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INTRODUCTION.

THE
Mifiion of Poetry is refining, pure and holy.

If it be not, it will not laft, defcend the #ream

of time, and be cherifhed from generation to generation

through fucceeding ages.

It is only as the heroic partakes of this influence, in

the form of noble fentiment, that it enjoys a fimilar im

mortality: whilft wit, humour, and defcription are

doomed, however admirable in their way, to a much

more limited exiftence.

Upon the truth of thefe great laws and canons of

criticifm refts the claim of George Herbert to be ever

more revived and perpetuated in the poetic literature of

England. In his lifetime, and immediately after his

death, above two hundred years ago, his popular fame

was almoft unparalleled : and that it was founded on a

folid bafis has been proven by its vitality and palmy
bloom during two centuries, and the numerous editions
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through which^his productions, in profe and verfe, have

gone.
On adding another to the lift, it behoves us to lay a

few obfervations on the fubjeft before our readers,

together with a brief preliminary biographical fketch of

the author, whofe life was firft written by Barnabas

Oley, and then by Ifaak Walton as a fuitable example

of virtue, to complete an illuftrious trio with the

metaphyfical Dr. Donne and the accomplifhed Sir

Henry Wotton.

George Herbert was born on the 3rd of April, 1593,

at the feat of his ancient family, Montgomery Caftle,

in the (hire of that name, and was the fifth of feven

brothers, the eldeft of whom, Edward, was ennobled

by King Charles the Firft, and figures in hiftory not

only as the brave and chivalrous Lord Cherbury, but

in literature as the author of the work De Veritate (in

which Natural religion is upheld to be all-fufficient

without Revelation) ; and alfo a treatife, De Religione

Laici, a Hiftory of the Reign of Henry VIII., his own

Memoirs, and other mifcellaneous writings, very dif

ferent in opinion and character from thofe of the

Sweet Singer of the Temple, as the younger brother,

George, was fondly denominated.

His father having died when he was four years of

age, he was brought up under the care of a prudent
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and excellent mother, celebrated by Dr. Donne both

for her " Autumnal Beauty
" and mental qualities

In all her words to every hearer fit

You may at Revel", or at Council fit.

Entrufted to Weftminfter fchool, George became a

good claflical and, efpecially, a fine Greek, as well as a

King's, Scholar, and was elected for Trinity College,

Cambridge, when about fifteen years old. Previous to

this, his religious feeling and poetical talent muft have

been, to a certain extent, developed ; for we find him,

in his firft year at the Univerfity, fending to his

mother, as a New Year's Gift, a pious fonnet, accom

panied by the aflurance of his refolution to confecrate

his "
poor abilities in poetry

"
all and ever to God's glory.

This courfe he feduloufly purfued. In 1615, he took

his degree of Mafter of Arts; and in 1619 was chofen

Orator for the Univerfity, in which capacity he is

ftated to have difplayed great abilities. One memo
rable inftance was afforded by the occafion of his having
to acknowledge the honour done to the Univerfity by

King James's prefentation to it of his book called " Ba-

filicon Doron ;

" which Mr. Herbert performed fo

fkilfully, as to attract his Majefty's moft favourable

notice and future countenance. Struck with its excel

lent Latin, and abundance of "
conceits," and all ex-

preffions fuited to the royal genius, the King aflced the

a 2
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Earl of Pembroke if he knew the orator, who bore the

fame name ; whofe anfwer was, that " he knew him

very well, and that he was his kinfman ;
but that he

loved him more for his learning and virtue, than for

that he was of his name and family ;

"
at which the

King fmiled, and alked the Earl,
" that he might

love him too ; for he took him to be the jewel of the

Univerfity."

This brought him into the funmine of royal favour,

and on the King's frequent hunting vifits to New
market and Royfton, and thence to Cambridge, the

orator was afforded many opportunities to ingratiate him-

felf more and more in the eftimation of the Monarch,

who declared that he found " his learning and wifdom

much above his age and wit."

And it is evident his attainments muft have been of

a very fuperior order, for in one of his attendances at

Court he formed an intimacy with the learned Dr.

Andrews, Bimop of Winchefter, and the celebrated

Francis Bacon (Lord Verulam), who dedicated his

u Tranflation of the Pfalms
"

to him, as the beft judge
of Divine Poetry.

Thefe things appear to have infpired him with am

bition, and that he might be prepared for advancement,
even to be Secretary of State, he made himfelf perfect

mafter of the "
Italian, Spanifh, and French tongues."
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As a firft ftep, he had conferred upon him a finecure

of a hundred and twenty pounds per annum the fame

which Queen Elizabeth beftowed on her favourite Sir

Philip Sidney, and which he held without giving up his

College preferments, though he now accompanied the

King
" wherefoever the Court was ; enjoyed his

genteel humour for clothes and court-like company,
and feldom looked towards Cambridge unlefs the King
were there, but then he never failed."

This was the period of his worldly temptation and

trial ; which the deaths of his moft powerful friends

Lodowick, Duke of Richmond, and James, Marquis
of Hamilton, and foon after, of the King himfelf,

brought to a fruitlefs clofe. He retired from London

to a friend in Kent, and there, after a fevere conflict

between the defire to return to the painted pleafures of

a Court-life, or betake himfelf to the ftudy of Divinity

and enter into facred orders, Religion, and the per-

fuafiori of his mother, triumphed and he devoted

himfelf to the Altar of God.

It is unnecefTary to follow his fteps in this courfe,

his being made Deacon, and in July, 1626, Prebendary
of Layton Ecclefia, his ill-health, and the ignorant

medical means of that day to re-eftablifh it, fuperfeding

ague by failing and poor diet, which brought on con-

fumption. Having recovered a certain degree of
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ftrength and cheerfulnefs, he refolved to marry, and

enter into the fecond Orders of Priefthood. And

Walton's defcription of him, at this criiis, is fo charac-

teriftic that we cannot refift quotation.
" He was, for his perfon (fays his limner), of a ftature

inclining to Tallnefs ; his body was very
-

ftraight ;

and fo far from being cumbered with too much flefh,

that he was lean to an extremity. His afpecl: was

cheerful, and his fpeech and motion did both declare

him a Gentleman, for they were all fo meek and oblig

ing, that he purchafed love and refpect from all that

knew him."

He married Jane, one of the nine daughters of a Mr.

Danvers, of Bainton, Wilts, who, from antecedent

impreflions through report in his favour, confented to

change her name to Herbert on the third day after their

firft interview. The hafty match was, neverthelefs,

for the fhort while it lafted, a happy one. Within a

few months after he was prefented to the living of

Bemerton, in Wiltftiire ; but here again he had a con-

fcientious ftruggle, and was only convinced by the

famed Archbifhop, then Bifhop, Laud, that the refufal

of it would be a fin : whereupon, as the biography

curioufly relates,
" a tailor was fent for to come fpeedily

from Salifbury to Wilton, the feat of the Earl of

Pembroke, to take meafure, and make him Canonical
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Clothes againft next day ; which the tailor did :

"
and

Mr. Herbert being fo habited, went to Dr. Davenant,

Bifhop of Salifbury, who gave him Inftitution imme

diately April 26, 1630, in the 36th year of his age."

From this moment, when he changed his fword and

filk clothes into a paftoral ftaff and Canonical Coat, for

the fhort remainder of his life, for he died at the end

of February, 1632, he dedicated himfelf with enthu-

fiaftic yet calm devotion to the fervice of Jefus Chrift,

to whofe name he invariably attached the title,
" My

Mafter ;

"
and the manner in which he fulfilled his

Chriftian and minifterial duties may be juftly appre

ciated from that one of his profe works,
a A Prieft to

the Temple, or The Country Parfon," which we have

felected as a fitting accompaniment to his reprint of his

collected Poems.

Having given this outline of the Poet, it is incum

bent upon us to offer fome obfervations upon the period

in which he flourifhed, and that which fucceeded it,

and endeavour to fuggeft the reafon why, when all

other contemporaneous ftars have paled their ineffectual

fires, his orb has beamed more brightly through the (hade

of fo many years, and ftill commands the admiration

and worfhip of the devout and pious. The beginning

of the feventeenth century was unfettled in religious

principle, and we regret to add, that a confiderable
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portion of the Clergy might, from their latitudinarian

lives and condu&, be deemed not only remifs, but ab-

folutely irreligious.
A natural confequence of this

laxity was to raife up a clafs of zealous and holy men,
who beheld with grief the profanation of the Sanftuary,

and adopted the oppofite courfe with a degree of facred

fervour which could hardly have been excited by any

ordinary caufe. The eternal laws of nature tend to

extremes in re-ation, and fo it happened here ; and

the functions of the Prieft were either neglected and

abufed, or performed with an intenfity of devotednefs

too much for the endurance of the human frame.

Vigils, abftinence, and mortifications, cut fhort the

ufeful and exemplary lives of fuch as George Herbert :

whilft, perhaps, the lives of their oppofites were, in

fome cafes, abridged by reckleflhefs, indulgence, and

intemperance.

The civil war brought thefe conditions, involving
the

laity in their vortex, into collifion ; and the era

which immediately fucceeded, faw religion almoft

banimed from the realm, and periming of difguft at its

violences, hypocrifies, and crimes : the whole crowned

by the Popifh ftruggle of the infatuated James the

Second, when men changed their religion as
indifferently

as their garments.

Thefe three phafes occupied nearly a century. The
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firft exhibited the contrail of loofe manners and almoft

afcetic proftration. The fecond was religion in arms,
and revelling in tyranny and bloodfhed. The laft was
not only fcorn of the cruel and vile violators of God's

holy name, but apathy towards his Divine precepts,
without obedience to which, profligacy and

infidelity

muft (lamp the earth with innumerable curfes.

In the midft of this chaotic darknefs and confufion,

we fee, and from the circumftances can account for

the lamp of Herbert fhining fo brightly. His deep

afpiration and earneft effort to walk in the footfteps of

his "
Mafter," made himfelf a pattern for all time. If

there might be an excefs, it was on the fide of heaven?

to the utter difregard of every worldly object, and fo

glorious as to render comparatively feeble and effete

the later admired praife of a good Prieft, that

Even his failings leant to Virtue's fide.

The poetic ftandard of the Herbert period was not

fo high as to eclipfe the lefler luminaries ; and in our

day there is no general acquaintance with their pro
ductions. Yet, doing what muft always be done in

juft and correct criticifm, allowing for the tafte and

cultivation of their time, there are very many and great
beauties to be found in his fellow-illuftrators of Mount

ParnafTus, or from the nature of their compofitions we
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ought, perhaps, rather to fay of Mount Carmei.

Withers, till loft in polemics and politics, gave more

than promife of fweetnefs and power. Quarles, with

his Emblems, and his conceits bearingmuch refemblance

to Herbert's own, is redolent of charming thoughts.

Crafhaw, a few years later, is fine, in fpite of his ftrange

inequalities; and Carew delights us with many a plea-

fmg verfe ; whilft the gay, light, and lively Suckling

{hone the prototype of the troubadours, whofe fongs

gilded the Reftoration. True it is, the latter were often

objectionable on the fcore of licentioufnefs ; but, after

all, polifhed vice is lefs obnoxious and injurious than

coarfe and vulgar profligacy in word or deed. We are

not the apologifts for either ;
and only note the fa6t, to

(how the validity of the immutable rule with which we

fet out, that without goodnefs and purity, no poetic

talent, however brilliant, can hope to tranfmit its crea

tions to a late pofterity.

In the converfe of this lay the fecret of Herbert's

immenfe popularity, and his defcent to our day with a

halo of righteous glory about him, which will not fail

fo long as true and genuine Chriftianity has votaries in

the land. On a minor fcale, Dr. Watts's Hymns may
be mentioned as an example of a fimilar kind, and

ferving to confirm the argument we have laid down.

Before entering into a more particular review of
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Herbert's works, we (hall only add to thefe general

remarks that he was a paflionate lover of Mufic, as his

chiefeft recreation and an adjunct to Piety and Poetry ;

and that, whilft he kept his own practical devotions

within ftricl: limits, obferving Fafts, and ferving (it

might be faid) at the Altar, and in his domeftic houfe-

hold, night and day, with unintermitting vigilance, he

did not carry them to the utter extreme of fome of his

deareft friends. Of thefe, the moft loved and honoured

was Mr. Nicholas Ferrar,
" who got the reputation of

being called Saint Nicholas at the age of fix years," and

after finifhing his education as a Fellow of Clare Hall,

Cambridge, travelled much, and returned home to a

good eftate, deeply imbued with the principles of an

anchorite or founder of a new feet of rigid puritanifm,
" For he, having feen the manners and vanities of the

World, and found them to be as Mr. Herbert faid,
" a

nothing between two diflies,"
" did fo contemn it that

he refolved to fpend the remainder of his life in mortifi

cations, and in devotion, and charity, and to be always

prepared for death." To this end, with his family,

about thirty in number, he converted his refidence into

a little college, kept Lent and all Ember-weeks, and

every Friday, ftriHy with failings and mortifications,

read the Common Prayers every day between the ap

pointed hours often and four in the Parifh Church (he
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being a Deacon), read the Matins alfo daily at the hour

of fix, either in the Church or an Oratory within the

houfe, and after prayers fpent fome hours in fmging

hymns and anthems; and then betaking them to pri

vate prayers and meditations. But even thefe obferv-

ances did not fuffice, for at night, at the ringing of a

watch-bell, the Church or Oratory was again peopled

for prayers, lauding God, and reading the Pfalms ; and

when thefe, or any part of the congregation grew weary
or faint, the watch-bell was rung fometimes before and

fometimes after midnight, and then another part of the

family rofe, and maintained the watch ; and when,
after fome hours, they alfo grew weary and faint, then

they rung the watch-bell, and were relieved by fome

of the former, or by a new part of the Society, which

continued their devotions till morning. And this was

done as conftantly as the Sun runs his circle every day
about the world, and then begins again the fame inftant

it is ended.

Such is the remarkable defcription of Gidden Hall,

and peculiarly interefting, not only in forming an efti-

mate of Herbert, but in confidering the beft means by
which the caufe of Gofpel religion can be promoted.

Herbert is warm in his eulogy upon Mr. Ferrar

and his eftablifhment, but did not carry his own practice

to fimilar extremes. Su/:h extremes, indeed, muft
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always be exceptional, for the bufmefs of life muft flop

if they were univerfal. In a world of Trappifts, the

human fpecies would be extinct in one generation j
and

fo near an approach to Trappifm is rather calculated to

reprefs than infpire inclinations and feelings towards

Chriftianity. Mark, accordingly, the refults. There

are no traces of fuch aufterities as thofe of Gidden Hall

now in focial exiftence ; but the example and teaching
of the Rector of Bemerton have diffufed a vaft amount

of holinefs throughout the Britifh Empire and the

Univerfe, during the fucceflion of feven generations of

the people ! Moderation and temperance in all things

tend to ufefulnefs and virtue : excefs, even in good,

prevents imitation, and leads to apathy, if not to oppo-
fition. Had there not been a Herbert, it is probable

there might never have been a Wefley ; for in the

founder of the Methodifts, it is impoflible not to recog-
nife almoft every impulfe and emotion he exprefled,

every doctrine he preached, and every duty he pra&ifed.

In this light, it will be feen that the providence of

Herbert's Court-life and opportunities for acute obfer-

vation of mankind, contributed effentially to his emi

nent pofition of a minifter of the Church of England,
an author, and a poet. Commingling the wifdom of

Solomon with the infpiration of David, he became

effective for precious benefits, and not the mere admir-
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able executionift on the timbrel or the harp. His profe

and his verfe abound with maxims, precepts, and apho-

rifms of high morality and fterling fenfe worthy of the

utmoft confideration of the worldling j and over the

whole is flied that divine Spirit which tranfports us to

another fphere far beyond the cares and afflictions of

our prefent fojourn

Where the wicked ceafe from troubling, and the weary are at

reft.

The Jacula Prudentum is a valuable and ample
fele&ion of proverbs and pregnant fayings made by Mr.

Herbert, whilft Public Orator at Cambridge ; but his

own original brief comments, fcattered over his writings,

are equally inftructive and pithy, and thefe were the

fruits of his acquaintance with actual life.

I have always obferved the thread of life to be like other threads

or fkeins of filk, full of fnarls and incumbrances.

Religion does not banifh mirth, but only moderates and fets

rules to it.

If I be bound to pray for all that be in diftrefs, I am fure I am
bound, fo far as is in my power, to praftife what I pray for.

Such are the axioms which grace his profe : in his

poetry we mall find more, and all in unifon with his

fervent humility and liberal
charity.

Of " The Country Parfon " we will fay nothing
farther than that the more the leflbns are taken to heart
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and the advice followed, the better will it be for the

Church of Chrift, its confecrated apoftles, and the laity

who are its communicants. From this topic, therefore,

which would draw us into ftatements foreign to our

purpofe in this EfTay, we pafs with pleafure to a curfory

examination of the Poems before us.

They are prefaced, as ufual at that time, with com

mendatory verfes, which are chiefly chara&erifed by the

poverty of fuch compofitions, full of common-place

compliments and ftrained comparifons, and exaggerated
laudation in unpoetic language. Their defects, how

ever, ferve as a foil to demonftrate how fuperior Her

bert was to the rhyming herd ; though we confefs it is

no lofty merit to furpafs fuch poetry as this

What father of a Church can you rehearfe,

That gained more fouls to God 'twixt profe and verfe ?

Show me the man r

That fang more fweetly than this dying fwan,

This bird of Paradife, this glow-worm bright,

This Philomel, this glory of the night.

Or, as fung another commendator

He was the wonder of a better age,

The eclipfe of this, of empty heads the rage.

Phoenix of Wales, of his great name the glory.

A theme above all verfe, beyond all ftory.

A plant of Paradife
; which, in a word,

Worms ne'er mall wither, as they did the gourd.
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Go, thaw your hearts at his celeftial fire
;

And what you cannot comprehend, admire !

We quote thefe morfels of the ordinary train, level

with the mafs of the age whofe attributes they indicate

and exemplify ; and their contraft with the productions

they have the rafhnefs to bepraife, is about as irrefiftible

a teftimony to the merits of thefe produ&ions as the

admirers of their author could defire. And as

A verfe may find him who a fermon flies,

So much are mankind indebted to the man v/ho penned
that line, and embalmed fo many other confolatory and

ennobling fentiments in verfe, in his ceafelefs and pious
endeavour to produce the happy effects which he an

ticipated from "rhyming to good, and making a bait

of pleafure."

This line is, indeed, the key to his labours, and the

touchftone to the writings of Herbert. His whole
nature is developed in its nine words ! The love and

fervice of God : the love and ufe of Poetry ! In his

moft abjecT: humiliations and his moft exalted adora

tions, the means to the end are ftill the poetic.

Nothing diflevers the twin-union. The glow or the

tremblings, the exulting confidence or the racking
doubts of religion, are ever combined with the natu

rally infpired element ; and it is difficult to conceive
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that the mind of the bard was fo conftituted as to hold

the flame more facred than the other. Like the

Pfalmift, his outpourings muft be in verfe, or 'they

would be beneath his afpirations. His profe appeared

to him as if it were the effort of a ftammerer : he only

reached a fulnefs of expreffion when he fling

And now in age I bud again,

After fo many deaths I live and write
;

I once more fmell the dew and rain,

And relifh verfing : O, my only light,

It cannot be,

That I am he

On whom thy tempefts fell at Night.

And yet even poetry fails to fatiffy his longings :

Verfes, ye are too fine a thing, too wife

For my rough forrows
; ceafe, be dumb and mute,

Give up your feet, and running to mine eyes,

And keep your meafures for fome lover's lute,

Whofe grief allows him mufic and a rhyme :

For mine excludes both meafure, tune, and time.

Alas, my God !

The foregoing lines, particularly the third of them,

may prepare readers for one of the prominent charac-

teriftics of the author, namely that of fprinkling ftrange
and quaint conceits over all, even his moft ferious

b
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compofitions. It was the tafte of the times, and

endured for above a hundred and fifty years, with

admiration and applaufe. Nor was it confined to fecular

works or verification. It revelled in the pulpit, and

our eldeft and greateft divines afford the moft extra

ordinary inftance of its prevalence and permanency.
And ufage made the illuftrations tell. People did not

laugh at the oddeft and merrieft of them. On the

contrary, they pointed the moral to the habits and

intellect of thofe days, and are not to be judged by our

changed habits and opinions now. And it muft be

obferved that Herbert is rarely extravagant, but

generally very demonftrative and fortunate in this ftyle

of writing, though occafionally we have fuch fpecimens
as the following :

When God at firft made man,

Having a glafs of blefling ftanding by j

Let us (faid he) pour on him all we can ;

Let the world's riches which difperfed lie,

Contract into a fpan.

So ftrength firft made a way,
Then beauty flowed, then wifdom, honour, pleafure :

When almoft all was out, God made a ftay,

Perceiving that alone, of all his treafure,
Reft in the bottom lay.
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For if I mould (laid he)

Beftow this jewel alfo on my creature,

He would adore my gifts inftead of me,

And reft in Nature, not the God of Nature :

So both mould lofers be.

Yet let him keep the reft,

But keep them with repining reftleflnefs :

Let him be rich and weary, that at leaft,

If goodnefs lead him not, yet wearinefs

May tofs him to my breaft.

The familiarity of exprefiion and play on words in this

example have much the air of profanity to modern

aoprehenfion ; but there is no doubt that fuch a compo-
fition was, in its own day, reckoned one of the moft

fuccefTful and perfuafive of the Author's appeals to all

clafles, including the fimple and uninformed, to induce

them to put their truft in the Almighty, who had

beftowed fo much upon them, and only referved a

blefling likely to prove a curfe and keep them from

feeking refuge with him.

In the firft edition of Herbert's Works, publifhed in

1633, the year after his death, the effect of a number

of the poems was enhanced by the fanciful devices in

which they were typographically moulded into the

mapes of angels' wings, hour-glafTes, altar-pieces, and

other forms analogically connected with their matter,

b 2
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This accounts, in fome meafure, for the endlefs variety

of his verification ; which, in thefe cafes, defpifmg

dactyls or fpondees, adjufted itfelf, long and fliort, to

the model fet for its external appearance. How
different are our book embellifhments now, to attracl:

and delight the eye ; yet, after all, the fubltance is in

the Poet, and only the ornament and decoration in

the artift.

Yet we are free to own that Fancy combines more

harmonioufly with fweet or pathetic ideas than with

facred exhortations and myfteries ; and Herbert over

flows with charms of this defcription, both familiar and

touching. They occur at every page ; as, for example,
of the first :

For fure, when Adam did not know
To fin, or fin to fmother

;

He might to Heaven from Paradife go,
As from one room to another.

And
Death is ftill working like a mole,
And digs my grave at each remove

;

Let grace work too, and on my foul

Drop from above,

And

O, raife me then, poor bees, that work all day

Sting my delay,

Who have a work, as well as they
And much, much more,
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Again

O, that I were an Orange tree,

That bufy plant !

Then mould I ever laden be,

And never want

Some fruit for him that drefTeth me.

How the quaintnefles fpring !

My thoughts are all a cafe of knives,

Wounding my heart

With fcattered fmart
;

As watering-pots give flowers their lives.

Nothing their fury can control

While they do wound and prick my foul.

On man

Nothing wears clothes, but man
; nothing doth need

But he to wear them. Nothing ufeth fire,

But man alone, to mow his heavenly breed :

And only he hath fuel in defire.

With an obnoxious problem which, if true, would

diflblve society, we clofe thefe fpecimens of the far

fetched "humours" of the paft age

Surely, if each one faw another's heart,

There would be no commerce,
No fale or bargain pafs : all would difperfe,

And live apart.

Befides
illuftrating the poetical taftes of our anceftors,
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and Herbert's miniftration to them, as well as fome of

his figures without their extrinfic linear reprefentations ;

thefe quotations, neverthelefs, convey fine moral and

religious thoughts in a manner impreflive upon their

own contemporaneous date, though liable to be loft

on our faftidious era, when partial education is more

widely extended, and minute criticifm more largely

indulged.

But thefe which we may view as blemifhes, muft

not be taken as fair and candid fpecimens of the faintly

mufe of Herbert. They are rather the exceptions

which eftablifh the rule of his beauty and excellence.

In " The Church Porch," which opens the Poem of
" The Temple," there is, if we may allegorize the

theme, an attractive feries of niches filled with delight

ful images : and through all the fequel, no lefs happily

conceived and executed ideas abound. The admo
nitions of the Church againft luft, drunkennefs, lying,

idlenefs, and other vices, are of fingular force ; and

the more fo becaufe they are delivered with gentle-

nefs, and a fympathy for erring humanity. Even the

flight quaintnefles which occur, impart to them fome-

thing of a friendly tone. Herbert

Allures to brighter worlds, and points the way.

He is a man like his readers, and afluming no dog-
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matifm on account of his felf-facrilice and almoft fuper-

human devotednefs, to the well-being of his fellow-

creatures here and hereafter, and the fervice of his

adored Creator. In him there is nothing polemic or

antagoniftic ; nothing of the Pharifee, everything of

the benevolent Samaritan. From his pen we have no

threats, no anathemas, no bigotry, no damning, of

thofe who differ from him, though flrongly attached to

the Proteftant Church of his fathers. All is done in

kindlinefs, earneftnefs, and love ;
and it is this which

has preferved his writings through fuch a lapfe of

time, fo mutable and wonderful that thoufands of other

worthy ventures have funk and perimed, and renders

them, at this hour, when the Spirit of Religion is fo

vividly renewed, more than ever deferving of the

deepeft ftudy by every member of the thinking world.

A moft edifying leflbn for all ; it will require fmall

painftaking to extract from the Volume of Herbert's

works. We hope it will be a pleafure to go a little

way along with us, fnatching a glance at his fair

flowers and medicinal herbs as we pafs on our way to

his "Church:"

Be temperate

Drink not the third glafs, which them canft not tame.

When once it is within thee.
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He that is drunken
he hath loft the reins,

Is outlawed by himfelf.

Againft profane fwearing

Take not his name, who made thy mouth, in vain :

It gets thee nothing, and hath no excufe.

Luft and wine plead a pleafure,
avarice gain :

But the cheap fwearer, through his open fluke,

Lets his foul run for nought.

Herbert is equally energetic againft falfehood, and

the neglect of education of children and examination

of felf ; and the next ftanza is replete with that com
mon fenfe we have noticed as fo valuable an ingredient
in his fpiritual admonitions :

Be thrifty, but not covetous
;
therefore give

Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due.

Never was fcraper brave man. Get to live :

Then live, and ufe it : elfe it is not true

That thou haft gotten. Surely ufe alone

Makes money not a contemptible ftone.

Never exceed thy income. Youth may make
Even with the year : but age, if it will hit,

Shoots a bow fhort, and leflens ftill his ftake,

As the day leffians, and his life with it.
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By no means run in debt : take thine own meafure.

Who cannot live on twenty pound a year,

Cannot on forty : he's a man of pleafure,

A kind of thing that's for itfelf too dear.

Spend not on hopes.

Thy friend put in thy bofom : wear his eyes

Still in thy heart, that he may fee what's there.

Who fay,
" I care not," thole I give for loft.

Sum up at night what thou haft done by day 5

And in the morning, what thou haft to do.

Drefs and undrefs thy foul : mark the decay

And growth of it : if with thy watch, that too

Be down, then wind up both. Since we mall be

Moft furely judged, make thy accounts agree.

If the mere " Church Porch "
yields fuch wifdom,

morality, and poetry as thefe quotations, haftily taken

from many of equal claim, it may readily be believed

that (let us put poetry ftatiftically in this utilitarian age)

as thirteen is to one, fo mult the reft of Herbert's

beauties be to the farriple, we have quoted and indicated,

inafmuch as they conform to that proportion in the

entire body of his Poetry.

Of this major divifion, however, we are bound to

take fome notice, and defignate fome, though (to avoid



xxviii INTRODUCTION.

the prolixity objectionable
in the introduction to an

eftabliflied author, a very fcanty illuftration of its

manifold, powerful, and pathetic attraaions. Even

perfonal affliction is made touchingly poetical :

I had my wifh, my way:

My days were ftrew'd with flowers and happinefs :

There was no month but May !

But with my years forrow did twift and grow, ,

And made a party unawares for woe.

My flefh began unto my foul in pain,

Sicknefs clave my bones,

Conluming agues dwelt in every vein,

And tuned my breath to groans :

Sorrow was all my foul
;

I fcarce believed,

Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived.

Some flight exuberance of imagery follows this ; but

nothing can obliterate the Job-like poetry of the ex-

quifite defcription paffing from the joys of youth and

health, when there was no month but May, to the

bleak December of difeafe and forrow.

The fhort poems, Frailty," Peace," and " The

World," are altogether pleafing fpecimens of Herbert's

genius and turn of mind : but we can only refer to

them, and adopt even morter pieces to fubftantiate our

obfervations on the Author. An exhortation to the
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faithful obfervance of Lent is thus nobly improved and

applied :

Yet, Lord, inftruft us to improve our fail

By ftarving fin, and taking fuch repaft

As may our faults control :

That every man may revel at his door,

Not in his parlour ; banqueting the poor,

And among thofe his foul.

The very next poem, entitled "
Virtue," begins

with a moft affecting verfe :

Sweet day, ib cool, Ib calm, fo bright,

The bridal of the earth and fky,

The dew mail weep thy fall to-night 5

For thou muft die.

This piece has been imitated by many fucceeding

poets, but not one has excelled the original ; nor can

the Englifh tongue produce a more exquifite paflage

than the few lines we have juft quoted. There is one

termination only equal, and, perhaps, fuperior, to this

fine paflage, which readers will find in the lines

entitled " The Collar," wherein the Chriftian repines

and aflerts his determination to enjoy the pleafures

of life, and throw off the bondage of religion. Can

anything be more fublime than this conclufion ?

I will abroad.

Call in thy death's-head there : tie up thy fears.
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He that forbears

To fuit and i'erve his need,

Deferves his load.

But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild

At every word,

Methought I heard one calling, Child :

And I replied, My Lord.

To the immortal fimplicity of this, we fhould be

amamed to add either comment or farther quotation.

We have attempted to bring Herbert juftly and honeftly

before the reader ; convinced that the example of his

humility, piety, and paflionate faith muft produce good
fruits now and for ever. To mow that his Poetry is

not to be judged by or cenfured for the peculiarities of

his age, but to be tried by and cherimed for merits

which fit it for the improvement and blefiing of all

ages. In fine, to invite the Britifh Public to a treat it

feldom or never enjoys to forget the prefent moment

for awhile, and caft a retrofpeft on the paft and

thence to learn much that is moft defirable to know.

Living flowers are, no doubt, fweet and agreeable : but

they are moftly mere temporary pleafures addrefled to

the fenfe. The precious plants of Chriftian growth
and efficacy, which have been crufhed under the

weight of years, when revived, yield odours which not

only refrem the body but the foul. So may it be with

Herbert's Godly works !
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A MEMORIAL TO THE HONOURABLE

GEORGE HERBERT,
AUTHOR OF THE SACRED POEMS, WHO DIED ABOUT

ANNO 1635.*

READ
o'er thefe raptures with a curious eye,

You muft conclude, this eagle foared high :

Montgomery Caftle was the place where he

Had his firft breathing and nativity.

Of that moft noble houfe this hero came,
Who left the world this legacy of fame.

Great faint, unto thy memory and fhrine

I owe all veneration, fave divine,

For thy rare poems : piety and pen

Speak thee no lefs than miracle of men.

* In the Regifter of Fugglefton and Bemerton, the following

entry occurs,
" Mr. George Herbert, Efq., Parf'on of Fugglefton

and Bemerton, was buried 3 day of March, 1632."
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The graces all, both moral and divine,

In thee concentre, and with thee combine :

Thefe facred leflbns, fet to thy fweet lute.

Was mufic that would make Apollo mute :

Nay, all thofe warbling chanters of the fpring

Would fit half tame to hear Arion fmg.

What province hath produced a greater foul,

Between the arctic and antarctic pole,

Than Wales hath done ? where Herbert's church

mall be

A lafting pyramid for him and thee.

What father of a church can you rehearfe,

That gain'd more fouls to God 'twixt profe and verfe ?

What orator had more magnetic ftrains ?

What poet fuch a fancy, pen, or brains,

In our great hierarchy ? mow me the man

That fang more fadly than this dying fwan,

This bird of paradife, this glowworm bright,

This philomel, this glory of the night.

Seeing the deluge rage, the clouds ftill dark,

Reftlefs below, return'd up to the ark,

This facred dove, before he fcaled the fkies,

Rarely fet forth, the world's great facrifice ;

A melting poem, all the reft fo high,

That the dull world may learn to live and die.
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Never did pen humane, or earing brain,

Exprefs or vent fuch a feraphic ftrain.

You that are poets born, contend and ftrive,

In fpite of death, dead Herbert to revive.

Bring wreaths of larix, an immortal tree.

To Salem's facred hill, for obfequy.

ParnafTus' mount was never fo divine,

To turn the mufe's water into wine.

The Delphian poet went from thence to Rome,
And there was entertain'd as major dome ;

And though the bifhop and his clerks do boaft,

That old falfe prophet there doth rule the roaft.

A lafting fpring of blood fprings near that hill,

There he'Mid bathe ; there you your phials fill.

'Twill melt your hearts to view thofe defblations ;

Yet from that fpring flows higheft infpirations.

Therein your annals fuch encomiums bring

To his memorial, as the doves in fpring.

Such moan as Egypt's viceroy once did make

At Abel-Mizraim for his father's fake,

Make your mrill trumpets : from that thorny hill

Benhinnon's valleys with amazement fill.

To the fepulchre go, there facrifice

The diftillations of your hearts and eyes.

When you depart, fall down, and kifs that land,

Where once his mafter's facred feet did ftand.
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No art or engine can you fafely truft
'

To polifh him, but his own facred duft.

Nor can you point or pencil him too high,

That lived and died without an enemy ;

That left behind him this admired tomb,
But no Elifha in Eliah's room.

An Epitaph.

UPON THE HONOURABLE GEORGE HERBERT.

YOU weeping marbles, monuments, we truft,

As well with the injurious, as the juft,

When your great truft at laft fhall be refign'd,

And when his noble duft fhall be refined :

You (hall more gold, myrrh, frankincenfe return,

Than mall be found in great Auguftus' urn.

He was the wonder of a better age,

The eclipfe of this, of empty heads the rage,

h cenix of Wales, of his great name the glory.

A theme above all verfe, beyond all ftory.

A plant of Paradife : which, in a word,
Worms ne'er (hall wither as they did the gourd.
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Go, you unborn, bedew dear Herbert's tomb ;

No more fuch babes are in Dame Nature's womb.

No more fuch blazing comets mail appear,

Nor leave fo happy influences here,

Go, thaw your hearts at his celeftial fire,

And what you cannot comprehend, admire.

Go, you dark poems, dark even as the fkies,

Make the fcales fall from our dark dazzling eyes.

Mirrors were made to mend, not mar our fight,

Glowworms to glitter in the moft gloomy night.

About thofe glorious regions he is fled,

Where once St. Paul was rapt and ravifhed.

Here a divine, prophet, and poet lies,

That laid up manna for pofterities.

P. D. Efq.

The Church Militant.

THE
Church's progrefs is a mafterpiece,

Limn'd to the life, of Egypt, Rome, and Greece :

Wherein he gives the conclave fuch a blow,

They ne'er received from either friend or foe.

England and France do bear an equal mare

In his predictions, which time will declare ;

d
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Here's height of malice, here's prodigious luft,

Impudent finning, cruelty, diftruft ;

Here's black ingratitude, here's pride and icorn,

Here's damned oaths, that caufe the land to mourn

And here's oppreflion, marks of future bane,

And here's hypocrify, the counterpane.

Here's love of guineas, curfed root of all,

And here's religion turn'd up to the wall :

And could we fee with Herbert's eagle eyes,

Without checkmate religion weftward flies.

A moft fad facrifice was made of late

Of God's poor lambs by Pharifaic hate.

For difcipline with doctrine fo to jar,

Was juft like bringing juftice to the bar.

Was it the will, or judgment, or commands,
Of the great pilot for to pafs the fands ;

Well may we hope, that our quick-fighted ftate

Will take God's grievance into a debate.

Cathedral priefts long fmce have laid about

Hammer and tongs, to drive religion out.

Her grace and Majefty makes them fo fraid,

They cry content, and fo efpoufe her maid.

She's decent, lovely, chafte, divine they fay,

She loves their fons, that fmg our fins away.
Could we but count the thoufands every year
Thefe dreams confume, the mufic is too dear.
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When Eli's fons made luxury their god,

Their widows named their pofthumes Icabod.

They both were flam, God's facred ark was loft,

Though they had with it a moft mighty hoft.

Well may ingratitude make us all mourn ;

Pearls we receive, poor pebbles we return.

Now Seine is fwallowing Tiber ; if the Thames,

By letting in them both pollute her ftreams ;

Or if the feers mall connive or wink,

Beware the thunderbolt ; Migremus hinc.

O let me die, and not furvive to fee

Before my death religion's obfequy.

Religion and dear truth will prove at length

The alpha and omega of our ftrength ;

Our Boaz, our Jachin, our Great Britain's glory,

Look'd on by owls as a romantic ftory.

Our cloud, that comes behind us in the day,

Night's fiery pillar, to direct our way.
Our chariots, mips, and horfemen, to withftand

The fury of our foes by fea or land.

Our eyes may fee, as hath been feen before,

Religion's foes lie floating on the more :

The head of England's church proud Babels, but

Will faith defend, and peace will Janus (hut.

Adverfus Impia.

Anno 1670.
d 2
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Lines intended to be placed
UNDER

HERBERT'S PORTRAIT.

BEHOLD
an orator, divinely fage,

The prophet and apoftle of that age.

View but his Porch and Temple, you fhall fee

The body of divine philofophy.

Examine well the lines of his dead face,

Therein you may difcern wifdom and grace.

Now if the mell fo lovely doth appear,

How orient was the pearl imprifon'd here !

On Mr. G. Herbert's Book,
ENTITULED,

THE TEMPLE OF SACRED POEMS.
SENT TO A GENTLEWOMAN.

KNOW you faire, on what you looke j

Divineft Love lies in this booke :

Expecting fire from your eyes,
To kindle this his facrifice.
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When your Hands untie thefe firings

Think you have an Angel by th' wings.

One that gladly will bee nigh,

To wait upon each morning figh.

To flutter in the balmy aire

Of your well-perfumed Prayer.

Thefe white Plumes of his heele lend you,

Which every day to Heaven will fend you :

To take acquaintance of the fpheare,

And all the fmooth-fac'd kindred there.

And though HERBERT'S name doe owe

Thefe Devotions, faireft
-,
know

That while I lay them on the fhrine

Of your white Hand, they are mine.

R. Craftiaw, Steps to the Temple, 1646.





THE

Printers to the Reader.*

THE
dedication of this work having been made

by the author to the Divine Majefty only, how
fhould we now prefume to intereft any mortal man in

the patronage of it ? Much lefs think we it meet to

feek the recommendation of the Mufes, for that which

himfelf was confident to have been infpired by a di

viner breath than flows from Helicon. The world,

therefore, mail receive it in that naked flmplicity with

which he left it, without any addition either of fupport

or ornament, more than is included in itfelf. We
leave it free and unforeftalled to every man's judg

ment, and to the benefit that he mail find by perufal.

Only for the clearing of fome paflages, we have

thought it not unfit to make the common Reader

privy to fome few particularities of the condition and

difpofition of the perfon.

* Publifhed with firft edition, Cambridge, 1633.
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Being nobly born, and as eminently endued with

gifts of the mind, and having by induftry and happy

education perfe&ed them to that great height of ex

cellency, whereof his Fellowfliip of Trinity College

in Cambridge, and his Oratorfhip in the Univerfity,

together with that knowledge which the King's Court

had taken of him, could make relation far above

ordinary. Quitting both his deferts and all the oppor

tunities that he had for worldly preferment, he betook

himfelf to the Sanctuary and Temple of God, choofing

rather to ferve at God's Altar, than to feek the honour

of State employments. As for thofe inward enforce

ments to this courfe (for outward there was none),

which many of thefe enfuing verfes bear witnefs of,

they detract not from the freedom, but add to the

honour of this refolution in him. As God had enabled

him, fo he accounted him meet not only to be called,

but to be compelled to this fervice : Wherein his faith

ful difcharge was fuch, as may make him juftly a

companion to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or

more for the age he lived in.

To teftify his independency upon all others, and to

quicken his diligence in this kind, he ufed in his ordi

nary fpeech, when he made mention of the blefled

name of our Lord and Saviour, Jefus Chrift, to add,

My Mafter.
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Next God, he loved that which God himfelf hath

magnified above all things, that is, his Word : fo as

he hath been heard to make folemn proteftation, that

he would not part with one leaf thereof for the whole

world, if it were offered him in exchange.
His obedience and conformity to the Church and the

difcipline thereof was fmgularly remarkable : Though
he abounded in private devotions, yet went he every

morning and evening with his family to the Church ;

and by his example, exhortations, and encouragements
drew the greater part of his parimioners to accom

pany him daily in the public celebration of Divine

Service.

As for worldly matters, his love and eeftem to them

was fo little, as no man can more ambitioufly feek,

than he did earneftly endeavour the refignation of an

Ecclefiaftical dignity, which he was poffeffor of. But

God permitted not the accomplimment of this defire,

having ordained him his inftrument for re-edifying of

the Church belonging thereunto, that had lain ruinated

almoft twenty years. The reparation whereof, having
been uneffectually attempted by public collections,

was in the end by his own and fome few others' pri

vate free-will offerings fuccefffully effected. With
the remembrance whereof, as of an efpecial good

work, when a friend went about to comfort him on



xliv THE PRINTERS TO THE READER.

his death-bed, he made anfwer,
" It is a good work, if

it be fprinkled with the blood of Chrift :" otherwife

than in this refpeft he could find nothing to glory

or comfort himfelf with, neither in this nor in any
other thing.

And thefe are but a few of many that might be

faid, which we have chofen to premife as a glance to

fome parts of the enfuing book, and for an example to

the Reader.

We conclude all with his own Motto, with which

he ufed to conclude all things that might feem to tend

any way to his own honour,

" Lefs than the leaft of God's mercies."

[NICHOLAS FERRAR.]
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THE TEMPLE.

The Dedication.

Lord, my firft fruits prefent themfelves to thee ;

Yet not mine neither ; for from thee they came,

And muft return. Accept of them and me,
And make us ftrive, who mail fing beft thy name.

Turn their eyes hither, who mall make a gain ;

Theirs, who mail hurt themfelves or me, refrain.

The Church Porch.

Perirrhanterium.

HOU, whofe fweet youth and early hopes

,

Chance

$ Thy rate and price, and mark thee for a

treafure,

Hearken unto a Verfer, who may ehanee

Rhyme thee to good, and make a bait of pleafure :

A verfe may find him, who a fermon flies,

And turn delight into a facrifice.

B
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Beware of luft ; it doth pollute and foul

Whom God in Baptifm wafh'd with his own blood :

It blots the leflon written in thy foul ;

The holy lines cannot be underftood.

How dare thofe eyes upon a Bible look,

Much lefs towards God, whofe luft is all their book !

Wholly abftain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord

Allows thee choice of paths ; take no by-ways
But gladly welcome what he doth afford ;

Not grudging, that thy luft hath bounds and ftays.

Continence hath his joy : weigh both ; and fo

If rottennefs have more, let Heaven go.

If God had laid all common, certainly

Man would have been the enclofer ; but fmce now
God hath impaled us, on the contrary
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough.
O what were man, might he himfelf difplace !

Sure to be crofs he would fhift feet and face.

Drink not the third glafs, which thou canft not tame,
When once it is within thee ; but before

Mayft rule it, as thou lift : and pour the fhame

Which it would pour on thee, upon the floor.

It is moft juft to throw that on the ground,
Which would throw me there, if I keep the round.



THE CHURCH PORCH.

He that is drunken may his mother kill

Big with his fifter : he hath loft the reins,

Is outlaw'd by himfelf : all kind of ill

Did with his liquor flide into his veins.

The drunkard forfeits man, and doth diveft

All worldly right, fave what he hath by beaft.

Shall I, to pleafe another's wine-fprung mind,

Lofe all mine own ? God hath given me a meafure

Short of his can, and body ; muft I find

A pain in that, wherein he finds a pleafure ?.

Stay at the third glafs : if thou lofe thy hold,

Then thou art modeft, and the wine grows bold.

If reafon move not gallants, quit the room;

(All in a mipwreck fhift their feveral way)
Let not a common ruin thee entomb :

Be not a beaft in courtefy, but ftay,

Stay at the third cup, or forego the place.

Wine above all things doth God's ftamp deface.

Yet, if thou fin in wine or wantonnefs,

Boaft not thereof ; nor make thy mame thy glory.

Frailty gets pardon by fubmiflivenefs ;

But he that boafts, (huts that out of his ftory :

He makes flat war with God, and doth defy,

With his poor clods of earth the fpacious fky.
B 2
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Take not his name, who made thy mouth, in vain :

It gets thee nothing, and hath no excufe.

Luft and wine plead a pleafure, avarice gain :

But the cheap fwearer through his open fluice

Lets his foul run for nought, as little fearing :

Were I an Epicure, I could bate fwearing.

When thou doft tell another's jeft therein

Omit the oaths, which true wit cannot need :

Pink out of tales the mirth, but not the fin.

He pares his apple that will cleanly feed.

Play not away the virtue of that name,
Which is thy beft flake, when griefs make thee

tame.

The cheapefl fins mofl dearly punifh'd are ;

Becaufe to fhun them alfo is fo cheap :

For we have wit to mark them, and to fpare.

O crumble not away thy foul's fair heap.
If thou wilt die, the gates of hell are broad :

Pride and full fins have made the way a road.

Lie not : but let thy heart be true to God,

Thy mouth to it, thy actions to them both :

Cowards tell lies, and thofe that fear the rod ;

The ftormy working foul fpits lies and froth.

Dare to be true. Nothing can need a lie :

A fault, which needs it most, grows two thereby.
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Fly idlenefs, which yet thou canft not
fly

By drefiing, miftreffing, and complement.
If thofe take up thy day, the fun will cry

Againft thee ; for his light was only lent.

God gave thy foul brave wings ; put not thofe

feathers

Into a bed, to fleep out all ill weathers.

Art thou a Magiftrate ? then be fevere :

If ftudious ; copy fair what time hath blurr'd ;

Redeem truth from his jaws : if Soldier,

Chafe brave employments with a naked fword

Throughout the world. Fool not
;

for all may have,

If they dare try, a glorious life, or grave.

O England ; full of fin, but moft of floth ;

Spit out thy phlegm, and fill thy breaft with glory ;

Thy gentry bleats, as if thy native cloth

Tranffufed a fheepimnefs into thy ftory :

Not that they all are fo ; but that the moft

Are gone to grafs, and in the pafture loft.

This lofs fprings chiefly from our education.

Some till their ground, but let weeds choke their fon ;

Some mark a partridge, never their child's fafhion :

Some (hip them over, and the thing is done.

Study this art, make it thy great defign ;

And if God's image move thee not, let thine.
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Some great eftates provide, but do not breed

A mattering mind ; fo both are loft thereby :

Or elfe they breed them tender, make them need

All that they leave : this is flat poverty.

For he, that needs five thoufand pound to live,

Is full as poor as he that needs but five.

The way to make thy fon rich, is to fill

His mind with reft, before his trunk with riches ;

For wealth without contentment, climbs a hill,

To feel thofe tempefts, which fly
over ditches.

But if thy fon can make ten pound his meafure,

Then all thou addeft may be call'd his treafure.

