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T H E
DEATH of EUMENIO.

As once feraphic YOUNG, oppre(s’d with grief
Courted the lonefome night, as friendly to

His mournful lay ; or as the matchlefs bard

Of Wefton-Favel, walk’d among the tombs ;

50 I with awe profound, and trembling fteps

Approach the gloomy regions of the dead ;

Where men of ev’ry order and degree

Promifcuons meet, an undiftinguifh’d throng.

Almighty LORD, whofe potent hand infolds
The awful keys of hell and death, afford
My lab’ring foul thy kind and gracious aid ;
vor ’t1s thy aid alone my foul implores ;
To guide my roving thoughts, ard teach me how
To profit by this melancholy fcene.
A3 Silence
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Silence and darknefs here extend their {way.
Here midnight ghofts, asfame reports, aﬁ'umc )

“Terrific fhapes, pale fpedtres kim along .
The yielding air, or ftalk acrofs the gloom.

The {chool-boy haftens home at dufk of eve,
While light-heel’d terror wings his rapid flight.®
The gloomy ¢w/, from yonder fky-topt tow’r,
Scunds thro’ the ni:ght her long-refounding note 3
While pitchy darknefs fhades the rolling {pheres.
-The raven perch’d on yonder ancient yew,
Has croak’d the live-long day, and omens giv’n,
Portending death, as neighb’ring cottagers

O’er the dim taper mournfully relate ;

And fhudder at the melancholy tale,

How quick the flight of life-confuming time !
The glancing moment {lides away in hafte.
Life 1s a dream, a vapour, or a fhadow,}

Death ready ftands to {eize us ev’sy hour,
And lodge us in this cold and dark abode,
Should his ftrong hand arreft us unprepar’d
Qur final doom 15 fixt; eternal years,

Eternal
® See a beautiful poem entitled, /e Grawe,

T v Vita ef} bac fabula queiam,
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Eternal fighs will nought avail to loofe
The awful, _the‘inexorable chain. | |
O then that 4dam’s thoughtlefs fons would learn
This plaineft ‘truth, that they muft fhortly die!
We tnifle like the natives of the bough,
Infpir'd by vernal {unfhine; not aware
Of the infidious fowler’s watchful eye. *
How cruel to-ourfelves, to live fecure,
While all- our foes are up in arms, prepar'd
To give the deadly ftab, when moft we think
Ourfelves in fafety ! how our groveling fouls
Cling to this wretched foil ; forgettine God,
And all the blifs prepar’d for faints in heav’n !
Enflav'd to prefent things we flumber an,
"T1ll death awakes us from our reverie,

Ambition ! fhort 1s thy deceitful dream.
Should wreaths of lawrel bind thy fmiling brow,
Sicknels and death may blaft them 1r an hour.
Titles and mighty names but {erve to fwell,
With pompous verfe, the {culptur'd tomb, and flill
A g The

v Ruocungue ingrederis, [equitur mors, corpus ut

ambra,
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The vain delufion ends in—Here be lies. * -
Soon, {ocn ambition drops her flutt’ring plume;
Extinguifh’d 1s proud grandeur’s meteor-ray, .
Death humbles Monarchs, Potentates and Kings,
And reptiles fatten on the miter'd brow,

How vain the boaft of beauty’s kindling bloom !
The {nowy fkin, the captivating eye,
The ruby lip, and well-proportion’d frame.
Flora, when once the dream of life is fled,
When ficknefs and the icy hand of death

Arreft you, how your rofes fade and fall ! -
Your lillies mingle with the meaneft mould,
And Flora 1s a feait for crawling worms ;

No longer courted as an angel fair,
".'_t’our lovers then would fhudder at the fight.

The noife of folly, the impertinence
Of Belzal’s fons, with their polluting joys ;
Profanenefs

* Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ?
What tho’ we wade in wealth, or foar in fame 2
Earth’s highett ftation ends in, ¢¢ Here he lies.”
| | YOUNG.
1 Solvitur cmne decas letho.
Res eff forma fupax, quis fapiens bono
Cargrﬁdir fragili, e SEN |
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Profanenefs with her vile envenom’d ton gues
Debauchery, with all her hellifh train,.
stand here condemn’d for ever, e
Here wrapt 1n {olemn thogght, I foftly tread
Q’er the promifcuous throng ; {ome recently interr’d
Are yet Jamented by furviving friends ;
And others quite forgot. How awful 1s
This place, amidft the difmal gloom of night !
Where ghaftly corpfes {well the yielding foil
. Where fkeletons and fkulls and coffins lie,
Beneath the grafly tarf, or letter’d ftones,
My very blood runs chill; how fadly {folemn,
How melancholy 1s this field of death'!
Thefe carcafes once liv’d and breath’d and walk’d ;
Were ftrong and attive, vigorou;s and gay,

