
W11717 

\ 
Til’S 

til of BEITB 

Reformed and Corrected. 

0 

' ' 
[(Giving an account of her death/ and of her journey 

to heaven ; how on the road Are fell in,vvith Ju- 
l-das, who. led her to the gate of hell, and what 

[. converfe flie had with the Devil, who would not 
S let her in : Alfo, how at laft flie ga-t to Heaven, 

|f and the difficulties flie encountered before fhe got 
It admittance there. i 

The whole being an allegorical Dialogue, containing no- 
t] thing but that which is recorded in Scripture for our 
!! -Example. SI . 



THE 

WIFE OF BEITH. 
I 

*|rN Beith once dwelt a worthy wife, 

J Of whom brave Chaucer mention makes 
She lived a licentious life, 
And namely in venereal ads; 
But death did come for all her cracks : 
When years were fpent and days out-drivenj 
Then fuddenly fhe ficknefs takes. 
Deceas’d forthwith, and went to heaven. 

Bur as Ihe went upon the way, 
There follow’d her a certain guide, 
And kindly to her did he fay. 
Where mean you, dame, for to abide ? 
1 know you are the wife of Beith, 
And would not then that you go wropg, 
,For I’m your friend, and will be leath 
'That you go through this narrow throng; 
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This way is broader, go with me, 
And very pieafant is the way : 

'I’ll bring you there, where you would be, 

jo with me, friend, fay me not nay. 
She looked on him, then did fpeer, 

M pray you. Sir, what is your name ? 
ihow me the way how you came here ? 
\o tell to me it is no lhame. 

. j that a favour ’bout your neck ? 
\nd what is that upon your fide? 

I kn ew you by your colours firft, 
i: it a bag, or filver fack ? 
7hat are you then? where do you bide ? 

’ I was a fervant unto Chrift, 
nd Judas like wife is my name. 

Forlboth indeed you are to blame: 
our Matter did you not betray ? 

md hang yourfelf when you had done ? 

if here’er you bide I will not ftay: 
0 then, you knave, let me alone. 

iWhatever 1 be, I’ll be your guide, 
iiicaufe ye know not well the way, 
lad ye but once in me confide, 
1 do all friendfhip that I may. 
IVhat would you me ? where do you dwell 
lave no will to go with thee : 
Ipr it is fome lower cell, 
nray thee therefore let me be. 
m his is a ftormy night and cold, 

I bring you to a warm inn : 
111 ye go forward and behold, 
)d mend your pares till ye win in, 
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I’m fear’d your inn it be to warms • 
>For too much hotnefs is not beft : 
Such hotnefs there may do n e harm, 
And keep me that I do not reft : 
I know your way, it is to hell, 
For you are none of the eleven : 
Go hafte you then unto your ced, 
My way is only unto-heaven. 

That way is by the gates of heii. 
If you intend there for to go. 
Go, dame, I will not you compel, 
But I with you will go alfo, 
"Where fmoke and darknefs did abound; 
And pick and fulphur burned ftill, 
With yells and cries, hills did rebound, 
The fiend himfelf came to the gate, 
And alked him where he had been ? 
Do ye not know and have forgot, 
Seeking this wife could not be feen. 

Good dame, he faid, would you be here 
I pray you then tell me your name ? 

The wife of Beith, fince that you fpeer. 
But to come in I were to blame. 

I will not have you here, good dame. 
For you were miftrefs of the flyting, 
If once within this gate you come, 
I will be troubled with your biting. 
Cummer, go back, and let me be. 
Here are too many of yotlr rout: 
For women lewd like unto thee, 
I cannot turn my foot about. 
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Sir thief, 1 fay, I fhall hide cut. 
But goffip thou wait ne'er to me : 
For to ecme in, I’m not fo {lout: 
And of my biting tiiou’d be free^ 
But, Lucifer, what’s that on thee, 
Haft tliou no water in this place l 
'ihou lock’d fo black, it ftems to me , 
Thou ne’er dolt walla thy ugly face. 

