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“Sir, 1 Lfrgy deliver this little book to my dear brother Ferrar,
and tell bim be shall find in it o picture of the man ?iriﬁm[
conflicts that bave fasseJ betwixt God and my soul, before 1 could
subject mine to the will of Jesus my Master, in whose service 1
bave now found fegfect  freedom; desire bim to read it: and then, if
be can think it may turn to the advantage of any dejected poor
soul, et it be mad;y ublic; if not, let 5imaéum it; for 1 and it are
fess than the £mt of God’s mercies.” -George Herbert

Georye Herbert (1593-1633) rejected a career of attention and of
fluence and Gived the Last few years of bis life as a priest to an ob-
seure parish in rural Engfom . Upon bis death bis poems were fuﬁ-
fisﬁef and bave attracted attention ever since. The selected poems
_you are about to bear me sing or read are foase.[y a1gomize:{
around the theme of Herbert’s “many spiritual conflicts,” por
t‘icu[ar.[y between restlessness in the world and vest in God. 1¢ is
my prayer that as s you fisten to these songs, you would be imfacfe;[
g the poems as tﬁfy bave impacted me, inspired to 4 read
Herbert’s treasure trove of words and wisd'om.%:r - yourself, and
encouraged to find rest in God, who makes and mends our oyes
and our thymes. -Robert Brown
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THE PULLEY

When God af first made man,
Having a glass G[essings standing by,
“Let us,” said be, “pour on bim alT we can.
Let the world’s viches, which r{i?mid' fie,
Contract info a spot. “

So sfrengtﬁ fim‘ made & way;
Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, bonour, pleasure.
When almost afl was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that, alone of all bis treasure,

Rest in the bottom ay.

“For if 1 should,” said be,
“Bestow this jewel also on my creature,
He would adore my gifts instead of me,

And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature;
S0 both should Losers be.

“Yet [et bim keep the rest,
But Raf them wi repining restlessness;
Let bim be vich and weary, that ot [east,
1f goodness [ead bim not, yet weatiness
May toss bim to my breast.”



PARADISE

1 bless thee, Lord, because 1 GROW
Am trees, which in 4 ROW

To the both fmit and order OW.

what open force, or bidden cHARM
can blast my fruit, or bring me HARM,
while the inclosure is thine ARM?

inclose me s6ll for fer 1 START.
Be fo me rather shary and TART,
Than [et me want tb and and ART.

When thou dost greater judgments SPARE,
And with En_iﬁ? but prome and PARE,
Ev'n fruitful trees more fruitful ARE.

Such Jﬁaqmw shows the sweefest FREND:
Such cuftings ratber heal than REND:
And such eginnings towch their END.
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Bear a[[ mf Ut

(T@/ worémumﬁt ) ive Lhee 55m in mtﬁer

Wit _famcw.f 5ecm 5mu_§/ mmfﬁ Wu" !
The world is tﬁnrs, out the game,
Thoy stinding by: a '60:5 ‘gforww name

W rought our n{e[mmm  from ' infernal pit

Wﬁa sings Thy praise?\ Only a scarf or glove
Doth wzgm our%amff mfy .‘gw u;gm‘e of love.

{ "‘ / /f%g / ﬂ
o e ) : ater flame
a2y, zﬁ‘ﬁ e leber ﬁ‘h i

A S J}

" Xwhich shall consime the wor £m‘ maée it tame,

" andl Kindle in our fearts Sucb tvue

As may consume ouy fustf, and -make Thee way:
Then shall our bearts i Thee, then JGJ all our brain
ALY ber invention on Thine altar [a

And there in bymns send back Thy fire again.

Our eyes shall see Thee, which before saw dust,
Dust blown 6/ wit, 6ll that tﬁ;y both were blind:
Thou shalt recover a[[ T oorff m Emt{

Who wert disseized
ALY knces shall bow to Theg; a[[ wits shall rise,
And praise Him Who did make and mend our eyes.



DENIAL

When my devotions could. not fime
'I‘%/ silent ears,

Then was my eart Groﬁm, aswas y yverse;

My breast was fulll of fears
b

My bent bts, Like a brieele bow,
Did ly asunder:
Each took bis wa /; Some would & f[msum 30
Some to the wars and thunder
of alarms.

