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On the DEATH of

RoseErT JONES, Elq;

N D is He gone to his Eternal Reft!
So fuddenly receiv'd among the Bleft ?
Yet will I make his fair Memorial ftay,

Bring back his Virtue into open Day,
The Sinner, Convert, Friend, and Dying Saint difplay,

}

Soon as the Morn of opening Life begun,
His Simplenefs purfu’d a Gop unknown;
Giver of Liafe, the All-alluring Dove,
Did on his Soul with early Influence move,
Brooding He fat; infus’d the Young Defire, 10
Kindled the Ray of pure Etherial Fire,
And bad him to his Native Heaven afpire.

But {oon the Morning Vapour pafs’d away,
His Goodnefs melted at the Blaze of Day ;
By Pleafures charm’d he leap’d the facred Fence,

The Youth cut-liv’d his Childith Innocence;
A 2 - Plung’d
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On the DEATH of

RoseErT JONES, Elq;

N D is He oone to his Eternal Reft!
So fuddenly receiv'd among the Bleft?
Yet will I make his fair Memorial ftay,

Bring back his Virtue into open Day,
The Sinner, Convert, Friend, and Dying Saint difplay.

Soon as the Morn of opening Life begun,
His Simplenefs purfu’d a Gop unknown ;
Giver of Life, the All-alluring Dove,
Did on his Soul with early Influence move,
Brooding He fat; infus’d the Young Defire, 10
Kindled the Ray of pure Etherial Fire,
And bad him to his Native Heaven afpire.

But {oon the Morning Vapour pafs’d away,
His Goodnefs melted at the Blaze of Day ;
By Pleafures charm’d he leap’d the {acred Fence,

The Youth cut-liv’d his Childith Innocence;
A 2 - Plung’d



4. On the Death of

Plung’d in 2 World of Fathionable Vice,

And left his Gop, and loft his Paradife.

Dead while he liv’d, in Sin and Pleafure dead,

Long o’er the World’s wide Wilderne(s he ftray’d, 2o
Eager Imagin’d Pleafures to purfue,

Tir'd with the Old, yet panting after New,

He hurry’d down the broad frequented Road,
Uncon{cious in the Shade of Death abode,

Forgot, but never dar’d to {corn his Gonp.

Ah! what avail’d him then the gentle Mind,
By Schools inftruéted, and by Courts refin’d !
'The Winning Mien, the Affable Addrefs,
And all his Nature, all his Art to pleafe!
In vain he thone with various Gifts endow’d, 30
Friend to the World, and Enemy to Gop ;
In vain he ftoop’d in Trifles to excell,
(Gay withering Flowers that firew the Way to Hell!)
Generous, alas! in vain, and juft, and brave,
While aw’d by Man, and to Himfelf a Slave;
A Steward to his Fellow-Servants juft,
But ftill he falfify’d his Mafter’s Truit;
To them their feveral Dues exact t’afford,
Their own he render’d them, but.robb’d his Lord,
O’er-look’d The Great Concern, the Better Part, 4.0
Liv’d to Himfelf, and gave the World his Heart.

Who
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Who then the Gracious Wonder thall explain,

How could a Man of Sin be born again ?

Rous’d from his Sleep of Death, he never knew

To fix the Point from whence the Spirit blew,

So imperceptibly the Stroke was given,

The Siroke Divine that turn’d his Face to Heaven.

The Saviour-Gop by tender Pity mov’d,

Obferv’d his Wand’ring Sheep, and freely lov’d,

Him blind and loft with gracious Eye furvey’d, 50

And gently led hiin to the fecret Shade;

Led him a Way that Nature never knew,

And from the bufy carelefs Croud withdrew,

To ferious Solitude his Heart inclin’d

Tir’'d with the Noife and Follies of Mankind,
Impatiently refolv’d to caft the World behind.

The Power unfeen which bad his Wand’rings ceafe,
Follow’d, and found him in the Wildernefs,
Gave him the Hearing Ear, and Seeing Eye,
And pointed to the Blood of Sprinkling nigh, 6o
(That Blood Divine which makes the Conicience clean,
That Fountain open’d for a World of Sin)
Call’d him to hear the Name to Sinners given,
The Only Saving Name in Earth or Heaven.