When thou doft purpofe ought, (within thy power)
Be fure to do it, though it be but fmall :

Conftancy knits the bones, and makes us ftour

When wanton pleafures beckon us to thrall.

Who breaks his owd bond, forfeiteth himfelf :

What nature made a mip, he makes a fhelf.

Do all things like a man, not fneakingly :

Think the king fees thee ftill ; for his King does.

Simpering is but a lay-hypocrify :

Give it a corner, and the clue undoes.

Who fears to do
ill, fets himfelf to tafk :

Who fears to do well, fure mould wear a mafk.
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Look to thy mouth : difeafes enter there.

Thou haft two fconces, if thy ftomach call ;

Carve, or difcourfe ; do not a famine fear.

Who carves, is kind to two ; who talks, to all.

Look on meat, think it dirt, then eat a bit ;

And fay withal, Earth to earth I commit.

Slight thofe who fay amidft their fickly healths,

Thou liveft by rule. What doth not fo but man ?

Houfes are built by rule, and commonwealths.

Entice the trufty sun, if that you can,

From his ecliptic line beckon the fky.

Who lives by rule then, keeps good company.

Who keeps no guard upon himfelf, is flack,

And rots to nothing at the next great thaw.

Man is a mop of rules, a well-trufTd pack,

Whofe every parcel underwrites a law.

Lofe not thyfelf, nor give thy humours way :

God gave them to thee, under lock and key.

By all means ufe fometimes to be alone.

Salute thyfelf: fee what thy foul doth wear.

Dare to look in thy cheft ; for 'tis thine own ;

And tumble up and down what thou find'ft there.

Who cannot reft till he good fellows find,

He breaks up houfe, turns out of doors his mind,
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Be thrifty, but not covetous : therefore give

Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due.

Never was fcraper brave man. Get to live :

Then live, and ufe it : elfe, it is not true

That thou haft gotten. Surely ufe alone

Makes money not a contemptible ftone.

Never exceed thy income. Youth may make

Even with the year : but age, if it will hit,

Shoots a bow fhort, and leflens ftill his ftake,

As the day leflens, and his life with it.

Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee call ;

Before thy journey fairly part with all.

Yet in thy thriving ftill mifdoubt fome evil :

Left gaining gain on thee, and make thee dim

To all things elfe. Wealth is the conjurer's devil ;

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him.

Gold thou may'ft fafely touch ; but if it ftick

Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick.

What fkills it, if a bag of ftones or gold
About thy neck do drown thee ? raife thy head :

Take ftars for money ; ftars not to be told

By any art, yet to be purchafed.

None is fo wafteful as the fcraping dame :

She lofeth three for one : her foul, reft, fame.
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By no means run in debt : take thine own meafure.

Who cannot live on twenty pound a year,

Cannot on forty : he's a man of pleafure,

A kind of thing that's for itfelf too dear.

The curious unthrift makes his clothes too wide,

And fpares himfelf, but would his tailor chide.

Spend not on hopes. They that by pleading clothes

Do fortunes feek, when worth and fervice fail,

Would have their tale believed for their oaths,

And are like empty veffels under fail.

Old courtiers know this : therefore fet out fo,

As all the day thou mayfr. hold out to go.

In clothes, cheap handfomenefs doth bear the bell.

Wifdom's a trimmer thing, than mop e'er gave.

Say not then, This with that lace will do well ;

But, This with my difcretion will be brave.

Much curioufnefs is a perpetual wooing,

Nothing with labour, folly long a doing.

Play not for gain, but fport. Who plays for more,
Than he can lofe with pleafure, flakes his heart :

Perhaps his wife's too, and whom me hath bore :

Servants and churches alfo play their part.

Only a herald, who that way doth pafs,

Finds his crack'd name at length in the church-glafs.
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If yet thou love game at fo dear a rate,

Learn this, that hath old gamefters dearly coft :

Doft lofe ? rife up : doft win ? rife in that ftate.

Who ftrive to fit out lofmg hands, are loft.

Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace

Blowing up houfes with their whole increafe.

In converfation boldnefs now bears fway.
But know, that nothing can fo foolim be,

As empty boldnefs : therefore firft affay

To fluff thy mind with folid bravery j

Then march on gallant : get fubftantial worth :

Boldnefs gilds finely, and will fet it forth.

Be sweet to all. Is thy complexion four ?

Then keep fuch company ; make them thy allay :

Get a fharp wife, a fervant that will lour.

A ftumbler ftumbles leaft in rugged way.
Command thyfelf in chief. He life's war knows,
Whom all his paflions follow, as he goes.

Catch not at quarrels. He that dares not speak

Plainly and home, is coward of the two.

Think not thy fame at every twitch will break :

By great deeds mow, that thou canft little do ;

And do them not : that (hall thy wifdom be j

And change thy temperance into bravery.
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If that thy fame with every toy be pofed,

'Tis a thin web, which poifonous fancies make ;

But the great foldier's honour was compofed
Of thicker ftufF, which would endure a {hake.

Wifdom picks friends
^ civility plays the reft.

A toy fhunn'd cleanly paffeth with the beft.

Laugh not too much : the witty man laughs least :

For wit is news only to ignorance.

Lefs at thine own things laugh ;
left in the jeft

Thy perfon fhare, and the conceit advance.

Make not thy fport, abufes : for the
fly,

That feeds on dung, is coloured thereby.

Pick out of mirth, like ftones out of thy ground,

Profanenefs, filthinefs, abufivenefs.

Thefe are the fcum, with which coarfe wits abound :

The fine may fpare thefe well, yet not go lefs.

All things are big with jeft : nothing that's plain

But may be witty, if thou haft the vein.

Wit's an unruly engine, wildly ftriking

Sometimes a friend, fometimes the engineer :

Haft thou the knack ? pamper it not with liking :

But if thou want it, buy it not too dear.

Many affecting wit beyond their power,
Have got to be a dear fool for an hour.
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A fad wife valour is the brave complexion,

That leads the van, and fwallows up the cities.

The giggler is a milk-maid, whom infection,

Or a fired beacon frighteth from his ditties.

Then he's the fport : the mirth then in him refts,

And the fad man is cock of all his jefts.

Towards great perfons ufe refpe&ive boldnefs :

That temper gives them theirs, and yet doth take

Nothing from thine : in fervice, care, or coldnefs,

Doth ratably thy fortunes mar or make.

Feed no man in his fins : for adulation

Doth make thee parcel-devil in damnation.

Envy not greatnefs ; for thou makeft thereby

Thyfelf the worfe, and fo the diftance greater.

Be not thyie own worm : yet fuch jealoufy,

As hurts not others, but may make thee better,

Is a good fpur. Correct thy paffion's fpite^

Then may the beafts draw thee to happy light.

When bafenefs is exalted, do not bate

The place its honour for the perfon's fake.

The mrine is that which thou doft venerate
^

And not the beaft, that bears it on his back.

I care not though the cloth of ftate mould be

Not of rich arras, but mean
tapeftry.
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Thy friend put in thy bofom : wear his eyes

Still in thy heart, that he may fee what's there.

If caufe require, thou art his facrifice^

Thy drops of blood muft pay down all his fear ;

But love is loft ; the way of friendfhip's gone ;

Though David had his Jonathan, Chrift his John.

Yet be not furety, if thou be a father.

Love is a perfonal debt. I cannot give

My children's right, nor ought he take it : rather

Both friends fhould die, than hinder them to live.

Fathers firft enter bonds to nature's ends ;

And are her fureties, ere they are a friend's.

If thou be fmgle, all thy goods and ground
Submit to love ; but yet not more than all.

Give one eftate, as one life. None is bound

To work for two, who brought himfelf to thrall.

God made me one man ; love makes me no more,

Till labour come, and make my weaknefs fcore.

In thy difcourfe, if thou defire to pleafe :

All such is courteous, ufeful, new, or witty :

Ufefulnefs comes by labour, wit by eafe ;

Courtefy grows in court ; news in the city.

Get a good ftock of thefe, then draw the card ;

That fuits him beft, of whom thy fpeech is heard.
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Entice all neatly to what they know beft ;

For fo thou doft thyfelf and him a pleafure :

(But a proud ignorance will lofe his reft,

Rather than fhow his cards) fteal from his treafure

What to afk further. Doubts well-raifed do lock

The fpeaker to thee, and preferve thy ftock.

If thou be Mafter-gunner, fpend not all

That thou canft fpeak, at once : but hufband it,

And give men turns of fpeech : do not foreftall

By lavifhnefs thine own, and other's wit,

As if thou madeft thy will. A civil gueft
Will no more talk all, than eat all the feaft.

Be calm in arguing : for fiercenefs makes
Error a fault, and truth difcourtefy.

Why mould I feel another man's miftakes

More, than his ficknefles or poverty ?

In love I mould : but anger is not love,

Nor wifdom neither ; therefore gently move.

Calmnefs is great advantage : he that lets

Another chafe, may warm him at his fire :

Mark all his wanderings, and enjoy his frets ;

As cunning fencers fuffer heat to tire.

Truth dwells not in the clouds : the bow that's there

Doth often aim at, never hit the fphere.



THE CHURCH PORCH.

Mark what another fays : for many are

Full of themfelves, and anfwer their own notion.

Take all into thee ; then with equal care

Ballance each dram of reafon, like a potion.

If truth be with thy friend, be with them both :

Share in the conqueft, and confefs a troth.

Be ufeful where thou liveft, that they may
Both want, and wifh thy pleafmg prefence ftill.

Kindnefs, good parts, great places are the way
To compafs this. Find out men's wants and will

And meet them there. All worldly joys go lefs

To the one joy of doing kindnefTes.

Pitch thy behaviour low, thy projects high ;

So malt thou humble and magnanimous be :

Sink not in fpirit ; who aimeth at the fky

Shoots higher much than he that means a tree.

A grain of glory mixt with humblenefs

Cures both a fever and lethargicnefs.

Let thy mind ftill be bent, ftill plotting where

And when, and how the bufmefs may be done.

Slacknefs breeds worms ;
but the fure traveller,

Though he alight fometimes, ftill goeth on.

Active and ftirring fpirits live alone :

Write on the others, Here lies fuch a one.



16 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Slight not the fmalleft lofs, whether it be

In love or honour ; take account of all :

Shine like the fun in every corner; fee

Whether thy frock of credit fwell, or fall.

Who fay, I care not, thofe I give for loft ;

And to inftruct them, 'twill not quit the coft.

Scorn no man's love, though of a mean degree ;

(Love is a prefent for a mighty king,)

Much iefs make any one thine enemy.
As guns deftroy, fo many a little fling.

The cunning workman never doth refufe

The meaneft tool, that he may chance to ufe.

All foreign wifdom doth amount to this,

To take all that is given ; whether wealth,

Or love, or language ; nothing comes amifs :

A good digeftion turneth all to health :

And then as far as fair behaviour may,
Strike off all fcores ; none are fo clear as they.

Keep all thy native good, and naturalize

All foreign of that name ; but fcorn their ill :

Embrace their a&ivenefs, not vanities.

Who follows all things, forfeiteth his will.

If thou obferveft flrangers in each fit,

In time they'll run thee out of all thy wit.
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AffecT: in things about thee cleanlinefs,

That all may gladly board thee, as a flower.

Slovens take up their ftock of noifomenefs

Beforehand, and anticipate their laft hour.

Let thy mind's fweetnefs have his operation

Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation,

In Alms regard thy means, and others' merit.

Think heaven a better bargain, than to give

Only thy fingle market-money for it.

Join hands with God to make a man to live.

Give to all fomething ; to a good poor man,
Till thou change names, and be where he began.

Man is God's image ; but a poor man is

Chrift's ftamp to boot ; both images regard.

God reckons for him, counts the favour his :

Write, So much given to God ; thou malt be heard.

Let thy alms go before, and keep heaven's gate

Open for thee ; or both may come too late.

Reftore to God his due in tithe and time :

A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eftate.

Sundays obferve : think when the bells do chime,
'Tis angels' mufic ; therefore come not late.

God then deals bleflings : if a king did fo,

Who would not hafte, nay give, to fee the mow ?

c
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Twice on the day his due is underftood ;

For all the week thy food fo oft he gave thee.

Thy cheer is mended ; bate not of the food,

Becaufe 'tis better, and perhaps may fave thee.

Thwart not the Almighty God : O be not crofs.

Fail when thou wilt ; but then 'tis gain, not lofs.

Though private prayer be a brave defign,

Yet public hath more promifes, more love :

And love's a weight to hearts, to eyes a fign.

We all are but cold fuitors ; let us move
Where it is warmeft. Leave thy fix and feven ;

Pray with the moft : for where moft pray, is heaven

When once thy foot enters the church, be bare.

God is more there, than thou : for thou art there

Only by his permifllon. Then beware,
And make thyfelf all reverence and fear.

Kneeling ne'er fpoil'd filk flocking : quit thy ftate.

All equal are within the church's gate.

Refort to fermons, but to prayers moft :

Praying's the end of preaching. O be dreft ;

Stay not for the other pin : why thou haft loft

A joy for it worth worlds. Thus hell doth jeft

Away thy bleflings, and extremely flout thee,

Thy clothes being faft, but thy foul loofe about thee
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In time of fervice feal up both thine eyes,

And fend them to thy heart ; that fpying fin,

They may weep out the ftains by them did rife :

Thofe doors being (hut, all by the ear comes in.

Who marks in church-time others' fymmetry,
Makes all their beauty his deformity.

Let vain or bufy thoughts have there no part :

Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleafures thither.

Chrift purged his temple ; fo muft thou thy heart.

All worldly thoughts are but thieves met together
To cozen thee. Look to thy actions well

;

For churches either are our heaven or hell.

Judge not the preacher ; for he is thy Judge :

If thou miflike him, thou conceiveft him not.

God calleth preaching folly. Do not grudge
To pick out treafures from an earthen pot.

The worft fpeak fomething good : if all want fenfe,

God takes a text, and preacheth patience.

He that gets patience, and the bleffing which

Preachers conclude with, hath not loft his pains.

He that by being at church efcapes the ditch,

Which he might fall in by companions, gains.

He that loves God's abode, and to combine

With faints on earth, mail one day with them mine,

c 2
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Jeft not at preacher's language, or exprefiion :

How know'ft thou, but thy fins made him mifcarry ?

Then turn thy faults and his into confefiion :

God fent him, whatfoe'er he be : O tarry,

And love him for his Matter ; his condition,

Though it be ill, makes him no ill phyfician.

None mail in hell fuch bitter pangs endure

As thofe, who mock at God's way of falvation.

Whom oil and balfams kill, what falve can cure ?

They drink with greedinefs a full damnation.

The Jews refufed thunder ; and we, folly.

Though God do hedge us in, yet who is holy ?

Sum up at night what thou haft done by day ;

And in the morning, what thou haft to do.

Drefs and undrefs thy foul : mark the decay
And growth of it : if with thy watch, that too

Be down, then wind up both, fince we mall be

Moft furely judged, make thy accounts agree.

In brief, acquit thee bravely ; play the man.

Look not on pleafures as they come, but go.

Defer not the leaft virtue : life's poor fpan

Make not an ell, by trifling in thy woe.

If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains :

If well ; the pain doth fade, the joy remains.
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THE CHURCH.

Superliminare.

Thou, whom the former precepts have

Sprinkled and taught, how to behave

Thyfelf in church ; approach, and tafte

The church's myftical repaft.

Avoid profanenefs ; come not here :

Nothing but holy, pure, and clear,

Or that which groaneth to be fo,

May at his peril further go.
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The Altar.

A BROKEN Altar, Lord, thy fervant rears,

Made of a heart, and cemented with tears

Whofe parts are as thy hand did frame ;

No workman's tool hath touch'd the fame.

A Heart alone

Is fuch a ftone,

As nothing but

Thy power doth cut.

Wherefore each part

Of my hard heart

Meets in this frame,

To praife thy name :

That, if I chance to hold my peace,

Thefe ftones to praife thee may not ceafe.

O let thy blefTed facrifice be mine,
And fanctify this Altar to be thine.
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The Sacrifice.

OH
all ye, who pafs by, whofe eyes and mind

To worldly things are fharp, but to me blind

To me, who took eyes that I might you find :

Was ever grief like mine ?

The Princes of my people make a head

Againft their Maker : they do wifh me dead,

Who cannot wifh, except I give them bread :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Without me each one, who doth now me brave,

Had to this day been an Egyptian flave.

They ufe that power againft me, which I gave :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Mine own Apoftle, who the bag did bear,

Though he had all I had, did not forbear

To fell me alfo, and to put me there :

Was ever grief like mine ?

For thirty pence he did my death devife,

Who at three hundred did the ointment prize,

Not half fo fweet as my fweet facrifice :

Was ever grief like mine ?
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Therefore my foul melts, and my heart's dear treafure

Drops blood (the only beads) my words to meafure :

O let this cup pafs, if it be thy pleafure :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Thefe drops, being tempered with a fmner's tears,

A balfam are for both the Hemifpheres,

Curing all wounds, but mine ; all, but my fears.

Was ever grief like mine ?

Yet my difciples deep : I cannot gain

One hour of watching ; but their drowfy brain

Comforts not me, and doth my doctrine ftain :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Arife, arife, they come ! Look how they run !

Alas ! what hafte they make to be undone !

How with their lanterns do they feek the fun !

Was ever grief like mine ?

With clubs and ftaves they feek me, as a thief,

Who am the way of truth, the true relief,

Moft true to thofe who are my greateft grief:

Was ever grief like mine ?

Judas, doft thou betray me with a kifs ?

Canft thou find hell about my lips ? and mifs

Of life, juft at the gates of life and blifs ?

Was ever grief like mine ?
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See, they lay hold on me, not with the hands

Of faith, but fury ; yet at their commands

I fuffer binding, who have loofed their bands :

Was ever grief like mine ?

All my difciples fly; fear puts a bar

Betwixt my friends and me. They leave the ftar,

That brought the wife men of the Eaft from far :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Then from one ruler to another bound

They lead me : urging, that it was not found

What I taught. Comments would the text confound.

Was ever grief like mine ?

The Priefts and Rulers all falfe witnefs feek

'Gainft him, who feeks not life, but is the meek
And ready Pafchal Lamb of this great week :

W^as ever grief like mine ?

Then they accufe me of great blafphemy,
That I did thruft into the Deity,
Who never thought that any robbery :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Some faid, that I the temple to the floor

In three days razed, and raifed as before.

Why, he that built the world can do much more :

Was ever grief like mine ?



26 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Then they condemn me all with that fame breath,

Which I do give them daily, unto death.

Thus Adam my firft breathing rendereth :

Was ever grief like mine ?

They bind, and lead me unto Herod : he

Sends me to Pilate. This makes them agree ;

But yet their friendfhip is my enmity.

Was ever grief like mine ?

Herod and all his bands do fet me light,

Who teach all hands to war, fingers to fight,

And only am the Lord of hofts and might.

Was ever grief like mine ?

Herod in judgment fits, while I do (land ;

Examines me with a cenforious hand :

I him obey, who all things elfe command :

Was ever grief like mine ?

The Jews accufe me with defpitefulnefs ;

And vying malice with my gentlenefs,

Pick quarrels with their only happinefs :

Was ever grief like mine ?

I anfwer nothing, but with patience prove
If ftony hearts will melt with gentle love.

But who does hawk at eagles with a dove ?

Was ever grief like mine ?
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My filence rather doth augment their cry ;

My dove doth back into my bofom
fly,

Becaufe the raging waters ftill are high :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Hark how they cry aloud ftill, Crucify :

It is not fit he live a day, they cry,

Who cannot live lefs than eternally :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Pilate a ftranger holdeth off: but they,

Mine own dear people, cry, Away, away,
With noifes confufed frighting the day :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Yet ftill they fhout, and cry, and ftop their ears,

Putting my life among their fins and fears,

And therefore wifh my blood on them and theirs :

Was ever grief like mine ?

See how fpite cankers things. Thefe words aright

Ufed, and wifh'd, are the whole world's light :

But honey is their gall, brightnefs their night :

Was ever grief like mine ?

They choofe a murderer, and all agree

In him to do themfelves a courtefy ;

For it was their own caufe who killed me :

Was ever grief like mine ?



28 HERBERT'S POEMS.

And a feditious murderer he was :

But I the Prince of Peace ; peace that doth pafs

All underftanding, more than heaven doth glafs :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Why, Caefar is their only King, not I :

He clave the ftony rock, when they were dry ;

But furely not their hearts, as I well try :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Ah, how they fcourge me ! yet my tenderness

Doubles each lafh : and yet their bitternefs

Winds up my grief to a myfterioufnefs :

Was ever grief like mine ?

They buffet me, and box me as they lift,

Who grafp the earth and heaven with my fift,

And never yet, whom I would punifh, miff'd :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Behold, they fpit on me in fcornful wife ;

Who with my fpittle gave the blind man eyes,

Leaving his blindnefs to mine enemies :

Was ever grief like mine ?

My face they cover, though it be divine.

As Mofes' face was veiled, fo is mine,

Left on their double-dark fouls either mine :

Was ever grief like mine ?
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Servants and abjects flout me ; they are witty :

Now prophefy who ftrikes thee, is their ditty.

So they in me deny themfelves all pity :

\Vas ever grief like mine ?

And now I am deliver'd unto death,

Which each one calls for fo with utmoft breath,

That he before me well-nigh fuffereth :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Weep not, dear friends, fmce I for both have wept,

When all my tears were blood, the while you flept

Your tears for your own fortunes mould be kept :

Was ever grief like mine ?

The foldiers lead me to the common hall ;

There they deride me, they abufe me all :

Yet for twelve heavenly legions I could call :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Then with a fcarlet robe they me array ;

Which mews my blood to be the only way,
And cordial left to repair man's decay :

Was ever grief like mine f

Then on my head a crown of thorns I wear ;

For thefe are all the grapes Sion doth bear,

Though I my vine planted and water'd there :

Was ever grief like mine ?
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So fits the earth's great curfe in Adam's fall

Upon my head ; fo I remove it all

From the earth unto my brows, and bear the thrall :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Then with the reed they gave to me before,

They ftrike my head, the rock from whence all ftore

Of heavenly bleflings iflue evermore :

Was ever grief like mine ?

They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail, King :

Whatever feoffs or fcornfulnefs can bring,

I am the floor, the fink, where they it fling :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Yet fmce man's fceptres are as frail as reeds,

And thorny all their crowns, bloody their weeds ;

I, who am truth, turn into truth their deeds :

Was ever grief like mine ?

The foldiers alfo fpit upon that face

Which Angels did defire to have the grace,

And prophets once to fee, but found no place :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout,

Who Crucify him, cry with one flrong fhout.

God holds his peace at man, and man cries out :

Was ever grief like mine ?
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They lead me in once more, and putting then

Mine own clothes on, they lead me out again.

Whom devils fly, thus is he toff'd of men :

Was ever grief like mine ?

And now weary of fport, glad to engrofs

All fpite in one, counting my life their lofs,

They carry me to my moft bitter crofs :

Was ever grief like mine ?

My crofs I bear myfelf, until I faint :

Then Simon bears it for me by conftraint,

The decreed burden of each mortal faint :

Was ever grief like mine ?

O all ye who pafs by, behold and fee :

Man ftole the fruit, but I mufl climb the tree ;

The tree of life to all, but only me :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Lo, here I hang, charged with a world of fin,

The greater world o' the two ; for that came in

By words, but this by forrow I muft win :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Such forrow, as if fmful man could feel,

Or feel his part, he would not ceafe to kneel,

Till all were melted, though he were all fteel.

Was ever grief like mine ?
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But, O my God, my God ! why leaveft thou me,

The Son, in whom thou doft delight to be ?

My God my God
Was ever grief like mine ?

Shame tears my foul, my body many a wound ;

Sharp nails pierce this, but fharper that confound
^

Reproaches, which are free, while I am bound :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Now heal thyfelf, Phyfician ; now come down.

Alas ! I did fo, when I left my crown

And Father's fmile for you, to feel his frown :

Was ever grief like mine ?

In healing not myfelf, there doth confift

All that falvation, which ye now refift ;

Your fafety in my ficknefs doth fubfift :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Betwixt two thieves I fpend my utmoft breath,

As he that for fome robbery fuffereth.

Alas ! what have I ftolen from you ? death :

Was ever grief like mine :

A king my title is, prefix'd on high ;

Yet by my fubje&s I'm condemned to die

A fervile death in fervile company ;

Was ever grief like mine ?
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They gave me vinegar mingled with gall,

But more with malice : yet, when they did call,

With Manna, Angels' food, I fed them all :

Was ever grief like mine ?

They part my garments, and by lot difpofe

My coat, the type of love, which once cured thofe

Who fought for help, never malicious foes :

Was ever grief like mine ?

Nay, after death their fpite mall further go ;

For they will pierce my fide, I full well know ;

That as fin came, fo facraments might flow :

Was ever grief like mine r

But now I die ; now all is finifhed.

My woe, man's weal : and now I bow my head :

Only let others fay, when I am dead,

Never was grief like mine.

The Thankfgiving.

OH King of grief ! (a title ftrange, yet true,

To thee of all kings only due)

Oh King of wounds ! how mail I grieve for thee,

Who in all grief preventeft me ?

Shall I weep blood ? why, thou haft wept fuch ftore

That all thy body was one door.

D
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Shall I be fcourged, flouted, boxed, fold ?

'Tis but to tell the tale is told.

My God, my God, why doft thou part from me ?

Was fuch a grief as cannot be.

Shall I then fing, Skipping, thy doleful ftory,

And fide with thy triumphant glory ?

Shall thy ftrokes be my ftroking ? thorns, my flower ?

Thy rod, my pofy ? crofs, my bower ?

But how then fhail I imitate thee, and

Copy thy fair, though bloody hand !

Surely I will revenge me on thy love,

And try who mail victorious prove.

If thou doft give me wealth ; I will reftore

All back unto thee by the poor.

If thou doft give me honour ; men mail fee,

The honour doth belong to thee.

I will not marry ; or, if fhe be mine,

She and her children (hall be thine.

My bofom-friend, if he blafpheme thy name,
I will tear thence his love and fame.

One half of me being gone, the reft I give

Unto fome Chapel, die or live.

As for thy paffion but of that anon,

When with the other I have done.

For thy predeftination, I'll contrive,

That three years hence, if I furvive,
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I'll build a fpital, or mend common ways,
But mend my own without delays.

Then I will ufe the works of thy creation,

As if I ufed them but for famion.

The world and I will quarrel ;
and the year

Shall not perceive, that I am here.

My mufic mail find thee, and every firing

Shall have his attribute to fing ;

That altogether may accord in thee,

And prove one God, one harmony.

If thou malt give me wit, it mail appear,

If thou haft given it me, 'tis here.

Nay, I will read thy book, and never move

Till I have found therein thy love ;

Thy art of love, which I'll turn back on thee,

Oh my dear Saviour, Victory !

Then for thy paffion I will do for that

Alas, my God, I know not what.

The Reprifal,

I
HAVE confider'd it, and find

There is no dealing with thy mighty paflion

For though I die for thee, I am behind ;

My fins deferve the condemnation.

D 2
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O make me innocent, that I

May give a difentangled ftate and free ;

And yet thy wounds ftill my attempts defy,

For by thy death I die for thee.

Ah ! was it not enough that thou

By thy eternal glory didft outgo me ?

Couldft thou not grief's fad conquefts me allow,

But in all vi<5lories overthrow me ?

Yet by confeffion will I come

Into the conqueft. Though I can do nought

Againft thee, in thee I will overcome

The man, who once againft thee fought.

The Agony.

PHILOSOPHERS
have meafured mountains,

Fathom'd the depths of feas, of ftates, anc

kings,

Walk'd with a ftaff to heaven, and traced fountains :

But there are two vaft, fpacious things,

The which to meafure it doth more behove :

Yet few there are that found them : Sin and Love.

Who would know Sin, let him repair

Unto mount Olivet ; there mail he fee

A man, fo wrung with pains, that all his hair,

His fkin, his garments bloody be.
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Sin is that prefs and vice, which forceth pain

To hunt his cruel food through every vein.

Who knows not Love, let him allay,

And tafte that juice, which on the crofs a pike

Did fet abroach ;
then let him fay

If ever he did tafte the like.

Love is that liquor fweet and moft divine,

Which mv God feels as blood ; but I, as wine.

The Sinner.

LORD,
how I am all ague, when I feek

What I have treafured in my memory !

Since, if my foul make even with the week,

Each feventh note by right is due to thee.

I find there quarries of piled vanities,

But fhreds of holinefs, that dare not venture

To fhow their face, fmce crofs to thy decrees :

There the circumference earth is, heaven the centre.

In fo much dregs the quintefTence is fmall :

The fpirit and good extracl: of my heart

Comes to about the many hundredth oart.

Yet, Lord, reftore thy image, hear my call .

And though my hard heart fcarce to thee can

groan,

Remember that thou once didft write in ftone.
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Good Friday.

OMY chief good,
How fhall I meafure out thy blood r

How fhall I count what thee befel,

And each grief tell ?

Shall I thy woes

Number according to thy foes r

Or, fmce one ftar fhowed thy firft breath,

Shall all thy death ?

Or fhall each leaf,

Which falls in Autumn, fcore a grief?

Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be fign,

Of the true vine ?

Then let each hour

Of my whole life one grief devour ;

That thy diftrefs through all may run,
And be my fun.

Or rather let

My feveral fins their forrows get ;

That, as each beaft his cure doth know,
Each fin may fo.
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SINCE blood is fitteft, Lord, to write

Thy forrows in, and bloody fight ;

My heart hath ftore ;
write there, where in

One box doth lie both ink and fin :

That when fin fpies fo many foes,

Thy whips, thy nails, thy wounds, thy woes,

All come to lodge there, fin may fay,

No room for me, and fly away.

Sin being gone, Oh fill the place,

And keep poffeffion with thy grace ;

Left fin take courage and return,

And all the writings blot or burn.

Redemption.

HAVING
been tenant long to a rich Lord,

Not thriving, I refolved to be bold,

And make a fuit unto him, to afford

A new fmall-rented leafe, and cancel the old.

In heaven at his manor I him fought :

They told me there, that he was lately gone
About fbme land, which he had dearly bought

Long fmce on earth, to take pofTeffion,
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I ftraight return'd, and knowing his great birth,

Sought him accordingly in great reforts ;

In cities, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts :

At length I heard a ragged noife and mirth

Of thieves and murderers : there I him efpied,

Who ftraight, Your fuit is granted, faid, and dies

Sepulchre.

O BLESSED body ! whither art thou thrown ?

No lodging for thee, but a cold hard ftone ?

So many hearts on earth, and yet not one

Receive thee ?

Sure there is room within our hearts' good ftore
;

For they can lodge tranigreffions by the fcore :

Thoufands of toys dwell there, yet out of door

They leave thee.

But that which mows them large, mows them unfit.

Whatever fin did this pure rock commit,
Which holds thee now ? Who hath indited it

Of murder ?
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Where our hard hearts took up of ftones to brain thee ;

And miffing this, moft falfely
did arraign thee ;

Only thefe ftones in quiet entertain thee,

And order.

And as of old, the law by heavenly art

\Vas writ in ftone ; fo thou, which alfo art

The letter of the word, findft no fit heart

To hold thee.

Yet do we ftill perfift as we began,
And fo mould perifh, but that nothing can,

Though it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man

Withhold thee.

Eafter.

RISE,
heart ; thy Lord is rifen. Sing his praife

Without delays,

Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewife

With him may ft rife :

That, as his death calcined thee to duft,

His life may make thee gold, and much more juft.

Awake, my lute, and ftruggle for thy part

With all thy art.
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The crofs taught all wood to refound his name

Who bore the fame.

His ftretched fmews taught all ftrings, what key

Is beft to celebrate this moft high day.

Confort both heart and lute, and twift a fong

Pleafant and long :

Or fmce all mufic is but three parts vied,

And multiplied ;

let thy blefled Spirit bear a part,

And make up our defe&s with his fweet art.

1 GOT me flowers to ftrew thy way ;

I got me boughs oft' many a tree :

But thou waft up by break of day,

And brought'ft thy fweets along with thee.

The fun arifing in the Eaft,

Though he give light, and the Eaft perfume ;

If they mould offer to conteft

With thy arifing, they prefume.

Can there be any day but this,

Though many funs to mine endeavour ?

We count three hundred, but we mifs :

There is but one, and that one ever.
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Eafter Wings.
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Eafter Wings.
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Holy Baptifm.

AS
he that fees a dark and fhady grove,

Stays not, but looks beyond it on the iky ;

So when I view my fins, mine eyes remove

More backward ftill, and to that water
fly,

Which is above the heavens, whofe fpring and vent

Is in my dear Redeemer's pierced fide.

O blefled ftreams ! either ye do prevent

And ftop our fins from growing thick and wide,

Or elfe give tears to drown them, as they grow.
In you Redemption meafures all my time,

And fpreads the plafter equal to the crime :

You taught the book of life my name, that fo,

Whatever future fins fhould me mifcall,

Your firft acquaintance might difcredit all.

Holy Baptifm.

SINCE,
Lord, to thee

A narrow and little gate

Is all the paflage, on my infancy

Thou didft lay hold, and antedate

My faith in me.
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O let me ftill

Write thee great God, and me a child :

Let me be foft and fupple to thy will,

Small to myfelf, to others mild,

Behither ill.

Although by ftealth

My flefh get on ; yet let her fitter

My foul bid nothing, but preferve her wealth :

The growth of flefh is but a blifter ;

Childhood is health.

Nature.

FULL
of rebellion, I would die,

Or fight, or travel, or deny
That thou haft aught to do with me.

O tame my heart ;

It is thy higheft art

To captivate ftrong holds to thee.

If thou malt let this venom lurk,

And in fuggeftions fume and work,

My foul will turn to bubbles ftraight,

And thence by kind

Vanifh into a wind,

Making thy workmanfhip deceit.
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O fmootb my rugged heart, and there

Engrave thy reverend law and fear
;

Or make a new one, fince the old

Is faplefs grown,
And a much fitter ftone,

To hide my duft, than thee to hold.

Sin.

LORD,
with what care haft thou begirt us round !

Parents firft feafon us : then fchoolmafters

Deliver us to laws ; they fend us bound

To rules of reafon, holy tneiTengers,

Pulpits and Sundays, forrow dogging fin,

Afflictions forted, anguifh of all fizes.

Fine nets and ftratagems to catch us in,

Bibles laid open, millions of furprifes,

Bleflings beforehand, ties of gratefulnefs,

The found of glory ringing in our ears ;

Without, our fhame ; within, our conferences ;

Angels and grace, eternal hopes and fears.

Yet all thefe fences and their whole array

One cunning bofom-fm blows quite away.
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Affliction.

WHEN
firft thou didft entice to thee my heart,

I thought the fervice brave :

So many joys I writ down for my part,

Befides what I might have

Out of my ftock of natural delights,

Augmented with thy gracious benefits.

1 looked on thy furniture fo fine,

And made it fine to me ;

Thy glorious houfehold-ftuff did me entwine,

And 'tice me unto thee.

Such ftars I counted mine : both heaven and earth

Paid me my wages in a world of mirth.

What pleafures could I want, whofe King I ferved,

Where joys my fellows were ?

Thus argued into hopes, my thoughts referved

No place for grief or fear :

Therefore my fudden foul caught at the place,

And made her youth and fiercenefs feek thy face :



THE CHURCH. 49

At firft thou gaveft me milk and fweetnefs ;

I had my wifh and way :

My days were ftrewed with flowers and happinefs :

There was no month but May.
But with my years forrow did twift and grow,
And made a party unawares for woe.

My flefh began unto my foul in pain,

Sicknefs clave my bones,

C0nfuming agues dwell in every vein,

And tune my breath to groans :

Sorrow was all my foul ; I fcarce believed,

Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived.

When I got health, thou took'ft away my life,

And more ; for my friends die :

My mirth and edge was loft j a blunted knife

Was of more ufe than I.

Thus thin and lean without a fence or friend,

I was blown through with every ftorm and wind.

Whereas my birth and fpirit rather took

The way that takes the town ;

Thou didft betray me to a lingering book,

And wrap me in a gown.
I was entangled in the world of ftrife,

Before I had the power to change my life.

E
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Yet, for I threaten'd oft the fiege to raife,

Not fimpering all mine age,

Thou often didft with Academic praife

Melt and diflblve my rage.

I took thy fweeten'd pill, till I came near ;

1 could not go away, nor perfevere.

Yet left perchance I mould too happy be

In my unhappinefs,

Turning my purge to food, thou throweft me
Into more ficknefles.

Thus doth thy power crofs-bias me, not making
Thine own gift good, yet me from my ways taking.

Now I am here, what thou wilt do with me
None of my books will mow :

I read, and figh, and wifh I were a tree ;

For fure then I mould grow
To fruit or made : at leaft fome bird would truft

Her houfehold to me, and I mould be juft.

Yet, though thou troubleft me, I muft be meek j

In weaknefs muft be ftout.

Well, I will change the fervice, and go feek

Some other mafter out.

Ah, my dear God ! Though I am clean
forgot,

Let me not love thee, if I love thee not.
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Repentance.

LORD,
I confefs my fin is great ;

Great is my fin. Oh ! gently treat

With thy quick flower, thy momentary bloom ;

Whofe life ftill prefling

Is one undrefling,

A fteady aiming at a tomb.

Man's age is two hours' work, or three ;

Each day doth round about us fee.

Thus are we to delights : but we are all

To forrows old,

If life be told

From what life feeleth, Adam's fall.

O let thy height of mercy then

Compaffionate mort-breathed men,
Cut me not ofF for my moft foul tranfgreffion :

I do confefs

My foolifhnefs ;

May God accept of my confeffion.

Sweeten at length this bitter bowl,

Which thou haft pour'd into my foul ;

E 2
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Thy wormwood turn to health, winds to fair weather :

For if thou ftay,

I and this day,
As we did rife, we die together.

When thou for fin rebukeft man,
Forthwith he waxeth woe and wan ;

Bitternefs fills our bowels ; all our hearts

Pine and decay,
And drop away,

And carry with them the other parts.

But thou wilt fin and grief deftroy ;

That fo the broken bones may joy,
And tune together in a well-fet fong,

Full of his praifes

Who dead men raifes.

Fractures well cured make us more ftrong.

Faith.

LORD,
how couldft thou fo much appeafe

Thy wrath for fin, as when man's fight was dim,
And could fee little, to regard his eafe,

And bring by Faith all things to him ?

Hungry I was, and had no meat :

I did conceit a moft delicious feaft ;
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I had it ftraight, and did as truly eat,

As ever did a welcome gueft.

There is a rare outlandifh root,

Which when I could not get, I thought it here :

That apprehenfion cured fo well my foot,

That I can walk to heaven well near.

I owed thoufands and much more :

I did believe that I did nothing owe,

And lived accordingly ; my creditor

Believes fo too, and lets me go.

Faith makes me any thing, or all

That I believe is in the facred ftory :

And when fin placeth me in Adam's fall,

Faith fets me higher in his glory.

If I go lower in the book,

What can be lower than the common manger ?

Faith puts me there with him, who fweetly took

Our flefh and frailty,
death and danger.

If blifs had lien in art or ftrength,

None but the wife and ftrong had gain'd it :

Where now by Faith all arms are of a length j

One fize doth all conditions fit.

A peafant may Relieve as much

As a great Clerk, and reach the higheft ftature.
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Thus doft thou make proud knowledge bend and crouch,

While grace fills up uneven nature.

When creatures had no real light

Inherent in them, thou didft make the fun,

Impute a luftre, and allow them bright :

And in this mow what Chrift hath done.

That which before was darken'd clean

With bufhy groves, pricking the looker's eye,

Vanifh'd away, when Faith did change the fcene :

And then appeared a glorious fky.

What though my body run to duft ?

Faith cleaves unto it, counting every grain,

With an exacl: and moft particular truft,

Referving all for flefh again.

Prayer.

PRAYER,
the Church's banquet, Angel's age,

God's breath in man returning to his birth,

The foul in paraphrafe, heart in pilgrimage,
The Chriftian plummet founding heaven and earth ;

Engine againft the Almighty, fmner's tower,

Reverfed thunder, Chrift-fide-piercing fpear,

The fix days' world-tranfpofmg in an hour,

A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear ;
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Softnefs, and peace, and joy, and love, and blifs,

Exalted manna, gladnefs of the beft,

Heaven in ordinary, men well dreft,

The milky way, the bird of Paradife.

Church-bells beyond the ftars heard, the foul's

blood,

The land of fpices, fomething underftood.

Holy Communion.

NOT
in rich furniture, or fine array,

Nor in a wedge of old,

Thou, who from me waft fold,

To me doft now thyfelf convey ;

For fo thou Ihouldft without me ftill have been,

Leaving within me fin :

But by the way of nourifhment and ftrength,

Thou creep'ft into my breaft ;

Making thy way my reft,

And thy fmall quantities my length j

Which fpread their forces into every part,

Meeting fin's force and art.

Yet can thefe not get over to my foul,

Leaping the wall that parts

Our fouls and flefhly hearts ;

But as the out-works, they may control
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My rebel-flem, and, carrying thy name,

Affright both fin and fhame.

Only thy grace, with which thefe elements comes,
Knoweth the ready way,
And hath the privy key,

Opening the foul's moft fubtil rooms :

While thofe to fpirits refined, at door attend

Difpatches from their friend.

GIVE me my captive foul, or take

My body alfo thither.

Another lift like this will make

Them both to be together.

Before that fin turn'd flefh to ftone,

And all our lump to leaven ;

A fervent figh might well have blown

Our innocent earth to heaven.

For fure when Adam did not know
To fin, or fin to fmother ;

He might to heaven from Paradife go,
As from one room to another.

Thou haft reftored us to this eafe

By this thy heavenly blood,

Which I can go to, when I pleafe,

And leave the earth to their food.
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Antiphon.
CHO. T ET all the world in every corner fmg,

t J MY GOD AND KING.

VER. The heavens are not too high,

His praife may hither
fly :

The earth is not too low,

His praifes there may grow.

CHO. Let all the world in every corner Ting,

MY GOD AND KING.

VER. The church with pfalms muft fhout,

No door can keep them out :

But above all, the heart

Muft bear the longeft part.

CHO. Let all the world in every corner Ting,

MY GOD AND KING.

Love.

PART I.

IMMORTAL
Love, author of this great frame,

Sprung from that beauty which can never fade ;

How hath man parcel'd out thy glorious name,
And thrown it on that duft which thou haft made,



5** HERBERT'S POEMS.

While mortal love doth all the title gain !

Which tiding with invention, they together
Bear all the fway, pofleffing heart and brain,

(Thy workmanfhip) and give thee {hare in neither.

Wit fancies beauty, beauty raifeth wit :

The world is theirs ; they too play out the game,
Thou ftanding by : and though thy glorious name

Wrought our deliverance from the infernal pit,

Who fmgs thy praife ? only a fcarf or glove
Doth warm our hands, and make them write of love.

PART II.

IMMORTAL heat, O let thy greater flame

Attract the lefler to it : let thofe fires

Which mail confume the world, firft make it tame,

And kindle in our hearts fuch true defires,

As may confume our lufts, and make thee way.

Then mail our hearts pant thee ; then mail our brain,

All her inventions on thine altar lay,

And there in Hymns fend back thy fire again :

Our eyes mail fee thee, which before faw duft ;

Dufl blown by wit, till that they both were blind :

Thou malt recover all thy goods in kind,

Who wert difeafed by ufurping luft :

All knees mall bow to thee ; all wits mall rife,

And praife him who did make and mend our eyes.
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The Temper.

HOW
fhould I praife thee, Lord how fhould my

rhymes

Gladly engrave thy love in fteel,

If what my foul doth feel fometimes,

My foul might ever feel !

Although there were fome forty heavens, or more,
Sometimes I peer above them all

j

Sometimes I hardly reach a fcore,

Sometimes to hell I fall.

O rack me not to fuch a vaft extent ;

Thofe diftances belong to thee :

The world's too little for thy tent,

And grave too big for me.

Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doft ftretch

A crumb of duft from heaven to hell ?

Will great God meafure with a wretch ?

Shall he thy ftature fpell ?

O let me, when thy roof my foul hath hid,

O let me rooft and neftle there :

Then of a finner thou art rid,

And I of hope and fear.
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Yet take thy way ;
for fure thy way is beft

Stretch or contrail me thy poor debtor :

This is but tuning of my breaft,

To make the mufic better.

Whether I
fly

with angels, fall with duft,

Thy hands made both, and I am there.

Thy power and love, my love and truft,

Make one place every where.

The Temper.

IT
cannot be. Where is that mighty joy,

Which juft now took up all my heart ?

Lord ! if thou muft needs ufe thy dart,

Save that, and me ; or fin for both deftroy.

The grofler world ftands to thy word and art ;

But thy diviner world of grace
Thou fuddenly doft raife and raze,

And every day a new Creator art.

O fix thy chair of grace, that all my powers

May alfo fix their reverence :

For when thou doft depart from hence,

They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers.
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Scatter, or bind them all to bend to thee :

Though elements change, and heaven move
;

Let not thy higher court remove,
But keep a {landing majefly in me.

Jordan.

WHO fays that ndions only and falfe hair

Become a verfe ? is there in truth no

beauty ?

Is all good ftru6lure in a winding flair ?

May no lines pafs, except they do their duty
Not to a true, but painted chair ?

Is it not verfe, except enchanted groves

And fudden arbours {hadow coarfe-fpun lines ?

Mufl purling flreams refrefh a lover's loves ?

Mufl all be veil'd, while he that reads, divines,

Catching the fenfe at two removes ?

Shepherds are honefl people : let them fmg :

Riddle who lift, for me, and pull for prime :

I envy no man's nightingale or fpring j

Nor let them punifh me with lofs of rhyme,
Who plainly fay, My God, my King.
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Employment.

IF
as a flower doth fpread and die,

Thou wouldft extend me to fome good,
Before I were by froft's extremity-

Nipt in the bud ;

The fweetnefs and the praife were thine ;

But the extenfion and the room,
Which in thy garland I mould fill, were mine

At thy great doom.

For as thou doft impart thy grace,

The greater mall our glory be.

The meafure of our joys is in this place,

The ftufFwith thee.

Let me not languifh then, and fpend
A life as barren to thy praife

As is the duft, to which that life doth tend,

But with delays.

All things are bufy ; only I

Neither bring honey with the bees,

Nor flowers to make that, nor the hufbandry
To water thefe.



THE CHURCH. 63

I am no link of thy great chain,

But all my company is a weed.

Lord, place me in thy confort ; give one ftrain

To my poor reed.

The Holy Scriptures.

PART I.

OBOOK
! infinite fweetnefs ! let my heart

Suck every letter, and a honey gain,

Precious for any grief in any part ;

To clear the breaft, to mollify all pain.

Thou art all health, health thriving, till it make
A full eternity : thou art a mafs

Of ftrange delights, where we may wifh and take.

Ladies, look here ; this is the thankful glafs,

That mends the looker's eyes : this is the well

That wafhes what it fhows. Who can endear

Thy praife too much ? thou art heaven's Lieger here,

Working againft the ftates of death and hell.

Thou art joy's handfel : heaven lies flat in thee,

Subject to every mounter's bended knee.
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PART II.

OH that I knew how all thy lights combine,

And the configurations of their glory !

Seeing not only how each verfe doth mine,

But all the conftellations of the ftory.

This verfe marks that, and both do make a motion

Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie :

Then as difperfed herbs do watch a potion,

Thefe three make up fome Chriftian's deftiny.

Such are thy fecrets, which my life makes good,
And comments on thee : for in every thing

Thy words do find me out, and parallels bring,

And in another make me underftood.

