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TO His Loving Siſters, • Mrs. Mary Sheafe, , • Mrs. Tabitha Hearne, , • Mrs. Suſanna Pool, , • Mrs. Sarah Dawſon, , 
      and • Mrs. Martha Doolittle. 
[Page]
Dear Siſters,

THAT Infinitely Wiſe God, who does what he will, and gives not account of any of his Matters, Job. 33. 13. has made a breach upon us. That God who gave at firſt, and for many years continued, has now removed from us a dear and tender Mother. This Arrow that killed one, wounded all; that Stroke that took away Life from her, took away an ex­cellent Wife from our honoured Father, and a dear Mother from you and me. At once [Page] (fatal hour!) ſhe was left a breathleſs Corps; he a ſolitary Widdower; and we Motherleſs Children. What a ſad and ſudden change is made in Perſons, and Families, when Death knocks at the door and enters in! The Root now is dead, and dry; tho' the many Branches are yet ſpar'd. For ma­ny years, God continued us an entire Fa­mily: The Deſtroying Angel that knockt at many doors, viſited many houſes, paſs'd by ours: When the Ax has been laid at the Root of many Families, when many Branches have been lopt off, and many Trees hewn and cut down; we ſtood in the Vine­yard untoucht: But Death will come, and a parting time will come. Will come! alas! it is come. The ſweetneſs of her Temper, the greatneſs of her Love, the tenderneſs of her Affection, the Grace of God in her; whatever might endear a Mother, rendered her company delightful, and her preſence a great part of our earthly happineſs: But God would have her home, and would not that the Manſion deſigned for her ſhould ſtand any longer empty. That Body which had many Infirmities, and which a-while-a-go with grief and tears we beheld pined and waſted; conſum'd and worn with lan­guiſhing ſickneſs, is now at reſt: And the [Page] more noble Soul is now among the Spirits of Juſt men made perfect: Thus hath Heb. 12. 23. her heavenly Father diſpoſed of her; and is it not time to think what is our work and duty? is it to weep and mourn? While ſhe lived ſhe was worthy to be loved; and now ſhe is dead ſhe is worthy to be lamented; and ſilent Tears will, and may ſpeak what words muſt not. Hath Death remov'd, and the Grave buried her out of our ſight? did ſhe take leave of us with her cold, and dying Lips; and is ſhe gone, and muſt we ſee her no more? Sad thought! may we not weep and mourn? we may, we ought; but yet there is ſomething of greater importance that ſuch Providences call for, and ſhould be the employment of ſurviving Relations.
The Red has been ſpeaking, and yet ſpeaks; Lord! grant we may hear the Voice, and un­derſtand the Language, know the meaning, and obey the Call of it. Death hath been ſpeaking, the Grave with open mouth hath been ſpeaking, her laſt Sickneſs, Deceaſe, and Funeral have been ſpeaking: O that I, and you may have an Ear to hear what this Providence ſaith! While ſhe was with us ſhe ſpent that little time, and the leſs breath ſhe had in ſpeaking for God's Glory, and the good of others. Oh! never forget [Page] that Affectionate Exclamation, Oh love the Lord, all ye my Children! And being dead ſhe yet ſpeaketh; and with Heb. 11. 4. a louder Voice too. She had no greater Joy than to ſee her Children walking in the Truth. No doubt you are Children of many Prayers and Tears; ſhe travailed with you again, and long'd to ſee Chriſt formed in you; and I doubt not but it was a comfort to ſee ſuch probable grounds to hope you were born again: That you were not only born of her, but born of Water and the Holy Spirit; and I will venture to ſay ſhe loved none ſo much for bearing John. 3. 5. her Likeneſs, as for having the Image of God. Her higheſt ambition was to ſee you good, holy, and living in the Fear of God; and when you were to change your condition, and enter into a Married ſtate, her earneſt deſire was, you might Marry in the Lord, and be diſpoſed of to ſuch as might further, not hinder you in the way 1 Cor. 7. 39. to Heaven; it did delight her, to my know­ledge, in her laſt Sickneſs, that ſome of you have ſuch.
Her early Inſtructions, ſerious Counſels, ſeaſonable Reproofs, holy Example, fervent Prayers, and many Tears ſpoke Love to your precious and Immortal Souls: What but [Page] this was the Language of all? Lord! ſave me, and mine too; let me go to Heaven, and let my dear Children fol­low after: Be thou a God, Friend, and Father to me and them; bind up my 1 Sam. 25. 29. Soul, and the Souls of mine in the bundle of Life. And now bleſſed be God all of this kind has not been in vain. She lived to ſee the fruit of her labour, and her Prayers in part anſwered; and what is gi­ven, I hope, and I pray God it may be but the firſt-fruits, earneſt, and pledge of what is yet behind. Have you begun well, and are you ſet out in your Journey to Heaven? Go on, and hold out. Has the Spirit en­lightened, renewed, and changed you? Have you the Likeneſs of God, and the Image of Chriſt? Have you given up your ſelves in a ſerious and ſolemn manner to the Bleſſed Trinity, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit? Is ſin your grief and burden; the object of your ſorrow and hatred? do you oppoſe, reſiſt, and fight againſt it? perſevere to the end, and the Crown is yours. Let nothing diſcourage you; if the way be rugged, and your Journey tedious; if you are threatned with Storms and Tempeſts; if you find it hard to watch, and pray, to wreſtle, and conflict, to deny your ſelves, live by Faith, and perform many duties, which are contrary to corrupt Nature, don't faint, tire, and give [Page] out; Heaven is at the end of your Journey, and Heaven (oh believe and think oft on it!) will make amends for all: When once you are there, with an over-flowing Joy will you think of theſe Afflictions, Croſſes, and Diſap­pointments; for then you ſhall ſee, know, and be fully convinc'd that Infinite Wiſdom made them all ſerviceable to your Eternal Welfare. Tho' the fleſh is pain'd and ſmarts, yet a time will come, when you ſhall praiſe your heavenly Father for ſeaſonable Chaſtiſements, and the Diſcipline of his Rod. Tho' the fleſh may be uneaſie, and the burden may pinch you; tho' the Rod may make you groan, and weep; tho' Satan may tempt, and your own hearts may be ready to queſtion your Relation to, and Covenant-Intereſt in God; his Love to you, or yours to him, becauſe it is ſo, and ſo with you; yet don't ſay, nay, don't ſo much as think there are any more bitter Ingredients in your Cup than are neceſſary; than both the Wiſdom, and Bowels of a Father adviſe.
Is Satan buſie to fill you with doubts and fears; needleſs ſuſpicions, and groundleſs jealouſies? does he draw a Curtain before, or caſt a Veil upon your faces? does he labour to magnifie your Sins, blot your Evidences, and extinguiſh your Hope; and are you caſt down, and go mourning all the day long becauſe of [Page] this? why ſhould you? is it not an Argument Satan has loſt his game, and you are none of his Slaves, becauſe he thus diſquiets you? Do you mourn after God, and pant, and breathe for him? is it nothing but the light of his Countenance, the ſmiles of his Face, and a ſenſe of his Love can content you? Are you looking to ſee the Image of God upon your hearts; and is it your grief, and trouble you cannot ſee it ſo plain, and legible as you ſhould, and would, and deſire? and hereupon do you conclude you have no Grace? What! when even theſe tears and groans tell you you have. Tho' you may walk in darkneſs, as many Children of Light have, and do; yet ſtay your ſelves on God, and wait for him. Oh how eaſily, and quickly can the breath of God ſcat­ter all theſe Clouds which darken your Souls, and the Light of his Countenance make a bright and a joyful day!
Having this opportunity to teſtifie my Love to you, eſpecially to your Souls; I ſhall beg, and preſume on my Readers patience, while upon this occaſion I give you ſome counſels, which I pray God may be uſeful to you, and many more in the like circumſtances.
I. Bleſs God it was your Lot and Happineſs, to be born of ſuch holy Pa­rents; whereof one is taken, and the [Page] other is yet left. To be the Off-ſpring of them who are the Children of God; to be the Poſtcrity of thoſe who themſelves are born from, and have an Alliance to Hea­ven; to deſcend from them who are the Dear and Antient Friends of God; to be born of them who have a Convenant-Intereſt in God, and can lay claim to the Covenant both for themſelves, and theirs; how great a mercy! what an invaluable Priviledge is it! I am far from ſaying, that Grace runs in a Blood, that Children are Heirs to the Graces, as they are to the Riches of their Parents; but yet it is a Priviledge to be born of ſuch. I do, and I would have you heartily bleſs God for it! How ſad a thought is it! I am born of them who are Enemies to God, Slaves to theſe Luſts, and Servants to the Devil. What a ſad Example do ſuch ſet before their poor Children in caſe they live; and what a dreadful Legacy, how many Woes, and Curſes do they bequeath to 'em in caſe they die before 'em! I know ſometimes ſove­reign Grace (that even of Stones can Matth. 3. 9. raiſe up Children to Abraham) cuts off the Entail: But more frequently they tread in their Fathers ſteps, and bear their Iniquities.
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But how comfortable is it to ſit down and think! God a long time before my Birth, order'd I ſhould be born of ſuch, and ſuch, who were his familiar Friends, and dear Servants. I have a Father, a Mother in whom I can ſee the Image of God; who are united to Chriſt; and ſan­ctified by the Holy Spirit. Is it not a mercy to be the Children of ſuch? Are not they more likely in a ſerious, conſcientious, and ſober manner to devote, and dedicate their new-born Infants in Baptiſm to God? when others only complement with God, and bring them to the Laver of Regeneration out of Cuſtom, Ceremony, and for Faſhion ſake; they will do it with a deep ſenſe of God's Goodneſs and Mercy: And great may be the benefit of this ſolemn Tranſaction, and early Dedication. Will not ſuch Parents when they look upon their own act and deed, and remem­ber what they promiſed in the Name and ſtead of their Children, be put upon performing conſequent Duties; as earneſt and ſervent Prayer to God for them, a timely inſtructing them in the Chriſtian Religion, ſetting before 'em an holy Example, and watching over their firſt, early, and ungovern'd years? and how beneficial may all this be! are not ſuch Children like to have the benefit of an holy, [Page] Religious Education which very oft God bleſſes to Converſion? however may they not be kept from many open, ſcandalous, and conſcience-wounding ſins which in Youth They are in­clined to, and Others commit? may not, and has not God bleſſed ſuch for their Father's ſake? Theſe are (does the great God as it were ſay) the Children of my Covenant-ſer­vants; they were born in my Family, enter'd into my Service, and I will be their God as I was the God of their Father, and Mother; their Holy Parents devoted them to me, and I accepted, ſet my mark upon them; they are mine, and they ſhall be mine, and know what it is to be born of thoſe who were my Friends and Favourites. What is the peculiar privi­ledge of ſuch!
Truly the Children of ſuch Parents owe more thanks to God, upon this account than uſually they are aware of. How few on their Knees, heartily acknowledge God's Goodneſs, and mercy to 'em in this reſpect! while others pride themſelves, in the greatneſs of their Fa­mily, the nobleneſs of their deſcent, and that they have more pure and refined blood running in their Veins than others; Bleſs the Lord, O my Soul! that I had a Father who was a Son; and a Mother who was a Daughter of God. This Children ſhould do, not only [Page] while Parents are alive; but when dead: a deep ſenſe, and a thankful acknowledgement of God's goodneſs ſhould ſurvive their Funeral; render their memory very very pretious, and force lively praiſes from us, when they are faln aſleep. Let me add, that this duty is moſt reaſonable, and the neglect of it moſt cul­pable if God hath bleſſed all, or any of their endeavours to our Converſion. Were they under God, the means of our firſt, and ſecond birth? the inſtruments of conveying Natural, and Spiritual Life? Is it owing to them that we are Men, and Women; and to their Prayers and Tears; inſtructions and counſels that we are Chriſtians? Did God bleſs our Education, and was it the means of an early and laſting Piety? Our Debt is increas'd, and a double Tribute of Praiſe is owing to God.
II. Learn how to make uſe of, urge, and plead this priviledge with your ſelves; and with God. With your ſelves, that you may live and act as Children of ſuch Pa­rents: with God, that you may have the Bleſſings and Mercies which belong to ſuch. Ʋrge it upon and plead it with your own Souls that you may ſuppreſs Sin, reſiſt Temptation, and live in the conſtant and lively performance of Holy Duties. Iſrael makes uſe of this [Page] Argument: He is my God, and I will pre­pare Exod. 15. 2. him an Habitation: he is my Father's God, and I will exalt him. Lord! (may ſuch an one ſay) thou art my God, I have been devoted and dedicated to thee; and therefore I will love, and fear; ſerve, and honour; truſt in, and depend on thee: more▪over, thou art my Fathers God, and my Mothers God, and as this ſtrengthens my obligation to, ſo the remembrance of it ſhall keep me from departing from thee: my own God, and my Fathers God I will never forſake.
Do I (ſhould ſuch an one often ſay) live, walk and act; deport, and carry my ſelf as one deſcended from Godly Parents; and be­coming my Hereditary Relation to God? Do I frame my Life, and Converſation as becomes the Child, the Son, the Daughter of ſuch a Father, and ſuch a Mother! oh, how may ſuch a reflection confound, ſhame, and put us to the bluſh! fill us with grief, ſorrow, and repentance for what is paſt; and be in ſlead of many arguments to perſuade to more holy ſtrictneſs, circumſpection, and accuracy for the time to come!
Further, urge and plead this with God; when you come to beg Bleſſings, Spiritual, or Tem­poral. [Page] I know you are not ſtrangers to ſecret, and cloſet Prayer: you do not, dare not, cannot live without it: when you go take this argument along with you. The Argument is ſtrong, when I can ſay, My God, it is ſtrong­er, when I can go on, and ſay my Father's God. David was mov'd to do kindneſs for Mephiboſheth, for his Father Jonathan's ſake; and can we think the Heart and Hand of God will not be open'd, to give Mercy to the Poſterity of his old Friends? How frequently did the Saints of old put God in mind of their holy Anceſtors? ſaying, remember Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob. Jehoſaphat goes to Prayer with this Title in his Mouth; O God, the God of our Fathers. David pleads this, O Lord 2 Chr. 20. 6. I am thy Servant, truly I am thy Servant, Pſal. 116. 16.and the Son of thine handmaid. Oh, how comfortable, argumentative, and enforcing is it to mind God who we are; when we come to his Door for an Alms! to ſay, with hum­ble and holy reverence, Lord! doſt thou ask who I am? I am thy Servant, and a Child too of a dear friend of thine: my Father and Mother were thine antient acquaintance; Lord, don't deny me, don't ſend me away empty for their ſake; but ſhew mercy to me: My holy Parents were thine, thy domeſtick ſervants, they were brought up and lived in thy family; Lord! remember I am the Child [Page] of ſuch, and give me an alms. Oh, pity and pardon; ſanctifie, and ſave me! oh, let not one deſcended of holy and believing Parents be a caſt-away! let not me, Lord, let not me have my portion with hypocrites; when Mat. 24. 51. my Holy Father and Godly Mother ſhall ſit down with Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob in Mat. 8. 11. the Kingdom of God! I am thine Lord. Save me! and to enforce my plea for mercy, I humbly remember thee, my Father was thine, and my Mother was thine, Lord, let me find the benefit of being the off ſpring of ſuch.
III. Earneſtly ſue for the full anſwer, and return of thoſe Prayers they ſent up to God for you. 'Tis one great, and unſpeakable advantage the Children of holy Parents have, that they often recommend them and their caſe to God. Such Prayers may do them good after their deceaſe; and that they may, their Children ſhould beg a return. This now ſhould be your work, and mine: Many of theſe Prayers are filed up in the Court above, as appears by that ſaying of my dear Mother to me, Oh, pray for me! for when my Children were young, and could not pray for themſelves, I pray'd for them. Thanks be to God, for a praying Mother. Now ſend New Prayers after the Old; Yours after Hers▪ Oh! ſuffer not ſo many warm, and earneſt Prayers; ſo many [Page] ſpeaking tears, and pleading groans to be loſt for want of ſuing to Heaven, for a rich, and ſpeedy return. May not each go to a Throne of Grace and ſay? Lord, my holy Mother, who is now fallen aſleep, was given to Prayer; ſhe was a Friend of thine, and had an intereſt in thee, and improv'd it not only for her ſelf, but for me: How oft I was in her mind, and upon her heart, in her ſecret addreſſes to thee, Lord, thou knoweſt. Did ſhe not again, and again, recommend me to thy mercy, through the merit of thy dear Son, and her Saviour, and I hope mine too; the Lord Je­ſus? are theſe Prayers all anſwered? have I all the Grace, and Holineſs, Joy, Peace, and Comfort ſhe prayed for? are not many of theſe Prayers yet to be anſwered? Are not many of her requeſts for me yet with God? oh, now for a quick, ſpeedy, and full return! tho' ſhe be dead, let none of her Prayers for me be loſt! Lord, that I could hear thee ſaying, I remember thy Mother, a good friend of mine; I remember whoſe Child thou art, and I am reſolv'd to be kind to thee: lo! here is the Grace, Pardon, Peace, and Com­fort thy Mother prayed for: ſhe wreſtled, pleaded with me, and would not let me alone, be it unto thee according to her Faith, and Prayers.
[Page]
Lord, (may ſuch an one ſay,) my Holy Parents ſpoke to thee on my behalf, before I was able to ſpeak for my ſelf; how many Prayers did my Holy Father, and Godly Mother make for me, in my Infancy, Child­hood, and Youth? Lord, read over, and grant thoſe Petitions which are of an antient Date. Tho' Death hath tied their Tongues, the Grave ſtopt their Mouths, and they can pray no more; yet, nay the rather let thoſe Prayers be anſwered that are upon the File, and are committed to the Hands, and Care of the Bleſſed Jeſus, the great Maſter of Requeſts! Lord Jeſus! do thou ſee that none of theſe be loſt; but anſwered in the beſt time.
IV. Exerciſe a ſerious, ſolemn, and hearty Repentance for all ſin. When I conſider our dear, and excellent Mother was not taken away by a ſudden, and ſurprizing stroke; but a long, and pining ſickneſs pre­pared the way: that ſhe was not taken off in the midſt of her days; but lent to us for a conſiderable number of years: that ſhe lived, till ſhe ſaw many of her Children's Children, and did not fall aſleep, nor go to Bed till to­wards the Evening; I would hope, there was no particular ſin of ours provoked God to re­move [Page] her at this time. But alas! we all have many ſins, and ſhould not ſuch a Providence awaken our Repentance? It ſhould; it tends that way; and I pray God it may. Let us ſearch our ways, examine our hearts, conſider what ſin, or ſins have been too much allowed, and winked at. Sin is the cauſe of Death to our ſelves, and to thoſe whom we dearly love: theſe, theſe are the murderers of our friends, and relations; let us ſend an hue and cry after them; and when we have found them out, let us Crucifie them. Oh, that no ſin, tho' never ſo dear, pleaſant, or ſecret may ſurvive this funeral! our departed Rela­tions have no need of our groans and tears: oh! let us labour to conſecrate our ſorrow, by turn­ing the flowing ſtreams into the Channel of Re­pentance, that that, which was natural, may commence Divine.
How proper is the Death of Relations to ex­cite, and quicken Repentance! how much may the remembrance of their ſick-bed Diſcourſes; their dying ſpeeches; their farewel counſels; and the great change one moment made con­tribute, to ſoften, break, and humble our hearts! to make us ſerious, and ſolevin in re­newing our Repentance! at ſuch a time, how eaſily is the paſſion of ſorrow moved! do you weep for her? methinks I hear her (having [Page] no need of pity and tears! ſaying, weep not Luk. 23. 28.for me. Do you weep for ſin? pretious tears! comfortable ſorrow! oh! weep on; and weep more. Every Corps, Funeral, and Grave tells us what an evil ſin is; and ſhould provoke us to Repent: but when Death comes into the very Houſe where we live, takes away one of our own number, ſtrikes, and kills a dear Re­lation; when it is a Father, a Mother, a Husband, a Wife, a Child that is carried to the Houſe appointed for all the living; Job 30. 23. the call to Repentance is more ſolemn, loud, plain, and particular; and ought to be more awakening.
