Original Poetry. 119

METRICAL PARAPHRASES OF THE COLLECTS.

Collect for the Circumcision of Christ.

L Almighty God, who madest thy blssed Son to be.circumcised, and obedient to the

for man ; Grant us the true circum n of the Spirit; that, our hearts, and all our

®mbers being mortifiad from all worldly and cnr}ml lusts, we may in all things obey thy
“ssed will through the sume thy Son Jesus Christ our Lord. dmen.

METRICAL PARAPHRASE.

Almighty God ! thy blassed Son,
Wiiose will was one with thine,
as circumcised for sinful man,
And kept each law divine.

No more that legal rite hath force
Our ouiward man to bind
ut seill we must be circumcised,
And pure in heart and mind.

That better circumeision, Lord !
Thy grace alwne imparts,

To slay caeh worldly carnal hust
That would euslave our hearts,

Henez let us all our passions curb,
Tach rebel bewrt subdus,

And all thy blossod wills O God !
With steadfast zeal pursuc.

Collect for the first Sunduy after the Epiphany.

i)

0 Lord, we hesesch thee mercifully to receive the prayers of thy people which call upon

i!so‘; and grant that they may both perczive and kios what things they ought to do, and
I-()rd,,mny have grace and power faithfully to fullil the same, through Jesus Christ our

dwmen.

METRICAL PARAPHRASE.

Unworthy, Lord, we sinners are,
"l‘o offer incense at thy throne
et deign to hear thy people’s prayer,
And make thy loving mercy known.

Thro’ passion, or thro’ ign’rance blind,
We oft discarn not good from ill ;

And whan discerning oft we find,
That reason cannot rulz the will,

Though all thy sacred laws we knew,
Yot would that knowledge all be vain,

Without the will and power to do
‘Whate'er thy wisdom shall ordain.

But, Lord, that knowledge, will and power;
Are offerings of thy grace alone,
O grant us these to life’s last hour,
And all thy will be henceforth done.

Collect for the second Sunday afler the Epiphany.

th,
Tough Josus Christ our Lord, © diien.

fm?]mighty and everlusting God, who dost govern 21l things in heaven and earth, merci-
Y hear the supplications of thy prapl2, and grant us thy peace all the days of our life,

METRICAL PARAPHRASE.

0
God ! at whose supreme command,

Ang Nature’s woad’rous frame first rosg,
S

till to thy supporting hand
ts daily preservation owes;

M
's,f;h"\e to rule with sov'reign sway
A Ll‘.“ all balyw and all above :
gels and saints thy will obey,
rd o y

W thy mignt conjoin’d with love,

Trom Thee, enthron’d above the skies,
M.y we this favor, Lord, obtain—

That thou wilt hear, and not despise,
"L Liy people’s supplicating strain.

O 1.t thy peace —thy keav’nly peace,
13+ with us to our latest breath,

That Lids the storms of life to cease,
Aud draws the sharpost sting of deathe



