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FIDELIS TATVS,

(anagramm)

TELIS FIDATVS,
STATV FIDELIS.

FEHOV4's golden Shaft and blaziné Sword,
FIDEL IS hadin Truft (1 mean his Word)

GODS Armout-bearer was FIDELI.S’ TATVS,
Who was FID E LIS alwayes in that STATV 8%




Ofthis AGE ) pretended
Or teai,

i O 7 Candidates far Fame,bbho nevé conld gain
i The Name of VVITS, till you darf§ be profane ;
; Nor ger the knack on’t, +ill the §%it1y Dessl
] Giabe you & [marinefs on a Theme 5645 ebil,

' VVho by elated S’aim, tanpht you to raife

! Some piece of clay, *bobie him $6ho’s abobe praifes

| And bating lof the Godhead, in 8% place

| By flsttering lines to fet fome Painted face

Or §6ith ingenious tarinef 1o devide

The Scripture fiile , and all that's gaod befide,

Let fall your 6anton pens, and blafh te fex

Tour [elb’s out-done by Sacred Poetry.

Let all §6ife-bearted, [260'ring things disine, :
Come fuck this TEAT, that pields both Milk and VVing,
Lae depths, 69here Elephants may f6%im, yet here
The $5eakeft Lamb of Chrifft $6ades $5ithost fear;
Andyou great Souls, 60 bathe in Conieraplation,
Come, bere's a prize, PVits S5orthy, Recreation ;
MyfB'ries ar [5ect as deep, ¢ray read and iry,
Xou'l be samerf in pleafure by and by.
¥f $%ords or things $6ill pleafes here thy accord,
Each other their benign' afpects Afford ;
VVords fit for Matter, matier fit for Men
Baxter or Boyle iay read and read agan )
PVho Sbeight the things, $6ill fay, TEAT did inbirit
Ths [ubjeit of kis lines , the Holy Spirits
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He that the Drefs, (Imean) bis Verfe perufes,

L MOV <)

Prill fay, that Tea's Thrice Three frely $bere Mufess

:So full of Vit and Grace, ’tis hardto fa3,
- VVhether the Heat or Heard bath got the day;
A Heart [0 headed, and a Head o bearted,

(Blef} Concard) pitty they [hould €re be parted.

& le $6ifb that TEAT'S and HERBERTS may infpiré
Randals and Davenants 6tk Poetick fire ;

May th VVits be vyile, and faithful, Teat like thee,
Fof Confecrate their Pensto thy Thrice Three.

Jo, Chifhute.
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} JTHE :
AUTHOR*

READER.

Ft haveI feen tuxuriant Vitions VVit

A vvanton Rape on a fair Mufe commit,
At once diftaining by feud Poetrie
The VVriters Paper- {heets and Readers Eye.
And maynot 1 oblige the thrice thrce Mufes
Chaftly to ferve fo Sacred thrice three Ufes?
Ts the grave Body of Divinity :
Lefs currant for the feet of Poetry? ™ : ;
Are Truthts, for being (hort and [yveet, lefs foutid 2
Or Streams, for runninig fmoothly, lefs profound?
Dabid, aProphet, yet in'Verle éxcelss
PTvvas Eeclefinfbes mads the Canticless
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HFATHER.

T}Iou thar begin’f? allthings, begin my verfes

My vvords are wvind; ~ Thy vvords are yvorks 5
Thow'l*lightnefs find, VVhere darknefs lurks;
My Pen and Ink may me, not Thee, rehearfe,
My Pen is but a feather’d vanity,
Like me that vvrite ; Tet fhall this feather,
If thow’ltindite, Help me fly thicher
VVhere Angels yvings make Penis beyond the sk,

Father, mine fuksdaik hue prefents mine heart,
Ink’s not more dark,  Ink’s not more black;
Onebeam, onefparke Supply this lack,

Father of Ligths, novy fheyv thy perfect Art.

Lord teach me fpeak; and Pll not hold my peace,
VVhich if [ fhould, Thefonesvvould come:
Though dezf, yet vvould = They not be dumb;
Break into praifes, flonie heart, for chefe. .

No, man hath feen thee, Father, but He vyha
Did fometime come  ( Thy Sonit vvas)

Thy bofome from, Thy Looking-glafs,
Hee’s the vvife Child, that doth h s Father knoyv.

VVho elfe fings thee, fings vvhat he hath not feen s
My Verfe hath feer, And fainvvould run
Thy praifeco meet;  But, leftthe Sun
Should hurt vveak fight, the Clouds do interveen,

Thenmay I inthy Son thy (elf difcover ;
Sure Hee, the Mirrour, That {hevys thy face,
Prevents mine errour;  Chrifts flefh like glafy

A hrighter Glory, butunfecn, doth cover.
7 : A3 Simce




FATHER,

Since thenI muft be filent, or begin
To fing th’ Unfeen; Father of Mercies,
Thatfer’ft the [creen, Forgivemy Verfess
O thou that vail'ft their fibject, vail cheir fin,
Father’s ayvord my child learns firft to mutter,
Andrthy child too, Thy nevvbornBabe
Fuftthing’tcando Is tocry Ab;
But both come laft to knovv yvhat firft they utter,
Thou art the Father of that Son, that made
That vvomb on'earth, That, vvithout Father, 1
Did give him births ~ And might the rather,
He bee’ng begot, vvhere He no Mother had.
Then thallT call thee Father 2 Lord, thy Son
VVas call’d nolefs « Beforehishirthy
Prophets confefls He had onearth o
His children; feed, and generation.
Th’Eternal Father call vve thee? or rather
Thy Child, thy Son  Bornto reftore us ,
ThineHoly One  Giv’n to us forus?
T’ll call Thee th’ Everlafting Fathers Father,
All that’s in God is God 5 and riceds muft be.
Thou mad’{t minceyes, Could’ft thou forbear
Thy felf tefpie? Orfoto rear
The blefled Image of thy felf in Thee? !
Surely thou couldft no more thy {elf nat vievys
Then, Lord, notlove Thy felf vvhen feen;
From vvhence thy Dove, ' Ashatcht betyveen
Thy face and Looking glafs, {prung forth and flevy.
Then {hall I not beleev Thou'rt One, yet Three,
Father, and Son, "And facred Spirit,
That equal run, One blifs inherit ?
Lord, I'll believ Thee furely fuch to bee.
Tet thow’re the Father fiill: Thofe {patkling things,
AreSons of God:  Thofevyinged flames
That flyabroad, (Thou knovv’{t their names) V
Made vvithout Bodies, made all face and vvings.
Faces they have, and eyes, and tongues, vvithall
To fecand fing: ‘But O'their Grace!
A fixfold vving  To ev’ry face!
VVife, happy, husble, obediential,
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FATHER.

Lend’s vvings, dear Dove vve lég and lofe our traffick, s
Poor fhort-leg’d Rymes; Verfes on foot

"Reach Seraphims?  They cannot do’t;

Lord, novy, if ever, make my Mufe feraphick.
Or if I mayn’t have yvings, and fo keep fight
Of thefe bright flames,  Shades of thy glory,
Tet tell’s their names, © And tell’s their ftory ;
And lend’saquil, dear Dove, and I’ll go vvrite.
VVrite Angels, Lord, tisdone : bur vvho are they?
Servants, or, fons?  Subjects, or Kings ?
Footftools, or Thrones? * Inferiour things, 5
Or Principalities 2 VVhat fhall T fay?
Sometimes I hear thee call them Elohim ;
Tet they vvere made: Thefe plumed things

/

* Are but the {hade  Of thy bright vyvings,

Before vvhofe Sun-fhine, all thefe Stdrs are dim.
Sometimes’t fhould feem, that they but fervantsare;

OrMinifters  To vvait upon

Salvationsheirs,  And guard chy Throne::

Tet thefe frand cover’d, yvhere thy fons ftand bare.
Servants they are, and yet Dominions:

Eachholds his Crovvn By cafting it

Moft humbly dovwn Before thy fect.

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

On ev'ryfide, Imeanthe Cherubs,

VVhen thoudoftride, Some ferve for ftirrups,

And fome thou holdeft in thy hands for rods.
Arch-Angels, Angels, that fix-vvinged Nation,

* Stand trembling, Lord, Preftto obey

Their Makers. yvord; And glad, they may

By all their running but maintain their ftation,
Thefe can’t forget that early Funeral

Thefe can’t forget Thofe Moring-ftars,

That rofe and fer, VVhofeinbred vvars :

Blevy up themfelves. But - oh their fall §
Yet thow’rt the Father 1l ; chefe Abfoloms

Their beeings had  And beauties, Lord,

But not their trade Nor Traitors Syvord

From Thee, from vvhom all good, and only comes.

¢ A s Hovy
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FATHER,

Howv came thele e to fall? *c fhould feem'that under

Their Angels vvings Each laid fome cvil
(Oh vvretched things!)  And hatch’t aDevil,
Andfo by finning fing’d their vvings. VVhat vvonder 2

Thy fine vvhite linnen, Lord, fin burnt to tinder. *

Satan’s thy creature, . But novy doth vvant
Firft form and feature,  Oh mifcreant!
Thou mad’ft hisn bright, but fin turn’d all to finder,

Tet thow’rt the Facher fill + thofe Stars in vievy,

Lanterns hungout  Inall mens fight
Thy Court about, ~ Thofe various lights,
Father of Lights ! thy dyvelling clearly {hevy.

That g o‘d en Globe comes n.mdLng from thine hmd. ‘

Father, thou fxit  Thou Sun of mine -
RunBaftand VVell, Cealenot to {hine
Rounding my Bov viing-brcm of Sea and Land.

That bmmfht filver Ball’s hurl’d forth by Thes;

That Moonafthine  That alvvays ranges,
Dothficand fhine  In conftant changes,
Says plainty s He that changeth not, mademe,

The Pleiades, clufter of fix, call’d feven;

The Signs tvvicefix 5 . The errant Train :
The Stars, that fix :  The Northern VVain
And all the Conftellations of the Heaven :

The great Orion wvith' thofe bands of his:

Stars Greatand Leaft:  The Milkic vvay,
VVith all the Reft,  Doth plainly fay, .
That He, vvhole br eaﬁs drop Lights, their Fatheris:

Th* Archt Expanfe, vvhofe props vvho can defery 2

That furging Roof, And Saphire-cieling
' Teelds ample proof  To allmens feeling,
It hadits rife from Thee, O thou moft High !

Thofe ftately Offices all on a rovv,

$tanding about  Thy fpangled Court,
And yetvvithout For greacer Port;
Thee, Father of Heav'ns Eamlly do {hovy.

There fands thy Mmtmg—hm. , thy Bulloign, broxwht‘ ;

From ’ts place of birth; Vapours, 1 mean,
Fromdroflic earth . Are there made cleane
_ And, asthou plgafelt caftand coyn’d & yvroughe.

There




There ftands thy Treafurie ; that doth contain
Gems in great ftore  Of orient hue: ,
VVho can count o’re  Thy Pearls of devv?
Thy golclén Lightnings? or thy filver Rain?
There ftands thy VVardrobe. Lord, the purple {hrouis,
VVhich thou doft ufe, And dapled skie,
Like Ermins, thevvs:  Thy Majelty.

And vvhen thou vvilt thou yyear’ft the gold fring’d clouds,

Thereftands thy flable-room. Sometimesthy mind’s
Toride abroad;  That men belayy, '
There is 2 God = Abave, may knovy, -
Hearing the neighings of thy prancing vvinds.
There’s thy Diftillacorie.  Thence thou dofk
Heav'ns drops diftill  In fuch grear flore,
Farth drinks itsfill Till’tneeds no more.
Then the cold alhes are caft forth in Froft.,
There ftands thy greac Confe@ionary.  There
Thofe beaps of Snovv, Double-refin’d,
Do clearly thovv  And bring to mind,
That they be!ong to th’ Grear Confectioner.
“Tis He, that maltes thofe Froft yvorks.  He, that makes
Moift Drops, vvhencaft  In’s confic mold,
Hail flones atlaft,« VVhen they grovy cold,
*Tis He that candies all the Icie Aakes. )
There ftands thy Magazine.  Thoudoft ere®
Thy flaming forges,  And there prepare
Thy fhafts and fcourges, - VVeapons of VVar
VVhich, vhen thou vvilt, thy relel foes correc. *
Storms, tempefls, thunders, thunder-bolts vvith thefs,
Greatand {mall thot, Brimfone and fire,
Father, vvhatnot?  1If thou require,
Dart thence to chaltife thofe that thee difpleafe.
VVhole Epypt from thy florm of Hailfhot runs.
His Heathen-Head ~ Thae Royal {lave
Slunk under-bed, VVhen th’ Heavens gave
But one round volley from thy greater gus.
Thow're the Rains Father. Froft thou haft gendred ? |
VVhat Profe, or Verfes  Can better (heyy :
Thy tender Mercies,  Then melting Devy ? :

This fhevvs thine Hearr, and hoary froft thine Head.

Th




EATHER.

Th’ Ancient of Days begat me, fays the Snovv.
The Lord of Hoafts ’s my Fathers Name,
The Thunderboafts ~ And Lightnings flame.
1 carry Fathers Colours, fays the Bovv. :
So thou’st the Fether ftill: Lord, ’tis alledg’d
By th’ feather’d Hoafts, That here and there
Th’ Aerialcoafts And Quarters bear,
Under thy vyings they yvere both hatch’d and fledg’d.
That Bird of Paradife, Lord, thou muft ovve ir.
VVith chattring cryes  Svvallovvs and Cranes
Plead, th’ Only vvife Didhatch our Brains, .
And He, that made our feafon, made usknovyv it.
"Tvvas God All-feeing, made my piercing Eye,
Doth theEaglefay. To th’God of Love
Our broodsvve lay, Saith Stork and Dove:
If thefe be ours, fure vve’re thy progenie.
VVith early vifits and falutes from Earth
Up the Lark climbs, As if it meant,
VVith Seraphims  Of high defcent
By vieing notes and vvings, prove equal birth.
The plumed Oftriches forget their young ;
But thou, their Father, VVith careful hand
Their Eggs thoft gather Laidin the fand,
Hatching to life, and hiding them from vvrong.
The goodly Peacock vvith his Argus-train,
His Angels plumes, His vvell- {et border,
Strongly prefumes To th’ God of Order,
Unto vvhofe pomp this {plendour doth retain,
The tumbling Deeps vvhere all the vvaters gather
Roundiy 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?
Thoubid’ftitboyle, Butnotboyleo’re:
And’t does recoile  VVithin the {hore.
Thou doft both furnifh, Lord, and falr the Pot.
Thou Great-houfe keeper,, muft the Fith pond ovre,
VVhofe bancks and thores  Are Rocks arid {ands,
VVhofe fulnefs ftores  All Coafts and Lands,
For thon the greateft Family canft {hovv.

Thefe




FATHER. 1

Thefe VVater-vvorks are thine invention, Lord.
Is the Oceans force ;,  VVhen mofk ferene,
Charg’d by thine Horfe, Thy vvinds, I mean,
VVhat mighty Banks and trenches, Lord, appear 2
Under the coyert of thofe raging Seas

| Thofearmed Bands  (Each joynted fcale
Like Armour ftands, Or Coats of Male)

March hereand there {ecurely as they pleafe.
Leviathan that moving Mount or Fort,

VVho canderide = Storms battering,

1 Of Sonsofpride  Thou callft Him King ;

[ There tumbles he to make his Maker fport.

\ So thou’st the Father ftill. Ev’nEarth cancry
From Cliffs and Mountains, Hillshigh and fteep ;
Springs, Mines, and Fountains ~ That run fo deep,
Hovy deep’s thy vvifdom, Lord 2 thy povy’r hovy high?

f . Thou gav’{tthe Rocks their Rifc. Springs fprangfrom thee.
Great Archite¢t! ~Earths Fabrick fair

Thoudidfterect, Andhang inth® Air

To {heyy its makers Independency.

I‘- Thy very foot-ftool, Lord, thou doft inlay
VVith Mines of gold , Andfilver Ore;
VVho canunfold, Or prize theftore,
VVherevvith thoudoft enrich poor duft and clay?

This inlaid foot-ftool thou haft round befet

VVith Vegetants, VVho candeclare
Thofe various Plants, Their Vertues rare,
That{pring from duft of heav’nly Fathers feet ?

Thofe {hort-lived Beauties that the Florifts gather

 Lookupavvhile, VVith a fairEye;
Give God a fmile: And though they die
Tet leave fuch feed asplainly (heyy their Father.

Thouw’rt fruitful Parent of all Trees frnit-bearing.
VVho dothnotfee Earth doth but nurfe
Thefe Rlants for thee? Thine Heavens disbur{e
Continual payments for thefe Plants up-rearing.

Some Trees thereare, though fuckled yvithcasths fapy
Tet run upright;  Asifthey meant,
By their vaftheigt, Provetheir delcent,

And lay their Leavie Locks in Fathers lap.

SR A
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FATHER,
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Others thereare too vveak to rife alone,
Tet{eemto knovy  VVhere Father dvvells;
VVhyihouldtheygo To Neighbours elfe
To borrovy crutches, to run up upon?

The Herds, the Folds, the Beafts innumerable ;
‘The multifarious  Creeping Creatures, "
VVhofefoodisvarious  Astheir features,

Cry {till ro God, our Father, fpread our Table.

Father, to live, thy gift alone canbee;
Earth’scoldand dead, And cannot give
“Toyvvhatitbred Tobreathe orlive,

Surely the fountain of all Life’s vvith thee.

This fpacious Houfe thus built and furnifhit fo ;
Come, let’s convey  Our Image juft,
Did th’Father fay, Tobreathing duft;
Leaving our likenefs to keep Houfe beloyv.

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

Father, thy footfteps yve may find and gather
All other-vvhere, Butin this creature
Thy face fhines clear,, - VVitnefs his feature ;

VVho reads mans face, may quickly fpell his Father.

Said I, one may 2 my God, I {hould have faid
One might havedone: But things fallcrofs:

Flefh turns to frone,  Pure Gold to drofs,
Silver degenerates to dirt and lead.

SaidJ, “thereis? Ifhould have faid there vvas s
My God ! ) there vvas  Thy countenance
Soinhisface,  That every glance
"The {hining Sun in brightnefs did furpafs.

Father, ¢his vvalkmg, talking Plant vvas hee,
VVhom thou didft love, VVbom thou dldfi pnzc
.All Plants above. Thy Paradife
*Thou foon didft quit, vvhen thou hadft loft this Tree.

From th’ fide yvhereof a female plant did fpring,
Afplendid pair? Novv th’ Earth begins
0’ outfhine the Air,  VVhere Heavens bright tvving

(The Sun and Moon) cheik Light, astr xbuce, bring :
VVoman




/Its grace yvaspaft  To rule thereft;

FATHER. ) iy
: Roand e :
‘VVoman to man’s a gift of Gods ovvn giving,
(Thatmanalone Nomoremightbes;
Tetasmuch one, And onevyiththee)
A giftendorfed vvith Dosiers Nome, the Living.
‘This Royal confort, to complear mans joy, 5

‘Thou God of Untien, Didft vvell provide

For chaft Communion,  As his dear Bride,
VVhom thouhaft crovvnd on Earth as thy Vice-Roy.
Soth’ little yyorld vvich greateft vvork and skill,
VVas fram’d atlaft, = Andbeing the beft,
Nothing’s forbidden, butits knovvingill.
_ Upon thy footftool thou haft builta Throne
Formantofit, My God,atthine;
And athis feet  Thou didft configne
All other things in due fubjection.
Thou gav’it him life, *tvvas fit, fhould’ft give himLavye
His faer didfall By thy command
On Creatures all » In Sea and Land
He ftanding only in his Fachers ayve.
His Diadem vvas bright intelligence,
vvifdominfull, VVhofeev'ryfpark ‘
Makes Diamonds dull, And Gems lookdark;

‘His Ermine Robe vvas pureft innocence.

A Rational-Plant-Animalvvas he s
Could vegetate, Couldmove and yvalk,
Could contemplate, Difcourfeand ralk:
Fair iffue of the Bleffed Trinity !

Parents ovyn Picture ! vvile, juft, holy,Son?
Thou mad’ft that ftar, Hisheart,robe
Triangular, Tetonevvith thee,

VVho art the ever-bleffed Threcin One.

"That Infiruments Three Strings thou God Trin. Une; 3
(Th’ Intelled, VVill;  And Memory)

Didft Vvifdonss skill;  And fan&iry,
And Righteoufhefs give charge to keep in Tune.

And, Oh | VVhat rare and ravifhing conteng
My Goddidtake? = Till, onaday,
Afalldidcrack  (Spoyling his play)

The firings togethes vvith the Infiruments




FATHER.

. But, oh, yvhattongue? vvhat pen ? vvhat profe ? vvhat verfe?
VVhat tears? vvhatcryes?  VVhatmelting moans?
VVhatfobs? yvhatfighs2  VVhat piercing groanes
Can mans fo {nddain, {o fad fall reherfe?

Of latea moft compleat and upright Piece
, My God did frame = Of crooked bone :
But th’ Serpent came, VVhen God yvas gone;
And vvound his vvork to greater erookednefs.
VVound out of Heaven but into Paradife
In aFriendsguife  That canker’d Devil
By fallacies:  Drevy Ebe to evil :
And thus the mother of all living dies.
Man being thus on th’ one fide mortified,
Hovy quickly doth  The Ganigrene fpread ?
Infecting both The heart and head.
Thus #dam liv’d and reign’d rebell’d and died.
Dovvn comes the Son by leaping Fathers hedge :
An Applethere ;  Asfomedo gather,
But a choak-Pear, As I'think rather;
Did tempt him, Oh my teethate yet or edge!
O fruit, Death vvas thy fruit | chy gall, thy foot
Methinks I taft = VVith all my bredad:

VVhich makesme haft  Unto the dead;

Thou bredft that vyostn, that kill’d me in my toot;
VVhich bee’ng once vvither’d, root and branch did fall -
VVich fuch avveight, Madéth’Earthto groan,

From fuch anheight ~ Manfell upon

The inferiout creatures, and fo crufht them all.
Thefe fubjects, this oppreft, foon take up Arms

’Gainft Rebel-Man, - Heavens Deputie,

(VVho firft began ~ To mutinie ;

Againfthis Soveraign) to revenge their Harmis.

For fin that made man Naked; Arm’d the Earth:
So poor man {crambles, In fvveat and blood,
>M idft thorns and brambles For forry food,

~ Till’s duft rurns thicher vvhence it had its Birth.

Novv the Earth, that fometimes ovvn’d him for its King
Makes him diftrain ~ VVith plovy, or {pade
For every grain, Or’t can’t be had,

That yvont of 'ts ovvn Accord its Tribu'e bring: :
Man




FATHER.

1§

Man having broke Gods Peace, all turns to firife ;
*Gainft his Crearor. “Ev'nDogs proclaime
Fal'nman a Traitour. A tvvo edg’d Flame
Cries come not, Rebel, near this Tree of Life.
Befides thefe vyarrs vvithout, thatvvorm doth gnavy
Mansiamoft foul;  Avyorm latebreeding
O'ch’ fruit, he ftole,  VVhereof man feeding,
Became as broken, as his Makers Layy.
Tet thou’re the Father: thefe mourning Verfes
Do prove thee fo: Mans miferies,
The Creatures yyo, Andall their cries
Plainly Proclaim thee Father of all mercies.
Thy Providence and Patiérice tovvard man
Do feem to ftrive, (Oblefied ftrife) :
VVho 1hall reprieve  The Traitours life,
By lengthning outhis poor contracted fpan.
Though man made fo much haft to fir thine ire,
Tet thou artilovy; My God thouart;
Ifindicfo; Thoumelth mine heart
VVith burning Coals, buc of ant other fire, ‘
Thine En’my hungers, and thou giv'{t him food:
Thine En’my thirfts, Thou giwft him drink:
Oh! mineheart burfts. Oh ! vvho vvould think
Man vyere {o bad, that fees his God fo good ?
Father thoumal’(t thy, Sun fill {hine on thofe,
Thatlovvronthee; And vvhen Heav’n lovvers,
*Tis love, vve fee; For fruicful {hovvrs
Thou makeft chen to fall on'chanklefs foes.
Man, vvhat art made of 2 doft niot feel that Sun
DiffolvetheIce? Burthouartclay,
Theharder for this:  Tet fhovvrs, vve fay,
Soften the hardned Clay; Butthou art ftone.
Father, VVhen man had ceas’d thy fon to be,
Andturn’d thy foe, | Tet didt thot: not
Defert him fo;  Nor haft forgor . :
To fet thy child, though batter’d, on thy knee.
VVhen'man fi4 {tript himfelf, and {hevv’d his {hame;
Cloaths from'the backs OFf Beafts lefs vvild,
MansFather takes  To dfefs his Child: -
Maa loftkis Robe, and Beafts mut bear the blajile:

Could
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. VVater by thefe

Could T, to cloath a Foe, thus firi i
T p aFriend?
My God! My God! VVhathavethefe done?

. Andyecthy Rod, Due to thy Son,

¥alls on thefe fervants backs, that never fin’d.

Thus mar’s Both fed and clad at thine expencey

Kept at chy charge, Yet keeps itnot;

Buclives atlarge, As having got

His foree to fight thee from thy Providence.

s Oneload upon another i
Like a dear Friend;

Till in the end

o Mercies fmother.

Heaps upori heap
God gives Man ftore
Man {ins the more
©Or Mercies fins , orfinsd

et thow’rt the Father ftill: of mercies Father 3
v Vhen through fins curfe, Such Rebels dye s
Thou doft yer nurfe Their progefie:

As th’ Hen her Chickens, {0 thou doft them gather.
~Thus are all things conferved fince the fally «
The Rave’ns fed;  ?

Roth man and beafts
hen put (0 bed.

The Lillie’s dreft, T

* Allskeptin’ts kind, or individual.

beauteous in its feafon is each thing?
VVhat VVinter fpends:
Such ftock: defcends,
{ucceeding Spring.

Hovv
Summer {upplies,
VVhen Autumn dics,
As may fetup the next

Thy Providence maks
Th? Earth feed the Plant 5 Plant, th’ Animal:
o theré’s no yvant, INot yvaftatall;

“Then th’ Earth vvith

By thefe, the Marfhes rmake the Mountains drink,
Andliquid Seas At thy Commands

The parched‘Lands. ;

yVho, but thy {elf, {hould fucha thing forethink
Thou doft for ev’ry mouth provide ameat:

For ey’ry meat A mouth provide :

Thy Board’s full fec  Onevryfide:

1f ought dofall te thrground, that th’ easth doth eats

~

Vapours feeds the Clouds agaim,

Clouds feed th’ Barth vvith Rain ¢

Father,
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. Father, for all things thoudoft vvell provide.

Thou didft eret This fair Creation,

And doft projeét ' Its prefervation: ‘

And being the Houfe-keeper, art the great Houfe-guide.

Thouferv'tk Thy felfofall. Even Satans brain
Ripens thy Plot; And his defign,

VVhen he chinksnot, Premoteth thine:
Thou mak’ft that Black-fmith forge his ovvn dark chain,

Thoumak’ft mans vvrach praife thee:, Andallhis evil
Thou turn’ft to good; InallmansStory
Ev’ninmansblood Thonfav'it thy glory:

Goodnefs rulesallin{pight of man and Deyil,

Tea fuch is Fathers care and Fathers skill,
VVhen foolifh man, Led by thatelf,
Dothallhecan T’ undo himfelf,

T extrack mans greateft pood from fuch anill.
So thour’t the Father {till: Thy nevv Creation

Mot fvyeetly fhevys  Thy Father-hood ;

My God renevvs  Fal'nmanto good:

By anevy VVord throngh th’ Spirits Incubation.

Adam comes forth, butin a neyy edition :
Gods brighe Portraiture  Is nevy impreity
The Divine Nature, = Onmans breft;
Clear from all treafon , and fromall Mifprifion,

Father, thou foak’ft this Adamant inblood
Of thy ficfi-born.. Mine heart, Ifelr,

Did the imprefs {corne, Andvvouldratielt,
Till that red Sea refoly’d it to aflood.

Father, I heard thee beg the Rebels peace,

Rifing betimes  To ope thy doors;

For all my crimes My God implores

Me to take pardon for my vvickednefs.

- Thenfaid I, turn me, O my Lord, my God !
And Ivvill turn © To bear thy yoak;

Mine heart doth burn, “That it broke.

O my dear child| Ile run and burn my rod..

