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To my much honoured, and no lefs truly
beloved Fricud,

'Edzmrd Benlowes Efq;

My dear Friend,
%S OU have put the Thearko into my
B band, and I have played : Tou gave
the Mufician the firff encouragement
*be Mufick rerurneth to you for Patronage.
ad j; been 4 [z'gi‘-z‘ Air, #o doubt but it bad
*aken the mofty and among them the worff 5
" being g grave Strain, my hopes are, that

it Well pleafe the bef, and ameong them you. -

Z9ifb dirg pleafe trivial Ears 5 they hifs
20e fancy, and betray it. They cry, Hail,.
ﬁff > and after, Crucific : Lef Dors de-
&0t 10 immerd themfelves in dung, whilff :

gles feory Jo poor a game as Flies. Sir, .

J!‘W! bave Art and Candonr 3 let the one judges
€ theother ¢ coufe

Your moft affe@ionate Fricnd, -

A3
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T H

N Embiem is but a filent Parable
Let not the tender eye check, ta
A B feethe allufion to our blefled Saq
viour figured in thefe Types. In Holy
Scripturc he is fometimes called a Sower §
fometimes a Fifher ; fometimes a Phyfici4
an: And why not prefented fo, as welt 10
the eye as to the ear 2 Before the know
ledge of Letters, God was known by Hié4
roglypbicks. And indecd what are thé
Heavens, the Earth, nay, every Creature
but Hieroglyphicks and Emblems of his
Glory > I have no more to fay ; I wifl
thee as much pleafure in the reading, a

¢ X hadin writing. Farewel READER.

By



I Fathers back d, by Holy Writ led on :
L3 Thou fbew [t a way to Fleav'n byHclicon:
he Mufes Font is confecrate by thee, /
And Pﬂfﬁc 5;{}')1‘5:‘({ Divinity : (ﬁm‘(r’}
Bleft foul, that bere embark JF : thou failft a-
25 hard to fay, mov'dmore by wit or grace,
Each mife fo plies ber oar = But O the [ail
Is fill d from i’—]my’rz with a diviner gale -
" When p oets prove Diviues, wl.—;vﬁméf-'/ not I-
4pprove in Verfe this divine Poetry >
¢ Let this ﬁgﬁce to licence thee z’be])fefs :
)\ Linuft nomore ; wor could the truth fay lefs.

& Sic approbavit

| RIC. L O VE, Procan. Canii
’ —
“ Tot Fipre, QUARLES, quot Parad;fus habet.
; Le&ori bene male-volo.

« <2 Yegit ex 1000 hbe Floves, qui carpit, utergus
4N UIe poteft [olas dicere, jure Rofass
0 & Barnafr, 10 L 4 M; feftivé ROSETO
Qu "&Tp/{! Apolla, magis que lic ameena; ROSAM -
s 8‘ Verfus VIOL AS Tegis 3 & quem verba Jocurum -
- TO41S, verky dedits Nam dedit ille ROSA S
*Gue eg0 non dicam hzc VIO L 48 fuavifimay Tafs
h TIpfg facis V' TOL 4 8, Livide, fi violas,
M velur & IO 48 fibi fugit Aranea virs @
o ISER0 (uccos plifgrie £ O S 4 § que tuos.
"2 violas Mufas, VIOL A 8 puto, quafque secufas
T i‘"g tuo rofas, has, reorgells ROSAS,
S? f-f‘”a facige(ls R 0 § 4 §dum, Zile, rodis s
g Cfacies RV 1O L 43, Liside, dum viola.
rene-Fal,

| B EDW, BENLOWES.
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THE
FIRST BOOK.

The INVOCATION.

Oufe thee, my foul jand drain thee from the.dregs
F vulgar thoughts = - ferew up the hejghtea'd
& 10y fublime Theorbo four nates high Ty o {pegs
v J“m%'ﬂ’F}'{:r, that fo the fhrill mouth’d quire
Of lxk’ift-\'.'i[tg'd feraphims may come and join,
d make thy conlort mere than half divine,
Woke no mufe s let heav’n be thine 4polla
And let his facred influences hallow iR
o3 figh-bred firaing, Let his full beams infpire
¥ Yavifhed brains with more heraick fires.
"3ICR thee a quill from the {pread eagle’s wing
19, like the l;*ncurnir*g lark, wount up and fing
T;[ ?ff thele dangling pluanners, tiat lo clog
oi-yd‘ab‘fing heart, which giopes in chis dark fog
To i1 n8¢on earth ; let flefh and Llood forbear
© flgp thy flighe, till this bale world appeas
Siligl s it et oy phio T
R, _p:_tc’n, th;]t men waj Lce mo
o Pilinires erawling on this mole hill
WD ear wneroubled wivh theis frantick
f‘.tvmlt the ri:‘.ih\] of thyt
3 MW Coynymdy
Thy nutvlc‘)”] f};ff{gf’_
1hs fren SR natiic
G 21

41l

Ve i e i 2 0 21

} 1 s L 9.3 Y ¢ .
;:!;__‘; i e :
Q- 11,;.[‘ Waty thee at T
et &) f

Ay OO e e o el
s o feed oo thy
iy COMe my

4 g 'v'-'i)!d blow ; ‘l']!h' _T:'

Tl o Al
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3 Enitloms, Book 1.

That glide their ways with thee own native flimes ;

No, we mufl fly like eagles, and tee rhymes.

AMuft mount to heav’n, and reach th’ Clympick ear

Our heav’n-blown fire muit leek no mhcrf-;,)hurg_
Thou great Theanthropos, that givit and Grypd’ft

Thy gifts in duil, and from our dunghil crowwg

Reflecting honour, taking by retail

What thou halt giv’n in grols, from lapled, frail,

And finful man : that drink’il full draughrs, wherein

Thy childrens leprous fingers, fcurf'd with fin,

Have paddled ; cleanle, O cleanfe my erafty foul

From lecret crimes, and let my thoughts controul

My thoughts : O teach me floutly to deny

My felf, that I may be no Jonger I:

Enrich my fancy, clarifie my thoughts,

Refine my drofs 3 O winkat human faults 3

And through the {lender conduit of my quill

Convey thy current, whofe clear flreams may fill

The hearts of men with love, their tongues with praife?

Crown me with glory, take who lift the bays,
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Book y; Emblems:

!

T,

JAM. 1. 14:

Every map ;¢ tempted, when he is drawn away

Ly bis own luft and enticed,

Seipeitt. Eve.
Serp. OTeat ¢ noFt talle 7 not touch? not caltan eys
Upon the fruit of this fair tree ? and why ?

thou not what heav’n ordain’d for food ?
W;an!t thou think that bad whichheav’n call'd good?
Ne ll"_Was 1t made if not to be enjoy'd?
BIE%TL& of favours makes a favour void 3
Ag o B3 unus'd, pervert intoa wafle
See o s furfeivs 3 woman, do but tafle :

o be . the laden boughs make filent fuit :
Mee: &‘Ljny’d; look how their bending fruit N it
To kify tE half. way : obferve but how they erouc @'g‘t

Wh .
Or ¥ eap’iy

1y hand ; coy woman, do but touch:
Theis (D2t 2 pure vermilion bluth has dy’d Ry At
Theiy n1 208 cheeks, and how for fhaime they hide v
Nenl“}:ﬂ 1e-heads to fee themlelves ftand by
hat b Woman, do but caft an eye.
me o olteous heav’n ordain’d for ufe, refule noty
Eue Rland ear: y abule the thing ye ule not 3
Rtn:' Wileft of beafts, our great crearor did
Th, WE this S L 4 iy
Lhe yer SIS tree, and this alone forbid .
As pleafy .o freely ours, which doubtlefs are
Bug tonching She tafte 3 to th’ eye as fair :
*Tis dEar’n“F-D t_h‘s Ris {irict commands are fuch,
Serp, pig; f“éh’ vokefs than death to touch,
Ot equa) el Coth's a Fable did not heav'n infpire
CiSMints with liviisg fire,

Blown




6 Emblems: Book 1. &

Blown from the fpring of life 7 Is not that breath
Immorial Z come; ye are as free from death

As he that made you. Can the flames expire
\Which he has kindled ? ‘can ye quench his fire 7
Did not the great creator’s voice proclaim
Whate’er he made, fiom the biue fpangled frame
To the poor leaf that trembles, very good ?
Rleit be not both the freder and the foed 2

"ell, tell me then, what danger can acciue
From fuch bleft food, to fuch half gods as you?
Curb needlefs fears, and let no fona conceit

bufe your freedom ; Woman take and eat.

Eve. ‘Tis true, we are immortaly death 15 yet
Uniborn, 20d till rebellion make it death, :
Undue 3 I know the fruiris good, gatil
Prefumptious difobedience make it ill.

The lips that open Lo this fruit's a portal

To let in death, and make immortal mortals
Serp W ot cannot die 3 come woimai,taile,and fear not
For. Shall Fre tranlgrels 1 darenot, O 1 dare not.

Serp. Afraid 7 why draw’ft thou back thy tim’rous
$arm only falis on fuch as feara harm. (arm |

Heav'n knows and fears the virtue of this tree :

s7awill make you perfect Gods as well as he.

Seretch fosth thy hand, and let thy fonduels never

Fear death : do, pull, and eat, and live for ever.
Eve. °*Tisbut an apple ; and 1t is as geod

To do as to delire. Fruir’s made for food :

111 pull, and tafle, 2nd tempt 2y Adam 1o

-

To know ghe fecrets of this dainty.  Serf. Do

Ss CHRY 5




Book y; Emblems. . 7

S. CHR Y 8. fup. Matth.

i He Foreed Limmot : be touched bimnot ; only faid, caft

:r‘W ltlf_down 5 thas we may kuow, tl’;;zi whofoever o‘b.:;erj.l

r:n Devil, cafterly himfelf down : for tie devil may fuggefi,
ipel he canmot.

S. BER N, in Ser

4 It 35 1he devil's part o [uggelt : ouvs, not#o confent.
n\i ;ﬁ' as we refift bim, fo often we overcome bim : as often as
o Jieicome. i, fo often we bying joy to the angels, and
'I-‘fﬁ,':‘}' to God, wlo oppefeth us, that we may contens 5 4 id
fiflerh us, that we may conguer.

Wal R EPIG. 1
gu‘t;:clky parliament ! wherein at laft,
G .‘:‘"‘HCS are agreed, and firmly paft
2t of death confirm’d by higher pow'rs ;
*ad it but had fuch fuccefs as ouss !

——————




8 Emblems. Book 1.
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Book 1, Emblems, 9:

il
JAM. 1. 15,

Then when luft hath conceived, it bringeth
forth fin s and fin, when it is finifhed,
bringeth forth death,

: §

Ament, lament 3 look, look, what thou haft done:
i Ament the werld’s, lament thine own efate 2
0ok, look, by doing how thou art undone 3
.Ihl.amtent thy fall, lament thy ehange of-flate :-
Y faith is broken, and thy freedom gone,
8¢, fe= roo foon, what thou lament’fl too late,.
Q thou thar wert fo many men, nay, all
D Abridg’d in one, how has thy defp'rate fall
eRioy’d thy unborn feed, defiroy’d thy felf withal 2-

z
T
Lxﬂf!ous Adam, whom thy Maker made
“_}Kiual to angels that excel in pow’r,
13t hail thou done ? O why haft thou obey'd
X e own defirnétion ? like a new-cropt flow’s,
¥ does the glory of thy beauty fade !
©W are thy fortunes blafled in an hour! ¢
e Ve thou cow’d that haft the Igow’: to quell
And yin fpite of new fall’n angels, bafile hell,
Viewith thofe that flood,& vanguith thofe that fell

3

Se
yii- hﬂjw the world (whofe chaft and pregnant womb
ate conceiv’d, and brovght forth nothing i]..%)I
; 5




10 Ewmblems: Book 1.
Is nowmfrenerated aud become
A bafle adult’ref s, whofe falle births do fill
The earth with monflers, moniters that do roam
And rage about, and make a trade tokill :
Now glutt’'ny paunches 3 lofl begms to ipawn;
Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn;
Pale envy pines,pride fwells, and floth begins to yaw.

4

The Air that whifpecd, now Dbegins to roar ;
And Lluihmg Roreas blews the Lm.mu Tide ‘,
The white-moutrh'd waver now 11[u:p= e {h;
And fcorns the pow’rof her tridental gm' :
The £re now burns, that did but warm Deh-u,,
And rules her ruler with refitilefs pride :
Fire, water, earth, and air, that fiuft were mac de
To bedubdu’ d, fee tow thiey m-w' invace 3 (obey’ds
They rule whom once they ferv’d, command where once

5

Behold; that nakednefs that late bewray'd
Thy glor}' now’s bec oitie thy fhame, thy wonder;
Behold ;- thole trees whole various filnt‘ were madﬂ
For food, now tarn’d 2 fhade to fhroud thee under ; :
Behold 3 that voice (which thou hait dilobey’d)
That Jate was mufic k, now affrights like thunder =
Poor man ! are not thy joints grown faint with fha-
To view th’ effect of thy bold uodertaking, (king
That inone hous did{i marr what heav’n {ix days was
(ffh‘lkl 18




Bock 1. Emblews. Ix

S. AUGUST. lib. 5. de lib. atbit.

Tt 35 amoft juff punifoment, that man fiouid lofe that free-
om, which nan conld wot ufe, yet bad power 19 keep, 3f be
would s and that e who had knowledge to do what was
right, and did not, fhould ke depyived of .'.Tse‘.k::igu:.’r.{ie of

aat weas vipht 5 and that bz who wonld not a0 vighte
5 ¥ .
wer 1040 it, when

J;’-'ﬁ:n he had the powery fhouid fof
we bad the will.

HUG O de anima,

,,TLE-"' ave juftly prnifp’d that abufle lawful things, but they
aremofl sufily prnifhed, that ufe unla hings ¢ thus L

Ci ife.

Ker fell from fzguen ¢ thus Adam !

U L4 R R

hefe frajefu] i
T ithul kernels, being caft
Apf(':ﬁ] o earth, how thick tlr’ley fpring | how faft !
A ar'd ciop and thriving, rank and proud !
fous man firll fow’d, and then he plough'ds

See how ¢




Cpt pahhr,_/mn;m Phticri, non. J*ahbrir.
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Book ;; Emblews. 13

1L
PROV. 14. 13.

Even 1 laughter the beart is ﬁﬂrro‘wﬁ;l, and
the end of that mirth is heavinefs.

Las! fo5q child, . 3
Ow are thy thoughts beguil’d 2
Lo hope for Roney from a nefl of walps? -
Non may'ft as well
O b leek for eafe in hell,
* Iprightly Nettor from the mouths of afps.

z
The world’sa hive, - B
N From Whenge thou canfl derive . )
© 800d, bur what thy foul's vexation Drings =
Ut cale thou meet
OME perti-petti-fweet, f
Fach drop is guarded with a thoufand flings,

3

T Why doft thou make
Th hefe murin’ring troops forfake

€ lafe protection of their waxen homes 2

X Their hive contains ;
T O fweet that’s waith thy pains 3 .
"% nothing here, alas ! but empty combs,

; 4
aFor trath ang toys,
And gricf ingend’ring joys,




14 Emblems, Book 1

What torment [eems too fhaip for flefh and blood !
What 'J.ne pills
- Compos'd of real llla,
| - Men {wallow down to purchale one falfe good !

5

The dainties here,
Aje leaft ‘'what they appear's
Thongh fweet in hopes, yer in fruition four @
The fruit thar’s yellow,
Ts found nor always mellow g
The faireit tuiip’s nor the fweetefl flow’s,

6

Foud youth, give o'er,
Au- VEX .l.v foul 1o more
3 In feeking what were better far unfound ;
! Alas | th

[ gains
; Are only prefent pains
i To gu. 1er {corpiens for a future wound.
b YWhat’s earth 2 or in it,
That longer than a minute,

Can lend a free delight that can endure 2
O who would droil,
Or delve in luch a foeil,
Where gain’s uncertain, and the pain is furs 2

I %
i 'y

3 AUGUST'H‘




‘ Book - Emblems, Iy

S ATGRIS T
mz:}‘m:z‘mﬁ W femporal maiters is deceitful 2 It is a labony
gin t?})trpefualfgm' 3 B isa dengerow pleafure. whofe be-

Mg i witlo 0%, ? td 7 175
uz providence, and whofe end is 7ot without
) "}'f?rtngg_ .P 3 f )

T

HIIEG O
Lzm:'m_y

bonetiry isan enticing flmfure, a baftard mireh, whichhath
 0%iEY i Ty mouth, gall in hey beart, and o fing in ber tail,

&% ,
o S |
Al
h},h - : .E P I Gé ;a

A d‘f;tfyfzd, are thy fhafts alresdy made 2
CeRlng honey 1o fer up thy tade,
lem_ of thy fyees ! thy bess d- b ng
CIr mouths, b'\ét In their tails a iting
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 Book . Emblems, 17
IV.

PSALM 62. 9.

o be laid in the balance, it is altogether
lighter than vanity,

I

PUT in anothey weight : *Tis yet to light :
And yet, fond Cupid, put anather io ;
And yeq another ; Srill there’s under-weight 2
Ut inanother hundred : Put again
4d worlg o world ; then hesp a thoufand more
o 'hat 5 then, to rencw thy wailed ’ﬂorf,l i
Take P more worlds on truft,to draw thy balanes low’s.

2z

it in the floty with all her loads of pleafire 5
YT In praay Manmon*s endlels iventory 3
Ut i the pon ’rous adts of mighty Cafar :

Fut in the ETeater weight of Sweden’s glory 3

Add Seinin’s

Pur ¢ 205 gauntler 3 pur in Plato’s gown 3
Tlillt Cﬂ'ce‘s ch‘d.l'i'n:-_, pPut il the ti“n&;i": CIU'—'\'EIc 4
Y Balance wil) ot draw ; tiy balance will not down.

3

Lnr‘d ! what 2 world is this, which day and nightT 4
\VA]:EII (el with (o mtich H.‘Ji], with fo mu?ﬂ trouble @
hie Weigh'd ip ¢qual feales is found {o lighs,
s Pooily overbajancd with a bubble ? ¢

00d God ! that frangick mortals fhould dellfoy
| eir higher hopes, and place theiridle joy
Upon fuch, airy trafh, upon fo light a toy !
| B2 ; Thou




13 Emblems. Book F.

i
Thou holy Impofler, how haft thou befool’d
The tribe of man with counterfeir defire!
How has the breath of thy falfe bellows ceol’d
Heav ns free-bora flame, and kindled baftard fire !
How haft thau vented drols inflead of trealure,
And cheated nten with thy falfe weights s mealurey
Proclaiming bad forgood;& gilding death with plealures

1 4

The world’s 2 crafty Strumpet, moft affedting
And clofely foll’wing thole that moft reject hers
Bur feeming carelefs, nicely difrelpedling
And coyly flying thofe that moit affect her :
If thou be free, fhe’s firange 3 if itrange, the’s frees
Flee, and fhe follows ; follow, and fhe'll flee :
Than fhe there’s none more coy, theie’s none more fon
(than b

6
O what a crocodilian wetld is this,
Compos’d uf treach’ries, and infparing wiles !
§he cloaths deflruction in a formal kifs,
And lodges death in her decertful [miles 3
Sjse bugs the foul the hates § and there does pIO"'a
The very'll tyrant, where {lie vows to love 3
Andas a [erpent molt, when moll fhe leems a doves

7
*Thrice happy he, whole nébler thoughts delpile
To make an object of fo eafie gainsg
Thrice happy he, who fcorns fo poor a prize [
Should be the crown of his hercick pains: \
Thrice happy he, that ne’er was boin to try
Her frowns of imiles : or being born, did lie
Tn his fad nurfes arms an hour or two, and die.

S«AUGUSf’[

|




Book 1. E;r;zéiems.

ig

S. AUGUST, lib. Confedf.

: ;O you that dote upon this wor
Bebe? Loy hopes can be crowned

1, for whae cilffory do ye
wagreater veward, than
ovid but a britile thing
ils ; dangers, wherein we travel from leffer fo greater pe~
¢ O let all her vain, light, momentary glory pevifp with
";" [elf, and let ws be converfant with move etermal things.

@} this world 1 miferable ; life i fporty and death is fuve.

t) : il s
f ;" world cangive: and what w i/
%

My ¢ 5 08 (AT B

T’;]C!u]-, what’s lighter than a feather 7 Wind,

W ; Wind ? The fire. And what, thap fire # The mind.

Thia {)3 lighter than the mind?A thought Than thought?
abble world, What, than this bubble? Nought.

B3 é
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Book 1, Emblems. ar

¥

1 COR. 7. 21.
The fafhion of this world paffeth away,

GOne are.thefe polden days, wherein ;
Pala confcience ftarted not at ugly fin'z
Whep good old Sarwrn's peaceful throng
Was unulurped by his beardlefs Son :
hen jealgus Ops ne’er fear'd th’ abule
OF hey chaft bed, or breach of nuptial truce :
I Vhen juft Afivaa pois’d her [cales 3
U Worta) hearts, whole abfence earth bewails z.
W hen froth-borm Penus and her brat,
1th al] yhat {purious brood young Fove begat,
Thn horrid fhapes were yet unknown 3
9fe haleyan days, that golden age is gone,.
Th her‘e Was no client then to wait
& leifure of this long-tail’d advocate 3
A ¢ talion law was in requeft, :
anc’ry Courts were kept in every breaft ¢
Abufed fatytes had no tenters,
8 men could deal fecure without indentures s
TI? SIE was no peeping hole to clear
£ Wittal’s eye from his incarnate fear 2
T Thf‘,“ were no luflful cinders then
O broil the carbopade’d hearts of men :
€ rofie cheeks did then proclaim
ane of gyilt, but not a guilt of fhame :
A¢ - c Was 1o whining Soul to {tart
Cupid’s twang, or curle his flaming datt 3
Ang £.00 Bad then: but callow wings,
ell Erennys fcorpions had no flings =

B 4 - The




22 Emblems. Book 1.

The better-afed werld did move
Upon the fixed poles of truthand love,
Love effene’d 1n the hearts of men'!
Then realon sul'd, there was no pafiion then 3
Till Jult and rage began to enter,
Love the circumf’rence was, and love the centre 3
Until the wanton days of-Fove,
The fimple wosld was all compos’d of love;
But Fove grew flefhly, falfe, unjuft ;
Inferiour beauty fill'd his veins with luft =
And cucquean Funa's fury hurl’d
¥ierce balls of rape into the incefluous world :
Affyaa fled, and lave return’d
Fromearth, earth boil’d with luft, with rage it burn’d,
And ever fince the world hath been 1
Kepr going with the fcourge of luft and fpleen.

S. AMBROGSE.




Book 1. Emblewms. 23:

5. AMBROSE. .

Lult is o foa - : b ihe
B e : ur zo vice, which always puiieth the
Weions ingy 4 ﬁ;vij%jgaliop. 7 et

HUGO.

Luf ; i :
p:ifof ¥ an immoderate wantonnefs of the flefb, a fweet
eth 4 1 & el peitilynee 5 a pernicious poifon, which weaken-

Beyoin .“5)’ of man, and effominatesh the ffrength of an
nd, v

5. AUGUST-
pm" 1 S e . .
L,}.’-""“{ -’-“?f?.*e Fatved of anather’s feliciey : in vefpect of Su=-
2% Becqufy they are not equal to them 3 n refpedt of
2N et he fhonld ke egual to them 5 in relp.& of
s _'t’emnj'fz they aveequal to themr : Throupgl envy pro-

s

toe fall of he world, and death of Chrafl

What, gysiz E L Gy e
» m‘ia.i::t_:.‘ » malt the world be 1afh’d fo foon 2
"Tis ]jk;h[}:[j Marming and be whipr at nnc‘m;?
18 More i 5B that plays with Venws doves,
¢ Uslai’d, the more perverfe it proves
B s
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VI
ECCLES. 2. 1%

All is vanity and vexation of [pirit.

OW is the the anxious foul of man befoold
: In his defire, ’
Lhat things an hedick fever may be cocl'd
i flames of fire ¢ ;
Or hopes 1 rake full heaps of burnifb'd gold
A w1 LTom nafty mire ?
Whining Jover may as well requef}

Te A fearnful breaft
O mej; j

2

Let wir, ang all her ftudied plots effe
The beft they can i

et fm:iing fortune prolper and perfeS
hat wit began 3 -
advife with both, and fo project
A happy man ; :
Let wi, or fawning fortune vie their befl3
Wity all-fc may be bleft

Let €arth

n gentle tears, as woo the world for relts

25

that earth can give ; but earth can give no reft

3

Whafe gold is double with a car.ful hand,
15 cares are double 5

The
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The %leafure, honour, wealth of fea and land
ring but a trouble ;
The world it felf, and all the world’s command,
Is but a bubble.
The firong defires of man’s infatiate breaft
May ftand pofleit
OfF all that earth can give ; but earth can give no refte

4

The world’s a feeming par’dile, but herown
And man’s tormentor j
Appearing fix’d, yet but a rolling flone
Withont a tenter 3
Tt is a valt circumference, where none
Can find a centre,
OFf mote than earth, can earth make none pofleft;
And he that leail
Regards this reftlels World,fhail in this World find refts

5

True reft confifts not in the oft revying
Of worldly diols 5 -

Earth's miry purchale is not worth the buying 3
Her gain is lofs;

Her reft bur giddy toil, if notrelying
Upon her crofs,

How warldlings droil for trouble! That fond breaft
Thar is poflels’d

OF earth withouta crofs, has earth without a reft.

CASH
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CASS. in PLL

I_T}"e. evofs s the invincible fanfuary of the humble, the
dejedtion of the proud, the vittory of Chriff, the deftiudtion
of the devil, the confirmation of the faithful, the death of

*he unbelicver, the life of the jufh
DAMASCEN.

»H'e crofs of Chyit is the key of paradife 5 the weak man’s
ﬁ“, |3 ¥le convert’s convoy 5 the upright man’s perfedtion 5
the foul and bodies bealth 3 the prevention of all evil, and
the procurer of all good.

ERPIG. €.
whole whimp’ring folly holds the lofles
» pleafuye, health, and wealth (uch crofies,
€ and tell me, what your arms engrois,
the beft end of what he hugg’s a crofs?

\V‘Gﬂdlings,
onour

S0k hey
Whep




Book 1.

Emblems.

VIL

{ucis

atet

=

ﬁgﬁ t§,et ohix

a8




Book 1. Emblews. 29

VIL
¥ PET. 5. &

Be fober, e vigilant, becanfe your adver-

Jary the devil, as a roarivg lion, walketh
about, feeking whom he may devour.

i .

W!{y doft thou [uffer ruilful floth to creep,
Duill Gyprian lad, into thy wanton brows?2
Is this a time to pay thine idle vows
At Moyphews® fhring ? Is this a tipne to fteep
Thy brains in wallful flumbers ¢ up and rouze
hy leaden fpitit : Is thisa time to fleep 2
Adjourn thy (asguine dreams, awake,; arile,
Call in thy thoughts; and let them all advife,
ad’l; thou, as many heads, as thon haft wounded eyes.
2 L
LQU'K, look, what horrid furies do await
Thy flartiing flunibers! IF thy drowzy head -
But chance toned, thou fall’ft into a bed
Of lulph'vous flames, whole torments want a date,
Fond boy, be wile, let not thy theughts be fed
ith Fhryzian wildow 3 fools are wile voo late
e wvaie berimes, and let thy realon fever
Thole gates which pailion clos’d ; wake now or nevers
orif thou nod’ft thou fall’ft, and falling fall’ft for ever.

Mark,
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3

Mark, how the ready hands of death prépare :
His bow is bent, and he hath notch’d his dart 3
He aims, he levelsat thy flumb'ring heart ;
The wound is poiling, O be wife, beware.
What, has the voice of danger loit the art
To raife the {pirit of neglected cave ?
Well, fleep thy fill, and take thy foft repofes ;
But know withal, fweer tafts have four clofes 3
And herepentsin thorns, thar fleeps in beds of rofes.

4

~ Ver, fluggard, wake, and gull thy foul no more

With eaith’s falle pleafure, and the world’s delight,
Whofke fruic is fair,.and pleafing to the {ight,

Bur four in tafte, falie as the puriid core =
Thy flaring glafs is gems av her half light 5

She makes thee {feeming rich, but tiuly poor :
She boalls a kernel and beilows a fhell 3
Performs an inch of her fair- promis'd ¢ll :

Her words protelt a heav’n 5 lier wosks produce an hell,

5

O thou the fountain of whofe better part,
Is earth’d and gravel’d up with vain defire 3
That daily wallow’it in the flefhly mire
And bale pollution of a lufiful heart,
That feel’t no paflion, but in wanton fire,
And own'it no torent but in Cupid’s dart 5
Behold thy type : Thou fite’t upen this ball
Of earth, fecure, while death that fings ac all,
Stands arm’d ta {lrike thee down, where flames atten
(thy fall.

S.BERN»
|
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S. BER N,
Secuyity is no where 5 neither in beaven, Jor in ;,m-m,?;',’,e,
Much lef in the world : In hedven the dngels fc‘i!_ﬁ om the
iving Irefince 5 in paradife, Adam fell from his place of
Plscfure s a0 the world, Judas fell from the School of our
Lﬁ'Um'u}..

HAG O,

I eat freure, I dvink fecuve, I fleep fecure, even as though
I ‘ad pait the day of deatl), avoided the day of judament,and
$feapeq the rorments of Hell five : Iplay and laugh, as shough
¥ete alveady triumphing in the Kingdom of Heaven.

o EPIG. 7.

v e up, my foul ; redeem thy {lavifh eyes

,Ili:!m dr,owzy bondage : O beware; be wile:

Lify foe’s before thee ; thou muft fight or fly :
%€ lies moft open in a clofed eye,




4
]
5
E
4]
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VIIk
LUKE 6.:25

Woe be 10 you that laugh now, for ye fball
mouri- and weep. '

HE world’s a popular difeale, that reigns

o Within the troward' hearv and frantick braing
Ff Poor diftemper’d mortals, ofvarifing
OrfP{ﬂ ill digeftion, throuzh th' unequal poifing
M ill-weigh'd elentents, whofe light direfts
O“‘Enant humours to malign effects :
R"e raves and Jabours' with a boiling liver 3

®0ds hair by handfuls, curfing Gupid’s quiver :

Nother with a bloedy flux of oaths

OWs deep revenge : one doats ; the other loaths =
-].“E frisks and fings, and cries a-flagon more
AQ drench dry-cares, and make the Welkin roar
H"QEFler droops : the Sun-fhine makes him fad 5

®av'n cannot pleafe: one’s mep'd 3 the other’s mad :
H“E hugs his gold ; another lets it fly :
Oe Nowing not for whom ; nor t’other why.
Ane {pends his day in plots, his night in play 3

Uother {leeps and flugs both night and day :

ltlle lapghs at this thing ; t'other erie: for that:
Wt heither one nor t'other knows for what.
A Onder of wonders! Whar we ought t'evite
sy Our difeafe, we hug as our delight :

18 held a fymprom of approaching danger,

0 difacquainted fenfe becomes a {tranger,
E::d takes no knowledge of an old difeafe 3
T when a noifom gricf begins to pleafe

The
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The unrefifting fenle, it isa fear ;

That death has parly’d, and compounded there :

As when the dreadful Thund'rer’s awful hand

Pours fourth a vial on the infected land,

A firfl th’ afiiighted mortals quake and fear

. And ev’ry noile is thoughit the Thunderer :

But when tie frequent {oul-departing bell

Has pav’d their ears with her familiar knell,

It is reputed buta nine-days wonder,

They neither fear the Thund’rer nor his Thunder.
So when the world (a worle dilealt) began

To Lwart for fin, poor new-created man

Could leek for fhelter, and his gen’rous Son
Knew by his wages what his hands had done :
But bold-fac’d mortals in our blufhisfs times

Can fing and fiwile, and make a fport of crimes,
Tranigeels of cuflom, apd rebel in eafe,

‘We falle joy'd fools can triumph in difeafe,

And (as the carelels Pilgrim, being bit

By the Tarantola, begins a fit

Of life-concluding laughter) wafle our breath

In lavifh plealure, till we lavgh 2o death,
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HUG O de anima.

What profie is there in vain glory, momentary mirth, the
World’s power, the flefl’s pleafure, fuil richesy noble defcent,
d great defives ¢ Wheve & their langhter ¢ wheve w their
Miveh ¢ Where theiv infolence 2 their arvagance 2 Fromhow
?’*‘C"quv to how much fadnefs | After bow much mirth, Low
l"'flcf) niifexy | From Low preat plovy ave they fallen, to low
srear toyments! What bach fallen to them, may befall thee,
Ccanfe thou art @ man : Thou art of earth 5 thow liveft of
areh | thow fbalt return to earth, Death expeceth thee every
®here | Be wife therefore, and-exped death every where,

W EPIG. - 8.
/hat ails the fool to laugh ? Does fomething pleafe
‘Fls Vain conceit ? Or is’'t a meer difeale 2
SI.OUL; Biggle on, and wafte thy wanton breathy
¥ morning laughter breeds an ev’niug death,
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IX. -

1 JOHN a. 17:

The world paffeth away, and all the lafls
thereof.

1
Raw near,brave Sparks,whofe {pirits [corn to light
A Your hollow’d tapers, but at honour’s flame 5
}nu_ whofe heroick ations take delight
To varnifh over a new painted name 3
W hofe high-bred thoughts difdain to take their flight,
Bur®on th' Iearian wings of babbling fame 5
Behold how tott'ring are your high-built flories (ries,
Of earch, whereon you truft the ground-work of your glo-

2
Ang you, more brain-fick Lovers, that can prize
T A wanton fmile before etérnal joys 5
hat know no heaven but in your Miftre(s’ eyes 3
That feel no pleature, but what fenle enjoys:
hat gan, like crown.difiemper’d fools, delpile
tue riches, and like babies whine for toys :
hink ye the Pageants of your hopes are able
0 fiand gcu;e on earth, when earth it [elf’s unitable ?

3

Came, dunghil Worldlings, you thatroot like {wine,
W nd caft up golden trenches where ye come :

hofe only plealure is to undgrmine,
C And view the fecrets of your mother’s womb ;
Ome bring your Saint pouch’d in his leathern fhrine,
And fummon all your griping Angels home ;
Th ¢hold your world, the bank of all your ilore

¢ world ye fo admire, the world ye fo adore.
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3
A feeble world, whofe hot-moutld pleafures tire
Before therace ; before the dlart, retreat 3
A faithle(s world, whole faife delights expire
Before the terin of half their promis'd date s
A fickle world, not worrh the leaft defire,
Where ev’ry chance proclzims a change of flate :
A feeble, faithlels, fickle world, wherein
Each motion proves a vice; and ev’ry act a fin.

5

The beauty, thatof late was in her flow’r
Isnow aruin, not to raife a Iuft :
He that was lateiy drench'd in Dinaz’s fhow’s,
Is malter now of neither good nor truit ;
‘Whofe honour late was mann'd with princely pow?,
His glory now lies buried in the duft 5
O who would trufl this world, or prize what’s in it,
That gives and takes, and chops and changes ev’ry mi-
(aute.
6

Nor length of days, nor folid ftrength of brain,
~ Can find a place wherein to reit [ecure -
The world is various, and the earth is vain,
_ There’s nothing certain here, there's nothing fure:
We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain,

Aud what’s our only grief’s our only cure :

The world’s a torment 3 he that would endeavour
To find the way to reft, muit feek the way to leave hers

s GREG‘
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S. GREG. in hom.

Bebald the world is withered in it [elf, yet flourifpeth in
Our bearts, every where death, every where giicf, every where
¢folation ; O every idewe are fmicten 5 on every fide filled
With bitterye 5y and yet with the bind mind of carnal de=
40y we love fey bitternefs : It flieth and we follow it 5 i€
Talleth, yer e Jick 2o it : And becanfe we cannos enjoy it
Falling ", fallwith ity and enjoy 3t Jallen,

I EPIG, o
l‘hfmm“e fail, or envious time bug fpurn,
\‘Jﬁ World turns round, and with the world we tilrg 3
Uy o1 fortune fees, and Lynx-ey’d time is blind,

tuft thy joys, O world, till chen, the wind.
G
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X.
JOHN 8. y4.

Te are of your father the devil, aud the lufts
of your fatber ye will dy,

Ere’s your right ground: wag gently o’er this blacks

% & "Tis afhore caft 5 yare quickly at' the jack,
RU_i.‘, ruban inch ortwo 5 twa crowns to one
~. 01 this bow!’s fide 5 blow wind, *tis fairly thrown s
4he next bowl's worfe that comes 3 come bowl away s
. Maranion, you know the ground, untutor'd play :
Your faii was gone, a yard of ftrength well Ipar'd,

B Had touch’d the block 5 your hand i lill teo fard,
fave paflime, readers, to confime that day,

. Which without pallime flies too (wift away |

*¢ how thay labour 5 as if day and night

¢ Were both too fhort to ferve their loofe delights

“%¢ how their curved bodies wreath, and skrew
Such antick thapes as Proteur neves kuew ;
One fapsan cath, another deals a curle 3
er better bowl'd 5 this never worfe &
e rubs his icchlels elbow, fhrugs and laughs,

The uther bends his beetle brows, and chafes 3
OMztingey they hoop, fometimes their Stygian crigs
p280d their black Santo's 1o the bluthing skies ;
~ 18 mingling numours in a mad confufion,

J”f l\::y 7;1.‘.;‘?.\4, bad ]Tl)r!_"':l'fi['dli‘;,lalld ‘wurl;;:.gom:iu_ﬂon s

5 UCTes @ pala thae fortuie’s hand allows
~9ulefs tiie victor’s hononrable brows ?

e, reader, come 5 L'l light thine eye 1he way
© View the prize, the while the gamelters play 2

Ca2 Clele

0
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Clofe by the jack, behold, gill fortune {flands
To wave the game 3 fee in- her partial hands
The gloricus gailand’s held 1o open fhiow,
To chear the lads, and crown the conqu’ror’s brow, &
The world’s the jack ; the gamefters that contend,
Are Cupid, Mummon: that judicious fiend,
That gives:the ground, Is &atan: and the bowls
Are finful thoughts ; the piize, a crown los fools.
W ho breaths that bowls nots What bold tongue ¢an fay
Without a blufh, he has not bowl’d to day 2
1t is the trade of man, and ev’ry finnex
Has play’d kiis rubbers: every foul’s a wintier,
The vulgar proverb’s croft, he hardly can
Be a good bowler and an honeil man,
Good God ! turn thou my Brazil thoughts anew 3
New-lole my bowls, and make their byals true.