If we had water for to dri 'i i .!£ 5 

} WeLhould not care for walhing then ■; 
Into thefe flames and fhhyftird:, 
We burn with lire unto the do cm: 

[-Upbraid me then, good wife, no more, 
•For firft when 1 heard of the name, 
J knew thou haft fuch words in Here, 
Would make the de\:i to think Ihamo- 

Forfooth, Sir thief, thou art to- blame, ' 
If I had time now for to bide : 
Once,you were well, but may think fliame, 
That loft heaven for rebellious pride : 
Who traitor-like fell with the reft, 
Becaufe you would not be content, 

.And now of bills are dlfpoffeft, 
'Without all grace for to repent, 

d hou inad’ft poor Lve for to cenfent 
To eat of the forbidden tree : 
(Which we poor daughters may relent) 
And made as aimoft like to thee : 7 

^But God be blcft who pall thee by, 
And. did a Saviour provide 

■For Adam’s whole pofterity, 
All thole who do in him conGde, 

<b~ 
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Adie'U. 'faae fiend, I may not bide. 
With thee I may no longer (lay : 
My God in death he was my guide. 
O’er heil I’il get the victory. 

Then up the hill the poor wife went, 
Opprelt with {linking flames and fear : 
Weeping right fore, with great relent, 
For to go elfe fhe wifi not where * 
A narrow way with thorns and briers, 
And full of mires was her before : 
She fighed oft with fobs and tears, » 
The poor wife’s heart was wondrous fure : 
Tir’d and torn fhe went on flill, 

Sometimes fhe fat, and fometimes fell, 
Aye till fhe came to a high hill, 
And then fhe looked, back to hell. 
When that (he had climb’d up. the hill. 
Before her was ,a goodly plain ; 
Where fhe did refl and weep her fill, 
Then rofe and to her feet again. 
Her heart was glad, the way was good. 
Up to the hil! fire hy’d with hade, 
The flowers were fair, where that file flood 
The fields were pleafant to her tafle. 

Then fhe fpied Jerufilem, 
On Sio.m’s mount where that it flood; 
Shining with gold light as the fun, 

Her filly foul was then right glad ; 
The ports u’ere pearls fhining bright. 
Glorious it was for to behold, 

^ With precious flones gave fuch a light, 
* The walls were of tranfparent gold. 

> 
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High were the walls, the gates were ftiut. 
And long (he thought for to be in j 
But then for fear of biding out, 

She knocked hard and made fotr.e din. 
To knock and cry (he did not fpare. 

Till father Adam did her hear ; 
Who is’t that raps fo rudely there, 
Heaven cannot well be won by weir. 

The wife of Beith, (ince that you fpeer* 
Hath flood thefe two hours at'the gate. 

Go back, quoth he, thou muft forbear. 
Here may no Cnners entrance get. 

Adam, quoth (he, I (hall be in. 
In fpite of all fuch churls as thee ; 
'1 hou'rt the original of all fin. 
For eating of the forbidden tree; 
For which thou art not flyting free. 
But for thy foul offences fled. 

Adam went back and let her be; 
Looking as if his nofe had bled. 

1 hen mother Eve did at him fpeer. 
Who was it there that made fuch din ?, 
He faid a women would be here, 
For me I durft not let her in. 

I’ll go, faid (he, and alk her will. 
Her company 1 would have fain *, 

But aye (he cried, and knocked dill. 
And in no ways (he would refrain. 

Daughter, faid Eve, you will do well, 
And come again another time ; 

Heaven is not won by fwerd or fteel, 
Nor none that’s guilty cf a crime. 
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Mother, ,faid {he, the fault is thine. 
That knocking here fo long I (land ; 
Thy guilt is more than that of mine, 
3f thou wilt rightly underftand, 
Thou waft the caufe of all our fin. 
Wherein we're born and conceiv'd, 
Our mifery thou didft begin^ 
By thee thy hufband was deceiv'd. 

Eve went back where Noah was, 
And told him all how file was blam’d, 
Of her great fin and first trefpafs, 

‘ Whereof fhe was fo much aiham’d. 
Then Noah faid, I will go down, 

■ And will forbid her that fhe knock 5 
I Go back, he faid, ye drunken lown. 

