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PRETFAC E

TR OM various accounts in ancient

L Hiftory, we read, that on the Death
ot any great heathen Philofopher, his
Pupils, in honour to the Sage, eretted
Altars, and built Temples facred to his
memory: If then the Heathens paid

fuch deference to thefe their teachers in
Science and Morality, how much more
ought we to confecrate and 1mmortalize
the memory of thofe by whofe inftruttion
and example we are trained up in -the
paths of Firrtue, and led to the know-
ledge of the Chriftian Religion, to worfhip
the living GOD in Spirir and in Truth.

The



i P R ETF A C E

The Author of the following Poem was

a conftant hearer of the late Mr Topledy,
whofe advice was as Manna to his Soul,

and his kind inftrufions the fweeteft
balm in Life ; for he was as it were always
in Gop’s Prefence, by whofe holy Spirit
he was 1n weaknels enabled to difplay
with power the glorious word of Truth,
and bring many {inners unto repent-~
al1Cc.

The refpett he had for that great Aleides
in the Calvinzftic caufe, for the defence of
which he was fo famous, has induced
the author to employ the beft efforts of
his Pen 1n honour to his memory; that
men may be infpired with a2 due fenfs
of Religion by following his exalted piety,
and reft fully fatisfied that there is no
other way of attaming true felicity in
this life, nor enjoying aneternal and un-

interrupted ftate of blis hereafter.

However the enemies of the doctrines
of FREE GRACE may ufe every en-

deavour



PREFACE v

deavour to infufe into the mnds of their
hearers that Mr Toplady feemed uneafy,
in his latelt hours, that he had {o fire-
nuoufly defended the Calvinifiic princi-
ples (with fome other things relating to
his controverfial writings, between him
and his learned, though miftaken adver-
fary; to whofe {fentiments on/y he died an
enemy, though fome mifguided people
have accufed Mr Zoplady of being fo to his
perfon) his Dying Avowal is {ufficient to
CONVINCE €Very candid reader, that he re-
joiced- even 1n his laft moments that he
had (in the hands of God) been a means
to bring nto contempt the pernicious doc-
trines of Perfection and Free-will ; and in
a manner ftopped the progrefs of fo great
an evil, equally injurious to the fouls of
men, as hateful in the eyes of a dying
SAVIOUR, whofe blood alone ean clean{e
us from fin, and make us worthy to
partake of thofe ineftimable benefits pre-
pared for all who believe in him, in his

kingdom of Glory.
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He means not to kmdle the ﬂames of cOri-

tention afreth, but. modef’tly to fet forth
the true cafe of the parties alluded to, that

no one may be-too harfh in ]udfrmg of
cither: Far be it from him a Youth of

Tawenty to ar raign and condemn the perfon
of a man of Seventy. At the fame time, let
thofe who think his prlnf:lples are found
follow his dire@ions ; s while the wrlter 1S
well G'rounded n, and zealouﬂy attached
whole puPﬂ he was and whofe dellghtful
mﬁruéhons he hoPes to pmfue tll death

[ ]
r
- {n.'!'-
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Bartholomew Clofe, _
Sept. 4, 1778 , T- - Wn



AN

q S'full blown poppies overcharg’d with rain
Declinethe head,andﬁnkmgklfs the plain:

So finl ks the Saint, hlS beauteous head deprcfc o
Bcneath his pains Aucustus finks to reft,

In the bluf: heavens now he takes his feat

And humbly worfhips at IMMaNUEL’s feet.
The waiting Seraphs of th’ almighty King

At his.arrival loud hofannas fing

His glbrious Mafter for his prieftly care

lees him a crown— <¢This prize for ever wear;
Wear i it, when tlme, when years are roll’d away,
Wear it, my Herald, thro’ eternity :

Wearf it, when {ea thall be without a fhore :

Weari it, when funs fhall rife and fet no more.”
B

&
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O bleft cftate that now the Saint is in

‘Stranger to pain, and more eftrang’d to fin :
His {oul’s now mclting at his Saviour’s love
And joins. to praife him with the hoft above :

With them helives, with them he tunes his {fong,
Harmonious themes employ the Seraph’s tongue:
Not Gabriel’s {elf can loftier anthems raife

To higher notes, to give the Saviour praife.
How great thie lofs to mortals cloth’d in clay
When he from earth to heav’n was{natch’d away!
How fweet the words that from his lips did flow

When free falvation he proclaim’d below !