11 ceafe to game, till fairer ground be giv'n;

“Nor wifh to win, urtil the mark be heav’n,

5. BERN
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8. BERNA R D, lib. de confid.

O jyou fons of Adam, you covetous generations, wl
d0 with earthly viches, which are neither true, noy
Gold and Silver are veal earth, ved and white, which
. r 1. E 3 . -
V eriOr of man makes, or vailier veputes, preciows : In
" they ke yours, carvy them with you,

5. HIERO N, in Ep,

) =~ Sl - 4
o O Lult, thou infernal five, whofe fewel @ gluttony 5 whofe
e s prige 5 whofe [paklcsare wanion ::‘:u-a’;:,:v].rafcfn;'-:-&a
“injamy § whfe afbes are uncleanneft 5 whofe end u hell,

EPIC. jo,
Mamngy well follow'd 3 Cupid bravely Ted ;
I\F(’_fh touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead
. Teed can meafure where the conqueft lies
ake my advice : chpgmd, and fhare the prize,

3

we ba
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XL
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XI.
EPHES. 2. 2.

Le walked according to thecourfe of this world,
according to the prince of the airs

1
Whither will this mad- braio world at laft
Be diiv’n 7 Where will her refilefs wheels arrive
Yhy hurries on her ill-match’d pair fo fafi?
) whither means her furious groom to drive ?
‘Vr}-]“’ will her rambling fits be never pait ?
Lor ever ranging ¢ Never once retrieve ?
Will earth’s perpstual progrels ne'er expire 2
Her team continuing in their frefh career :
And yer they never reft, and yet they ncver tire,

<

2
&l’s hot=mouth’d fleeds, whofe noftrils vomit flame;
And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fire,
Their rwelve hours task perform’d grow fliff and lame, .
And their immortal {pirits faint and rire :
t th’azure mountains foot their labours claim
The privilege of refl, where they retire
To quench their burning fetlocks, and go fleep
Their flaming noilrils in the wellern desp,
&nd frefh their tired fouls with flrength-reftoring flseps

' 4

e

3
Bur thefe prodigious hackneys, balely zot
¢ "Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight,
0 drag the idle world, expe@ing not
\ The bed of reft, but travel with delight 3
W¥ho never weighing way nor weather, trot
C g Through




|
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Through dufl and di-t, and droil both night and day 3 |
. Thus droil thele Gends incarnate, whoie free pains |
Are f=d with dropfies and veneral blains, |

No need to ufethe whip ; but flrength to rule the reinse

4
. Poor captive woild ! How has thy lightnels giv'n
A juft'occalion to thy fors illufian ¢
O, bow art thou berray’d thus faiily driv'n

In feeming triumph to thy own confufion ?
How is thy empty univerle bersay™n

1]
J

OF all wue joys, by one falfe joy’s delufion 2 'I
So T have {een an unblown virgin fed
With fugar’d -words fo full, thacfhe is Jed
A fair avtended bride to a falle bankrupt’s bed.
|
l

5

Full gracions Lord | Let not thine arm forfake
i The world impounded in her own devices :
i Think of that pleafure that thou once did’fl take '
Amongft the lilies and {weet beds of [pices.
Hale flrangly, thou whole hand has pow'r 1o flack
T he Twift- foot fury of ten thouland vices : f
Letnot thy duft. devouring dragon boaft,
ik His craft has won what Fuda's lion loft 5’
| Remember what is crav’d 3 recount the price it cofts

ISIDORs
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ISIDOR. lib. 1. De fummo bono.

By bow much the nearcy Satan perceiveth the world to an
end, by fo much the more fiercely be troudleth it with perfe~
cutiom 5 that knowing himfelf is ro be dumned, be may get
Company in bis damuarions

CYPRTAN. in Ep.

Broad and fpacious is the voad to infernal lifes theveare
enticoments and death=biringing pleafures. There the devil
fattereth thar Le may decerve; fimleth that he may enda-
5 allureth that be may defbroy.

Maze

N EPIG, 1.
J . A 3
13y, foft and fair, good world 5 polt not too faft 3
‘I,“F 39ur-z1f-:s end yequires not half this haft,
‘ilefs that arm thou fo difdain’lt, reprives thee,
as ! thou needs muit go, the devil drives thes,
Cs
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Inopem me capza.jaczt_?d
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XII

ISATAH 66. 11.
Te may fuck, but nor be fatisfied with the
breaft of her confolativn,

I
VEHat,nevar fill’d 7 Be thy lips skrew’d fo faft (thee 3
s To thearth’s full breaft 2 for fhamz for thame unfeize
=Nou tak’ft a furfeic where thou thow’d but tafl,
And mak’it too much not half enough to pleals
R Ah, fool, farbear 3 thou fwallowefl ar enebrear
=0th food and poilon dowun ; thou draw’it borh milkand
(dedth +

z
T‘”‘{ ub’rous breafls, when laizly drawn, repaft
+ LThe thriving infant with their milky flood,
Ut being overilrain’d, rerurn‘at faft
‘nwhollom gulps eompos’d of wind and blogd,
+. mod’rate ule does both repaft and pledfe 5
Ylio firains beyond a mean, draws.in and gulps difeates

B : |
'*Pf, O that mean, whole good the leafl abufe
. Makes bad, is too teo hard to be direited :
M thoras bring grapes, or crabs a pleafing juice ?
!.ev:e’_s nething wheliom,where the whole's infeded, .
Unfeize thy lips : earth’s milk’s a ripen’d core,
drops from her difeafe, that matters from Her fure,

I;]at

Ihiﬂ‘-" 5 4

1t thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coaty
o > bR g fat o or flefh, that feems (o brawny ¢
Y piunch ie el A g A - 1 L
+. Paunch is droplied and thy ciiecks are bloat 3
% Lips are white, and thy complezion tawny ;

Thy
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Thy skin’s a bladder blown with watry tumours 3
Thy flefh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humourse

5

And thoo, whofe thrivelels hands are ever firaining
Farth’s fluent breafls into an empty fieve,
That always hail, yet alwaysart complaining,
And whin'it for more than earti has pow’r togive 3
Whoe trealure flows and flses away as fafl 5
That ever hafi, and hafl,.yet hall not what thou hafl,

6

Gochufe 2 fubflance, fool, that will remain
W ithin the limits of thy leaking meafure ;
Or elfe go feek an urn that will rerain
The liquid body of thy flipp’ry treafure :
Alas | how poorly are thy labours crown’d 2
Thy liguor's never fweet, not yet thy veflel found.

7

S hat Iefs than fool is man to prog and plot,
And lavifh out the cream of all liis care,
To gain poor feeming poods 5 which Leing got,
Malke firm poffefiion but a thorow-fare 3
Or, if they flay, they furrow thoughis the deeper 3
And being kept with care, theylole their careful keeper
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S. GREG. hom, 3. fecund, parte Ezech,

If we give more to the flefb than we ouglt, we nourifh an
ENenmy 5 1f we give noi o Ler neceflicy what we ought, we de=
firoy"a cigizen : the flefb s 2o Fe [atisghed [o far ar [uffices fo
Oy good 3 whofoever alloweth fomuch to ber as o make her
Prond, knowerh not how to be [atified » fo be fatisfisd iz &
&reat arg 5 Iefl by the fatigty of the flefb we break forel into
the uiquity of her folly.

HUGO de anima.
. The beart 15 a fmall thing, but defiveth great- matiers. It

u not fuffcient for akite's dinner, yeb the whaleworld is nod
[uficiens for it

-
&

. ERP1IG. 12
What makes thee, fool, [o fat ¢ fool, thee {o bare 2
Ye fuck the felf-fame milk, the felffame air :
No mean betwizt all paunch, and skin and bone ?
e mean's a virtue, and the world has one,
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XIIL,
JOHN 3. ¥9.

Men love darknefs rather than light, becanfe |
their deeds are evil. '

| ORD, when we leave the world and come to thee,
How dull; how flug are we!
taw backward ! How prepolt’rous is the mution
Of our ungaindevetion !

; Our thoughts are milllenes, and our {ouls are lead,
And our defires are dead :

Our vows are fairly promis’d, fainty paid ; |
Or broken, ar not made @

QOur bester work (if any good) attends
Upon our private ends :

In whofe performance one poor worldly fcoff
Foils us, or beats us off.

If thy fharp fcourge find out fome fecrer faulr,
We grumtle or revalts

Ang if thy gentle hand forbear, we ftray, ™ = |
Or idly lofe the way.

Is the road fair 2 we loyter ; clogg’d wich mire 2
We itick or elle retire:

A lamb appears a lion 5 and we fear,
Each bufh we lee’s a bear,

When our dull fouls direct our thoughts to tiige,
As flow as fnails are we ;

Bug at the earth we dart our wing’d defire;

. We burn, we burn like fire,

Like as the am’rous needle joys to bend v

To her magneuick fiiend 3
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Or as the greedy lover’s eye-balls fly
At his fair miftrels’ eye :
So, fo we cling to earth ; we fly and puff,
Yet fly not falt enough,
If plealure beckon with her balmy hand,
Her beck’s a firong command 2
If honour callsus with a courtly breath,
An hour’s delay is death:
If profit’s golden-finger'd charm enveigles,
We clip more fwift than eagles =
Let Auflter weep, or bluft ving Boreas roar
- Till eyes or lungs be fore:
Let Neptune Twell until his droply fides
Burit into broken tides :
Nor threat’ning rocks, nor winds, ncr waves, nor fire,
> Can curb our fierce defire 3
Nor'fire, nor rocks, can ftop our furious minds,
Nor waves, nor winds 2
;{nw faft and fearlels do our footlteps flze !
The light-foot ree-buck’s not fo fwilt as we,

S.AUGUST.
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S. AUGUST: fup. Plal. 64
Two feveral lovers Fuils two feveral cities s the '1’011?-__ if
God bwid:ch a Jerufalem ; the Jove of the world buildeth a

' ; 1 el
abylon ; Let evsry one enguire of himfelf what Le loveth,
@xd be frall vefolve himfelf of whence be is a citizen.

S. AUGUST, lib. 3. Confefl,

; yoe g s e i AT

All things are driven by their own weight, and tend fo

heiy own centre 3 my weight is niy boze 3 by that Iam dri-
Ven whithesfoever I am drivew. ™ = 5

Ihidenie: Shn

Loyd, he toveth thee the lefs, that Toveth any thing with
o A, which be luverh not for ehes,

EPIG. 13 :

I"”d, feourge my afs, if fhe fhould make no hafle, ‘
I."d curbmy fiag, if fhe fhould fly too falt ; |

Be be over-fwift, or fhe prove idle, .
°t love lend him a fpur ; fear, her a bridle,
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X1V,

P




Book 1. Embiewms. 57
XIV.
PSALM 13. 3.

Lighten mine eyes, O Lord, lgf I fleep the
Heep of death,

I’t ne'er be morning ? Will that promis'd light
Ne'er break, and cl¢ar thole clouds of night 2
Sweer Plo/phor, bring the day,
Whofe conqu'ring ray
May chafe thefe fogs ; fweet Plofphor, bring the day.

How Jong ! How long fliall thefe benighted eyes
Languifh in thades, like feeble flies 1
Epecting fpring # How long fthall darknels foil
The face of earth, and thus beguile
Our fouls of fprightful aftion ? When, when will day
egin to dawn, whole new-born ray
lay gild the weather-cocks of our devotion,
4ind give our unfoul’d fouls new motion ?
Sweet Phofphor, bring the day ;
Thy light will fray
Thele horrid mifls 3 Tweet Plofphor, bring the day.

Let thofe have night that {lily love t’immure
Their cloifter’d crimes, and fin fecure 3
Let thofe have nighit that blufh to let men know
L The balenefs they ne'er blufh to do s
€t thole have night that love to havea nap,
L And loll in ignorance’s lap 5
tt thofe whole eyes, like owls, abhor the light,
et thofe have night that love the night :

Swest




Emblens.
Sweet Plafplor bring the day ; -
How fad delay :
AMicts dull hopes ? Sweet Plojphor biing the day,

Book

Alas! my light in vain expe@ing eyes
Can find no objeéls, but whar rifs
Prom this poor mortal blaze, a dying fpark .
OF Vulcan's forge, whale fAames are daik,
A dang’rous, dull blue-burning light,
As melancholy as the night:
Here's all the funs that glitles in the [phere
Of earth : Ahme! what comfort’s here 2
Sweet Plofphor bring the day 3 )
Hafte, hafte away _
Heav’n’s loit’ring lamp g fweet Plofplor, bring the dajh

Blow, Ignorance : O thou, whole idle knee
Rocks earth into a letharay,
And with thy footy fingers hias benight | oo
The world’s fair cheeks, blow, blow thy fpight §
Since thou hafl puft our greater taper 3 do
Puff on, and out the leffer too :
IF c’er that breath-exiled flame return,
Thou haft not blown, as it will buin :
Sweet Phofphor, Lring the day :
Light will repay = .
The wrongs of night 3 (weet Phofplor, bring the day.

!

S, AUGUSTs
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S. AUGUST. in Joh. Ser, 19.

59

, God isall 1o thee : If thou be bungry, be is bréad ; 3
Yarfly, he is water 5 if darkuefs, he % lighs 5 if naked, kg
" & yobe of immortality.

ALANTS deconq. nat.
God 4s a light that is never dakened 5 an umwearied life

"8z cannot dae 5 a fountain always flowing 3 agarden of lifeg
@ feminary of wifdom 3 a radical beginning of ail goodnefs.

¥ EPIG. 14,
QT’ foul, if ignarance puff out this light,
20’ do a favour that intends a fpight :
Th leems dark abroad 5 but take this light away,

¥ windows will difcover break-a-day,
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XV.
REV. 12, 12,

The devil is come urto you, lza-ving great
wrath, becaufe he kuoweth thar he bath
but a (bort time,

1
ORD, can’ft thou fee and fuffer » Is'thy hang
Still bound to th’ peace ? Shall earth’s black Moao-
full pofleffion of thy wafied land ? (narch takea
O, will thy flumb’ring vengeance never wake,
Till full ag’d law-refifting cultom thake
4 Billars of thy right by faife command 4
Unlock thy clouds, great thun’drer, and come down;
Sehold thole temples were thy facred crown 3
Ri’d:e[‘s, redrels our wrongs ; fevenge, revenge thy own,

2

Ste bow the bald ufurper mounts the feat
, Of royal majeily 5 how overflrowing
trils with pleafire, pointing ev’ry threat
With bug bear death; by torments uver-awing
o1 0y frighted fubjedts; or by favours dra wing
Theiy tempied heaits to his unjuft retreat x
Lord, can’it thou be fo mild, and be fo bold 7
[ can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold
avern'd by the fox ¢ Lord, can’ll thou lee and hold 2

3

3 -
“hay fwife-wing’d advocate, thar did commence
4r welcome fuits before the King of Kings,

ISE

That
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That Tweet ambafluder, that hurries hence
What airs th’ harmonious foul or fighs or fings,
See how fhe flutters with her idle wings ;
Her wingsare clipt, and eyes put out by fenle;
© Senfe-conqu’ring faitn is now grown blind and cold
And bafely craven’d, that in times of old
Did conquer heav n it felf, do what th’ Almighty coulds

4 n

Behold how double fraud does feourge and tear
Aftraa’s wounded fides, plough’d up, and rent

‘With knotted cords, whofe fury has no ear 3
See how fhe ftands a pris’ner to be fent
A flave into cternal banifhment,

1 know not whither, O, I know not where :
Her patent muft be cancel'd in difgrace ;
And Lweet-1ip'd fraud, with her divided face, |

Mull att 4ifr¢a’s parr, muil take Aftrea’s place.

5

Faitl's pinion’s clipt | and fair 4ffraa gone !
Quick feeing Faith now blind, and Fufice fee * |
Has Fuftice now found wings 2 And has Faizh none 7
What do we here ? who would not wifh to be
Diflolv'd from earth, and with Affrea flee
From this blind dungeon to that {un-bright throne ?
Lord, is thy [ceptre loft, or laid afide ¢
Is hell broke loole, and all her fiends, untied ?
Lord,rife,and rouze, & rule, and crufh their furious prides

1
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PETER RA V. ig Matth,
s tle anthor of el e founeain Q. wicke:
f2he tyueh, the oo 5F 2 hia spoe
), 2ie frne oy L.aim‘u{' 1]'
5 be Pl wref’)ijm dizg
o e!f uls, he J{-'gpqnm
5 ’-ﬂmf. nutketh vices b lowed
o, diftributerh Peace, :h.(!

+ P
“ dre 2 "'v“ijrc T,

l SAVANAR,

175:’ Ha z??i(’;.‘;:.." n0
fy WO Grown,

) EPIG, i4;
]ué’:mﬂ fit thongmnm lookes

-1 0N 3
i"?r?ﬁ m:t the play .,L lore the play is done ¢
10 13S ma atr
hpcafsu.t -ln.S ma y d 3
dnew fgene < “towss the play;
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THE ;

SECOND BOOK.

i IS;’\IﬁH §0. IT,
$0u thatr walk in the lzght of your ows fire ;
and in the [parks that ye have kindled, ye
fhall lie down in forrom. '

f‘ £

; O, filly Gupid, fauf and win

J Thy falfe, thy feeble lighe, F

f And maks her {elf-conluming flames more bright ;

Methinlks the burns too dint,

1
T]\Vh.jt
b}

}
o

8 this that {prightly fire,

ore than facred beams inlpire

‘e ravifhe heasts of men, and fo inflame defire ?
z

Ba

t 5 boy, how thy unthrifty blaze
& B}{-C\_ntu nes, how faft fhe wains 5 4 0,75

® fhends her (elf, and her, whole wealth maintaing

Her weal, her idle rays,

Cannot thy Iuftful blat 3
‘“_.“Vhich gave it hiftve, make it Jaft 2 _ (lofalt?
4 heart can long be.pleas™d, whiers plealure fpeads
Lo 3
' j,=,,:~ﬂfamrm, place thy pale-fac’d light

I'"&tv flere never-breaking dzy.r
s 1o vifit morrals, or difplay
Tuy fullen fhades of ni
W toteh will burp more cleas
}it Nighe’s un Tian'd Hemifphere 3
®¥en's foor nful flames ali{Ji thine can fiever co-appaar,
Z In

5
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3

In vain thy bufie hands addrefs

Their labour to difplay |
Thy eafie blaze within the verge of day 3 !
The greater drowns the lefs | _ f

1f heav'n’s'bright glory fhine,
Thy glimiring {parks muit needs refign 3
Puff out heav'n's glory then, or heaven will work out l
(thines I
; |
I
|
l

Go, Cupid's ramifh Pandar, go,
Whotz dull, whofe low defire
Can find tufficient warmth from nature’s fire,
Spend borrow'd brearh, and blow,
Blow wind made ftrorg with fpight 3
When thou hafl pufe the greater Jight
Thy letlcr fpark may fhine, and warm the new-made
' nighe.
6 Wila]

Deluded mortals, tell me when
Your daring breath hasblewn
Heav’n's taper out, and you have fpent your owa,
What fire fhall warm you then ?
Al lools, perpetual night
Shall haunt your fouls with Sigim fright,
W here they fhall boil in flames,but flames fhall bring na@
(hights

8. AUGUST:
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SCAUGTUST.

y ,"-37.',:/'5 of my mieric is to knew lat my merdt is
eni,

S, GREG, Mor. 25«

By bow much #he Lfs man feeth Limfelf, by fo much the.
Lofs he difpleaforh himfelf 5 and by howmuch the move be feeth
the lighe of grace; by fo much 1he move be difdaineth ihe
bight of nature,

5. GRE G. Mor.

The light of ihe wiuderflanding, bumility kindleth, and:
Fride eavgreih,

EPIG. g,
Thou blow’ft heav'n’s fire, the whilft thou go'(t abouts
Rebellious fool, in vain to blow it our,
Thy folly adds confufion to thy death -
Heav'n’s fire confoul‘.ds,mig:en fann’d with follies breath,
3
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1I.
ECCLES. 4. 8.

There is na end of all bis labour; neither is
his eye fatisfied with riches.

How our widen’d arnis can over-flretch
Their owndimenfions ! How our hands can reach
| Eeyond their diflance! How our gielding breatt
Can fhrink to be more full and full poffeit
Of this inferiourorb | How earth refin'd
Can cling to fordid earth ! How kind to kind }
. Wegape, we grafp, we gripe, add dlore to ftore 3
}  Fnough requires too much j too much craves mores
We charge our fouls fo fore beyond their fint, .
' That we recoil or burft : the bufie mint
Of our laborious thoughts is ever going,
And coining new defires ; defires not knowing
| Where nextto pitch, but like the boundlefs ogean
i Gain, and gainground, and grow more firong by motiofa:
The pale-fac'd Lady of the black ey’d night
‘ Firft tips her horned brows with eafie lighs,
Whole curious train of fpangled Nymphs attire.
Her next night’s glory with increafing fire 3
ach ev’ning adds more Iufire, and adorns
he growing beauty of her gralping horns :
She [ucks and draws her brother’s golden flore, .
Until her glutred o1b can fuck no more,
Ev’n fo the vulture of infatiate minds
Still wants, and wanting feeks, and fecking finds
New fewel to encreale her ravinous fire,
The grave is fooner cloy'd than mens defire :
We crols the feas, and midit her waves we burn, -
Tranfporting lives, perchance, that ne’er return ;
) Da We

-
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We fack, we ranfack to the vimoft fands

Of narive kingdems, and of foreizn lands s
We travel {ea and [oil, we pry, we prowl,
We progrefs, and we prog fiom pole to pole ;

W [priid our mid- cay Lwest, ocur mid-night oil,
e the's s-vl‘r in xht.JU' t, the day in toil :
s art Tervil y and ‘il"‘ l' ade gentile,
€Yot Lo h ceirupt with ingenious guile)
do ¢o pafs earth, and with hes c emnply ftore
To fill our ziws, and gralp one ha ndful RIOre 3
fe g our labours néver ceale,
T 3_.1, ik " ur hot Cefises increafe s
Thus we, poor litele worlds! with bleod and [weat
¥n vain atienipt to comprehend rhe grear g
Thus, in cur gain become we gainful lofers,
And what’s enclos'd, encloles the enclofers,
Now, reader, clolé thy book, and then advife 3
Ba wifely worldly, be not worldly wile s
Ler not aluy nobler thoughts be always rakmg
‘1 he wotld’s bafe dunghill 3 vermin's vook by taking &
Take heed thon truil not the deceitful la
Of“ammlﬂdﬂﬂgthewaﬂasa;up

HUGO
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HUG O de anima.

Tell me where e thofe mow, that Jo lately lov’d and
hugg’d the world ? Nothing remainerh of them but dufl and
worms 5 obferve what thofe menwere 5 what thofe men are z
Tbey were like thee 5 they did ear, drink, laugh, and led
meyry days § and im @amonent Mpe inco Lell, ~ Heve theiy
Jiep is food for wapmls, there their fouls arve fewel for fire,
bl they fball ke reiined in an unbapry fellowfbip,and ca in-

& ~ 20 eternal forments 5 where they that were once companiens in

Jin, fhall ke heveafter pariners in puniflment, - -

: EPIG. 3,
Gripe, Cupid, and gripe fill, until that wind,
That’s pent b:fore, find fecret vent behind »
And when thou'alt done, hark here, 1 tel] thee what,
Before I'l} ruil chy arnful, il tsult thar,
Ds
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II1.
JOB 18. 8.

He is caft into a net by bis own feet, and
walketh upon a fnare.

I

“}’Hat ® netsand quiver too 2 what need there ali
/- Thele {ly devices to betray poor men 2
Die they not falt enough when thoufinds fall
Before thy dart? what need thefe énginesthen 2
Avtend they not, and anlwer to thy call,
Like nightly coveys, where thou liil and when ?
‘What needs 2 {ratagem where fvengeh can (way 2
Or what needs ftrength compel where none gainfay?2
Or what needs fisatagem o1 ftrength, where hearts obey 2

2

Husband thy flights > Tc is but vain to walle
Honey on thofe thae will be carci’d with gall $
Licu canil noty ah ! theu canlt not bid fo fatt
. As men obey: Thow art more dlow to call
dhan they te come 5 thou canit not make fuch hafte
| Toiltrike, asthey, being {lruck, make haft to Fall.
Go lave thy nets for that rebellions hearr
That fcorns thy pow’r, and has obtain’d the arg
T'avaid thy fiying fhaft, to quench thy firy dart,

3
Lot martal, how is thy deftru@ion fure,

Between vwo bawds, and both without semorfe?
. dhe
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The one’s a line, the other is a lure §
This to intice thy foul 5 that to enforce :
Way-laid by both, how canfl thou fland fecure 2
That draws 3 this wooes thee to the eternal curle,
O charming tyrant, how hait thou befool’d
And {lav’d poor man, that would not if he could,
Avoid thy line, thy Jure; nay, could not if he would,

4

Alas, thy [weet perfidious voice betrays
His wanton ears with thy Sirenian baitss
Tho® wrap’il his eyes in miils, then boldly lays
Thy Lethal gios before their eryflal gates 5
Thou lock'ft up ev’ry fenfe with thy faife keys,
All willing pris’ners to thy clofe deceits : {
His ear mofl nimble, where it deaf fhould be, '
His eye moil blind, where moft it ought to fee,
And when his heart’s moft bound, then thinks himfelf |
(moft free, |
_ 5
Thou grand impoflor, how hait thou obtain’d \
The wardfhip of the world 2 Are all men turn'd
Idiots and lunaticks 2 Areall rerain’d
Beneath thy fervile bands # Is none return’d
To his forgatten felf? Has none regain’d
His {enfes 2 Are their fenfes all adjeurn’d ? |
W hat, none difmift thy court . Will no plump fee
Bribe thy falle fills to make a glad decree, I

T unfool whom thou hafl fuol’d, and fer thy 1»is'11€r§
(frm: ¢
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S. BER N, in Ser.

In this world is much treachery, little truth 5 Deve all
things are traps ; bere every thing s befer with fnaves ; leve
Jouls ave endangered, bodies are afitied 5 here all things
are vanity and vexation of [pirit,

EPIG 3,
Nay, Cupid, pitch thy trammel where thon pleafle,
Thou canft not fail to take fuch fith as thele 2
Fioy thiiving fport will ne’er be fpent: no need
To fear, when ev’ry cark’s a woild, thou’kt fpeed,
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IV.
HOSEA 13. 3.

They fball be as the chaff that is driven with
a whirlwind out of the floor, and as the
- frmoke out of the chimney.

Lint-hearted Stoicks, you, whaole marble eyes
F Contemin 2 wrinkle, and whofe {ouls defpife
Te follow nature’s too affected fathion,

Or travel in the regent waik of puffion 3

Whols rigid hearts dildain to fhrinic at fears,

Or play at fafl and loole, with [miles and tears 2
Come burlt your [ploens with Taughter to behold
A new found vanity, which days of old

Ne'er knew : a vanity, that has befet

The woild, aad made maore flives than Mabomet
‘Thar has condean’d us to the fevile yoke

Of {lavery, and made us flaves to [moke,

But flay, why tax I thus our modern times,

¥or new-bora follies, 2ad for new-born crimes 2

Are we fole guilty, and the firft age free?

Nea, they were Fmok’d and flav'd as weil as we : (Ture,
What's Tweet-lipt honour s blatt, but fmoke? W hat's trea=
But very fmoke ¢ And what more ani pleafuze ¢
Alas ! they’re all but fhadow d blalls 3
That vanifhes, this fades, the o
The refilcls merchant, he that loves to Ge
His brains in wealth, and lays his foul to fieep

In begs of bullior, lees th’ immortal crown,

Aud fath would mownt, but ingots kepr mm down s
He brags to-day, perchance, and begs to marrow
He lent but now, wants credic now to berrow 3

fiioke th

3 a

i

Blow
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Blow winds, the tiealure’s gone, the merchant’s broke ;
A flave to filver’s but a {lave to {moke. >
B:hold the glory vying child of fame,

That frem deep wounds fucks fuch an honour’d name

That thinks no purchafe worth the ilile of good, !

Bur what is {old for [weat, and (eal’d with blood 3

That for a point, a blait of empty breath,

Tndaunted gazes in the face of deatdi 5

Whole dear-bought bubble, fill’d with vain renown,

Breaks with a phillip, or a Gen’ral’s frowy

His itroke-got honour flaggers with a ftroke 5

A flave to hooour is a {lave to [moke.

And that fond fool, who waites his idle days |
| In loofe delights aud fports about the blaze |
| OFf Cupid’s candle 3 he that daily [pies
' Pgrin babies in his miftrefs’ Gemind’s,

W hereto his fad devation does impart

The [weet binnt-offering of a bleeding heart :

See, how his wings are findg’d in Gyprian fice, |

Whole flames confume with youth, in age expire i

The world’s a bubbles all the pleafures in ir, ’ |

| Like morning vapours, vanith in a minute :

i The vapours vanifh, and the bubble’s broke 3

A flave to pleafure is a flave to {moke.

Now, Stoick, ceale thy laughter, and repafl l

Thy pickled cheeks with tears, and weep as faft,

S. HIERON,
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5. HIERON;

2k eyt

bus begzerh inwardly 5 e i blown up.but

PETR. RAWV.
tion and anguifl cccompany riches and honour ; e
vof ahe world, and the fruiur of the pecple, are bus
¢, and @ blaff [uddenly vani z if they com-
nly fileafe, eommanly bring ref €3 and for @minylg
o Joy, they bring anage of forrow,

v
Vi

ERIG. &
Cupid, thy diet’s firange : It dulls, it rowzes,
t cools, it heats, it binds, and rhen it loofes:
Dull-fprightly, cold-hot fool, if e’er it winds thea
lato a-Joofenels once, take heed, it binds thee,
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V.

PROV. 23. 5.

Wilt thou fet thine eyes upon that which is
not ¢ for riches make themfelves wings;
they flic away as an eagle.

T
Alle woild, thou Iy’ft : thou canft not lend
The leaft delight 2
T'hy favours cannot gain a friend,
i They are fo flight =
Thy morning pleafures make an end
To pleafe ar night ¢
Poor are the wants that thou fupply’ft ;
And yet thou vaunt’ft, and yet thou vy’ft (Iy'ft,
With heaven ; fond earth,thou boaft’it ; falle world,thou

z
Thy babbling tongue tells golden tales
Of endlels treafure;
Thy bounty offers ealy fules
Of lafting plealure ;
Thou ask’ft the confcience what fhe ails, “«
And fwear’ll to eafe her
There’s none can want where thou fupply’ft 3
here’s none can give where thou deny’it.
Alas! fond world,thou boaffl ; falfe world, thou ly’f

3
What well advifed ear regards
What earth can fay ?
Thy words are gold, but thy rewards
Are painted clay s
; Thy
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Thy cunning can but pack the cards,

Thou canfl not play :
Thy game at weakeft, fisl] thou vyt 5

b 3 Y . 1 i
¥ feen, and then revy'd, deny’fl 3

']

Thou art pot what thou {eem’lly falfeworld, thouly'ft, |

4

Thy tinfel bolom feemsa mint
Of prew-coin’d treafire,
A paradife, that has no flint,
No changey no mealure 3
A painted cask, but nething in't,
Ner wealth, nor pleafiire :
Vaino earth ! that falily thuscomply’lt
With man 3 vain man, thas thou rely'ft
On casth; vain man, thon doat!it; vain easthythouly'fte

5

What mean dull fouls, in this high mealure
To haberdath

In carth's Dale wares, whafe greatelt trealure
Is:drofs and trafh :

The height of whofe inchanting pleafure
Is but a flafh 2

Ave thefe the goods that thou fupply’it -

Us mortals with? Are thefe the high'ft £

Can thefe bring cordial peace ? Falfe world, thou ly'ft.
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BET=E&LES,;

(¥

The world is deceilful 5 ber end is doubsful § ber sonclu-

fion is Lorrible 5 her 3::4‘56 is tevrible 7 and ber puniffmens
# dntolerable,

S, AUGUST. lib. Confeil.

_ The vain-glovy of tlis world is a deceitful [weetnefs, a
iefs labour, a pe f'_!‘iml' car, rza’m'mau: bonour : Her
g i W ithout providence, and ber end not wishous

ERLY

EEYIG 8
Warld, thou’rta traytor; thou haft ﬂqmpt thy bale
And chymick metal "\i'l"‘l #reat afm's face,
Anid with fu' batiard bulizon tnou hait n:rte;d

For waies of pr E.W:. how jullly drawn and quar:cr’d!
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VL
JOB 15. 31

| Let wot himthat is deceived traff in vanity,
. Jor vanity fhall be his recompence.

| §
Elieve her not, her glafs diffufes
Falfe portraitures ; thou cantt efpie
No true refiefion : fhe abufes
Her mil-inform’d behiclder’sTeye 3
Her cryftal’s falfly fleel’d 5 ir fcatters
eceitful beams 3 believe her not, fhe flatters,

z
This flaring mirronr reprefente
No right preportion, view or feature :
et very looks are complements ;
They make thee fuirer, goodlier, greater:
The skilful glols of her reflzétion :
Ut paints the context of thy coarle complexion.

| 3
Were thy dimenfion but 2 firide,
Nay, wert thou ftatur’d but a {pan,
Such as the long-bill'd troops defy’d,
A very fragment of a man |
She’ll make thee Mimar, which you will,
he Fove-flain tyrant, or th® Jomick hill.

4
Had furfeits, or th’ ungracious flar
Conlpird to make one common place or
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0].. all l.'lu""ls;i;\ 5 thas ﬂ'L.
Within the volume of thy face,
She'd lend the favour fhould out-move
The Trop bane Helen, or the Queen of Love,

5
YWere thy conluim’d efiate as poor b
As Laz'ris or affifted 7%z
She’ll change nry waitts to [ezming flore,
And tuin thy razgs to [)‘m]l‘ robes ;
She’ll make tihy hide- bound flank appeatr
Asplump as theirs that feait-it all the year.

6 .
Look off, let not thy opticks be

ﬂbdl d : tha ot what thon ﬂ]OUIdlﬂ s
! Thy (= Ifs the obje't thou thould’it iee,

r Burt *tis thy fhadow thou behald it ; |
1 _ And fhadews tiiive the more in flature, ‘
| The nearer we i&';'g.’J:iCI'L the light of nature,
: 7 l
‘ Whete heav'n's biight beams look mare dired;
The fhacdow {k F nks as they grow l'r‘r.:.rpr- |
Butr when they ce thair: Fais afpedt,
A The bold-fac’d fhade grows larger, longer:
| And when their l..‘.‘ p b\,bl’e‘ o F.hi
[ Th’ incieafing fhadows len igthen mofl of alls
' o
s}

ks th 9 nmn of.grace,
}s;;l {wellsif orace retreat,
or wei]s iu.: face,
sgrow lels oy great.

. reatelt, and wio thall
A ppear the gicatell, are the Jealt of alls

: Thefoul ti:_:-xi

HUGO

#
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3 HTU G O lib. ‘de anima.

In vain be Lifteth up the eye of his beart to behold Lis God,
®ho is not firft righily advifed to kehold bimfelf : Firff, thow
nufl fee the vifible things of thy [elf, efore thou canfl ke
Prepared to know the invifible things of God 5 for if thow
canft mot apprebend the things within thee, thou canff mog
“omprehend the things above thee » the beft looking-glafs,
Wherin to fee shy God, is perfedlly so [ee ehy [elf.

EPIG, 6
Be not deceiv’d, great fool : there isno lofs
ity 8 : .
0 being fnall 3 great bulks but fwell with drolss
a0 s heav’n’s Malter-pizce ¢ if it appear _
dore grear, the value's lefs ; if lels, more deaz,
E
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VIIL

| DEUTERONOMY 30. 19

T bave fet before thee life and death, blefing
. and curfing, therefore choofe life, that thou
and thy feed my live,

I
|

:

HE world’s a floor, whofe fwellinz heaps rerain
The mingled wages of the ploughman’s toil §
The world’s a heap, whofe yet unwinnow’d grain
Is lodg'd: with chaff and buried in her foil §
All things are mixt, the ufiful with the vaing
The guod with bad, the noble with thewile 3
The werld’s an ark, wherein things pure and grofz’
Prefent their lof-ful gain, znd gainiul Jofs,
Where ev’ry dram of pold containsa pound of drofs,

2

This furnifh’d ark prefentsthe giesdy view

With all that earth can give, of hieav’n can add -
tere lafting joys 5 here plealuies hourly new,
And hourly fading, may be will’d 2nd had :
I points of honour, connteifeit and true,
Salute thy foul, and wealth both sood and vad:
Here may'fi. 2hiou open wide thie v wo-leav'd Joce
Of all thy wiflies, to receive thar ffore
Which being eiipty moft, does oveiflow the more.

| Oy Cume
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3
Come then, my loul, approach this royal buife,
And fee what wares our great exchauge retains;
Come, come 3 here’s that fhall make a firm divorce |
Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains 3
No need to fit in council-with thy purle,
Here’s nothing good fhall colt more price than pains:
But, O my foul, take heed, if thou rely
"Upon thy faithlefls opticks, thou wilt buy
Too blind a bargain: know, fools enly trade by th’ eye.