You’re none of the celeft ial flock. 
Noah, fhe faid, hold thou thy peace. 

Where I drank ale, thou didft drink wise, 
Difcovered was to thy diigrace. 
When thou waft full like to a fwine ; 
]f I was drunk 1 learn’d at thee, 

'For thou’rt the father and the firft, 
That others taught, and like wife me, 

'To drink wrhen as we had no third. 
I Then Noah turned back with fpeed 
And told the Patriarch Abra’am then. 
How that the carling made him d>read. 
And how fhe all his deeds did ken. 

Abraham, then faid, now get you gone. 
Let as no more hear of your din ; 
tSlo lying wife as I fuppone, 
Ma.y enter in thcfe gates within. 
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Abraham, (he faid, will you but fparej 
I hope you are not flyting free ; 
You of yourfelf had ihch a care, 
Deny’d your wife and made a lie : 
Oh then I pray you let me be. 
For 1 repent of aU’my fin. 
Do thou but open the gates to me, 
And let me quietly come in. 

Abraham went back to Jacob then. 
And told his nephew how he fped, 
How that of her nothing he wan, 

And that he thought the carling mad. 
Then down came Jacob thro’ the clofs, 

And faid, go backward down to heil: 
Jacob, quoth {he, 1 know thy voice, 

r\ hat gate pertaineth to thy fell: 
Of thy old trumperies 1 can tell, 

With two fillers thou led’ft thy life. 

And the third part of thefc tribes twelve. 
Thou got with,maids befides thy wife : 
And hole thy father’s bennifon, 
Only by fraud thy father free : 
Gave thou not him for venifon, 
A kid, inhead of baken rae. 

Jacob himfelf was tickled fo. 

He went to Lot where he was lying* 
And to the gate pray’d him to go. 
To haunch the carling of her crying. 

Lot fays, fair dame, make lefs a do, 

And come again another day. 
Old harlot carle, and drunkard too, 

Thou with thine own two daughters lay, 



Of thine untimely feed I fay. 

Proceeded never good but ill. 
Poor Lot, for fiianje, then ftoie awaya 

And left the wife to knock her fill. 
Meek Mofes then went down at laft, 

To pacify the carling then ; 
Now, dame, faid he, knock not fo fafi, 

« Your knocking will not let you ben. 
Good Sir, {he faid, 1 am aghaft, 

: When that I look you in the face j 
"If that your law till now had laft, 
Then furely I had ne er got grace: 
But, Mofes, Sir, now by your leave. 
Although in heaven thou be pofieft. 
For all you faw, did not believe, 
But you in Horeb there tranfgreft, 
Wherefore by all it is confeft. 
You got but once the land to fee, 
And in the mount was put to reft, 
5fea buried there, where you did die. 

Mofes meekly turned back, 
\nd told his brother Aaron there, 
flow that the carling did fo crack, 

ind in no ways did him forbear. 
, 1 hen Aaron faid, I will not fwear, 

ut I’ll conjure her as I can : 
.nd I will make her new forbear, 
3 that fhe fhall not rap again. 
Then Aaron faid, you whorifii wife, 
0 get you gone and rap no more j 
fith idols you have led your life, 
1 then you firali repent it fore. 



Good Aaron Pried, l know you well, 
J The golden calf you may remember, 

I Who made the people plagues to fee, 
1 This is of you recorded ever : 
Your Priefthood now is nothing worth, 
Chrift is my only pried, and he, 
My Lord, who will not keep me forth, 

bo I’ll get in, in fpite of thee. 
Up darted Samfon at the length, 

1 Unto the gate apace came he, 

To drive away the wife with ftrength 
! But all in vain it would not be. 

Samfon, quoth flip, the world may fee, 
1 Thou waft a Judge who prov’d unjuft, 
l Thofe gracious gifts which God gave thee 
i Thou loft them by licentious luft. 