After the Death and Funeral of ſuch, Re­pentance is a very ſeaſonable duty. Now is the proper time, to offer to God the Sacri­fice Pſa. 51. 17. of a broken Heart, and contrite Spi­rit. Can I ſee Death cloſing the Eyes of ſuch near Relations, parting them and me; nay, one part of themſelves from the other? Can I behold their pale, wan, and ghaſtly Counte­nances; the Soul being gone? Can I ſee them wrapped up in a Shrowd, and nailed up in a Coſſin? Can I attend their Funeral, look into the dark, and deep Grave where I muſt leave a—to Worms and Rottenneſs and not think hardly of ſin; and not reſolve by the Grace of God to kill, and mortifie it? at ſuch [Page] a time who does not cry out? ah cruel death! ah cruel death! but hath not every one much more cauſe to cry out? ah curſed ſin! ah curſed ſin! the death of this friend, of this Relation, this Funeral, and all others O curſed ſin, is owing to thee; and henceforward I will endeavour thy deſtruction and ruin.
V. Be very careful to keep God among you. Do, what in you lieth that God may be the God of your Poſterity after you: that they under you may lay claim to the Covenant, and the Bleſſings of it. Endeavour that Re­ligion in the Life, and Power of it may flou­riſh, not only in your own Hearts; but in your families. Let not FAMILY PRAYER be thruſt out; nor adjourned to thoſe hours in which you are leaſt of all fit for this awful, and important duty. May we all ſtrive to keep up the friendſhip begun between God and our Family! Since God hath made all of you (except one) Mothers: reckon it is your du­ty to bring up your Children for God: teach them to know your God, and your Fathers God, and that God, to whom in Baptiſm you have devoted them; that when you ſhall be dead, cold, and rotting in the Grave; they may be ſerving and honouring God in your place and ſtead. That Religion, and the fear of God may not die out of your Fa­milies, [Page] when you ſhall. 'Tis true you cannot give them Grace; but you can inſtruct, teach counſel, adviſe, exhort, and perſuade, &c. you can ſet a good example, you can pray to God for them, and plead that Covenant, you entered them into almoſt as ſoon as God gave them to you: and all this you ought; and I hope you will be careful to do.
Tho' the preſence, awe, and fear of living Parents may reſtrain Children from ſome ſins and vices; tho' their examples, and counſels may influence them ſo far, as to perſuade them to take up a form of Godlineſs; yet (oh, 2 Tim. 3. 5. what Tears are ſufficient to bewail this fatal degeneracy!) what a dead, ſpiritleſs, and lifeleſs thing is the Religion of many ſuch, as ſoon as their godly Parents are Dead, and cold in their Graves! how oft doth that ground that was manured, and cultivated, plow'd and ſown; ay, and watered with many ſhowers of Tears, bring forth a ſad crop of Briars and Thorns! Some Children are a grief and heart breaking to their Parents while they live; and many more, are a reproach, and diſgrace to them when dead and gone: how many Children of ſuch Parents, notwithſtanding the benefit of a good education, ſeaſonable inſtructions, wiſe reproofs, and timely coun­ſels, live at that rate, that they are a blot [Page] to their family, and a diſgrace to their name! If any ſuch ſhall chance to read theſe lines I charge them in the name of God, to conſider what a ſad caſe they are in; and I pray God to convince them of their ſin and folly; and how near they are to a ſudden, and final ruin. Would to God, ſuch would conſider how greatly they will be aſhamed; and how little they will have to ſay for themſelves when the Prayers and Tears of their Living; and the Duſt of their Dead Parents ſhall riſe up in Judgment againſt, and condemn them. But I hope better Heb. 6. 9. things of you and things that accompany Salvation tho' I thus ſpeak. Oh, let it ſtill be your ſtudy and care; and let it be more and more ſo every day to promote piety, and holineſs in your own Souls, and to propagate it to others who are deſcended from you! that ſo long as any branch of this Family remains, the fear of God, and a care of Religion might ſlouriſh. To conclude, there is one thing very amiable, and which your Relation pecu­liarly calls for; and that is LOVE: this I think I ſhould hardly have mentioned, be­cauſe I hope you are taught of God to 1 Theſ. 4. 9. love one another, if I had not received it among the laſt Commands of a Mother, who had ſo much of this Grace her ſelf, to be your Monitor in this particular. Now the Lord ſit you, and me to follow; that at [Page] the Reſurrection of the Juſt we may meet our Dear Mother, who now ſleeps in Jeſus; and our Honoured Father, who is yet with us, and whom God long preſerve, for ours and his Churches ſake; with Joy and Tri­umph. That they may ſay, lo, here are we, and all the Children thou didſt graciouſly give us. Amen.
Reading, Feb. 28. 1692/3.
 Thus Prays in all ſin­cerity your truly lov­ing, and very affecti­onate Brother Samuel Doo-little,



THE Righteous Man's Hope AT DEATH; Conſider'd, and Improv'd; For the Comfort of Dying Chri­ſtians, and the Support of Survi­ving Relations.
[Page]
Proverbs 14. 32.‘—But the Righteous hath hope in his Death.’
DEath! with what a grim counte­nance, and terrible aſpect doth it look upon the Children of Men! What a ſharp, and ſtartling word is this! what a doleful ſound does it make in the Ears of thoſe who are yet alive! Death! the more we muſe and me­ditate upon it, the more doth it amaze and ſcare: A ſhort glance, a fleeting [Page] thought makes poor mortals tremble; a fixt and ſolemn, a deep, and ſerious medi­tation fills with ſhivering horror. Death! how do the thoughts, and proſpect of it damp our Joys, ſpoil our Mirth, imbitter our Life, and infuſe Wormwood and Gall into our ſweeteſt Cup! How do the near approaches of it caſt us into cold clammy ſweats and mortal tremblings! How doth every day (when we give our ſelves the liberty of thinking,) partake of the horror of our laſt! Death! what a ſerious, uſeful, and awakening Argument is this; and yet how ſeldom do buſie mor­tals entertain themſelves with the thoughts of it! Every Corps that is car­ried along the ſtreets; every Coffin, and Death's-head we behold; every Funeral we attend; every Grave that is digg'd, with open mouth tells us we muſt die: We may read our own fate, on every Tomb-ſtone. Oh! how many, and what powerful Preachers have the Living; and how many Lectures of Mortality are dai­ly read, and yet is there not need, that al­moſt every Preacher, and every Sermon ſhould mind us of what is ſure, and near at hand; a dying hour? Death! what a mournful word! what a melancholy Theme is this! Dead! unwelcome meſ­ſage! ſad news! heavy tydings to the [Page] ſurviving Relations! is he, or ſhe dead? What! an old Friend, a loving Father, a tender Mother dead! doleful hour! diſ­mal ſpectacle! Dead! what do you now ſee? their charming Beauty marr'd; their Eyes cloſed, their Teeth ſet, their Countenance chang'd, and the Man turn'd into a lifeleſs, breathleſs Corps: Anon, you ſee him nailed up in a narrow, ſcanty Coffin, and after a few days, (when we have fed the ſorrow of our hearts with the ſight of our eyes;) we lodge them in a cold, and deep, dark, and ſilent Grave: And muſt we leave the delight of our hearts, the deſire of our eyes, thoſe whom Nature and Grace made dear to us, thoſe whom we loved even as our own Souls; among an Army of crawling Worms, and among the cold Clods of the Valley? Muſt we ſee their faces, enjoy their company, and converſe with them no more? no more! ſad thought! no more! killing word! O Death! Death! what a cruel Enemy art thou to Mankind!
What dark and gloomy, what ſad and melancholy thoughts are theſe; eſpe­cially, when Death hath ſet a pattern of Mortality before our eyes, and we are but lately come from the HOUSE of MOURNING! upon ſuch an occaſion [Page] David burſt out into tears, and ſpoke in all the figures of a ſorrowful Rhetorick; O my Son Abſalom, my Son, my Son Abſa­lom;  [...] Sam 11. 33 would God I had died for thee, O Ab­ſalom, my Son, my Son! Theſe Arrows of Death that kill one, wound the many, that are left behind, and the wound is ſo deep, that many times it proves mortal: They only live to weep, ſigh, and groan, to bury their dead; and then they come home, and die too; and thoſe that lived, are content to die together. Life! how ſweet, pleaſant, and delightful is it! Life! how amiable and deſirable is it! with what earneſtneſs, and paſſion is it courted by moſt! how willing are poor Mortals, to tear out their Bowels with Vomits; to puniſh the fleſh, with faſting, and abſtinence, and tie themſelves up to the tedious, and troubleſom preſcriptions of Phyſitians! how willing are they to take the bitter Potion they loath; and how patient under the cutting of the Lance, and teeth of the ragged, and tor­turing Saw! how willing are they to loſe a dear Member, that Life might be pre­ſerved! Men ſtick at nothing to pre­ſerve this dear thing we call LIFE. How chearfully do men die daily; that they may not die once for good and all! Life! how exceſſively fond are moſt of it! Life [Page] gives us the opportunity of enjoying thoſe pleaſures, that are ſoft, and charming; but Death renders us uncapable of any, and who almoſt, doth not live in bondage thro' fear of it?
But tho' there are many great, and ter­rible evils in this one frightful thing, DEATH; (yet thanks be to God) we Chriſtians, are not left without ſome­thing to mitigate, and allay our ſorrow for the death of our godly Friends, and holy Relations, who are gone the way of all the Earth before us; and to fortifie, and arm us againſt a tormenting, and ſlaviſh fear of our own; who in a little time muſt fall aſleep too. With a deſign to help my ſelf, and others againſt both theſe; I have choſen theſe words to in­ſiſt on; But the Righteous hath hope in his death.
In handling of this Argument, which may contribute very much to the ſup­port of living, and comfort of dying Saints; I intend to proceed in this Me­thod: I ſhall,
Firſt, Open, and explain the Character of the perſon here ſpoken of; and who is to be the Subject of our preſent diſcourſe.
Secondly, Conſider what is here ſuppo­ſed, and taken for granted with reference to this Righteous man; and that is, he muſt die.
[Page]
Thirdly, Conſider and amplifie the priviledge of ſuch an one; as having hope in his death.
Fourthly, Make ſome practical improve­ment of the whole; in applying all to our ſelves; who are yet alive, but muſt cer­tainly, and quickly, die.
Firſt, I ſhall conſider, and explain the cha­racter of the Perſon, who is intended in theſe words, and who hath ſome priviledge beyond the reſt of mankind. Here, is mention made of a very great benefit: and that none might think, it promiſcuouſly be­longs to all, the Holy-Ghoſt gives us the character of the Perſon concerned in it, [the Righteous] for opening and ex­plaining the character I have not time, neither is it neceſſary to give an account of the ſeveral acceptations of the word, it is ſufficient to take notice that this word [Righteouſneſs] which peculiarly qualifies, and diſtinguiſhes the ſubject of our diſcourſe, is frequently uſed in a two­fold ſenſe.
Firſt; In a more limited and reſtrained ſenſe: and ſo it is no more than a particular Vertue, which inclineth and diſpoſeth a man to give to every one his right. When a man doth not by any little tricks, or cunning artifices, which the Wits of our Age call myſteries of Trade; go beyond, defraud, [Page] over-reach, or wrong another he is Righ­teous: this is a conſiderable branch of morality, a duty belonging to the Law of Nature, and hath its proper place among the duties of the ſecond Table. Were this Virtue more common we might deal with our fellow Creatures, with more openneſs and freedom, with more plainneſs and leſs fear: we might truſt another without ſurmiſe, ſuſpicion, and jealouſie. This vertue is famous and renowned, and that juſtly too, among Heathens; and would God there were more of it in the Chriſtian World! Were all men juſt and upright, honeſt, ſincere, and plain hearted in their commerce; as unwilling to impoſe upon, and wrong another, as they are loth to be deceiv'd and cheated themſelves; did they manage their affairs without that Wiſdom, or ra­ther cunning Sophiſtry which is from be­neath, Jam. 3. 15. and therefore is not only earthly and ſenſual; but Helliſh and Deviliſh too, what a bleſſed World, and what an happy re­formation ſhould we ſee! But tho' this be good and laudable, and more of it is to be wiſht for; yet it is but a particular Vertue, and tho' it adorn the man, it will not make, nor denominate him a Chriſtian. It is only like the painting and garniſhing of a Sepulchre, that makes [Page] it indeed more ſpecious, and beautiful; but leaves it as full of ſtench, and rotten­neſs as it was before. This is a Flower that grows in the Garden of Nature, and may ſpring up and flouriſh in that Heart, which is wholly barren as to any of the ſaving fruits of the Holy Spirit. There may be this fruit in the Life, when there is a root of bitterneſs in the Heart: ſuch an Heb 12. 15. one is like an embalmed Carcaſs, that is as really dead, as a putrified one tho' not ſo loathſome and offenſive to the Liv­ing.
This particular Righteouſneſs will not legitimate our hopes, not juſtifie our claim to Heaven. Many of theſe Righteous Men will be excluded the Kingdom a­bove: tho' they ſhine as Stars in this World, they ſhall ſet in everlaſting dark­neſs in the next.
They ſerve at preſent like Salt, to keep the World from putrefying and corrupt­ing; but at length like Salt which hath loſt its ſavour, they ſhall be caſt unto the Dunghil. Indeed this falls in with the character of a good man; but it doth not make up the whole of it. This Righte­ouſneſs that is at preſent under our conſi­deration, is more extenſive and large, of a more Univerſal and comprehenſive na­ture: and that it muſt be ſo, appeareth [Page] by what it ſtands in a juſt, and direct op­poſition to in this verſe [the Wicked:] this word doth not denote a Man guilty of one particular crime, or ſome ſinful act; but a man that is habitually and ſtatedly bad. Nothing more common and frequent in the Sacred Writings, than the oppoſition of righteous, and wicked, and both theſe terms, here, and in many other places muſt be taken in a large and comprehenſive; and not in a limited and reſtrained ſence. This Righteouſneſs which is but a ſingle, particular Vertue, is a part, and member of the new Creature, without which let men pretend what they will it is but a deformed Monſter. Good God! how doth Satan impoſe upon, and our own Hearts deceive us, when we can conceit our ſelves to be good Chriſtians, when we are not honeſt men! Tho' this be neceſſary, yet there muſt be ſomething more to conſtitute the nature, and com­pleat the character of a Righteous Man; and this ſingle and ſolitary Vertue, is not ſufficient to qualifie any for ſo high a pri­viledge, as this in the Text. There­fore,
Secondly, Righteouſneſs muſt be taken in a more large and extenſive ſenſe; comprehen­ſive of much more than hath been ſpoken of under the former head. Now there is a [Page] three-fold righteouſneſs, which we may take notice of, that we may find out what is eſſential to characterize the Per­ſon here ſpoken of.
I. A Perſon may be denominated righteous, from an exact and entire conformity to the Law of Works. Righteouſneſs is a relative term, and doth ariſe from a conformity to that Law to which it hath a reſpect; and if it have relation, and be adaequate­ly correſpondent to the law of works, made for innocent man it is a legal righ­teouſneſs. When a man is inwardly and outwardly, in the frame of his Heart and actions of his Life; in his deportment to­wards God, and in his carriage towards men, ſuch as the Law requires, he is righ­teous: when every thought, motion, and paſſion, every glance of the Eye, every word of the mouth, and every ſtep he takes, is ſuch as the Law requires; when the Divine Law in every point and puncti­lio of it, is written in the Heart and fair­ly, without any blots, and blurs, tran­ſcribed in the Life; when every precept is obey'd, and every commandment ob­ſerv'd in the whole latitude and extent of it; when obedience is entire without any defect; perfect without any flaw; Univerſal without breaking the leaſt com­mand; Perſevering without any Apoſta­cy; [Page] when all duties, perſonal and rela­tive, publick and private, to God and Man, are performed; and no one cir­cumſtance, tho' never ſo minute is omit­ted, then is the man righteous: he is ſo in himſelf, in the Eye of the Law, and in the Account of God. This Righte­ouſneſs is nothing but a perfect and ſinleſs obedience. This was the righteouſneſs of Innocent Adam. This is the righte­ouſneſs of confirmed Angels; thoſe elder Brethren of ours who have always been with our Father, and never offended him, they can lift up their faces without ſpot; tho' Job. 11. 15. to ſignifie how they are awed by, and reverence Divine Majeſty, they are ſaid to cover them with their Wings. This is Iſa. 6. 2. the righteouſneſs of our Redeemer; he is ſtiled emphatically the Holy one of God; and the Holy Child Jeſus; and Jeſus Chriſt 1 Joh. 2. 1. the Righteous.
But this is not the righteouſneſs of any of Adams wretched poſterity. Behold We are all of us as an unclean thing: our blood was ſtained in the firſt fountain of Iſa. 64. 6. it; and we derive (ſad thought!) guilt and pollution with the humane Nature. We are guilty before we are born, and ſinners as ſoon as we are men; for by the diſobedience of one Man many were made ſin­ners. Rom 5. 19 Now (deplorable ſtate!) the whole [Page] World is become guilty before God: the Law Rom. 3. 19. convinceth all of ſin; among all the Chil­dren of Apoſtate Adam in this ſenſe, there is none righteous, no not one. Our original Rom. 3 10. ſin, were we guilty of no actual tranſ­greſſions; one ſpark of Luſt glowing in our Hearts, did no ſmoak or flame break forth at our Mouths, renders us unrighte­ous in the account of the Law; nay hav­ing once ſinned, it can never be poſſible to be denominated righteous by this Law, which condemns for one ſingle crime, as well as for a thouſand. Our whiteſt Gar­ments have ſome ſpots and ſtains; and the faireſt Chriſtian many blemiſhes and wrinkles; our beſt duties have many failings, as to principle, manner, and end; our pureſt gold much droſs, and our ſtrong­eſt Graces many defects; having a cor­rupt nature within, every thing that com­eth from us, like pure Water out of a muſty Cask, is tainted: our perſons, du­ties, and graces, want the blood of Chriſt to waſh; and the Mercy of God to par­don them. If the holieſt man upon Earth (Lord what will become of the ungodly and the ſinner!) ſhould be tried by the Law, in the Court, and at the Bar of Rigorous Juſtice, he would be caſt as un­righteous: He even he muſt ſay with Ho­ly David, Lord enter not into judgment with Pſal. 143. 2. thy Servant.
[Page] II. A man is Righteous as intereſted in the perfect Righteouſneſs of our Lord Jeſus Chriſt. Chriſts Righteouſneſs was not only for himſelf, but for his members; though this be inherent in the Perſon of the Media­tor, yet we have as much benefit by it, as if it were Subjectively in us. The Suf­ferings and Death of Chriſt were not for his own Sin but ours: He was made Sin 2 Cor. 5. 21 for us, i. e. our Propitiatory Sacrifice, and We are made the righteouſneſs of God in him; we have the fruit of his bitter ſufferings and cruel death. He fulfilled the Law, ſatisfied Juſtice, and paid our Debt, and for his ſake God looks upon, and deals with believers as righteous perſons. As the diſobedience of the firſt Adam makes us Sinners; ſo the perfect and ſinleſs obe­dience of Chriſt the ſecond, makes us Righteous: As our ſins were laid upon Chriſt, in order to his bearing the puniſh­ment; ſo his righteouſneſs by a gracious and favourable act of God, our Supream Judge, is made ours, in order to juſtifica­tion. Our own righteouſneſs is both a filthy and ragged garment, through this God our final Judge, will ſpy the defor­mity, and nakedneſs of our Souls; and Chriſt our Elder Brother (infinite grace!) covereth us with the unſpotted robe of his own. Chriſt took our ſins, and gives [Page] us his righteouſneſs; bleſſed Exchange! From Adam, our natural Root and Fa­ther, we derive Guilt, Weakneſs and Death; from Chriſt our Spiritual Head, we have Righteouſneſs, Strength and Life; Iſa. 45. 24. and therefore he is ſtiled, THE LORD Jer. 23. 6. OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS. This is the only Righteouſneſs we muſt make mention of, when judged according to the Law given to Adam in innocency: A Peni­tent and believing Sinner, that re­ceiveth Chriſt Jeſus, the Lord, is for Chriſts ſake eſteemed, reckoned, ac­counted, and dealt with as a righteous Perſon. Though this righteouſneſs be of a peculiar conſideration, and cannot be thought to be meant in all thoſe places, where this word righteous occurreth, yet it is abſolutely neceſſary; for Chriſt, and what he hath ſuffered, and done is the Spring, Cauſe, and Foundation of our hope. The immediate and doleful con­ſequent of being without Chriſt, is to be Eph. 2. 12. without hope in the World: This fruit grows no where but upon Chriſts Croſs; it is his Death that made Heaven poſſi­ble to a fallen and Apoſtate creature, and it is the ſprinkling of this Blood, that re­vives our languiſhing, withering, and dy­ing Hopes Oh! Bleſſed are they who having no righteouſneſs, or at leaſt, but [Page] a maim'd, defective and imperfect one of their own, are intereſted in the Righte­ouſneſs of Chriſt, in the Righteouſneſs of God!
