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FROM the very rapid sale the former Editions of this
little work hath obtained, the Author is induced to publish
the Fourteenth; and he again assures the Public, that nothing
can be more foreign to his thoughts, than an intention to
offend any party that may differ from him on Religious Points;
being aware, that to God alone we must all individually give
account. Yet, on a subject so sacred, he would deem
himself highly culpable, were he to write aught which might
oppose the view, he trusts the Almighty has given him, of
his most Holy Word. If this little book contain any thing
that may prove useful to mankind, (plain and unadorned as
it is,) the Author will derive no small pleasure from his la-
bours; with this hope the Fourteenth Edition is respectfully
offered to the attention of an enlightened Public, accompanied
with most sincere thanks to those Ladies and Gentlemen, who
have so liberally subscribed to it, by their

Most grateful,

Most humble, and obedient Servant,

THE AUTHOR.
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THE

JUDGMENT DAY:

A Sacved Poemr.

SHALL mortal man, (the creature of an hour,)

A moment of which hour he cannot claim;

Assume t’ himself the wisdom or the pow’r,

T’ unfold those workings of the vast Supreme,
Which shall transpire as thunders shake the pole—
As mountains melt, and boiling oceans roll?

This would indeed incur the frowns of heaven;
None should on parts however rare presume:—
To my dull muse, may needful light be giv’n!
The still small voice e’en now this brain illume;
Thy aid, pure Spirit, I beseech impart,

As I approach Thee, sanctify my heart.

Oh! Thou who needest not the praise of men,

If T attempt thy wonders to declare,

And aught that may offend shall pass my pen,

Forgive a worm dependent on thy care.

Thy word, oh Lord! shall be my constant guide,

And anchor'd there, my bark of hope shall ride.
B
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And now I feel on active fancy’s wings,

At once transported to the world unknown;

And here my eyes behold tremendous things,

Those lights withdrawn, which had for ages shone;
From broken tombs, and yawning graves, are seen,
The Dead arise, n grand, a solemn scene. '

How awful is yon elemental fight!

The Earth as drunken, on her axis reels,

Each fire charged eloud exhibits new-born light,

And as if frightened, into distance steals: .
‘What dreadful crash is that? the bursting globe,
To ruin sinking in its flaming robe.

Another, and yet louder crash I hear,
Columns of burning matter mount on high;
Now towns and cities sink and disappear,
In smoking masses of destruction lie.

Oh'! fearful conflict, nations downward fall,
As parts propelled frem yonder blazing ball.

The vivid lightnings flash, loud thunders roll,

And spend their fury in the baseless void ;

The once fair globe is like a burning scroll,

"Tis vanished—mnow ’tis finally destroyed—

The pause, how solemn! ’bove, beneath, around,
Deep silence reigns, therc’s not the smallest sound.

And instantly is formed a radiant zone,

More brilliant far than was the recent sun,

And resting on a cloud—a shining throne
Descends, with Christ, the King of Kings thereon:
Before his face a host of angels stand,

Attendant on their Sov'reign’s command.












10

Th’ unfortunate, though gentle Lady Gray,

In whom the graces had indced combined,

To form all lovely; she in rcalms of day,

Doth rest no doubt, for virtue sway’d her mind;
"T'was not her own ambition sought a crown,
But Sauffolk’s pride, she did all claim disown.

Some other British monarchs yet there were,

‘Who walk’d with God, and all thcir lives were blest,
‘Who reign’d most happy, and whose constant care,
Was on the sov’reign grace of God to rest:

The Brunswick line as christians shone most bright,
May they live bappy with the sons of light.

What lovely form is that which now draws near,
Whose airy step the gossamer might bear?

It moves like Charlotte, on whose mourning bier,
Fast fell the widows’ and the orphans’ tear;

For her, the tyrant death had not a sting,

And through his shadecs, to life she enter’d in.

Extended yet along th’ ambrosial plain,

Are found some children of the sun and moon,

O’er whom, ’tis true, gross darkness held her reign,
The Gospel never was to them made known:

The Spirit pure, in his own way did save,

He saw the Savage knecl before the cave.

