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TR ER T AY Z5 2 YL #E. Splendour of God's Glory: St. Ambrosius
RE2FE S Be Thou My Vision: Irish Hymn
BR#R /R ATEE Jesus, Lead Thou On: Nicolaus von Zinzendorf
BHER BB PE Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers: Felicia D. Hemans
#1518 .The New Colossus: Emma Lazarus
B & E 8. Centennial Hymn: John G. Whittier
SR {H3IZEM B . Abraham Lincoln: Samuel V. Cole
S HrAI#I%E. Bruce and the Spider: Bernard Barton
42 A\ B2 Recessional: Rudyard Kipling
%27 52.0zymandias: Percy B. Shelly
55 E . The Tomb of Cyrus: Anonymous
FAZEIIHIER. The Destruction of Sennacherrib: George G. Byron
A FIZRIERYFE.God of Earth and Altar: G.K. Chesterton
HEM AR _EF Praise, My Soul, The King of Heaven: Henry F. Lyte
KIERIEEEEBER AR Al Praise to Thee, Eternal Lord: Martin Luther
fl¢ X B&tt From Heaven Above to Earth | Come: Martin Luther
M= A London Church: Richard M.M. Houghton
[ 4% BE. Whitefield: William Cowper
IS 0E 152 The Triumph of Infidelity: Timothy Dwight
FaPH & £ 28 King Robert of Sicily: Henry W. Longfellow
KE RSB The Lost Leader: Robert Browning
?ﬁ?ﬁ%)(.Upon The Burning of Our House: Anne Bradstreet
& 3 8 £.0n His Blindness: John Milton

+5 22~ .Under The Cross: W.C.R.
UM K 4#. The Angel of Patience: John G. Whittier
¥ EE % Church Music: George Herbert

EPFEB % Christmas Bells: Henry W. Longfellow
1R B A52 . Body and Soul: William Shakespeare
{E5 &S Preaching the Gospel: Richard Baxter
484388 [F. The Village Blacksmith: Henry W. Longfellow
= 4/ A\ 4. The Character of A Happy Life: Henry Wotton
XM - ARZIFHIE D . Lord, It Belongs Not to My Care: Richard Baxter
P HERF L BREPT.If | Could Shut the Gate: Anonymous
R LEFF . Hymn to the Night: Henry W. Longfellow
& I RYSE Y. Light Shining out of Darkness: William Cowper
IS % 2t HRERTE What If this Present were the World's Last Night: John Donne
BT - YRAZESIT.Death, Be Not Proud: John Donne
EEB18EF K Christ's Resurrection and Ascension: Philip Doddridge
#3810 .Crossing the Bar: Alfred Tennyson



E3E2 . The Martyr's Hymn: Martin Luther

SRR B EZ Y. For Thy Mercy and Thy Grace: Henry Downton

BERE - HAYE TR Awake, My Soul: Thomas Ken

FAo - ZERRER AR Glory to Thee, My God, this Night: Thomas Ken

B MIAYZIE . The Church Militant: George Herbert

TR EATRRY S IR E 8

B - REBEXG - RAEVEAR

%%E E/J/L;\ ,
EERARE E!’J‘ i
ZERMPRE -

95’\ ERILMOES
ERIBNAREEIKE ;
ﬁﬁﬁ ENFIRENR

FEIRFFESEROMRE -

SIBRMATES Y -
mﬁmﬁﬁ AP

g\

St. Ambrosius

BT - 1BEEBRAVSSIBICHE -

BT - YREFCRRIIE -

B - ARGRIEZIE - FERIKERIR -
B - KIEREERE -



B MR HEEN R =P -

2R #&(Z (St. Ambrosius, 339-397)f 1 J #IKR - EBEBHEK -

EEARFIEERE - 374 F - RAETEFE - LMHhERIIEE
B REEAERAE (Milan) £ - IAZERENEE ; HEE
HREREE  BRTRAXZFMMEETH - B OREER

EH - TRHAESSNRBUS - BET Theodosius 7o EK B M
EEMARREER - #HRUBEE - BEmS&WT - 84BN

Nigispy - ZREEBRIEERMEAHNE  BRIEWER L REIE -

tERE - EFHMBR/NE - WEFILEMNEIRST - ZKE
BEHLAMERFFER -

Splendour of God's Glory Light

O splendour of God's Glory light,

O Thou that brightest |I?ht from light,
O Light of light, light's living spring,
O Day all days illumining.

O Thou true Sun, on us Thy glance
Let fall in royal radiance;

The Spirit's sanctifying beam
Upon our earthly senses stream.

The Father, too, our prayers implore,
Father of glory evermore;

The Father of all grace and might,
To banish sin from our delight.

To guide whate'er we nobly go,

With love all envy to subdue,

To make ill fortune turn to fair,

And give us grace our wrongs to bear.



St. Ambrosius (339-397)
Bishop of Milan
trans. Robert Seymour Bridges (1844-1930)
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Be Thou My Vision

Be Thou my Vision, O Lord of my heart;
Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art —
Thou my best thought, by day or by night,
Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light.



Be Thou my Wisdom, and Thou my true Word,;
| ever with Thee and Thou with me, Lord,;
Thou my great Father, and | Thy true son,
Thou in me dwelling, and | with Thee one.

Riches | heed not, nor man's empty praise,
Thou my inheritance, now and always;
Thou and Thou only, first in my heart,
High King of heaven, my treasure Thou art.

High King of heaven, my victory won,

May | reach heaven's joys, O bright heaven's Sun!
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,

Still be my Vision, O Ruler of all.

Irish hymn (eighth century)
trans. Mary Elizabeth Byrne (1880-1931)
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Jesus, Lead Thou On

Jesus, Lead Thou on

Till our rest is won;

And although the way be cheerless,
We will follow calm and fearless:
Guide us by Thy hand

To our fatherland.

If the way be drear,

If the foe be near,

Let not faithless fears o'ertake us;
Let not faith and hope forsake us;
For through many a woe

To our home we go.

When we seek relief

From a long-felt grief;

When temptations come alluring,
Make us patient and enduring;
Show us that bright shore

Where we weep no more.

Jesus, lead Thou on

Till our rest is won.

Heav'nly Leader, still direct us,
Still support, control, protect us,
Till we safely stand

In our fatherland.

Nicolaus von Zinzendorf (1700-1760)
Moravian church & mission leader
trans. Jane Laurie Borthwick (1813-1897)
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Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers

The breaking waves dashed high
On a stern and rock-bound coast,
And the woods against a stormy sky
Their giant branches tossed;

And the heavy night hung dark
The hills and waters o'er,

When a band of exiles moored their bark
On the wild New England shore.

Not as the congueror comes,
They, the true-hearted came;

Nor with the roll of the stirring drums,
And the trumpet that sings of fame;

Not as the flying come,
In silence and in fear —

They shook the depths of the desert gloom
With their hymns of loft cheer.

Amidst the storm they sang,
And the stars heard, and the sea;

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang
To the anthem of the free.

The ocean eagle soared
From his nest by the white wave's foam;
And the rocking pines of the forest roared
This was their welcome home.

There were men with hoary hair
Amidst that pilgrim band:

Why had they come to wither there,
Away from their childhood's land.

There was a woman's fearless eye,
Lit by her deep love's truth; _
There was manhood's brow serenely high,
And the fiery heart of youth.

What sought they thus afar?
Bright jewels of the mine?

The wealth of seas, the spoils of war?
They sought a faith's pure shrine!
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Aye, call it holy ground,
The soil where they first trod;

They have left unstained what there they found —
Freedom to worship God.

Felicia Dorothea Hemans (1793-1835)
English poet
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The New Colossus Emma Lazarus

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,

With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name

Mother of Exiles. From her beaconed-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.
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"Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she

With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.
Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me.

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”

Emma Lazarus (1849-1887)
American poet
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Centennial Hymn

We meet today, united free,

And loyal to our land and Thee,

To thank Thee for the era done,
And trust Thee for the opening one.