S From Dalila thy wicked wife. 
The fecrets chief couldft not refrain. 
She daily fought to take thy life, 
Thou loft thy locks and then was {lain, 

, Tho’ thou waft'ftrong it was in vain, 
|j Haunting with harlots here and there. 
E Then Samfon turned back again, 

i And with the wife would mell no mair. 
Then faid King David, knock no more, 

9 We are all troubled with your cry. 
!; David, quoth fhe, how cam’ft thou the 

. Thou might’ft bide out as well as 1: 
! Thy deeds no ways thou can’ll deny, 

Is not thy fin far worfe than mine, 
i Who with Uriah’s wife did ly. 

And caus’d him to be murder’d fyne? 
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Then Judith hud, who’s there that knocks 
^ And to our neighbours gives thefe notes ? 

Madam, laid fhe, let be your mocks, 
I came not here for cutting throats : 
I am a finner full of blots, 
Yet through ChriiYs blood I fiithll be clean. 
If you and I be judg’d by votes," 

v The thing you did was worfe than mine. 
Then faid the fapient Solomon, 

IThou art a hnner alt men fay, 
Therefore our Saviour I fuppone, 
Thee heavenly entrance will deny. 

Mind, quoth fhe, thy latter days, 
i ‘What idol Gods thou didfl upfet, 
' And was fo lewd in Venus plays, 

■ Thou didft thy Maker quite forget. 

Then Jonas faid, fair datrte, content you, 
|lf you intend to come to grace, 

You mull dree per#nee and repent you, 
Ere you can come within this place. 

Jonas, quoth fhe, how hands the cafe ? 
How came you here to be with Chrift ? 
dow dare you Took him in the face ? 
Hcnfidermg how you broke your tryft ? 

To go God’s errand thou withfloodft him. 
And held his counfel in difdain ; 
The Raven rneffengc.r thou play’d.ft him, 
And brought no meffage back again : 
With mercy thou waft not content, 
tVhen that the Lord he did them fpare ; 
Although the city did repent, 

grieved thee, thy heart was fair: 
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: .ct me alone and foeak no more, 

3o back again into the whale, 
• 7or now my heart is alfo fore, 
!But yet 1 hope i fliail prevail. 
• | Good Jonas faid, crack on your fill, 
'For here 1 may no longer tarry, 

Fet knock as long as e’er ye will, 
:ind go unto the fiery tarry 

Jonas, fne fays, do ye mifcarry, 
\s i liave done in former time, 
Fou’rc not faint Peter nor faint Mary>- 
fhy blot’s as black as ever nffne. 

So Jonas then he was afham’d, 
Jecaufe he was not flyting free, 
)f all his faults (lie had him blam’d, 
:rle left the wife and let her be. 

if Saint Thomas then, I counfel thee 
So fpeak unto yon wicked wife, 
ihe fhan.es us all, and as for me, 
Ter like i never heard in life. 

'i ho mas, then faid, you make fuch ftrife 
iVhen you are out and meikle din, 
f ye wrere here I’ll lay my life. 
To peace the faints will get within : 
t is your trade for to be flyting, 
kill in a fever as one raves, 
To marvel though you wives be biting, 
four tongues are made of Afpen leaves. 

I Thomas, quoth fne, let be your taunts, 
i ou play the pick-thank 1 perceive, 

■ ho’ you be brotlver’d ’mong the. faints, 
m unbeieving heart you have; 
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Thou brought’ft the Lord unto the grave. 
But would’ft no more with him remain. 
And waft the lafl of all the lave, 
That did believe he rofe again. 
There rtiight no do&rine do thee good. 
No miracles make thee confide, 
Till thou beheld Chrift’s wounds and blood. 

And putt’ft thy hands into his fide j 
Didft thou not daily with him bide. 
And fee the wonders which he wrought ? 
But bleft are they who do confide. 
And do believe yet faw him nought j 
'Jhomas, fhe lays, will ye but fpeer, 
If that my fifter Magdalen, 
Will come to me if fhe be here : 
For comforts fure you give me nane. 

He was fo Wythe and turned back, 
And thanked God that he was gane j 

| He had no will to hear her crack, 
But told it Mary Magdalen. 