As we who yet furvive ; and we fhall {foon
(O mortifying thought) be vile as they ;
We too are duff, and muft to0 duft returan,

Here 15 ¥ .E:merzz'a’s grave ! O my full heart !
A flood of tears would give thee fome relief,

Here

"t o N »
* Eumenio, from Byueviw, bencwolus fum. Candor,
humanity and benevolence, were remarkably exempli-

fied in the chara&er of the late Mr HUDSON, whofe

fudden death, by a fit of apoplexy, Nov. 7, 1779, gave
life to thefe meditations,
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Here {leeps the breathlefs duft of him I lov’d, - . -

Belov'd of all ; whofe heav’nly virtues thone .-
With an unufual brightnefs, to the clofe |

Of his dear life, alas (for us) too fhort..

He was a public blefling to mankind ;

And public grief attends his fudden fall.
Each friendly bofom heaves a burfting groan §
Each neighbour pours a fympathizing tear ;
Each fervant mourns the beft of mafters dead,

As heav’nly WarTs lamented GunsTan’s fall,

So, dear Eumenio, I lament for thee.
Inferior 1s my ftrain ; not {fo my love.

Friendfhip divine, that fweet and facred tie,

ad bound my heart to thee, and made us one,
Hence doubly painful is the parting hour.

Hence I this grave with nightly tears bedew.

As holy men lamented at the death
Of Szepben, martyr’d in his Saviour’s caufe ;
And JESUS wept at Lazarus’s tomb,
And in his {pirit groan’d aloud (fuch kind
And tender thoughts poffefs’d his holy foul)
S0 Zion mourns her lofs of him, who long

Had



A 11 )
Had ftood a pillar in the houfe of God. - .
Did I not fee her daughters mourn and grieve ?.
Did I not hear her mourning fons complain ?
¢ Shall we indeed behold his face no more ? °
¢ .No more enjoy his fweet fociety ?
¢ Nor profit by his counfels, or his pray’rs?
«« His fweet difcourfe, and edifying walk ?
«« Myferious providence! It muft be right ;
K And yet we can’t forbear to wonder why,
.« This fun went down at noon? Cloudlefs he fhone,
-« With luftre undiminifh’d, unimpair’d,

¢ By wafting ficknefs, or declining years;

“ VWhca moft we feem to need his friendly aid,

“ Sudden he drops, and quits the hemifphere,”

Beneath th" Almighty’s hand {ubmiffive bow ;
Search for the caufe of this alarming ftroke ;

And learn t’ improve 1t to fome noble end.
Mourn not as thofe xvbo bave no hope in heav'n.

Comfort each other aith the word of grace.
In clofeft union live, Tread in the fleps

Of your deceafed friend ; and walt in love*
His bright example fet before your eyes.
- He

* Ut ameris amabilis effo,waemQVID,
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He had 2 noble foul. In him were feen
The gen’rous efforts of a friendly mind,

Anxious to pleafe and profit all around.
Philanthropy, and fiveet benevolence,

Smil’d in his looks, and charm’d us in his mejx.
He was a living proof of grace’s pow’r

O’er ruin’d man, to form him for the fkies,
Love fir’d his heart, and evangelic truth
Govern’d his foul, and influenc'd his life.

He /i=’d what others only do profe/s,

Eumenio on the dear Redeemer’s crofs
Sufpended 2ll his hopes ; from thence he drew
His nourifhment, his life and conftant peace.
'This, thiswas all his boaft, his triumph this,
He glory’d 1n a Saviour crucify'd, -

“Tis from IMMANUEL’s crofs falvation { prings;
His death 1s life to man ; his bleeding wounds,
The dying finner’s fovereign, only cure.
M}'ﬁerious this to Gerzti]g and to j‘ew.

roud reafon deems it folly, unbelief
Denies, rejects, difdains the faving truth s
And in contempt enquires, how e’er the man, -
The dying man thould fave a ruin’d world ;

Thus
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Thus impiouily Zpiffa * dares to flight
The belt, thelaft, the only remedy, |

By heav’n ordain’d, and publifh’d round the globe,
Tq re{cue finners from deftru&ion dire.

* Vain man? Rejecting this, you furely lofe
The only ground of hope and heav’nly peace.
For fin no other facrifice 1s found,

Forfinful man no other way to blifs.