III. A man is Righteous, and may be deno­minated ſo from that perſonal Evangelical righteouſneſs, that is inherent in himſelf. We muſt not only be intereſted in the Righteouſneſs of another without us; but have one that is really ſubjected in our ſelves: Or, which is all one, we muſt not only have Righteouſneſs imput­ed, but Holineſs imparted. Chriſt doth not only cover our running ſores, and ulcers; but undertakes as our Phyſitian to cure them. All Righteouſneſs, as hath been already hinted, conſiſts in a relation to ſome Law; and that we might truly State what this Evangelical Righteouſneſs is, that hath ſo great a Privilege entail'd upon it, as this in the Text; I hope none will be offended, if we diſtinguiſh (as we find the Apoſtle Paul doth,) of the Law of Works, and the Rom. 3. 25. Law of Faith; the one framed to the State of an Innocent; the other adapted to the condition of an Apoſtate Creature. Ac­cording to this latter it is, that thoſe who have once been Sinners may be made, and denominated Righteous. ‘That part of the Goſpel revelation which [Page] contains and diſcovers our Duty, what we are to be and do in order to our Bleſſedneſs, being as to the matter of it, the whole Moral Law, before apper­taining to the Covenant of Works, at­tempered to the State of fallen Sinners, by Evangelical mitigations and indul­gence, by the Super-added Precepts of Repentance and Faith in a Mediator, with all the other duties reſpecting the Mediator as ſuch; and cloathed with a new form as it is now taken into the Mr. How's Bleſſedneſs of the Righ­teous, p. 26. conſtitution of the Covenant of Grace is the rule of this righteouſneſs.’
He that ſolemnly repents of his wretch­ed Apoſtacy from God, and all the ſins that have followed thereupon; he that is united to Chriſt by Faith, and yields ſincere, though imperfect obedience, from an active and living principle with­in; he that is renewed and changed, turned from the love of ſin in his heart, and the practice of it in his Life; he that hath ſolemnly and deliberately, ſincerely and unfeignedly, covenanted with God, and dedicated himſelf to the Sacred, and Glorious Trinity; Father, Son, and Spi­rit and lives ſuitably to ſuch a devoted State; He that is born of God, bears his Image, lives in communion with, and walks in conformity to him, is righteous: [Page] Though his bloody iſſue may not be wholy dried up; though there be indwel­ling ſin in the heart, and ſome ſins and falls in the Life, though no grace be per­fect as to degree, yet if there be SIN­CERITY and UPRIGHTNESS (Oh! look after that) he is a righteous man. The Law calls for perfection, but the Goſpel (Oh! thanks be to God, we are under ſuch a merciful, favourable. and gentle diſpenſation,) accepts ſincerity. This righteouſneſs is not meer morality, a being juſt and honeſt in our dealings; this is the righteouſneſs of an Heathen: It is not an external obſervation of the Letter of the Law; this is the righteouſ­neſs of a Phariſee; and ours muſt exceed his, or we cannot Enter into the Kingdom Mat. 5. 30. of Heaven. It is not a ſingle act, but a ſtated temper; it is not an obedience that Proceeds from rotten, but what flows from ſincere and gracious Principles, de­nominates a man Righteous. A wicked man may do ſome acts of Devotion and Piety, Charity, and Juſtice, Sobriety and Temporence, but becauſe the ſetled bent and inclination of his will is another way, he is not righteous: And though a good man may be guilty of ſome Errors and miſcarriages in his Life; yet while this living Principle remains, and is not ex­tinct [Page] we may, and if we will ſpeak in the Language of the Goſpel, we muſt call him a righteous Man. This Righteouſneſs is nothing but a tranſcript of the bleſſed Goſpel; a conformity in the inward, and outward man, in ſpirit, and practice to the Divine Revelation made by Jeſus Chriſt: A renewed and vital principle in the heart exerting its ſelf in ſuitable de­portments to God, and man. In ſumm, Repentance from dead Works, and new Obedience, impregnated by Faith, and Love, are the two eſſentiating and con­ſtitutive parts of this Goſpel Righteouſ­neſs.
For the eſtabliſhing of this notion, it is not neceſſary to inſiſt on any laborious Proof; when a great part of the Bible ſpeaks to this purpoſe: Hear once for all what the Apoſtle ſaith: He that doth 1 Joh. 3. 7. Righteouſneſs is righteous. What can be the meaning, what can be the import, what ſence can with any tolerable ſhew of reaſon be aſſigned; but what ſuiteth with our preſent notion? He that doth Righteouſneſs i. e. He that perfectly o­beys, fulfils the whole Law is righteous: Is this the meaning? Then God help and pity us, where ſhall we find a righteous man? Is it, He that doth righteouſneſs, that is, he that being in a State of grace [Page] lives up to the rules of the Goſpel; is guilty of nothing but what is conſiſtent with ſincerity; and is continually labou­ring after perfection is righteos? Is this the import, and gennine ſenſe of this phraſe? Then thanks be to God ſome ſuch are to be found. And thus much for the firſt General, the Character of the perſon here ſpoken of.
Secondly; We are to conſider what is here ſuppoſed and taken for granted, with reference to this righteous man; and that is, he muſt die. It may be you may think ſuch an one as I have deſcribed ſhould have a Protection; be privileged from that which is the common lot of others; be wafted over to Heaven, from one World to t'other and not ſee Death; be caught up to Paradiſe and not be put to the pain of dying: But it is ſuppoſed, and taken for granted in the Text, that the righteous man muſt die.
'Tis true indeed our Lord Jeſus, the Captain of our Salvation hath perfum'd the grave; conquered death; and de­ſtroyed him that had the power of it: He encountered this enemy, conquered, and triumphed over it, and every righteous man ſhares in that victory, and triumph. Chriſt hath deſtroyed the power, chang'd the nature, pluckt out the ſting of death; [Page] and diſarm'd it of its terrors; and the righteous may boldly challenge it, and with an exuberant joy triumph over it in the words of the Apoſtle: O Death, where 1 Cor. 15. 55. is thy Sting? O Grave, where is thy Victory? The Sting of Death is Sin, and the ſtrength of ſin is the Law. But thanks be to God, v. 57. which giveth us the Victory through our Lord Jeſus Chriſt. Thus (O happy men!) may they triumph over death: But yet their righteouſneſs cannot, ſhall not deli­ver them from the ſtroke of it: No, no, Saints, and Sinners; Good, and Bad; the Holy, and Prophane; the Righteous, and the wicked are under the ſame uncon­troulable neceſſity of dying: Though they ſhall not be damned; yet they muſt die: Though they ſhall not be ſent to Hell; yet they muſt go to the Grave: Though they ſhall be ſaved from that hot, fiery furnace; yet not from the cold, dark, and ſilent Pit: Though their Souls ſhall not become a Prey to Devils; yet their Bodies muſt become a Banquet for Worms: Though the Soul ſhall not be rackt, and tortured in the diſmal Regions below; yet the fleſh muſt ſee Corruption: Though they have Manſions in Heaven; yet Sickneſs will ſhake; ſhake! Alas! Death will pull down the Walls, and tear up the very Foundations [Page] of their Earthly Tabernacle: Though they ſhall go to Heaven; yet death will carry them thither in its cold Arms. Becauſe Chriſt who is their Head, and Husband Lives they ſhall Live alſo. Live! Where Joh. 14. 19 ſhall they live? In Yonder glorious Heavens; in Yonder bleſſed abodes; in Manſions of light, far above Yonder ſhining Sun; there, there it is theſe righteous ones ſhall live: But alas! They muſt die firſt. Death hath been, is, and will be the paſ­ſage to eternal Life: And the Grave is in our way to Heaven. As Death ſpares none for their tenderneſs and Beauty; honours none for their wealth and gran­dure; fears none for their ſtrength and power; reverences none for their Grey Hairs and Hoary Heads; reprieves none for their flowing tears, and paſſionate en­treaties: So neither will it paſs by any for their Piety, Religion, and Righte­ouſneſs: With death there is no reſpect of Perſons; all muſt become a ſacrifice to, and lye Wounded, Bleeding, and Slain at the foot of it. Holy Job cries, I know, thou wilt bring me to Death, and to Job 30. 23. the Houſe appointed for all the Living. And David, I go the way of all the Earth. This 1 King. 2.  [...]. is among the Decretals of Heaven: For Heb. 9. 27. it is appointed for men once to die. Righte­ouſneſs is no Armour againſt the arrows [Page] of Death: No they will ſtrike through, and through, and ſtick in our Hearts.
What is become of the holy Patriarchs, Prophets, and Apoſtles of our Lord Jeſus? Where are they? Where! Dead and Gone. Where are they? Their Souls are praiſing God in Heaven; and their bodies ſleeping in the duſt of the Earth. Your holy anceſtors and progenitors, that were the friends of God, where are they? Where! Alaſs! They are dead and gone, and their Sepulchers are with us to this day: A [...]t. 2. 19. they ſerved the Will of God in their Ge­neration, and then died; and after the experience of many Ages, may we not ask and eaſily anſwer that Queſtion of the Pſalmiſt? What man is he that liveth; and Pſa. 39. 48. ſhall not ſee death? Had we the meekneſs of Moſes, the Faith of Abraham, the In­tegrity of Caleb, the Patience of Job, the Piety of David, the Wiſdom of Solomon, yet we muſt die; for lo theſe Men of God are gone before us: for how many Ages, have theſe righteous ones been ſleeping in the boſom of the Earth; our firſt, and common Mother! When we read in the Sacred Hiſtory of the Holy Lives, emi­nent Graces of Gods dear Saints; how uſeful and ſerviceable they were in their time and place; where, and how long they lived; do not we find, and then he  [...]. 5.  [...] [Page] died, concludes the Hiſtory, and makes up the Period? Oh! how vaſt are the Dominions, how extenſive is the Empire of the King of Terrors!
In the Sacred Story we read but of two only, viz. Enoch, and Elias, who by an eſpecial grant, and priviledge were ex­empted from this Law of Death: they went immediately from Earth to Heaven; when all others (except thoſe who ſhall be found alive at the end of the World) muſt take the Grave in their way: they were like living plants, tranſplanted to the Heavenly Soil; when our Bodies like Corn that is Sown, muſt firſt rot, and dye, and then ſpring up again.
Death (as things now ſtand) is a debt that we all owe to Nature; and will not be remitted, no not to the Friends of God themſelves. The Saints are originally out of the ſame duſt; they as well as others dwell in Houſes of Clay, and Earthly Ta­bernacles; and tho' they may be repaired by Food, and Phyſick; yet at laſt they will tumble: the Body of a Saint is not made of more laſting Duſt, and durable Clay than the Body of a Sinner. I grant that Sinners may impair their health, and weaken nature, by gluttony, and drun­kenneſs, and other acts of intemperance; how many unclean perſons, who have [Page] frequented the Houſe of the ſtrange Wo­man; have found that her Houſe inclineth Prov. 2. 18. to death, and her path unto the Dead! Ah wretched men! ſottiſh ſinners! What do they do, but violently break the thred of Life; When it might have been ſpun out to a further length by ſinning againſt God, they murder their Bodies; as well as damn their Souls: ſend one to the Grave, and the other to Hell before the time. Infinite folly! But yet the moſt holy, and righteous have the ſeeds of corruption in them, and are mortal: as the Garment breeds the Moth which frets it; So we the Diſeaſes which ſooner, or later will ſend us to our long home. The righteous Eccleſ. 12. 5 are ſubject to the ſame ſickneſſes and di­ſeaſes as others are; to burning Feavers, pining Conſumptions, and to Old Age, which is attended with 100 and 100 infir­mities; and is of all diſeaſes the moſt in­curable. Life is a Candle which if no Stormy, and ill-natur'd Winds blow out; when it is burnt down into the ſocket, will go out of its ſelf; a thred which if no ſcorching Feaver burn, time will wear, and old age will fret aſunder. This body, tho' there be an Holy Soul inhabiting in it; is ſuch an houſe, that if it be not pulled, will tumble down of it ſelf. Tho' Wiſ­dom hath length of days in her right hand, Prov. 3. 16: [Page] & many of her Children go to Bed late yet an immortality here is not in her power to confer upon any: they may hope for it in another World, but they cannot have it in this; this is a priviledge peculiarly be­longing to the future State. Now righ­teous men undergo Death upon a double account.
1. As the fruit and conſequent of ſin, Im­mortality was the priviledge of Innocent; Death is become the puniſhment of faln man. If we ſearch the Sacred Records, we may eaſily find from what, and whence to derive Death's Pedigree: ſin (ah cur­ſed evil!) uſhered Death into the World. That threatning, In the day thou eateſt there­of, Gen. 2. 17. thou ſhalt ſurely dye; upon the Apoſta­cy of our firſt Parents, was turned into a ſtanding ſentence; involving them and their whole Poſterity: for by one man ſin Rom. 5. 12. entred into the World, and death by ſin; and ſo death paſſed upon all men, in that all have ſinned. Death is not owing to an irreſiſti­ble Fate; to the weakneſs of our prima­ry conſtitution; but to Sin as the deſerv­ing cauſe: it was ſin ſet Death upon its Pale Horſe, and nothing now can diſmount him; as the Tree brings forth fruit, as the ſeed ſown brings forth Corn, ſo ſin when Iſa. 1. 17. it is finiſhed brings forth death, Sin open'd [Page] the Door, and then Mortal Sickneſſes, Deadly Diſtempers, Killing Diſeaſes, and Death it ſelf entered in: Sin draws Death after it as the Needle doth the Thred; and attends on it as the Shadow doth up­on the Body. Could all Graves be open'd, could we ſtand in ſome convenient place, and at one view behold the many thou­ſands Death hath captivated, and ſlain; could we ſee all the Carkaſſes that have dropt into, and are now rotting in duſt; we might ſay, Lo! all theſe were firſt the ſpoils of ſin; and then the Trophies and Triumphs of Death. This is the account Scripture gives of Deaths Univerſal Em­pire: Sin, curſed Sin, (oh what Fools are we to be fond of it! oh what infinite and unaccountable madneſs is it to lay, and hug that hiſſing Serpent in our Boſoms, which will ſting us to Death!) is the cauſe of all thoſe Funerals, which have been, are, or ſhall be in the World. Now, tho' the Righteous are renew'd, and ſanctified, they are ſo but in part: they have ſin in them, the meritorious, and deſerving Cauſe of Death; and therefore that Sentence, that carries Death in it; DUST thou art, and to Gen. 3. 19. DUST THOU SHALT RETURN muſt be executed even upon them. Tho' they are pardon'd, yet their Pardon runs [Page] with an exception of Death: 'Tis true for Chriſt's ſake, upon the ſcore of that painful, ſhameful death he in their place, and ſtead underwent upon the Croſs; the SECOND Death, which is Death with an Emphaſis, ſhall have no power over them: but notwithſtanding all he hath done, and ſuffered, becauſe they are ſinners the FIRST muſt, and will. How far death to good men is a penal evil, and yet retains the nature of a puniſhment; I ſhall not in this wrangling age, offend any by attempting to determine. It may ſuf­fice that ſin brought death into the World, and furniſhed it with thoſe Weapons wherewith it wounds and kills all. If any ſay ſince the death of Chriſt, and the effuſi­on of his blood upon the Croſs, Death is rather an advantage to his followers: I grant (and thanks be to God) it is ſo: but may not death be the Wages of ſin, tho' a good, and kind God makes it the path to Heaven? and this leads me
2. To conſider the death of the righ­teous, as a Means of their deliverance from ſin; and the appointed way to the glorious Manſions which are above. 'Tis true, God could make us perfectly holy, take away the life, and deſtroy the very being of ſin, the firſt moment of our converſion: when [Page] we have done his will, ſerved the pur­poſes of his Grace, and attain'd the end of our being born; by an happy, plea­ſant, and eaſie tranſlation he could take us up, Body and Soul to Heaven: but he hath otherwiſe determin'd, and made Death neceſſary in order to both. Ac­cording to the Divine Conſtitution they muſt firſt dye, and then be perfectly holy, and finally happy.
Do you ask why the righteous die? why! that ſin might be deſtroyed, as Sin brought Death into the World; ſo Death ſhall (excellent contrivance of Infinite Wiſdom!) for ever aboliſh Sin: tho' death had its ſting, ſtrength, power, nay its very being from ſin; yet it proves by the ordination of God the deſtruction of it. Thoſe Arrows of Death which kill the Chriſtian, ſtrike thro' the very Heart of his Sins, and Luſts, and they both die together. A Saint puts off the Garments of Mortality, and his filthy Raiment at once: the ſin that was born with them, and lived with them, and accompany them from place to place; in their laſt moments takes leave of them for ever. The Chriſtian dies, that Sin may do ſo too. To this more will be ſaid here­after.
Moreover the Righteous here, are [Page] Strangers and Pilgrims, this is their Cha­racter and it is expreſſive of their Frame and Temper: While they live they are in a ſtrange place; among a ſtrange People; and at a diſtance from their own: Oh! How do they wiſh, long, pant, de­ſire, and groan to be elſwhere! They are born from Heaven, belong to it, and wiſh to be there: They are Citizens of the new Jeruſalem; in it are Manſions deſigned, purchas'd, prepared, and ſtand­ing empty for them; but they muſt dip there feet in the cold fatal ſtream that runs beween this World, and that, before they can get thither. Faith may, and very often does give them a refreſhing, raviſhing, and tranſporting proſpect of Heaven; Oh! How oft after ſuch a view, does the Soul flutter in the Chriſti­  [...]ans breaſt; clap its wings, and would  [...]in be gone! But Death only can waſt us over to, and give us the poſſeſſion of it. In ſhort, Gods Children die; that they may go home.
