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EF HE following Potm is hrought me by the Rever-

- end Author,Mr.LeMercier,Pajlor of the French
Church in this Town, with bis Defirve, that I fhould
introduce it, by a few Lines, into the Publick : It
wnay [eem indeed Affiiming in me to undertake this, for
bim, who is one of the Semior Paftors in the Town,
and Jo much my Superier ;3 But my Honour for
my Friend, and my Approbation of bis Performance,
determine me to a ready Compliance with bis
Requef?.

I have my [elf been much gratified with the
beautiful Images and Defcriptions ; the well chofen
Dittion, and bappy Numbers, as well as the Devo-
tion of this poetical Performance : And I hope
the Reader of Tafte and Piety will fbare with me
i thefe Pleafures.

The Poem awas written, as I am informed, fome
Years ago in Yrench, the native Language of ihe
Author 5 and more laicly tranflated into Englifh,
If any objeét to ts loofer Method, it muff be
remembred,  thar Nature is beft copied in  this
graccful Neglipence, where the warm Devotien of
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PREFACE

the Heart is defigned to be truly reprefented.
The Plalms of David are fucred Inflances
of this "Kind :~ As Vlrgll Speech of the uleI and
Pope’s Mefliahy fhine in t/Je Sfawme Beazz{y among
the Pages of Secular Writers.

WNot that the Poern is wholly deftitute of Mitlod.
It reprefents a Soul examz'n.z'ng its Difpofitions and
Conduét by thz exceeding broad Law of GOLD ;
ca;zdemnmg zt/ﬂlf entirely at this Impartial Tribu-
wal y flying in Anguifb and with Hope to the Divine
A(erqy through the Mediator 5 and hence rifing to
the mof? g/ormus Profpeéts, and clevated Trmg/ports.
So that the moft noble Themes of Chriftianity are, in
a praétical Manner, collefled and Jet a glowing.

For the Advantage of the Memory, and alfo to
adapt it for alune,it is divided into Stanzas of eight
Lines.  And it is certain the CGaufe of Religion and
Honour would be better ferved by the Charms of
Mufick fo employed, than by many of thofe light and
idle Airs which debafe the Spinetts of the Fair, in
their  foft and [prightly Amufements.

I have nothing 1o add, but my Wilhes that this
may be an bappy Effeét of this Publication ; and
that the polite Arts of Harmony, and the Mufes,
may ever be retained on the Side of Picty and Virtue.

M. Brres,
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Chriftian Rapture.

P O E M.

Heart {incere Thou doft. O Lorp, demand;
A Th’ Upright alone fhall in thy Prefence
land.
To gain thy Favour, and thy Face to fce,
Thee muft we follow, and be pure like Thee:
Jultice and Truth and Charity divine
Muft grace our Lives, and in our Aéions fhine :
Each Word we fpeak, cach Thought, each Breath
we draw
Muft be fubmiffive to thy facred Law,
Thy
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Thy facred Law! from which mere Tranfport flows
Than all the Pleafures the wide World beftows;
This to the Soul can folid Joys impart,

The Mind enlightens, and elates the Heart :

But I unhappy in my Members feel

A Law rebellious to thy -facred Will ;

Carnal and violent in my Breaft it reigns,
And th’ Underftanding’s jufter Light difdains.

Pride, and vain Ign’rance, and a numerous Throng
Of dreadful Lufts have rag’d within me long,.

My Soul defil’d, and ( for its Crimes) abhorr’d,
Amaz’d I {ee, by Heav'n’s offended L orp.
O Thought ! What Pangs, what Agonies I feel |

How Conlcience tears me with its Whips of Steel !
What keen Remorfe devours my Soul within,

By Heav'n commiflion’d to purfue our Sin ?

Thy Goodnefs, Lord ! beyond the Skies extends,
It knows no Limits, and all Thought tranfcends.
Do Thou (for fure thou can’ft) the Storms controul,
And {till the Tumults of my troubled Soul.

Tho’
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'Tho’ Con{cience ftings, tho’ Paflions wild as Flame,
With Woes unnumber’d rack this brittle Frame ;

One Word from Thee fhall with’d-for Peace reftore,
Paflions fubfide, and Conicience ftings no more.

Let then thy Grace, which in thy Son appears,
Forgive my Sins, the Caufe of all my Fears.
In me, made free from ev’ry guilty Stain,
Come, Hory Seiri7, and refiftiefls reign;
Lead me to Wifdom, turn’d from Folly’s Road,
And from Rebellion, to the Fear of Gon.
Speak but the Word, the Winds and Waves fhall fall,
Shall ccafe their Fury, and obey thy Call.