So when the Firft Degenerated Man

Far in the Woods from his Creator ran,
B Mercy



6. On the Death of

Mercy purfu’d, his Fugitive to feize,

And ftop’d his trembling Flight among the Trees
Where art Thou, Man?2 he heard his Maker fay,
Calm-walking in the cool Decline of Day, 70
Aghaft he heard; came forth with guilty Fear,

And found the Bruifer of the Serpent near,

Receiv’d the Promife of his Sin forgiven,

And for an Edezn loft an Antepaft of Heaven.

Hail Mary’s Son! Thy Mercies never end,

Thy Mercies reach’d, and fav’d my happy Friend!

He felt th’ Atoning Blood by FA 1TH applied,

And freely was the Sinner Juftified,

Sav’d by a Miracle of Grace Divine

And O! my Gop, the Miniftry was Mine! So

I {pake thro’ Thee the Reconciling Word,

Meaneft Forerunner of my Glorious Lord :

He heard impartial: For Himf{elf he heard;

And weigh’d th’ Important Truth with deep Regard:

The facred Leaves, where All their Gop may find,

He {earch’d with Noble Readinefs of Mind,

Liften’d, and yielded to the Gofpel-Call,

And glorified the LLaMB that died for ALL;

Gladly confefs’d our Welcome Tidings true,

And waited for a Power he never knew, 9O

‘The Seal of all his Sins, thro’ CurisT forgiven,

With Gop the Holy Ghott fent down from Heaven.
The
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The Lord he fought allow’d his Creature’s Claim,
And fudden to His Living Temple came;
The Spi'rit of Love, (which like a ruthing Wind
Blows as He lifts, but blows on all Mankind, )
Breath’d on his raptur’d Soul: The finking Clay
O’rewhelm’d beneath the Mighty Comfort lay ;
While all-diflolv’d the Powers of Nature fail,
Enter’d his favour’d Soul within the Vail, 100
"The Inner Court with facred Reverence trod,

And faw th’ Invifible, and talk’d with Gonp.

Conftrain’d by Extafies too {trong to bear,
His Soul was all pour’d out in Praife and Prayer;
He heard the Voice of Gop’s Life-giving Son,
While Jesus made th’ Eternal Godhead known,
Receiv’d zbe Lrving Faith by Grace befltow’d,
‘“ And verily, he cried, there is 2 Gop,
““ I know, I feel the Word of Truth Divine,
‘““ Lord, I believe Thou Art—for Thou art Mine! 110

So when the Woman did of Jesus tell,
The Gobp of Facob found at Facob’s Well,
Eager the Common Benefit t* impart,
* Come fee a Man that told me all my Heart;”
The Men of Sychar came; receiv’d her Word,
But hung upon their dear Redeeming Lord;
“ Now we believe, they cry’d, but not thro’ Thee,

* Our Ears have heard th’ Incarnate Deity,
The



3 On the Death of

““ The glorious Truth afluredly we find,
““ This is indeed the CuRrRisT, the Saviour of Man-

kind!”’ | 120

‘Thrice happy Soul, whom JEsus gave to know
Eternal Life, while {ojourning below !

Thou J7df? the Gift Unfpeakable receive,

And humbly in the Spirit walk and live;

Thou d7df? the Hidden Life Divine exprefs,

And Evidence the Power of Godlinefs;

‘Thou d:df# with all thy Soul to Jesus turn,

His Gofpel-Truth with all thy Life adorn,

Thy Goods, thy Fame, thine All to Jesus give,
Sober and righteous here, and godly live; 130
With utmoft Diligence His Gifts improve,

And labour to be perfeGted in Love.

His Word fubdued at once the Carnal Will,
‘The Sea fubfided, and the Sun ftood {till;
No more in Thee the Waves of Paflion roll,

Or violate thy calm unruffled Soul:
The Leopard fierce is with the Kid laid down,

The gentle Child-like Spirit leads thee on;
Intent on Gop thy fingle Heart and Eye,
And Abba Father, now is all the Cry! I40
Yes, thou haft chofe at laft the Better Part, |
And Gop alone hath all thy fimple Heart.

Wholly
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Wholly devoted now to Gop alone,
Thou mourn’ft the Days for ever loft and gone,
Gay Youthful Days of Vanity and Vice
Thou fee’ft confounded——vile in thy own Eyes;;
Pardon’d, yet ftill perfifting to lament
‘Thy Fortune, Time, and Tallents all mifpent;
A Sinner felf-condemn’d, and felf-abhor’d,
But wondring at the Goodnels of thy L.orD; I5O
He faw thee in thy Blood and bad thee live;
Yet {till Thy{elf Thou never cou’dft forgive.