I might further add, there ſeems ſome neceſſity of dying upon the account of the Body: What ſhould this terrene, dull, and heavy Body do in Heaven? How un­ſuitable is it, as it is now, to that Place, and State; to that Company and Work; [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page] and to be the Inſtrument of a glorified Soul! It muſt undergo a change that it may be capacitated for this. We muſt be Ʋncloathed of this Earthly; that we may 1 Cor. 5. 4. Be cloathed upon, with a Spiritual Body: And we muſt die; that Mortality may be ſwallowed up of Life. Theſe Old Houſes that are ever and anon tottering, and ſhaking, muſt be pulled down by the hands of Death; that we may have new and bet­ter. This Body muſt be ſown in the duſt; that it may Spring up more Beautiful, Freſh, and Comely, our Bodies, like foul Waters, by running through the Earth, are Purged, and Purified. God will not put his New Wine into theſe Old Mat. 9. 17. Bottles: And indeed if he ſhould they would quickly burſt; and therefore he ſuffers Death to break; that he might have an opportunity to new make them. It is to no purpoſe to ſay, that God can make what alteration and change he pleaſes, and is neceſſary, in the very inſtant of Tranſlation; and what need is there the Body ſhould Die, lie in the Grave ſo long, Rot, and Putrifie in the Duſt? For though God can do it in this way; he willeth to do it in the other; and Who art thou O MAN, that thou re­plieſt Rom. 9. 20. againſt God? Upon theſe accounts [Page] Death ſeemeth neceſſary to Good Men: And that we might not live in continual Fear, in Slaviſh Bondage, and a perpe­tual Torment becauſe of this neceſſity: I now proceed;
Thirdly; To conſider what, and how great the Priviledge of the Righteous is, when he comes to the laſt Scene of his Life; and Death is about to turn him off the Stage. We have ſeen the dark ſide of the Cloud; The Righteous die: Let us now turn our Eye, and view the bright ſide; The Righteous hath hope in his death: Sweet words! comfortable thought! glorious priviledge! with this hope, Lord, how Pſa. 23. 4. comfortably may they walk thro' the Valley, of the ſhadow of death, and fear no evil! You have heard; heard! You have ſeen; ſeen! Oh how often have you ſeen that the Righteous die as well as the Wicked! that Death preys upon, and the Grave ſwallows up one as well as the other! Have you not many, and many a time viſited them, when ſickneſs had lodged them in their Chambers, and confin'd them to their Beds? Have you not heard their laſt ſobs, and groans, ſeen their dy­ing pangs, and agonies? Have you not clos'd their Eyes, laid them in their Coſ­ſins; [Page] and often attended their Funeral; followed them to their long Home, and leſt them in duſt and darkneſs? Be­hold the Righteous die; but how dieth the Righteous? as the Wicked? no ve­rily, as they do not live, ſo neither do they die as the Wicked. A righteous man may have the ſame diſeaſe; be exerciſed with the ſame pains; and feel the ſame pangs in a dying hour: But upon a ſpi­ritual account the difference is vaſtly wide, and great; he hath hope in his death. Before I diſtinctly conſider, what is the Object of this Hope; to prevent any miſtake, it is neceſſary to premiſe theſe two things:
1. Every righteous perſon, every man that falls within the already-mentioned Character; i. e. every ſincere and upright Chriſtian; hath ground of hope in his death. This does not only belong to ſome ſpecial fa­vourites; but is common to all who have God for their Father: The Promiſes, which are the foundation of a Chriſtian Hope; are not made only to Apoſtles, and eminent Saints, to men of renown in the Church; but they belong to, nay, are the Birth-right of even thoſe, who are but Babes in Chriſt. All that are [Page] born again, tho' all are not of the ſame growth, ſtature, and ſtrength, are Children; Rom 8. 17. and therefore Heirs: They have right Col. 1. 12. to, and may live, and die in hope of the Inheritance of the Saints in light. Heaven is ſure to them, by the Promiſe of the Father; the Purchaſe of the Son; and the In-dwelling of the Holy Spirit; who is the Earneſt, and Pledge of it: And the weakeſt Believer, the leaſt of Saints, hath ground to hope. The Goſpel is ſo ordered; the Covenant is ſo methodiz'd; God hath made ſuch ample Proviſion; that every one may have good hope thro' 1 Theſ. 2. 16 Grace; and all that bear this Character are allowed, encouraged, nay command­ed to hope: Their hoping is as mighty a pleaſure to God; as it is a comfort to themſelves. Hath the bleſſed Jeſus poured out prayers, and tears, and blood; did he groan, and die on the Croſs, that they might have a Manſion above? Hath the Holy Spirit in pur­ſuance of the ſame bleſſed deſign; been at the pains to renew, convert, and change them? Hath he reſtor'd them to the image, and likeneſs of God; that they might be capable of the enjoyment of him? Is he daily forming and at­tempering their ſpirits more, and more [Page] for the heavenly ſtate, and employment? Hath God the Father, in his Eternal Counſels deſign'd Heaven for them? Hath he made them many expreſs, and plain Promiſes of it; and can he take it ill they live and die in hope? Lord! how infinitely unreaſonable are we; and how do we diſcourage the Death of the Son; the work of the Spirit, and the Promiſes of the Father; nay, not only naked Promiſes, but Promiſes repeated over, and over, ſeal'd, and confirm'd with an Oath, by encouraging our doubts and fears! all theſe may, and ought to hope.
May I (ſays many a doubting Chri­ſtian) hope? I am but weak in Grace, and but a Babe in Chriſt; I have done but little for God, and Chriſt; I have but few Talents, and them I have not em­ployed and improved as I ſhould and might; I was the chiefeſt of Sinners, and now am the leaſt of Saints; the very meaneſt among my ſpiritual Brethren; there are none but love God more, and ſerve him better, and bring a greater Re­venue of Glory to him than I either do, or can, or ſhall; while others ſhine as the Sun in the Firmament of the Church; [Page] I am but as a poor ſmall and twinkling Star; and may I hope to be ſaved? is not Heaven, and the happineſs thereof too great, too glorious a Reward for me? Oh! had I the Grace, the Faith, and Love, the Humility, and Meekneſs, the Self­denial, and Patience, the Zeal, and Cou­rage▪ &c. of ſuch a Chriſtian; had I been as uſeful in the World, and as ſervice­able in the Church as others; then I could hope: But poor doubting Chriſtia [...], why mayſt thou not hope for all this? Muſt all the Trees in God's Vineyard be equally fruitful? Muſt all his Children be of the ſame ſize? Muſt all that have true Grace have the ſame meaſure, and degree of it? thou canſt not think ſo, and why then may not ſuch a one as thou art, hope? haſt thou ſincerity, and uprightneſs? then thou mayeſt; for the Promiſe, that is the 1 Pet. 1. 3. formal reaſon of hope, is made to Grace as true, not as ſtrong. All who are born of God; are begotten again to a lively hope; by the Reſurrection of Jeſus Chriſt from the dead: Tho' I muſt add;
2. As to actual hope all that fall within this Character; have it not either living or dying in the ſame degree. The hope of ſome Chriſtians is ſo firmly ſettled, ſo deeply rooted, it hath been ſo oft try'd, and [Page] prov'd, and found of the right ſtamp; that come what will, they will hold faſt their confidence to the end: It is well-ground­ed, and like an houſe founded on a Rock: Mat. 7. 25 it ſtands faſt; tho' the Winds blow, the Floods come, and the Rain deſcend: Satan, as cunn­ing, and ſubtil a Sophiſter as he is, cannot argue them out of their hope of Heaven. But on the contrary, the hope of another Chriſtian is ſo weak, wavering, and ſtag­gering, that the leaſt breath of a Tempta­tion miſerably ſhakes it: and a few ſe­cret whiſpers of the malicious one make them call all into queſtion. Oh! how ſoon doth the poiſonous breath, of this hiſſing Serpent damp, and kill all their hopes!
Oh! how many ſincere Chriſtians have a right to Heaven, but do not know it! how many are there, who cannot get their doubts reſolv'd, their fears ex­pell'd, whoſe Sun ſets in a Cloud, and Luk. 10. 20. whoſe Evening is very dark! their names are written in Heaven, but they do not, cannot rejoyce, becauſe they do not know it is ſo—Death lands them ſafe on the Shore of a Bleſſed Eternity; thro' God's Infinite Mercy they get well into Har­bour; (but ▪poor Souls!) how do they go off with weeping eyes, ſad thoughts, and great fears of ſhipwrack, and drown­ing! [Page] It is not every Chriſtian that in a dying hour can ſay; God is my Father, Chriſt my Saviour, Heaven my home, and in yonder, yonder bleſſed World, there is a Manſion for me. How many after a long profeſſion, many tears, prayers, and holy duties; both publick, and private; thro' the weakneſs of their knowledge, unacquaintedneſs with themſelves, the temptations of Satan, a melancholy tem­per, and an unaccountable timerouſneſs of ſpirit; are not able to read their Evi­dences?
Others die with a full aſſurance of hope; go to their Fathers houſe with joy, and triumph; and are able to give a reaſon of that hope that is in them, both 1 Pet. 3. 15. to themſelves, and others. How confi­dently doth the bleſſed Apoſtle Paul aſ­ſert this hope! We know if our earthly 2 Cor. 5. 1. houſe of this Tabernacle were diſſolved, we have a building of God, an houſe not made with hands eternal in the Heavens. How expreſſive of a ſtrong, unſhaken, and lively hope are thoſe words of the ſame Apoſtle; even when death was within ſight! I am now ready to be offered, 2 Tim. 4. 6. v. 7. and the time of my departure is at hand; I have ſought a good fight; I have finiſhed my [Page] I have kept the Faith: henceforth there is  [...].  [...]ad up for  [...]e a Crown of Righteouſneſs, which the Lord the righteous Judge ſhall give  [...] day. What an unſhaken confi [...]ce  [...]! is ſuch an hope pe­culiar to an Apoſtle? are ſuch expreſſions only fit for the mouth of a Paul; who had the priviledge to be caught up into Paradiſe? No verily, others have had the ſame lively hope. Oh what ſtrong aſſurance; what clear evidences; what bleſſed forecaſts, and what lively hopes, is God pleaſed to give to ſome in a dying hour; when their Souls ſtand upon the threſhold of time, and at the door of Eternity! inſomuch that they have been able to bid farewell to their deareſt Re­lations, ſubmit to the ſtroke, and kiſs the cold hand of Death with a wonder­ful, and triumphant Joy; with a Joy too great for themſelves to expreſs, and others to behold. This hath made ma­ny a Chriſtian ſay; My work is done, and bleſſed be God I have hope of the Reward: The hour of my departure is at hand, Oh my  [...]! I muſt leave you, and go unto my Father; Death is welcome, indeed it is welcome, for I have hope of an Immortal, and better  [...] know  [...] thanks be to God [Page] I can; how long! Lord, how long! come Lord Jeſus, come quickly. I have hope of Heaven, and Lord! I long, I long to be there. What ſweet! what reviving Language is this! how pleaſing is the meditation of it! is it not enough almoſt to put a man upon courſing Death, that he might experience what it is to be in ſuch a bleſſed frame? Lord! grant when ever I, or my Rea­der come to die, it might be thus with us. This is my prayer for thee, whoever thou art who readeſt theſe Lines, the like prayer put up for me, with a warm heart, a fervent Soul, and a lively Spirit; and God for Jeſus ſake ſay Amen to both. This caution premiſed. I ſhall now conſider what is the Object of this hope; what good men may, and do look for, and expect at Death. This ſhall be diſpatcht in theſe following particulars.
Firſt, The Righteous at Death hath hope of a full, and perfect freedom from all thoſe evils, they are liable to, and muſt conflict withal in this preſent ſtate. In this valley of Tears, and ſhadow of Death, to how many, and what great evils are we expos'd! Man Job 14.  [...] that is born of a Woman is of few days, and full of trouble. Man is born (oh Cap  [...] [Page] what a fine World is this to be fond of!) to trouble as the ſparks flies upwards. We come into the World with cries, and tears; we dwell in it, in pain, and ſorrow. We go out of it with ſighs, and groans. How many tears do we ſhed, how many groans do we utter, how many complaints do we make, up­on the account of thoſe evils which be­fall our ſelves, or others, for whoſe wel­fare we are, and can't but be as much concern'd as for our own! This World is a place of ſorrow, and tears, and no­thing can wipe away all tears from our Eyes till the hand of Death does. The evils which befall us are ſo many, and great; ſo painful, and afflictive; the memory of what is paſt is ſo bitter; the weight of what is preſent is ſo heavy; the fear of what is future ſo vexing; that we cannot be at reſt till we cloſe our Eyes and die; and Death lays us faſt aſleep in the boſom of our Mother Earth: Here we are encompaſs'd with evil, every one hath his ſhare of the bitter Cup, though ſome drink deeper, and larger draughts than others: But the righteous man, when Death comes▪ hath hope of a perfect freedom from thoſe many evils he himſelf had [Page] been ſtrugling; and thoſe who ſurvive his Death, and Funeral, muſt conflict with. He hopes that Death will be the Funeral of all his ſorrows, and of thoſe evils which were the cauſe of them. Here I will mention ſome of theſe evils.
Firſt, He hopes at Death to be delivered from all bodily afflictions, and outward ſuf­ferings. So long as we are here we ſhall need the corrections of Heavens, and muſt be under the Diſcipline of our Fa­ther's Rod: Our good God ſees that ſome afflictions are neceſſary for us; and in the beſt and fitteſt ſeaſon he ſends them: And by our own ſin, and wicked­neſs, indiſcretion and folly, obſtinacy and peeviſhneſs, we create many more to our ſelves. What croſſes, and diſappoint­ments; what hatred from Enemies, and unkindneſs from Friends; what diſdain, and contempt from Superiours; what ſlander and reproach from Inferiours, do we meet withall in this wretched World?
To how many weakneſſes, and lingring ſickneſſes; to what acute diſeaſes, and corroding pains, are we ſubject, inſo­much [Page] that Life is often loath'd, and Death deſired! every vein, and membrane; every nerve, and fibre; every muſcle, and artery; every part, and member may be afflicted with pain, and be the inſtru­ment of our ſorrow. Oh! what weari­ſome hours, reſtleſs days, and ſleepleſs nights have the afflicted! Whoſe heart doth not bleed within him, to hear them in the morning crying out, Would God it Deut.  [...]8 67. were evening; and in the evening, diſap­pointed of the reſt they expected; would God it were morning? What is this World, but an Hoſpital, where many are ſick, weak, pain'd, and dying? What is it but a Golgotha, a place of Graves, dead mens Skulls, and Bones? Go to the darken'd and ſilent Chambers of the ſick, and you may hear one crying out, O my head! my head! another, Oh my bowels! my bowels! and ſome, Oh that God would take away my life! Some you may ſee ſhivering with Agues; and ſome ſhaking with Palſies; ſome benumm'd with Lethargies, and others rackt with Gout, or tortured with the Stone; ſome ſcorcht with burning Fevers, and others delug'd with the waters of a Dropſie; ſome ſtopt with Phlegm, crying out, Oh for air, and breath! and others pining [Page] away with Conſumptions; and many ſo weakened, and bowed down to the Earth with the manifold infirmities of OLD AGE; that the Eye is dim, the Ear deaf, the Hands ſhake, the Legs, the Pil­lars of this Earthly Tabernacle tremble; inſomuch that a poor Graſhopper is too heavy a burden for them: See how they are ſtopt up with Catarrhs, and Coughs, and have not ſtrength to get rid of that Phlegm which is ready to ſtrangle them. Theſe, theſe are the ſights (oh what a diſ­eaſed World! what a dying Life is this!) you may ſee in the Chambers of the ſick. But beſides theſe evils that are common to men, to how many more, and greater are we expos'd as Chriſtians! as poverty, and want, diſgrace, reproach, and ſhame, impriſonment, and baniſh­ment, a violent, torturing, and lingering death, upon the account of which, a man feels, and undergoes the pains of many deaths in one; and only lives to be the laughter of his Enemies, the ſport of Death, and a terrour to his Friends.
But the Righteous man at death, hath hope to be delivered from all evil of this kind: And his Language on his Death-bed may be to this purpoſe; tho' [Page] I was born to trouble, and have had my ſhare of it; tho' I have long wept, ſigh'd, and groan'd under my own perſo­nal afflictions; and have been a ſorrow­ful ſpectator of thoſe calamities which have befaln the publick; tho' now I am a ſick, weak, pain'd, and languiſhing man, and every part of me is rackt, and tor­tur'd; tho' my pulſe be weak, my breath ſhort, my ſtrength waſted, and my ſpirits fail, and I am no more able to conflict with my diſeaſe; it is but dying and I ſhall be perfectly well: Death can, and will cure what my Phyſitian cannot; af­ter a few more ſtruglings, and mortal pangs, all my pains and ſorrows will be over; after the Agony (O my weeping Friends!) that you will ſhortly ſee me in, is over, I ſhall feel none of theſe racking, grinding, and torturing pains any more for ever: Heaven is a health­ful place, there, oh! there none are ſick, or weak, but all are perfectly well; I cannot be well while I live; but when I die, I hope, I know, I ſhall. Lo this is one branch of a Righteous man's hope: But have not wicked men this hope too? 'Tis true, they have; Death puts an end to the miſeries of this Life; but Lord! what a ſorry ſupport is it to go from leſs, [Page] to greater; from temporal to eternal pains; from Friends, who are ready to Pity, Aſſiſt, and Comfort; to Devils that will Scorn, Inſult, and Triumph over them; from a ſick and uneaſie Bed, to a lodging among infernal fiends: from the Flames of a Feaver, to the more Scorching, Burning, and Laſting Flames of Hell! Good God! What a ſad, what a wretched Ex­change is this!
2. He hopes for Deliverance from Sin. Good men are already freed from the power and guilt of Sin; it hath not Do­minion over, and it ſhall not Condemn them: But they are not, neither can they be freed, in this Mortal State, from the reſidence of Sin, and remainders of Cor­ruption. Sin may be mortified, ſubdued and brought under: Glorious conqueſt! but it will not give up the ghoſt and die till we do: tho ſin doth not rule, and govern the believer as a Lord; yet oh how doth it vex, torment him as a Tyrant! Tho' he hath given the Body of Sin many a Wound, and Stab, with the Sword of the Eph. 6. 17. Spirit; though he hath drag'd it to the Croſs of Chriſt, and hath driven nail, after nail into it; yet he always finds it alive, and ſometimes very active and ſtrong: He finds himſelf very oft bafled, [Page] worſted, and conquered in ſome particu­lar conflicts; he finds by ſad and woful experience that indwelling ſin indiſpoſes, and unfits him for Spiritual duties; damps his Spirit, cools his Zeal, and a­bates the fervour of his Soul in the moſt Heavenly exerciſes; this is a certain truth, and what Chriſtian does not find it to be ſo? How oft with tears in his eyes and ſorrow in his heart is he forc't to groan forth this ſad complaint; Wo is me! I have a wicked Heart, a filthy Na­ture, unruly Thoughts, and ungoverned Paſſions; my Fleſh is ſo weak, the Spi­rit ſo frail, Indwelling Corruption ſo ſtrong, and the Snares of the World ſo many that I often fall: I thank God I don't wallow like a Swine in the Mire; but I muſt, and do own I too frequently defile my garments; I Sin, and Repent, Repent and Sin, there is ſin in my Heart, and Life; Sin in my Duties, in my Pray­ing, Hearing, ay in my Sacramental Communions; and Sin is mixt (Oh that I had Tears to bewail it!) with all my graces; I do not Love God, and Chriſt ſo much as I ought, and do deſire; my Faith is weak, my Love declined, my Zeal abated, my Heart cool, my Af­fections chill'd; Oh wretched man that I Rom. 7. 24. [Page] am! Who ſhall deliver me from the Body of this Death? Theſe have been, are, and will be the complaints of Holy men in this preſent State: But the righteous man hopes the time will come, and when ſickneſs hath laid him upon a Death-Bed he knows the time is near at hand, when he and ſin ſhall for ever part; and in that hour ſuch a one may ſay; now I am dy­ing, I am going to a ſinleſs State; all my Prayers, and Tears, Watching, and Faſt­ing, Wreſtling, and Striving could not root ſin out; but Death will now come in to my aſſiſtance, give me a final and perfect Victory, and carry me a conque­rour out of the Field: When I die this War will end in Victory; this conflict in a perfect Conqueſt. None of my ſins ſhall follow me to Heaven, I ſhall not have ſo much as a wandring, dull, or cold thought for ever; but with Life and Vi­gour, Heat and Rapture, a Flaming Zeal, and Fiered Affection ſing Hallelujah to God, and to the Lamb. A good man is ſo diſturbed with the Life of his Luſt, that were it not for breaking of one com­mandment, that he might be for ever beyond all poſſibility of breaking any of the reſt, he would even with his own hands, pull down this Earthly Houſe on [Page] the Head of theſe uncircumciſed Phili­ſtines; though he himſelf be cruſht with the fall: But he patiently expects the time when God will give Death a com­miſſion to do it; and this is his hope in his laſt, and ſorrowful moments.