O make Thou us, through centuries long,
In peace secure, in #ustlce strong;
Around our gift of freedom draw

The safeguards of Thy righteous law:
And, cast in some diviner mould,

Let the new cycle shame the old!

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892)
American poet
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Abraham Lincoln

Whence came this man? As if on the wings
Of the winds of God that blew!
He moved, undaunted, mid captians and kings,
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And, not having learned, he knew |

Was he son of the soil, or child of the sky?
Or, pray, was he both? Ah me!

How little they dreamed, as the storm rolled high,
What he was, and was to be!

When trembled the lamps of hopes, or quite
Blew out in that furious gale,

He drew his light from the Larger Light
Above him that did not fail:

Heaven-led all trials and perils among,
As unto some splendid goal _

He fared right onward, unflinching—this strong
God-gifted, heroic soul!

We know him now how noble his part,
And how clear was his vision then!
With the firmest hand and the kindliest heart
Of them all—this master of men!
Of the pride of power or the lust of self,
Oh never a taint we find:
He lost himself in the larger self
Of his country and all mankind.

There are those called great, or good, by right
But as long as the long roll is,

Not many the names, with the double light
Of greatness and goodness like his.

Thrice happy the nation that holds him dear
Who never can wholly die,

Never cease to bestow of his counsel and cheer,
As the perilous years go by!

For after the trumpets have ceased to blow,
And the banners are folded away,

And the stress and the splendor forgotten, we know,
Of a truth, in that judgment day,

That whatso'er else, in the Stream that rolls,
May sink and be utterly gone,

The souls of the men who were true to their souls
Forever go marching on!

There are those whose like, it was somehow planned,
We never again shall see;
But | would to God there were more in the land
As true and as simple as he,—
As he who walked in our common ways,
With the seal of a king on his brow;
Who lived as a man among men his days,
And belongs to the ages now!
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Samuel Valentine Cole (1851-1925)

American poet
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B2 (Bernard Barton, 1784-1849) Z=Ez5 A -

Bruce and the Spider

For Scotland's and for freedom's right
The Bruce his part had played,
In five successive fields of fight
Been conquered and dismayed;
Once more against the English host
His band he led, and once more lost
The meed for which he fought;
And now from battle, faint and worn,
The homeless fugitive forlorn
A hut's lone shelter sought.

And cheerless was that resting-place
For him who claimed a throne:
His canopy, devoid of grace,
The rude, rough beams alone;
The heather couch his only bed, —
Yet well |1 ween had slumber fled
From couch of eider-down!
Through darksome night till dawn of day,
Absorbed in wakeful thought he lay
Of Scotland and her crown.

The sun rose brightly, and its gleam
Fell on that hapless bed,
And tinged with light each shapeless beam
Which roofed the lowly shed;
When, looking up with wistful eye,
The Bruce beheld a spider try
His filmy thread to fling
From beam to beam of that rude cot;
And well the insect's toilsome lot
Taught Scotland's future king.

Six times his gossamery thread
The wary spider threw;
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In vain the filmy line was sped,
For powerless or untrue
Each aim appeared, and back recoiled
The patient insect, six times foiled,
And yet unconquered still;
And soon the Bruce, with eager eye,
Saw him prepare once more to try
His courage, strength, and skill.

One effort more, his seventh and last!
The hero hailed the sign!

And on the wished-for beam hung fast
That slender, silken line;

Slight as it was, his spirit caught

The more than omen, for his thought
The lesson well could trace,

Which even "he who runs may read,"

That Perseverance gains its meed,
And Patience wins the race.

Bernard Barton (1784-1849)
English poet
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Recessional

God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle-line,
Beneath whose awful hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine —
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget — lest we forget!

The tumult and the shouting dies;
The captains and the kings depart;
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget—Ilest we forget!

Far-called, our navies melt away;
On dune and headland sinks the fire:
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday

Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!
Judge of nations, spare us yet,

Lest we forget—Iest we forget!

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,
Such boasting as the Gentiles use,

Or lesser breeds without the law—

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,

Lest we forget—Iest we forget!

For heathen heart that puts her trust

In reeking tube and iron shard —

All valiant dust that builds on dust,

And guarding, calls not Thee to guard —
For frantic boast and foolish word.

Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord!

Rudyard Kipling (1865-1936)
English author, poet
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Ozymandias

| met a traveller from an antique land,
Who said: "Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert. Near them on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip and sneer of cold command,
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed;
And on the pedestal these words appear:
'My name is Ozymandias, King of Kings,
Look on my Works, ye Mighty, and despair!’
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of the colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away."

1817 1818

Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822)
English Romantic poet
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The Tomb of Cyrus

A voice from stately Babylon, a mourner's rising cry,
And Lydia's marble palaces give back their deep re||oly;
And like the sounds of distant winds o'er ocean's billows sent,
Ecbatana, thy storied walls send forth the wild lament.

For he, the dreaded arbiter, a dawning empire's trust,

The eagle child of victory, the great, the wisg, the just,

ASSKFI&'S famed and conquering sword, and Media's regal strength,
Hath bowed his head to earth beneath a mightier hand at length.

And darkly through a sorrowing land Euphrates winds along,
And Cydnus with its silver wave hath heard the funeral song;
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And through the wide and sultry East, and through the frozen North,
The tabret and the harp are hushed,— the wail of grief goes forth.

There is solitary tomb, with rankling weeds o'er-grown,

A single palm bends mournfuly beside the mouldering stone
Amidst whose leaves the Bassing breeze with fitful gust and slow
Seems sighing forth a feeble dirge for him who sleeps below.

Beside, its sparkling drops of foam a desert fountain showers;
And, floating calm, the lotus wreathes its red and scented flowers,
Here lurks the mountain fox unseen beside the vulture's nest;

And steals the wild hyena forth, in lone and silent quest.

Is this deserted resting-place the couch of fallen might?

And ends the path of glory thus, and fame's inspiring light?
Chief of a progeny of kings renowned and feared afar,

How is thy boasted name forgot, and dimmed thine honour's star!

Approach,— what saith the graven verse? "Alas for human pride!
Dominion's envied gifts were mine, nor earth her praise denied.

Thou traveller, if a suppliant's voice find echo in thy breast,
O, envy not the little dust that hides my mortal rest!"

Anonymous

HEE TR, Lord George Gordon Byron
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The Destruction of Sennacherrib
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The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold,
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold;
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the sea,
When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee.

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green,
That host with their banners at sunset were seen:

Like the leaves of the forest when autumn hath blown,
That host on the morrow lay withered and strown.

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the blast,

And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed;

And the eyes of the sleepers waxed deadly and chill,

And their hearts but once heaved— and for ever stood still!

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide,

But through it there rolled not the breath of his pride;
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turf,
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf.

And there lay the rider distorted and pale,

With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail:
And the tents were all silent— the banners alone—
The lances unlifted— the trumpet unblown.

And the widows of Ashur are loud in their walil,
And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal;

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword,
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord!

Lord George Gordon Byron(1788-1824)
English romantic poet
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O God of Earth and Altar

O God of earth and altar,

Bow down and hear our cry,
Our earth rulers falter,

Our people drift and die;

The walls of gold entomb us,
The swords of scorn divide,
Take not Thy thunder from us,
But take away our pride.

From all that terror teaches,
From lies of tongue and pen.
From all the easy speeches

That comfort cruel men,

From sale and profanation

Of honor, and the sword,

From sleep and from damnation,
Deliver us, good Lord!

Tie in a living tether

The prince and priest and thrall,
Bind all our lives together,
Smite us and save us all;

In ire and exultation

Aflame with faith, and free,
Lift up a living nation,

A single sword to Thee.

Gilbert Keith Chesterton (1874-1936)
English poet, author and journalist
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Praise, My Soul, the King of Heaven

Praise, my soul, the King of heaven,

To His feet thy tribute brin(?;

Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,
Evermore His praises sing.

