem Fak

Love
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96 LOVE.Love fin, that founded Hell at’s ovvn expence 2
REAnd not my God, that faves me thence?

Alas! hovv ftrangely Love its mark can mifs
Oh! that mine head and heart for this
VVerebothoneflodd Oftears of blood!

Or can mine heart, like Fofephs Miftrifs, make
{ove to the Servant? and miftake
Thefe things belovv for my dear God above,
To vvhomIovveev’n all my Love?

And then, vvhen thefe chaft Creature-comforts flie
Rather, then yield, or gratifie,
CanI complain unto my Loed, and fay,
That they did tempt, then fii avvay

Alas! poor Creatures vyvould not be abufed 5
And muft they yer be thus accufed
And Godinthem? and, that may bé found
Guiltlefs, muft guile reach God at th’ bound 2

Thou gav’ft me thefe to prove thy Love to me,
But not to fteal my Love from thee;
1 cannotlove the giver, for his gift;
Alas!'my God, that’s a poor fhift.

VVhy? {hall I court the Bearer, that doth bring,
Forgetting him, that fends, thering?
All Creature-good in this vvorld or the next
Be’ng but a comment on Loves/Text.

This vvhole Creationi be’ng but one round drop,
Hang ng dovvn from loves fingers tap,
If all the yvorld vvere Pearl, yet vvhy fhould 1

Defire to vvear it in mine eye
So, that for this ¥vorlds Love I fhould not fee,

My deareft Lord, hovv to love thee?
Canlfolovethevvorld? And can’t I yet
Love God, that made both me, and ic?
Lord, I muft cry, Here's VVitchery!

If che vvorld be th’ inchantrefs, Lord, I pray,
Haften the Gen’rall Judgment-day
For, fure, my Love, vwhen’t fees thee vvirch a burning,

To its right vvitsvvill be returning.
But rather, Ifufpe, tis Hells black art

That from my God thus charms my heatt
Remems



Remembring ’tvvas the vvilie Serpentis piot,
That firft brake the True-LoverssKnot.

VVheh Baalamns Divinations could not move
From Gods dear Jffzel Gods dear Love;
But God, that lov’d them once, vvould love them till,
Though Belaam vent from riouarto hill

He next inftructs the Moabrzesto lay
Adul’rous Loves in Ifiels vvay,
To quench their Love to God through vvanton fire,
And thereby to incenfe Gods ire.

And if this vvorld play the Moabitefs 5
*Tis Satans project, Lord, I guefs
VVho, fee’'ng he can’t divert thy Love from mee,
VVould thus divide my Love from thee.

And, is mine heart devided ah1 my God,
VVhofe cloven foot thereon hath trod,
The print difcovers. VVhat, though Baleanm’s dead
Thou God of peace! bruife Satans head.

But Iam moft affraid, the vvorft’s vvithin;

The vvith-craft of my native fin.
Sin vvinds and circles, Lord, fo thany vvayes,
Till fin oft-times the Devil raife
Lord! thouartfire, Givefitf her hire.

Burs up this vvitth, her crafts, and Philtre-pots;
Sins books of curious arts, charms, knots

By thy refining Spirit, that I may
Get vvarmth of Love to theé that vvay.

VVho hath bevvitch’d me, that 1 am fo cpy,
VVhen thou vvoulft fain my Love ¢njoy,
Thou, blefled Three, ftand’f fing for mine heart,

VVho only canf¥ fill every fart?
Dear God! vvho hath bévvitch’d me, that I can’t

Deny the courting vvorld a grant;
‘That never yet could All my heart, unlefs
Itvvere yvith griping émptine(s?

The garment of thy goodtiels is entire,
Can keep me vvarm vvichout fire;
To vvhich this vwhole Creation’s but a fhred,
Each Creatur¢’s bus one fingle thred.
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o8 LOVE.To give thefe things their due, they're good for ufes
Andlovely too: unlefs their juice
By Love inordinate be dryed up,

of Leaving behind an empty cup.
Andis Goldrich? and can the mine be poor 2

Theirs at the bet isborrovy’d ftore:
i. Nay, fo long borrovv’d, that it novv grovvs old,

"a O that my Love could yvax as cold.
As cold to Earth, asEarth is in decay

3

Butmore intenfe to God each day
vVho'll foonferve earth for all ses glitt’ring grace,

i Asvve do ferve old Sitver-lace:
of Lord! firechis pile Ofman meanvvhile

Their ftck to day, may break to morrovv;
Sure, she vvorlds credit cannot long hold good

b
>Tis much, the vvorld thus long hath food.

my Confid’ring, vwhen the vvorld’sin fulleft trade,
i Hovv poor and forry payment’s made
fer Hun, that ovves all, aid muft his right recover;

Sure, th’ vvorld muft then all trade give over;
a Shall I nottherefore deal i’th’ integini

io 1efs vvith the yvorld, but more vyith him,
VVith him, vvhofe Love’s an unexhaufted fpring

A Of ev'ry good and perfe thing
fee Methinks, mens trading vvith the vvorld might frop
J

At thought of this, vvho keeps her fhop.
Alas! my God, the vverld is Devill-ridden

i

The thing is knovyn, and can’tbe hidden,
Heli hath deflour’d the earth, and nov, I fee,

a Ty-ould putitsleavings off ro me,
v a) Davvbing falfe paint on th’ face oth’ verinkled creature,
as Hayne vvorn and {poil'd its native feature.
i The Barth's all Agypt nov’: And Lgptseurle

5
Is over all the vvorld, or yvorfe::

13
For Beelzebub vvith his fyvarming train

ih Hath all things flie-blovvn. To be plain,
ih There is not flefh, that’s fvveet, but Saviours, novyy,

VVhich Satan try’d, but knevy nothove

I vi

Ih’ve heard good hufbandé fay, that they, that borrovy
ap

Te



To taint. All's dogs-meacelle. Lord! teach me chufe,And I {hall all the reft: efule,

And onlyvvifh  Forthat one difh.
A difh, that’s vvholefome, and tis healing too.

Ah my dear God vvhat fhallldo
To Love thy flefh enough, that, tafted once,
For ever heals my brokenbones.

Set thine apart, all other flefh is grafs:

And is my foul an Oxe, or Afs?
That it fhould love no higher, then my beaft
Or can my foul fuch fare digeft?

Come, Trencher-criticks, you, thateat by book,
And in your food for phyfick look,
Tour Cook muft be fome {mall Apothecarie,

vVill youallovyaVerler varie
From your received rules and be content

To try a nevv experiment
Flefhin a feaver’s good Divinity,
VVhich, yvho moft cats, {capes beft, fay I:

Provided, that the Refh be found and good,

(For I'vvould be right undegitood)
As never did, nor could, corruption fee:
Ahmy dear Saviour! Imeanthee,

Alas! hovvlong inanhigh burning Feaver
Of Gods difpleafure, never, never
To have been cured otheryvife, did fin
Once bring me, till 1 did begin.