The worldly wifdom of the foolifh man

Is like a {ieve, that does alone retain
The grofier fubfiance of the warthlefs bran :

But thou, my foul, let thy brave thoughts dildain
So courle a purchafe.s O be thou a fan

To purge the chaff and keep the winnow’d grain:

Make clean thy thoughts, & drels thy mixt defires®

~ Thouart heav’n’s tasker 3 and thy God requires,
The purelt of thy flow’s, as well as of thy fires.

5

Let grace conduct thee to the paths of peace,
And wildom blels the {oul’s unblemifh’d ways;
No paatter then, how fhore or long’s the leale,
W hole date determines thy felf-number’d days:
No nieed to care for wealth’s or fame’s increale,
Nor Mars hi= palm, nor high Apolio s bays.
Lord, if thy gracious bounty pleafe 10 fill
The floor of my defires, and teach me skill
“To dréfs & caule the corn, take thofe the chaff that will

S, AUGUST

.
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S. AUG UST. lib. 1. de doft. Chrifli.

Temporal things more rat gﬁ) inthe fapeaatzan than in frui=
zion : but things eternal more inthe finition than capedtations

Ibidem,

The life of man is the middle between angels  and beafts »
if man takes tt’m-me in carnal things, .l»d is gompared ta -
healls @ but if he delight ufg:nmmt thingsy he 1s fuited
wath ngm.

EPIG, io.
Art thou a child ? Thou wilt not then be fed.
But like a child, and with the childrens bread 2
But thou art fed with chaff, or corn undrell :
My foul, thou favour’ft to% 'muchof the beat.
3
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PHILIPPIANS 3. I9.

They mind earthly things, but our converfas
tion 15 in heaven,

Venus, Diving Cupid,

Ven. V'RTHM means this peevifh babe § Whifh,lullaby,
¢ \Whatzils my babe,what ails by babstocry ¢

Will nothing fiill it # Will it neicher be

Pleas’d with the nurle’s breafl, nor mother's knee 2

What ails my bird ? What moves my froward boy

To make fuch whimp’ring faces ? Feace, my joy:

Will nothing do ¢ Come, come this peevifh Crat,

Thus cry and braul, and cannot tell tor what 2

Come bufs and friends, my lamb ; whifh, lullaby,.

What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry 2

Peace, peace, my dear 3 alas! thy early years

Had never faults to meiit balf thefe rears 5

Come fmile upon me : let thy mother Ipie

Thy father’s iniage in her babies eye :

Husband thele guilty diops againit the rage

OFf harder fortunes, and the gripes of age 3

Thine eye’s not ripe for tears: Whith, fullaby 3

What ails my babe, my {weet-fac'd babe to ery ?

Look, laok, what’s here ! A dainty golden thing @

See how the dancing bells tuin round and ring

To pleale my bantling ! Here's a knack will breed

&n hundred kifles ¢ here’s a knack indeed,

Es Sa

o
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So, now my bird is white, and looks as fair

As Pelops’ fhoulder, or a'milk whire pair ;

Flese's right the fathei’s Tmile ; when Mars beguil’d
Sick Penus of her heart, jull thus he fmil’d.

Divine Cupid,

Well may they fmile alike ; thy bafle-bred boy
And his bafe fire had both ene caule, a toy:
How well their fubjedts and their fmiles agiee ?
Thy Cupid finds a Toy, and Mars found thee:
Falle Queen of beauty, Queen of falle delights,
Thy knee prelents an Emblem, that invites
Man to himlelf; whofe lelf tranlported beart
(O'er-whelm’d with native forrows, and the [mart
Ot purchas’d griefs) lies whining night and day,
Not krowing why, till heavy heel’d delay,
The dull-brow’d Pandar of delpair, lays by
Hisleaden busking, and prefents his eye
‘With ancick trifizs, which the indulgent earth
Makes proper abjelts of man’s childifh mirth,
Thele be the coin that pafs, the fweets that pleale;
There’s nothing good, there’s nothing grear bux thele s
Thele be the pipes that bale-born minds dance after,
And turn immod’rate tears to lavith lavghter 3
‘Whilil heav'nly raptures pals without regard
Thieir ftrings are harfh, and their high ftrains unheard *
‘1be ploughman’s whiille, or the trival flure,
Find more refpedt than great dpollo’s lute:
We'll look to heav’n, and tult to higher joys 3
Let fwine love busks, and children whine for toys,

S. BER N.

e ——.
*
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S. BERN.

That is the true and chief joy which is not conceived from
the creature, but veceived from the creator,which (being once
Pofleft thereof ) none can take froms thee : whereto all pleafure «
berug compar’d.is tovment, all joy 15 grief, [weet things are -
bicter, all glory is bafenefs, and all deleBable things are dew

[picable,
S:BERN,

Foy in a changeable fubjel muft neceffarily change av#he
fubje changeth. .

EREG8:

Peace, childifh Cupid, peace: thy finger’d eye
“ut cries for what, in time, will make thee ey -
Ut are thy peevifh wranglings thus appeas’d ?
Well may™ft thou cry, ﬂflflt art {o poorly pleas'd.

5
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IX
ISATAH r0. 3.

What will you do inthe day of your vifitation?
2o whom will ye flie for belp 2 and where
will you leave your glory &

x

S this thatijolly God, whole Cyprian bow
. Has fhot o many flaming daits,
l And made {o many wounded beauties go

* Sadly perplex’d with whimp’ring hearts ?
, Is this that fov'reign Deity that brings {
i Theflavith world in awe, and fings  (kings ¥
he ‘blundring fouls of {wains, and ilops the hearis of
? :
| What Circean charm, what Hreatean fpight

Has thus abus’d the God ot love ?

reat Fove was vanquifiid by his grearer might s

(&nd who is flronger-arm’d than Fowe 2)

Oy has our lullful Ged perform’d a rape,

: And (fearing drgus’ eyes) would [cape ?

The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious fhape.

3
Where be thofe rofiecheeks, that lately fcorn'd
The malice of injurious fares ¢
A | where’s that pearl port-cullis that adern’d ¢
Thale dainty tywo leav’d ruby gates €
W here be thole killing eyes that focontroll'd
h The world, and Jocks that did infold
Like knots of flaming wire, like cutls of burnifh’d gol

[=>
100 Mk

I
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4

No, no "twas neither Hecatean {pite,

Nor charm below, nor pow’rabove 3 |
*Twas neither Cree’s fpell, nor Siygian (pright, '

That thus transform’d our God of love 5

*Twas owl ey’d Luft (more potent far than they)
Whofe eyes and actions hate the day :

“Whom alt the wosld oblerve, whom all the world obeye

5

See hiow the Jatter Trumpet’s dreadful blaft
Affrights flout Mars his trembling fon ! .
See, how he flartles | how he fiands agaft,
And ferambles fiom his melting thione !
Hark how the direful hand of vengeance tears |
The {welt'ring clouds, whilft heav’n appears
A circle fill’d wich flame, and centred with his fears.

6

This is that day, whof: oft report hath worn
Neglected tongues of prophets baie 3
| The taithlels fubject of the worlaling's fcorm,
| The fum of men and avgels pray’s :
This, this the day, whole all-difcerning light
Ranfacks the {ecret dens of night,
And fevers good from bad ; tiue joys rom falle delight.

| 7
| You grov'ling worldlings, you, whafe wifdom trades

W here Jight ne’er fhot his golden ray,
That hide your aftions in Cimmerian fhades,

How will your eyes enduse this day £

Hiils will be deaf, and mountains will not hear 3
There be no caves, nocerners there, (fear«

To fhade your fouls from fire, to fhield your hearts fro® !

HUGO
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HUGO.

O the extream loatlfomenefs of flefbly luf, which not only
effeminates the mind, but encrvates the body 3 which not
outy diftavierh the foul, but dijguifeth the pofon ! Iris
ufher’d with fury and wantonnefs 5 it is accompaniczd with
Blthinefs and ungleannefs ; and it is follow’d with grief and
YEPENLANCEs

EPIG. o.
What ? [weet-fac'd Cupid, has thy Dbaflard-treafure,
Thy boafled honours, and thy bold fac’d plealure
Perplex’d thee now ¢ I told thee long ago,
To what they'd bring thee, fool, 0 wit, to woe,
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XK
NAHUM 2. ro.

She is emptys and woid, and wafle:

T

He’s empty : hark, fhe founds: there’s nothing there

S But noile to fill thy ear ;

Thy wvain enquiry can at length but find
A blaft of murm’ring wind :

It is a cask, that [eems as full as fair,
But meerly tunn’d with airs

Fond youth, go build thy hopes on berter grounds 2
The foul that vaialy founds

Her joys upon this world, but feeds on emppy founds.

2

Bhe’s empty ¢, hark, fhe founds: there’s nothing in't,
The {park-engend’ring fline

Shall fooner melr, and hardell raunce fhall firft
Difiolve and-quench thy thirft,

Ere this faile world fhall 0l thy flormy brealt
With {imeoth-fac’d calmsiof reft.

Thou may’ft as well expeit meridian light

g From (hades of black- mouth’l night,
Asin this empty world to find a ful] delight.

ohe's
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3

She’s empty ¢ hark, fhe founds : ’tis void and vall 3,
Whart if fome flatt’ring blaft

Of flatuous honour fhould perchance be there,
And whiilper in thine ear ?

1t is but wind, and blows but where it lift,
And vanithech like miil,

Poor honour earth can give | What gen'rous mind
Wounld be fo bafe to bind

Her Heav'n-bred foul 3 flave to ferve a blall of wind ¢

4,

She’s empty : hark, fhe founds : °tis but a ball
For tools to play withal 3~
The painted film but of a flronger bubble,
That’s lin'd with filken trouble :
It is a world, whofe work and recreation
Is vanity and vexation ;
A hag, repair’d with vice complexion’d paint,
A quell-houfe of compiaint 3
Iv.is a faint, a fiend; worle fiend, when moft a {aint.
s
She’s empty : hark, fhe founds : "tis vain and void,
What's here to be enjoy'd
But grief and ficknefs, and large bills of {orrow,
Diawn now, and crofs’d to morrow 2
©Or what are men, but pufls of dying breath,
Reviv’d with living-death 2
Fond lad, O build thy hopes on [urer grounds
Than what dull flefh propounds =

Truft not this hollow world, fhe’s empty : hark, fhe
(founds,

S.CHRYS,
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S. CHRY 5. in Ep. ad Heb.

Contemn viches, and thou fhait be rich 5 contemn glovy,
and rhou fhalt be glorious 5 comtemn inguries, and thou fhals
be aconqueror 5 contewn 1¢8t. and thou fbalt gain veft; cons
demn cavely and thou fhalt find Leaven.

H UG Q. lib. de vanit. mundi,

The world is a vanity which afforderh neither beawty o
the amorous, nor veward to the laborious, nor encouragement
o the induftrious,

EPIG, jo
This henfe is to be ler forlife or years 3
Her rent is forrow, and her income, tears

Cupid, *t has long flood void 3 her bills make known,
She mult be dearly let, or let alone,

A
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XL

MATTH. 7 14

Narrow is the way that leadeth wunto life,
and few there be that find it.

Repoft'rous fool, thou firoul’lt amifs 5
Thou er’ft 5 that’s not the way, tjs thiss
Thy hopes, infiruéted by thine eye,
Make thee appear more near than 1 3
My floor is not fo flag, fo finé,
And has more obviousgubs than thine :
*Tis true 3 niy way is ha¥d and firait,
And leads me through a thorny gate :
Whofe rankling pricks are fharp and fell 3
The common way to heav’n’s by hell :
*Tis true 3 thy path is thort and fair,
And free fromrubs : Ah! fool, beware,
The [afefi road’s not always ev'n ;
The way to héll’sa feeming heav’n :
Think’it thou the crown of glory’s had
With idle eafe, fond Gyprian lad?
Think’ft thou, that mirih, and vain delights,
High feed, and fhadow-fhort’ning nights,
Soft knees, full bags, and bedsof down,
Are proper prologues to a crown ?
Or can’li thou hope to come and view,
Like prolp'rous Czfar, and fubdue ?
The bond-flave ulerer will trudge,
In (pight of gouts will turn a diudge,
And lerve his foul-condemning purle,
Tingreafe it with the widow’s curle * e~
i
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And fhal] the crown of glory ftand

Not worth the waving of an hand ?

The flethly wanton to obtain

His minure-luit, will count it gain

To lole his freedom, his eftate,

Upon [o dear, fo {weet a rate 5

Shall plealures thus be priz'd, and muft
Heav’n's palm be cheaper than a luit 2

The true bred {park, to heile his name
Upon the waxen wings of fame,

Will fight undaunted in a flood

That’s rais’d with brackith.drops and: blood.
And fhall the promis’d crown of life

Be thouglit a toy, not worth a fivife 2

And ealie good brings eafie gains 3

Buc things of price ate bought with pains
The pleating way is not the yight :

He that would conquer heav’n muft fight.

§. HIERON.
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5. HIERO N. in Ep.

No labouy is bard, mo time islong, wherein ihe &losy of
Eternity zs the mark we level ats

5.-G RE G. 1ibi-8.;- Mor,

The valour of a juft man is #o conguer the flefh, to con-
tradit bis dwn will, to" quench the delights of this prefent
life, to endure and love the neiferies of ehis world furJ the
veward of aketter, to contemnithe flatievies of profperity
and imwardly to evercome the. fl:':!'rr-ofl adverfity, i

b i

EPIG. 1.
O cupid, if thy Tmother way were right,
1 thould miitraft this crown were conntefeit s
The way's not eafie where the Prize is gieats
% hope no viitues, where 1 Linell no [weats
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XII,

GALAT. 6. 14

God forbid that I fhould glory, fave in the
crofs.

|

A N nothing fertle my uncertain breaft,

- Aud fix my rambling loye 2

Can my affeitions find out nothing beit,
But till and till remove 2

Has earth no merey ? will no ark of relk
Receive my reéftlefs dove 2

Is there no good, than which there’s nothing high's,
To blefs my full defire

With joys that never Change;with joys that ne’er expira?

2z

I wanted wealthy and at my dear requet,

Earth lent a quick Tupply
I wanted mirth to charm wy fullen breaft §

: And who more brisk than ['?

I wanted fame to glorific the reft .

My fame flew eagle: high :
My joy not fully rips, but ail decay'd,

_ Wealth vanifh'd like a fhade 5

My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade,

3
The world’s an ocean, hurried to and fio

With ev’ry blafl of pafion :
: Her




-
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Her Infiful flreams, when either ebb or flow,
Are tides of man’s vexation :

They alter daily, and they daily grow -

; The waorfe by alteration :

The earth’s a cask full tunn’d, yet wanting meafure;
Her precious wine is plealure

Her yefl is honour’s puff ; lier leesare worldly treafure,

4

My trufl is in thiecrofs : ‘et beauty fag k
Her loofe, her wanton {ail j

Let count’nance-guilding honour ceale to brag
In courtly terms, and vail ;

Let ditch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag
Her bafe, though golden, tail 5

Falle beauties conqueft s bugt real jofs,
And wealth but golden drols g

Belt honour’s but a blafl : my-truil'is in the crols.

5

My troft is in the crofs 3 there lies my refl =
My faft, my fole delight :

‘Let cold-mouth’d Boreas, or the hor mouth’d Eaff,
‘Biow till they burit with fpights

Let earth and hell conlpire their worfl, their befi,
And join their twifted might 5

Let how’rs of thunder bolts dart down and wound me,
And troops of fiends [urround me,

All this may well coufront ; all this fhall near confxéund
_(me.
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5. AUGUST.

ChvifPs erofs ix the chyi '.-.fmf.s of all our bappinefss it dea
Bivers s ﬁon N}'Mu":.ﬁ;: 701, muJa" riches our .*zpl.ugf:
with Lpht + 3¢ refloveth the z::):.hu.fm’ Yorefl 5 it byinpeth
ﬁr.ngen 20 Gad's ‘?LJ‘H-IIHFH.{( 5. 3t maketl vemots foreionprs

Nean ?I-']"“n'OT').f 5 78 Uil ',.f d., cord 3 conel ludeth it z'm""zu’
of everl: h.z; & pe u‘ 5 and i ¢l ’*I.mf:::ou audhoy Gfu!-‘-’é’)&‘

S, BER N. in Ser. de Reluwr,

We fiud glosy in b;;‘ crofs 3 #0 us that are faved, it i the
Fower of God, ‘and ) fmhrj of all wertuss,

EPIG. 13z,
Ifollow 'd relt 5 reft fled and fonn forfook me s
ran from “H:t : rrrr'f ran and ovestook me,
Wi lat thall 1 do ? 1 1t I be too much toft
W worldly eroiles, LorLElur me ug cruft,
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X111,
PROYV 26 11,

s a dog returneth to bis vomis, Jo a fool
returneth to his folly,

Lam wounded ! and my wounds do fmart
Beyond my patience or great Chivon’s art S

1 yield, I yield the day, the palm is thine ;

iy bow’s mare trae, thy fhaft’s more fierce than mine,
Hold, held, © hold thy conquring hand.  What neeq

o {end more darts ? the firll has done the deed 3

ft biave we firuggled, when our equal arms
Shot equal fhafts, inflicted equal harms 3
Sut this exceeds, and with her flaming head,

wy-fork’d with death, has flruck my conleciende dead,
But muftii dje ? ah me ! if that were all,

hen, then Pd firoke my bieeding wounds, and cail
.+ his dart acordial, and with oy endure

fele harth ingredients, wihiere my grief’s my cure,
=Ut fomething whilpers in my dying ear,

fiere §s an after-day 5 which day I fear,

The {lender debe to nature’s quickly paid.
Dz!'ctmrg‘d perchance with greater eafe that 2w 3
MUAT that pale-fac’d Serjeant make arrei:
Loy thoutand actions would (whereof th
Is Wore than all thiz lower world 2
Be entred, and condema me to th
Of Stygian darknels, bound in
0d grip’d with tortures w
varewel my vain  farewel
1'Eucwtel my rambling dus
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*Twas you betray’d me firft, and when ye found

My fole advantage, gave my foul the wound :
Farewel my bullion gads, whofe fov’reign looks

So often catch’d me with their golden hooks 5

Go feck another flave; ye mufl all go 5

7 cannot ferve my God and bullion teo.

Farewel falle honour 5 you whole airy wings

Did mount my foul above the thrones of kings ;
Then-flatter’d me, took pet, and in difdain,
Niprmy.green buds s, then kick’d medown again =
Farewel my bow ; farewel my Cyprian quiver 3
Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever,

O, but this moft delicious world, how fweet

Her pleafuresrelith ! ah ! how jump they meet

The gralping foul, and with their {prightly five,
Revive and raife, and roule the wrapr defiie!

For ever? O, to part fo long ! what, never ‘
Meet more ? another year, and then for ever: f
Too quick relvlves do relolution wrong 3

What, part fo foon, to be divorc’d fo long ¢

Things to be done, are long to be debated 3

Heav'n’s not decay’d. Repentance is not dated.

S. AUGUST.




+ Book 2. Emblems. 1 885

5. AUGU ST. 1ib. de util. agen, peei.

Go up, my foul, into the tvibunal of thy confeience; there
fez thy puiley [elf before thy felf : bide not thy Jelf belind

iy [elf, ledt God bring thie foreh befove thy fetf
S. AUGUST. in Solilog.

Invain isthat wafhing, where the next fm defilerh : e
bach 10l regented, whofe fins are vepeaged : that flomach is
the worfe for vomiting, that licketh up his vomit,

ANSELM.

God hath promifed pardon to bin thar repentetlh, but be-

hath not prowifed vepentatice to bim thas Jinncth,

EPIG, 13,
Brain-wonnded Cupid, had this haily dart,
As it has prick’d thy fancy, pierc’d thy heart,
'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv’d thee !
or had this dart bur kill’d, this dart had fav’d thee,
F3
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XIV.
PRO V. 24. 16.

A juft man falleth feven times, and rifeth up
again; bat the wicked fhall¥all into mifchief,

I

T VIS bue afoil at beft, and that’s the moft
Your skill can boafl :

My flipp'ry footing fail'd me 3 and you tript,
Juftas 1 dlipr :

My wanton weaknels did her felf betray
With too much play :

I was too beld 3 he never yet ficod fure,
That ftands fecure :

Wha ever trufted to his native ftrengeh,
But fell at length ?

The title’s crazd, the tenure is oot good,

That claims by th’ evidence of fleh and blood, - °

&

Boat not thy skill, the righteous man falls oft,
T Yer falls but {oft :
There may be dirt to mire him, but no fiones
To crufh his bones :
What if he flaggers 2 nay, put the cafe he be
Foil'd on his knee ?
That very knee will bend to heav'n, and woo
For mercy too,
The true-bred Gamefler ups 2 frefh, and then
Falls to’t agen 5
Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies,
Bd yields his conquer'd Jife, or craven’d dies.
Fg Boaft




118 Emklems, Book 2.

3

Boafl not thy conquedl ; thou that ev'ry hour
Fall'ft ren times low’r 3
Way, balt not pow’r to rife, if not, in cale,
To fall mare bafe:
Thon wallow’ft where 1 {lip 5 and thou doft tumble
Where I but flumble :
Thou glory’ft in thy flav'ries diny badges,
And fall’fl for wages ;
Sour grief and fad repentance fcours and clears
My flains withtears:
Thy falling keeps thy falling ftill in ure 5
Hur when [ dlip, I ftand the more fecure,

4

Lord, what a nothing is this little fpan,
We call a Man !
What feany traflh maintains the fmoth’ring fires
Of his defires
How flight and fhort are his refolves at longefl !
How weak at {lrongefl!
O, if a finner held by that fait hand,
Can hardly ftand,
Good God ! in what a delp’rate cale are they,
That have no flay 2
Man’s flate implies a neceflary curfe 3 (worfe.
‘When not himfelf, he’s mad ; when moft himlelf, he’s

5. AMBROSE.
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5. AMBR OS. in Ser.ad vincula

Peter food more firmiy after be bad lamented Lis fall
than befove be foll infomuch that be found move gyace than -
e lofl grace, :

S. CHR Y§. “in Ep. #d-Heliod. moriaci. .

It is uo fuch hainous matter to Jall afliéted, as being down
20 fie dijefted. It 1¢ mo davger for o Souldier 1o veceive a
®ound in batrle, but after'the wound received, through de-
dbaiv of recovery to refufe a vemedy 5 for we often fee wound-
€d champions wear zhe Palm at laft 5 and after fight, crown'd
with viltory, -5

3 A
e ‘\__

>

EPIG, 14
Triumph not, Cupid, his mifchayce doth thow
hy trade 3 doth once, whar thou doil alwaysdos
B.rgg a0t too loon 3 has thy prevailing hand
@il'd him ¢ ah fool, th’ hail taught him how te ftand,
X5
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XV.

JER. 32. 0.

L will put fear in their hearts that they fhall
‘ not depart from wie.

O, now the foul’s fublim'd 5 her fourdefires
Are tecalcin’d in heav’n’s well temper’d fires 3
hie heart reflor’d and purg’d from drofly nature,
Svow finds the freedom of a new-born ereature ;
t lives anothér life, it breaths new breath 5
t neither fears nor feels the fting of death
ike as the idle vagrant Chaving none )
hat boldly "doptseach houfe he views, bis awn -
Makes ev’ry purfe his chequer 5 and ap pleafure,
Valks forth and taxes all the woild like Cefar iz
tlength by virtue of a juft conimand,
ks fides are leat to a (everer hand 3
"hereoa his pals, not fully underilood,
- taxed in a manufeript of bload §
Thus paft fiom town to town 3 until he come
[or= repentan to his native home 3
-¥'n [0 tie rambling heart, thac idly roves
+'0m crimes to fin, and Uncontroul'd removes
b STom luft to Jull, when wanton fiefh invites
‘o old worn pleafurs to now choice deligh's,
A{ length corretted by Rlial rod
OF his oliended, but hisgracious God,
And 1afd troai fins fo i 3 and by degrees,
tam fighs to vows, friom vows to beaded knees -
= iam bended lnees to a true penfive breafl 3
¥ro; ¢ ¢ to torments not by tongue expreft 3

5t
LR R O

Retums;
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Returns ; and (from his finful (elf exil’d)

Finds a glad father, he a welcome child :

O then it lives 3 O then it lives involv'd

In fecret raptures 3 pants to be difloivd:

The royal off-[pring of a fecond birth,

Sets ope to heav’n, and fhuts the door to earth :
If love- fick Fove commanded clouds fhould hap
To rain fuch fhow’rs as quicken’d Danag’s lap:
Or dogs (far Kinder than their purple matler)
Should lick his fores, he laughs, nor weeps the fafler.
If earth (heav’n’s rival) dait her idle ray 5

To heav'n, ’tis wax, and to the world, ’tis clay :
If earth prefent delights, it {corns to draw,
But like the jet onrub’d, difdains that flraw,
No hope deceives ir, and no doubt divides it s
No giief diftusbs it, and no error guides it 3

No good contemns it, and no virtue blames it g
No guilt condemns it, and no folly fhames it 3
No floth befots ir, and noluil enthralls it 3

No fcorn afflicts it, and no paffion galls it =

It 1s acark’ner of immortal life 5

An ark of peace 5 the lifls of facred flrife 5

A purer picce of endlels tranfitory 4

A fhrine of grace, a little throng of glory =

A heav'n born offdpring of a new-bom birth 3
An eaithly heav’n 3 anounce of heav’nly earth.

S AUGUST.
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S. AUGUST. de Spir. & Aniva,

. O bappy heart, where picty affecteth, where humility ful-
Jelteth, where repentance corredtethwhese obedience divedterh,
®here perfeverance perfedeth, wheve powey proteleth, where
“evorion projedieth, wheve charity conmederh,

8. GREG,

. Which way foever the beart turncth 3 [elf (if carefully)
3 fhall commonly obferve, that in thofe very things we lofe
God, in thofe very ¢hings we fhall find God - it fhall find the
Jear of lis power in confideration of thofe things in the love
of which things he was maft colds and by what things it feft
Zerveried, by thofe things ir iy raifed converted.

EPLG. 15.°
My heart! but wherefore do I call thee fo 2
bave revounc’d my int'reil long ago :
When thou wert falfe and ficthly, I was thine s

= : =
ine weri thou never, till thou wert not mine,
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THIRD BOOK,.

4 be Entertainment.

LL you whofe better thoughts ars ngwly borm,
A And (rebapriz’d with holy fire ) can feorn
The world’s bafe tral, whofe necks difdain to beaz
h’ impetious yoke of Satan 5 waole chaft ear
Xo wanton fongs of Sirens can furprize
With falfe delight ; whofe more tiian cagle-eyes
Can'view the glorious fames of gold, and gaze

n glitt’ring beams of honour, and not daze
Whofe fouls can fpurn at plealure, and deny
The loofe fuggeflions of the flefh, draw nigh :

And you whole am'rous, whoafe fe]ift defires
Would feel the warmth of thofe tranloendent fires,
Which (like the rifing fun) put our the light
OFf Venws® fiar, and turn her day to night 3
You that would love, and have youi paflions crown’d

Vith greater happine(s than can be found

D your own wifhesy you that would affedt

Where neither fvorn, nor guile, nor difrefpect

Shall wound your tortur'd fouls 5 thar would enjoy,

"here neither want can pinch, nor fulnels cloy,
Nor double doubt afflits, nor baler foar

nflames your courage in purluir, draw near,

Shake hands with earch, and Jet your foul sefpedt
Her joys no further, than her joys refleck

Upon her maker’s glory 3 if thou (wim

o wealth, fee him in al] 3 Tee all in him ;

g Sink't
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Sink’it thou in want, and is thy fmall crufe fpent 2
See him in wanrt : enjoy him in content :

Conceiv il himlodg™d in crofs, or loft in pain?

In pray’rand patience find him out again ;

Make neav’n thy Millrels, let no change remove

Thy loyal neair, be fond, be fick of love:

What, if he {lop his ear, or knit his brow 2

At length he’ll be as fond, as fick as thou:

Dare up thy foul in groans : thy fecrer groan

Shall pierce his ear, thall pierce his ear alone :

Dart up thy foul in vows : thy facred vow

Shall find him our, where heavin alone fhall know :
Dart up thy loulin fighs : thy whifp'ring figh

Shall roufe his ears, and fear no liftner nigh :

Send up thy groans, thy {ighs, thy clolet-vow; (thow.
There’s nane, there's none thall know but heav’s and
Groans frieth’d with vows,and vows wad= falt with tears,
Tnfeale his eyes, and feale his conquerd ears :

shoot up the bolom-thatts of thy defire,

Fearher’d with faith, and double fork’d with fire s
And they will hit : fear not, where heav’n bids come 3
Heav’u's never deaf, but when man’s heart is dumb.
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Aly Soul hath defired thee wn the r:a‘;.?/rt
128 C./:f..“ 2




Book 3. Emblems. 129

L

ISAIAH 26 6.
My foul hath defired thee in the uighe.

Ood God ? what horrid darkiefls doth furround
My groping foul! bow are my fenfes bound
In utter fhades, and muffied from the light,
urk in the bofom of eternal nighe !
The bold-fic'd lamp of heav’n can fet and rife 3
And with his morning glory fill the eyes
f gazing mortals 3 his vidtorious ray
Can chale the fhadows and reflore the day =
Night’s bafhful emprefs, though fhe often wain,
As oft repeats her darknels, primes again 5
And with her circling horns doth re-embrace
er brother’s wealth, and orbs her filver face, -
ut ah ! my fun, deep fwallow'd in his fall,"
Is fer, and capnot thine, nor rile at alj :
My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow dight 3
Alas! my darknefs is perpetual night,
Falls have their rifings, wainings have their primes,
Aud defp’rate forrows waict their betrer times :
:bbs have their flopds, and autumas have their forings 2
4l ftates have changes hurried with the fwings
OF chance and time, fili riding to and fro :
errefirial bodies, and celeitial too.
ow often have I vainly grop’d about,
With Jengthen’d arms to find a pafiage out,
hat T might catch theft beams mine eye aefires,
And bathe my toul fu thole celeinal fires !
ike as tie haggacd, cloitter'd in hes me W5
Yo fcour her downy robes, and to renew

Her
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Her broken f 1gs, preparing t'overlook
The tim’rous maliard at the {liding brook,
Jets oft from perch to perch 5 from flock to ground 3
¥rom ground to window 5 thus furveying round
Her dove-befeather’d prifon, till at length
(Calling her noble biith to mind, and itrength
Whereto her wing was born) her ragged beak
Nips off her Jangling jefles, iirives to break
Her gingling fetters, and begins tc bate
At ev'ry glimple, and darts at ev’ry grate :

Evinio my weary foul, that long has been.

An inmate in this tenament of fin,

Lock'd up by cloud-brow’d error, which invites
My cloifler’d thoughts to feed on- black delights,

Mow [gorns her thadows, and begins to darg
Her wing'd defires at thee, that only art :
The fun the feeks, whafe rifing beams can fright
Thefe dusky clouds that make fo dark a night ¢
Shine forth, great glory, fhine ; that I may fee

Both how to loath my felf, and honour thee 3

But it my weaknels force thee to deny
Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye;

I T muft want thofe beams, 1 wifth; yet grant,

Zhat I, at leaft, may wifh thofe beaims, 1 want..

Book 3.

5 AUGUST. |
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8. AUGUST. Soliloqu, cap. 33.

There was a great davk cloud of vanizy before mine Eyes,

that I could not fee the fun of juflice and the light of
futh : Iheing the fun of davknefs, was tnvolved in darknef
I loved my darvknefs, hecaufe I bnew nop thy Light : I was
lind, and loved my blindnefs, and did walk from dayknefs
o darknefs : bur, Lovd, thow art my God, who baft led me
rom darknefs and the fhadow of deat) 5 baft ealled me into
this glorious light, and bebold, I fee.

EPLG. 1,
My foul, chearup; what if the night be fong ?
-c3V'n finds an ear when fiuners find a tongue g
MY tears are morning itow’ss : heav'n bid me fay

5
En Poter's cock begins 1o craw, tis d 1Ys
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IL
PSALM 9. 3.
O Lord, thou knoweft my foolifbrels, and my

fins are nor hid Jrem thee,

Q Eeft thou this fullom idiet ? in what meafure
I e leems tranfported with the antick plealure
OF childifly baubles 2 Can’it thioy but adumire
The empy fuloels of his vain defire ¢

an’{l thou conceive fach paor delights as thefe
Can fill th* infatiage foul of man, or pleale

The fond alpect of his deluded eye?

Reader, fuch very fools are thouand I »

Yaife pulls of honour 3 the deceitful fireams

W wealth 3 the idle, vain, and empty dreams
Or plealure, are our trafic] , and enfnare

Our [ouls, the threefold fibjedt of our care .

We toil for trafh, we birter folid joys

‘or airy trifles, fell our heav'n for tOys :

We catch A Darley grains, whilit pearls fland by

eipis'd'y fuch very fools are thou and I,
Aim’it thon at honour 2 does not the idiot fhake j¢
0 his left hand 7 fond man, flep forth and take iy :
v would’fl thou wealrh 2 fee now the fool prefents thee
fith a Full basker, if fuch wealeh ceitents thee s
fould'ft thoy take plealure ¢ if the fool unflride
lis prauncing fallion, then may’il up and ride s
ond man, fuch is tha plealure, wealth, and honour
Lhe earth affords fuch fools, as dear upon lier 3
Uch is the game whereat earth’s idiots {ly ;
uch idiots, ah ! fuch fools are thou and I: Had
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Had rebel man’s fool- hardinels extended

No farther than himf{clf, and there had ended,

Tt had been juil 5 but thus enrag’d to fly

Upon th’eternal eyes of majelly,

And drag the fen of glory from the bregft

Of his indulgent farher 5 to areft

His great and facred perfon ; in dilgrace

To fpit and [paw] upon his fun bright face 3

To tatnt him with bafe terms, and being bound
To fcourge his {uft, his trembling fides ; to wound
His bead with thoms 3 his heart with human fears
His hands with nails, and his pale flank with [pears
And then to paddle in the purer fiream

OF his [pile blood, is more chan moll extream
Great builder of marnkind, canit thou propound
Al this to thy brighr eyes, and not confound
Thy handy work? O! canfl thou chufe but lee,
That mad’it the tie ? can ougit be hid from thee ¢
Thou {eail our perfons, Lord, and Tot our guilt;
Thou lesdl not whar thou may’il, but what thou wilt :
The hand that form’d us iz infore’d to be

A fereen fec up betwixt thy work and thee :

Look, look upon that band, and thou fhalt pie
Anopen wound, 2 through fare for thine eye;

Oy if that wound be clos'd; that paffage be

Deny'd berween thy gracious eyeand me,

Yer view the feary that [car will conntermand
"Thy wrath: ‘O read iy fortune in thy hand.

Book 3.
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5. CHR Y S. Hom. 4. in Joan,

Fools feem t abound in wealthwhen they wang all things 5
they feem to emjoy happinefs, when inde-d they are only mft
mif ¢ 3 nerthey 49" they underfiand that they ave detuded
by their funey, pill gl dilicered from their fally,

B G REG I Mo

By [>much ¢he move are we inwavdly foolifb, By Tow weh
we firive to feew ontwardly wije. " , §E T

i
-
"
>
-
| Pl o B S
EMPE ey

Rebellious fool, what has thy folly dona ?

Controul’d thy God, and crucify’d his Son 2

How fweetly has the Lord of lifs deceiv’d thea ! (theel
Thou thedd ft his bloudtand that fhied blood has fav’d

| *
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ITL

ave mevey on me 0 Lord forTlam weake
(’L‘;:’w!cnwﬁrmy%mmm pexced Ef:62. .
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111,
PSALM 6. 2.

Have mercy, Lord, upon me, for I am weak’,
O Lord, heal me, for mwy bones arevexed,

Soul. Fefus,

Soul. H! fon of David, help. Fef. What finful cry
Tmplores the fon of David ? Soul. It is L.
_J¢f. Whoart thou ¢ Sonl.Oh !'a deeply wounded breaft
Nat’s-hieavy laden, and wounld'fain have rell.
7ef. 1 have no {craps, and dogs mult not befed,
Like houfhold children, with the childrens bread,
Soul, True, Lord ; yet tolerdte a bungry whelp
o lick their crums: O fon of Pavid, help.
Fef. Poor foul, what ail'tt thou ¢ Soul O I burn,l fry,
! cannot reft, I know not where to fly,
To find fome eafe’y I turn my blubber’d face
rom man to wan ; I fowl from place to place
'avoid my tortures, Lo obtain relief,
ut {till am dogg'd and haunted with my gricf ¢
My mid-night torments call the fuggifh light,
hd when the morning’s come, they woo the night,
7ef.Surceale thy tears, & [peak thy free defires, (fires.
8o, Quench,quench my flames,& [wage thofe feorching
Fef. Canft thon believe, my hand can cure thy grief 2
Soul, Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief,
Fef. Hold forth thine arm and let my fingers try,
T ¥ pulfe ; where chicfly doth thy gorment lie? !
Soul, From head to foot § it reigus in ev’ry parf,
Yue plays the fell-law’d tyrang in my hear,

Gz Fen




138 Emblews. Book 3.
Fef, Canft thou digeil, canft relifh whalfom focd ?
How flands thy tafte ¢ Sonl. To nothing that is good :

All finful trafh, and earth’s unfav'ry fluff
1 can digeft, and relifh well enough,
Fefus. 1s not thy blood as coid as hot, by turns?
Soul. Cold to what's good ; to what 1s bad it burns.
Fefus. How old’s thy grief? Soul. I took itat the fall
With eating fruit.  Fef. *Tis epidemical : '
Thy blood’s infected, and the infeltion fprung
From 2 bad liver: ’uis a fever flrong ‘
And full of death, unlels, with prefent fpeed,
A vein be open’d = thou muft die or bleed.
Soil, O Iam faintand fpent : that launce that fhall
Let forth my blood, letsforth my life withal =
My fonl wants cordials, and has greater need
©Of blcod, than (being fpent fo far) to bleed:
1 faint alveadys if I bleed, I die. !
Fef. *Tis eithes you muft bleed, fick foul, or I: |
My Dblood’s a cordial. He that fucks my veins, [
Shall cleanfe his.own, and conquer greater pains
Than thele : chear up; this precious blood of mine
Shall cute thy giief 3 my heart fhall bleed for thine.
Believe, and view me with a faithful eye,
Thy foul flall neither languilh, bleed, nor die.

s, AUGUS?
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S. AUG US T. lib. 1o. Confelf.