Thus fpake my father. Pains oth’ fecond birth
Did pinchand grieve, But Gods dear ftrength
Diafoonreleive:  And atthelength,

His child bee’ng vvathe and dreft, my God makes mirth,
B .

Not
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: Nor doth mans elder brother grudge, or grieve,

bt Bue fingand fmile, Angels do fhout

i Heav’n rings the vvhile ~ Th’vvhole cour throughout,
A To fee poor {pend-thirft man refurn and live.

&, Man thus adopted and regenerate
Searcheth his Fathers = Laft Teftament, | |
B . And thence man gathers  Heav’ns full intent
i ¥or his inheritance and future ftate. ;
‘ Thou prov’ft thy felf my Father all thefe vvayes..
ot Wovy let thy Dove  Teach me to fear

f To {erveandlove  Thee, Father dear, |
Proving my {elf thy Child, ev’nall my dayes. i

! If you' call on the Father, pafs the time of your [ojourning
1 herein feary 1.Pet 1,17,
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Let that Dove, that fometimes did thee crovvn
OVViLh yellovy Gold  And Silver Plumes,
lnto thy Poet Thee unfold,
That humbly by thy leave prefumes

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

>Tvvas, vvhen duguftus Cfar laid a Tax
Onall the Earth, Grace call'd for Thee:
>Tyvasthen thy Mother gave thee Birth.
That thou might'{t fetall nations free,
Heavens fair impf'cfﬁon’s ftampt on Virgin VVax.
TousaChildisborn, grace gives a Son.
Heay’ns yvere too bold, To fay That they ThatKing canhold,
VVho novv into aManger crouds his Throne.

For fince fin made man brutifh like the Reft,
My God did lay, The Bread of Life,
Come dovyn from Heav’n, *mongft 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 fhevys the King.
A Cave’sa Court, Ifghere Appear The Prince’s Port,
VVife men, vvhat mean your Star, your fpa:'kling things 2

Sure you canread by that Oriental light, /
VVhat is this ftranger, Thatmakeshis bed
Inthis poor Cottage, Crib, and Manger; « =
Having no vvhere elfe to lay his Head ?
*Tis Chrift, Earchs joy, Hells torment, Heav’n's delight ;
Satan, ’tis Chrift my crovvn, but Chrift thy terror,
Bite,ifthudare; ‘Hisheel, Ifecel, Is{omevvhat bares
But thy bruis’d head {hall ever rue thine error.

All vvife men do, but foolith finners do not
Lyeproftrated  Before this Babe,

: B 2 Being
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Being lodg’din fuchapoor&ravv-bed; \

Nor, to this nevv-born child cry Ab;

They’re fo unyvife, their Mafters crib they knovv not.

My Lord at eight dayes old began to bleed

For my difeafe: Tofree Poorme, Not for’s oyva eafe :
Surely this Martyrs blood’s the Churches feed.

Then vvent he to his Temple vvith his Mother.
OneDove, me thought, That blefled Maid
Might then have {par’d, thac Lamb being brought
Before the Lord, vwhofe fleece if laid %R
Bue rightly on, the vvorlds vvhole fin might fmother.
From thence my Lord pofls into Egypts Land.
Haveatthy head, Black Prince, For fince Egypts darkbed
Hathlodg'd this light, vvhat dungeon can vvithftand 2

VVhen Bethlbhems firlt grave Judahs Lyon breath,
Heboldly vvades  Through th’ fev’nfold ftream:
“The Dragons country he invades,
On their ovvn ground thus daring thent.
Thence fafe rerurning dvvellsacNazareth.
Can any good corne thence? fair Nuzarene !
Thou dyvelleft there:  But,Lo! TheSnovy Is not {e clear;
As thon cant make the Black-more-finner clean.

At tvvelve years old my Lord yvent thence to fit
1’ thie Temple, vvhich Ne'r fhines fo bright,
Asyvhen my Saviour doth enrich
Its darkened vvindovvs vvith his light;
There fits the Child to teach the Doctours vyit.
“The feventieth vveek bee'ig come, the cime forefet :
Tn Daniels book  Foretold Of old; My Savioar took
Baptifm to hini, atype of’s bloody {vveat,
Then vvas the vvater vvalht, that {coures my drefs,
My God, my Chrift; Thou could'ft notneed :
For thine ovvn fake a Jobn Baprifé s
But, that thou mighteft cleanfe thy feed,
Thourt pleas’d thus to fulfill all righteoufnefs.
Jordan’s the cleaner, Lord,for vvathing thee:
Hath Jobn indeed,  Tobe By thee Baptiz'd, flich nieed 2
O my baptiz'd Redeemer! {prinkle me.

!

’ Chrift




SON. . 2%

Chrift thence afcending meets his ovvn dear dove
Defcending, vvhile The Bridegroomes friend,
The Baptift, doth both fec and fmile,
VVhofe ears that heavenly voice attend :
O fon of all my pleafure, all my loe.
From Egypt call’d, th’ baptifmal fea be'ng croft,
My Lord fees foot 1n haft On th’ yvaft: Heav’ndrives himto’ts
To learn i’th” defart hovy to feele the loft.
Novyv vyith the Lion doth the Lamb converfe::
God fends his Child, Hishand to lay
Upon thefe Beafts, that are moft vvild,
Till he hath taught them to obey: -
Tygers, VVolves, Leopards, beafts moft fell & fierce.
My Lord’s fent thither {ure to learn to tame
Mans brutith heart (More vvild, Lefs mild) By dear boughtart
To turn the Savage finner to a Lamb. :
The fiery Serpent of the VVildernefs,
Finding Chrift there, Doth fpitand bite;
But th’ Brazen Serpent’s hard and clear,
Scorning the Tempters craft and {pight,
The Bullec's batt’red, buenot the fortrels.
Our Lord novy learns to fal, that yve might feafly
And to be tempted, Thatvve Mighebee Thereby exempted:
Or fuccour’d fo, as ¥ill to have the belt.
1f thou be th’ Chrif}, this Stone to Bread convert.
VVhy, fool, the Stone  VVhich thou vvouldit move,
Is Bread already, or there’s none, ‘
My Lord vvas hungry for my love;
Tet hee’s the ftrengthning Bread of poor mans heart,
Taking this Rock thence toa Mountain high, :
Saith Satan, fee; Ifthou VViltbovy And vvorfhip me,
Thofe Kingdoms all I'll give thee inftantly.

VVhy, fool ! Muft th’ Son'buy freedome of a flave?'
Hark, hovy thy Chain Dot clatterat i
Thine heel. My Lordvvasborn to raign;

An Univerfal Monarchs fhate

* To himlongfince Heayns Letters Pattents gave..

To the Temples Pinacle the Churches Tlead
Ishurtied nexr: -~ Bee'nig there, 1 hear, Hell ook atexts
The VVoltby prcachinghvvould the Lamb preach dead.

Brate Jump
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" Jump dovvn; *Tisvvritten th” Angels fhall the catch,
Say th’ Tempers lips;  And thathe might :
Perfyvade my Lord to leap, he skips
Thofe vvords {hould fet his Doétrine right,
Angels our wayes (tis not our Trefpals) vvatch.
Thy neck-verfe found, in reading dof} thou falter,
Tetfeemtopreach; Forthee Canbe NoClergy,vvretch!
Thus Haman {ometime handfel’d his ovvn halter.

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

My Lord fits ftill - Been’g firmer ftone,
Then the vvreftling place, the Pinacle
From vvhence he threvy bold Satan dovyn :
Then th’ Angels bring a Chariot from his Father.
“This chofen veflel thefe temptations feafon.
Novv He'llbegin® ToPreach Ineach  Placehecomesin.

Beleev, s his dodirine ; Miracles, his reafon.

Tetvvhomakesufe? forev'ry tribe bur one
This great High Prieft, *Mongftall, doth get
'V Vhom very near his facred breaft
As precions Jevvels he may fet;
And of this tyvelve one’s but a Briffow ftone.
For his firft proof Chrift vvater turns to vvine
Atth’ marriage-feaft. Opure! Sirs, fure Irmaybe gueft
Touto your vvedding did invite the Vine.
1f this free vine doth yield fo rich aflore;
VVho canexprefs  VVhat plenty fhall
Flovv from thy crofs, my God, thy prefs,
VVhen they haye bruis’d thy clufters all 2
May this Vines blood be my vvine ¢vermore I
VVell donefor th’ firft: canft do it again, Lord, do it.
Convert my Verfe, Tothine Ovvnyvine My vvater terfes
Renevy thy Miracle upon thy Poet.
Soonafter to his Templegoes my God,
Hishoufe of Pray’r,  VVhere th’ {heep and dove
Arefold, as if therevvere a fair.
But yvhere isinnocence and love?
>Tis time, Lord, in thine houfe to ufe thy rod.
Doth av’rice vvith thy Temple make thusbold 2
Thenext frep hence Thatvve Shallfee” This fin commence,
The Temple of thy body muft be fold. :

P R
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To feek the funfhine, comes a man by night,

Hav'ng feen the 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, thirfting, feek a yvell :
But finds aditch, VVithin ~ VVith fin _Allfoul, the yvhicht
He fearcheth firft; dothallher doings tell: :
“Then, by revealing her, himfelf reveal
Tobe the Chrift: Samaria finds
yvhatblind Jeruslem fought, and mift.

~ Thowst Chrift toall kindreds and kinds,

That by beleiving et o thee their feal.

~ Then fay’s Difciples, Mafter, €at, vve pray 5

But hehadgot A mear  Toeat, VVich they knevy hor,
For he'd gone eating working all ¢the day.
Bee'ng thence return’d again to Galile,
Anobieman, For’sdying {on
Begs a Reprieve of's Soveraign;;
“The man beleiv’d, ic fhould bedone,
And yvhat he firft beleived, did quickly {ee.
Happy that Son, yvhom Gods Son quickenerh !
Morenoble, fure, Hejs < Forthis ven for his cure,
Bee'ng thus by th’ Prince of life repreiv’d from death.
“Then to Bethefda’s Pool, Salvations VVell
Carricsacure  And gives'tavvay;
The Jevys this carriage can’t endure,

But think Chrift hures the Sabbath Day,

Y Vhilfthe poor man, for yvhom ’tvvas made, doth heal.

Is there no cure, my God, for unbeleif?

*Mongftall thine art, Doth there Appear None to impart

To this difeafe a {uitable releif ? ‘
My Lord invices five thoufand to a feaft:

No ftore of difhes  Beeing dreft or cook’d;

“That, by five loaves and tvvo {inall fifhes,

Their unbeleif mightall be chok’d,

VVhilftin their mouths their meat’s fo much increaft.

Tet the next day, as if they’d ne’re been fed,

Thefevery men  Dofret, Andvvhet “Their teeth agen,

No to feed on, but to back-bite Heav'ns Bread.
g B a : Aftet
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After, the mau born blind to fight’s reftor’d
By pafte of clay, . Surely, 1 {hould
Have blinded feeing eyes that vvay,
Bee'ng fo far, Lord, from doing good. ;
Tet Jevvs in thefe nevv. eyes, can’t fee the Lord,
Thoutak’t a living mon’ment from a grave. R
Thyfoesmayfec Thedead Raifed;  Tetthey'dKkill thee;
Oh, my dear Lord, vvhat fign vvould finners have ?
Devilsare all caft out, but unbeleif,
Dead Palfiestoo  Receive their cure;
But Oh, Dead hearts, yvhataileth you,
That you do more and more obdure: ,
Not miracles, but blood muft cure this grief.
Ah "My deat Lord, the yvither’d hand is heald :
Andyetthehand Of faith VVho hath? Jevvs &ill yvithftand:
And after all, to vwhont’s thine arm reveal’d ?
Feaversare quench’d ; yet fury burnsamain:
Iiues ofblood  Are ftanched quite:
All evils, but thgjr fpleen, find good,
And th’ bloedy iffies of their {pice. :
©Oh! hovv Jevvs hate the good Samaritan |
Do Pharifces vvathofr? Ah they have need:
Leopardsdoclear;  Butthen Thefemen The livry vvear,
Gehazi's curleis on them and their feed.
VVho cures their Phrenfics, can’t their rage allay,
They contradict  The rongue, that taught
The dumb to fpeak yea, yyhen conviét
By the firange cures, my Saviour yyrought
In falling ficknefles, yet fall avvay,
Creeples getlegs 5 yermens opiniohshale
VVho thoufhouldftbe; Onevyvhile Theyfmile, Thenlovyr

| Butthouarr ftill the fime: Lord! vyher’s the fault?  (on thee;

For thy good vvorks their hardned hearts do ftone thee.
Sureitdifpleafes,  Thatthey have health,
And that thon carri’f their difeafes ;
Scatt’ring among thy poor the vvealth,
My God! ev’nof thine oyvn howy fevy do ovvn thee!

, Oh! hoyy they daily carps at righteoufnefs!

Lifemaynotlive, Ifthey Butmay Tiwfentence give,
They plot to bring falvation to diffrefs,

To
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To drag the Refurrection to the grave:
Earths health to anguifh:  Hovv fain vvould they .
Sce their dear-cheap Phyfitian languifh,
VVho freely cures them all the day.
Him to deftroy they plot, he them to fave.
My Lord thy patience isa miracle :
Mongft all chereft, (Asvvee Mayfee) Noneoftheleaft.
My Lord! IfFL may judge, it doth excell.

.Oh! hoyv they grudoe my Lord his drink and food !
The Bread, the Vine,  Sencdovyn to us,
As bee’'ng a bibber of much yvine
They tax, and call him gluttonous,
VVho’s only greedy for to do them good.
Thefe dunghils to afperfe the fun begin. ;
He cafts our evil, Tetthey - Dofay HehathaDeyil;
Sinner they call the fountain ope for fin. '

Hee is the Son o’th’ Carpenter, fay fome;
The Sonof God,  Toumighthave faid,
VVho rais’dHeav'ns roof you {ee {o broad,
Such Carpentry’s no fuch mean trade,
Helping to ground’fill all this lovver room.
Othiers object that they his country knovy, ‘
The place, from vvhence Hecame, Canname, ‘Andhevylong
VVhy, Sirs, pray vvhendid youto Heavengo ? (fince,

Then'they perfvvade us that the King {peaks treafon,
Becanfe he makes © Himfelf to be
God,asheis: becaufe he rakes
His ovvn, they cry out robbery.
Lord, all men have not Faith, all have not reafon.
Sometimes he is notCe/ars friend, they fay,
VVho's Cefars King.  Tethee, VVeflee, Makesfifhto bring
Tribute to him, that he may Cefar pay. :

Then they cry out, that he’s the finners friend.
But, Oh! thatthey, Thasthusexclaime,
Had rightly knovvn vvhat novv they fay,
The counfel, thatro finners came,
Fromhis dear friendly lips the'd more attend.
To muke Chrift clath vvith Mofesthey projet.
The great Lavv-giver Doth teach Itsbreach; This they deliver,
VVho vvouldthe copy by the proof correct,

: Bj Hovy
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Hovy fharp’s their fight to find faults, vvhere are none?
But Oh! hovv dim  For to defcry :
That radiant Deity in him?
And moft of all hovv blind to fpie
Thofe great prodigious evils of thir oyyn?
“The Temple he'd deftroy, and then rebuild,
“This Jevvsobject; Butvvhar Ofthat? Themfelves project
Hoyy th’ Temple of Chrifts Body might be kill’d.
Hovy malice, mixt vvith blindnefs, all mifconfters!

. My Lord fo fpake, Asfie’r did man;

“fer’s yyords and vvorks too they’ll miftake,
Say he, or do he, vvhathe can. ,
To match his miracles they bring forth Monfters,
Have Rulers or have Pharifees beleev’d ?
TheLayvyveknovv; Saythofe Hisfoes. Ahlif’tvverefo
The Lavv-Maker vyould fure have been receiv’d.
Tet this good Shepherd finds fome ftragling (heep,
The Gofpel-net ~ Some fifhers takes:
Some, at receipt of cuftome fet,
Chrifts cuftomers h's market makes.
And vyhat he finds he’ll fpend his life, but t* keep,
Some vvife and noble too, although not many,
King Jefus Coure  Canfhoyv: And fo, Tokeep hisFort,
There’s one Centurion, Lord, *tis vvell, there’s any.
Maryth’ unclean,from vyhom as many Deyils,
Asmuddy Nile Hath ftreams, are caft:
Each flood had its ovyn Crocodile :
Tet fhe becomes one ftream at laft
Of Gofpel penitence for all her evils,
Chrifts feet, vvafht vvith her tears, her hair makes drys
And Chrift agen VVith blood Makes good Her vyayes nncleans
And vvith forgivenels yvipes the vvepers eye.
A Canaanite to the King of Hebrsws comes,
Begs and implores At Ifraels feaft
Some fuccour from thofe facred ftores,
That Jefus for the Jevvs had dreft :
VVhilft Children {light their bread, {heleaps at crumbs,
A little man, but finner not the leaft,
Climbsuponhigh Thathe TheTree Oflifemight fpic;

And n the fruitlefs Sy:an)ore a fealk.
Mary
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Mary the Lords Mesfiah doth annoint ;
Difciples grudge, And think’ctoo good
For him, vvho thinketh not too much
To fpend on them his precious blood.
See, hovv one Fxdas puts all out of joynt?
Bee'ng thus annointed Chrift as King appears,
Andforthdothgo, AsKing Riding To Sion {o.
VVho brings falyation, him an 4/s-Cols bears :
Thus foolifh things, and things that men defpife
The Lord doth chufe;  That this dumb 4/s
Might preach performance to the Jevvs, _
Of vvhat of old forefpoken vvas;
And Chrift by vveaknefs might confound the vvife.
Fudah! thy {cepter’s gone, but Shiloh’s come.
Jerufalem!  Lookout, - And{hout, For Dafids frem
Novv fpringsa frefh in t]}y Layv-givers room.
. Children, by their Hefannahs, loudly cry’d,
Doteftifie My Saviours praift,
That he might ftill his foes thereby,
His Name thefe Babes and fucklings raife,
VVhilft th’ Elders and the Fathers him deride.
Thus vvhilft the Fathers fall ith? VVildernefs,
Children inherit;  VVhylo, Ev'nfo It pleas’d the Spirit,
VVhat men deny, to teach paor Babes confefs.
VVhat Jevys reject poor Greeks'make frieads to fees
Sion, take heed - Thou be n’t the hive
That others do vvith hony feed,
Not tafting, vvhat ir {elf doth give;;
VVhilelt Gentiles fteal avvay thy Chrift fromythee.
VVhat needs more proof 2 my Lord puts o4, e rack
Devils themfelyes  (Though Jevvs  Refufif, As vyorfer elves)
Till they to him a full confesfion make. = $i
VVould you beleive, if your high Prieft {nould tell,
Or, vvho’s the Chrift, Should teftific? :
Sure your ovvn Caizphas lictle mift,
Saying, tyvat meet this man {hould die
For th’ people, that they perifh not: Go-{pell:
Hovy fvvectly fings this Svyan before themalll
Though envy fiimes Hisskin  VVithin Hisyyhited Plumes,
Their High Pricft fings Heav’ns High Priefts Funeral.

Thus
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Thus men teach Parrots fpeak , but vvhatthey knovv not; Ve
The High Prieft cryes, (Aqd furely he
Should an v) 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 1mvv to kill,
Andyctthere yvas  More Prieft  In Chrd’c Then Caiaphas,
Thus types the truth, {hadovvs vvould fubf’mnce {pil.
Innocent Lamb ! although thou knevv’f this plot,
Tet, Oh hovy fain VVou!d& thou getup
To bein read’nefs to be flain
’Gainft i’ Pafsover; thatall mxght fup?
My Lord thou feeftthy death, but fhun’ft it not.
This isthe Pafchall Lamb, fure, I may call i
Immaculate; O God, Thy blood *Sprinkles my gate ;
Tet is thy bitter grief my bitter fallet.
. I’ the upper room my Lord befpeaks the feaft
For His deit friends; ~ That they mwht knovv,
That from above their chear dnfu.nds .
VVho'l featt vyitch Chrift muft HpvvAr ds go.
But, Oh! hovy dear for all pays this dear rmcﬁ"
Defiring I'ave defir’d this feaft to eat
VVithyou, before: Tgo  Unto  ‘The other fhore.
Oh !'hovy my Lord hunvels to bemy meat?
Tet, Friends, there’s fomethmg Imuft fadly fay;
TYow’renotall clean, *Mongft youdoth fie
{Theman, that dips vvithmeImean)
A Devil, yetan I{l Pocn ite, :
That flnll tlnsnvg gthe God of truth betray.
’Tis my purﬁ_bta s plothisLordto fell, |
VVho had him besght, The vvretch To greach I fomtime taught,f
Butnotto fell me, or himfelf to Hell.
Fudas! canit thou find deathin fiichaPot?
Plotfuch amatter - Againft thy Mafter 2
VVhilft thy fop fofrens in my phutc;,
VVho of each ch{h make thee a tafter,
Hardens thy heart the vvhilft Ifearsor?
VVill nothing ferve, bur {ops inblood next meal?
MyPurfc,my dilhVVere freeTo thee,V Vhatmore could’st vwfh’ :
VVretch! yyhat thoudoft, do qmclsly Run, and fell,
Penlive
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Penfive Difciples vvhen they hear, and knovv i,
Each fears for one: - Buthe thatbears
Thebag, is lag; perdition’s Son :
He is the laft that doubts, or fears:
Slovv to confefs, bur Oh! hoyy fyvift todo it. )

| Come, children, take this breadg’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 Diftiples, here’s an health likevvife
To you, notme; Letit goround,
Salvations cup’s the cup youfec;
Tour health is in my bloody vvound,
Think of my blood, as oftas ye drink this.
Tour Makers broken Lavy, your bloody fin,
Andbleedingheare  Bringmee Tofee And feel this{mart.,
VVho vyould Hell conquer muft vvith death begin.
My Teftament I leave you feal’d inblood :
Tou I bequeath,  VVhen ere I'die,
Full conqueft over fin and death

/ VVith life and peace; vvhichby and by

1the Tefltator by my death make good. ! ;

Pledge me, dear friends, this blood vvas broach’d for you:

T'll drink no more  Ofvyine: O'th’vine, Tillbenggotore,

I may in Fathers kingdome drink it nevy.

' Come let’s novv fing, faith Chrift, feeing all my forrovy

Isburyour Crovvn;  Thog@s ac the breaft

Make mufik, vvhen the Spiric’s dovvn,

Tea fometimes mufick of the beft;

Let’s fing to night, for Imuft dye to morrovy.

Moy Loxd thenrifeth up , fronvvhence he fate : '

VVhom yvindsobey, Andfeas VVith thefe, Difciples may

Novy fee him, that he may be gracious, vvait.

Sure vyhilft my Saviour ferves, vvho ever came

See’ng him fo dret  VVaitingonall,

Girt vyith a Napkin, fcarce hat gueft,

This vvere the fealt. of’s Funeral;

But mariage-Supper rather of the Lamb.

After the vvine my Lord doth yrater take';

Heav'n ftoopsto meer, Andbovy Aslovy  Asfinners feet,

Oh vvhat clean vvork Chrift’s blood and Spirit makes !
; i : { Detors
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Peter, thou thinl’'ft that Itoop dovvn too lovy,
And farft T1hall N’revvafh thy feet;
Then canft thou have no partacall
In Da$ids Son, notbe made meet
T’ th’ nevy Jerufalems clean ftreets to go,
Streets that are pure, as gold, and clear, as glafs :
ThisBafinis Thyvvay JIfay To this fair blifs:
Iftaelto Cansan muft through Jordan pals.
Sirs, {ee you, yvhat 1 've done, and do youknovy it? |
Tou call mevvell, Say’ng 'm your Lord:
1fIthen froop, Oh! never' {vvell.
If Lhave vvafh’c your feet, afford
Tou to do likevvife; Happy, if youdoit,
Servants, my Livery, you muft yvear, is Love.
This bovvl'smy Spirit, VVhich,T Noyvdie, That youmay
The Lamb goes hence, that he may{end the Dove. (’nherit:
Oh may this tovvel bind your hearts in one !
My bending dovvn, Teach them to bovy!
May pride and finful pasfions drovvn
In this full Bafin.  Men fhall knoyy
By this, that you are mine, yvhen Iam gone.
Gone? Tllgotoo, faith Peter, Lord, Ivvill,
VVhat ere comes on’t. -Ohno! Notfo; ’Tisalorebrunt,
Beft mettal melts, vvhen men their Maker kill.
Nay, Lord, though all men ruiggI'll ftand by thee:
Run friends, or foes, Foes to purfue,
Or friends to fcape the hands of thofe.
Poor man 1ltell thee, vvhat’s more true,
Ere th’ Cock crovv tvvice I thrice denied muftbe.
Sure Peters courage ftrengly is come on.
My pasfionylo! Hedid Forbid, Novvhe’lldietoe.
Tet yvhen the Shepherd dies, the fheep vvill run.
Let not your haerts be troubled, but believe
In God and Mee; I ride before
To fee things may in read’nefs be,
Behold I'll meetyou at the door :
My Fathers houfe can me and you receive.
VVhither I go, ye knovv, and th’ yvay ye knovv.

Saith Thomas, Nay Lord,yve Can’tfee VVhichis the vvay,

For, vvealas! knovvn’t vvhicher tohudoft go.
Thomas,
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Thomas,1 amthe true and living yvay.
My flefhIgave, (Knovveft thoume)
A path-vvay unto Heavy’n to pave,
Cemented vvith my blood to be,
S0, that vvho vvalks in me, can’t go a fray.
Shevv us the Father, Lord, that’s all our blifs
Doth Philipfay. Hoyvlong Among Tou muftIftay,
Ere you knovvme, faith Chrift, vvhy, here he is.
Fudas replyed, butnot th’ Ifeariot, Lotd,
Hovvis’tthatthou Thyfelf tous,  °
But not unto the vvorld doft fhevy,
Thy bleffed felf revealing thus ?
VVhy, Ivvilldo’t to all, thatkeep my vvord,
Peace I leave vvith youn, my peace I you give,
Notas thevvorld, VVhenhere Andthere Tou’retoftand
The {vveetett calm fhall then your heartsreleive.  +  (hurl’d
JFriends, If you love melet me go, don’t grieve me.
Oh! hovv your {fobs = Do antedate <
My pasfion, ch niy pulfe vies throbs,
Olilet my griefin yours abate ;
My Fathers arms are ready to receive mé
SirsIcan’t flay to talk: yonder’s the Prince,
“The vvorld that fyvayes : O fee, Hovyhee Doth’s legionsraifey
Tet of one fingle fault can’t me convince. ;
I am the vine, ye branches, bring forth fruit:
My blood’s your fap: My blood’s your feed:
*Tis vvell for you, that others tap iy
The veflel, that the vine may bleed :
The hand, that empties me, doth you recruit.
O jfyou love your felves, let me go {end \
Thatguidetoyou, (Thatfhall Ev’nall, Ev’nallchingsfhevr.
Ih’ve much to fpeak, vvhich you can’t yetattend,
A lirele vyhile I difappear, fanon
Pmfeen agen; For to the Father
I go; fay they, vvhat may this meat,
This little vyhile 2 yve cannor gather. 2
Vvh)’, friends, vohen vvinter’s over fpring comes ofts
Truth, Lord ! vve noyy believe. Ah doyoufo?
{;lﬁ novvcomeson ~ Anhoure  VVhofe fhovyre VVill ma-
/Vhilft folitary to my grave I go. (ke you r;n;
¢
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Tetram Inotalone: O blefled Father! \'
Thow’rt vvith me fkill :  Novv glorifie ; 1
Thy Son, thy Son: vvhen Butchers kill g
Thy Lamb, Oh take me up on high, '

Andrhine and mine Lord vvith me to me gather:
Thefe are thy ftock I kept, and did improve them.
TorthefeIpray, , Andall Thatfhall Thyvvordobey’s
Lord, here’s thine ovyn again ; O keep them, love them!

Then his Difciples forth my Lord do th’lead,
Cedron Vth’ vvay  Makes me bethinlk,
VVhat th’ Plalmift of th’ High Prieft doth fay: |
He of the brooki'th’ vvay fhall drink, ‘
“Therefore he {hortly {hall lifcup the head.
Thence they together to the garden pafs,
VVhete grev that ffore Thatcan Fall’nman Make as before :
Sure, my Rodeemer’s Rue’s that herb ol grace.

*Tyvasina garden ddam didundo us;

' There grevy that fruit, VVhofebitternefs, .