O Gop! my Heart to thine Obedience turn,
And let my Breaft with pure Affe&ion burn.
Whate’er offends thy heavnly Majrsty,
The World fhall fee me, conicientious, flee.
As the High Prieft alone thou did’ft permit
To enter in thy Temple’s holieft Seat,
So thy Laws only fhall r. Thoughts employ,
From thence alone fhall fprmg my conftant Joy.
Freed
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Freed thus from filthy Lufts imperious Sway,
My faithful Soul fhall Thee alone obey.

Give me to tafte thofe boundlefs Pleafures, L or D,
That {well the Breafts of thofe that keep thy Word,
Thofe Draughts of heav’nly Rapture let me feel -
Thy Precepts on the faithful Heart diftiil.
With what a Relifth do they fuck thofe Springs,
Whofe Souls are fix’d on everlafting Things !

Unhappy me ! How longs my Soul to go,

Whence rile thefe Springs, and whcre thelc Waters
flow.

Tir'd with the Chace, and {corch’d with noon-tide
Beams,

So pants the weary Stag for cooling Streams.
While in this Vale of Miferies we live,

We all thefe Pleafures infincere receive.

Heav’n is the Place,---Thou, Gop, who'rt all in all,
O take us up and burn this worthlefs Ball.

Thou art the only Source of real Blifs :
It Peace we have, “tis Thou that giv’{t that Peace.
Gop
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Goo can be nor unhappy, nor more bleft,
Since all PerfeGtions fhine in him confeft.

'Tis only tor ourfelves, if wc do good,

And if wc're impious, ftill Thou liv'ft Tue Gop.
When fhall we, chang’d into thine Linage, fhing,
( Bleft State ! ) immortal, like Thyfclf, divine ?

When, gracious FaTaEer, fhall we fce thofe Jous,
Thofe Joys for ever veil’d from human Eyes ?
Thofe Sounds ineffable, when fhall we hear,
Thofe Sounds ! which ne’er yet pierc’d the mortal Eai?
What dazling Splendor | what amazing Height !
Imagination faints beneath the Weight,

To thefe unbounded Joys my Withes rife;
My Breaft dilates, and burns to gain the Skies.

Dear Lorp, ! Tfeel, I feel thole Joys impart
Immortal Love to this exulting Heart.
Firm Faith and Hope thro’ all my Bofom glow,
Empires I {corn, nor tafte one Joy below.,
E’en now I feem to tread the heav’nly Road,
By Fzith T {ee Him, and adore the G o,

B What
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V7t morce than Tranfport! What unknown Delight
'['hrills in cach Vein, at this thrice glorious Sight |

Jrsus the Gop | (O wonderful to tell !)

- With wretched Mortals, humbly deigns to dwell ;
The New Ferufalem ftands in full Light,

And all its Charms attraét my eager Sight,

Hark | his glad Saints he Lids difmifs each Fear,
Sec ! from cach Eyc he wipes the alhng Tear.
While, wretched Mortais | on this ll'sbc we dwelly
For one truc Joy a Thoufand Gv we fcel, |

The Realms of L v';'f"-.f:, and cnly thefe, can fhow
The Peace we {eel, but feck in vain beloyr.
There fright no Tervere, there affli® no Pains ;
Pleafures fincere, and Joy cternal reigns |

This is the City ol th’ Almighty King,

O. Bifs immenfc the ‘unexhaufted Spring,
Surpafling Nature, join’d to perfedt Art,

And cndlefs Rapture gladdens zil the Heart,

Ten Thoufand Glories o’er the Pavement plav ;

And ev'ry Stone refleés the gilded Day.
Twelve
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Twelve beamy Gates in vary’d Luftre turn,
And all around unnumber’d Jewels burn.
On their tall Tops imperial Diamonds blaze ;
Bencath, the Topaz fhoots its yellow Rays.
O beauteous Glory, O divinely bright !

It beams too fiercely for the mortal Sight |

There thine no Temples, rais’d aloft in Air :
Gop and the Lawms are all the Temple there,
No rifing Sun there fheds the rofy Light ;

No Moon there dimly gleams along the Night,
Gop and the Lawms diffufe the fmiling Day :
From their Refulgence darts the heavenly Ray.
The ravifh’d Nations fee the Splendor fhine,
They bow and own the Glory all Divine.

The proudeft Monarch of this carthly Ball

Salutes Tues, facred Turer, the Lorp of all.
Each his inferior Crown and Purple State

Eager brings in, and lays them at thy Feet.
Fcarlefs of any bold, invafive HHand

'Their Gates for ever wide unfolded ftand.