Alleluia! Alleluia! Praise the everlasting King.

Praise Him for His grace and favour

To our fathers in distress;

Praise Him, still the same as ever,

Slow to chide, and swift to bless.

Alleluial! Alleluia! Glorious in His faithfulness.

Fatherlike, He tends and spares us;

Well our feeble frame He knows;

In His hands He gently bears us,

Rescue us from all our foes.

Alleluia! Alleluia! Widely yet His mercy flows.

Angels in the height, adore Him;

Ye behold Him face to face;

Saints triumphant, bow before Him,

Gathered in from every race.

Alleluia! Alleluia! Praise with us the God of grace.
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Henry Francis Lyte (1793-1847)
English hymn writer and poet
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All Praise to Thee, Eternal Lord

All praise to thee, eternal Lord,

Clothed in a garb of flesh and blood;
Choosing a manger for Thy throne,
While worlds on worlds are Thine alone.

Once did the skies before Thee bow,
A Virgin's arms contain Thee now;
Angels, who did in Thee rejoice,
Now listen for Thine infant voice.

A little child, Thou art our guest,
That weary one in Thee may rest;
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Forlorn and lowly is Thy birth,
That we may rise to heaven from earth.

Thou comest in the darksome night,

To make us children of the light,

To make us in the realms divine,

Like Thine own angels, 'round Thee shine.

All this for us Thy love hath done,

By this to Thee our love is won,

For this we tune our cheerful lays,

And shout our thanks in ceaseless praise.

Martin Luther (1483-1546), trans. fr. Latin
German reformer, author, and hymn writer

?ﬁé%ﬁ%ﬁ Martin Luther
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From Heaven Above to Earth | Come
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From heaven above to earth | come
To bear good news to everg home:
Glad tidings of great joy | bring,
Whereof | now will say and sing.

To you this night is born a child
Of Mary, chosen mother mild;
This little child, of lowly birth,
Shall be the joy of all the earth.

Were earth a thousand times as fair,
Beset with gold and jewels rare,
She yet were far too poor to be

A narrow cradle, Lord, to Thee.

Ah, dearest Jesus, Holy Child,
Make Thee a bed, soft undefiled,
Within my heart, that it may be
A quiet chamber kept for Thee.

"Glory to God in highest heaven,
Who unto man His Son hath given,"
While angels sing with pious mirth
A glad new year to all the earth.

Martin Luther (1483-1546)
trans. Catherine Winkworth (1827-1878)
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A London Church

| stood, one Sunday morning,
Before a large church door,
The congregation gathered
And carriages a score, —
From one out stepped a lady
| oft had seen before.

Her hand was on a prayer-book,
And held a vinaigrette;

The sign of man's redemption
Clear on the book was set, —

But above the Cross there glistened
A golden Coronet.

For her the obsequious beadle

The inner door flung wide,

Lightly, as up a ball-room,

Her footsteps seemed to glide, —
There might be good thoughts in her
For all her evil pride.

But after her a woman

Peeped wistfully within,

On whose wan face was graven
Life's hardest discipline, —
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The trace of the sad trinity
Of weakness, pain, and sin.

The few free-seats were crowded
Where she could rest and pray;

With her worn garb contrasted

Each side in fair array —

"God's house holds no poor sinners,"
She sighed, and crept away.

Lord Richard Monckton Milnes Houghton (1809-1885)

EESYE: William Cowper
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Whitefield

From Hope

Leuconomus (beneath well-sounding Greek
| slur a name a poet may not speak)

Stood pilloried on infamy's hl% stage,

And bore the pelting storm of half an age;

The very butt of slander, and the blot

For every dart that malice ever shot.
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The man that mentioned him at once dismissed
All mercy from his lips, and sneered and hissed;
His crimes were such as Sodom never knew,
And perjury stood up to swear all true;

His aim was mischief, and his zeal pretence,
His speech rebellion against common sense;

A knave, when tried on honesty's plain rule,
And when by that of reason, a mere fool;

The world 's best comfort was, his doom was past;
Die when he might, he must be damned at last.
Now, truth, perform thine office; waft aside

The curtain drawn by prejudice and pride,
Reveal (the man is dead) to wondering eyes
This more than monster in his proper guise.

He loved the world that hated him; the tear
That droped upon his Bible was sincere;
Assailed by scandal and the tongue of strife,
His only answer was a blameless life;

And he that forged and he that threw the dart
Had each a brother's interest in his heart.

Paul's love of Christ and steadiness unbribed
Were copied close in him, and well transcribed.
He followed Paul; his zeal a kindred flame,

His aﬁostollc charity the same.

Like him crossed cheerfully tempestuous seas,
Forsaking country, kindred, friends, and ease;
Like him he laboured, and like him, content

To bear it, suffered shame where'er he went.
Blush, Calumny! and write upon his tomb,

If honest Eulogy can spare thee room,

The deep repentance of thy thousand lies,
Which, aimed at him, has pierced the offended skies;
And say, Blot out my sin, confessed, deplored,
Against thine image in thy saint, O Lord!

William Cowper (1731-1800)
English hymn writer & poet
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The Triumph of Infidelity

Here stood Hypocrisy, in sober brown,

His sabbath face all sorrow'd with a frown.

A dismal tale he told of dismal times,

And this sad world brimfull of saddest crimes;
Furrowed his cheeks with tears for others' sin,
But closed his eyelids on the hell within.

There smiled the smooth Divine, unused to wound
The sinner's heart with hell's alarming sound.

No terrors on his gentle tongue attend,

No grating truths the nicest ear offend.

That strange "New Birth", that methodistic "Grace"
Nor in his heart, nor sermons, found a place.

Plato's fine tales he clumsily retold,

Trite, fireside, moral see-saws, dull as old,;

His Christ and Bible placed at good remove

Guilt hell-deserving, and forgiving love.

‘Twas best, he said, mankind should cease to sin;
Good fame required it; so did peace within.

Their honours, well he knew, would ne'er be driven;
But hoped they still would please to go to heaven.
Each week, he paid his visitation dues;

Coaxed, jested, laughed; rehearsed the private news;
Smoked with each goody, thought her cheese excelled,;
Her pipe he lighted, and her baby held.

Or placed in some great town, with lacquered shoes,
Trim wig, and trimmer gown, and glistening hose,
He bowed, talked politics, learned manners mild;
Most meekly questioned, and most smoothly smiled;
At rich men’'s jests laughed loud, their stories praised;
Their wives' new patterns é;azed, and gazed, and gazed;
Most daintily on pampered turkeys dined;

Nor shrunk with tasting, nor with study pined:
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Yet from their churches saw his brethren driven
Who thundered truth and spoke the voice of heaven,
Chilled trembling guilt, in Satan's headlong path
Charmed the feet back, and roused the ear ot death.
"Let fools", he cried, "starve on, while prudent |
Snug in my nest shall live, and snug shall die."

There stood the infidel of modern breed,

Blest vegetation of infernal seed.

Alike no Deist, and no Christian, he;

But from all principle, all virtue, free.

To him all things the same, as good or evil:
Jehovah, Jove, the Lama, or the Devil;
Mohammed's braying, or Isaiah's lays;

The Indian's pow-wows; or the Christian's praise.
With him all natural desires are good:

His thrist for stews; the Mohawk's thirst for blood,
Made not to know, or love, the all-beauteous mind
Or wing through heaven his path to bliss refined.
But his dear self, choice Dagon! to adore;

To dress, to game, to swear, to drink, to whore;
To race his steeds; or cheat, when others run;

Pit tortured cocks, and swear 'tis glorious fun.
His soul not clothed with attributes divine

But a nice watch-spring to that grand machine,
That work more nice than Rittenhouse can plan;
The body; man's chief part; himself, the man;
Man, that illustrious brute of noblest shape,

A swine unbristled, and an untailed ape.

To couple, eat, and die— his gi]lorious doom:

The oyster's churchyard, and the capon's tomb.