That man for ever might not ru't,
My Lord did raft and {queeze and prefs: ‘
Then from a Gagden brings our cure unto us. |
O mount of Glives ! O Gethfemane! i :
Toallelfeyec  Afoile OF Oyle! Of bloody fuveat
Only to me, ———— finner ! here’s Oyl for thee. ‘
Sirs, fic you here, Pezer, and Famesyand Jobn,
Oh! Ibegin Tofeel: fuchfmart
Amazeth me, thaci’ere kneyy fin ¢
Tethovv it cures my very heart!
Sirs, fit you dovyn: I mutk pray, or I'm gone. w
“This cup, this cup, O Father I may it pafs! ‘
“This cup, thiscup  May’tpafs! Alas! Muft 1 drink’tup? \
VVhy, allthy vials dregs are in this glafs! ' |
Ah! friends, your heav’nefs dothaugment mine tods |
Hovvcanyoureyes Continte fhut
So near fuch ftrong and bitter cries?
Dulnefs, I novy perceive, cancut:
VVill you nos vvacch vvith him, that’s fick fot you?
Touthree of all I chofe for fentinels:
Ibadeyou lie Perdien, Butyou Sleep, though I dye.
Tetinvyeak flefl avvilling fpiric dvvels.

\
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But though my foot-guard {leeps, mine hotfe-men vvatch ;
Though men do grieve me, = Tetac the length '
Mine heay’nly Angels do releive me,
Heav’ns fuccours reinforce my ftrength. ;
Sin, do thy vvorft novy, thow’lt meet vvith thy match
Tet, Oh thiscup ! thiscup! Lord, let it pafs,
If’cbethy vyill;  Terthine, Notmine, Perform thou fHil,
Thy fcalding yvrath, Lord, cracks my brittle glafs,
Sinentred man ar fieft but by onehole:
But ev’ry poré  Throughout my skin,
My God! my God! becomesa door,
VVhericeblood goes out, vvhillt vvrath comes in,
Such anger through thine anger melts my foul.
Can you getfleep, vvhilftin this fealding bath ‘
Imeit ayvay, blood-vver Infyvear? - 8irs, think, Ipray;
“Tis for your feavers fake of fin and vvrath.
VVhat, can I not one hours fhort vvatch obrain 2
One hours? Ifay. Ohyowl betempted;
VVatch for your oyvn {ikes then, and pray :
Oh! pray that you may be exempted; _
There are ho vapours left in my parche brain?
U'm paftall {leeping novv, bue tf fleep of death.
But, Oh! lecit pafs-Thiscup ! (Drinks’s up.) Thy fvvord, alas!
1n chine ovvn fellovv-fhepheard doft chou fheach ?
OCh! hovy thy vrz}rh my flovv’r to hay converts |
My bones doftart. My fleth confumes,
My skin is parcht, ds bottels are :
I’ th’ fimoak;, Lord, through thiri¢ angry fumes.
Difciples, iovv fleep on, and reft yoxir heares:
This reftlels night of mine procures foryou g
A day of peace ; My fhovyrs Tour flovyrs, Tour joyes increafg;
Never did night yield fucha blefled devy : 3
_ Honey to mine, though Gall and Blood tome?
Imean thofedrops;  VVhichfrom my brovy
Bedeyy the ground. Sinners, vvhat crops
May your dear Lord expedt from you?
Butuovv let’s rife; yon Traitour comes; I {e¢:
Tour Saviour’s given into finners hands: ;
udas! artcome? Thow'lt foon Be gorie Herceto thine bome)
VVhillk thou tvvifts mine, I fafter knic chiy bands: |
; -8 ‘ Thou
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Thou fend’ft me to my crofs, but Pll beeven ;
Thou fhalt hang firft, Theif, that thou art |
Thou’ft broke thy faith, and thou (halt burft
Afunder, falfe perfidious heart!
*Tis fit, fuch pay beto fuch traitours given.
Into the fecond Adam’s garden creep
Doftthou, Serpent? - That vvay Betray Themnocent?
Methinks, thou{mil’ft, as Crocodiles do vveep.
Canftkifs, ant court me ftill? 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 {hallvyail.
Fudas, thou knovv’fr mine haunt. I°th” very place
Metobetray Juftthere, Evenvvhere VVith metopray
Thy feigned lips vvere vyont, haft thou the face?
VVhat means thy fearch? vyretch, thou’rt the fugmve 3
Your Lanthorn Light,  Sirs, alfo (hevvs
Tour vvorks are darknefs, and you night.
VVhyforce you, vvhatI dom’t refufe 2
Isicmy life, youfeek? ’tis, that I give.
Jefus of Nazarethyou're cone to take 3
VVhy? Tamhe = Theyall Downfall. - Canmajeltic
Upon fuch Rebels fuch impreffion make?
My Lord, thou needft not flee, nor Peter drayy ?
They run, they run: Backvvardsthey {'All
Tet to be taken thou comeft on.
Tielding thy felf unto their thrall,
VVho cannot {lip thy curb from off theit javv.
Servants ar¢ let go free, vvhileth’ Mafter’s bound.
Bold Peter novv, ‘To fhovy his Provvels, Is vvord & blovv
But the meek prxf’ner gently ciires the yvound.
Thou chid’ft thy Champion vvhile thou friend’ft thy foe,

" Syveet Prince of peace!  The vvounds of foes

Thow’ft rather heal vvich gentlenefs, K

Then thine {heuld fteal to flint oppofe

Peter’s toohotro hold, I fear me fo.

VVhat mean your f«vords and ftaves? firs | vvho’s the thief;
Towve ftel’nthetruit, Andyer, Are fet  'To make pulﬁur,

I’ve only ftel’n the punifhment and grief,
‘ VVas
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VVasInotvvithyou inthe temple fill 2
Have youforgor My Sexmons there 2,
Terall thatvvhile ye took me not:
And muft Inovy thefe {hackles vvear?
Th' Effential mufk the voritten vyord ful fll, :
See my Dilciples leaveme and they fly; _ Ao
Each fhiftsforone:  Andfo Itoo Couldvyell have done:
Bur, lo! mybondage is theirliberty. :
Thus bound they drag me to the High Prieft firft,
VVhoamthe goat, Doom’d thusto die,
More by Heav’ns counfell, then their plot,
For fin, in mine Humanity ;
VVhich, though it knevy no fin, for fin’s accurdt,
Then they confefs over my guiltlefs head |
Their fins, nocmine: Tetl Didcry, Something divine
Tou'l find hath /24p’d your hands, vwhen ¥ am dgad,
Inmy tevo natures I’'m both Goats in one ;
Can dye, yet f'cap\e; Can {cape, yetdye:
Ycandifcharge firft 4dams rape,
Then fecond 4dams bands untie.
Sinner, I muft do both, or thou’rt undone.
Falfe vvitnefs they fuborn’mongft faichlefs Jevys.
Such is their grudge,  Their Lord They’ccord  To death®
Though vvitnefles agreenot, that accufe. (Cadjudge,
Art thou the Chrift? they captioufly enquire;
Notfor o knovv, As{ometime did
Fohns dear Difciples, but to throve
Mine ovyn confelfionsat mine head.
They vvatchmy vvords vvith an enflam’d defire:
This Mary fometimes did, but not as they
Not life, but death They vvatch & catch Frommy dear breath
Both ro themfelves and me this bloody day.
_ “Pefer fteales totheir fire, to melt, not fight : .
Mine feldome vvarme  Themfelves vvith {fuch
Bur quickly rue their dear-bought harme,
Saying the vvarmth’s not half {o much.
Sirs, 15"t fo this morn? *tvvas hot i’th’ night; /
Ifelcitfo: Nor find I ought yet cool, '
Except it be  Thelove Evenof My friends to me,
“VVhilt enemies my vyifdome fain vvould fool.
Ca The
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The High Prieftrends his cloaths, but not his heart;
‘Then all condemnme The Hall throughout,
VVho muftjudgeall; Abjects contemnme:
VVhom Angels do admire, they flout.
They are the Ifhmaels, I bear Ifzac’s part. :
“Then they blind fold mine eyes, to vvhom the night ;
Shiresastheday: = Ican’t, Sure,vvant, VVhogaveayvay
So many eyes to others, vvanting, fight.
Oh ! hovv thefe Bats projet to blind the Sun!
Moles plorand think  (Hovy vvife they are?)
VVith a poor cloutthus to hood-vvink :
Facobstruebright and morning ftar.
Tndeed if't could, yow've need, it (hould bedone.
Hovy they, to make me like themfelves, devife 2
1,andthey,vvink: Theyfee Normee; Andfothey thisk
Tcan’t fee them, although I made their eyes.
Others, for fpight, fpit on my blefled face,
VVhich Mofes,and  Elias too,
Did once i’ th’ mount admiring ftand
Transfigur’d then, disfigur’d novy.
Hovy men befpatter Gods oyyn Lookingglafs.
“Thefe potfheards then their potter fmite yvith rods. (dy:
My vvhite & ruddy Thefe foesVVich blovvs Make black & bloo-
T'm box’d by flaves; yvho rule among the Gods.
Then prophefie yvho finote thee; fome do cry-
Alas! vvhonot?2  Tet I’ll impart; .
Me, for my féed, my Father fmote;
But neyer did mine ovvn clean heart:
Scornérs, go read Ifaiahs Prophefie:
He did efteem me firicken of my God; o e i
“That {tripes on me, My {mart "OFfheart, Mans cure mightbe:
Man did the fault, and [ muft feel the rod. ;
Peter, Tdoubt, they courage vvill foon ccole
At that fame fire;  Th’Ague’ll comeon:
Sacan, to fift thee, did require.
Novv, Perer, prove the rock and ftorie.
My dear Dilciple, don’t deny my fchoole.
Oh! arfirlt charge, 1fe¢, niy Champion’s laid gz = <y
The (hicld, the fhield. OF faith, Hehath Nearloft this {hicld.
¥Vho play’d ths han mengl men, falls by 2 mad.
.o VVhom
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VVhom flefh and blood reveal’d not, flefh and blgod
Can teach deny, = Ev’n his dear Lord ;
Conftant to’s ovva unconftancy,
Ev’n as if thishad been his vvord,
Tvvill deny, not dye, to this he ftood.
Oh! my poor fither’s caught the fecond time,
1 faid, abide Inme, Orye VVillquickly (lidea
Butnovv it feems, to be of me, ’sa crime.
Thenothers 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 knovy’ th.
Peterythey fay, they fmell thee by thy breath
To beof me,Oh! that I could fo fay!
Sirs, don’tyouhear 2 Theman Canban, Cancurfeand {vvear,
That he’s of me, Sirs, doth fuch fpeechbevyray 2
Surely you knovy my {peech no more, then me.
Peterdenies  His Chrift {o creve
The Bird, that vvakes the flespers‘eyes;
1lookt on Peter, then he knevy
The Cock his Mafters Monitour to be.
Peterythus finding all crovy over him,
Runs forth tovveeps His foul Novy foule To vvrinfe & fteep;
Ev’nin a fpring tide of falt tears to [yvim.
, T have deni’d my Lord, my Lord, that’s dying ;
Y have deni’d My Lord, my Lord,
yVhom I confeft, profeft; bee'ng tried,
1 have renounc’d his and my vvord? t
My Lord, that bought me, I have been denying,
' Novv his hotfit’s come on.! My Chrift, yvhen ever :
Through,thou knovv'ft vvhat, TheeI Deny In vvord,ar thoughty
Oh! give me Peters fyvoat in Peters feaver!
By this time is my dooms dayes davvningcome.
Their rightful King = Jevvs having bound
Befote an alien Judge do bring.
That guile i’th’ guiltlefs might be found, {
Butchers obje&, but I, the Lamb, lye dumb,
Herod, and Pontions Pilate, Gentiles, Jevvs
Counfelland plot: Tam TheLamb Muft gotopot:
Satan 1s at mine heel, yvhich he vvill bruife.
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VVho art2 and vvhat is truch? Pilsre enquires;
Bee’ng firangeto both, Ifinditfo:
Tetto my bloodfhed lagand loth,
VVhileft my ovvn people raging go
To burn King Dabids branch yvith Gentile fires.
Take him your felves, faith 7ilate, Jevvifh men, : '
Eafe your ovyn grudge. Saythey: VVemay Nomanadjudge
To death, Our Scepter’s gone. VVhere’s Shiloh then?
See youyour vvants 2 not vvhatyehave, O yee?
VVhy, Shiloh’scome: My vvhiteand ruddy,
This vvine and milk, though Ibe dumb,
Speaks it, my inocence thus bloody.
This is your Shiloh’s garment: can’t you fee?
*Tis not fo long, O thou my city ! fince
Nofannahs, cryed Inthee Tomee, Mertelified;
Thy people gath’ring round about their prince,
*Tis notfo long, finceI did bind my fole,
Mine Affes Colt, Unto my vine,
To thee, Jeru/ lem, noyv revolt;
That I might vyafh my vveeds invvine,
VVhilft to the death P’m pouring out my foul.
Fndas mean vvhile, confid’ring all that’s done
Through his foul fin, Relents, Repents, And bringsagen
That dunghill-dirt for yvhich he fold the Sun.
For’s thirty picces thirty thoufand vvoes
Opprefs hisheart.  Then tohis Prieft,
Ibe finned, and the innocent muft [mart,
The yyretch, being fhriven, fp confeft.
See thou to that, fay th’ Priefts, fee thou to thofe.
Oh! toyvhat lead doth ##-goz filver turn?
Fudas can’tbear  Thevveight Ofit; Tet’tvvas his dear:
Oh! take’tagen; My fingers burn, they burn.
Into the treafury this they darenot caft:
Oh! itisnotgood, Poor men,they darenot;
Oh! ’us the price the price of blood 5
And yet, to {pill that blood, they fparenot :
Thus Grats do ftick, vyhillt Camels go dovyn faft.
They take the mony firft, and then difpure, (doth go,
VVhether ’tfhould be fo. Meanvvhile Thevile Traitour

Bee'rg [elf-condernn’dy himfelf to execute. R
Abloody
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A bloody peice of Charitie’s the end.
The Paaters field, Thatfirangers might
Be buri’d there, tp buy they yield,
Not burying there their ovvn ftrange fpite.
Thus kind to firangers, vvhilft they kill their friend.
Mean yvhile me at a goodly price men hold ;
Hereto it’s come, Onefield Can yield * Asgreat a fum,
As doth the Maker of the vvorld, vvhen foid.
Novy th’ Judge of all ftands bound at Pilas’s bar.
GreatGod istryed  For’s life, by man :
Tet by this ffranger juftified,
Say mine ovyn people, vvhar they can,
Hurried to Herod next, and’s men of VVar.
Herod forfooth vvould feea miracle,
Anddoth, vwhilt I Suftain  Difdain So patiently,
VVho could {coule thefe proudfcorners quick to Hell.
Tn vvhite and fplendid rayment then, from thence
I'mre-convey’d To my firft judge.
(CTyvixt vvhomand Herod peace is made,
They inmy blood can fink their grudge)
ViVearing the type of my clear innocence,
Saith Pilate, {ee,nor I, nor Herod can

" Hiscrimedifery, VVhyhe Shouldbe Condemn’d to dye;

VVill you, this feaft, that I releafe this man?

Take him, and fcourge him, {courge him as you lift.
Oh! VVhatIfeel!l My God vyvhat lafhes!
Think youmy back is ftone, or ftecl
Likeyour hard hearts 2 O gage thefe oafhes?
And {pare your rod, or tell me vvherefore is’t.
Tet doth mine hand fill {vvay thatIron: rod,
VVherevvithIcan Allthofe My foes, Ev’nasonc man,
In picces break; and make them knovvI'm Gnd.
 VVho vvould have thought all government vverelaid
Upon thefe thoulders Thus rentand torn :
By cruel ftripes? yet they’re th” upholders
VVhereon both globes o’th’ vvorld are born;
Aloadthat’s light to the ftripes of them, that ftraid.
T am the fruitful field, novy plovvd in furrovvs,
Thatev’ry fin Might have Itsgrave To vvither in,
1 amthe rock, thefe holes are finners burrovys.
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Princes, vehilft under Pedagoguesthey bee,
Can ftand and fee,  VVhen they’ve teanfgreft,
Subjects vwhipt for’t; vvhy, Pilate, mec
Thou'ftinnocent and king confeft,
Yet for my peoples faults 'm f{courged by thee.
FPilate, thou think? thefe bloody flripes may ceafe
Their bloody cry, Butblood So good, They’ll drink them dry,
And their Hydropick thirft vvill more increafe, :
Alas! thouthink’ft. to feal me a releafe
Frombloodingore, But ‘tyvill notbe,
’Tili I have emptied all my {tore. )
Then, finner, there’s releafe for thee.
S0 dearly muft 1 buy my fhbjeds peace.
Pilare’s ovvn vvife becomes mine advocate:
Her fufferings in Herdream, Tothem Shedothbegin,
So to prevent my paffion, to relate. :
Butvvho can harden his {oft covvardife,
Totakemy pare .~ And fhield my right?
Or mollifie’their hardened heart
To quit their fpleen, or feirhous {pite 2
Pilate have nought to do vvith Chrift, fhe cries:
VVoman, thy husband’s like to’ve nothing fute
‘VVithmerodo: VVhilithe Forme Noheart can fhovy;
But to condemn, vvhorh he acquits, endure.
Pilates ovyn Lady playes the nurfing mother;
VVhileft Jevvs reject,  Buildersrefufe
‘Fair Sions precious ftone Eled,
W Vhich for the corner God vvill ufe.
'V Vare, 7ilare, left this croud they confeience {fmother,
Pilate and Thave tvvo hard parts to play
Pilare;topleafe  Allthofe My foes; Tet mereleafe;
Iy to muke Ecav’n and earth good friends this day,
Time afrer time he qneftions 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 enflames, or nothing moves,
Piélate hangs firft ‘tvyixt tvvo, bee’ng crucified, ;
Confcience and Fear : The Rout VVithout For blood appeat:
By Pilates Privy Counfell 'tis denicd, : '

yvill
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VVill you, faith Pilate, I releafe your King, A
Or Bargbbas, The Murderer? k
The Man, of Men the Monfter vvas,
Tet Barabbas they all prefer;
Blood upon blood thus on themfelves they bring.
Novv, O ye Heavens, ftand aftonifhed !
And thou, bright Sun, Be gone: Geton Thymourning govya,
That, vvhenTéow mine, thovy may’#t hide thine head, :
Let Gad'rens novy for kind commended be;
Tet they preferd  Their heard of fvvine,
But no Barebbasin that heard.
But, Oh! the hoggifhnefs of mine,
Even of mine only people unto me '
VVhy? ev'n thefe Butchers trade’s a miftery.
There isackill, Thatthey Thisday = Have learnt to £l
Theirhands vvith blood : and that before I die,
The murder and the murd’rer, all’s their ovn,
VVhilft they thus chufe: = Andoh! vvhatvvender?
VVhat fitter head for bloody Jevvs,
Than this Barabbas, to lift under, X ‘
VVhilft from their head they caft off me, their crovvn?
My Chrift, there’s yet a fyveeter-miftery.:
Innocent breath I fee Inthee Condemn’dto deaths
That th’ chief of finners might efc;\pe thereby. '
- VVhat fhall T do then vvith your King, faithhe?
Him crucifiel  Cries all the rout,
Oh let him, let him, let him dye b
As if they could not live vvithout
His blood; no more ¢an I, Lord, give it mee.
VVhy but, faith Pilaze, tell me, vvhat’s his crime,
Or take himyou. Avvay, Saythey, Lechimdyenovv,
To find his fault yvould ask too long a time. '
VVhilft all can tell me hovy, none can tell vvhy
I fhould be kill’d. . Sirs; is’t becaufe :
I gave yougood and righteous Lavys,
VVhich you have broke,and I fulfill’d?
Muft I becaufe T let you live, novy dye?
Or 15 it for fome injuries of old
InFEgypryand Inthe Red Sea, And defert land,
VVhere of yourFathers Fathers have you told! :
; : ' Cs @;
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Or is’t, becaufe Ifaid, I came from God
To bringanevv  And greatSalvation,
Greater then th’ firft, to thee, O Jevy!
Proving my miflion to my Nation
By an all-conquering vvonder-vvorking Rod?
Is it, becaufe your dumb can fpeak, that I'm 3
Cry’'doutagainft? °Gainftme “Areye, O Jevvs! incenft
Becaufe of all my cures? arethey 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 fouldiers hands:
TheyplataCrovvn, Alafs! Itvvas A thorny one,
VVhich he muft vvear, vvho Heav’n and Earth commands,
VVhy,Tam Jfzael’s King; and him I found
I'th’ vvildernefs, That hovvling vvafle,
VVhofe mufick thefe outcries exprefs;
VVhofe only’ fruits are thorns, I tafk;
Cloath’d yyith their fins ’m yvith their thorns too crovyn’d
Thus I vvith finners change, ’tis vvell for them.
Their thorney Corvyn ' Sovvorn, &born, 1 makemineovvn,
Tielding for itan heavenly Diadem.
Ifrael, that {o long braught te no {vveet Cane,
Novv puts me off  VVith a poor vveed;
For facrificethey bring a fcoff;
And for my fcepter, bring a reed ;
Tet by me Princes rule and Kings do reign.

>

“Then in a Purple Robe they me inveft;

Both on my fcourged back and tortur’ dbreatt.

Then gath’ring round, ev’n as they lift, they flout me.
HailKing! they cry;  And bovv theknee,
But not their hearts: (VVhy, truly I
Ever had fome that {o ferve mee)
Breathing difdain, yet can’tthey breath vvithout me.
They rend my flefh, the Temples of mine Head.
They fmite yvithreeds: Butl Surely Shallquittheir deeds,
By rending Vaile and Temple, vvhen I'mdead, :

But that {ime colour Ivvore Before Through ftripes & dolour,

In
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In ftrange difguife (for {o are Princes vvont
VVhen as they pafs  Through firangerslands,
And fuch Judea is, alas!
To me, yvhilft Tam in fuch hands )
Brought forth1am, thatPriefts might me confront.
A ruthfull fpectacle! a man of grief!
Laden vvithvvoes! VVith thorns; VVith{corng Ofbitter foss!:
VVill not the Prieftand Levite yield relief?
VVhither, oh! vvhither, vvould I, could I flie?
Shall I repair  Toth’ Altars fide?
Spight s there hotreft.  There they are,
That firft cry’d, be he crucified!
Avvay, fay they, O let him, let him die.
VVehave a Lavv, 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
. VVhenceIam? vvhence my Kingdome 152
Not of this vvorld, I h’d faid before;
So, he my dumbnefs, I his deafnels blame.
Of vvyhat heasks, Idid the truth impart,
And told him fo: Buthee,  ’Gan flee Thetruth, as though
It vvere fome Ghoft, or Mormo. Truth! what are?

VVith’s povver of life and death he then dothbrave me,
VVho hold thekeys = Of Dafid{ill, 7 !
To fhut and open, as I pleafe,

To bind and loofe all, as I vvill,
For fuch Command’ments God my Father gave me:
Tet Pilates Confcience in his face {till flies: :
Novv heprojects Hovvmee Tofree; = But all th’ effe&’s
T’ enflame their fury, double their out-cries.
Tet in their anger fo much yvit they have,
As to compound  Something to calme '
Poor Pilates Conflience, vvhy, they’ve found
Some fimples {overaign as balm;
Oh ! "tvvas good fatisfaction, that they gaye.
| Thouart not Cafars friend; if this man go.
Novv takeyour Chrift, Fulill Tourvvill, Do vvhatyoulift
VVith him, Jevvs, fo Ifentence, and fodo.

Thus
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Thusheand I frvim dovyn one fiream this day.,
Tet the poor man  Found vvant of vvater,
Call’d for a Bafin, and began d
To vvath him from this bloody matter,
Y Vhich nothing can, but vvhat he gave avvay.
Truly his vvathing clears not him, but me:
Ho deth proclaim, ThatI Novvdye A fpotlefs Lamb 1
Then, vvretch, yvhat 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 This1s as yet,
Satan’s your Crfar more, then he, or I,
Satan, not Cefar, bad you plot my fall;
That Prince of Hell, Philiffia’s King
Plovvs vvith mine heifer Ifmel :
Thus to mine end, mine ovyn me bring.
Te: Sampfons death’s philiftia’s Funeral.

+ The Purple Robe then firip they from my back;

VVhich plainly fhevys It's vvorn Andborn For finners ufe,
Thar of my Righteoufnefs they might partake.

Thus is the Truth fiript naked: Andagen
My feamlels coat They make me yveare
Unto mine execution plot,
That by my fyveet attonement there
1 might an Union vvave >tyvixt God and Men.
Thence to the place of Sculs,Lo! I, their Head,
Thetree accurft, Before Itbore Me,bearit firlt;
7till I, by hearing it, am almoft dead.

Thus mine may learn in me, vvhat burthen he
‘Muft daily beare,  Taking his crofs, :
"That inmy vvayesvvill perfevere,
Reck’ning death gain, counting life lofs:
VVho flumbles at my crofs, can’t follovv me.
Noyy are my groanes nevv pickled in friends tears,
They’d fteal, | fpie, Thistree = Frommee, By Sympathy 3
¥Vhich by conftraint Simen of Cyrene bsars. i 4

: : ut
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But yveep not, Daughters of Ferufalem !
For meat all, But for your City;
Alas ! vvho canprevent thy fall,
VVho fhevy’ft thy builder no more pity ?
If they do thus to th” green tree, vvo to them!
Thus under Prlares fentence, and command
Oty Roman State, Thatall May fall On Romes proud Pate 3
Dth’ place of Crucifixion, lo! 1ftand.. :
Rosme ! thow'st that Sedenz, Lgypt, Babylon,
Though Myfticall; Drunken yvith blood
Of all my Martyrs, mine yvichall  *
Novv mingling vvith thy Tybers flood.
Romé’s ftored yvith croffes and novy lends ine one!
. Not Jabbathah, but Golgorha's the ftage
\ The Camp vvithout; VVherel Muft dye ’Mongall the rout,
\ Taftingat once' both Hells and Heabens Rage. :
Ay Vhy?1 anithe great Sacrifice for fiy
Andtherefore mult VVithout the gate
Lnto the Earch conimend my dufty
VVhilitmy dear blood doth expiate
From all tranfgreflions thofe, thatare yvithint
Behold, my dear Difciple, my dear Morher!
Her I bequeath . To thee, To bee After my death
Provided for as by ber Son, my Brother.
Novy fee yotir Brazen Serpent lift on high,
‘Upon thepole! My bloody crofs
Bears fruir to quit, vvhat Adam fole
Juftice, I find may n’t go by th’ lofs,
Tert grace fhal reign by righteoufiefs, Lereby.
Oh ! hovy I'm fretche and togeur’d onthis tree! o g
Oh! hovveachvein Andnerve Dothferve Afey'ral pain!
_ ’T yyas man grevy loofe, and Imult {traitned bee.
‘ Oh! hovy thofe hands, I firecche forth all theday
| To Ifinel, - Are ftretcht again?
That ag iy Parience did excell;
i So nevy I mighe exceed in pain;
? VVhilk finnerste mine hears find open vvay.
Oh! hovv my feer, that nere rook flep avvry, :
Art piticed through!  Madefall In haft © My erols unto
. Tith the rranfgreflors may fimd tite o flig. ‘

T am,
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‘Tam the doore, they naile me to the tree:
And, asisfit, Over this gate

- Aroyal faperfeription’s vvrit,

That in 44 tengues might preach my ftate. -
Oh! all ye, that'pafs by, turn inby me.
To th’ crofs 'm hing’d inmine humanity,
Thatfromthe floor [Eveneach Mightreach That livingdoor,
VVhofe upper hinge clafps in vvith th’ Desty.
Romans, and Greeks, and Hebrews come and look;;
Thefe open Arms  Shevv th’open yvay,
Hovv by mine, you may eafe your harms ;
And may become one fold this day;
Tam the 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!
T'll fuffer death, ere thou fhalt futfer lofs.
Living, my bread of life among my Jevvs
I ever brake, For ’tvvas their right;
VVho vvhilft they fpread chefe arms, do make
A fealt for Gentiles through their fpight;
That, dying, 1 might none, that come, refufe,
Come unto me all ye, that laden be
VVith finand yvrath; Comeye Tome; O comeinfaich:
Y'll bear your burdens, vvhilft my crofs bears me,
Mine hands are not {o nail’d, but that I can
Ev'n yvith thefenailes  Still pick the lock,
Hung on your heel, if your key fails:
But vvhilft I preach, alas | they mock.
If thoube 14’ Chriff, be thine ovvn Fefis man.
VVhy Jevvs remember, vvhat your high Prieft taught,
Hovy heedful ’tvvas, That I Should dye, Thatth’ cup mightpafs
My people, vvhilft 1 drink their bloody draught.
But, Oh Ferufalem! canft laugh atmec?
And at my griefs2  As thou didf knovv
My preflures to be they reliefs ;
Repent, bélicve; and be it fo. ;
But laugh notatme, vvho h've vvept over thee,
And yetvvep blood, for this thy frupid fate.
Father, I pray, Reprieve, Forgive Thelefoes,forthsy
Alas! my God, they do, they kaoyvnet, vvhat.
‘ They
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JIn {o much{corne,

They curfe, Tblefs : I pray, vvhilftthey revile.
VVhilft Prietsdo fcoff  And fore difdain
The Sacrifice, that comes not off
Th’ Altar, but fuffers o be {lain,
My blood makes interceflion all the vvhile.
VVho'd rafe, then raife, the Temple (this is he)
Inthree dayesfpace; Techee, VVefee, Can’tquitthisplace,
V Vhere all the nails, that hold him, are but three.
Tet mock not, paffenger; vvag not thine head
VVhen thou thinkft leaft,
VVhen I this bitter death have borne,
To earneft T'll foonturn they jeft 5
And raife this Temple ere’t be three dayes dead,
Come dovvn fay fome, and {o convince they foes:
VVhich ifIfhou’d, Hovvfore Aftore Ofvyrath,andblood,
VVould come dovvntoo? Sirs, I bearoff yourblovvs.
VVith the tranforeflours numbéred am Iz

Oneither fide,  Truthbee’ngbetvven,

Falfhood and theft hang crucified;
Tet if Heav’n Rolls thefe men had f{een,
They’d found me in annother Trinity. L
But, ohmy grief! not onely mine ovyn Nation,
But thofe, thatbe  Juftly Todye, Firfl{coff atme,
Their partner, ot incrimes, but condemnation.
Tet can I not forget my dear Compaffions :
Thoughboth feproach  And fout at me,.
My blood for finners fince I broach,
1 vvill not fuffer both to be
At once partzkers of tvvo condemnations;

. Th’ one I call home, though inth”eleventh hour;
) o b

Andtheteby fhevy, Hovy kind - A mind

Thatturn, thoughlate, tome your Saviour.
But oh his rare Converfion! oh hovvhe

Juftifies God! Rebukes his mate!