When that (he heard her fifter’s mocks, 
She wrent unto the gate with fpeed : 
And alked her who’s there that knocks ? 

j ’Lis 1 the wife of Beith indeed. 
She faid, good miftrefs, you muft ftand 

, Till you be tried by tribulation. 
Sifter, quoth flie, give me your hand, ' 

' Are we not both of one vocation ? 
It is not through your occup tion 

?? That you are placed fo divine, 
^ My faith is fixed on Chrift’s paflion, 

; My foul fhall be as fate as thine. 
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IThen Miry went away in hafte, 

I *J^ carhng made her fo afliamp^- 
•he had no vv!!! a gueft, 
"o lofe her pains and be fo blamed. 

I Now good faint Paul, faid Magdalen; 

or that you are a learned man, 
io and convince this woman then, 
or I have done a!l that I can : 
ure if Ihe were in hell, 1 doubt 
hey would not keep her long there, 
ut to the ga*e would put her out; 
.nd fend her back to be'elfewhere. 
Then went the good apoftle Paul, 

o pu: the wile in better tune, 
iiJafh f ff that fi rb which fyles thy foul, 
hen {hall heave-ds gates be op’ned, fbon. 
Remember, Paul, what thou ha't done 

T all th’ epifties thou didft compile, 
t hough nov/ thou fitted up above, 
t hou perfecuted’ft Chrifi a while, 
i., Woman, he faid, thou art not right, 
• rat which 1 did, I did not know ; 
it thou didft fin with all thy might, 

ifthough the preachers did thee fbow\ 
; Saint Paul, (hie faid, it is not fo, 

j ;lid not know fo well as ye, 
it l will to my Saviour go, 
ho will his favour fhow to me : 

uu think you are of fiyting free, 
licaufb you was rapt up above, 
11 yet it was Ghrift’s grace to thee, 
lid matchlcflhefs of his dear love. 
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Then Paul, fays (he, let Peter come, 
If. hf be lying let him rife, 
io him i wi'u 
And let him quickly bring tfie keys. 
Too long 1 {land, he’ll let me in, 
For vhy I cannot longer tarry. 
Then (hall ye all be quit of d;n, 
For I muft (peak with good faint Mary' 

The good apoflie difcontent, 
Right mddenly he turned back, 
For he did very much repent, 
To hear the carling proudly crack. 
Paul fays, good brother, now arife, 
And make an end of all this; din : 

And if fo be you have the keys, 

Open and let the carling in. 

Th’ apofile Peter rofe at laft, 
And to the gate with fpeed he hies, 
Carling, quoth he, knock not f > fall, 
.You cumber Mary with your cries. 

Peter, fhe faid, let Chrill arifc. 
And grant me mercy in my need ; 
For why I ne’er deny’d him thrice, 
As thou thyfelf hall done indeed. 

Thou carling bold, what’s-that to tl 
I got remifiion for my fm ; 
It coll many fad tears to me. 
Before I entered here within. 

It will not be thy meikle din 
Will caufe heaven’s gates opened be. 
TTiou mull be purified of fin 

And cf all fins mu ft be made free. 
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Saint Peter then, no thanks to you. 
That fo you were rid of your fears. 
It was Chriil’s gracious look, I trow, 
That made you weep thofe bitter tears, 

i The door of mercy is not clos’d, 
)«[ may get grace as well as ye, 
i't is not fj as ye fuppos’d, 
K will be in in fpite of thee. 

fe'ut, wicked wife, it is too late, 
Thou (hould’ft have mourn’d upon earth, 
Repentance now' is cut of date : 

1 t Ihould have been before thy death : 
(Thou mighteft then have turned wrath 
fo mercy then, and mercy great, 

1,5ut now the Lord is very loth, 
End all thy cries not worth a jot. 

f! Ah ! Peter, then, what fhaii I do : 
:le will m t hear me as I hear, 

fithai! I defpair of mercy too ! 

rho, no, I'll truft in mercy dear: 

> md if l perilh, here I’li Hay, 
rm l never go from heaven bright : 

ill ever hope and always pray, 
’ Until 1 get my Saviour’s light. 