Lord, be merciful wunto me o ab we | belold, 1 hide not
ny wounds ; thow avt a phyfician, and Lan fiek 3 thou aré
uierciful, and I am miferable,

5. G R E G. in Pafloral.

O wifdont; with bow fweet an art doth thy wine and il
veftore health to my healehiefs foul | how powefully merciful,
“ow mercifully powerful art thow ! powerful for ey merciful
o me

v

Canft thou be fick
Thou canft not Iivé
Strange kind of grife
To *{wage her pains it

fat finds 0o malcine Sood
_the phigfician’s blood ! + 33
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| Ligok wpore my aittotion, and iejery
and forgwe me all my St
- SIS . LA
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PSALM 25. 18,

Look upon wmy afflition and my pain, and
forgive all my fins.

Oth work and firokes ? both lath and labour teo ¢ .
What more could Edom, or proud Afhur do ?

Stripes after firipes 3 and blows [ucceeding blows !

Lord, has thy (courge no merey, and my woes
Vo'end ¥ my pains no eafe ? no intermiffion 2

Is this the fiate, is this the fad condition

OFf thofe that truft thee ? will thy goodnefs pleale
" allow no other favours? none bur thefe ®

Will not the rher'rick of my torments move ?

Are thele the {ymptoms, thefe the figns of love 2

Is’t not enough, enough that I fulfil
he toilfome task of thy laborious will 2 i

May not this labour exprate and purge '

My {in without the addition of a fcourge 2 -

Laok on my cloudy brow, how faft it rains -

Sad fhow’rs of fweat, the fraits of fruitlels pains :

Behold thefe ridges, lee what purple furrows ‘
hy plow has made 3 O think upon L&ﬂl'e {orrows i
‘hat once were thine ; O wilt thou ifor be woo'd i
[0 niercy by the charms of {weat and blood ¢

Canit vion forget that diowly mount wherein

Thy dull difciples flept ? was not my fin

here punifh’d in thy foul? did not this brow

ben {wear in thine # were nor thele drops encw 2

emember Golgerha, wheie that fpring-tide

O'erflow'd thy fov'ieign facramental fide

G 4 et There
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There was no fin, thera was no guilt in thes, (me.
That caus’d thole pains 5 thou fwear’fl; thou bled’ft for
Was there not blood enough, when cne mall drop
Hzd paw’r to ranfom thouland werlds, and flop

The mouth of juiflice ¢ Lord, I bled before

1y thy deep wounds 5 can jullice challenge more 2

LOr doft thou vainly labour to hedge in

Thy lofies from my fides * my blood is thin,

And thy free bounty feorns fuch ealy thrift 4

Mo, no, thy blood came not as love but gift.

Bot muft T evergrind 2 and mufl I earn

Nothing but flripes 2 0 wiit thou difaltern

The reit thou gav'il 2 hal thou perus’d the curfe

Thou laid’it on 4dam’s fall, and made it worle 2

Canfl thou repenr of merey ? heav’n thought good
Loli man fhould feed in [weat 3 not work in bluod :
Wiy doit thou wound th’ already wounded breait 2
Ahme!l my life is but a pain at befl:

I am bur dying duft : myday’s a {pan 3

What plealure tak'(t thou in the blood of man?
Spare, fpare thy [courge, and be not [o auflere :
Send fewer flyokes, or lend moie {lrength to bear.
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5. BER N. Hom. 81. in Cant.

Miferakic man ! who (hail deliver me from the approach of
this [hameful bondage 2 1 am'a miferable man, but a fres
man j fiee, becaufe aman 5 miferable, becanfe a fervant :
in regard of my bondage; mifevable 5 in regavd of my will,
anepcufable s for my will, #hat wasfires, beflaved ii feif o
fim, by affenting to fin 3 for ke that commiticth finy is #he
Jervany o, fin,

EPLG. 4.
Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did urge
This two-fold punithment 5 themill, the fcourge.
Thy fin’s the author of thy feif tormenting 3
hou grind’it for finning ; éourg’d for not repenting,
;s
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V.

Remember T befeeeh the that thou haft
made me as the Clay . Welt thou bring
me il dlﬁfz‘ afﬁqa';rz Jobisw g 1q.4.
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V.

JOB 10. 9.

Remember I befeech thee, that thow haft madle
me as the clay, and wilt thou bring me to
duft again?

HUS from the bolom of the new-made earth
Poor man was delv’d and had his unborn birch;

The fame the ftuff, the (eif-fame hand doth trim.
The plant that fades, thepuslatinedies, and him :
One was their fire, one was their common Moiher,
Plants are his fiflers, and the beaft his brotaer,
The elder too 5 beafls draw the {elf-fame breatir,
Wax old alike, and die the felt-fame death
Plants grow as he,’ with fairer robes array’d =

Alike they flourifh, and alike they fade:

The beall in {enfe exceeds him, and in growtl;

he three-ag'd cak doth thrice exceed them both:
Why look’ft thou then fo big, thonlittle (pan
Of earth ; what art thou more in being manf

y bt my great creator did infpire

My chofen earth, with the diviner fire
Of realon 3 gave me judgment and a wills ,
That, to know geod 3 this, to choole good from il
le puts the reins of pow’s in my free hand,

A Jurifdidtion over [ea and land,
He gave aie are vo Bngthen out my [pan

_ OF ife, and made me all, in being mans

1, but thy paffion has commirred tieafon
Againlt the facred perlon of thy realon: i
hy judgment is corrupt, perver(e thy willFod®

That knows no good, and this makes choiggof ilt 'I i
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The greater height [endsdown the deeper fall -
And good declin’d turns bad, turns worft of all.
Say then, proud inch ef living earvh, what can
Thy greatnefs claim the more in being man ¢

O but my foul tranlcends the pitch of nature,
Born up by th' image of her high creatar 3
Out-braves the life of realon, and bears down
Her waxen wings, kicks off er brazen crown.
My heart’s a living temple t’ enterrain

The king of glory, and his glorious train @
How can I mend my ritle then? where can
Ambition find a higher flile than man ?

Ah! but that image is defac’d and foil'd 5 .
Her temple’s raz'd, heraltar’s all defiPd 5

Her veflels are polluted and diftain’d

With loathed luft, her ornaments prophan’d 3 '
Her oil-forfaken lamps, and hallow’d tapers
Pur out 3 her incenfe breaths unlav’ry vapours & i
Why fwell’it thou then (o big, thou little {pan

Of earth? what art thot more i being man ?
Eteinal potter, whole bleft hands did lay

. My coarfe foundation from a fod of clay,

' Thou know’ft my {lender veflel’s apt to leak 3

Thou know'lt iy brittle temper’s prone to break 3
Axe my bones brazil, or my flelh of cak ?

O, mend what thou hafl made, what I have broke:
Look, look with gentle eyes, and inthy day

Of vengeance, Lord, temember 1 am clay,

S, AUGUST-




K42
s AUGUST Solilog. 3z.

SKEIL L asks who made me 7 Tt was thow.that madeit e,
wedbahs ghon norhiie was wade :- thou ari my maker, and

(3

I sk I thank thee, my Lord God, Jy x}:;&am I live,
anggipivchom oll things [ulfiit, bevoufe: rﬁ;fu nirdest me ¢ T
2hailsthee,, 0.y poiter, becaitfe 1y hanths hdve miads e,

!
4

c'ohy hands bave formed me,

¥
1o &
hosl iy

EPIG, 5
Why (well’ft thou, fan, puft up with fage and purle ?
Th'art better earth, but born to dig the worle :
Thou cam’ft from earth, to earth thou mull return,
And art but earth caft from the womb to th’ urn.

o4

3
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(CWhat shall Tda

presorver of men m@% f:fu—f thow set
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to thee.d thomw
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VL
JOB 7. 20.

I have finned : what fhall I do unto ihee,
O thou preferver of men > why doft thou
Jet me as a mark agaisf thee ?

Ord, I have done; and, Lord, I have mildone ;
*Tis folly to conteft, to flrive with one

That is too firong ; ’tis folly ro affail
Or prove an arm, that will, that muft, prevail,
Pve done,I've done; thele trembling hands have thrown
Their darivg weaponsdown : the day’s thineown :
¥orbear to firike where thou hait won the field,
The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, I yisld.
Thefe treach’rous Hands that were {o vainly bold
To try a thrivelelsicombat, and te hold
Self-wounding weapons up, are now extended
For mercy from thy hand 5 thar knee that bended
Upon her guardlels guard, doth now repent
Upon this naked floor ; fes both are bent,
And [ue for pity : O my ragged wound
Is.deep and delp’rate, it is drench’d and drowi’d
1n blood and briny tears : it deth begin
To ftink without, and putrify within,
Let thar vittorious hand that now appears
Juft in my blood, prove gracious to my rears :
Thou great preferver of prefumptucus man,
What fhall I do #whar {atistaction can
Foor dult and aflies make 2 O if thar blood
That yer remains unfhed, were half as good
As bload of oxen, if my death might be
An off’ting to atone my God and me,

. L]
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I would difdain injurious life, and fland

A fuitor to be wounded from thy hand.

But may thy wrongs be meafur’d by the fpan

Of life, or balanc’d with the blood of man 2

No, no, eternal {in expedts for guerdon,

Erernal penance, or eternal pardon :

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away,

# And pardon him that hath no price to pay ;
Enlarge that fonl, which bafe prefumprion binds 3
Thy juftice cannot loofe what mercy finds :

O thou that wilt not bruife the broken reed,

Rub not my fores, nor prick the wounds that blead.,
Lord, if thy peevifh infant fights and flies,

‘With unpar’d weapons, at his mother’s eyes,

Her frowns (half mix’d with fmiles ) may chance to fhews
An angry love-trick on his arm, or {o;

Where, if the babe but make a lip and cry,

Her heast begins to melt, and by and by

She coaks his dewy cheeks ; her babe fhe blifTes,
And choaks her language with a thoufand kiffes 5

I am that child 3 lo, here I profirate lie,

Fleading for mercy 3 I repent and cry

For gracious parden : letr thy gentle ears

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears:
See not my frailties; Loid, but through my fear,
And look on ev'ry trefpals through a tear :

Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild 3
Remember,, th'art a father, 1 a child,

8. BERN.
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S. BE R N, Sar.z21. in Cant,

Miferakle man' who fhall de me fiom the veproach of
this fhameful bondage ¢ Iam amiferable man, but a free
wan : free, becaufe like to God 5 miferable, becan(e ogainft
God : 0 keeper of mankind, why haft thou fet me as a nark
dgainft thee ? thou baft fet e, hecaufe thow baft not hin-
dred me< It juft thar thy enemy fould ke wmy enemy, and
that he'wha vepugneth thie, fhould vepusn me s Iwho am
againfl thee, amagainft my felf.

EPLIG. 6.
But form’d; and fight ! but born, and then rebel |
How finall 2 blait will make a bubble fwell ?
But dares the floor affront the hand that laid it ?
So apt is dufl to fly in’s face that made it.
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VIL

JOB 13. 24.
Wherefore hideff thou thy face, and holdeft

we for thine enemy.

WHY doft thou fhade thy lovely face # O why
Does that eclipfing hand fo long deny
The fun-fhine of thy loul-enlivening eys ¢

Without that light, what light remains in me ?
Thou artmy life, my way, my light, in thes
I live, I move, and by thy beams I fee.

Thou art my life 5 if thou but turn away,
My life’s a thoufand deaths : thou are my way :
Without thee, Lord, I travel nor, but ftray.

My light thou art 5 without thy glorious figh,
ine eyes are darken’d with perpetual night.
My God, thou art my way, my life, my light,

Thou art my way ; I wander, if thou flie :
Thou art my light 5 if hid, how blind am I 2
Thou art my life 3 if thou withdraw, I die.

Mine eyes are blind and dask, I cannot fee
To whom, or whither fhould my darknels flee,
But to the light ¢ and who's that light but thee 2

My path is Joft, my wand'ring fteps do fliay 3
cannot fafely go, nor fafely ftay ;
Whom fhould I feek but thee, my path, my way 2
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0O, Iam dead : to whom fhall I, poorl,
Repair 7 to whom fhall my fad athes fly,
Bua life 7 and where is life but in thipe eye ?

And yet thou turn’ft away thy face, and iy’ me 3
And yer] fue for grace, and thou deny’it me ;
Speak, art thow angry, Lord, or only try’ft me 2

Unskreen thofe heav’nly lamps, or'tell me why
Thou fhad’it thy face 2 perhaps thou think’t no eye
Can view thole flames, and not drop down and- die.

If that be all, fhine forth and draw thee nigh'r 3
Let me behold and die, for my defire
Is, Phenix-like, 1o perifi in that fire.

Death-conquer'd Laz'rus was redeem’d by thee 3
If I am dead, Lord, fer death’s pris'ner free g
Am I more fpent, or ilink I worfe than he ?

If my pufe 1ifs be out, give leave to tine-
My thamelefs fouff at that bright lamp of thine 3
O what’s thy light the lefs for ligh’ning mine 2

If I have loft my path, great Shepherd, fay,
Shall 1 fiill wander in a doubtful way ?
Lord, thall alamb of Z/i’els fheep-fold ftray ?

Thou art the pilgrim’s path, the blind man’s eye;
The dead man’s 1ife : on thee wy hopes rely 4
If thou remove, 1err, I grope, 1 die.

Difclof thy fun-beams, clofe thy wings and flay;
Bee; lee how I am biind, and dead, and ftray,
O.chou that art my light, my life, my way.

5. AUGUST. |
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3 5
5. AUG UST. Soliloq. cap. 1.

Why doft thou hide thy face ¢ happily thouwilt [ay, nove
can fee thy face and live b ! Lovd, let me die, that I may
Jee theg 5 let mg fee thee, that I may die: I would not live,
fut dig 5 that Iinay. fee Chrift, I (I):'ﬁre death s thar I may
live with Chift, I defpife life. :

ANSELM, Med, cap. 5.

O excellent hidingywhich is become my perfeltion | my Gad,
thou bideft thy tieafure, to kindle my defire ! zi:au hidefi thy
pearl, to inflamethe foeker 5 thou delay’fF to give, that thow
may'ft teach me 1o importuney feems’d not ta]?em', to make
e perfevere. : ey : A

S 8 i

= F !
1 ' g
j
! ‘
A
e i
; L .-
occs et
i T %4
ey e
+
= i
EPIGC. =

If heav’i’s all-quick’ning eyes vouchfafe to fhine
Upon our fouls, welighr 3 if not, we whine:
Ous ecquinottial hearts can never lie

‘Becure, beneath the tropicks of that eye,
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VIII,

that my Head were mwaters, and
mime gff: .y‘;rmmm‘: of tearer !

S, ; f 136- \
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VIIIL.

JER. 9. 1.

O that my bead were waters, and mine eyes

a fountain of tears, that I might weep
day and night. :

That mine eyes were [prings, and could transform
Their drops 1o leas 3 my fighs into a florm
Of zeal, and facred violence, wherein
This lab’sing veffel, laden with her fin,
Might fuffer fudden fhipwrack, and be fplit
pon thatrock, where my drench’d foul may fit,
‘erwhelm’d with plenteous paflion : 'O, and there
rop, drop, into an everlafling rear !
Ah me! that ev'ry iliding wein that wanders
Through this vail ifle, did work her wild meanders
In brackifh tears inftead of blood, and fwell
This flefh with holy dropfies, from whofe well,
lade warm with fighs, may fume my wafting breath,
Whiltt I diffolve in fteams, and reek to death |
hefe narrow fluices of my dribbling eyes
te much too ftrait for thole quick Iprings that rife,
4nd hourly fill my temples to the top
Jfanmot fhed for every fin a drop;
Great builder of mankind, why hafl thou fent,
Such fwelling floods, and made fo fmall a vent 2
that this flefh had been compos’d of Inow,
Aftead of earth 5 and bones of ice, that fo,

Feeling
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Feeling the fervor of my fin 3 and loathing ;
The fire I feel, 1 might have thaw’d to nothing !

O thou that didft, with hopeful joy, entomb }
Me thrice three Moons in thy laborious womb,

And then, with joyful pain, broughe’it forth a fon,
What worth thy Iabour has thy labour done ?

What was there, alt! what was there in my binth
That could delerve the eafieft mile of mirth?

A man was born : alas ! and what’s a man ?

A feurtle full of duit, a meajur’d (pan

Of flitting time 3 2 furnif’'d pack, whole wares
Are fullen griefs, and foul-tormenting cares :

A vale of tears, a vefltl runn’d with breath,

By ficknels broacht, to be drawn out by death=:

A haplefs helplels thing, thay born dosgs cry

To feed, that feeds to live, that lives to die.

Great God and Man, whaole eyz {pent drops fo'often
For me that-cannor weep-encugh ; O foften

Thele marble braing, and firike this flinty rock; !
Or, if the mufick of thy Puet’s cock !
Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark’ning ears
With that Fweet [ound, that [ may mele in tears!
1 caunot weep until thou broach mine eye ;

€ give me vent, or eile I burlt, and die.
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S. AMBR OS; in Plal. 118,

He that commits fins
to)y Mitred : ,’ and 1 .’;1)’.5
0 famens his offences.

e nefffr, cannot weep for fne
elf modt Lamentabie, bath natears

NAZIANZ. Ont. 3.
Tears are the debuge of fin, and the world's facrifice.
s. HI¥M¥O N, in Eaiam,

By ayer appeafes God, Eni a tear compils Binr = That moves
Bin
Wty Fait th 38 fﬂ?{f”ﬂ.if L.?“,.

EPIG, 8.

I331”11 1s an ifland ported round with fears ;
| 1y way to heav’n is through the fea of tmr“
tisa far ny paffage, whereis found
He wrack of wany a fhip, but no man drown’s
B
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Emble

The forrones of hell have mcorr'fc.-;i'i dme

-

o

the fn.q.{?.s gfa’eafﬁ have sverlafen ni
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X

o e T\ e it e )

" PSALM 18. s.

T Jorrows of bell compafled me about, and
| the frares of death prevented me,

Ig not this type well cut, inev'ry part

A Full of rich ._wnnw? fli’d with Zeanizg art ?
L'E ot the lmrn.erc and theair Sepgian hounds
g full to th’ 111"(, ? (id ever hear the [ounds
¢ mufick, and the lip-dividing breaths

' the ium g-winded horn, recheats, and deaths,
0N niore exadt ? th® infernal Nimiods hollow 2
]aw]en pusiieus ? and the game they follow 2
; s "€ hidden eng .l&.S and rhe fnares thart lis

T BI idifoover'd, fo n,b'um: toth’ eye?

€ now drawn net, and her intangled prey'2
I‘F’td him that clofes it 2 Beholder, lly,

By bog well dr're 7 feems not an em’lous flrife

My *(;mt the rare- cut pifture and thelife 2

STy 2 purlien- mnnn are devils ; and the hounds,

o ']nie quick-nos’d canibals, t hat {cour che a“ound s)
54, Patior 153 and tlu. game, the fiends pdrhle

j $ Bumare louls, which full they have in view 3
T Hofe £, ry if they ¥ Lim ce to feape, by fying

4] & skilful bunter plants his net, clo'e lying
&R‘h’ unfufpedted earth, baited with treafure,

'“"J Atious honour, and 1-:1{- waiting plealure:

BB lere, 3¢ the foul but floop, deaths ftands prepas d
A raw the nety and drown the fouls enfnar’d.

H “H 2z , Poor
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Poor loul ! how art thou hunied to and fro ? :
Where canfl thou {afely flay 2 where fafely go P
1f flay 3 thele hot-mouth’d bounds are apt torearthee: |
1f go 5 the [nares enclofe, the nets enlnare thee : F
What good in this bad world has pow’r t'invire thee
A willing puell ¢ wherein can earih delight chee?
Her plealures are bur itcli; her wealth, but cares:
A worid of dangers, and a world of fnares: ‘
The clole pusfiers bufie hands do plant t
Snares in thy [ubflance 5 fivares atrend thy want; ‘
Snares in tiy credit 3 fwares in thy dilgrace 3 |
Suares in thy high ellate ; fiares in thy bale s ]
|
L]
{

Snares tuck thy bed 5 and [nares {urround thy Eoard 3
Snares watch thy thoughits ; and [naresattach thy woidd |
{ Snares in thy quier; {nares in thy commotion ;
| Suares in thy diet ; fnares in thy devotion 3
Suares durk.in thy refolves, {nates in thy doubt;
Snares lie within thy heare, and fnares withour, i
Suares are above thy head, and [pares beneath, |
Snares'in thy ficknels, fnares are in thy death : !
O if thele purliens be fo full of danger, {
Great God of hearts, the woild’s fole fov'reign rangefs
Pieferve thy deer, and let my foul be bleft l
In thy [afe forell, where I feek for refl :
{
A

Thien ler the hell-hounds roar, I fear no ill 3
Roule me they may, bur liave no paw’r to kill,

7
r

|
[}
|
+
L

4

5, AMBRU®

R Ty

{
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S. AMBR OS. lib. 4 in cap. 4. in Luc.
ight of power, thed

wviol, ave the fnares of &4

4
£ GEUT.

5. AMEBERQS: de bono mortis,

E thou fecke/f sleajures, thow yusmnefl into fuares, foy
F ) S he harlor is the fadre of the adnlicver
@5 gye of the barlot is the fare of the adulicver,

SAVANAR,
© In eating le fets before us gluttony 5 in genevation, luxu-
Y5 in labour, ‘ﬁ'e;rg.!]fbj.'ff: s 1u converfils, envy 5 im £o-
Vernin ., coveroufuefsy i covrefting, amicr y in honour,
Puide s in the heart, be fets evil thoughisy in the mowrh,
evil words 3 1n aftions, evil worksy when awake, be moves
W to guil alfions y when afleep, to filthy dreanss

: LR A 08 7P o
Be fad, my heart, deep dangers wair thy mirth:
Ifhy foul's way laid by fea, by hell, by earth :
tell has her hounds 5 earth, fnares; the fea, a fhelfy
ur mofl of all, wmy hearr, beware thy (elfi

3
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Emblems,

X.

PSALM 143. 2.

Buter uot into judgment with thy [ervant,
for in thy fight [hall no wian living be
Juflified.

Fefus, Fuftice, Simmers
(mandsa -

3if.B'liing forth the prig’ner, Juftice. Fu, Thy com«
Are done, juil judge: See here the pris'ner ftanas,

Fef. Whar has the pris®ner done ? Say ; what’s the caufe

! hiis commitment ¢ Fuff. He hath broke the laws

f his too gracious God ; confpird the death

§ that great Majelly that gave him breath,

nd heaps tranlgiefion, Lord, upon tran(greflion.

Fef. How know’{t thou this ? Fir. Ev’0 by hisown con-
His fins are crying; and they ery’d aloud ¢ (feffion s ¢

hiey cry’d to heav’n, they ery’d 1o heav'n for tlood.

Fef. What [ay'it thou, finger ¢ hafl thou ought to plead, -

biat fentence thould not pafs? hold up thy head,

nd fhew thy braz’n, thy rebellious face,

din, Ahme! 1dare not s I'm too vile and bafe

0 tread upon the earth, much more, to lifs

line eyes to heav’n 3 1 need no other fhrife

han mine own confcience 5 Lord, 1 muil confefs,
. 3m no more than cull, and no whit lels

Yaan my indickment fliles mey Ah! if thou
Starch too fuvere, with 100 levere a brow,
W hat flefl can flaad 2 1 have tranfgreft thy laws;
Ay merits plead 1by vengeance 5 not my caufe:

H 4 Fuf.
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Fuft,

Sinner,

$loil 201 now .a pour acenidl,
Cenvicted caitilf, and degen’rous creature,

#lererrembling at thy bar. Fuf, Thy fault's the greater. |
Loed, fhail Lilsike the blow ¢ Fef. Hald, Juflice, flay.i 8]

Epeak finner; halt thou nothing elle to fay 2

.5'5:1_. Mothing bt weicy, meicy, Lord 3 my flate
Ismiilerably poor and defpetare 5
J quite reaounce my felf the world, and flee |
¥

i
‘rom Lovd to Fefus, Gom thy {elf o thee. |
Jufl. Ceale thy vain hopeg; vy angry God has vow’d
)
L

Lebuled mercy muil have blood for bicod -
Shall I yet tliike the blow Jef. Stay, juﬂice? holdy {
My bowtls yearn, my faintiog:Blood grows cold,

To view the triembling wretch 3 methinks [ [pie

£ P Ty i & g ’

Biy farhes Image in the prizaer’s eye.

Jufi. I cannot hold. Z¢f. Then turn thy thirfly blade
Into my fides, let there the wound be made;
Chear up, dear foul 5 redeem thy life with mine
Iy foul fhall Imasry my heart fhall bieed for thine,

S Q groundlels deeps ! O love beyond degree !

i’ offended dies to fet oy’ offznder free.

S.AUG: !
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S. AUGUST.

Lord, if I have done that, for which thow mayeft dann
wme 3 thou buft met loff rhat, u.")"'“fv thow maye ,v ,f'.':c mie
vemember no z‘ fweer Gefus, thy 1 wftice againft the
Fur thy .-'emuw ity fowards thy creature @ remen
proceed ﬂst?ij a :m“’v fouls but remember thy
wards o m?ﬁ'._.f’fa vetch ¢ forpet the infolerice ﬁf 7l
volker, and behold the ,nrfer_f of the invoker ;5 for w.’dr- i
Fefus but a Saviour ¢

ANSELM,

Have JE'{IEE to what thy fon barh done Jor me, and [ire
what wy fins bave done :1;{":*1... "’w > my el hatl pro=
4 thee to vengeance 5 let the fiefh 2, Chyyfi msve il
It 35 g ch that ny. vebellions bhave deforved 5 bud
s more that my redeener arhierited, ;

is

EBIG 1o,

I?l\.} ufme.- s'1 He that was my drudge
g

L0
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XT.
PSALM 6o. 15

Lzt not the water-floods overflow wne, ueither
let the deeps fwallow me up.

HE world's a fea ; my fleth 2 fhip that’s mann’d
1 With lab\ing thoughis,& iteer’d by reafon’s hand:
My heart’s the leaman’s card, whereby fhe fails §
My lowle affections are the greater [ails 5
The rop fzil is my fancy, aud the gulls
That fiil thefe wanton fheets, sreworldly lufts,
Pray’r is the cable, at whole end, appeass
The anchor hope, ne’er flip’d Dur .in our fears®
My. will’s th? unconflant pilor; that commands
The flagg’ring keel ; my fins are likethe fands :
Repentance is the bucket, and mine eye
The pump unus'd (but in extrcams) and dry =
My. coulcience is the plummet that doss prels
The deeps, but feldom cries, O farhomlie[s :
Smooth calm’s fecurity ; the gulph, deipais ;
My freight’s corruption, and this life’s my faie 2
My foul’s the paflenger, confus’dly driv'n
From fear to fright 3 her landing port is heav'n,
Iy feas are fiovmy, and my fhip doth leak 3
My failers rude 3wy fleers-man faint gad weak.:
My canvals torn, it flaps from fide to fide 3
My calile’s cracke, my anchor’s flightly ty'd 5
My pilot’s craz'd 5 wy ihip-wiack fands arve cloak’dg -
My buckes’s brokes, and wy pump is choak'd 5
My calin’s deceirful’y and my gult too neart 3
My waresare flubber?d, and miy fare’s top dear 2
My plummet’s light, it cannot fink ner founid;
Q, {hall my rock bethreaten'd foul be drowa'd 2

Lowd
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Lord, flil] the feas, and (hield my thip fiom barm ;
Inilsud my failors, guide my fleeifman’s arm :
Touch thou my compals, and renew ay [ails,

Send fliffer courage of fend milder gales ;

Make ftrong myeable, bind my anchgr fafler 5
Direct my pilar, and be theu liis maller 4

Object the ands to miy more fecious vizw,

Make found my bucket, bere my pump anew :
MNew-cait my plummer, make ir aptio uy

Where the rocks lurk, and where the quick-fands lie 5
Guard thou the gulf with love, my calms with care 5
Cleanfe thou my fraight ; accept my flender fare 3

. Relrefh the fea-fick paflenger 3 cur fhort

. His voyage s land him in his wifled port :

' Thon, thou, whom winds and flormy feas obey,

| “That through the deep gav’ft grumbling Ifv’el way,

% Say to my loul, be fate ; and then mine eye

Shall feern grim death, although giim death fiand by,
O thou whole {lreng:li-reviving arm did cherifa

[ Thy finking Peter, at the point to perifh,

i\ Reach forth thy hand, or bid me tread the wave,

| Vil come, Il come: the voice that calls will fave,

S AMBROS,
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S. AMBR OS. Apol. poft. pro David, Cap:3.

The confuence of fufi wakes a great tenipeft, which in this
o
Jeadiffur betls zl-eJm f.m:fé Soul, hat reafon cmn,ar COVEI R ita

! e :

! 5. A UG UST. Solilog. cap. 35.

U 7% Ladour i the boifl orGaleJ 5 thou flandeft upon r7=

| ﬂu)c. m.,JLcj o dangers s Live s frdce 1o hold a middl
courfe betwint 5\-}]13 and Charybdis, #tat both danvw'
€fcated, we may arrive at the port fecure,

EFTCG. 31,
My fml the feas are vough, and thou a flranger
1o thefk falfe coafls s O keep alcof 3 there’s du‘uer -
Cafl forth thy plus nn‘PL fee 2 100K appears
Thy fhip wants fea- room ; ; make it with :hy tears,

e ——————— S—
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XIL.

O that thow mwouldft protect me 2 the
graeeand fademe unbll thy: furde be

pat .'__)':~a~ VL .

“
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XIL
JOB 14. 13.

O that thon wouldf? hide me in the grave, that

thou wouldft keep me in fecret until thy
wrath be paft !

Whither thall I flie £ what path untred
Shall I feek out to fcape the flaming rod
OF my offended, of myangry God ?

Where fhall I fojourn 2 what kind fea will hide-
My head from thunder 7 where fhall I abide,
Until his flames be quench’d or laid aide 2

What, if my feet fhould take their hafty.flight;
And (eck proteftion in the fhades of night ?
Alas ! no thades can blind the God of light,

What, if my foul fhould take the wings of day,
And find fome defert ? If fhe [prings away,
The wings of vengeance clip as fail as they.

What, if fome [olid rock fhould entertain
My frighted foul ? can folid rocks reftrain
The ftroke of Juilice, and not cleave in twain 2

Nor fea, nor fhiade, nor fhield, nor rock, nor cave,
Nar filent delerzs, nor the lullen grave,
What flame-ey’d fury means to [mite, can fave.

The feas will part, graves open, rocks will {plit;
The fhield will cleave 3 the frighted fhadows flit ;
Where Jultice aims, her fiery darts muil hit. -

No,
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No, na, if flera-brow’d vengeance means to thunder,
There is no place abeve, bemeath, or under,

So clofz, but will unlock, or rive in funder,

*Tis vain to flee 3 *tis neither here ner there
Can "feape that hand, undil that hand forbear 3
Ahme ! where is he nor, that’s eviry where ?

?Tis vain to flee, till gencle mercy fllew
Her better eye ;-the fartner off we go,
The {wing of jultice deals the mightier blow.

Th' ingenuous child, corrected, deth not fiie
His angry mother’s hand, butclings more nigh, .
And quencheswith his tears hér flaming eye.

Shadows are faithléfs, and the rocks are falfe 5
No trufl ia brals, no truit in marble walls 3
Puor cets are ev'n as lafe as princes hall.

Great God ! there 1s no fafety here below ;
*Thou are my fortrels, thou thar feem’il my foe,
> s thou, that {irik’(l the firoke, muit guard the blows

Thou art my God, by thee I fall or fl2nd ;
Thy grace hath giv’n me courage to withfiand
All tortures, but my conlcience and thy hand.

1 know thy juftice is thy elf 5 Tknow,
Jutt God, tny very Lelf is meicy too
if rot to thee, where, whither {hallIgo?

Then work thy will; if paffion bid mc flze,

My realon fhall obey 5 my wings fhall be
Suetcht out no furcher than fiom thee to thee.

S.AUGUST.
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S ATUGUBT: inPhlis

.'l ¥ fakrels} C"}?.l.,
',er, if angiy, arevenger s if wj’c.? aredeent,
er: whar way bave I, Fut 10 fiiz from zlce to thee : tlak
Il u wayf avoid thy Lron, a..r’:e. to thy Lord,

EPRIG. 1%

Hath vengeance found thee ? can thy fears command
No rocks to fhield thee from ber thuad’iing band 2
Know'it thou not where to “feape 2 Il tell thee w here 5
My foul, make clean thy conftience ; hide thee theie
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XIIL,

Are not my da_ye.f Jow Ceale then and fer me
alenz that T may bewayle me 2 [
2 : Poist
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XITL.

JOB 10. 20.
Are not my days few ¢ Ceafe then, and let me
alone, that I may bewarl my felf a litile.

Y glafs is half unfpent ; forbear tarrelt
: My thrifclefls day roo focn @ iy poor requeft
is that my glals may run but cut the refl,

My time-devovr'd minutes will be dons
Without thy help ; fee, fee how fwift they run :
Cut oot my thread before my thread be fpun.

The gain’s not great I purchale by this flay ;
What lofs fuftain’it thow by fo fall delay,
To whom ten thoufand years are but a day ?

My foll’wing eye can hardly make a fhift
To count my winged hours ; they fly fo fwif
They [carce deferve the bounteous nams of gift.

The fecret wheels of hurrying time dogive
So fhort 2 warning, and lo fall they diive,
That I am dead before I [eem to live.

And what's a life? a weary pilgrimage,
Whofe glory in cne day doth fill thy fiage
‘With child-hoed, man-hood, and decripit ages

And what’s a life ? the flourithing arcay
Of the proud fummer- meadow, which to day
Weais lier green plufh, and is to moriow hay.

And what's 2 life 2 A Dblafl fuftain’d with cloathing,
Maiatain'd with food, retain’d with vile leli-loathing,
Then weary of it ftlf, a gain to nothing.

Read
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Read on this dial, how the fhades devour

My thort-liv’d winter's day 3 hour eats up hour
Alas! the total’s but from eizht to four,

Behold thefelillies fwhich thy bands have made
Fair copies of my life, and open laid
' y drcop, how foon they fade !

To view) how foon th

Shade not that dia] night will blind teo fuen s
My non-ag’d day already points.to noen 5
Haw fimple is my {uit” how imail my boen !

Ner do 1 beg this {lender inch, to while
The time away, or fafely to beguile
My thoughts with joy ; here’s nothing worth a failes

No, no: ’tis not ta pleale my wonton ears
With frantick misch, I beg but hours, not years :
And what ghou giv’it me, L will give to teass,

Draw not that foul which would be rather Jed !
That feed has yet not broke my Ferpent’s head g
© fhall [ die before my fins are dead 2

Behold thefe rags; am1a fitting gueft’
To tafte the danties of thy royal feaft,
‘With hands and face unwafh'd, ungirt, unbief ¥

Yirft, let the Jordan fireams, that find fupplies
From the deep founcain of my heart, arile,

And eleanle my (pots, and clear my Ieprous eyes,
I havea woild of fins to be lamented ;
I have afea of tears thar muil be vented

Q fpare till then 5 aud thien [ die contented. .

8. AUGUST,
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S. AUGUS T. 1ib. .de Civir. Dej, cap.1c.

The rime wherein we live, is taken from the fpace of ouy
life 5 and what vemaineth, s daily made lefs and lefs, info~
;d;mc.f; that the tume of our life is nothing but a pafaze to

Ealila

S. GREG. 1ib.9. cap. 44. in Job.

As moderate affidtions bring fears, fo immoderate zake a~
way teavs ; infomach that forrow becometh no [orrow, which
Jwollowing up the mind of the afflitted, taketh away the fenfs
of the affidan,

: EPIG. i

Fear’l thou to g, when fuch an arm invites thee ?
Dread’fl thou thy loads of fin? or what affrights thee 2
If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins: i

¥ool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy fins £
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XIV.
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XiV.

DEUT. 33. 29,

©C that men were wife. that they underftood
this, that they would confider their latter
end.

Flefy Spi it

*Fl, THat means my fifler’s eye Tooft topafs _
Thiough the long entry of thatoptick glafs ¢
Tell me 5 what fecret vivtue doth fnvite
Thy wsinkded eye to fiich unknown delight ¢
Sp. It helps the fight, makes things remore appear
In perfectview ; it draws the objefs near,
Fl, What (enfe- delighting objeéts duft thou fpie 2
What doth thavglals preltat before thine eye:2
Sp. I [ee thy foe, wy raconciled friend,
Grim death, even flanding at the glafies end :
His left band holds a branch of palm; his right
Holds forth a two-edg’d fwerd. Fl. A proper fight,
And is this all ? doth thy prolpective pleafe
Th’ abufed fancy with no fhapes but thefe ¢
Sp. Yes, I behold the darken'd (un bereav’n
OFf all his light, the battlements'of heav’n
Swelt’ring 1n flames 3 the angel guarded lon
Of glory on his high tribusal thione 3
T fee a brimitone fea of boiling fire,
And fiends, wirh knotted whips of flaming wire,
Tort’ring poor fouls, that gnafh their teeth in vain,
“And goaw their flame-tormented tongues for pain.
Look, fiiter, how the quealy-ftomach’d graves
Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves A ;
21d
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Scald their conflumeslefs bodies, firongly curfing

All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurfing.