Timothy Dwight (1752-1817)
American clergyman, educator & poet
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King Robert of Sicily

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane
And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,
Apparelled in magificent attire,

With retinue of many a knight and squire,
On St. John's eve, at vespers, proudly sat
And heard the priests chant the Magnificat.
And as he listened, o'er and o'er again
Repeated, like a burden or refrain,

He caught the words, "Deposuit potentes

De sede, et exaltavit humiles;"

And slowly lifting up his kingly head

He to a learned clerk beside him said,

"What mean these words?" The clerk made answer meet,
"He has put down the mighty from their seat,
And has exalted them of low degree.”
Thereat King Robert muttered scornfully,
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" 'T is well that such seditious words are sung
Only by priests and in the Latin tongue;

For unto priests and people be it known,

There is no power can push me from my throne!"
And Ieanin% back, he yawned and fell asleep,
Lulled by the chant monotonous and deep.

When he awoke, it was already night;

The church was empty, and there was no light,
Save where the lamps, that glimmered few and faint,
Lighted a little space before some saint.

He started from his seat and gazed around,

But saw no living thing and heard no sound.
He groped towards the door, but it was locked;
He cried aloud, and listened, and then knocked,
And uttered awful threatenings and complaints,
And imprecations upon men and saints.

The sounds reechoed from the roof and walls
As if dead priests were laughing in their stalls.

At length the sexton, hearing from without

The tumult of the knocking and the shout,

And thinking thieves were in the house of prayer,
Came with his lantern, asking, "Who is there?"
Half choked with rage, King Robert fiercely said:
"Open: 'tis I, the King! Art thou afraid?"

The frightened sexton, muttering, with a curse,
"This is some drunken vagabond, or worse!"
Turned the great key and flung the portal wide;
And man rushed by him at a single stride,
Haggard, half naked, without hat or cloak,

Who neither turned, nor looked at him, nor spoke,
But leaped into the blackness of the night,

And vanished like a spectre from his sight.

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane

And Valmond, Emperor of Allemaine,

Despoiled of his magnificent attire,

Bareheaded, breathless, and besprent with mire,
With sense of wrong and outrage desperate,

Strode on and thundered at the palace gate;
Rushed through the courtyard, thrusting in his rage
To rlﬁht and left each seneschal and page,

And hurried up the broad and sounding stair,

His white face ghastly in the torches' (};] are.
From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed;
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed,

Until at last he reached the banquet-room,

Blazed with light, and breathing with perfume.

There on the dais sat another king,

Wearing his robes, his crown, his signet-ring,
King Robert's self in features, form, and height,
But all transfigured with angelic light!

It was an Angel; and his presence there

With a divine effulgence filled the air,

An exaltation, IEl)iercing the disguise,

Though none the hidden Angel recognize.
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A moment speechless, motionless, amazed,

The throneless monarch on the Angel gazed,

Who met his look of anger and surprise

With the divine compassion of his eyes;

Then said, "Who art thou? and why com’st thou here?"
To which King Robert answered with a sneer,

"I am the King, and come to claim my own

From an impostor, who usurps my throne!"

And suddenly, at these audacious words,

Up sprang the angry guests, and drew their swords;
The Angel answered, with unruffled brow,

"Nay, not the King, but the King's Jester, thou
Henceforth shalt wear the bells and scalloped cape,
And for thy counsellor shalt lead an ape;

Thou shalt obey my sevants when they call,

And wait upon my benchmen in the hall!"

Deaf to King Robert's threats and cries and prayers,
They thrust him from the hall and down the stairs;
A group of tittering pages ran before,

And as they opened wide the folding-door,

His heart failed, for he heard, with strange alarms,
The boisterous laughter of the men-at-arms,

And all the vaulted chamber roar and ring

With the mock plaudits of "Long live the King!"

Next morning, WakinP with the day's first beam,
He said within himself, "It was a dream!"

But the straw rustled as he turned his head,

There were the cap and bells beside his bed,
Around him rose the bare, discolored walls,
Close by, the steeds were champing in their stalls,
And in the corner, a revolting shape,

Shivering and chattering sat the wretched ape.

It was no dream; the world he loved so much

Had turned to dust and ashes at his touch!

Days came and went; and now returned again
To Sicily the old Saturnian reign;

Under the Angel's governance benign

The happy island danced with corn and wine,
And deep within the mountain's burning breast
Enceladus, the giant, was at rest.

Meanwhile King Robert yielded to his fate,
Sullen and silent and disconsolate.

Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear,
With look bewildered and a vacant stare,

Close shaven above the ears, as monks are shorn,
By courtiers mocked, by pages laughed to scorn,
His only friend the ape, his only food

What others left,—he still was unsubdued,

And when the Angel met him on his way,

And half in earnest, half in jest, would say,
Sternly, though tenderly, that he might feel

The velvet acabbard held a sword of steel,

"Art thou the King?" the passion of his woe
Burst from him in resistless overflow,

And, lifting high his forehead, he would fling

62



The haughty answer back, "I am, I am the King!"

Almost three years were ended; when there came
Ambassadors of great repute and name

From Valmond, Emperor of Allemiane,

Unto King Robert, saﬁing that Pope Urbane

By letter summoned them forthwith to come

On Holy Thursday to his city of Rome.

The Angel with great joy received his guests,
And gave them presents of embroidered vests,
And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined,

And rings and jewels of the rarest kind.

Then he departed with them o'er the sea

Into the lovely land of Italy,

Whose loveliness was more resplendent made
By the mere passing of that cavalcade,

With plumes, and cloaks, and housings, and the stir
Of jewelled bridle and of golden spur.

And lo! among the menials, in mock state,

Upon a piebald steed, with shambling gait,

His cloak of fox-tails flapping in the wind,

The solemn ape demurely perched behind,

King Robert rode, makin% huge merriment

In all the country towns through which they went.

The Pope received them with great pomp and blare
Of bannered trumpets, on Saint Peter's aquare,
Giving his benediction and embrace,

Fervent, and full of apostolic grace.

While with congratulations and with prayers

He entertained the Angel unaweres,

Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd,
Into their presence rushed, and cried aloud,

"l am the King! Look, and behold in me

Robert, your brother, King of Sicily!

This man, who wears my semblance to your eyes,
Is an impostor in a king's disguise.

Do you not know me? does no voice within
Answer my cry, and say we are akin?"

The Pope in silence, but with troubled mien,
Gazed at the Angel's countenance serene;

The Emperor, laughing, said, "It is stange sport
To keep a madman for thy Fool at court!"

And the poor, baffled Jester in disgrace

Was hustled back among the populace.

In solemn state the Holy Week went by,

And Easter Sunday gleamed upon the sky;

The presence of the Angel, with its light,
Before the sun rose, made the city bright,

And with new fervor filled the hearts of men,
Who felt that Christ indeed had risen again.
Even the Jester, on his bed of straw,

With haggard eyes the unwonted splendor saw,
He felt within a power unfelt before,

And, kneeling humbly on his chamber floor,
He heard the rushing garments of the Lord
Sweep through the silent air, ascending heavenward.
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And now the visit ending, and once more
Valmond returning to the Danube's shore,
Homeward the Angel journeyed, and again

The land was made resplendent with his train,
Flashing along the towns of Italy

Unto Salerno, and from thence by sea.

And when once more within Palermo's wall,
And, seated on the throne in his great hall,

He heard the Angelus from convent towers,

And if the better world conversed with ours,

He beckoned to King Robert to draw nigher,
And with a gesture bade the rest retire;

When they were alone, the Angel said,

"Art thou the King?" Then, bowing down his head,
King Robert crossed both hands upon his breast,
And meekly answered him: "Thou knowest best!
My sins as scarlet are; let me go hence,

And in some cloister's school of penitence,
Across those stones, that pave the way to heaven,
Walk barefoot, till my guilty soul be shriven!"