Stars are poor books, and oftentimes do mifs :

This book of ftars lights to eternal blifs.

Whitfimday.

LISTEN,
fweet Dove, unto my fong,

And fpread thy golden wings in me

Hatching my tender heart fo long,

Till it get wing, and
fly away with thee.
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Where is that fire which once defcended

On thy Apoftles ? thou didft then

Keep open houfe, richly attended,

Feafting all comers by twelve chofen men.

Such glorious gifts thou didft beftow,

That the earth did like a heaven appear :

The ftars were coming down to know
If they might mend their wages, and ferve here.

The fun, which once did fhine alone,

Hung down his head and wifh'd for night,

When he beheld twelve funs for one

Going about the world, and giving light.

But fmce thofe pipes of gold, which brought
That cordial water to our ground,
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault

Of thofe who did themfelves thro' their fide wound

Thou fhutt'ft the door, and keep'ft within
;

Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink :

And if the braves of conquering fin

Did not excite thee, we fhould wholly fink.

Lord, though we change, thou art the fame ;

The fame fweet God of love and light :

Reftore, this day, for thy great name,

Unto his ancient and miraculous right.

F
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Grace.

MY flock lies dead, and no increafe

Doth my dull hufbandry improve

O let thy graces without ceafe

Drop from above !

If ftill the fun mould hide his face,

Thy houfe would but a dungeon prove,

Thy works night's captives : O let grace

Drop from above !

The dew doth every morning fall ;

And mail the dew outftrip thy dove ?

The dew, for which grafs cannot call,

Drop from above.

Death is ftill working like a mole,

And digs my grave at each remove :

Let grace work too, and on my foul

Drop from above.

Sin is ftill hammering my heart

Unto a hardnefs void of love :

Let fuppling grace, to crofs his art,

Drop from above.
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O come ! for thou doft know the way.

Or if to me thou wilt not move,

Remove me where I need not fay

Drop from above.

T
Praife.

O write a verfe or two, is all the praife

That I can raife :

Mend my eftate in any ways,
Thou malt have more.

I go to Church ; help me to wings, and I

Will thither fly ;

Or, if I mount unto the fky,

I will do more.

Man is all weaknefs ; there is no fuch thing

As Prince or King :

His arm is fhort ; yet with a fting

He may do more.

A herb diftuTd, and drunk, may dwell next door,

On the fame floor,

To a brave foul : Exalt the poor,

They can do more.

F 2
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O raife me then ! poor bees, that work all day,

Sting my delay,

Who have a work, as well as they,

And much, much more.

K
Afflidion.

*ILL me not every day,

Thou Lord of Life ; fince thy one

death for me
Is more than all my deaths can be,

Though I in broken pay
Die over each hour of Methufalem's ftay.

If all men's tears were let

Into one common fewer, fea, and brine ;

What were they all, compared to thine ?

Wherein if they were fet,

They would difcolour thy moft bloody fweat.

Thou art my grief alone,

Thou Lord conceal it not : and as thou art

All my delight, fo all my fmart :

Thy crofs took up in one,

By way of impreft, all my future moan.
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Matins.

CANNOT ope mine eyes,

But thou art ready there to catch

My morning-foul and facrifice :

Then we muft needs for that day make a match.

I

My God, what is a heart ?

Silver, or gold, or precious ftone,

Or flar, or rainbow, or a part

Of all thefe things, or all of them in one ?

My God, what is a heart,

That thou ftiouldft it fo eye, and woo,

Pouring upon it all thy art,

As if that thou hadft nothing elfe to do ?

Indeed, man's whole eftate

Amounts (and richly) to ferve thee :

He did not heaven and earth create,

Yet ftudies them, not him by whom they be.

Teach me thy love to know ;

That this new light, which now I fee,

May both the work and workman fhow

Then by a funbeam I will climb to thee.
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Sin.

OTHAT
I could a fin once fee !

We paint the devil foul, yet he

Hath fome good in him, all agree.

Sin is flat oppofite to the Almighty, feeing

It wants the good of virtue, and of being.

But God more care of us hath had,

If apparitions make us fad,

By fight of fin we fhould grow mad.

Yet as in fleep we fee foul death, and live

So devils are our fins in profpe&ive.

Evenfong.

BLEST
be the God of love,

Who gave me eyes, and light, and power
this day,

Both to be bufy, and to play.

But much more bleft in God above,
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Who gave me fight alone,

Which to himfelf he did deny :

For when he fees my ways, I die :

But I have got his Son, and he hath none,

What have I brought thee home

For this thy love ? have I difcharged the debt,

Which this day's favour did beget ?

I ran ; but all I brought, was foam.

Thy diet, care, and coft

Do end in bubbles, balls of wind ;

Of wind to thee whom I have croft,

But balls of wild-fire to my troubled mind.

Yet ftill thou goeft on,

And now with darknefs clofeft weary eyes,

Saying to man, It doth fuffice ;

Henceforth repofe : your work is done.

Thus in. thy Ebony box

Thou doft inclofe us, till the day
Put our amendment in our way,

And give new wheels to our diforder'd clocks.

I mufe, which mows more love,

The day or night : that is the gale, this the harbour ;

That is the walk, and this the arbour ;

Or that the garden, this the grove.
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My God, thou art all love.

Not one poor minute 'fcapes thy brenft,

But brings a favour from above ;

And in this love, more than in bed, I reft.

Church Monuments.

WHILE
that my foul repairs to her devotion,

Here I entomb my flefh, that it betimes

May take acquaintance of this heap of duft ;

To which the blaft of death's inceflant motion,

Fed with the exhalation of our crimes,

Drives all at laft. Therefore I gladly truft

My body to the fchool, that it may learn

To fpell his elements, and find his birth

Written in dufty heraldry and lines ;

Which diflblution fure doth beft difcern,

Comparing duft with duft, and earth with earth.

Thefe laugh at Jet, and Marble put for figns,

To fever the good fellowfhip of duft,

And fpoil the meeting. What fhall point out them,
When they mail bow, and kneel, and fall down flat

_To kifs thofe heaps, which now they have in truft ?

L Dear flefh, while I do pray, learn here thy ftem

And true defcent ; that when thou (halt grow fat,
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And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayft know,
That flefh is but the glafs, which holds the duft

That meafures all our time ; which alfo (hall

Be crumbled into duft. Mark here below,

How tame thefe ames are, how free from luft,

That thou mayft fit thyfelf againft thy fall.

Church Mufic.

SWEETEST
of fweets, I thank you : when dif-

pleafure

Did through my body wound my mind,

You took me thence : and in your houfe of pleafure

A dainty lodging me affign'd.

Now I in you without a body move,

Rifmg and falling with your wings :

We both together fweetly live and love,

Yet fay fometimes, God help poor kings.

Comfort, I'll die ;
for if you poft from me,

Sure I mail do fo, and much more :

But if I travel in your company,
You know the way to heaven's door.
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Church Lock and Key.

I
KNOW it is my fin, which locks thine ears,

And binds thy hands !

Out-crying my requefts, drowning my tears ;

Or elfe the chillnefs of my faint demands.

But as cold hands are angry with the fire,

And mend it ftill ;

So I do lay the want of my defire,

Not on my fins, or coldnefs, but thy will.

Yet hear, O God, only for his blood's fake,

Which pleads for me :

For though fins plead too, yet like ftones they make

His blood's fweet current much more loud to be.

M
The Church Floor.

ARK you the floor? that fquare and fpeckled

ftone,

Which looks fo firm and ftrong,

Is PATIENCE :
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And the other black and grave, wherewith each one

Is chequer'd all along,

HUMILITY :

The gentle rifing, which on either hand

Leads to the quire above,

Is CONFIDENCE :

But the fweet cement, which in one fure band

Ties the whole frame, is LOVE
AND CHARITY.

Hither fometimes fin fteals, and ftains

The marble's neat and curious veins :

But all is cleanfed when the marble weeps.

Sometimes death, puffing at the door,

Blows all the duft about the floor :

But while he thinks to fpoil the room, he fweeps.

Bleft be the Architect, whofe art

Could build fo ftrong in a weak heart.

The Windows.

LORD,
how can man preach thy eternal word ?

He is a brittle crazy glafs :

Yet in thy temple thou doft him afford

This glorious and tranfcendent place,

To be a window, through thy grace.
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But when thou doft anneal in glafs thy ftory,

Making thy life to fhine within

The holy preachers, then the light and glory
More reverend grows, and more doth win ;

Which elfe fhows waterifh, bleak, and thin.

Doctrine and life, colours and light, in one

When they combine and mingle, bring
A ftrong regard and awe : but fpeech alone

Doth vanifh like a flaring thing,

And in the ear, not confcience ring.

Trinity Sunday.

ORD, who haft form'd me out of mud,
And haft redeemed me through thy blood,

And fanctified me to do good ;

Purge all my fins done heretofore ;

For I confefs my heavy fcore,

And I will ftrive to fin no more.

Enrich my heart, mouth, hands in me,
With faith, with hope, with charity ;

That I may run, rife, reft with thee.
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Content.

PEACE,
muttering thoughts, and do not grudge to

keep
Within the walls of your own breaft.

Who cannot on his own bed fweetly fleep,

Can on another's hardly reft.

Gad not abroad at every queft and call

Of an untrained hope or paflion.

To court each place or fortune that doth fall,

Is wantonnefs in contemplation.

Mark how the fire in flints doth quiet lie,

Content and warm to itfelf alone :

But when it would appear to other's eye,

Without a knock it never (hone.

Give me the pliant mind, whofe gentle meafure

Complies and fuits with all eftates j

Which can let loofe to a crown, and yet with pleafure

Take up within a cloifter's gates.

This foul doth fpan the world, and hang content

From either pole unto the centre :

Where in each room of the well-furnifh'd tent

He lies warm, and without adventure.
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The brags of life are but a nine days' wonder :

And after death the fumes that fpring

From private bodies, make as big a thunder

As thofe which rife from a huge King.

Only thy Chronicle is loft : and yet

Better by worms be all once fpent,

Than to have hellim moths ftill gnaw and fret

Thy name in books, which may not rent.

When all thy deeds, whofe brunt thou feeFft alone,

Are chaw'd by others' pens and tongue,

And as their wit is, their digeftion,

Thy nourilh'd fame is weak or ftrong.

Then ceafe difcourfmg, foul, till thine own ground ;

Do not thyfelf or friends importune.

He that by feeking hath himfelf once found,

Hath ever found a happy fortune.

The Quiddity.

MY God, a verfe is not a crown ;

No point of honour, or gay fuit,

No hawk, or banquet, or renown,
Nor a good fword, nor yet a lute :
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It cannot vault, or dance, or play ;

It never was in France or Spain ;

Nor can it entertain the day
With a great ftable or domain.

It is no office, art, or news ;

Nor the Exchange, or bufy Hall :

But it is that, which while I ufe,

I am with thee, and moft take all.

Humility.

I
SAW the Virtues fitting hand in hand

In feveral ranks upon an azure throne,

Where all the beads and fowls, by their command,
Prefented tokens of fubmifiion.

Humility, who fat the loweft there

To execute their call,

When by the beafts the prefents tender'd were,

Gave them about to all.

The angry Lion did prefent his paw,
Which by confent was given to Manfuetude.

The fearful Hare her ears, which by their law

Humility did reach to Fortitude.
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The jealous Turkey brought his coral chain,

That went to Temperance.
On Juftice was beftow'd the Fox's brain,

Kill'd in the way by chance.

At length the Crow, bringing the Peacock's plume,

(For he would not) as they beheld the grace
Of that brave gift, each one began to fume,
And challenge it, as proper to his place,

Till they fell out ; which when the beafts efpied,

They leapt upon the throne ;

And if the Fox had lived to rule their fide,

They had depofed each one.

Humility, who held the plume, at this

Did weep fo faft, that the tears trickling down

Spoil'd all the train : then faying, Here it is

For which ye wrangle, made them turn their frown

Againft the beafts : fo jointly bandying,

They drive them foon away j

And then amerced them, double gifts to bring
At the next Seffion-day.
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Frailty,

LORD,
in my filcnce how do I defpife

What upon truft

Is ftyled honour, riches, or fair eyes ;

But is fair duft !

I furname them gilded clay,

Dear earth, fine grafs or hay ;

In all, I think my foot doth ever tread

Upon their head.

But when I view abroad both regiments,

The world's, and thine ;

Thine clad with fimplenefs, and fad events ;

The other fine,

Full of glory and gay weeds,

Brave language, braver deeds :

That which was duft before, doth quickly rife,

And prick mine eyes.

O brook not this, left if what even now

My foot did tread

Affront thofe joys, wherewith thou didft endow,

And long fmce wed
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My poor foul, e'en fick of love ;

It may a Babel prove.

Commodious to conquer heaven and thee

Planted in me.

Conftancy.

WHO is the honeft man ?

He that doth ftill and ftrongly good purfue,

To God, his neighbour, and himfelf moft true :

Whom neither force nor fawning can

Unpin, or wrench from giving all their due.

Whofe honefly is not

So loofe or eafy, that a ruffling wind

Can blow away, or glittering look it blind :

Who rides his fure and even trot,

While the world now rides by, now lags behind.

Who, when great trials come,
Nor feeks, nor fhuns them , but doth calmly ftay,

Till he the thing and the example weigh :

All being brought into a fum,

What place or perfon calls for, he doth pay.
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Whom none can work or woo,
To ufe in any thing a trick or fleight ;

For above all things he abhors deceit :

His words and works and famion too

All of a piece, and all are clear and ftraight.

Who never melts or thaws

At clofe temptations : when the day is done,

His goodnefs fets not, but in dark can run ;

The fun to others writeth laws,

And is their virtue ; Virtue is his Sun.

Who, when he is to treat

With fick folks, women, thofe whom paflions fway,

Allows for that, and keeps his conftant way :

Whom others' faults do not defeat ;

But though men fail him, yet his part doth play.

Whom nothing can procure,

When the wide world runs bias, from his will

To writhe his limbs, and (hare, not mend the ill.

This is the Marksman, fafe and fure,

Who ftill is right, and prays to be fo ftill.

G 2
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Afflidion.

MY heart did heave, and there came forth, O
God!

By that I knew that thou waft in the grief,

To guide and govern it to my relief,

Making a fceptre of the rod :

Hadft thou not had thy part,

Sure the unruly figh had broke my heart.

But fmce thy breath gave me both life and fhape,

Thou know'ft my tallies ; and when there's affign'd

So much breath to a figh, what's then behind ?

Or if fome years with it efcape,

The figh then only is

A gale to bring me fooner to my blifs.

Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ftill

Conftant unto it, making it to be

A point of honour, now to grieve in me,
And in thy members fuffer ill.

They who lament one crofs,

Thou dying daily, praife thee to thy lofs.
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The Star.

RIGHT fpark, mot from a brighter place,

Where beams furround my Saviour's face,

Canft thou be any where

So well as there ?

Yet if thou wilt from thence depart,

Take a bad lodging in my heart ;

For thou canft make a debtor,

And make it better.

Firft with thy fire-work burn to duft

Folly, and worfe than folly,
luft :

Then with thy light refine,

And make it mine.

So difengaged from fin and ficknefs,

Touch it with thy celeftial quicknefs.

That it may hang and move

After thy love.

Then with our trinity of light,

Motion, and heat, let's take our flight

Unto the place where thou

Before didft bow.
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Get me a {landing there, and place

Among the beams, which crown the face

Of him, who died to part

Sin and my heart :

That fo among the reft I may
Glitter, and curl, and wind as they :

That winding is their fafhion

Of adoration.

Sure thou wilt joy by gaining me
To fly

home like a laden bee

Unto that hive of beams

And garland-ftreams.

Sunday.

ODAY,
moft calm, moft bright,

The fruit of this, the next world's bud,

The indorfement of fupreme delight,

Writ by a friend, and with his blood ;

The couch of time ; care's balm and bay ;

The week were dark but for thy light :

Thy torch doth (how the way.

The other days and thou

Make up one man ; whofe face thou art,

Knocking at heaven with thy brow :

The working-days are the back part ;
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The burden of the week lies there,

Making the whole to ftoop and bow,
Till thy releafe appear.

Man had ftraight forward gone
To endlefs death ; but thou doft pull

And turn us round to look on one,

Whom, if we were not very dull,

We could not choofe but look on ftill
;

Since there is no place fo alone

The which he doth not fill.

Sundays the pillars are,

On which heaven's palace arched lies :

The other days fill up the fpare

And hollow room with vanities.

They are the fruitful beds and borders

In God's rich garden : that is bare

Which parts their ranks and orders.

The Sundays of man's life,

Threaded together on time's firing,

Make bracelets to adorn the wife

Of the eternal glorious King.
On Sunday heaven's gate ftands ope ;

Bleflings are plentiful and rife

More plentiful than hope.
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This day my Saviour rofe,

And did enclofe this light for his :

That, as each beaft his manger knows,

Man might not of his fodder mifs.

Chrift hath took in this piece of ground,
And made a garden there for thofe

Who want herbs for their wound.

The reft of our Creation

Our great Redeemer did remove

With the fame make, which at his paffion

Did the earth and all things with it move.

As Sampfon bore the doors away,
Chrift's hands, though nail'd, wrought our falvation,

And did unhinge that day.

The brightnefs of that day
We fullied by our foul offence :

Wherefore that robe we caft away,

Having a new at his expenfe,

Whofe drops of blood paid the full price,

That was required to make us gay,

And fit for Paradife.

Thou art a day of mirth :

And where the week days trail on ground,
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Thy flight is higher, as thy birth :

O let me take thee at the bound,

Leaping with thee from feven to feven,

Till that we both, being tofPd from earth,

Fly hand in hand to heaven !

Avarice.

MONEY,
thou bane of bliss, and fource of woe,

Whence comeft thou, that thou art fo frefh

and fine ?

I know thy parentage is bafe and low :

Man found thee poor and dirty in a mine.

Sure thou didft fo little contribute

To this great kingdom, which thou now haft got,

That he was fain, when thou waft deftitute,

To dig thee out of thy dark cave and grot.

Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright ;

Nay, thou haft got the face of man j for we
Have with our ftamp and feal tranfferr'd our right ;

Thou art the man, and man but drofs to thee.

Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich ;

And while he digs out thee, falls in the ditch.
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MARY '

gram,

HOW well her name an ARMY doth prefent,

In whom the LORD OF HOSTS did pitch his

tent !

To all Angels and Saints.

O GLORIOUS fpirits, who after all your bands

See the fmooth face of God, without a frown,

Or frricl: commands ;

Where every one is king, and hath his crown,
If not upon his head, yet in his hands :

Not out of envy or malicioufhess

Do I forbear to crave your fpecial aid.

I would addrefs

My vows to thee moft gladly, blefled Maid,
And Mother of my God, in my diftrefs :

Thou art the holy mine, whence came the gold,

The great reftorative for all decay
In young and old ;

Thou art the cabinet where the jewel lay :

Chiefly to thee would I my foul unfold.



THE CHURCH. 91

But now, alas ! I dare not ; for our King,
Whom we do all jointly adore and praife,

Bids no fuch thing :

And where his pleafure no injunction lays,

('Tis your own cafe) ye never move a wing.

All worfhip is prerogative, and a flower

Of his rich crown, from whom lies no appeal

At the laft hour :

Therefore we dare not from his garland fteal,

To make a pofy for inferior power.

Although then others court you, if ye know

What's done on earth, we mall not fare the worfe

Who do not fo ;

Since we are ever ready to difburfe,

If any one our Mailer's hand can mow.

Employment.

HE
that is weary, let him fit.

My foul would ftir

And trade in courtefies and wit,

Quitting the fur,

To cold complexions needing it.



92 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Man is no ftar, but a quick coal

Of mortal fire :

Who blows it not, nor doth control

A faint defire,

Lets his own afhes choke his foul.

When the elements did for place conteft

With him, whofe will

Ordain'd the higheft to be beft :

The earth fat ft ill,

And by the others is oppreft.

Life is a bufmefs, not good cheer :

Ever in wars.

The fun ftill fhineth there or here,

Whereas the ftars

Watch an advantage to appear.

O that I were an Orange-tree,
That bufy plant !

Then I fhould ever laden be,

And never want

Some fruit for him that drefleth me.

But we are ftill too y<jung or old ;

The man is gone,
Before we do our wares unfold :

So we freeze on,

Until the grave increafe our cold.



THE CHURCH. 93

Denial.

WHEN my devotions could not pierce

Thy filent ears ;

Then was my heart broken, as was my verfe ;

My breaft was full of fears

And diforder,

My bent thoughts, like a brittle bow,
Did

fly
afunder :

Each took his way ;
fome would to pleafure go,

Some to the wars and thunder

Of alarms.

As good go any where they fay,

As to benumb

Both knees and heart, in crying night and day,

Come, come, my God, O come,

But no hearing.

O thou that (houldft give duft a tongue
To cry to thee,

And then not hear it crying ! all day long

My heart was in my knee,

But no hearing.
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Therefore my foul lay out of fight,

Untuned, unftrung :

My feeble fpirit, unable to look right,

Like a nipt bloflbm, hung
Difcontented.

O cheer and tune my heartlefs breaft,

Defer no time :

That fo thy favours granting my requeft,

They and my mind may chime,

And mend my rhyme.

Chriftmas.

ALL
after pleafures as I rid one day,

My horfe and I, both tired, body and mind,
With full cry of affe&ions, quite aftray ;

I took up in the next inn I could find.

There when I came, whom found I but my dear,

My deareft Lord, expecting till the grief

Of pleafures brought me to him, ready there

To be all paflengers* moft fweet relief?
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O thou, whofe glorious, yet contracted light,

Wrapt in night's mantle, ftole into a manger ;

Since my dark foul and brutifh is thy right,

To man of all beafts be not thou a ftranger :

Furnifh and deck my foul, that thou mayft have

A better lodging, than a rack, or grave.

THE fhepherds fmg ; and mall I filent be ?

My God, no hymn for thee ?

My foul's a fhepherd too : a flock it feeds

Of thoughts, and words, and deeds.

The pafture is thy word ; the ftreams, thy grace

Enriching all the place.

Shepherd and flock mail fmg, and all my powers

Outfing the daylight hours.

Then we will chide the fun for letting night

Take up his place and right :

We fmg one common Lord j wherefore he mould

Himfelf the candle hold.

I will go fearching, till I find a fun

Shall ftay, till we have done ;
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A willing fhiner, that fhall fhine as gladly,

As froft-nipt funs look fadly.

Then we will fmg, and fhine all our own day,
And one another pay :

His beams (hall cheer my breaft, and both fo twine,

Till even his beams fing, and my mufic fhine.

Ungratefulnefs .

LORD,
with what bounty and rare clemency

Haft thou redeem'd us from the grave !

If thou hadft let us run,

Gladly had man adored the fun,

And thought his god moft brave ;

Where now we fhall be better gods than he.

Thou haft but two rare cabinets full of treafure,

The Trinity, and Incarnation :

Thou haft unlocked them both,

And made them jewels to betroth

The work of thy creation

Unto thyfelf in everlafting pleafure.

The ftatelier Cabinet is the Trinity,

Whofe fparkling light accefs denies :

Therefore thou doft not fhow

This fully to us, till death blow
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The duft into our eyes ;

For by that powder thou wilt make us fee.

But all thy fweets are pack'd up in the other ;

Thy mercies thither flock and flow ;

That, as the firft affrights,

This may allure us with delights ;

Becaufe this box we know ;

For we have all of us juft fuch another.

But man is clofe, referved and dark to thee ;

When thou demandeft but a heart,

He cavils inftantly.

In his poor cabinet of bone

Sins have their box apart,

Defrauding thee, who gaveft two for one.

Sighs and Groans.

ODO
not ufe me

After my fins ! look not on my defert,

But on thy glory ! then thou wilt reform,

And not refufe me : for thou only art

The mighty God, but I a
filly

worm :

O do not bruife me !
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O do not urge me !

For what account can thy ill fteward make ?

I have abufed thy ftock, deftroy'd thy woods,

Suck'd all thy magazines : my head did ache,

Till it found out how to confume thy goods :

O do not fcourge me !

O do not blind me !

I have deferved that an Egyptian night

Should thicken all my powers ; becaufe my luft

Hath ftill-few'd fig-leaves to exclude thy light :

But I am frailty, and already duft :

O do not grind me I

O do not fill me
With the turn'd vial of thy bitter wrath !

For thou haft other veflels full of blood,

A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath,

Even unto death : flnce he died for my good,
O do not kill me !

But O, reprieve me !

For thou haft life and death at thy command ;

Thou art both Judge and Saviour, feaft and rod,

Cordial and corrofive : put not thy hand

Into the bitter box ; but, O my God,

My God, relieve me.
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The World.

LOVE
built a ftately houfe ; where fortune came :

And fpinning fancies fhe was heard to fay,

That her fine cobwebs did fupport the frame,

Whereas they were fupported by the fame :

But wifdom quickly fwept them all away.

Then Pleafure came, who, liking not the fafhion,

Began to make balconies, terraces,

Till me had weaken'd all by alteration :

But reverend laws, and many a proclamation

Reformed all at length with menaces.

Then enter'd Sin, and with that Sycamore,
Whofe leaves firft fhelter'd man from drought and dew,

Working and winding flily evermore,

The inward walls and fummers cleft and tore :

But grace fhored thefe, and cut that as it grew.

Then Sin combined with death in a firm band,'

To raze the building to the very floor :

Which they effe&ed, none could them withftand ;

But Love and Grace took Glory by the hand,

And built a braver palace than before.
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Coloffians iii. 3.
" OUR LIFE IS HID WITH CHRIST IN GOD."

MY words and thoughts do both exprefs this

notion,

That LIFE hath with the fun a double motion.

The firft IS ftraight, and our diurnal friend ;

The other HID, arid doth obliquely bend.

One life is wrapt IN flefh, and tends to earth :

The other winds towards HIM, whofe happy birth

Taught me to live here fo, THAT ftill one eye
Should aim and fhoot at that which IS on high ;

Quitting with daily labour all MY pleafure,

To gain at harveft an eternal TREASURE.

Vanity.

THE
fleet aftronomer can bore

And thred the fpheres with his quick

piercing mind :

He views their ftations, walks from door to door,

Surveys, as if he had defign'd

To make a purchafe there : he fees their dances,

And knoweth long before,

Both their full-ey'd afpects, and fecret glances.



THE CHURCH. IOI

The nimble diver with his fide

Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch

His dearly-earned pearl, which God did hide

On purpofe from the venturous wretch ;

That he might fave his life, and alfo hers,

Who with exceflive pride

Her own deftruction and his danger wears.

The fubtle chymic can diveft

And ftrip the creature naked, till he find

The callow principles within their neft :

There he imparts to them his mind,

Admitted to their bed-chamber, before

They appear trim and dreft

To ordinary fuitors at the door.

What hath not man fought out and found,

But his dear God ? who yet his glorious law]

Embofoms in us, mellowing the ground
With mowers and frofts, with love and awe ;

So that we need not fay,
Where's this command ?

Poor man ! thou fearcheft round

To find out death, but mifieft life at hand.
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Lent.

WELCOME,
dear feaft of Lent : who loves not

Thee,
He loves not Temperance, or Authority,

But is compofed of paffion.

The Scriptures bid us faft ; the Church fays, now :

Give to thy mother what thou wouldft allow

To every corporation.

The humble foul, compofed of love and fear,

Begins at home, and lays the burden there,

When doctrines difagree :

He fays, in things which ufe hath juftly got,

I am a fcandal to the Church, and not

The Church is fo to me.

True Chriftians fhould be glad of an occafion

To ufe their temperance, feeking no evaflon,

When good is feafonable ;

Unlefs authority, which fhould increafe

The obligation in us, make it lefs,

And power itfelf difable.
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Befides the cleannefs of fweet abftinence,

Quick thoughts and motions at a fmall exoenfe,

A face not fearing light :

Whereas in fulnefs there are fluttifh fumes,

Sour exhalations, and difhoneft rheums,

Revenging the delight.

Then thofe fame pendent profits, which the fpring

And Eafter intimate, enlarge the thing,

And goodnefs of the deed,

Neither ought other men's abufe of Lent

Spoil the good ufe ; left by that argument
We forfeit all our Creed.

'Tis true, we cannot reach Chrift's fortieth day ;

Yet to go part of that religious way
Is better than to reft :

We cannot reach our Saviour's purity ;

Yet are we bid,
" Be holy e'en as he."

In both let's do our beft.

Who goeth in the way which Chrift hath gone,

Is much more fure to meet with him, than one

That travelleth bye-ways.

Perhaps my God, though he be far before,

May turn, and take me by the hand, and more,

May ftrengthen my decays.
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Yet, Lord, inftrucl: us to improve our faft

By ftarving fin, and taking fuch repaft

As may our faults control :

That every man may revel at his door,

Not in his parlour ; banqueting the poor,

And among thofe his foul.

Virtue.

SWEET
day, fo cool, fo calm, fo bright,

The bridal of the earth and fky,

The dew (hall weep thy fall to-night ;

For thou muft die.

Sweet rofe, whofe hue angry and brave

Bids the ram gazer wipe his eye,

Thy root is ever in
%

its grave,

And thou muft die.

Sweet fpring, full of fweet days and rofes,

A box where fweets compared lie,

My Mufic mows ye have your clofes,

And all muft die.

Only a fweet and virtuous foul,

Like feafon'd timber, never, gives ;
f 6 r I *.

But though the whole we^W turn to coal,

Then chiefly lives.
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The Pearl.

MATT. XIII.

I
KNOW the ways of learning ; both the head

And pipes that feed the prefs, and make it run ;

What reafon hath from nature borrowed.

Or of itfelf, like a good houfewife, fpun

In laws and policy what the ftars confpire,

What willing nature fpeaks, what forced by fire ;

Both the old difcoveries, and the new-found feas,

The flock and furplus, caufe and hiftory:

All thefe ftand open, or I have the keys :

Yet I love thee.

I know the ways of honour, what maintains

The quick returns of courtefy and wit :

In vies of favours whether party gains,

When glory fwells the heart, and mouldeth it

To all exprefiions both of hand and eye,

Which on the world a true love-knot may tie,

And bear the bundle, wherefo'er it goes :

How many drams of fpirit there muft be

To fell my life unto my friends or foes
j

Yet I love thee.
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I know the ways of pleafure, the fweet ftrains,

The lullings and the relimes of it ;

The proportions of hot blood and brains :

What mirth and mufic mean ; what love and wit

Have done thefe twenty hundred years, and more :

I know the projects of unbridled ftore :

My ftufF is flefh, not brafs ; my fenfes live,

And grumble oft, that they have more in me
Than he that curbs them, being but one to five :

Yet I love thee.

I know all thefe, and have them in my hand :

Therefore not fealed, but with open eyes
I

fly to thpfV^ nr*

fully underftand

Both the main fale, and the commodities ;

And at what rate and price I have thy love ;

With all the circumftances that may move :

Yet through the labyrinths, not my grovelling wit,

But thy filk-twift let down from heaven to me,
Did both conduct and teach me, how by it

To climb to thee.



THE CHURCH. 107

Afflidtion.

BROKEN
in pieces all afunder,

Lord, hunt me not,

A thing forgot,

Once a poor creature, now a wonder,

A wonder tortured in the fpace.

Betwixt this world and that of grace-

My thoughts are all a cafe of knives,

Wounding my heart

With fcatter'd fmart :

As watering-pots give flowers their lives.

Nothing their fury can control,

W^hile they do wound and prick my foul.

All my attendants are at ftrife,

Quitting their place

Unto my face :

Nothing performs the tafk of life :

The elements are let loofe to fight,

And while I live, try out their right.

Oh help, my God ! let not their plot

Kill them and me,

And alfo thee,

Who art my life : diflblve the knot,
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As the fun fcatters by his light

All the rebellions of the night.

Then {hall thofe powers, which work for grief,

Enter thy pay,

And day by day
Labour thy praife and my relief;

With care and courage building me,
Till I reach heaven, and much more, thee.

M
Man.

'Y God, I heard this day,

That none doth build a ftately habi

tation,

But he that means to dwell therein.

What houfe more ftately hath there been,

Or can be, than is Man ? to whofe creation

All things are in decay.

For man is every thing,
And more : he is a tree, yet bears no fruit ;

A beaft, yet is, or mould be more :

Reafon and fpeech we only bring.

Parrots may thank us, if they are not mute,

They go upon the fcore.
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Man is all fymmetry,
Full of proportions, one limb to another,

And all to all the world befides :

Each part may call the fartheft, brother :

For head with foot hath private amity,

And both with moons and tides.

Nothing hath got fo far,

But Man hath caught and kept it, as his prey*

His eyes difmount the higher! ftar :

He is in little all the fphere.

Herbs gladly cure our flefh, becaufe that they

Find their acquaintance there.

For us the winds do blow ;

The earth doth reft, heaven move, and fountains flow.

Nothing we fee, but means our good,
As our delight, or as our treafure :

The whole is, either our cupboard of food,

Or cabinet of pleafure.

The ftars have us to bed ;

Night draws the curtain, which the fun withdraws :

Mufic and light attend our head.

All things unto our flem are kind

In their defcent and being ; to our mind

In their afcent and caule.



I JO HERBERT'S POEMS.

Each thing is full of duty :

Waters united are our navigation ;

Diftinguifhed, our habitation ;

Below, our drink ; above, our meat :

Both are our cleanlinefs. Hath one fuch beauty ?

Then how are all things neat !

More fervants wait on Man,
Than he'll take notice of: in every path

He treads down that which doth befriend him,

When ficknefs makes him pale and wan.

Oh mighty love ! Man is one world, and hath

Another to attend him.

Since then, my God, thou haft

So brave a palace built : O dwell in it,

That it may dwell with thee at laft !

Till then, afford us fo much wit,

That9 as the world ferves us, we may ferve thee,

And both thy fervants be.

Antiphon.
CHOR, TJRAISED be the God of love,

JL MEN. Here below,

ANGELS. And here above :
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CHOR. Who hath dealt his mercies fo,

ANG. To his friend,

MEN. And to his foe ;

CHOR. That both grace and glory tend

ANG. Us of old,

MEN. And us in the end.

CHOR. The great Shepherd of the fold

ANG. Us did make,
MEN. For us was fold.

CHOR. He our foes in pieces brake :

ANG. Him we touch ;

MEN. And him we take.

CHOR. Wherefore fmce that he is fuch,

ANG. We adore,

MEN. And^we do crouch.

CHOR. Lord, thy praifes mail be more.

MEN. We have none,

ANG. And we no ftore.

CHOR. Praifed be the God alone

Who hath made of two folds one.
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Unkindnefs.

LORD,
make me coy and tender to offend :

In friendmip, firft I think, if that agree,

Which I intend,

Unto my friend's intent and end.

I would not ufe a friend, as I ufevThee.

If
any touch my friend, or his good name,

It is my honour and my love to free

His blafted fame

From the leaft fpot or thought of blame.

I could not ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee.

My friend may fpit upon my curious floor :

Would he have gold ? I lend it inftantly ;

But let the poor,

And thou within them ftarve at door,

I cannot ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee.

When that my friend pretendeth to a place,

I quit my intereft, and leave it free :

But when thy grace]

Sues for my heart, I thee difplace ;

Nor would I ufe a friend, as I ufe Thee.
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Yet can a friend what Thou haft done fulfil ?

O write in brafs, My God upon a tree

His blood did fpill,

Only to purchafe my good will :

Yet ufe I not my foes, as I ufe Thee.

Life.

I
MADE a pofy, while the day ran by :

Here will I fmell my remnant out, and tie

My life within this band.

But time did beckon to the flowers, and they

By noon moft cunningly did fteal away,
And wither'd in my hand.

My hand was next to them, and then my heart j

I took, without more thinking, in good part

Time's gentle admonition ;

Who did fo fweetly death's fad tafte convey,

Making my mind to fmell my fatal day,

Yet fugaring the fufpicion.

Farewell, dear flowers, fweetly your time ye fpent,

Fit, while ye lived, for fmell or ornament,
And after death for cures.
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I follow ftraight without complaints or grief,

Since if my fcent be good, I care not if

It be as fhort as yours.

Submiffion.

BUT
that thou art my wifdom, Lord,

And both mine eyes are thine,

My mind would be extremely ftirr'd

For miffing my defign.

Were it not better to beftow

Some place and power on me ?

Then mould thy praifes with me grow,
And mare in my degree.

But when I thus difpute and grieve,

I do refume my fight ;

And pilfering what I once did give,

DifTeize thee of thy right.

How know I, if thou mould'ft me raife,

That I mould then raife thee ?

Perhaps great places and thy praife

Do not fo well agree.
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Wherefore unto my gift I ftand ;

I will no more advife :

Only do thou lend me a hand,

Since thou haft both mine eyes.

Juftice.

I
CANNOT (kill of thefe thy ways :

Lord, thou didft make me, yet thou woundeft

me :

Lord, thou doft wound me, yet thou doft relieve me :

Lord, thou relieveft, yet I die by thee :

Lord, thou doft kill me, yet thou doft reprieve me.

But when I mark my life and praife,

Thy juftice me moft
fitly pays :

For I do praife thee, yet I praife thee not :

My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ftray :

I would do well, yet fin the hand hath got:

My foul doth love thee, yet it loves delay.

I cannot fkill of thefe my ways.

w
Charms and Knots.

HO read a chapter when they rife,

Shall ne'er be troubled with ill eyes.
i 2
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A poor man's rod, when thou doft ride,

Is both a weapon and a guide.

Who fhuts his hand, hath loft his gold :

Who opens it, hath it twice told.

Who goes to bed, and doth not pray,

Maketh two nights, to every day.

Who by afperfions throw a ftone

At the head of others, hit their own.

Who looks on ground with humble eyes,

Finds himfelf there, and feeks to rife.

When the hair is fweet through pride or luft,

The powder doth forget the duft.

Take one from ten, and what remains ?

Ten ftill, if fermons go for gains.

In (hallow waters heaven doth fhow :

But who drinks on to hell may go.

Afflidion.

MY God, I read this day,

That planted paradife was not fo firm

As was and is thy floating ark ; whofe ftay

And anchor thou art only, to confirm
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And ftrengthen it in every age,

When waves do rife, and tempefts rage.

At firft we lived in pleafure ;

Thine own delights thou didft to us impart :

When we grew wanton, thou didft ufe difpleafure

To make us thine : yet that we might not part,

As we at firft did board with thee,

Now thou wouldft tafte our mifery.

There is but joy and grief?

If either will convert us, we are thine .

Some angels ufed the firft ; if our relief

Take up the fecond, then thy double line

And feveral baits in either kind

Furnim thy table to thy mind.

Affliction then is ours ;

We are the trees, whom making faftens more,

While bluftering winds deftroy the wanton bowers,

And ruffle all their curious knots and ftore.

My God, fo temper joy and woe,
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow.
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H
Mortification.

OW foon doth man decay !

When clothes are taken from a cheft of

fweets,

To fwaddle infants, whofe young breath

Scarce knows the way ;

Thofe clouts are little winding-meets,
Which do confign and fend them unto death.

When boys go firft to bed,

They ftep into their voluntary graves ;

Sleep binds them faft ; only their breath

Makes them not dead.

Succeflive nights, like rolling waves,

Convey them quickly, who are bound for death.

When youth is frank and free,

And calls for mufic, while his veins do fwell,

All day exchanging mirth and breath

In company ;

That mufic fummons to the knell,

Which fhall befriend him at the houfe of death.

When man grows ftaid and wife,

Getting a houfe and home, where he may move
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Within the circle of his breath,

Schooling his eyes ;

That dumb enclofure maketh love

Unto the coffin, that attends his death.

When age grows low and weak,

Marking his grave, and thawing every year,

Till all do melt, and drown his breath

When he would fpeak ;

A chair or litter fhows the bier

Which fhall convey him to the houfe of death.

Man, ere he is aware,

Hath put together a folemnity,

And dreft his hearfe, while he has breath

As yet to fpare.

Yet, Lord, inftrucl: us fo to die,

That all thefe dyings may be life in death.

Decay,

SWEET
were the days, when thou didft lodge with

Lot,

Struggle with Jacob, fit with Gideon,

Advife with Abraham, when thy power could not

Encounter Mofes' ftrong complaints and moan :

Thy words were then, Let me alone.
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One might have fought and found thee prefently

At fome fair oak, or bum, or cave, or well :

Is my God this way ? No, they would reply ;

He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell :

Lift, ye may hear great Aaron's bell.

But now thou doft thyfelf immure and clofe

In fome one corner of a feeble heart ^

Where yet both Sin and Satan, thy old foes,

Do pinch and ftraiten thee, and ufe much art

To gain thy thirds and little part.

I fee the world grows old, when as the heat

Of thy great love once fpread, as in an urn

Doth cjojet up itfelf, and ftill retreat,

Cold fin ftill forcing it, till it return,

And calling juftice, all things burn.

Mifery.

LORD,
let the Angels praife thy name.

Man is a foolifh thing, a foolifh thing ;

Folly and Sin play all his game.
His houfe ftill burns

; and yet he ftill doth fing,

Man is but grafs,

He knows it, fill the glafs.
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How canft thou brook his foolifhnefs ?

Why, he'll not lofe a cup of drink for thee :

Bid him but temper his excefs ;

Not he : he knows, where he can better be,

As he will fwear,

Than to ferve thee in fear.

What ftrange pollutions doth he wed,
And make his own ? as if none knew, but he.

No man mail beat into his head

That thou within his curtains drawn canft fee :

They are of cloth,

Where never yet came moth.

The beft of men, turn but thy hand

For one poor minute, ftumble at a pin :

They would not have their actions fcann'd,

Nor any forrow tell them that they fin,

Though it be fmall,

And meafure not their fall.

They quarrel thee, and would give over

The bargain made to ferve thee : but thy love

Holds them unto it, and doth cover

Their follies with the wing of thy mild Dove,
Not fuffering thofe

Who would, to be thy foes.
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My God, man cannot praife thy name :

Thou art all brightnefs, perfect purity ;

The fun holds down his head for mame,
Dead with eclipfes, when we fpeak of thee.

How fhall infe&ion

Prefume on thy perfection ?

As dirty hands foul all they touch,

And thofe things moft, which are moft pure and fine

So our clay hearts, e'en when we crouch

To fmg thy praifes, make them lefs divine.

Yet either this

Or none my portion is.

Man cannot ferve thee ; let him go
And ferve the fwine : there, there is his delight :

He doth not like this virtue, no ;

Give him his dirt to wallow in all night ;

Thefe preachers make

His head to moot and ache.

Oh foolifh man ! where are thine eyes ?

How haft thou loft them in a crowd of cares ?

Thou pull'ft the rug, and wilt not rife,

No, not to purchafe the whole pack of ftars :

There let them mine,

Thou muft go fleep, or dine.
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The bird that fees a dainty bower

Made in the tree, where fhe was wont to fit,

Wonders and fmgs, but not his power
Who made the arbour : this exceeds her wit.

But man doth know
The fpring whence all things flow :

And yet as though he knew it not,

His knowledge winks, and lets his humours reign :

They make his life a conftant blot,

And all the blood of God to run in vain.

Ah, wretch ! what verfe

Can thy ftrange ways rehearfe ?

Indeed at firft man was a treafure,

A box of jewels, mop of rarities,

A ring, whofe pofy was, My pleafure :

He was a garden in a paradife :

Glory and grace
Did crown his heart and face.

But fin hath fool'd him. Now he is

A lump of flem, without a foot or wing
To raife him to the glimpfe of blifs :

A fick tofPd veflel, darning on each thing ;

Nay, his own fhelf :

My God, I mean myfelf.
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Jordan.

WHEN
firft my lines of heavenly joys made

mention,

Such was their luftre, they did fo excel.

That I fought out quaint words, and trim invention ;

My thoughts began to burnifh, fprout, and fwell,

Curling with metaphors a plain intention,

Decking the fenfe, as if it were to fell.

Thoufands of notions in my brain did run.

Offering their fervice, if I were not fped :

I often blotted what I had begun ;

This was not quick enough, and that was dead.

Nothing could feem too rich to clothe the fun,

Much lefs thofe joys which trample on his head.

As flames do work and wind, when they afcend,

So did I weave myfelf into the fenfe.

But while I buftled, I might hear a friend

Whifper, How wide is all this long pretence !

There is in love a fweetnefs ready penn'd :

Copy out only that, and fave expenfe.
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Prayer.
what an eafy quick accefs,

My blefled Lord, art thou ! how fud-

denly

May our requefts thine ear invade !

To {how that ftate diflikes not eafmefs.

If I but lift mine eyes, my fuit is made :

Thou canft no more not hear, than thou canft die.

Of what fupreme almighty power
Is thy great arm which fpans the eaft and weft,

And tacks the centre to the fphere !

By it do all things live their meafured hour :

We cannot afk the thing, which is not there,

Blaming the fhallownefs of our requeft.

Of what unmeafurable love

Art thou pofleft, who, when thou couldft not die,

Wert fain to take our flefh and curfe,

And for our fakes in perfon fin reprove ;

That by deftroying that which tied thy purfe,

Thou might'ft make way for liberality !

Since then thefe three wait on thy throne,

Eafe, Power, and Love ; I value Prayer fo,

That were I to leave all but one,
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Wealth, fame, endowments, virtues, all {hould go
I and dear Prayer would together dwell,

And quickly gain, for each inch loft, an ell.

Obedience.

"Y God, if writings may

Convey a lordfhip any way
Whither the buyer and the feller pleafe ;

Let it not thee difpleafe ;

If this poor paper do as much as they.

On it my heart doth bleed

As many lines, as there doth need

To pafs itfelf and all it hath to thee.

To which I do agree,

And here prefent it as my fpecial deed.

If that hereafter pleafure

Cavil, and claim her part and meafure,

As if this pafled with a refervation,

Or fome fuch words in famion ;

I here exclude the wrangler from thy treafure.
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O let thy facred will

All thy delight in me fulfil !

Let me not think an a&ion mine own way,
But as thy love mail fway,

R
efigniiig_ up the rudder to thy fkill.

Lord, what is man to thee,

That thou fhouldft mind a rotten tree ?

Yet fmce thou canft not choofe but fee my actions ;

So great are thy perfections,

Thou may'ft as well my actions guide, as fee.

Befides, thy death and blood

Show'd a ftrange love to all our good :

Thy forrows were in earneft ; no faint proffer,

Or fuperficial offer

Of what we might not take, or be withftood.

Wherefore I all forego ;

To one word only I fay, No :

Where in the deed there was an intimation

Of a gift or donation,

Lord, let it now by way of purchafe go.

He that will pafs his land,

As I have mine, may fet his hand

And heart unto this deed, when he hath read ;

And make the purchafe fpread

To both ourg oods, if he to it will ftand.
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How happy were my part,

If fome kind man would thruft his heart,

Into thefe lines ; till in heaven's court of rolls

They were by winged fouls

Enter'd for both, far above their defert !

Conference.

PEACE,
prattler, do not lour;

Not a fair look, but thou doft call it

foul:

Not a fweet dim, but thou doft call it four :

Mufic to thee doth howl.

By liftening to thy chatting fears

I have both loft mine eyes and ears.

Prattler, no more, I fay :

My thoughts muft work, but like a noifelefs fphere.

Harmonious peace muft rock them all the day :

No room for prattlers there.

If thou perfifteth, I will tell thee,

That I have phyfic to expel thee.

And the receipt mail be

My Saviour's blood : whenever at his board

I do but tafte it, ftraight it cleanfeth me,
And leaves thee not a word :



THE CHURCH. 129

No, not a tooth or nail to fcratch

And at my a&ions carp, or catch.