How excellent, oh Lord, are all thy ways!

No seraphim thy wonders can discover—

The saints can never chant thy equal praise,
Though notes ascend like swelling waves for ever:
Who sunk in sin and ruin'd by the fall,

Were sav'd in Christ, who gave his life for all.
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The sable slave, - who was to freedom born,

Yet ‘neath the lash of polish’d monsters groan'd,
Who was from home, from wife and children torn—
And from the wilds he cheerfully had roam’d :

He never more before the whip will cry,

Nor shall the tear drop from his red-shot cye.

The Indian likewise, who no science knew,

But that of exercising well his bow,

E’en him, the Spirit did with love pursue,

On mountain top, or in the vale below;

The fulness of God’s grace is now display’d,
For kings and priests to him the saints arc made.

If we retrace the miseries of time,

The silent grief too niggard of a tear;

The fetter’d captive wasting from his prime,
Within the precincts of a prison drear;
The persecution met of every kind,
Unclouded pleasure how could mortals find!

But were these all?—Oh no, they were but streams,
Compared with floods of wretchedness untold,

The sword could witness, famine, and the flames,
Had they but speech, what men endur’d of old :
But here the saints to praise the Lord engage,

No further warfare with the world they wage.

How inconceivable to human thought,

Though wing’d by wisdom, and by learning plum’d,
Have been the things, the great Eloi wrought,

For his own glory, and for sinners doom’d,

The angels wonder, and the saints adore,

The Lamb that died, yet lives for evermore.
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All, all th’ elect are with one spirit mov’d,
For ev'ry eye is fix'd on Christ alone;

- Is fix'd on Him, by whom we stand approv'd,
As those He loves, for whom He did atonc;
Nor pride, nor envy, can disturb their joy,
Jehovah’s praise will hence their time employ.

Fresh streams of light strike on the ravish'd view,
Now Christ more fully hath disclos’d his face;
The veil, which He (till now) before him drew,

Is laid aside, the saints in transport gazc;

The golden harps are struck, and angels sing
Eternal praise, and glory to the king.

The highest notion man had formed of bliss,
"Ere his unfetter’d soul had taken flight,

Must have been short; yes, very short of this;
Short of such great—such infinite delight.

The music stops, a rainbow doth enclose

The sons of light, from their malignant foes.

The Saviour of man, with voice more sweet,

Than e’er before had charm’d e’en angels ears,

His purchas’d sons and daughters thus doth greet,
And ev’ry soul the salutation hears:

“ Ye ransom’d welcome, welcome, welcome home—
Now is the fulness of salvation come.”

“ When I was hungry ye that gave me meat,

Nor thirst nor hunger shall ye ever feel;

Thrice happy souls, in me ye are complete,

For on your forecheads I have plac'd My seal;”

“ Oh Lord” these say “ could this have been the case,
Didst thou need help of us who were so base?”
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¢ The wretched poor who wanted to be fed,
Your pity met, in vain they did not pray,

Ye them denied not, when they asked for bread,
They went not empty from your doors away;
Your hearts were tender, and ye did believe
My holy word, and by that word ye live.”

¢ My servants too, by whom I have been clad
When I was bare, are from th’ accuser clear;
Rejoice My friends, and be exceeding glad;

Your souls have ever been to me most dear.”
These, to the Saviour humbly make reply:

“Thou clad by us! oh when thou Lord most high?”

“>Twas when your brethren came before the door,
Distress’d with wet and cold, ye thought of Mc;
Thought of the friend of the belicving poor,

And freely did confer your charity.

Since faithful o’er a little, yc henceforth,

Shall have your treasure in My heav’nly court.”

¢ I have been sick, I've also been confin’d,

Ye did not then to sympathise disdain,

Oft came to see me, and were good and kind,

Your gentle words gave solace to My pain.” )
The righteous answer, “ When Oh Lord did we,

In all our lives, once minister to thee?”

“ When from those gifts My bounty did bestow,
Ye gave a portion to My famish’d sheep?