Fl. Can thy diftemper’d faney taks delight

In view of tortures 2 thefe are fhows t'a

Look in this glals rriangular 3 look here,

Here's that wijl ravifh eyes.&, What [eefl thou thered

4 bl

Fl. The world in colours § colours thar diftain

The cheeks of Prorews o1 thefilken train

OFf Flora’s Nymph: 3 fuch various [orts of hew,

As lun confionving Iis never knew =

Here, if thou pleale to Deaurifie a town,

Thou may’(t; or with a hand, turn’c upfide dawn ;

Jrkiis > it :
Here may’li thou {cant oy widen by the meafure
Of thineown will : niake thort or'long at pleafure 4
: o4t

Here may’it thou tire thy lancy, and advife

-With hows moreapt to pleafe more curicus eyes,

Sp. Ah fool | thar doat’ll on vain, en pielent toys,

And difrelpect’lt thelr truz, thole future joys @

How firongly are thy thoughrs befool’d, alas!

To dost on goods that perifh with thy glafs |

Nay, vanifh with the wrning of a hand :

Were they bur painted colouss, it might fland

With painted reafon that they mighe devote thee ;
1ings that have no being to belut thee 7

But chings that | being to belut thee ¢

efight of future torments is the way

Forefight of future ¢

To baulk thole ills which prefent joys beray.

A5 thou hail fool'd thy felf; fo now come hither,

Break that fond glals, and Jer’s be wile together,
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S, BONAVENT, de contemptu feculi.

O that men would ke wife, wunderffand, and forefee, Be

e, to kncw thiee thinss. the multitude of thofe that are
y o % 3 " 4 j ' ¥
Y0 be damned 5 the few numbe: of thefe thar are ta ke faved

nty of tranfitory things : underGand thee 11
e multitude of fins, the omifion of good things,
lofs of time': for efee three things 5 fhe danger of de

ity and eterual punifiment,

: EPIG. 14,

‘?hat, foul, no further yet 7 what, ne’er commencs

Matter in faish ¢ {lill batchelour of fenfe 2

f:! infuftiziency ? or whar has made thee o

0 ¢iflip thy loit degres ? thy luils have flaid thees
X
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XV.

" ESALM j30. 10;

8y life is [pent with grief, and my _yeér;
- with fizbinsg.

WHak fullen flar rul’d’ my untimely birth,
That would not lend my days cue hour of mirth?
How oft have thele bare knees been Lent to gain
he {lender alms of one poor fmile in vain?
Cw ofren, tird with the faftidiohy light,
ive my faint lips implor’d the thades of night?
en have my nightly torments prayd

| 101 ling ring awilight, glutted with che Hade?
¥ worle than'night, night worle than day appears,
0 fears I fpend my nights, my days in tears
~Moan unpity’d, groan withoit relief,
' is noend nor mealure of my geief,
: iling flow’r {alutes tiie day 5 it grows
Btouch’d with care 5 it neither [pins nor fowss
that my tediouslife were like this Bow’s,
[ freed from grief, of finil'd with an hour :
Why was 1 boin 2 why was I borna man 2
ud why proporrion’d by fo Jasge a fpany
s why fulpended by the common lor,

Nd being born to dye, why die I not 2

po me ! why is my forrow wafted breath
weny’d the valy privilege of death 2
0]3 bianded flave, that tugs che weary oar,
H?mins the fabbath of 2 welcome thore ¢
S Sranfom’d ftripes are heal’d ; his native [oil
Weetens the mem’ry of his foreign toil’

‘ I 2 :Et‘f
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Bue ah ! my forrows are not half To bleft 5

My labous finds no point, my pains no rell:

1 barter fighs for tears, and tears for.groans,

Still vaiuly rolling Sifyphean flones.

Thov juit obferver of our flying hours,

That with thy adamantine fangs, devours

The brazen mon'ments of renowned Kings,

Doth thy glafs ftand 2 or be thy moulting-wings
Unapt toflie? if not, why doll thou lpare

A willing breafl 3 a breafl that ftands lo fair ?

A dying breaft, that hath but only breath

To beg 2 wound, and flrength to crave a death £
O that the plealed heav'ns would once diflolve
Thele flafly fetrers, that fo f2il involve \
My hamper’d fuul 5 then would my foul be bleft

From all thofe ills, and wrap her thoughts inrell : |
Till then, my days aie months, my months are years,
™y years are ages to be fpent in tears :

My grief’s entailed upon my walteful breath, I
*Which no recov’iy can cut off bur death.

Breath drawn in cottages, puft out in moans,

Begins, continues, and concludes in groans,

INNOCENT
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INNOCENT. de vilitate coridit. humanz,

O who will gine
Fewail my miferable i
[5 0f wan e

¢ ..ﬂs, 2l .:. Iu.:'s

m r.,’m ‘s
. of man was
M; '-.m 25 0 do & alav! he
, bartzo g“.rm’wnm,. he
3 he dozh filehy things,
things, ;r wh are sct

what may doth, a
o,f'cau‘b, conceived in
hings ‘v.,..,ff are n,! la

f.‘:,_ra.-?':'mr.

EPIG. 1%.

My heart, thy life’s a debt by bond, which bears
fecret date the ufe is groans and tears :
lead not 5 ularious nature will haveall,
As well the int'reft as t}ie principal,
3
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THE :

FOURTH BOOK.

ROM. 7. 23.
I fee another law inmy members warring a< |
gainft the law of my mind, and bringing . |
me into captivity to the law-of fin.

I

How my will is hurried to and fro,
And how my unrefolv'd refolves do vary !
1 know not where to fix, fometimes 1 go
This way, then that, and then the quite contrarys
1 like, diflike 3 lament for what 1 could not 3
1 do, undo; yet ftill do what I fhould not,
Aid at the lelf-fame inftant will the thing I would not. -
2 g
Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts opprelt
With th’ earth-bread winds of my prodigious will 3 5
Thus am [ hourly roit from eait to welt
Upon the rowling (ireams of good and ill =
Thus a2 | driv’n upon the {lipp'ry fuds
From veal ills to fa?fe apparent goods 3
My life’s a troubled {ca, compos’d of ebbs and flogds.

3
The curious penman, having trimm’d his page
VWith the dead language of his dabbled quill,
Lets fall a heedlels drop, then in a rage
Cathiers the fruits of his unlucky skill 5
Ev'n fo my pregnant foul in th’ infant bud
OF her beft thoughes fhow’rs down a cole- biack flood
OF unadvifed ills, and cancels all her good,
14 Soma=
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4

Sometimes a {udden flath of facred heat

Warms my chill foul,and fets thoughts in frame;
t loon that Gre is {1 {ear

sr1taay tlame, f

yet no flamie entire 3
ts of mizc delire

b o 12
r'nlyand this earthly fires

o'd [rom &er

5

§ my trafh-dildaining thoughts out pafs
mon petiod of terens congeit g
i g1 was,
N hi fi’d at sy new effare =
But when the Jedrian wings of my defire
Fee) but the warmth of their own native fire,
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire.

6

1 know the nature of my wav'ring mind 3.
I know the frailty of my flefhly will :
My paflion’s eagle-ey’d 5 my judginent blind 5 f
1 I know what's good, and yer make choice of ill,,
: When th’ oflsich wings of my defires fhall be
X Sodull, they cannot mount the leafl degree,
& Yet grant my foul defire, but of defiring thee.. |

S. BER N.
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S. BER N, Med. 9.

My Deart is a vain bearr, a vagabond and inflable heart 5
while it 44 led by itsown judpment, and wanting divine
Counfel, camnot [ubfift in ik felf 5 and whilflt 3t divers ways
Seckerh reft, findeth none, but vemaineth miferakle throueh
babour, and void of peace : it agresth not with it [elf , it
diffenreth from it felf 5 it altereth vefolutions, changeth the
Judgment, frameh new thoughts, pullethdown theold, and
uildeth them up qgain ;3¢ willeth and willeth mot 5 and
fever remainesh in vhe fame flate.

5. AUGUST. de verb. apofl.

When it would; it caunot 3 Lecanfe when it mighi, iz
Would not : therefore by an evil will man loft-kis good power.

EPIG. 1.
}:t} foul, how are thy thoughts diflur’d, confin'd,
Rk

l,_'“‘-’-"g’:l berwixt thy members and thy mind !
'X here or there; thy doubt-depending caule
At ne'er expect one verdidt twing two laws.

U
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Ob that my mwayes e tﬁw:rlrnl o’ |
keeep. h‘:y fatubar plal. ny-x :

b -192
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|

1L

PSALM 119. 5.
O that my ways weve direfled to keep thy
Slatutes !

I
T}Ius 1, the objed® of the wosld’s difdain,
With pilgrim face furround the weary earth :
only relifh what the wotld counis vain 3
Her mirch’s my grief 3 her fullen grief, my mirths
Y Her light my darknels 5 and her truth my ervor.
er freedom’ is my goal 3 and her delightmy terrour,
3 z ‘
Fond earth ! proporiion not my feeming lave
T‘TO wy long flay 3 let not my thoughts deceive the
ou art my prifon, and my home’s abave ;
I‘r‘I‘,’ life’s a p.’rp;ug;im] but toleave thes :
Wi Like one that fecks a door, I walk about thee
ith thee Lcannot Jive ; I canuotlive without thees

- 3
>

The world's a lab’rinth, whofe anfrafluous ways
_Are all compos'd of rubs and crnok’d meanders ¢
No veling here 3 he’s hurried back :hg:}@ays
A thought 3 and hethat goes ungwl igd wanders
Her wav 1s dark, her path unira@ Li!_;tv’n - ;
Sohard’s the way from earthslo hard $jhé way to heavs
i "
This eyring labinth is betrenchd about
O eicher band with fircams of {ulph’rous firs,
treams clolely liding, erring in and out,
But (ceming plealane to che lond delcriers )
.. Where, 11 his footiteps trull their own invention,
8 falis withour sediels, and finks without dlm%ﬁom

a
b

hese -
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5

“Where fhall I leck a guide 2 where fhall I meet
Some lucky hand to lead my tiembling paces 2
Fhat trufly lantern will direck my feet
To fcape the danger of thefe dang’rous places ?
What hopes have I to pals without a guide?
Where one gets fafely through, a thoufand fall befides

é

L

An unrequefted ftar did gently flide
Before the wile-men to a greater light 3
Back-fliding Ifr’cl found a double guide 5
A pillar and acloud 5 by day, by night:
Vet in my defp’rate dangers, which be far
More grear than theirs, Thave na pillar, cloud,noz fafs

t 7

0 that the pinions of a clipping dove
Would cut my pallage through the empty air 3
Mine eyes being feal’d, how would I mount above
The teach of danger and forgotten care !
My backward eyes fhould ne’er commit that Faulty
Whle lalling guilt fhould build a menument of falt.

3
Crzat God, that art the flowing fpring of light,
Enrich mine eyes with ihy retulgent ray 2
Thou art my path 5 disect my fleps aright 3 !

I have noother light, no other way:
'l truft my God, and him alone purfue 5
His law thall be my path 3 his heavenly light, my clues

S, AUGUST:
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+ ATUGUS T. Sclileq. cap. 4.

. the way, the tiuth, the life 5
enour, "*:th nar a'-va ik e‘i:—'--
ol theve is darkanefs 5 the way, without
hishithere i .m:.n’).mg 5 7he 1y u.t];, withng? which. theve %
errour s the lifey withous which there is death : fay, Loyd,
let fJ'-;- ¢ f';' light, ana 1_,';)....; [feelight, and efchew Jﬂnl\.?‘f'/.i"
I fhall fee the wiayyand aveid 1‘.‘.‘7;;:'mg sTfball fee the truth,
m..fﬂ;zn. ervor 5 Ijhall fee life, and efcap: death - ill fﬁ.fﬁmif
O illumanate my Hind [oul, n‘bmizf.rr.:rb in darknfs, mv’

the fadow of deathy and dived my feet in the way of peace.

EPIG. 2
Pilarim h‘uua«;e on: what makes thy foul complain;
Crowns thy complaint; the way to refll is pains
The road to refolution lies by doubt:
2

The next way Lhome's the farthelt about,
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1L
PSALM 17. 5.
Stay my fieps in thy paths, that my feet do

not flide.

-
Hen e’er the old exchange of profit rings
Her filver faints-bell of uncerrzin gains;
My merchant-Toul can' ilretch both legs and wings, .
How 1 can run, and take unwearied pains !
The charmeof profic are fo fliong, that I,
"Who wanted legs to go, find wingsto fiie,
z

If time-beguiling pleafire but advance
Her luflful trump, and blow her bold alarms,
Ohow my fportful {oul can frisk and dance, -
Anund hug that¥iren in her twined arms!
The {prightly voice of finew-{lrength'ning pleafure
Can lend my bed-rid {oul; both legs and leifures
3
If blazing honour chance to fill myveins
Wich flatt’ring warmth, and Hafh of courtly fire,.
Iy foulcan take a plealure in her pains :
My lofty firutting fleps difdain to tire
My antick knees can turn upon the hinges
OF complement, and [erue a thouland cringess

But when I come tothee, my God, that art
The royal mine of everlailing trealure,
The real honour of my better part,
Aund living fountain of eternal plealure,
How nervelels are my limbs | how faint and flow £ |
L have no wings to flie; nor legs to go,

So
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5

So when the flreams of {wift-foot Rlene convey
Her upland riches to the Belzick fhore,
The idle vellel dlides the wat'ry way,
Wichour the blafl or tug, of wind, or oar:
Her flipp’ry keel divides the filver foam
With eale ; [o facile is the way from home,

]

Butwhen the home-bound veflel turns her fails.
Againit the brealt of the sefiliing fiream;
© then fthe flugs 5 nor [ail, nor oar prevails ;
The flveam 1s {iurdy, and her ride’s extream :
Each flioke is lels, dod ev'ry tug is vain :
A boat-length's purchale is a league of pain.

7

Great allin all, that art my reft, myhome g
By way'is tedious, and my fleps are {low :
Reach foreh thy helptul band, or bid me come 5
1 2m thychild, O teach thy child to go:
Carnjoin thy [weet commands to my defire,
And I will venture, though I fall or tire,

5. AUGUST,
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back that conti

) e goeth fu..: that creepetl
bis way, than be bt qustseth ot of Bis wiys

EPIG. %
Fe_af not, my foul, tolofe for want of cuonning 3
'Et’p not 5 heav’s 1 is not always got by i'UI“.H;Iig :
1y tlxouohu are fwift, although thy legs be flow
tue love will creep not having frength to go,
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ivV.
PSALM 119. 120.

My flefb trembleth for fear of thees and I
am afraid.of thy judgments.

I Ft others boalt of luck, and go their ways
-4 With their faii game; know vengeance feldom plays
To pe tootorward, but doth wifely frame
Her backward tables for an after-game :
She gives thee leave to venture many a blot 3.
And, for her own advantage, hits thee pot 3
But when ber pointed tables are made fair,
- That fhe be ready for thee, then beware 5
Then, if a neceffary blor be fer, .
She hits thee ; wins the game ; perchance the [et 2
If prolp’rous chances make thy cafiing high,.
e wilely tem’prate 5 cafl a ferious eye
On afier dangers, and keep back thy game 3 .
Too forward leed-times make thy harvefi lame.
If left hand fortune give thee left-hand chances,
Be wifely patient 3 let not envious glances
epine to view thy gameller’s heap [o fair 3
The hindigoit hound oft takes the doubling hare.
The world’s great dice are falle 3y fometrimes they g0
Extreamly high, fometimes extreamly low :
Of ail her gamellers, he that plays the leatl,
ives moft at eale, plays mofk fecure and betl:
The way to win, is to play fair, and [wear
Thy felf a fervant to the crown of fears

Fear -
-

.
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Fear is the primer of a gamefler’s skill s

Who fears not bad, flands moft unarw’'d to ill

The ill that’s wilely fear’d, is half withfiood 3

And fear of bad is the bet! foil to good.

True fear’s the Eliniy, which i
Turn'd leaden crofles into e
The world’s the tables 5 1t ‘
The gamefters, heav'n and 1 5 unequal fisife !
My fortunes are the dice whereby I-frame
My indifpoled life: this Jife’s the game 3
My fins are [everal blots 3 the lookers on
Axe angels ; and in death the game is done,
Lord, I'm a2 bungler, and my game doth grow
Still more and mare unfhap’d 5 my dice run low 2
The flakes ave great 5 my carelefs blots are.many 3

And yet thou paffeft by and hit'il not any : l
Thou art too ftrorg 3 and I have none to guide me
With the leaft jop ; the lookers on deride me: \

It is a conquell undederving thee,

To.win a flake from {ucha worm as me 2

1 have no more to lofe ; if we perlever,

*Tis loft + and thar once loft I'm loil for ever,

Lord, wink at fzults, and be fot too fevere,

And I will ply-my game with greater fear 3

© give me fear, ere fear has pait her datz 2 - _
W hoie blot being his, then fears, fears then too lates
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5. BERN, Ser..34. in Cant

Theve is-nothing fn &

tual to oktain grace, to refain
é.i.-Td"? .A?':'; oy

y as always io [«.famz!’ before God
Lol cuverwife, but to fedr : f'm- y aré thou zf .r:. y beart be ye=
Plenifhed hree fearss a fras for vecelr ed grace, a greater
“ar for lof grace, ag u.umu Jear i@ yecover Zrace.

u
th

0ith t]

5. AUG UST. fuper PL1

: 'f‘fen*ﬁz’tr begetteth eternal fecurity @ fear God, which
%.aboge all, and 10 need £ fear” man ar-all,

e

EPLIG. 4
ierd thall we gromble, when thy flames do fcourge us ¥
ur fins bre 'th fis re3 that fire returns m _purge us,
<0rd, what analc l"' mitt art thou, whofe skill
]ﬁ'ﬂiﬂuwh to perfest good from yu.mr. il
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Timie away mvne eves least they betbld
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V.

PSALM 1519 37.
Aury qw, ay mive eyes from reg *r(frr g Vanity,

|
T
JOW Like the threde of flax
That touch flame y ate ay inflam’d défires !
How like to yislding wa
‘Mf foul diffolves befo; g ratiton fires 1
The five but tcvlch d, the 'ia, & but felr,
Like flax, T burn - Jike wax, I melr,

z
| . O haw this flefh doth diaw
My 1L‘Eer’d foul to that deceitfnl fire !
I And .10W the eteipal law
§ baffied by the law of my defire
How truly bad, how f'n 2ing gnod
| Are all the laws ot flefh and. bloed !

3
O wretched flate of men,
The height of whaole 4 shition is to berrow
" VW hat muil he paid again
ith griping iutreit of the next day’s [orrow |
How wiid his thoughts | how a; ~t to range !
Ow apt to vary ! apt o L!Jang

4
1 How intricate and nice
45 man s perplexed way to man’s defire 3

Umenmas upon-the ice
He g flips, and fometimes F1lls into the fire 3

is proguefs is extream and boldy

Very hot, ot very cold, ‘

The
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5

The common feod he-doth

Suftain his foul-tormenting thoughts withal,
{shoney in hisunouth

To night, and in his heart to morrow gall 3
"Tis ofrentimes, within an hour,
Both very [weet and very [our,

]

1F Tweet Corinng fmile,

A heav’n of joys bDreaks down into his heapt
Corinna frowp a while,

Hell’s torments are but copies of his fmarr.
Within a Juflful neart dorh dwell
A ieeming heav'n, a very hell,

7

hus worthlels, “vain, and void
Of comfort, are the fruits of earth’s employment,
Which ere they be enjoy’d
Diilract vs, and deliroy us ia th’ enjoyment
Thefe be the plealures thavare priz'd,
Wihen heav'n’s cheap pen'worth flands defpis'd,

3

5

Lord, quénch thefle hafty flafes,

‘Which dart as lightning from the thund’ring skies,
And év’ry minute dathes

Againit the wanton windows of mine eyes :
Lord, clofe tire cafement, whilit I iland
Behind the curtain of thy hand.

5. AUCTUST,
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S. AUG UST. Selileq. cap. 4.

O thou fon, thar illuminaterh bath heaven and earth ! wo
€ unto thaffe eyeswhich do mot bebold thee = wo be unto shafe
lind eyes which canust behold thee : wo beunts thofe which
oy away their eyes that they will nor belold thee : wo be
o fe that turn away their eyes ¢har they may bebold

8. CHR ¥ 8. fup. Mat. 19,

Fut the ewemy of friemdfnp, an

aneceffavy mifehicf, a narwi gl iempration, &
ity @ dom {: ', deledtable ncon=

AL C ted owver with tlhe cos

b ERIC 5
"lis Vain, great God ! to clofe mine eyes from ill,
s €n 1 refolve to keep the old man flill g
\rl' fambling heart muil cov’nant firfl with theey
fone can pals betwixt mine eye and me.
K
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VI.

If I have found farour 212 thy .fzgﬁ: Let, my
ke be guven e

at my petrere. GEer 73
z2o0f
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f ‘TIp
ESTHER 7. 3.

Lgre found favour in thy fiwht, and if
it pleafe the kiag, let my life be given me
at Wy petition.

T?Iou art the great Abafuerns, whole command
s Dothi fheteh from pole to pole 5 the world’s thy
+2bellious Fafhit’s the cortupesd will, (land ;5
-;‘.’i‘lic_'h being call’d, refules ca fulfil
wy Jult command 5 Efker, whole tears condole
2 e razed City, s the regen'rate foul 5
s Captive maid, wilom thou wilt pleale tograce
|y, 1th nuptial honeurs in’ ftout Fafie's place :
| i,‘-f kin(man, whole unbended knee did thwart
T“UUL{ Hanaw'sgloyy, is the fizfhly part
pi° fober eunuch, that recail’d to mind
1—,‘_“‘? new builtgibbet (Haman had divit’d
9t higown ruin) fifey cubits high,
]si_ uflful thought controiling chaftity 3
wlulting Haman is that flefhly luft
o hofe tedhor fury, for afeafon, muft
@, umph in pride, and fludy how to tread
h Mordecai, tvill royal Eftber plead.
0 et king, thy fent-for Pafiri will not comesyg
| W?’i the oil o’ th’ blefled virgin's womb,
| \“Eﬂ!\ le my poar Eftver 5 look, O look upon her
o N gracious eyes; and letthy beam of honour
A, ‘cour her captive ftains, that fhe may prove
U holy obj=et of thy heavnly love :

| K2 Anoing
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Anoint her with the fpikenard of thy graces,
Then try the fweetnels of her chaft embraces
_ Make Her the partner of thy nuprial bed,

And (et thy royal crown upon her head ;

1f then ambitious /aman chance to {pend

His {pleen on Mordecai, that [corns to bend
The wilful fliffnels of his flutborn knee,

Or balely crouch to any Lord but thee ;

If weeping Fébher fbould prefer 2 groan

Refore the high tribunal of thy throne,

Hold forth thy golden fcepter, and afford

The gentle audience of a gracious Lord :

And let thy royal Effber be pofleft

Of half thy kingdom, at her dear requefl :
Curb luftful Haman, him that would difgrace,
Nay, ravifh thy fair queen before thy face:
Anund as proud Haman was himfelt eninar’d
On that {elf-gibber that himfelf prepar’d 3

So nail my luft, both punifhment and guile,
‘On that_dear crofs that mine own lults have built,
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S. AUGUST. in Ep.
O boly [pivit, always infpire me with boly wovks, - Cona
Hrain nie, “thar T may'do : counfel me, that I may love thees
| confirmme, that T may bold thee 5 conferve me, that Imay
4ot fofe thee.

S. AUG UST. flup. Joan.

h The fpirit lufts wheve the fiefb veffeth : for ar the fi.fb s
Yourifhed with fweet things, the fpivit s refrefbed wish four.

Ibidem,
Wouldft thou that tly fiefb obey thy [pirit 2, then et ty

Tiris obey thy God, Tlow mulk be governed, thas ihou may [t
&ouern,

ERIG. (o
Df,mercy and juflice is thy kingdom builf 3
T]}ls plagues my {in, and that removes my guilts
hen-e’er I fue, Abafuerns-like, decline
hy {cepere 5 Lord, fay, ?{alf my kingdom's thine,
3
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|
VIL

CANTICLES 7. 11,

Qome, my beloved, let us go forth into the-
Jieldy and let s remain in the Villages.

b %

Chrifts Soul,

Ch, Dme, come, my dear, and let us both retire,
And whiff the dainties of the fragrant field s
Where warb'ling Phil*msl and the thrill- mouth’d quire
Chaunt forth their rapruress where the turtie builds -
¢r lovely nefl; and where the new-born bricr
5 Breaths forth the fweetnels that her April yieldss
L‘_‘i Come; come, my lovely fair, and let us oy
Thele tural delicates 5 where thou and 1
May melt in privise flames, and fear no {lander-by. -

z
Sou, My heart’s eternal joy, in liew of whom
J The earth’s a blalt,and all the worid’s a bubbleg <
Qur city-manfion is the fairet home,
But country [weetsare ting’d with leffer troubles -
Tat's try them both, and chule the better § come 3
A change in pleafure makes the plealure deubles
On thy commands depends my go oy tarry,
Vil ftir with Martha, or I'Il flay with Mary3
“Our liearts are flsmly fit, although our plealures vary.

K. 4 Chre-
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~
3

» Our country-manfion (fituate on high)
With varieus oL]u‘.ts {iill renews delight 3
Her arched roof’s of uniain’d ivery :
Her walls of fiery l'p_uklin» chrylolite 3
Her pavement is of hardell porphyry 3
Her fpacious wm:o ws are all glﬂz’d with bright
And flaming carbuneles 3 mo need require
'Lhn s faint rays, or Vu!cmn feeble fire ; 5
And ev’ry gate’s a pearl 3 and ev’ry pearl entire.
4
Soul, Fool that T was! how were my theughts deceiv’d '
How falily was my fond conceir poucﬂ ! L
1 took it fur an hermitage, but pavd
And daub'd with neighb’ring dirr,and thatcht 3‘
Alas ! I neer expected more norcrav’d 3 (bell
A turtle hop’d but for a wrtie’s nefl - ‘
Come, come, my dear, and let no idle flay |

Neglect th’ advantage of the head-{trong day 3
How p,mlufe grates,that feels the curb of full delay®

5

Clr. Come then, my joy 3 let our divided paces
Conduct us to our fairell territory 5

O there we'll rwine our fouls in {weet embraces 3 5 |
Sonl, And in thine arms P’ gell my pallion’s itory :
Chr, O there 1'll crown thy head with all my graces § |
Seul.  Andall thele graces fhall refleét thy glory :
Chr. O there I’l] feed thee with celeflial Manna 3 \

1’1l be chy Elkanah. Swul, And I, thy Hnmab'

C.I'll found my trump of joy.S.And I'll reloundHa fanaoi |

|

EERNs
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5. BER N.

O bleffed contemplation! the death of vices, and the life

of virzues | thee the law and the prophets admive : who evey

| attained perfeition, if not by thee ! O bleffed folisude, he

magazine of celeflial treafure | by thee things earthly and
ranfitory, are cbanged into beavenly and eternal. '

S. BE R N. in Ep.

|
‘ ]hﬁrppy iz that houfe, and blefled s what congregationg
’ ¥here Martha ffill complaineth of Mary. '

*

| EPLG.L 7.
5‘5§Chaniuk foul, thou muft not only da
‘} tth Marzhs, but with Aay ponder too:
+3ppy’s that houfe where thefe fair fiflers vary g
SUE moft; when Mutha’s reconcil’d to Maiy.

W =

R




216, ~ Emblems: Beok 4¢

VIIL
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VIIL

CANTICLES 1. 4

Dyaw me 5 we will follow after thee by the
Savour of thy good ointments.

Hus, like a lump of the corrupted mals,
I lie fecute, fong lofl before L was:
And like a block, beneath whole burthen lies
That undifcover’d warm that never dies,
I have no will to roufe, 1 have no-power torife. -

.,C’-:n flinking Lazarzs compound or flrive
With death’s entangling fetrers, and revive 2
Or can the water-buried axe implore -
A hand to raife ity or it (elf reltore,
nd fiom her fandy-deeps approach thedry-fort fhore ® -

80 hard’s the task for finful- feth and bleod
0 lend the [nalleft flep'to what is good,
My God ! I cannot move the lealt degree ¢
_Ah! if, butonly thofe that altive be,
Nong thould thy glory fea, none Giould thy glory fees

%’it‘if the potter pleate Cinform the clay =
! lume tlrong hand remove the blotk aways
Their lowly fortunes loon are mounted higher 3
A hat proves a velicl, which before wasmire 5
“id yhjs, being hewn, may fevve for bettes ule than fires

Aad
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And if that life-reftoring voice command

Dead Laz'rus forth 5 or that great prophet’s hand
Should charm the lullen waters, and begimn
To beckon, or to dart a {lick but in,

Dead Laz v muft revive, and th’ axe mufl float againe

fLord, aslam, T have no pow’r at all |

Yo heat thy voice, or echo to thy call |
The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight mej
Thy glorious beams, notdainty lweets, invite me 3

“They neithies can direct, cor thefe avall delight me,

See how my fin bemangled budy lies,

Not having pow’r to will, nor will to rife !
Shine home upon thy creature, and inlpire
My lifelefs will with thy regen’rage fire 3

The firfl degiee to do, is only 1o defire.

Cive me the pow’r to will, the will todo;

O raife me up, and I will ftiive to go: |
Draw ae, O draw me with thy treble twill, ;
That have no.pow’s but meerly to refift 5 .

O lend me firength to do, and then command thy 1t =

My foul’s a clock, whole wheels (for want of uf2
And winding up, being fubject o th’ abule

OF eating rus j-want vigour to fulfil

er twelve hows task, and fhew ber makey's skiil,
But idly fleeps unmov’d, and ilaudeth vainly ilill,

Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good,
1t thou be pleas’d to cleanie it with thy blgod,
And wind it up with thy foul-moving keys, )
Her buly wheels fhall fesve thee all her days; (prail?
Her hand thal) point thy pow’r, hes hammer ftrike 1h}

S. BERM
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g, BER N. Serm. 21, in Cant.

Let us van, let us run bug in the favour of thy ointment,
mot in the covfidence of our wierits, mov in the greatmgfs of
our flrength : we trufi to run, but in the nnltieude of thy
mercies, for though we yun and ave willing, it is mot i bim
that wiileth, mor in bim that punneth, but in God that fhew-=
eth merey. O-lez thy mercy return, and we will vun : thou,
like a Giant, yunicf by thy own pomgr 5 we, unlefs thy
eintmeni brearh upon s, cannot run, '

PTG, 6.
Look not, my watch, being once repair’d, to ftand
Expedling motion from thy makex’s hand.
He ’as wound thee up,and cleans’d thy cogs with bloods
1f now thy wheels fiand ill, thouart not good.
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IX.

O that thew wert ar myBrother, that
Sucked the Brefs of gy lllother: Cint:8
326 -
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IX.
CANTICLES 8. 1.

0 that thou wert as my brothers that fucked
the breafts of my mother 5 when I [hould
find thee without, Twould kifs thee.

I'.

Ome, come, my bleiled infant, and immure thee
Within the temple of my facred arms 5
Seoure mine arms, -mine arms fhall then fecuse thee
From Hevod's fary, or the high prieil’s harms:
Or if thy danger'd life futlain a lofs,
My folded arms fhall turn thy dying ciofs

2

But ah | what favage tyrant can behiold
The beauty of fo [weet a faceas this is,
And not himfelf be by himlelf controul’d,
And change his fury 1o a thoufand kiffes ?

One fmile of thitie is worth more mines of treafore
Than there were myriads in the days of Cafar.

3

© had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth,
So known thy flock, he had not thought to paddle
In thy dear blood 5 but proflrate on the earth,
Had vaild his crown before thy royal cradle,
And laid the fcepter of his glory down,
And beg’d a heav'nly for an carihly crown.
Liuftrious
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Illufirious babe ! how s thy handmaid grac'd
With a rich armful | how doft thou decline
Thy majeity, that wert {o late embrac’d
In thy great Father’s arms, and now in mine !
How humbly gracious art thou, to refrefh
Me with thy [pirit, and affume my flefh |

5

But muft the trealon of a traitor’s hail
Abufe the [weetnels of thele ruby lips ?
Shatl marble-bearted cruelry affail
Thele alabafler fides with knotted whips?
And mait thele fniling roles entertain
The blows of fcorn, and flurts of bale dildain 2

6

Ah ! mnft thele dainty little {prings that twine
So faft about thy neck, be piercd and torn |
With ragged nails.? and muil thefe brows refign '
Their crown of glory for 2 crown of thorn 2 |
Ah! muit the blefled infant raite the pain !
OF death’s injurious pangs 3 nay, worle, bz {laia 2 !
:
|

7

Sweet babe | at what dear rates do wretched [
Commira fin! Lord, ev’ry {in’s a dart ; w
And evry wrelpals lets a javlin fly 3
And ev’ry jav'lin wounds thy bleeding heart ¢
Pardon, (weet babe, what I have done amifs
And feal that granted pardon with a kifs,

St BONA"
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S. BONAVENT. Soliloqu, cap. 1.

O fweet Fefur, T knew siot that thy kiffes were fo fweet, 1oy
thy fociety [o deletable, noy ¢hy atiialtion fo virtuons : for.
when I love thse, Tam clean 3 when I touch thee, 1 an
chaft 5 whon I yeceive thee, I am a virgin: O moft fweet
Fefu, thy embraces defile not, Fut cleanfe 5 thy attyadion
jolluteth noz, Fut fan&ifierh : O Jefu, the fountain of uni-
verfal fweetnefs, pavdon me that Thelicved fo late, ilat fo

wmiuch fweetnefs is in thy ombraces.

ER1C.o
My burthen's greateft : Iet not 4¢fas boafl 3
Linpartial reader, judge whick bears the mofl 3
He bears but heav’n, my folded arms fuflain
¥ 319 S 3 v
Heav'n'’s maker, whom heav'n’s heav’n cannot contain.
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CANTICLES 3 R

In wy bed by night F fought bim that my
foul loveth 3 I fought bimy but I found
bin nots

HE learned Cyrick having loft the way
To honeft men, did ia the height of day,

By taper: light divide his {leps about
The peapled flreetsto find this daipty out 3
But fail’d ; the Gnick fearch’d not where he ought 3
Fhe thing ke fovght for, Was st whese he foughts
The wile men's task feem’d harder to be dong,
The wife men did by flar-light (eck the fun,
And found : the wile men fearch’d it where they ought s
The thing they hop'd to find was where they Toughts
One fecks his wifhes where he fhould 3 but then
Perchance he feeks not as he fhould, nor when,
Another fearchies when he fhould 3 butthere
He fails 3 not fecking as he fhould, nox where,
W hofe foul defires the good it wants, and would
Obtain, mulifeek where, as, and when Le fhoulds
How often have my wild affections Jed
My walted loul to this my widow’d bed,
To {eck my laver, whom my foul defires 2
(1 fpeak aot, Cupid, of thy wanton fires: - ;
“Thy fires are all but dying lparks to mine 3
My flames are full of heav'n, and all diviiie)
How often have I foughe this bed by ¥ght,
To find that greater by this fefler light 2

How
i
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How oft bave my unwitnels’d groans lamented

Thy deareil ablence | ah | how often vented

The bitter tempetls of defpairing breath,

And toll my foul upon the waves of death !

How often has my melting heart made choice

OF filent téars (rears londer than a vaice)

To plead my grief, and woo thy ablent ear !

And yer thou wilt not come, thou wilt not hear, »
© is thy wonted love became fo cold ¢

Or do mine eyes not feek thee whers they fhould ?
Wiy do I feek thee, if thou art not here ?

Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry where 2

I fee my errour, *tis nor flrange I could not

Find out my love : I foughe him where I fhould not.
Thou art not found in downy beds of eafe s

Alas ! thy mufick frikes on harder keys :

Nor art thou found by that falfe feeble light

Of nature’s candle 5 our Egypeian night

Is more than common darknels 3 nor can we

Expect a morning but what breaks from thee,

Well may my empty bed bewail thy lofs,

‘Wiien thou art lodg'd upon thy thameful crofs :

If thou refufe to fhare a bed with me,

We'll never parr, I'll fhare a crofs with thee,

ANSEL M.
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ANSELM, in, Protoleg. 1.

Lord, if thou avi mot prefent, wheve fhall T feck thee ab-
fent ? if evers where, why do I not fee shee prefent 2 thom
dwelleft in light inaccefitle 5 and wheve 35 that inacecfible
Light ¢ or how fhall I have aceefs to light inaccefible ? [ he-
Seech thee, Lovd, teach me to [eck thee, and few ely felf to
the feekers becaufe Iean neither [sek thee, unlefi tlhou reach
e 5 nor find thee, unlefs thow fhaw ily felf o me : let me
Seck thee in defiving thee, and defive thee in feeking thee : led
we find thee in loving thee, and love thee in finding theed

EPIG. io-
Where fhould thdu feek for reft, but in thy bed 7
But now thy refl is gone, thy refl is fled »
"Tis vain to feek him there : my foul, be wife 3
Go ask thy fins, they’ll tell thee wheye hio lies,
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XL

CANTICLES 3.2

A will rife, and ga about the city, and wiil

Seek bim that my foul loveth : I fought
him, bpt I found him not.

h 4

. O How my difappointed foul’s perplext ! (breafl!