1 1 thick indeed you are now right, 

m you had faith you could win in ; 
: n per tune then with all your might, 
liaith is the feet vvherewith ye come : 
l| is the hands will hold him fail, 
tat weak faith may not prefume 

jj will let you fink, and be aghaft, 

trongly beieve or you’re undcnc. 
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Bat, good faint Peter, let me be, 
Pad you fuch faith, did it abound ? 
When you did walk upon the fea, 
Was you not like for to be drown’d. 
Had not our baviour helped thee. 

Who came and took thee by the hand : 
So can my Lord do unto me. 
And bring me to the promised land. 
Is my faith weak? Yet he is ftiil 
The fame and ever Ihall remain ; 
His mercies lad and his good will. 
To bring me to his flock again : 
He will me help and me relieve. 
And will increafe my faith alfo. 
If weakly I can but believe, 
For from this place I'll never go. 

But Peter faid, how can that be: 
How durft thou look him in the face, 
Such horrid finners like to thee. 
Can have no courage to get grace: 
Here none comes in but they that’s flour, 
And fuffered have for the good caufe ; 
Like unto thee are keeped out. 
For thou haft broke all Mofes* laws. 

Peter, fhe laid, l do appeal. 
From Moles, and from thee alfo; 
With him and you I’ll not prevail, 
But to my baviour 1 will go ; 
Indeed of old you were right ftDut; 
When you did cut off Malchus’ ear ; 
But after that you went about: 

And a poor maid then did you fear. 
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Whereforfij faint Peter, do forbear, 
A comforter indeed you’re not; 
Let me alone l do not fear, 
Take home the whittle of your groat: 

I Was it your own, or Paul’s good fword, 
! When that your courage was fo keen, 
You was right (lout upon my word. 
Then would you fain at fifhing been; 
For at the crowing of the cock, 
You did deny your matter thrice, 
For all your ftoutnefs turn’d a block, 
Now flyte no more if you be wife. 

Yet at the laft the Lord arofe, 
Environed with angels bright, 
And to the wife in hafte he goes, 
.Deur’d her fonn pafs out of fight. 

O Lord, quoth fhe. caufe do me right. 
But not according to my fin ; 
!Have you not promis’d day and night, 
When finners knock to let them in. 
He faid thou wrefts the fcripture wrong. 
The night is come, thou fpent the day, 
In whoredom thou haft lived long. 

And to repent thou did’ft delay ; 
i Still my commandments thou abus’d ft. 
And vice committedft bufily, 

3ince now my mercy thou refus’d’ft, 
Go down to hell eternally. 

O Lord, my foul doth teftify, 
lilhat I have fpent my life in vain ; 
Ah! make a wand’ring ftreep of me3 

Hd bring me to thy flock again. 
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ThInk'd thou there is no count to crave 
Of all thefe gilts in thee was planted, 

I gave thee beauty ’bove the lave, 
A pregnant wit thou never wanted. 

Matter, quoth {{ne, it mull be granted. 
My fins are great, give me contrition : 
The forlorn fon when he repented, 
Obtain’d his father’s fell ren idiom 

I fpar’d my judgments many.times, 
And (piritual paftofs ilid thee fend ; 
liut thou renewcl’fi thy former crimes, 
i^ye more and more n;e to oiwnd. 

My Lord,* quoth (lie, 1 do amend, 
Lamenting for my former vice, 
The poor thief at the latter end, 
For* one word went to Paradife. 

The thief heard never of my teachings. 
My heavenly precepts and my Saws, 
But thou waft d.'iiy at my preachings, 

Both heard and faw, and vet mifknivvs. 
Mafter, quoth fhe, the feripture (hows, 

The Jewifli woman which play’d the loom, 
Conform unto the Hebrew laws. 
Was brought to thee to be put down j 
Put neverthelcfs thou lett’ft her go, 

And made the Pharifees afraid. 
Indeed, fays Cbriit, it was right fo. 

And that my bidding was obey’d, 
Woman, he (aid, 1 may not cart 
The childrens bread to dogs like thee. 
Although my mercies yet do-iu.il. 
There’s mercy here, but none icr. thee. 