In which lov’d tafk he great enjoyment found,
Sweet to his foul was the harmonious found.
To him it was a moft dique delight, *
To point loft finners to the land of light :

To wean them from the things of time and fenfe,
And heav’nly bleffings to their fouls difpcnfé;_'
Jesus, to {courge a world in vice inhum’d
Has took the fpirit, and the clay entomb’d : -
Cloth’d him in garments of a lovely white
That charms the foul and captivates the fight.
No eaftern Monarch on his princely throne
Howe’er array’d could put fuch glories on:
In this fair drefs he near his Saviour ftands

And joins in chorus with th’ angelic bands.
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Look you around how faft his Heralds fly
By his command up to their native tky:
" They only live for fuch as do approve
The matchlefs grace of Gop’s unchanging love,

*T1s all in vain on men they fpend . heir breath
Who walk the paths of everlafting death,
Fond to enjoy what never long can laft,
‘Yet know they’ll rue it when the pleafure’s paft.

Not all the warnings that a friend can give
Can make thefemadmen love their{oulsand live,

"Thou happy faint,how foon thy work was done!
How fhort the courfe thou hadft on earth to run!
Few were thy years,which thou didft well employ
To reach the fummit of eternal joy.

This world to thee, AveusTus, was no more

Than a fmall atom caft upon the fhore ;
Thy ev’ry {ermon prov’d to {inful man

How {hort and narrow is our mortal {pan :
And to convince us of the awful truth

Thy early exit gave a fuller proof.
Gop never gave his Church a furer guide

Than thee to lead loft finners to his fide:
A great phyf{ician to the wounded ‘heart,

To whom he did peculiar gifts impart..

Great were his labours in the Gofpel caufe,

Friend to the church, her doétrinesand her Jawe:
B 2
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‘Whene’er engag’d with vain miftaken men
Vers’d in each {cience, matchlefs was his pen ¢
Without effe¢t they labour’'d to deface

Gob’s rixep love, ELEcTION, and FREE Grace,
Expung’d thofe tares adverfe to all that’s good,
¢¢ Man his own SAVIOUR, not redeeming blood.”
Tho’ death has fnatch’d the Champion far away
No more to combat with his fellow clay,

FrEE Grace fhall reign while Jesus reigns above
Nor all the powers of hell its throne remove.

* Ye proud Arminians, fond of deeds and works,
About whofe mind the love of fin yet lurks,
Look to your hearts, examine if they’re pure
. From every blemifh, and from fin fecure.

Ye perfess bands, where nature lives no more,
Where _paﬁion s dead, and heal’d is ev’ry fore :

* Deal with the world without a fpeck or ftain,

And 1n your breaft all carnal thoughts are ﬂam

Whoie hearts no other motion know but love,

That nought on earth the demi-god can move.
And fuch as hold the will is yet their own,

~ That {tall keep Jelf onits all-pow’rful throne

That as the windmill’s turned by the wind

You have the po'w’r as oft to change your mind;