Yet ifthou talkeft ftill,

Befides my phific, know there's fome for thee :

Some wood and nails to make a flaff or bill

For thofe that trouble me :

The bloody crofs of my dear Lord

Is both my phyfic and my fword.

Sion.

LORD,
with what glory waft thou ferved of old,

When Solomon's temple flood and flourimed

Where moft things were of pureft gold ;

The wood was all embellimed

With flowers and carvings, myftical and rare :

All fhow'd the builders, craved the feer's care.

Yet all this glory, all this pomp and ftate,

Did not afFecl: thee much, was not thy aim ;

Something there was that fow'd debate :

Wherefore thou quitt'ft thy ancient claim :

And now thy architecture meets with fin,

For all thy frame and fabric is within.

K
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There thou art ftruggling with a peevifh heart,

Which fometimes crofleth thee, thou fometimes it ;

The fight is hard on either part.

Great God doth fight, he doth fubmit.

All Solomon's fea of brafs and world of ftone

Is not fo dear to thee as one good groan.

And truly brafs and ftones are heavy things,

Tombs for the dead, not temples fit for thee ;

But groans are quick, and full of wings,
And all their motions upward be ;

And ever as they mount, like larks they fing :

The note is fad, yet mufic for a king.

Home.

COME,
Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is fick,

While thou doft ever, ever ftay :

Thy long deferrings wound me to the quick,

My fpirit gafpeth night and day.

O mow thyfelf to me,
Or take me up to thee !
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How canft thou ftay, confidering the pace

The blood did make, which thou didfl wafte ?

When I behold it trickling down thy face,

I never faw thing make fuch hafte.

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

When man was loft, thy pity look'd about,

To fee what help in the earth or fky :

But there was none ; at leaft no help without :

The help did in thy bofom lie.

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

There lay thy Son : and muft he leave that neft,

That hive of fweetnefs, to remove

Thraldom from thofe, who would not at a feaft

Leave one poor apple for thy love ?

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

He did, he came, O my Redeemer dear,

After all this canft thou be ftrange ?

So many years baptized, and not appear ;

As if thy love could fail or change ?

O fhow thyfelf,
&c.

Yet if thou ftayeft ftill, why muft I ftay ?

My God, what is this world to me ?

This world of woe ? hence, all ye clouds, away,

Away ; I muft get up and fee,

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

K 2
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What is this weary world ; this meat and drink,

That chains us by the teeth fo faft ?

What is this woman-kind, which I can wink

Into a blacknefs and diftafte ?

O fliow thyfelf, &c.

With one fmall figh thou gaveft me the other day
I blafted all the joys about me :

And fcowling on them as they pined away,
Now come again, faid I, and flout me.

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

Nothing but drought and dearth, but bum and brake

Which way foe'er I look, I fee.

Some may dream merrily, but when they wake,

They drefs themfelves and come to thee.

O fhow thyfelf, &c.

We talk of harvefts ; there are no fuch things,

But when we leave our corn and hay :

There is no fruitful year, but that which brings

The laft and loved, though dreadful day.

O mow thyfelf, &c.

Oh loofe this frame, this knot of man untie,

That my free foul may ufe her wing,
Which now is pinion'd with mortality,

As an entangled hamper'd thing.

O fhow thyfelf, &c.
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What have I left, that I mould ftay and groan ?

The moft of me to heaven is fled :

My thoughts and joys are all pack'd up and gone,

And for their old acquaintance plead.

O ftiow thyfelf, &c.

Come, deareft Lord, pafs not this holy feafon,

My flefh and bones and joints do pray :

And e'en my verfe, when by the rhyme and reafon

The word is Stay, fays ever, Come.

O mow thyfelf to me,
Or take me up to thee !

The BritilL Church.

I
JOY, dear Mother, when I view

Thy perfect lineaments and hue

Both fweet and bright :

Beauty in thee takes up her place,

And dates her letters from thy face,

When me doth write.

A fine afpecl: in fit array,

Neither too mean, nor yet too gay,

Shows who is beft :
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Outlandifh looks may not compare ;

For all they either painted are,

Or elfe undreft.

She on the hills which wantonly
Allureth all in hope to be

By her preferr'd,

Hath kifPd fo long her painted fhrines,

That e'en her face by kiffing mines,

For her reward.

She in the valley is fo my
Of drefling, that her hair doth lie

About her ears :

While me avoids her neighbour's pride,

She wholly goes on the other fide,

And nothing wears.

But, deareft Mother, (what thofe mifs)

The mean thy praife and glory is,

And long may be.

Blefled be God, whofe love it was

To double-moat thee with his grace,

And none but thee.
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The Quip.

THE merry world did on a day
With his train-bands and mates agree

To meet together, where I lay,

And all in fport to jeer at me.

Firft, Beauty crept into a rofe ;

Which when I pluck' t not, Sir, faid he :

Tell me, I pray, whofe hands are thofe ?

But thou malt anfwer, Lord, for me.

Then Money came, and chinking ftill,

What tune is this, poor man ? faid he :

I heard in Mufic you had fkill :

But thou malt anfwer, Lord, for me.

Then came brave Glory puffing by
In filks that whittled, who but he !

He fcarce allow'd me half an eye :

But thou fhalt anfwer, Lord, for me.

Then came quick Wit and Converfation,

And he would needs a comfort be,

And, to be fhort, make an oration.

But thou fhalt anfwer, Lord, for me.
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Yet when the hour of thy defign
To anftver thefe fine things fhall come ;

Speak not at large, fay, I am thine,

And then they have their anfwer home.

Vanity.

POOR
filly foul, whofe hope and head lies low ;

Whofe flat delights on earth do creep and grow :

To whom the ftars fhine not fo fair, as eyes ;

Nor folid work, as falfe embroideries ;

Hark and beware, left what you now do meafure,

And write for fweet, prove a moft four difpleafure.

O hear betimes, left thy relenting

May come too late !

To purchafe heaven for repenting

Is no hard rate.

If fouls be made of earthly mould,

Let them love gold ;

If born on high,

Let them unto their kindred fly
:

For they can never be at reft,

Till they regain their ancient neft.

Then
filly foul, take heed ; for earthly joy

Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy.
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The Dawning.

AWAKE
fad heart, whom forrow ever drowns :

Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth,

Unfold thy forehead gather'd into frowns :

Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirth :

Awake, awake ;

And with a thankful heart his comforts take.

But thou doft ftill lament, and pine, and cry ;

And feel his death, but not his victory.

Arife fad heart ; if thou doft not withftand,

Chrift's refurrecliion thine may be :

Do not by hanging down break from the hand,

Which, as it rifeth, raifeth thee :

Arife, arife ;

And with his burial linen dry thine eyes.

Chrift left his grave-clothes, that we might, when

grief

Draws tears, or blood, not want a handkerchief.
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Jefu.

JESU
is in my heart, his facred name

Is deeply carved there : but the other week
A great affliction broke the little frame,

E'en all to pieces ; which 1 went to feek ;

And firft I found the corner where was J,

After, where ES, and next where U was graved.
When I had got thefe parcels, inftantly

I fat me down to fpell them, and perceived

That to my broken heart he was I EASE YOU,
And to my whole is JESU.

Bufinefs.

CANST
be idle ? canft thou play,

Foolifh foul who fmn'd to day ?

Rivers run, and fprings each one

Know their home, and get them gone :

Haft thou tears, or haft thou none ?

If, poor foul, thou haft no tears,

Would thou hadft no faults or fears !

Who hath thefe, thofe ills forbears.
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Winds ftill work : it is their plot,

Be the feafon cold, or hot :

Haft thou fighs, or haft thou not ?

If thou haft no fighs or groans,

Wouldft thou hadft no flefh and bones !

LefTer pains fcape greater ones.

But if yet thou idle be,

Foolifh foul who died for thee ?

Who did leave his Father's throne,

To afTume thy flefh and bone ?

Had he life, or had he none ?

If he had not lived for thee,

Thou hadft died moft wretchedly j

And two deaths had been thy fee.

He fo far thy good did plot,

That his own felf he forgot.

Did he die, or did he not ?

If he had not died for thee,

Thou hadft lived in mifery.

Two lives worfe than ten deaths be.

And hath any fpace of breath

'Twixt his fins and Saviour's death ?
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He that lofeth gold, though drofs,

Tells to all he meets, his crofs :

He that fins, hath he no lofs ?

He that finds a filver vein,

Thinks on it, and thinks again :

Brings thy Saviour's death no gain ?

Who in heart not ever kneels,

Neither fin nor Saviour feels.

Dialogue.

SWEETEST
Saviour, if my foul

Were but worth the having,

Quickly fhould I then control

Any thought of waving.
But when all my care and pains

Cannot give the name of gains
To thy w/eicn fo full of ftains;

What delight or hope remains ?

What ( child), is the balance thine ?

Thine the poize and meafure ?

If I fay thou malt be mine,

Finger not my treafure.
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What the gains in having thee

Do amount to, only he,

Who for man was fold, can fee,

That tranfferr'd the accounts to me.

But as I can fee no merit,

Leading to this favour :

So the way to fit me for it,

Is beyond my favour.

As the reafon then is thine ;

So the way is none of mine :

I difclaim the whole defign :

Sin difclaims and I refign.

That is all, if that I could

Get without repining ;

And my clay my creature would

Follow my refigning :

That as I did freely part

With my glory and defert,

Left all joys to feel all fmart

Ah ! no more : thou break'ft my heart.
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Dulnefs.

WHY do I languifh thus, drooping and dull,

As if I were all earth ;

O give me quicknefs, that I may with mirth

Praife thee brimful !

The wanton lover in a curious ftrain

Can praife his faireft fair ;

And with quaint metaphors her curled hair

Curl o'er again :

Thou art my lovelinefs, my life, my light,

Beauty alone to me :

Thy bloody death and undeferved, makes thee

Pure red and white.

When all perfections as but one appear,
That thofe thy form doth mow,

The very duft, where thou doft tread and go
Makes beauties here ;

Where are my lines then ? my approaches ? views ?

Where are my window-fongs ?

Lovers are ftill pretending, and e'en wrongs

Sharpen their Mufe.
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But I am loft in flefh, whofe fugar'd lies

Still mock me, and grow bold :

Sure thou didft put a mind there, if I could

Find where it lies.

Lord, clear thy gift, that with a conftant wit

I may but look towards thee :

Look only ; for to love thee, who can be,

What angel, fit ?

Love -Joy.

AS
on a window late I caft mine eye,

I faw a vine drop grapes with J and C
AnneaPd on every bunch. One ftanding by
Ask'd what it meant. I (who am never loth

To fpend my judgment) faid, it feem'd to me
To be the body and the letters both

Of Joy and Charity ; Sir, you have not mifPd,

The man replied ; It figures JESUS CHRIST.
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Providence.

OSACRED Providence, who from end to end

Strongly and fweetly moveft ! fhall I write,

And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend

To hold my quill ? ftiall they not do thee right ?

Of all the creatures both in fea and land,

Only to man thou haft made known thy ways,
And put the pen alone into his hand,

And made him Secretary of thy praife.

Beafts fain would fmg ; birds ditty to their notes;

Trees would be tuning on their native lute

To thy renown : but all their hands and throats

Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute.

Man is the world's high Prieft : he doth prefent

The facrifice for all ; while they below

Unto the fervice mutter an aflent,

Such as fprings ufe that fall, and winds that blow.

He that to praife and laud thee doth refrain,

Doth not refrain unto himfelf alone,

But robs a thoufand who would praife thee fain ;

And doth commit a world of fin in one.
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The beafts fay. Eat me ; but, if beafts muft teach,

The tongue is yours to eat, but mine to praife.

The trees fay, Pull me : but the hand you ftretch

Is mine to write, as it is yours to raife.

Wherefore, moft facred Spirit, I here prefent

For me and all my fellows praife to thee :

And juft it is that I mould pay the rent,

Becaufe the benefit accrues to me.

We all acknowledge both thy power and love

To be exacT:, tranfcendent, and divine ;

Who doft fo ftrongly and fo fweetly move,
While all things have their will, yet none but thine.

For either thy command, or thy permiflion

Lay hands on all : they are thy right and left :

The firft puts on with fpeed and expedition ;

The other curbs fin's dealing pace and theft ;

Nothing efcapes them both : all muft appear

And be difpofed, and drefPd, and tuned by thee,

Who fweetly temper' ft all. If we could hear

Thy (kill and art, what mufic would it be !

Thou art in fmall things great, not fmall in any :

Thy even praife can neither rife, nor fall.

Thou art in all things one, in each thing many :

For thou art infinite in one, and all.

L
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Tempefts are calm to thee, they know thy hand,

And hold it faft, as children do their fathers,

Which cry and follow. Thou haft made poor fand

Check the proud fea, e'en when it fwells and gathers.

Thy cupboard ferves the world : the meat is fet

Where all may reach : no beaft but knows his feed.

Birds teach us hawking : fifties have their net :

The great prey on the lefs, they on fome weed.

Nothing engendered doth prevent his meat ;

Flies have their table fpread, ere they appear j

Some creatures have in winter what to eat ;

Others do fleep, and envy not their cheer.

How finely doft thou times and feafons fpin,

And make a twift checkered with night and day !

Which as it lengthens, winds, and winds us in,

As bowls go on, but turning all the way.

Each creature hath a wifdom for his good.
The pigeons feed their tender offspring crying,

When they are callow ; but withdraw their food,

When they are fledged, that need may teach them flying.

Bees work for man ; and yet they never bruife

Their matter's flower, but leave it, having done,
As fair as ever, and as fit to ufe :

So both the flower doth ftay, and honey run.
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Sheep eat the grafs, and dung the ground for more :

Trees after bearing drop their leaves for foil :

Springs vent their ftreams, and by expenfe get ftore :

Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil.

Who hath the virtue to exprefs the rare

And curious virtues both of herbs and ftones ?

Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care

Would fhow a root, that gives expreflions !

And if an herb hath power, what have the' ftars ?

A rofe, befides his beauty, is a cure.

Doubtlefs our plagues and plenty, peace and wars,

Are there much furer than our art is fure.

Thou haft hid metals : man may take them thence ;

But at his peril : when he digs the place,

He makes a grave : as if the thing had fenfe,

And threatened man, that he mould fill the fpace.

E'en poifons praife thee. Should a thing be loft ?

Should creatures want, for want of heed, their due ?

Since where are poifons, antidotes are moft ;

The help ftands clofe, and keeps the fear in view.

The fea, which feems to flop the traveller,

Is by a fhip the fpeedier paffage made.

The winds, who think they rule the mariner,

Are ruled by him, and taught to ferve his trade.

L 2
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And as thy houfe is full, fo I adore

Thy curious art in marfhalling thy goods.

The hills with health abound, the vales with ftore ;

The South with marble ; North with furs and woods.

Hard things are glorious ; eafy things good cheap ;

The common all men have ; that which is rare,

Men therefore feek to have, and care to keep.

The healthy frofts with fummer fruits compare.

Light without wind is glafs : warm without weight

Is wool and furs : cool without clofenefs, made :

Speed without pains, a horfe : tall without height,

A fervile hawk : low without lofs, a fpade.

All countries have enough to ferve their need ;

If they feek fine things, thou doft make them run

For their offence ; and then doft turn their fpeed

To be commerce and trade from fun to fun.

Nothing wears clothes, but Man; nothing doth need

But he to wear them. Nothing ufeth fire,

But Man alone, to mow his heavenly breed :

And only he hath fuel in defire.

When the earth was dry, thou madeft a fea of wet :

When that lay gathered, thou didft broach the moun

tains :
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When yet fome places could no moifture get,

The winds grew gardeners, and the clouds good foun-

ains.

Rain, do not hurt my flowers ;
but gently fpend

Your honey drops : prefs not to fmell them here :

When they are ripe, their odour will afcend,

And at your lodging with their thanks appear.

How harm are thorns to pears ! and yet they make

A better hedge, and need lefs reparation.

How fmooth are filks, compared with a ftake,

Or with a ftone ! yet make no good foundation.

Sometimes thou doft divide thy gifts
to man,

Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone

Is clothing, meat and trencher, drink and can,

Boat, cable, fail and needle, all in one.

Moft herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry.

Cold fruit's warm kernels help againft the wind.

The lemon's juice and rind cure mutually.

The whey of milk doth loofe, the milk doth bind.

Thy creatures leap not, but exprefs a feaft,

Where all the guefts fit clofe, and nothing wants.

Frogs marry fim and flefti j bats, bird and beaft ;

Sponges, nonfenfe and fenfe ; mines, the earth and

plants.
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To (how thou art not bound, a.s if thy lot

Were worfe than ours, fometimes thou fhifteft hands.

Moft things move the under jaw ; the Crocodile not.

Moft things fleep lying, the Elephant leans or ftands.

But who hath praife enough ? nay, who hath any ?

None can exprefs thy works, but he that knows them

And none can know thy works, which are fo many,
And fo complete, but only he that owes them.

All things that are, though they have feveral ways,
Yet in their being join with one advice

To honour thee : and fo I give thee praife

In all my other hymns, but in this twice.

Each thing that is, although in ufe and name

It go for one, hath many ways in ftore

To honour thee ; and fo each hymn thy fame

Extolleth many ways, yet this one more.

Hope.

1GAVE
to hope a watch of mine ; but he

An anchor gave to me.

Then an old prayer-book I did prefent :

And he an optic fent.
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With that I gave a phial full of tears :

But he a few green ears.

Ah, loiterer ! I'll no more, no more I'll bring :

I did expert a ring.

Sins Round.

SORRY
I am, my God, forry I am,

That my offences courfe it in a ring.

My thoughts are working like a bufy flame,

Until their cockatrice they hatch and bring :

And when they once have perfected their draughts,

My words take fire from my enflamed thoughts.

My words take fire from my enflamed thoughts,

Which fpit it forth like the Sicilian hill.

They vent the wares, and pafs them with their faults,

And by their breathing ventilate the ill.

But words fuffice not, where are lewd intentions :

My hands do join to finifh the inventions :

My hands do join to finilh the inventions :

And fo my fins afcend three ftories high,
-

As Babel grew, before there were diffenfions.

Yet ill deeds loiter not : for they fupply

New thoughts of finning ; wherefore, to my fhame,

Sorry I am, my God, forry I am.
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Time.

MEETING
with Time, flack thing, (aid I,

Thy feythe is dull
; whet it for mame.

No marvel, Sir, he did reply,

If it at length deferve fome blame :

But where one man would have me grind it,

Twenty for one too fharp do find it.

Perhaps fome fuch of old did pafs,

Who above all things loved this life ;

To whom thy fcythe a hatchet was,

Which now is but a pruning-knife.

Chrift's coming hath made man thy debtor,

Since by thy cutting he grows better.

And in his blefling thou art bleft :

For where thou only wert before

An executioner at beft,

Thou art a gardener now, and more.

An ufher to convey our fouls

Beyond the utmoft ftars and poles.

And this is that makes life fo long,

While it detains us from our God.

E'en pleafures here increafe the wrong :

And length of days lengthen the rod.
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Who wants the place, where God doth dwell,

Partakes already half of hell.

Of what ftrange length muft that needs be,

Which e'en eternity excludes !

Thus far Time heard me patiently :

Then chafing faid, This man deludes :

What do I here before his door ?

He doth not crave lefs time, but more.

Gratefulnefs.

THOU
that haft given fo much to me,

Give one thing more, a grateful heart.

See how thy beggar works on thee

By art.

He makes thy gifts occafion more,'

And fays, If he in this be croft,

All thou haft*given him heretofore

Is loft.

But thou didft reckon, when at firft

Thy word our hearts and hands did crave,

What it would come to at the worft

To fave.
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Perpetual knockings at thy door,

Tears fullying thy tranfparent rooms,
Gift upon gilt ; much would have more,

And comes.

This notwithftanding, thou went'ft on,

And didft allow us all our noife ;

Nay thou haft made a figh and groan

Thy joys.

Not that thou haft not ftill above

Much better tunes, than groans can make

But that thefe country-airs thy Jove

Did take.

Wherefore I cry, and cry again ;

And in no quiet canft thou be,

Till I a thankful heart obtain

Ofthee:

Not thankful, when it pleafeth me :

As if thy bleflings had fpare days :

But fuch a heart, whofe pulfe may be

Thy praife.
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Peace.

SWEET
Peace, where doft thou dwell ? I humbly

crave,

Let me once know.

I fought thee in a fecret cave,

And afk'd, if Peace were there.

A hollow wind did feem to anfwer, No :

Go feek elfewhere.

I did ; and going did a rainbow note :

Surely, thought I,

This is the lace of Peace's coat :

I will fearch out the matter.

But while I look'd, the clouds immediately

Did break and fcatter.

Then went I to a garden, and did fpy

A gallant flower,

The Crown Imperial : Sure, faid I,

Peace at the root muft dwell.

But when I digg'd, I law a worm devour

What fhow'd fo well.



156 HERBERT'S POEMS.

At length I met a reverend good old man :

Whom when for Peace

I did demand, he thus began :

There was a Prince of old

At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increafe

Of flock and fold.

He fweetly lived ; yet fweetnefs did not fave

His life from foes.

But after death out of his grave

There fprang twelve ftalks of wheat

Which many wondering at, got fome of thofe

To plant and fet.

It profper'd ftrangely, and did foon difperfe

Through all the earth :

For they that tafte it do rehearfe,

That virtue lies therein ;

A fecret virtue, bringing peace and mirth

By flight
of fin.

Take of this grain, which in my garden grows,
And grows for you :

Make bread of it : and that repofe

And peace, which every where

With fo much earneftnefs you do purfue

Is only there.
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Confeffion.

(
H, what a cunning gueft

Is this fame grief! within my heart I

made

Clofets ; and in them many a cheft ;

And like a mafter in my trade,

In thofe chefts, boxes ; in each box, a till :

Yet grief knows all, and enters when he will.

No fcrew, no piercer can

Into a piece of timber work and wind,

As God's afflictions into man,

When he a torture hath defign'd.

They are too fubtle for the fubtleft hearts ;

And fall, like rheums, upon the tendereft parts.

We are the earth ; and they,

Like moles within us, heave, and caft about :

And till they foot and clutch their prey,

They never cool, much lefs give out.

No fmith can make fuch locks, but they have keys :

Clofets are halls to them ; and hearts, highways.
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Only an open breaft

Doth {hut them out, fo that they cannot enter ;

Or, if they enter, cannot reft,

But quickly feek fome new adventure.

Smooth open hearts no faftening have : but fi&ion

Doth give a hold and handle to affli&ion.

Wherefore my faults and fins,

Lord, I acknowledge ; take thy plagues away :

For fmce confeflion pardon wins,

I challenge here the brighteft day,

The cleareft diamond : let them do their beft,

They fhall be thick and cloudy to my breaft.

Giddinefs.

OH,
what a thing is man ! how far from power,
From fettled peace and reft !

He is fome twenty feveral men at leaft

Each feveral hour.

One while he counts of heaven, as of his treafure :

But then a thought creeps in,

And calls him coward, who for fear of fin

Will lofe a pleafure.
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Now he will fight it out, and to the wars ;

Now eat his bread in peace,

And fnudge in quiet : now he fcorns increafe ;

Now all day fpares.

He builds a houfe, which quickly down muft go,

As if a whirlwind blew

And crufh'd the building : and 'tis partly true,

His mind is fo.

O what a fight were Man, if his attires

Did alter with his mind ;

And, like a Dolphin's fkin, his clothes combined

With his defires ?

Surely if each one faw another's heart,

There would be no commerce,
No fale or bargain pafs : all would difperfe,

And live apart.

Lord, mend or rather make us : one creation

Will not fuffice our turn :

Except thou make us daily, we mail fpurn

Our own falvation.
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The Bunch of Grapes.

JOY,
I did lock thee up : but fome bad man

Hath let thee out again :

And now, methinks, I am where I began
Seven years ago : one vogue and vein

One air or thoughts ufurps my brain,

I did towards Canaan draw ; but now I am

Brought back to the Red Sea, the Tea of ftiame.

For as the Jews of old by God's command
TravelPd and faw no town ;

So now each Chriftian hath his journeys fpann'd :

Their ftory pens and fets us down.

A fmgle deed is fmall renown.

God's works are wide, and let in future times :

His ancient juftice overflows our crimes.

Then have we too our guardian fires and clouds ;

Our Scripture-dew drops faft :

We have our fands and ferpents, tents and fhrouds ;-

Alas ; our murmurings come not laft.

But where's the clufter ; where's the tafte

Of mine inheritance ? Lord, if I muft borrow,
Let me as well take up their joy, as forrow.
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But can he want the grape, who hath the wine ?

I have their fruit and more.

Blefled be God, who profper'd Noah's vine,

But made it bring forth grapes good ftore.

And much more him I muft adore,

Who of the law's four juice fweet wine did make,
E'en God himfelf, being pr^iTed for my fake.

Love Unknown.

DEAR
friend, fit down, the tale is long and fad :

And in my faintings I prefume your love

Will more comply, than help. A Lord I had,

And have, of whom fome grounds, which may improve,

I hold for two lives, and both lives in me.

To him I brought a dim of fruit one day,

And in the middle placed my heart. But he

(I figh to fay)

Look'd on a fervant, who did know his eye

Better than you know me, or (which is one)

Than I myfelf.
The fervant inftantly

Quitting the fruit, feized on my heart alone,

And threw it in a font, wherein did fall

A ftream of blood, which iffued from the fide

M
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Of a great rock : I well remember all,

And have good caufe : there it was dipt and dyed,

And wafh'd, and wrung : the very wringing yet

Enforceth tears. Your heart was foul, I fear.

Indeed 'tis true. I did and do commit

Many a fault more than my leafe will bear ;

Yet ftill afk'd pardon, and was not denied.

But you mail hear. After my heart was well,

And clean and fair, as I one even-tide

(I figh to tell)

Walk'd by myfelf abroad, I faw a large

And fpacious furnace flaming, and thereon

A boiling caldron, round about whofe verge

Was in great letters fet AFFLICTION.

The greatnefs fhow'd the owner. So I went

To fetch a facrifice out of my fold,

Thinking with that, which I did thus prefent,

To warm his love, which I did fear grew cold.

But as my heart did tender it, the man
Who was to take it from me, flipt his hand,

And threw my heart into the fcalding pan ;

My heart that brought it (do you underftand ?)

The offerer's heart. Your heart was hard, I fear.

Indeed 'tis true. I found a callous matter

Began to fpread and to expatiate there :

But with a richer drug, than fcalding water,
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I bathed it often, e'en with holy blood,

Which at a board, while many drank bare wine,

A friend did fteal into my cup for good,
E'en taken inwardly, and moft divine

To fupple hardnefles. But at the length

Out of the caldron getting, foon I fled

Unto my houfe, where to repair the ftrength

Which I had loft, I hafted to my bed :

But when I thought to fleep out all thefe faults,

(I figh to fpeak)

I found that fome had ftuff'd the bed with thoughts,

I would fay thorns. Dear, could my heart not break,

When with my pleafures e'en my reft was gone ?

Full well I underftood, who had been there :

For I had given the key to none, but one :

It muft be he. Your heart was dull, I fear.

Indeed a flack and fleepy ftate of mind

Did oft poflfefs me, fo that when I pray'd,

Though my lips went, my heart djd ftay behind.

But all my fcores were by another paid,

Who took the debt upon him. Truly, Friend,

For ought I hear, your Mafter {hows to you
More favour than you wot of. Mark the end.

The Font did only, what was old, renew :

The Caldron fuppled, what was grown too hard :

The Thorns did quicken, what was grown too dull :

M 2
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All did but ftrive to mend, what you hadmarr'd.

Wherefore be cheer'd, and praife him to the full

Each day, each hour, each moment of the week,
Who fain would have you be, new, tender, quick.

Man's Medley.

HARK, how the birds do fing,

And woods do ring.

All creatures have their joy, and man hath his.

Yet if we rightly meafure,

Man's joy and pleafure

Rather hereafter, than in prefent, is.

To this life things of fenfe

Make their pretence :

In the other Angels have a right by birth :

Man ties them both alone,

And makes them one,

With the one hand touching heaven, with the other

earth.

In foul he mounts and flies,

In flefh he dies.
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He wears a ftuff whofe thread is coarfe and round,

But trimm'd with curious lace,

And fhould take place

After the trimming, not the fluff and ground.
'

Not, that he may not here

Tafte of the cheer :

But as birds drink, and ftraight lift up their head ;

So muft he fip, and think

Of better drink

He may attain to, after he is dead.

But as his joys are double,

So is his trouble.

He hath two winters, other things but one :

Both frofts and thoughts do nip :

And bite his lip ;

And he of all things fears two deaths alone.

Yet even the greateft griefs

May be reliefs,

Could he but take them right, and in their ways.

Happy is he, whofe heart

Hath found the art

To turn his double pains to double praife.
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The Storm.

IF
as the winds and waters here below

Do fly
and flow.

My fighs and tears as bufy were above ;

Sure they would move

And much affeft thee, as tempeftuous times

Amaze poor mortals, and object their crimes.

Stars have their ftorms, e'en in a high degree,

As well as we.

A throbbing confcience fpurred by remorfe

Hath a ftrange force :

It quits the earth, and mounting more and more,

Dares to aflault thee, and befiege thy door.

There it ftands knocking, to thy mufic's wrong,
And drowns the fong.

Glory and honour are fet by till it

An anfwer get.

Poets have wrong'd poor ftorms : fuch days are beft

They purge the air without, within the breaft.



THE CHURCH. 167

Paradife.

I
BLESS thee, Lord, becaufe I GROW

Among thy trees, which in a ROW
To thee both fruit and order ow

What open force, or hidden CHARM
Can blaft my fruit, or bring me HARM,
While the inclofure is thine ARM ?

Inclofe me ftill for fear I START.

Be to me rather (harp and TART,
Than let me want thy hand and ART.

When thou doft greater judgments SPARE,

And with thy knife but prune and PARE,

E'en fruitful trees more fruitful ARE.

Such (harpnefs (hows the fweeteft FRIEND :

Such cuttings rather heal
t
than REND :

And fuch beginnings touch their END.
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The Method.

POOR
heart, lament,

For fmce thy God refufeth ftill,

There is fome rub, fome difcontent,

Which cools his will.

Thy father could

Quickly effect, what thou doft move ;

For he is Power : and fure he would ;

For he is Love.

Go fearch this thing,

Tumble thy breaft, and turn thy book :

If thou hadft loft a glove or ring,

Wouldft thou not look ?

What do I fee

Written above there ? Yefterday

I did behave me careleffly,

When I did pray.

And mould God's ear

To fuch indifferents chained be,

Who do not their own motions hear ?

Is God lefs free ?
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But ftay ! what's there ?

Late when I would have fomething done,

I had a motion to forbear,

Yet I went on.

And fhould God's ear,

Which needs not man, be tied to thofe

Who hear not him, but quickly hear

His utter foes ?

Then once more pray :

Down with thy knees, up with thy voice :

Seek pardon firft, and God will fay,

Glad heart, rejoice.

Divinity.

AS men, for fear the ftars mould fleep and nod,

And trip at night, have fpheres fupplied ;

As if a ftar were duller than a clod,

Which knows his way without a guide :

Juft fo the other heaven they alfo ferve,

Divinity's tranfcendent fky :

Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve.

Reafon triumphs, and faith lies by.
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Could not that wifdom, which firft broach'd the wine,

Have thicken'd it with definitions ?

And jagg'd his feamlefs coat, had that been fine,

With curious queftions and divifions ?

But all the do&rine, which he taught and gave,

Was clear as heaven, from whence it came.

At leaft thofe beams of truth, which only fave,

Surpafs in brightnefs any flame.

Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch and pray.

Do as you would be done unto.

O dark inftru&ions, e'en as dark as day !

Who can thefe Gordian knots undo ?

But he doth bid us take his blood for wine.

Bid what he pleafe : yet I am fure,

To take and tafte what he doth there defign,

Is all that faves, and not obfcure.

Then burn thy Epicycles, foolifh man ;

Break all thy fpheres, and fave thy head ;

Faith needs no ftaff of flefh, but ftoutly can

To heaven alone both go, and lead.
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cc

Ephefians iv. 30.

GRIEVE NOT THE HOLY SPIRIT, ETC.

AND
art thou grieved, fweet and facred Dove,

When I am four,

And crofs thy love ?

Grieved for me ? the God of ftrength and power
Grieved for a worm, which when I tread,

I pafs away and leave it dead ?

Then weep, mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve

Weep foolifh heart,

And weeping live ;

For death is dry as duft. Yet if we part,

End as the night, whofe fable hue

Your fins exprefs ; melt into dew.

When faucy mirth fhall knock or call at door,

Cry out, Get hence,

Or cry no more.

Almighty God doth grieve, he puts on fenfe :

I fin not to my grief alone,

But to my God's too ; he doth groan.
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Oh take thy lute, and tune it to a ftrain,

Which may with thee

All day complain.

There can no difcord but in ceafmg be.

Marbles can weep ; and furely ftrings

More bowels have, than fuch hard things.

Lord, I adjudge myfelf to tears and grief,

E'en endlefs tears

Without relief.

If a clear fpring for me no time forbears,

But runs, although I be not dry ;

I am no Cryftal, what mail I ?

Yet if I wail not ftill, fince ftill to wail

Nature denies ;

And flefh would fail,

If my deferts were matters of mine eyes :

Lord, pardon, for thy Son makes good

My want of tears with ftore of blood.

The Family.

WHAT doth this noife of thoughts within my
heart,

As if they had a part ?

What do thefe loud complaints and pulling fears,

As if there were no rule or ears ?



THE CHURCH. 173

But, Lord, the houfe and family are thine,

Though fome of them repine.

Turn out thefe wranglers, which defile thy feat :

For where thou dwelleft all is neat.

Firft Peace and Silence all difputes control,

Then Order plays the foul ;

And giving all things their fet forms and hours,

Makes of wild woods fweet walks and bowers.

Humble Obedience near the door doth ftand,

Expecting a command :

Than whom in waiting nothing feems more flow,

Nothing more quick when me doth go.

Joys oft are there, and griefs as oft as joys ;

But griefs without a noife:

Yet fpeak they louder, than diftemper'd fears :

What is fo fhrill as filent tears ?

This is thy houfe, with thefe it doth abound :

And where thefe are not found,

Perhaps thou comeft fometimes, and for a day ;

But not to make a conftant ftay.
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The Size.

CONTENT
thee, greedy heart.

Modeft and moderate joys to thofe,

that have

Title to more hereafter when they part,

Are pafling brave.

Let the upper fprings into the low

Defcend and fall, and thou doft flow.

What though fome have a fraught

Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinnamon fail ?

If thou haft wherewithal to fpice a draught,
When griefs prevail,

And for the future time art heir

To the Ifle of pifces, Ift not fair ?

To be in both worlds full

Is more than God was, who was hungry here.

Wouldft thou his laws of fafting difannul ?

Ena& good cheer ?

Lay out thy joy, yet hope to fave it ?

Wouldft thou both eat thy cake, and have it ?
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Great joys are all at once ;

But little do referve themfelves for more :

Thofe have their hopes ; thefe what they have re

nounce,

And live on fcore :

Thofe are at home ; thefe journey ftill,

And meet the reft on Sion's hill.

Thy Saviour fentenced joy,

And in the flefh condemned it as unfit,

At leaft in lump : for fuch doth oft deftroy :

Whereas a bit

Doth 'tice us on to hopes of more,
And for -the prefent health reftore.

A Chriftian's ftate and cafe

Is not a corpulent, but a thin and fpare.

Yet active ftrength : whofe long and bony face

Content and care

Do feem to equally divide,

Like a pretender, not a bride.

Wherefore fit down, good heart ;

Grafp not at much, for fear thou lofeft all.

If comforts fell according to defert,

They would great frofts and fnows deftroy :

For we mould count, Since the laft joy.
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Then clofe again the feam,
Which thou haft open'd ; do not fpread thy robe

In hope of great things. Call to mind thy dream,
An earthly globe,

On whofe meridian was engraven,
Thefe feas are tears, and heaven the haven.

Artillery.

AS
I one evening fat before my cell,

Methought a ftar did moot into my lap.

I rofe, and fhook my clothes, as knowing well,

That from fmall fires comes oft no fmall mifhap
When fuddenly I heard one fay,

Do as thou ufeft, difobey,

Expel good motions from thy breaft,

Which have the face of fire, but end in reft.

I, who had heard of mufic in the fpheres,

But not of fpeech in ftars, began to mufe :

But turning to my God, whofe minifters

The ftars and all things are ; If I refufe,

Dread Lord, faid I, fo oft my good :

Then I refufe not e'en with blood

To wafh away my ftubborn thought :

For I will do, or fuffer what I ought.
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But I have alfo ftars and fhooters too,

Born where thy fervants both artilleries ufe.

My tears and prayers night and day do woo,

And work up to thee ; yet thou doft refufe.

Not butl am, (I muft fay ftill)

Much more obliged to do thy will.

Than thou to grant mine : but becaufe

Thy promife now hath e'en fet thee thy laws.

Then we are (hooters both, and thou doft deign

To enter combat with us, and conteft

With thine own clay. But I would parley fain :

Shun not my arrows, and behold my breaft.

Yet if thou fhunneft, I am thine :

I muft be fo, if I am mine.

There is no articling with thee :

I am but finite, yet thine infinitely.

Church-Rents and Schifms.

BRAVE
rofe, (alas !)

where art thou ? in the chair

Where thou didft lately fo triumph and fhine,

A worm doth fit, whofe many feet and hair

Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine.
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This, this hath done it, this did bite the root

And bottom of the leaves : which when the wind

Did once perceive, it blew them under foot,

Where rude unhallow'd fteps do crufh and grind

Their beauteous glories. Only fhreds of thee,

And thofe all bitten, in thy chair I fee.

Why doth my mother blufh ? is me the rofe,

And mows it fo ? Indeed Chrift's precious blood

Gave you a colour once ; which when your foes

Thought to let out, the bleeding did you good,
And made you look much fremer than before.

But when debates and fretting jealoufies

Did worm and work within you more and more,

Your colour faded, and calamities

Turned your ruddy into pale and bleak :

Your health and beauty both began to break.

Then did your feveral parts unloofe and ftart :

Which when your neighbours faw, like a north wind

They rufhed in, and caft them in the dirt

Where Pagans tread. O Mother dear and kind,

Where mail I get me eyes enough to weep,
As many eyes as ftars ? fmce it is night,

And much of Afia and Europe faft afleep,

And e'en all Africk ; would at leaft I might
With thefe two poor ones lick up all the dew,

Which falls by night, and pour it out for you !
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Juftice.

O DREADFUL juftice, what a fright and terror

Waft thou of old,

When fin and error

Did mow and fhape thy looks to me,
And through their glafs difcolour thee !

He that did but look up, was proud and bold.

The difhes of thy balance feem'd to gape,
Like two great pits j

The beam and fcape

Did like fome tottering engine fhow :

Thy hand above did burn and glow,

Daunting the ftouteft hearts, the proudeft wits.

But now that Chrift's pure veil prefents the fight,

I fee no fears :

Thy hand is white,

Thy fcales like buckets, which attend

And interchangeably defcend,

Lifting to heaven from this well of tears.

For where before thou ftill didft call on me,
Now I ftill touch

And harp on thee.

N 2
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God's promifes hath made thee mine

Why mould I juftice now decline ?

Againft me there is none, but for me much.

The Pilgrimage.

ITRAVELL'D
on, feeing the hill, where lay

My expectation.

A long it was and weary way.
The gloomy cave of Defperation

I left on the one, and on the other fide

The rock of Pride.

And fo I came to fancy's meadow ftrow'd

With many a flower :

Fain would I here have made abode,

But I was quicken'd by the hour.

So to care's copfe I came, and there got through
With much ado.

That led me to the wild of paflion ; which

Some call the world ;

A wafted place, but fometimes rich.

Here I was robb'd of all my gold,

Save one good Angel, which a friend had tied

Clofe to my fide.
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At length I got unto the gladfome hill,

Where lay my hope,

Where lay my heart ; and climbing ftill,

When I had gain'd the brow and top,

A lake of brackim waters on the ground
Was all 1 found.

With that abafh'd and ftruck with many a fling

Of fwarming fears,

I fell, and cried, Alas, my King ;

Can both the way and end be tears ?

Yet taking heart I rofe, and then perceived

I was deceived :

My hill was further : fo I flung away,
Yet heard a cry

Juft as I went, None goes that way
And lives : If that be all, faid I,

After fo foul a journey death is fair,

And but a chair.

The Hold-faft.

I
THREATENED to obferve the ftria decree

Of my dear God with all my power and might :

But I was told by one, it could not be ;

Yet I might truft in God to be my light.
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Then will I truft, faid I, in him alone.

Nay, e'en to truft in him, was alfo his :

We muft confefs, that nothing is our own.

Then I confefs that he my fuccour is :

But to have nought is ours, not to confefs

That we have nought. I flood amazed at this,

Much troubled, till I heard a friend exprefs,

That all things were more ours by being his.

What Adam had, and forfeited for all,

Chrift keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall.

Complaining.

D not beguile my heart,

Becaufe thou art

My power and wifdom. Put me not to fhame,

Becaufe I am

Thy clay that weeps, thy duft that calls.

Thou art the Lord of glory ;

The deed and ftory

Are both thy due : but I a
filly fly,

That live or die,

According as the weather falls.
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Art thou all juftice, Lord,

Shows not thy word

More attributes ? Am I all throat or eye,

To weep or cry ?

Have I no parts but thofe of grief ?

Let not thy wrathful power
Afflict my hour,

My inch of life : or let thy gracious power
Contract my hour,

That I may climb and find relief.

The Difcharge.

BUSY
inquiring heart, what wouldft thou know ?

Why doft thou pry,

And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye
Look high and low ;

And in thy lockings ftretch and grow ?

Haft thou not made thy counts, and fumm'd up all ?

Did not thy heart

Give up the whole, and with the whole depart ?

Let what will fall :

That which is paft who can recall ?
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Thy life is God's, thy time to come is gone,

And is his right,

He is thy night at noon : he is at night

Thy noon alone.

The crop is his, for he hath fown.

And well it was for thee, when this befell,

That God did make

Thy bufmefs his, and in thy life partake :

For thou canft tell,

If it be his once, all is well.

Only the prefent is thy part and fee.

And happy thou,

If, though thou didft not beat thy future brow,
Thou couldft well fee

What prefent things required of thee.

*

They afk enough ; why fhouldft thou further go ?

Raife not the mud
Of future depths, but drink the clear and good.

Dig not for woe
In times to come ; for it will grow.

Man and the prefent fit : if he provide,

He breaks the fquare.

This hour is mine : if for the next I care,

I grow too wide,

And do encroach upon death's fide :
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For death each hour environs and furrounds.

He that would know

And care for future chances, cannot go,

Unto thofe grounds,

But through a churchyard which them bounds.

Things prefent fhrink and die : but they that fpend

Their thoughts and fenfe

On future grief, do not remove it thence,

But it extend,

And draw the bottom out an end.

God chains the dog till night : wilt loofe the chain,

And wake thy forrow ?

Wilt thou foreftall it, and now grieve to-morrow,

And then again

Grieve over frefhly all thy pain ?

Either grief will not come : or if it muft,

Do not forecaft :

And while it cometh, it is almoft paft.

Away diftruft :

My God hath promifed ; he is juft.



186 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Praife.

KING
of glory, King of peace,

I will love thee :

And that love may never ceafe,

I will move thee.

Thou haft granted my requeft,

Thou haft heard me :

Thou didft note my working breaft,

Thou haft fpared me.

Wherefore with my utmoft art

I will fmg thee,

And the cream of all my heart

I will bring thee.

Though my fins againft me cried,

Thou didft clear me ;

And alone, when they replied,

Thou didft hear me.

Seven whole days, not one in feven,

I will praife thee.

In my heart, though not in Heaven,
I can raife thee.



THE CHURCH. 187

Thou grew'ft foft and moift with tears,

Thou relentedft.

And when Juflice call'd for fears,

Thou diflentedft.

Small it is, in this poor fort

To enrol thee :

E'en eternity is too fhort

To extol thee.

An Offering.

COME,
bring thy gift.

If bleflings were as flow

As men's returns, what would become of fools ?

What haft thou there ? a heart ? but is it pure ?

Search well and fee ; for hearts have many holes.

Yet one pure heart is nothing to beftow :

In Chrift two natures met to be thy cure.

O that within us hearts had propagation,

Since many gifts
do challenge many hearts !

Yet one, if good, may title to a number ;

And fmgle things grow fruitful by deferts.

In public judgments one may be a nation.

And fence a plague, while others fleep and (lumber.
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But all I fear is, left thy heart difpleafe,

As neither good, nor one : fo oft divifions

Thy lufts have made, and not thy lufts alone ;

Thy paflions alfo have their fet partitions.

Thefe parcel out thy heart : recover thefe,

And thou may'ft offer many gifts in one.

There is a balfam, or indeed a blood,

Dropping from heaven, which doth both cleanfe and

clofe

All forts of wounds ; of fuch ftrange force it is.

Seek out this All-heal, and feek no repofe,

Until thou find, and ufe it to thy good :

Then bring thy gift ; and let thy hymn be this ;

SINCE my fadnefs

Into gladnefs

Lord, thou doft convert,

O accept

What thou haft kept,

As thy due defert.

Had I many,
Had I any,

(For this heart is none)
All were thine

And none of mine,

Surely thine alone.
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Yet thy favour

May give favour

To this poor oblation ;

And it raife

To be thy praife,

And be my falvation.

Longing.

w"ITH fick and famim'd eyes,

With doubling knees and weary bones,

To thee my cries,

To thee my groans,
To thee my fighs, my tears afcend :

No end ?

My throat, my foul is hoarfe ;

My heart is wither'd like a ground
Which thou doft curfe.

My thoughts turn round,
And make me giddy : Lord, I fall,

Yet call.
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From thee all pity flows.

Mothers are kind, becaufe thou art,

And doft difpofe

To them a part :

Their infants, them ; and they fuck thee

More free.

Bowels of pity, hear !

Lord of my foul, love of my mind,

Bow down thine ear ;

Let not the wind

Scatter my words, and in the fame

Thy name !

Look on my forrows round !

Mark well my furnace ! O what flames,

W hat heats abound !

What griefs, what fhames !

Confider, Lord ; Lord, bow thine ear,

And hear!

Lord Jefu, thou didft bow

Thy dying head upon the tree :

O be not now
More dead to me !

Lord, hear ! Shall he that made the ear

Not hear ?



THE CHURCH. 191

Behold, thy duft doth ftir ;

It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee :

Wilt thou defer

To fuccour me,

Thy pile of duft, wherein each crumb

Says, Come ?

To thee help appertains.

Haft thou left all things to their courfe,

And laid the reins

Upon the horfe ?

Is all lock'd ? hath a fmner's plea

No key ?

Indeed the world's thy book,

Where all things have their leaf affign'd :

Yet a meek look

Hath interlined.

Thy board is full, yet humble guefts

Find nefts.

Thou tarrieft, while I die,

And fall to nothing : thou doft reign,

And rule on high,

While I remain

In bitter grief; yet am I ftyled

Thy child.



192 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Lord, didft thou leave thy throne,

Not to relieve ? how can it be,

That thou art grown
Thus hard to me ?

Were fin alive, good caufe there were

To bear.

But now both fin is dead,

And all thy promifes live and bide.

That wants his head ;

Thefe fpeak and chide,

And in thy bofom pour my tears,

As theirs.

Lord JESU, hear my heart,

Which hath been broken now fo long,

That every part

Hath got a tongue !

Thy beggars grow ; rid them away

To-day.

My love, my fweetnefs, hear !

