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ELEGIAC POEM, &

ESCEND ye fhining {eraphs from on high'!
Ye, who with wonder and with praife furvey
The great Redeemer’s love to fallen man;

Ye, who with ceafelefs fongs {urround the throne

Of filial godhead, bafking in the blaze

Of boundlefs glory; ye, who burn with love

To all the faints; and have, at Chrift’s command,
Oft join’d in bright affemblage, and came down
From heaven’s high fummit thro’ thefe lower fkies;
To bear his fons triumphant to his throne.
Defcend! and 1n full legion aid the flight

Of a fair {aint, who now rejoicing lies

On death’s cold verge: who, in his God’s embrace,

Smiling refigns hts mortal breath, and:{tands

On love’s ftrong pinions ready to afcend.

Salvatiom



[ 6 ]
Salvation to the Lamb who once was flain !
Dominion, glory, majefty, and praife!
Unerring wifdom fhines, and boundlefs might
In all his deeds. By his almighty power
He hath difarm’d the monfter of his fting,
And tyrant death 1s now a conquer’d foe.
Wide as the found of mignty feas, let all
The heavenly multitudes begin the {fong,

Let all the {kies with hallelujahs ring :

And each angelic harp refound his pratfe,

Thus as Avcustus yielded up his breath
And {miling {funk into his Saviour’s arms,
His guarcian angel fang. Meanwhile a train
Of mighty cherubs, by heaven’s King’s command,
Aflembled, wait the fignal to defeend,

And bring the f{aint in triumph thro’ the fkies.
Michael, the chief of the angelic hofts,

VWith Gabriel, the faft friend of all the heirs

Of glory, now commanded : The glad chiefs
Prepare their trophies, and-with heavenly pomp
Worthy the creat occafion, {wift defcend

Thro’ the pure ztaer. All the {hining train

With firong immortal pinions cleave the fkies.

Michael
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Michael the prince, before the troop defcends,
Exulting thus to friendly Gabriel fpake.

MIcHAEL,

Gabriel behold with what extatic joy
Our favour’d train receive the high command
To fetch Avcustus to the climes of blifs!
With eager hafte each cherubim proceeds;
Fix’d to the chariot ftand the fteeds of fire,
Which beat with burning hoofs the founding plain,
And fnorting tofs on high their beamy heads
Relultant to the rein. The fervid wheels
Inftint with {pirit, and with love infpir'd
Burn for the courfe. Each cherub waves his fhield,

And claps his wings impatient of delay.
(GABRIEL.

If any thing can add to heavenly blifs,
Or give new relith to the boundlefs joys
We feel in doing our great Maker’s will,

It 1s the holy pleafure which expands

Our glowing hearts, when from the lower world
We
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We bear on high Immanuel’s ranfom’d fons,
The chofen objelts of his early love:
But wien we Drzng to his eternal hill
Thofe who have labour’d 1n his righteous caufe,
And have each zlorious gofsel truth maintain'd
Acainft the rage of Sion’s numerous foes,
Our jovs are greater: And thefe earthly ftars
We bear to heavenly heights, and fet to fhine
In brighter fkies. But fee, the fignal made
For cur departure!  Down the {teep of heaven

As fwiit as light, ye legions bear away !
MicraAazL,

Fere! this way lies our courf¢! Behold yon ftar
Which feebly glimmers thro’ the diftant void ;

And {carce to angels’ fight appears 1n view.

‘Tris 15 the fun that fills the lower {kies

YWith Pehio and hear; and hath fucceffive years
Pour'd from his burning throne the blazing day

Which chiesrs the world where the Redeemer bled.

A world where horrid gult, outrageous reigns,

r—"l'd

At Deocin reheilion feeiss to ftorm the {kies:
Yy aire hanghoy man, the 101d of all the globe,
Pl‘ 1UINCS
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Prefumes with daring infolence t’arraign

The condul&t of his Maker; Dbreak his law,
And difbelieve his word. A world where hell’s
Black horsid king in ceafelefs tumult reigns,
Fomenting rage, and cruelty, and war

In all their horrid forms; and every vice

So hateful and abhorr’d, that heavenly lips
Difdain to mention, But for this devote

To ample vengeance, at th’appointed day
When fhe thall burn by heaven’s awakened ire,
And God in thunder vindicate his law.,

(GABRIEL.,

Yet in this world, fuch is the fovereign will
Of heaven’s dread Monarch, and his high decree,
The {ons of grace and heirs of glory dwell.

