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I^on ufitata nec ttnuiferar 
Pem td------------ Hor.

T h e r e  is not a more pleafing Exercifc of the 
Mind than Gratitude. It is accompanied with 
{uch an inward Satisfa£Uon, that the Duty is fuf- 

ficiently rewarded by the Performance. It is not like the 
Praflice of many other Virtues, difficult and painful, but 
attended with fo much Plcafure, that were there no po- 
fitive Command which injoiu’d it, nor any Recompcnce 
laid up for it hereafter, a generous Mind would indulge 
in it, for the natural Gratification that accompanies it.

I F  Gratitude is due from Man to Man, how much 
more from Man to his Maker ? 1 he Supreme Being does 
not only confer upon us thofe Bounties which proceed 
more immediately from his Hand, but even thofe Bene­
fits which are conveyed to us by others. Every Bleffing 
we enjoy, by what Means foever it may be derived 
upon us, is the Gift of him who is the great Author of 
Good, and Father of Mercies.

I F  Gratitude, when exerted towards one another, na­
turally produces a very pleafing Senfation in the Mind of 
a grateful Man j it exalts the Soul into Rapture, when it 
is employed on this great Obje£l of Gratitude ; on this 
Beneficent Being who has given us every thing we al­
ready poffefs, and from whom we expeft every tiling we 
yet hope for.

M O S T  of the Works of the Pagan Poets were ei­
ther diredl Hymns to their Deities, or tended indireftly 
to the Celebration of their refpeflive Attributes and Per- 
feftions; Thofe who are acquanted with the Works of 
the Greek and Z.fl/i«.Poets which are Hill extant, will up­
on Reflexion find this Obfervation fo true, that I fliall 
not enlarge upon it. One would wonder that more of 
our Chrittian Poets have not turned their Thoughts this

way,
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way, efpecially if  we confider, that our Idea of the Su­
preme Being is not only infinitely more Great and Noble 
than what could poflibly enter into the Heart of an 
Heathen, but filled with every tiling that can raife the 
Imagination, and give an Opportunity for tlic fublimell 
Thoughts and Conceptions.

•P i U T A  R C H  tells us of a Heathen who was finging 
an Hymn to Diana, in which he celebrated her for her 
Delight in human Sacrifices, and other Inftances of Cru­
elty p d  Revenge; upon which a Poet who was prefent 
at tliis piece of Devotion, and fisems to liave had a truer 
Idea of the Divine Nature, told the Votary by way of 
Reproof, that in recompence for his Hymn, he heartily 
wilhed he might have a Daughter of the fame Temper 
with the Gqfldefs he celebrated. It was indeed impoffible 
to write the Praifes of one of thofe falfe Deities, accord­
ing to the Pagan Creed, without a Mixture of Imperti­
nence and Ablufdity.

T H E  jenus, who before the Times of Chriftlanity 
were the only People that had the Knowledge of the 
True God, havefet the Chriftian World an Example how 
they ought to employ this Divine Talent of which I am 
% aking. As that Nation produced Men of great Genius, 
without confidering tliem as itifpired Writers, they have 
tranfmitted to us many Hymns and Divine Odes, which 
excel thofe that are delivered down to us by the Ancient 
Gretks and Romans, in the Poetry, as much as in tlie Sub- 
je a  to which it was confecrated. This I think might 
eafily be Ihewn, if there were occafion for it.

I  have already communicated to the Publick fomc Pie­
ces of Divine Poetry, and as they have met with a very 
favourable Reception, I  lhall from ti.-ne to time publifh 
any Work of the fame Nature which has not yet ap­
peared in Print, and may be acceptable to my Readers.

H  E N  all thy Mercies, O my GoJ,
^  » My rijing Soul fuw iys ;

Tranfported nxiith the Vienu, I'm lofi 
In H'onder, Lome, and Praife;

JI.
O hornsJhall Words ivith equal Warmth 

The Gratitude declare,
V-OL. VI. K
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glavis ’Within my ra’vijh'd Heart? 
lint than canfi read it there.

III .
^hy Prc’vidtnee my Life fuftaittd,

'And all my Wants redreji,
When in the filent Womb I  lay,

And huis7 upon the Breafi,
IV .

fo  all rtsy ’weak Complaints and Cries,
Hry Mercy lent an Ear,

Ere yet my feeble Thoughts had learnt 
To form themfelves in Pray’r.

V.
Unnumber'd Comforts to my Soul 

Thy tender Care heftvw'd.
Before my infant Heart concti’v'd ̂

From ’whom thefe Comforts flonu d.
V I.

m>tn_ in the fipp'ry Paths o f Youth 
With hcedle/s Steps I  ran.

Thine Arm unfeen con’vey'd me fe ft  
And led me up to M an;

•VII.
Through hidden Dangers, Toils, and Deaths,

It gently clear'd my Way,
And through the pleafing Snares of Vice,

More to be fear'd than they.
V III.

When ’worn ’with Siclne/j o f  haft thou 
With Health renc’w'd try Face,

A nd’when in Sins and Sorrenos funk 
Re’ji’v'd my Soul ‘with Grace.

IX .
Thy bounteous Hand ’with ’worldly Blifs 

Has made my Cup run o'er.
And in a kind and faithful Friend 

Has doubled all my Store.
X.

Ten thoufand thoufand precious Gifts 
My Daily Thanks employ,

Hor is the leaft a chearful Heart,
That tafte thofe Gifts ’with Joy. XI. Through

t .
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