By thefe thy feet, at which my heart

^A
Lies all the year

Pluck out thy dart,

And heal my troubled breaft which cries,

Which dies.
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The Bag.

AWAY defpair ; my gracious Lord doth hear,

Though winds and waves aflault my keel,

He doth preferve it : he doth fteer,

E'en when the boat feems moft to reel.

Storms are the triumph of his art :

Well may he clofe his eyes, but not his heart :

"

Haft thou not heard, that my Lord JESUS died ?

Then let me tell thee a ftrange ftory.

The God of power, as he did ride

In his majeftic robes of glory,

Refolved to light ; and fo one day
He did defcend, undreffing all the way.

The ftars his tire of light and rings obtained,

The cloud his bow, the fire his fpear,

The Iky his azure mantle gained.

And when they afk'd, what he would wear ;

He fmiled, and faid as he did go,

He had new clothes a making here below.

When he was come, as travellers are wont,

He did repair unto an inn.

Both then and after, many a brunt

He did endure to cancel fin :
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And having given the reft before,

Here he gave up his life to pay our fcore.

But as he was returning, there came one

That ran upon him with a fpear.

He who came hither all alone,

Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear,

Received the blow upon his fide,

And ftraight he turn'd, and to his brethren cried,

If ye have any thing to fend or write,

(I have no bag, but here is room)
Unto my father's hands and fight

(Believe me) it mall fafely come.

That I mall mind, what you impart ;

Look, you may put it very near my heart.

Or if hereafter any of my friends

Will ufe me in this kind, the door

Shall ftill be open ; what he fends

I will prefent, and fomewhat more,

Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey

Anything to me. Hark defpair, away.
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The]ews.

POOR
nation, whofe fweet fap, and juice

Our cyons have purloin'd, and left you

dry :

Whofe ftreams we got by the Apoftles' fluice,

And ufe in baptifm, while ye pine and die :

Who by not keeping once, became a debtor ;

And now by keeping lofe the letter :

O that my prayers ! mine, alas !

O that fome Angel might a trumpet found :

At which the Church falling upon her face

Should cry fo loud, until the trump were drown'd,

And by that cry of her dear Lord obtain,

That your fweet fap might come again !

The Collar.

I
STRUCK the board, and cried, no more ;

I will abroad.

What ? fhall I ever figh and pine ?

My lines and life are free ; free as the road,

Loofe as the wind, as large as ftore.

o 2
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Shall I be ftill in fuit ?

Have I no harveft but a thorn

To let me blood, and not reftore

What I have loft with cordial fruit ?

Sure there was wine,
Before my fighs did dry it : there was corn,

Before my tears did drown it.

Is the year only loft to me ?

Have I no bays to crown it ?

No flowers, no garlands gay ? all blafted ?

All wafted ?

Not fo, my heart : but there is fruit,
*"

And thou haft hands. \

Recover all thy figh-blown age
On double pleafures : leave thy cold difpute

Of what is fit, and not/orfake thy cage, \

Thy rope of fands, ^

Which petty thoughts have made, and made to thee

Good cable, to enforce and draw,

And be thy law,

While thou didft wink and wouldft not fee.

Away ; take heed :

I will abroad. ^-\

Call in thy death's-head there : tie up thy fears,
j

He that forbears

To fuit and ferve his need,

Deferves his load.
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But as I raved and grew more fierce and wild

At every word,

Methought I heard one calling, Child :

And I replied, My Lord.

The Glimpfe.

WHITHER
away delight ?

Thou cameft but now ; wilt thou fo

foon depart,
And give me up to night ?

For many weeks of lingering pain and fmart

But one half hour of comfort for my heart ?

Methinks delight mould have

More fkill in mufic, and keep better time.

Wert thou a wind or wave,

They quickly go and come with letter crime :

Flowers look about, and die not in their prime.

Thy fhort abode and ftay

Feeds not, but adds to the defire of meat.

Lime begg'd of old (they fay)

A neighbour fpring to cool his inward heat j

Which by the fpring's accefs grew much more great.
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In hope of thee my heart

Pick'd here and there a crumb, and would not die ;

But conftant to his part,

When as my fears foretold this, did reply,

A {lender thread a gentle gueft will tie.

Yet if the heart that wept
Muft let thee go, return when it doth knock.

Although thy heap be kept

For future times, the droppings of the flock

May oft break forth, and never break the lock.

If I have more to fpin,

The wheel mail go, fo that thy ftay be ftiort.

Thou know' ft how grief and fin

Difturb the work. O make me not their fport,

Who by thy coming may be made a court !

o
Adurance.

SPITEFUL bitter thought!

Bitterly fpiteful thought ! Couldft

tjioji invent

So high a torture ? Is fuch poifon bought ?

Doubtlefs, but in the way of punimment,
When wit contrives to meet with thee,,

No fuch rank poifon can there be.
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Tbou faidft but even now,
That all was not fo fair, as I conceived,

Betwixt my God and me ; that I allow

And coin large hopes ; but, that I was deceived :

Either the league was broke, or near it
-

}

And, that I had great caufe to fear it.

And what to this ? What more

Could poifon, if it had a tongue, exprefs ?

What is thy aim ? Wouldft thou unlock the door

To cold defpairs, and gnawing penfivenefs ?

Wouldft thou raife devils ? I fee, I know,
I writ thy purpofe long ago.

But I will to my Father,

Who heard thee fay it. O moft gracious Lord,

If all the hope and comfort that I gather,

Were from myfelf, I had not half a word,
Not half a letter to oppofe

What is objected by mjrioes.

But thou art my defert :

And in this league, which now my foes invade,

Thou art not only to perform thy part,

But alfo mine ? as when the league was made,
Thou didft at once thylelf indite,

And hold my hand, while I did write.
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Wherefore if thou canft fail

Then can thy truth and I : but while rocks ftand,

And rivers ftir, thou canft not fhrink or quail :

Yea, when both rocks and all things (hall difband,

Then {halt thou be my rock and tower,

And make their ruin praife thy power.

Now foolifh thought go on,

Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat

To hide thy fhame : for thou haft caft a bone,

Which bounds on thee, and will not down thy throat.

What for itfelf love once began,

Now love and truth will end in man,

The Call.

COME,
my Way, my Truth, my Life

Such a way, as gives us breath :

Such a Truth, as ends all ftrife :

Such a Life, as killeth death.

Come my Light, my Feaft, my Strength :

Such a Light, as mows a feaft :

Such a Feaft, as mends in length :

Such a Strength, as makes his gueft.
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Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart :

Such a Joy, as none can move :

Such a Love, as none can part :

Such a Heart, as joys in love.

Clafping of Hands.

LORD,
thou art mine, and I am thine,

If mine I am : and thine much more,

Than I or ought, or can be mine.

Yet to be thine, doth me reftore ;

So that again I now am mine,

And with advantage mine the more.

Since this being mine, brings with it thine,

And thou with me dofl thee reftore.

If I without thee would be mine,
I neither mould be mine nor thine.

Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine :

So mine thou art, that fomething more
I may prefume thee mine, than thine.

For thou didft fuffer to reftore

Not thee, but me, and to be mine :

And with advantage mine the more,
Since thou in death waft none of thine,

Yet then as mine didft me reftore.

O be mine ftill ! ftill make me thine ;

Or rather make no Thine and Mine !
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Praife.

LORD,
I will mean and fpeak thy praife,

Thy praife alone.

My bufy heart mall fpin it all my days :

And when it ftops for want of ftore,

Then will I wring it with a figh or groan,

That thou mayft yet have more.

When thou doft favour any a&ion,

It runs, it flies :

All things concur to give it a perfection.

That which had but two legs before,

When thou doft blefs, hath twelve : one wheel doth

rife

To twenty then, or more.

But when thou doft on bufmefs blow,

It hangs, it clogs :

Not all the teams of Albion in a row

Can hale or draw it out of door.

Legs are but ftumps, and Pharaoh's wheels but logs,

And ftruggling hinders more.

Thoufands of things do thee employ
In ruling all
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This fpacious globe : Angels muft have their joy,

Devils their rod, the Tea his fhore,

The winds their ftint : and yet when I did call,

Thou heard' ft my call, and more.

I have not loft one fmgle tear :

But when mine eyes

Did weep to heaven, they found a bottle there

(As we have boxes for the poor)

Ready to take them in ; yet of a fize

That would-contain much more.

But after thou hadft flipt a drop

From thy right eye

(Which there did hang like ftreamers near the top

Of fome fair church, to fhow the fore

And bloody battle which thou once didft try)

The glafs was full and more.

Wherefore I fmg. Yet fmce my heart

Though prefPd, runs thin j

O that I might fome other other hearts convert,

And fo take up at ufe good ftore :

That to thy chefts there might be coming in

Both all my praife, and more !
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Jofeph's Coat.

WOUNDED
I fmg, tormented I endite,

Thrown down I fall into a bed, and reft

Sorrow hath changed its note : fuch is his will

Who changeth all things, as him pleafeth beft.

For well he knows, if but one grief and fmart

Among my many had his full career,

Sure it would carry with it e'en my heart,

And both would run until they found a bier

To fetch the body; both being due to grief.

But he hath fpoil'd the race : and given to anguifh

One of Joy's coats, 'ticing it with relief

To linger in me, and together languifh.

I live to fhow his power, who once did bring

My joys to weep, and now my griefs to fmg.
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The Pulley.

WHEN
God at firft made man, ^

Having a glafs of blefling ftanding by

Let us (faid he) pour on him all we can :

Let the world's riches, which difperfed lie,

ContracT: into a fpan.

So ftren-gth firft made a way ;

Then beauty flow'd, then wifdom, honour, pleafure

When almoft all was out, God made a ftay,

Perceiving that alone, of all his treafure,

Reft in the bottom lay.

For if I fhould (faid he)

Beftow this jewel alfo on my creature,

He would adore my gifts inftead of me,
And reft in Nature, not the God of Nature :

So both ihould lofers be.

Yet let him keep

But keep them with repining reftleflhefsj

Let him be rich and weary, that at leaft,

If goodnefs lead him not, yet wearinefs
'

May tofs him to my breaft.
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The Priefthood.

BLEST
order, which in power doft fo excel,

That with the one hand thou lifteft to the fky,

And with the other throweft down to hell

In thy juft cenfures ; fain would I draw nigh ;

Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay-fword

For that of the holy word.

But thou art fire, facred and hallow'd fire ;

And I but earth and clay: fhould I prefume
To wear thy habit, the fevere attire

My flender compofitions might confume.

I am both foul and brittle, much unfit

To deal in holy Writ.

Yet have I often feen, by cunning hand

And force of fire, what curious things are made

Of wretched earth. Where once I fcorn'd to ftand,

That earth is fitted by the fire and trade

Of fkilful artifts, for the boards of thofe

Who make the braveft mows.
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But fmce thofe great ones, be they ne'er fo great,

Come from the earth, from whence thofe veflels come ;

So that at once both feeder, difh, and meat,

Have one beginning and one final fum :

I do not greatly wonder at the fi^ht,

If earth in earth delight.

But the holy men of God fuch veflels are,

As ferve him up, who all the world commands.

When God vouchfafeth to become our fare,

Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands :

O what pure things, moft pure muft thofe things be,

Who bring my God to me !

Wherefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand

To hold the Ark, although it feem to {hake

Through the old fins and new doctrines of our land.

Only, fmce God doth often veflels make

Of lowly matter for high ufes meet,

I throw me at his feet.

There will I lie, until my Maker feek

For fome mean fluff whereon to fhow his fkill :

Then is my time. The diftance of the meek

Doth flatter power. Left good come fhort of ill

In praifing might, the poor do by fubmiflion

What pride by oppofition.
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The Search.

WHITHER,
O, whither art thou fled,

My Lord, my love ?

My fearches are my daily bread ;

Yet never prove.

My knees pierce the earth, mine eyes the fky

And yet the fphere

And centre both to me deny
That thou art there,

Yet can I mark how herbs below

Grow green and gay;
As if to meet thee they did know,

While I decay.

Yet can I mark how ftars above

Simper and mine,
As having keys unto thy love,

While poor I pine.

I fent a figh to feek thee out,

Deep drawn in pain,

Wing'd like an arrow : but my fcout

Returns in vain.
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I turn'd another (having ftore)

Into a groan,
Becaufe the fearch was dumb before :

But all was one.

Lord, doft thou fome new fabric mould

Which favour wins,

And keeps thee prefent, leaving the old

Unto their fins ?

Where is my God ? what hidden place

Conceals thee ftill ?

What covert dare eclipfe thy face ?

Is it thy will ?

O let not that of any thing :

Let rather brafs,

Or fteel, or mountains be thy ring,

And I will pafs.

Thy will fuch an intrenching is,

As pafleth thought :

To it all ftrength, all fubtilties

Are things of nought.

Thy will fuch a ftrange diftance is,

As that to it

Eaft and Weft touch, the poles do kifs,

And parallels meet.

P

,
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Since then my grief muft be as large

As is thy fpace,

Thy diftance from me ; fee my charge,

Lord, fee my cafe.

O take thefe bars, thefe lengths, away ;

Turn, and reftore me :

Be not Almighty, let me fay,

Againft, but for me.

When thou doft turn, and wilt be near :

What edge fo keen,

What point fo piercing can appear

To come between ?

For as thy abfence doth excel

All diftance known .

So doth thy nearnefs bear the bell,

Making two one.

Grief.

OWHO
will give me tears ? Come all ye fprings,

Dwell in my head and eyes : come, clouds,

and rain :

My grief hath need of all the watery things,

That nature hath produced. Let every vein
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Suck up a river to fupply mine eyes,

My weary weeping eyes too dry for me,
Unlefs they get new conduits, new fupplies

To bear them out, and with my ftate agree.

What are two mallow fords, two little fprouts

Of a lefs world ? the greater is but fmall,

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts,

Which want provifion in the midft of all.

Verfes, ye are too fine a thing, too wife

For my rough forrows : ceafe, be dumb and mute,

Give up your feet and running to mine eyes,

And keep your meafures for fome lover's lute,

Whofe grief allows him mufic and a rhyme :

For mine excludes both meafure, tune, and time.

Alas, my God !

The Crofs.

WHAT is this ftrange and uncouth thing
To make me figh, and feek, and faint, and

die,

Until I had fome place, where I might fmg,
And ferve thee ; and not only I,

But all my wealth, and family might combine

To fet thy honour up, as our defign.

P 2
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And then when after much delay,

Much wreftling, many a combat, this dear end,

So much defired, is given, to take away

My power to ferve thee : to unbend

All my abilities, my defigns confound,

And lay my threatenings bleeding on the ground.

One ague dwelleth in my bones,

Another in my foul (the memory
What I would do for thee, if once my groans

Could be allowed for harmony)
I am in all a weak difabled thing,

Save in the fight thereof, where ftrength doth fting.

Befides, things fort not to my will,

E'en when my will doth ftudy thy renown :

Thou turneft the edge of all things on me ftill,

Taking me up to throw me down :

So that, e'en when my hopes feem to be fped,

I am to grief alive, to them as dead.

To have my aim, and yet to be

Farther from it than when I bent my bow :

To make my hopes my torture, and the fee

Of all my woes another woe,
Is in the midft of delicates to need,

And e'en in Paradife to be a weed.
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Ah, my dear Father, eafe my fmart !

Thefe contrarieties crufh me : thefe crofs actions

Do wind a rope about, and cut my heart :

And yet fmce thefe thy contradictions

Are properly a crofs felt by thy Son,

With but four words, my words, Thy will be done.

The Flower.

HOW frefh', O Lord, how fweet and clean

Are thy returns ! e'en as the flowers in

fpring ;

To which, befides their own demean,

The late-paft frofts tributes of pleafure bring.

Grief melts away
Like fnow in May,

As if there were no fuch cold thing.

Who would have thought my fhrivePd heart

Could have recover'd greennefs ? It was gone

Quite under ground ; as flowers depart

To fee their mother-root, when they have blown ;

Where they together

All the hard weather,

Dead to the world, keep houfe unknown.
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Thefe are thy wonders, Lord of power,

Killing and quickening, bringing down to hell

And up to heaven in an hour ;

Making a chiming of a pafling bell.

We fay amifs,

This or that is :

Thy word is all, if we could ipell.

that I once paft changing were,

Faft in thy Paradife, where no flower can wither !

Many a fpring I moot up fair,

Offering at heaven, growing and groaning thither

Nor doth my flower

Want a fpring-fhower,

My fins and I joining together,

But while I grow in a ftraight line,

Still upwards bent, as if heaven were mine own,

Thy anger comes, and I decline :

What froft to that ? what pole is not the zone

Where all things burn,

When thou doft turn,

And the leaft frown of thine is mown ?

And now in age I bud again,

After fo many deaths I live and write ;

1 once more fmell the dew and rain,

And relifh verfing : O my only light,
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It cannot be

That I am he,

On whom thy tempefts fell at night.

Thefe are thy wonders, Lord of love,

To make us fee we are but flowers that glide :

Which when we once can find and prove,

Thou haft a garden for us, where to bide.

Who would be more,

Swelling through ftore,

Forfeit their Paradife by their pride.

Dotage.

FALSE
glozing pleafures, cafks of happinefs.

Foolifh night-fires, women's and children's

wifhes,"

Chafes in arras, gilded emptinefs

Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career,

Embroidered lies, nothing between two dimes :

Thefe are the pleafures here.

True earneft forrows, rooted miferies,

Anguifh in grain, vexations ripe and blown,

Sure-footed griefs, folid calamities,
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Plain demonftrations, evident and clear,

Fetching their proofs e'en from the very bone ;

Thefe are the forrows here.

But oh the folly of distracted men,
Who griefs in earned, joys in jeft purfue ;

Preferring, like brute beafts, a loathfome den

Before a court, e'en that above fo clear,

Where are no forrows, but delights more true

Than miferies are here !

The Son.

LET
foreign nations of their language boaft,

What fine variety each tongue affords :

I like our language, as our men and coaft ;

Who cannot drefs it well, want wit, not words.

How neatly do we give one only name

To parent's iflue and the fun's bright ftar !

A fon is light and fruit : a fruitful flame

Chafing the father's dimnefs, carried far

From the firft man in the Eaft, to frefh and new

Weftern difcoveries of pofterity.

So in one word our Lord's humility
We turn upon him in a fenfe moft true :

For what Chrift once in humblenefs began,
We him in glory call, The Son of Man.
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A True Hymn.

MY joy, my life, my crown !

My heart was meaning all the day^

Somewhat it fain would fay :

And ftill it runneth muttering up and down

With only this, My joy, my life, my crown !

Yet flight not thefe few words ;

If truly faid, they may take part

Among the beft in art.

The finenefs which a hymn or pfalm affords,

Is, when the foul unto the lines accords.

He who craves all the mind,

And all the foul, and ftrength, and time,

If the words only rhyme,

Juftly complains, that fomewhat is behind

To make his verfe, or write a hymn in kind.

Whereas if the heart be moved,

Although the verfe be fomewhat fcant,

God doth fupply the want.

As when the heart fays (fighing to be approved)

O, could I love ! and flops ; God writeth, Loved.
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The Anfwer.

MY comforts drop and melt away like mow :

I {hake my head, and all the thoughts and ends,

Which my fierce youth did bandy, fall and flow

Like leaves about me, or like fummer friends,

Flies of eftates and funmine. But to all,

Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking,

But in my profecutions flack and fmall 5

As a young exhalation, newly waking,
Scorns his firft bed of dirt, and means the fky ;

But cooling by the way, grows purfy and flow,

And fettling to a cloud, doth live and die

In that dark ftate of tears : to all, that fo

Show me, and fet me, I have one reply,

Which they that know the reft, know more than I.

A Dialogue-Anthem.

CHRISTIAN, DEATH.

CHR. A LAS, poor death ! where is thy glory ?

XX. Where is thy famous force, thy ancient
'

fting?
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DEA. Alas, poor mortal, void of ftory,

Go fpell and read how I have kill'd thy King.

CHR. Poor death ! and who was hurt thereby ?

Thy curfe being laid on him makes thee accurft.

DEA. Let lofers talk, yet thou {halt die ;

Thefe arms (hall crufh thee. CHR. Spare not,

do thy worft.

I mail be one day better than before :

Thou fo much worfe, that thou malt be no more.

The Water-Courfe.

THOU
who doft dwell and linger here below,

Since the condition of this world is frail,

Where of all plants afflictions fooneft grow ;

If troubles overtake thee, do not wail :

(Life.
For who can look for lefs that lovetrK c . r

|
Strife.

But rather turn the pipe, and water's courfe

To ferve thy fins, and furnifh thee with ftore

Of fovereign tears, fpringing from true remorfe:

That fo in purenefs thou mayft him adore

("Salvation.Who gives to man, as he fees fit,

[Damnatlont
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Self-Condemnation.

TiHOU who condemneft Jewifh hate,

For choofmg Barabbas a murderer

Before the Lord of glory ;

Look back upon thine own eftate,

Call home thine eye (that bufy wanderer)

That choice may be thy ftory.

He that doth love, and love amifs

This world's delights before true Chriftian joy,

Hath made a Jewifh choice :

The world an ancient murderer is ;

Thoufands of fouls it hath and doth deftroy

With her enchanting voice.

He that hath made a forry wedding
Between his foul and gold, and hath preferr'd

Falfe gain before the true,

Hath done what he condemns in reading :

For he hath fold for money his dear Lord,

And is a Judas-Jew.
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Thus we prevent the laft great day,

And judge ourfelves. That light which fin and paffion

Did before dim and choke,

When once thofe fnuffs are ta'en away,

Shines bright and clear, e'en unto condemnation,

Without excufe or cloak.

Bitter-Sweet.

AH,
my dear angry Lord,

Since thou doft love, yet ftrike

Cart down, yet help afford :

Sure I will do the like.

I will complain, yet praife ;

1 will bewail, approve :

And all my four-fweet days

I will lament, and love.

The Glance.

WHEN
firft thy fweet and gracious eye

Vouchfafed e'en in the midft of youth
and night

To look upon me, who^ before did lie

Weltering in fin ;
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I felt a fugar'd ftrange delight,

Faffing all cordials made by any art,

Bedew, embalm, and overrun my heart,

And take it in.

Since that time many a bitter florin

My foul hath felt, e'en able to deftroy,

Had the malicious and ill-meaning harm

His fwing and fway :

But ftill thy fweet original joy,

Sprung from thine eye, did work within my foul,

And furging griefs, when they grew bold, control,

And got the day.

If thy firft glance fo powerful be,

A mirth but open'd, and feal'd up again ;

What wonders mall we feel, when we mail fee

Thy full-eyed love !

When thou (halt look us out of pain,

And one afpecl: of thine fpend in delight

More than a thoufand funs difburfe in light,

In heaven above.
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The Twenty-third Pfalm

THE
God oflove my fhepherd is,

And he that doth me feed :

While he is mine, and I am his,

What can I want or need ?

He leads me to the tender grafs,

Where I both feed and reft ;

Then to the ftreams that gently pafs :

In both I have the beft.

Or if I ftray, he doth convert,

And bring my mind in frame :

And all this not for my defert,

But for his holy name.

Yea, in death's mady, black abode

Well may I walk, not fear :

For thou art with me, and thy rod

To guide, thy ftaff to bear.

Nay, thou doft make me fit and dine,

E'en in my enemies' fight ;

My head with oil, my cup with wine

Runs over day and night.
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Surely thy fweet and wondrous love

Shall meafure all my days

And as it never {hall remove,
So neither {hall my praife.

Mary Magdalen.

WHEN
bleffed Mary wiped her Saviour's feet,

(Whofe precepts {he had trampled on before)

And wore them for a jewel on her head,

Showing his fteps mould be the ftreet,

Wherein me thenceforth evermore

With penfive humblenefs would live and tread :

She being ftain'd herfelf, why did me ftrive

To make him clean, who could not be defiled ?

Why kept me not her tears for her own faults,

And not his feet ? though we could dive

In tears like feas, our fins are piled

Deeper than they, in words, and works, and thoughts.

Dear foul, me knew who did vouchfafe and deign
To bear her filth ; and that her fins did dam
E'en God himfelf : wherefore me was not loath,

As me had brought wherewith to ftain,

So to bring in wherewith to warn :

And yet in warning one, me warned both.
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Aaron.

HOLINESS
on the head,

Light and perfections on the breaft,

Harmonious bells below, raifmg the dead

To lead them unto life and reft.

Thus are true Aarons dreft.

Profanenefs in my head,

Defeats and darknefs in my breaft,

A noife of paffions ringing me for dead

Unto a place where is no reft :

Poor prieft thus am I dreft.

Only another head

I have, another heart and breaft,

Another mufic, making live, not dead,

Without whom I could have no reft :

In him I am well dreft.

Chrift is my only head,

My alone only heart and breaft,

My only mufic, ftriking me e'en dead ;

That to the old man I may reft,

And be in him new dreft.

Q
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So holy in my head,

Perfect and light in my dear breaft,

My do&rine tuned by Chrift, (who is not dead,
But lives in me while I do reft)

Come, people ; Aaron's dreft.

The Odour.

2 COR. ii.

HOW fweetly doth My Mafter found ! My Mafter !

As ambergris leaves a rich fcent

Unto the tafter :

So do thefe words a fweet content,

An oriental fragrancy, My Mafter.

With thefe all day I do perfume my mind,

My mind e'en thruft into them both ;

That I might find

What cordials make this curious broth,

This broth of fmells that feeds and fats my mind.

My Mafter, (hall I fpeak ? O that to thee

My Servant were a little fo,

As flefh may be ;

That thefe two words might creep and grow
To fome degree of fpicinefs to thee !
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Then fhould the Pomander, which was before

A fpeaking fweet, mend by reflection,

And tell me more ?

For pardon of my imperfection

Would warm and work it fweeter than before.

For when My Mafter, which alone is fweet,

And e'en in my unworthinefs pleafmg,
Shall call and meet,

My fervant, as thee not difpleafmg,

That call is but the 'breathing of the fweet.

This breathing would with gains by fweetening me

(As fweet things traffic when they meet)
Return to thee.

And fo this new commerce and fweet

Should all my life employ, and bufy me.

r

The Foil.

F we could fee below

The fphere of virtue, and each mining

grace,

As plainly as that above doth (how ;

This were the better fky, the brighter place.

Q 2
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God hath made ftars the foil

To fet off virtues ; griefs to fet off finning :

Yet in this wretched world we toil,

As if grief were not foul, nor virtue winning.

The Forerunners.

THE harbingers are come. See, fee their mark

White is their colour, and behold my head.

But muft they have my brain ? muft they difpark

Thofe fparkling notions, which therein were bred ?

Muft dulnefs turn me to a clod ?

Yet have they left me, Thou art ftill my God.

Good men ye be, to leave me my beft room,
E'en all my heart, and what is lodged there :

I pafs not, I, what of the reft become,

So, thou art ftill my God, be out of fear.

He will be pleafed with that ditty j

And if I pleafe him, I write fine and witty.

Farewell fweet phrafes, lovely metaphors :

But will ye leave me thus ? when ye before

Of ftews and brothels only knew the doors,

Then did I warn you with my tears, and more,
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Brought you to Church well dreft and clad :

My God muft have my beft, e'en all I had.

Lovely enchanting language, fugarcane,

Honey of rofes, whither wilt thou fly
?

Hath fome fond lover 'ticed thee to thy bane ?

And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a
fty ?

Fy, thou wilt foil thy broider'd coat,

And hurt thyfelf, and him that fmgs the note.

Let foolifh lovers, if they will love dung,

With canvas, not with arras clothe their fhame :

Let folly fpeak in her own native tongue.

True beauty dwells on high : ours is a flame

But borrowed thence to light us thither.

Beauty and beauteous words mould go together.

Yet if you go, I pafs not ; take your way :

For, Thou art ftill my God, is all that ye

Perhaps with more embellimment can
fay.

Go, birds of fpring : let winter have his fee ;

Let a bleak palenefs chalk the door,

So all within be livelier than before.
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The Rofe.

PRESS
me not to take more pleafure

In this world of fugar'd lies,

And to ufe a larger meafure

Than my ftricl:, yet welcome fize.

Firft, there is no pleafure here :

Colour'd griefs
indeed there are,

Bluming woes, that look as clear,

As if they could beauty fpare.

Or if fuch deceits there be,

Such delights I meant to fay j

There are no fuch things to me,

Who have pafPd my right away.

But I will not much oppofe

Unto what you now advife :

Only take this gentle rofe,

And therein my anfwer lies.

What is fairer than a rofe ?

What is fweeter ? yet it purgeth.

Purgings enmity difclofe,

Enmity forbearance urgeth.
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If then all that worldlings prize

Be contracted to a rofe ;

Sweetly there indeed it lies,

But it biteth in the clofe.

So this flower doth judge and fentence

Worldly joys to be a fcourge :

For they all produce repentance,

And repentance is a purge.

But I health, not phyfic choofe :

Only thdugh I you oppofe,

Say that fairly
I refufe,

For my anfwer is a rofe.

Difcipline.

THROW away thy rod,

Throw away thy wrath

my God,
Take the gentle path.

For my heart's defire

Unto thine is bent :

1 afpire

To a full confent.
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Not a word or look

I affect to own,
But by book.

And thy book alone.

Though I fail, I weep :

Though I halt in pace,

Yet I creep

To the throne of grace.

Then let wrath remove ;

Love will do the deed :

For with love

Stony hearts will bleed.

Love is fwift of foot ;

Love's a man of war,

And can fhoot,

And can hit from far.

Who can 'fcape his bow ?

That which wrought on thee,

Brought thee low,

Needs muft work on me.

Throw away thy rod ;

Though man frailties hath,

Thou art God :

Throw away thy wrath.
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The Invitation.

COME
ye hither all, whofe tafte

Is your wafte ;

Save your coft, and mend your fare.

God is here prepared and dreff'd,

And the feaft,

God, in whom all dainties are.

Come ye hither all, whom wine

Doth define,

Naming you not to your good ;

Weep what ye have drunk amifs,

And drink this,

Which before ye drink is blood.

Come ye hither all, whom pain

Doth arraign,

Bringing all your fins to fight :

Tafte and fear not : God is here

In this cheer,

And on fin doth caft the fright.
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Come ye hither all, whom joy

Doth deftroy,

While ye graze without your bounds :

Here is joy that drowneth quite

Your delight,

As a flood the lower grounds.

Come ye hither all, whofe love

Is your dove,

And exalts you to the fky :

Here is love, which, having breath

E'en in death,

After death can never die.

Lord I have invited all,

And I fhall

Still invite, ftill call to thee :

For it feems but juft and right

In my fight,

Where is all, there all fhould be.

The Banquet.

wELCOME fweet and facred cheer,

Welcome dear,



THE CHURCH. 235

With me, in me, live and dwell :

For thy neatnefs pafleth fight,

Thy delight

Pafleth tongue to tafte or tell.

O what fweetnefs from the bowl

Fills my foul,

Such as is, and makes divine !

Is fome ftar (fled from the fphere)

Melted there,

As we fugar melt in wine ?

Or hath fweetnefs in the bread

Made a head

To fubdue the fmell of fin,

Flowers, and gums, and powders giving

All their living,

Left the enemy fliould win ?

Doubtlefs neither ftar nor flower

Hath the power
Such a fweetnefs to impart :

Only God, who gives perfumes,
Flefti aflumes,

And with it perfumes my heart.

But as Pomanders and wood

Still are good,
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Yet being bruifed are better fcented ;

God, to (how how far his love

Could improve,

Here, as broken, is prefented.

When 1 had forgot my birth,

And on earth

In delights of earth was drown'd ;

God took blood, and needs would be

Spilt with me,

And fo found me on the ground.

Having raifed me to look up,

In a cup

Sweetly he doth meet my tafte.

But I ftill being low and fhort,

Far from court,

Wine becomes a wing at laft.

For with it alone I fly

To the fky :

Where I wipe mine eyes and fee

What I feek, for what I fue ;

Him I view

Who hath done fo much for me.

Let the wonder of this pity

Be my ditty,



THE CHURCH. 237

And take up my lines and life :

Hearken under pain of death,

Hands and breath.

Strive in this, and love the ftrife.

The Pofy.

ET wits conteft,

And with their words and pofies windows

fill:

Lefs than the leaft

Of all thy mercies, is my pofy ftill.

This on my ring,

This by my picture, in my book I write ;

Whether I fing,

Or fay, or dictate, this is my delight.

Invention reft ;

Comparifons go play ; wit ufe thy will :

Lefs than the leaft

Of all God's mercies, is my pofy ftllL
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A Parody.

SOUL'S
joy, when thou art gone,

And I alone,

Which cannot be,

Becaufe thou doft abide in me,

And I depend on thee ;

Yet when thou doft fupprefs

The cheerfulnefs

Of thy abode,

And in my powers not ftir abroad,

But leave me to my load :

O what a damp and {hade

Doth me invade !

No ftormy night

Can fo afflicT: or fb affright

As thy eclipfed light.

Ah Lord ! do not withdraw,

Left want of awe

Make fin appear ;

And when thou doft but fhine lefs clear,

Say that thou art not here.
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And then what life I have,

While fin doth rave,

And falfely boaft,

That I may feek, but thou art loft :

Thou and alone thou know'ft.

O what a deadly cold

Doth me infold !

I half believe,

That Sin fays true : but while I grieve,

Thou comeft and doft relieve.

The Elixir.

TEACH
me, my God and King,

In all things thee to fee,

And what I do in any thing,

To do it as for thee :

Not rudely as a beaft,

To run into an action ;

But ftill to make thee prepofleft,

And give it his perfection.

A man that looks on glafs,

On it may ftay his eye ;

Or if he pleafeth, through it pafs,

And then the heaven efpy.
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All may of thee partake :

Nothing can be fo mean,
Which with his tincture (for thy fake)

Will not grow bright and clean.

A fervant with this claufe

Makes drudgery divine :

Who fweeps a room, as for thy laws,

Makes that and the action fine.

This is the famous ftone

That turneth all to gold :

For that which God doth touch and own
Cannot for lefs be told.

A Wreath.

\ WREATHED garland of deferved praife,

Jr"\. Of praife deferved, unto thee I give,

I give to thee, who knoweft all my ways,

My crooked winding ways, wherein I live,

Wherein I die, not live ; for life is ftraight,

Straight as a line, and ever tends to thee,

To thee, who art more far above deceit,

Than deceit feems above flmplicity.



THE CHURCH. 241

Give me fimplicity, that I may live,

So live and like, that I may know thy ways,
Know them and pra&ife them : then mall I give

For this poor wreath, give thee a crown of praife.

Death.

DEATH,
thou waft once an uncouth hideous

thing^

Nothing but bones,

The fad efFecT: of fadder groans :

Thy mouth was open, but thou couldft not fmg.

For we confidered thee as at fome fix

Or ten years hence,

After the lofs of life and fenfe,

Flefh being turn'd to duft, and bones to fticks.

We look'd on this fide of thee, mooting mort ;

Where we did find

The fhells of fledge fouls left behind,

Dry duft, which fheds no tears, but may extort.

But fince our Saviour's death did put fome blood

Into thy face :

Thou art grown fair and full of grace,

Much in requeft, much fought for, as a good.
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For we do now behold thee gay and glad,

As at doomfday ;

When fouls fhall wear their new array,

And all thy bones with beauty (hall be clad.

Therefore we can go die as deep, and truft

Half that we have

Unto an honeft faithful grave ;

Making our pillows either down, or duft.

Doomfday.

<OME away,
Make no delay.

Summon all the duft to rife,

Till it ftir, and rub the eyes ;

While this member jogs the other,

Each one whifpering, Live you, brother ?

Come away,
Make this the day.

Duft, alas ! no muiic feels,

But thy trumpet : then it kneels,

As peculiar notes and ftrains

Cure Tarantula's raging pains.



THE CHURCH. 243

Come away,
O make no ftay !

Let the graves make their confeflion,

Left at length they plead poiTeflion :

Flefh's ftubbornnefs may have

Read that leffbn to the grave.

Come away,

Thy flock doth ftray.

Some to the winds their body lend,

And in them may drown a friend :

Some in noifome vapours grow
To a plague and public woe.

Come away,

Help our decay.

Man is out of order hurl'd,

Parcell'd out to all the world.

Lord, thy broken confort raife,

And the mufic mall be praife.

R 2
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Judgment.

ALMIGHTY
Judge, how ftiall poor wretches

brook

Thy dreadful look,

Able a heart of iron to appal,

When thou {halt call

For every man's peculiar book ?

What others mean to do, I know not well ;

Yet I hear tell,

That fome will turn thee to fome leaves therein

So void of fin,

That they in merit (hall excel.

But I refolve, when thou fhalt call for mine,
That to decline,

And thruft a Teftament into thy hand :

Let that be fcann'd.

There thou malt find my faults are thine.
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Heaven.

WHO will mow me thofe delights on high r

ECHO. I.

Thou Echo, thou art mortal, all men know.

ECHO. No.

Wert thou not born among the trees and leaves ?

ECHO.' Leaves.

And are there any leaves, that ftill abide ?

ECHO. Bide.

What leaves are they ? impart the matter wholly.

ECHO. Holy.

Are holy leaves the Echo then of blifs ?

ECHO. Yes.

Then tell me me, what is that fupreme delight ?

ECHO. Light.

Light to the mind : what mail the will enjoy ?

ECHO. Joy.

But are there cares and bufmefs with the pleafure ?

ECHO. Leifure.

Light, joy, and leifure ; but mall they perfever?

L ECHO. Ever.



246 HERBERT'S POEMS.

Love.

LOVE
bade me welcome ; yet my foul drew back,

Guilty of duft and fin.

But quick-eyed Love, obferving me grow flack

From my entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, fweetly queftioning,

If I lack'd any thing.

A gueft, I anfwer'd, worthy to be here :

Love faid, you mail be he.

I the unkind, ungrateful ? Ah, my dear,

I cannot look on thee.

Love took my hand, and fmiling did reply,

Who made the eyes but I ?

Truth Lord, but I have marr'd them : let my fhame

Go where it doth deferve.

And know you not, fays Love, who bore the blame ?

My dear, then I will ferve.

You muft fit down, fays Love, and tafte my meat :

So I did fit and eat.

GLORY BE TO GOD ON HIGH, AND ON EARTH

PEACE, GOOD-WILL TOWARDS MEN.
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\ LMIGHTY Lord, who from thy glorious throne

*L\. Seeft and ruleft all things e'en as one :

The fmalleft ant or atom knows thy power,
Known alfo to each, minute of an hour :

Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee,

And wrap their policies in thy decree,

Complying with thy counfels, doing nought
Which doth not meet with an eternal thought.
But above all, thy Church and Spoufe doth prove
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love.

Early didft thou arife to plant this vine,

Which might the more endear it to be thine.

Spices .come from the Eaft; fo did thy Spoufe,

Trim as the light, fweet as the laden boughs
Of Noah's fhady vine, chafte as the dove,

Prepared and fitted to receive thy love.

The courfe was weftward, that the fun might light

As well our underftanding as our fight.

Where the Ark did reft, there Abraham began
To bring the other Ark from Canaan.
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Mofes purfued this : but King Solomon

Finifh'd and fix'd the old religion.

When it grew loofe, the Jews did hope in vain

By nailing Chrift to faften it again.

But to the Gentiles he bore crofs and all,

Rending with earthquakes the partition-wall.

Only whereas the Ark in glory (hone,

Now with the crofs, as with a ftaff, alone,

Religion, like a pilgrim, weftward bent,

Knocking at all doors, ever as me went.

Yet as the fun, though forward be his flight,

Liftens behind him, and allows fome light,

Till all depart : fo went the Church her way,

Letting, while one foot ftept, the other ftay

Among the eaftern nations for a time,

Till both removed to the weftern clime.

To Egypt firft me came, where they did prove
Wonders of anger once, but now of love.

The ten Commandments there did flourifh more

Than the ten bitter plagues had done before.

Holy Macarius and great Anthony
Made Pharaoh Mofes, changing the hiftory.

Goftien was darknefs, Egypt full of lights,

Nilus for monfters brought forth Ifraelites.

Such power hath mighty Baptifm to produce,

For things miffhapen, things of higheft ufe.
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How dear to me, O God, thy counfels are !

Who may with thee compare !

Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts

Gave her the higheft place in all men's hearts.

Learning was pofed, Philofophy was fet,

Sophifters taken in a rimer's net.

Plato and Ariftotle were at a lofs,

And wheel'd about again to fpell Chrift's-Crofs,

Prayers chafed fyllogifms into their den,

And Ergo was tranfform'd into Amen.

Though Greece took horfe as foon as Egypt did,

And Rome as both ; yet Egypt fafter rid,

And fpent her period and prefixed time

Before the other. Greece being paft her prime,

Religion went to Rome, fubduing thofe,

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

The Warrior his dear fears no more refounds ;

But feems to yield Chrift hath the greater wounds ;

Wounds willingly endured to work his blifs,

Who by an ambufh loft his Paradife.

The great heart ftoops, and taketh from the duft

A fad repentance, not the fpoils of luft :

Quitting his fpear left it mould pierce again

Him in his members, who for him was flain.

The fhepherd's hook grew to a fceptre here,

Giving new names and numbers to the year.
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But the Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them.

Who were cut fhort in Alexander's ftem.

In both of thefe Prowefs and Arts did tame

And tune men's hearts againft the Gofpel came :

Which ufmg, and not fearing fkill in the one,

Or ftrength in the other, did erect her throne,

Many a rent and ftruggling the empire knew,

(As dying things are wont,) until it flew

At length to Germany, ftill weftward bending,
And there the Church's feftival attending :

That as before Empire and Arts made way,

(For no lefs harbingers would ferve than they)

So they might ftill, and point us out the place,

Where firft the Church fhould raife her downcaft face.

Strength levels grounds, Art makes a garden there ;

Then mowers Religion, and makes all to bear.

Spain in the Empire fhared with Germany,
But England in the higher victory;

Giving the Church a crown to keep her ftate,

And not go lefs than me had done of late.

Conftantine's Britifh line meant this of old,

And did this myftery wrap up and fold

Within a fheet of paper, which was rent

From time's great Chronicle, and hither fent.

Thus both the Church and Sun together ran

Unto the fartheft old meridian.
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How dear to me, O God, thy counfels are !

Who may with thee compare ?

Much about one and the fame time and place,

Both where and when the Church began her race,

Sin did fet out of Eaftern Babylon,
And travell'd weftward alfo : journeying on

He chid the Church away, where'er he came,

Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name.

At firft he got to Egypt, and did fow

Gardens of gods, whieh every year did grow,
Frefh and fine deities. They were at great coft,

Who for a god clearly a fallet loft.

Ah, what a thing is man devoid of grace,

Adoring garlic with an humble face,

Begging his food of that which he may eat,

Starving the while he worfhippeth his meat !

Who makes a root his god, how low is he,

If God and man be fever'd infinitely !

What wretchednefs can give him any room,
Whofe houfe is foul, while he adores his broom ?

None will believe this now, though money be

In us the fame tranfplanted foolery.

Thus Sin in Egypt fneaked for a while ;

His higheft was an ox or crocodile,

And fuch poor game. Thence he to Greece doth pafsj

And being craftier much than Goodnefs was,
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He left behind him garrifons of fins,

To make good that which every day he wins.

Here Sin took heart, and for a garden-bed
Rich fhrines and oracles he purchafed :

He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell

As well what fhould befall, as what befell.

Nay, he became a poet, and would ferve

His pills of fublimate in that conferve.

The world came both with hands and purfes full

To this great lottery, and all would pull.

But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit,

Where fome poor truths were muffled for a bait

To credit him, and to difcredit thofe,

Who after him mould braver truths difclofe.

From Greece he went to Rome : and as before

He was a God, now he's an Emperor.
Nero and others lodged him bravely there,

Put him in truft to rule the Roman fphere.

Glory was his chief inftrument of old :

Pleafure fucceeded ftraight, when that grew cold

Which foon was blown to fuch a mighty flame,

That though our Saviour did deftroy the game,

Difparking oracles, and all their treafure,

Setting affliction to encounter pleafure ;

Yet did a rogue with hope of carnal joy,

Cheat the moft fubtle nations. Who fo coy,
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So trim, as Greece and Egypt? yet their hearts

Are given over, for their curious arts,

To such Mahometan ftupidities,

As the old Heathen would deem prodigies.

How dear to me, O God, thy counsels are !

Who may with thee compare ?

Only the Weft and Rome do keep them free

From this contagious infidelity.

And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaft,

As Rome will one day find unto her coft.

Sin being not able to extirpate quite

The Churches here, bravely refolved one night

To be a Churchman too, and wear a Mitre :

The old debauched ruffian would turn writer.

I faw him in his ftudy, where he fate

Bufy in controverfies fprung of late.

A gown and pen became him wondrous well :

His grave afpecl: had more of heaven than hell :

Only there was a handfome picture by,

To which he lent a corner of his eye.

As Sin in Greece a Prophet was before,

And in old Rome a mighty Emperor ;

So now being Prieft he plainly did profefs

To make a jeft of Chrift's three offices :

The rather fince his fcatter'd jugglings were

United now in one both time and fphere.
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From Egypt he took petty deities,

From Greece oracular infallibilities,

And from old Rome the liberty of pleafure,

By free difpenfmgs of the Church's treafure.

Then in memorial of his ancient throne,

He did furname his palace Babylon.
Yet that he might the better gain all nations,

And make that name good by their tranfmigrations

From all thefe places, but at divers times,

He took fine vizards to conceal his crimes :

From Egypt Anchorifm and retirednefs,

Learning from Greece, from old Rome ftatelinefs ;

And blending thefe, he carried all men's eyes,

While Truth fat by, counting his victories :

Whereby he grew apace and fcorn'd to ufe

Such force as once did captivate the Jews ;

But did bewitch, and
finally work each nation

Into a voluntary tranfmigration.

All poft to Rome : Princes fubmit their necks

Either to his public foot or private tricks.

It did not fit his gravity to ftir,

Nor his long journey, nor his gout and fur :

Therefore he fent out able minifters,

Statefmen within, without doors cloiflerers ;

Who without fpear, or fword, or other drum,
Than what was in their tongue, did overcome ;
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And having conquer'd, did fo ftrangely rule,

That the whole world did feem but the Pope's mule.

As new and old Rome did one Empire twift ;

So both together are one Antichrift ;

Yet with two faces, as their Janus was,

Being in this their old crack'd looking-glafs.

How dear to me, O God, thy counfels are!

Who may with thee compare ?

Thus Sin triumphs in Weftern Babylon ;

Yet not as Sin, but as, Religion.

Of his two thrones he made the latter beft,

And to defray his journey from the Eaft.

Old and new Babylon are to hell and night,

As is the moon and fun to heaven and light.

When the one did fet, the other did take place,

Confronting equally the law and grace.

They are hell's land-marks, Satan's double creft :

They are Sin's nipples, feeding the eaft and weft.

But as in vice the copy ftill exceeds

The pattern, but not fo in virtuous deeds ;

So though Sin made his latter feat the better,

The latter Church is to the firft a debtor.

The fecond Temple could not reach the firft :

And the late reformation never durft

Compare with ancient times and purer years ;

But in the Jews and us deferveth tears.
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Nay, it fhall every year decreafe and fade ;

Till fuch a darknefs do the world invade

At Chrift's kit coming, as his firft did find :

Yet muft there fuch proportions be afiign'd

To thefe diminifhings, as is between

The fpacious world and Jewry to be feen.

Religion ftands on tiptoe in our land,

Ready to pafs to the American ftrand.