To fall aboard that facred ieth And chen
Hovv loon did I grovv vvell again
Then vvelcome, gentle gueft, if thou haft not
To prize and love chine health forgot,
Come, fit dovyn here, And love this Chear.

Ortell me, isitfyveetnefs and delight,
That ratherdoth thy Love invite
VVhatmore delicious, fvveeter thing can be
Than that fvveet blood, vvas {hed for me?

VVhen I Repentance take, that purging pill,
Itake iin this Syrup ftill
VVhat purgeth, pains; and vvould too much corrode
But for this fvveet emulgent blood.

Gz Ton
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Tou curious Falates, that can’t let one glals
VVithout afi i€: Examen pafs,
Come taft, and tell me if (this blood) this vvihé
Be n’t generous and genuine

The Vine 1s Divine, nay *uis fome vvhat more;
And can the blood o'th’ Grape be poor?

*Tis this High-Country-V Vine that fills my cup;
VVhen at my Saviours board I fup.

VVine, that’s as {vveer, as vyrath of God is bitter,
VVhich vvho hath tafted, is the fitter

To rellifh this rich liquor. VVrath makes dry,
But here’s the cup of Charity.

This is the grace-cup. Nothing's fvveet, nor good,
Till dafh’t or {prinkled vvith this blood.
Men are hut Svvine, vvines are but fevill, before
This bloud man to himfelf reftore.

A VVine fo good, falln Angelsmight not taft it;
VVho therefore did contrive to caltit
Upon theground; vvhich, vvhen they thought to fpill;
They broach’d for man againt their vvill.

Lord! vwhocanlove Thv blood énough?
Or do you love for Lovelinefs 2 Come hither;

My Lords lovely altegether.
Alas! hovy am’rous vvits forget their duty
To this fupream and perfedt beauty

You fond admirers of a {kin-deep hue!
To dufty beauties bid adieu,
To dufty beantres, that have marr’d your eyes 3
Ah my dear God! that vvit vvere vvife!

It cuts mune heart to fee much filken vvit
And firares and haltersmade of it:
Halters to th’ ovvners, nares roth’ paflers by.
Hovv fat loofé vvit can vvantons tye

And ftake them dovva till firft the lover burns
In heart, and chen in Hell, by turns.
But fay, his Love be chafte; and fhee aflovvr;
All’s next to nothing the next hour:

"Tis kill’d vith kindnefs, dies, vwhert complemented,
And fooneft fades, vvhen “tis mofl fented.

VVhole



‘Have leave to feet; though none can fay, x

LOVE: 101VVhofe Mufe doth drefs his Mifteifs, hangs a Veife
To day upon to morrovvs Here;

Friends muft be then call’d in, to have avvay,
VVhat vvanton vvit adores to du.
Skin-beanty’s but a-Sedom-apple juft
VVhencrufhe, it turnsco french and duft.

The vvanton vvorld complains their Lobe is blind,

And I mut needs be of their mind;
VVhillt for fuch vvalking fhades they cannat fee,
My deareft Lord, hovvto love thee,
Tetthouart faire Beyond compare.

Had Ia vvit, and had I grace, I'd bring
fMy Saviour an enamel’d ring,

A ring, vwhofe Pofic {hould be this alone:
Stars get ye gone, the Sun bath (hone.

Stars? I mean glovv-yvorms; earthen beauties, vvhich b

Teh dak do fparkle in 3 dich,
f

And fools miftake for Stars till touch informs
i

And proves them to be fillse worms,
But, Lord, my Mufe unvvorthy is to bear

The fhoes, that thy fair feer do vvear,
Fairer, for bee’ng [0 fvvift, fvvift, to {hed blood; y
Their own, I meangto do me goad.

Hovv fair’s thy face then 2 may I, Lord, one day

Hovv fairicis, My dear, the Sun’s a Clod
To thy bright face, fair Son of God!

VVherein fill frefh and frefh together grovves
kvith Vallies Lillie, Sharons Rofe,

ARofe, that né’r bare prickles Of its ovvn;

Tet {inners thorns did Saviour crovvn.
And fhall I love my Champion lefs for fears,

He gat in vvaging of my vvars?
Thy bruifes as but beauty~fpots, my dear,
That make thy Love more fair appear.

VVho loves for flefhly glofs and filken kin,
Muy find a Serpent oft within,
But thy deep vvounds, Lord, prove thee, that thou art
All-lovely to thy very heart.
Beauty, thusdeep, VVilt hold and keep,
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02 LOVEOr 151t Knovvledge, Learning, Science, Art,
That takes the more ingenious heart?
Come, bookifh man, and fit a vvhile dovvn here;
Till thou haft read my deareft dear.

VVhat's that, that’s printed 1n his hands and feet?
“The print is plain, man, doft not fee’r?
Amyftery, that learned flefh and blood
Never taught yet, nor underitood.

Ih've fometime ftood and vvondred at the Ovvles,
Hovv they fhould prove Miner6a’s Fovvles:
But fince have learnt, thatlearning’s blind, as Love,
Till both be tutour’d from above.

Oh vvhat aDungeon is the mind of man,
Let Pallas paint it, yvhat fhe can
Some vvould not be fuch fools, but that they're vvile,
And might fee better, but for eyes.

Lord, fhall I love to knovy, and not knovy thee,
In vvhom all'VVifdoms treafures bee 2

Great Magazine! vvhofe vvifdom’s infinite,
Give me that Panoplie of light,

An Epidetus, or an Antonine
Vth’ dark may make a fhift to fhine;;
Buc being by thy Sun-light underftood,
Alas; my God, prove putrid vvood.

Shall ventrous Students ev’ry Toads-head look
For Pearls of knovvledge? And thy book,
Thy vvorks lye by unlov’d, uplook’d into 2
Thy pupills, th” Angels, don’t {fo do:
But help their fight By Gofpel-light.

Qr do love for likenefs 2 Ah, my dear,
VVhofe Image vvas't, I fislt did beac?
VVhilft yer I food in primitive perfection,
Lord, vvhat vvas[, but thy reflexion?

So like thee, that thy felf thon couldft not love,
But love metoo: NorcouldI move
Thy Love from me, till 1 thy likenefs loft,
Thine Image bee’ng fi n-flur’d and croft.

But novv I'v. hatefull grovvnand hati gtao,
Alas, my God! vvhat [hall I de

To



LOVE. 103To love thee and to be belov’d of thee?
My Lord, thy Love preventeth mee.

For fince the ground of liking Likenefs is,”
Rather, thenmy por Love thow’dft mifs;
Since c.rfed fin made man unlike his maker,
Goll of mans likenefs vvas partaker.

L)
VVhen fin, to mans undoing, had undone

Gods Image; God next fent his Son
Inlikenefs of poorfinfull fiefh, thereby
Condemumng fin i’th’ flefh to dye:

My God vvas hungry, thirfty, naked, poor;
In fears, in tears,in fvveat, in gore;
VVas tempted, vvas beniay’ d, forfaken, fold,
VVas captivated, kept in hold, i

VVas judg’d,vvaskill’d,vvas buri’d, then,
J

That be and I might rife agen’
In one divine aud fiveet fimilitude,
AndLovein Likenefs be renevv’d.
AndcanIyer Thy Love forget?