Here they are kept at diftance from his throne,
And from furrounding evils fafe preferv'd
By powerful grace; and here they undergo
Such difcipline as trains them for the fkies,

On theéir account it 1s that vengeance ftays,

And heaven’s rich bleflings crown this wicked jvorld

In wide profufion. When the laft of all
B The

4



[ 10 ]
The ranfom’d race hath pafs'd the gates of death,

Almighty vengeance, like a flood, will burft

From heaven’s high throne, and wrap the world nfire.

MIcHAEL.

Thefe are the objeéts of his choice regard
Whom the bright natives of the fky adore,

Who once was dead, but lives and reigns for ever.
He keeps them 1n his eye; his power {upports
In every trouble. At the hour of death

His arms receive them; and his guards he {ends
In fhining {quadrons, his cherubic guards
To fetch them to his throne.

GABRIEL.

This is the caufe,
The joyful caufe which wings our prefent flight.
Nor 1s a2 common faint our precious charge;
But one whofe love and labours well are known
On heavenly ground. How often have his prayers
Ardent afcended thro’ thick night, and burn’d
Like grateful incenfe, which heaven’s King receiv'd.
With pleafing fmiles which bright’ned all the fky.

MICHAEL,



MicHATEL.

How oft, amongft the happy fons of light,
Hath the Redeemer {poke his fervant’s praife;
And, fmiling, held him up to heavenly view
As a defender of his righteous caufe?
Mention’d his labours, and his holy zeal
With approbation: and enjoin’d the throng
Of liftening cherubs to adorn their harps
With flowery garlands, and prepare new {ongs
Againft tlie joyful, the appointed day
Which brings him to the fkies.

GABRIEL.

How oft with joy
And holy wonder hath the ardent train
Of warrior angels, when from earth’s low plains
They brought {fome precious faint to heavenly heights,
And taught their unfledg’d wings to fcale the fkies;
Heard them relate, how from their native night
And heayy flumber on the brink of hell,
They were awoke to fee their dreadful ftate,

B2 And
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And fue for mercy, by the mighty power

Of {overeign grace, which to their hearts apply'd
Some powerful portion dropping from the lips
Of that dear {ervant of the Lord, who now ‘
Demands the care of our {urrounding fhields,

Qur {wifteflt pinions and our {wegteft {ongs.

MricHaAaEL.

-
-

And with what tranfport have we often heard,
As we alcended thro’ the tracklefs void
With fome fair charge, how the Redeemer’s love
Was firft difplay’d to chear their drooping hearts
By fome {weet words, which heavenly power apply’d,

Warm from the heart and flowing from the lips
Of this dear man! How have the {aints been warn’d

Not to erect their building on the fand,

But on th’ Eternal Rock, which all hell’s powers
Can never fhake! How have their doubts been clear’d
By the full blaze of heavenly truth! How were
Their minds enlighten’d, comforted, upheld

By his inftructions! With what fervent praife
Have they approach’d the great Redeemer’s throne,
And, fafe on heavenly ground, have blefs'd the day

When
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When firft they fat attentive at his feet

And heard his words!

GaBRIEL.

"T1s true, he was indeed
A burning and a thining light; fet up
By heavenly power to lead the ranfom’d race
Safe thro’ the darknefs which o’erfhades the land.
The heights of {cience in his youth he gain’d,
And with a rapid courfe explor’d th’ extent
Of learning’s province. Then, by powerful grace,

Call’d out, and to his Saviour’s vineyard {ent,
His ardent {oul, infpir’d with love diﬁne,
Pour’d all her faculties and all her ftrength

Into the noble work: and all her powers

Burn’d to difplay a bleeding Saviour’s love,

And teach a wondering world Immanuel’s praife.

MiIicHAEL.

The great Redeemer’s glories to reveal,
And make the faints more ready to embrace

A free falvation, ’twas his conftant care

Te
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To fhew the wretched ftate of native man,
Fow from the bitter fountain of the fall,

In every ftream, the dire pollution runs.
Corrupt and wicked all the rifing race

Of Adam ftands. Not ane but in his heart
Dares to withftand his Maker’s {overeign will,
And all his father 1n his {oul rebels.