Talk youof works ? here is the fov’reign {prin g
Of holinefs divine and purity.

When from the crofs you turn your eyes away.

Contemptuous, you at once with that renounge,
The ftrongelt motives to a holy life ;

The nobleft fimulus to grateful love,
Refined zeal and gofpel fandlity.

You then give up the moft engaging view
That ever was to finful creatures giv'n,

Of his ador’d perfeftions, whofe dread name
Dota heav'n and carth acknowledge and adore;

Here awful juftice fhines with brighter beams,
d'han if each finner had been doom'd to bear

Eternal

* An unhelicver
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Eternal vengeance for his hated criries. |
And mercy reigns more glorious than fhe would,
Had ev’ry fin been pardon’d, ev’ry foul |
M ade happy and no juftice exercis’d, -
In danining fin, that dar’d th® Almighty’s throne,
For finners are myfterionfly redeem’d
By fov’reign mzircy, yet by merit t00 ;
Both matchlefs, both ftupendoustand divine,
By Jeiu’s blood our debts are all difcharg’d.
Lzw hasits due, ftarn juftice {weetly fmiles,
Eternal truth and mercy here embrace 3
And God is juft 1n juftifying man,

The man who fhuts his eyes againft the light |
Of the fweet radient {un, abhorring all

Creatron’s beauteous and attrattive charms,

Doe: not'1a folly equal him who dares
Defpife the wonders of the Saviour’s crofs.
In this the finner ftupidly confpires

His own deftruction, while he thus reje&s
The grand expedient wildom infinite,
And love immenie contriv’d to fave a world,

" Batif Apiffo fill the truth deny,
The fou! celeftial-born receives with love,
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And humble faith, this facred remedy, ¥
F;o_r-all his griefs and fears, his wants and cares,

¥ Thro ev'ry dubtous path of life’s career,

| And een in death it is his triumph fill.

Nought fhort of this can draw the tyrant's fting 3 -
Nought fhort of this can overcome the grave,

|« Forbid it, gracious Lord, that I fhould boatt,
| «« Save in the crofs of Chrift, the finner’s friend.”

i Noftate.exempts us from the awful froke
§ Of unrefifted unrelenting death.

 Strength nought avails in that decifjve kour.

| Athletic iimbs, the firmeft nerves, or health

| Inall its vigor. Thefé Fumenio had

In full pofleffion, when the fummons came.
 Sudden as light’ning death’s keen arrow flew,
[ He languifhed awhile, then breath'd his laft.

I
|
;

To heedlefs mortals this alarm is giv"n,
To rouze us from our dreadful lethargy,
Our {enfelefs, fupifying dreams, and cure
Lhevile intoxication of the mind.

Q boafk
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O boaft not of to-morrow’s dawn*

It is prefumption all, the prefent day
Perhzps is pregnant with thy final doom ;
Stort 1s the date of blifs on earth; time flies
Wit unremitted fpeed, death follows clofe,
Lternity {fucceeds, hell threatens loud,

And heav’n invites ;3 but we are fhill {fecure,

Strephon ! 1 {aw the rolling tears bedew
Your blooming-cheeks. While young Ly/zaderfiond
Fixt to this {fpot ; and with a ghaftly look
Beheld a Father’s grave. Deep fullen grief
Abforb’d his fon], and fhook histender frame,
Your lofs 1s great: A Father you have loft,

Whole wife, indulgent and paternal care

You rneed to ouard you from th’ inchanting paths
Of curfed vice, with all its dang’rous {nares.

O may you tread your Father’s fteps, and learn

To confecrate your early days to heav’n. E

O may

* By nature’s law, what may be, may be now ;
There’s no prerogative in human hours.

In human hzarts what bolder thought can rife,
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow’s dawn ?

Ywaers s to-morrow ? In another world.
YO UNG
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O may your I;;ath‘errs God be yours ; maj- all
The Father’s virtues live in both Ius {ons.

f‘* Thus ihall we lefs lament the lofs of him,

¢ Who now is number’d with the Saints above.
He belt laments the qus who henceforth learns
! To live like him whofe death we all deplore.
Tousit iy a lofs, notfoto him;

2 1t 1s his truel gain : th’ exulting foul,
R Releas’d from earth, in triumph foars away,
‘Along the tracks where the quick light'ning glows,
And gladly quits the dufky globe below,
{ With thefe bleak climes of forrow, noife and frifes
Angéls convoy him on their airy wings,
| To Salem’s ihpappy gates ; the gates expand
' At his approach, cherubic legions fhout

The franger welcome to the climes of blifs.
 There fafely lodg'd, abowe thefe rolling fpheres,
"Twere cruel now to wifh for his return. |

O might I too my with’d releafe obtain,
And mount with thee, Ezmzé'?zza, to the lkies ‘
Joyful I'd bid adiey to earthly {cenes,
And {mile to leave all mortal things behind.
HUW weuld I fly from this corporeal cell,
B This
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This gloomy vale of night, and foar aloft

By angels guided to the mount of God.

