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!ﬁ! 50 Poewms on feveral Occafions.
;{;[ Whofe Care it is her Paffions to control, T
”;i | And keep the Steerage of a quiet Soul : ';j: !
i Then this {hall grace her monumental Page, i
} <« Tn Youth admir’d, and belov’d in Age. ” ‘i :
The CRUCIFIXION a7d RESURRECT ION. i
4 An O D E. 4
i F'
4
W H AT means the reeling Earth? O why
Thefe Wonders in the dreadful Sky ?
The frighted Sun withdraws its Beams,
Deep Groans are heard and doleful Screams.
O fay, what this Convulfion means: i

Affli&ed Nature with a Shriek replies, .
A God expires, a mighty Saviour dies. :
L1
The confcious Stars their Rays deny,
The Moon receives a crimfon Dye.
The Temple conicious of its Fall,
Now fhakes its emblematick Wall.

The
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The Ocean ftagnates, and the Mountains bow,

And Angels weep that never. wept till now.
: ITL.

Still tremble, Earth, and ftill, O Sky,
Thy ever-checaring Lamps deny :
Amaz’d ftill let the Ocean ftand,
But what remains for guilty Man ?
What Groans ? what Sorrows are for him decreed ¢

For Man whofe Crimes have made Perfection bleed ?
YV

But fee, O fee, the Sun returns!
No more affliced Nature mourns !
The Stars their vacant Orbs regain !
And the Moon fheds a filver Beam !
While heav’nly Voices warble in the Skies,
¢ Bzhold your Saviour from his Tomb arife. ! ”
V

While Saints attend the blefled Morn,
He rofe : — The God in human Form,

A Form not made of vulgar Clay :
Which, tho’ it flept, cou’d not decay !

E 2 Hail,
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Hail, Mortals ; Hail (tranfported Seraphs cry) :
Redeem’d, and favour’d by the God moft high. :
V1. J
In Heav'n let Joys eternal flow, i :
} And Mercy in the Worlds below ; i 1
1 The Penitent fhall Peace obtain, § ,
And not a Tear fhall fall in vain. | 4 ‘

Then join, ye Worlds, in one glad Chorus fing,
Praife to Meffiah, and th’ Almighty King. B
The Third Chapter of the Wildom of 1
SoLOMON. i
From the Firft to the Sixth Vi erfe. '.* '3
i
HUS fung the Man, for Wifdom longrenown’d, = l
What mean thefe Tears and mournful Numbers S

round ? 4
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Is Death the Caufe ? Ah! then reftrain your Tears,
That ftubborn Monarch nor regard nor hears,

And the bleft Shades for whom you vainly mourn,

To thefe dim Regions wou’d no more return,
Wrap’d