Ordo Iloeve for Confanguinity
For nearnefs and relation? vvhy?
For me Chrift took, and fhed thar 8lood of his 5
And dolafk, havv near be is?

My Lord is much more mine, then I mine ovyn:
My Lord vvas mine; yvhen 1 yvas none:
My Lord, vvhenI vvas loft and gone aftray,
V Vas both my Shepheard and my vvay.

Surely my Lord and I am near akin,
F’refince my Saviour vvas made Sin
Yor me, and I made Righreonfnefs in him.

HeismyheadandIalimb:He is the Vine, dnd I the branch: the root,

VVhereof Tam aflip or {hoot:
Of my falvation he the captain is,

And Iam a reprize of his.
Hé is my Father, Thisfeed: nayhe

In travaile of his foul bareme:
My brather too, born for adveifity;
The Jofeph of the family.
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1i, co He is my Maker, yer mine hufband too;
This Potter me, his clay, did vvooe:
And rather, then he’d mifs the match, did make

ne Hima clay-body for my fake.
Ev’n all men love their own, and fhall Inot

Ph
Help, Lord, and I vyill knit the knot,
In full acceptance of thy free donation

a Clafp hearts and hands in fyvept relation:

po
Lord, thouart mine, Make me morethine!

Or do Ilove for fuitable Supplies
VE To all my vvants? fure, I yvant eyes,
by Or I cpuld not wvant Love, my Lord, to thee,

ry In vvhom all bleflings treafur’d bee.
4 O that my drop into a Sea could firvell

Tig EEE TI

pi Ot Love to him, mn vvhem doth dvvell
ot All fullnefs, as in bank or houfe of fare,
v0 ¥v’n Grace and Blifs for evermore!
ro Thine bee’ng once afked, if they vvould avvay,
LT) i O whither [ball we go faid they,

The words of life cternall. Loyd. thou has.
PaAnd that’s a ftock, can never vvaft.

Sh Goodnefs is all contradted in thy face,
kp As Sun-beams in a burning-glafs;

Oh thatIlay in fome dire&er line,
i A 0 “That Imight burn, yvhil(t thou doft thine!

Wah ow
Am1Iafinner? thou'rt 3 propitiation:

Sg

"oY
ot! I h’vevvrought confufion, thou falvation

Fl

Ea

Ch Y hve purchas’d death, both for my {elf, and thee;
But thou to lifc haft ranfom’d mee,

As God, thou fzef as man, thoufeel ff my grief;
Wt As both, thow’rt fnitable relief;
Lr LL My Creditour, and yet my Surety too A

Paying and pard’ning vvhat T ovve,
n i Creatures are Cifterns, leaking veflels, they Ng

Cein Cannot fupply themfelves one day,
Ho And me much lefs. My fpringsare all above,
x13) My light, my life; VVhy not my Love?
TE Oh ’tis thy right: Accept my mite.
TIA Oris it Love, that fharpens Love again

i.

noo My Saviouria Cd

ta
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Of thine on Earth, and prefent Interceflion
Pleads fora Love beyond expreffion.

Tis Love, I livenpon. And do I yet
Sufpeét thy Love or queftion it?
Lord, if my living be n’c full proof, thy dying
Gives evidence beyond denying,

Herein is Love vvithout diffimnlation,
Thy Love thou provelt by thy Paffon,
VVhofe every vvound yvith open mouth cries out,
VVeate Loves Vouchers, if you doubt.

VVhen Heav'nly Hoafls firft {ayv thee breath, if then
They run and preach good vvill tovv’rds men,
If thus they comment on thine Infant-breath,
My God! vvhat thought they of they death!

Oh! hovv he lov’d him if, vvho {avy the {hed
Tears for they friend Laz’ru,bee’ng detd
Cryed out; VVharmight they've faid, that favv the dye,
Bleedling for me, thincenemy?

And dare I, can I yetrenevv that grief,
Doubting thy Love, through unbelief?
If I but fay, I love, hovv doth it grieve me,
If yet my Friend vvill notbeligve me.

And dare Iyet fufpect the God of Love,
VVho {ayes, vvho fvvears, vvho dies, to prave

He loves me! Shall 1 failin proof of mine,
And then, to make amends, doubt ghine,
Doubling thereby  Eachinjury

I find, Ifeel,Ifee, and can’t I fay,
He loves me? Doubts out of my vvay:
Doubtings, by demonftrations overcome,
Sure then, if ever, may.be dumb.

Or, if I needs muft doubt and jealous bee,

Lord, Ile {fufpedt my felf, not thee.
My foul! loy’ft thonthy Lerd fay yea, or may,
My God, I'm gravell’d vvhat to fay.

Tet vvill 1 hold mine heart to th” Scrutiny,

Tillit affirm, or elfe deny.
Deny? my God! Idare not, ndy,Ican not,
And yet, methinks, affirm I may not.
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106 LOVE.Othat)could. Thisonely canIfay,
Dear Lord, that Icannot {ay nay.
Thoughts in again! (Love’sno {uch neutral thing)
Tou mufta certain Verdsé bring.

Only be fure, for ’tis your ovvn behoof,
Tour Verdict flands on certain proof,
Alas! my thoughts can never folve this doubt,
Unlefs thy Love, Lotd, help me out.

My God, vvhat crouds of vvitneffes feem firive,
Tobe depos’d oth’ Negative
My leldome thoughts of thee, my cold devotions,
Heartlefs profeflion, lifelefs motions

My vvanton Daliance vyith the yvorld and fin
My vvant 6fkindnefs to thy kin;
My little longing vvhen thou’re out of fight
Or lab’ringto regain the light,

Ifigh, to fay, Hovy thefeplead Nay.
Thefe? ai my God! and many more, than thefe;

My lictle little cace, to pleafe;
Or fear of grieving thee, my vvant of leifure
Forthee; and in thee vvant of pleafure.

My numbe lethargick zeal, vvhen men defame
Thy Saints, thy vvorfhip, vvayesy or name,
Hovv fay I, that I Love thee, vvhen mine heart
So poorly playes the Lovers part?

Mk Love commands mine eye, mine hand, ty purfe
Can I love thee, yet ferve thee vvorfe 2
Or mult my friend of all friends be deny’d,
VVhat I yield "tall, I love befide?

Alas! my Lord! fuch proof had almoft got
AVerdi& paft, I love thee not;
Rut, that one yvitnefs came and croft the reft,
Stifling that Verdi in my breaft.

Tet t’vvas not much, that vvicnefs had to fay,
But, {orely vveeping, cry’d, I pray,
1f't be, a5 you pretend, that there’s no fire,

VVhence is this frroaking flax-defire?
My Jefus! thou’remy Judge, the Judge ofall,

To vvhom my Love muft ftand, or fall:

7 y

Thou,



 1bind it on thine Altar, in defire,

ea

LOVE. 107Thou, that knovvft all things, knovvit, that abhor
My felf for loving thee no more.,

My Dear! Ih've fometime long'd, and do I not
Long yet, that thouvvouldftloofc one knot,
To tye another vvhat's this life toms,
If I mut {till be firange to thee 2
To love is life,’ Elfelife’s but ftrife.