When height of malice, and prodigious lufts,

Impudent finning, witchcrafts, and diftrufts,

(The marks of future bane,) fhall fill our cup
Unto the brim, and make our meafure up ;

When Seine mall fwallow Tiber, and the Thames

By letting in them both, pollutes her ftreams :

When Italy of us mail have her will,

And all her calendar of fins fulfil ;

Whereby one may foretell, what fins next year
Shall both in France and England domineer :

Then fhall Religion to America flee :

They have their times of Gofpel, e'en as we.

My God, thou doft prepare for them a way,

By carrying firft their gold from them away :

For gold and grace did never yet agree :

Religion always fides with poverty.
We think we rob them, but we think amifs :

We are more poor, and they more rich by this.
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Thou wilt revenge their quarrel, making grace
To pay our debts, and leave our ancient place
To go to them, while that, which now their nation

But lends to us, fliall be our defolation.

Yet as the Church mall thither weftward
fly,

So Sin mail trace and dog her inftantly :

They have their period alfo and fet times

Both for their virtuous actions and their crimes.

And where of old the Empire and the Arts

Uflier'd the Gofpel ev.er in men's hearts,

Spain hath done one ; when Arts perform the other,

The Church mall come, and Sin the Church mail

fmother :

That when they have accomplifhed the round,

And met in the Eaft their firft and ancient found,

Judgment may meet them both, and fearch them round.

Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sun,

Light one another, and together run.

Thus alfo Sin and Darknefs follow ftill

The Church and Sun with all their power and fkill.

But as the Sun ftill goes both weft and eaft :

So alfo did the Church by going weft

Still eaftward go ; becaufe it drew more near

To time and place, where judgment mail appear.

How dear to me, O God, thy counfels are !

Who may with thee compare ?
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L'Envoy.

KING
of glory, King of peace,

With the one make war to ceafe ;

With the other blefs thy- fheep,

Thee to love, in thee to fleep.

Let not fin devour thy fold,

Bragging that thy blood is cold ;

That thy death is alfo dead,

While his conquefts daily fpread ;

That thy flefh hath loft his food,

And thy Crofs is common wood.

Choke him, let him fay no more,

But referve his breath in ftore,

Till thy conqueft and his fall

Make his fighs to ufe it all ;

And then bargain with the wind

To difcharge what is behind.

BLESSED BE GOD ALONE,
THRICE BLESSED THREE IN ONE.



259

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS,

A Sonnet,

SENT BY GEORGE HERBERT TO HIS MOTHER AS

A NEW YEAR'S GIFT FROM CAMBRIDGE.

MY God, where is that ancient heat towards thee,

Wherewith whole flioals of Martyrs once did

burn,

Befides their other flames ? Doth poetry
Wear Venus' livery ? only ferve her turn ?

Why are not fonnets made of thee ? and layes

Upon thine altar burnt ? Cannot thy love

Heighten a fpirit to found out thy praife

As well as any me ? Cannot thy Dove

Outftrip their Cupid eafily in flight ?

Or, fmce thy ways are deep, and frill the fame,

Will not a verfe run fmooth that bears thy name !

Why doth that fire, which by thy power and might
Each breaft does feel, no braver fuel choofe

Than that, which one day,worms may chance refufe.

s 2
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Sure, Lord, there is enough in thee to dry
Oceans of ink ; for, as the Deluge did

Cover the Earth, fo doth thy Majefty :

Each cloud diftils thy praife, and doth forbid

Poets to turn it to another ufe.

Rofes and lilies fpeak thee ; and to make
A pair of cheeks of them, is thy abufe.

Why fhould I women's eyes for cryftal take ?

Such poor invention burns in their low mind

Whofe fire is wild, and doth not upward go
To praife, and on thee, Lord, fome ink beftow.

Open the bones, and you fhall nothing find

In the beft face but filth
; when Lord, in thee

The beauty lies, in the difcovery.

Infcription
IN THE PARSONAGE, BEMERTON.

TO MY SUCCESSOR.

IF
thou chance for to find

A new houfe to thy mind

And built without thy coft:

Be good to the poor,

As God gives thee ftore,

And then my labour's not loft.
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On Lord Danvers.

SACRED
marble, fafely keep

His duft, who under thee muft fleep,

Until the years again reftore

Their dead, and time (hall be no more.

Meanwhile, if he, (which all things wears)

Does ruin thee, or if thy tears

Are med for him ; difTolve thy frame,

Thou art requited : for his fame,

His virtue, and his worth mail be

Another monument to thee.

A Paradox.

(From a MS. Collection formerly Dr. Rawlinfon's,

in the Bodleian Library, Oxford.)

THAT THE SICK ARE IN A BETTER CASE, THEN
THE WHOLE.

YOU
who admire yourfelves becaufe

You neither groan nor weep,
And think it contrary to Nature's laws

To want one ounce of fleep,

Your ftrong belief

Acquits yourfelves, and gives the fick all grief.
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Your (late to ours is contrary,

That makes you think us poor,

So Black-moors think us foul, and we

Are quit with them, and more,

Nothing can fee,

And judge of things but mediocrity.

The fick are in themfelves a ftate

Which health hath nought to do.

How know you that our tears proceed from woe,

And not from better fate ?

Since that mirth hath

Her waters alfo and defired bath.

How know you that the fighs we fend

From want of breath proceed,

Not from excefs ? and therefore we do fpend*

That which we do not need ;

So trembling may
As well fhow inward warbling, as decay.

Ceafe then to judge calamities

By outward form and mow,
But view yourfelves, and inward turn your eyes,

Then you mail fully know

That your eftate

Is, of the two, the far more defperate.
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You always fear to feel thofe fmarts

Which we but fometimes prove,

Each little comfort much affects our hearts,

None but grofs joys you move ;

Why then confefs

Your fears in number more, your joys are lefs.

Then for yourfelves not us embrace

Plaints to bad fortune due,

For though you vifit us, and plaint or cafe,

We doubt much whether you
Come to our bed

To comfort us, or to be comforted.
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PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE;

OR,

THE COUNTRY PARSON.

Chap. I.

OF A PASTOR.

APASTOR is the deputy of Chrift for the reducing

of man to the obedience of God. This defini

tion is evident, and contains the direct fteps of paftoral

duty and authority. For, firft, man fell from God by
difobedience. Secondly, Chrift is the glorious inftru-

ment of God for the revoking of man. Thirdly, Chrift,

being not to continue on earth, but, after he had ful

filled the work of reconciliation, to be received up into

heaven, he conftituted deputies in his place ; and thefe

are priefts. And therefore St. Paul, in the beginning
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of his Epiftles, profefleth this : and, in the firft to the

Coloflians, plainly avoucheth, that he "
fills up that

which is behind of the afflictions of Chrift in his flefh,

for his body's fake, which is the church." Wherein

is contained the complete definition of a Minifter.

Out of this charter of the priefthood may be plainly

gathered both the dignity thereof and the duty. The

dignity, in that a Prieft may do that which Chrift did,

and by his authority, and as his vicegerent. The duty,

in that a Prieft is to do that which Chrift did, and after

his manner, both for doctrine and life.

Chap. II.

THEIR DIVERSITIES.

OF
Paftors (intending my own nation only; and

alfo therein fetting afide the Reverend Prelates

of the church, to whom this difcourfe arifeth not) fome

live in the Univerfities ; fome in noble houfes ; some

in parifhes, refiding on their cures.

Of thofe that live in the Univerfities, fome live there
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in office, whofe rule is that of the apoftle:*
"
Having

gifts, differing according to the grace that is given to

us, whether prophecy, let us prophefy according to the

proportion of faith : or miniftry, let us wait on our

miniftering : or he that teacheth, on teaching, &c. :

he that ruleth, let him do it with diligence," &c.

Some in a preparatory way ; whofe aim and labour

muft be, not only to get knowledge, but to fubdue and

mortify all lufts and affections ; and not to think that,

when they have read the fathers or fchoolmen, a mini-

fter is made, and the thing done. The greateft and

hardeft preparation is within. For,
" unto the un

godly, faith God, why doft thou preach my laws, and

takeft my covenant in thy mouth ? "f
Thofe that live in noble houfes are called chaplains,

whofe duty and obligation being the fame to the houfes

they live in, as a Parfon's to his parifh, in defcribing

the one (which is indeed the bent of my difcourfe)

the other will be manifeft. Let not chaplains think

themfelves fo free as many of them do ; and, becaufe

they have different names, think their office different.

Doubtlefs they are Parfons of the families they live in,

and are entertained to that end, either by an open or

implicit covenant. Before they are in orders, they may
be received for companions or difcourfers ; but, after a

* Rom. xii. 68. f Ps. 1. 16.
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man is once Minifter, he cannot agree to come into

any houfe where he fhall not exercife what he is y un-

lefs he forfake his plough and look back. Wherefore

they are not to be over-fubmiflive and bafe, but to

keep up with the lord and lady of the houfe, and to

preferve a boldnefs with them and all, even fo far as

reproof to their very face, when occafion calls ; but

feafonably and difcreetly. They who do not thus,

while they remember their earthly lord, do much for

get their heavenly ; they wrong the priefthood, neglect

their duty, and fhall be fo far from that which they
feek with their over-fubmiffivenefs and cringings, that

they mail ever be defpifed. They who, for the hope
of promotion, negledl: any neceflary admonition or re

proof, fell (with Judas) their Lord and Mafter.

Chap. III.

THE PARSON'S LIFE.

THE Country Parfon is exceedingly exaft in his

life ; being holy, juft, prudent, temperate, bold,

grave, in all his ways. And becaufe the two higheft
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points of life, wherein a Chriftian is moil feen, are

patience and mortification
; patience in regard of afflic

tions, mortification in regard of lufls and affections,

and the ftupifying and deadening of all the clamorous

powers of the foul ; therefore he hath thoroughly

ftudied thefe, that he may be an abfolute mafter and

commander of himfelf, for all the purpofes for which

God hath ordained him.

Yet, in thefe points, he labours moft in thofe things

which are moft apt to fcandalize his parifh. And firft,

becaufe country people live hardly," and therefore (as

feeling their own fweat, and confequently knowing the

price of money) are offended much with any who, by
hard ufage, increafe their travail, the Country Parfon is

very circumfpecl: in avoiding all covetoufnefs : neither

being greedy to get, nor niggardly to keep, nor troubled

to lofe, any worldly wealth ; but, in all his words and

actions, flighting and difefteeming it ; even to a won

dering that the world mould fo much value wealth,

which in the day of wrath hath not one drachm of

comfort for us. Secondly, becaufe luxury is a very
vifible fin, the Parfon is very careful to avoid all the

kinds thereof: but elpecially that of drinking, becaufe

it is the moft popular vice ; into which, if he come, he

proilitutes himfelf both to fhame and fin, and by having
u

fellowfhip with the unfruitful works of darknefs,"
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he difableth himfelf of authority to u
reprove them.'

For fins make all equal whom they find together : am

then THEY are worft, who ought to be beft. Neither i

it for the fervant of Chrift to haunt inns, or taverns, o

alehoufes, to the difhonour of his perfon and office

The Parfon doth not fo, but orders his life in fuch ;

fafhion, that, when death takes him, as the Jews an<

Judas did Chrift, he may fay as He did,
" I fat dail 1

with you teaching in the temple." Thirdly, becauf

country people (as indeed all honeft men) do mucl

efteem their word, it being the life of buying and fellinj

and dealing in the world, therefore the Parfon is ver

ftrict in keeping his word, though it be to his QWJ

hindrance ; as knowing that, if he be not fo, he wi)

quickly be difcovered and difrefpe&ed ; neither wil

they believe him in the pulpit, whom they cannot truf

in his converfation. As for oaths, and apparel, thi

diforders thereof are alfo very manifeft. The Parfon ?

yea is yea, and nay, nay: and his apparel plain, bu

reverend, and clean, without fpots, or duft, or fmell

the purity of his mind breaking out, and dilating itfel

even to his body, clothes, and habitation.
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Chap. IV.

THE PARSON'S KNOWLEDGE.

THE Country Parfon is full of all knowledge.

They fay, it is an ill mafon that refufeth any
ftone : and there is no knowledge, but, in a fkilful

hand, ferves either pofitively as it is, or elfe to illuftrate

fome other knowledge.' He condefcends even to the

knowledge of tillage and pafturage, and makes great

ufe of them in teaching ;
becaufe people by what they

underftand, are beft led to what they underftand not.

But the chief and top of his knowledge confifts in

the book of books, the ftorehoufe and magazine of

life and comfort, THE HOLY SCRIPTURES. There he

fucks, and lives. In the Scriptures he finds four things :

precepts for life, doctrines for knowledge, examples for

illuftration, and promifes for comfort. Thefe he hath

digefted feverally.

But, for the understanding of thefe, the means he

ufeth are Firft, A HOLY LIFE ; remembering what

his Mafter faith, that "
if any do God's will, he mail

know of the doctrine;"* and afTuring himfelf, that

* John vii. 17.
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wicked men, however learned, do not know the Scrip

tures, becaufe they feel them not, and becaufe they

are not underftood but with the fame Spirit that writ

them. The fecond means is PRAYER, which, if it

be neceflary even in temporal things, how much more

in things of another world, where " the well is deep,

and we have nothing" of ourfelves " to draw with !

"

Wherefore he ever begins the reading of the Scripture

with fome mort ejaculation ; as, Lord,
"
open mine

eyes, that I may fee the wondrous things of thy law."

The third means is a DILIGENT COLLATION of Scrip

ture with Scripture. For, all truth being confonant

to itfelf, and all being penned by one and the felf-fame

Spirit, it cannot be, but that an induftrious and judi

cious comparing of place with place muft be a fmgular

help for the right underftanding of the Scriptures. To
this may be added, the confideration of any text with

the coherence thereof, touching what goes before, and

what follows after ; as alfo the fcope of the Holy
Ghoft. When the apoftles would have called down

fire from heaven, they were reproved as ignorant of

what fpirit they were. For the law required one thing,

and the gofpel another ; yet as diverfe, not as repug
nant ; therefore the fpirit of both is to be confidered

and weighed. The fourth means are COMMENTERS
AND FATHERS, who have handled the places contro-
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verted; which the Parfon by no means refufeth. As

he doth not fo ftudy others, as to neglect the grace of

God in himfelf, and what the Holy Spirit teacheth

him ; fo doth he aflure himfelf, that God in all ages

hath had his fervants, to whom he hath revealed his

truth, as well as to him : and that as one country doth

not bear all things, that there may be a commerce ;

fo neither hath God opened or will open, all to one,

that there may be a traffic in knowledge between the

fervants of God, for the planting both of love and

humility. Wherefore he hath one comment, at leaft,

upon every book of Scripture ; and, ploughing with

this, and his own meditations, he enters into the fecrets

of God treafured in the Holy Scripture.

Chap. V.

THE PARSON'S ACCESSORY

KNOWLEDGES.

THE Country Parfon hath read the fathers alfo,

and the fchoolmen, and the later writers, or a

good proportion of all : out of all which he hath com

piled a book, and body of divinity, which is the



274 HERBERT'S

houfe of his fermons, and which he preacheth all his

life, but diverfely clothed, illuftrated, and enlarged.
For though the world is full of fuch compofures, yet

every man's own is fitteft, readieft, and moft favoury
to him. Befides, this being to be done in his younger
and preparatory times, it is an honest joy ever after to

look upon his well-fperit hours.

This body he made, by way of expounding the

church catechifm ; to which all divinity may eafily

be reduced. For, it being indifferent in itfelf to choofe

any method, that is beft to be chofen of which there is

likelieft to be moft ufe. Now catechifmg being a

work of fmgular and admirable benefit to the church

of God, and a thing required under canonical obedience,

the expounding of our catechifm muft needs be the

moft ufeful form. Yet hath the Parfon, befides this

laborious work, a {lighter form of catechifmg, fitter for

country people ; according as his audience is, fo he

ufeth one, or other ; or fometimes both, if his audience

be intermixed.

He greatly efteems alfo of cafes of confcience ;

wherein he is much verfed. And indeed, herein is

the greateft ability of a Parfon ; to lead his people

exactly in the ways of truth, fo that they neither de

cline to the right hand, nor to the left. Neither let

any think this a flight thing. For every one hath not
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digefted, when it is a fin to take fomething for money

lent, or when not ; when it is a fault to difcover

another's fault, or when not; when the affections of

the foul in defiring and procuring increafe of means,

or honour, be a fin of covetoufnefs or ambition, and

when not ; when the appetites of the body in eating,

drinking, fleep, and the pleafure that comes with fleep,

be fins of gluttony, drunkennefs, floth, luft, and when

not
; and fo in many circumftances of actions. Now,

if a fhepherd know not which grafs will bane, or which

not, how is he fit to be a mepherd ? Wherefore the

Parfon hath thoroughly canvaffed all the particulars of

human actions ;
at leaft, all thofe which he obferveth

are moft incident to his parim.

Chap. VI.

THE PARSON PRAYING.

THE Country Parfon, when he is to read divine

fervices, compofeth himfelf to all poffible re

verence ; lifting up his heart, and hands, and eyes,

and ufmg all other geftures which may exprefs a hearty

and unfeigned devotion. This he doth First, as be-

T 2
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ing truly touched and amazed with the Majefty of God,
before whom he then prefents himfelf: yet not as

himfelf alone, but as prefenting with himfelf the whole

congregation ; whofe fins he then bears, and brings

with his own to the heavenly altar, to be bathed and

warned in the facred laver of Chrift's blood. Secondly,
as this is the true reafon of his inward fear, fo he

is content to exprefs this outwardly to the utmoft of

his power ; that, being firft affected himfelf, he may
affect alfo his people ; knowing that no fermon moves

them fo much to reverence (which they forget again
when they come to pray) as a devout behaviour in the

very act of praying. Accordingly his voice is humble,
his words treatable and ilow ; yet not fo flow neither

as to let the fervency of the fupplicant hang and die

between fpeaking; but, with a grave livelinefs, be

tween fear and zeal, paufing yet prefling, he performs
his duty.

Beiides his example, he, having often inftructed his

people how to carry themfelves in divine fervice, exacts

of them all poflible reverence ; by no means enduring
either talking, or fleeping, or gazing, or leaning, or

half-kneeling, or any undutiful behaviour in them j but

caufing them, when they fit, or ftand, or kneel, to do

all in a ftraight and fteady pofture, as attending to

what is done in the church, and every one, man and



PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE. 277

child, anfwering aloud, both Amen, and all other

anfwers which are on the clerk's and people's part

to anfwer. Which anfwers alfo are to be done, not

in a huddling or flubbering fafhion gaping, or fcratch-

ing the head, or fpitting, even in the midft of their

anfwer but gently and paufably, thinking what they

fay ; fo that while they anfwer,
" As it was in the be

ginning," &c., they meditate as they fpeak, that God
hath ever had his people that have glorified him, as

well as now, and that he mail have fo for ever. And
the like in other anfwers. This is that which the

apoftle calls a " reasonable fervice,"* when we fpeak

not as parrots, without reafon, or offer up fuch facri-

fices as they did of old, which was of beafts devoid of

reafon : but when we ufe our reafon, and apply our

powers to the fervice of him that gives them.

If there be any of the gentry or nobility of the parim,

who fometimes make it a piece of ftate not to come at

the beginning of fervice with their poor neighbours,

but at mid-prayers, both to their own lofs, and of theirs

alfo who gaze upon them when they come in, and

neglet the prefent fervice of God ; he by no means

fuffers it, but after divers gentle admonitions, if they

perfevere, he caufes them to be prefented. Or, if the

poor churchwardens be affrighted with their greatnefs

* Rom. xii. i.
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(notwithftanding his inftru&ion that they ought not to

be fo, but even to let the world fink, fo they do their

duty), he prefents them himfelf; only protecting to

them, that not any ill-will draws him to it, but the

debt and obligation of his calling, being to obey God
rather than men.

Chap. VII.

THE PARSON PREACHING.

THE Country Parfon preacheth conftantly. The

pulpit is his joy and his throne. If he at any
time intermit, it is either for want of health, or againft

fome great feflival, that he may the better celebrate

it ; or for the variety of hearers, that he may be heard

at his return more attentively. When he intermits,

he is ever very well fupplied by fome able man, who
treads in his fteps, and will not throw down what he

hath built ; whom alfo he entreats to prefs fome point
that he himfelf hath often urged with no great fuccefs,

that so " in the mouth of two or three witnefles the

truth may be" more " eftablilhed.

When he preacheth, he procures attention by all
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poffible art : both by earneftnefs of fpeech it being

natural to men to think, that where is much earneft

nefs, there is fomewhat worth hearing and by a dili

gent and bufy caft of his eyes on his auditors, with

letting them know that he marks who obferves, and

who not : and with particularizing of his fpeech now
to the younger fort, then to the elder, now to the poor,

and now to the rich " This is for you, and this is for

you ;

"
for particulars ever touch and awake, more

than generals. Herein alfo he ferves himfelf of the

judgments of God : as of thofe of ancient times, fo

efpecially of the late ones ; and thofe moft, which are

neareft to his parim ; for people are very attentive at

fuch difcourfes, and think it behoves them to be fo,

when God is fo near them, and even over their heads.

Sometimes he tells them ftories and fayings of others,

according as his text invites him : for them alfo men

heed, and remember better than exhortations ; which,

though earneft, yet often die with the fermon, efpe

cially with country people, which are thick, and heavy,
and hard to raife to a point of zeal and fervency, and

need a mountain of fire to kindle them ; but ftories

and fayings they will well remember. He often tells

them, that fermons are dangerous things; that none

goes out of church as he came in but either better
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or worfe ; that none is carelefs before his judge ; and

that the word of God fhall judge us.

By thefe and other means the Parfon procures atten

tion : but the character of his fermon is HOLINESS. He
is not witty, nor learned, nor eloquent, but HOLY:

a character that Hermogenes never dreamed of, and

therefore he could give no precepts thereof. But it is

gained, Firft, by choofmg texts of devotion, not con-

troverfy; moving and ravifhing texts, whereof the

Scriptures are full. Secondly, by dipping and feafoning

all our words and fentences in our hearts, before they
come into our mouths ; truly affe&ing, and cordially

exprefiing all that we fay, fo that the auditors may

plainly perceive that every word is heart -deep.

Thirdly, by turning often, and making many apo-

ftrophes to God : as,
" O Lord ! blefs my people, and

teach them this point !

"
or,

" O my Mafter, on whofe

errand I come, let me hold my peace, and do thou

fpeak thyfelf j for thou art love ; and when thou

teacheft, all are fcholars." Some fuch irradiations

fcatteringly in the fermon, carry great holinefs in them.

The prophets are admirable in this. So Isaiah, Ixiv.

" Oh that thou wouldeft rend the heavens, that thou

wouldeft come down," &c. And Jeremy, x. after he

had complained of the defolation of Ifrael, turns to

God fuddenly,
" O Lord, I know that the way of
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man is not in himfelf," &c. Fourthly, by frequent

wifhes of the people's good, and joying therein ; though
he himfelf were with St. Paul " even facrificed upon
the fervice of their faith." For there is no greater

fign of holinefs, than the procuring and rejoicing in

another's good. And herein St. Paul excelled in all

his epiftles. How did he put the Romans " in all his

prayers !

"* And " ceafed not to give thanks" for the

Ephefians,t and for the Corinthians. J And for the

Philippians
" made requeft with joy;" and is in con

tention for them whether to live or die, be with them

or Chrift;|| which, fetting afide his care of his flock,

were a madnefs to doubt of. What an admirable

epiflle is the second to the Corinthians ! How full

of affe&ions! He joys, and he is sorry; he grieves,

and he glories ! Never was there fuch a care of a

flock exprefled, fave in the great Shepherd of the fold,

who firft fhed tears over Jerufalem, and afterward

blood. Therefore this care may be learned there, and

then woven into fermons : which will make them ap

pear exceeding reverend and holy. Laftly, by an

often urging of the prefence and majefty of God; by
thefe or fuch like fpeeches :

"
Oh, let us take heed

what we do! God fees us ; he fees whether I fpeak as

* Rom. i. 9. f Eph. i. 16. J i Cor. i. 4.

Phil. 1.4.. ||
Phil. i. 23.
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I ought, or you hear as you ought ; he fees hearts, as

we fee faces. He is among us; for if we be here, he

muft be here; fmce we are here by him, and without

him could not be here." Then turning the difcourfe

to his majefty :
" And he is a great God, and terrible ;

as great in mercy, so great in judgment! There are

but two devouring elements, fire and water ; he hath

both in him. u His voice is as the found of many
waters."* And he himfelf " is a confuming fire."f

Such difcourfes mow very holy.

The Parfon's method in handling of a text confifts

of two parts : firft, a plain and evident declaration of

the meaning of the text; and, fecondly, fome choice

obfervations, drawn out of the whole text, as it lies

entire and unbroken in the Scripture itfelf. This

he thinks natural, and fweet, and grave. Whereas

the other way, of crumbling a text into fmall parts

(as, the perfon fpeaking, or fpoken to, the fubjet, and

object, and the like), hath neither in it fweetnefs, nor

gravity, nor variety; fmce the words apart are not

Scripture, but a dictionary, and may be confidered

alike in all the Scripture.

The Parfon exceeds not an hour in preaching,

becaufe all ages have thought that a competency : and

he that profits not in that time, will lefs afterward :

* Rev. 1.15. f Heb. xii. 9.
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the fame affe&ion which made him not profit before,

making him then weary; and fo he grows from not

relifhing to loathing.

Chap. VIII.

THE PARSON ON SUNDAYS.

THE Country Parfon, as foon as he wakes, on

Sunday morning, prefently falls to work, and

feems to himfelf fo as a market-man is, when the

market-day comes
;
or a mop-keeper, when cuftomers

ufe to come in. His thoughts are full of making the

beft of the day, and contriving it to his beft gains.

To this end, befides his ordinary prayers, he makes a

peculiar one for a bleffing on the exercifes of the day :

" that nothing befall him unworthy of that majefty
before which he is to prefent himfelf, but that all may
be done with reverence to his glory, and with edifica

tion to his flock : humbly befeeching his Matter, that

how or whenever he punifh him, it be not in his

minifhy." Then he turns to requeft for his people,
" that the Lord would be pleafed to fanctify them all ;

that they may come with holy hearts, and awful minds,
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into the congregation ; and that the good God would

pardon all thofe who come with lefs prepared hearts

than they ought."
This done, he fets himfelf to the confideration of the

duties of the day; and if there be any extraordinary

addition to the cuftomary exercifes, either from the

time of the year, or from the ftate, or from God by a

child born, or dead, or any other accident, he contrives

how and in what manner to induce it to the beft ad

vantage. Afterwards, when the hour calls, with his

family attending him, he goes to church ; at his firft

entrance humbly adoring and worfhipping the invifible

majefty and prefence of Almighty God, and blefling

the people, either openly or to himfelf. Then, having
read divine fervice twice fully, and preached in the

morning, and catechifed in the afternoon, he thinks he

hath in fome meafure, according to poor and frail man,

difcharged the public duties of the congregation. The
reft of the day he fpends either in reconciling neigh
bours that are at variance ; or in vifiting the sick ; or

in exhortations to fome of his flock by themfelves,

whom his fermons cannot, or do not, reach. And

every one is more awaked, when we come and
fay,

" Thou art the man." This way he finds exceeding

ufeful, and winning: and thefe exhortations he calls

his privy purfe ; even as princes have theirs, befides
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their public difburfements. At night he thinks it a

very fit time, both fuitable to the joy of the day, and

without hinderance to public duties, either to enter

tain fome of his neighbours, or to be entertained of

them : where he takes occafion to difcourfe of fuch

things as are both profitable and pleafant, and to raife

up their minds to apprehend God's good bleffing to

our church and ftate j that order is kept in the one,

and peace in the other, without difturbance or inter

ruption of public divine offices.

As he opened the day with prayer, fo he clofeth it j

humbly befeeching the Almighty
" to pardon and

accept our poor fervices, and to improve them, that

we may grow therein ; and that our feet may be like

hind's feet, ever climbing up higher and higher unto

him."

Chap. IX.

THE PARSON'S STATE OF LIFE.

THE Country Parfon, confidering that virginity is

a higher ftate than matrimony, and that the

Miniftry requires the beft and higheft things, is rather
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unmarried than married. But yet, as the temper of

his body may be, or as the temper of his parim may be,

where he may have occafion to converfe with women,
and that among fufpicious men, and other like circum-

ftances confidered, he is rather married than unmar

ried. Let him communicate the thing often by prayer

unto God j and as his grace fhall direct him, fo let

him proceed.

If he be unmarried, and keep houfe, he hath not a

woman in his houfe ; but finds opportunities of having
his meat drefied and other fervices done by men-

fervants at home, and his linen warned abroad. If he

be unmarried, and fojourn, he never talks with any
woman alone, but in the audience of others, and that

feldom ; and then alfo in a ferious manner, never jeft-

ingly or fportfully. He is very circumfpecl: in all

companies, both of his behaviour^ fpeech, and very
looks ; knowing himfelf to be both fufpe&ed and en

vied. If he u ftand fteadfaft in his heart, having no

neceflity, but hath power over his own will, and hath

fo decreed in his heart, that he will keep himfelf a

virgin," he fpends his days in fafting and prayer, and

blefleth God for the gift of continency; knowing
that it can no way be preferved, but only by thofe

means by which at firft it was obtained. He there

fore thinks it not enough for him to obferve the faft-
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ing days of the church, and the daily prayers enjoined

him by authority, which he obferveth out of humble

conformity and obedience ; but adds to them, out of

choice and devotion, fome other days for fafting, and

hours for prayers. And by' thefe he keeps his body

tame, ferviceable, and healthful; and his foul fervent,

active, young, and lufty as an eagle. He often readeth

the lives of the primitive monks, hermits, and virgins ;

and wondereth not fo much at their patient fuffering,

and cheerful dying, under perfecuting emperors (though
that indeed be very admirable), as at their daily tem

perance, abftinence, watchings, and conftant prayers

and mortifications, in times of peace and profperity.

To put on the profound humility and the exact tem

perance of our Lord Jefus, with other exemplary
virtues of that fort, and to keep them on in the fun-

fhine and noon of profperity, he fmdeth to be as

neceflary and as difficult, at leaft, as to be clothed

with perfect patience and Chriftian fortitude in the

cold midnight ftorms of perfecution and adverfity. He

keepeth his watch and ward, night and day, againft

the proper and peculiar temptations of his ftate of

life ; which are principally thefe two, fpiritual pride,

and impurity of heart. Againft thefe ghoftly enemies

he girdeth up his loins, keeps the imagination from

roving, puts on the whole armour of God : and by
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the virtue of the fhield of faith, he is
" not afraid

of the peftilence that walketh in darknefs" (carnal

impurity),
" nor of the ficknefs that deftroyeth at

noon-day" (ghoftly pride and felf- conceit). Other

temptations he hath, which, like mortal enemies, may
fometimes difquiet him likewife ; for the human foul,

being bounded and kept in her fenfitive faculty, will

run out more or lefs in her intellectual. Original

concupifcence is fuch an aclive thing, by reafon of

continual inward or outward temptations, that it

is ever attempting or doing one mifchief or other.

Ambition, or untimely defire of promotion to a higher
ftate or place, under colour of accommodation, or

neceflary provifion, is a common temptation to men of

any eminency, efpecially being fingle men. Curiofity
in prying into high, fpeculative, and unprofitable quef-

tions, is another great ftumbling-block to the holinefs

of fcholars. Thefe, and many other "
fpiritual wicked-

nefles in high places" doth the Parfon fear, or experi

ment, or both : and that much more being fingle than

if he were married, for then commonly the ftream of

temptations is turned another way, into covetoufnefs,

love of pleafure or eafe, or the like. If the Parfon be

unmarried, and mean to continue fo, he doth at leaft

as much as hath been faid.

If he be married, the choice of his wife was made
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rather by his ear, than by his eye ; his judgment, not

his affection, found out a fit wife for him, whofe hum
ble and liberal difpofition he preferred before beauty,

riches, or honour. He knew that (the good inftru-

ment of God to bring woman to heaven) a wife and

loving hufband could, out of humility, produce any

fpecial grace of faith, patience, meeknefs, love, obe

dience, &c., and out of liberality, make her fruitful in

all good works. As he is juft in all things, fo is he to

his wife alfo ; counting nothing fo much his own, as

that he may be unjuft unto it. Therefore he gives her

refpect both afore her fervants and others, and half at

leaft of the government of the houfe ; referving fo

much of the affairs, as ferve for a diverfion for him
;

yet never fo giving over the reins, but that he fome-

times looks how things go, demanding an account,

but not by the way of an account. And this muft be

done the oftener or the feldomer, according as he is

fatiffied of his wife's difcretion.
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Chap. X.

THE PARSON IN HIS HOUSE.

THE
Parfon is very exa& in the governing of his

houfe, making it a copy and model for his

parifh. He knows the temper and pulfe of every per

fon in his houfe ; and, accordingly, either meets with

their vices, or advanceth their virtues. His wife is

either religious, or night and day he is winning her to

it. Inftead of the qualities of the world, he requires

only three of her. Firft, a training up of her children

and maids in the fear of God ; with prayers, and cate-

chifing, and all religious duties. Secondly, a curing
and healing of all wounds and fores with her own
hands ; which Ikill either fhe brought with her, or he

takes care me mail learn it of fome religious neighbour.

Thirdly, a providing for her family in fuch fort, as that

neither they want a competent fuftentation, nor her

hufband be brought in debt.

His children he firft makes Chriftians, and then
- commonwealth's men : the one he owes to his hea-

venly country, the other to his earthly ; having no

tide to either, except he do good to both. Therefore,



PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE. 29!

having feafoned them with all piety not only of words,

in praying and reading, but in actions, in vifiting

other ficlc children, and tending their wounds ; and

fending his charity by them to the poor, and fometimes

giving them a little money to do it of themfelves, that

they get a delight in it, and enter favour with God, who

weighs even children's actions* he afterwards turns

his care to fit all their difpofitions with fome calling;

not fparing the eldeft, but giving him the prerogative

of his father's profefiion, which happily for his other

children he is not able to do. Yet, in binding them ap

prentices (in cafe he think fit to do fo), he takes care not

to put them into vain trades, unbefitting the reverence

of their father's calling : fuch as are taverns for men,
and lace-making for women ; becaufe thofe trades, for

the moft part, ferve but the vices and vanities of the

world, which he is to deny, and not augment. How
ever, he refolves with himfelf never to omit any prefent

good deed of charity, in confideration of providing a

ftock for his children ; but aflures himfelf that money,
thus lent to God, is placed furer for his children's

advantage, than if it were given to the Chamber of

London. Good deeds, and good breeding, are his two

great ftocks for his children ; if God give any thing

*
i Kings xiv. 12, 13.

U 2
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above thofe, and not fpent in them, he blefleth God,
and lays it out as he fees caufe.

His fervants are all religious : and were it not his

duty to have them fo, it were his profit ; for none are

fo well ferved, as by religious fervants ; both becaufe

they do beft, and becaufe what they do is blefled, and

profpers. After religion, he teaches them that three

things make a complete fervant : truth, and diligence,

and neatnefs or cleanlinefs. Thofe that can read, are

allowed times for it ; and thofe that cannot, are taught ;

for all in his houfe are either teachers or learners, or

both ; fo that his family is a fchool of religion ; and

they all account, that to teach the ignorant is the

greateft alms. Even the walls are not idle ; but fome-

thing is written or painted there, which may excite the

reader to a thought of piety; efpecially the icift

Pfalm ; which is exprefled in a fair table, as being the

rule of a family. And when they go abroad, his wife

among her neighbours is the beginning of good dif-

courfes ; his children among children ; his fervants

among other fervants. So that as in the houfe of

thofe that are fkilled in mufic, all are muficians ; fo

in the houfe of a preacher, all are preachers. He
fuffers not a lie or equivocation by any means in his

houfe, but counts it the art and fecret of governing, to

preferve a dire&nefs and open plainnefs in all things ;
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fo that all his houfe knows that there is no help for a

fault done but confeflion. He himfelf, or his wife,

takes account of fermons, and how every one profits,

comparing this year with the laft. And, befides the

common prayers of the family, he
ftraitly requires

of all to pray by themfelves, before they fleep at night,

and ftir out in the morning, and knows what prayers

they fay : and, till they have learned them, makes

them kneel by him ; efteeming that this private praying
is a more voluntary aft in them than when they are

called to others' prayers, and that which, when they
leave the family, they carry with them. He keeps his

fervants between love and fear, according as he finds

them. But, generally, he diftributes it thus : to his

children he mows more love than terror ; to his fer

vants, more terror than love ; but an old good fervant

boards as a child.

The furniture of his houfe is very plain, but clean,

whole, and fweet ; as fweet as his garden can make ;

for he hath no money for fuch things, charity being his

only perfume, which deferves coft when he can fpare

it. His fare is plain, and common, but wholefome.

What he hath is little, but very good. It confifteth

moft of mutton, beef, and veal ; if he adds anything
for a great day or a ftranger, his garden or orchard

fupplies it, or his barn, and yard. He goes no fur-
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ther for any entertainment, left he go into the

world ; efteeming it abfurd, that he fhould exceed,

who teacheth others temperance. But thofe which

his home produceth, he refufeth not ; as coming cheap

and eafy, and arifmg from the improvement of things

which otherwife would J>e loft. Wherein he admires

and imitates the wonderful providence and thrift of the

great Houfeholder of the world. For, there being two

things which, as they are, are unufeful to man, the

one for fmallnefs, as crumbs, and fcattered corn, and

the like ; the other for the foulnefs, as warn, and dirt,

and things thereinto fallen God hath provided crea

tures for both : for the firft, poultry ; for the fecond,

fwine. Thefe fave men the labour ; and, doing that

which either he could not do, or was not fit for him to

do, by taking both forts of food into them, do as it

were drefs and prepare both for man in themfelves, by

growing themfelves fit for his table.

The Parfon in his houfe obferves fafting-days. And

particularly, as Sunday is his day of joy, fo Friday is

his day of humiliation : which he celebrates not only
with abftinence of diet, but alfo ofcompany, recreation,

and all outward contentments ; and befides, with con-

feflion of fins, and all acl:s of mortification. Now
fafting-days contain a treble obligation : firft, of eating
lefs that day, than on other days ; fecondly, of eating
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no pleafmg or over-nourifhing things, as the Ifraelites

did eat four herbs ; thirdly, of eating no flefh which

is but the determination of the fecond rule, by autho

rity, to this particular. The two former obligations

are much more eflential to a true fafl, than the third

and lafl ; and fafting-days were fully performed by keep

ing of the two former, had not authority interpofed.

So that to eat little, and that unpleafant, is the natural

rule of failing, although it be flefh ; for, fmce failing,

in Scripture language, is an afflicting of our fouls, if a

piece of dry flefh at my table be more unpleafant to

me than fome fifh there, certainly to eat the flefh, and

not the fifh, is to keep the fafling-day naturally. And
it is obfervable, that the prohibiting of flefh came from

hot countries, where both flefh alone, and much more

with wine, is apt to nourifh more than in cold regions ;

and where flefh may be much better fpared, and with

more fafety, than elfewhere where (both the people

and the drink being cold and phlegmatic) the eating

of flefh is an antidote to both. For it is certain that

a weak flomach, being prepofTefTed with flefh, fhall

much better brook and bear a draught of beer, than if

it had been taken before either fifh or roots, or fuch

things ; which will difcover itfelf by fpitting, and

rheum, or phlegm. To conclude, the Parfon, if he

be full in health, keeps the three obligations ; eating
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fifti, or roots ; and that, for quantity little, for quality

unpleafant. If his body be weak and obftru&ed, as

moft ftudents' are, he cannot keep the laft obligation,

nor fuffer others in his houfe, that are fo, to keep it :

but only the two former ; which alfo, in difeafes of

exinanition (as consumptions), muft be broken ;
for

meat was made for man, not man for meat. To all

this may be added not for the emboldening the unruly,

but for the comfort of the weak that not only fick-

nefs breaks thefe obligations of failing, but ficklinefs

alfo. For it is as unnatural to do anything that leads

me to a ficknefs to which I am inclined, as not to get

out of that ficknefs when I am in it, by any diet. One

thing is evident that an Englifh body, and a ftudent's

body, are two great obftrucled vefTels ; and there is

nothing that is food, and not phyfic, which doth lefs

obftrucl:, than flefh moderately taken ; as, being im

moderately taken, it is exceedingly obftru&ive. And
obftru&ions are the caufe of moft difeafes.
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Chap. XL
THE PARSON'S COURTESY.

THE Country Parfon owing a debt of charity

to the poor, and of courtefy to his other

parifhioners, he fo diftinguifheth, that he keeps his

money for the poor, and his table for thofe that are

above alms. Not but that the poor are welcome alfo

to his table ; whom he fometimes purpofely takes

home with him, fetting them clofe by him, and carving
for them, both for his own humility, and their comfort,

who are much cheered with fuch friendlinefs. But

fmce both are to be done, the better fort invited, and

meaner relieved, he choofeth rather to give the poor

money : which they can better employ to their own

advantage, and fuitably to their needs, than fo much

given in meat at a dinner. Having then invited fome

of his parifh, he taketh his times to do the like to the

reft ; fo that, in the compafs of the year, he hath them

all with him : becaufe country people are very obferv-

ant of fuch things: and will not be perfuaded but,

being not invited, they are hated. Which perfuafion

the Parfon by all means avoids : knowing that where

there are fuch conceits, there is no room for his doc-
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trine to enter. Yet doth he ofteneft invite thofe whom
he fees take beft courfes : that fo both they may be

encouraged to perfevere, and others fpurred to do well,

that they may enjoy the like courtefy. For though he

defire that all fliould live well and virtuoufly, not for

any reward of his, but for virtue's fake : yet that will

not be fo. And therefore as God, although we mould

love him only for his own fake, yet out of his infinite

pity hath fet forth heaven for a reward to draw men
to piety ; and is content, if, at leaft fo, they will be

come good : fo the Country Parfon, who is a diligent

obferver and tracker of God's ways, fets up as many
encouragements to goodnefs as he can, both in honour,

and profit, and fame ; that he may, if not the beft way,

yet any way, make his parifh good.

Chap. XII.

THE PARSON'S CHARITY.

THE Country Parfon is full of charity; it is his

predominant element. For many and wonder

ful things are fpoken of thee, thou great virtue. To
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Charity is given the covering of fins,* and the for-

givenefs of fins ;f the fulfilling of the law ; the life of

faith
; the bleflings of this life,|| and the reward of

the next. 11 In brief, it is the body of Religion,** and

the top of Chriftian virtues. ft Wherefore all his

works relifh of charity. When he rifeth in the morn-

ng, he bethinketh himfelf what good deeds he can do

that day, and prefently doth them ; counting that day

loft, wherein he hath not exercifed his charity.

He firft confiders his own parifh ; and takes care

that there be not a beggar or idle perfon in his parifh,

but that all be in a competent way of getting their

living. This he efFe&s either by bounty, or perfuafion,

or by authority ; making ufe of that excellent ftatute,

which binds all parifhes to maintain their own. If his

parim be rich, he exacts this of them j if poor, and he

able, he eafeth them therein. But he gives no fet

penfion to any ; for this in time will lofe the name and

efFecl: of charity with the poor people, though not with

God ; for then they will reckon upon it, as on a debt ;

and if it be taken away, though juftly, they will murmur

and repine as much as he that is difleifed of his own

* i Pet. iv. 8. f Matt. vi. 14 ;
Luke vii. 47.

{ Rom. xiii. 10. James ii. 26.

||
Prov. xxii. 9 j P. xli. 2. ^ Matt. xxv. 40.

**
John xiii. 35. ff i Cor. xiii.
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inheritance. But the Parfon, having a double aim,

and making a hook of his chanty, caufeth them ftill to

depend on him ; and fo, by continual and frem boun

ties, unexpected to them but refolved to himfelf, he

wins them to praife God more, to live more religioufly,

and to take more pains in their vocation, as not know

ing when they (hall be relieved ; which otherwife they

would reckon upon, and turn to idlenefs. Befides

this general provifion, he hathother times of opening
his hand ; as at great feftivals and communions : not

fuffering any, that day that he receives, to want a good
meal fuiting to the joy of the occafion. But efpecially

at hard times and dearths, he even parts his living and

life among them ; giving fome corn outright, and felling

other at under rates : and, when his own ftock ferves

not, working thofe that are able to the fame charity,

ftill prefling it, in the pulpit and out of the pulpit, and

never leaving them till he obtain his defire. Yet, in

all his charity, he diftinguifheth ; giving them moft

who live beft, and take moft pains, and are moft

charged : fo is his charity in erFel a fermon.

After the confideration of his own parifh, he en-

largeth himfelf, if he be able, to the neighbourhood :

for that alfo is fome kind of obligation. So doth he

alfb to thofe at his doors ; whom God puts in his way,
and makes his neighbours. But thefe he helps not



PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE. 301

without fome teftimony, except the evidence of the

mifery bring teftimony with it. For though thefe

teftimonies alfo may be falfified, yet confidering that

the law allows thefe in cafe they be true, but allows

by no means to give without teftimony as he obeys

authority in the one, fo, that being once fatiffied, he

allows his charity fome blindnefs in the other : efpecially

fmce, of the two commands, we are more enjoined to

be charitable than wife. But evident miferies have a

natural privilege, and exemption from all law. When
ever he gives anything, and fees them labour in think

ing of him, he exacts of them to let him alone, and

fay rather,
u God be praifed, God be glorified !

"
that

fo the thanks may go the right way, and thither only,

where they are only due. So doth he alfo, before

giving, make them fay their prayers firft, or the creed,

and ten commandments ; and, as he finds them perfect,

rewards them the more. For other givings are lay and

fecular ; but this is to give like a prieft.
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chap. xiii. ;
;

THE PARSON'S CHURCH.

THE Country Parfon hath a fpecial care of his

Church, that all things there be decent and

befitting His name by which it is called. Therefore,

Firft, he takes order, that all things be in good repair ;

as walls plaftered, windows glazed, floor paved, feats

whole, firm, and uniform, efpecially that the pulpit,

and defk, and communion-table, and font, be as they

ought, for thofe great duties that are performed in

them. Secondly, that the Church be fwept, and kept

clean, without duft or cobwebs ; and, at great feftivals,

ftrewed and ftuck with boughs, and perfumed with

incenfe. Thirdly, that there be fit and proper texts of

Scripture everywhere painted j and that all the paint

ings be grave and reverend, not with light colours or

foolifh antics. Fourthly, that all the books appointed

by authority be there ; and thofe not torn or fouled,

but whole and clean, and well bound : and that there

be a fitting and fightly communion cloth of fine linen,

with a handfome and feemly carpet of good and coftly

fluff or cloth, and all kept fweet and clean in a ftrong
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decent cheft : with a chalice and cover, and a ftoop or

flagon ; and a bafori for alms and offerings : befides

which, he hath a poor-man's-box conveniently feated,

to receive the charity of well-minded people, and to

lay up treafure for the fick and needy.

And all this he doth, not as out of neceflity, or as

putting a holinefs in the things, but as defirous to keep

the middle way between fuperftition and flovenlinefs ;

and as following the apoftle's two great and admirable

rules in things of this .nature ; the firft whereof is,

u Let all things be done decently and in order :

"
the

fecond,
cc Let all things be done to edification.* For

thefe two rules comprife and include the double object

of our duty, God, and our neighbour ; the firft being

for the honour of God, the fecond for the benefit

of our neighbour. So that they excellently fcore out

the way, and fully and exactly contain, even in ex

ternal and indifferent things, what courfe is to be

taken ;
and put them to great ftiame, who deny the

Scripture to be perfect.

* i Cor. xiv. 26.



304 HERBERT'S

Chap. XIV. ! V:
M

THE PARSON IN CIRCUIT.

THE Country Parfon, upon the afternoons in the

week-days, takes occafion fometimes to vifit in

perfon, now one quarter of his parifh, now another.