Openhisfin! k'ffeth hisrod!

Takes me for Lord, befeeching, that

Inmy Salyation he'might fharer be.

Thus on my Crofs Ivvork a nevy Creation:

Loofingthebands  Offin  VVithin  From th’ finners hands.

My bier fasrifice brings fvveet falvation,

I bear toyou,

Thus
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This T 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!yvhy?
They rend my garments, caft lots for my coat,
VVhillt I hang here, Shame doth Me cloath, Elfe nak’d I vvere,
Tonder’s they Jofephs coat, Lord doft not knovvt’2
The feamlefs vefture of thy finlefs child
Hovv bloody 15't2 My God ! my God !
Tet not fo bloody as thy Chrift
Is all vvithin by thy fharp rod.
© be'not fierce to_me, for I am mild,
See, hovv I'm nail’d to this moft bitter tree!
Hovv I'maccurft! Hovvgall  Isall My drinkin chirft!
And vvilt thou fo, my God, my God! leave me?
See, hovy men turn my glory into fhame,
Mocking my faith And confidence;
Some fay, hefor Elias pray’th; S
But, Lord, thou knovv’ft my mind and fenfe.
They flout, they fleere, vvhilft 1 call on thy name,
Ter fave me, for 'm thine: thisehandmaidsfon, * (nomiak,
Made of this vvoman: Thy fhade This maid, VVhen knovvnby
Impovvi’d, to bring forth me, thine holy one.
Father! I'm th’ only Fatherlefs on earth:
Allothers have Fathers, or had:
O pitty, pitty, Lord! and fave
Thy Fatherlefs, fupport the fad. bt
Oh ! leave me notin death, vvho gav’{t me bi:th.
My God! myGod! vvhy doft thou me forfake 2
VVho never thee Forfook, Ortook Onefintomee;
Except the fins, that thou didft bid e take.
They fill the fpunge vvith vinegar, but thou
My foul doft fill  VVith {harper grief.

~ Oh! finner, here’s a bitter pill,

et for thy ficknefs fvveet releif.

My God! iny God! O do not léave me novv |
Hovy darksiefs vailes the land ! yet clouds do hover .

Dackerby far:  Thyvvrath, Lord, hath Eclyps'd thy flar

YV Vhilt from thy dacling shou thy face doft cover: o
Hovy
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Hovv both Suns fuffer vvhile thes e) Son lies under
Thy fierce difpleafure! Th’Sun bears a part;
Bucmine edyp{l it cannot meafure. |
Lord, thy fore frovyns do teare my heart
More, theri the Temples vaile; that’s rent afunder,
Novy come thy breaches and thy darknefs on,

O Jeyvithand ! Yorthou Haftnovy Bothrid thine hand

Of thy bright Iiu‘ut, me{ of thy Corner-ftone.
Father, the earths al ,and I more.
Ev’nrocks dre rent, M] !om § Imote torne i
Tetflinty Jevvs do n't once relent:
My God! leave notmine hope forlotne.
I ha¥’ done,  Lord, open th’ everlating Doore.
Fatler, into thine hands IgiSemy Spirit,
And ﬂtma/‘ﬁu,z'b VVhilt1 T lm: aye; And, vvith me deas
That my dear feed henceforth may life inherit.
Then Chrift, in fvveet fubmiflion, bowes bis pesd
To all Gods pleafure:  Ithink on’t fill:
Lord, make the bovving heare my treafure,
An heart to bovy toall thy vvill;
Thatdying I may fay, .lsﬁm/wl
This dom, thy Savieur q.nc».lvﬂwcs vs his force:
Gray L;()}(‘nqlh, ley; hake  And quake,  Th:
The rude Centurron’s ftruck vv '“n L.An«*  Temic *--1}_
Thus Chrift Lcrslof‘[' hispris’ners, captivare
His feornful foes;  Theyki mu’xth"h breaft,
Confelhng \v.homt 1ey did oppole  «
To be Gods £ON, novv not in jeft.
Thus Sampfon’s death brake the Phyliftians pates.
Then vvith afpear hisfidea Souldier fir ikes ;
Cleavit
VVhofe Shepheard is novv paft all pufh of mlus.
This is tht fountain op’ned for thy fin,
Jerufalem! Thy filth, thy guill 5
Hereis for each a proper ftredm, A
VVater aind Blood : Let none be fpilt §
O quench thy guilr, and cleanfe thy flch herein,

]

efée him digy

the Rock, Thatmay - Bachday VVAtcx thalhock;

f[.’&»lh”y[’iﬂp:ﬂlL mb, thy Chrilt; isdead, (Leaven
That Lamb from Heav'n: Hawurc, \Aepare’, Purge out thy.

Mingle no more thy malice yvich thy bread.

8}

Or:




Or if the Jev¥ifh lump vvon’t leave their leaven
Make me leave mine; Ihave in me,
(Loxd, nailitto this Crofs of thine)
An evil heart of enmity.
Tord, kill this enmity ’tvvixt Earth and Heaven.
Be thou my fort, and hiding-place, my foul
VVould lodgeinthee: My Lord! Afford ~One cleftfor meg,
Thy vvalls are fhatt’red, yet thou’rt timber-vvhole.
Satan and fin Th'vefeen ’th’ Tragick ftory
Shoot throughand through  Thy bleffed heart;
Tet not one bone vvas broken, though
Mount Sinai’s Cannons plaid their part.
Inthisrock hide me, till Ih’ve feen thy Glory.
Shall not Chrift crucified far dearer be :
To me, thenPelf, Then name, Orfame, Orlifeit felf?
*Tvvas thus vvith o/eph, vvhy not thus vvithme? |
The Souldiers having broke the others leggs,
Butnot my Lords;  Fofeph, aman
Rich inthe goods, this vvorld affords,
But more in faich, moft boldly ran |
To Pilate,and Chrifts lifelefs body beggs.
‘Then in clean linnen vvraps that {kin and bones, (fure
That martyr’d treafure: Andvvhy Can’tI Takeas much plea-
To cloath thy members, Lord, thy naked ones?
Jevvs, novy, our king’s come dovyn: Sirs, do you {ee him?
Tour Temple lies  Flat by the ground:
VVill youbelieve vyhen’tdoth arifes
Catching your Chrift at his rebound 2
VVhy, if his ovyn vvon’t have him, Lord! give me him.
Chrift, having novv giv’n death his deadly vyound,
Yollovvs hir home : Invades Deaths fhades, Entersatombe,
To fee vvhat fpoils may in a grave be found.
Great Conqueroury vvho haftkill'd death i’th” duel,
After this art  Lodg'd in a ftone?
Rarher take up in my poor heart,

sHovy hard {oever, or hoyv none.

Oh! that I vvere thy Cab’net, dear jevvel !
But Jofephs rock vvas pure, thar grave yvasneyv: ‘
Firftin a yvomb, VVhichnone Hadkoovvi; Theninatombe,

VVhere nope hdd lain, my Lord lodg’d; this doth fheyv ¢
Tmuft
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Imuft be clean and new ficft. Terthy paflion
And ftream of blood, VVhatdid itmean,
That Purple, yeta Chriftal flood?
VVas't not the making of me clean?
Doth notthy rifing mean my renovation?
Then male and take for fuch this heart of mine,
And dyvellinit; Thisbreaft Isbeit, Thar Ican get,
Had I a berter, Lord, it fhould be thine.
Sufely the King of terrour 1 could brave,
If my Lord vvauld  This Sepulcher,
Thisheart, as his ovvn quarters hold ;
I vvould nor goale, nor goaler fear.
O hoyv my Saviours Corps perfume the grave!
Lord, make this heart of ming aliving one
Through thy deaths meric: Convey, Ipray, Tomethy fpirir,
VVho thy dead flefh didt coffin in dead frone.
VVith th’ Arimathean Counfellour combin’d
Alearned Rabbi, To (hevy Chrift kindnefs;
An Ifraelitifh Dotor: may be,
Some vyifer man vvill blame my blindnefs,
» And Antichrift in Law and Learnizg find.
But may my foul vvich bleffed Fo/éph dvvell
And Nicodem : Tet, doyyn 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’ embalme his Lord, that gave him light,
VVith Aromatick precious things:
Tetnot one half o precious, as thofe vvounds.
Novy Jefus (fonah like) Heav'ns fealed one, :
. Enters thedeep: Butfhall The VVhale, Thegrave, him keep?
See, Souldiers vvatch, and Pilaze feals the ftone.
As Daniel’s {eal’d vvhen caft into the Den,
Malicious Jevves Require a fealg
And yvatch, vvhich Pilate vvon’t refufe,
Left fomethe coffin’d Corps {hould fteale:
They’lkeep the Sun from rifing; Crafry men!
Lo! ina Garden ftood the fealed Tomb.
Adamthefirt Hay'ngbin  Forfin  I'th’ Garden curlt
Toth’Grave. My Saviour thus fulfills the doom.
D2 { Then

s
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Then davyns that bleffed light, that ever fince
Makes one day fhine More, then fix other;
For {hould fix vveek- day lights combine,
One Lords-day brightnefs vvould them {mother: |
v Vith thee, Thy Dag, Lerd, rifeth and proves Prince.
“That Day is novv obfcur’d, vvherein Chrift {lept;
That Day’s madebright, Invvhich Thatrich Andorient ligh
yuit that blind prifon;, vvhere he had been kept. :
Surely, thatthay’s the vvhole yveeks Fubilee,
(That day’s thebefty Y Vhich my dear Lord,
By ceafing from his labour, bleft;
Labour, that coft more, then a vvord)
VVherein redentfition fet the ranfom’d free.
This ficft day finds more, then the feventh day loft;
Can {uperadd And raife | More praife 5 Thenth’ other had ;
So th’ old Commandment is fullfill’d, not croft ;
That bids me celebrate, vwhat day of feaven
God hath moftbleft;  And bis, dotheall s
Such was the Jeyvifh, 4 our reft.
v Ve fover’d Geds firft vvorks by‘ our fall,
Till Chrifts laft Palover purg’d out the leavern
Vv Vas not Chrifts Burial pact of s Humiliation ?
His d"ny ofret  Fromthat Darkflate  Shal'tnotbebleft?
Shall T lefs prize anevy, then old Creation?
Yedemption is amaking old thifigs nevy.
Rouze, Cliriftians, then: Though dead before; -
1etLords dayes find yot living men;
That vvith your Chrift can rife and foare.

}

. And for the Chriffian; quit thy Sabbath, Jevv.

The firlt in fin runs firftto th’ Sepulcher

Poor vvoman kind; But Chrift Is mift; Oh'! they can’t find'

Their Lord; though tvvo of his Life-guard appear.
The tvvo bright pointers of that blefled Star, s

His countenance, VVhoh'd roll’d the ftoney

Strikes keepers hearts, at’s firlt advance,

As dead, as vvhat he fate upon. ‘

“Thieves vvere, novv Angels Chrifts atrendants dre.

Say th’ vvomen, vyho {hall roll the ftone avvay ?

»rovas done before,  Thusmay, Ipray,’ I find my [core

Quit ro mine hand, yvhen Lcry, vyho {ball pay 2 :
Surely,
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« Surely, my furety did my debt difcharge:
Lord, elfe vvhy fhould Thine Angel'be
Sent dovvn t’ unlock that prifon-hold,
V Vherein my Saviour lay for me?
My furecy’s free, vwhy may n’t Tvvalk atlarge? \
They vyould yvith Oynrments, Odours, precious things,
Perfurne his Priton; But th’ dead VVas fled ; Their Suz vvas rifen
VVich fvveeter balme, vvith healing :n bis wings.
Mary, the finner, Mary Magdalen :
Marcheth ith’van  To th’ Sepulcher,
But th’ ftone’s remov’d, and {0’s theman s
She, miffing her dear Saviour there,
To Fohn and Peter runs, and comes agen.
“Thefe run a race, the yvager’s precious truth;
But Jubn out-ran:  Alasl Hevvas The younger mal.
Happy the man, runs fter Chrift in youth.
Peter, fucceflourto his Maftters Crofs,
VVhileft 7obn keeps out, Enters Chrifts Tombe;
Looks for his Chrift, but finds a/clout
And vvinding-fheet in Saviours room:
But Chriftis gone. - O bleffed, gaintul lofs!
Mary, th’ old yveeper, flands vvithout and.cryes; (throvvi,
Biit ftooping dovvhi, Spies here And chere The Grave cloaths
VVhich linnens fcarce can{erveto vvipe her eyes;
She is ftill anxious, turfis her round, and lo
There th’ Gard’ner ftood, = Als fhee conceiy’d,
Ev’n he, that vvaters vyithhis blood
Each plant of his. Thus Chrift’s receiv’d
By the true fecken oft, vhen't thinks not fo.
Sir, if thou have borne him hence (and *tyvas vvell gueft)
Tell me, faithfhee; Marp! Lol Ev'nIam he.
‘AL I'my dear Lord, that vvord revives my breaft. ' :
Tet touch me not, faith he, ’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 ftudions is my Lord, that they {hould knovv,
Andfo partake * Ofihis  HisBlifs, That did forfake
Him in his captive ftate and fufferings fo. i
D 3 Surely
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Surely thefe men, that fled then from their colours,
'Might have expected. ‘Another kind
Of meffage fhould have been directed
From their novv rifing Lord : but find
Their fins in his Grave buri’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 notaffraid: :
Jefus you'd have; I knovyv it vvell:
Bur think you, D4bidin a Caye,
Or Da%ids Son muft ever dvvell :
Come, fee the place, vvhere your dear Lord yvas laid.
VVoman, your Lord’s nothere ; your Lord isrifen,
Have you forgot Tour Lords Ovvnvyords? Or have younot?
Seek youthe Prince'of 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
Alldapled like the time of day.
Andas they march, behold! they fee the SO N.
O may my Lord thus evermore appear, ‘
And fhineupon Poorme, VVhenhe - Saith, getthee gone
And unto others of me tidings bear. ;
Oh bleffed meering I Courtfhip, and devotion !
All Haile I'faith he;  They boyvt” his feet;
Light, that forbids us courteous be,
VVas then fo dark, Chrift could not fee’r.
Thatmafter taught his {chollars no {uch notion.
Men, ’tis obferv’d, the rifing fun adore;;
Chrift’s rifen novv ; & bright Day light Beames from his brovy;
Shall notall vvorfhip the Son of God much more ?
The vvatch mean vvhile bring nevvs of all 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-ftone is a filver one.
VVhatpotent pranks can mighty Mammon fhevy !
Povverfull pelf  In’ts fadts ~Outa&s  Ev’npoyy’ritfelf:
Money can make truth’falfchood, falfehood true.

Money
’
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Money betrai’d my Lord to all thefe vvrongs;
Novy they’redevifing  To keep on foot
Something to cloud this bright Suns-rifing;

And ’tis large money thar muft do’t.
This filver key muft turn the fouldiers tongues.

* Souldiers are taught a forry tale to tell; (chinks

VVhich fhould, methinks, Nere {lip Their lip ; But that,vvhich
$o fyveetly, can make all found pretty vvell.

Say, /P hilff we keepers (lept at 1h’ Sepulcher
*s Difciples came _And flole bim thence 5
Vih.ch if the Gobernour (hall blame,
vvellmeditate and makeyonr defence.
Novy hear; O Heavens ! and, O Earth! give ear.
Can’ft thus, O If7¢l, fool ayvay thy Glory?
Is fuch a vvife Fable. Able Toblind thine eyes?
Is thisth’ anchentick, yet received ftory?

VVhy, fouldiers, if you flept at th’ Sepulcher,
VVhilft that valt ftone  VVasrolling back,
(VVhich may aJevv believe, or none)
And fome by ftealth the corps did take :
1 marvel, you could fee, vvhat men they vvere. ; .
Or, if you fayv the thieves, vvhy did you not
Stop orpurfue? So fhort™ Report VVant fo much glue?
See hovy the laft vvords have the firft forgot.

But, oh fond Priefts and Elders, vvhencels it,
That you can ftroak Thefe fouldiers pates?
Sure, fuch negle&t vvould you provoke
Of all. Ter you're their'advocates.
Alas! hovy fury doth befoole their vvits!
Mean vvhile Difciples vvere fo far from thieving, (refufe
That, vvhen thisneyves They brought, That fayv't, Tetthey
Torake’t for truth, being fo far from believing.

As tyvo of them vvere to Emaus going,
Their bufie tongue  Bee'ng veell imploy’d,
My deareft Lord ftands them among ;
No fooner talk't ofy then enjoy’d.
Happy the Servant’s, vwhom he finds fo doing.
VVhat is your talk, that makes your walk fo fad?
Saith Cleophas.  Dofk thon Notknovy Thefe things? Alas!
A mighty man and Prophet vye have had ;

D 4 h(lghfy




- Mighty in vyord and deed vvi

Jefus vvas he  Of Nazareth,
Ve'd hop’d, might our Redeemer be;

Buthim our Rulers put to death,

Thisbee'ng the third day fince. And yetagen

VVe knovy not, vvhat to think on’t, hurried (cher,

“Tvvixthopeandfear; Forfome, Thatcome Fromth® Sepuls

th God and Men ;

 Afliire it , thathe’s rifen from the Dead,
But, oh this evil heart of unbelief!
This vvant of faith, Thatcan provoke
The genele Lamb of God to vvrath,
Setting in ev’ry vvheel a fpoke,
Clouding the rifing Sup vvich gloomy grief!
© fodies, and {lovy of heart, replies my Lord,
Siovy ro believeme; Butoh. Notfo Not{lovy to grieve me!
Ought not your Chrift fulill the vvritten VVord ?
But Chrift can’t alyvayes hold his chiding ftory;
Sugars his cheeks  VVich fvveet inftructions ;
Mafes his vaile in pieces breaks ;
Proves by Prophetick fair deducions,
Through Seas of Sufferings Chrift muft land in Glory.
My Lord then makes, as he vyould further go:
But they _bcgin Topray Himftay, Andheturns iny
Happy, vvho love their clofe reprovers fo. :
This bread of life thus broken yvhen he had,
e breals more bread, And makes them eat;
Their Lord’s their Shepheard, they’re vvell fed,
Body and Soul, vvith blefled meat, . *
My foul, feek Chrift firft: and chofe things he'll add,
Jult novy my Lord makes them {ee, vvho he is, a
Then{lipsavvay: ‘And, oh! *Tvvasfo VVithmelaft day,
One moment op’ned andfeal’d up like bhifs. ;
VVhen Chrift yvas gone, fay they, vve might have gueft,
VVhat light *tvvas, brought ~ So bright a day
To darkelt Scriptures; might have thoughr,
The rifer Sun vvas in our yvay,
¥inding our hearts {o burn vvithin our breaft,
Then they return back to Ferufalers,
Brimful] ofjoy, 'Tofeat  Thereft; But thcy are coy,
Tl Chrift himfelf frands in the middt of them,
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And ’tis fo (ll.' VVhoever’s{ent about
To tell thy ftory, Hardnefs of heatts
Andunbeliefblinds all thy glory:
Lord, vwhabelieves? Lord, vvho converts?
Till thy dear picfence puts alt out of doubt. .
‘Their doors bee'ng fhut, and hearts much more, thateven
My Lord to put Allout’ Ofdoubt; (Noneelfecanda’t)
This nevvesimparts in perfon to th® eleven.
Tetoh hovv hard a thing is chis believing?
A foriteappears, Asthey fuppole;
The fame, that 11 their fforms of fears
v Valk’t on the Seas, vvhen vvinds arofe.
Phant’fies fools-bolt, hoyv’t hinders truths receiving !
Jefus falutes them vvith a peace be to you
Qnceendagens 'Tis I3 Sirs, vwhy Diftruft you then?
VVhy do you let fuch choughts arife, vvhy do you?
Dovvn doubtings 5 Pmgotup: Andready have
(Sirs,come and fee.  And feel, I pray; ) ;
A Tombe, dead unbelief, for thee
Dig’d in my fide but ¢’ other day,
And for your doubtings in exch hand a grave.
If thefe fuffice not, handle, feel my feet,
There are tvyo more. -~ Doubtnot, - Ivegot  Allasbeforey
Rather then mifs their faich, their fenfe he'll meet.
Then for the further feeding of their faith
He calls forfood;  They give him fith,
And Honey-Comb: but, oh! hisblood
Aud body is a fyveeter dith.
Then, breathing, take the Holy Ghott, he faih.
Novv doth the froft-nipttree of life recover:
Putsforth again Nevy {prings, Andbrings Eruits, that remain,
Spiritand Life, fo prove’s Deaths V Vinter’s over.
Thomas mean vyhile, bee'ng abfent fromthe reft;
‘Freeving from th’ fire, ' ( Like them, that mifs
Th’ affemblies Chrift isvvont t’ infpire
VVith {vveeraffurance, joy and blifs)
Can’tfeed his faith vvith hear-{ry of a feaft
He muit firft hold a Coronersinqueft;
Muft feeChrifts ayles, And muft Ficft thruft I'th’ print o’th’ nailes
, Hisfingers; ¢’re this fajith enter his breaft. :
. Ds Hig
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His faith muft go on ftilts, or not at all;

See vvith the eye, Feel vvith the hand,

His faith muft in his fingers lye,

His faith muftin his feelmg{’cmd

At th’ bound from forry fenfe he'll catch the ball,

Th’ yveek after, he and they be'ngall together,

VVith bieffed greeting (Increafe Ofpeace) Chrift crovyns their

" Thomas, faith he, come reach thy finger bither. (meeting.

As men are vyont, vvho’ve Children to be taught,
My Lord vvas fain, (Thoughev’ry letter
In’s hands and feet vvere printed plain)
VVith’s finger teach him fpell the better,
The Child to faith by feeling muft be brought.
My Lord! andmy God! hovv this fight relieves me!
Poor Thomas cries. Chrift {aith, Thy faith May thank thine eyes;
Blefled is he vvho fees not, yetbelieves me.
Difciples after this a fifhing go;
But nothing’s caught  Throughout the night;
Till Jefus comes and brings a draught;
Lord fhevv me fo, vvhich fide’s theright,
VVhen to catch fouls thy Gofpel net I throvy.
Chrift look’tinto their cup-board juft before ;
Children, haveye Got meate Toeate? Elfe come tome;
T've food and firing for you on the fhore.
Hence finfull cares; infeft my foul nolonger,
Bafe diffidence; Doubrings retreat;
Soul, mind thy Saviours providence;
Do thme ovvn vvork, and he’ll find meat,
Or give thee fomethmg s better, if thou hunger.

“Dinner bee’ng done, Chrift {peaks of vworking then ;

Aadfo (Hhuia vve; Ouryvher, Notlet, Our food fhould be.
Shepherds Chrift feeds, to feed his {heep agen.
Shepherds, vvholove to eat, but not to feed,
Are, vvhatthey’renot, Not, vvhatthey are;
(A Paradox, and Gordian knot,
VVhich Chrift vvill cut, and vvill not {pare)
Shepheardsin name, but rav’ning vvolves indeed.
Peter, doft love me more, then thefe? Il prove thee.

/Then’ feed and keep My flock; My ftock Of Lambsand Shecp

All knovving Lord, faith he, rhou knovv’t, I love thee.
Peter,
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Peter, vvhen thou vvaft young, then thou vyaft free
To conmeandgo A thow'dfta mind,
Girding thy felf: ’t{hallnotbe fo, : ;
VVhen thou art old, others thall bind, ‘
And gird, and carry thee. Man! follovy me. .
Peser replics, and vvhat muft this man do?
PVhat's thatsothee?  Follow Methou. Hovv bufie vvee
Are, to mind others vvorks, our ovvn not {o.
In an appointed mount in Galilee ‘
Chrift meets ¢h’ eleven:  Chargeth them there
By all his povv'r inEarthand Heav'n
To preach the Gofpel ev’ry vvhere ;
Baprizing in the name of One and Three.
And in {o doing, faith, Pm vvith you fhill. "
He fhevys Hells lofs : Deaths gate, Sins ftate Spoil’d by his Crofs.
Novv is our 8ampfon got onL Gaza'shill.
To prove my nevv-bought right to ev’ry Nation,
Neyy tongues I give Untoyou: Though '
Tou drink yvhat’s deadly, you fhalllive:
Serpents ands ficknefTes {hall knovy -
And Devils too, that Lhave vvrought Salvation.
As many years, as Ifra’¢-juft had been,
Chrift, dayes doth fpend *Tvyixt the RedSea Of’sbloudy end,
And Heav’nly Canaan : forry dayes he’s feen.
Mean vvhile Chrift fummons others from the dead,
To evidence His Refurrection::
From types, from texts, from faith, from fenfe,
Of proofs hoyv full, hovv fair colleétion,
Shevv’ng Chrift is Rifen as the Churches head.
‘Novv, O devourer! vvhere’s thy yi&tory ? ;
Out of the grave Thatold Strong hold And eating Cave
Comes meat and fyveetnefs ; vvhichvvho talts, can’t diet
Ev'n Chrift comes thence.  And noyvin Oliber,
VVhere he laid dovvn  In part of pay
For th’ purchafe,of his nevv bought crovva,
His bloody fyveat: ev’ntherethis day,
To fee’s Intronization, Saints are met:
VVilt thou reftore the kingdome, Lord, they cry,
To Iffelyet? Foryou ‘Toknoovy Timesisnotfit:
Pll fend my fpiric! that’s my Lords reply-

O vvhat

'
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O vvhat an eager foolifh thing is man |
Bulfic to knovy, VVhatleaft concerns him !
Butto take forth, alas! hovv {loyv
The leflons, that my God vvould learn him.
A fieve, that lets go th’ flovy’r, but holds the bran.
Melchifedeck mean time, our Prieft for ever,
VVithlift uphands 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 2
Tidings of’s fecond coming, bring,
In fuch f{ort as, thiey’d feen him go: _
Chear up, my drooping heart, thine head’s on high:
Tet not {0 high, but thathis heart’s as lovy,
Asftilltomind  Poor thee, Tillhee Hathmade thee find,
VVhatfor thy gain he fometime did forego.