Come, gentle death, kind meflenger of peace,
Of liberty and joy ; my ﬁruggling {foul

Waits thy arrival with a wifhful look,

To loofe her bands, break down her prifon walls
And bid her follow dear Eumenio’s flight,

And mingle with the fweet celeftial throng.

Selina ! you have felt the fatal ftroke
That robb’d you of your dearer half, and left
Your bofom bleeding with the recert wound.
You recolle&, with unremitted grief,

‘The paft endearments of yoar happy hours.
Eumenio 1s no more, Fall’n at your feet

You faw him lie : no warning had been giv'n.'
Sudden the fhock ; yet not for him unfafe.
Still, fuill the {ad idea fills your fnind,
Ablorbing ev’ry joy. The burfting groan,
And deeply mournful tear t0Q faintly fhew,

‘The anguwh of your {oul. Torn from your arms
The

* Rigidum jus eff et inevitabile mortis.

QYVIb

.
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The dear companicn of your life lies here,
fshrowded and coffin’d in this bed of death,

Asin the deftin’d field the guided plow,
Tears up the fallow foil, o’erturns the glebe,
pungent forrow tears the bleedin g heart,

* nd leaves its long and deepen’d furrows there.
nnumber’d are the woes of human life.

he gleams of joy how tranfient and how few,
l this {fad vale of tears! Succeflive rounds

l pains and griefs and ficknefles attend

l ur fteps, and meafure all our circling years.
jYet heav’nly mercy {oftens all the toils,

supports our falnting hearts, and gilds the gloom,
With the fweet foretaftes of eternal joy.

2 May thefe, Selina, be your happy lot,

In meafure large, to chear your widow’d ftate.

Let contemplation wing your foul to heav’n.*

There view the thrones of blifs, th’ immortal crown,

Themanfions ftron oand f'air,v.;hich ne’er fhallmourn,
B 2 As

* Heav'n gives us friends to blefs the prefent fcene |

Refumes them to prepare us for the next.
YOUNG,
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A&ofien here on earth; their mafters chang’d,

There {crrow, pain and death are known no moy

There are the realms of permanent delight,

Dourdlefs in meafure, and withiout an end.

Think on the promife of a farthfnl God.

4s Rars that fparkle 1n the azure fky,

Such are the promifes that fhine and glow,

efir'ous in the bible’s firmament.

Thefe are the precious gofpel’s life and foul,

The nerves and finews of its wondrous frame,

Read thefe and take them for vour héritaoe,

¢« 1’li be a Father to the fathesrlefs

¢« The pious widow 1s my {pecial care ;

<« I'11 be her hufband, znd her caule defend;
¢« Her border I’ll eftablith and maintain.”
See here a cordial for your fainting heart :

May this {upport vou 1n the meournful hour,

The inhnitely wife his greateft werks

Periorms by fecret and myflerious ways,

Ner grves 2ccount to man of what he does,
A wien wefee 3 fkiifal workman, cak
Into the glowing furnace fome rude mafs

O
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E Of ore metalic, .to be purify’d ;
Then by repeated blows, with nervous arm,
% Beat and chaftize it on the anvil fmooth :

R

i And then we praife his wifdom thro’ the whole.
i So fhall at laft our wond’ring hearts adore

iThe deep, profound mylterious ways of hezw 1,
;}Shmmtr with wifdom, farthfulpefs and love.

Reﬂ fure of this, the end fhall crown the work,
?And fpeak th’ Almichty’s moft inuulgent care,

! Now let me learn to livea firanger here,

:;‘ ZLTLT e L el g T ey
i

or fix on earth the grafp of fond defire.

