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Where bast thou blindly ranged ?
Ty art thou wrath—why is thy visage wan 2%
15 .
What mean these marks of woa ?
‘Thou art all foul—thy hauds with blood are ameared—
—Oh tell me not—natso
This plant of God its early head upreared.
16

Some bauc.—the sigrs are sure—
Same rout of bitterness too near Las grown
Some poisoucus graft impyre
Ev'n with the vital s2p bas mixed it’s own.
o

i
Fierce Want and bloated Pride,
Here moody ifate, and faunting Folly there, ¢
Avarice, stillgaping wide,
Fraud, Rapine, Lust, deform this image fair. -
18
Alas ! ard isthere none .
Can tring this heaven-born wanderer home once mors *
—He looked and saiv not one
He saw o help that mortals could implore. §
19

He wondered none should spring
Prompt to uphold a worid vhich shook with fear §
When lo ! th? etereal Hing ‘
Stretched his own arm :u;lo brought Salvation near. §

’ His fury bore him on T
His high-wrought zeal sustained him in’the stroke §f
The cause of men was gone—
Behold what love #% that dangcr could provoke !
21

. O Saviour of maunkind
ﬁ - Saviour haye mercy on a sinful race!
—Guilt is to mercy blind
And gold bas power to Lilztvthe secds of Grace.

E Yet Heaven's blast balm can stay
The bosorn’s plague. —the leprous soul refresh ¢
And God can take away
The heart of stone and gi;:a heart of fesh. t
-3

A creater than our foe,
{The serpent foe in this tank world who lurks, )
A strouger Spirit we hoow §§
Than ia the children of rehellion works. §§
24

Shine out, thou blessed Licht. .

Full in thy strength, with healing in thy wiogs : 1§
And chase the brood of night .
Foul chamberers in the breast, whem darlress briags.

23

Awake ye band that sleep !
Risc from the dead §|§|—for it is sevenfold death

# And the Lord szid unto Cain, why art thou wroth and whyis thy countenance fal~
Jon ?—Gen, iv. 6.
't See Gray’s Ode on a distant prospect of Eton Collegre,
t And I loaked and there was rone 10 help....§ and [ wondeved that there was none
10 uplold...." Therefore mine own arm brought Salvation unte me.... % ard my fury
it upheld me.—lsaish i, 5. The zeal of the Lord of Hosts will perform this.—
Isaiah ix. 7. )
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