Refolv’d each precious Moment to redeem,

To {erve thy Gop, and only live to Him,
Thro’ all at once thy conftant Virtue broke,

Caft off the World, and Sin, and Satan’s Yoke,

The ftedfaft Purpofe of thy Soul avow’d,
Confefs’d the Chriftian, and declar’d for Gobp.

O what a Change was there! The Man of Birth
Sinks down into a Clod of Common Earth: 160
‘The Man of polifh’d Senfe his Judgment quits,

And tamely to a Madman’s Name {fubmits:
The Man of curious Tafte neglects his Food,

And all is pleafant now, and all is good:
The Man of rigid Honour flights his Fame,

And glories in his Lorp and Mafter’s Shame:
C ThC



10 On the Death of

The Man of Wealth and Pleafure all foregoes,
And nothing but the Crofs of Jesus knows:

The Man of Sin 1s wafh’d in Jesu’s Blood,
The Man of Sin beconaes a Child of Gobp! 170

Throughout his Life the New Creation fhines,
Throughout his Words, and Actions, and Defigns:
Quicken’d with CaHRr1sT he fought the Things above,
And evidenc’d the Faith which works by Love,
Which quenches Satan’s every fiery Dart,

O’recomes the World, and purifies the Heart.

Not as uncertainly the Race he ran,
He fought the Fight, nor fpent his Strength in vain:
Foes to the Crofs, themfelves let Others fpare,
At random run, and idly beat the Air, 180
As Bondage each Divine Command difclaim;
A Truer Follower of the Bleeding LLamb
He bore the Burthen of his LorDp, and died
A daily Death with Jesus crucified.
He carefully took up his Mafter’s Yoke,
Nor e’er the Sacred Ordinance forfook,
Nor dar’d to caft the Hallow’d Crofs away,
Or plead his Liberty to difobey :
Under the Law to Car1sT, he labour’d ftill
To do, and fuffer all his Father’s Will ; 190

Herein
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Herein his glorious Liberty was thewn,
Free to deny himfelf, and live to Gop alone!

In Faftings oft the hardy Soldier was,
Patient and meek, he Grew beneath the Crofs,
He kept his Body down, by Grace {fubdued,
The Servant to his Soul, and both to Gop:
No delicate Difciple He, to fhun
The Crofs, and fay, “ My Saviour all hath done !’
No Carnal E/fzz to defpife his Right,
And damn his Soul to pleafe his Appetite: 200
Suffice the Seafon paft, that dead to Gop
He glided down the eafy {pacious Road ;
A Willing Alien from the Life Divine
Liv’d to himfelf, and fed on Huiks with Swine:
The Times of Ignorance and Sin are paft,
The Son obeys his Father’s Voice at laft,
All Heaven congratulates his late Return,
Angels and Gobp rejoice, and Men and Devils mourn..

Mourn the goodnatur’d foft. voluptuous Crowd,
Whofe Shame their Boaft, whofe Belly is their Gop, 210
Who eat, and drink, and then rife up to play,

And dance, and fing their worthlefs Lives away,
Harmlefs ; of Gentle Birth; and Bred fo well

‘They here {leep out their Time, — and wake in Hell.
Thefe
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Thefe thoughtlefs Souls his happy Change deplor’d,
And curs’d the Men that call’d him to his LorD;
(The Troublers of a quiet Neighbourhood,

The cruel Enemies to Fleth and Blood,

Who vex the World, and turn it upfide down,

And make the Peer as humble as the Clown.) 220
His bleeding LLorD engrofs’d his whole Efteem,
Where Jesus dwells there is no Room for Them:

His Houlfe no more the Scene of foft Excefs,

Of Courtly Pleafures, and Luxurious Eafe:

- No longer doth their Friend like Dives fare,

INo Drunken Hofpitality is there,

No Revellings that turn the Night to Day,

(Harmlefs Diverfions from the Narrow Way!