—

¢joys arifing from created thin a3,
ould not enfnare and captivate the foul,

b3

. = o=
—

Or



( 22 )

Or make us once forget the parting hour,
When we muft lofe them all; nor thould the pai,

Of lofing what the prefent world can give,

Too deeply wound the heart. Man 1s immorty]
Immortal cares and hopes fhould fill his breaft,

And far outweigh the trifles of an hour.
Whoever faw a mighty tempeft rais’d

Of roaring winds, to puff 2 downy feather ?
Or ocean heaving up her hideous waves

As rolling mountains but to drown afly ¢
Vet thefe, alas! but faintly reprefent

TR unequall’d folly of an earthly mind,
Wrought into tempeft, toft, diftracted, torn,
With care for what 1s light as empty wind,
And tranfitory as the fleeting vapour.

God of my life! thou fource of ev’ry joy,
Bright centre where the num’rous varying lines
Of all my wifhes meet; what can the foul
Or want or crave whom thou doft inly fill 2
Enjoying thee, the once diftradted bofom

Has reft and eafe which all the pow’rs of fpeech

Would be too feeble fully to defcribe.
Tyowa dzar {glf alone, th’enlarged heart

Ca B
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Can amply fill : the brighteft things below,
Whatever glory they may feem to wear,
Whatever charms to captivate the vain,

Are all inadequate to fatisfy

The boundlefs cravings of th’ immortal mind.
Th’ immortal mind, form’d with capacious pow’rs
For the fruition of the good Supreme,

Muft inly famifh, ftarve and pine away,
Feeding on.nothing more than earth can give,
Tho’ circled round with all her richeft ftores.
Take then who will the honours of the great,
The wealth of mifers, and the {miles of Kings ;
I envy not your fancy’d happinefs.

Jefus, thy fmile 1s heav’n! Thy love divine,

Is dearer far than life with all its joys.

Thine are my rifing hopes; my warm defires,

Eternal excellence, to thee-ward move.
God 1s my hope, my fhield and vaft reward :
My life, my glory and exceeding joy;
Yea more than thefe emphati= words exprefs,

Myall iz all. 'The fource of all my blifs;
The objeét of my deareft, warmeft love ;
My never-failing fountain of delights ;

My ftrength in life, and my {fupport in death’;
B I-l- j',\]%'
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My prefent portion, and my nobleft end.
O love divine, how ample are thy ftores !

Hark ! what dull found rolls murm’ring thro’ the i}
’Tis the foul-thrilling ftroke of yonder clock ;
The flow and folemn midnight knell I hear.
Which bids me leave this melancholy fcene,

This dark and dreary, bat inftructive ichool,
~"And give to languid nature fome repofe.

Some yet are wakeful, rack’d with ceafelefs pain

Or preft with heart-corroding cares, along

"The tedious night, and chide the heavy hours,
Life is a confliét with a thoufand ills,

All tending to reduce us to the grave.

The holieft mind poffefles not below,
"Tranquility unmov’d : €’en confcience oft

Has caufe to give th’ alarm within ; fome mote
‘Offends its tender eve, and makes 1t weep ;
Nor ought can eafe the {mart but Gilead’s balm,
Or the fweet d-ops dithll’d from Sharci's rofe.

Fidelio,® thou haft felt aflition’s pow’r,
Amidft the fea of life you oft have known,

| Have
= 4 f{aitaful man,




( 25 )
Have felt thé bellowing tempeft, beating roypg
Your little bark, which rais’d 5 thoufand fears,
While o’er your head the threatning billows rolf'd,
E In quick fucceflion, wave purfuing wave
Often portending dire deftru@iop nigh ;
At leaft, 1n unbelief’s miftaken view.

| Ab, troubled foul ! T inly fee] for th

E hs oft P'm tutor'd in affitiog’s {chool,

In various tempefts narrafs’d and invely’d .
I fee with tear-brim’d eye Fidelio’s griefs :
And tender pity bleeds within my breaft,
 Solicitous to give fome friendly aid
Accept the will where ev’ry effort fails.

Jad day of terrors, when th? aflaulted foy]
Confli€ts with Saran, feels i fiery darts,
{Poifon’d by diabolic craft, to oIve
EThc wounded bofom direfy] agony,
fThick as the rattling hail around ¢
Redoubled and renew’d, asquick as thought :
Thrown with inferna] rage and furious hate -
Fidelio trembles midft the hell-bred fray ;
Shook to tlie centrein his inmofd irame,

45 doubtfyl of th’ event, His boding

4

TPl AN TR Sl R TIOAY, T

hey fly,

fears

Bring
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Bring up unnumber’d doleful {cenes to view,
Fainting with toil inceflant, oft he cries,
L one day perijh by the (nares of bell.