Fearlefs of Night--- None vifits that Abode
Difpell’d for ever by the Face of Gop. Al-
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Almighty Gop, I {ce from thy bright Throne

And from the Lamp’s the chryftal Currents sun,
Eternal Source ! that docs fuch Love difplay

And glads all Heav’'n with Deluges of Day.

"The perfet Spirits quafi’ thefe Streams of Blifs,
Secure of Lifc and of immortal Peacc.

Faft by a Tree, full water’d from the Stream
Spreads itsfair Boughs : The T7ee of . ife its Name,

Celeftial Tree | whofe healing Fruits impart
Unfading Lite and Vigor to the Heart,

Whofe Fruiis have, {rom the Nations chas’d the Night,
And o’cr their Eyces diffus’d the heav'nly Lighe,
Happy, thrice happy they I' no more ticy hear
The Curfe of Goo found dreadful in their Ear.
Fair Peace and Holind's together join,

Ard in gheir Sculs {hall never ceafe to fhine.

Thofe gen'rous Souls who have by Jesus’ Force
Fought the gcod Fight, and finith’d well their Courfe,,
Seal’d with his Name, thro’ an immortal Life

Shall blefs the Banners, and adore the Chicf.

Shall
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Shall fes the Light'ning playing round his Face,
Yet ftill thall live amidft the dreadful Blaze.

O happy ! Can your Withes higher rife |

Bleft by the Father of this Globe ard Skies !

This mighty Lor b confefles you his Sons,

And gives, indulgent, undecaying Crowns.

Live, reign for ever with the Savioungl@D,
And own the Bleflings {pringing from W& Blood.
Before the World was on its Bafis rear’d, -

This was for you, and only you, prepar’d.

No Sinai there, Gop’s Terrors to difplay,

No rufhing Light'nings flath devouring Day.

‘There, Gop propitious, thows his gentle Face,
Therc all is Love, and all attra&ive Grace. |
Thick Clouds at pre('ent vail from us his$hrox3e,
To Myfes {elf not halt his Glory {hone.

Not fo, in Heav’n his Goodfiefs he conﬁnes, |
"Tis there the GooaEeaD in full Luftre fhines.
When Jzsus in this finful World abode

His human Nature veil’d the hidden GOD,
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8o here whillt we converle with Things of Senfe, -
, Thou fainter Fires, blefs’d Spirit, doft difpenfe
"To Chriftian Souls. Above and only there,
The Flames burn {irongly, and divinely clear.
~ GOD there, not é‘-imly fhacdow’d from a Glals,
The Cainte {hall fee, but clearly Face to Facc.
‘g There {hall they fhine, as when the rifing Ray
fither paints the golden Day.

Me, Gracicus Gop, tiow haft been pleas’d to flow
The T.and where Foods of Milk and FHoney flow.
Oh | I have feen, dear Lorr the promis’d Land
Where Joys unnumber’d bloom without ean End.
My GOD ! Let not my Sins againft me rife,
(How vaft tie Sum !) and barr me from the Skies.
No Sin fhall ¢’cr pollute the bleft Abode,
Abhorr’d‘r ever by a righteous GOD.

He, who thro’-ev’ry ch*ging Part of Life
Refifts each Luft, and bold maintains the Strife,
" This Man, and only this, fhall find his Name

V it in the liv.ug Volumes of the Lawms.
And

®
"
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And fince ’tis Death muft bring. me to the Place%
Where in full Glory thou unveil’ft thy Face, .
O thence, dear Lorp | one Drop of Corafort pou\{
To cheer my Bofom in that gioomy Hour, =

Let me, tnumphant, with my lateft Brcath

Defy the Grave, and mock the Pangs of Death.

To me, O Grave ! no Dread thy Conq bring 5 B
O Death | thou boafteft but a pointl¥gghe. |
Jesus, I fee in more inviting Charms : g
Come, my dear Saviour, take me to thy Arms s
While here below I dwell confin’d in Clay, ,
I'll wait, my GOD | with Patience for that Day. .

Il fing thy Praifes, and with Reverence met,
Epproach thy Throne, and lay them at thy Feet.
~ #Thrice holy Lorp, of Kings the Almighty Kix Gy,
f Nature, and Grace, and Glory from ThecOng |
«This beauteous All, rais’d iy pow rfyl Hand,
Obfequious ftill obeys thy great Command, o
To Thee, high Sovereign of this World and Heav’ n, 7
All Honour, Glory, Majf-'{’cy, be glv m