For there he fhall find his flock moft naturally as they

are, wallowing in the midft of their affairs ; whereas

on Sundays it is eafy for them to compofe themfelves

to order, which they put on as their holiday clothes,

and come to church in frame, but commonly the nex

day put off both.

When he comes to any houfe, firft he blefTeth it ;

then as he finds the perfons of the houfe employed, fo

he forms his difcourfe. Thofe that he finds religioufly

employed, he both commends them much, and furthers

them, when he is gone, in their employment : as, if he

finds them reading, he furnifheth them with good
books ; if curing poor people, he fupplies them with

receipts, and inftru&s them farther in that fkill, mow

ing them how acceptable fuch works are to God, and

wifhing them ever to do the cures with their hands,

and not to put them over to fervants.

Thofe that he finds bufy in the works of their calling,
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he commendeth them alfo : for it is a good and juft

thing for every one to do their own bufmefs. But

then he admoniftieth them of two things : Firft, that

they dive not too deep into worldly affairs, plunging

themfelves over head and ears into carking and

caring ; but that they fo labour, as neither to labour

anxioufly, nor diftruftfully, nor profanely. Then they

labour anxioufly, when they overdo it, to the lofs of

their quiet and health. Then
diftruftfully, when they

doubt God's providence, thinking that their own la

bour is the caufe of their thriving, as if it were in their

own hands to thrive or not to thrive. Then they labour

profanely, when they fet themfelves to work like brute

beafts, never raifmg their thoughts to God, nor fancti-

fying their labour with daily prayer ; when on the

Lord's day they do unneceflary fervile work, or in

time of divine fervice on other holy days, except in

cafes of extreme poverty, and in the feafons of feedtime

and harveft. Secondly, he advifeth them fo to labour

for wealth and maintenance, as that they make not

that the end of their labour : but that they may have

wherewithal to ferve God the better, and do good
deeds. After thefe difcourfes, if they be poor and

needy whom he thus finds labouring, he gives them

fomewhat ; and opens not only his mouth, but his purfe

to their relief, that fo they go on more cheerfully in

x
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their vocation, and himfelf be ever the more welcome

to them.

Thofe that the Parfon finds idle or ill employed, he

chides not at firft, for that were neither civil nor pro
fitable ; but always in the clofe, before he departs from

them. Yet in this he diftinguifheth. For if he be a

plain countryman, he reproves him plainly; for they
are not fenfible of finenefs. If they be of a higher

quality, they commonly are quick, and fenfible, and

very tender of reproof ; and therefore he lays his dif-

courfe fo, that he comes to the point very leifurely ;

and oftentimes, as Nathan did, in the perfon of another,

making them to reprove themfelves. However, one

way or other, he ever reproves them, that he may
keep himfelf pure, and not be entangled in others'

fins. Neither in this doth he forbear, though there be

company by. For as, when the offence is particular,

and againft me, I am to follow our Saviour's rule, and

to take my brother afide, and reprove him ; fo, when
the offence is public, and againft God, I am then

to follow the apoftle's rule,* and " rebuke openly"
that which is done openly.

Befides thefe occafional difcourfes, the Parfon quef-

tions what order is kept in the house j as about prayers

morning and evening on their knees, reading of Scrip-

*
i Tim. v. 20.
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ture, catechifing, fmging of pfalms at their work and

on holidays, who can read, who not : and fometimes

he hears the children read himfelf, and blefleth them ;

encouraging alfo the fervants to learn to read, and

offering to have them taught on holidays by his fer

vants. If the Parfon were afhamed of particularifmg

in thefe things, he were not fit to be a Parfon. But

he holds the rule, that nothing is little in God's fervice :

if it once have the honour of THAT NAME, it grows

great inftantly. Wherefore, neither difdaineth he to

enter in the pooreft cottage, though he even creep into

it, and though it fmell never fo loathfomely For both

God is there alfo, and thofe for whom God died. And
fo much the rather doth he fo, as his accefs to the poor

is more comfortable than to the rich ; and, in regard

of himfelf,' it is more humiliation.

Thefe are the Parfon's general aims in his circuit
;

but with thefe he mingles other difcourfes for conver-

fation fake, and to make his higher purpofes flip the

more eafily.

x 2
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Chap. XV.

THE PARSON COMFORTING.

THE Country Parfon, when any of his cure is

fick, or afflicted with lofs of friend or eftate, or

any ways diftrefled, fails not to afford his beft comforts :

and rather goes to them, than fends for the affli&ed j

though they can, and otherwife ought to come to him.

To this end he hath thoroughly digefted all the points

of confolation, as having continual ufe of them ; fuch

as are from God's general providence, extended even

to lilies ; from his particular, to his church ; from

his promifes j from the examples of all faints that

ever were ; from Chrift himfelf, perfecting our

Redemption no other way than by forrow; from

the benefit of affliction, which foftens and works the

ftubborn heart of man ; from the certainty both of

deliverance and reward, if we faint not ; from the

miferable comparifon of the moment of griefs here,

with the weight of joys hereafter. Befides this, in his

vifiting the fick, or otherwife afflicted, he followeth

the Church's counfel, namely, in perfuading them to

particular confeflion ; labouring to make them under-
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ftand the great good ufe of this ancient and pious

ordinance, and how neceflary it is in fome cafes. He
alfo urgeth them to do fome pious charitable works, as

a neceflary evidence and fruit of their faith, at that

time efpecially. The participation of the holy facra-

ment, how comfortable and fovereign a medicine it is

to all fm-fick fouls ; what ftrength, and joy, and peace
it adminifters againft all temptations, even to death

itfelf he plainly and generally intimateth to the dif-

affe&ed or fick perfon j, that fo the hunger and thirft

after it may come rather from themfelves, than from

his perfuafion.

Chap. XVI.

THE PARSON A FATHER,

THE Country Parfon is not only a father to his

flock, but alfo profefles himfelf thoroughly of

the opinion, carrying it about with him as full as if he

had begot his whole parifh. And of this he makes

great ufe. For, by this means, when any fins, he

hateth him not as an officer, but pities him as a father.

And even in thofe wrongs which either in tithing or
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otherwife are done to his own perfon, he confiders the

offender as a child ; and forgives, fo he may have any

fign of amendment. So alfo when, after many admo

nitions, any continue to be refractory, yet he gives

him not over, but is long before he proceeds to difm-

heriting : or, perhaps, never goes fo far, knowing that

fome are called at the eleventh hour ; and therefore he

ftill expects and waits, left he mould determine God's

hour of coming; which, as he cannot, touching the

laft day, fo neither touching the intermediate days of

converfion.

Chap. XVII.

THE PARSON IN JOURNEY.

THE Country Parfon, when a juft occafion calleth

him out of his parim (which he diligently and

ftri&ly weigheth, his parim being all his joy and

thought), leaveth not his Miniftry behind him ; but is

himfelf wherever he is. Therefore thofe he meets on

the way he blefTeth audibly: and with thofe he over

takes, or that overtake him, he begins good difcourfes,

fuch as may edify; interpofmg fometimes fome fhort
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and honefl refrefhments, which may make his other

difcourfes more welcome, and lefs tedious. And when

he comes to his inn, he refufeth not to join, that he

may enlarge the glory of God to the company he is in

by a due blefling of God for their fafe arrival, and fay

ing grace at meat ; and at going to bed, by giving the

hoft notice, that he will have prayers in the hall,

wifhing him to inform his guefts thereof, that if any
be willing to partake, they may refort thither. The
like he doth in the morning ; ufmg pleafantly the out-

landifh proverb, that "
Prayers and provender never

hinder journey."

When he comes to any other houfe, where his

kindred or other relations give him any authority over

the family, if he be to ftay for a time, he confiders

diligently the ftate thereof to Godward ; and that in

two points, Firft, what diforders there are either in ap

parel or diet, or too open a buttery, or reading vain

books, or fwearing, or breeding up children to no

calling, but in idlenefs, or the like. Secondly, what

means of piety, whether daily prayers be ufed, grace,

reading of Scriptures, and other good books; how

Sundays, holidays, and fafting days are kept. And,

accordingly as he finds any defeat in thefe, he firft

confiders with himfelf what kind of remedy fits the

temper of the houfe beft, and then he faithfully and
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boldly applieth it; yet feafonably and difcreetly, by

taking afide the lord or lady, or mafter and miftrefs of

the houfe, and fhowing them clearly, that they refpe&

them moft who wifti them beft, and that not a defire to

meddle with other's affairs, but the earneftnefs to do

all the good he can, moves him to fay thus and thus.

Chap. XVIII.

THE PARSON IN SENTINEL.

THE Country Parfon, wherever he is, keeps God's

watch ; that is, there is nothing fpoken or done

in the company where he is, but comes under his teft

and cenfure. If it be well fpoken or done, he takes

occafion to commend and enlarge it ; if ill, he pre-

fently lays hold of it, left the poifon fteal into fome

young and unwary fpirits, and poffefs them even before

they themfelves heed it. But this he doth difcreetly,

with mollifying and fuppling words ;
" This was not fo

well faid,as it might have been forborne;"
" We can

not allow this." Or elfe, if the thing will admit inter

pretation,
" Your meaning is not thus, but thus ;"

or " So far, indeed, what you fay is true and well faid ;
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but this will not ftand." This is called keeping God's

watch, when the baits which the enemy lays in com

pany are difcovered and avoided. This is to be on

God's fide, and be true to his party. Befides, if he

perceive in company any difcourfe tending to ill, either

by the wickednefs or quarrelfomenefs thereof, he either

prevents it judicioufly, or breaks it off feafonably, by
fome diverfion. Wherein a pleafantnefs of difpofition

is of great ufe, men being willing to fell the intereft

and engagement of their difcourfes for no price fooner

than that of mirth ; whither the nature of man, loving

refremment, gladly betakes itfelf, even to the lofs of

honour.

Chap. XIX.

THE PARSON IN REFERENCE.

THE Country Parfon is fmcere and upright in

all his relations. And, Firft, he is juft to his

country ; as when he is fet at an armour or horfe, he

borrows them not to ferve the turn, nor provides flight

and unufeful, but fuch as are every way fitting to

do his country true and laudable fervice, when occafion
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requires. To do otherwife, is deceit; and therefore

not for him who is hearty and true in all his ways, as

being the fervant of Him in whom there was no guile.

Likewife in any other country-duty, he confiders what

is the end of any command, and then he fuits things

faithfully accordingly to that end. Secondly, he carries

himfelf very refpeclfully, as to all the fathers of the

church, fo efpecially to his diocefan, honouring him

both in word and behaviour, and reforting unto him in

any difficulty, either in his ftudies or in his parim. He
obferves vifitations ; and, being there, makes due ufe

of them, as of clergy councils for the benefit of the

diocefs. And therefore, before he comes, having ob-

ferved fome defe&s in the miniftry, he then either in

fermon, if he preach, or at fome other time of the day,

propounds among his brethren what were fitting to be

done. Thirdly, he keeps good correfpondence with all

the neighbouring paftors round about him, performing
for them any minifterial office, which is not to the

prejudice of his own parim. Likewife he welcomes to

his houfe any minifter, how poor or mean foever, with

as joyful a countenance, as if he were to entertain fome

great lord. Fourthly, he fulfils the duty and debt of

neighbourhood, to all the^parifhes which are near him.

For, the Apoftle's rule* being admirable and large,

* Phil. \v. 8
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that we ftiould do cc whatfoever things are honeft, or

juft, or pure, or lovely, or of good report, if there be

any virtue, or any praife :

" and neighbourhood being

ever reputed, even among the heathen, as an obliga

tion to do good, rather than to thofe that are farther,

where things are otherwife equal, therefore he fatif-

fies this duty alfo. Efpecially, if God have fent any

calamity, either by fire or famine, to any neighbouring

parifh, then he expe&s no brief, but taking his parifh

together the next Sunday or holiday, and expofmg to

them the uncertainty of human affairs, none knowing
whofe turn may be next, and then, when he hath

affrighted them with this, expofmg the obligation

of charity and neighbourhood, he firft gives himfelf

liberally, and then incites them to give ; making toge
ther a fum either to be fent, or, which were more

comfortable, altogether choofing fome fit day to carry

it themfelves, and cheer the afflicted. So, if any neigh

bouring village be overburdened with poor, and his

own lefs charged, he finds fome way of relieving it,

and reducing the manna and bread of charity to fome

equality; reprefenting to his people that the blefling of

God to them ought to make them the more charitable,

and not the lefs, left he caft their neighbour's poverty
on them alfo.
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Chap. XX. j

THE PARSON IN GOD'S STEAD.

THE Country Parfon is in God's ftead to his

parifh, and difchargeth God what he can of

his promifes. Wherefore there is nothing done, either

well or ill, whereof he is not the rewarder or puniftier.

If he chance to find any reading in another's Bible, he

provides him one of his own. If he find another giving
a poor man a penny, he gives him a tefter for it, if the

giver be fit to receive it ; or if he be of a condition

above fuch gifts, he fends him a good book, or eafeth

him in his tithes, telling him, when he hath forgotten

it,
" This I do, becaufe at fuch and fuch a time you

were charitable." This is in fome fort a difcharging of

God as concerning this life, who hath promifed that

godlinefs mall be gainful : but, in the other, God is his

own immediate paymafter, rewarding all good deeds to

their full proportion. The Parfon's punifhing of fin

and vice, is rather by withdrawing his bounty and

courtefy from the parties offending, or by private or

public reproof, as the cafe requires, than by caufmg
them to be prefented or otherwife complained of. And

yet as the malice of the perfon, or heinoufnefs of the
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crime may be, he is careful to fee condign punimment

inflicted, and with truly godly zeal, without hatred to the

perfon, hungereth and thirfteth after righteous punifh

ment of unrighteoufnefs. Thus, both in rewarding
virtue and in punifhing vice, the Parfon endeavoureth

to be in God's ftead : knowing that country people

are drawn or led by fenfe, more than by faith ; by pre-

fent rewards or punimments, more than by future.

Chap. XXI.

THE PARSON CATECHISING.

THE Country Parfon values catechifmg highly.

For, there being three points of his duty: the

one, to infufe a competent knowledge of falvation in

every one of his flock ; the other, to multiply and

build up this knowledge to a fpiritual temple ; the

third, to inflame this knowledge, to prefs and drive it

to practice, turning it to reformation of life, by pithy
and

lively exhortations ; catechifmg is the firft point,

and, but by catechifmg, the other cannot be attained.

Befides, whereas in fermons there is a kind of ftate,

in catechifmg there is a humblenefs very fuitable to
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Chriflian regeneration ; which exceedingly delights

him, as by way of exercife upon himfelf, and by

way of preaching to himfelf, for the advancing of his

own mortification; for in preaching to others, he for

gets not himfelf, but is firfr. a fermon to himfelf, and

then to others, growing with the growth of his pariih.

He ufeth and preferreth the ordinary church cate-

chifm; partly for obedience to authority, partly for

uniformity fake, that the fame common truths may be

every where profefled; efpecially fince many remove

from parifh to parifh, who, like Chriftian foldiers, are

to give the word, and to
fatiffy the congregation by

their catholic anfwers. He exacts of all the doctrine

of the catechifm ; of the younger fort, the very words ;

of the elder, the fubftance. Thofe he catechifeth pub

licly ; thefe privately, giving age honour, according to

the Apoftle's rule.* He requires all to be prefent at

catechifmg: firft, for the authority of the work;

fecondly, that parents and matters, as they hear the

anfwers prove, may when they come home either

commend or reprove, either reward or punifh ; thirdly,

that thofe of the elder fort, who are not well grounded,

may then by an honourable way take occafion to be

better inftructed ; fourthly, that thofe who are well

grown in the knowledge of religion may examine their

* i Tim. v. x.
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grounds, renew their vows, and., by occafion of both,

enlarge their meditations.

When once all have learned the words of the cate-

chifm, he thinks it the moft ufeful way that a Paftor

can take, to go over the fame, but in other words, for

many fay the catechifm by rote, as parrots, without

ever piercing into the fenfe of it. In this courfe the

order of the catechifm would be kept, but the reft

varied ; as thus : In the creed " How came this

world to be as it is ? Was it made, or came it by
chance ? W^ho made it ? Did you fee God make it ?

Then are there fome things to be believed that are not

feen ? Is this the nature of belief? Is not Chrif-

tianity full of fuch things as are not to be feen, but

believed ? You faid God made the world ? Who is

God ?
" and fo forward, requiring anfwers to all thefe ;

and helping and cherifhing the anfwerer, by making
the queftion very plain with comparifons ; and making
much eveh of a word of truth from him. This order

being ufed to one, would be a little varied to another.

And this is an admirable way of teaching, wherein the

catechifed will at length find delight ; and by which

the catechifer, if he once get the fkill of it, will draw

out of ignorant and
filly

fouls even the dark and deep

points of religion. Socrates did thus in philofophy,

who held that the feeds of all truths lay in every body ;
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and accordingly, by queftions well ordered, he found

philofophy in
filly

tradefmen. That pofition will not

hold in Chriftianity, becaufe it contains things above

nature ; but after that the catechifm is once learned,

that which nature is towards philofophy, the catechifm

is towards divinity. To this purpofe fome dialogues

in Plato were worth the reading, where the fmgular

dexterity of Socrates in this kind may be obferved and

imitated. Yet the fkill confifts but in thefe three

points. Firft, an aim and mark of the whole difcourfe,

whither to drive the anfwerer (which the queftionift

muft have in his mind before any queftion be pro

pounded), upon which and to which the queftions are

to be chained. Secondly, a moft plain and eafy framing
the queftion, even containing in virtue the anfwer alfo,

efpecially to the more ignorant. Thirdly, when the

anfwerer fticks, an
illuftrating the thing by fomething

elfe which he knows, making what he knows to ferve

him in that which he knows not. As when the Parfon

once demanded, after other queftions about man's

mifery,
" Since man is fo miferable, what is to be

done ?
"

and the anfwerer could not tell : he afked

him again, what he would do if he were in a ditch.

This familiar illuftration made the anfwer fo plain,

that he was even afhamed of his ignorance ; for he

could not but fay, he would hafte out of it as faft as he
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could. Then he proceeded to afk, whether he could

get out of the ditch alone, or whether he needed a

helper, and who was that helper. This is the (kill,

and doubtlefs the Holy Scripture intends thus much

when it condefcends to the naming of a plough, a

hatchet, a bufhel, leaven, boys piping and dancing ;

mowing that things of ordinary ufe are not only to ferve

in the way of drudgery, but to be wafhed and cleanfed,

and ferve for lights even of heavenly truths. This

is the practice which the. Parfon fo much commends to

all his fellow-labourers ; the fecret of whofe good con-

fifts in this, that at fermons and prayers men may deep
or wander ; but when one is afked a queftion, he muft

difcover what he is. This practice exceeds even

fermons in teaching : but, there being two things in

fermons, the one informing, the other inflaming ; as

fermons come fhort of queftions in the one, fo they

far exceed them in the other. For queftions cannot

inflame or ravifh ; that muft be done by a fet, and

laboured, and continued fpeech.
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Chap. XXII.

THE PARSON IN SACRAMENTS.

THE Country Parfon, being to adminifter the

facraments, is at a ftand with himfelf, how or

what behaviour to aflumc for fo holy things. Efpecially

at communion times he is in a great confufion, as

being not only to receive God, but to break and ad

minifter him. Neither finds he any iflue in this, but

to throw himfelf down at the throne of grace, faying,
"
Lord, thou knoweft what thou didft, when thou

appointedft it to be done thus ; therefore do thou ful

fil what thou didft appoint : for thou art not only the

feaft, but the way to it."

At baptifm, being himfelf in white, he requires the

prefence of all, and baptifeth not willingly but on Sun

days or great days. He admits no vain or idle names,

but fuch as are ufual and accuftomed. He fays that

prayer with great devotion, where God is thanked for

calling us to the knowledge of his grace ; baptifm being
a bleffing, that the world hath not the like. He will

ingly and cheerfully croffeth the child ; and thinketh

the ceremony not only innocent, but reverend. He
inftru&eth the godfathers and godmothers, that it is no
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complimental or light thing to fuftain that place, but

a great honour, and no lefs burden ; as being done

both in the prefence of God and his faints, and by way
of undertaking for a Chriftian foul. He advifeth all

to call to mind their baptifm often. For if wife men
have thought it the beft way of preferving a ftate, to

reduce it to its principles by which it grew great ; cer

tainly it is the fafeft courfe for Chriftians alfo to

meditate on their baptifm often (being the firft ftep

into their great and glorious calling), and upon what

terms and with what vows they were baptized.

At the times of the holy communion, he firft takes

order with the churchwardens, that the elements be of

the beft ; not cheap or coarfe ; much lefs ill-tafted, or

unwholefome. Secondly, he confiders and looks into

the ignorance or careleflhefs of his flock, and accord

ingly applies himfelf with catechifmgs and lively exhor

tations, not on the Sunday of the communion only (for

then it is too late), but the Sunday, or Sundays, before

the communion ; or on the eves of all thofe days. If

there be any who, having not received yet, are to enter

into this great work, he takes the more pains with

them, that he may lay the foundation of future blefT-

ings. The time of every one's firft receiving is not

fo much by years, as by underftanding. Particularly,

the rule may be this. When any one can diftinguifh
Y 2
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the facramental from common bread, knowing the in-

ftitution and the difference, he ought to receive, of

what age foever. Children and youths are ufually

deferred too long, under pretence of devotion to the

facrament ; but it is for want of inftruction : their un-

derftandings being ripe enough for ill things, and why
not then for better ? But parents and mafters fhould

make hafte in this as to a great purchafe for their

children and fervants : which while they defer both

fides fuffer the one, in wanting may excitings of

grace ; the other, in being worfe ferved and obeyed.
The faying of the catechifm is neceffary, but not

enough ; becaufe to anfwer in form may ftill admit

ignorance. But the queftions muft be propounded

loofely and wildly, and then the anfwerer will difcover

what he is. Thirdly, for the manner of receiving, as

the Parfon ufeth all reverence himfelf, fo he admi-

nifters to none but to the reverent. The feaft indeed

requires fitting, becaufe it is a feaft ; but man's unpre-

parednefs afks kneeling. He that comes to the

facrament hath the confidence of a gueft ; and he that

kneels confeffeth himfelf an unworthy one, and there

fore differs from other feafters ; and he that fits, or

lies, puts up to an apoftle. Contentioufnefs in a feaft

of charity is more fcandal than anypofture. Fourthly,

touching the frequency of the communion, the Parfon
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celebrates it, if not duly once a month, yet at leaft five

or fix times in the year : as, at Eafter, Chriftmas,

Whitfuntide, before and after harveft, and the begin

ning of Lent. And this he doth, not only for the

benefit of the work, but alfo for the difcharge of the

churchwardens ; who being to prefent all who receive

not thrice a year, if there be but three communions,
neither can all the people fo order their affairs as to

receive juft at thofe times, nor the churchwardens fo

well take notice, who receives thrice, and who not.

Chap. XXIII.

THE PARSON'S COMPLETENESS.

THE Country Parfon defires to be all to his parifli ;

and not only a Paftor, but a Lawyer alfo, and

a Phyfician. Therefore he endures not that any of

his flock mould go to law ; but, in any controverfy,

that they mould refort to him as their judge. To this

end, he hath gotten to himfelf fome infight in things

ordinarily incident and controverted, by experience,

and by reading fome initiatory treatifes in the law, with

Dalton's Juftice of Peace, and the abridgments of the
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ftatutes ; as alfo by difcourfe with men of that pro-

feflion, whom he hath ever fome cafes to afk,when he

meets with them ; holding that rule, that to put men
to difcourfe of that wherein they are moft eminent, is

.the moft gainful way of converfation. Yet, whenever

any controverfy is brought to him, he never decides it

alone, but fends for three or four of the ableft of the

parifh to hear the caufe with him, whom he makes to

deliver their opinion firft : out ofwhich he gathers, in

cafe he be ignorant himfelf, what to hold : arid fo the

thing pafTeth with more authority and lefs envy. In

judging, he follows that which is altogether right : fo

that if the pooreft man of the parifh detain but a pin

unjuftly from the richeft, he abfolutely reftores it, as a

judge ; but when he hath fo done, then he afTumes

the Parfon, and exhorts to charity. Neverthelefs there

may happen fometimes fome cafes wherein he choofeth

to permit his parifhioners rather to make ufe of the

law than himfelf: as in cafes of an obfcure and dark

nature, not eafily determinable by lawyers themfelves ;

or in cafes of high confequence, as eftablifhing of

inheritances ; or laftly, when the perfons in difference

are of a contentious difpofition, and cannot be gained,

but that they ftill fall from all compromifes that have

been made. But then he mows them how to go to

law, even as brethren, and not as enemies, neither
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avoiding therefore one another's company, much lefs

defaming one another.

Now, as the Parfon is in law, fo is he in ficknefs

alfo. If there be any of his flock fick, he is their

phyfician, or at leaft his wife ; of whom, inftead of

the qualities of the world, he afks no other, but to

have the fkill of healing a wound, or helping the fick.

But if neither himfelf nor his wife have the (kill, and

his means ferve, he keeps fome young practitioner in

his houfe, for the benefit of his parim ; whom yet he

ever exhorts not to exceed his bounds, but in difficult

cafes to call in help. If all fail, then he keeps good

correfpondence with fome neighbour phyfician, and

entertains him for the cure of his parim. Yet it is

eafy for any fcholar to attain to fuch a meafure of

phyfic, as may be of much ufe to him, both for himfelf

and others. This is done by feeing one anatomy,

reading one book of phyfic, having one herbal by him.

And let Fernelius be the phyfic author, for he writes

briefly, neatly, and judicioufly ; efpecially let his

" Method of Phyfic" be diligently perufed, as being
the practical part, and of moft ufe. Now, both the

reading of him and the knowing of herbs may be done

at fuch times, as they may be a help and a recreation

to more divine ftudies, nature ferving grace both in

comfort of diverfion, and the benefit of application
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when need requires it ; as alfo by way of illuftration,

even as our Saviour made plants and feeds to teach

the people. For he was the true u
houfeholder, who

bringeth out of his treafury things new and old;" the

old things of philofophy, and the new of grace ; and

maketh the one ferve the other. And, I conceive, our

Saviour did this for three reafons. Firft, that by fami

liar things he might make his doctrine flip the more

eafily into the hearts even of the meaneft. Secondly,
that labouring people, whom he chiefly confidered,

might have every where monuments of his docTrine ;

remembering, in gardens, his muftard-feed and lilies ;

in the field, his feed-corn and tares : and fo not be

drowned altogether in the works of their vocation, but

fometimes lift up their minds to better things, even in

the midft of their pains. Thirdly, that he might fet

a copy for parfons. In the knowledge of fimples,

wherein the manifold wifdom of God is wonderfully
to be feen, one thing would be carefully obferved ;

which is, to know what herbs may be ufed inftead of

drugs of the fame nature, and to make the garden the

mop. For home-bred medicines are both more eafy

for the Parfon's purfe, and more familiar for all men's

bodies. So, where the apothecary ufeth, either for

loofmg, rhubarb ; or for binding, bolearmena : the

Parfon ufeth damafk or white rofes for the one, and
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plantain, fhepberd's-purfe, knot-grafs for the other, and

that with better fuccefs. As for fpices, he doth not

only prefer home-bred things before them, but con

demns them for vanities, and fo (huts them out of his

family: efteeming that there is no fpice comparable,
for herbs, to rofemary, thyme, favory, mints ; and for

feeds, to fennel, and caraway-feeds. Accordingly, for

falves, his wife feeks not the city, but prefers her

garden and fields before all outlandifh gums. And

furely hyflbp, valerian, mercury, adder's-tongue, yer-

row, melilot, and St. John's-wort, made into a falve;

and elder, camomile, mallows, comphrey, and fmallage,

made into a poultice, have done great and rare cures.

In curing of any, the Parfon and his family ufe to pre-

mife prayers ; for this is to cure like a Parfon, and

this raifeth the action from the {hop to the church.

But though the Parfon fets forward all charitable deeds,

yet he looks not in this point of curing beyond his own

parifh ; except the perfon be fo poor that he is not able

to reward the phyfician. For, as he is charitable,

fo he is juft alfo. Now it is a juftice and debt to

the commonwealth he lives in, not to encroach on

others' profeffions, but to live on his own. And juftice

is the ground of charity.



330 HERBERT'S

Chap. XXIV.

THE PARSON ARGUING.

THE Country Parfon, if there be any of his parifh

that hold ftrange doctrines, ufeth all poflible

diligence to reduce them to the common faith. The
firft means he ufeth is prayer ; befeeching the Father

of Lights to open their eyes, and to give him power fo

to fit his difcourfe to them, that it may effectually

pierce their hearts, and convert them. The fecond

means, is a very loving and fweet ufage of them, both

in going to and fending for them often, and in finding

out courtefies to place on them ; as in their tithes, or

otherwife. The third means is the obfervation what

is the main foundation and pillar of their caufe, whereon

they rely : as, if he be a Papift, the Church is the

hinge he turns on ; if a fchifmatic, fcandal. Where
fore the Parfon hath diligently examined thefe two

with himfelf. As, what the Church is : how it be

gan j how it proceeded ; whether it be a rule to itfelf ;

whether it hath a rule ; whether, having a rule, it

ought not to be guided by it ; whether any rule in

the world be obfcure ; and how then fhould the beft
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be fo ; at leaft in fundamental things : the obfcurity
in fome points being the exercife of the Church,
the light in the foundations being the guide : the

Church needing both an evidence and an exercife.

So, for fcandal : what fcandal is ; when given or

taken
; whether, there being two precepts, one of

obeying authority, the other of not given fcandal, that

ought not to be preferred, efpecially fmce in dif-

obeying there is fcandal alfo ; whether things, once

indifferent, being made by the precept of authority

more than indifferent, it be in our power to omit

or refufe them. Thefe and the like points he hath

accurately digefted ; having ever, befides, two great

helps and powerful perfuaders on his fide. The one,

a ftricl: religious life ; the other, an humble and in

genuous fearch of truth, being unmoved in arguing,

and void of all contentioufnefs : which are two great

lights able to dazzle the eyes of the mifled, while they

confider, that God cannot be wanting to them in doc

trine, to whom he is fo gracious in life.
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Chap. XXV.

THE PARSON PUNISHING.

WHENSOEVER
the Country Parfon proceeds

fo far as to call in authority, and to do fuch

things of legal oppofition, either in the prefenting or

punifhing of any, as die vulgar ever conftrues for figns

of ill-will, he forbears not in any wife to ufe the delin

quent as before, in his behaviour and carriage towards

him, not avoiding his company, or doing any thing

of averfenefs, fave in the very a6t of punifhment.
Neither doth he efteem him for an enemy, but

as a brother ftill ; except fome fmall and temporary

eftranging may corroborate the punifhment to a better

fubduing and humbling of the delinquent. Which if

it happily take effect, he then comes on the fafter, and

makes fo much the more of him, as before he alienated

himfelf; doubling his regards, and fhowing, by all

means, that the delinquent's return is to his advantage.
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Chap. XXVI.

THE PARSON'S EYE.

THE Country Parfon, at fpare times from action,

ftanding on a hill and confidering his flock,

difcovers two forts of vices, and two forts of vicious

perfons. There are fome vices, whofe natures are

always clear and evident ; as adultery, murder, hatred,

lying, &c. There are other vices, whofe natures, at

leaft in the beginning, are dark and obfcure ; as covet-

oufnefs, and gluttony. So likewife there are fome

perfons, who abftain not even from known fins : there

are others, who when they know a fin evidently, they

commit it not. It is true, indeed, they are long in

knowing it, being partial to themfelves, and witty to

others who fhall reprove them for it. A man may be

both covetous and intemperate, and yet hear fermons

againft both, and himfelf condemn both in good earned.

And the reafon hereof is, becaufe the nature of thefe

vices being not evidently difcufled or known com

monly, the beginnings of them are not eafily ob-

fervable ;
and the beginnings of them are not obferved,

becaufe of the fudden pafling from that which was
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juft now lawful, to that which is prefently unlawful,

even in one continued action. So, a man dining eats

at firft lawfully: but, proceeding on comes to do un

lawfully, even before he is aware; not knowing the

bounds of the a&ion, nor when his eating begins to be

unlawful. So, a man ftoring up money for his necef-

fary provifions, both in prefent for his family, and in

future for his children, hardly perceives when his

ftoring becomes unlawful : yet is there a period for

his ftoring, and a point or centre when his ftoring,

which was even now good, pafleth from good to bad.

Wherefore the Parfon, being true to his bufmefs,

hath exactly fifted the definitions of all virtues and

vices ; efpecially canvaffing thofe whofe natures are

moft ftealing, and beginnings uncertain. Particularly,

concerning thefe two vices : not becaufe they are all

that are of this dark and creeping difpofition, but, for

example fake, and becaufe they are moft common ;

he thus thinks :

Firft, for covetoufnefs, he lays this ground. Who-

foever, when a juft occafion calls, either fpends not at

all, or not in fome proportion to God's bleffing upon

him, is covetous. The reafon of the ground is mani-

feft ; becaufe wealth is given to that end, to fupply

our occafions. Now, if I do not give every thing its

end, I abufe the creature; I am falfe to my reafon,



PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE. 335

which fhould guide me ; I offend the Supreme Judge,
in perverting that order which he hath fet both to

things and to reafon. The application of the ground
would be infinite. But, in brief, a poor man is an

occafion ; my country is an occafion ; my friend is an

occafion ; my table is an occafion ; my apparel is an

occafion. If in all thefe, and thofe more which con

cern me, I either do nothing, or pinch, and fcrape,

and fqueeze blood, undecently to the ftation wherein

God hath placed me, I am covetous. More parti

cularly, and to give one inftance for all ; If God have

given me fervants, and I either provide too little for

them, or that which is unwholefome, being fometimes

baned meat, fometimes too fait, and fo not competent

nourimment, I am covetous. I bring this example,

becaufe men ufually think, that fervants for their

money are as other things that they buy ; even as a

piece of wood, which they may cut, or hack, or throw

into the fire ; and, fo they pay them their wages, all is

well. Nay, to defcend yet more particularly ; if a

man hath wherewithal to buy a fpade, and yet he

choofeth rather to ufe his neighbour's, and wear out

that, he is covetous. Neverthelefs, few bring covet-

oufnefs thus low, or confider it fo narrowly; which

yet ought to be done, fince there is a juftice in the

leaft things, and for the leaft there mall be a judgment.
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Country people are full of thefe petty injuftices, being

cunning to make ufe of another, and fpare themfelves.

And fcholars ought to be diligent in the obfervation of

thefe, and driving of their general fchool-rules even to

the fmalleft actions of life : which, while they dwell

in their books, they will never find ; but, being feated

in the country, and doing their duty faithfully, they

will foon difcover ; efpecially if they carry their eyes

ever open, and fix them on their charge, and not

on their preferment.

Secondly, for gluttony, the Parfon lays this ground.
He that either for quantity eats more than his health

or employment will bear, or for quality is lickerifh

after dainties, is a glutton ; as he that eats more than

his eftate will bear, is a prodigal ; and he that eats

ofFenfively to the company, either in his order or length

of eating, is fcandalous and uncharitable. Thefe three

rules generally comprehend the faults of eating ; and the

truth of them needs no proof. So that men muft eat,

neither to the difturbance of their health, nor of their

affairs, (which, being overburdened, or ftudying dainties

too much, they cannot well defpatch,) nor of their eftate,

nor of their brethren. One a6l in thefe things is bad, but

it is the cuftom and habit that names a glutton. Many
think they are at more liberty than they are, as if they

were matters of their health ; and, fo they will ftand



PRIEST TO THE TEMPLE. 337

to the pain, all is well. But to eat to one's hurt, com

prehends, befides the hurt, an aft againft reafon, be-

caufe it is unnatural to hurt one's felf ; and this they
are not mafters of. Yet of hurtful things, I am more

bound to abftain from thofe which by mine own expe
rience I have found hurtful, than from thofe which by
a common tradition and vulgar knowledge are reputed

to be fo. That which is faid of hurtful meats, extends

to hurtful drinks alfo. As for the quantity, touching
our employments, none ,muft eat fo as to difable them-

felves from a fit difcharging either of divine duties, or

duties of their calling. So that, if after dinner, they

are not fit (or unwieldly) either to pray or work, they

are gluttons. Not that all muft prefently work after

dinner. For they rather muft not work, efpecially

ftudents, and thofe that are weakly. But that they
muft rife fo, as that it is not meat or drink that hinders

them from working. To guide them in this, there are

three rules. Firft, the cuftom and knowledge of their

own body, and what it can well digeft. The fecond,

the feeling of themfelves in time of eating ; which

becaufe it is deceitful (for one thinks in eating that he

can eat more than afterwards he finds true). The
third is the obfervation with what appetite they fit

down. This laft rule, joined with the firft, never fails,

For, knowing what one ufually can well digeft, and feel-
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ing when I go to meat in what difpofition I am, either

hungry or not ; according as I feel myfelf, either I take

my wonted proportion or diminifh of it. Yet phyfi-

cians bid thofe that would live in health, not keep a

uniform diet, but to feed varioufly ; now more, now
lefs. And Gerfon, a fpiritual man, wifheth all to in

cline rather to too much, than to too little ; his reafon

is, becaufe difeafes of exinanition are more dangerous
than difeafes of repletion. But the Parfon diftinguiftieth

according to his double aim ; either of abftinence a

moral virtue, or mortification a divine. When he

deals with any that is heavy and carnal, he gives him

thofe freer rules. But when he meets with a refined

and heavenly difpofition, he carries them higher, even

fometimes to a forgetting of themfelves ; knowing that

there is one who, when they forget, remembers for

them. As when the people hungered and thirfted

after our Saviour's do&rine, and tarried fo long at it

that they would have fainted had they returned empty,
he fuffered it not ; but rather made food miraculoufly,

than fuffer fo good defires to mifcarry.
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Chap. XXVII.

THE PARSON IN MIRTH.

THE Country Parfon is generally fad, becaufe he

knows nothing but the crofs of Chrift ; his

mind being defixed on it with thofe nails wherewith

his Mafter was. Or, if he have any leifureto look off

from thence, he meets continually with two moft fad

fpe&acles, Sin and Mifery j God difhonoured every

day, and man afflicted. Neverthelefs, he fometimes

refrefheth himfelf, as knowing that nature will not

bear everlafting droopings, and that pleafantnefs of dif-

pofition is a great key to do good : not only becaufe

all men fhun the company of perpetual feverity ; but

alfo for that, when they are in company, inftru&ions

feafoned with pleafantnefs both enter fooner, and root

deeper. Wherefore he condefcends to human frailties,

both in himfelf and others ; and intermingles fome

mirth in his difcourfes occafionally, according to the

pulfe of the hearer.

z 2
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Chap. XXVIII.

THE PARSON IN CONTEMPT.

THE Country Parfon knows well, that both for

the general ignominy which is caft upon the

profeffion, and much more for thofe rules which out of

his choiceft judgment he hath refolved to obferve, and

which are defcribed in this book, he muft be defpifed.

Becaufe this hath been the portion of God his Mafter,

and of God's faints his brethren ; and this is foretold,

that it mall be fo ftill, until things be no more.

Neverthelefs, according to the Apoftle's rule, he en

deavours that none (hall defpife him ; efpecially in his

own parifh he fuffers it not, to his utmoft power ; for

that, where contempt is, there is no room for inftruc-

tion. This he procures, Firft, by his holy and un

blamable life ; which carries a reverence with it, even

above contempt. Secondly, by a courteous carriage

and winning behaviour. He that will be refpe&ed,

muft refpeft : doing kindnefles, but receiving none, at

leaft of thofe who are apt to defpife ; for this argues a

height and eminency of mind, which is not
eafily

defpifed, except it degenerate to pride. Thirdly, by a
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bold and impartial reproof, even of the beft in the

parifh, when occafion requires : for this may produce

hatred in thofe that are reproved, but never contempt,

either in them or others. Laftly, if the contempt mail

proceed fo far as to do any thing punifhable by law,

as contempt is apt to do if it be not thwarted, the

Parfon, having a due refpecl: both to the perfon and to

the caufe, referreth the whole matter to the ^examina
tion and punifhment of thofe which are in authority ;

that fo, the fentence lighting upon one, the example

may reach to all.

But if the contempt be not punifhable by law ; or,

being fo, the Parfon think it in his difcretion either

unfit or bootlefs to contend ; then when any defpifes

him, he takes it either in an humble way, faying

nothing at all ; or elfe in a flighting way, mowing
that reproaches touch him no more than a ftone thrown

againft heaven, where he is and lives ; or in a fad

way, grieved at his own and others' fins, which con

tinually break God's laws, and difhonour him with

thofe mouths which he continually fills and feeds :

or elfe in a doctrinal way, faying to the contemner,
" Alas ! why do you thus ? you hurt yourfelf, not me ;

he that throws a ftone at another, hits himfelf ;

"
and

fo, between gentle reafoning and pitying, he overcomes

the evil ; or, laftly,
in a triumphant way, being glad
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and joyful that he is made conformable to his Matter,

and, being in the world as he was, hath this undoubted

pledge of his falvation. Thefe are the five fhields,

wherewith the godly receive the darts of the wicked :

leaving anger, and retorting, and revenge, to the

children of the world ; whom another's ill maftereth,

and leadeth captive, without any refiftance, even in

refiftance, to the fame definition. For, while they

refift the perfon that reviles, they refift not the evil

which takes hold of them, and is far the worfe enemy.

Chap. XXIX.

THE PARSON WITH HIS CHURCH
WARDENS.

THE Country Parfon doth often, both publicly

and privately, inftrucl: his churchwardens what

a great charge lies upon them ; and that, indeed, the

whole order and difcipline of the parim is put into their

hands. If himfelf reform any thing, it is out of the

overflowing of his confcience ; whereas they are to do

it by command, and by oath. Neither hath the place
its dignity from the ecclefiaftical laws only : fmce even

by the common ftatute-law they are taken for a kind
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of corporation, as being perfons enabled by that name
to take movable goods or chattels, aud to fue and to be

fued at the law concerning fuch goods, for the ufe and

profit of their parifh ; and by the fame law, they are

to levy penalties for negligence in reforting to church,

or for diforderly carriage in time of divine fervice.

Wherefore the Parfon fuffers not the place to be vilified

or debafed, by being caft on the lower rank of people :

but invites and urges the beft unto it, mowing that

they do not lofe or go lefs, but gain by it ; it being
the greateft honour of this world, to do God and his

chofen fervice ; or
as]

David fays,
u to be

"
even u a

doorkeeper in the houfe of God." Now the canons

being the churchwardens' rule, the Parfon advifeth

them to read or hear them read often, as alfo the

vifitation articles, which are grounded upon the canons ;

that fo they may know their duty and keep their oath

the better. In which regard, confidering the great

confequence of their place, and more of their oath, he

wifheth them by no means to fpare any, though never

fo great ; but if after gentle and neighbourly admoni

tions, they ftill perfift in ill, to prefent them ; yea

though they be tenants, or otherwife engaged to the

delinquent j for their obligation to God and their own
foul is above any temporal tie,

" Do well and right,

and let the world fink."
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Chap. XXX.

THE PARSON'S CONSIDERATION OF
PROVIDENCE.

THE Country Parfon confidering the great apt-

nefs country people have to think that all

things come by a kind of natural courfe ; and that if

they fow and foil their grounds, they muft have corn :

if they keep and fodder well their cattle, they muft

have milk, and calves, labours to reduce them to fee

God's hand in all things ; and to believe, that things

are not fet in fuch an inevitable order, but that God
often changeth it accordingly as he fees fit, either for

reward or punimment. To this end he reprefents to

his flock that God hath and exercifeth a threefold

power, in everything which concerns man. The firft

is a fuftaining power ; the fecond, a governing power ;

the third, a fpiritual power. By his fuftaining power,
he preferves and actuates every thing in his being. So

that corn doth not grow by any other virtue, than by
that which he continually fupplies, as the corn needs

it ; without which fupply, the corn would inftantly dry

up, as a river would if the fountain were flopped.
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And it is obfervable, that, if any thing could prefume
of an inevitable courfe and conftancy in its operations,

certainly it {hould be either the fun in heaven, or the

fire on earth ; by reafon of their fierce, ftrong, and

violent natures. Yet when God pleafed, the fun flood

ftill, the fire burned not. By God's governing power,

he preferves and orders the references of things one to

the other. So that, though the corn do grow, and be

preferved in that a6t by his fuftaining power, yet if he

fuit not other things to the growth (as feafons and

weather, and other accidents) by his governing power,
the faireft harvefts come to nothing. And it is ob

fervable, that God delights to have men feel, and ac

knowledge, and reverence his power ; and therefore he

often overturns things, when they are thought paft

danger. That is his time of interpofing. As when a

merchant hath a fhip come home, after many a ftorm

which it hath efcaped, he deftroys it fometimes in the

very haven ; or, if the goods be houfed, a fire hath

broken forth and fuddenly confumed them. Now this

he doth, that men mould perpetuate, and not break off,

their a6ts of dependence ; how fair foever the oppor
tunities prefent themfelves. So that if a farmer mould

depend upon God all the year, and being ready to put

hand to fickle, mall then fecure himfelf, and think all

certain ; then God fends fuch weather as lays the corn
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and deftroys it. Or if he depend on God farther,

even till he imbarn his corn, and then think all fure ;

then God fends a fire, and confumes all that he

hath. For that he ought not to break off, but to con

tinue, his dependence on God ; not only before the

corn is houfed, but after alfo ; and, indeed, to depend
and fear continually. The third power is fpiritual, by
which God turns all outward bleflings to inward ad

vantages. So that if a farmer hath a fair harveft, and

that alfo well inned and imbarned, and continuing fafe

there ; yet, if God give him not grace to ufe and utter

this well, all his advantages are to his lofs. Better

were his corn burnt, than not fpiritually improved.

And it is obfervable in this, how God's goodnefs ftrives

with man's refra&orinefs. Man would fit down at

this world ; God bids him fell it and purchafe a better.

Juft as a father, who hath in his hand an apple, and a

piece of gold under it ; the child comes, and with

pulling gets the apple out of his father's hand ; his

father bids him throw it away, and he will give him

the gold for it ; which the child utterly refufmg, eats

it, and is troubled with worms : fo is the carnal and

wilful man with the worm of the grave in this world,

and the worm of confcience in the next.
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Chap. XXXI.

THE PARSON IN LIBERTY.

THE Country Parfon, obferving the manifold wiles

of Satan, who plays his part, fometimes in

drawing God's fervants from him, fometimes in per

plexing them in the feryice of God, ftands faft in the

liberty wherewith Chrift hath made us free. This

liberty he compafleth by one diftinction ; and that is,

of what is neceflary, and what is additionary. As for

example : it is neceflary, that all Chriftians fhould pray
twice a day, every day of the week, and four times on

Sunday, if they be well. This is fo neceflary and

eflential to a Chriftian, that he cannot, without this,

maintain himfelf in a Chriftian ftate. Befides this, the

godly have ever added fome hours of prayer ; as at

nine, or at three, or at midnight, or as they think fit,

and fee caufe, or, rather, as God's Spirit leads them.

But thefe prayers are not neceflary, but additionary.

Now it fo happens, that the godly petitioner, upon
fome emergent interruption in the day, or by over-

fleeping himfelf at night, omits his additionary prayer.

