Teach Me, My God and King

Teach me, my God and King, All may of thee partake:

In all things thee to see, Nothing can be so mean,

And what | do in any thing, Which with his tincture (for thy sake)
To do it as for thee: Will not grow bright and clean.

A man that looks on glass, A servant with this clause

On it may stay his eye; Makes drudgery divine:

Or if he pleaseth, through it pass, Who sweeps a room, as for thy laws,
And then the heav’n espy. Makes that and th’” action fine.

This is the famous stone

That turneth all to gold:

For that which God doth touch and own
Cannot for less be told.

Let All the World
Let all the world in every corner sing, Let all the world in every corner sing,
My God and King. My God and King.
The heavens are not too high, The church with psalms must shout,
His praise may thither fly: No door can keep them out;
The earth is not too low, But above all the heart
His praises there may grow. Must bear the longest part.
Let all the world in every corner sing, Let all the world in every corner sing,
My God and King. My God and King.

Peter Webster

After a full career in the armed forces, Peter retired
to live in Lower Bemerton in 1999, where he soon
became aware of the significance of George Herbert.
Devoting much of the past seventeen years to
studying his life and works, Peter was much involved
in organising the highly successful international
George Herbert Festival in Salisbury in 2014.

He was personally responsible for establishing the George Herbert Heritage Centre
in 2019, to which he donated a comprehensive library of more than five hundred
volumes. Peter is a member of the George Herbert Society and the George Herbert
in Bemerton Group (www,georgeherbert.org.uk).
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The Altar

A broken ALTAR, Lord, thy servant reares,
Made of a heart, and cemented with teares:
Whose parts are as thy hand did frame;
No workmans tool hath touch’d the same.

A HEART alone
Is such a stone,

As nothing but
Thy pow’r doth cut.

Wherefore each part
Of my hard heart
Meets in this frame,

To praise thy Name;

That, if | chance to hold my peace,
These stones to praise thee may not cease.

O let thy blessed SACR | FICE be mine,
And sanctifie this AL T AR to be thine.

Love (lll)

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guilty of dust and sin.

But quick-eyed Love, observing me grow slack
From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, sweetly questioning,
If I lacked any thing.

A guest, | answered, worthy to be here:
Love said, You shall be he.
| the unkind, ungrateful? Ah my dear,
| cannot look on thee.
Love took my hand, and smiling did reply,
Who made the eyes but I?

Truth Lord, but | have marred them: let my shame
Go where it doth deserve.

And know you not, says Love, who bore the blame?

My dear, then | will serve.
You must sit down, says Love, and taste my meat:
So | did sit and eat.

The Collar

| struck the board, and cry’d, No more.
| will abroad.
What? shall | ever sigh and pine?
My lines and life are free; free as the rode,
Loose as the winde, as large as store.
Shall I be still in suit?
Have | no harvest but a thorn
To let me bloud, and not restore
What | have lost with cordiall fruit?
Sure there was wine
Before my sighs did drie it: there was corn
Before my tears did drown it.
Is the yeare onely lost to me?
Have | no bayes to crown it?
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blasted?
All wasted?
Not so, my heart: but there is fruit,
And thou hast hands.
Recover all thy sigh-blown age
On double pleasures: leave thy cold dispute
Of what is fit, and not. Forsake thy cage,
Thy rope of sands,

Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee

Good cable, to enforce and draw,
And be thy law,
While thou didst wink and wouldst not see.
Away; take heed:
| will abroad.
Call in thy deaths head there: tie up thy fears.
He that forbears
To suit and serve his need,
Deserves his load.
But as | rav’d and grew more fierce and wilde
At every word,
Me thoughts | heard one calling, Childe:
And | reply’d, My Lord.