Oh that Ivvere a Graduat in that Colledge,
VVhere Love 1s koyvn that paflech knovvledge;
VVhere fmiling Saints do comprehend and dvvell
In Love incomprehenfible

VVhere perfect Love cafts out tormenting fear 5
Nor theirs, nor thine, is doubted there:
Vvhere tull-eyed Love may {ee to interline
Thy text vvith fome fhort Notes of mine.

But vvhil@ I’m loyv as carth, {hort as a fpan,
Flat as a fhade; narrovv 3s Man,
The height, length, depth, and breadth of Love to meafure
Ihave nor fkiil, my God, nor leifure.

Love, that’s as high, as Heav'n, for thence it came,

And thither vvith it bound.I am.
Love, that’s aslong, as length; eternity
Muft fay, hovv long, for fo can’t I.Love, that’s 4s deep, as Hell, for thence it rook

Me; and the day’sdovvnin my book.
{.ove, that’s, as broad, as fin, that {preads all over;

Tet, Lord! thy Lave my fin doth cover.
The Aftronomer, vvhat Houfes ftars do keep,

Can tell, the diver gage the deep;
But I, poor Chrifts-Crofs.Schollar, cannot {pel}

LOVE, though a monafyllable:
Lord 1 could be content, mine earth might turn

To afhes, fo my foul might burn,
And all my povvers become one Haolocauft,
Reachihg thy Love and life ac aft;

Lord, ftir thisfire And raife it higher.
Here’s a poor broken heart, a Sacrifice,

V¥hich yet thou'ft faid, thow’lt not defpife,

Heav’ns favour fet it all on fire!
Lord



103 LoveLord, {hall I ever be a Queftionft?
[SL]hy Help me commence in Love to Chrift:

2,
Or {till incept’ring? pafs a grace, mine heart
May once be mafter of this art.

hy But as 1{aid, methought, I heard one fay,
FI Avvay, bold Frefhman, youmuitfiay

i. a Tour time; there's many *nadt, ere this degree,

4 i K And here there muft no hudlings bee.

bow Lord, if it thuft be {o, my novv Condition
as 1 tender to thine ovvn Tuition,
fv "Till have better arguments to prove,
LN I'm more preficientinthy Love.

VbIE Charge thy elf vvith me. Me and all, that’s mine,

{a oe Subjed I to thy Diftipline.
Lord, I vvill have no mind/diftin& from thee,

yo VVho giveltall, that’s thine, to mee.
A. If others afk me, can you vvalk abroad
bo Tle anfever: goandalk my God.
r VVhere thon {aifl, go, though flefh and blood fay, fay,

Tle creep, if can’t run that vyay.
Or if Las fear, I{hall, tranfarefs

“0 This lavy of Love, Inovyexprefsy
i by T'le humbly ftrip my felf next ferious thought,

Till thou haft vvhipt me for my fau’esi V tl Thenkifsthy rod, And cry, my God!
wo, Then if thou (mile, thy favour, Lord, fhall beYEN Like rain upon movvn graf to me,
t FR Or like vvarm Sun-beams, that fucceed fome fhovver,

Cw Till joyes poor Bud's a full-blovvn floyver;
4 But I vvill vvatch, left fome, 04d Adam (eed

tw‘ow VVith joyes fair flovver put forch fome vveed,
VVhich, vvhen't firft peeps, thy vveeding knife I'le borrove,

Age Left the ground harden by to morrovv.
‘y Ile mark thine eye; a better brighter Sear,

7 wi Than that, that guides the Mariner.

iy
My dull remifnefs, Lord, thine eye fhall vvhet

EE To more obfervance, vivhen fharp fer.
Aiy Thy quick and hatty look {hall quicken mee

LINE
T’le avvay to my Book, or kaee,

mt Tay



LOVE. 109
Ile chide my bufte play-fellovvs; Avvay,
My matter frovvns 3/ I dare not play.

Lord, Plefee by thinceyes; thineev’ry beck
Shall be my bridle, curb and check.
The PPatch, thou giv'ft me, I'le keep for thy fake:
;And vvind itup vwhen ere Ivvake,

The Book, thou gav’ft me, that blood-guilded Book,
1'le ever, ever in it look,
Till find thee there, and my (81f thy beauty,
And learn to knovv and do shy duty:

Then fhevving to others, See the token, Love;

Plc fay, hath fent me from above:
Keeping the cleaner hands, that may not
Difcolour it vvith any fpert;
Unlefs a tear Drop here, or there.

The talk, thou fetit me, Lord, Ile not complain:
Thy vvork fhall be my vvage and gain;
Clean, as Iean, Fle do’t; if fullied, then
My tears fhall vvafhit o’re agen.

Thy {trict commands and love-lin'd yoak {hall be
A neck-chain of purggold to mes
‘Thine hardeft fayings, vwheén my ftomacks queazie,

Love fhall digeft, and make them eafie.
Thine is tg Labans-fervice, if it vvere,

Let Love tvvo Prentifhips mighebear:
But to be bound, ox held in durance by
Thy Royall Law, is liberty.

Mine heart thall be lefs oof, and yet more Lirgés
Beng ftretchit outunto all thy charge;
And vvhere my life falls {Hort of either table,

LoSe (hall fullfill forLoveis able.
If thou vvilt come, and take an Inventory

Of all, thats fnine; Ile notbe forry:
If thou vvilt fearch and ranfack all, Ihave,
P’lehelp thee, or thine help Fle crave.

If ought, Lhave, difpleafe, or if I doubt,
I vvill, for furenefs, throvv it out.
If I can pleafure thee vvith oughs, that’s mines
Ile quit my Title, Lord, tis thine. Ty
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tio LOVE.If mune heart fit thy vvalking, thou fhalt have it,
If not, vet Love fhall mend and pave it
vVichfuch clear folid ftone evn all vvithin,
As yet can vveep for ev'ry fin,
VVafhing thy feer, VVhenmendo’t fee’.

Mine heart, be’ng thus pofleft, vvhen ftrangers come,
I'le fay, thowt taken up my room;
Then if thou afk, vvhofe purfe, or partsare thefe 2
Tle anf vver, thine, Lord, if thou pleafe.

If on mine Hour-glafs thou then lay thine hand,
And afk, vvhofe is this running fand?
Tlganfvver, Lord, the little, s left, is thine:

“But, vvhat’s run out, is no more mine.
Or if thou afk me, vvho are thofe at th’ door?

Smiling en them; Ile fay, my poor,
Ile draw my foul bur, yvhen thy Lazar knocks,
My Cupboard hall be th’ poor mans box.

If others come, like thofe poor Greeks, to mee
VVith a Sir, vve vyould Jefus fee,
Tle gladly tell them, vvhere my Lord doth fup,
Do’ng all I can, to help them up.

