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Employs a Mortal form'd of meaneft Clay,

Debas’d by Sin, whofe beft Defert is Hell ;

Employs him to proclanm aSavriour’s Name, -
And offer Pardon to a rebel World.

This Day my Tongue, the Glory of my Frame,
Enjoy'd the. Honour of his Advocate:

Immortal Souls, of more tranfcendent Worth

Than Opbir, or Peru's exhauftlefs Mines, '

Are trufted to my Care. Important Truft!

What if fome wretched Soul, (tremendous Thought!)
Once favour’d with the Gofpel’s joyful Sound,

Now loft, for ever loft thro’ my Negle(t,

In dire infernal Glooms, with flaming Tongue,

Be heaping Execrations on my Head,

Whilft here fecure I dream my Life away!

What if fome Ghoft, cut off from Life and Hope,
'With fierce defpairing Eyes up-turn'd to Heav'n,
That wildly ftare, and witnefs Horrors huge,

Be roaring horrid, ¢ Lorp, avenge my Blood

On that unpitying Wretch, who faw me run - .
With full Career the dire inchanting Road - -
To thefe devouring Flames, yet warn'd me not;

Or faintly warn'd me; and with languid To*ne, .
And cool Harangue, denounc'd Eternal Fire,”
And Wrath Divine?”. At the dread fhocking Thought
My Spirit fhudders, all my inmoft Soul

Trembles and fhrinks. - Sure, if the plamtlve Cnes
Of Spirits reprobate can reach the Ear - '
Of their Great Jupck, they muft be Cries like thefe.
But if the meaneft ‘of the happy Clioir,

That with eternal Symphonies furround

The heav'nly Throne, can ftand, and thus declare,
¢« I owe it to his Care that I am here,

Next to Almighty Grace : His fdithful Hand,
Regardlefs of the Frowns he mlght incur,

Snatch’d me, rela&ant, from approaching Flames,
Ready to catch, and burn unquenchable :

May richeft Gract reward his pious Zeal

With fome bright Manfion in this World of Blifs.”
Tranfporting Thought ! Then blefled be the Hand
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That form’d my elemental Clay to Man,

And fhill fupports me. Tis worth while to live,

If I may live to Purpofes fo great.

Awake my dormant Zeal! for ever flame

With gen’rous Ardors for immortal Souls ;

And may my Head, and Tongue, and Heart and all,
Spend and be fpent in Service fo divine.
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A Clergyman’s REFLECTIONS on the Beatbof one
of bis pious Parifbioners.

g [ my dear Flock one more is gone _
§ T appear before th’ Almighty’s Throne,
Croe 20 And pafs the grand decifive Teft,
¢ Afhes to Afhes, Duft to Duft;”
Surviving Friends with Tears intruft,
There till th’ eternal Doom to reft.
The Soul, difmifs’d from cumbrous Clay,
Expatiates in eternal Day,
And with the Great IMMorTAL dwells:
The Dawn of Immortality
With Scenes amazing ftrikes the Eye,
And Wonders new and vaft reveals.
Thus whilft 'm dreaming Life away,
Or Books or Studies fill the Day,
My Flock is dying one by one,
Convey'd beyond my warning Voice,
To endlefs Pain or endlefs Joys,
For ever happy or undone.
I too ere long muft yield my Breath,
My Mouth for ever fhut in Death,
Nor found the Gofpel-Trumpet more.
. Then may I, whilft they're in my Reach,
With Fervour pray, with Fervour preach,
And eager catch the flying Hour.
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Almighty Grace my Zeal inflame,
O free me from this fluggith Frame,
And fire my Breaft with vigorous Love;
O! teach me that divineft Art,
'To reach the Confcience, warm the Heart,
And all the tender Paflions move.
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