The Angel smiled, and from his radiant face

A holy light illumined all the place,

And through the open window, loud and clear,
They heard the monks chant in the chapel near,
Above the stir and tumult of the street:

"He has put down the mighty of their seat,
And has exalted them of low degree!"

And through the chant a second melody

Rose like the throbbing of a single string:

"I am an Angel, and thou art the King!"

King Robert, who who was standing near the throne,
Lifted his eyes, and lo! he was alone!

But all apparelled as in days of old,

With ermined mantle and with cloth of gold;

And when his courtiers came, they found him there
Kneeling upon the floor, absorbed in silent prayer.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)
American poet and educator
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The Lost Leader

Just for a handful of silver he left us,
Just for a riband to stick in his coat—
Found the one gift of which fortune bereft us,
Lost all the others she lets us devote;
They, with the gold to give, doled him out silver,
So much was theirs who so little allowed:
How all our copper had gone for his service!
Rags — were they purple, his heart had been proud!
We that had loved him so, followed him, honoured him,
Lived in his mild and magnificent eye,
Learned his great language, caught his clear accents,
Made him our pattern to live and to die!
Shakespeare was of us, Milton was for us,
Burns, Shelley, were with us—they watch from their graves!
He alone breaks from the van and the freeman
— He alone sinks to the rear and the slaves!

We shall march prospering—not through his presence;
Songs may inspirit us—not from his lyre;

Deeds will be done—While he boasts his quiescence,
Still bidding crouch whom the rest bade aspire:

Blot out his name, then, record one lost soul more,
One task more declined, one more footpath untrod,

One more devils'-triumph and sorrow for angels,
One wrong more to man, one more insult to God!

Life's night begins: let him never come back to us!
There would be doubt, hesitation and pain,

Forced praise on our part—the glimmer of twilight,
Never glad confident morning again!

Best fight on well, for we taught him—strike gallantly,
Menace our heart ere we master his own;
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Then let him receive the new knowledge and wait us,
Pardoned in heaven, the first by the throne!
1843 1845

Robert Browning (1812-1889) English poet

%529&% Anne Bradstreet
1666 FtH+H

EFRERCKLZR LR

ANAENHS B LM AT PR -

REBRZ fUENER -

HEEE BRI IIRER
KK BRI

re I AR ZFRUBRE -

- UBDEER - BR KOG
/O EE T RY LT OKER
"EEEHPKRIRBAEK NS
AZh R FESEREE |
FHhELIE - EIRER -
FUESIR 7 HAVEE -

EHAREHEESE ML
FEEERIR - B MUTE -
BRETFNVYIREMREE -
MRZELEZERNEL -
BEEBRE  WAZHA

69



B AZBEORIRRERE -

W EE R O BEIE — ) ZERIE -
ANER N a7y BRI ESE
HESHRBTRAER -
SRHIEIEEEAR
WEERMIEABRIAEE -
REEERY  FEREHEL -

SEEMBRAIE - BRERVE
SHEFNEREESEE
HEZNRMEERE -
HBRTAERUER -
ERER NEREEEMEN -
T ABEEBEMINESREHLE -
B AR R A DI BN SE -
BAREERILZENSIE -
EIABRIBEMRED -
AT HECAVERE -

RIS ISR REAZRF -

BR BR —UWESR-

RERBENEFHERHL
REEREMEE L ?
NERERL DEEMRHNFE?
rEeE2EEINER ?
SRR EEBHE X -
MEIERRTFZHRFIE -

ELERE—EEE -
RERBENE MU ARERLEAD -
W BB SRS ZERERVPR AR 22 -
i FREEBRETAKEE -

70



BEBEEETTABNE -
SHNUEENEHRTHE -

HREZAEEXEBFFE -
BEMrREE  IREBALE -
MERFEmE - Fo— TR
=E - FpEER | KIE - FHAVE R !
SBHFABZHMER -
RHIMENTEZHEXR L -

Upon the Burning of Our House
July 10™, 1666

In silent night when rest | took,

For sorrow near | did not look,

| waken'd was with thundring noise
And piteous shreiks of dreadful voice.
That fearful sound of "Fire!" and "Fire!"
Let no man know is my Desire.
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I, starting up, the light did spye,

And to my God my heart did cry

To strengthen me in my Distresse,
And not to leave me succourlesse.
Then coming out, beheld apace

The flame consume my dwelling place.

And when | could no longer look,

| blest his Name that gave and took,
That layd my goods now in the dust:
Yea so it was, and so ‘'twas just.

It was his own: it was not mine;

Far be it that | should repine.

He might of All justly bereft,

But yet sufficient for us left.

When by the Ruines oft | past,

My sorrowing eyes aside did cast,
And here and there the places spye
Where oft | sate, and long did lye.

Here stood that Trunk, and there that chest;
There lay that store | counted the best:

My pleasant things in ashes lye,

And them behold no more shall I.

Under my roof no guest shall sitt,

Nor at thy Table eat a bitt.

No pleasant tale shall e'er be told,

Nor things recounted done of old.

No candle e'er shall shine in Thee,

Nor bridegroom's voice e'er heard shall bee.
In silence ever shalt thou lye;

Adeiu, Adeiu; All's vanity.

Then streight I' gan my heart to chide:
And did thy wealth on earth abide?
Didst fix thy hope on mouldring dust,
The arm of flesh didst make thy trust?
Raise up thy thoughts above the skye,
That dunghill mists away may flie.

Thou hast an house on high erect,
Fram'd by that mighty Architect,

With glory richly furnished,

Stands permanent though this bee fled.
It's purchased, and paid for, too,

By Him who hath enough to doe.

A Prise so vast as is unknown,
Yet, by his Gift, is made thine own.
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There's wealth enough, | need no more;
Farewell my Pelf, farewell my Store.
The world no longer let me Love,

My Hope and Treasure lyes Above.

Anne Bradstreet (16127-1672)
American's first poet
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On His Blindness  sonnet xix

When | consider how my light is spent
Ere half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one Talent which is death to hide,
Lodg'd with me useless, though my soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, Lest he returning chide;
"Doth God exact day-labour, light denied,"
| fondly ask; But Patience to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, "God doth not need
Either man's work or his own gifts; who best
Bear his mild yoke, they serve Him best; His State
Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
And post o'er Land and Ocean without rest;
They also serve who only stand and wait."

John Milton (1608-1674)
English poet
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Under The Cross

| cannot, cannot say,
Out of my bruised and breaking heart,
Storm-driven along a thorn-set way,
While blood-drops start
From every pore, as | drag on,
"Thy will, O God, be done!"

| thought, but yesterday,

My will was one with God's dear will;

And that it would be sweet to say,
Whatever ill

My happy state should smite upon,
“Thy will, my God, be done!"

But | was weak and wrong,
Both weak of soul and wrong of heart;
And Pride alone in me was strong,

With cunning art
To cheat me in the golden sun,

To say, "God's will be done!"

O shadow drear and cold,

That frights me out of foolish pride;

O flood, that through my bosom rolled
Its billowy tide;

| said, till ye your power made known,
"God's will, not mine, be done!"

Now, faint and sore afraid,
Under my cross, heavy and rude,
My idols in the ashes laid,

Like ashes strewed,
The holy words my pale lips shun,

"O God, thy will be done!"

Pity my woes, O God,
And touch my will with thy warm breath;
Put in my trembling hand thy rod,
That quickens death;
That my dead faith may feel the sun,
And say, "Thy will be done!"

W. C.R.
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The Angel of Patience

A free paraphase of the German

To weary hearts, to mourning homes,
God's meekest Angel gently comes:
No power has he to banish pain,
Orglve us back our lost again;

And yet in tenderest love our dear
And heavenly Father sends him here.

There's quiet in that Angel's glance,
There's rest in his countenance!

He mocks no grief with idle cheer,

Nor wounds with words the mourner's ear;
But ills and woes he may not cure

He kindly trains us to endure.