For this devote to death each {inner ftands

And heavy vengeance hangs o’er all the race;
Which none efcape but thro’ a Saviour’s blood.

(ABRIEL.

But with what holy extafy and joy
Did wondering crouds hang on the precious lips,
Of the dear faint for whom we now defcend;

While in his powerful, foul-affe¢ting ftrain

The great Redeemer in full glory rofe!

How glow’d each heart with joy while he difplay’d
His glorious perfon,. his aniazing love,

His great falvation, his victorious deeds,

And pardon preach’d to finners thro’ his bload.

MICHAELs
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MICHAEL.

How did the fkies with acclamations ring,
When new afcended fouls on heavenly plains
Beneath the trees of life, were heard relate
To liftening angels, in what powerful ftrain
He fpake the glories of th’ incarnate God;
And the exalted Lord of life difplay’d
In the full blaze of Deity fupreme:
Ador’d, as fuch, by all the happy throng
Of faints and angels, while he fills the fkies
With boundlefs glory,.—Hence, ye impious throng!
Whofe darken’d minds and cycs unhus’d to light,
Ach at the glories of the Son of God.
Ye, whofe bold pride prefumes fuch daring heights
As would degrade the Sovereign of the fkies;
And will not worfhip at the glorious throne
Where every bright archangel veils his face,
And falls with deepeft reverence. But, vain man
Would fain be wife; and in his native filth:
Boldly rufh in where angels dare not tread,

And make a god himfelf can comprehend!

GABRIEIJ-'
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And with what clearnefs did the pious faint,
‘Whofe voice on earth will now be heard no nﬁorej
Difplay the glories and the mighty power
Of Sovereign Grace! Not by the will of man,
He plaiﬂy fhew’d, but the all-conquering might
Of God the Spint, 1s each {inner call’d.
>Ths hus refiftlels power that firft begins,
Maintains, and thro’ each {tage he carries on
The noble work; prevailing o’er the filth
Of ruin’d nature, ’ull it ftand complete
In heavenly glory. All the ranfom’d race,
Safe-guided thro’ the wildernefs, fhall find
Their Father’s houfe. Not one of all the train
Shall ever perifh.  All the powers of hell,

Tho' all their rage unite againft one faint,
Can never pluck him from his Saviour’s arms,
But finful man, fuch is his native pride,
Would fain be fharer in this noble work;

Of his own doings a proud ftrutture raife,
And from 1ts fummit boldly mount the fkies.

But heaven, with anger, views the impious toil

Of



[ 17 ]

Of all fuch builders; mocks their vain attempts,
O’erturns thelr boafted fabrics 1n his 1re,

““ And buries madmen in the heaps they raife.”
MicHAEL,

How great the folly of miftaken man,
To think his works are worthy to appear
On heavenly ground! Who hopes to fhare the praife
Of his falvation; and with dirty feet
Would dare pollute the bright tranfparent {tream
Of love divine; which, from th’ eternal throne,
Flows pure and clear, and in this lower world
Streams like a fountain thro’ a Saviour’s blood.

But will not with the muddy waters mix
Which rife from nature’s fountain.

GABRIEL.

Whether pride,
Or ftupid folly in miftaken man,
Motk calls for cenfure, 1s a puzzling queftion
No angel can refolve, How much of each
They all betray, when they prefume to rife
C Againft
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L

Againft the glories of a {fovereign God,

Who fits enthron’d, amidft the boundlefs blaze
Of uncreated brightnefs, arfd that light

No mortal can behold! He from his throne
At one vaft comprehenfive view beholds

The univerfe, and all created f}:lings,

Paft, prefent, and to come. How oft have we,
And all the heavenly muliitude, retir'd

With trembling awe, while the eternal King
Hath 1n {furrounding darknefs veil’d his throne;
And not the tall archangel durft prefume

To pry into the fecrets of his reign!

But man, vain man! can boldly dare to blame,
Oppofe and contradict Lis high decree:

In his own narrow limits would confine

Eternal love, nor give heaven’s Sovereign leave
To chufe amongft his creatures whom he will,
And bring the happy objeéts of his choice

Safe to his throne by his almighty power,

Becaufe proud man can fee no reafon why.
MicrAEL.