1o ﬂy from {in whene’er the humour take

And ev’ry eyil, luftful thought forfake,
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You are all-heav’n-thro’ one revolving day,
But ere next. mMOIN agaln .you're Satan’s-prey.
To you that thmk your: better ‘wark.s will fave
Both foul and body when beyond the grave,
Where are your #erits worth a Saviour’s love
That can from :you the gen’ral curfe remove?
Is not -your heart, your rebel heart-within
A foe ito virtue, and 4 driend .to:fin® ¢
Soon as firft form’d your.very.thape was vile,
Your infant breaft was fill'd with{in.and.guile s
Ere you could {peak how oft didpaffion burn,
And thew’d itfelf at every little iturn::
So as in ftature and in ‘years you.grew, -
‘Thefe finful paffions ftill -increas’d with you s
To ftem which "ftreams coft precious .drops of

blood ; | | L
Streams that flowld freely from:a dying Gop.
Did you 1ts influence in your minds.partake -
The {acrifice would .ev’ryfeeling wake :
Would give fuch views of Jesus’ pard’ning love
Your hearts from heav’n would no:longer rove.
Nor all the works that you have done on earth
Like thefe would {et his brighter glories forth.
ELecTing love.can only give you this,
Whofe fure prote&ion guides to.endlefs blifs :
Without 1ts aid you ne’er can be forgiv’n,
Nor get admittance to the courts of heav’n.

* The two aboyementioned lines are taken from part
of a Work of the Authors, now printing.



[ 14 1
- And fuch as hold that dotrine truly vain

That to perfeftion they can here attain;

That nature can from ftubborn hearts be driv'nt
While cloth'd in clay and far remote fromheav’n,

- O dread miftake! how fatal to the {oul
That refts fecure where’er fuch fancies roll :
Here Satan does his impious empire build
And thoufands have againft the rock been kill’d.
GreatGop ! whatever dang’rous banks or thelves
We run againft, O keep us from ourfelves :
"Thus we:run heedlefs in 2 per'lous road
Becoming ftrangers to a pard’ning Gop.
Seeking relief, alas ! they know not where ;
A finking refuge bord’ring on defpair.

Of all prefumptions none with this can vie,
In its conceit, in peace you live and die
*Tis to the foul a dire lethargic ftate,

That’s ne’er convinc’d until in death it wake,
In ev'ry fhape ’tis odious to that Gop

Who fhed for us his dear redeeming blood.
Could we. but rule and guide ourfelves aright
We thould be precious in his lavely fight ;
Currst had no need to leave the ftarry fky
To refcue rebels that were doom’d to die ;
But ftill retain’d his glorious feat above
And fpar’d profufion of exceflive love,.
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‘While health permitted ftill we might have trod,
- ‘The paths of vice and been eftrang’d to Gop,
Till ficknefs threaten and grim-death’s in view

Still ev’ry practis’d {in we might purfue,
Till dying pains fhould feize our guilty breaft ;

Then cry, « F orgwe ' and [ink to endlefs reﬁ

Ah" no, if- death thus clofe its grating door;
And paffing bells proclaim, we are no more;

In this fad ftate, O mournful ’tis to tell,
Unplealing truth! fuch {fouls muft wake in hell.
Almighty King! give thou useyesto fee

We have no hope fave that we place in thee :
We fee no pleafure, and enjoy no good

Till we partake of Jesu’s cleanfing blood :
Till true religion apimates the mind,

All thort of which but leaves a fting behind.

Such were the virtues of the man I fing,
A faithful fervant of "his Gop and King :
The heav’n-born Saint that’s rais’d above the {ky
Upon the SAvIOUR’s merits did rely :
Well knew that nOt*t,he' nobleft works on earth
‘Togethcr join’d, could give him heav’nly birth.
FreE Grack alone can make the alt compleat,
Lay man fubmiffive at his Maker’s fect.
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The'work is hisyin it we:have no fhare; ="
The work to- accomplifh;. he difdain’d: to: fpale

His better life dnd dearer vital blood
To reconcile loft finnérs: to their Goi: |

. Ye-happy foulsy ye fav’rites of the Loxp;
That from Avcustus heard the Gofpel word i
Tho? from time, from you; he’s fndtch’d a.way,

To his inftrultions due attention pay ;-
The fummer’s gone; vet fillits fruits-are here,