3. The righteous man at Death hath hope of a full, and final deliverance from Satan, 2 Cor. 4. 4. and all his temptations. The Devil is ſtiled Eph. 2. 2 The God of this World: The Prince of the Powers of the Air; which words imply, he hath no power in the Bliſsful Regions beyond. Is not this World the Devils Circuit, and does not this Roaring Lion walk up, and down, ſeeking whom he may de­vour? 1 Pet. 5▪ 8. Are not the beſt buffeted and ſol­licited to ſin; tempted, moleſted and diſquieted by him? Oh how oft does he ſhake us in his Teeth; though a good God, and a merciful Jeſus will not ſuffer him to rend and tear us in pieces! tho' Satan hath been bafled, and conquered by the Captain of our Salvation; yet does he not ever and anon enter the Liſt, and give a Challenge to the Followers of the Lamb? Have we not a War to manage with theſe inſernal Spirits, and powers of darkneſs; and muſt we not always ſtand upon our Guard, maintain our Spi­ritual [Page] Watch, keep on our Armour, have our Weapons always in readineſs, that if we get the better to day, we may be prepared for a freſh, and more violent aſſault to morrow? Does not Satan one while transform himſelf into an Angel of Light, that he might deceive? At a­nother time appear in his onw proper hue as Black as Hell; I mean in ſome horrid, and blaſphemous ſuggeſtions that he might affright, and ſcare us? Has he not 2 Cor. 2. 11. his cunning Artifices, and ſuttle Methods to beguile; and his Fiery Darts, and Eph. 6. 16. Flaming Arrows to Wound; and in whatſoever ſhape he appears, whatſoever courſe he takes, is he not a very trouble­ſome and dangerous enemy?
This is our condition at preſent, and Oh how uneaſie, and tedious is it to a Child of God to be aſſaulted with Legions of ſins within; and an whole Army of Devils without! If the tempta­tion doth not prevail, it is a torment to be tempted; and there cannot but be ſome fear leſt it ſhould: In what Ago­ny does the Chriſtian cry? Oh what if this temptation ſhould prevail; or if I have Grace to reſiſt, and overcome this, what if the next Temptation ſhould be [Page] more fierce, the ſecond aſſault more vio­lent; what if at laſt I ſhould yield, con­ſtant, and be overcome? How do ſuch Storms drive them to their Knees, and make them with earneſtneſs, and affecti­on pray Lord lead us not into Temptation! M [...] 6. 13 This World in which we live is haunted with theſe unclean, and ugly Spirits; and don't the beſt of us at one time or other find it ſo? But the dying Believer hopes for Deliverance: if we can keep our in­tegrity, maintain our Poſt, ſtand our Ground, defend our ſelves while we Live; we ſhall be Conquerors (take heart Chriſtians) we ſhall be more than Conquerors when we dye? 'Tis true the aſſaults of Satan may be moſt violent in a Dying hour: The laſt Onſet moſt fu­rious, and the concluding Battel moſt bloody; but Death will decide the con­troverſie, end the Combat, and give us the Victory.
Methinks I hear the dying Chriſtian thus encouraging himſelf, ever ſince the ſtrong man hath been turned out, by the Holy Spirit and Victorious Grace of my Redeemer, I have  [...] little, or no peace; this Enemy, this adverſary of my God, my Redeemer and my Soul, has been [Page] ever and anon beating up my quarters; many and many a time in the name, and ſtrength of the Living God; under the conduct of my bleſſed, and victorious Jeſus have I accepted the challenge, and given battel to theſe Legions of Darkneſs; and tho' I have been foil'd, (bleſſed be God) I am not conquer'd: tho' I have received ſome wounds, thanks be to God none of them are Mortal; I yet live, or rather Chriſt liveth in me; and now me­thinks G [...]. 2. 2 [...]. I have (and oh how delightful is it!) the proſpect of a final, and entire victory: Satan hath now almoſt done his worſt, he may rage becauſe now his time is ſhort, and he knows it to be ſo; but hold out O my Soul! ſtand thy ground, reſiſt a little longer, play the man, act thy part well in this laſt Combat; and the God of Ro [...] 10. 2 [...]. Peace ſhall tread Satan under thy Feet ſhortly. In Heaven, (and oh how near am I to that bleſſed place!) there is no Tempter, no Temptation, no, no, when I am lodg'd in Abraham's Boſom, or rather in the Arms of my bleſſed Jeſus, I am out of Satan's reach for ever; when I ſhall be Dead the Devils Game will be o­ver; this Evil One has followed me from my Cloſet to the Church, from my Table to my Bed, he has ever [Page] ſtood at my Right Hand to reſiſt me; but he ſhall not dogg my Soul to Heaven: no, no, the purity, and holineſs of that place cannot admit the Preſence, of any of theſe impure, filthy, and unclean Spi­rits.
4. Dying Chriſtians hope to be delivered from all Spiritual deſertions; and thoſe doubts, and fears which are conſequent thereupon. How oft by too, too wilful falls, and ſins; by allowing our ſelves in ſloth, and negligence; by our omiſſions of duty, or trifling in it, by too great a conformity to the World, and too eaſie a compliance with the men, faſhions, and cuſtoms of it; by liſtening to Temptations, and run­ning upon the occaſions of ſin; by the im­moderate uſe of things lawful, or ventur­ing upon what is unlawful really in its ſelf, or at leaſt ſo to us becauſe doubtful; how oft by going contrary to the light of our Minds, the checks of Conſcience, the Motions of the Holy Spirit, the Di­rections of the Word, and the rebukes of Providence, do we, even the beſt of us diſpleaſe God, grieve his Spirit, break our peace, diſquiet our Minds, and wound our own Conſciences; and how ſoon doth God by frowns, and rebukes, by withdraw­ing [Page] himſelf, hiding his face, denying a ſenſe of his love, and ſuſpending in part or in whole the witneſſing, and comfort­ing preſence of his Spirit tell us he is diſ­pleas'd; and make us ſenſibly know, find, and feel he is ſo! are we not hereupon on a ſudden, left in darkneſs to be ſcared with our own melancholy, guilty thoughts, and the blacker ſuggeſtions of Satan, the accuſer of the Brethren? Are we not bow­ed down greatly, and our Souls not only Rev. 12 1 [...]. diſquieted but caſt down within us? Is not the day gloomy, the cloud thick, the night very dark; and does not the poor deſerted Soul with warm affection, and paſſionate longing cry out, Oh! that I could ſee him! Don't we at ſuch a time mourn, and complain, and cry out of the ſadneſs of our Caſe, to God, and Man? Are we not forc't in the bitterneſs of our Souls, and anguiſh of our Spirits to ſay, Oh! that it were with me as in months paſt; when the Light of Gods Counte­nance was bright, and ſhining, and I con­vers'd with the Majeſty of Heaven as a Man with his friend! but it is not (wo is me!) It is not ſo now; oh that it were▪ Lord when ſhall it be!
[Page]
How oft do the Children of Light walk in darkneſs; queſtion their Adop­tion, and Sonſhip; their Covenant-Inte­reſt in, and Relation unto God! How oft is there a Curtain drawn between Them and Heaven, the Face of God Vail'd and the Light of his Countenance Eclips'd! How oft does he withdraw and they cannot find; wrap himſelf up in Clouds, and Darkneſs, and they cannot ſee him! with what a pained heart, grieved Soul, with what an accent of ſor­row does ſuch an one cry out, My God, My God,  [...] haſt thou forſaken me! I was  [...]. wonted to have Communion with God in Prayer; to ſee him at a Sacrament, I have had that enjoyment of God, which  [...] would not have been without for all the  [...]; Time was the Sabbath was my beſt day, I long'd for the dawning of it, and with joy welcom'd the Morning Light:  [...] Ordinances where my delight,  [...] has often ſaid, how amiable are  [...].  [...] O Lord of Hoſts! My Soul  [...] yea even fainteth for the Courts of  [...] Heart and my Fleſh drieth out  [...] God: but now (O my Soul! what a change is this?) I pray, but he giveth  [...] anſwer; I go to his Table, with this Wiſh; Let him kiſs me with the  [...] [Page] kiſſes of his Mouth! but even there month after month I do not ſee the King's Face: if he be my God, my Father, and Friend why is it thus with me? from how many may we hear ſuch bitter complaints as theſe!
But the Righteous at Death hath hope of deliverance from theſe inward, ſpiri­tual, and therefore moſt afflictive evils; and ſuch an  [...]e in the Evening of Life may ſay; after a  [...]tle while and I ſhall no more offend, grieve, or diſpleaſe my heavenly Father: and he will always look upon me with a ſmiling Face, a favoura­ble Eye, and a pleaſed Countenance. I ſhall no [...] ſee him as I now do in a Glaſs 1 Co. 13. 1 [...]. dar [...]ly; but Face to Face: I ſhall dwell in his Preſence, ſtand before his Throne, and enjoy his Favour which is better than Life: I ſhall love God, and feel that I love him; God ſhall love me and make me know it, and tho' I have often que­ſtioned both, yet then I ſhall dou [...]t of neither. I have had many cloudy days, diſconſolate hours, and dark nights, many ſad thoughts, perplexing doubts, and tor­menting fears as to my ſpiritual and eter­nal ſtate; O ETERNITY, ETERNI­TY! how have the thoughts of it amaz▪d, [Page] troubled me, and ſometimes made me even tremble! but in this ſickneſs I am better ſatisfied than ever, now my fears are gone, my doubts in great part reſolv'd, Now Evening is come, and it is neither day nor night, the light of Gods Countenance  [...]ch. 14. 7. ſhines upon me; (Bleſs the Lord, O my Soul: and all that is within me, bleſs his Pſal. 103. 1. Holy Name,) this is but the pledge of thoſe more full, and laſting Beams which ſhall ſcatter all my Clouds: what I now feel is but a little, a very little to what I ſhall. Are the ſhadows of the Evening ſtretched out upon me? Is night coming? It is day, the light of Gods Countenance makes it day; and bleſſed be God this is but the dawning of that everlaſting day which now is near hand; and which will perfectly and for ever ſcatter all my fears. Thus the Righteous hath hope in his death of an abſolute freedom, and final deliverance from theſe great, and almoſt inſupp [...]rtable evils we wretched mortals; we who yet dwell in fleſh are expoſed to; he can, and he does hope that after a few hours he ſhall be afflicted, peſtered with ſin, buffeted by Satan, deſerted by God no more for ever: tho' he cannot ſee his Luſts actually giving up the Ghoſt, and dying; yet he hopes he and his ſins [Page] ſhall dye together: tho' Satan may Dog him to the utmoſt borders of time; yet he hopes he ſhall not follow him into Eter­nity: that tho' ſome ſcruples may remain, and his afflictions, and pains will not be over 'till death hath done its work; yet he hopes death will put an end to all.
Secondly, The Righteous hath hope in his Death; (what hath he then hope of!) of a Convoy of bleſſed and holy Angels, to ſecure his paſſage to the other World. Man conſiſts of a Body and Soul; when he dies a ſepa­ration is made: the body is left, the Soul is gone; friends take care of the Body that it may have, a decent Burial: and truly ſome reſpect and honour is due to the Corps; to the very duſt of them who ſleep in Jeſus, and even after death remain united to him: as to this the dying Chri­ſtian is not much concern'd, for he knows his Lord will find it at his coming where­ever it be laid: but the Soul being more noble, his great care is for that, and he hopes Angels will be ready to conduct in to the glorious and eternal Manſions a­bove. Holy and confirmed Angels who have as much good nature in them, as they have ſtrength, and power are very ſerviceable to us men, eſpecially to ſuch as [Page] are Heirs of Salvation: we are (under God) Heb. 1. 14. very much beholden to thoſe kind, lov­ing, and generous ſpirits for thoſe innu­merable, and unknown offices of kindneſs, and good turns they have done us. They are our Life-guard from the Cradle to the Grave, a whole body of theſe inviſi­ble Beings encamp round about us. How carefully do they watch over us; how diligently do they obſerve us; how con­ſtantly do they bear us up in their Arms; and by what unaccountable, and to us, unknown methods do they prevent immi­nent d [...]ng [...]rs; and ſave us from the Snares l [...]id for us! how ready are they to en­courage, aſſiſt, and help us in any Spiri­tual work; in any great and difficult un­dertakings! how do they long for our Re­pent [...]n [...]e, rejoice at our Converſion, and what haſte do they make to carry the happy tidings of it to Heaven; that others  [...] rejoice with them! with what a  [...]i [...]ty concern do they drive and chaſe a [...]ay evil  [...]irits; with what courage do they  [...]  [...]s from the r [...]ge and fury  [...]  [...]illing, are  [...] in thi [...] dangerous  [...] we have been foil'd,  [...] how ſeaſonably have  [...]; what  [...] have they [Page] made to eſpouſe our quarrel, and fight out the remaining battle for us. How off have they kept us from being hurt by thoſe Apoſtate, and Malignant Spirit▪ which in vaſt numbers rove about in the Air, and wander up and down in this low­er World; upon no other errand than to do miſchief, and prey up [...]n immortal Souls! Theſe good Angels are further beneficial to holy men at death; in that they immediately take the Souls of ſuch into their cuſtody, and guard them in their Journey from one World to the o­ther, and never leave them, till they come ſafe thither.
How unacquainted are we, with the way to yonder invi [...]le World! it is a p [...]th we have never  [...]one, a r [...]d we have never yet travelld; neither can we diſcover any footſteps of thoſe who are gone before us: How hard is it for Souls that have been ſo long embodied in fleſh, to find which is the right  [...], and tract in thoſe vaſt, wide, an [...] u [...] ­known Regi [...] of Air! how impoſſ [...]b [...] is this but by the direction of ſon  [...]  [...] perienced  [...]; and who can  [...]  [...]ore, or b [...]er experience than  [...] Meſſ [...]nger of Heaven, who h [...]e  [...] [Page] velled a thouſand and a thouſand, nay innumerable times, from that World to this, and from this back again to that! Moreover, what a melancholy and fright­ful thought is it! that my ſeparated Soul muſt paſs thro' the lower Regions of the Air, which are the Dominions of Apo­ſtate Spirits; the Devil's Camp, and Sa­tan's Head-quarters; and this lonely, and ſolitary, having none either to accom­pany, or defend it! But that this might not amaze departing Saints, they ſhall have as many Angels as are neceſſary to guard, and defend them. That holy Soul may paſs ſafely thro' the Territo­ries of their Enemies; that they might not be ſcared, terrified, or daunted by thoſe ſwarms of unclean ſpirits which lie up and down in the Air, a good God hath appointed a Convoy of Angels to attend them: and no doubt a convenient num­ber of them ſtand round about the Death-bed of every good man, and im­mediately receive his Soul when it is ex­pired. Some think that the fiery Chariot and Horſes in which Elijah mounted up to Heaven was a Convoy of Angels; however for this they have a commiſ­ſion; and thoſe good, and kind ſpirits do not diſdain to perform this laſt act [Page] and office of love to the meaneſt Saint: for the Beggar died; and the ſacred Story tells us, he was carried by Angels into Luk. 16. 22. Abraham's boſom. How comfortable is it to ſtudy the Commiſſion given to An­gels, in this particular; and how ſup­porting to hope! nay, to be aſſur'd they will act according to it! Lo this is the hope of the Righteous at death: Glori­rious Priviledge!
Thirdly; The Righteous have hope of de­liverance from Hell, and the torments of the Damned. The afflictions of time are no­thing to the miſeries of Eternity: The diſtreſs, and anguiſh of a poor creature ſtretcht on the Wheel, rackt, and tortur'd in every limb, part, and member, is but a weak, and faint reſemblance of the hor­rous, and agonies of deſpairing Souls in Hell. The pains of the firſt, are no­thing to the pangs of the ſecond and Eter­nal Death: There is a fire kindled that ſhall never go out; flames burning which ſhall never be quencht; a Worm to gnaw that ſhall never die; and Devils to torment, who ſhall never be weary of that bloody, and helliſh work: There impenitent ſinners (oh how terrible and dreadful a place is Hell!) muſt [Page] feel the ſtrokes of Revenging Juſtice; the  [...]es of their own Enraged Con­ſciences; drink of the Cup of the Wine of the Wrath of God; and be ſcared with the ſight of ten thouſand ugly Devils They muſt burn, and not be conſumed; be tortured, and never die; have pain, and no caſe; trouble, and no reſt; ſorrow, and no joy: tho' they go laughing to Hell, they ſhall never laugh more; they ſhall have an eternal night, and no day; be fill'd with deſpair, and have no hope. Hell! what an amazing word is it? Hell! how extreamly me­lancholy are the thoughts of it? Hell! whoſe heart does no [...] tremble at the hearing of it? Hell! what unknown miſeries are wrapt up in it? Hell! Hell! how many wretched ſinners have voluntarily run into it, to eſcape the be­ginnings of it in their own Conſciences! but yet all we  [...]n imagine, and fanſie in this World, is infinitely ſhort of what this ſingle, this little word, Hell, im­ports; and muſt be felt in the next.
But a Righteous man (Lord! what muſt be the joy of his departing Soul!) hath hope in his death, he ſhall be deli­vered from all this. I muſt die (may he [Page] ſay) but I ſhall not be damn'd; I muſt go to a cold, dark, ſilent, and ſolitary Grave: my Glaſs is run, the number of my years, months, hours, and moments is now finiſht; I am going to my long home: but I ſhall not be ſent to an hot, burning, and flaming Hell. My fleſh, this Body of mine muſt ror in duſt; but my Soul ſhall not burn in that fiery Oven. the way which leads to thoſe Chambers of horrour, and darkneſs, is broad, ex­ceeding broad; the Gate that leads to Hell is wide, and ſtandeth open day, and night, and thouſands go in th [...]reat; but I hope I ſhall take another path. 'Tis true, I, ſinful I, have deſerved Hell again, and again, and I might have been in it long ago; but I do hope (thanks be to God) I do hope, and will hope my bleſ­ſed Jeſus will ſnatch me, as a firebrand out of thoſe everlaſting burnings; Amen, Amen.
Fourthly; The Righteous at death hath hope of being immediately received into Hea­ven; and welcomed by all that are there. The Souls of Believers being ſeparated, do not wander up and down in yonder vaſt, large, and capacious Regions; much leſs are they (according to the Roman [Page] Fable) to ſuffer in Purgatory, pains equal in degree to thoſe of Hell; tho' not ſo laſting; but they immediately go to Heaven. This day (ſays our Saviour, to the penitent Thief; the Companion Luk. 23. 43. of his Croſs) ſhalt thou be with me in Pa­radiſe. And the reaſon of Paul's earneſt, and vehement deſire to depart, was, that Phil. 1. 23. he might be with Chriſt. The Gates of Heaven are open'd, they enter in, and they (happy Souls!) are welcomed by God, Chriſt, Angels, and all their Elder Brethren who died in the Lord, and went to Heaven before them. With what joy does God the Father receive thoſe Souls for whom he deſigned Hea­ven from all Eternity? With what joy does the bleſſed Jeſus welcome thoſe Souls to Glory, for whom, and whoſe Salvation he wept, and ſweat, bled and died! Oh what a joy is it to the heart of Jeſus, to ſee them paſt all the dangers and hazards of a troubleſom Voyage; and ſafely arriv'd at his Fathers houſe! With what a triumphant joy are they wel­comed by Angels, and the whole Aſſem­bly of the ſpirits of juſt men made per­fect! Oh how glad are all thoſe kind, and loving ſpirits, to ſee others come to Heaven, who ſhall be ſharers with them [Page] in one and the ſame undivided happineſs, and parners with them in ſinging Halle­lujahs to God, and to the Lamb! It is no ſmall joy to them that more Voices are added to the heavenly Quire.