If others cutfe thee Shimei like 5 if they
Caftduft, I'le blovv the duft avvay
VVith fighs and groans; if they chine honour ftaif,
T’le vveep and vvafhit clean again,

Or elfe I'le chide, or fight, if thou fhalt bid,
(But firft of all vvith Traytours, hid
Athome.) Ile feat no colours, vvhilft abovs
Thy Banner over me is Love.

VVho fuestobe a favourite of mine,
Tleafk him firft, if he be thine,
If noty I'le pray him, to be reconcil’d
To thee, that fo my. Love to th’ Child

May allbe found Thine at the bound.
Or, vvhen thv tender Lillie bleeds, my God,

Torn vvith thofe cruel thorns abroad,

Or rent vvith Shifmes at home and heart-divifion,
Ple, vvhat I can, play the Phyfician.

Tle plead vvith thee vvith them; if things grow yvorfe,
Y'le bleed my felf to turn the courfe:

VVhen
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VVhen I thy Peoples Hearts divided fec,
Surely, mine Heare (hall broken bee.

Thy Love hath lent me all the balm thats thine,
VVhy {hould not then thy fores be mine?
My God they fhall but chiefly, vvhen my Paflion
Or luft provokes thine indignation.

I'lebereveng’d on one, my {elf I mean,
And grieve, till thou art pleas’d agen.
Paflions {hall live like Gibeonites, their Lave
To hevv thy vvood and vvater dravv.

So all, T have, fhall ferve thee, till I knovv,
My Love hath life, and find it grovv.
Lord, I'le account of all, as it conduces
To help Loves grovvth, and ferve its ufes.

If in the Sunfhine of a profp’rous face
My fire can’t burn fo clear ‘for that,
Ile rather choofe fone courceotss cloods rerurn,
Then fee Loves holy firé not burn.

Or if 1fail of ought, I here profefs,
And thy rod can’t my fault redrefs,
Rather, then live thy grief, Fle yreldxto dye,
So Love infli& the penalty,
That paid my fcore By death before.

If Love yetlet me livéa grovving debtor,
Ile ftudy hard, but Ile live better
Live Imeari love that’s the Commandments end,
And that’s the life, that I intend.

Though Love yvax cold abroad, and fin abound,
Hard Froft ote fpreading all the ground
Shall th’ heat of Kitchin-fire be more increaft,
And not thy flames vvithin my breaft?

Lord, vvhat's a Silver-tongue, if’t cannot talk,
A Golden’ Leg, if’t cannot vvalk?
Faith, that can Mountains move, yvhen tis defired?
Or Martyrdome, if Love-be is fired 2

VVhat, if 1 give my goods andall my fore,

But notin Lefe, to feed thy poore?
But, if in Love a cup of vvater cold,
Though the drink’s mean, the Cap is Gold.

[35 SARS Wenge J geri JE
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jar Love tunes my Pray’rs, makes Praifes muficall 5
3 LY VVhich elfe ac beft but hovvl, or ball.

Love makes tvvo Mites to God as acceptable,
As if; to bring tvvo vvorlds, *tvvere able.

Ny True Love's true beauty, beauties elfe but paint,

i No more am I, if Love 1 vvant.
Lord, help me put on Lobeto keep me vvarm:

1d To dwell in Lobe fecure from harm

To walkin Lobe, till Love ith’ ream do lead
To Love, that is the Fountain head,
Or th’ Ocean, vvhich, if I can’t comprehend,

La
Fleplunge into: thitih theend

ET LoftImay bee, If/off,in thee.

LS Tet, yvhen I think, vvhat pent and narrovv room
oy 1

I'th’ Virgins VVomb"i
The God of Love lodg’d in, methinks, mine heare

ReWo, May hold its part
a Into mine heart O fhed thy Love abroad,
iy My God! my God!

EN
Both be’ng Spirit, vvhat can better fuit,

I Then th’ Sphrits fruit 2
EE Drink, thirfty veflel till thou fill, or break;
soy But neverleak:Li) The broken Heart and truly contrite Breatt

Fa Holds Love the bef,q And the beft Love; aLove, more vvorth, then vvine 3
Lord, I mean thine.

vf
Then, as the purpole of thy Grace and Love

PE None can remove,
why Let me fo love thee, as to part and fever,
ae Lord, never, never.

iz

PEE Ungirt, unblefi, vve {ay my God Lobe ss

i; The bond of Blifs
Wa And perfeitnefi; agrace, vvhofe Bond-menbe

LA ‘The only free. EA
walfle FP Forks vvithout Faith can never, Lord, pleafe dice,

Mot Nor profit mee.
Faith yvithout LoBe, can’t operate, or move,wy Busworks by Lobe.

fi Love



LOVE. 13
Love is a Grace, that ftanids her ground in Glory,

That upper ftory.
Love, vvhen Tongues, prophefies, and knovviedge fail,

Ent’ring the Vail,
Poflefleth, as Supream and bighef Grace,

The Holiefl place.
vVhen Faith and Hope do thither vvait npon her,

As Maids of Honour,
Sole Love is left, as Queen of all the Graces,

In Gods Embraces.
Mean vvhile, Lord, to be fick of Lobe to thee,

Is health to mee.
They, that have not this ficknef§, have avvorfe,

Thy plague and curle.

If any man love not the Loyd Jefts Chiff, let bivn be Anathes
haMaran-atha, 1. Cor. 16. 22+

H te PRAT.
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PRAYER
NY Ex¥ th’ Trinity of Perfons and of Graces

Mans three main Duties Mufe and Method places.
NN care (hould

VVho vieyvs my God and Grace in all their Beauty;

But yvho believes, hopes, loves, (I'm fure of thar)
vVill love to Pray; to Hear, to Meditate.

Pray's’s the fift breath, put forth in ctying thei,
vVhen through fad pangs poor fouls are born agen,

Heav'n vvell commends Faiths midwifery, and {ayes,
‘The Cluld’s no flsll-born, for behold, he prayes.

Pray’r is the sapper at Heav'ns door, Faith knocks,
VVho’s there, faith Lobe vvithin doors, and unlocks.

Pray’r isthe key vvhat re the lock retards,
Pray’t, oyld vvith mourning, gently {lips the wards

And moves the Spring, Gods heart. Doth Epbraim mougn 2
The bolt gives back, Jehovah’s bovvels turn,

Pray'r 1s an Arrow froma well-bent heart;
VVatch the Returns, and fee, vvhat ’tvillimpage, J

Of Heav'ns Intelligence 3 ith’ floods decreafe,
This mournfull Dobe brings th’ Olif e-brynch of peace.

Pray’r ic the facred Bellows 5 vvhen thefeblovy,
Hovy mufically doth faiths Organ got;

Thus Pray’r proves Faith an fiuffrimenz, and Love
Anfvvers to this wind. mufick from above,

Inf{vveet confort vvith ravithing confent
Upon that Lute, (that dear-firing’d Inftrument)

vVhofe Grings are Bowels of that Lamb, eng flain,
vvho makes the Mufick, bee’ng Alife again.