How eltlels thoughts Dwarm in wy troubled
How vainly pleas’d wirh hopes, then crofly vext
With fears! and how betwigt them both diftreft!
What place is left unranfack’d 7 oh! where next
Stiall T go leek the author of my relt #
Of what blels’d angel fhail my lips enquite
The undifcover'd way to that entire
And everlaiting {olace of my heart’s defire £

2

Look hiow the firicken hart that wounded flies
OQ’er hills and dales, and [eeks the lover grounds
‘or running itreame, the whillt his weeping eyes
Beg filent merey from the foll’wing hounds g
At leagth, embolt, he droops, drops down, and lics
Beneath the burchen of his bleeding wounds 3
Ev'n lo my galping foul, diffolv’d in tears,
Lioth fearch for thee,my God, whefe deafen’d ears,
Leave me the unranfom’d pris’ner to my panick fears.

YWhere
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3 ?

Where have my bufy eyes not pry’d 7 O where,
Of whom hath not my thred- base tongue demanded ?
I fearch’d this glorious city 5 he's not here:
I foughe the Country ; fhe ftands empty-handed 3
1 (earch’d thecowsr 3 he isa {tranger there s
I ask’d the land ; be's fhip'd: thelea ; he’s landed:
1 climb the air, my thougtits began t’aipire ;
Bur 2h ! the wings of my too bold defire,
Soaring too near the Sun, were {indg’d with [acred fre,

4

1 mov’d the merchant’s ear, alas! but he
Knew neither what I faid, par what to fay ¢
I ask’dthe lawyer, he demands a fee,
Andthen demurs me with a vain delay :
1 ask’d the {choolman, his advice was fice,
‘Bur [cor'd me out to intricate a way :
[ ask’d the watch wan {(beil of all the four)
Whole gentle anlwer could relolve no more,
But that he'lately left him at the temple-door,

5

Thus having fought, and made my great inqueft
In ev'ry place, and fearch’d in ev'ry ear: ‘
I threw me on my bed 3 but ah ! my refl ,
Was poifon'd with th’ extreams of giicf and fear
Where looking downinto my woubled breaft, .
_The magazine of wounds, I found him there : |
Letothers hunt, and fhew their lportfol arr;
1 wifh to carch the hare befora fhe flare,
As poachersule to do; heav'n’s form’s 2 tioubledheart.

S. AMBROS:
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| 5. AMBROS. -lib. 3. de Virg,

it i3 mot in the market, wor in the freets o for CI

in the maiker are flvifes » Chyift is quftice, in th
Chrid is a labourer, in the market
havity arket s flander . Chri
s and—Lernruvt dherefove foek

o T,
ning

S. HIER O M. Eer, 9. Ep. 22-ad Eullach.

E

vty Joit thy love 2 will neicher bed nor board

Ie ceive him ? not by tears to be implor'd ¢
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=4y 1 fear, my fond, ’tis thou ait loft,

wal

B

1E. 1%
oy 1\ s
Wi




232

Emliems. Book 4

XIL

S v fim r‘w m mySoude bm:ﬁ;rﬁrubur
1o 21 pofjed from them buz I found hém
e e bt T t-o




Book 4. Eniblemss 233
XIIL,
CANTICLES 3. 3,4.

&ave you [een bim whom my foul loverh 8
When I bad paft a little from them, thew
I found himy Itook hold on bim, and left

bim wnot.

I
Hat fecret cornier ? what unwonted way ;
Has feap’d theranlack of my rambling thought 2
The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day,
Have never féarch’d thofe places 1 have lought.
W hilit they lamented, ablence raught my breafk
The ready réad to grief, without requelt ;
I'iy day had neither comiort, nor my night had refis

Ya z
Sow hath miy unregarded language vented

The fad rautologies of lavith paffion !
| 0w often bave I fanguifh’d unlamented !

How oft have I complain’d, withont compaffion ¥

1 ask’d the city- wateil, bur fome deny'd me (mz3

'« Thecommon itreetr, whilil ethers would milguide
“Ome would debarme; [ome divert me ; {ome deride mey

5
!'!a:k how the widow’d turtle, having lolt
The fairhfisl parcnerof her loyal hears,
tetches her feeble wings from coaft to coaft,
unts evry path ; thinks ev’ry fhade doth part
Her abfenr love and herj at length, unfped,
She re-berakes her to her lonely bed,
*d there bewails her everlafting widow-head,
; L2 R S e,
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So when my foul had progreit ev’ry place,
That love and dear affection could contrive,
1 threw me on my couch, refolv’d t'embrace
A death for him in whom T ceas’d to live 3
But there injurious Hymen did prefent
His landskip joys 3 my pickled eyes did vent
Full freams of briny tears, tears never 10 be [pents

5
Whilit thus my forrow-waiting foul was feeding
Upon the rad’cal bumour of her thought,
Ev’n whilfl mine-eyes were blind, & heart was bl eeding
‘He that was fought unfound, was found, un{ought o
As if the fun fhould dart his orb of light
Into the fecrets of the black-brow’d night
Ev'n lo appear'd my love, my fole, my foul’s, deljghts

6

O how mine eyes, now ravifh'd at the fight
Of my bright fun, fhot flames of equal fire !
Ah! how my foul diffolvid with o'er delighs,
To re-enjoy the crown of chait defire !
Hew lov'reign joy depas’d and dilpofielt
Rebellious gricf ! and how my ravith’d breafl —~
But who can exprels thole heights, that cannot be ¥
(pueil :
. 7
O how thele arme, thefe greedy ams did twine,
And flrongly twifl about his yielding waifl !
e lappy branches of the The/pian vine,
“Neer cling’d thiir lefs beloved elm fofail |
Puall ot thy flames,blind boy, thy feather’d fhot ?
L A men’s ealy Mnarls be quite forgot ;
Tiue cannot quench our fires, nor deash diffolve ot

o .ORIG’
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O'R 1G. Hom. to.in diverl,

Iy Lord, and [weetefl mafier, Tow gGOJJ?f thom
.’a‘!ﬂg.,fzzw*!](/r ’Iu,ﬂU’,]' ble [vivit ! O how—
ave they t] -Tr{au\. theewith a fimpie hec 3.' Lem."n,

! )uﬁ in thee | 1t is @ modl cevrain truth, that thew
"‘ all that louve .’rli’l. nd nevet fﬂ)ﬁlk"' thofe that ‘lz{&
furr f fmd thy dove finply foughs thee, and un=
dly found thee: [be trufled in thee, ane '»’mw for fnc
By “but bach D"’..flnxtd more !: 2l €y than .lu\.. :&lcut.nﬁ—
from thee.

I
GO b

EE DA in cap. 3. Cant.

The longer I was in finding whom I [fouglt, she mors
earuefly I held him being found,

EPIG. 1z
What ? found him out 2 let ftrong embraces bind himy 5=
le’ll fly perchance, where tears can never find hima
New fins will lofe, what old repentance gains
/ildom not only get. buri:’ot retains,
3
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It s gead for me to dram searete the
Lﬂr’dl'/mhf'uf wy trufE ;:Ju}».. God.
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XIII.
PSALM 73. 28.

¥/ is good for me to draw near to God, I have
| - put wy truft in the Lord God.
w;'nm is thatgood, which wile-men pleafe to call

I '¥ Thechiefelt ? doth there any {uch befal
Within man's reach ? or is there fuch a good at all?

If fuch there be, it neither muft expire, =
Nor change 3 than which there can be nothing high’rz -
_ Such good muft be the utter point of maan's defire,

It is the mark, to which all hearts muft tend 5
Can be defired for no other end,
Than for it felf, on which all other goods depend.

! What may this excellent be ? doth it fubfitt
| o A real effence clouded in the mift
OF curious art, or clear to ev'ry eye that lift 2 -

Or is’t a tart idea, to procure
L‘A” edge, and keep the practick foul in ure,
ike that dear chymick duft, or puzzling quadrature 2 °
¥ 3 9L F i

Where fhall T feck this good ? where fhall I find
This cath’lick pleafure, whofe extreams may bind
My thoughts 2 and fill the gulf of my infatiate mind 2

Lies it in treafure ? in full heaps uatold ?
Dothgouty Manmion’s griping hand infold
This facred {aint in facred fhrines of fov’seign gold ?

La No,
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No. no, fhe lies not there 3 ‘.r"f..EiJh often fours
In keeping 3 makes us 'ners, in feeming ours 3
ohe {lides from heav’n indeed,but not in Danae’s thow'rs

Lives fhe in honour ¢ no. The toyal crown
_Builds up a creature; and then batiers cown:
:s raile thee ‘.‘s’)\..‘. a {mile, & raze thee with a frown,

i Pleafure bt'g;m in rage 3
s part on earth’s uncertain flage ;

Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age.

Thefe, thele are baitard goo ds: the beft of thele
Torment the foul ;1'} Pnt. ing it s and pIu"’
Like watersgulp’d in fevers, with deceitful eale,

Earth’s flatt’ring dainties are but fweet diftrefless
NMole hills perform the mountzins fhe profelies,
A%as | can earth confer more good than earth pofit Tes?

fount, wount, my foul, and let my thouglits cafhiet
arth’s vain del 1;;!3{# and make thy full career
heav'n’s eternal joys ; flop, flop, thy courler theres
There fhall thy foul poflefs uncareful treafure,
There thalt thou [wim in never-fading pleafure 2
And blaze in honour farabove the frownsof Cafar,

I
j O
t

A

X.ord, if my hope dare Jet her anchor fall
On thee, the chiefell good, no need tocall
Forearth's inferiour trath 5 thou, thou art all in all,

5. AUGUSTh
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S. AUGUST. Sclilogu. cap. 13.

I follow this thing, I turfue that, but I am filled wich
fothing, But when I faund- thee, who art that immutable,
Yadivided, and vuly good in iy felf, what I cbtained, I
Wanced not 3 for what I obsained wnot, I gricved mot 5 with

what I was polfeft, my whole defire was fatisfed. |
8. BERN, Seér. 9. fup. Beati qui habent, &e. = }

Let others precend merit 5 et Lim Drag of the burthesn o [0

of the day 3 let Dim boaft of bis fabkath fafts, and let bim it
&lory that be 15 nor as other men : but for me, it is goaod to l

| eleave unto the Lord, aud to put my tyuft in my Lord God, il l

.T‘

E P Gerrs;
Let Boveas’ blafls, and Noptung’s waves be join’d,
Ay #Holus commands the waves, the wind :
3T not the 1ocks or world’s imperious waves 3
hou climb'(t a rock, my fonl, a rock that [aves. |
“n gy \
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‘ XIV.

CANTICLES 2. 3.

I fat under bis (badow with great delight, and
his fruit was fweet tomy tafte,

I

* Qok how the fheep, whaole rambling fleps do firay
{_ Fiom the fafe blefling of her fhepherd’s eyes,
ft-[oon becomes the unprotected prey
To the wing®d fquadron of beleay’ring flies 3
Where fweltesd with the fcoreking beams of day,
She frisks from bufh to brake, and wildly fliesaway
From her own [elf, ev’n of her felf afraid ;
She fhrouds her troubled brows in ev’ry glade,
Ang craves the mercy of the foft removing thads.

2
Evn fo my wandering foul, that hath digreft
l- From her great fhepherd, is the hourly prey
f all myfins; thele vultures in my brealt
Gripe my Promethean hieart 5 both night and day
hunt from place to place, but find no refi;
1 know not where to go, nor where to ilay
The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade
My Cwelt>ring loul : my Toul hath oft affayd, °
Vet fhe gan find no fhroud, yet can fhe fecl no thade?

|
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3

1 fought the fhades of mirth, to wear away
My {flow-pac’d hours of foul-confuming grief 5 |
I feaich’d the fhades of fleep, to eale my day
Of griping forrows with a night’s reprieve,
% fought the fhades of death § thought there t'allay w
My final torment’s with afull reliet:
Bur mirth, nor fleep, nor death, can hide my hours
In the Falle fhades of their deczitful bow’ss §
The firft difisadts, the nexc difturbs, the lafl devours.

4

Where fhall'l turn 7 to-whom fhatl Tapply me?
Are there no flreams where a faint foul may wade
Thy God-head, Jefus; are the flames that fry me ;.
Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'era fhade,
Where I ipay frc and vengeance never eye me,
Where I might fir refiefh’d or unafraid #
Is there no comfort ? is there no refection ?-
y Ts there no cover that will give protection
> a. fainting foul, the fubject of thy wrath’s refle®ion ? l

2

; |

RLook up, my foul; advance the lowly Rature
Qf thy {ad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye::
See, here’s a fhadow found : the humane pature.
Is made the umbrella to the Deity,
To catch the fun-beams of thy juil creator .
Beneath this covert thoumay’il fafely lie:
Fermit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree;.
As quick Zachews did, and thou fhalt [ee
A glowl of dying fieh beswist tholg: beams and thee..

GULL.
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G U 1L, in capz. Cant.

Who cann endure the fierce vays of the fun of jufiice? wlo
all not be confumed by bis beams ; therefore the fun of
Juftice took flefl; that, throngh #he conjunttion of thar fun
iy, a fhadow may be wade,

and this bumane bod

S. AUGUST. Med, cap. 37.

Lovd, let my foul flee from the feorcling thoughts of the
woild, under the covers of thy wings, that being vefrefhed by
the moderation of thy fhadow, fle may fng merrily, Inpeace
will I lay me down and veffs

ERPIG. 14
Bh? treachrous foul, wonld not thy plealures give
That Lord, which made the living, leave tolive?
See what thy fins have done : thy fins have made
The [un of glory now become thy fhade.
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XV.-

PSALM 137. 4.

How fhall we fing the fong of the Lord ir &
Jtrange land 2

Rge meno more : this airy mirth belongs

To better times : thele times are not for fongs,
The fprightly twang of the melodious lute
Agrees not with my veice @ and both unfuit
My untun’d fortunes : the aff-éted mealure
Of {ftrains that are conltrain’d, afford no pleafure,
Mulfick’s the child of mirth; where griefs aflai]
The trcubled foul, both voice and fingers fail
Let fuch asrevel out their lavifh days,
In honourable rior 4 that can raife
Dejetted hiearts, and conjuse up a [p'it
OFf madnefs by the magick of delight 3
Let thofe of Cuprd’s holpital, that lie
Lmpatient patients to a lmiling eye,
That canuat vefl, until vain hope beguile
Their flatter’d torment with a wanton lmile:
Let luch redeem their peace, and falve the wrongs
Of froward fortune with their frolick fongs:
My gdief, my grief’s too great for (miling eyes
To cure, or counter cliarms to cxorcile,
The raven’s difmal croaks, the midnight howls
Of empty wolves mixt with the {ereech of awls,
The nine {ad knolls of 2 duil pafling bell,
With the loud language of a nightly knell

And
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And horrid out-cries of revenged crimes,
Join'd in a medley’s mufick for thefe times ;
Thele are no times to rouch the merry ftring
OF Orpbews 5 no, thele are no times to fing.

Can hide bound pris'ners, that have fpent their fouls,

And famifh’d bedies in the noilome holes

OF hell-black dungeons, apt their rougher thoughts,

Grown hoarle with begging alms, to warble notes 2
Can the-fad pilgrim, that hdth loft his way-

In the vafidefart 3 there condemn’d a prey

To the wild fubjet, or his favage king,

Rouze up his pally-[mitten fp'rirs, and fing 2
CanI a pilgrim, and a prisner too,

Alas'! where Lam neither known, nor know
Ought but my torments, an unranlom'd Nranger
In this flrange climate, ina land of danger ¢

O, can my voice be plealant, or aw hand,

Thus made a pris'ner 1o a foreign Jand ?

How can my mufiek relifh in your ears,

T'hat cannot fpeak for fobs, nor fing for tears 2
Ahl if my voice could, Ospheus-like; unlpel

My poor Eurydice, my loul, from hell

OF earth’s wifconfire’d heav’n, O, then my breaft
Should warble airs, whole rhaplodies thould: feaft
‘The ears of leraphims, and enterrain

Heav'n’s higheft Deity with their lofty (train 3

A ilrain well diench’d in the true Thefpion well,
Jill then, carth’s lemiquaver, mirgh, farewel.

Emblems., Book:- 4.

5 AUGUST
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S. AUG U ST, Med. cap. 334

O infinitely bappy ave thofe beavenly virtuesmhich ave able
thee in /Cfn.'(f\ anid fmziy w v’fu cefive [wectnefs,
unuttorable exaltation ! from & 2y ,r:-m'n"e thee,
fwn whence thay vejoice, Enmz.}: .ff*:v continns Iy [ee fw
what they vepoice, ,’m what they praife Cthee > buk we, prefs'd
down with thi *=;;1!!>-74 of fir ﬁ’ f,n vemoved from ohy coun~
tenance i this pzl 11)?..65. “and Elown up wrrb wordly vani-
tigs, cannot worclily praife thee : we p«m[c thee by [faith g
nat face to face s but ihofe angelical fpirits praife s..rr_fﬂw
20 face, and wot by faith.

E PTG, s
Did T refule to fing ? faid I, thele tTmes
Were not for fongs 2 nor mufick for thefe climes 2
I was m‘.' errour 1 are not groan\' alld tears
Harmonious* Febtures in the Almighty’s ears ¢
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FIETH BOOK.
L

CANTICLES. ;5. 8.

I charge youy O daughters of Ferufalem, if
you ,%mf my beloved, that you tell bim that

I am fick of love.

I

YOU holy virgins, that fo oft furround
The city’s fappire walls, whole fnowy feer
Mealure the pearly paths of facied ground,

And trace the new Ferufalem's jalper fireet 3
Ah | you whaofe care forlaken hearts are crown’d

With your hieil wifhesy that enjoy the fweet
Of all your hopes 5 i eer you chance to {py
My ablent love, O tell him that I lie (eye,
Deep. wounded with the flames that furnac’d from his

2

I charee you, virging, as youhope to hear
The heav’nly mufick of your lover’s voice 3.
- you by the folewn faith you bear
To pligfited vows, and to thac loyal choice
OF your affettions, or, if ought more dear
You hold 3 by Hymen, by your marriage joys,
1 charge you tell him, thara flaming dart,
Shot fiom his eye, hath pierc’d my bleeding heart,
And 1am {ick of love, and languifh in mwy [mart e
&
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3

Tell him, O tell him, how my panting Breal¥
Is feorch’d with flames, and how my foul is pind 3
Tell him, O tell him, how 1 lie oppreit
With the full torments of a troubled mind 5
O tell bim, tell him, that he loves in jelt,
But [ in earneft 5 tell him he’s unkind :
But if a difcontented frown appears
Upon his angry brow, accoft his ears
With foft and fewer words, and act the rell in tears,

¢

4

O tell him, that his cruelties deprive
My foul of peace, while peace in vain fhe feeks 3
Tell him, thofe damask rofes that did firive
With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks ;
Tell him, no token.desh proclaim I live,
But tears, and fighs, and fobs, and mdden fhrieks
Thus if your piercing words fhould chance to bore
His heark’ning ear, and move a figh, give oler
To fpeak 5 and tell him, teil him that I could no more.

5

If your elegious breath fhould hap to rouze
A happy rear, clofe harb'ring in his eye,
Then urge his plighted faith, the facred vows,
Which neither I can break, nor he deny
Bewail the torment of his loyal (poulk,
That far his fake would make a fport to die ¢
O blefled virging, how my pailion tires
Bepeath the busghen of her fond defires !
Heav'nuever fhot fuch flames,earth never felt fuch fires !

S.AUGTUST:
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5. AUGUST. Med. cap. 40.

What fhall I fay 2 what fhall Tdo 2 whither foall T go'®
where fhall T feek bim 2 or when fball T find lim ¢ jwleons
Joall 1 ask ? who will zell my beloved that T am fick of loved

GULIEL. in cap. 5. Cant,

I live, Put not 1: it icmy beloved that Tiveth imae ; T
dove my Jelf, mot wich my own lace, but with the love of
iy beloved what loveth me & T love mot my felf in my felf,
dut my felf n him, end bintin we,

EPIG. 1.
Brieve not, tay foul, nor ler thy love wax faint 2
Weep'fl thou to lofe the caufe of thy complaint ?
He'l| come 5 love ne’er was bound to times not Jaws?
Till then thy tears zomplain without 4 caufe.
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I1.
CANTICLES 2 s.

Stay me with flowers, and comfort «me with
apples, for I am fick of love.

I

Tyrant love! how doth thy fov’reign pow’s
Subject poor fouls to thy imperious thrall |
They fay, thycup’s compos'd of fweet and four ;
They lay, thy diet’s honey mixt with gall ;
ow comes it then to pals, thefe lips of ours
Still trade in birter; talleno (weecat all 2
O tyraot love ! fhall our perpetual toil
Ne'er find a fabbath to refreth a while
Qur drooping fouls ? are thou all frowns,& ne'er a fmile ?

z

You bleffed maids of honour, that frequent
The royal courts of our renown’d Jehove,
ith flow'rs reflore my fpirits faint and (pent ;
O ferch me apples from love's fruitful grove,
o cool my palate, and renew my fcent,
For Iam fick, for Iam fick of love:
Thefe will revive my dry, my wafled pow'ss,
And they will fweeten my unfaviy hours 5
Refrefh me then with fruit,and comfort me with flow’ss.

0
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© bring me apples to affwage that fire, :
Wiich, Ama-like, inflames my flaming breaft 3 |
Nor is it ev’ry appie 1defire,
MNor that ahichi pleales ev’ry palate befl:
>Tis not the lating devzan Liequire,
Nor yet the red-cheek'd queening I requedl
Nor that which firft befhrew’d the name of wife,
Nor that whole beauty caus'd the golden fliife
No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life, :

-~ Y

-

4 ¥

Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye
With-the fair wealth of Flora’s magazine;
The purple viclet, and the pale-fac’d Jiliy=
The pancy aud the organ colombine 3
The flow’ring thyme, the gilt bowl daffadily-5
The lowly pink, thz lotty eglantine :
The blulbing rofe, the queen of flower’s, and beft
OF Flora's beauty 5 but above the reit,
Let Feffe’s lovereign flow’s perfume my qualmiog breafte

3

Haile, ‘wirgins, hafle, for I lie weak, and faint
Beneath the pangs of love ; why ftand ‘ye mute,
As if you's filence neither car’d to grant,
Nor yet your language to deny my [uir ¢
No key can lock the door of my complaint,
Until L fmell this flow’r, or tafle thac fruit. ,
Go, virgins, leek this tree, and fearch-that bow’r 3
O, how my foul fhal) blefs that’happy hour,
FThat brings to me fuch fuit, that biings me fuch 2
(How’r?

GISTEDN:

PP T  4
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G ISTEN. in cap. 2. Cant. Expol. 3.

I O happy ficknefs, where the infirmity is not to deathbut s
ife, shat God may be glovified by ir! O happy fever, that pro-
“cdeth mot from a confiming, but d caleining fire ! O happy
Gftemper, wherein the foul velifheth no earehly thin, s, bt
Uy favoureth divine nourifiment !

S. BE R N. Serm. 51. in Cant.

By fowers, underfland faith 3 by fruiz, good warks & Asthe
ey or bloffom is before the fiuit, fo 35 faieh before good
Pks ;[0 wetther s the [ruit without the flower, ner good
orks without faith,

W EPIG. &
-;* Ty apples, Qiny foul ? can they removeé
& pains of grief, or eafe the flames of love ¢
- Was that fruit which gave the firit cffenze 5
%t fent him hicher ; tha'rViremov’d him hence.
-
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Tt
CANTICLES 2. 16.

My beloved is miney and I am bis 3 be feed-
eth among the lillies.

L

V’n like two little Dank-dividing brooks,

That wafh the pebbles with their wanton fireams,
fd having rang’d and fearch’d a thouland nooks,
Meet bothat length in ilver-breafled Thames,
Where in a greater current they conjoin ;

Yo my beft beloved’s am ; o he is mine.

=

(7

z

&y fo we met ; and after long purfuit,
\‘E\:‘n lo we joind, we buth became entire
10 need far either rorenew a fuit,

‘or [ was flax, and he was flames of fire.
8 Our fixm united fouls did more than twing §
91 my beft belovedsam 3 {o he 1s mine.

3

l all thofe glitt’ing monarchs that command

Sh,rhe fervile quarters of this earthly ball,
ould tender, in exchange, their fhares of land,

would not change my fortunes for them all

) Their wealth is bur a counter to my coin
® world's but theirs 5 but my beloved’s mine,

}‘1 2 1:7 ya
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4

Nay, more 3 if the fair Tlefpian ladies all
Should heap together their diviver trealure,
That treafure fhould be deem’d a price too [mall
To buy a minute’s leale of half my pleafure 5
*T'is not the {acred wealth of all the nine
Can buy my Leart from him, or his from being mines

5

|
|
!
Nor time, nor place, nor chance, nor death can bow '
My leait defires unto the leaft remove ;
He's firmly mine by eath ; 1 his by vow 3
He’s.mine by faith 3 and I am his by love 3
He's.mine by water 3 Lam his by wine 3
Thus I my beil beloved's am 3 thus heis mine,
!

6

He is minealtar 3 I, his holy place s
I am his gueit ; and hemy living food § l
1'm lrdis by penitence 3 he mine by grace ;
I'm his by purchale 5 he is mine by blocd 5
He's my. fupporting ¢im : and I his vive:
Thus 1 my befl beloved’sam.; thus he is mine. ‘

7

He gives me wealth, Igive him allmy vows:
1 give him fongs 3 he gives we length of days:
With wreath’s of grace hecrowns my conqu’ring brows*
And | his temples with acrown of praile,
Which he accepts 3 an everlafling fign,
That I my beft beloved’s am ; that he is mine.

-

S.AUGUST
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8. AUG UST. Manu. cap.24.
O iy foul, flampt with the image of thyGod, lote Nim of
Wom thow art fo much beloved ¢ bend to bim that boweihto
thee, feck him that feckerh thee : lowe the lover, by whafe
| love thon art prevented, begin the caufe of thy loge @ ke cave-
ful with thofe that ave careful, want with thofe that want §
[ be olean with the ¢lean, and boly with the boly = choofe ihis
fiiend above all friends, who when all ave raken away, ve-
maineth only faithful rothee: in the day of thy burial, when,
alf Jeave thee, be will not deceive thee, butdefend thee fron
| the roaring lions preparved for theiv preja

: EPIG. 3.
| Sing, Hymen, to my foul: what, Joft and found?
" Welcom’d, efpous'd, enjoy’d fo foon and crown'd ¢
| He did but climb the crofs, and then came down
{ Tothy’ gates of hell triuimpil'd, and ferch’d a crown.
M3
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| 1.

|  CANTICLES 7&10.

| 2w my beloved'sy and his defire is rowards
e,

! - - i

" Tke to the arftick needle, that doth guide
The wand'ring fhade by his magnatick pow’s,
Auk leaves his fiiken gnomon to decide
, F"I‘he queflion of the controverted hour,
irfl franticks up and down from fide to fide,
| And reftlefs beats his cryftal’d ivry cale,
‘With vain impatience jets from place to place,.
| &nd feeks the bofom of his frozen bride,
b At length he flacks bis motion, and doth reft
is trembling point at his bright pole’s beloved breafts,

2

By (o my foul, being hurried here and there,
By ev’ry object thar prefents delighr,
Pain would be fertled, byt the knows not where 3.
She likes at morning what fhe loaths at night :
| e bows to honour 3 then fhe lends an eas,
| To thar Lweet fwan-like voice of dying pleafure; .
l . Then tumbles in the fcattei”d heaps of treafure 3
Now flatterrd with falle hope ; now foil'd with fear
Tiius finding all the world's delight to be
Sut empty toys, good God, fhe points alone to thee,

| . = Bt
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3
Eut hath the virtued {leel a pawer to move ?
* Or can the uotouch’d needle point aright ?
Or can my waod’riag thoughts forbear 10 1ove,
Unguided by the wirtue of thy [p'ric ¢

O hath my leaden foul the art o improve

Her walled ralent, and, unrais'd, alpire

In this fad moulting time of her defire?
Not firit beloy'd have 1the power to Jove

I cannot flir, but asthon pleale to move me,
Ior can my heart return thee love, until theu luve mes

The flill commandrels of the filent night
Boriows her beams from her bright brother’s Eye 3
His fair afpet fills her fharp horns with light,
If he withdraw, her flames aje quench’d and die :
Ev'n [o the beams of thy enlight’ning {p'rir,.
Intus’d and fhot into my dark defire,
Iunflame my thoughts, and fill my loul with fire,
That I am ravifh’d with a new delighr g
Euz if thou fhroud thy face, my glory fades,
Aud I temain a nothing, all compos’d of fhadese

5
Eternal Ged ! O thou that only art
The facred fountain of eternal Iight,
And blefled load-flone of my better part,,
O thou, my heart’s defire, my foul’s delight !
Reflet vpon my loul, and touch my heart,
Aund then my heart fhall prize nogood above thee 5
And then my foul fhall know thee 3 knowing, love
And rhenmy trembiing thovghts fhall rever flare (thee;
From thy commands, or {werve the leafl degiee,
Or once prelumé to move, but as they move in thee.

S. AUGUST:
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S. AUG UST., Med, cap. 10.

I man can love man with [o entive affeltion, that ihe
One can [carce brook the other’s abfence 5 if abrids can'be
Joined to her bride-groom with fo great an avdency of mind,
that for the extremity of love fbe can enjoynoreft, mor fuffer
bis abfence without great angiety, with what affection, with
what fervency owght the foul whom thou haft efpoufed by faith
and con?zpsﬁian, to love thee her trise'God, and glariows bytdev
8100

EPIG, 4.
My foul, thy Iove is dear : ’twas thought a good
nd gafie pen’worth of thy faviour’s blood :
Ut be ot proud : all matters 1ightly feann’d,?
Was gyer-bought : “twas fold at fecond hand.
M s
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V.
CANTICLES 3. 6.

My foul melted whilft my beloved [pake.

ORD, has the feeble voice of flefh and blood
| The pow’s to work thiine ears info a fiood *
[ Uf wielted mercy? or the {trength ¢ unlock
ll_le gatesof heav’n, and to dillolve a rock
f marble ¢louds into a morning fhow’r ¢
Or hath the breach of whining duft the powr
[0 fiop or (natch a falling thunder-bolt
I"fom thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt
tom relolute canfufion, and inftead
f vials, pour full bleflings on our head ?
| Vr fhall the wanes of famiftizd ravens cry,
nd move thy mercy to a quick fupply
t fhall the filent fuits of drooping flow™rs,
| Wog thee for drops, and be tefrefiid with fhowrs ?
| las ! what marvel then, graat God, what wonder,
.rfl thy hell-roufing vaice, thit (plits in funder
oy brazzn portals of erermal death g
‘ y 1t wonder if that life-refioring breath
l Which dragg’d me Fom th’ inferaal fhades of night, -
fhould mele my raviffed foul with oler-deliphe £
linale but run,
h a glorious fun €
ng Arrow,

2
Vit Fecel the warmeh of
“Ethinks his language, like a fan
uth pierce my bones,and meles chelr wounded marrow.

Thy

T Can my frozen gurrers ¢l
i




266 Emblems. Book s-

Thy flames, O Cupid, (though the joyful heart
Fecls neither tang of grief, nor fears the fmart
Of jealous doubrs, but drunk wich full deflires)
Are torments, weigh’d with thele celeilial fires 5
Pleafures that ravifh in fo high a meaflure,

That O I languifh in excels of plealure

Wiiat ravifh’d heart that feels thele melting joys,
Would not delpife and loath the treach’rous toys
© OF dupghil carth? what foul would not be proud
OF way-mouth’d feorus, the worit that flefh and hlood
Had rancour to devife ¢ who would not bear
The world’s derifion with a thankful ear ¢
What palate would refule full bowls of Ipight,
To gain 2 minute’s tafte of fuch delight ¢

Greart (pring. of light, in whom there is no fhade,
But what my interpoled fins have made

W hofe marrow-melting fires admic no fcreen

But what my own rebellions put berween

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear 5
Dilperle this plague-diltilling cloud, and clear
My mungy foul into a glorious day ;

Tranfplant this fcreen, remove this bar away 3
Then, then my fluent foul fhall feel the fires

Of thy fweer voice, and my diffolv’d defives
Shall turn 2 fov'reign ballam, 1o make whole
Thole wounds wy lins inflicted on thy foul.
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5. AUGUST. Bolilogu. cap. 34.

What five 2s this that fo warmesh my beare & what Liglht 15
this ¢har fo enlightnethmy foul © O fire, that alwaysburneft,
and never goeft out, kindle me: O.light, which ever fbinefk,
aud me mever darkened illuminate me; O that Ihad my heat
from thee, moft boly five | how fweetly doff thow burn ¥ Fow -
decagtly doft thou finne 2 bow defivedly dost thou inflanse me J

S. BON A VEN T. Stim. amoris-cap. 8.

Tt makerl God man, and man God 5 thingstemporal, eter-
®al 5 wmoreal, immorial 5 1t maketh an enemy, a fitend 5 a
levvant, a fon 5 vile things, glovious 5 cold hearts, fery 3
and hard thingsy liquid, :

EPIG. 5.
My foul, thy gold is tiue, but full of drofs 3
hy faviour’s breath refines thee with fome lofs 2
is gentle furnace makes thee pure as true 5
hou muft be melted ere th’art call a-new.
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VI

PSALM 33: a3

Whom have I in beaven but thee s and whaz
defire I on earth in refpelt of thee >

I

Love (and have fome caule to love) the earth =
She is my makei’s creature ; therefore good 3
She is my mother, for the gave me birth
- She is my tender nurfey fhe gives me food:
Bur what’s a creature, Lord, compar’d with thee ?
Or what’s my mother, or my nurle to me 2

2

1 love the air, her dainty fweets refieth

My drooping foul, and ro new fweets invite me 3

Her fhrill- mouth’d choire [ufiain me with their fleth,

And with their Polyphenian notes delight me 3
But what®s the air, or all the fweets, that{he
Can blefs wy foul withal, conpar’d to thee 2

3

1 love the fea ¢ fhe is my fellow-creature,
My careful purveyor 3 fhe provides me flore 2
She walls me roun: 3 fhe makes my diet greater
She wafis my vealure fiom a foreign fhore :
Bur, Lord of oceans, when compat’d with thes,
‘What 1s the ocean, or her wealth to me?

To




270 Emblews, Book: 5:

4
To heav’ns high city T direét my journey,
Whofe [pangled fuburbs entertain mine eye 3
Mije eye, by contemplation’s great attoiney,
Traafcends the eryflal pavement of the skie:
But what 1 heav’n, great God, compar’d to thee?
Without thy prefence heav’n?s'no heav’n 1o me.
g
Without thy prelence earth gives no refeftion 3
Without thy prefence fea affords no treafure 3
Without thy prefence air’s a rank infe@ion
‘Without thy prefence heav’n it felf®s no plealure 3
If not poilels’d, if not enjoy'd in thee -
‘What's earth, or lea, or air, or heav'n tome 2 :
6

The higheft honours that the world can boaft,
Are [ubjects far 100 low for my defive 3
The brighteflt beams of glory are (at mofl) -
But dying fparkles of thy living fire :
The proudefl flames that earth can kindle, be
But nightly gloe-woims if compar'd to thee.
g -
Without thy prefence, wealth are bags of caresj .
Wildom, but folly ; joy, dilquiet, fadnefs:
Friendfhip is treafon,. and delights are [nares;
Pleafure’s but pain, and mirth.but pleafing madnels:=
Without thee, Lord, things be not what they be,
Nor have their being, when compar’d with thee,

3

Tn having all things, and not thee, what have I'?
Not having thee, what have my labours got 2
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave [ 2
And having thee alone, what have I not?

1 wifh nor fea, nor land 3 nor would I be

Poileit of heav’n, heav’n unpoflelt of thee.

BONA?
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BONAVENT. Solilequ. cap- 7.

Alas ! my God, now I under@and (but Elufb to confeft)
1_;"".1{ the beauty of thy cientures Lath deceived mine eyes, and
L have not obferved that thou art meve aimakle than all the
Sreatures 3 to which thou ball communicarcd butone diop of
thy inefifargble beauty o for who hatl adoined the beavens
wich flays ? who Dath flored the atr with fowl, the Warers
with [, the earth with plawes and fowers £ knut what are
auiys

@ tlefe but a fmall [pask of divine !

S. CHRY. Hom. ¢. in Ep. ad Rom.

In baving notking T have all things, becanfe I have Chriffs
Having tharefore all things in Lim, I feck na other reward §.
$or g 35 the univerfal remards

EPIG. ¢4,

Wha would not throw his better thoughts about hin
And feorn this drofs within him 3 that, without him ?
2{l up, my loul, thy clearereye 3 behold,

I thou pe fully melted, there’s the mould,
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VIL

PSALM 120. 5.

Woe is me, that I remain in Mefbeck, and
dwell in the tents of Kedar !

