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DEATH
Welcome Meflenger.

L .
ORD, when we {ee a Saint of thine
L Lie galping out his Breath,
With Longing Eyes, and Looks Divine,
Smiling, and pleas’d in Death ;
1L
How we could €'en contend to lay
Our Limbs upon that Bed,
And ask thine Envoy to convey
Our Spirits 1n his {tead.
ITL
Jur Souls are rifing on the Wing

To venture in his Place,




28 Songs and Hymk

For when grim Death has loft his Stmg,.

Me has an Angels Face

IV.
- Fefus, then purge my Crimes away,
"T'1s Guilt creates my Fears,

"T'1s Guilt gives Death its fierce Array,

And all the Arms it bears.
. V.

Oh, if my threatning Sins were gone,

And Death had loft his Sting,
I could invite the Angelon,
And chide his lazy Wing.
VL
Away thefe interpofing Days,
 And let the Lovers meet :
The Angel has a cold Embrace,
But kind, and foft, and fweet.
VIL

I'de 'leap at once my Seventy Years,

And fly into his Arms,

And lofc my Breath and all my Cares

Anudit thofe Heavenly Charms.

VII
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j \ VIIL
Joyful I'd lay this Body down,
- And leave the lifelefs Clay,
ithout a Sigh, without a Groan,
And Stretch and foar away.

Sincere Praife.

I.
Lmighty Maker God !

[ k How wondrous is thy Name!

hy Glories how diffus’d abroad

Thro’ the Creations Frame !
1.

~ Nature inevery Drefs
* Her humble Homage P-s,
And takes a Thoufand Ways t’ exprefs
- Thine Undiflembled Praife.
g ITL
* In Native White and Red
+ The Rofe and Lilly ftand,
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