No Midnight Dance prophan’d the hallow’d Place,

No Voice was heard, but that of Prayer and Praife. 230

Divinely taught to make the {ober Feaft,
He pafs’d the Rich, and call’d a Nobler Gueft;
He call’d the Poor, the Maim’d, the Lame, the Blind,
He call’d in Thefe the Saviour of Mankind;
His Friends and Kinfmen Thefe for Jesu’s Sake,
Who no Voluptuous Recompence could make,
But Gop the Glorious Recompence hath given,

And call’d him to the Marriage-Feaft in Heaven.,
Ye
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Ye Men that live in Riotous Excefs,
And loofely take your Pleafurable Eafe, 2 4.0
Rich to yourfelves; the bright Example view.
Of One, who once forgot his Gobp like You,
But wifely griev’d for Sins and Follies paft,
Sprang from the World, and won the Race at laft.
How did his Soul for you in fecret mourn,
And long, and pray, and weep for your Return!
How did ke {upplicate the Throne above,
That you, even You might tafte the Saviour’s Love,
Might liften to the Truth, your Vilenefs own,
Purfue the Way of Peace ye have not known, 2350
Renounce the World, and live to Gobp alone.
O might the Scales fall from your blinded Eyes,
O that fome Prodigal would Now arife,
Accept the Pard’ning Grace thro’ JEsus given,
And turn, and gladden all the Hoft of Heaven!

Sinners, regard your Friend who {peaks tho’ dead ;
In His, as He in Jesu’s, Footfteps tread:
After the Lams he ftill rejoic’d to go,
He liv’d a Guardian Angel here below,
A Father of the Poor, he gave them Food, 260
And fed their Souls, and labour’d for their Good ;
The little Church in JEsus who believ’d
Into his Houfe, his Arms, his Heart receiv’d :
D With
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With Thefe he himbly fearch’d the Written Word,
Talking with Thefe, he commun’d with their Lorp,
Studied the Sacred Leaves, by Day and Night,

His Faithful Counf{eller, and fole Delight.

He made them all his own with Happy Art,

And Practice copied them into his Heart:

Still in the Steps of Abrabam’s Faith he trod, 270
He and his Houfe would only ferve their Gob.

The Worth Domeftick let his Confort tell
Of One who lov’d fo wifely and fo well;
Who help’d her All for Jesus to foregoe,
And cherifh’d her as Cur1sT his Church below,
Explain’d the Glorious Myftery Divine
How Gobp and Man may in One Spirit join,
How Man the Joys of Heaven on Earth may prove;
The facred Dignity of Nuptial Love,
Clearly in Him the Samenefs all might fee 230

Of Nuptial Love and {potlefs Purity.

Nor lefs the Exemplary Father fhone :
Freely to Gop he render’d back His own,
Devoted All to Him, his Children, Wife,
Goods, Fame, and Friends, and Liberty, and Life.
He taught his Children in their earlieft Days
To love their Gop, and lifp their Saviour’s Praife.
No
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No Modern Parent He, their Souls to fell,
In Sloth and Pride to train them up for Hell, |
T’infufe the Stately Thought of Rank and Birth, 290
And {well the bafe-born Potfherds of the Earth,

The Luift of Praife, and Wealth, and Power t’infpire; °
To raife their Spirit, and their Torment higher, g
And make them pafs to Molock thro’ the Fire.

Watchful the Heavenly Wifdom to inftill,
He gently bent their foft unbias’d Will,

Woo'd them to feek in Gop their Happinefs;
Loving, yet wife, and fond without Excefs;

Simple like them, and innocent, and mild:

'The Father is himfelf a little Child. | 300
He faw Himlielf by his great Maker feen,

And walk’d with Gop while {ojourning with Men ;
His Filial Awe, and whole Deportment thow’d
He {faw th’Invifible, and walk’d with Gop:
Trembled his Soul at the Minuteft Fault,

And felt the Torture of an idle Thought.

Still he beheld the Prefence of his Lord,

In all Events the Hand Divine ador’d,

In {malleft trivial Things his watchful Eye

Defigns of Heavenly Wifdom could defcry ; 310

Nothing he deem’d beneath His Guardian Care

In whom we always live, and move, and are, g
Who fkreens our naked Head, and numbers every Hair.
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Such was the Man by Men and Fiends abhor’d !
A true Difciple of his much-lov’d Lorp,
A Valiant Soldier in his Captain’s Caufe,
A chearful Sharer of his Saviour’s Crofs,
A faithful Follower of the bleeding Lamb,
A Glad Partaker of his glorious Shame,
A Confeflor and Witnefs for his Gop, 320
Againft the World, th’intrepid Champion ftood;
‘Bold in the Faith his Mafter to confefs,
He dar’d the World of Jesu’s Enemies,
Satan and all his Powers at once defied ;
Who fear’d his Gop could Nothing fear befide.