Novv’s the forerunner ent’red in for thee 5
Thy Lords afcended ;  Up, and avvay |
VVhen Chrift firft rofe; this flighthe *ntended
And art thou quickned here, to ftay ?
May all my life but one Afcenfion bee!
Byt U'm allfits and ftarts, and cannot get
Holdof mine ovvn; Butclouds Provefhrouds; Andall feen

g
Sometimes I rif¢ vyith Chrift, but cannot fir.

(gone ;
Tet am L fixt, vvhilt Saviour fits in Heaven ;

Thereare no hills ~ And dales on high;

My Svvampes my Saviours merit fills,

That all might in a level lie,

Making my ftare, though not my comfort, even.

VVhy art thou then, my foul, difguieted ? ;

Chriftdvveltinduft Asthou Doft novv; Shall I not truf}

Him, that drank of my brook, to lift mine head 2

Is this the Butler, thatbore Ph 2720hs cup?
Though he forgot  Fa/éph i’th’ Prifon, g
VVhen rais’d himfelf, thy Lord vvill not
Reckon, thathee’s compleatly rifen,

Till all his foes are dovvn, and friends got up.
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Dovvn then, thou evil heart of unbelief!
Thou art a foé, To mee [ fee, 7o him I knovv;
A goale vvould fit thee vvell, for thou'rt a thief.

Thou pick’ft my comforts, and thou feal'ft his praife,
HisandmyTefs  VVe lay td" chee;

 Betvvixt tvvo thieves Chrift lefr one Crofs

Void, that there hanged thou mightt bee.

Th’ arch-thief of all, that rob on Gods high vvayés:

Novv, as Mount 0/6¢¢ foi Ston Mount

Thou did& forgo, Teach mee Likethee, SvveetSaviour, fo
Heav’ns joyes before earths farnefs to account.

I determined not to know any thirg, fa%e Jefus Chuilt, and bim
crucified, 1. Cot. 2. 2.
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T Verfe proceeds to him, that by proceeding
Subfifteth in the Deity;
But can’t proceed vvithout his fp( eding:

This Dove doth teach all other birds to fly.

My callovv mufe hath pinions, but no vvings, :

Pinions indeed of ighorance ;

Tet th’ Dove, thar hacchech other things,

Can fledge mine infant mafe vvith utcerance. |
Bucth’ other day 1 favva Lamb take vving

And flie to Hedven from an hill :

I vvatcht to fee, if any thing

VVouldfall from him inflight, and found a quill,
Of vvhich Imade a pen, and fell to vvrite

The flory; vvriting, found aVerfe;

VVhilt onmine hand'aDove did lnght,

And bad me vvith the Lamb the Dove rehearfe! |
My mafter from mine head'but th’ other day

The Clouds did take: unkind? orkind?

For, vvhilft my Mafter vvent avvay,

His Mantle dropt, vvhich vvhofo feeks, may find.
Ifeekit: Blefled Spiric! Come and {pread

Thy beaming vvings and cover me,

In thy bright light thy Poet lead

Thatin thy hght vvoold fain difcover thee.
>Tis only Sun-fhine, that can fhevv the Sun,

Alas! my Lord, my fpirit’s flefh;

Dark lanthorn hohr is mext tonone

My Froft-nipt blooms vvhat Sun-beams can refrefh?
Since then my carnal mind can never {hevy

Or vvho, or vvhar, dear Dove ! thouart:

The {pirit of my mind renevy

And it fhall reimbutfe, vvhat thon'lt impart,

(-

*'***
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SPIRIT. | 6
Father and Son are God, and God’s a Spirit,

~And yet Gods Spirit neither is

Father; nor Son; yer doth inherit
VVith both an equall, yet diftinguifh’d blifs.
Father and Son are God, and God 15 love,
Tet neither Father, nor the Son,
Buttheir fvveet fpirit’s che fyveet Dove:
Each hath his Spirit, yet they both but one.
By this eternal Spiric Chrift, the VVord,
Offers himf{elf to God'and dies :
Tet by his Spirit doth afford
Of life unto dead finnersall fupplies.
This Spirit’s infinice: oh! vvho can flee
His prefence and all fearching fight?
Tet he’s avvind, yvhich vvho can fee
From vvhence it comes, or vvhither it takes flight ?
This Spirit’s infinite 5 dvvells every vvhere,
Fathoms all hearts, founds ev’ry decp:
Tet hovy fevv 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, vvhat he lifts,
Mans heart’s that only brafs and fteel,
That the {vveet Spirits motions refifts.
This povy’rfull Spintdid the Heavens garnifh
And doth renevy earths vvith’red face:
VVhen vvintervvafheth off the vernifh
And makes a verdant fpring inev’ry place.
Andvvhy notin my foul? avvakeand blovv,

. O North vvind, and, thouSouthvvind, come,

Let all my fvveers and {pices flovv,
That he, that ovvns my garden, may have fome.
VVherethe Lords {piritis, there’s iberty ¢
Teta grim Sergeant one day came,
And neck and heels my foul did tie,
Saying, he did it in the Spirits name.
He did his Office, and vvould not be brib'd 3
But as his vwarrant {hevv’d a vvriting;
Spiric of bondage, there fubfcrib’d,
I fpied; andfdund, “tvvas of his ovyn inditing.
My
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My heart before had been a 2 bird of prey,
But, novy bee'ng conguer 'd by .il)ovc,
1 thilk on’t ﬂlll, hovv’t fplar" ing ay,
Crying for quarter to thatbird of love
1 marke his bill, butfavy no Olive branch
Peace I implor’d, but Be deni’d ;
Vi hat blood he drevy, refus’d co ffanch,
Till I fubmitied to be morrified.
I‘“lrnovv,IuAJI convince me, pierce me, grieve me §
Strike through and through this vvretched hc.m
8o that thou’ Ul at lcn(bm relieve me,
And vyith t’r/ g 1:’,2 vvirigs but ftroke my {matt.
Dear heare, {xid ke, T firuck thee for to firoke thees
I’uttl:ce inb “aq, to fct theefree;
That I might better heal, 1 DIU}\\. thee;
Tmfent to comfort] by eonvincing thee.
‘ThoughPmalllichcand peace, yet I did fend thee
Toa chx prifon, holr..mg over
My black rod, bur it vvas to mend thee ;
For friends do Fools and Phranticks thus recover.
Remember, man, thy vvild and Bezblem-tricks 3
Hovv oft I firove viith thee in vain ;
Thine heel could kick dgainft my pricks
Sure’tvvas high time to get thee in a chain.
Thou, and Mana(feh,{tood in much more need
OFf iron chains, then chains of Gold.
Diftracted folk muft purge and bleed,

- And in their moneths be caught and }\c pt inhold:

O'blefled bonds! faid I, () happy noubn'
Obitter {vyeet, [vveet-bitter fmare !
My pain yvas great, my profit double,
VVhilft thus thou undertak’ft to tame mine heart.
Void Chymicksi fpill your 8pirits | quityour act!
Ceale from your oft fought, unfourid ftone;
There’s but one Spiric, can convere
An iron chain into a golden one.
Dear Dove, thy prisner may I ever be'
Bondage is like to be my ftate,
If to my felf thouleave me free.
He'sonly free, vvhom thou doft captivate..
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VVhere the Lords Spirit is, there’s liberey ;
No man can fay, Jefusis Lord
But by theHoly Ghoft, erery
Abba, till thi&t fvveet Spirit teach that vvord.
Ivvas a lifperand a ftamerer,
And could not fkill o’th’ Sibholeth,
That mighemy pray’r to God indear,
Till this free Spirit gave nevy fpeechland breath.
I vvas a bégaar, o extreamly poor,
I{kiil’d nothovy to make my moanes;
Bur this Dove met me at Gods door,
Supply’ng my vvant of vvords vvith ftore of groanes,
Lyvasin fuit, and could not vvell make good
My Title; But {2id this free Spirit,
Soul, take this feal, the feal of blood;
Yam thy vvitnefs, and thou fhaltinherit.
I found a riddle, vvhilft I foughtaTexs,
Bug this free Spitit loos’d the knot:
VVhich, vwhenI h’d read, yervvhat vvas next,
Had not this Spirit prompted, I'd forgat. | .
My barren grounds vvhere chapt for vvant of rain,
Gafping tovv’rds Heaven for a flood;
This Spirit lovving in amain, :
"Told me, thathe had broughtme, that’s ds good.
I fearche mine hearr, found fo much drofs and tin,
Solittle elfe, T fell a mourning
Both for my grofs and {plendid fin;
Then he to me the fpirit vvas of burning.
I fell a burning yvhen my God dic{)chide me;
VVater, faid I, or 'mundone;
This ftreaming Spirit {treight fuppli’d me,

*‘Till all thofe fcorching flames vvere quencht & gone,

I fell a chilling till my heart grevv {tone:
Scarce had T left one vvarm defire;
My fro’zen heartvvas riext tonone
Then faid this Holy Spirit: Iam fire.

I fell a ‘meleing yvhen I felt his heat;
My foul vvas broached ai mine eyes,
The ice vvas thayyn to tears and fyyeat;
VVhich vvith frefh gales this Spirit gently drieés

E Thefe
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Thefe fontinels thus dri’d, pride rais’d a tumour,
And then the Spirit’s fain to take
His Lancet and let out the humour : Y
But, oh! mine hearthovv did it burn and ake? *
VVhich this dear Dove perceiving, ftraigtvvay 20
T’ a precious box, and thence applies S
An ointment, made of Sharons Rofe;
VVhich both the {vvelling cools, and mollifies.
VVhenT vvas none, this Spirit made me be,
Andlive, and breath: vvhen I'vvasvvorfe,
(For vvorfe, then nothing, fin made ‘me)
For my rebuilding freely did imburfe.
My ftony heart this {pirit hatcht to flefh:
My flefhly heartdid circumcife;
My bleeding heart vvith balme refrefh
Thofe tears that fell from bleeding Saviours eyes,
In native gore vvhenIpolluted lay,
Hav’ngnone tovvalh, to falt, to fvvath mej;
His counfells vvere my falt that day;
His lavys my fyvadling bands: his grace did bathe me.
v Vithmilk for Babes this comforter did fill
Both Teftaments, the old and nevy 3
But hovy to come by’t,I’d no fkill,
Till hethofe breafts of confolation dreyv.
He took me by thehand, and. taught me go,
ForIvventall by forms before,
Till’s holy un&ion made me knovy
A nevv and living vvay ro fathets door.
Igotupon an hill, vyould fairt defery
Heav’ns Canaan from earths vvildernels;
But being there, could nothing {py,
Till yvith his eye-falve he my eyes did drefs.
Over againft Heav’ns haven on the {hore’
T ftood and vvaited for a vvind ;

* Then did this Spirit vvaft me ore :

In heart, in hope, in faith, in joy of mind.
Arithmetick and th’ art of meafuring

1h’d frudied, but bungled {ill 5

The meafure of afpantobring

©r number of my dayes I could not fkill.

Then
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Then this free {pirit gave avvatch ta me,
VVhich ev’ry day yvind up I muft,
To tell me hovy my time did fee;
But Iforgot, and let itftand and ruft. :
Then being griev'd, thar I'd {o difrefpected
Both gift and giver, didindeavour
To vvind it up, butt’had collected
Such foil, as from the vvheels I could not fever.
Then did Imourning to the donour 203
Confefs’d my fault, (hevy’d him the {oile,
It gather’d, vvhilft neglected fo ;
Do notdefpaire, faid he, for Iam oyle.
This is the Spirit ofall life and blufs,
Tetvvhen I felt him firft, I died:
The fountainiof my life heis,
Tet but for him, I h’d neer been mortified,
This Spiritin mine heare doth fhed abroad
Gods dear and never dying love:
Tetnot a day ’sbut his {harp rod
Doth mefeverely chaftife and reprove. :
This Spirit rais’d my Chrift, yet cafts me davvn,
Doth caft me dovvn, and yecuphold;
Mine humblings are my jay, my Crovvn;
My fear doth make my faith more firmand bold.
Calms are not alvvayes profitable for me,
Therefore the vvinds are fometimes high;
* This Spirit blufters, and isftormy,
That I might ground-faft in humility.
This Spirit is my good and only guide:
Ter, vvalk i’ th’ Spirit, Scriptures fay.
My conduét, and my path befide
This Spiritis; my Captain, and my vvay.
Man vvalkaccording to thy native ligh,
Say fome, and thou {halt perfect bee:
Perfe@ indeed, as noon’s at night;
Lord, in thy Spirits light light ler me fee.
* ¢ Afpirit there’s in man 3 but th’ infpiration
OF the Almighty only can
By no lefs, than a nevv Creation,

Enlighten’t : fucha dungeon fin mademan.
o T T Mané
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Mans fpirit 15 the Candle of the Loxd ;
VVhich, vvho vvould fee by, firft fhould light
At Gods ovvn fire, ev’n Gods ovvn vvord :
Gods vyord, ’s hismind, fenc us in black and vvhite,
For fince th’ incarnate VVord his tender love
Inblood to vvrite us condefcends,
VVhatvvonder, that his ovvndear Dove
Ininkand paper prayes us to be friends?
Nor Son, nor Spirit had I underftood,
Bee'ng funk {o deep in fins dark gror, : /
Had not the Son took bone 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 ignerance’s cave.
TheSonin fervile form came doyvn among’s,
Serving, to purchafe us command :
The Spirit fell in cloven rongues,
As vvho yvould lifp, that vve might unterftand.
Surely this Spirit of all Spirits fram’d
ThatBook of Books, my Bible dear;
A thing that’s all things, can be nam’d : ,
¥ood, phyfick, treafures, pleafures, all are here,
A glafs, that fhevyes to ev’ry man his face ;
A faft; that helps the lame to vvalk :
A fpur, that makes bim mend his pace : ;
A light, that fhevvs vvhat, and vvhat not, to balk.
A Book, that makes the fimple truly vvife :
A Book, that proves the vvifeft fools;
A Book, that helps the Readers eyes s
A Book, thatbaffles' and befools the {chools.

A Book, vvhofe ev’ry leafe, vvhofe ev’ry line
Outlhines the milky vvay as far,

As if Heavens lioht {hould all combine
7o darken and obfcure one painted ftar.

A Book, that toldmy ftory, ere I yvas:
ABook, that tells me, vvhat {hall be :
VVhenT'mno more; vvhatdoom {hall pafs
On States, on Churches; Perfons, and on me,
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Thit Book’s truths ftandard, nay, ’tis truth it {elf ;
So vvell’s the Spirit here pourtrai’d;
This Book doth fan&ifie the fhelf,
The heart, I mean, vvhere it’s fincerely laid.
Tet fome by reafon, fome by nevv-found light
Notonly leaveto 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, muft ftand, or fall 5.
And fo the Sun by th’ Sextons Clock 1s cenfur’d,
Methinks, I love the Author for the Book:
‘The Book for th’ Author much more love;
VVhen op’ning, into itIlook,
My God, I can’t forget thy firveet fprecad-Dove.
The gentle vvings I feel, and hear the mourning
Of thatdear Turtle, vvaiting ftill
Upon my grieving and returning, :
‘To bringan Olive-branch of peace i’th’ bill.
The lines, I grant, are notall ofone colour;
Tet all make up mans doom and duty;
Some promife joy, fome threaten dolour,
Variety makesup the Turtles beauty.
This Dove Bezaleeland Ahaliab taught
All curious vvorks for th’ Sanctuary:
But Scriptures are more finely vvronght, 2
Shevving moft art, yvhere they feem molft to vary.
As yyhen this onc fvveet Spirit is call’d {eaven,
Perfection’s meant in unity :
A Spirit, filling Earch and Heaven, :
That operates in all, but diverfly.
Some reckon feaven Suns to ev’ryvveek,
So mény Moons to, ev’ry year, :
As fhe turns th’ vvhole face, or half cheek,
And doth by turns firftfit, and then appear.
‘This Spirit makes in Sampfon ftrength excell,
And ina Mefes Government,
And vvifdom in a Daniel,
And all muchmore in Chyift, yvhere’t dvvelt unpente

E 3 This
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This Spirit doth tranferibe the Gofpelftory
On th’ flefhly rables of mine heart :
Chrift’s Cradle, Crofs, his Grave, his Glory
All’'s adted onthat ftage by th’ Spirits art.

To his Birthanfyvers my Regeneration :
Heart-Circumcifion fuites ro his:

To’s Crofs and Graye mortification :
And Grace and Hope to’s Rifing and his Blifs.

And then, as Chrift makes interceflion for us,
The Spirit in us, intercedes;

VVith crying blood our Chrift doth ftore us,
VVith fighes and groanes the Spiritin us pleads.

This Spiritis unbounded, yet belieyers
In carthen veflels this rich treafure
Only receive, as he delivers,

And he difpenfeth each one but a meafure.
This Spirit is eternal, never dies,

Anunextinguifhable fire :

Tet in mens hearts oft gafping cryes :

Oh! if you quench me thus, I {hall expire.
This Spirit isa Dove, yet to conteft

. VVith Crovves and Vultures is he fain ;

VVhilftin his room mans'vyrerched breaft
Doth lufts unclean, vvraths, rapines enterrain,
This Spirit it a Dove, yet’s vexed often
By foolifh man, that peevifhvvafp,
VVhofe heart nor Sun, nor thovy’r can foften,
Man grieves him, yvithout vvhom he could not gafp.
This tender Spirit yvho, but man, vvould grieve 2
If I my Comforcer make fad,
VVho onely can {ad hearts relieve,
Alas! my God; vvho then fhall make me glad ?
Grieve, foolifh heart | be’t to thine ovyn perplexing,
Be thou as melted yvax in me,
That thou fhouldit fer thisDove a vexing,
That fyveetly feals redemption tinto thee.
Give, ftubborn heart, relent, fince for thy fake
The Lamb of God not onely blood,
Butev’n Gods turtle tears doth take;
Letthy repentance ftill help onthe flood.
Melt,
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Melt, ftony heart ! till all becomes oneriver.

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 vvithout grieving ;

Ev’n Publicans yield love for love.

Quench not truths Spirit by thy unbelieving.
Affli¢ not this dear guide : go not aftray;

Nor lookback froman holy life:

VVhile th’ Spirit fayes: his is the vvay,

Have falt inthee; remember,man, Loss vvife.
Check not this Spirits checks, but let them bee

Taken for kindnefs, as they are:

His {mitings reckon oyl to thee;

Say, {mite my rock, my God, and do not fpare.
Grieve nor this Holy Ghoft by-entertaining

Such inmates, as he cannotbear ; ‘

If bands of lufts thine heart be training,

VVhat room for this{vveet Spiritcan be there?
Seek holinefs, feck prace, muke afrer Union ;

Let Meditation ftir this fires ¢

Pray’rblovvit ups let fvyeer Communion

Maintain it burning &ill; and raife it higher.
Quench notthe {imalleft fpark in chy vveak brothex 5

VVhat flamesare onthathearch of thine

Boaft not, nor yet deny, or {mother.

Rather defire thou forto burn, thenfhine.
Some care not for this Dove, had they his feather

A forry bargin fuch vvould make;

Over a vvhile {uch {hall have neither 5

Seck thou the Spirits gifts for graces fake.
’V'Vare finning againft light and grace and loves

Knovy; ev’ry of thofe fins, thatare done

Dire&tly againft this dear Dove,

Comes near to that, that never fhall have pardon.

If we live in the Spirit, et 1s walk in the Spirit, Gal. 5. 25.

e e
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FAITH

g ?P\om thee, dear Dove,  Tét ftill in thine embraces,

&'g‘:*
2
£

‘ ToFaith, Hope, Love, That Trinity of Graces,
" Noyy let me pafs, and fuccour {o my Verfes, '
| ThatImay exprefs, vvhat my ‘Mufe rehearfes,
' ; Faith, Ilebegin = VViththee; for thou vvalk th’ firft,
? i VVhen bloody fin - Had made me all accurft,
{l 1 , That fheyv'd th’ avenger pofting after me,
R Andbad me to fome Refuge-Ciry flee.
! ! : Some men vvould make  Faith and Repentance ftrive,
' gl VVho fhould place take ; Bur, furely, Faiths the hive,
i Wi Invvhich that bufic Bee, repentance, makes
Bl Tearsdrops, like honey from mans heart, like vvax.
A For, vwho cangrieve  For that, vwhich they believe not 3
i VVho canbelieve Mans finfull ftate, and grieve not 2
| Tdid believe the lavy, and fo relented,
‘ i Idid believe the Gofpell, and repented.
i Idid believe, That God made all things good;
' Andthendidgrieve, That Ihad broughtaflood,
S A flood of fins, and {0 of miferies
s Onall: this brought adeluge on mine eyes.
Ididbelieve, ThatGod took flefh, loft blood
Sotorelieve Me,andto droyvn fins flood;
Then girt, like Peter, did begin to {yvim
In a repentant Sea of tears to him.
Repentance lovvers,  Ter (like fad rainy dayes)
Bring fruits andflovv’rs ' And floods tovvafh our vvayes,
1ts Clouds bee'ng fill’d vvith, vvhat bright faith exhales.
But’sdry as defperation, ywhen faith fails. )
Tet have Iheard, That fome repented not,
That aftervyard They might believe. This knot
Isfoonuntied: Firft Faith lends tears and grief
Unto repentance, then an handkerchicfs
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Thus Faith precedes ~ Repentance, yet comes after 3
Folloyves, yetleads; -~ AsMother and as Daughter:
As the bright Sun the brackifh Sea doth round,
Encompafling Repentance Faith is found.

Faith, Tyvould tell  Thy ftory if I could,

VVhere thoudoft dvvell, Or vvhat thou arr, behold 3
But thou art Faith, vvhich fenfe can no more reach

Then death the Deity can praife, or preach.
Ididafk ar Heav’ns gate for thee, dear grace,
But vvastold, that  There vifion held thy place:

. Then fome infernal fiends faid, they could fhevv thee,

But tock thee for no grace, for they did rue thee.
I lookt about  On Earth to find thee there,
For there no, doubt, Thoudvvelft, ifany yvhere;
And yet again th® unerring Seripture faith,
VVhen Chrift fhall come, fhallhe 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! that Tknevy = Thee, precious Faith; and could

~Thy reall hue, Thy luftre, but unfold,

Ifhould foon dravvall eyes from him, that hath
Gold rings, to gaze onth’ poor, yvhen rich in Faitln,
Alas! mofttake Theefor fome pebble, they
Do nothingmake To believe any vvay;
Only thofe fevv, that have thee, jealous are,
Their Faith is not the right, the right’s {o rare.
Thow’rt arichftock, A Diadem brought forth
Only by th” rock  Of ages, of fuch vvorth,
That, yvho hath thee, although he hath no mere,
May vvell efteem the golden Indies poor.
By theethejuft  May live, yvhen vvants furround
And fo he muft, - VVhen other things abound.
Faith malces the conftience good, and that, vvell dreft,

Is a continual food, a conftant feaft.

Of the houfhold OfFaith, 'm fure ve read ;
Anddarebe bold, They vvant no houfhold-bread 3
Faith daily {ets on the believers board
The Heav’nly bread of th’ ever-living vvord,

Es
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Otherslookby Their tradesto be maintain’d
VVhy {hould not I To be by faith fuftain’d 2
Thouart the calling; man but mifapplies
To other trades the name of myileries.

The myftery Thouart ; yet th’ Ocdipus
That doftuntye  Alldoubts and knots for us.
Nothing is hard to thee: vvhere thou canft not
Unriddle, thowt a {yvord to cut the kuot.

Hoyvblind vvereman  But for thy piercing eye 2
VVho nothing can, No, not himfelf, defcrie.

Thy clue guides through both Labyrinth-like vvaies,
\Of mine oyvn heart, and through she Scriptures maze.
I fhould be fet  And pos’dat firft and laft '
T'th’ Alphaber,  But that, dear Faith, thoufhaft
Taught me to knovv my letters, VVho, but thou,
Could make me th’ Alpha and Omega knoyy?
Ortoknovvhim Aright? alas! my fight
VVeredarkanddim  But for thine eyes, thy light,
VVho feeft him, thatisinvifible.
VVhatflefh and blood perceives no, thou fee’@ yvell.
Pray’r ’sablind beggar, Ifitdovvant but thee:
Itmay be eager,  Butright it cannot bee.
Hope vvere an hopelefs thing, but that thou doft
Allovy it fpend upon thy proper coft.

Faith makes pray’rknovy, = V:Vlere ¢ have its Ammunition,

And teacheth, hovv  To level each perition.
Of clam’rous fin, quick prayer, by Faith, gains cope,
And brings falvations tidings back to hope.

In pilgrimage I vvent to Calvery,

Thatbiter ftage,  VVhere my dear Lord did dye;
VVhere miffing him, I cry’d out, vvhere ishe?
Faith vvhifper’d to me, go along vvith me.

Faith broughtmeto A door, but it vvas locke:
Faith bad me go  Andknock, and fo I knock
Thenth’ door flevv open, and a Lamb did ftand
Cry’ng: takeboth fleece and flefh. But1h’d no hand,

Butasmy moan. Imade vvith tears and grief, :
Faith lentme one,  Sol took the relief:

VVhich having got, I found that ‘this believing

taXal

Both gives me Chrift, and is of Chrifts ovvn giving.

But'
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But as I thought Toh'vecarri’d home this: gift,
A Crofs yvasbrought,  VVhichT yvas bad to lift,
Or leave the reft 5 Lery’d, but could not bear it
Said Faith, I'le lend thee fhoulders, do not fear it

VVithmuchado I gotthisbleffed pack,

Chrift and’s Crofs too By Faich upon my back;
But could not go, nor ftand, rill Faith did meet
Me, juft a'finking, vvith apair of feet.

Faith hav’ng nevv vampe ~ My foul, I then could vvalk.
Reafon’s fin-crampt; , And ’tis bur idle ralk,

To fpeak of marchingin its firength and might,
Till Faith lends reafon legs and {ets it right.

VVe ftand by Faith,  Saith panrl;vve ftand by reafon,
VVhoever faith, Idoubt me,doth fpeak treafon.
They {hevy their reafon beft, that daily beg,

Lord, give us Faith, reafon’sa vvooden leg.

Faith makes mefee, VVhat reafon’saiking ftill,
Hovv canit be?  Lechim take heed, that vvill
Believe nomore, then he finds reafon for,

Left he'find reafon; to belieye no more. s

VVhen Faith, as Queen, Makes reafon yvait upon her,
Reafon’s then feen  Look like & maid of honours;

Bur let that faucy Courtier *vvare his kead,
“That crovvds the Queen into the truckle-bed.

In a fevv miles March, betyvixt this and Heaven,
1 found fome ftiles  Not Fevy’r, then fix, or {even,
That reafon ftumblingat; Faith, help me over,
8aid I, till poor lame reafon fhall recover.

No fooner faid - Ifo, but Faithdid lift,
Evnas I pray’d, Meovervvith my gift;
VVhich done, Ifell aboard that {acred flefh,
That o I might my fainting foul refrefh.

Bee'ng cold and thin,  The fleece I had receiv’d,
I vvent ro 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.

VVherehadft that fleece,  Said Satan, thievifh finner,
Of righteoufnefs That thow’rt be come a {pinner ?

I anfyver’d, Falfe accufér, not by thieving :

Had I my Righteoulnefs, but by believing.