In his diftrefs for fuccour loud he calls,
With criesand groans whichrend the vault of heay’,
And inftant come before th’ eternal throne,
From thence he finds immediate aid, t’infpire
His languid heart, fupport his feeble knees,

Laft up his firengthlefs hands, and fill his foul
With youthful vigor to renew the fight,

‘Then brandifhing his fword, and handling _clofe
The well-try’d fhield of all-fubduing faith,

He rufhes on the foe with dauntlefs aim,
Makes {tout refiftance ; and the tempter flies.
Angels lcok on well-pleas’d, and fly toheal
Fidelis’s wounds, with unguents form’d in heav'n;
And with nefarious cordials chear his heart.

Now facred peace defcending from the fkies,
Her olive branch cifplays, and calms the foul,
Attended with her {miling fifter, joy ;

Whofe charms at once difpel each gloomy thought

And turn the defert to an Eden fair.
by
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By thefe afiliftions, purify’d from drofs,
Fidelio's ev’ry grace refulgent fhines,
As gold refined 1n the tort’ring flame,

By efforts oft renew’d :* So heav’n ordain’d
To bring the heirs of glory to his throne,

The hour 1s near when all thefe tombs fhall burft,
And ev’ry faithful grave refign its prey.
The pow’r that form’d the world fhall’wake the dead:
When, fome fball rife to everlaffing life,
And {fome be clothed with contempe and foame,
In that great day of terror and of joy.

The moment comes, with winged hafte it flies,
Which clofes up the {cene of mortal things.
How near is nature’s univerfal wreck !
When earth and tkies, when fun and ftars fhall fink

Involv’d 1n vaft tremendous ruin all.

Foreboding figns are giv’'n ; alarming fights
Rife to the attentive eye ; the fount of day

Seems clad in fable mourning, and the ky
Cover’d

* Rebus in adwerfis wera probanda fides,
Rebus in adwerfis patientia veraprobatar,
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Cover’d with fackcloth. ' Cyurhia’s filver ray
Is quench’d in crimfon gore. ‘Th’ eternal hills

Rock on their centre, and afunder cleave,
Sinai is mov'd, Tabor and Hermon quake,
And to the plains their nodding fummits bow,
Farth 1s cqnvuls’d , and nature fickens round,

The mighty monuments of human art,
The work of num’rous years, the lofty fpires,
‘The ponad’rous pyramids, the pride of Kings,
And boaft of nations, gorgeous palaces,

And folemn temples, with their coftly fhrines,
Are in 2 moment levelfd with the cround,

In vaft confuficn, ne’er to be repair’d.

Rome, Paris, London, Europe are no more,

Roufe, roufe, Britannia, let thy guilty fons
Prepare to meet their God ; his lifted hand
Already waits to execute his wrath,

Tremendous venceance thunders from afar
The migaty concave {founds; fierce tempefts roar;
‘The rocks are rent 3 the lofty mountzains all

Are melted into fiery ftreams; the fea
Boils
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Boils like a pot; heaving frem fhore to fhore,
Her foaming billows lafh the troubled fky. |
Surrounding flames confume the pond’rous globe:“
Diffolving all the mafs from pole to pole;
VWhile ftars and funs with all their num’rous hofts
Drop from their mazy orbits and expire.
The fov'reign Judge of all will {foon appear ;
The frighted fkies recoil at his approach ;
The heav’ns are wrapt together like a {croll ;
Time 1s arrefted in his {wift gareer ;
And nature makes a quick and fclemn paufe.
Ten thonfand eyes with contizrnation gaze.
Loud lamentations rife, and mirth and {ongs
Atonce are turn’d to difmal fhrieks and yells.
The midnight revel interrupted, ends
In dreadful howlings ; anguith and defparr
And blackeft horror rend the cuilty heart.
Ambition drops her gaudy plume, and powes
Unirecded throws her {cepter to the oround,

And tramples lofty crowns beneath her feet ¢
Thrones are deferted, royalty contemn’d.

Vice ftops her mad career, ne er flopt belore.
The drunkard quits his bowl, blafphcmmﬁ- tonoues,

I‘e;hags
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Perhaps, begin to pray, alas ! too late,

Now cards and dice beftrew the floor, and fome
Snatch up the long-neglected bible, or the book
Of prayers, or for the flighted prieft enquire.
Some crofs them{elves, and pray to fav’rite {aints
Some to dumb 1dois bend the fuppliant knee,
Some call for rocks and hills to hide their guilt,
And fcreen them from the Judge’s dreadful ire.