But {ee the world to which we wing our way

Appears 1n view, Behold the clouded {phere | .
Of
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Offcarth and water form’d. The darker parts
Are {pacious feas; the lighter folid land,
The feat of man. See, In triangular form
Great Britain rife, and {well upon the fight.
Here, 1n full peace, the heirs of glory dwell,
And fit beneath the gofpel’s joyful found.
And from this favourd land each day we bring
Numbers of fthining faints, and bear on high .
'To people all the {kies.

GABRIEL.

What caufe for praife -
Hath every native ot this happy land !
Happy! thrice happy! knew they how to prlze
Each precious privilege which they enjoy,
Since their deliverance from th’ oppreflfive power,
And purple tyranny of haughty Rome,
But, cold and carelefs grown, they fit {upine,
And her ungrateful {fons behold the place,
Without emotion, where their fathers bled:
And, fearlefs now, they with the ferpent play,
By whofe deceitful wiles, and bloody rage,
A world hath fmarted.

C » MICHAEL,
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MicHAEL.

See, the tools of Rome
With demons join’d, how cunningly they hide
Their bafe defigns! How, 1n the dark, they work,
And on unwary and unftable minds
Too much prevail; while, like a lamb they paint
The papal monarch! But if once he rear
His bloody ftandard, this revolted land
Will hear him like a dreadtul lion roar:
And late, by {ad experience, will be taught
That the old dragon has not loft his fing.

(GABRIEL.

And now to bring about her bafe defigns,
See, how the fraud of Rome hath undermin’d
The Britith counfels! for the land declines
In ftrength and glory, while the fword of war
She hath, by madnefs urg’d, and cruel rage,

In her own bowels plung’d,

MicHAEL.
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But fee, we ftand
On earthly ground, and at our journey’s end.

Juft rifing from the frozen arms of death,

And from the chains of matter now broke loofe,
Our charge appears. His guardian angel {miles
To fee our {quadron. Not unknown he views

Fach cherub’s features; and prefumes the caule

For which we left the {kies.
GuarpianNn ANGEL,

Hail!l ye bright train
Of happy angels! welcome to the land
Where great Immanuel trains his chofen fons
For boundlefs glory! And, when fit to rife,
Having perferm’d his holy work and will,
Sends his bright guards to bear them to his throne.
Such 1s the caufe which brings you now from heaven.
With ardent joy I your affembly join,
And to your care commit my precious charge,
Who burns with heavenly love, and longs to rife
With you to worfhip, and to join your fongs,

GABRIEL.
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Sing, all ye {eraphs, the deferved praife
Of our incarnate God! who reigns on high
And dwells amidft the unutterable blaze
Of uncreated light. Him all the {kies,
With awful reverence, and with holy joy,
Adore and praife: and his immortal deeds
Will find freth matter for our {oaring {ongs,
When we, affembled, f{it on heavenly hills;
Nor can eternal ages e’er exhauft
The boundlefs theme. Salvation to the Lamb!
Immortal glory, honour, power and praife,
Are juftly his! He triumphs over death,
The yawning grave, and all the powers of hell.

S0 UL,

\What fongs are thefe which charm my wond’ring
mind,
And fill with growing joy, unknown before !
What ftream of heavenly harmony is this
Which breathes my welcome to the immortal fhores !
And
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And fings the triumphs of the mighty God
Whom all‘my ardent {pirit burns to {ee.

Say, ye bright natives of the heavenly land,
Who in tranfcendent glory fhine around;

Who chear me with your condefcending {mules,

And fire me with your fongs! for I percetve

You alfo worfhip at Immanuel’s throne,

And all your heavenly harps refound his pratfe.
Tell me! Oh, tell me! for my vigorous powers
Burn to behold my Saviour and my God.

Where fhall I find him! which way thro’ the {ky
Lies my long journey! Or will you, blefs’d train!
Permit me with your fquadron to afcend,

And learn the way to the Redeemer’s throne?

MICcHAEL.

Yes, happy faint! we come at the command
Of heaven’s Supreme, from his eternal hill;
And a bright chariot bring with fteeds of fire,
To bear thee up in triumph thro’ the fky,

And lodge thee in thy deareft Lord’s embrace.
For know, thy labours and thy ardent love

" . Are not in heaven unknown: nor will they fail
1
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To find their full reward. The heavy toil

Thou haft fuftain’d, and now remains the reft,

Thine are the blifs, the glory, and the joy.
SovL.