Belie-
e i
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Believing 2 vvhat  Doth thoy, poor foolifh vvretch, ’
Tell me of that? Said Satan, go and fetch
Gods Lavv-Book, and thy Confcience, Book, and fay,
If thou canft ftand as righteous any vvay. :
Malicious foe, = Said I, ceafe troubling me,
Orelleler’s go  To fuic i’th’ Chancery.
Gods Common Layy admits'of mine appeales
To th’ Lavy of Faith, that Righteonf(nefs reveales,
Butequity Requires thy debts be paid,
Saidhe; faid I, And fatisfadtion’s made
By one, that lefthis Crofs, vvhen he yvas {lain,

That I there yvith might thee, foul ferpent! brain,
Then Satan flevy, Quitting the field. Anon
Anumerouscrevy, A PFORLD it vvas, came on,

Thronging {o thick and thregfold in upon me.
That, had not Faith preft in, they had undone me,
Earth fhevy’d her fhrengeh, Her treafures, pleafures, prides
Giddy atlength  Poor I began to flide,
Hold, Man! {aid Faith, thou haft a (faff by thee,
Chrifts Crofs can help thee ftand, and force thefe flee,
Butin thisbroil, E’rel the Crofs could ufe,
T had a foil, And gotaninvvard bruife,

- Conftience fpac blood, pain pierc’d and yvrung my fide,

Till Faith fome betrer blood like balm applyed.
Faithalfobad A vein fhould op’ned be,
Urging,Thad  Much putrid blood in me:
Content, faid I, for I had heard o’th’ art
Of faving Faithto purifie the heart. :
Butleft I thould Inbleeding faint, Faith took
Some Cordials, roll'd - In Bible-leaves, 2 Book,
VVhofe ev’ry leaf, faid Faith, rich drugs contains,
AsIcompound them, fov’raign for heart-pains.
Alas! faid I, Many thofe drugs have gor,
Buttodecry, Finding, they profit not;
But firait remembred, vvhat the Scripeure faith,
Th’ yvord did not profit, be’ng unmix’d vvith Faith.
O povv’rfull Faith | - VVhofe ev'ry fmalleft grain,
If found, vvoo hath, May fay, and not invain,
Mountains of gnilt, that here {olong have ftood,
Get hence into the Sea of Saviours bloods

L
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This {kilfull grice Did firft phlebotomize,

Then yyafh the place,  Andafter vvipe mine eyes.
Deare Faith ! {aid T, I {ee, that thou doft mean,
Not only for to make me yvhole, burt clean.

Asfoon,as1  V'Vas cur’d of this my paii,
Imperuoufly - The VVorld comes onagain:

1 took Faith’s Crofs, and found, vvhat Scripture faith i
Our vi&ory over the vyorld’s our Faith.

VainVVorld, be gone, Said I, vex me no more,

Vexation And vanity’s thy ftore.
This Facobs-ladder helps meta difcrye
A furer fvveeter VVorld beyond the fkie. :

By this dear Crof’, My deareflt Lord did climb

P'le counr théelofs,  ThatImay follovy him.
lisand my Kingdom’s noti’th’ VVorlds enjoyment,
1F’tvvere, vvho knovvs, vvhere it vvould be next momens §

VVorld! thoumuftbe  Set one day all on fire,
VVitcherafe in thee, Andblood déferve thishire,
Then (hall my duit fee by thy bright fire-light
To rife that morning, that fhall ne’ve have night.

VVedobutjelt, Great dlexandersftory
Isbeftexpreft, VVhenvve {ay this VVorlds glory
Vanquifh’d that {eeming vidtor; {ure I am,
Nothing, but Faith, this vvorld e’re overcanie.

VVhenlbegin To fight, and vvant fupplies;
Faith fummons in  Heavens Auxiliaries ;

And ftores vvith precious promifes, that are
The very finevys of thatholy yvar. ,

And, more thenthis, Brings inarare Commander,
Jefus itis, Not Mars, or Alexander: s
But he, that taughc ail fingets fight, can quell -

All foes,’iv’n Chrift ’th heart by faith doth dvvell.

Ferufalem Above, that Ciry is,

VVhere Dapids ftem  Reigns and remains in blifs
Tet ’eis his royal pleafure hereinus
To dvvell by Faith, as in his Country-houfe,

Faith makes mans hearr, That dark, lovv, ruin’d thing,
By itsareare A pallace for aKing,

High ’ry then proud Babels tovv’s by many a fory :
By faich Chrift dvvells inus, the hope of Glory.

Thus
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Thus Faith doth raife  Out of vile duft a Court,
Imputing praife, Honour, and good report.
Hearts, Rahab-like, vvhen once they entertain
Meay’ng pies by Faith, a good report do gain.

If thoubelieve  All things are poffible:

Faith can relieve  Ev’nto a miracle:
This Faith can vvath an £thiopian clean,’
VVitnefs the Ennuch of Candace the Queen.

And as Faich makes  Us Courts, fo Courtiers too;

God pleafure takes Inus, vvhen all, vvedo,
Is done in Faith; then reck’ning, that he hath
Moft glory by us, vvhen moft ftrong in Faith.
Andasbythis  Our {ervice proves his pleafure;
Evinfodoth his  Hereby be come our treafure:
One day in Gods Court Faith doth far prefer .
Before a thoufund any other vvhere.
’Tis unbelief T’ th’evil evil heart,
His and my grief, That makes us ever part:
That Bleffed Man, vvhofe feet this Faith hath {hod,
VVith Noah and Enoch {till can yvalk vvith God.

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

Dothlivetvvo lives At onceeachday o'th’ year:
And dying, Foféph-like, commands his bones
To Canaan,thereto dvvell vvith living ones.

Dear Faith, faidI, My joy, my crovvn, my treafure !
Tell me, vvhereby I may do theea pleafure?
Thou artthat lock, in vvhich my firength doth lye,
Thee not to tender, vvere felf-crnelty.

If thouvvouldft pleafe  Me better, vvork me more 5
Said Faith, ’tis cafe ~ Only, that makes me poore.
But I do, ufe ta bid my vvorkmen eat,
Said I; dear Faith inform me, yvhat’s thy meat.

Said Faith: I came  Out of theeaftern lands,
Old Adbrabam  And I have oft fhook hands:

| My food’s an Hebrew root, thar Gardners drefle

On Lords Dayes moftly, call’d the roo of Feffe.

By hearingl . Came firft; and vve arefed
Moftkindly by: The things, vvhereof vve’re bred,
Forgetnot, if you loveme, the Church-path;
LineuponLine’s the vvay from Faith o Faith.
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The carefull foor,  That vvalks by Scripture Leabes,
Shall find this Roo#, VVhich, happy; vvho receives;
So nutritive , antidorive and good,

VVho feeds on ir, needs fcarce fear any food.

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

Art I did gain Sometime, and that by book,‘

The Tempters brain* To vvholefomenefs ro cook.
Ouly have care, as ever thoudoft mean
To keep me long in health, o lodge me clean.

Good Confcienceis  An old Camrade. of mine,
VVhom I can’tmifs;  If thou vvouldft make me thing)
And keep me, thon muft keep himtoo; thatday,

Thou partft vvith him, look, ¥ fhould packavvay.

Self-confidence, My nat’rall encmy,

Muft be pack’t henice.  Anhand, a foor, an eye

VVho hath of’s ovva, vvill feorn to be my debtour :

VVho parts vyich thefe, vvorks, vvalks and fees the better.
Prove thacthou art A Pilgrim; daily dye;

Of death get th” ftart, And live eternally.

I, that in Ahzah’ins heart dvvele many a day,

To dbrab’ms bofome novv fheyy thee the vvay.

Fearalvvayes; Tet Faintnever; Eyethecloud,
That doth befer  Thee, that triumphant Croud;
Lookunto Jefus; vvatch th’ vvord of command,
VVhich, vvhen thou haft done all thefe things, is Stands

By Grace ye are fabed, trongh Fairh, Eph. 2.3 ; \
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DRM on, iny Mufe, till thou’rt got through ;
Let not Hopf find thee in a {1 ouuh 4
Let that, that drives the Farmers plou;,h,
Drive thine much more.
To th’ Hope of If7el let me yet
In hope my running rhyme commit,
And humbly fay, God profper it;
Or "tvvill be poor.
Hopeisa door, the Scrlptme faith:
And o is Chrift, and f{o is Faith;
VVho ’re out of thefe doors, are in vvr1th
And Condemnation.
Faith into Chriflt doth firft adventre ;
Chrift into Hopé allovys me enter:
Hope makes my very Soul to center,

©n Gods Salvation.
Hope is Faiths expectation ;

ThatFaith in Pray’r doth reft upon,
Till’t over come.
Faith doth uponHopes tip-toe fand,
Stretching its neckto look for land
Beyond deaths oulf; and life beyond
The day of doem. | \ ‘
Hope isnext door to Heav’ns gates’ : o
>Tis but a ftep from this o that; ‘
Nay, Hope doth Heaven \nteddte,
And bring dovyn hither.
Hope’s & antidote againt defpmr,
Coffin of fear ; and Couch of cares 3
Cradle of patierice; Hope hath fais
Evenin foul vveather,
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Hope is the mourners Handkerchief
Hope is the Balme of ev’ry grief:
Hope doth endorfe the begaars brief,
Ere it’s colleéted.
In Hope I have, vvhatyetIvvant;
Hope makes mefull, vvhile things are fcant §
Hope doth confummate, yyhat I can’e :
Tet fee effected.
Hope hathan harveft in the Spring ;
In VVinter doth of Summer fing;
Feeds on the fruits vvhilft bléfloming,
Tet nips no bleom.
Hope brings me home vvhen I'm abroad

- Asfoon as th’ ficft frep homevvard’s trod 3

InHope to thee, my God! my God !

Lcome, Icome. ‘
Hope fends the Ship to Sea, and then,

E’re it returns, brings ‘thome agen

The port of all Seafaring men

Is this Good Hope.

Iam aSea-mantoo. My Souls

Though tofs’d vvith doubts, vvhen vveather’s foul;

Doth like fome Sea-fick veflell roul ;
Tet Heav’n’s its fcope.

Hope doth the Souldiers vveapon vvield ;
By Hope the Souldiers Helmet’s fteel’d ;
Hope gives him; ¢’re he fights, the field ;
Hope holds his ftation.
famaSouldier too. My Svvord
Is thar o’th’ Spirit, th’ tyvo-¢dg’d vvord ;
Noyy foran Helmet give me, Lord,;

Th’ hope of Salvation.

Hope fets the poor Apprentice free
Firft day, he’s bound :. And yvhy notme 2
Thouhaft Indentures, Lord, by thee,
VVherein I'm tied :

Mount Sinas’s Covenants they bee;
Tethope doth, Lord, enfranchize mee
In Sion-hill, vvhere all are free,

That do refide,
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In hope the School-boy doth commence

Mafter of Art, and fair {cience;
Tea, vwhilft i’th’ lovveft form, fteps thence
To th’ Doétors Chair.
T’ma School-fchollar too, my God!
But yefterday I feltthy rod;
et ftill vvithhope am girtand {hod.
Avyvay, defpair!
*Tis hope thatdoth the fovver feed; .
VVho feems to caft avvay his feed,
But doth preferve in very deed #
And mend hisftore.
Tam aSeeds-man too,myLord! .
And, but for Hope, thou vvould’it affoard
Thy bleffing, vvhen Tfovv thy vvord;
1 had forbore.
Iam aSeeds-man; every teare, :
1 fovv in Hope, vvill brin an care,
Fitfor th) floor in time of yeare
For thee to gather:
VVere't not for Hope the heart, fome fay,
VVould break ;' yet Hope led me one day
VVeeping alongthe Milkie vvay
To thee, (@) F'\thel ! :
Tam aSeeds-man, cafting bread
On th’ yvateérs, vvhere it feems lye dead ;
TetHope aﬂhrcs me’t {hall 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!
1am acaptive t00. Sins chain
Doth hold and hamper, butin vain ;
By Hope I'm faved, and fer again
At liberty. ;
Tam a Tradesman too. Thou art
That God, vvith vwhom I deal. My heatt
Takes Heav’n to be the oply l\Llrr,
Thither trade I;
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Exporting groansand broken pray’rs,
That {carfe can clamber up the flairs;
Importing rich and precious vvares,
Ev’njoy and peace: « :

Joy, that exceeds all underftanding,

O’th’ Spirits fealing, Chrifts oyyn handing :
Peace, that is of Gods oyvn commanding,
And can’t furceafe. %

Hope makes the labourer to run
A racé, as’tyvere vvith each.dzxyes Sfln,

~ Paying his vvages; ere’s viork be done,

And mine much more,
Idaily dig and delve yyithin,
Stubbing at th’ roots and ftumips of fin,
And, but for Hope one day to yvin,
I thould give ore. i

O comie thatlong’d for day ! come qnickly |
This Hope, differ’d, makes my heare fickly.
Grace is aRofe, bt fin is prickly
And ftill adheres, :
Ampbibion like the Diver tries,
VVhet fharp vvith Hope, tlanatomize .
And geld the deeps i his hop’d for prize
Forbids his fears. 5 :

Iam a Divertoo. Thyvyord
Dothricher rarities affoard :
Agreater deep, and better ftor’d
VVith Pearls and Treafure : -
Angelsdefireto diveinto
Thefe deeps; and foIdeily do:
VVhofe Pearls are rich and Cordial too ;
Health, VVealth, and Pleafure.

"Tis Hope, that makes the racer fleet, .

. Bringing the vvager tohis feet,

Make haft, faith Hope, vvhat? don’t youfee’s?
Tow’ve yvon, you’ve vvon.
I am a racer roo. My race
From fin to Glory is by Grace; |
Hope fets Heav’ns Blifs before my face,
And then I run, :
[ \ ; Fi2
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HOPE.
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1 heard the yvitty vvorld oncefay ¢ -
The bird ¥th’ bufh may fly avvay:
’_I‘akc Heav'n vvho vvill, ’tis prefeat pay;
For yvichvve trade.
To Faith ahd Hope I told this ftory’s
“Theit havings are but tran{itory;
Said Faith: faid Hope,and Ihave Gloryy
That cannot fade. : :
Haftit2 faid1; Hope, fhevv it me.
Y Vhat's this; {2id Hope, thouhere dofk fee ?
SaidI,an Acorn: No, faid he
But’tisan Oake. -
Yy Vhat is’t, faid Hope, thou {ec’ft falt by 2
A grain of Muftard-feed, faid T.. ‘
A plan, faid Hope, reaching the sky's
Andthow'd@ right fpoke.
Then I perceiv’d the meaning vvas,
Hoperipens {eeds of Grace to'Grace !
Makes Grace, vvhen grounded, mount andAPafIs
o th higheft frory- ;
Hope {hevy’d me then 2 fparkling ftone,
¥ Vhat's this, faid Hope, thiat I've got on?
T fraitreply’d, 'tis Gracebegun.
Said Hope, tis Glory:
Then learnr I, that Grace inchoaté
By lively Hope doth maturate :
And, tip’ning, doth anticipate
Heav’n here on Barthe
I {pake to Hope of areverfion,
T had in Heaven, fince converfion;
Said Hope, vvhy caft you an afperfion
On th’ fecond birth?
Reverfion founds, faip Mope, tomse
Tour ftate at pre {ent dc;}d to bee;
But I have Heav'n in-hand, you {eey
VVhereon I live.
1 am Faiths prefent recompence !
My Grammar kniovvs no Futute tenfe:
The Verbs, that make up allmy fenfey

Age Subftantive.
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LOVE.

VVho’re thefe, faid Hope, thou fee’ft before, -

Proftrate and begging at a door?

Said T, they areHeav'ns Parifh Poor;

Said Hope, they’re Kings.

Kings? faid[; Buc vvhere are their Crovvns 2
Their Scepters, Kingdomes, Gountries, Tovvnsd
Their Exmine Robes and Purple Govvns,

Thofe Royal things?

1 c:m, faid Hope, tell vwhere they he:
Safely they are referv’d by me,

Safely referv’d from them and thee:
Look hereare they.

Allslocke: Hope, lendis the Key, faid 1.
Hope fetchra Bible prefently:

On vyvhich, vvhen I h’d but caft mine eye,
T found aKey.

The right key tvvas o’th’ door oFHopc,
Enter, faid Faith, thou needft not grope:
Itorn vd the key, .md th’ door flevy ope,
AndIvvent on,

But O the things, thatthere I favv!

Jevvels of joyes, in foiles of avve!

But blab not, Mufe! 'Knovv’ft notthe Lavv?
Peace, and have done.

*Tis not allovv’d thee % dxfpl.w
The brightnefs of Hopes hioly day. :
Unutterable thmgs to fay;’

Mufe, do not vent're,

Hope fhevy'd me, but ¥ can’t fav, yvhat,
Only let him, that queftions that,

Bur getthe key, thatthen I gat:

And let him enter.

Then lec him fay; IFever he
Thelike chings unto thofe; did fee:
Oryetcanucter, vvhat they bee,

That theye he fayv.

This only canIfay, that rhere :

Crovyns, Scepters, all enameld vvere

VVith Grace and Peacg, yvith Faith and Fcax,

VVith Love and Avve. &
K3

True
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True Hope though pleafant, yet is gracious ;
Not light, though lightfome ; Not audacious,

Thoughbold; though joyous, not falacious -
Merry, not vain. Lty

Hope can rejoyce, but never rant:
Alvvayes feeds high, but revell can’t ;
Chalt Scripture-comfort’s that provant,
Doth Hope fuftain. :

The vvord, vehereon I hope, doth urge
Purenefs; the fire, vvherein I torge
‘The Anchor of mine Hope, doth purge
My drofs, my tin. : .
That Hope makes notatham’d, but fure,
“The bottom’s rock, and fhall endure
That makes me ftrive, as God is pure,
Topurgemy fin. 5

True Hope’s a Jacobs ftaff indeed :
True Hope is no Agyprianreed :

Thar {prings from mire, or elfe can feed
On dirt, or mud. ;

By Hope juft men and fan&ified

Peh’ Ocean fafe at Anchor ride,
Fearlefs of vvrackby vvind, or tide,

By ebb, or flood. . :

Hope’s the top-vvindovy of that ark,
VVhereall Gods Nozhs do imbark:
Hope lets in {kie-light, elfe hovy dark.
VVere {uch a feafon?

* But yvouldft notbe 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 pretend ?

Or th’ Hypocrite ftrengthen his maft, -
(VVho boldly doth Hopes Anchor caft
On’s fandy bottom) vvhen at laft
Heav’ns ftorms defcend 2
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>V Vare Cob-vveb Hopes, vvhen God' fhall come
VVith’s befome of impartial doom
To {vveep mans hearr, that inner room,
Shall they ftand {ure?
Oft have I feen a branch in fpring
Rentfrom theroot, yet blofloming,
As’tyvere fome Hopetull grovving thing,

" But can’t endure. e

He, that is at the pains and coft
“To plant and vvater it, next froft
Is like to fee his labour loft, :
Andhopeto perith:
Surely ’tvvill pofe all {kill and art,
But onely his, thatcan convert
This lifely Hope in adead Heart
To plant and cherifh.

And yvHere there’s bue a name to live,
Though for a feafon Hope feems thrive,

- VVhen fuch give up the Ghoff, they give

‘Their Hopes up too.
Good Hope’s through Grace. And vvhofoever
Part Righteoufnefs from Hope endcavour,
The Helmer from the Breftplate fever,
VVhich vvhovvould do 2

But let, vwhat yvaters vvill, affaile,
The Hope o’th? righteous cannot faile,
VVhofe Anchot’s caft yvithin the vaile, .
Till th’flood affvvages.
His Hope’s no Lott'ty, hit, or mifs
But ap inhetirance it is: -
Chrift is in him the Hope of Blifs,
That rock of ages, :

Mine eyes are unto Sjox-hill
Longing in Hope, yet vvaiting ftill
For he, that {hall, vvill come,and vvill
Not alvvayes linges. ‘
Therefore in Hope vvill I rejoyce,
Tea, vvhen the floods lift up their voice;
VVhen Seas’thall roare, to drovyn their noife,

Ill turn a finger.
F4




HOPE.
Fllturna finger, and my fong
Shallbe by book, left I go vvrong:
ForIh've not {kill’d of mufick long,
Or holy mirch,
VVeeping into the vvorld I came, -
! Bringing a vvorld of finand fhame ¥
Bearing the firft Apoftates blame
Ev’n at my birth.
The fruit, old Adam and his Eze
Did (o long fince together thieve,
VVringing my mother made us grieve
Andgroan together : :
And as Ithus did vveeping come
Outof onegrave, I mean the vvomb,
My face vvas tovv’rds a deader Tomb
And I bound thither.
My life vvas bue a Bondage, through
The fear of death, that faral {lough.
But lively Hope forbids me novy
All {lavifh fears.
Oft have I been contemplating
Of death, that melancholick thing ;
VVeeping, till Hope hath made me fing,

Drying my rears. ,

Author and rock of all my Hope!
That haft deaths prifon-doors broke ope,
Se faftning to Faiths Cable-rope il
Hopes Anchor firong. ' (
VVhat, though I fail through foaming Seas ? *
Billovys arc Pilloyys, Bedsof eafe: .
Deaths blaft rocks me afleep in thefe;
VVaiting e’re long

At thy fhrill fuddain voice to rife, "

And rub deaths duft out of mine eyes,
VVhen death fhall have difgorg’d its prize
Safe on the {hore. : i
Then hold my rudder in thine hand,

1 VVho putto Seaat thy command,

Till T may 'make {ome nva-foulldv\]"md: (
Oh!'help me o’re.
¥ need
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Ineednot vvantan Anchor, Lord,
VVith yvood and iron, bee’ng fo ftor’d,
VVith vvhat thy Cr Ofa and Nailes aﬂoa.x d,
Had T but {kill.

Anchors, I fee, by th’ Forgers Art,
Have both a ftraitand bendmu part;
Hope ftrengthens, yet it oy s the heart
To vvait Gods vyill.

The Scripture {2ith, that trikulation,
/(And ’tis a ﬁrangc Concatenarmn)
VVorks patience; asifvexation
Did makemore quict;

And Patience vvorks Experience:
Experience, Hope: yet Patience,
I'm fure, dothlive 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 3

. Patience again

Doth tutor Hope, and teach it knovy

All points of Heayenly Courtfhip : Hovy
To vvait on God, to bend, to bovv,

To bear his train.

To follovvhiminall his vvayes,
And fo to hold ev’n all its dayes, '
Secking that Honour, Glory, Praife,
That God fhall give.

Patience of Hope makes Heayen {inile
To {ee the troden Camomile,

VVhilft underfoort, fpring up the vvhile
And the more thrive.
' VVhen death comes vvith his leaden footy
Hoping to crufh mine Hope 't root, -
The utmoft hurt, that death caﬁ do’c,
Isbut to make
Mine Hope grovv up into fruition ;

U Vhileft Faith’s tranflaced into vifion,
Mending thereby my {onls condition,
Doubling my ftake,
Fy

VVhat
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VVhat, though mine Haven, Heaven lye
Beyond the dead Sea? vyvhat, 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 a rod, chafing my fears,

Guiding my vvay. !

VVhat, though revengefull Papifts burne
Dear Bucersbones, ftill Hope’s his urne,
Till’s afhes to a Pheenix turne,

And live afrefh. :

V Vhat, though deaths fcorching flames prefume
To turn my moifture to dry fume?

My foul fhall one day reaffume T
Calcined flefh, ¢

Therefore my dying tongue fhall 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 ’th’ grave, asin abed,

~ Letnot the mourner fay, he’s dead,

But {lumbereth,

Tet bonie death fometimeslooks in,
Bringing a lift of all my fin,
Pinching mine Hope, till itlooks thin,
And’s like todye: :
Death in my very face doth ftare
So galtly, as if 't meant to fcare
And fright mine Hope into defpaire,
VVhile fin ftands by. P e

Ah Confcience! Confcience!'vvhen I look
Into thy Regifter, thy Book,

VVhat cornedof my heart, vyhat nook

Stands clear of fin?
And though my {kin feelsfoft and fleek,
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Scarce canI touch my chin and cheek,
But I can feel deaths javv-bone prick
Ev’n through my {kin.
Tet, vvhy art thus caft dovvn, my foul 2
Hope ftill in God, and on him roule,
If Heayen {mile, vtht though death {coule,
And Confcience loure.
A Book ofmy dear Chrifts I have,
By vvhich [ look, my God vyill fave
My foul from fin, Y. flefh from grave
nd from deaths povv’r.

Odeath! vv here is thy victory ?
That T migheliv e, my Lord did dye;
He fled thee not, but made thee flie,
Hav’ng dravyn thy {‘cmg
Thou hadﬂ of teech adoublerovv, -
Till Chriftby’s Crofs took thee a blovv,
VVhen fatning on him. ~ Butthourt noyv
A tooth-lefs Fh.i“g" :

VVell maift thou bark, but canft not bite, x
Bending thy brayy, fhevving thy fpight: ., >
Death do ‘thy vvorft: Hope fetsme quite . -0 " ¢
Beyond thy fplecn
VVhat, though my death feems vvrxtten n
The very parchment of nuy {kin
VVith the black ink of my toul hivgce
Tet have I feen: 5

On both hands of a fncnd once {lain,
But fince return’d to life again,
Abetter ftory printed plain:
My ﬁghts butdim;
Tet in the print o’th’ nailes I fee
Life in aSaviours hands for mee,
VVhilft, as he hungupon thetree,
Hope hangs on him.
And ftill fhall hang on him, untill
My bones have learn to climbe that hill,

VVhere noyy he fits, and yvhence he vv M
Yet
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i Yet come dovyn hither,

| That he may gather into one
Eachduft of hisand fcart’red bone;
Then fhall he, as aliving ftone,
Tranflate me thither.

And novv, my Lord, vvhat yvait I for,
Standing and knockingat thy doar 2
i ; I ftand and knock at th’ door of Hope,
il Till knocking makes the door ftand ope,

| VVe are fabed by Hope, but Hope, that i feen, is z}ot Hope 5
| Rom. §. 24. : ‘ ,
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Rom Faith and Hope I come fyveet Lofe to fing;

For ev’ry Anc‘norhar‘xitsnng

VVhereby ’tis vvedded to its C“blﬂ-Roke.
Iove makes the match ’tvvixe Faith and Hope

*Tyvixt Grace and Grace no marriage canbe made
But vvhere this {_oldexl ring’s firlt }"vl
O golden Love, thon c1rclmg endlefs thing |
All grace concenters, in thy ring. :

VVh.xt, though mine heart bc ﬁmrvxou\ md ftone?
Tet flints have hrc JAnd have I nione?

No fpatk of Love, thouGod of Love! for thee,
’l‘[mt haft tvvice over-hammerd me?

' There’s not one fpark kindled upon mine hearth,
Butat firft glance it quits the earth,

Asific ]mevv the element of fire
VVere fome divinerthing and high'r.

Lord, I can feel, there’s fuch a thmq asLove
VVarm inmy brcaﬁ and feelit move ;
1fifid, Ilove my Child, and fo doth fies ¢
And fhall Tnot, my God I lovethee?

Is love the only fire, that doth defcend 2
Or is my God, my God, no friend ?

Sure, all my donbts and fears cannot difprove
The condefcenfion of thy Love.

The Elements, vve find, irivert their coutfe,
Fearing, a Vacwum vvould be vvorfe ;
Anddidnottove ftoop lovy, vvhcn God c{ d d) é
To fillup mang'y acuxty ?

Reader I'ftop here,’ = And drop a-tear! s
VVhen Love, that ev’ry Ev'ning makesmy bed;
Had noryvvhereon'to lay bigliead :
Except, you'l call thacbloody Crofsan 1 bitter
A luw fick Saviours bed and liter.