Upon this, his mind begins to be perplexed and trou-
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bled ; and Satan, who knows the exigency, blows the

fire, endeavouring to diforder the Chriftian, and put

him out of his ftation, and to enlarge the perplexity,

until it fpread, and taint his other duties of piety,

which none can perform fo well in trouble as in calm-

nefs. Here the Parfon interpofeth with his diftinction ;

and mows the perplexed Chriftian, that this prayer

being additionary, not necefTary; taken in, not com

manded the omiilion thereofupon juft occaflion ought

by no means to trouble him. God knows the occafion

as well as he; and he is as a gracious father, who
more accepts a common courfe of devotion, than dif-

likes an occafional interruption. And of this he is fo

to allure himfelf, as to admit no fcruple, but to go on

as cheerfully as if he had not been interrupted. By
this it is evident that the diftinction is of fmgular ufe

and comfort ; efpecially to pious minds, which are

ever tender and delicate. But here there are two

cautions to be added. Firft, that this interruption

proceed not out of flacknefs or coldnefs : which will

appear if the pious foul forefee and prevent fuch inter

ruptions, what he may, before they come ;
and when,

for all that, they do come, he be a little affected there

with, but not afflicted or troubled ; if he refent it to a

miflike, but not a grief. Secondly, that this interrup

tion proceed not out of mame. As for example : a
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godly man, not out of fuperflition, but of reverence

to God's houfe, refolves whenever he enters into a

church, to kneel down and pray ; either bleffing God,
that he will be pleafed to dwell among men ; or be-

feeching him that whenever he repairs to his houfe, he

may behave himfelf fo as befits fo great a prefence ;

and this briefly. But it happens that, near the place

where he is to pray, he fpies fome fcoffing ruffian, who
is likely to deride him for his pains. If he now mall,

either for fear or fhame,< break his cuflom, he mail do

paffing ill ; fo much the rather ought he to proceed, as

that by this he may take into his prayer humiliation

alfo. On the other fide, if I am to vifit the fick

in hafte, and my neareft way lie through the church,

I will not doubt to go without flaying to pray there,

but only, as I pafs, in my heart, becaufe this kind of

prayer is additionary, not necefTary; and the other

duty overweighs it, fo that, if any fcruple arife, I will

throw it away, and be moft confident that God is not

difpleafed.

This diflin&ion may run through all Chriftian duties ;

and it is a great flay and fettling to religious fouls.
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Chap. XXXII.
;

!

THE PARSON'S SURVEYS.

THE Country Parfon hath not only taken a par

ticular furvey of the faults of his own parifh,

but a general alfo of the difeafes of the time ; that fo,

when his occafions carry him abroad, or bring ftrangers

to him, he may be the better armed to encounter

them. The great and national fin of this land, he

efteems to be idlenefs : great in itfelf, and great in con-

fequence ; for when men have nothing to do, then

they fall to drink, to fteal, to whore, to feoff, to revile,

to all forts of gaming.
"
Come,"tfay they,

" we have

nothing to do ; let's go to the tavern, or to the ftews ;"

or what not. Wherefore the Parfon ftrongly oppofeth

this fin, wherefoever he goes.

And becaufe idlenefs is twofold the one in having
no calling, the other in walking careleflly in our

calling, he firft reprefents to every body the neceffity

of a vocation. The reafon of this afTertion is taken

from the nature of man; wherein God hath placed

two great inftruments, reafon in the foul, and a hand

in the body, as engagements of working. So that even

in paradife man had a calling ; and how much more
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out of paradife, when the evils which he is now fubject

unto, may be prevented or diverted by reafonable em

ployment ? Befides, every gift
or ability is a talent to

be accounted for, and to be improved to our Mafter's

advantage. Yet is it alfo a debt to our country to

have a calling : and it concerns the commonwealth,
that none mould be idle, but all bufied. Laftly, riches

are the bleffing of God, and the great inftrument of

doing admirable good ; therefore, all are to procure
them honeftly and feafonably, when they are not better

employed. Now this reafon crofTeth not our Saviour's

precept of felling what we have ; becaufe, when we
have fold all and given it to the poor, we muft not

be idle, but labour to get more, that we may give

more ; according to St. Paul's rule.* So that our

Saviour's felling is fo far from croffing St. Paul's work

ing, that it rather eftablifheth it ; fmce they that have

nothing, are fitteft to work.

Now becaufe the only oppofer of this doctrine is

the gallant, who is witty enough to abufe both others

and himfelf, and who is ready to afk, if he (hall mend

fhoes, or what he mail do ; therefore the Parfon, un

moved, moweth, that ingenuous and fit employment is

never wanting to thofe that feek it. But if it mould

be, the aflertion ftands thus : all are either to have
*
Eph. iv. 28; i Thefs. iv. n, 12.
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a calling, or prepare for it ; he that hath or can have

yet no employment, if he truly and ferioufly prepare
for it, he is fafe and within bounds. Wherefore all are

either prefently to enter into a calling, if they be fit for

it, and it for them ; or elfe to examine, with care and

advice, what they are fitteft for, and to prepare for that

with all diligence.

But it will not be amifs, in this exceeding ufeful

point, to defcend to particulars ; for exa&nefs lies in

particulars.

Men are either fmgle or married. The married and

houfekeeper hath his hands full, if he do what he ought
to do. For there are two branches of his affairs : firft,

the improvement of his family, by bringing them up in

the fear and nurture of the Lord ; and fecondly, the

improvement of his grounds, by drowning, or draining,

flocking, or fencing, and ordering his land to the beft

advantage both of himfelf and his neighbours. The
Italian says,

" None fouls his hands in his own bufi-

nefs." And it is an honeft and juft care, fo it exceed

not bounds, for every one to employ himfelf to the

advancement of his affairs, that he may have where

withal to do good. But his family is his beft care : to

labour Chriftian fouls, and to raife them to their height,

even to heaven ; to drefs and prune them, and take as

much joy in a ftraight-growing child or fervant, as a
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gardener doth in a choice tree. Could men find out

this delight, they would feldom be from home
; whereas

now, of any place, they are leaft there. But if, after

all this care well defpatched, the houfekeeper's family

be fo (mall, and his dexterity fo great, that he have

leifure to look out ; the village or parifh which either

he lives in, or is near unto it, is his employment. He
confiders every one there ; and either helps them in

particular, or hath general propofitions to the whole

town or hamlet of advancing the public ftock, and

managing commons or woods, according as the place

fuggefts. But if he may be of the commiflion of peace,

there is nothing to that. No commonwealth in the

world hath a better inftitution than that of juftices of

the peace. For it is both a fecurity to the King who
hath fo many difperfed officers at his back throughout
the kingdom, accountable for the public good ; and

alfo an honourable employment of a gentle or noble

man in the country he lives in, enabling him with

power to do good, and to reftrain all thofe who elfe

might both trouble him and the whole eftate. Where
fore it behoves all, who are come to the gravity and

ripenefs of judgment for fo excellent a place, not to

refufe, but rather to procure it. And, whereas there

are ufually three objections made againft the place ; the

one, the abufe of it, by taking petty county bribes ; the

A A



354 HERBERT'S

other, the cafting of it on mean perfons, efpecially in

fome mires ; and laftly, the trouble of it : thefe are fo

far from deterring any good man from the place, that

they kindle them rather to redeem the dignity either

from true faults or unjuft afperfions.

Now, for fingle men, their are either heirs or younger

brothers, the heirs are to prepare in all the fore-

mentioned points againft the time of their practice.

Therefore they are to mark their father's difcretion

in ordering his houfe and affairs ; and alfo elfewhere,

when they fee any remarkable point of education or

good hufbandry, and to tranfplant it in time to his own
home ; with the fame care as others, when they meet

with good fruit, get a graft of the tree, enriching their

orchard, and neglecting their houfe. Befides, they
are to read books of law and juftice ; efpecially the

Statutes at Large. As for better books, of divinity,

they are not in this confideration
;
becaufe we are

about a calling, and a preparation thereunto. But,

chiefly and above all things, they are to frequent fef-

fions and affizes. For it is both an honour which they
owe to the reverend judges and magiftrates to attend

them, at leaft in their mire : and it is a great advantage
to know the practice of the land ; for our law is prac
tice. Sometimes he may go to court, as the eminent

place both of good and ill. At other times he is to
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travel over the king's dominions ; cutting out the king

dom into portions, which every year he furveys piece

meal. When there is a parliament, he is to endeavour

by all means to be a knight or burgefs there ; for there

is no fchool to a parliament. And when he is there,

he muft not only be a morning man, but at committees

alfo ; for there the particulars are exactly difcufTed,

which are brought from thence to the houfe but in

general. When none of thefe occafions call him

abroad, every morning! that he is at home, he muft

either ride the great horfe, or exercife fome of his

military geftures. For all gentlemen, that are not

weakened and difarmed with fedentary lives, are to

know the ufe of their arms : and as the hufbandman

labours for them, fo muft they fight for, and defend

him, when occafion calls. This is the duty of each

to other, which they ought to fulfil : and the Parfon is

a lover and exciter to juftice in all things : even as

John the Baptift fquared out to every one, even

to foldiers, what to do. As for younger brothers, thofe

whom the Parfon finds loofe, and not engaged in fome

profeflion by their parents, whofe neglect in this point

is intolerable, and a fhameful wrong both to the com
monwealth and their own houfe, to them, after he

hath mowed the unlawfulnefs of fpending the day
in dreffing, complimenting, vifiting, and fporting, he

A A 2
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firft commends the ftudy of civil law, as a brave and

wife knowledge; the profeflbrs whereof were much

employed by Queen Elizabeth ; becaufe it is the key
of commerce, and difcovers the rules of foreign nations.

Secondly, he commends the mathematics, as the only

wonder-working knowledge, and therefore requiring

the beft fpirits. After the feveral knowledge of thefe,

he advifeth to infift and dwell chiefly on the two noble

branches thereof, of fortification and navigation : the

one being ufeful to all countries, aud the other efpe-

cially to iflands. But if the young gallant think thefe

courfes dull and phlegmatic, where can he bufy himfelf

better than in thofe new plantations and difcoveries,

which are not only a noble, but alfo, as they may be

handleds a religious employment ? Or let him travel

into Germany and France ; and, obferving the artifices

and manufactures there, tranfplant them hither, as

divers have done lately, to our country's advantage,
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Chap. XXXIII.

THE PARSON'S LIBRARY.

THE Country Parfon's library is a HOLY LIFE ; for

(befides the blefling that that brings upon it,

there being a promife, that if the kingdom of God be

firft fought, all other things fhall be added) even itfelf is

a fermon. For the temptations with which a good man
is befet, and the ways which he ufeth to overcome

them, being told to another, whether in private con

ference or in the church, are a fermon. He that hath

confidered how to carry himfelf at table about his ap

petite, if he tells this to another, preacheth ; and much
more feelingly and judicioufly, than he writes his rules

of temperance out of books. So that the Parfon having
ftudied and mattered all his lufts and affections within,

and the whole army of temptations without, hath ever

fo many fermons ready penned, as he hath victories.

And it fares in this as it doth in phyfic. He that hath

been fick of a confumption, and knows what recovered

him, is a phyfician, fo far as he meets with the fame

difeafe and temper ; and can much better and par

ticularly do it, than he that is generally learned, and
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was never fick. And if the fame perfon had been

fick of all difeafes, and were recovered of all, by things

that he knew ; there were no fuch phyfician as he, both

for fkill and tendernefs. Juft fo it is in divinity ; and

that not without manifeft reafon. For though the

temptations may be diverfe in divers Chriftians, yet the

victory is alike in all, being by the felf-fame Spirit.

Neither is this true only in the military ftate of a

Chriftian life, but even in the peaceable alfo, when the

fervant of God, freed for awhile from temptation, in a

quiet fweetnefs feeks how to pleafe his God. Thus
the Parfon, confidering that repentance is the great

virtue of the Gofpel, and one of the firft fteps ofpleafmg

God, having for his own ufe examined the nature of it,

is able to explain it after to others. And, particularly,

having doubted fometimes whether his repentance were

true, or at leaft in that degree it ought to be ; fmce

he found himfelf fometimes to weep more for the lofs

of fome temporal things, than for offending God ; he

came at length to this refolution, that repentance is an

a6t of the mind, not of the body, even as the original

fignifies ; and that the chief thing which God in the

Scriptures requires, is the heart and the fpirit, and

to worfhip him in truth and fpirit. Wherefore,
in cafe a Chriftian endeavour to weep and cannot,
fmce we are not mailers of our own bodies, this fuf-
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ficeth. And confequently he found, that the eflence

of repentance, (that it may be alike in all God's chil

dren, which as concerning weeping it cannot be,

fome being of a more melting temper than others) con-

fifteth in a true deteftation of the foul, abhorring and

renouncing fin, and turning unto God in truth of heart

and newnefs of life ; which acts of repentance are and

muft be found in all God's fervants. Not that weeping
is not ufeful, where it can be (that fo the body may
join in the grief, as it di4 in the fin), but that, fo the

other a&s be, that is not neceflary. So that he as

truly repents, who performs the other als of repentance,

when he cannot more, as he that weeps a flood of tears.

This inftru&ion and comfort the Parfon getting for

himfelf, when he tells it to others, becomes a fermon.

The like he doth in other Chriftian virtues, as of faith

and love, and the cafes of confcience belonging thereto :

wherein, as St. Paul implies that he ought, Rom. ii.,

he firft preacheth to himfelf, and then to others.
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Chap. XXXIV.

THE PARSON'S DEXTERITY IN
APPLYING OF REMEDIES.

THE Country Parfon knows, that there is a double

ftate of a Chriftian even in this life ; the one

military, the other peaceable. The military is, when
we are aflaulted with temptations, either from within

or from without. The peaceable is, when the devil

for a time leaves us, as he did our Saviour, and the

angels minifter to us their own food, even joy, and

peace, and comfort in the Holy Ghoft. Thefe two

ftates were in our Saviour, not only in the beginning
of his preaching but afterward alfo (as Matt. xxii. 35,

he was tempted: and Luke x. 21, he rejoiced in

fpirit) ; and they muft be likewife in all that are his.

Now the Parfon haying a fpiritual judgment, according
as he difcovers any of his flock to be in one and the

other ftate, fo he applies himfelf to them.

Thofe that he finds in the peaceable ftate, he ad-

vifeth to be very vigilant, and not to let go the reins as

foon as the horfe goes eafy. Particularly, he counfelleth

them to two things. Firft, to take heed left their
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quiet betray them, as it is apt to do, to a coldnefs and

careleffnefs in their devotions ; but to labour ftill to

be as fervent in Chriftian duties, as they remember

themfelves were, when affliction did blow the coals.

Secondly, not to take the full compafs and liberty of

their peace : not to eat of all thofe difhes at table,

which even their prefent health otherwife admits; nor

to ftore their houfe with all thofe furnitures, which

even their prefent plenty of wealth otherwife admits ;

nor, when they are among them that are merry, to ex

tend themfelves to all that mirth, which the prefent

occafion of wit and company otherwife admits : but to

put bounds and hoops to their joys ; fo will they laft the

longer, and, when they depart, return the fooner. Ifwe
would judge ourfelves, we mould not be judged ; and

ifwe would bound ourfelves, we mould not be bounded.

But if they mould fear that, at fuch or fuch a time,

their peace and mirth have carried them farther than

this moderation ; then to take Job's admirable courfe,

who facrificed, left his children mould have tranf-

grefTed in their mirth. So let them go, and find fome

poor afflicted foul, and there be bountiful and liberal ;

for with fuch facrifices God is well pleafed.

Thofe that the Parfon finds in the military ftate, he

fortifies, and ftrengthens with his utmoft (kill. Now,
in thofe that are tempted, whatfoever is unruly falls

upon two heads. Either they think that there is none
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that can or will look after things, but all goes by chance

or wit ; or elfe, though there be a great Governor of

all things, yet to them he is loft ; as if they faid, God
doth forfake and perfecute them, and there is none to

deliver them.

If the Parfon fufpecT: the firft, and find fparks of fuch

thoughts now and then to break forth, then, without

oppofmg directly, for difputation is no cure for atheifm,

he fcatters in his difcourfe three forts of arguments ;

the firft taken from Nature, the fecond from the Law,
the third from Grace. For Nature, he fees not how
a houfe could be either built without a builder, or kept
in repair without a houfekeeper. He conceives not

poilibly, how the winds mould blow fo much as

they can, and the fea rage fo much as it can; and

all things do what they can, and all, not only with

out diflblution of the whole, but alfo of any part,

by taking away fo much as the ufual feafons of fummer

and winter, earing and harveft. Let the weather be

what it will, ftill we have bread ; though fometimes

more, fometimes lefs ; wherewith alfo a careful Jofeph

might meet. He conceives not poffibly how he, that

would believe a Divinity, if he had been at the creation

of allthings, mould lefs believe it, feeing the preferva-

tion of all things. For prefervation is a creation ;.and

more, it is a continued creation, and a creation every
moment. Secondly, for the Law, there may be fo
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evident, though unufed, a proof of divinity taken from

thence, that the atheift or epicurean can have nothing
to contradict. The Jews yet live, and are known.

They have their law and language bearing witnefs to

them ; and they do it. They are circumcifed to this

day ; and expecl: the promifes of the Scripture. Their

country alfo is known ; the places and rivers travelled

unto and frequented by others, but to them an im

penetrable rock, an inacceflible defert. Wherefore if

the Jews live, all the great wonders of old live in them ;

and then who can deny the ftretched out arm of a

mighty God? efpecially fmce it may be a juft doubt,

whether, confidering the ftubbornnefs of the nation,

their living then in their country under fo many mira

cles were a ftranger thing, than their prefent exile,

and difability to live in their country. And it is ob-

fervable, that this very thing was intended by God ;

that the Jews mould be his proof, and witnefTes, as he

calls them (Ifa. xliii. 12). And their very difperfion

in all lands was intended, not only for a punimment to

them, but as an exciting of others, by their fight, to

the acknowledging of God and |his power ;
* and

therefore this kind of punimment was chofen rather

than any other. Thirdly, for Grace. Befides the

continual fucceflion, fmce the gofpel, of holy men who
* Ps. lix. ii.
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have borne witnefs to the truth (there being no reafon

why any mould diftruft St. Luke, Tertullian, or Chry-

foftom, more than Tully, Virgil, or Livy); there are

two prophecies in the Gofpel, which evidently argue
Chrift's divinity by their fuccefs. The one, concern

ing the woman that fpent the ointment on our Saviour;

for which he told, that it mould never be forgotten,

but with the Gofpel itfelf be preached to all ages.*
The other, concerning the deftru&ion of Jerufalem ;

of which our Saviour faid, that that generation mould

not
pafs, till all was fulfilled : "f which Jofephus' ftory

confirmeth, and the continuance of which verdicl: is

yet evident. To thefe might be added the preaching
of the Gofpel in all nations ; J which we fee even

miraculoufly effected in thefe new difcoveries, God

turning men's covetoufnefs and ambitions to the effecl:-

ing of his word. Now a prophecy is a wonder fent to

pofterity, left they complain of want of wonders. It

is a letter fealed, and fent ; which to the bearer is but

paper, but to the receiver and opener is full of power.
He that faw Chrift open a blind man's eyes, faw not

more divinity, than he that reads the woman's oint

ment in the Gofpel, or fees Jerufalem reftored.

With fome of thefe heads, enlarged and woven into

* Matt. xxvi. 13. f Luke xxi. 32. I Matt. xxiv. 14.
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his difcourfe, at feveral times and occafions the Parfon

fettleth wavering minds.

But if he fees them nearer defperation than atheifm

not fo much doubting a God, as that he is theirs then

he dives into the boundlefs ocean of God's love, and

the unfpeakable riches of his loving kindnefs. He
hath one argument unanfwerable. If God hate them,
either he doth it as they are creatures, duft and afhes ;

or as they are fmful. As creatures, he muft needs

love them ; for no perfect artift ever yet hated his

own work. As fmful, he muft much more love them :

becaufe, notwithftanding his infinite hate of fin, his

love overcame that hate ; and with an exceeding great

victory, which in the creation needed not, gave them

love for love, even the Son of his love out of his bofom

of love. So that man, which way foever he turns,

hath two pledges of God's love ; that in the mouth of

two or three witnefles every word may be eftablifhed ;

the one in his being, the other in his fmful being ; and

this, as the more faulty in him, fo the more glorious in

God. And all may certainly conclude that God loves

them, till either they defpife that love, or defpair of

his mercy. Not any fin elfe, but is within his love ;

but the defpifing of love muft needs be without it.

The thrufting away of his arm makes us only not

embraced.
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Chap. XXXV.
,;/;

THE PARSON'S CONDESCENDING.

THE Country Parfon is a lover of old cuftoms, if

they be good and harmlefs : and the rather,

becaufe country people are much addi&ed to them ;

fo that to favour them therein is to win their hearts,

and to oppofe them therein is to dejecl: them. If there

be any ill in the cuftom, that may be fevered from the

good, he pares the apple, and gives them the clean to

feed on. Particularly he loves proceffion, and main

tains it ; becaufe there are contained therein four

manifeft advantages. Firft, a blefling of God for the

fruits of the field: fecondly, juftice in the prefervation

of bounds : thirdly, charity in loving, walking, and

neighbourly accompanying one another : with recon

ciling of differences at that time, if there be any:

fourthly, mercy in relieving the poor by a liberal dif-

tribution and largefs, which at that time is or ought to

be ufed. Wherefore, he exacts of all to be prefent at

the perambulation : and thofe, that withdraw and fever

themfelves from it, he miflikes and reproves as un

charitably and unneighbourly; and, if they will not
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reform, prefents them. Nay, he is fo far from con

demning fuch aflemblies, that he rather procures them

to be often ; as knowing that abfence breeds ftrange-

nefs, but prefence love. Now love is his bufmefs and

aim. Wherefore he likes well that his parifh at good
times invite one another to their houfes ; and he urgeth
them to it. And fometimes, where he knows there

hath been or is a little difference, he takes one of the

parties, and goes with him to the other; and all dine

or fup together. There is much preaching in this

friendlinefs.

Another old cuftom there is of faying, when light is

brought in,
" God fend us the light of heaven !

"
and

the Parfon likes this very well. Neither is he afraid of

praifmg or praying to God at all times, but is rather

glad of catching opportunities to do them. Light is a

great bleffing ; and as great as food, for which we give
thanks : and thofe that think this fuperftitious, neither

know fuperftition nor themfelves. As for thofe that

are amamed to ufe this form, as being old and obfolete,

and not the fafhion, he reforms and teaches them, that

at baptifm they profefled not to be amamed of ChrirVs

crofs, or for any mame to leave that which is good.
He that is amamed in fmall things, will extend his

pufillanimity to greater. Rather mould a Chriftian

foldier take fuch occafions to harden himfelf, and to

further his exercifes of mortification.
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Chap. XXXVI.

THE PARSON BLESSING.

THE Country Parfon wonders, that blefling the

people is in fo little ufe with his brethren ;

whereas he thinks it not only a grave and reverend

thing, but a beneficial alfo. Thofe who ufe it not, do

fo either out of nicenefs, becaufe they like the faluta-

tions, and compliments, and forms of worldly language
better j which conformity and fafhionablenefs is fo

exceeding unbefitting a minifter, that it deferves re

proof, not refutation
;

or elfe, becaufe they think it

empty and fuperfluous. But that which the apoftles

ufed fo diligently in their writings, nay, which our

Saviour himfelf ufed,* cannot be vain and fuperfluous.

But this was not proper to Chrift or the apoftles only,

no more than to be a fpiritual father was appropriated

to them. And if temporal fathers blefs their children,

how much more may, and ought, fpiritual fathers !

Befides, the priefts of the Old Teftament were com
manded to blefs the people, and the form thereof is

prefcribed.f Now, as the apoftle argues in another

* Mark x. 16. f Num. vi.
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cafe, if the miniftration of condemnation did blefs,

how fhall not the miniftration of the Spirit exceed in

blefling ? The fruit of this blefling good Hannah

found, and received with great joy,* though it came

from a man difallowed by God : for it was not the

perfon, but priefthood, that blefled ; fo that even ill

priefts may blefs.
'

Neither h?ve the minifters power
of blefling only, but alfo of curfmg. So, in the

Old Teftament, Elifha curfed the children ;f which,

though our Saviour reproved, as unbefitting for his

particular, who was to mow all humility before his

paflion, yet he allows it in his apoftles. And there

fore St. Peter ufed that fearful imprecation to Simon

Magus ;

"
Thy money perifh with thee :

"
and the

event confirmed it. So did St. Paul ; fpeaking of

Alexander the copper-fmith, who had withftood his

preaching,
Ct The Lord," faith he,

" reward him ac

cording to his works." And again, of Hymeneus and

Alexander, he faith, he had u delivered them to Satan,

that they might learn not to blafpheme." The forms

both of blefling and curfmg are expounded in the com

mon Prayer-book ; the one, in " The grace of our

Lord Jefus Chrift," &c. and " The peace of God,"
&c. : the other, in general, in the Commination.

*
i Sam. i. 18. f a Kings ii. 24. | Acts viii. 20, 21.

2 Tim. iv. 14. i Tim. i. 20.

B B
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Now blefling differs from prayer, in afFurance ; be-

caufe it is not performed by way of requeft, but of

confidence and power, effectually applying God's

favour to the bleffed, by the interefting of that dignity

wherewith God hath inverted the Prieft, and engaging
of God's own power and inftitution for a blefling.

The neglect of this duty in minifters themfelves, hath

made the people alfo neglect it ; fo that they are fo far

from craving this benefit from their ghoftly father,

that they oftentimes go out of church before he hath

bleffed them. In the time of Popery, the Prieft's

Benedicite and his holy water were over-highly valued ;

and now we are fallen to the clean contrary, even from

fuperftition to coldnefs and atheifm. But the Parfon

firft values the gift in himfelf, and then teacheth his

parim to value it. And it is obfervable, that, if a

minifter talk with a great man in the ordinary courfe

of complimenting language, he fhall be efteemed as

ordinary complimenters. But if he often interpofe a

blefling, when the other gives him juft opportunity by

fpeaking any good, this unufual form begets a rever

ence, and makes him efteemed according to his pro-

feflion. The fame is to be obferved in writing letters

alfo.

To conclude; if all men are to blefs upon occafion,

as appears, Rom. xii. 14, how much more thofe who
are fpiritual fathers ?
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Chap. XXXVII.

CONCERNING DETRACTION.

THE Country Parfon perceiving that moft, when

they are at leifure, make others' faults their

entertainment and difcourfe ; and that even fome good
men think, fo they fpeak truth, they may difclofe

another's fault finds it fomewhat difficult how to

proceed in this point. For if he abfolutely fhut up
men's mouths, and forbid all difclofing of faults, many
an evil may not only be, but alfo fpread in his parifh,

without any remedy, which cannot be applied without

notice, to the difhonour of God, and the infection of

his flock, and the difcomfort, difcredit, and hinderance

of the Paftor. On the other fide, if it be unlawful to

open faults, no benefit or advantage can make it lawful ;

for we muft not do evil that good may come of it.

Now the Parfon, taking this point to tafk, which is

fo exceeding ufeful, and hath taken fo deep root that it

feems the very life and fubftance of converfation, hath

proceeded thus far in the difcuffing of it. Faults are

either notorious or private. Again, notorious faults

are either fuch as are made known by common fame i

B B 2
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and of thefe thofe that know them may talk, fo they
do it not with fport, but commiferation : or elfe

fuch as have patted judgment, and been corrected

either by whipping, imprifoning, or the like. Of thefe

alfo men may talk ; and more, they may difcover them

to thofe that knew them not ; becaufe infamy is a part

of the fentence againft malefactors, which the law

intends : as is evident by thofe which are branded for

rogues, that they may be known, or put into the flocks,

that they be looked upon. But fome fay, though the

law allow this, the Gofpel doth not : which hath fo

much advanced charity, and ranked backbiters among
the generation of the wicked.* But this is eafily

anfwered. As the executioner is not uncharitable that

takes away the life of the condemned, except, befides

his office, he adds a tincture of private malice, in the

joy and hafte of acting his part : fo neither is he that

defames him, whom the law would have defamed, ex

cept he alfo do it out of rancour. For, in infamy, all

are executioners ; and the law gives a malefactor to all

to be defamed. And, as malefactors may lofe and for

feit their goods or life
; fo may they their good name,

and the poffeffion thereof, which, before their offence

and judgment, they had in all men's breafts. For all

are honeft till the contrary be proved. Befides, it con-

* Rom. i. 30.
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cerns the commonwealth that rogues mould be known ;

and charity to the public hath the precedence of pri

vate charity. So that it is fo far from being a fault to

difcover fuch offenders, that it is a duty rather ; which

may do much good, and fave much harm. Never-

thelefs, if the punifhed delinquent mail be much trou

bled for his fins, and turn quite another man, doubtlefs

then alfo men's affections and words muft turn, and

forbear to fpeak of that, which even God himfelf hath

forgotten.

The Author's Prayer before

Sermon.

O ALMIGHTY and ever-living God ! Majefty,
and Power, and Brightnefs, and Glory ! How

mall we dare to appear before thy face, who are con

trary to thee, in all we call thee ? For we are dark-

nefs, and weaknefs, and filthinefs, and mame. Mifery
and fin fill our days. Yet art thou our Creator, and we

thy work. Thy hands both made us, and alfo made

us lords of all thy creatures ; giving us one world

in ourfelves and another to ferve us. Then didft thou

place us in Paradife, and wert proceeding ftill on in

thy favours, until we interrupted thy counfels, difap-
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pointed thy purpofes, and fold our God our glorious,

our gracious God for an apple. Oh write it Oh,
brand it on our foreheads for ever ! For an apple

once we loft our God, and ftill lofe him for no more ;

for money, for meat, for diet. But thou, Lord, art

patience, and pity, and fweetnefs, and love ; therefore

we fons of men are not confumed. Thou haft exalted

thy mercy above all things, and haft made our fal-

vation, not our punifhment, thy glory ;
fo that

then, where fin abounded, not death, but grace fuper-

abounded. Accordingly, when we had finned beyond

any help in heaven or earth, then thou faidft,
a
Lo, I

come !

" Then did the Lord of life, unable of him-

felf to die, contrive to do it. He took flefh, he wept,

he died ; for his enemies he died ; even for thofe that

derided him then, and ftill defpife him. BlefFed Sa

viour ! many waters could not quench thy love, nor

no pit overwhelm it. But, though the ftreams of thy

blood were current through darknefs, grave, and hell ;

yet by thefe thy conflicts, and feemingly hazards, didft

thou rife triumphant, and therein madeft us victorious.

Neither doth thy love yet ftay here. For this word

of thy rich peace and reconciliation thou haft com

mitted not to thunder, or angels, but to filly
and

finful men : even to me, pardoning my fins, and bidding

me go feed the people of thy love.
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Blefled be the God of heaven and earth, who only
doth wondrous things. Awake, therefore, my lute,

and my viol ; awake all my powers to glorify thee !

We praife thee, we blefs thee, we magnify thee for

ever. And now, O Lord ! in the power of thy vic

tories, and in the ways of thy ordinances, and in the

truth of thy love, lo ! we ftand here ; befeeching thee

to blefs thy word, wherever fpoken this day throughout
the univerfal church. Oh, make it a word of power
and peace, to convert thofe who are not yet thine, and

to confirm thofe that are. Particularly, blefs it in this

thy own kingdom, which thou haft made a land of

light, a ftorehoufe of thy treafures and mercies. Oh,
let not our foolim and unworthy hearts rob us of the

continuance of this thy fweet love : but pardon our

fins, and perfect what thou haft begun. Ride on,

Lord, becaufe of the word of truth and meeknefs, and

righteoufnefs ; and thy right hand mail teach thee

terrible things. Efpecially blefs this portion here

aflembled together, with thy unworthy fervant fpeak-

ing unto them : Lord Jefu, teach thou me, that I may
teach them. Sanctify and enable all my powers, that

in their full ftrength they may deliver thy mefTage

reverently, readily, faithfully, and fruitfully. Oh,
make thy word a fwift word, patting from the ear to

the heart, from the heart to the life and converfation ;
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that, as the rain returns not empty, fo neither may thy

word, but accomplifh that for which it is given.

O Lord, hear ; O Lord, forgive ; O Lord, hearken,

and do fo for thy bleffed Son's fake : in whofe fweet

and pleafing words we fay, Our Father, &c.

A Prayer after Sermon.

BLESSED
be God, and the Father of all mercy

who continueth to pour his benefits upon us.

Thou haft elected us, thou haft called us, thou haft

juftified us, fan&ified and glorified us. Thou waft

born for us, and thou livedft and diedft for us. Thou
haft given us the bleffings of this life, and of a better.

O Lord ! thy bleffings hang in clufters ; they come

trooping upon us ; they break forth like mighty waters

on every fide. And now, Lord, thou haft fed us with

the bread of life,
" So man did eat angels' food." O

Lord, blefs it ! O Lord, make it health and ftrength

to us ! ftill ftriving and profpering fo long within us,

until our obedience reach the meafure of thy love,

who haft done for us as much as may be. Grant this,

dear Father, for thy Son's fake, our only Saviour : to

whom with thee and the Holy Ghoft, three perfons,

but one moft glorious, incomprehenfible God, be

afcribed all honour, and glory, and praife, ever. Amen.
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JACULA PRUDENTUM.

OLD
men go to Death, Death comes to young
men.

Man propofeth, God difpofeth.

Humble hearts have humble defires.

The houfe mows the owner.

He that gets out of debt, grows rich.

A good bargain is a pick-purfe.

Pleafing ware is half fold.

\Vhen all fins grow old, covetoufnefs is young.
If you would know a knave, give him a ftaff.

A cool mouth, and warm feet, live long.

Not a long day, but a good heart, rids work.

When a friend afks, there is no to-morrow.

God fends cold according to clothes.

He lofeth nothing, that lofeth not God.

Love, and a Cough, cannot be hid.

A Dwarf on a Giant's moulder, fees further of the

two.
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He hath great need of a fool that plays the fool

himfelf.

He that fends a fool, means to follow him.

For wafhing his hands, none fells his lands.

In a good houfe all is quickly ready.

If all fools had baubles, we fhould want fuel.

Hearken to reafon, or fhe will be heard.

When a dog is a drowning, every one offers him

drink.

He that will learn to pray, let him go to Sea.

In fpending lies the advantage.

Deceive not thy Phyfician, Confeflbr, nor Lawyer.
Ill natures, the more you afk them, the more they

ftick.

Virtue and a Trade are the beft portion for children.

To a grateful man, give money when he afks.

Who would do ill ne'er wants occafion.

To a fair day, open the window, but make you

ready as to a foul.

Keep good men company, and you fhall be of the

number.

The Mill gets by going.

To a boiling pot flies come not.

Make hafte to an ill way, that you may get out of it.

A fnow year, a rich year.

Learn weeping, and thou {halt laugh gaining.
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Though a lie be well drefled, it is ever overcome.

Slander is a fhipwreck by a dry Tempeft.
Old wine and an old friend are good provifions.

A drunkard's purfe is a bottle.

The mill 'cannot grind with water that's paft.

Corn is cleaned with wind, and the foul with chaf-

tenings.

Good words are worth much, and coft little.

Buy at a fair, but fell at home.

In a great River great fifh are found : but take heed

left you be drowned.

Our own actions are our fecurity, not others' judg
ments.

Think of eafe, but work on.

A diligent Scholar, and the Mafter's paid.

Where the drink goes in, there the wit goes out.

Giving much to the poor, doth enrich a man's ftore.

Ill comes in by ells, and goes out by inches.

If the old dog bark, he gives counfel.

I wept when I was born, and every day {hews why.
He that looks not before, finds himfelf behind.

He that rifeth firft, is firft dreft.

The river paft, and God forgotten.

The miferable man maketh a penny of a farthing,

and the liberal of a farthing fixpence.

Weight and meafure take away ftrife.

The heart's letter is read in the eyes.
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The ill that comes out of our mouth falls
iijto

our

bofom.

Sometimes the beft gain is to lofe.

One grain fills not a fack, but helps his fellows.

It is a great victory that comes without blood.

Truth and oil are ever above.

Advife none to marry or go to war.

The Jews fpend at Eafter, the Moors at marriages,

the Chriftians in fuits.

Fine dreffing is a foul houfe fwept before the doors.

The more women look in their glafs, the lefs they

look to their houfe.

A long tongue is a fign of a fhort hand.

The worft of law is, that one fuit breeds twenty.
I had rather ride on an afs that carries me, than a

horfe that throws me.

It cofts more to do ill than to do well.

Fear keeps the garden better than the gardener.

By fuppers more have been killed than Galen ever

cured.

Goflips are frogs, they drink and talk.

Prayers and provender hinder no journey.

Many friends in general, one in fpecial.

Neither bribe, nor lofe thy right.

Go not for every grief to the Phyfician, nor for

every quarrel to the Lawyer, nor for every thirft to

the pot.
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Good fervice is a great enchantment.

There would be no great ones, if there were no

little ones.

The beft mirror is an old friend.

A man's difcontent is his worft evil.

Fear nothing but fin.

He is not poor that hath little, but he that defireth

much.

The tongue talks at the head's coft.

Keep not ill men company, left you increafe the

number.

Peace and patience, and death with repentance.

Be not a Baker, if your head be of butter.

Little fticks kindle the fire ; great ones put it out.

A little with quiet is the only diet.

When God will, no wind but brings rain.

When you are an Anvil, hold you ftill ; when you
are a hammer, ftrike your fill.

He that makes his bed ill, lies there.

He that labours and thrives, fpins gold.

He that is not handfome at twenty, nor ftrong at

thirty, nor rich at forty, nor wife at fifty, will never be

handfome, ftrong, rich, or wife.

He that will deceive the fox muft rife betimes.

He that hath a mouth of his own, muft not fay to

another, Blow.
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He that hath no ill fortune, is troubled with good.

Pardons and pleafantnefs are great revenges of

flanders.

If folly were grief, every houfe would weep.
Would you know what money is, Go borrow fome.

All things require fkill, but an appetite,

All things have their place, knew we how to place

them.

Little pitchers have wide ears.

Life without a friend, is death without a witnefs.

Mills and wives ever want.

To a crazy fhip all winds are contrary.

In time comes he, whom God fends.

An old friend is a new houfe.

He is rich enough that wants nothing.

A hundred load of thought will not pay one of debts.

He that comes of a hen muft fcrape.

He that feeks trouble never mifles.

Who doth his own bufmefs, fouls not his hands.

He that hath love in his breaft, hath fpurs in his fides.

He that refpets not is not refpe&ed.

Who lets his Wife go to every feaft, and his horfe

drink at every water, fhall neither have good wife nor

good horfe.

He that makes a thing too fine, breaks it.

Counfel breaks not the head.
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Fly the pleafure that bites to-morrow.

Where your will is ready, your feet are
light.

Take heed of the vinegar of fweet wine.

Fools bite one another, but wife men agree together.

Truft not one night's ice.

To gain teacheth how to fpend.

The refolved mind hath no cares.

War makes thieves, and peace hangs them.

Poverty is the mother of health.

The gown is his that wears it, and the world his

that enjoys it.

A poor beauty finds more lovers than hufbands.

Things well fitted abide.

Difgraces are like cherries, one draws another.

He that's long a giving knows not how to give.

The filth under the white fnow the fun difcovers.

Patience, time, and money accommodate all
things.

Gluttony kills more than the fword.

Short boughs, long vintage.

If the wife erred not, it would go hard with fools.

He that tells a fecret is another's fervant.

He that lofeth is Merchant, as well as he that gains.

All things in their being are good for fomething.
A fair death honours the whole life.

Living well is the beft revenge.

A fool may throw a ftone into a well, which a hun

dred wife men cannot pull out.
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To a good fpender God is the Treafurer.

Mufic helps not the tooth-ache.

Help thyfelf, and God will help thee.

Love is the true price of love.

Love rules his kingdom without a fword.

The fhorteft anfwer is doing.

He that is foolifh in the fault, let him be wife in the

punifhment.

He that would have what he hath not, mould do

what he doth not.

The offender never pardons.

He that is angry at a feaft, is rude.

When the tree is fallen, all go with their hatchet.

He that trufts in a lie, mail perifh in truth.

Bells call others, but themfelves enter not into the

Church.

The Royal Crown cures not the head-ache.

Folly grows without watering.

Valour that parleys, is near yielding.

Thurfday come, and the week is gone.

There is great force hidden in a fweet command.

To have money is a fear, not to have it a grief.

Little dogs ftart the hare, the great get her.

God is at the end, when we think he is further!

off it.

A good Judge conceives quickly, judges flowly.
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Rivers need a fpring.

The fat man knoweth not what the lean thinketh.

Every bee's honey is fweet.

A wife man needs not blufti for changing his purpofe.

Time is the Rider that breaks youth.

In every Country dogs bite.

A noble plant fuits not with a ftubborn ground.

Speak fitly,
or be filent wifely.

The perfuafion of the fortunate fways the doubtful.

The reafons of the poor weigh not.

Empty veflels found moft.

Love makes one fit for any work.

Show me a liar, and I will mow thee a thief.

Show a good man his error, and he turns it to a

virtue ; but an ill, it doubles his fault.

None fays his Garner is full.

In the hufband wifdom, in the wife gentlenefs.

In a leopard the fpots are not obferved.

A wife man cares not for what he cannot have.

That which will not be fpun, let it not come be

tween the fpindle and the diftaff.

No barber maves fo clofe but another finds work.

A holy habit cleanfeth not a foul foul.

No fooner is a Temple built to God, but the Devil

builds a Chapel hard by.

Every one puts his fault on the Times,

c c
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Pardon all but thyfelf.

A little wind kindles, much puts out the fire.

More have repented fpeech than filence.

Divine afhes are better than earthly meal.

Beauty draws more than oxen.

One eye of the raafter's fees more than ten of the

fervant's.

A little labour, much health.

The tree that God plants, no wind hurts it.

Knowledge is no burthen.

Though you fee a Church-man ill, yet continue in

the Church ftill.

Love and bufmefs teach eloquence.

He is only bright that (nines by himfelf.

Divine grace was never flow.

It is a proud horfe that will not carry his own pro

vender.

Three can hold their peace if two be away.

It is an ill counfel that hath no efcape.

All the arms of England will not arm fear.

Be what thou wouldft feem to be.

Let all live as they would die.

Sweet difcourfe makes fhort days and nights.

He that will not have peace, God gives him war.

To him that will, ways are not wanting.

Where there is peace, God is.
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None is fo wife, but the fool overtakes him.

February,, makes a bridge, and March breaks it.

The beft fmell is bread, the beft favour fait, the beft

love that of children.

That is the beft gown that goes up and down the

houfe.

A fleepy mafter makes his fervant a Lout.

Better fpeak truth rudely, than lie covertly.

He that fears leaves, let him not go into the wood.

Better fuffer ill, than do ill.

Neither praife nor difpraife thyfelf, thy actions ferve

the turn.

Soft and fair goes far.

Nature draws more than ten teams.

He that hath a wife and children, wants not bufinefs .

He that fears death, lives not.

He that marries for wealth, fells his liberty.

He that preacheth, giveth alms.

He that cockers his child, provides for his enemy.
The faulty ftands on his guard.

He that his thrown would ever wreftle.

He that ferves well, need not alk his wages.

Fair language grates not the tongue.

In doing we learn.

God, and Parents, and our Mafter can never be

requited.
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God keep me from four houfes, a Ufurer's, a Tavern,

a Spital, and a Prifon.

In a hundred ells of contention, there is not an inch

of love.

Do what thou oughteft, and come what come can.

Hunger makes dinners, paftime fuppers.

In a long journey ftraw weighs.
Women laugh when they can, and weep when they

will.

He that brings good news knocks hard.

Hafte comes not alone.

He goes not out of his way that goes to a good inn.

There comes nought out of the fack, but what was

there.

A little given feafonably, excufes a great gift.

The tongue is not fteel, yet it cuts.

Poverty is no fin.

A ftone in a well is not loft.

Promifing is the eve of giving.

He that fends a fool, expe&s one.

He that gains well and fpends well, needs no account

book.

He that endures, is not evercome.

He that loves the tree, loves the branch.

He that hath not the craft, let him (hut up mop.
He that knows nothing, doubts nothing.
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Green wood makes a hot fire.

The rich, knows not who is his friend.

To a clofe morn fheep, God gives wind by meafure.

Choofe a horfe made, and a wife to make.

He hath not lived, that lives not after death.

He quits his place well, that leaves his friend here.

Who pays the Phyfician, does the cure.

None knows the weight of another's burthen.

One houc's deep before midnight is worth three after.

It is more pain to do nothing than fomething.
A tyrant is moft tyrant to himfelf.

It is eafier to build two chimneys, than to maintain

one.

He that will enter into Paradife, muft have a good

key.

When you enter into a houfe, leave the anger ever

at the door.

He hath no leifure who ufeth it not.

Take heed of an ox before, of a horfe behind, of a

monk on all fides.

The year doth nothing elfe but open and mut.

The wife is the key of the houfe.

Death keeps no Calendar.

Silks and Satins put out the fire in the chimney.
An old man's ftafF is the rapper of death's door.

The finging man keeps his mop in his throat.
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The body is more drefTed than the foul.

The body is fooner drefled than the foul.

The Phyfician owes all to the patient, but the

patient owes nothing to him but a little money.
Wine is a turn-coat (firft a friend, then an enemy).
The Matter abfent, and the houfe dead.

Dogs are fine in the field.

Sins are not known till they be a&ed.

The great would have none great, and the little all

little.

Every mile is two in winter.

Lawyers' houfes are built on the heads of fools.

The houfe is a fine houfe when good folks are

within.

The beft bred have the beft portion.

Better be a fool than a knave.

You cannot make the fire fo low, but it will get out.

We leave more to do when we die, than we have

done.

Pains to get, care to keep, fear to lofe.

He that learns a trade, hath a purchafe made.

When God is made the mafter of a family, he

orders the diforderly.

He that is at eafe, feeks dainties.

He that tells his wife news, is but newly married.

He that praifeth himfelf, fpattereth himfelf.
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He that is furprifed with the firft froft, feels it all

the winter after.

He that follows the Lord, hopes to go before.

Who hath no head, needs no heart.

Speak not of my debts, unlefs you mean to pay
them.

He that is not in the wars, is not out of danger.

He that gives me fmall gifts, would have me live.

Who will make a door of gold, muft knock a nail

every day.

He that lives in hope, danceth without mufic.

Without bufmefs, debauchery.
Service without reward is punifhment.

The eye is bigger than the belly.

Were it not for the bone in the leg, all the world

would turn Carpenters (to make them crutches).

If the brain fows not corn, it plants thirties.

A piece of a Church-yard fits every body.

Ready money is a ready medicine.

An Idle youth, a needy Age.
Silk doth quench the fire in the Kitchen.

He that thinks amifs, concludes worfe.

Whatsoever was the father of a difeafe, an ill diet

was the mother.

Power feldom grows old at Court.

Danger itfelf the beft remedy for danger.



392 HERBERT'S JACULA PRUDENTUM.

Herefy is the fchool of pride.

They favour learning whofe aHons are worthy of

a learned pen.

Modefty fets off one newly come to honour.

No tie can oblige the perfidious.

Religion a {talking horfe to (hoot other fowl.

Two fparrows on one Ear of Corn make an ill

agreement.
All covet, all lofe.

Threatened men eat bread, fays the Spaniard.

The death of wolves is the fafety of the fheep.

He that is once born, once muft die.

He that fteals an egg, will fteal an ox.

In the mouth of a bad dog falls often a good bone.

Still fiftieth he that catcheth one.

All flefh is not venifon.

A City that parleys is half gotten.

He that hath time and looks for better time, time

comes that he repents himfelf of time.

Words and feathers the wind carries away.

Of a pig's tail you can never make a good fhaft.

To feek in a Sheep five feet when there are but four.
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