But fay, bright armies of the heavenly King!
Whofe condefcending love brings you fo far
From your blefs’d home; for, ftrange itfeemstome
You on {uch errand fhould forfake the {ky ;
What need 1s there of this amazing pomp?

Or why fhould your bright legions take fuch care
Of one that’s moft unworthy? while the praife
Of the Redeemer claims your ceafelefs fongs;
And the great King who fills th’ eternal throne
Your conftant worfhip.

Micuact.

Think not heaven {o thin

Of happy natives, or th’ eternal throne

So flightly guarded, but the Lord of all
Can numbers {pare to fetch his chofen fons..

Nor think the bleffled objects of his choice



[ 25 1
So little honoured by the fons of heaven
That we fhould be unwilling to beftow
Such tokens of refpeét as our great King
Commands. Nor would the brightnefs of our train
Employ thy wonder, had thine eyes beheld

The various beauties of the heavenly land,

The boundlefs glory of th’ eternal throne,
And the tranfcendent grandeur of the courts
Of our exalted King!

G‘ABRIELh

Bleft foul! thy need
Of our cherubic guards, thou wilt perceive

- Far greater than at prefent may appear.

Thro’ the vaft tracklefs void thy journey lies,

And great the diftance from this world to heaven,
Thy unexperienc’d flight might mifs the way,

And far afide explorie# with devious wing

The dveary wafte, Befides, th’ apoftate crew

Of wicked fpirits, whofe dominion lies

Between the earthly and th’ etherial plains,—
‘Thefe, tho’ they could not wound, might much annoy,
And want not malice to attempt their worft.

D They,
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They, by their arts, might fhake the ti-enibl'ing alr
With mimic thunders; and their lightnings play
Full in thy face; whiie with delufive powers
They raife around thee various horrid forms

To fhock thy peace and make thy courage fail.

MicygateL, .

Or if thefe airy terrors mifs’d their end,
And {till unmov’d thou couldft thy flight maintain;
‘They might affume the drapery of the fkies,
Array’d 1n light, attract thy wondering view,
And feem bright cherubs to thy erring fight.
Then bold delufive {cenes of pleafure draw,

Green fhades and filver fountains might be feen,

And heavenly mufic {eem to charm thine ear;
But all deceitful, tending to enfnare,
And lead thee far away from real joy.

GABRIEL.

Thefe are their arts; but, of our power afraid,

‘They tremble when our fquadrons:come in view.

For heavenly glories thock their aching fight,
| And
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And gloomy, murmuring, they in hafte retire,
Howl o’er the wafte, and fhelter in their dens.

SovulL.

What reafon havé I then to love and praife
The oreat Redeemer? who to guard me fafe
“Thro’ every danger, {ends his winged train
Of warrior angels to pfoteé’t my flight,

And you, bright heavenly meflengers, demand
My warmeft gratitude—But let’s afcend!

My foirit burns to mount the blefs’d abodes,
To join your praifes, learn your nobleft fongs,
And ‘worﬂlip with you at Immanuel’s throne.
Adieu! my deareft brethren and my friends,
Whom heavenly providence had made my charge;
Whofe fouls I watch’d tor with unceafing care
Both day and night: And, to my utmoft power,
As grace affifted and occalion ferv’d,

Labour’d to fix you on the Rock of ages,

And build you up in every gofpel truth.

Mourn not for me! but rather hift your eyes

To where the great Redeemer lives and reigns.

He can repair your every lofs, and give

D 2 Such



Such portions of his {pirit as may fill
~ Your ardent fouls with heavenly love and joy.

"~ Your teachers die, but your Redeemer lives!
-SEO‘;J\L’, all ye faipts! your Jefus lives for evert

GuarDI1aN ANGEL.

Now happy foul thy painful labours end,
And thou art rifing far above the reach
Of all that would difturb, or wound thy peace.
Thine, -and the gofpel’s foes, may ftrive in vain
With falthood and deceit to blaft thy name,
‘They cannot hurt thy Mafter’s caufe, nor thee.

Cuorus oF ANGELS,

Now we afcend, and thro’ the fkies proclaim,
Glory to Gon! Salvation to the Lamp)
"Him all the armies of the {ky adore:

We fing his boundlefs goodnefs as we foar:
His glories {hine thro’ all the heavenly plains;
Thy God, O Ifrael! thy Redeemer reigns!

Pl