“As goon{ o u?fwﬁere, ” tﬁy 4y,
“As to benumb
Both nees and beart, in czying n'?ét and t{fl}/,
Come, come, my God, © come!
Bt no Emriﬂg. 2

O that thou shouldst give dust a tomgue
To cry fo tﬁee,
And then not bear it czyi ! Aff@ [ang
My beart was in y ket
But 1o 5earing.

Therefore my soul lay out of sight,
bl 1 i
My feevle spirit, u to Look right,
JLiﬁe a 1{:}’1’:{ Bbossom, bung <
Discontented,

0 theer and tune my beartless breast,
Defer no. time;

That 50 AVOTS eranting my reauest,
Tﬁ.eyt?nd' nt "‘i_m{ m’g/ E%tmgw

A mm‘{n_;y@nu



LOVE T

Love bade me welcome: yet my soul drew back,
Guilb' dust and sin.

But ﬂuicﬁ—_eyed' Love, oE:ervi;g e grow stack
From my first entrance in,

Drew nearer to me, .fweetfy questioning

iF ¢ Lacked:amyting

“A quest, "1 answered, “worthy to be bere”:
Love said, “You sball be be.”
“1, the unkind, ungrate ul? Ab, my dear,
. Igmmwt ok on thee.”
Love took mry band, and smiling did resly,
J‘:Wﬁo made the _ey‘cgs but :?")”

“Truth, Lovds but 1 have marred thems [et my shame
Go where it doth deserve.”
“And know }you not," says Love, “who bore the blame? ”
“My dear, then 1 willl serve.”
“Aou must sit down,” says Love, “and taste y meat.”
S0 1 did sit and eat.



Lorr[, ny. firsf fmitf fresent themselves to tﬁee;

Yet nof mine neither: for from thee they came,

And must veturn. Ace tgf them and.?/ne,

And make us strive, who shall sing best thy name.

~ Turn their eyes bither, who sha, [ma[z); gain:
Theirs, who shall burt themselves or me, rg‘min.







The poems are Hetbert’s, the artwork is David Rbee’s (1 just traced the drawings), the digital instruments
(and the beat in track 1) are from Aﬂ[e and Native Instraments -- the rest is either my /auff or owing

only the qrace of GOD. His grace was shown to me throush the following individuals, and they must be ac-
én{wfexé;{ and thanked: : g kK 24

>Am{r9/ ofson, my bigh school Enqlish teacher, who first introduced me to Herbert’s oetry.

>My parents, Ron o Robin, an ﬁ'ﬁfiv?s, Rebekab and Renald, who walk, tﬁroug [ife with me.
>Grant Dicks, fellow Hyngarian Heffa ump. Co[[aﬁomting with bim bas emboldened me to undertake
such an unusual project.

>David Rbee, who took the artwork and this booklet from an idea to reafigl, 1 am thankful for bis
friemfsﬁif and crmfiviy

>Mark Spicer, Hiram Sarmiento and Rebecca Strauss af the Biols Universify Production Center, who
Ee[fe;{ me at the most cﬁa[[e%irg stage of this journey: recon{ing the vocals.

> Mikbal Bester, Oscar Vasquez, Paul “PX Fego ” Kim, who bave supported and assisted me.
>Jobn Piget, whose book, Secing Beauty and Saying Beautifully, bas a chapter on Herbert’s life and
work, which frovi;{e;{ inﬁgét.

>Heath McN ease, whose album The Wzigﬁt of Glory, o musical tribute to C. S. Lewis, inspired me to
make a similar tribute to Herbert (who inspire anis)'.y

>Georqe Herbert. What is there @ft to 5@/? The album it‘seff sfmﬁs _of ty ‘gmﬁfu[e to this foef—fﬁest. I
fook forward to meeting bim. 1 Eofe we will bave a nice long chat.

>JESUS CHRIST, who mends eyes and mends rﬁymes; who rescued Herbert out of vanity and restless
ness and gave bim rest and feg"ecf  freedom; who insfim{ bim to write these beantiful poems; who rescued
me, and to whom 1 offer up my first fruits - _yet not mine neither: for from thee tﬁy came, and must

refyr.
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