S pature’s courfe diffolv’d 7 doth time’s glafs ftand ?
Or hath fome frolick heart ferback the hand
b fates perpetual clock ? will’t never ftiike 2
8 crazy tive grown lazy, faint or fick,
ith very age ? or hath that great pair toyal
f adamantine fifiers late made trial
£ fome new trade ? fhall mortal hearts grow old
In furrow 2 fhall my weary arms infold,
And under prop my panting fides for ever
s there no charitable hand will fever
y well fpun thread, that my imprifon’d foul
May be deliver’d from this duil dark hole
Ot Gungeon fleth ¢ O thall T, fhall I uever
& ranlom’d, bot remain a flave for ever ¥
It is the Jor of man but once todie,
ut ere thatdeath, how many deaths bave I ?
hat humane madnels makes the world afraid
© entertain heav'n’s joys, becaule convey'd
¥ th? hand of death? will nakednels refufe
ich change of robes, becaufe the man’s not fpruce,
hat brought them ¢ or will poverty fend back
ull bags of gold, becaufe the bringer’s black ¢
=1fe is a bubble, blown with whining breaths,
HI'd with the torment of a thoufand deaths;

Which




T
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| Which being prick’d by death (while death deprives
One life) prefents the [oul 2 thoufand lives :
| © frantick mortal, how hath earth bawitclid
Thy bedlam foul; which hath fo fondly pitch’d
Upon her falle delights | delights that ceafe
Before enjoyment finds a time 1o pleafes
Mer fickle joys breed daubtful fears 3 her fears
Bring hopetul griefs ; her griefs weep fearful tears:
“Pears coin deceitful hapes 5 hopes careful doubr,
And [wily paffion jullles paflion out :
To day we pamper with a full repaft
Of lavilh mirth, at night we weep as faft :
To night we fwim in wealth, and lend ; to morrow,
We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow.
In whata climate doth my foul refide ?
Where pale- fac’d murther, the firft-born of pride; .
Sets up her kingdom iu the very fmiles,
. And plighted faiths of men like crozodiles :
And land, where each embroider’d [attin word
1s lin’d with frand ;- where Mars his lawlefs [word
Exiles Aflrea’s balance 5 where that hand
Now flays his brother, that new-{ow’d his land § .
O that my days of bondage would expire
In this lewd loil ! Lerd, how my foul's on fire
To be diffolv’d, that I mighrt once obrain
Thofe long’d for joys, long’d for fu oft in vain L .
1F, Mafes like, 1 may not live pofleit i
©f this fair land ; Lord, let me fee’vat leafl, .

8 AUGUST
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S. AUGTIST. Solilogu. cap. 12.

SRR U L e
U e Wb Ehe MAVE RE decreal ety Fiae f:li-l-..l:- 24 .-!{ -c!.."

HJU‘ nearer it ocometh 20 :'r(t!l:. A a'('fﬁf ftn J ind ff.&f a
1'5.1::',»11: fuil of the fnaves of deative uow Iiejuce, qox I
AU zeal snow I floniifh, wnowanfiver now I lrve, and ey e
wie 5 now I feom bappy, always wiferable § uow I Lol
Yow T yweep : Thus all things are fubjed to mutability, thag
"othing continucch an bour in one eftate ;O joy above jay,
xceeiding alljoy, without which there is no joy, when fhall X
Cltey into theeythat Tmay fee my God that dwellethin thee'd

i e
Art thou fo weak ? O canit thou not digeit
0 hour of travel for anight of refl ?
~heags my foul, call home thy fp’rits, and bear
Que bad good-friday, full-mouth’d eafter's near,
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VIIL.

O wptehed Man thae T om who flal
Mw(ﬁf’ me Srom tﬁshx{y_‘ ”,'f: this de otk
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VIIL %

ROM. 7. 24.

O wretched man that I am ! who [hall deliver
me from the body of this death-

Ehold thy darling, which thy lufiful care
: Pampers, for which thy sefilefs thouphts prepare
Such early cares ; for whom thy bubbling brow
S0 often Iweats, -and bankrupt eyes doowe
Stich midnight feores to nature, for whofe fake
Bale earth is fainted, the infernal lake
Untm:hl, the crown of glory poorly rated :
Thy God negletted, and thy brother hated 3
Behold thy darling, whom thy foul affedls
8o dearly 5 whom thy fond indulgence decks
And puppets up in foft, in filken weeds
thyld the darling, whom thy fondnels feeds
With far-fetciid delicates, the dear bought gains
OF ill-ipent time, the price of half my pains:
vohold thy darling, who, when clad by thee,
Yerides thy nakednefs 3 and when moft free,
Toclaims her lover flave 5 and being fed
Mo full, then flrikes the indulgent feeder dead,
\fv'im mean’tt thou thus, my poor deluded foul,
0 love fofondly 2 can the burning tozl
¢ thy affeltion laft without the fuel
OF counter love 5 is thy compeer {o cruel,
Aud thou fo kind to lave, unlov'd again ?
Cantt thou fow favours, and thus reap difdain ?
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AR #iember, O remember thou st born
& OF royal Lilood ; remember thou are fworn
A mid of honour in the court of heav’n
SR emember what a colily piice was giv'n

- To ragiam chre tom flaviy thou wert in :
I And wilt thon now my foul turn flave 22200 ?

The fon and licn to ligav o’ Tii une JEHOVE
Would fain becomea [uitor for thy love,

And offers for thy dow’s his fathe’s t hrone,

T6 fit tor leraphims to gaze vpon g

He'll pivethiee honewr, pleafure, wealih, and things
Tranfiending, tar the majzily of Kings:

And wilt thou Fiollrate o the odious charms

Of tnis bale feullion ? fhall his hollow arms

Hug thy foft fide: ¢ fhall thefe coarfe hands untie

The lacred zone ¢t thy virginity 2

For fhame, degen’rous foul, let thy defire

Be quickned up with 'more heroick (e 2

Be wilely proud, let thy ambitious eye

Read nobler abjelts 3 ler thy thoughts defe

Such am'rous balenels 3 let thy loul dildainy

Th? ignoble proffers of fo bale a {wain;

Or if thy vows be paft, and Hymen’s bands

Have ceremonied your unequal hands, .
Annul, at leaft avoid, thy lawlefs aét {
With infufliciency, or precontract : |
“Or if the alt be good, yer may’(t thou plead '
A [econdfreedom 3 or the flefh is dead.

NAZIANZ
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NAZIANZ, Ot 16.

How T am join’d to this body I know ot 5 which when it
W heclrhful, provoketh me to wat, and being damnzed by
ar, affelleth me with grief 5 which I both love as  fellows
Svant, and bate as an utier enemy s Irisaplea ‘:ra{;{ae,
d g pesfidious friend. O fhange conjundtion ard 3.".-':_ s
biay - shar I fear I embrace, and what 1 love I amafraid
I3 before I make war, I an reconciled 5 lefore I enjay
Bace, I am as vaviance.

& EPic. 8.
E‘hat need that houfe be daub’d with flefh and blood ¢
Q“‘-g_’d round with filks and gold ? repair’d with food 2
E'El tdly fpent | that coft doth but prqlqng

¥ thraldom, Feol, thou mﬁs’ll tly jail too ftrong..
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|
IX

PHILIPPIANS 1. 23

\ Cam in a fraight between twoy having a dpa

| Jfire to be z/{[fb,r’ved, and to be with Chriff,

Aund lavifh out tneir i1l extended hours,
Purchale for us lasge poffefiions bere,
‘ Which (though unpurchas’d ) are teo truly eurs ¢
What méane they, ah | what meant they toendure
Such loads of needlefs labouy, to pricure  (lure

| I
\f‘?!—ht meant our careful parents o to wear,
| T,
G
\

L = :
d nake that thing ourowa, wihichh was our gwi foa
A
W P
hat mean thele ]

& and pofleffive keys ?

What mean thele bsrgains, and thele nesdlefs (iles ?
13t peed thele jealous, thele lufpicious ways

f fawdevis’d, and law difolv?d entails ?

No jeed 1o tweat for gold, wherewith to buy
Ettares of high-priz®d tand 3 no need to tie

b to their heus, were they but cloge’d with earth asl

‘.Ealt

4
;’eﬂz their {ouls but clogg’d with earth as T,
Ibehe}r' would not purchate with fo fale an itchs
1}

o Would not take of alms, what now they buy 3
Oreall bim happy, wiom the world counts rich 3
LAey would nor rake fuch pans, puojeét and prog,
Wh o charge their fhoulders with fo gicata log =
Y hath the greater lands, nath but the greater ciufrj.
Nz
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4
1 cannot do an aft which garth difdains not 5
I cannot think 2 thought which earth corrupts not 3
1 cannot fpeak a word which earth profanesnot 3
{ cannor make a vow earth interrupts 1ot :
it I but offer up an early groan, {(throne, |
Or [pread my wings to heav'n’s long long'd fof
Sha darkeus my complaints,and drags my ofi'ring- dowile

} s
i Ev'n like the hawk, (whole keeper’s wary hands
Have made a pris’ner to her weath'ring ttock)
: Forgerting quite the pow’r of her fail bands,
Makes a rank bate fiom her forfaken block ;
But her too faithful leath doth foon retain
Her broken flight, attempted oft in vaio ;
Tt gives her loins 4 twitcl, 2nd tugsher back again.

6

So, when my {oul direds her better eye

To heav’n's bright palace, where my trealure lies,

1 fpread my willing wings, but cannot £y 5

i Harth halesme down, I cannot, caniot sHe 2

[ W hen § but itrive to mount the leafl degree, |

I Eartin gives ajerk, and foils me on oy Jenes 5 3
Lord, how 1y foul is rackd berwixtehe world and UNE'

- {
Great God, T [pread my feeble wings invain g
In vain 1 offer my extended hands :
1 canper mount 1l thow unlink my chains :
1 cannot come ti}} thou releafe my bands :
W hich if thou pleale to break, and then fupplf
My wings with {pirit, th’ eagle fhall not flie
A pitch thavs Balf fo tair, nor half {o fwifr as L.

S, BONA
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5. BONAVENT: Solilog. eap. ¥,
Al Tweet Fefus, pizree the marrow of my foul with the
ful fhafts of thy tove, abat if may traly buvan and mels
afl with zhe only defive of thee 3 rhat iz may defive
wed, and o bewith thee: Aot i hunger alone for
1d of dife > ler it thinft after thee, the fpring andf
Jountain of etevnal light, the fiream of truepleafwe : let
it always defive thee, [eek thee, and find thee, and [wecrly-

refl in thee.

EPIG. o.
What, will thy fhackles neither loofe nor break &
Are they too ftrong, or is thine arm too weak ¢
Art will prevail where knotty flrength denies 3
My foul, there’s dqua-fortis in thine eyes,
- 3
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X

PSALM T2 7.

B Bring my foud out of prifon, that I may praife:
k- thy name,

Y foul is like a bisd, my flefh the cage;
W herein fhe wears hey weary pilgrumage—
t hours, asfew as evil, daily fed
ith facred wine, and facramental bread ;
he keys that lock her in and let her out,

Are birth and death; rwixt both fhe hops about
tom perch to perch, from fenfe to reafbn 3 then
tom higher realon down to fenfe again ;
rom fenfe the climbs to faith ; where for a fkafon

. She fits and fings 3 then down again to reafon :

| fromrealon back to faith, and fireight from thence -

he rudely flutters to the perch of fenfe :

tom fenfe to hope 5 then liops fram hope to doubt, .

A Ltom doubt to dull defpair ; there feeks about
or delp'rate freedoin, and ar ev’ry grate,
he wildly thruils, and begs the untimely date-

f th' unexpired thraldom, to releafe

he afflicted captive, that can fiud no peace.

hus am 1 coop’d ; within this flefhly cage

wear my youth, and wafle my weary age,
pending that breath which was ordained tochant

Heav'n's praifes forth, in fighs, and fad complaint 2
Whilil happier birds can fpread their nimble wing

] From Shrubs to Cedars, and there chirp and fing;

|

Ny In
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In choice of raptures, the harmonious ftory

Of man’s redemption, and his Maker’s glory =
You glorious marryrs, you dllultrious floops,
“Thar once were cloyfter’d in your flefhly coops

As falt as 1, what rhet’rick had your tongues 2
What dexuous art hiad your elegiac fonps?

What Paul-like pow’r had your admii’d devotion ¢

i backle breaking faith-inkus'd {uch motion

vour {trong pray’r, that could obtain thebuon
To belenlarg’d 3 to beuncag'd fo foon ¢
Whillt , poor I, can fing my daily tears,

Grown old in bondage, and can tind no ears :

You grear partakers of erernal glory,
That with your heay?n-prevailing oratory,
Releas’d yous focls from your terriftiial cape,
Permit the pafion of my holy rage
To recommend my forrows, dearly known
To you, indays of old, and once your own,
Toyour beil theughts, (bur oh’c doth not beilt ye
Ta move your pray’rs 3 you love joy, not pity 3
Great Loraof funls; to whom fliveld pris’ners fly,
Bur thee ? tliou hadil a cage as well as I
And for my [ake, thy plealure was ta know
The fortows that it brought, and felt'{t them too 3
O et me free, and I will {pend thofe days,
‘Which now 1 waile in begging, ia thy praile,

ANSELM:



|
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ANSELM, in Protolog, cap.ir.

O miferable condition of mankind, thai bas laff that for
which he was created ! alas | whar baeh be loff & and what
bath e found? be bathloft happinefs for which he war made,
and found mifery for which be wasnot made ; what is gone?
and what is left ?abat thine isgene, withant which he ts un~
Bappy 5 thas thing is lefe, by which be is miferable : O -
wyetched men ! from whence ave we exvelled 2 10 what are
we impelled 2 whenve ave we thvown ¢ and whither me we.
2waied € from our home into banifment 5 from the fizhit of
God into our own blindnels ; from the pleafure of immorta-
iy to tie batternefs of dearh o amfevable change | from bow
€iear a good, 1o how grear anevik! ab me ! what bave I
Encerpiafid ¢ what have I done 2 whither did 1go$ whither
an 1 cowe ¢

EPI1G. 1c.
P-_nef‘s midnight voice prevail'd 3 his mufick’s thunder
Ghing’d the prifon-doors, {plit boles 1 runde:
nd fire’t thou here, and hang’it the feeble wing 2
Aad whin'it 1o be enlarg’d ® loul, learn to fing.
N
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As the Hart panteth after the wa
-Jo panizifi iy foule affei %
= FX van
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XL

PSALM 42, 1.

s the hart panteth after the water-Lrooks, fo
pantetly my foul after thee, O God,

| I

| OW fhall my tongue exprefs that hallow’d fire,
W hich heav'n hath kindled in oy ravifhd heare?

What mule fhall I juveke, that il infpice

My lowls quall to atba lofty pait!
What aje fhall I devife ©* exprels cefire,

Too intricate-to be exprels'd by art !
| -~ Letall the nine’be filent g L refule

Their 2id in this high task; for they abule

The Hames of love too much : affilt me, David’s muley

& 2

Mot as the thirfly fail dafires foft fiow’rs
I\'Tn quicken and refrelh her embryon grain 3
Or as the drdoping cteils of fading foa’rs
b Req;wal the bounty of a morning rain,
0 [ defire my God: Thele infew hours, -
Re-wilh what late their withes did obtain ;
But as the (wife foor haft doth weunded fiy
Toth? much defired flreains even 10 do/l
Pang afier thee, my Gody whota I muft find, ordie.

Before
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3

Before a pack of deep mouth’d lufls T flee 5
O, they have fingled out my panting hsart,
And wanton Cupid, litting in a tree,
Hath pierc'd wy bofom with a flaming dart;
My foul being [pent, for refuge feeks to thee,
But cannot find whese thou my refuge art :
Like as the fwilt foot hart doth wounded fly
To the defired {treams, ev’n {o do 1
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muit find, ordie.

4

At length, by flight, I over-went the pack ;

Thou drew’il the wanton dart from out my wound 3
The bleod that follow’d, left a purple track,

W hich brought a ferpent, bur in {bape a hound ;
We firove, he bitme ; bur thou brak’it his back,

I left him grov’ling on th® envenom’d ground @

Bur as the ferpent bitten hare doth fly

_ To the long longd- for fireams, ev’n o do 1

Pamtt after thee, my God, whom I muil find, or dits

5

1§ lult thould chafe my foul, made fwilt by fright,
Thou art the ftream, wiereto my loul is bound =
Or if ajaviiin wound my fides in flight,
Thou art the balfam that mufl cure my wound :
If poilon ehance tinfett my foul in fight,
Thou art the treacle that nult make me found :
Ev’nas the wounded hair, embofl, doth fly
To th’ {treams extreamly iung’d-for, fodol
Pant alter thee; my Gody whom [ mufl find, or die.

L S, CYRIL.
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5. CYRIL, libs, i Jeh. cap. 10,

Q precious water, which quencheth the moifom third of
this world, [eoureth all the fiains of Jimniers, that wateretl
the earth of our fouls with heavenly fhowers, and bringesh
back the thirity Leave of man tebis only Gog | L

S. AUGTUST. Sclilog. 33.

O fountainof life, and vein of living waters, when Jhall
I leavehis forfaken, impafible, and dry earth, and tafie the
waters of thy [weetnefs, that T may behold thy vivtue and thy
glory, and [lake iy thinft with “the frreams of thy mercy, !
Lord, I thuft, thou ait the fpring of life, fatishe me : I
thirfty Lovd, I thinft after thee the living God !

EPIG, 11,

The arrow {mitten hare, deep wounded, flies
To th’ fprings, with water in his weeping eyes 2

eav s thy {piing 1 if Satan’s flery dan 5

Pierce thy faint fides : dofo, my wounded beart, #*




Emélgm.f.'

i

i)

/i

i
iy




Book 3. Emblems, 393

XII,

PSALM 42. 1.
When fball I come avd appear before God 3

Hat is my foul the betrer to be tin’d
With holy fire ! what boots it to be coin’d

With heav’u’s own flamp ? what ‘vantage can there be
To fouls of heav’n-defcended pedigree,
Move than to bealls thac grovel 7 are not they
Fed by the Almighty hand ¢ and ev'ry day,
Fill’d with his bleflings too ? do they rot fee
God in his creatures, as direlt as we ¢
Do they not eatte thee 2 hear thee 2 nay what fenfe
s not partaker of thineexcellence ?
What more do we ¢ alas! what lerves our reafon,
But, like dark lanterns, toaccomplifh treafon
With greater clofenels ¢ i affords no lighr,
Brings thee nonearer ta pur pusblind fight :
No pleature rifes up the leaft degree, '
Grear God, but in thecleaier viewof thee:
What priv’lege more than fenfe bath reafon then 2
What vantage is it to be born & man ?
How often hath my patience built, dear Lord,
Vain tow’rs of hope upon rhy gracious word ?
How often hath thy hope reviving grict
Woo'd my [ulpicious eyes to feek thy face ?
How ofteu have 1 fought thee 2 O bow long
Hath expeftation taught my perfect tongue
Repeated pray’is, yet prayrscould nc’er obtain;
da vain I feek thtel, and 1 beg in vain :
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If it be high prefumption to behold

Thy face, why did{l thou make mine eyes [o bold
To feek it ¢ if thar objud be too bright

For man’s alpedt, wiy did thy Lipsnvite

Mine eye ¢’ expet ité it iv might be (een,

Why is this envigus curtain drawn between

My daiken’d eye and it? O tell me, why

Thou dolt conimand the thing thou doll deny 2
Why deit thou give me fo unpriz’d a treafure, -
And then deny’il my grecdy {eul the plealure

To view my gite ? alas! thar giit is void,

And is nogifr, that may not be enjoy’d :

If thofe refulgent beams of heav’a’s great light
Guild not the day, what is the day but night ¢
The drowzy fthepherd fleeps, flow’rs droop and fade 5
The birds are {ulien, and the beafl islad :

But 1f bright Titan dare bis golden ray,

And with his riches glorifie the day,

The jolly fhepherd pipes 3 flow s frefhly (pring 3
The bealls grow gamelome, and the birds they fisg,
" Thou art my fun, gieat God ! O when fhall [
View the full beams of thy meridian eye ?

Draw, draw this flafbly curtain, that denies

The gracious prefence of thy glorious eyes 3

Or give me faith ; and by the'eye of grace,

Lihall behold thee, though not face to face.

5. AUGUST,




Book ;. Ewblems. 2%
8. AUG UST. in Pfal. 30.

Who cveated all things is better thanall thines: who beaw=
tifi-d all thingsis move beantrful than all 52 who maile
fi roiger tha g i at things
reafer ioam all tlaugs ¢ wlatfoever thou lovefl, be 15
zhat io thee: learn to love the workman in bis work, the
Creatovin bisercature ; Let niot thar which was mads by him
roffefs ehee, Teff thou lofe bin by whon: thy [If was made.

firengeh is @vouger than all tlings : who v

S. AUG UST. Med. cap. 37.

0 Lhott mofl fweet, moft gracious, moft amiable, ;-n_nﬂ fair,
when [ball I fez thee ? when flall T be fatified withthy bea-
£ when wale tho lead e from this davk dungeon, that I
wmiay eanfefs thy uame.,

2 (e S

How art thou fhaded in this veil of nighs,
Behind thy curtain flefh 7 thou feefl no light,
But what thy pride doth challenge as her own 3
Thy flefh is high: Soul, take this curtain down.
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XIIL.

PSALM 55, 6.

O that 1 bad the wings of a dove, for then
b I would flie away and be at reff,

i |

|
|
\ ND amT {worn a dunghil flave for ever
To earth’ bale dmeg’ry ? thall I never find
A night of veft 2 thall my-indentures never
‘ Be canc:1’d ¥ did inju ious natare ‘bind
| My foul easth’s prenuce, with no claule to leave her?2
| No day of freedom 2 muil I ever gring 2
O that I hiad the pinions of a dove,
That I mighe quit my bands; and foar. iabove,
And poor my juit complaints before the great Felove b

z

How happy are the doves that have the pow’r
When eer thoy pleafe, to fpread theirairy wings}
Or cloud-dividing eagles that cantow’s
Above the fcent of thefe inferiour things!
ow happy i the lark, that ev'ry hour
Leavesearth, and then for joyimpints up and fings?
Had my dull foul but wings'as well as they,
How I would {pring from earth, and clip away,
As wife 4ffraa did, and fcorn this ball of clay !

o
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3

O how my Toul would [purn this bail of clay,
Aud Joath the daioties of earth’s painful pleafure !
© how I'd laugh to fee men night and day
Turmoil to gain that trafh, they call their treafure !
Q how I'd finile to fee what plots they lay
Ta catch a blafl, or owu a fmile from Cefar !
Had I the pinions of a mounting dove,
How I would foar and fing, and hate thelove
OF tranfitory toys, and feed on joys above ! i

4

There fhould I find.that eveilafling plealure, ~ not 3
Which change removes not,and which chance prevents
There fhould I find that everlafling treafure,
W hich force deprives nar, fortune difavgmentsnot 3
"There thould L find that everlafting Cefar,
Whofe hand recalls not,and-wholt heart repents not 3
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove,
How 1 would climb the skies, and hate the love
Of wanfitory toys, and joy in things above !

5

No rank<mouthld flander there fhall give offence, |
Qs blalt our blooming names, as here they do 3 i
No liver-fealding Juit fhall there incenle |
Our boiling veins 3 there is no Cupid's bow :
Lord, give my foul the milk-white innocence
Of doves, and I fhill have their pinions too 2
Had I the pinions of a clipping dove,
How I would quit rhisearth, and foar above,
And heav’n’s bleft kingdom find,with heav'n’s bleiil‘iinﬁ

( febave
S.AUGTUST.




Book s. Emblems, 299

5 A UG UST.an Plali 138,

Phat wings [bould T defive, but the two precepts of love,

he law and the ts depend ! O3 T contd ob-
e ;:q@n':u;,_{‘.".c,~ I L:;-mg‘ ly fi !r’;}" i“r:ce to thy face, fiom
face of thy juflice, to zhe face of thy mercy: let us find
2hofewings by love, whiclhrwe Jave lofl by lufl,

5. AUGUST. in P, 76,

which norhins
(&) -

0 all ehings e 5

; BEPIG. 13

Tell me, my withing foul, did't ever try

How faft the wings of red-croft faith can fly ?

Why begg’ft thou then the pinions of a dove?
aith's wings are fwifter, but the [wifteld, love.




Emblems.

XIV, *

N
Howr anmable are Huy Tabevnacles 8 Lord
o Eosts, my Soule longath,yea ouen +

Faniteth for e courts orithe Lord F -
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X1V,

PSALM 84: r.

| Eow amiable are thy, tabernacies, O God of
Hojts !

* Neient of days, tn whom all times are Now,
! A Before whale glory leiaphimsido bow
\ I heir bhufhing cheeks, and wvei] their blemifhd faces,
Lhat, uncontann’y, at once do’it fill al) places s
ﬁ ow glorions, O'how far beyond the-heighe
OF puzzled quills, or the obrufe conceit
{ ©f dleth and blood, or the too flatreports
t mortal tongues, are thy expreflels courrs 1
Whole glory to paint forth with greater are,
Ravith my tancy, ana inlpire my heart
Xcule my bold attempr, ‘and pardon me
For fhewing lenfe, whar faith alone thould fee,
en: thouland millions, and ren thouland mere
frangel meafurd leagues, from the eaftern thore
t dusgeon-earch, his glorious palace fiands,
L clore whofe pearly gares ten thoufand bauds

3

5 armed angels wait to enrerrain

hofe pusged fouls, for which the lamb was flain »

Vhole guiltlefls death and voluntary yielding

whole giv'n life, gave the brave court her building g

he jukewarm blood of this dear lamb, being (pilt,
20 rubies tuin'd, whereof her pofls were built
And what dropp’d down in a kind gelid gore,
Did tura rich lapphires, and did pave her flogr :

5

k ' The
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The Drighter flames, that i(rom his eye-balls ray’d,
Grew Chrylolites, whereof her walls were made :
The milder glances fparkled ob the ground,

JAud groundhi’d ev'iy door with Diamand 3 J
But dving, darced upwards, and did fix

A batilesient of puiett Sardenyx

Her fireets with burnifb’d gold are paved round,

Stars lie like pebhles [catter’d on the gyound 2

Pear] mixt with Onryx, and the Jalper flone

Made gravel’d up.r" ays to be tramp
There fhines no fun by L&)., 0o m j
The palace giory is, the palace lrg": 7 éi

Hun

There is no time to mealure g
There time 1s {fwallow’d 10 et
Wiy-meouth'd difdain, and co
And rwy-fac’d traud, and beetl
Soul- boiling rage, and troubl
And giddy dwlbt, and goggle ey
And lumpith lorrow, ana degrusrous i i
Are bani(l’d thence, and de .un’s_ 1
But fimple love, and lewpiternal joys ; '
W hale lweeenels neither gluts, nor fulat
'Wlwr*- face to fice our ravilh'd ¢ 1
eat ELO HT M, that E;lm. 1 One in Three,
Atm Three in Oue, and feeing him fhall blels him,
And blefting, love him, and 10 love pnh- 5 L. [
Here itay, my foul, and, ravith'd in velaiion, !
The words being (pent, {pend now in contemplation. ‘

d fu'
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[ 8. G R EG..in Blal. 7. penitent,
4 Sweot Fefus, the word of the father, the b i bitnefs of pa-

tevnal glovy. whom angels delight ta view, teach mie to 40
ey will 5 tia: led by thy zeod fonie, I may come to thae
] itv. where day di eternaly, wheve there is certain
[oowy, and fecure eternity, aud eternal pedce, and peace-
ful avpmef . and bappy fweetnefs, and jweet pleafure ywhere
thou, O God, with the Father and the holy Spirity liveft and
vegneft world withous end.

ﬂ-l'; Tbider,

Theve is light witlout darkne/s Joywithout grief 5 duofire

wiihous punifbment 5 love withour fadnefs 5 fasiety withoue

| loathing 5 [afety without feary bealth withous difeafe s and
tife wirhout death.

7 EPIG, i4.
| My foul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion
OF Sol’s bright face is feen by the reflection »  (whae,
ut would’lt thou know what’s heav’y ? Pl tell thee
| Think what thou canit not think, and heav’n is that.
0
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=

-

N -
—

| Mk e hafF my belovedandbe thoulike
o Roc or-to.a young Hart ypon g Mount
fatncs of JjAces (airdd 9814 50y
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i
o
|

XV.

CANTICLES 8. 14

Bilake bafte, my beloved, and be like the » roe,
or the young bart upon the mountaing af

_[pzcw.

0, gentle ryrant g0 3 thr flames do pierce
G My foul too deep; thy flime 25 are 1oo too ﬁerce;
My marrot womelts, my iunu.ag {pirits fry
P’ th i thy meridian eye :
€ too puﬁmfr'r H
27¢ too contuming z
aed ﬂcp% out-gq
nd his fiying roe,

1?2 O thou, that are
Fof my “.Anr, heart,

Byt w m l‘wi leave me ti
Liﬁ.‘. fo .l, for
ithout the fweer afoedt of whole fair eyes,

Ty @i oul duri langu and her folace dies?
Art thou fo eag’ Jar woo’d 2 fo apt to hear

Che frantick lansy 1232 of my foolifh fear 2

Le ave, leave nig n..at, nor turn thy beauty ﬁom mes
» Look, loo nllun nh, thy._ i thine eyes ¢'ercome me.
O how the wound ! but how my wounds cont Lm me &

ow-[weetly thele delighitiul pains rorment me |

ow am I tortur’d in exceffive ‘mealura

I pleafing cruelties | ton cruel trealure !

o, turp away, remove thy [eorching beams H

languifh vith thefe bicter-Iweet CELISAMS

X §
O 2 rialle
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Haile then, and let thy winged {leps out-go
The flying roe buck, and his fiighted ree.
Turn back, my dear ; O ler my ravifh’d eye
" ‘QOnce more behold thy face before theu fly 5
What, fhall we part without a mutual kifs 2
) whocan leave {o {weer a face as this ?
Look full upen me 5 for my foul defires
To turn a holy martyr in thole fires:
O leave me not, nor turn thy beavty from me;
Look, lock vpon me, though thy flames ¢’ercome mes
If thou beclovd the fun-thine of thine eye,
I frecze to death 3 and if it fhine, Ifry
Which, like a fever, that my fodl hach got,
DMakes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot =
Alas ! I cannot Lear {o {weet a [marr,
Nor canit thou be lefs glorious than thou art.
Haite then, and Jet thy winged fieps out-go
The fiighted roe-buck. and his flying roe :
Bur go not far beyona the reach of Dreath ;
Too laige a diftance makes another death :
My youth is in her fpring 3 autumnal vows
Will make me riper foi fo {weeta [poule 5
‘When after-times have burnifh’d my defire,
Pll thoot thee flames for flames, and fire for fire,
0 leave me not, ner twn thy beauty from me ;
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'ercome me,
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Autor feale Paradifi. Tom. 9. Auvg, cap. 8.

Fear not, O bride, nor defpair 5 think not thy felf cons
tenned if thy briegroom withdr aw his face a while : il thinge
ca-operate for the beft : hoeh from bis abfince, and his pre-
Jence thow gaineft light : he cometh to thee, and be Zoeth from
thes : be cometh, ta make thee confolate 5 le goeth, to make
thee cautions, le thy abundant confolation puff theeup: e
cometh, that thy lang uifliing foul iay be comforted 5-be goeth,
left bis familiarity fpould be contemned yand being abfent to
e more defived 5 "and being defired, to be move earnedtly
Jought : and being long fought, to.be more aceeptably founds

EPIG, 1
My foul, fin’s monfler, whom with greater eafe
Ten thoufand fold, thy God could make than pleale,
What would’t thou haveZnor pleas’d with (un,nor fhade?
Heav’n knows not what to make of what he made,

03
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Tbe FAREWELL.

REV: 4. 15 |
Be thou faithful unto death, and I will give~
thee the crown of life.

: 3
‘B'E faithful, Lord, what’s that ?
Believe: °Iis cafie to believe; but whar ?
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded, -
And whom thy fecorn:hath {pit vpon,
Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded
For thele foul deeds thy hands have dong 2
Believe that he whofe gentle palms
Thy needlespointed fins have nail’d,
Hath born thy flavith load (of alms)
And made fupply where thou haft fail’d :
Did ever mis’y find fo ftrange relief 2
Iris a love too flrange for man’s helief.
: z

Believe that he whofe fide
Thy érimes have pierc’d with their rebellions, dy’d *
To lave thy guilty {oul from dying
Ten thoufand hosrid deaths, from whence -
There was no ’lcape; there was no fiying,
But through his deareft blood”s expence 2 -
Belisve, his dying friend requires
No other thanks for all his pain,
But ev'n the truth of weak defires,
And for his love, but loveagain z -
Did ever mis’sy find [o true a fricad ¢
It 15 a Jove 100 vail to comprehend.
3
With flocds of tears baptize
And drenth thefe dry, thele untegen’sats eyess

04 . Lord




310 Emblems. Book 5.
Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief,
And break this flefhly rock in funder,
Thae fiom this heart, this hell of grief]
May (pring a heav’n of love and wonder:
O if thy meicies will remove
And melr this lead from my belief)
My gider will then refine my love,
My love will then refrefh my grief:
Then weep, mineeyes, as he hath bled; vouchlafe
To droptorev’sy dropan epiraphs

But is the crown of glory,
Tl wages of a lameantable {lory ¢
Or can fo greatr a purchale rife
From a falt bumour 7 can mine eyes
dun falt enough t* obtain this prize ¢
¥ fo, Lord, who's fo mad rodie ?
Thy tears are rrifles 5 thos mult do :
Alas ] I cannot thep endeavour =
I will ;-but will a tug or two
Suffice the turn? thou mufl perfever :
'l foive till death ; and fhall my feeble firife
Be crowntd 2 I'll crown it with a crown of life,

5
But is there fuch a dearth
That thoumuit buy, what is thy due by birth ¢
He whom thy hands did formof dult,
And give him breath wpon condition,
To kave his great creator 3 mull
He ngw be thine by compaiition ?
Art thou a gracicus God and mild,
Or head-firong man sebellious rather ?
O, man’s a bale rebellious child,
And thou a very gravious father :
The gift is thinay we flrive, thou croww'lt our firife 5
Thou giv'lt us faith : andfaith acrownof life.

EILN IS




The Mind of the Frontifpicces

This bubble’s man : hope, fear, falle joy and trouble,
Are thele four winds which daily tols this bubble,
Os
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To the Right Honourible
Both in BLOOD and VIRTUE,.
Ard Moft Accomplifi’d Lady,

M AR Y,
. Countels of DORSET,

Lady Governels to the Moft Ilufhious
J 3

' CHARLES:

PRINCE of GREAT BRITAIN,

AXKD

J AMES
4 v L
WKE ~f VO
DUKE of T70RK,
Excellent Lady,

Prefent thefe Tapers to bure under the
. W fafe Protefion of your Elonourable Name;
where, I prefume, they fland fecure from the
Damps of Ignorauce, and Blafts of Cenfure.
I
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The Epiftle Dedicatory.
Itis a fmall part of thar abundant Service
which my thankful Heart oweth your incom-
parable Goodnefs. Be pleafed 1o honour it
with your noble Acceptance, which [ball be
nothing but what your own efteem fhall make
il

MADAM,
Your Ladyfhip’s
Moft Humble Servant,

Fra, Quarles.




7o the READER,

F you are fatisfied with my Emblems, 1
here fet before you a fecond Service.
it is an AZgyptian Dilh, drefs'd on the
Euglifb Fathion : They, at their Feafls,
ufed to prefest a Death's- Head at theiz
fecond Courfe: This will ferve for both.
You need not fear a Surfeit : Here is but
little, and that light of Digeftion = If it
but pleafe your Palate, T queftion not your
Stomach : Fall to, and much good may
it do you.

Convivio addit Minerval., E. B.

Rem, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionen,
Exornaty celebraty landat, honerat, amat,
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PSALM 51, 3.

Behold I was. fhapen in iniquity, and in fin

did my morher conceive me.

AN is man’s 4 B.C. There’s none that can
h Read God atight,” unlels be firft fpell man =
?"‘lan 1s the laiks, wheredy hi: knowledge climbs
‘o his creater, though it cfieicines
tumbles fur want of [ight, and fometimes trips
0t want of careful heed 5 and fometimes {lips
Mirough uradvifed hatle 5 avd when at length
Hig weary ileps have reach’d the top, his firength
fr fails to fland 5 his giddy brains torn round,
&td Phacton like, fills headling to'the ground
fefe ttairs are often dark; and il of danger
@ him, whom went of praltice makes aflranger
O this biind way, the lamp of nature lends
T"li a falfe light, and lights to her own ends,
fefe be the ways to heav’n, thele paths require
4 light that [prings from that diviner fire,
Whote human foul ealight'uing fun 1
rough the bright cranniesof th’i
And here, thou great original of light
Whofe errour chafing beams do unbenight
¢ y foul of datknels, and uutwift
udsof ignorance, do thou affi
My quill 3 sefledt thy facred rays
lines, thar they may light the ways
dhae lead to thee; fo guide iy heart, my hand,
YThat I glay do what others underitand.
et iy-hewrt pradtile what my hand fhail write 3
Zull when, 1 am a Taper wanting light,

Thig
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This golden precept, Know thy [elf, came down
Fiom heav’n’s high.court ¢ it was an art unknowi
To flefh and bloed. The men of nature took

Great journies in it : Their dim eyesdid look

But through the mift 3 like pilgrims, they did fpeﬂ‘i
Their idle fleps, but knew no journies end.

The way to know thy [elf, is firit to caft

Thy frail beginning progrefls, and thy laft s

This is the fum of man ; but now return

And view this tapes {landing in this uin.