"Tis all in vain. 'The folemn trumpet founds.
The awful blaft 1s heard from pole to pole ;
And rouzss all the fleepine dead. Earth heaves,
As in her dying pangs, and from her womb
Diflodges all her {fons, Saints then alive
Lift up their joyful, their triumphant heads,
And feariefs hais the happy, happy morn.

(Sc Gofben once rejoic’d in cheering light,
Whtlie horrid darknefs cover’d Egyp# round.)
This 1s the final period of their woes ;
Their jubilee 15 come; the trumpet founds
Their {weet releale, from forrow, fin and trife.
Now they forget their woes, their conflifts end ;
Therr tears are chang’d for fhouts of facred joy.
This 15 the bief, the long-expected day

Of
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| oftheir redemption from a thoufand ills.
And while in extafies of joy they ftand,

§ 0d wait the fignal for their glorious change,
10, quick as thought, or twinkling of an eye,
B8y transformation ftrange, Elijan-like,

 They all affume a bright celeftial form,

fAnd thine 1n glory like the fountof day.
They never feel the pangs of death, as late
Emmz‘o witnefs'd when he left the world.

[fwe believe the great Redeemer dy’d,

rofe in triumph as the church’s head
They who 1n JESUS fleep our God will bring
Jvith JESUS i1nthe triamph of that day,

& When he appears to judge th’ affembl'd world.

midnight cry 1s heard, Behold he comes,
o folemn pomp ; before his awful face,

A brightnefs fhines that dims the eyes of day.
fTen thoufand times ten thoufand faints attend
His clorious train. 'The grandeur of this hour
Efceeds whatever men or angels faw.

Lunguage 15 loft, defcription fails, €’en thought
{Cow’d neyer reach what all fhall now behold.

| Jefus
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Jefus appears, the fov’reign Judge of all
In heaven, in earth, and in the deeps of hell,
Not now, as when he in the manger lay,
Or Lung extended on the curfed tree :
Iie in his own effential glory fhines,
And 1n his Father’s, and in that of all
The bright celeftial hofts around his throne;
His {potle!s throne, type of his purity.
The bocks are open thrown, The book of Jif,
f Ged's eternal law, and gofpel too,
With all the pages of the human heart,
Each fecret thing 1s brought to light, before
Both Ged and angels, and th’ affembled world.

1ne g.ult}f hear their dreadful doom denounc’d
¢« Degart ye curfed to eternal flames.”

Then all tiie ranis of the profane are drivin
In anger from the awful judement-feat,

Dranizards, a nuiz’rous band : blafphemmwcrmﬂd“

t"*{

vars, decetvers, painted hypocrites,
Infatiate mufers, cruel tyrants all,
And perfecnrers of the faints of God,

Widh ¢ll the farthlels, unrelenting crew,

7Y S PR R

v 10 16V°a thelr pleafures more than the Moft High
IAH"‘
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And difobey’d the gofpel of his gra(fe;
Iternal vengeance to their follies due,

O’ertakes them all, in this tremendous day,
Hell burfting, opens her tremendous jaws,
Hidcouily roaring for her prey ; while florms
Sulphureous, overwhelm the guilty throng,

Now loft, loft, loft for ever, wewms

How happy then to have the Judge’s finile !

- To hear the welcome accents from his lips,
«“ Yeblefled of my Father, come; receive

“« The promis’d kingdom heavenly love prepar’d,
# [iretime began his flight, or worlds were form’d1*

Straight they afcend the glorious thrones above .
And full pofleflion take of all their blifs.
There God himfelf, with his indulgent hand,
Wipes all their tears away ; and amply fills
Their happy [Guls with tides of ceafelofs joy.
They wear the foarkling crown of endlels life;
Th’ eternal weicht of glory they poflefs ;
The promis’d land with all its facred fruits,
Where an unfading {pring for ever blooms, ———
Unsall thefs emblems fail s the blifs above

C Fxceeds
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Exceeds whate’er by mortal ear was heard;
By mortal eye beheld, or heart.conceiv’d.

The fum of all, 1s GOD’s ETERNAL SMILE

There death is known no more; no parting fiol
Shall e’er divide united hearts, as here.

Friendfhip divine infpires the worlds on high,
Thofe facred realms of purity and love.
Nointerruption there it knows, or end;

Bat reigns ard triumphs, flourifhes and grows,
'To full perfection in thofe climes of blifs.