Prize it as rubfes, all its fweets!revere, .- '+
Perufe:them oftenin your fectet hiours,.. -~ _
And 10 your {ouls theyllbbe; refrefhing thew’rs;
They’re'fraught with: bleflings of peculiar k;indfu
To heéal difezfes of the c}rqo_p}nw imind: :,
To lead td Gop, to lead: to-joys.on’ high,
Teach you to live, and thew! you how to die, . .
Ye weak in grace, who’re apt to turn afide;
Yook on yom Paftor howiliediv'd and-dy’d.
No more-let fi, nor all itsopow'rs déceive,
Your fouls are fafe as longrasiyou believe : -
Hold faft the faith, and-you he’'ll ne’er forfake}
A flendet reed your Gopwill ‘Hever breal, - ..
See great AuGusTus triumphing in death,
Sealing the dotrines with his: dying-breath.
In loudeft praifes long as he ¢ould fpeak
He often did the nightly filence bregk :

«Q
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«OQ my kind Jesus thou art yet my ftay,
My joy by night, my ev’ry blifs by day :
Thro’ ev’ry hour in mercy doft impart
Thy love divine to warm my dying heart,

O fend the fummons, take me unto thee,
And waft my {pirit to éternify.” *

On death he looked as a partial friend,

And blefs’d the means that pointed to his end.

And thall a faint, a faint of fuch renown,
Steal from theworld, and feize a heav'nly crown,
And not a voice to fay, ¢« The Herald’s fled,”
Biit all 1n {ilence \;L’I-t‘ép Avcustus dead ?

No, the {ad news fhall reach all inor_tal ears,
Nor be forgott_en' in‘an age of years:

Ages unborn fhall thy fad lofs dePI_dre,

And mourn that fam’d AvgusTus is no more,
Where’s now the man, the pheenix of the age,
T’ unfold the glories of the Gofpel page ?
Alas! he’s goneto dwell in worlds above,
And fing the triumphs of redeeming love.
Well may the Church in fable weeds be drefs'd,
And- ev’ry thought of comfort now deteft;
Since he no more can grace her facred aile,
Who lov’d the deeds of darknefs to defpoil :
Whofe foft-ton’d voice fo grateful to the ear,
1n foothing accents we no longer hear,

C
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Free Grace! Sarvarrion ! hedid found aloud
In Ziow’s courts, unto the lift’ning croud: |
Till dire difeafe had prey’d upon his lungs
His pen did filence all- calumnious tongues :
But all 1s finifh’d, all -his -work is done, -
‘The Herald’s called to his heav’nly home.
I feel the fa(ft and mourn our fafety’s gu1de
Our clear conductor to the Savious’s fide.,
Could not th accomplifhments that learning

gave o
Join all their pow’rs thy valu’d life to fave
Fromthedarkdungeon of the mould’ ring grave?
Nor all th” angelic graces that combin’d
The noblé virtues of thy godlike mind :
But ere his é'ge life’s fummit did attain,
Death w1th 1ts dart the valu’d Saint has flain.
G 0 D took hlS llfe, a better one to give;
"T1s true he dy’d, but yet he dy’d to live,
" Not eafe, nor worldly riches were his alm ;

His {pirit kindled Wlth feraphlc flame

To preach the tidings of redeeming blood,
And lead loft finners to a pard’ning Gop.
Thro” Arson’s IsLe the Gofpel news he fpread
And wand’ring {inners unto Jesus led :