Pray’ris the facred Bellows, vehen thefe blovy,
Hovv doth that Libe- cole from Gods Altar glovv

ByPrayer Lobe burns to zeal and hot defire
Baprizeth the fouls fovvel all vvich fire.

Fray'r



PRATER. ugPray’r breath’s the gale, vwhileft Faith doth nabigate
T'th’ brittle bark of mans frail mortal fare:

Good Hope's thé Cape fair Haben, and fair wind?
VVhilk Faith, in pray’r, teers the Jow balla mind.

Piay’r is Faiths Limbeck, there the Promife lies
And thence difills 5 mock not Pray’rs wairy eyes.

Onth’ knees of Pray’r Faith brings forth Promifes
As Bilha{ometimes bare on Rachels knees.

Pray’r is Faiths B «cket, (Pray’r doth upvvard move,
Dravving ‘ts waters from thofe wells abobe

Chain’d to that Bucket of the Bleffng, fo;
That that temrs dawn, asthis doth #pward go.

Pray’ris Faiths Pomp, vvhere’t vvorks till th’ vvater coméy
If’t come not free at firft, Faith puts in fame;

Some truly penitential zesrs and then
Pumping the Promife, payes it {elf aged.

Pi2y’r 15 the Chriftians Palfé Pray’r inflantly
The Temper, or Diffemper vyill defcry.

Some read, fome fing, and fome their pray’rs can fay,
He's an Elias, that his pray’ss can pray.”

\Pray’s,\ifting up its holy hands, can dart
To He'ven thar hand-granddo of the Heart,

OF the whole Heart, yvhich, kindled vvith defire,

In ferfems motion breacks. {ets Love on fire
Compaflions burn He'ven [uff’ring violence,

Grovys, to farrender unto man, propenfe.
Pray’r’s a chief piece of Faiths Artillery

Take a right ground, sount Pray’r, 3ym right, let fly.
Doth Heav’n hold eut let Heaven héar from Faitli;

VVhat force Pray’ home charg’d vvith a Promife hath,
Doth Hell affault? let ferbonr fire this Gun,

1

And the report {hall make bold Legion run.
Prmy’'rs Rhetorick. commands, ywhen’t begs, and fo

Makes moft §itorious, whom it brings moft low.
Pray’ liftesh up the Eves; Hands, Heart, vve fee;

VVhen Pray’ moft humbly doth bow dewh the knee.
Pra’r makes Man Prince with God doth Jacob kneels

$aith King of Glory, Rife up Ifpael!
Pray’r, in the flint Hannah, loudly [Peaks

Fray'r both Manaffe's bears and prifom breaks

Ha y {f
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né PRATER.ElijabsPray’r doth pierce the braffie fkies;
And makes the Tears to land in Hesbens eyes,

"Tis not an armed Amalek, can ftand,
VVhen Pray’c Life up a Mofzs’s naked Hand.

As Thunder ffruck Philiftines once did fall,
Dovvn tumbles Rain, and th’ Enemy vvithall

Arth’ Lightning Legious pray. Ohl yvho canvvary
VVhere pr.ate Souldiers fuch Cotnmanders are?

Przy’r, bee’ng aboard the great Leviathan,
Invvhofe clofe Cook-room §orab’s fhipt, poorman?

Makes Land, runs th® Hulf on (hore, und open breaks
The Pris’ners vvay, by blowing-#p the Decks.

Pryr undertakes to difapling the Suz,
To teach that Giant Poftures, vwhen td Run,

VVhen to Retreat, to make a Halt, to ftand.
At praying Yofhua’s word of Command

This rovvlihg Bye in Heavens brovy lands Rill,
PPendring o {ee Faiths Pray’r thus vvotk its vvill,

Fifteen Degrees, vwhent Hezekiah pray’d,
His Life, and ten the Sun ran retragrade:

Thus Pray’s prevails itt Heaben, Earth, ind Seas;
Add but its conqueft over Hel to thefe,

Hovv th’ Ayré of Pray’r éhoakes the ferpentine brood
Of thatold crooked Drsgon in the flaod,

Sn Satans fpasvn, an  hovv the intefting Thorne
Is by true Pray’rs compun(Zson out-vvorne

Hovv th’ Mefinger of Satan’s buffeted,
YVho cam to buffer; hovvthe Serpents Head

Underthe knees 0f Pray’r is fqeez’dat lat;
And Begl- 2ebub is himfe!f out caf

Bv the rare force of Pray’r, that grovvs more firing
By Fafting, and more fre/b by vvatching long.

The funithe of all is, Pfay’rs flupendious Art,
To bind Gods bands, tid keep in hold his Hears.

Pray’r, impertutiing this Samp/on, hath found
Himfelf revealing, hovvhemay be Bound;

Ev’n God be bound, vwho’s infinitely free,
Tex faith to Faith and Pray’r ‘Comimand yt mee,

Ne



__PRATER. ny
The Prayer-hearing God, the Father is;

The Pray’r-perfuming God, that Sp gf His
(vvith flagrant, fragrant Incenfe of his Merit)

The Pray’r-inditing God, is God the Spirit.
Pray’rs Tears are vvafht in Gods Blood, its moans.

Are ayr'd vvith Gods uputterable groans; ney
Thus Pray’s prevails vvith God yet Puaifes {hall

Not Pr2p’r; burth’ God of Pray’r victorious call,
yVho's di sn AB,

Pray alwayes with all Prayer, and watch thereunto with aR

perfeberence, Eph. 6.13,

Ww Hs HEA~
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HEARING:
“Rom Pray’r to Hearing I proceed,
~4 For that prepares for this indeed

i The Lord

But, vvho from Hearing turns his ear avvay,

Heark! ’tis Gods Boice can man forbear
To hear Him fpeak, that made the Ear 2
VVhy fhould the Head of hearing Ears make {hovv,

PedSince fuch Deaf Earsupofi Mans Heart do grovy 2
aHeav’n did to poot Mans mifery
raGive ear, before he gave the Cry, wih ow

Methinks, a Saviours yvords fhouldall found loud,
Acuted vvith the decents of his Blood.

VVhat vile Difbonefly appears
By Mans difgracefull lofs of Bares?

.t sAnd yeu, let Syrens fing and Satan knock,
Mans Heart can bear too light, too {oon snletk

No Cords can bold, or Lufisbe bound,
NeTill AU is ober-boardand drowr’d,

SeVVhen th’ Serpent charms, this Adder hears, but vvhen

Heav’n charms more vvifely, th’ Ears are tharm’d agen.
Mofl vvhat I {ee a monftrons fight,

Mott have wo Ears, yeu neithier’s Righty
God gave them #wo, yet they’l by no means lend

So much, as exe, to fuch abounteous Friend.
Sure, fuch a Friend vvould foon repay,

By gbing ear to vvhat they pray.
God ever takes up Ears on Interef?,
And doth his greateft Creditors pay beft,
They teach their very Ears to pray,
VVho &iffen vvell vwhat God fhall fay.



HEARING. 119

The uncircumecis'd in Ear bid God deny,
Refufing Him; thas [peakerh, vvhen they cry.