Angel of Patience! sent to calm

Our feverish brows with cooling palm;
To lay the storms of hope and fear,
And reconcile life's smile and tear;
The throbs of wounded pride to still,
And make our own our Father's will!

O thou who mournest on thy way,

With longings for the close of day;

He walks with thee, that Angel kind,
And gently whispers, "Be resigned:
Bear up, bear on, the end shall tell

The dear Lord ordereth all things well!"

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892)
American poet
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Church Music

Sweetest of sweets, | thank you. When displeasure
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Did through my body wound my mind,
You took me thence, and in your house of pleasure
A dainty lodging me assigned,

Now | in you without a body move,
Rising and falling with your wings:
We both together sweetly live and love,
You say some times, God help poor Kings.

Comfort, I'll die; for if you post from me,
Sure | shall do so, and much more:
But if I travel in your companﬁ,
You know the way to heaven's door.

George Herbert

B0t Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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Christmas Bells

| heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,

And wild and sweet

The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And thought how, as the day had come,
The belfries of all Christendom
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Had rolled along
The unbroken song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Till, ringing, singing on its way,

The world revolved from night to day,
A voice, a chime,
A chant sublime

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

Then from each black, accursed mouth
The cannon thundered in the South,
And with the sound
The carols drowned
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

It was as if an earthquake rent

The hearth-stones of a continent,
And made forlorn
The households born

Of peace on earth, good-will to men!

And in despair | bowed my head;
"There is no peace on earth,” | said;
"For hate is strong
And mocks the song
Of peace on earth, good-will to men!"

Then pealed the bells more loud and deep:
"God is not dead; nor doth he sleep!

The wrong shall fail,

The right prevail,
With peace on earth, good-will to men!"

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)
American poet and educator
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Body and Soul  sonnet 146

Poor soul, the centre of my sinful earth,

M% sinful earth, these rebel powers that thee array,

Why dost thou pine within and suffer dearth,

Painting thy outward walls so costly gay?

Why so large cost, having so short a lease,

Dost thou upon thy fading mansion spend?

Shall worms, inheritors of this excess,

Eat up thy charge? Is this thy body's end?

Then, soul, live thou upon thy servant's loss,

And let that pine to aggravate thy store.

Buy terms divine in selling hours of dross,

Within be fed, without be rich no more.
So shalt thou feed on Death, that feeds on men,
And Death once dead, there's no more dying then.

William Shakespeare (1564-1616)
English playwright and poet
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Preaching the Gospel

This called me out to work while it was day;
And warn poor souls to turn without delay:
Resolving speedily thy Word to preach,

With Ambrose | at once did learn and teach.
Still thinking | had little time to live,

My fervent heart to win men's souls did strive.
| preach as never sure to preach again,

And as a dying man to dying men!

O how should preachers men's repenting crave
Who see how near the Church is to the grave?
And see that while we preach and hear, we die,
Rapt by swift time to vast eternity!

Richard Baxter (1615-1691)
English author, hymn writer, & preacher

MR Henry Wadsworth Longfellow
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The Village Blacksmith

Under a spreading chestnut-tree
The village smlthy stands:
The smith, a mighty man is he,
With Iarge and sinewy hands;
And the museles of his brawny arms
Are strong as iron bands.
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His hair is crisp, and black, and long,
His face is like the tan:

His brow is wet with honest sweat,
He earns whate'er he can,

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night,
You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge,
With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell,
When the evening sun is low.

And children coming home from school
Look in at the open door;

They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,

And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a threshing-floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,
And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach,
He hears his daughter's voice,

Singing in the village choir,
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother's voice,
Singing in Paradise!

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies;

And with his hard, rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling,—rejoicing,—sorrowing,
Onward through life he goes;

Each morning sees some task begin,
Each evening sees it close;

Something attempted, something done,
He earned a night's repose.

Thanks, thanks to thee, my worthy friend,
For the lesson thou hast taught!

Thus at the flaming forge of life
Our fortunes must be wrought;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped
Each burning deed and thought.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)
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American poet and educator
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A Happy Life

How happy is he born and taught,
That serveth not another's will;

Whose armor is his honest thought,
And simple truth his utmost skill!

Whose passions not his masters are,
Whose soul is still prepared for death,
Untied unto the worldly care
Of public fame or private breath;

Who envies none that chance doth raise,
Or vice; who never understand

How deepest wounds are given by Praise;
Nor rules of state, but rules of good;

Who God doth late and early pray

More of his grace than gifts to lend;
And entertains the harmless day

With a religious book or a friend;

This man is freed from servile bands

Of hope to rise, or fear to fall;
Lord of himself, though not of lands;
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And, having nothing, yet hath all.

Sir Henry Wotton (1568-1639)
English diplomat and poet
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Lord, It Belongs Not to My Care

Lord, it belongs not to my care
Whether | die or live;

To love and serve Thee is my share,
And this Thy grace must give.

If life be long, I will be glad
That I may long obey;
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If short, yet why should | be sad
To soar to endless day?

Christ leads me through no darker rooms
Than He went through before;

He that into God's kingdom comes

Must enter by this door.

Come, Lord, when grace hath made me meet
Thy blessed face to see;

For if Thy work on earth be sweet,

What shall Thy glory be?

My knowledge of that life is small;
My eye of faith is dim;

But 'tis enough that Christ knows all,
And | shall be with Him.

Richard Baxter (1615-1691)
English preacher, hymn writer, and author.
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If | Could Shut the Gate

If I could shut the gate against my thoughts
And keep out sorrow from this room within,
Or memory could cancel all the notes
Of my misdeeds, and | unthink my sin:
How free, how clear, how clean my soul should lie,
Discharged of such a loathsome company!

Or were there other rooms without my heart
That did not to my conscience join so near,
Where | might lodge the thoughts of sin apart
There I might not their clam'rous crying hear;
What peace, what joy, what ease should | possess,
Freed from their horrors that my soul oppress!

But, O my Saviour, who my refuge art,
Let thy dear mercies stand ‘twixt them and me,
And be the wall to separate my heart
So that | may at length repose me free;
That peace, and joa/, and rest may be within,
And | remain divided from my sin.

Anonymous
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Hymn to the Night

| heard the trailing garments of the Night
Sweep through her marble halls!

| saw her sable skirts all fringed with light
From the celestial walls!

| felt her presence, by its spell of might,
Stoop o'er me from above;

The calm, majestic presence of the Night,
As of the one | love.

| heard the sounds of sorrow and delight,
The manifold, soft chimes,

That fill the haunted chambers of the Night,
Like some old poet's rhymes.

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air
My spirit drank repose;

The fountain of perpetual peace flows there, —
From those deep cisterns flows.

O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear
What man has borne before!

Thou layest thy finger on the lips of Care,
And they complain no more.

Peace! Peace! Orestes-like | breathe this prayer!
Descend with broad-winged flight,

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair,
The best-beloved Night!
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882)
American poet, educator
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Light Shining out of Darkness

God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform;

He plants His footsteﬁs in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never failing skill;

He treasures up His bright designs,
And works His sovereign will.

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take,
The clouds ye so much dread
Are big with mercy, and shall break

In blessings on your head.

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
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But trust Him for His grace;
Behind a frowning Providence,
He hides a smiling face.

His purposes will ripen fast,
Unfolding every hour;

The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be the flower.

Blind unbelief is sure to err,
And scan His work in vain;

God is His own interpreter,
And He will make it plain.

William Cowper (1731-1800)
English poet, hymn writer
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What if this present were the world's Last Night?

What if this present were the world's last night?
Mark in my heart, O Soul, where thou dost dwell,
The picture of Christ crudified, and tell
Whether that countenance can thee affright.
Tears in his eyes quench the amazing light,
Blood fills his frowns, which from His pierc'd head fell.
And can that tongue adjudge thee unto nell
Which pray'd forgiveness for His foes' fierce spite?
No, no; but as in my idolatry
| said to all my profane mistresses,
"Beauty, of pity, foulness only is
A sign of rigour", so | say to thee:
To wicked spirits are horrid shapes assign'd,
This beauteous form assures a piteous mind.