*

*
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VVhen Love it felf, being as rich as ftore,
‘To make me rich did become poor; .
Unlefs, thofe tears and bloody drops, that fall
Tou'l Pearlsaccount and rubies call.
And can the flaming Element of Love,
To ftore my vvants, drop from above ?
VVhy can’t mineEarth as vvell to Heaven grovy,
As Heav’ns Love-fire come doyyn {o loyy 2
VVhy may Inot, Elijab-like, afpire
Torideto Heavenin that fire;
That fire of Love, that came from thence dovvn hither,
Onpurpofe, fure, to help me thither.
VVhen Love to hatred did himfelf expofe,
And prick’s oyvn foot to eafe his foes i
Printing full proof in his chape parched fkin,
VVhatflames of Love there vveré vvithin, - :
VVhen Loveunthought; unfought for, did come dovy
Exchanging, for a Crofs, his Crovyi,
Loveundefir’d, Love undeferv’d did take
Mans game to play, to fave mans ftake, .
. VVhileft flames of vvrath {o forely did conteft
VVith this Love-fire in Saviours breaft,
Heighening the heat fo far, till’s blood boyl’d ore,
Ifluing out at ev’ry pore, : e f
Lord! canitheeye, Thatreads,bedry?
Ah! ifitcan; letnot the vyrirers be :
No tears of Love, my God! for thee? :
Lord! could Love make thee take my fins, as thine 2
Sure then thy forrovvs fhall be mine. /
The ftripes that renc thy back fhall fmite and knock
My breatt, till they have cleft my rock.
The ir’n, thatin thy hands left fuch a prin,
Shall firike fome fire out of rny flint. :
Shall I not love that friend, thatlov’d me fo, = - .
Solov’d me, vvhenFvvas his foe? et
Lord! letnotvvant of Love encreafe my fcore ! -
My debts vvere great enough before. B
Make me thy Love {o burping hotto feel;
As to diffolve and melt my fteel:
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And burn my ftony heart to fervent lime,
As I ve feen fire turn ftone fometime.
My heart is thine; Lord thou haft bought that ftone,
And thou haft fevvel of thine ovin;
VVil’tnot quit coft? great builder! if it yvill,
O throvv mine heart into thy kill,
_ Lime is an ufefull thing in building fure :
And lime of ftone vvill beft endure ;
Knovvledge puffs up, but Love is edifying,
And grovvs the ftronger by long lying.
Oh thatThad that lime of Love, thatis
(As by dntiperifiafis) '
Hotter for vvater ! Ivvould often then
VVeep, tillTeven flam’d agen;
ButnovvImourn, Thatlcan’tburn,
; Can’tburn? Alas! my God, I'm biirning ever :
But ohi! my burningis a Fever.
Such hedick heat dothtoo too plainly prove,
“Fhat I am but/zfirm in Love. |
. Lord, doftnot fee, hovy Gyants do invade
Thy right 2 my God, confound their trade,
VVho ufing lnft for lime, by hellith art,
VVould rebuild Babelin my heart.
Tis not fo long my God and Saviour fince
Thoudidft expell th’ ufurpinig Pririce,
Rafing his vyorks and ftrong-holds built vvithin
VVichlime of luft and piles of fin.
Canl lovefin, that hatefull cruel thing,
That grinds thé Serpents forked fting; ~
Sheyy’ng death, hovy tyyice at once to miirther me ?
And canTnot, my God, lovethee?
Can1 love fin, that puts me on the yvrack,
Till bones do break and finevys crack;
And can I not love him, that climb’d the tree,
VVracking himfelf to take dovvnme ?
Can I love {in, fince hatred ne’re had bin,
Never binheard of, but for fin 2
And cin I notlove LOVE, that came to ayeis
Te kill hagred and snmity 2 »

Love




|
!

i
|
i
§
i
!

96 P ArfaRiach

Lovefin, that founded Hell at’s ovva expence 2
And not my God, that faves me thence? .
Alas! hovy ftrangely Love its mark can mifs |
Oh! thatmine head and heart for this
VVerebothoneflood  OFftears of blood !

Or canmine heart, like Fo/éphs Miftrifs, make
Love to the Servant ? and miftake
Thefe things belovy for my dear God above,
To vvhomIovveev’n all my Love?

And then, vvhen thefe chaft Creature-comforts flie
Rather, then yicld, or gratifie,
Canl complain unto my Lord, and fay, :
That they did tempt, then flie avvay 2

Alas! poor Creatures vvould notbe abufed ;
And muft they yerbe thus accufed 3
And God in them ? and, thatI may be found
Guiltlefs, muft guilt reach God at th’ bound ?

Thou gav’[t me thefe to prove thy Love to mey
But not to ftealmy Love from thee;

T cannotlove the giver, for his gift;
Alas !'my God, that's a poor {hift.

VVhy? {hall T court the Bearer, thatdoth bring;
Forgetring him, that fends, thering?

All Creature-goodiin this vvorld or the next
Be’ng but a comment on Loves/Text.

This vvhole Creation be’ng but one round drop,
Hanging dovvn from loves fingers top,

If all the yvorld vvere Pearl; yet vvhy fhould I
Defire to vvear itin mine eye ?

So, that for this ¥vorlds Love I thould not {eg,
My deareft Lord, hovy to love thee 2
CanIfolovethevvorld? And can’t yet
Love God, that made both me, and ir?

Lord, I muft cry, .. Here’s VVitchery!

If the vvorld be th’ inchantrefs; Lord, I pray;
Haften the Gen’rall Judgment-day ! ;
For, fure, my Love, vvhen’t {ces thee vvitch a burning;
To itsright vvits vvill be returning. ;

But rather, I fufped, ’tis Hells black art.

That from my God thus charms my heatt :

Remeém.
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Remembring tvvas the vyilie Serpenis pior,
That firft brake the True-Lovers-Knot. _
VVhen Baalams Divinations could not move ‘|
From Gods dear Ifizel Gods dear Love;  + i
. ButGod, thatlov’d them once, vvould love them ftill, il
. Though Balaam vvént from riount o hill
He next inftructs the Mosbizes to lay
Adulerous Loves in Iffels vvay,
To quench their Love to God through vvanton fire,
And thereby to incenfe Godsire. i1
And if this vvorld play the Moabitefs 5 : i1t
*Tis Satans project, Lord; I guefs ; g 3
VVho, fee’ng he can’t divert thy Love from mee, ( f e
VVould thus divide my Love from thee. - !
And, is mine heart devided ? ah ! my God, 4
VVhofe clovenfoot thereon hath trod, 4 e
| Theprint difcovers. VVhat, though Balaam’s dead i
"% ThouGod ofpeace! bruife Satans head.
But Iam moft affraid, the vvorf’s yvithin; il
The vvith-craft of my native fin. » :
Sin vvinds and circles, Lord, fo many vvayes,
Till fin oft-times the Devil raife : -
. Lord! thouartfire, Givefitt herhire.
Burn up this vvitch, her crafts, and Philtre-pots;
Sins books of curious arts, charms, knots
By thy refining Spirit, that T may
Get vvarmth of Love to thee that vvay. :
VVho hath bevvitch’d me, that I am fo coy,
VVhen thou vyoulft fain my Love énjoy,
Thou, bleffed Three, ftand it fuing for mine heart,
VVho only canft fill every part?
Dear God ! vvho hath bevvitch’d me, that I can’t
Deny the courting vvorld a grant; : .
' That never yet could fill my heart, unlefs - il
Itvvere yyith griping emptinefs? e
The garment of thy goodniefs is entire,
' Cankeep mevyvarm vvithouta fire;
To vvhich this vvhole Creation’s but a fhred,
Each Creature’s bus one fingle thred.
s G ‘ Te
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To give thefe things their due, they’re good for ufes
Andlovely too: unlefs their juice
By Love mordinate be dryed up,
Leaving behind an empry cup.

And is Gold rich ? and can the smine be poor 2
Theirs atthe beft 1s borrovv’d ftore:
Nay, fo long borrovv’d, that it novy grovvs old;:
O that my Love could vvax as cold.

As cold toEarth, asEarthis indecay ;
But more intenfe to God each day |
v Vho'll foon ferve earth for all its glitt’ring grace,
Asvve do ferve old Silver-lace:
Lord! firethis pile  Of man mean yvhile,

I'h’ve heard good hufbands fay, that they, that borrovy

Their ftock to day, may break to morrovv;

Sure, she vvorlds credit cannot long hold good :

Tis much, the vworld thus long hath ftoad.
Confid’ring, vwhen the vvorld’s in fulleft trade,

Hovv poor and forry payment’s made

Him, that ovves all, and muft his right recover 3

Sure, th’ yvorld muﬁ thenall trade give over;

Shall I nottherefore deal ’th’ intesim
Lefs vvith the vvorld, but more vvith himi, ‘
VVith him, vvhofe Love’s an utiexhaulted fprmg
Of ev’ry good and pertfect thing ?

Methinks, micns trading vvith the yvorld might ﬁop
At thought of dus, vvhokeeps her fhop.

Alas! my God, thevyeitd is Devill-ridden’;
The thing is knoven, and can’tbehidden,

Hell hath deflour’d the earth, and novyv; I fee,
*Tvyould putits leavings offro me, :
Davvbing falfe paint on n th’ face o’th vyrinkled Crc.lture,
Hay’ng vvorn and fpoil'd its native feature.

The Earth’s all £gyprnovv': And £gypes curfe
Is over all the vvorld, or yvorfe :

For Beelzebub vvith Ins {yvarming train

“Hath all thmgs \ie-bloyvn.  To beplain,

There is not flefh, that’s fvveet, but Saviours, noyy,
VVhich Satan try’d, but knevy nothovy

/
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To waint. All’sdogs-meacelfe. Lord! teach me chufe,

And I {hall all the reft r etufe,
And only vvifh - For'that one difh.
A difh, that’s vvholefome, and ’tis healing too.
Ah my dear God ! vvhatfhallldo
To Love thy flefh enough, that, ta{’ced once;
For ever heals my brol\en bones.
Set thine apart, all other flefh is grafs
And is my foul an Oxe, or Afs?
Thatit {hould love no higher, then my beaft ?
Ox can my foul fuch fare digL& 7
Come, Trencher-criticks, you, thateatby book,
And in your food for phyfick look,
Tour Cook muft be fome {m: 111Apothecarie,
VVill you allovy a Verfer varie
From your received rules 2 and be content
To try a nevy experiment ¢
Flefhin a feaver’s good Diviaity,
VVhich, yvho moft eats, fcapes beft, fay It
Provided, that the fefh befound and good,
(Forl vvould be right lmdnrﬁ:ood)
As never did; nor could, corruption fee:

, Ahmy dear Saviour! Iméan thee.

Alas! hovv long inanhighburning Feaver
Of Gods difpleafure, never, never |
‘To have been cured othervvife, did fin
Once bring me, tiill I did begin.

To fall aboard that mcred ‘Aefh? And then
Hovv foon didI grovy vvell again?
Then vvelcoine, gentle guelt, 1f thou haftnot
To prize and love chine hea 1th forgot,
Come, fit doyyn here, ' And love this Chear.

Or tell me, is it fyveetnefs and delight,
That racher’doth thy Love invite ?
VVhat more delicious, fyveeter thing can be'
Than that {yveet blood, vvas {hed for me 2

VVhenIRepentance take, that purging pil]
1 take icin this Syrup ftill:
VVhat purgeth, pains; and yvould too much corrode
Bu for this {vveet emulgent blood.

G2
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Tou curious Palates, that can’t let one glafls
VVithout a frict Examen pafs,
Come taft, and tell meif (this bleod) this yving
Be n’t generousand genuine ?
The Vine 15 Divine, nay °tis fome vvhat more;
And can the blood o’th’Grapebe poor?
"Tis this High-Cotintry-VVine that fills my cup;
VVhen at my Saviours board I fup.
VVing, that’s as fvveet, as vyrath of God is bitter,
VVhichvvho hath talted, is the fitter
To rellifh thisrichliquor.  VVrath makes dry,
But here’s the cup of Charity. v
This is the grace-cup. - Nothing’s fyveet, nor good;
Till dafh’t or {prinkled vvith thisblood.
Men are hut Svvine, vvines are but fivill, before
This bloud man to hinsfelf reftore.
4 VVinefo good, falln Angelsmight not taft it 3
VVho therefore did contrive to cait it
Upon theground ; vvhich, vvhen they thonghtto {pilt
They broach’d fof man againft their yvill.
Lord! vwhocanlove Thyblood cnough ?
Or do youlove for Lovelinefs ? Come hither 5
My Lord is lovely altogether.
Alas ! hovy am’rous vvits forget their duty
To this fupream and perfet beauty !
You fond admirers of a fkin-deep hue! \
To dufty beautics bid adiew,
To dufty beauties, that have marr’d your eyes 3
Ah my dear God ! that vvit vvere vvife!
It cuts mine heart to fee much filken vvit
And fhares and haltersmade of it :
Halters to th’ ovvners, fnares ro th” paffers by.
Hovv faft loofe vvit can yvantons tye
And ftake them dovyan | till firft the lover burns
In heart, and then inHell, by turns.
But fay, his Love be chafte; and fhee aflovv’r; |
All’s next to nothing the next hour : ;
"Tis kill'd vvich kindnefs, dies, vvheni complemented,
And {ooneft fades, vvhen 'tis moft fented.

VVhofe
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VVhofe Mufe doth drefs his Miftrifs, hangs a Verfe
To day upon to morrovvs Herfe;

Friends muftbe then call’din, to have avvay,
VVhat vvanton vvit adores to duy.

Skin-beauty’s but a-Sodom-apple juft ;
VVhen crufht, it turnsto ftench and duft.

The vyanton vvorld complains their Lebe is blind,
And I mu& needs be of their mind; ‘
VVhilft for fuch wvalking fhades thcy cannot {ee,

My deareft L ord, hovvto love thee,
Tetthouart faire Beyond compare.
Had Ia vvit, and h adl gracg, I'd bring
My Saviouran enamel’d ring, = !
Aring vvnufc Pofie fhould be this alone:
Stars gf'l)ie gouey the Sun hath [hone.
Stars? Imean glovy-vvorms; carthen beautlca, vvhich
" Ith’ dark do fparkle in a dicch,
And fools miftake for Strs 5 till touch mforms
And proves them to be (iie worms.

But, Lord, my Mufe unvvorthy is to bear
The fhoes, that rhy fair feet do vvear,

Fairer, for bee'ng fo fvvift, fivift, to fhed blood;;
'I?)tirown. I meai1yto do me good.

Toyy fair’s thy flcu then? may I, Lord, oneday
‘Haveleave to fee’t, thonoh none can fay,
Hovv fairicis. My dc,u the Sun’s a Clod
Tothy bright face, fair Son of God!

VVherein fill frefhand frefh together grovves
VVith Vallies Lillie, Sharons I\oﬁ,

ARofe, that n¢’r barc_ prickles of its ovvn;
Tet finners thorns did Saviour crovvn.

And {hall I love my Champion lefs for fcars,
He gat in vvaging of my vvars?

Thy bruifes are but beauty. -(pots, my dear,
Thar make thy Love more fair appear.

VVho loves for flefhly glofs and filken {kin,
May find a Serpent oft within,

Butthy deep vvounds, Lord, prove thee, that thouart
All-lovely to thy very heart.
Eeauty, thus deep,  VVilt hold and keep,

4 : Gi3 Or
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Oris itKnoyyledge, Learning, Science, Art,
That takes the more ingenious heart?
Come, bookifh man, and fit a vvhile dovyn here 3
Till thou haft read my deareft dear.

VVhat’s that, that’s printed in his hands and feet ?
The print is plain, man, doft not fee’r ?

A myftery, that learned flefh and blood
Never taughe yet, nor underftood.

Ih've fometime flood and vvondred at the Ovvles,
Hovv they fhould prove Mimerfa’s Foyvles - :
But fince have learnt, thatlearning’s blind, as Love,
Till both be tutour’d from aboye.

Ohvvhat aDungeon is the mind of man,

Let Pallas paint it vyhat fhe can ! s
Some vvould not be fuch fools, but that they’re vvile,
And might fee better, but for eyes.

Lord, fhallTlove to knovy, and not knovy thee,
In vyvhom all VVifdoms treafares bee2
Great Magazine ! yvhofe vvifdom’s infinite,

Give me that Panoplie of Light,
An Epietus, or an Angonine

. Pel’ dark may make a fhift to (hine;

Bue being by thy Sun-light underftood,
Alasy my God, prove putrid vvood.
Shall ventrous Students ev'ry Toads-head look
For Pearls‘ofknowlcdge ? Andthybook,
Thy vvorks lye by unlov’d, uplock’d into 2
Thy pupills, th’ Angels, don’tfodo:
But help their fighe By Gofpel-light.
Ot do Ilove for likenefs 2 Ah; my dear,
VVhofe Image yvas't, 1firft did bear ?
VVhilftyer Iftood in primiri\re perfection,
Lord, yvhat vvas I, but thy reflexion ?
So like thee, that thy felf thop couldft not love,
But love metoo: Norcould I move
Thy Love from me, till Lthy likenefs loft,
Thine Image bee’ng fin-{lur’d and croft. :
But novv I'r: hatefull grovyn and haring too,
Alas, my God ! vvhat (hall I do :
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To love thee and to be belov’d of thee?

- My Lord, thy Love preventethmee.

For fince the ground of liking Likenefs is, -
Rather, thenmy poor Love thow’dft mifs;
Since curfed fin made man unlike his maker,
Goft of mans likenefs vvas partaler.

VVhen fin, to mans undoing, had undone
Gods Image ; God next fent hisSon . *

In likencfs of poor finfull flefh, thereby
Condemning fini’th’ flefh to dye:

My God vvas hungry, thirfty, naked, poor ;
In fears, in tears,in {vveat, in gore;

V'Vas tempted, vvas betray’ d, forfaken, fold,
VVas capivated, keptin hold, ;

VVas judg’d,vvas kill’d,vvas buri’d, then,
That he and I might rif¢ agen'

In one divine aud fyveet fimilitude,
And Love in Likenefs be renevv’d.
And canIyer Thy Love forget?

Or do 1love for Confanguinity 2
For nearnels and relation? vvhy? ‘
For me Chrift took, and fhed that Blood of his 5
Anddolafk, havvnearhe 15? i

My Lord is much more maine, then I mine oyyn:

My Lord vvas mine; yvhen 1 vvasnone:
My Lord, yvhenlvvas loft and gone aftray, :
¥ Vas both my Shepheard and my vvay.

Surely my Lord and I am near akin,

E’refince my Saviour vvas made §i ;
Yor me, and I made Righteoufme[s in him.
He is my head and Ia imb: :

He is the Vine, and Ithe branch : the 1o0t,

VVhereof Tamaflip or fhoot:
Of my f{alvation he the captain is,
Andlam a reprize of his. :

He is my Father, Lhis feed: nayhe v \
In travaile of his foul bare me: 3
My brother too, born for adverfity 3
The Fofeph of the family.
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He is my Maker, yet mine hufband 100 ;
This Potter me, his clay, did yvooe
And rather, then he’d mifs the match, did make
Hima clay-body for my fake.
Ev’nall men love their own,and fhall Inot ?
Help, Lord, and I vyill knit the knot,
In full acceptance of thy free donation
Clafp hearts and hands in fiveet relation s
Lord, thouart mine, Make me more thine !
OrdoIlove for fuitable Supplies
To all my vvants? fure, I yvant eyes,
Or Icould not wvant Love, my Lord, to thee,
In vvhom all bleffings treafur’d bee.
O thatmy drop intq a Seacould fivell
OfLoveto him, in yvhom doth dyvell
All fullnefs, as in bank or houfe of ftore,
Ev’n Grace and Blifs for evermore !
Thine bee’ng once afked, if they vvould avvay,
Owhither fhallwego? faid they,
The words of lifeeternall, Lovd, thou haft,
And that’sa ftock, can never vvaft.
Goodnefsisall contraded in thy face,
As Sun-beamsina burning-glafs;
Oh that1layin fome directer line,
“That Imight burn, yvhilft thou doft {hine!
AmIafinner? thowrta propitiation :
I h've vvrought confufion, thou falvation :
X hve purchas'd death, both for myfelf, and thee 3
But thou to life haft ranfom’d mee,

As God, thou feef? 5 as man, thou | feel  my grief;
Asdorh, thow’rt fitable relief 3
My Creditour, and yet my Surety too;;

Paying and pard’ning vvhat 1 ovve,

Creatures are Cifterns, leaking veffels, they
Cannot fupply themfelves one day, ,
And me much lefs, My fpringsareall above,
My light, my life; VVhy not my Love?

Oh ’tis thy right : Accept my mite. >

Orisit Love, that fharpens Love again ?

My Saviour, every grinding pain
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. Of thine onEarth, and prefent Interceflion

PleadsforaLove beyond expreffion.

’Tis Love, I livenpon. And do I yet
Sufpet thy Love,, o queftion it?
Lord, if my living be n’¢ full proof, thy dying

Gives evidence beyond dcnymo

Herein is Love vvithout dlfﬁmu!atlon,
Thy Love thou proveft by thy Pafion,
'V Vhofe every vvound vvith open mouth cries out,
VVeare Loves Vouchers, if youdoubt.
VVhen Heav'nly Hoafls firft favy thee breath, if then
They runand preach good vvill tovv’rds men,
If thus they comment on thine Infant-breath,
My God ! vvhat thought they of they death!
Oh! hovvhe lov’d him ? if, vvho favv the {hed
Tears for they friend Laz rm,bce ng dead
Cryed out; VVhatmightthey’ve fai aid, that fayv the dye,
leedling for me, thine enemy 2
And dare I, can I yetrenevy that grief,
Doubting thy Lovc, throughunbelief? -
If I but fay, I love, hovv doth it grieve me, :
If yet my Friend yvill not believe me.
And dareIyet fufpectthe God of Love,
VVho fayes, vvho fvvears, vvho dies, to prove
He loves me! Shall I failin proofof mine,
And then, to make amends, doubt hine ,
Doubling thereby  Eachinjury 2
I find,Ifeel,I{ee,and can’t I fay, .
Heloves 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 {fufpect my felf, not thee.
My foul ! loy’ft thouthy Lerd 2 fay yea, or nay,
My God, I'm gravell’d vvhat to fay.
Tet vyill I hold mine heart to th’ Scrutiny,
Tillitaffirm, or elfe deny.
Deny? my God! Idare not, nay, Ican noty
And yet, methinks, affirm I may not.

Gs O that
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OthatIcould. Thisonely can] fay, ; \ :

i Dear Lord, thatIcannot fay nay. ; I
' . Thoughtsin again! (Love’sno {uch neutral thing)

Tou mufta certain Verdiét bring. {

Only be fure, for’tis your ovvn behoof, ; :

Tour Verdict ftands on certain proof. ) p ]

Alas | my thoughts can neverfolve this doubt, l
Unlefs thy Love, Lord, help me out. !

My God, vvhatcrouds of vvitneffes feem frive, :
: Tobedepos’d o’th’ Negative ? % ik
4 My feldome thoughts of thee, my cold devotions, e

‘
E Heartlefs profeflion, lifelefs motions ; [
I My vvanton Daliance vyith the yvorld and fin : e
{8 . My vvant of kindnefs to thy kin ; : '
e My littlelonging vvhen thou’rt out of fight
| Or lab’ring to regain the light,
Tulitny figh, o fiy,  Hovy thefe plead Ny
b i I 181, to fay, lovy thele plead Nay.
ELL . Thefe? alimy God! and many more, than thefe; !
il My lirtle little cace, to pleafe ; : 1
e Or fear of gricving thee, my vvant of leifure ;

! i Forthee; and in thee vvant of pleafure. ! 1

My numbe lethargick zeal, vvhen men defame

P ) ¢ Thy Saints, thy vvorfhip, yvayes, or name, ]

3 Hovv fay I, that I Love thee, yvhen mince heart
' Sopoorly playes the Lovers part?

Ml Love commands mine eye, mine hand, my purfe;

} i Can Ilove thee, yet {erve thee vyorfe ? '

a2 Or muft my friend ofall friends be deny’d, ‘ g

| VVhat I yicld *call, I love befide? 1
' } i ' Alas! my Lord! fuch proof had almoft got

E s A Verdi& paft, Iove thee not;

b

4 But, thatone yvitnefs came and croft the reft, ' '
R Stifling that Verdictin my breaft, .
: g1 Tet t'vvas not mauch, that vvitnefshad to fay,
But, forely yveeping, cry’d, I pray, '

i If’t be, as you pretend, that there’s o fire, Soa
i ¢ VVhence is this finoaking flax-delire?
W | My Jefus! thow’rt my Judge, the Judge of all,

To vvhom my Love muft ftand; or fall :

Thou,
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Thou, that knovvt all things, knovvft, that Lablior
My felffor loving thee no more.

My Dear! Ih've fometimelong’d, and do Inot

Long yet, that thouvvouldftloofe one knot,
To tyeanother 2 yvhat's thislifetome,
If I muft &ill be firange to thee ?

To love is life,! Elfelife’s bur firife.

Oh that Ivvere a Graduat in that Colledge,
VVhere Love is kovvn that paflech knovvledge ;
VVhere fmiling Saints do comprehend and dvyell
InLoveincomprehenfible!

VVhere perfect Love cafts ont tormenting fear 3+
Nor theirs,nor thine, is doubted there:

VVhere tull-eyed Love may {ee to interline
Thy text vvith {ome {hort Notes of mine.
But yvhilt T’m lovv as earth, fhort as a fpan,
Flar as a fhade, narrovy as Man, ;
The height, length, depth, and breadth of Love to meafure
Lhavenor fkill, my God, nor leifure.

Love, that’s as high, as Heav'n, for thence it came,
And thither yvith it bound I am. . ¢
Tove, that’s as long, as length; eternity

" Muft fay, hovv long, for focan’t I,

Love, that’s as deep, as Hell, for thence it took
Me; and the day’sdovvnin my book..
Love, that’s, as broad, asfin, that {preads all over;
Tet, Lord! thy Lave my {indoth cover.

The Aftronomer, vvhat Houfes ftars do keep,
Can tell, the diver gage thedeeps
But I, poor Chrifts-Crofs Schollar, cannot {pell
LOVFE, though a monafyllable.

Lord I conld be content, mine earth might tura
To afhes, fo my foul might burn,
And all my povvers become one Holocauft,
Reaching thy Love and life atlaft;
Lord, ftir this fire - And raife it higher.

Here’s a poor broken heart, a Sacrifice,
VVhich yet thouw’ft faid, thow’lt not defpife,

‘. Ibind it onthine Altar, in defire, ;

Heav’ns favour fec it all on fire!

Lor&
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LOVE.

Lord, thallIeverbe a Queftionift ?
Help me commence in Love to Chrift:
Or flillincept’ring? pafs a grace, mine heare
May oncebe mafter of this art.

But as I faid, methought, I heard one fay,
Avvay, bold Frefhman, youmuft ftay
Tour time; there’s many ’nad, e’re this degaree,
Andhere there muft no hudlings beg.

Lord, if it huft be fo, my novv Condition
1 tender to thinc ovyn Tuition,  »

- TillI have better arguments to prove,

TI'm more proficient in thy Love.
Charge thy felf vvith me. Meand all, that’s mine,

Subje& I to thy Difeipline.
Lozd, Ivviil have no minddiftinét from thee,
VVho giveltall, thae’s thine, to mee.

If others afk me, can you vvalk abroad 2
Tle anfvver: go and afk my God.
VVhere choufaift, go, though fleth and blood fay, ftay
Tle creep, if £ can’t run that yyay.

Or if I, as [ fear, I {hall, tranferefs
This lavy of Love, I novy exprefs;
Tle humbly ftrip my felf next ferions thoughe,
Till thou haft vvhipt me for my fau’t;
Thenkifsthy rod, " And cry, my God !

Then if thou {iile, thy favour, Lord, fhall be
Like rainupon movvn grafs to me,
Or like vvarm Sun-beams, that fucceed fome fhoyver,
Tilljoyes poor Bud’s a full-blovvn floyver;

But Ivvill vvatch, 1éft fome, 0/d ddam {eed

VVith joyes fair flovver put forth fome vveed,

3

VVhich, vhen't ficft peeps, thy vveeding knife I'le borrovr,

Left the ground harden by to morrovy.

Ple mark thine eye; a better brighter Star,
Than that, that guides the Mariner.
My dull remifnefs, Lord, thine eye fhall vwhet
To more obferyance, vivhen harp fet.

Thy quick and hafty lopk fhall quicken mee s
¥le ayvay to my Book, or knee,
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Ule chide my bufie play-fellovys; Avvay,
My mafter frovvns s/ Idare not play.
Lord, I'lefee bythineeyes; thineev’rybeck
Shall be my bridle, curb and check.
The PVatch, thou giv’f e, I'le keep for thy fake

,And vvind itup vvhen e're Ivvake,

The Book, thou gav’ft me, that blood-guilded Book;
T'le ever, ever in it look,
TillI find thee there, and my {elf thy beaury,
Andlearn to knovv and domy duty:

Then (hevving to others, See the token, Love,
I’le fay, hath fent me from above::
Keeping the cleaner hands, that I may not
Difcolour it vvith any fpet;
Unlefs a tear  Drop here, or there.

The talk, thou feift ine, Lord, I’le not complain :
Thy yvork{hall be my vvage and gain ;
Clean, as Lean; I'ledo’t; if fullied, then
My tears fhall vvathit o’re agen.

Thy ftriét commands and love-lin’d yoak fhall be
A neck-chain of puregold te me: :
‘Thine hardeft fayings, vvhen my ftomacks queagie;
ILove {hall digeft, and make them eafie.

Thine is o Labans-fervice, if it vvere,
LetLove tvvo Prentifhips might bear ¢
But to be bound, o hiéld in durance by
Thy Royall Law,is liberty.

Mine heart {hall be lefs loofe, and yet more [arges
Beong ftretcht outunto all thy charge;
And yvhere my life falls fhort of either table,
Loe thall fullfill; forLoveis able.

If thou vvilt come, and rake an Inventory
Ofall, thats mine; I'le nocbe forry:
If thou yvilt fearch and ranfack all, Thave,
I’lehelp thee, orthine help Ple crave.