Reft then, Eumenio, in thy clay-cold bed,
Till the laft trumpet found, and call thee forth,
To bear the vittor’s palm ; we too will wait

For our approaching change, in chearful hope,

Of meeting you amidft that happy throng,
Who caft their crowns before the throne divine;
Who Hallelujahs fing to his great name,

Whofe matchlefs grace has rais’d them to the fkies;
And aseternal agesroll away,

The blifs fhal] grow, and {uffer no decay.

ELEGIAC
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OXENHOPE, near HAWORTH ;

Who died September 30, 1779.

IKE as the fetting fun in {fummer’s eve
Serenely fhining quits the hemifphere,
While 1n his abfence nature feems to grieve,

And weeping dews on ev’ry leaf appear:

such was Philander’s life, and clofino fcene ;
Religion rul’d his heart with fov’icign pow’r;
Brighten'd his morning, made hiseve {erenc,

4nd chear’d the gloom of his departine hour.

C 2 YWithin
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\vithin his breaft a thoufand tender cares |
Arcie, for thofe he now mult leave bebind,

Defencelefs, and expos’d to num’rous fnares ;
Vet calm fubmiffion footh’d his patient mind,

<t Behold I die; but ftill JEHOVAH lives ;
I leave you allin his Almighty hand ;

His promis’d care my fainting heart revives ;
Truft in his word, and rev’rence his command.”

Thus is his deftin’d race of virtue run
However fhort the date, ’tis finifh’d now 3

The haity thread of aftive life 1s {pun ;
Relentlefs death has ftruck the final blow,

r

Numbers around his gen’rous deeds proclaim,
Andwhen hisgrave’midftneighb’ring dead theyfee

Make grateful mention of his dear-lov’d name,
‘¢ There lies the man who was a friend to me.”

Compaflion reign’d within Philander’s brealt ;

Fe was a conftant father to the poor ;
His bowels yearn’d to fuccour the diftrefs’d,
Whofe refuge was his hofpitabl¢ door,
No
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No haughty airs in him could e’er be feen ;
Humility adorn’d his happy mind ;

Calm was his temper, modeft was his mein.
His words were gentle as his foul was kind,

Riches ne’er made a captive of his heart ;
He view’d earth’s brighteft baubles with a figh ;
He chofe, and ftill purfu’d the better part;

And thus he liv'd as one prepar’d to die,

Malice herfelf would try her arts in vain,

E’en envy’s forky tongue could ne’er fucceed,
Upon his charafter to fix the {tain

Of an unmerciful, oppreflive deed.

His widow’d mate o’erwhelm’d with tides of grief
Laments her deareflt ecarthly com{orts fled :

In vain her friends attempt to give relict,
Her choicelt friend, her other {elf 1s de~d.

In {weeteft harmony the happy pair,
- J a = T -
Of kindred fouls were join’d in one great aim,
Their hope, their fear, their comfort and their cire,

Knew no divifion, but were ftill the fame.
'They
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'I‘hey' witnefs'd all the joys of focial life,
Till death’s relentlefs hand the union broke; ;

The loving hufband and the faithful wife
Were one, till {fever’d by the fatal firoke.

Now from her fide her dearer half 1s torn !

* She {aw, fhe felt her dearer half decay ;

The reft lies bleeding, and but lives to mourn 3
May heav’n fupport her in this trying day.

Vhile eisht dear pledges of connubial love,
Who don’t their lofs of fuch a father kuow,

Vvith mournful looks and flowing tears 1mprovc,
The mother’s {ad capacity of woe.

IvIethinks I fee the lovely blooming traia,
Silent and {ad the fun’ral rites attend ;

I cann’t the {ympathetic tear reftrain,
For they have loft a father, I a friend.

Bereav'd of fuch a parent now they lie

Defencelefs and expos’d to ev’ry fnare ;
May he that bears young ravens avhen they cr Vs
Prelerve and guard them with paternal care.

. Iﬁs
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 His'word 1s firm, ¢ I will a father be

~ Unto the orphans of the man I love,

And let the mourning widow truft in me,
I will the mourning widow’s hufband prove,”

Take comfort then, ]EHOVAH 15 your friend ;
*T'is he who gave, and he who takes away,
He will the faithful widow’s caufe defend ;

His truth is ftedfaft and thall ne’er deca}f.

With heav’nly ardor prefs to reach the fhore
Where mifchiefs never fly 5 corroding care,
Tamult, diftraion, anguifh are no more ;

The {cene is bright, the blifs teyond compare.

Philandzr lives above 3 he now obtains

The plaudit of his God ; and calls you there,
Where fiveet celeftial love for ever reigns ;
And kindred fouls no feparation fear,

T H E E N D.
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