I (may the dying Chriſtian ſay) muſt leave Earth, the houſe in which I have lived ſo long; death is about to open a door for my immortal Spirit to go out at; and methinks I ſee my God, my Jeſus opening the Gate of Heaven: I hope when death has turn'd it out of this frail, and earthly Tabernacle, God and Chriſt will receive it into Everlaſting Habita­tions: I ſhall not want a Lodging, for God hath prepared, and Chriſt hath pur­chaſed a glorious Manſion for me. Go out, O my Soul! with holy joy, and triumph; haſten, be gone, for lo thy Throne is prepared, and yet ſtands empty. When I am dead, my ſurviving Friends will weep for me, with ſighs, and groans lament my departure; but God, Chriſt, Angels, and Saints will welcome my Soul to Heaven. Surely thoſe holy Spirits who rejoyced when I was converted, and born again; will ſing a new Song, a peculiar Pſalm of Praiſe to their God, and my God, when I am born into Eternity. [Page] A thought that when I ſhall knock at the Gate of Heaven, and ſay, Lord, Lord, open to me; I ſhould hear that ſad word, I Luk. 13. 2 [...]. know thee not; would even break my heart, trouble me more than the pains, and agonies of a thouſand deaths: But I hope for a free admiſſion, a ſpeedy en­trance, and a joyful welcome: And oh that I were there!
Fifthly; They hope to go to better Friends, better Company, and have that Viſion of God, and Chriſt, which cannot be had on this ſide the Grave. In this World good and bad, Saints and Sinners, the Righteous and the Wicked live together; and what a grief, and torment is the very preſence, and company of theſe Devils in fleſh to thoſe who really intend, and in good earneſt deſign Heaven! Here they enjoy the company of holy Relations, and godly Friends, who are many ways uſeful and helpful to them; and no doubt they very often, and heartily bleſs God for the  [...]ommunion of Saints: But the beſt here are imperfect; there is ſomething in the beſt, that their converſation is not ſo taking and ſuitable, ſo ſweet and en­dearing, as we could with. How oft do they prove a ſcandal, and ſtumbling block [Page] to us; or we an offence and grief to them! but at death they go to better; to ſuch as love them more, and wiſh bet­ter to them than their deareſt Relations here can do: To Friends, who love each other as themſelves: To Friends, in whoſe Converſation there is nothing but what is peculiarly delightful, and plea­ſant, ſweet, and amiable, charming, and endearing, moſt highly grateful, and ob­liging: To Friends, who are utter and perfect ſtrangers to that four and peeviſh, moroſe and ſelfiſh temper, which prevails too much in this wretched, and degene­rate World of ours: To Friends, who partake of, and ſhare in one anothers joys, and are as much pleas'd with the happi­neſs of others, as with their own: To Friends, whoſe tempers will be agreeable, whoſe looks will be pleaſant, whoſe hearts will be free and open; whoſe ſpeeches will be raviſhing, and all whoſe diſcourſes will be ſeraphick and ſublime; and yet ſet off with all the graceful Airs of a Charming Rhetorick.
Further, while we dwell in fleſh, and ſojourn here below we ſee God but thro' a glaſs, and that very darkly too: To day we enjoy and are raviſht with ſome [Page] views of him; and perhaps to morrow, nay, it may be before night the Curtain is drawn, or a cloud interpoſes and we cannot ſee him. But after death we (if we fall under the Character of the Text) ſhall ſee him Face to Face, by a light which is more clear, conſtant and laſting. Now we delight in, believe on, deſire af­ter, and love that bleſſed Jeſus, whom we have not yet ſeen: But after Death we ſhall ſee him as he is; and will not e­very view of Jeſus be tranſporting; will 1 John 3. 2. not every glance be the Spring of a new, and freſh joy! What is the language of Death to a Holy Soul but this? Come, ſee and enjoy that God whom thou haſt long waited for, and looked after: Come, and ſee that Jeſus, who out of a deep pi­ty, and compaſſion, wept, and groaned, bled, and died for thee: Come, take thy place in Heaven, where thou mayeſt glut, and ſatisfie th [...] greedy eye with theſe ra­viſhing ſights; doſt thou long (Holy Soul! doſt thou long for the viſion of God, and a ſight of Chriſt? Come and have it; though my looks are Grim, my hands cold, Don't draw back for none but I can waſt thee over to Heaven, where God, and Chriſt are to be fully, and for ever enjoy'd.
[Page]
Is this the language of Death? Then what may be the language of the dying Chriſtian? Hearken, don't you hear him ſaying? The day is dawn'd, the time is come, the hour is now haſtning, that I muſt be gone; my Phyſitians neglecting any further preſcriptions, your paſſionate weeping, and ſilent tears, (O my ſorrow­ful Friends?) The ſenſible decays I find in my ſelf; in thoſe parts which live the longeſt, and die the laſt, all tell me my end is near: Here, I have Relations who are Loving, Careful, and Tender; many Friends hath God raiſed up to me, and made them inſtrumental for my good, but I can willingly, chearfully, bid fare­well to all; for I hope to go to an Aſſem­bly of better Friends, and more perfect Lovers: I have had thoſe ſights of God in the Sanctuary that have been ſweeter to me than all the pleaſures of this vain World; but I hope for a fuller view, and a more raviſhing ſight of that glo­rious being. Can't I ſee God and live? Oh let me die, for then I hope, I know I ſhall! I have heard of Chriſt; I have talkt of Chriſt, and (bleſſed be God) I have met with Chriſt in Prayer; Ser­mons, and at a Sacrament. But now I am going to ſee this dear, and bleſſed [Page] Jeſus: This, this, Oh! This is my hope; and now O DEATH, DEATH, I chal­lenge I dare thee to do thy worſt.
Sixthly; The Righteous man at Death hath hope of the Reſurrection of the Body, and of a Body a thouſand times more glorious; than that which is put off at Death, and laid in the Duſt. The Keſurrection of the dead is a main Article of our Chriſtian Faith; and without this Hope we Chriſti­ans  [...] Co. 15. 19. ſhould be of all moſt miſerable. Chriſts Reſurrrection is the Reaſon, Pattern, Proof, and Pledge of ours: As ſure as he is riſen, ſo ſure is it we ſhall; the Lord will come, the Trumpet ſound; Ariſe ye dead, ſhall be ſpoken with that Power, Majeſty, and Authority that all ſhall obey that Summons: the bands of death ſhall be looſed, the doors of the grave opened, the dead raiſed, and then ſhall death be fully conquered, and morta­lity be ſwallowed up of Life. Chriſt ſees where every member of his is laid,  [...] Col.  [...] 4 watches over their duſt, and w [...]ll quicken, and raiſe them. Put doſt thou ſay, with what body ſhall they riſe? What body! A very glorious body, the glory of the lat­ter I [...]ay. 2.  [...]. Houſe, ſhall be greater than the glory of the firſt: That Body which now is like [Page] a dull, dark clod of Earth ſhall then ſhine, ſparkle, and glitter, with a brightneſs like to that of yonder Sun at noonday: That Body that now is weak, ſhall then be perfectly well, ſtrong, and healthful: That Body that now is ſown in corruption, 1 Co. 15. 4 [...]. ſhall then be raiſed in incorruption; live and die no more for ever. The Reſurrection is an Article of a Chriſtians Faith; and that he in particular ſhall riſe to a bleſſed Immortality is the object of his hope: 'Tis true to quicken, and raiſe a dead body, a body that for many Ages has been rotting in the grave; a body which has been devoured by an Army of Craw­ling, and  [...]ngry Worms; a body which has been diſſolved into a thouſand par­ticles, and infinite Atoms of Duſt, requires an Almighty power; but yet notwithſtanding the laughter of an Athe­iſtical Sadducee, and the little ob­jections which now and then may be muſtered up, though carnal reaſon be ready to ſay, how can theſe things be? Yet Joh. 3. 9. he believes and hopes it ſhall be ſo.
Holy Job, when the morning was but newly dawn'd had the knowledge, and hope of this. I know (ſaith he) that my Job 19 25. Redeemer  [...]iveth, and that he ſhall ſtand at [Page] the latter day on the Earth, and though af­ter v. 26. my Skin, Worms deſtroy this Body; yet in my Fleſh ſhall I ſee God: Whom I ſhall ſee v. 27. for my ſelf, and mine Eyes ſhall behold, and not another; though my reins be conſumed within me. The Righteous ſleep ſecure­ly in a bed of duſt, in the boſom of the Earth; they are not terrified with Dreams, nor ſcared with any frightful Viſions of the night; and after a ſweet repoſe, and a long ſleep a powerful and Almighty Jeſus will awake, and raiſe them, and give them a Body like to his own moſt Glorious Body; in exchange for that Weak, Vile, and Contemptible Bo­dy Death laid in the grave. This is a fundamental Article of our Faith: And why ſhould it ſeem to any a thing incredible Acts 26. 8. that God (whoſe power is unlimited) ſhould raiſe the Dead?
I go (may the dying believer ſay) the way of all Fleſh, Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob are gone before me; and though I ſhall return to my Houſe no more, yet my duſt ſhall be quickned revived and raiſed. The ſound of the laſt Trumpet, the voice of the Arch Angel, and the louder and ſhriller voice, of my power­ful Saviour will awake me out of my [Page] dead ſleep: I ſee the ſhadows of the e­vening are ſtretched out, and night is coming; but I believe, and hope the morning will alſo come; and the day of my redemption quickly dawn. I fall a­ſleep with hope that when day breaks my Lord will give me a call, and bid me riſe: Though this Fleſh of mine muſt moulder into duſt; yet it ſhall be quickned, and ſpring up again at the re­ſurrection of the juſt. My dead Body ſhall live again; thoſe dry Bones of mine, which may be tumbled up and down, and lookt upon with contempt, and ſcorn ſhall again be cloathed with Fleſh, and a Spirit of Life ſhall enter into me. O Death now's thy time, thou wilt conquer and captivate me; this Body muſt be thy Priſoner; but my time will come, in the morning I, and all that ſleep in Jeſus, ſhall Pſal 49. 14. have Dominion over thee: After I have lain a while bound, and fetter'd in a dark, and ſilent Grave; my Lord, my Victorious Jeſus will reſcue me and all the Priſoners of hope: Chriſt is the Reſurrection, and Joh. 11. 25. the Life, and believing in him I ſhall live: methinks with ſenſible joy, I hope, I know I ſhall live, tho' I die. Lo! (O my Chriſtian friends) this is my hope in a [Page] dying hour; and thanks be to God it is unſhaken.
Seventhly, The Righteous hath hope of a publick Abſolution, and a ſentence of life at the day of the laſt, and general iudgement. The Reſurrection of the Dead is in order to Judgment; Men muſt leave their Graves to come to the Bar: Chriſt ſhall ſit down on the Judgment-Seat, and a Univerſal Summons being given, all the Children of Adam ſhall be gathered before him; for we muſt all appear before the Judg­ment-Seat of Chriſt, that ever [...] one may re­ceive the things done in hi [...]  [...]ody, according  [...] Cor. 5 10. to that he hath done, whether it be good or bad. This Judgment will be ſolemn and awful; dreadful and terrible; impartial and righteous; final and deciſive; for after a fair trial, that ſentence ſhall be paſt which will determine our everlaſting ſtate. Then ſhall the Righteous be own'd, and acknowledg'd, be acquitted, and ab­ſolved, be ſentenc'd, and adjudged to Eternal Life in the face of that vaſt, and awful aſſembly of Angels and Men: and when that reviving ſentence; Well done, good and faithful ſervant; enter thou into the joy of thy Lord, ſhall be prononc'd by  [...]. Chriſt, with an audible voice, a ſmiling countenance, in the hearing of the whole [Page] Court; Lord what a triumphant, and tranſporting joy will they be filled with! methinks, I ſee their chearful looks, their ſmiling Countenances, and a pleaſant Air in every Face: with what a mighty nim­bleneſs, and ſprightful vigour does the newly reſtored blood dance along their veins! how do the Heavens Eccho with their Acclamation of Joy! methinks. I hear them ſaying with a loud, and chearful voice, AMEN, HALLELUJAH, HALLELUJAH.
I believe a future, final, and general judgment; but I hope (may the depart­ing Saint ſay) things will go very well with me in that day: I have often pray'd. God grant that I may find mercy of the Lord 2 Tim. 1. 18. in that Day; and I hope I ſhall, I hope that mercy, and not rigorous juſtice will pronounce my ſentence; that I ſhall find a friend in Court; that the judge himſelf will be ſo: that bleſſed Jeſus who is nay Advocate, and elder Brother, who died for me, and waſht me in his Blood; who Sanctified me by his Spirit, and reconciled me to God is to be my Judge; and there­fore I hope when I am judged I ſhall not be condemn'd. The ſentence of abſolu­tion ſtands upon record, Mat. 25. 34. Come ye bleſſed of my Father, inherit the King­dom[Page]prepared for you before the Foundation of the World. This, this, Oh! this is the bleſſed ſentence that belongs to me: I have read it again, and again, I have me­ditated upon it till I have been raviſhed and tranſported with joy. What ſweet, what reviving words are theſe! how worthy is each of them of a particular re­mark! Come, glorious invitation! Ye bleſ­ſed of my Father; endearing title! Inherit the Kingdom; No leſs! ſtill more joy. Prepared for you, for me Lord! for Worms, for Men, for Sinners? Soveraign Grace! Before the Foundation of the World: what ſo long ago! ſo early deſigned! was my name written upon a Manſion above, long before any of my members were written in thy Book? Grace! Grace! Lord! I admire, and adore that love, that free, and generous, and early love of thine I cannot comprehend, if the reading, and meditating upon theſe words be ſo delight­ful; what will it be to hear them ſpoken, and ſpoken to ME? I hope (now I am a dying man) I hope to hear this Sentence from the Mouth of my Saviour; and when theſe words of Life, and Joy ſhall drop from thoſe ſweet, and bleſſed Lips, Lord what Joy ſhall I feel! a joy which now I can neither comprehend nor bear. [Page] Is this the Sentence I expect to hear? O my weeping friends, ſtop your flowing tears, ſilence your groans, huſh thoſe ſobs, and ſighs, and let us ſing Pſalms of praiſe to God: oh! begin, and help me to praiſe him, and with my lateſt breath I will ſay, Amen, Hallelujah.
Eighthly, The Righteous hath hope in his Death (what hath he hope of!) what! of the full, entire, and eternal happineſs of the whole man; when the final judgment is paſt and over. Sentence being paſt, judg­ment being over, and the Court broken up all paſs to their Eternal abodes: ſome ay, and the greateſt part too of that vaſt aſſembly; to the Regions of horrour, and darkneſs beneath! others, viz. the Righ­teous to the Manſions of Bliſs, and Light above. Now (oh joyful day!) Chriſt and all his friends immediately march in triumph to Heaven: thoſe everlaſting Gates are open'd, they all enter into thoſe peaceable, quiet, and undiſturbed Regions, and ſo ſhall they be for ever with the Lord. 1 Theſ. 4. 17 Before one part was praiſing God in Hea­ven, and the other ſilent in the Grave: the Soul was the Companion of Angels, the Body the Food of Worms: the one as diſtant from the other as yonder Heaven [Page] is from the Bowels of this Earth: but after the great, and ſolemn tranſactions of that day the WHOLE MAN; the WHOLE CHRISTIAN ſhall be admit­ted into the Heavenly State▪ Chriſt their head, and husband ſhall bring them to Heaven with a lo, O my Father, here are the Men thou gaveſt unto me; here are the Men for whom I ſuffered, and died; while they were in the World I kept them; and have now ranſom'd them from the Power of Death, and the Grave: I have brought them ſafe to glory; I pre­ſent them to thee without ſpot, or wrinkle, and Father, I will they be where I am; that they may behold, and partake of my Glory▪ Joh. 17. 24.
This perfect happineſs of the whole man, the Righteous hath hope of: he looks beyond Death to the Reſurrection; beyond that to judgment; and beyond judgment to Heaven; and Heaven is the ſumm of his deſires. Heaven! it is the center of all his hopes, and wiſhes: and ſuch an one in his laſt hours may ſay, me­thinks I foreſee the time when my Lord, and the judge of all will come; methinks I hear the Trumpet ſound, and ſee the dead raiſed; from my death-bed I have a proſpect of the tranſac [...]ious of the laſt [Page] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page]  [...] [Page] day; I ſee, by faith, I ſee what ſhall then be done to the men whom the King of Heaven delights to honour: methinks I ſee the redeemed, and ranſom'd of the Lord marching in triumph to the City above, and the glorious, bleſſed Jeſus leading the way: I ſhall not be left aſleep, or ſtay behind, but accompany them to the everlaſting Kingdom; and this Fleſh of mine which now muſt ſee corruption, this body of mine that now muſt rot in darkneſs ſhall then be united to my Soul; and not only my Soul, but my Body ſhall have the happineſs it is capable of. This is my Faith, and this is my Hope: Come Lord Rev. 22. 20. Jeſus, come quickly; and accompliſh what thou haſt promiſed, and I and all thy Followers live, and die in the hope of.
Thus we have finiſhed the Doctrinal part; and now proceed.
Fourthly, and Laſtly; To make applica­tion of what hath been ſaid upon this argu­ment to our ſelves. The moſt ſerious and weighty; the moſt plain and ſearching; the moſt important and awakening truths have little, or no influence upon our hearts, and lives, for want of a cloſe, warm, home, and particular application. Shall I apply what hath been ſaid? Would to [Page] God I might come to the quick; reach the heart, alarm the Conſcience of every one that ſhall read theſe lines! where ſhall I ſharpen my Arrows; that they may pierce and wound? what words ſhall I uſe that drowſie ſinners may be ſtartled? Lord help me! Lord help the reader! Lord help us both! and that I might not loſe my Labour, and you your Souls, I ſolemnly charge, and in the name of the Eternal God I Sub-poena thee, O CON­SCIENCE; cloſely and impartially to apply to the Heart, what the man ſhall read with his Eye.
Conſcience! Now's thy time to ſpeak, hereafter it may be too late for ever: when once the man is dead and damn'd thou may'ſt torture and torment him; but it will be impoſſible to fright him into Repentance. Is the man drowſie? O Con­ſcience, Conſcience, thunder in his Ears: is he aſleep? jog, and awake him: is he unconcern'd as to any preparation for death, judgment, and an Eternal world? tell him of this miſery; forewarn him of his danger; call, cry in his Ears till he is ſtartled: what ſhall be ſaid in general do thou according to thine office, as thou wilt anſwer the neglect of it to God thy [Page] Judge hereafter; apply in particular: if any thing be ſaid ſuitable to the caſe of the man, whoſe Conſcience thou art; be not meal-mouth'd, don't mince the matter; but plainly, and roundly ſay, THOU ART THE MAN, rebuke, reprove, exhort, perſuade, comfort, chear as the ſtate of the Man requires. O Con­ſcience, Conſcience, I call upon thee again to give them warning from God; be ſe­rious, particular, and impartial, leſt they die in their ſins; and the blood of their Souls Ezek, 3 18. be required at thine hands: as the man turns over theſe pages, read thou over thoſe records thou haſt in thine own keeping, and witneſs for, or againſt; chide, or ſmile; accuſe, or condemn, as thou ſeeſt occaſion: if he be a wicked man be thou a Boanerges; a ſon of Thunder: if he be a righteous Perſon; be thou a Barnabas, a ſon of conſolation. Could I but awaken Conſcience, I ſhould hope theſe plain lines would be read with ſome ſucceſs; Lord! jog Conſcience, that Conſcience may jog the Man; that this word of thine may be thy Power unto Salvation. In hope Rom. 1. 16. that Conſcience will aſſiſt, and ſecond me; and the great God will help both, I ſhall attempt the application of what has been ſaid; in theſe following Inferences.