I 
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ij But, loving LorJ, may I prerume, 
! ?oor worm, that 1 may fpeak again, 
i The dogs for hunger were undone, 

And of the crumbs they were right fain. 
; Grant me one crumb thcmthat doth fall 
: Yorn thy bell childrens’ table, Lord, 
; t hat I may be refrefh'd withal, 
1 t will me help enough afford, 
t The gates of mercy now are clos’d, 
kod thou canh hardly enter in ; 
t is not fo as thou fuppos’d, 

' "or thou art deadly lick in fin. 

’Lis true indeed, my Lord mod meek, 
i dy fore and ficknefs t da feel: 
; fet thou the lame didll truly feek, 

1 Who lay long at Bethfeda’s pool, 
iOf many that thee never fought, 
llike to the poor Samaritan ; 
SWhom thou unto thy fold had brought, 
liven as thou didd the widow of Nain j 
o/Iod gracious God, didd thou not bid 
ill that wr£re weary come to thee, 

I tehold, l come ! even overload 
liVith fin, have mercy upon me. 
|| The ifines of thy foul are great, 
IThou art both leprous and unclean, 
|0 be with me thou art not fit, 
mo from me then, let me alone. 
I Let me thy garments once but touch, 
ijily bloody iffue fhall be whole, 
||: will not cod thee very much, 

Cq fave a poor didreffed foul, 

I pufaiM. ^L. -            ^ 



Speak thou the word, I {hall be whole. 

One look of thee fliail do me good, 
Save now, good Lord, ray filly foul, 
Bought with thine own moil precious blood,. 

Let me alone, none of my blood, 
Was ever (hed for fuch as thee, 
It was my mercy, patience good. 
Which from damnation made thee free. 

It is confefl thou hadfl: been juft, 
Altho* thou had condemned me, 
But O! thy mercies ftill do laft, 

■ . To fave the foul that trufts in thee j 
Let me not then condemned be, 
Moft humbly, Lord, i thee requeft, 
Of finners all none like to me. 

So much the more thy praife {hall laft. 
Thy praifing me is not perfite. 

My faints {hall praife me evermore. 
In finners I have no delight, 
Such facrifice I do abhor. 

Then fhe unto the Lord did fay. 
At foot-ftool of thy grace I’ll ly. 
Sweet Lord my God, fay me not nay, 

t For if I perilh here I’ll die. 
Poor lilly wretch, then fpeak no more, 

Thy faith, poor foul, hath fayed thee ; 
! Enter thou in unto my glore, 
' And reft thro’ all eternity. 

How foon our Saviour thefe words faid, 
I A long white robe to her was given ; 
L And then the angels did her lead, 

T Forthwith within the gates of heaven: 
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1L laurel crown fet on her head, 
1 pangled with rubies and with gold : 
: L bright white palm (he always had, 
1 lorious it was for to behold : 
lier face did fhine like to the fun, 
ike threads of gold her hair hang down, 

er eyes like lamps unto the moon, 
f precious (tones rich was her crown, 
ngels and faints did, welcome her, 
he heavenly quire did (ing, rejoice ; , 

' ng David with his harp was there: 

he filver bells gave a great noife. 
ich mufic and fuch melody 
as never either heard or feen, 
hen this poor faint was plac’d fo highs 

ad of all fins made freely clean : 
it then when thus fhe was pofleft, 
id looked back on all her fears: 
id that fhe was come to her reft, 
ee’d from her fins, and all her tears, 
e from her head did take the crown, 
ving all praife to Chrift on high, 
lid at his feet fhe hid it down 
r that the Lamb had made her free, 
i>w doth fhe fing triumphantly, 
id fhall rejoice for evermore, 
•er death and hell victorioufly, 
i£th lafting pleafures laid in ftorc. 



1 

C 24 ') 

- 

I CONCLUSION. 

Of Wife of Beith I make an end, 

And do thefe lines with this conclude, 

Let none their lives in fin now fpend, 

But watch and pray, be doing good. 

Defpondent fouls, do not defpair, 

Repent, and ftill believe in Chrifi, 

His mercies, which lafl; evermore, 

Will five the fouls fehat in hijn trufi. 

I 
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FINIS, 

1 

J. Neilson, printcrT 

n • - 
I 
I 