Taught them to love, to blefs his grace divine,
His word revere, and reverence each line :
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From holy {cripture pointed out the way
That men thould walk 1n, and their Gop obey :
In tender pity firlt he ftrove to raife |
Their thoughtsonhigh, togivethe Saviorpraife,
Us'd all the pow’rs of reafon to allure
Their fouls to Gob, and plead at mercy’s door.
Next Snat’s trump in dreadful accents {founds,
Whofe awtul curfe the gmlty con{cience wounds:
Its roaring thunders, and its vengeful flame,
He knew to point, and at whom to aim,
Until the guilty he had wak’d to know,
And fee themfelves ingulph’d in endlefs woe.
In vain till then the Gofpel arrow flies,
Ere’t reach the heart, it languifhes and dies.
Then fad defpair difturbs the guilty breatt,
And fenfe of fin forbids the {oul to reft :
But ere it fink, he did the balm impart,
And rais’d the {pirits of the broken heart :
Unveils the bleflings of a Saviour’s love,
And from the mind each dread fenfation move.
Then he was mild, was gentle and ferene,
And led them on to love the heav’nly theme:
Their faith t’ eftablifh in the Chriftian race,
And to adore the works of fov’reign grace :
To fet the glories of our Gop in view,
And bid us hence its peaceful paths purfue.

c.2
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When he did fpeak of Curist’s incarnate love,
His Death, his Paffion, or his Suff’rings prove,
Each hearer melted at the difmal tale
Aad all around his agonies bewail.
- <« For you he fuffer’d, *twas for you he dy’d,
For you his blood gufh’d from his wounded fide.
Yea more ! your {ins, and curfed unbelief,
Were the fole caufes of your Saviour’s grief}

Yet for your fouls the dreadful curfe he bore,
For you, the nails his facred hands have tore.

L.ook at his crofs, and drop a piteous tear,
With joy exult your guilt was finifh’d there,

And can you ftill, {t1ll love thofe hated things,
And crucify him daily with new fins ?
Confider how he did your cafe bemoan,
That every blefling coft his heart a groan.
Confider too, he left his heav’nly feat,

To wafh you clean,and make your blifs complete,
Ye fons of men, your thanktul voices raife,
Let ev’ry thought, and ev’ry word be praife.
Sing how he conquer’d death your fatal foe
Sing how he’s chain’d the pow’rs of hell below
- Sing how he triumph’d o’er the irk{ome grave,
When for loft man his precious life he gave.
Sing how he rofe up to his Father’s throne:
sing of the glories of the great THREE ONE :
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Sing how he reigns with Gob enthron’d on high,
Sing how he pleads for finners doom’d to die:
Sing how he refcues, at their parting breath,
Returning rebels from eternal death.,

Tho’ your crimes be red as crimfon die

If on his merits only, you rely,

If he’s your-rock, your refuge and your tow'r,
His grace will {ave in ev’ry trying hour.
Almighty Sov’reign of the fpacious earth

O deign to{end thy pard’ning mercies forth ;
Stop the vile finner in his mad career,

Enur'd to vice, no dangers know nor fears

The aged man with locks of whiteft hue,
That’s old in fin, create his foul anew:

His fun is fetting never more to rife

Till thou thalt waft him to the upper fkies.
Teach all mankind thy mercies, LorD, to {ing,
To hail thee their Deliv’rer and their King:
Fix’d as a ftatue by the Artift’s hand,
‘Without thy aid unmoveable they ftand:

“Thyfriendly arm can turn their hearts from vice
And ftab the thought of ev’ry dark furmife.

O fave the guilty, fpare their fleeting breath, -
And fhew them mercy in the hour of death,

Now is the day, th’ accepted day of grace,
Now beams bright mercy in the Saviour’s face,
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O feek the joys, the heav’nly joys divine,
Each individual call the bleffing, < mine :”
No other thought be hid within your breaft,
Than l{on‘g"ingr after this diviner reft :
This glorious banquet kept by faints above,
And hymn the praifes of redeeming love :
No other theme your voices thould employ,
Here fix the bafis of your ev’ry joy :
Nor change your ftate for gold or filver ore;
You fhould be Gop’s, and Gob alone adore.”