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Inference 1. How terrible muſt Death be to the wicked; who have no ground to hope for any of theſe great, bleſſed, and glorious things! However ſports and paſtimes; Carnal mirth and worldly Buſineſs; charming pleaſures and frothy company may keep out, and baniſh the thoughts of their departure; yet when the fatal hour is coming, when grim Death is mounted on its Pale Horſe, and is poſting toward them; how ſuddenly are they ſtruck with horrour! how concern'd at the heavy tidings that they muſt dye! After many pleaſant years, behold, the man is ſeize [...] by ſome mortal ſickneſs; his decayin [...] ſtrength, and languiſhing Spirits, his wear Pulſe, and ſhort Breath, his cold an [...] faint ſweats tell him death is coming, an [...] his end is near, his Phyſitians after many troubleſome preſcriptions, and vain at­tempts leave him: his mourning, an [...] weeping friends are expecting when  [...] will ſend forth his laſt breath; are waitin [...] to cloſe his dying Eyes; and yet (miſe­rable man!) he has no hope. Hath h [...] no hope; and yet muſt he die? doleſ [...] conſideration!
Hope of Heaven is very common; as [Page] the Drunkard, and Swearer, the moſt Rebellious and Stubborn, Perverſe and Obſtinate ſinner, what he thinks will be­come of him after Death; and he will either by a ſcornful ſilence ſhew his diſ­dain; or readily anſwer he hopes to be ſaved. How faſhionable is this form of ſpeech; as I hope to be ſav'd! but alas! moſt of that hope which is the World's is vain, and groundleſs; falſe, and ſpurious; begotten by a flattering Heart, and ſubtile Devil; it is like common Metal without the Royal Stamp, which none will take for Currant Coin; and how oft Does it appear ſo when Death, and the Grave, Judgment, and Eternity come in view! you have hope; but in the name of God, Man, tell me what kind of hope is it? Is it accompany'd with any ſweet, plea­ſant, and delightful thoughts; with any hearty groans, earneſt longings, paſſionate deſires after poſſeſſion? Does it withdraw your Hearts, and affections from Earth to Heaven; and render you patient under all the ſufferings, and afflictions of this preſent ſtate? In a word, does it put you on to get more purity and holineſs? A genuine hope will, as appears by the A­poſtles words he that hath this hope in him, 1 John 3. 3. will purifie himſelf even as he is pure. He [Page] that hopes to ſee the infinitely Holy God, won't ſtain his Garments, and defile his Soul, by wallowing in filth and mire: he that hopes to be like God in Glory, will endeavour to be like him in purity: he that hopes to reſemble the beſt of Be­ings, God, won't make himſelf like the worſt of Creatures, the Devil, by open, and known, wilful, and preſumptuous violations of the Divine Laws. This hope will put him upon endeavouring after a purity like that of God in Nature and Kind; tho' it cannot be ſo in Degree, and Meaſure.
Do you hope for Heaven; and doa [...] upon Earth, hug your Riches, and make the World your God? Do you look for a Kingdom, and Crown, Immortality, and Life, for an happineſs beyond all you [...] thoughts, and bigger than your hopes; and do you do nothing, or next to no­thing to obtain it? Do you hope for a Manſion in yonder Heaven at the end of your Journey; and walk in the broad Road that leads to Hell? Do you hop [...] to be like bleſſed, and Holy Angels; and do you now ſometimes play the Beaſt, and ſometimes act the Devil? Do yo [...] hope for the reward; and do none of tha [...] [Page] work God hath appointed, or do it in a lazy, ſlothful, and careleſs manner.
Do you hope to hear, Well done, good and faithful Servant: and wrap up your Talents in a Napkin, or bury them in the Earth? Do you hope to be happy, and take no care to be holy? Do you hope Chriſt will ſave you; and do you make nothing of running over the tears, wounds, and blood of the bleſſed Jeſus, to get at the forbidden Fruit? Do you hope to ſit down with Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob, with the Patriarchs, Prophets, and Apoſtles, in the Kingdom of Heaven; and do you now ſit with Publicans and Sinners? Is this your hope? poor men! what kind of hope is it; and what little ſervice will it do you?
This hope is ſlight, and ſuperficial; it is the fruit of ignorance, and want of con­ſideration: perhaps an awakening Sermon of Death, and Judgment, Hell, and God's Eternal wrath; ſome croſs Providence, and ſmart affliction may miſerably ſhake it. While the Sun ſhines, and the day of Pro­ſperity laſts, thy hope may ſeem freſh, and flouriſhing; but when the Night of Af­fliction comes thou mayeſt be wrapped up [Page] in Clouds, and Darkneſs, and thy hope will languiſh, wither and die. Dreadful thought!
This hope is vain and groundleſs; God's Promiſe is the only Ground, and ſolid Foundation to build our hope upon: to hope for what God hath never promiſed or upon other terms, and conditions that are annext to the promiſe is ignorant, and blind, and bold, and daring preſump­tion.
This hope is wicked; and fooliſh▪ It is wicked; is it not a dis-believi [...] Gods peremptory threatning; an affront­ing Divine truth; and imputing falſhoo [...] to his comminations? Hath the Juſt▪ True, Holy, and Eternal God ſaid, tho [...] ſhalt not be ſaved and doſt thou ſecretl [...] ſay, I hope I ſhall; what is this but a [...] the ſame time to hope God will be a li [...] It is alſo fooliſh; is it not folly to hope againſt Reaſon, Scripture, and all Go [...] has ſaid? Is it not folly to think a poo [...] Worm can ſnatch Salvation out of the hands of mercy, when God is reſolve [...] he ſhall never have it? To think a ſinfu [...] wretch can force his way through a thou­ſand threatnings, and the peremptory Sen­tence [Page] of the Law to the Bliſsful Regions above?
This hope (what ſhall I ſay of it?) is periſhing; it will end in confuſion, diſappointment, and ſhame, and at laſt die in horror, and deſpair. Sickneſs and Death, O vain man! will ſhake thy hopes: The Sentence of thy Judge, and and the Flames of Hell will daſh them. Hope may accompany thee while thou liveſt; go with thee to the very borders of the Eternal World; and then at far­theſt it will bid farewel to thy amazed, and trembling Soul. The time will come (believe it Sirs) the time will come, when you ſhall hope no more, no more, no more for ever. This hope is worſe than none, for it hinders Mens repen­tance; and all the kindneſs it does them is firſt to hood-wink, and then damn them. How fatal is this hope! A wick­ed man can have no good hope either living or dying; and that falſe hope he maintains, and cheriſhes in health, when ſickneſs comes many times takes the wings of the morning and flies away. In an hour he muſt remove out of one World into another; but he hath no hope it ſhall be into a better: He be­queaths [Page] his body to the duſt; his Eſtate, and Goods to his ſurviving friends; but he can not (Lord what an Agony muſt the depart­ing Soul be in!) with confidence com­mend his Spirit into the hands of Jeſus: He may hope his Friends will give his bo­dy a decent burial; but he has no hope, alas! he has no hope Angels will con­duct his Soul to glory. Oh Death, Death, how terrible is it when there is no hope of a better life
To awaken ſuch let me add; to die without good hope, though it be bad, is not all: For the wicked (as it is in the for­mer part of this verſe) is driven away in his wickedneſs. Sad words, miſerable ends! Prov. 14. 32. Ere long (Sinners) Death will graſp thee in its cold Arms; ere long Pale Death will ſit in that face of thine that now is Fair, and Ruddy, and the ſeat of a Charming Beauty; ere long Death will ſhackle thoſe feet which brought thee to this aſſembly; ſhut thoſe eyes which are a window to let in vanity into thy mind; ſtop thoſe ears which have been delighted with filthy, and unſavoury diſ­courſe; ere long, Death will drive thee out of the World; thou muſt be conf [...]ed to a narrow Coffin; ſleep in a Bed of [Page] duſt, under a coverlet of crawling Worms; but this is not all, no, nor the greateſt part of thy miſery; for thou ſhalt be driven away in thy wickedneſs: Go out of the World guilty, and accompanied with the ſins of thy whole Life; Death unties the knot, and thy Soul is gone; gone! Whither is it gone? Into the in­viſible World, to the illightned Tribunal of a Juſt, Impartial, and Inexorable Judge: Death ſets open the Door, and thy immortal Spirit immediately flies a­way; and all thy ſins like ſo many black, and frightful Devils, haſten, and poſt af­ter: Thy Sins, O man, thy ſins mount, and aſcend as faſt as thy Spirit, and will be at the Judgment-ſeat as ſoon as it. Methinks a thought of this ſhould make thine heart ake, thy lips quiver, rot­tenneſs enter into thy bones, and force thee to cry out; Good God! Whatever becomes of me let me not die, in my ſins. An impenitent ſinner goes into Eternity dogg'd by Devils, and his own impure Luſts: When he dies, that hope which with artifice, and cunning he maintain'd in his life-time, forſakes his wretched, and trembling Soul: In one inſtant, it is gone, and gone for ever: follow him from one World to to'ther; from his [Page] ſick-bed to the Bar of God. Doleful Hour!
Infer II. Do, and muſt the righte­ous die? Then how does it concern us to make a good uſe of them while they live! The righteous are the lights of the World; like the S [...] in the Firmament profitable and beneficial to all: Though hereafter theſe wiſe Virgins cannot ſupply us with Oyl out of their Veſſels, to recruit our Lamps, and maintain the expiring Flame; yet at preſent they may like the Sun communicate of their light, and heat to us. How much Spiritual good may we receive by them; and how careful ſhould all be to make a wiſe improve­ment!
Have you an Holy Father a Godly Mo­ther, who pray for, weep over and daily inſtruct you? Hearken to their inſtructi­ons, follow their example, take their counſel for they muſt die. That Holy Father of thine, who with compaſſion, and tenderneſs begs of thee to remember God, and thine own Soul; that Godly Mother of thine, who brought thee forth with pain, and ſorrow, and is in travel with thee again, till Chriſt be formed in Gal. 4. 19. [Page] thee; muſt die: And if thou doſt not hearken to, and improve their ſerious reproofs, godly counſels, and wholeſome advice; what a torment may the thought of it be when they are dead, and gone! Methinks I hear a negligent and careleſs Son being lately come from the grave of his holy Father, or godly Mother, in bit­terneſs crying out: God in giving me ſuch holy Parents gave me a great mercy; but I (Oh wretched man that I am!) neither valued, nor thankfully improved ſo great a bleſſing as ſhould, and might have done: My Father, my Mother that is now dead, very often, and that with tears told me of my ſin, and danger; with abundance of kindneſs, in the Spirit of meekneſs reproved me for my youth­ful follies, and vanities; with much Plainneſs, and Holy Zeal, they inſtruct­ed, and counſelled, informed and directed me; they brought me to the Solemn Aſſembly, and taught me at home; they wept over me, and prayed to God for me, and put me upon ſecret Prayer, and reading the Holy Scriptures; but all this labour in whole, or at leaſt in great part has been loſt as to me: Might I not have been much better, might I not have had more grace, and holineſs had I im­proved [Page] this bleſſing? I had the ſame ad­vantage (may the wicked and diſobe­dient Son ſay) but I ſlighted the inſtructi­ons of my holy Father, and contemned the counſe [...] of my godly Mother; and now they are dead, and gone, how likely am I to die in my ſins; having not the ſame helps and advantages as I had when they were with me? Such reflecti­ons (Conſcience being awakned by the hand, and rod of God) may be made when ſuch holy Relations are taken away; to prevent which; let all eſpecially the Children of Holy Parents improve the lives and company of ſuch. The like might be ſaid as to Husbands and Wives; Maſters and Servants, &c. Labour to get as much good as you can by holy Re­lations, Chriſtian Friends, and Acquain­tance for theſe you ſhall not have always with you.
Infer. III. How great is the mercy, and goodneſs of God to his People though they are not exempted from Death! Death ſounds harſh, the Grave is very frightful: When we think the Friends of God, the Mem­bers of Chriſt, the Favourites of Heaven, and the Followers of the Lamb muſt die; are we not ſometime poſed, and almoſt [Page] at a ſtand? Are we not puzzled to recon­cile the Death of ſuch men with the good­neſs, and love of God; and thoſe tender bowels he has toward ſuch? Are we not ready to ſay How, and why is it that ſuch muſt die? Since their door-poſts are ſprinkled with the Blood of the Lamb; why may, why does not the deſtroying Angel paſs over them? Since God hath ſuch a love to, delight in, and wiſhes ſo well to them, why muſt they Taſte Death before they can drink of thoſe Rivers of Heb. 2 9. pleaſure which are at Gods right hand forever­more? Pſal. 16. 11. Why does not ſuch love, and mer­cy pleaſure them with an eaſie, and in­ſtantaneous Tranſlation? Theſe may be the arguings of carnal reaſon; but to con­ſider with what great, and vaſt, bleſſed, and glorious hopes they die may help us to ſilence every thing of this kind. Why ſhould we entertain any hard thoughts of God, or think him in the leaſt unkind, becauſe we muſt firſt die; before we can be happy: When he has given us ſuch ſure and certain hopes to carry us through the Pains, and Conflicts, Agonies and Terrors of that hour! When you hear or ſee that the Righteous muſt die, do you cry out? How ſevere, and inflexible is Divine Juſtice! Then remember [Page] they die in hope and cry out; How tender is Divine Mercy! How great is the Mercy of God that he ſweetens this Cup with ſome fore-taſts of Heaven!
When ſickneſs ſhall Summon me to die; when I ſhall lie weak, and pain'd on my laſt bed, Lord! Let me have a ſtrong and unſhaken; a vigorous and lively hope: Give me in that dark and gloomy hour but a proſpect of Hea­ven; and an aſſurance it ſhall be mine: While with one eye I look into the Grave with the other let me look to Heaven, and be able to ſay, Yonder is a Manſion for me. And I will never think much that I muſt die: O my God, I will not think thy juſtice is too ſevere, but adore, and Bleſs, Love, and Praiſe thee while I have Strength, and Breathe that I have hope to comfort me in my Paſſage.
Infer. IV. How evident is it that ſerious Religion, and practical holineſs is not a vain thing! To mourn for our ſins, and repent of our paſt wickedneſs; to watch our Hearts, which have ſo oft, ſo eaſily, and fatally betray'd us; to reſiſt the Tempta­tions of Satan, who waits for an opportu­nity to deſtroy us; to abſtain from fleſhly, [Page] and ſenſual pleaſures, which have drown­ed thouſands in Perdition, and may en­ſnare and defile us; to be ſtrict, and accurate in all our ways; to follow the Directions of the Word, the Conduct of the Holy Spirit, and the light of a well-informed Conſcience in all we do; to be warm, fervent, and frequent in Prayer, both in our Families and Cloſets; to be ſerious, and reverent when ever we have to do with God, and meddle with ſacred things; to love our Enemies, and do good to all, and hurt to none; to deny ſelf, take up the Croſs, and ſuffer rather than ſin; to be humble, meek, and con­deſcending; to govern our thoughts, make a Covenant with our Eyes; and to ſet a Watch on the Door of our Lips, and Bridle our Paſſions; to contemn the World, and the three grand Idols of it; RICHES, HONOURS, and PLEA­SURES; to be contented with little, and thankful to God for any thing; to obey the commanding, and ſubmit to the Pro­vidential Will of God is accounted by ſome men (and thoſe who think them­ſelves Wits too) ridiculous and vain. What profit is there in ſerving  [...]e Almighty? Job. 21. 15. Is the Language of ſome Men's Tongues and more Mens Hearts: but Lord what [Page] mad and fooliſh talk is this! is that vain which ends ſo well, and has ſuch an happy iſſue at laſt?
The whole Life of a ſinner is but one continued vanity, but one entire piece of a more ſolemn folly: your carking and caring for, your pampering a dying Body, while you neglect an Immortal Spirit; your thoughtfulneſs for Earth, while you forget Heaven; your heaping up Riches, while you lay up no treaſures for your ſelves in another World; your purchaſing Lands, and Houſes, while you do not ſeek a Title to a Manſion above; your ſinful Laughter, and carnal Mirth; your ridiculing Reli­gion, and making a ſcorn of the Righteous, your beaſtly pleaſures, and bruitiſh de­lights are all vain, of theſe we may ſay, Vanity of Vanities, all is Vanity. Should I come to you when you lie ſick, cold, and trembling on a Death-bed, and ask, Sir, what fruit have you of your former ſinful Life? would you not ſhake your head, and with an heavy Heart ſay? Fruit! alaſs! no fruit, nothing but ſhame and ſorrow, dreadful fears of an after reckoning, and frightful thoughts of Hell, and Judgment to come.
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But Righteouſneſs and Powerful Reli­gion is no vain, or unprofitable thing; ſuſpend thy judgment a little while, ſtay till the Righteous man comes to the end of his Journey; behold him weak and lan­guiſhing, and yet full of hope and joy. See him looking grim Death in the Face with courage, and going out of the World in triumph; hear him ſaying with a plea­ſant voice, Oh that Death would come! I long, I long to dye, and then judge if righteouſneſs be vain. This Doctrine exemplified in the triumphant and joyful Death of a Righteous Man is enough to convince the moſt ſottiſh, and ſtupid ſin­ner that ſerious religion is no vain, and empty thing.
Infer. V. How induſtriouſly, and dili­gently ſhould all labour after this righteouſneſs! That Death is certain and unavoidable, near at hand and will quickly come; I ſup­poſe you take for granted. You are dying, verily my friends you are dying men, and women: the time is coming, and how quickly will it be here? when you muſt breath your laſt, when neither the tears of Relations, the pity of Friends, the skill of Phyſitians, nor any vertue there is in Medicines can prolong Life or keep [Page] off Death. Lo this is thy Motto, DUST thou art and to the Duſt ſhalt thou re­turn; and ſhould not you labour to be ſuch perſons while you live that you may have hope in your Death? To be a ſtran­ger upon Earth is your character; to get an hope of an abiding City ſhould be your endeavour: and this cannot be had with­out Goſpel-righteouſneſs. It is not a ſu­perficial ſorrow, and ſlight repentance for your paſt ſins; a few good thoughts or wiſhes, a few cold and lifeleſs Prayers in the Church, or Cloſet; it is not an eſcaping the groſs pollutions of the fleſh; or doing ſome acts of Charity, and Juſtice, Sobriety, and Temperance that will be a ſufficient ground of hope in a dying hour: it is nothing ſhort of a through, Univer­ſal change of Heart and Life; nothing ſhort of a ſupernatural principle in the Heart, exerting its ſelf in ſuitable actions in the life will warrant, and legitimate your hope: and oh how ſpeedily, and di­ligently ſhould every one labour after it!
If you would have hope in your Death, you muſt ſolemnly repent of all your ſins: that Heart of thine which is as hard as a Rock muſt be ſoftned and broken; you [Page] muſt renounce the Infernal Trinity the World, the Fleſh, and the Devil; your old Hearts, and Natures muſt be changed; love to God muſt be your governing prin­ciple; the characters of the H. Goſpel muſt be impreſt upon your Hearts; and there muſt be a ſincere, conſtant, and univerſal obedience to all its commands in your lives: you muſt have Faith in the Heart which works by Love, and there muſt Gal. 5. 6. be obedience in the life, the fruit, evidence, and proof of that Faith: and what argument, and motive can be more cogent to perſuade you to endeavour after this compleat righ­teouſneſs than this in the text? Sirs when you are ſick and ready to die, you ſend for us and then you cry out for comfort; oh Sir (ſaith many an one on his Death-bed) have you no comfort for a dying man? Can you give me no hope it will be well with me after Death? Oh that I had ſome hope of Heaven! you that know to whom Heaven belongs tell me, oh! tell me if there be any ground for me to hope it will be mine: and will you not labour after that righteouſneſs without which all your hope is vain and will end in eternal deſperation? Shall the profits of the World, or the pleaſures of ſin keep you from be­ing Religious indeed? infinite folly!
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Were I now upon my Death-bed, pant­ing for Breath, ſtrugling for life, beyond the hope, and poſſibility of recovery; were I now expecting which hour and moment, which pulſe and breath would be my laſt, oh what would hope of a bleſ­ſed Immortality be worth! hope of Hea­ven would ſtand me in more ſtead than the riches of ten thouſand Worlds. Lord! quicken my reſolutions and endeavours, awaken my drowſie Soul, inſpire my dead, and ſlothful Heart with light and life, with warmth and zeal: let me trifle and dally no longer, but mind, and mind it as the main buſineſs of my life to get that righteouſneſs which may add ſpirit, and life to my hopes in a dying hour! I reſolve and purpoſe to do ſo; Lord! maintain and ſtrengthen theſe holy purpoſes, and grant me this hope at my death!
