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IN THE PROSPECT OF DEATH.
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THOU unknown, Almighty Caufe
Of all my hope and fear!
In whofe dread Prefence, ere an hour,

Perhaps I muft appear!

L.

If T have wander’d in thofe paths
. Oflife T ought to thun;
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As Sor?zétﬁéfzg, loudly, in my bfeaﬁg

Remonftrates I have doneé;
I11.
Thou know'ft that Thou haft formed me;
With Paflions wild and ftrong ;
And lift'ning to their witching voice

Has often led me wrong.
IV.

Where human 'z-vmbh;ﬁ has come fhort,

- Or fraiiy ftept afide,

Do Thou, ALL-GOOD, for {uch Thou art;
In thades of darknefs hide.

V.

Where with intention 1 have err’d,
No other plea I have,
But, 7hou art good ; and Goodnefs ftill

Delighteth to forgive.
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