John Donne (1572-1631)
English poet
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Death, Be Not Proud

Death, be not proud, though some have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou are not so;
For those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, Nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and sleep, which but thy picture be,
Much pleasure — then from thee much more must flow;
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones and soul's delivery.
Thou 'rt slave to fate, chance, kings, and desperate men,
And doth with poison, war, and sickness dwell;
And poppy or charms can make us sleep as well,
And better than thy stroke. Why swell'st thou then?
One short slee East, we wake eternally,
And death shall be no more. Death, thou shalt die.

John Donne (c. 1571-1631)
English poet and dean of St. Paul Cathedral
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Christ's Resurrection and Ascension

Ye humble souls that seek the Lord,
Chase all your fears away;

And bow with rapture down to see
The place where Jesus lay.

Thus low the Lord of Life was brought,
Such wonders love can do;

Thus cold in death that bosom lay,
Which throbbed and bled for you.

But raise your eyes and tune your songs;
The Saviour lives again:

Not all the bolts and bars of death
The Conqueror could detain.

High o'er the angelic bands He rears
His once dishonoured head,

And through unnumbered years He reigns,
Who dwelt among the dead.

With joy like His shall every saint
His vacant tomb survey;
Then rise with his ascending Lord

To realms of endless day.

Philip Doddridge (1702-1751)
English non-conformist preacher and hymn writer
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Crossing the Bar

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When | put out to sea.

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,

When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!

And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When | embark;

For tho' from out our borne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,

| hope to see my Pilot face to face
When | have crossed the bar.

Lord Alfred Tennyson (1809-1892)
English Victorian poet laureate
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The Martyr's Hymn

Flung to the heedless winds,
Or on the waters cast,

The martyrs' ashes, watched,
Shall gathered be at last;
And from that scattered dust,

Around us and abroad,
Shall spring a plenteous seed
Of witnesses for God.

The Father hath received
Their latest living breath;
And vain is Satan's boast
Of victory in their death;
Still, still, though dead, they speak,
And, trumpet-tongued, proclaim
To many a wakening land
The one availing name.

Martin Luther (1483-1546)
German theologian & reformer
trans. John Foxe (1516-1587) author The Book of Martyrs
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For Thy Mercy and Thy Grace

For Thy mercy and Thy grace,
Constant through another year,
Hear our song of thankfulness,
Father and Redeemer, hear!

Dark the future; let Thy light
Guide us, bright and mornm% star:
Fierce our foes and hard the fight;
Arm us, Savior, for the war.

In our weakness and distress,

Rock of strength, be Thou our stay;
In the pathless wilderness,

Be our true and living way.

Keep us faithful, keep us pure,
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Keep us evermore Thine own;
Help, O help us to endure;
Fit us for the promised crown.

Henry Downton (1818-1885)

Engish pastor, hymn writer & translator
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Awake, My Soul

Awake, my soul, and with the sun
Thy daily stage of duty run:
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Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise
To pay thy morning sacrifice.

Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart,
And with the angels bear thy part,
Who all night long unwearied sing
High praise to the eternal King.

All Praise to Thee, who safe has kept,
And hast refreshed me while | slept:
Grant, Lord, when | from death shall wake
I may of endless life partake.

Lord, I my vows to Thee renew;

Disperse my sins as morning dew; _
Guard my first sPrmg of thouHht and will,
And with Thyself my spirit fill.

Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All | design, or do, or say, o
That all my powers, with all their might,
In Thy sole glory may unite.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,
Praise Him, all creatures here below,

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

Thomas Ken (1637-1711)
English bishop and hymn writer

Glory to Thee, My God, this Night
Glory to Thee, my God, this night
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For all the blessings of the light;
Keep me, O keep me, King of Kings,
Beneath Thy own almighty wings.

Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son,
The ill that | this day has done,

That with the world, myself, and Thee
I, ere | sleep, at peace may be.

Teach me to live, that | may dread
The grave as little as my bed;
Teach me to die, that so | may
Rise glorious at the awful day.

O may my soul on Thee repose,

And with sweet sleep mine eyelids close,
Sleep that may me more vigorous make
To serve my God when | awake.

When in the night | sleepless lie,

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply;
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest,

No powers of darkness me molest.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,
Praise Him, all creatures here below,

Praise Him above, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost.

Thomas Ken (1637-1711)
English bishop and hymn writer

ﬁji Fﬂj E/‘J%Z George Herbert
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The Church Militant

Almightie Lord, who from thy glorious throne
Seest and rulest all things ev'n as one:

The smallest ant or atome knows thy power,
Known also to each minute of an houre:

Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee,
And wrap their policies in thy decree,

Complying with thy counsels, doing nought
Which doth not meet with an eternall thought.
But above all, thy Church and Spouse doth prove
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love.
Early didst thou arise to plant this vine,

Which might the more indeare it to be thine.
Spices come from the East; so did thy Spouse,
Trimme as the light, sweet as the laden boughs
Of Noahs shadie vine, chaste as the dove;
Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love.

The course was westward, that the sunne might light

As well our understanding as our sight.
Where th' Ark did rest, there Abraham began
To bring the other Ark from Canaan.
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Moses pursu'd this: but King Solomon

Finish'd and fixt the old religion.

When it grew loose, the Jews did hope in vain

By nailing Christ to fasten it again.

But to the Gentiles he bore crosse and all,

Rending with earthquakes the partition-wall:

Onely whereas the Ark in glorie shone,

Now with the crosse, as with a staffe, alone,

Religion, like a pilgrime, westward bent,

Knocking at all doores, ever as she went.

Yet as the sunne, though forward be his flight,

Listens behinde him, and allows some light,

Till all depart: so went the Church her way,

Letting, while one foot stept, the other stay

Among the eastern nations for a time,

Till both removed to the western clime.

To Egypt first she came, where they did prove

Wonders of anger once, but now of love.

The ten Commandments there did flourish more

Then the ten bitter plagues had done before.

Holy Macarius and great Anthonie

Made Pharaoh Moses, changing th' historie.

Goshen was darknesse, Egypt full of lights,

Nilus for monsters brought forth Israelites.

Such power hath mightie Baptisme to produce

For things misshapen, thinghs of highest use.

How deare to me, O God, thy counsels are!
Who may with thee compare?

Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts

Gave her the highest place in all mens hearts.

Learning was pos'd, Philosophie was set,

Sophisters taken in fishers net.

Plato and Aristotle were at a losse,

And wheel'd about again to spell Christ-Crosse.

Prayers chas'd sylloglsmes into their den,

And Ergo was transform'd into amen.

Though Greece took horse as soon as Egypt did,

And Rome as both; yet Egypt faster rid,

And spent her period and prefixed time

Before the other. Greece being past her prime,

Religion went to Rome, subduing those,

Who, that they might subdue, made all their foes.

The Warrier his deere skarres no more resounds,

But seems to yeeld Christ hath the greater wounds,

Wounds willingly endur'd to work his blisse,

Who by an ambush lost his Paradise.

The great heart stoops, and taketh from the dust

A sad repentance, not the spoils of lust:

Quittin%his spear, lest it shoud pierce again

Him in his members, who for him was slain.

The Shepherds hook grew to a scepter here,

Giving new names and numbers to the yeare.

But th" Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them

Who were cut short in Alexanders stemme.

In both of these Prowesse and Arts did tame

And tune mens hearts against the Gospel came:

Which using, and not fearing skill in th' one,

Or strength In th' other, did erect her throne.