Againft the Storm he turn’d his fteady Face,
And calmly triumph’d, and Enjoy’d Difgrace;.
A Gazing-ftock to the lewd godlefs ‘Throng,
The Fool’s Derifion, and the Drunkard’s Song.
Yet neither Smiles nor Frowns his Soul could fhake, 330
Or move the Madman for his Mafter’s Sake;
'Tho’ Pharifées and Saducees combin’d,

And all his Friends, and all his Kinfmen join d
To {coff the Man who meanly fear’d his Gop ;.
He knew not to confer with Flefh and Blood,
But chearfully took up, nor ever felt the Load:
Harder than Flint or Adamant his Brow,

Unruffled Then, and unconcern’d as Now,
On
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On All their vain Contempt he ftill look’d down,
From Faith to Faith, from Strength to Strength
went on, 340
And bore the Crofs that led him to the Crown;
The Scandal of his Lorp with Joy he bore,
And ftill the more defpis’d, fuperior rofe the more.

*T'was thus the Royal Saint, by Gop approv’d,
His Mafter own’d, and honour’d whom he lov’d,
Stript of his Robes, and in his Handmaid’s Sight,
He danc’d before the Ark with all his Might;
He danc’d, unaw’d by M:chael’s {cornful Eye,
And calm return’d the refolute Reply,
‘““ 'To ferve my Gop, to do my Maker’s Will 3 50
““ If this be vile, I will be viler {till,”

The Horrid Crew that dare their Lord deny,
Bold to dethrone the Filial Deity,
Where FONES appear’d, their Blafphemies forbore,
And filently confefs’d him Conqueror.
Nor lefs refolv’d ’gainit Thofe the Champion ftood
Who fcorn the Purchafe of their Saviour’s Blood,
Deny the Spirit Now to Sinners given,
The Life begun on Earth that ends in Heaven.

E With
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With deep Concern and bleeding Heart he view’d 360
The General Dire Apoftacy from Gobp;

He heard the Rod Divine, with facred Fear,

And trembling Forefight of Deftruction near;

Long’d that we all might fee the out-ftretch’d Hand,
The Sword impending o’re a guilty Land,

Might timely All remember whence we fell,

Return with contrite Heart and earneft Zeal,

Confefs the Faith which Gop vouchfafes t’approve,

Before his Wrath our Candleftick remove,
Do the firft Works, and feel the former Love. 370

He mark’d the City of our Gobp laid low,
And wept 1n deep Diftrefs for Szo7z’s Woe:
It pitied him to fee her in the Duft,
Her Lamp extinguifh’d, and her Gofpel loft;
Loft to the Rich, and Great, and Wife, and Good,
Poor guilty Enemies to Jesu’s Blood,
Who quench the laft faint Spark of Piety,
Yet cry © The Temple of the Lord are We!”
Pleaders for Order They who All confound,
Pillars who bear our Zion to the Ground, 380
Her Doctrines and her Purity difclaim,
Our Church’s Ruin and our Nation’s Shame;
Ieaders, who turn the Lame out of the Way,
Shepherds, who watch to make the Sheep their Prey,

Preachers,

a
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Preachers, who dare their own Report deny,
Patrons of ARIUS or SOCINUS’ Lie,
Who fcoff the Gofpel Truths as idle Tales,
Heathenifh Priefts, and MITRED INFIDELS!

Nor did he let his Cenfure wildly fall,
Or for the Sake of Some reproach them All: 390
He knew with wifer Judgment to revere,
And vindicate the Sacred Character;
The Sacred Character remain’d the fame,
Untouch’d, and unimpeach’d by private Blame ;
Tho’ Deifts blind, and Seltaries agree

'T'o brand the Heaven-de{cended Minifiry ;
Nor Gop nor Man the bold Revilers {pare,

'T’accufe the Followers with their Lord they dare,
“ For “fudas £ilI’d an Apoftolick Chair.