Behold her fubitance fordid and impure,

Ufelefs and vain, and (wanting light ) obfcure 2
>Tis but a fpan at longeft, nor can laft

Beyond that fpan ; ordain'd and made to wafle:
Ev'n fuch was man (before his foul gave light

To this vile fubftance) a meer child of night 3 |
Ere he had life, efiated in bis urn,

And marke for death ; by nature born to burn : .
Thus lifelels, lightlels, worthlefs firft began j.
That glorious, that prefumptuous thing, call’d mage |

s.ATGuUsE
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S. AUGUST,.

re thy birth, and
to thy deach, and what thow

Confider, O man, wha
y :
Wiat thow art fio
rz made of an Impwr e fubflance,

alt be after death @ ]
Jl, ¥ . >3 . [ 5 | & b,
Yoathed and nowrifbed inthy motler's blsed,

v EPLG s
. Tﬂtbear, fond taper : what thou feek't, is fire :
| T:’Y own defiruction’s Jodg'd in thy defire,
| Y wants are far more {afe than their fupply 3
& that begins to live, begius to die,
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GEN. 1.3,

drd God faid, let there ke light 5 dnd
) there was light,

£

His flame expecting taper hath at length
Received fire) and now beging 1o buen =
It hath no vigour yer, it hatiine ftrength §
Apt to be pufl and quenchrat ev'ry tarn 3
It was a gracious Haod that vhus endow’d (throud
{ This Inuff with flame: but mark, this hand doth
It (€1 from maital eyes, and folds it ina cloud.

| 2

, Thus man begins to live. ~An unknown flame
v . Quickens his finifh’d organs, sow poffeit
With motion 5 and which motion doth proclaim
A allive loul, though in 2 feeble breaft :
But how, and when infus’d, ask not my pen 3
: Here flies a clong before the eyesiof men :
Lcannot: tell thee how, nexcanll thou tell me whens.,

3

Was it a parcel of celeftial fire,
Infus'd by heav'n into this flefhly mould 2
! was it (think you) made a foul entire ¢
Then, was it new-created 2 or of old ?
O 39°c 2 propagaved fpark, rak’d out
B From nature’s embers ! while we go about
¥ tealon to relolve, the more we raife a doubt.
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4
If it be part of that celeflial flame,

It mutl beeyv’n as pure, as free from fpot,
As that eternal fountain whence it came §

If pure and fpotlefs, then whence came the blot?
It felf being pure, could not it felf defile 5
Nor hath unactive matter pow’s to foil

Her pure and attive form, as jars corrupt theircil,

s
O: if it were created, tell me when 2
If in the firfl fix days, where kepe till now ¢
Or if thy foul were new-created, then
Heav’n did not all, at firft, he had todo:
Six days expired, all creation ceaft ;
All kinds, ev’n from the greatefl to the leafl,
Were finith’d and compleatr before the day of reft,

R

6

But why fhould'man, the Lord of creatures, want |
That privilege which plantsand beails obtain ¢
Beafls bring forth beafls, the plant a perfet plants
And ev’ry like brings forth her like again ;
Shall fowls and fifhes, beafls and plants convey
Life to their iffue, and man lefs than they? ,
Shall thefe get living louls,and man dead Jumps of clo

L

Muft human fouls be generated then ? 4

My waterebbs ; behold, a rock is nighe

1t nature’s work produce the fouls of men,

Man’s foul is mortal ¢ all that’s born muft die. 3|
What fball we then conclude? what fun-fhine ¥
Dilperfe this gloomy cloud ¢ till then, be ﬂlUr.ﬂ'

My vainly firiving thoughts ; lie down,my puzzled gW" |

Ismof"l
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ISIDOR,

Wy doft thow wonder, O man, ar the beight of the flars,
VO ghe depelof the fva 5 enver nio ehine own joul, and waoi-
Ser thve,
Ly foul by creation is infufed § by infujion, created.

; EP1G. 2.
_ What art thou now the better by this flame 2
ou know’ft not how, nor when, nor whence it came 2
N T kind of happine(s! that can return
"9 more aecount but this, to fay, 1 burm,
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330 i
o me cong ropid-
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| PSALM 103. 16.
Zhe wind paffeth over ity and it is gone,

¥

O fooner is thislighted taper fet
Upon the traniitory flage
’E OfF eye- bedark 'ning night, .
Ut it s (eair fubjected to the thieat
| OF envious winds, whofe wailetul rage
| 2 Ditturbs her peaceful light, {bright.
1 80d makes her fubitance waile,and makes her flanes lels
I

[

X

1

Yo fooner are we born, no fooner come
* du take pofleffion of this vait,

B This [oul-afflicting earth,
, Ut danger meets us at the very womb,

nd lersow with her full-mouth’d biaft

w  Salutes our painful birth,

| 9put out all our joys, and puff our all-our mirth;

3

'1\.°f_infant inmocence, nor childifh teass,

| 'Or youthful wir, nor manly pow’s,

{3y, Nor polivick old age,

| Or Virgiog pleading, nor the widows pray’rs,
= lowly cell, nor lofry tow’s,

Can o OF prince, nor peer, nor page, : _

| 4 eape this common blatt, or ¢urb her flormy rage.

, s Qur
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4

Our life is but a pilgrimage of blats,
And ev’ I} blafi [J\l'lF\ l-.; th a tear 5
And ev’ry fear, a death ;
The moie it lengihens ! ﬂ]] ! the mors it wafles g
Were, were we to continue here
The days of lung-liv’a Serd,
Qur fuirows would renew, as we renew our breath.

b
Toft to and fro, our theughts are drivia
With «viry puff, wiin ev'ry tide
Ot iife-ceniuming care 5
Quyr peaceful flame, toat would point up to heav®n,
Is i} dutuib’d, and turn’d alige g
Aund ev’iy dlall of air
Commits fuch walie in man as man cannot repair.

6
W? are all born debtors, and we firmly fland
Oblig’a ror our frlt parents debr,
Belides our intereil 3
Alas! we have no na:mlsfs counter-bond :
And we are ev'ry hour beleg
Wirth eihteat’nings of arrefl,
And uill we pay the debt, we can expet no reft,

7
What may this forrow-fhaken life prefent
To the falle relifh of our tafle
That's worth the name of fweet ?
Her minures pleafure’s chivak’d with difcontent,
Her gloiy loil’d with eviy blalt 5
How many dangers meet
Poor man betwixt the biggin and the winding fheet ¢

s. AUGUST
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5. AUGUST,

Tuehis world, mot w0 be crieved, not vy be aflifed, not
Yo g in dawger, is impofible.

Ibidem,
Belhold, the world is ull of trouble, yet beloved : what if

i weve a leafing we W wo u’z ,r" thow delizhe ¥nher
caims, thas canft fowell ¢ r‘uu her florms ¢

EPIG." 1.
At thou confum’d with foui-affiid Ling crofies ?
Jitturh’d with grief 7 annoy’d with worldly loifes
old np thy head ; j the taper lifred high,

(il] b:ool. the wind, when lower tapers die,
: B
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MATTHEW.9. 12.
The whole need not the phyficias.

I
A Lwayspruning, always cropping 2
Is her brightnefs {till oblour'd 2
ver dielfing, ever topping 2
Always curing, never cur'd ?
Too much Mufiing makesa wafle
‘When the {pirits {pend too falt,
They will ibrink at ev’ry blaft.
z
You that always are befltowing
Coitly pains in life repaizing,
te but always-overthrowing
Nature’s work by over-casing =
Nature meeting with her (o,
Ina work fhe hath to do,
Takes a pride to oversthrow, = *
3
}‘Tature knows her own perfadlion,
© And ber pride difdains a ruter,
Annet floop to art's correddion,
Ang fhe lcorns a co-adjutor.
Saucy art fhould not appear
Till fhe whilper in her ear:
Hagar flees, it Serab bear,

N 4
Ature worketh for the better,
f not hinder'd that fhe cannot 3
Are flands by as her abetter,
nding nothing fhe began not 3
1f diftemper chance 1a feize,
Nature foil’d with the dileafe,
Art may help her if {he pleale,
Ent

—
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b]

But to make a trade of trying
yrugs =nd dofes, always pruning,
Is to die for fear of dying ;5
e’s untun’d, that’s always tuning.
He thar often loves to lack
Dear-buught drugs, hath found a knack .
To foil the man, and feed the quack, l

6 |

O the fad, the frail condition ¢
Of the pride of pature’s glory ! |
How infirm his compolition,
. And at beil how rrapfitory ! |
When this riot doth impais
Nature’s weaknefs, then hiscare ‘
Adds more ruin by repair,

: J

Hold thy hand, health’sdear maintainer,
Life perchance may burn the flronger: |
Having fubfiance o fuflain her, i
She untouch’d, may lalt the longer: {
When the arcift goes about, |
To rediels her flame, 1 doubr,
Oftentintes he {nufls it out,

mcocr.ﬁﬁ‘f
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NICOCLES.
Plyficians of all men are moft bappy 5 what geod [uceefs

Jocuer they have, the world proclaimeth 3 and what faults
2hey commat, the eareh coversth -

EPIG 4
« My purle being heavy,. if my light a{\p'ear
ut dim, quack comes tomake all clear 3
Quack, leave thy trade 3 thy dealings are not right,
Thou tak’ft our weighty gold to give us light,
P3
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PSALM gr. 11,
And be willwive his Angels charge over thee.

1
How mine eyes could pleafe themfcl\;es, and fpsnd-
Perpetual aghs in this precious fight !
How 1 conld woo eternity, to lend
My walting day, an antidote for night !
And how my flefh could with my flefh centend,
That views this object with no more delight :
My work isgreat, my taper {pends tao faft 2
*Tis all I have, and foon would out or walle,
Did not this blefled fereen proted it from ghis.blatts -

>

O, 1 have loft the jewel of my-feul,

And I muft find it our, or I mult dies
Alas ! wy fin-made darknefs doth ontroul *

The brizht endeavour of my carefubeye:
I muft go fearch and ranfack ev’ry hole 3

Nor have I other light to feek it by :

O if this light be {pent, my work not done, -

\ My labour’s worle than loft ; my jewel’s goney -
Aipd I am guite forlorn, and ! am quite undone,

¢ 3

You blefled angels, you that do enjoy :
‘The full fruition of eternal glory, ¥
Will you be pleas’d to fancy fuch 2 toy
Asman, and quit your glorious terntory,
And floop to earth, vouchfafing to employ
Your care to guard the duft that lies betore ye Z
Dildain you not thefe Jumps of dying clay,
. That for your pains do oftentimes repay _
Neglect, if not dildain, and fend you griev’d away ¢

P-4 This
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4
This taper of our lives, that once was plac'd
In the fair Diburbs of etern iy, *

Is iiow, alas | confin’d to ev'ry blafl,
And turn’d a mzy-pole for the fporting fiy 2 [
And will you, facred [pirits, pleale to cajt
Your care on us, and lend a gracious éye ?
How had this flender inch of taper bieen
Blafled and bl 1z'd, had not this Heav’nly fereen
Curb’d the proud blaft, and timely flept berweep | I,

5

O goodnels, far tran fcending the report
Of lavifh tongues? tos vafi to comprehend !
Amazed quill, how far doft thou come fhort
T exprels expreflions that (o far tranfcend !
You blefled courtiers of th? eternal courr,
Whole full-month’d hallelujahs have no end,
Receive that world of praifes that belongs
To your great fov’reign 3 fill your holy tongues

With our hofanna’s mix’d with your feraphick {ongs,
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S. BERN.

If thou d‘e,"f: rﬂ the help of angels, fiy the comfores of the
world, ond :” it the icmpg.n Foms o}‘ the devil,

He will zive his angelschasge over thee, O what reve-
vones, what lovey what confi denze n'z[awnb [o fweet a fay-
ing? fa} their Ijrb/‘eurﬂfuv cienice 5 for their good willy lovey

ENGEs

Jor their tuision, confi

ERIG. %,
M% flame, art thou difturb’d, difeas’d and driv'n
'y deuhwru florms of grief ? point thou to heavn 2
b‘l""?l 1gel there dhall eale thee more alone, 8
han « 21,.,(: as many thoulands of thy own,

Ps
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ECCLESTIASTES 3. 1.

To every thing thereis an appointed time.

J
| I
Time. Death,

Tinz, Y Echold the fraily of this flender [nuff;
B Alas! it hath not long to laft 5
Without the help of either thief or pufl,

Her weaknels koows the way to waile:
Nature hath made ber {ubflance apr enough
To fpend it felf, and fpend oo fafl :
It needs the helpof none
That is foprope

To lavith out untouch’d, and languifh all alones
5 _

e

hy tlew pactrs
L

Deash. Time, hold thy peace, and fhake
rEahg 5 '

Thise idle minotes make noway ?
Thy glafs exceeds her hour, or elie doth Laudy
1 cannot hold, I canuot ftay.
Surceale thy pleading, and enlarge my hand,
I furfeir with too leng delay 3
isk, this beld-facld 15
hurn-too biight ;
) s adornsny throne,my dag,is darkefl night,
| 3 ¢
Thne, Graat prince of darknels, hold t]‘*.? needlefs hand 3
Thy captive’s fail and canpot flee ;
Whar armt can refcue 2 who can
Whit pow’r can lec thy puis
Or if they could, whatclole, what foreizn
Cay bid= thar head thay flees fromthee
Bur if hieg harmlels light
Ofeud thy fight, (ar night 2
What need’fl thou fnarchat noor,what wall be thine

I

R R R e B s
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o

Death, 1 have out-flaid my patience; my quick trade
Grows dull, and makes tvo flow recurn :
This long-liv’d debt is due, aud fhould been paid
When firft her flame began to burn : ;
Bot I have {taid too lung, I have delay'd
To flore my valt, my craving urn.
My patient gives me pow’r
Each day, each hour, (tow’r,
Todfbrike the pealant’s thatch,and thake the princely

5

Fime. Thou count’ft too fafl = thy patient gives no pow's
Till Time fhall pleale to {ay, Amen, (bour ¢
Death. Cantt thov appoint my fhaft 7 Time. Or thou my
Dearh, “Tis I bid, do.  Time. Tis I bid, when 5
Alas ! thou canit not make the pooreft flow’s
To hang the dreoping head till then :
Thy ihafts can neither kill,
Nor firike, until (wills
My powergives them wings, and plealure arms thy

S. AUGUST.




Hieroglyph. V1. 339

S. AUGUST,

Thou kuowelt sot whae time he will come : wait always,
that becaufe thou kuowefll uot the time of bis coming, thow
mayeft be prepaved ag the tim: he comesh.  And for this
verchance, thow knowefl nog the time, becaufe thou mayeft be
prepared againt all tinies,

EPIG. 6.
Exzped, but fear not death : death cannot kill,
Till time, (that firit mudt feal her patent) will ¢
Would’it thou live long 2 keep time in high efteem 3
Whom gone, if thou canil not recall, redeem.
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Sk

Hieroglyph, VI,

Nec fine nee terum.
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JOB 18 6.

Eis light fball be dark, and bis candle fhall
be pur out.

T
%}‘Hat ails our taper ? is her Iofire fled,
Orfoil’d 7 what dire dilafter bred
This change, that thus fhe veils her golden head ?

2

It was but very now fhe thin’d as fair

As Fenus’ lavy her glory might compare

With Gynibia, burnifh’d with her broiher’s hairs
3

There was no cave-begotren damp that mought

Abufe her beams 5 no wind that went about

To break her peace 5 no pufl to put her out.

4

Lifr up thy wond’riog thoughts, and thou fhalt {py
A caule will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye:
Subjefts muft veil, when as their fov’reign’s by,

=

5
Canft thou behold bright Prabus, and thy fight
No whit impair’d ? the objst is too brighr 3
The weaker yields unto i ilronger light

6
Great God, I am thy tapes, thou my lun;
From thee, the (pring of light, my light begunj
Yet if thy light buv ibine, my light is dene,

7
I thov withdraw thy light, my lizht will fhine,
If thine appear, how poor a light 18 mine ¢
My light 15 darkaefs if compar’d to thine. o

hy




342 Hieroghyph, VII.
8

Thy lun-beams are tap firong for my weak eye
If thou bue {kine, how notning, Lord,am [ !
All who can fee Ly vilage and not die ?

9
IF intervening earth fhoyla make a night,
My wanion flsme woyio vhen fhine forth too bright 3
My earth would evy Plctue ['ccilpi-: thiy light,
: 1o
And if thy light La fha low'd, and mine fade
If thine be dark, and wy dayp light decay’d,
I fhould be cloathed wirp 4 double fhade,

2

1f
What fhall I1do? O what fhal] I defire?
Wihat help can my di racted thouglits require,
That thus am wailed “rwigr a double fire ?
1z
In what a firait, in whata ftrait am [ ?
*TWixt two extreams how my racke fortunes lie ?
oee I thy face, or fee it nat, Idie,
I3
O let the fleams of my redeemer’s blood,
That breaths from my fick foul, be made a cloud,
To interpole thele lights, and be my {hroud, ‘
; e
Lord, what am I ? or what’s the light I have?
3 W Lo -t
May it bue light my athes 1o their grave,
And lo fiom thence to thee 5 'tis all I crave,
15
O make my light,ﬁtlm all the world may fee ] '
Thy glory byt + if not, it feems te me
Henour encugh to b put oug by thee,
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© light inaccefib 'c, in vefpelt of which Y light is utter
r’a:‘weﬁ s fo rcedt wpon niy weaknefs, th 2l the world
wiay be boff: iy A rvf"f; 0 wajuw 1nComy velenfible, in re=
fprf“ of which my '.my i mere fhane - Jo [hine upon my
wifery that all the world may bele td thy gluzys

EPIG, 7.
Wilt thon complain, becaule thou art beteav'n
Of ; l‘ thy light ? wilt thou vie lights with heav'n ?
Cin thy bright eye not brook the daily light ?
Take heed : 1 fear thou art a child of night,
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MATTHEW 5. 16

Let your light fo fbine, that men [ecing your

" good works may glorify your farher whick
is in lheavens

1
T 7\71’;3 it for this the breath of heav'n was blown:
W Into the noftrils of this heav’nly creature?
Was it for this, that facred Three in Oue
Conlpir’d to make this quinteffence of nature ?
Did heav’nly prov’dence intend
So rare a fabrick for fo poor an end ?

>

Was man, the higheft mafter-piece of nature,
The curious abliradt of the whole creation,.
Whofe foul was copied from his great creator,
" Made 1o give light, and fet for obfervation,
Ordaind for this ¢ to fpend his light.
In a dark-lantern cloifter’d up in night 2
3
Tell me, reclufe monaftick, canit be
A difatvantage to thy beams to fhine?
A thoufand tapers may gain light from thee?
Is thy light lefs or woile for light’ning mine &
If waating light, If{tumble, fhall
Thy darkaefs not be guilty of my fall 2-

4
Why doft thou lurk foclefe? is it for fear
Some bufy eye fhould pry into thy flame,
Aygd [py a chref, or elfe fome blemifh there ?
Qs being fpy'd, fhrink’fl thiou thy head for fhame &
Come, come, fond taper, thine but clear,
Thou need’fi not fwink for fhame, nor fhroud for fear..
Rememe
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Eemember, O remember, thau wert fet
f For men to fee the great creator by 3
) Thy flame is not thine own = it is a debt
Thouowli thy Mafter. And wilt thou deny
To pay the int’reft of thy light ?
| And skuik in corners, and play leafl in fight 2

6

Art thou afraid to truft thy ealy flame
To the injurious waite of fortune’s puff 2
Ah! coward, roufe, and quit thy felf for fhame 2
Who dies in fervice, hath liv'd long enough :
Who fhines, and makes no eye partaker,
Ulurps himfelf, and clofely robs his makets

7

Make not thy felf g pris'ner, that ar froc -
Why doft thou @i thy palace to a jail 2
“Thou art an eagle : 88 b it thee
To live immured liks « cloyiler’d tnail 2
Let toys feek corners 5 things of coft

Gain worth by view: : hid jewels are but loft,
g !

My God, my light is dark enough at lighteft,
Encreafe her flame, and give her itrengeh to thine 2~
*Tis frail ariefty *tis dim enougn at brighteft 5
Bur as ks glory to be foil'd by thine s |
Let others Jurk : my lighr fhall be
Froposd toall mien 5 and by them to thee.

S. BERN.
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5. BER N.

I thou be onz of the foolify virgins, the congrezation is
neceffary for thee s af thou be one of the wift vargins, thow
are ucceffary for the congyegation,

HU GO,

1
Monaflicks make cloyfers to inclofe the outward man : O
would o Gad they wonld do he like to veffrain the inward
wian.

» EPIG. &
Afraid of eyes? what, ftill play lealt in fight ?
*Tis much to be prefum’d all is not right :
Too clofe endeavours bring forth dark events:
Come forth, monallick 3 here’s no parliaments.
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' JOB I4. 2.
| Ze cometh forth like a flower, and is cut dows,

] I
Belold
How fhoit a [pan
‘ Was long encugh of old
To meafure out the life of man
In thofe well temper’d days! his rime was then
] Survey’d, cat up,and found bat threefcore years and ten,

7 2
} Alas
\ And what is that ?
They come, and flide, and pafls, o
Before my pen can tell thee what, $oo
The pofts of time are (wifr, which having run A

1 S o 3 g E
Their ev’n fhort flages o'er,their fhort- liv'd task is done,

. 2
>
1 Our days
, Begun wé lend
To fleep, ro antick plays

I And toys, until the firfl ftage end : :
‘N T2 waining moons, twice 5 times rold, we give =
l To unrecoverd lofs : we sather breath than livey

: e j;cnd
A ten years breath
Before we apprehend =
‘What ’tis to live or fear a death :
! Cur childifk dreams are fill'd with painted joys,
’ Which pleale our fenfe awhile, and waking, prove but
(toys,

Homw




Hicroglyph. 1X,

5
How vain
How wretched is
Poor man, that doth remain
A flave to luch a flate as this !
His days'are fhort, at Jongeil 3 few, at mofl :
= They are bur bad, at beit ; yet lavith'd out, or lofts

(]
They be
_ The fecret fprings
That make our minuges flee
On wheels more {wift than eagle’s wings
Our life’s a clock, and ev’sy galp of breath
Breaths forth a warning grief, till time fhall firike 2
(deatis
o3 7
ifow foon
Our new-born light
Attains to full-ag’d naon !
And this, how foon to grey-hair'd night!
We lpring, we bud, we bloflom, and we blaft
Hie we can count our days, our days they -flee fo falls

8
:Ti‘fy end
When fcarce begun ;
And ere we apprehend
That we begun ro live, our live Is done &
Aanyftount thy days ; and if they fly too faft
¥orthy dull thoughtsto count, count ev’ry day-the lalls




Thus was the firft f
Confum'd in fleep,
Coow’lt thon what t
L Review thy lofs, and
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Hieroglyph. X, 3
JOB 20. 11.

e |
[#¥)

Elis bones are full of the fins of his youth,

: |
HE [wife foot poft of time harh now begua
His fecond ftage 3
The dawning of our age
Is loft and [pent without a [un 2
The light of reafon did not yet appear
Within th” horizon of this hemilphere.

»
-

The infant will had yet po other guide
Bur twilight fenfe 5
And what is gain'd from thence,
But doubtful fleps that tread afide 2
Reafon now draws her cirtains ; her cloed eyes
Begin to open, and fhe calls to rife,

3

Youth’s now difelofing buds peep out, and fhew
Her 4pril head 5
And, from her grals-green Bed,
Her virgin primrofe early blows ;
Whillt waking Philomel prepares to fing

. Her warbling fonnets to the wanton fpring.

4
&is flage is plealant, and the way (eems thorty
All flrew’d with flow’ss 5
The days appear but houts
. Being [penr in time-beguiling fport.
o griefs do neither prefs, nor doubts perplex 5
late’s neither fear to curb, nor care to vex,
' P SR € e His




Hieroglyph. X.

5

His downy cheeks grow proud, and now dildains
The taror’s hand 3
He glories to cammand
The proud-neck’d fteed with prcuder#-eins:
The fireng-bieath’d horn muft now lal¥re his ear
With :}”‘t‘lau downfal of the falling deer,

6

Hisquick-nos’d army, with theirdeep-mouth’d feunds,
Muilt now prepare
Tao chale the tim’rous hare,
ADout his yet unmoyrgap’d grounds 3
The ill he hates, 15 eounte] and delayy
And fearssio mifchief but a'rainy day.

7

The thought he takes, ishow to take no thovght
For bale nor bli
And late repe ntance i
The faft dear pen’worth that hie bought :
Heisa dainty morning, and Le may,
1 luit o'ercatl him ner, beasfair 2 day.

8

Proud Dleilom, ulethy time : time’s head fliong horle
Will p(,f‘ away.
Trufl not the foll'wing day,
For ev'ry day brings forth a worle:
Take time at belt: believe’t, thy days will fall
¥rom good to bad, from bad te worlt of all.

§. AMBRO®S




Hieroglyph. X. 354
5. AMBROS,

Frmidity is a vive thing dwa woting man, thaefore o Te
admised 2 when youth. is vigorous, when [ireng
is bot, when cares ave i

aug Lty 18

EPIG, 1c.
To the old man,

Thy years are newly grey, his newly graen 3

His youth may live to fee what thine hath feen s
He is thy parallel ; his prefent flage

And thine are the two tropicks of man's age,

Q3
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Hicroghph. XL
ECCLESIASTES 11. 0.

Rejosce, O young man, and et thy heart cheer
theey but know, &c.

Cow
“
~3

4

OW flux, how alterable is the date
E Of wranfitary things |
How hurry'd on the clipping wings
Of time, and driv'n upon the wheeis of fatel
How ooe condition brings
The leading prologue to anether flate !
No tranfitory things can lafl :
Change wairs on time, and time is wing’d with hafle '
Time prefent’s but the ruin of time pail,
2
Bchold how change hath inch'd away thy {pan;
And how thy lizht doth burn
Nearer and nearer to thine urn.
¥or this dear wafle what farisfattion can
Injurious time return i
Thy fhorten’d days, but this, the ftile of man 2
And what’s aman ¢ a cask of care,
New tunn'd and working : he’s a middle flair’
*Twixt birth and death ; a blaft of full-agd air, -

3
His breaft is tinder, apt to entertain
The [parks of Cupid’s fire,
‘Whole new-blown flames muft now enguire
A wanton julep out, which may reflrain
The rage of his defire,
Whole painful pleafure is but pleafing pain :
His life’s a icknels that doth rife
From a hot liver, whil@t his pafiion lies
Expecting cordials from his mifirels’ eyes. h
Q 4 His -




A minute ; and hism
His doubrful weathers, |

1
i

11

15 traflick, hopes 3
His Jifess a medley, made of [wests anJ fours
Hi i fmiles and [outs 5
\Iw-i}st witl ,.n;ts;
Jr.: isa umlm.g, all comy

5 *
Do, waflle thine inch, proud fpan of living earth,
Confume thy golden days
In flavifh freedom ; ler thy ways
Take befl advantage of thy holui\. mirth
Thy flock of time decays,
And lavifh plenty ftill fore runs a dearth 2
The bird thar's flown ma y turn at lafl 5
And p.uu ful labour may repair a waile,
But pains nor price can call my minutes paft,
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B E N.

Exped great joy when thou [balt lay down the mind of a

ild, and deferve the file of a wife man ; for at thofe years

ebildbood §s paft, but oftentines childifbuefs vemaineth; and

what isworfe, thoubaft the authority of aman; but the voice
f

v0ice
& A
a-CRikd.

ch

£h
4

-
£ .
EPIG. 1r1;
7o the declining man,
Why ftand’it thou difcontented ? is not he .

As equal diftant from the top as thee 2
What then may caufe thy dilcontented frowy 2
S2t's mounting up the hilly thou plodding down,

"

2
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Hieroghyph, XII. 361

DEUTERONOMY ;3. 25

As thy days, [o fball thy firength be. -

The poft
Of fwift-foor time
Hath now at length begun
The kalends of our middle flage ¢
The rumber’d fieps that we have gone, do fhow
The number of thofe fleps we are to go :
The buds and bloffoms of our age
Are blown, decay’d and gone,
And all our prime
Isloft ¢
And what we boaft too much, we haveleaft caulé to boaft

Ahme!
Thete 15 na reft ¢
Our time is always fleeing. :
What rein can curb our head-ilrong hours?
They poft away : they pals we know not how 2
Qur now is gone, Dbefore we can fay now =
Time pait and future’s none of ouss :
That hathas yet no being 3
And this hath cealt
To be :
What is, is only ours : how fhort a time have we }

And




Hieroghyph. X1,

And now
-‘Jom 5 ear
Expedts harmonious {trains,

New minted from the Thiacian Iyre 3
For now the virtue of the twi fork’d hill
Infpires the ravifh'ad iam.}, and doth il

The veins with Teza/aan five
And now thole fm: 1 brains
That cannot fhow,
Nor bear
Some fiuits, fhall never wear Apollo’s facred bow, "

Excels
And fusfeit ules
To wait upon thele days 3
Full feed and flowing cups of wine
Con)uta the fancy, forcing up alp’rit
By th’ ealy magick of debatch’d deli ght 3
Ah ! pity, twive-born Raeclus® vine
Should ftatve 4polle’s bays,
And umml thiole mules
hat blels
And calm the peaceful J.Uu_, when Rorms of care opprefss

Strong light,
Boaft not thole beams
Thar can but ouly raile
And blaze a while, and then away
There is no lolflice in thy day
fhe nz.dhg;__lu f,}lu} 1:».5
Berwixe th' exrreams
Of night,
A glory foil’d with fhame, and fool’d with falle delight.

Haft




Hieroglyph. XII. 363

Haft thou climbed up to tle full age of thy few days ? look
ackiwards and thou [balt fee the frailty of “thy youth, the
y of thy childhoed, and the wafte of thy infancy : look
orwards, thau fpalr fee the caresof the world, the troubles
of #by mind, 1he difeafes of thy body, :

£y

-t

EREG: 22,
7o the middle-aged.

Thou that art prancing on the Iufty noon

Of thy full age, boall not thy felf too loon 2
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle fiate ;

Take heed, thow’lt brag oo foon, or boait teo late,
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JOHN 3. 30.
Ide mujt encreafey but I muff- decreafe.

Tlmc veids the table, dinner’s done
And now our day’s declining fun
Hath hurried his diurnal lead

To th’ borders of the wellern road ;
Yierce Phlegon, with his fellow fteeds,
Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds,
And froths and fumes, renzembri;‘sg {i1il
Their lafhes up th' Qlympick hill,

Which baving conquer’d, now dildain
The whip, and champ the fiothy rein,
And with a full career they bend

Their paces ta their Journy’s end 3

Qur blazing taper now hath loft

Her beteer half, nature hath croft

Her forenoon book, and clear'd that feore,
But fcarce gives trull for fo much more :
And now their gen’rous {ap forfakes

Her [eir-grown twig ¢ a breath ev'n fhakes
The down ripe fruit ; fruit foon diverc’d
From her dear branch, unrouch’d, unforc’d,
Now fanguin Penus doth begin

To draw her wanton colours in,

And flees neglected in difgzrace,

Whilit Mars fupplies her lukewarm place 3
Blood turns choler : what this age

Loles in firength it finds in rape’s

That rich enamel, which, of old,
Damask’d the downy cheek, and told




366 FEzeroglyph. XIIL

A harmlels guilt, unask’d, is now

Worn off from the audacious brow 3
Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels,
Loale riot, and thole venial evils

AWhich inconfid’rate youth of late

Could plead, now want an advocate:
And what appear’d in former times
Whifp'ring as faults, now roar as erimes;
And now all ye whafe lips were wont

To drench their coral in the font-

Of fork'd Parnaffus ; you that be

The fons of Plekus, and can flee

On wings of fancy 1o difplay

The flag of high invention, flay,

Repole your quilis 5 your veins grow {our,
“Tempt not your falt beyond her pow'r 3

1f your pall’d fancies but decline,

Cenlure will trike at ev'ry line

And wound your names, the pop’lar ear
Weighs what you are; not what you were
Thus hackney-like, we tireour age,
Spur-gail’d with change from flage 1o flage,

Seeft
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».)’E.. ihow he daily Iy
4 to the bigheft fite
iy the n.:?} l?'L’H, g5 7t

EPIG. 137,

Zo the young i,

Cheer thy g]ad heart: th m‘ut thou thele uphi
Lead to death’s dungeen ¢ no, but kiiow wi
A rifing s but a prologue w a fall,

. Young man, rejoice ; and let thy rifing days
k
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Hieroglyph. X1V, 369
JOHN 12. 35.
Tet a littlewhile is the light with you.

L

HE day grows old,the low pirch'd lamp hath made
) No jels than treble fhade,
Aud the defcending damp doth now prepare
T’ uncurl bright Titan's hair §
Whofe weftern wardrebe now begins t" unfold
Her putples, fring’d with gold,
To cloath his ev'ning glory, when th’ alarms
OFf reft fhall call to seil in refllels Thetis® armss

B

Nature now calls to fupper, to refrefh
The fpirits of all flelh3

The toiling plowman drives his thirfly teams,
Taoalle the {lipp’ry fireams :

The droiling fwine. herd knocks away, and feafls
His bungry whining guells :

The box-bill owzle, and the dapled thrufh

Like hungry rivals, meet at their beloved bufly

3

And now the cold autumpal dews are feen-
To cob-web ev’ry greens
And by the low-thorn rowens doth appear
The faft-declining year :
The faplels branches doff their fummer fuits
And wain their winter fruits 3
And flormy blafts have forc'd thie quaking trees
To wrap their trembling limbs in {uits of mofly free:'de.
ug
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4

Qur wafled taper now hath brought her light
To the aext door to night 5

Her fprightlefs flame grown with great fnuff, doth turn
Sad as her neighb'vring urn:

Her flender inch, that yet unfpent remains,
Lights but to further pains,

And in a filent language bids her guefl

Prepare his weary limbs to take eternal reft,

5

Now careful age hath pitch’d her painful plough
Upon the furrow’d brow ;

And fnowy blafls of dilcontented care
Have blanch’d the falling hair:

Sufpicious envy, mixt with jealous fpight,
Difturbs his weary night :

He threatens youth with age 3 and now, alas !

He owns not what he is, bur vauntsthe manhe wag,.

6

Grey hairs, pwifue thy days, and let thy palt
Read Iettores to thy laft = ° : -
Thole hafty wings-that hurryd them away; :
Will give thefe days no day :
The conftant wheels of mature fcorn to tire
Until her works expire : :
That blaft that nipt thy youth, will ruin thees (trees
That hand that fhook the branch,will quickly firike the

8. CHRYS.




PUE W
ontcEh more vid

voik art in vain attained to old years, that repeateft
fulnefs,

EPIG. 14
Za the Touth.

Scelt thou this good old man ? he reprelents
Thy future, thou his preterperfect tenle -

L hou go'ft to labours, he prepares to refl 2

Thou breakelt thy fafty he lups; now which is beft 7




372 Hieroglyph: XV,




Hieroglyph, XV, 373

PSALM  go. 10.

Zhe days of our years are threcfoore years
ana e,

I

O haveT feen th’ illuflrious prince of lighe
Rifing in glory fiom his crecean bed,
Ana trampling down the horrid fhades of uight,
Advancing more and more his conquring head,
Paufe firtt, decline, at length begin to fhroud
His fainting brows within a cole-black cloud,

2
So have I feen a well built caflle fiand
Upon the tip-toes of a lofty hill, .
‘Whale active pow’s commands both fea and land,
And curbs the pride-of the Leleag’rer’s will =
At length her ag’d foundation fails her tindt,
And lays her tote'ring ruinsin the duft.

3
So have I feen the blazing taper {hoot
Her golden head into the feeble air,
Whole thadow-gilding ray, {pread round abont,
Makes the foul face of black-brow'd darknefs falr 5
Lilk at the length her wafling glory fades,
And leaves the night to her invetTate fhades,

4
Ev’n [o this little world of living clay,
Thepride of nature, glorify’d by arr,
Whom earth adores, and all her hoits obey,
£Aliy’d to heav'n by his diviner pare,
Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decays,
And worn by age, death cancels all his days, T
(hat




That g lione [
1s nuw ev'n ra
Tliat fiurdy caitle, matun’d with o m

L.ies now a mon’aient of ber own um uile ;

gl“]ﬂ\,l\ fin, that whilom {l

fh'd from our darken’d eyes :

That blazing 1aper. that dildain’d The pul

Oif woubled atr, {carce owis the name o1

6

Poor bed-rid man | where isthat glory now,

j.' 1y yous i, 0 vaunted ? whaere tl

ll:‘,‘!

tiul hor

{hiul eyes 3

diftraite _1 brow 2
1ef |

s altl

man that'’s born of woma

and ‘hisdearh’s a pain

ba borna maw

n c4n remain
is days are tull of fortow 3

f (nuff

oftrate lies
our, Now,

i zath by grua.l‘
ves thy matro® wa‘vd bone

2

to day, and fades 1o morrow j
le, and his day’sa ipan

es
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CYPR.

 When eyes ave dim, ears deaf, vifagepale, teeth decayed;
skin withered, ‘breathzainted, pipes furved, knees tvembling,
bhands fumbiing, feet failing, the fudden downfall of 1hy
Jefbly lowfe is near az hand,

S.AUGUST.

Al vices wax old by age = goveloufnefs alone groweth
)’U?HL{‘!.

EPIG: 13,
To the Infanz.

“What he doth fpend in groans, thou fpend’ft in tearss
Judgment and firength’s alike in both your years 3
He's helplels; [o art thou'y what diff’rence then 2
He’s anold infant ; thou, a youngold man.

F1NTITSGS
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Oll’s Geography, Folio
Fidde's Sermons, Folio
Harton's Comes Comercij
Eachard’s Gazetteer, 2 parts
Woodman’s Modern Phyfician
Ward’s Nuprial Dialogues, 2 Vol.
Fachard’s Geography
Buchanan’s Hiltory of Scotland, 2 Vol
Barrow's Euclid
Leybourn’s Compleat Surveyor, Folio
Handley’s Colloquia Chirurgica, 8vo
_ = his Mechanical Eflays, 8vo
Perfian Letters, in 2 Vol. 12v0
Tirner’s Surgery, 2 vol. 8vo
Gorden’s Gecgraphical Grammar
Potter's Greek Antiquities, 2 Vok
D Foe’s Works, in 2 Yol. 8vo
Tniverfal Library, 2 Vol. 8vo
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