Such were the accents dwelt uponhis tongue,
Such .were the ftile in which he ever fung:
Such te dilplay his better health impair’d :
Thefe in defending, Death his life enfnar’d *.
Adieu my Paftor, heav’nly Guide and Friend,
Thele courteous names with thee are at an end.:
‘The man in whom I took fo much delight,
Alas! for me, 1s banifh’d from my fight,

No more from him the facred word I hear,
But live to mourn AvcusTus’ "fcutheon’d bier:

Wou’d he had liv’d to grace another age,

To have fill'd th’ fequel of a longer page.
While I the tidings of his death rehearfe

In plaintive moanings of clegiac verfe;

* The indefatipable labours and ftudies which Mr
Torrany fo clofely purfued through the whole courfe of
his life, as is the received opinion of his fricnds, was the

caufe of bringing on that fatal diforder which terminated
in his death,
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Grief that compels the ftarting tear to flow,
Broods o’er the theme in filent droping woe.
What is the world, its joys, 1ts greatelt good,.
Now he is gone, that gave me heav’nly food ¢
Ye wheels of time amend your tardy pace,
And bring the day that ends my pilgrim race.

How faft the foul that’s truly born of Gop,
Is upwards tending to its blefs'd abode.
What’s health or riches, utmoft height of pow’r,

But empty fhadows of a fading hour?
What’s youth, with all its fenfual fweets around,

An empty bubble, and a fleeting found ?
What riper years —our mifery to crown,
When with its fithe death mowsthe aged down,
Some glide more eafy thro’ this vale of tears, -
While forrows fill the term of others’ years.
But at the beft this life’s a thorny way,

Thro’ which we travel to eternal day.

O heav’nly Pilot waft me to yon hore

Where pain and grief, and forrow 1s no more.
On that blefs’d port I'll fix my longing eyes’
And hence be loft to all below the ikies.



Speedily will be Publifbed by the fame AUTHOR,
' (oy Subfeription) |

IVINE POEMS: Wrote between.the Age of .

Fourteen and Scventeen. In Quarto, Price gs. Stiched.
Subfcriptions are taken in by W. Ouiver; N212, mBar-
tholomcw clofe; and J. Matuews, Nﬂ18 in the Strand.

Whgre may be had,

The following Eight Piéces writien by the late Reverend-

AUGUST_7US ']:OELADY, A, B,

1.¥ ¥lstoric Proor of the Do&rmal Calvmlfm of -
“the Church of England: With an Account of
the Lives and Charafters of the principal Adopters of
‘that Scheme of Truths, both before and at the Reforma-
tion, 2 vols 8vo. in Boards. Price1cs. -
- 2. More Work for Mr John Welley ; orandlcahon
-of the Decrees and Providence of God, from the De-
famations of 4 late printed Pdper, entltled ¢ The Con-'
fequence proved.”  Price 15, 6d.

3. Free-will and Merit faisly examined; or Men not
their own Saviors. A Sermon preached in the Parifh- -
Church of St Anne, Blackfriars, London, on Wednef
day, May 25, 1774. Price 6d.

Good News from Heaven ; or, The Gofpel a Joy-
ful Snund A Sermon preached at the Lock Chapel,
near Hyde-Park Corner, on Sunday, June 19, 1774+
Price 6d.

. The Scheme of Chnﬂ:nan and Philolophical Neﬂ
rciﬁty afférted, in Oppolfition to Mr John Welley’s Trak
on that Sub; ol -Price 1n Boards 3 .

6. Moral and Political Moderanon recommended in,
"a Faft Sermon delivered at St Mildred’s in the Poultry,
on Friday, December 13, 1776. Price 6d. .

7. Joy in Heaven, and the Creed of Devils, - two
Sermons, “one preached at. St-Luke’s, Old-ftrect, and
the other at St Olave, Old Jewry, Price 1s

8. A new KEdition of a Caveat again{t unfound
Dottrines. Being the Subftance of a Sermon, preached
in the Parith Church of St Anne, Blaclx.frlarb, on dun-
day, April 29, 1770. Price gd,

Speedily will -be publifbed,

The Rev. My Toy plady’s laft Will and Teflament,
with an Account of t‘ne I ord’s gracious Dcalings with

him the laft few Weeks of his Life,