This Duteous Son his Piety retain’d, -
Nor left his Mother by her Children ftain’d, 400
Difthonour’d by her Bafe Degenerate Sons
The Pure, and Apoftolick Church he owns,
Her facred Truths in Righteoufnefs he held,
Her Articles and Creeds NoT YET repeal’d,
Her Homilies, replete with Truth Divine,
Where pure Religion flows in every Line:

Thefe
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Thefe Heavenly Truths while T'wo or Three maintain’d,
By them he vow’d in Life and Death to ftand:
By them in Lifc and Death he nobly ftood,

Tenacious of the Faith, and obftinately Good. 410

He never left the Ship by Tempeit toft
Or fay, the now is dafl’d againt the Coatt,

To fave a Few he {pent his pious Pains,

Stay’d by the Wreck, and gather’d her Remams—
My Brother here, my Friend indeed Thou wert,
A Man a Chriftian after my own Heart!

For This I envy Thee, while Others blame,

And Strangers brand Thee with a Bigot’s Name:

Glorious Reproach! If This be Bigotry,
For ever let the Charge be fixt on Me, 420

" With pious JonEs, and Royal CHARLEs may I

A Martyr for the Cburcb of Englzmd die ! ./
{/d/{a S0I2 ../‘.'70/ Ve ﬂ%ﬂzaé‘ 7 Zeeq
Nor did his Zeal for Her his Love reftrain,
His Love defcending like the Genial Rain, }
And thining, like the Sun, on every Soul of Man.

Free as its Sourfe it flow’d, and unconfin’d,
Embracing, and o’rewhelming all Mankind;
Nor Sin nor Error could it’s Courfe preclude,
It reach’d to All, the Evil and the Good,

His Father’s Children All, and bought with JEs u’s

Blood. 4.30
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- The Men of Narrow Hearts; who dare reftrain 440
The Grace their Saviour did for All obtain,
(““ Free Sovereign Grace, who cry! preverfely free!)
“ For us, thou Reprobate, but not for Thee:

““ Millions of Souls the Lord of All pafs’d b4y,

““ Who died for All, for Them refus’d to die;

“ 'To Us, and none but Us he had Refpeét,

““ He died for the whole World — of — Us Ele&t.”)
Thefe wretched Men of Sin with Grief he view’d,
He lov’d thefe Strangers to his Saviour’s Bload,

A Reltlefs, Carnal, Bold, Licentious Crowd, 440
Bitter, Implacable; Perveife, and Proud,

Stubborn, Stiff-neck’d, Impatient of Reftraint,

A 'T'ribe of Priefts unholy and unfent,

Whofe Lives their Arrogant Conceit difprove ;

Vain finful Boafters of Electing Love;

To Evil {old they w:// believe a Lie,

And Advocates for Sin they live, and die.

Yet thefe, even Thefe his Pity knew to bear,

‘With all their long Impertinence of Prayer,
Their factious Party-Zeal, their Teaching Pride, 4350

T heir fierce Contempt of all Mankind befide;

His Love the Mantle o’re their F olly {pread,

His Candid Love a juit Exceptfion made, |
F O’rejoy’d
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O'rejoy’d to fee a few of Heart fincere D
As Burning, and as Shining Lights appear, .
To find a WuiTEFIELD and an HaRrris bere!

True Piety Impartial to commend,
He dar’d to call a Calvinif? his Friend;
His Love indifferent did to All abound,
He bow’d to Jesu’s Name wherever found: 460
Some Good he found in All, but griev’d to fee
The World combine, the Brethren difagree:
Ah! Lorp, regard in Him Thy Spirit’s Groan,
And hafte to perfect all thy Saints in One!

Divinely warn’d to meet the Mortal Hour,
And tread the Path His Saviour trod before,
Without Surprize the {fudden Call he heard,
Always alike for Life or Death prepar’d ;

With calm Delight the Summons he receiv’d,
For well he knew in whom he had believ’d,

He knew Himfelf with Cuari1sT for ever One,
(The Lamb that died for all his Sins t’atone)

And welcom’d Death whofe only Sting was gone:
The Foe to Nature, but a Friend to Grace,

The King of Terrors with an Angel-Face!

He {mil’d as the {wift Meflenger drew near,

‘With ftedfaft Faith, and Love that caft out Fear
Look’d thro’ the Vale, and faw his Lorp appear.
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But O!- what Words the mighty Joy can paint,
Or reach the Raptures of a Dying Saint ! 430
See there ! the Dying Saint with {fmiling Eyes
A Spettacle to Men and Angels lies!
His Soul from every Spot of Sin fet free,
His Hope is full of Immortality:
To live was CuRr1sT to Him, and Death is Gain ;
Refign’d, Triumphant in the mortal Pain,
He lays his Earthly Tabernacle down
In Confidence to grafp the Starry Crown,
Sav’d to the Utmoft bere by Jesu’s Grace,
I bere, he cries, bave feen bis Glorious Face. 490