Many a rent and struggling th' Empire knew,
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(As dying things are wont) until it flew
At length to Germanie, still westward bending,
And there the Churches festivall attending:
That as before Empire and Arts made way,
(For no lesse Harbingers would serve then they)
So they might still, and point us out the place
Where first the Church should raise her down-cast face.
Strength levels grounds, Art makes a Parden there;
Then showres Religion, and makes all to bear.
Spain in the Empire shar'd with Germanie,
But England in the higher victorie:
Giving the Church a crown to keep her state,
And not go lesse then she had done of late.
Constantines British line meant this of old,
And did this mysterie wrap up and fold
Within a sheet of paper, which was rent
From times great Chronicle, and higher sent.
Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran
Unto the farthest old meridian.
How deare to me, O God, thy counsels are!

Who may with thee compare?
Much about one and the same time and place,
Both where and when the Church began her race,
Sinne did set out of Eastern Babylon,
And travell'd westward also: journeying on
He chid the Church away, where e'er he came,
Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name.
At first he got to Egypt, and did sow
Gardens of gods, which ev'ry yeare did grow
Fresh and fine deities. They were at great cost,
Who for a god clearely a sallet lost.
Ah, what a thing is man devoid of grace,
Adoring garlick with an humble face,
Begging his food of that which he may eat,
Starving the while he worshippeth his meat!
Who makes a root his god, how low is he,
If God and man be sever'd infinitely!
What wretchednesse can give him any room,
Whose house is foul, while he adores his broom?
None will beleeve this now, though money be
In us the same transplanted foolerie.
Thus Sinne in Egypt sneaked for a while;
His highest was an ox or crocodile,
And such poore game. Thence he to Greece doth passe,
And being craftier much then Goodnesse was,
He left behinde him garrisons of sinnes
To make good that which ev'ry day he winnes.
Here Sinne took heart, and for a garden-bed
Rich shrines and oracles he purchased:
He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell
As well what should befall, as what befell.
Nay, he became a poet, and would serve
His pills of sublimate in that conserve.
The world came in with hands and purses full
To this great lotterie, and all would pull.
But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit,
Where some poore truths were shuffled for a bait
To credit him, and to discredit those
Who after him should braver truths disclose.
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From Greece he went to Rome: and as before

He was a God, now he's an Emperour.

Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there,

Put him in trust to rule the Roman sphere.

Glorie was his chief instrument of old:

Pleasure succeeded straight, when that grew cold.

Which soon was blown to such a mightie flame,

That though our Saviour did destroy the game,

Disparking oracles, and all their treasure,

Setting aftliction to encounter pleasure;

Yet did a rogue with hope of carnall joy

Cheat the most subtill nations. Who so coy,

So trimme, as Greece and Egypt? yet their hearts

Are given over, for their curious arts,

To such Mahometan stupidities,

As the old heathen would deem prodigies.

How deare to me, O God, thy counsels are!
Who may with thee compare?

Onely the West and Rome do keep them free

From this contagious infidelitie.

And this is all the Rock, whereof they boast,

As Rome will one day finde unto her cost.

Sinne being not able to extirpate quite

The Churches here, bravely resolv'd one night

To be a Church-man too, and wear a Mitre:

The old debauched ruffian would turn writer.

I saw him in his studie, where he sate

Busie in controversies sprung of late.

A gown and pen became him wondrous well:

His grave aspect had more of heav'n then hell:

Onely there was a handsome picture by,

To which he lent a corner of his eye.

As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was before,

And in old Rome a mightie Emperour;

So now being Priest he plainly did professe

To make a jest of Christs three offices:

The rather since his scatter'd jugglings were

United now in one both time and sphere.

From Egypt he took pettie deities,

From Greece oracular infallibilities,

And from old Rome the libertie of pleasure

By free dispensingfs of the Churches treasure.

Then in memoriall of his ancient throne

He did surname his palace, Babylon.

Yet that he might the better gain all nations,

And make that name good by their transmigrations,

From all these places, but at divers times,

He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes:

From EgyPt Anchorisme and retirednesse,

Learning from Greece, from old Rome statelinesse:

And blending these he carri'd all mens eyes,

While Truth sat by, counting his victories:

Whereby he grew apace and scorn'd to use

Such force as once did captivate the Jews;

But did bewitch, and finely work each nation

Into a voluntarie transmigration.

All poste to Rome: Princes submit their necks

Either t' his publick foot or private tricks.

It did not fit his gravitie to stirre,
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Nor his long journey, nor his gout and furre.

Therefore he sent out able ministers,

Statesmen within, without doores cloisterers:

Who without spear, or sword, or other drumme

Then what was in their tongue, did overcome;

And having conquer'd, did so strangely rule,

That the whole world did seem but the Popes mule.

As new and old Rome did one Empire twist;

So both together are one Antichrist,

Yet with two faces, as their Janus was,

Being in this their old crackt looking-glasse.

How deare to me, O God, thy counsels are!
Who may with thee compare?

Thus Sinne triumphs in Western Babylon;

Yet not as Sinne, but as Religion.

Of his two thrones he made the latter best,

And to defray his journey from the east.

Old and new Babylon are to hell and night,

As is the moon and sunne to heav'n and light.

When th' one did set, the other did take place,

Confronting eq]ually the Law and Grace.

They are hells land-marks, Satans double crest:

They are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' east and west.

But as in vice the copie still exceeds

The pattern, but not so in vertuous deeds;

So though Sinne made his latter seat the better,

The latter Church is to the first a debter.

The second Temple could not reach the first:

And the late reformation never durst

Compare with ancient times and purer yeares;

But in the Jews and us deserveth tears.

Nay, it shall ev'ry yeare decrease and fade;

Till such a darknesse do the world invade

At Christs last coming, as his first did finde:

Yet must there such proportion be assign'd

To these diminishings, as is between

The spacious world and Jurie to be seen.

Religion stands on tip-toe in our land,

Readie to passe to the American strand.

When height of malice, and prodigious lusts,

Impudent sinning, witchcrafts, and distrusts

(The marks of future bane) shall fill our cup

Unto the brimme, and make our measure up;

When Sein shall swallow Tiber, and the Thames

By letting in them both pollutes her streams:

When Italie of us shall have her will,

And all her calendar of sinnes fulfill;

Whereby one may foretell, what sinnes next yeare

Shall both in France and England domineer:

Then shall Religion to America flee:

They have their times on Gospel, ev'n as we.

My God, thou dost prepare for them a way

By carrying first their gold from them away:

For gold and grace did never yet agree:

Religion alwaies sides with povertie.

We think we rob them, but we think amisse:

We are more poore, and they more rich by this.

Thou wilt revenge their quarrell, making Prace

To pay our debts, and leave her ancient place
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To go to them, while that which now their nation
But lends to us, shall be our desolation.
Yet as the Church shall thither westward flie,
So Sinne shall trace and dog her instantly:
They have their period also and set times
Both for their vertuous actions and their crimes.
And where of old the Empire and the Arts
Usher'd the Gospel ever in mens hearts,
Spain hath done one; when Arts perform the other,
The Church shall come, & Sinne the Church shall smother:
That when they have accomplished their round,
And met in th" east their first and ancient sound,
Judgement may meet them both & search them round.
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne,
Light one another, and together runne.
Thus also Sinne and Darknesse follow still
The Church and Sunne with all their power and skill.
But as the Sunne still goes both west and east;
So also did the Church by going west
Still eastward go; because It drew more neare
To time and place, where judgement shall appeare.
How deare to me, O God, thy counsels are!

Who may with thee compare?

L' Envoy

King of Glorie, King of Peace,
With the one make warre to cease;
With the other blesse thy sheep,
Thee to love, in thee to sleep.

Let not Sinne devoure thy fold,
Bragging that thy bloud is cold,
That thy death is also dead,
While his conquests dayly s#)read;
That thy flesh hath lost his food,
And thy Crosse is common wood.
Choke him, let him say no more,
But reserve his breath in store,
Till th?; conquests and his fall
Make his sighs to use it all,

And then bargain with the winde
To discharge what is behinde.

Blessed be God alone,
Thrice blessed Three in One.

FINIS
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George Herbert (1593-1633)
English poet & Anglican church pastor
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