The Deaf ear’d Idolis abhord,
And Men, like Idols, of the Lord,
V Vho deafnefs plagues yvith deafnefs, and doth turn

His Ear from Difes, vvhilelt his Tongue doth burn.
Lord, therefore to Deaf Hearers give

To libe to bear, to bear and liGe.
Tea, into th’ Harbeft fend forth Labourers
To fill thy floor by gathering in of Ears.

Thou {ovv’fk thy ¥#srd as Seed, and then
"Tis fit,thou reap the Bars of Men,
As Mary weeping heard, till [hovers of tears
Full spe for thine ovvn reaping mads her Ears,

VVhat Heapes {hall inthy Gerners bee,
VVhen Ears are circwmcis’d by Thee?
Eair Sion {hall be like an heap of VVheat,

That roxnd about with Lillies ic befet.
VVhen Malchus loft an Ear, thy touch

(A Saviours {kill and vertue’s {uch)
Repair'd that Lofs; Lord, tis But Ask and Habe 5
Thou canft find Ears in Lezarxshis Gabe.

Thou, Dabids Heir of Dabids Keys,
Cant fhut and open, as thou pleafe,
Thy fill voice loud winds and proud wabes obey;

Untd thy VVord lec not Mens Ears fay Nay.
Thoudidft a rris’ner once impovy’r,

(Fudge Felix bee'ng Axdizour)
"To give the Charge, that took the Judge by th’ Er,

"More Bonds did then on th’ Bench, then Barr, appear.
VVhen Heav'ns great Guris from #ire to sire

‘According to thy VVord gibe fire,
Kadefty doth tremble; Hindesdo calfe for fear;
The howling Defarts and deaf Rocks give ear.

Andis Mans Heart mote ‘wild? more bard?
More full of notes? ftronger barrd?
Tet is the Ear the key-bole: Lord, putin
Thy finger, then the gentleft vvord vvill vvin,

All turns and moves; One Eph-phatha
Removes obftructiens out of th’ vvay

H 4
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120 HEARING.1 Then th Ear (hall vvelcome every fecond word
Fo a VVith a Come in, thoy blefled of the Lord
SEES The Scriptures {peak of ch’ Learned Ear

wR Sure, then thy tongue muft teach to hear,

N

A Morning by morning let thy Mufick make
v 3 The he.+fy Ears of Mans dull mind to wake,

1%]

ty wf If Sons of God, fair Angels, and
EN

VVaiting the Sez of God's Command,
£1 (VVhich, vwhen it comes, vvho fees thefe Holy things,

t
Might fee their Fars converted into wings.{yt Deaf

‘i

i 4 Notled by Love, but forc’d by Fear,

Wh
Andif the sword, Plague, Famine onely knove

LW By hearkning to bis VVord their Come and Go 5
N a, In vain doth poor Man ftop his Ear,
ce And fay 1n’s Heart, hee’l never hear.

BS th Harbefs bring Ears 3 and Juch is the PPorlds ends
boy Gmbes muft find Hearers then; The dead attend.

~N HA Then Happy he, that fooner heard,
«I Hearing before for afterward

reSo God had his Bares on Earth, and doubtlefs he
VS b Shall vvith full fheabes repaid in Heaven be.
4 If Sol’mons SerSantsyvere fo bleft,
he i That conr’d their Leffon from his breaft,

fed
Hovv happy re thofe Dufeiples then, vvhofe Ears
Aratun’d to the true Mufick of the Sphears

pin VVhere the Firff Mober is Free Grace

yy

A "oe Free Purpofemoves i’th’ fecond place;
go bd Third Orbe’s the PPord of Gree, in vvhich do.fhine

Caf, As many Stars, as Promifes Divine.
x Yow Thefe Leffon fo divine, fo good,

ENE
woh (The Orbesbee'ng oyl'din Saviours blsed)

Do fo divinely cortefpondcthatfoGr
Si

Needs mult the Hearer the Dibner grovv,
iWe Then comes that holy Turtle Dobe,
au ili Gently defcending from above
o ah And itealing thioygh the Earth bole into th* heart,4 f irs Doth Hrabn’s Intelltgence on Earth impart,

e" This is a joy full found indeed,4 VVhat Haleyon-dayes {hall hence fucceed!
Vvhileft

a Wee



HEARING. 13%

VVhileft Thundersterror makes Deaf Rebels quail,
Chrifts voice to his Diftiples 1s A# bail!

If God, that rules all other vvhere,
Lov’s fo to movethe Orb of th’ Ear,
Sure, then the Bleffed of the Lord are they,
That hearing hearken, bearkening that obey.

The humble Hearer may invite
God gueft-vvifeto a difhe Delight,
A fervent whole-broke-beart, ferv’d up in Tears;
The Bread bec’ng made o’th’ contrite bearers Ears,

Nay, God invites himf{elf ra fp,
VVhere fuch delights are fo ferv’d up
Byacleanhand:vvhere th’ ear and the heart’ skept hos,
God is Mans Guef, and Heav’n yvill pay the bor.

Aletter H. isnot, fay vve,
Let Hearing then mine Esring be.
Thou God of Iftael! borethy Serbants Ear,

That 1 inicthis Jewel till may wear

Let eBery one be fwift to hear. But be ye doers of the VPard, and
not heares onely, deceibing your own fouls, Jam. 1. 21,22.
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MEDITATION.®r Come to fing the laft, but not the leaft,

Be’ng that, that c/enchesh in mans mind and breaft
Thofe Nasls, th’ Atlemblies maftres drive;
Nott’ eat, but to Aigef, makes thrive.

Svveet, facred thing Caleftial Contemplation?
Old Enochs Trade, young Ilfaar’s Recreation,
That furnithet mans thoughtful breaft.
VVith Greateft P¥ork. and Svveetelt Ref.

Ifrael’s fweer Singer us'd, vvhen firft avvake,
His Lark-like Rife upon thy ‘wings to take;
VVith vvich he made his morning figh: 3
OF vvhich his Feather. bed at night,

The nimble Life guard of that Royal mind,
VVere Thoughts, by thee divinely difciplin'd;
Marfhall’d in each dayes front and rear:
Greatnefs, thus guarded, knovvs no fear,

VVhen anxious mufings vvould invade that foul

VVhen Caresvvould clog, or make it fromack-foul,
Thou didft exonerate, Thy skill
Did fill prepare the Stowrack- pik,

Thy Phyfick having vvrought; and bungty bealth
Thine bopefull Patient re-furpriz’d by ftealth,
Then thou that honeycomb didi drain
And break the Bone, that did contain,

The Fat, the fwveet, vwhich from thie Promifz flovves,
(VVheréof the {enfuall vvorldling nothing knovvs.)
Thus Meditatidn firlk fers right,
Then fatiates the Souls Appetite.

Man’s fed vvith Manna, void of furfets fear,
VVhere Meditation’s Cook, Digrflion’s clear: I

Mortals, thus fed vith Angels fare,
Converted into Angels are.