Nor ev’n in Death could He forget His Own ;
Still the kind Brother, and the Pious Son
Lov’d his own Flefh, when ready to depart,
And lingring bore them on his yearning Heart:
His laft Defire, that They might take the Prize,
That They might follow him to Paradife.
Witnefs the Prayers, in which with Gobp he firove,
‘Wi itnefs the Labour of his Dying Love,
The folemn Lines he fign’d as with his Blood,
That call’d and pointed to th’Atoning Gob. 500
O Saviour, give Them to his Dying Prayer,
Snatch them from Earth, for Heavenly Joys prepare,
And let the Son falute the Mother there!

In
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In {ure and ftedfaft Hope again to find

The dear-lov’d Relatives he left behind,
Children and Wife he back to Jesus gave,
His LorD, he knew, could to the utmoft fave:
Him/{elf experienc’d Now that Uumoft Power,
And clap’d his Hands in Death’s triumphant Hour,
““ Rejoice my Friends, he cries, rejoice with me, si1o
““ Our Dying LorDp hath got the Victory;
““ He comes! he comes! this is my Bridal Day,
““ Follow with Songs of Joy the breathlefs Clay,

“ And {fhout my Soul efcap’d into Eternal Day!

A Dying Saint can true Believers mourn?
Joyful they f{ee their Friend to Heaven return;
His Animating Words their Souls infpire,
And bear them upwards on his Car of Fire:
His Looks, when Language fails, new Life impart;
Heaven in his Looks, and Jesus in his Heart; 520
He feels the Happinefs that cannot fade,
With everlafting Joy upon his Head
Starts from the Flefh; and gains his Native Skies s
Glory to Gop on high! the Chriftian dies!
Dies from the World, and quits his earthy Clod,
Dies, and receives the Crowh by CarisT beftow’d,

Dies into all the Life and Plenitude of Gop!

®
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O Glorious Vitory of Grace Divine!
JEesu, the great Redeeming Work is Thine:
Thy Work reviv'd, as in the Antient Days, 530
We now with Angels and Archangels praife:
Thine Hand unfhorten’d in our Sight appears,
With whom a Day is as a Thoufand Years;

‘We fee and magnify Thy Mercy’s Power

That call’d the Sinner at th’Eleventh Hour,

'Cut fhort the Work, and fuddenly renew’d,

Sprinkled and wafh’d him in Thy cleanfing Blood,
And fillI’'d in One fhort Year with All the Life of Gob.

Receiv’d on Earth into Thy People’s Reft,

He now is numbred with the Glorious Bleft,

Call’d to the Joys that Saints and Angels prove, 540y

Triumphant with the firft-born Church above, ;
He refts within. Thy Arms of Everlafting Love.

Ye Fools that throng the {mooth infernal Road,
And {corn the Wifdom of the Sons of Gob;,
Cenfure. whom Amngels; Saints, and Gop- commend,,
Madnefs-account his Liife, and Bafe his Ends.

Tread on his Afhes {till, ye Ruflians tread,
By Venal Lies defame the Sacred Dead,
With Satan ftill your feeble Malice thew,

'The laft poor Efforts of a vanquifh’d Foe, 550
G - T’arraign



26 On the Death of, &c.

T’arraign a Saint Deceas’d prophanely dare,
But look to meet him at the laft great Bar,
And horribly recant your Hellifh Slanders There!

Or rather now, while lingering Juftice ftays,
And Gobp i1n JEsus grants a longer Space,
Repent repent; a better Path purfue,.

~ Chufe Life, ye Madmen, with the happy Few, 560
" "The Life your Saviour’s Death hath bought for You.

Why w:// you die, when Gop would have you lwe
Would All Mankind abundantly forgive?

Invites you all to chufe the better Part,

And ever cries, ‘ My Son give Me thy Heart!”
He bids you in His Servant’s Footfteps tread,

He calls you by the-Living, and the Dead,

Awake, and buri{t the Bands of Nature’s Night,

Rife from your Graves, and CHRIST {hall give you
Light;
While yet He may be found, to Gop draw nigh, g707)
Heaven without Price, and without Money' buy,
And as the Righteous hvc and as the Righteous die.

T - e

F I N I .

/. 185. for carefully, read chearfully.
ERRATA { /. 384. for Mickael, read Mickal.
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