If ought, I have, difpleafe, or if I doubt;
I wvill, for furenefs, throvv it our.
If I can pleafure thee vvith oughs, that ’s mine
T'le quitmy Title, Loxd, ’tis thine. »

l 1§ mine
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- If mine heart fit thy vvalking, thou fhalt have it,
If not, yet Love fhall mend and pave it
VVith fuch clear folid ftone ev’n all vvithin,
Asyetcan vveep for ev’ry fin,
VVathing thy feer, VVhenmen do’t fee’t.

Mine heart, be’ng thus pofleft, vvhen {trangers come,

Ile fay, thowft takenup my room;

Then if thouafk, vvhofe purfe, or parts are thefe 2

Tle anf’vver, thine, Lord, if thou pleafe. ‘
If onming Hour-glafs thou ghen lay thine hand,

And afk, vvhofe is this running fand? !

Tlg anfvyer, 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 2
Smiling on them; Ile fay, my poor,
Vle draw my foul out, yvhen thy Lazar knocks,
My Caupboard thallbe th’ poor mans box.
Ifothers come, like thofe poor Greeks, to mee
VVitha Sir, yve vyould Jefus fee, :
Tle gladly tell them, vvhere my Lord doth fup,
Do’ngall I can, to help them up.
+ If others curfe thee Shimei like 5 if they
Caftduft, Ple blovy the duft avvay
VVith fighs and groans ;. if they thine honour ftain,
T'le vveep and vvafh it clean again, : ‘
Or elfeI’le chide, or fight, if thou fhalt bid,
(But firft of all vvith Traytours, hid
Athome.) Ilefear no colours, vvhilft above
Thy Banner over me is Love.
VVho fuestobe a favourite of mine,
Tleaflkhim firft, if he be thine,
1f not, I’le pray him, ro be reconcil’d

_To thee, that fo my Love to th Child

Mayall be found  Thineat the bound.

Or, vvhen thy tender Lillie bleeds, my God,
Torn vvith thofe cruel thorns abroad,
Or rent vyith Shifmes at home and heart-divifion,
Ule, vvhat I can, play the Phyfician.

T'le plead yyith thee vvith them ; if things grovv vvorfe,

Vle bleed my felf to turn the courfe:

L

] e

) P R



1

LOVE. e

VVhen I thy Peoples Hearts divided {ee,
Surely, mine Heart {hall broken bee.
Thy Love hath lent me all the balm thats thine,
VVhy fhould not then thy fores be mine 2
My God they fhall ; butchiefly, vvhenmy Paflion
Or luft provokes thine indignacion.
Ilebe reveng’d on one, my felf I mean,
And grieve, till thou are pleas’dagen.
Paflions fhalllive like Gibeonites, their Lavy

« To hevv thy vvood and vvater dravv.

So all, Thave, fhall ferve thee, till I knovv,
My Love hath life, and find it grovy.
Lord, I'le account of all, as ir conduces
To help Loves grovvth, and ferve its ufes.
If inthie Sunfhine of a profp’rous flate
My fire can’t burn {o clear ‘for that,
Ile rather choofe fome courteons cloods rerurn,
Then fee Loves holy fire not buirn.
Orif Lfail of ought, T here profefs,
Andthy rod can’t my fault redrefs,
Rathet, thenlive thy grief, F'le yield to dye,
So Love infli& the penalty, 4
That paid my fcore By death before.
If Love yetler me livéa grovving debtor,
Ple ftudy hard, but T'le live better :
Live ? Imeari love ; that’s the Commandments end,
And that’s the life, that T intend.
Though Love vvax cold abroad; and fin abound,
Hard Froft o’re {preading all the ground :
Shall th’ heat of Kitchin-fire be more increaft,
And not thy flames vvithin my breaft ?
Lord, vvhat’s aSilver-tongue, if’t cannot talk,
A Golden' Leg, if’t cannot vyalk?
Faith, that can Mountains move, vwhen ’tis defired?
Or Martyrdome, it Love be w’t fired 2 ok
VVhat, if 1 give my goods andall my ftore, -
But notin Lefe, to feed thy poore? ;
But, if inLovea cup of vvater cold,
Though the drink’s mean; the Cap is Gold.

Love
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Love tunes my Pray’rs, makes Praifes muficall §
VVhich elfe ac beft but hovvl, or ball.
Love makes tyyo Mites to God as acceptable,
As ify to bring tvvo vvorlds, *tvvere able.

True Love’s true beanty, beauties elfe but pain,
No more am I, if Love 1 vvant.
Lord, help me put on LoSeto keep me vvarm:
To dwell in LoGe {ecure from harm :

To walkin Lobe, till Love ’th’ ftream do lead
To Love, that is the Fountain head,
Or th’ Ocean, vvhich, if I can’t comprehend,
Pleplunge into: thatin theend
LoftImaybee, Ifloff,in thee.

Tet, vvhen I think, vvhat pent and narrovv room
I'th’ Virgins VVomb
The God of Love lodg’d in, methinks, mine heart
May hold its part.
Into mine heart O fhed thy Love abroad,
My God! my God! ’
Both be’ng Spirit, vvhat can better fuit,
Then th’ Spirits fruit ?
Drink, thirfty veflel ! till thou fill, or break; |
But neverleak:
The broken Heart and truily contrite Breaft
Holds Love the beft,
Andthebeft Love ; aLove, more vvorth, then vviney
Lord, I mean thine. :

. ‘Then, as the purpofe of thy Grace and Love

None can remove,;

Let me fo love thee, as to partand fever,
Lord, never, never.

Ungirt, unbleft, vve fay ; my God Lo$e i
The bond of Blifs

And perfeiinefi; agrace, vvhofe Bond-menbe
The onely free. R ;

VWorks vvithout Faith can nevér; Lord, pleafe theg,
Nor profit mee.

Faith yvithout LoBe, can’t operate, Or move,
But works by Lobe.

Love
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: LOVE. : i
Love is a Grace, that ffands her ground in Glory,
That upper ftory.
Love, vvhen Tongues, prophefies, and knovvledge fail,
Ent’ring the Vail,
Poffefleth, as Supream and bigheff Grace,
The Holiefl place.
| VVhen Faith and Hope do thither vvait upon her,
! As Maids of Honour,
. SoleLove is left, as Qreen of all the Graces,
s In Gods Embraces.
Mean yvhile, Lord, to be fick of Lobe to thee,
Is health to mee. :
They, that have not this ficknef5, have avvorfe,
Thy plague and curfe.

|
] If any manlove not the Loyd Jefus Chrift, let hivs be Anathe. :
| . whaMaran-atha, 1. Cor. 16. 22
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PRAYER.
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2

Extth’ Trinity of Perfonsand of Graces
Mans three main Duties Mufe and Method places.

VVho vievvs my God and Grace inall their Beautyy

Can’t (1 {hould think) but take delight in Duty.

But yvho believes, hopes, loves, (I'm fure of thar)
VVill'love to Pray; to Hear, to Meditate,

Pray’r’sthe firfk breath, put forthin crying thet,
VVhen t’nrongh fad pangs poor fouls are born agen,

Heav’'nvvell commends Faiths midwifery, and fayes,

“The Child’s no flil-born, for behold, he prayes.
Pray’ris the zapper at Heav’ns door, Faith knocks,

VVho's there, faith LoGe vvithin doors, and #alocks.
Piay’r isthe key ; vvhat e’re the lock retards,

Pray’t, oyld vvith mourning, gently Ilips the wards

And moves the Spring, Gods heart. Doth Epbrim mougn 2

The bolt gives back, Jehovah’s bovvels 7.
Pray’r1san drrowfroma wel-bent heart;
VVatch the Returns, and fee, yvhat ’t vill impare,
, Of Heav'ns Intelligence 5 i’th’ floods decreafe, ;
This mournfull Dobe brings th’ Olife-branch of peacs.
Pray’risthe {acred Bellows ; vvlgen thefe blovy, -
Hovy mufically doth faiths Organgoe; :
Thus Pray’r proves Faith an fnffrument,and Love
Anfyvers to this wind.mufick from above,
Infyveet confort vvith ravifhing confent
Upon that Luze, (that dear-ftring’d Inftrument)
VVhofe firings are Bawels of that Lamb, ong: flain,
VVho makes the Mufick, bee’'ng Alibe again.
Pray’ris the facred Belows, vvhen thefe blowv,
Hovy doth that Lie-cole from Gods 4ltar glovv!
By Prayer LoSe burns to ze/ ; and hot defire
Baprizeth the fouls fevvel all vvirh fire,

Dy'r

*

%
*
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Pray'r brreath’s the gale, vvhileft Faith doth nabigate
I'th’ brittle bark of mans frail mortal ftate:

Good Hope’s the Cape i fair Hafem, and fair ‘wind f
VVhillt Faith, in pray’r, freers the low ba//aff mind.

 Pray’ris Faiths Limbeck, there the Promife lies

And thence diflills 5 mock not Pray’rs wairy eyes.

Onth’ knees of Pray’s Faith brings forth Promifes
As Bilha{ometimes bave on Rachels kntes.

Pray'r is Faiths Bucket, (Pray’s doth upyvard move,
Dravving its vaters from thofe wells abofe )

Chait’d to that Bucksr of the Bleffisgs {05

* That that pomes daws, asthis doth #pward go.

Pray’ris Faiths Pump, v vhere'tvvorks till th’ vvatér comé;
If’t come not free at firlt, Faich puts in fome ;
Some truly penitential zears ; aid then
Pumping the Promifé, payes it felf aged.
Piay’r is the Chriftians relfe 5 Pray’r inflantly
The Temper, ot Diffemper vyill delcry.
Some read, fome fing, and fome theix pray’rs can faj,
He’s an Elias, thathis pray’ss can pray. \
\Pray’ss'ifting up s holy hands, candart

ToHe’ven that hand-granado of the Heart,

Of the whole Heartyvvhich, kindled vvith defire,
In ferbentmotion breacks, fecs Love onfire ! -
Compaflions burz 3 He'ven fuff’ring violence;
Grovys, to furrender unto man, propenfe:
Pray’'r’s a chief piece of Faiths Areillery &
Take aright ground, mount Pray'r, aym right, let ﬁﬁr',
Doth Heay’ni hold out? let Heaven héar from Faithiy
VVhat force Pray’s home charg’d vvith aPromife hath.
Doth Hell affaule? let ferbowr fire this Gun,
And the r#port fhall make bold Legioz rus. 1o
_ Pmy’rsRhetorick commands, yvhen’t begs, and fo
Makes moft 6ictorious, whom it brihgs moft low.
Pray’r lifieth up the Eyes, Hands, Heart, vve fee ;
VVhen Pray’r moft humbly doth bow dewn the knee.
' Pra’r makes Mani Prince with God ; doth Facol knely
Saith King of Glery, Rifeup Ifzael! . =
Pray’r,in the filent Hannah, loudly fBeaks ;s
Pray’r both Manaffe's heart and prifon breaks:
Ha Elijas,
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ElijabsPray’s doth pierce the braffie (kies;
And makes the Tears to ftand in Heafens eyes,
"Tis not an armed Amalek, can ftand,
VVhen Pray’r lift up a Mofes’s naked Hand.
As Thunder- flyuck Philiftines once did fall,
Dovvn tumbles Rain, and th’ Exemy vvithall :
At <l Lighening Legious pray. ~ Oh! yvho can vvary
VVhere pribate Souldiers fuch Comnmianders are?
Pray'r, bee'ng aboard the great Leviathan,
In yvhofe clofe Cook-room Jorah’s fhipt, poor man !
Makes Land, runs th® Hullon {hore, und open breaks
The Pris’ners vvay, by blowing-up the Decks.
Pray'y undertakes to difcipling the Sun,
To teach that Giant Poftures, vvhen to Run,
VVhen to Retreat, to make a Halt, to ftand.
At praying Jofhua’s word of Cormand
. This rovvlihg Eye in Heaveris brovy ftands frili,
PVondring o fee Faiths Pray’r thus vvorkics yyill,
FifteenDegrees, vwhed Hezekiah pray’d,
His Life, and ten the Sz ran retr agrade:
Thus Pray’s prevails it Heaben, Earthydnd Seass
Add but its congueft over Hell to thefe,
Hovvth’ Ayré of Pray’r choskes the ferpenttine brood
Of thatold crooked Diagon in the food,
Siz. Satans fpatvn, an | hovv the incefltine Thorisg
Is by truePray’rs compunttion ont-vyorne:
" Hovv th’ Meffinger of Satan’s buffered,
VVho camt to ouffet; hovvthe Serpents Head
Underthe knees 0 Pray’r is fFeez’datlaft;
" And Beel-zebub is himfelf out. caft :
By the rare force of Pray’r, that grovvs more ﬂrbng
By Fafting, and more fre/# by vvacching long.
The fumihe of all is, Pray’rs ftupendious Art,
To bind Gods hands,dtidkep in hold his Hears.
Pray’r, importuriing this Samp/on, hath found
Himfelf revealing, hovvhemay be bound;
Ev’n Gadbe bowad, vvho's infinitely free;
Yet faith to Faith and Pray’r : Command ye miee,
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" The Prayer-hearing God, the Father is;

The Pray’r-perfuming God, that Ser of His Y
(vVith flagrant, fra agrant Tucenfe of his Merit) : | '

The Pray’r-inditing God, is God the Spirir., {4
Pray’rs Tears are vvafht in Gods Blood, & its moans

Are ayr’d vvith Gods unutterable groans ; Y
ThusPray’s prevuls vvith God : yet Paifes {hall

Not Pray’r; butth’ God of Pray’r vidtorious call, Py
VVho's dl in AR, ot .

!

| Pray alwayes with all Prayer y and wateh thereunto with al
per/zﬁermn, Eph.6.18,

i
)
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FRom Pray’r to Hearing I proceed,
For that prepares for thisindeed ;
But, vvho from Hearing turns hlS ear avvay,
The Lord abaminates to hear him pray.
Heark! ’tis Gods $oice ; can man forbear
To hear Him fpeak, that made the Ear ¢
VVhy fhould the Head of hearing Ears make fhovy,
Since fuch Deaf EarsuponMans Heart do grovy 2
Heav’n did to poor Mans mifery
Give ey, before he gave the Cry, y
Methinks, a waours yyords {hould all found loud -
Acutedvvith the Aecents of his Blood. 5
V Vhat vile Dif%honefly appears
By Mans difgracefull lofs of Eares ¢
And yer, let Syrens fing and Satan knock;
Mans Heart can bear too light, too foon :mlork
No Cords can hold, or Lufis be bound,
Till 4l is aﬁer-board and drown’d,
VVhen th’ Serpent charms, this Adder hears, but vvhen
Heav'n charms more vyifely, ¢h’ Ears ave charm’d agen,
Moft vyhat I fee a monftrous fight,
Mot havezwo Ears, yet neither’s I{tght,

-
v

. God gaye them ¢wo, yet they’l by no means lend

So much, as oxe, to fuch abounteous Friend.
Sure, fuch a Friend vvould foon repay, |

By gibing ear to vvhat they pray.

God ever takes up Ears on Intereft,

And doth his greatelt Creditors pay beft.
They teach their very Ears to pray,

VVho /iffen vvell yyhat God fhall fay.

The
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HEARING.

'IT, |

The ancircameisdin Ear bid God deny,
Refufing Him, that [peakerh, vvhen they cry.
The Deaf-ear’d Idolisabhord, :

'And Men, like Idols, of the Lord,

V Vho deafnefs plagues vvith deafnefs, and doth turn
His Ear from Difes, vvhileft his Tongae doth burn.
Lord, therefore to Deaf Hearers give
To libe to heary to hear and life.
Tea, into th! Harbeft fend forth Labourers
To fill thy floor by gathering in of Ears.
Thou fovv’{k thy #¥ordas Seed, and thent .
Tis fit,thou reap the Ears of Men,
As Mary weeping beard, till [howrs of tears
Full ipe for thine ovvn reapimg mads her Ears,
VVhat Heapes (hall inthy Gerners bee,
VVhen Ears are circamcis’d by Thee?
Fair Sion {hall belike an beap of VWheat,
That roxnd about with Lllies is befes.
VVhen Malchus loft an Ear, thy tosch
(A Saviours fkill and vertue’s fuch)
Repair’d that Lofs Lord, ’tis but Ask and Hafe ;
Thou canft find Ears in Lazarus his Grabe.
Thou, Dabids Heir of Dabids Keys,
Canft fhur and open, as thou pleafe,
Thy fill voice loud winds and proud wabes obey s

. Untd thy VVord letnot Mens Ears fay Nay.

Thoudidft a oris'ner once impovy's,
(Judge Felix bee'ng Anditour ) /
To give the Charge, that took the Judge by th’ Ezr,

More Bonds did then on th’ Bench, then Barr, appear.

VVhen Heay'ns great Guns from ¢gre 10 sire
‘According to thy VVord gibe fire,
Kadefh doth tremble; Hindesdo calbe for fear;
The howling Defarts and dmfRocks give ear.:
And is Mans Heart more wild? more hard?
More full of noifes? ftronger barr'd?
Tetis the Ear the key-hole: Lord, purin
Thy finger, then the dentleft vvord wvill vvin,
All turns and moves; One .Eph-pb.uba
Removes obftructiens out of th’ vyay 3
3 H 4

Then
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Then th’ Ear fhall vvelcome every fecond word
VVitha Come in, thow bleffed of the Lord !
The Scriptures {peak of th’ Learned Ear
Sure, then thy romgue mult teach to hear,
Morning by morning let thy Mufick make
The 46y Ears of Mans dull mind to wake,
If Soms of God, fair dngels, frand
VVaiting the Sez of God'’s Command, :
(VVhich, vvhen it comnes, vvho fees chele Holy things,
Might fee their Fars converted into wings., )
If the DeafDeb:dlends an Ear,
Notled by Love, butforc’d by Fear,
Andif the sword, Plague, Famine onely knovy
By hearkning to liis VVord their Come and Go ;
In vain doth poor Man ftop his Ear,
And fay 1n’s Heart, hee’l never hear.
HarGefls bring Ears 5 and fuch is the PVorlds end s
Gra§es muft find Hezrers then ; The dead attend.
Then Happy he, that fooner heard,
Hearing before for afterward ; ;
God had his Eares on Earth, and doubtlefs he
Shall vvith fa (heabes repaid in Heaven be.
It Sol’mons Serbamts yvere fo bleft,
That conn’dtheir Leflon from his breaf?,
Hovv happy ’re thofe Difeiples then, vwhofe Ears
Aretun’d to the true Mufick of the Sphears?
VVhere the Fizff MoSer is Free Grace
Free Purpofe moves i'th’ fecond place;
*Third Orbe’s the Y¥ordof Graceyinvvhich do.{hine
As many Stars, as Promifes Divine.
Thefe Leflon: fo divine, fo good,
- (The Orbes bee'ng opl'din Saviours bised)
Do fo divinely correfpond;that fo
Needs muft the Hearer the DiSiner grove,
Then comes that holy Turtle Dobe,
Gently defcending fromabove s
And tealing throygh the Earth-holeinto th' heart,
Doth Heabn's Intelligence on Barth impart.
This is a joyfull found indeed,
VVhat Halepon-dayes {hall hence fucceed !

Vvhileft
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VVhileft Thunders terror makes Deaf Rebels quail, :
Chrifts voice to his Difciples is 44 hail !
. If God, that rules all ocher vvhere,
Lov’s {o to movethe Orb of th’ Ear, -
Sure, then the Bleffed of the Lord are they,
That hearing hearken, hearkening that obey.

The humble Hearer may invite
God gueft-vvifeto a difht Delight,

f A fervent whole-broke-heart, ferv’d up in Tezrs; :
| The Bread bee’ng made o’th’ contrite bearers Ears,

' Nay, God invites himfelf to fup,

VVhere fuch delights are fo ferv’d up.

By a cleanhand:vvhere th’ earand the hears’s kept hot,
Godis Mans Guef?, and Heav’'n yvill pay the fhot.

Aletter H. isnot, fay vve, ;
Let Hearing then mine Eazing be.
ThouGod of Ifrael! borethy Serbants Ear,
‘That I initthis Fewel {till may wear

4

Let ébery one be fwift tohear. But be ye doers of the VVard, and
not heares onely, deceifing your own fouls, Jam. 1. 21,22, .

Hs MEDI




2 (120) B

MEDITATION.

- Come to fing the laft, but not the leaft,

Be’ng that, that ¢/enchesh in mans mind and breaft

Thofe Nails, th’ Allemblies maftres drive ;

Nott’ eat, but to digeff, makes thrive. :

Svyeet, facred thing | Caleftial Contemplation !

Ol Enochs Tradeyyoung Ifaaz’s Recreation,
That furnifheft mans thoughtfull breaft,
VVith Greatelt ”¥ork, and Svveetelt Reft.

Ifrael’s fweet Singer us'd, vyhen firft avyake,
His Lark-like Rife upon thy wings to take ;
VVith vvich hemade his morming fight ;
OFf vvhich his Feather-bed at night,

The nimble Life. guard of that Royal mind,
VVere Thoughes, by thee divinely difeiplin'd;
Mar(hall’d in each dayes fronzand rear;

Greatnefs, thus guarded, knovvs no fear.

VVhen anxious mufings vvould invade that foul :
VVhen Caresvvould clog, or make it ftomack-foul,
Thou didft exonerate, Thy skill
Did ftill prepare the Stozrack-pil,

Thy Phyfick having vvrought; and burgry bzalth
Thine hopsfull Patient re-furpriz’d by ftealth,

Then thou that honey-comb didit drain
And bredk the Bone, that did contain.

The Faz, the fweet, vvhich from the Promife flovves,
(VVheréof the fenfuall yvorldling nothing knovys.)
Thus Meditation firlt fezs righe,

Then (atsates the Souls Appetite.

Man’s fed vvith Manna, void of furfets fear,
VVhere Meditation’s Cook, Digeflion’s clear :
Mortals, thus fed vvith Angels fare,

Gonverted into Angels are.
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MEDITATION. 123

By Contemplation vvas that Darling dreft,
VVhen Gueft-vvife Heaven bad him to a feaff,
John's cloath’d n fpirit, vyhen they call
To keep the Lords Dayes feftival. '

In Contemplations Mount vvho dvell, can ftretch |
Their hand to Heay'n that farry Crown to reach:
And drefs them{elves ini that bright Sun,

VVhilft under. foot they tread the Moon.

In Contemplations Pifgah they, thathave
At onceavievv of Canaan, and their grave,
(Inthis vvorlds Defarz vvearied) !

Do vvillingly undrefs to Bed,

Svveet facred Meditation! mayl bee
Vrought, recreated, garded thus by thee:
Phyfick’d and fed by thy Difpenfatory :

By thee be dreft vvith Grace, prepar’d for Glory !

I,

! Hen learn, O man! to part betvvixt ‘ |
 Deatd Earth, and th’ earth, vvherevvith thowst mixz ¢ :
Sure, P¥alls of Clay may higher rife,
Then yvhat in earths dead dungeon lies, |
The Soul vvith Earth’s already clad,
Earth upon earth vvould make more fad.
Shall wings make maflie Mownsains fly 2
Shall hands ftitch Eareh unto thefky ?
Then dung-hill drones {cale HeaSen may,

' And Muck-worms creep Vth’ Milkie way.

To carry Earth to Hes$'n fome think:

. Butmuft Esrthrife? or Heaven [ink?

Nor Barth, nor Heaven muft be their prize;
Buta fools (Mah’mets) Paradife,
If yer thine Earth to Earth adhere,
Then let the dead the dead interre :
If thou can’t /if# the inferior part ;
Tet, as Gods Offering, heave thine heart,
Thy Body’s but thy Beaff, and fure,
All elfe is but its furnitare:

“ Leave
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MEDITATION.

Leave then thy beaby jade belovvs T ‘ |
Up tothe place, that God (hall {hoyv! ‘
Earth’s ever moving to Earths C enter;
Man’s foramore {ublime Advent’s :
*Tis pitey, Duftin th’ Aire, or Eye,
8hould hinder a Celeftial (pie, e
VVith lumbering Body leave behind
Thelovv, th’ ignoble ferbile mind:
Such men, I'mean, as can’t out-pafs
Old Abrh’ms Serbantsy or his Af,
The fecret freker onely knovvs,
VVhat fécrets Heaven can difclofe.
Gods Haly of Holies (till {huts out
The bulgar and ynholy rout.
In fecrete places of the ftairs
And clefisof Rockslye mine affaires.’
- Angelsvvillfcaice incrouds appear, ;
VVelay: The few'r the better chear. ‘
It bufie Ants of mole-hill birth
Promifinonfly converfe onBarth,
Letth’ High-born £ird of Paradifé,
Scorning the Eart), ftill fcale the skies.
An dnt-hill and Exchange agree;
Save, Men the greater Triflers bee.
Thus mortals foylto live belove,
V:Vhileft Man by toylto Hea'n right go. *
VVhat though thow’ve been fhort-winded? fure,
Heabn’s hill can Ezrths green ficknefs cure.
Or vyhat need(t dread the Journeyes length,
VVhilelt all along thy way's thy frength?

. L
E&’ng thus alcended, bindeand [Taughtes-

B’l‘hy fin, thine Onely childof Laughter.

In this Mount God will foon be feen,
If fome Dear fin don’t intervenes

Dear Sin indeed ? vvhileft Angels el s
Their firf Effates for it and Hell:

Dear Sin !, yvhileft for its husks men do
Faix Heavens hon/hold-bread forgo,

Apree
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MEDITATION,
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A prefent flafb and futnre 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, hovv Chernbsftand
VVith flaming {vvords on every hand,
From mpe of fuch to guard Lifes Tree,
As of dead works the vvorkers bee 2
Ah! Guilty foul, dear’ft look 2br04d,
Or unagreed dar’lt walk with God?
To recencile dar’ft thou afpire:
Thy drofs vvith that confuming fire?
Sure, fuch Atzonement {hall beging
VVhen fin proves grace, or grace proves fin.
Since Iarth’s t0o dead, too dark,t00 low }
Sure; Hed to Heap’n fhall never go.

: (L

YD Ee'ng thus far onyvird in this feep,
VVouldft further climbe 2 then learn to creepy

VVho try, can tell, th” 4fcents, like thefe,
Arethe beft {cal’d on th’ bands and knees.
Angels firftrofe, then fel; and fo
By grovvingtes highy becanie /6 low.
But Chrift did raife his Raya! Creft
By building fuch a lowly neft ;
The Pharifee, that nothing knovvs
Of the true Temple, boldly goes
Into its fhadovv,there to boaft,
Reckning proud fool ithont lyt's,Ho[?.' ;
The Publican doth fmite updn
Ris Heart, as if *tvvere made of fone s
VVhich flone defpifed, though’t lay BeloW,'
Did to a Temple fooner grovy.
Unro Gods Altir nakednefs
God fuffers to have no accefs :
Th’ indovviments of mens minids vve call
Their parts, importing therevvithall,
No man of parts can decent be,
Unlels cloath’d vvith humilities

The
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The Highef? to the low gives grace ;
Y Vho $eiltheir ovvn, fhall /ée his face.
In duft and afhes f2/f abhor’d
Arethe accepted of zhe Lovd.
Moft flaring fair-fac’d Dina’s are
Sooner undore for being fair:
The 6eil’d Rebekah Ifaac takes,
And his dear bofom-confort makes.
Hovv can a near acquaintance grovv?
VVhileft God proud hearts far off doth knovy:
Proud hearts kxow not themfélbes, and then
Sure, Heav’n muft needs be out of ken.
VVhileft the 60id Aire and vyorthlefs vvind
Brooks no vvay to be down confin’d,
Earthquakes muftall things overthroyy
Rathet, than empty air keep lovy; ;
Gems, Fewels 5 India’s Treafures, dvvell
Inmeancft Caverns low roof’d Cell.
Thus from the Pors the Lord doth take
And into Crovviis his Treafures make.
VVould'ft then be profited by mee,

. From earth, fin,and proud felf get free.

Tet ’tis a Trinity indeed; | :
After the vvhich vvith vvinged fpeed
I vvould purfue, and ever may
Both Body, Soul, and Sprrity pray.
He, vvhom [ feek, and ever fhall;,
is THREEyand ONE; and ONE and ALL, '

Meditite upon thefe tl}iing;, gibethy ﬁ{f’ wholly to tizem', that tlj
proffiting may appear to all, 1. Tim: 4. 15

FINIS.

ERRATA-
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