Then was I near, My eyes went to and fro,
And saw My lambs, when waking or asleep:
Fear not, ye knew that I had pow'r to save,

In me ye trusted, and your lives ye have.
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In fury God now stretches forth His arm,—

He holds in His right hand His two-edg’d sword—
He speaks—behold a new created storm,

Its birth receives from his all potent word;
Tremendous thunders far and near do clash;

Into th’ expanse, the fiercest lightnings dash.

And now the furies waiting for their prey,

Flit through the tempest, marking out their own,
The souls they had seduced; whilst dire dismay,
Causes the cursed to make horrid moan

They call the mountains, but they are no more,
The sea to cover them with wailings sore.

Oh horrid shrieks? e’en places most remote,
Where voice, ’till now had never found a way,
Receive the frightful sounds; they well denote,
The dread of those who did not Christ obey;
Yes, parts where silence once held solemn sway,
Are now disturb’d with echoes of dismay.

The voice of God!—'tis like the ocean’s roar,
Or chariot’s rushing on the warring foe.—
The weak idolaters, that heretofore

The prophets slew, and would not Him adore,
He now commands to come before His throne,
That their abominations may be shewn.

An angel shews them by a single glance,
Within the open book cach wicked deed;
They stand quite silent having no defence,
Nor further evidence the jury need ;

And these are the Apostles, who give in
The verdict, deatb—the punishment of sin.
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The next delinquents that approach the bar,

Are self-destroyers, and they all stand mute;

For like the last they self-convicted are,

And to God’s fiat can make no dispute;

They’re asked, how they could dare to rush uncall’ d
Before their Maker?—they retreat appall’d !

Now these give place to cruel parricides,

Who drew from parent’s hearts the crimson flood ;
Their case, the Judge without delay decides,

For on their hands are seen the stains of blood;
What horrid aspect all of these betray!

The fiends that guard them, worse cannot display.

The shameless characters that were unclean,
Th’ abhorrence of the chaste of either sex;
Who did from day to day themselves demean
In such a way as righteous men to vex;
These see their condemnation, and retire,
From him whose face is like a flame of fire.

A greater number than appeared before,

And blacker too, are now before the Judge;

In vain their folly they with tears deplore,

The Lamb will not their punishment abridge;

T’ oppose the truth these rebels made their care,
They see their doom, and murmuring disappear.

They’re gone, and now move forward the profane,
A swearing, drinking, sabbath breaking race;
With liars, and the crew that did blaspheme
Against the Lord: those likewisc lost to grace,
Are doom’d to have their portion in the lake,
With all that would not timely warning take.
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 Belov'd,’ saith Christ, ““ your victory is gaind,
Th’ accuser of the brethren is cast down;

Your earthly foes are also with him cham’d

Now each of you shall wear an heav’nly crown.

My ransom’d sons and daughters, we’ll ascend

To th’ heav’n of heav’ns, a world without an end.”

Oh gracious words my soul fresh rapture feels'
Delight encreases as I upward mount!

"Tis sprinkling blood that my salvation seals,
All my own works would turn to no account.
"Tis finish’d—death and hell no more can fnght
- I'rise! I rise! to infinite dehght
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From ill defending; surely they are bound,
His goodness to admit, and to adore

His sov'reign grace. Yet ’tis a fatal truth,
That God we disobey, and by our deeds,

Too plainly disavow, that He hath claim

To gratitude or love. The spaniel knows

His master’s voice; the ox has got the crib;
But Christ is not acknowledged by His own,
Or his commands to us would give delight;
And we in all things should obedient prove,
And peace on earth would dwell.

Philosophy may boast its vain research,

Its fancy’s flight, and muddy water draw
From streams impure; the fleeting time may waste,
In building cisterns which no water hold;

In other words, the record may deny,

Which God the Father gave of his dear Son:
But the refreshing well of life be mine,
Whose sacred drop, although my sins be deep
As crimson dyed, will make them white as snow:
Of this I'd drink, and with it cleanse my soul.
If any ask where this pure well is found,

The Scripture saith, it flows from Jesu’s side,
And flows from thence alone.

Whitehorn, Printer and Bookseller, Watchet.