By



MEDITATION.
By Contemplation vvas that Darling dreft,

VVhen Gueft-vvife Heaven bad him to a Sfeafts

Jobn's cloath’d sn hire, vyhen they call
To keep the Lords Days feftival.

In Contemplations Mount vvho dvell, can ftretch
Their hand to Heav'n that faxry Crown tg reach:
And drefs themfelves ir that bright Sun,
VVhillt under foot they tread che Moon.

In Contemnplations Pifgah they, that have

Atonceavievy of Canaan, and their grave,
(Inthis vvorlds Defarz vvearied)
Do vvillingly undrefs to Bed,

Svveet facred Meditation! may] bee
VProaght, recreated, garded thus by thee:
Phyfick'd and fed by thy Difpenfatory
By thee be dreff vvith Grace, prepar’d for Glory

I,

Hen learn Oman! to part Betvvixe
Deard Earth, and th’ earth, vvherevvith thow'st mine;

Sure, PValls of Clay may higher rife,
Then vvhat in earths dead dungeon lies,

The Soul vith Earth’s already clad,
Earth upon earth vvould make more fad.

Shall wings make maflie Moxnins fly?
Shall bands fitch Earch unto theiky

Then dung-bill drones {cale Heaben may,
And Muck-worms creep th’ Milkie way.

To carry Earth to Hea$'n fome think
Butmuft Earth rife? or Heaven fink?

Nor Earth, nor Heaven muft be their prize;
But a fools Mal’mets) Paradife,

If yer chine Earth to Earth adhere,
Then let the dead the dead interre

If thou can’t Jif the inferior part
Tet, as Gods Offering, heave thine heart,

Thy Body's but thy Beaft, and fure,
All eife is but its fagmiturs o

Leave

ll



ETE

24 MEDITATION.Leave then thy heaby jade belovv;
Up tothe place, that God fhall fhovv!

Earth’s ever moving to Earths Center;
Man’s for amore fublime Adyent’r

"Tis pitty, Duft in th’ Aire, or Epe,
Should hinder a €2leffial pie,

VVith lumbering Body leave behind
The lovv, th’ ignoble ferbile mind:

Such men, I mean, as can’t out-pafy
Old Abrams Serbantsy or his 4f5,

The fzcret feeker onely knovvs,
VVhat fecrets Heaven can difclofe.

Gods Holy of Holies (ill {huts out
The bulyar and unholy rout,

In fecrete places of the fairs
And clefrs of Rocks lye mine affaires.

Angelsvvill farce in cronds appear,
VVeliy: Thefew'r the better chear.

If bufie Ants of mole-hill bitch
Promifinonfly converfe on Earth,

Letch? Highwborn £érd of Pamadifé,
Scorning the Earth, ftill fcale the skies

An Ant-bill and Exchange agree,
Save, Men the greater Triflers bee.

Thus mortals foyl to live below,
V:Vhileft Man by toyl to Hen might go,

VVhat though thou've been fhort-winded? {urg,
Heabn’s hil can Earths green ficknefs cure.

Or vvhat needft dread the Faurneyes length,
VVhilett all along thy way's thy frength?

IL

ry Et’ng thus altended, bindeand [laughterD Thy fin, thine Onely child of Laughter,

In this Mount God will {oon be feen,
If fome Dear fin don’t intervene

Dear Sin indeed vvhileft Angels [elf
Their firf Ef ates for it and Helk

Dear sin! vyvhilelt for its husks men do
Fair Heavens hon/bold-bread forgo.

Apre-



A prefent fiaf bh and future flame
Is the beft Income, Sin can name.

*Tvvas Sin, eclyps’d the Angels Crovvn,
And vvhat brought them, vvill keep thee, down,

Man doft not fee, hovy Cherebs ftand
VVith flaming fyvords on every hand,

From rape of fuch to guard Lefes Tree,
As ofdead works the vvorkers bee?

Ah! Guilty foul, dear’ft look abroad,
Or unagreed dar'ft walk with God?

To recencile dar’ft thou afpire: AN

Thy drofs vvith that confaming fire?
Sure, fuch Arzorement {hall begin

VVhen fin proves grace, or grace proves fin,
Since Earth stoo dead, too dark too low

Sure, Hef to Hea¥'n {hall never go.

II

~y Ee'ng thus far onvvard in this fleep,Dv ouldlt further climbe then learn to creep

VVho try, can tell, th’ Afeenss, like thefe,
Arethe belt feal’d on th’ bands and knees.

Angels firft refs, thenfell; and fo
By grdvving tes highs became fo love.

But Chrift did raife his Raya! Cref
By building fuch a lowly neff

The Pharifee, that nothing knovvs
Of the true Templi, boldly goes

Into its fhadovv, there to boaft,
Reckning proud fool without bis Hol

The Publican doth {mite upon
Has Heart, as if *tvvere made of flange

VVhich fone defpifed, though’t lay belovv,
Did to a Temple fooner grovv.

Utto Gods Altdr nakednefs
God fuffers to have no accefs

Th’ indovvmehts of mens minds vve cal]
Their parts, ithporting therevvithall,

No man of parts can decent be,
Vnlefs cloatd’d vvith bumilitie,

The



1é MEDITATION.The Highef? tothe low gives grace;
Vho 6eil their ovvn, {hall fee his face.

In duft and afhes f2If abhor’d
Arcthe accepted of the Lovd.

Moft flaring fair-fac’d Dina's are
Sooner undone for being fair:

The 6eil’d Rebekah Ifaac takes,
And his dear bofom-confort makes.

Hovv can a mear acquarntance grovy?
VVhileft God proud hearts far off doth knovv:

Proud hearts know not them/fel§es, and then

Sure, Heav’n muft needs be out of kez.
VVhileft the foid Aire andvvorthlefs vvind

Brooks no vvay to be down confin’d,
Earthquakes muft all things overthrovv

Rather, than empty air keep lovv;
Gems, Jewels India’s Treafures, dvvell

Inmeaneft Caverns low roof d Cell.
Thus from the Poss the Lord doth take

And into Crovvns his Treafures make.
VVould'ft then be profited by mee,

From earth, fin, and proud felf get free.
Tet ’tis a Trinty indeed;

After the vvhich vvith yvinged {peed

I vvould purfue, and ever may
Both Body, Soul, and Spirit; pray.

He, vvhom feck, and ever fhall,
is THREEyand ONE; and ONE and ALL,’

Meditate upon thef things, gibe thy (lf wholly to them, that thy

profiting may appear to all, 1. Tim: 4.15

FINIS.
ERRATA.Pag.s. lin, 28. real: Hees. p.8: 1.17. forth. 1.18: 1, of. p16. 1.6. re

Seatherd, p. 13. 1. 4. vr. Name. p. 20. Lo 22 1, ffs po 23. Lig. 1. fer te the, p.
20.1, 40 r. thow deft, p-38.1.4n5r. Beng. p40. 1. 32. v. make Hoaven.p.44.
dog. vr He doth, p. 79. 1. 5. r- Drhgeni p.80. 1. 24. radeon p. 834 Lh 30,14
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