Infer. VI. How unaccountable and blame­worthy is fear of death, eſpecially that which is tormenting, and ſlaviſh in thoſe who are truly righteous! 'Tis true in Death upon the ſlighteſt view, we may behold ſome­thing  [...]elancholy and ſtartling, frightful and gloomy; ſomething that puts Nature into a fright, and makes it recoil and ſtart [Page] back at the thoughts of it: but if we con­ſider it more diſtinctly in its antecedents, languiſhing ſickneſſes, acute pains, and terrible pangs; in its conſequent what becomes of the young▪ ſtrong, and ho­nourable when death hath turn'd the man into a pale, wan and ghaſtly corps it appears more formidable: but if we farther con­ſider it, as the effect of our primitive Apoſtacy, and the fruit of the Divine Curſe; as it tranſmits the Soul to a righ­teous and impartial Tribunal, and as it is attended with Hell; it may juſtly (when­ever we think of it) ſurpriſe us with hor­rour. But how unreaſonable is it for good men who have ſuch great, and glo­rious hopes to be kept in Bondage all their life-long thro' fears of Death! and yet how Heb. 2. 15. loth are the beſt of us to admit the thought of dying! how loth to ſuppoſe that the next year, week, or day we may be laid in the Grave! when ſickneſs ſhakes, how loth are we death ſhould pull down this Earthly Tabernacle?
But how greatly are we to be blamed for this; when God has provided ſuch an antidote as hope of Heaven; What is it we are afraid of? What is it makes us ſtart, and draw back when Death is [Page] marching towards us, and we hear the ſound of its feet at our chamber doors? do we fear the pains, and pangs which uſually uſher in the King of Terrors? Cannot God make our paſſage ſpeedy, and eaſie, and have we not hope that when theſe pains are over we ſhall feel no more? Are we loth to die, becauſe we muſt leave our Relations, and Friends, and have we not hope of going to better▪ Are we afraid to die becauſe after Death our ſeparated, and naked Souls muſt paſs thro' the Devils Dominions and Territo­ries? And have we not hope of a Convoy of mighty, and powerful Angels; who dare fight thoſe unclean Spirits in their own Quarters, to conduct them ſafe to the bleſſed abodes above? Are we afraid to die becauſe after Death comes Judg­ment? And have we not hope the Judge is our friend, and that our trial will have a good, and happy Iſſue? Finally are we loth to die becauſe theſe Bodies, and this Fleſh of ours muſt rot in duſt and dark­neſs and our eyes muſt no more behold this ſweet, and pleaſant light and have we not hope towake and riſe; after a quiet and undiſturbed ſleep? Oh how abundantly hath our good God provided for our [Page] comfortable paſſage to Eternity! Let as many then as have this hope, baniſh theſe unreaſonable, and ſlaviſh fears, which are a pleaſure to Satan, a diſ­honour to God, a reproach to our pro­feſſion, a diſgrace to our hopes, and a torment to our ſelves.
Infer. VII. Hence we ſee the reaſon of the willing and chearful, joyful and trium­phant departure of ſome believers at the hour of Death. The Souls of ſome men are violently rent and torn from them, fain would they live longer, but muſt not; ſome die with a quiet and ſilent ſubmiſ­ſion: and ſome die with abundance of joy and triumph. As old Jacob's heart was revived and cheared when he ſaw the Waggons which were ſent to fetch him to his beloved Joſeph; ſo the hearts of ſome Chriſtians have even leapt for joy, when they have ſeen Death coming to carry them to their beloved Jeſus; Death dreſt up in the moſt terrible ſhape has not been able to fright them. With what courage and reſolution; boldneſs and magnanimity; compoſedneſs and chearfulneſs; with what joy and triumph did the Martyrs of old ſuffer and die! The angry frowns, the ſour looks, the [Page] threatning words of their enemies have not daunted them; the paſſing ſentence of Death upon them, and appointing the time for their execution has neither ſtart­led, nor troubled them: No, no, they have rejoyced in their Dungeons, and gone to the Flames with Pſalms of Praiſe in their mouths. With what an unſhaken mind, tranſport, and joy have they paſſed from their Priſons to a Stake; not in the leaſt concerned at the ſight of the executioner, the inſtruments of Death, and all the bloody Pomp that was carried before them! How have theſe noble confeſſors endured the torture of the Rack, the burning of the Flames, not only with patience, and ſubmiſſion; but with thankfulneſs, and acceſs of joy, and exultancy of Spirit, though I confeſs there was ſomewhat peculiar in this caſe; yet was not all this owing to the livelineſs of their hope, and ſtrength of their aſſurance Faith made them Martyrs, and Hope made them Triumphant.
How many other Chriſtians who were never called out to endure the Fiery Tryal; who never had the honour of Pet. 4 12. Martyrdom conferred on them; have been fill'd with the greateſt joy in their [Page] laſt moments! how many have diſcours'd of their death, given command concern­ing their Burial, and taken their leave of this World with joyful hearts, pleaſant looks, and chearful countenance: how many have gone to Heaven not only with quiet, ſtill, and ſilent affection; but with acclamations of Joy, and with verbal Praiſ­es of God in their mouths! have not their comforts been ſtrongeſt when Nature has been weakeſt? Have not their Death-Bed Joys exceeded all that they ever felt before; and has not their laſt breath been employed in praiſing God? Did you never hear a dying Chriſtian expreſs him­ſelf to this purpoſe? I thank God I am as willing to die as others are to live; the thoughts of my Coffin, and Grave don't trouble me; trouble me! They are as ſweet as the thoughts of my Bed wont to be after the Toil, and Labour of the day. Is my end drawing on? Muſt I now die? Welcome News! Joyful Tidings! Weep (O my dear Friends) weep no more for me; for nothing troubles me but your exceſſive grief and ſorrow: I am willing to die; and do you be willing I ſhould: I am willing to wait with pa­tience till Gods time is come, but I could be very well contented now, even now, [Page] this hour, this moment to be gone. I ſee nothing in this Vain, Sinful, and Wretched World that ſhould make a wiſe man fond of it; but on the other ſide the grave what great, what bleſſed, Lord! What glorious things do I ſee? See ſo much that I am willing to die that I might ſee and enjoy more: The bleſſed, and loving Jeſus has purchaſed and pre­pared a manſion for me, and now he calls me to come to it; and ſhall I be loth, backward, and unwilling? If I ſhould, wou'd not my Saviour take it ill? Un­willing to die! What's that but to be un­willing to be happy? There will be joy in Heaven when I am there, and I would there ſhould be joy on Earth now I am going thither. Though all cannot thus Triumph over Death, and the Grave, yet thanks be to God ſome can; and what is the ground of all this, but that lively hope their departing Souls are inſpired with? Without hope how impoſſible were any thing of this kind? Hope attends them in their laſt ſickneſs, hope ſhoots the gulf with them, carries them to the gates of Heaven, and never leaves them till they take poſſeſſion of the immortal, and un­defiled inheritance; and this hope is the reaſon of that peculiar joy other men are [Page] ſtrangers to in a dying hour. What great things can hope do!
Infer. VIII. How carefully ſhould every righteous man endeavour that his hope may be ſtrong, vigorous, and lively in a dying hour! Ere long God in whoſe hands is our time, our Life, and Breath will grant Death a commiſſion: Ere long Death, inexo­rable Death, impartial Death, Death that has conquered all who lived before us, will enter our Chamber, lay cloſe ſeige to our hearts the ſecret ſpring of Life; rend, and tear us from the embra­ces of our deareſt Friends; who ſhall have nothing to do but to behold, and lament the victory. And what ſhall we then do if we have no hope, or but a weak one? There is a very great difference in the Death even of righteous men themſelves: Some go weeping, others triumphing through the dark valley: Some excellent Chriſtians have many doubts, and fears in that hour; Death terrifies though it cannot hurt them: They have only ſome ſecret ſupport; but have not the joy of hope. Since the righteous may have hope, and ſuch hope to be a cordial to them in their laſt, and moſt ſorrowful moments; Oh how greatly does it con­cern us to look to our ſelves, and uſe our [Page] utmoſt endeavours that we may have hope, and not only ſo; but that our hope may be ſtrongeſt when Nature is weakeſt, and lively in our dying Agony; and that our beſt, richeſt, and ſweeteſt Wine may be reſerved to the Laſt!
Hope! how can we live without it? Hope! what ſhift can we make to die without it? Hope! how inſipid are the plea­ſures of Life! Hope how uncomfortable are afflictions, how overwhelming are the terrors of Death without it! Hope! how does it lighten every Burden, ſweet­en every Cup, and make every Croſs the more eaſie Hope! what ſafety may we have from it in every conflict, as it is our Helmet; what ſecurity in every ſtorm 1 Theſ. 5. 8. Heb. 6. 19. as it is our Anchor! Hope! how does it raiſe our Spirits, warm our Affections, invigorate our Endeavours, encreaſe our Love, inflame our Zeal! Hope! how does it enable men to contemn, flight, and de­ſpiſe all the admired and adored vanities of an empty, and periſhing World! Hope what a pleaſing reliſh does it give of every promiſe! What a ſprightful accent to all our praiſes; and what a captivating power to every thought, and proſpect of Heaven! Hope! how doth it make us [Page] more moderate in our deſires, more mo­deſt in our requeſts, and more indifferent in our endeavours after theſe mean, and little things here below! Of what uſe, and benefit is this hope to us? A ſtrong and confirmed hope will be of great uſe; when a weak and wavering one will do us but little ſervice: And how careful ſhould you Righteous one's be to get, and keep, cheriſh, and maintain a good hope! How induſtriouſly ſhould you endeavour to live in Hope; and above all, to die in hope! That you may have this hope, and the comfort of it too, when your Sun is going down, and night is coming. You ſhould labour after this lively hope.
1. For God's ſake. The infinite doubts, fears, and jealouſies which many ſincere Chriſtians cheriſh; their drooping and deſponding complaints; their melancholy walking; and uncomfortable lives reflect on that God they ſerve as if he were un­kind; and diſgrace that beſt of Religions, which they have eſpous'd as if it were good for nothing but to make men dull, ſad, and mopiſh. Men ſee ſo little pleaſure in Religion, becauſe they ſee ſo little comfort in the lives of its Votaries: and if an un­comfortable [Page] Life do ſo much; will not an uncomfortable Death do much more? For ſuch men to be dejected, and caſt down in ſickneſs; to ſhiver, and tremble when death approaches; to queſtion their right, and title to Heaven when they are going to it, may very much diſhonour God, re­flect upon Religion; and prejudice the Wicked: ſhould any of theſe men be in the Chamber of ſuch a dying Chriſtian, how would they at leaſt, ſecretly pity him for his eaſineſs, and credulity; deride Religion, and ſcorn an holy life! with what diſdain would they be ready to ſay? See what all his Religion is come to; what is the fruit of his praying and hearing; his pre­ciſe and circumſpect walking; Death is as ter­rible to him as it would be to us: he talkt of Heaven all his Life-long but now where is his hope? what is become of his confidence? When he had heated his brain and phanſie with ſome religious exerciſes; how pleaſantly could he talk of Heaven? But now Death is approaching what little ſupport has he from thoſe thoughts? Thus may your doubts, and fears ſtrengthen the hands, and har­den the Hearts of the wicked: and tell me Chriſtian, is it not a trouble to thee to think, thou ſhouldeſt diſhonour God, and diſcredit Religion, and that Religion which [Page] ſhould be dearer to thee than thy Life; in the very laſt part, and concluding act of it? Can the thought of it be tolerable to thee? Therefore for God's ſake, and Religions ſake get HOPE: for if you be comfortable and joyful then, (and if your hope be lively you may, and will be ſo;) you may convince, however you will ſi­lence Theſe fooliſh men, and perhaps after your deceaſe they may bethink themſelves, and ſay, ſurely Religion is no vain thing; there is more in it than we know of, for how  [...]as this man filled with joy when grim death ſtared him full in the face? Such a death commends Religion more than an hun­dred Panegyricks written in the praiſe of it: having this hope, by your death-bed carriage and dying ſpeeches you may bring more glory to God, honour to Chriſt, and credit to Religion at your death; than you did in your Life.
2. For your own ſake. Is not death ter­tible, and do you want nothing to arm and fortifie you againſt it? but what will or can, if you have no hope? Death! how cold do the thoughts of it ſtrike to our Hearts; eſpecially when we ſee the departing pangs, hollow eyes, pale looks, ghaſtly countenances, ſhort breath, trem­bling [Page] limbs, and clammy ſweats of our dying frends: and then think one day this will be our own  [...]aie! when we walk thro' Church-yards, and ſee rotten Skulls, ſcattered Bones, what a frightful thought is it to think ere-long it will be ſo with us! but when death really comes to act all this over upon us; what a difference ſhall we find between ſeeing another die, and dying our ſelves? will you need no ſupport at ſuch a time, will you want no cordial in ſuch an hour? will you need no refreſhment, when Heart, Fleſh, and ſtrength, and all does fail? Will you want nothing to help you when you come to grapple with this huge Goliah, this mighty Conquerour, DEATH? verily you will; and what can ſuccour, ſupport, and help you in that hour but a lively hope? Would you not have your Hearts ſink, and die within you? Would you be able to receive the Sentence of Death in your ſelves with a quiet, and calm ſubmiſſion to God's Will? Would you die in peace, and go off with triumph? then get, and maintain a lively hope.
3. For the ſake of thoſe Relations you ſhall leave behind. Whenever you die, you will leave them in Tears; it will trouble [Page] them to think that you are dead: but they will ſorrow moſt of all to remember you did not die in hope. Out of reſpect, and pity to them get this lively hope; that they may have this to comfort and ſup­port them when you are dead and gone. That they may be able to ſay, my Huſ­band, my Wife, my Father, my Mother, my Son, my Daughter is Dead; but thanks be to God they died with a living with a lively hope. If they have any love for you, any ſenſe of Religion, any be­lief of another World, nothing will be ſo ſerviceable as this to check their immo­derate ſorrow. If you have no hope, or but little, tho' it is not their place to ſit as judges upon you; yet may they not fear the worſt? may they not take up a bitter lamentation at the Mouth of your Grave, and ſay, My loving Father, my dear Mother, my Son, my Child is dead: alaſs! here is the breathleſs Car­kaſs that is left behind; but woe is me! woe is me! what is become of the Im­mortal Soul? Oh! get this hope, that you your ſelves, and others too may know where death will Land you: why ſhould you be ambitious of going to Heaven incognito; and as it were by ſtealth? Why ſhould you not let all know, that that [Page] is the bleſſed Port you are bound for be­fore you go off from Land? That when you are praiſing God in Heaven; your ſurviving Friends may be giving Thanks to God on Earth for your ſafe arrival.
Now, that you who are Righteous may have a lively hope in your Death; I ſhall lay down, and do you practiſe theſe following directions.
Firſt, Get, and maintain a firm, and ſet­led belief of a future happineſs. Content not your ſelves with the gueſſes, and conjectures of an Heathen; with a cold, and naked opinion that is eaſily ſhaken with the breath of the next Temptation; with a Faith, which is the fruit of a Re­ligious, and Virtuous Education; and is only the conſequent of having been born, and brought up among a ſort of men called Chriſtians, an avowed Arti­cle of whoſe Creed is, the Life everlaſting: but let your Faith be built upon ſure Grounds, Divine Revelation; and let it be quickned, and rais'd to that degree that it may preſentiate the future glory to you; that it may ſtand as a Rock un­moveable in the midſt of Storms; and like a brazen Wall blunt, and beat back [Page] all thoſe Arrows of Temptation, which are ſhot againſt it. Faith lays the Ground­work, and Foundation for hope: the Creed of a Sadducee and the hopes of a Chriſtian are not reconcileable; if I be­lieve there is no other World but this, how can I have hope of any thing be­yond the Grave? and if my Faith be weak and wavering a dead, and lifeleſs thing; will not my hope be ſo too? As the Lamp goes out unleſs there be Oil to feed it, ſo hope will wither, languiſh, and die except Faith maintain it. Hope ſprings from Faith, is nouriſhed by, and is in proportion to it. In order to a lively hope, it is neceſſary we conquer our in­fidelity, and watch, ſtrive, and pray againſt an evil Heart of Ʋnbelief. Hope Heb. 3. 12. will not, indeed none of the Fruits of the Holy Spirit can thrive, or flouriſh while this root of bitterneſs is in the Heart. Let us then uſe all the means appointed that we may be ſtrong in Faith, the life of our Rom. 4. 20. hopes, nay the life of all our Religion de­pend's upon the certainty of a future ſtate: blot this Article out of our Creed, and you ſtab Religion to the Heart: the whole of Religion in a manner, depends on the truth of this one, ſingle Article; a life to come, and thanks be God we are [Page] not left without plain, abundant and ſuffi­cient proof of it: and they who are In­ſidels in this age, and in this part of the World, they are ſo not out of neceſſity; but rather out of choice. Let us then with the greateſt ſeriouſneſs of Spirit, intention of mind apply our ſelves to con­ſider the many, and clear evidences there are of a future ſtate; and tho' Satan may raiſe Batteries againſt our Faith; yet let us defend it, and pray to God it may ne­ver fail. Let Faith often travel into yon­der Eternal World: ſend it as a Spy to take a view of the Heavenly Canaan; and firmly believe the report it brings back: for our Faith muſt be ſtedfaſt, if ever we would have our hope unſhaken.
Secondly; Walk cloſely with God, and take heed of all known, willful, and preſump­tuous Sins. Having ſolemnly dedicated your ſelves to the glory, and ſervice of the Bleſſed Trinity, Father, Son, and Spirit, walk according to that dedication: Watch againſt every thing that may give a wound to your ſincerity, or cauſe you to queſtion it. If you would have hope in your Death live according to your Character, Righteous perſons, What is the fruit of your ſloth and negligence; [Page] the conſequent of your hearkning to ſin, and complying with temptation, but per­plexing jealouſies, and tormenting ſuſpi­cions, blotted evidences, and languiſhing hopes; want of aſſurance, and the Hea­venly joy that flows from thence? Am I in a ſtate of Grace, and do I belong to God? Will God reward ſuch poor, and mean performances with Heaven? Is not my hope vain, and only the counterfeit of that which is in true Chriſtians? Shall I ever be happy, or may I venture to hope I ſhall? Are the diſconſolate reaſon­ings of the careleſs Chriſtian upon the neglect of duty, and commiſſion of ſin: It is thus; and have not ſome of you found it ſo? Willful, and preſumptuous ſins will raiſe black, and dark clouds be­tween you and Heaven: Theſe clouds may eclipſe the light of Gods counte­nance at preſent; and break, and fall down in terrible ſtorms, and tempeſts in the evening. What a dreadful change did holy David find in himſelf after his unhappy, and ſcandalous fall? How did it damp his joy, blot his evidences, and ſtab his hopes? Poor man! he is wrapt up in clouds, and darkneſs, and in great diſtreſs, and agonies of Soul cries to God; Lord! reſtore to me the joy of thy Sal­vation Pſal. 51. 12. [Page] and uphold me with thy free Spi­rit.
On the contrary, an holy obedient life; a ſtrict, and circumſpect walking with God will both warrant, and con­firm our hope. Heaven is promiſed to the obedient; or in the language of the the Text to the righteous: And every act of ſincere obedience will enable me to ſee my right to the promiſe, and apply it to my ſelf; and a conſtant, and perſever­ing obedience will be accompanyed with a full aſſurance of hope unto the end. Holi­neſs  [...]e [...]. 6. 11. of heart, and life will furniſh me with an anſwer to all my doubts, and fears; afford me comfort amidſt all my ſad jealouſies, and perplexities of Spirit; ſtrengthen me to look as far as Heaven, and enable me to read my name written there. Our Hope as well as our Faith without works will be dead: But a ſtrong and lively; a certain and confirm­ed hope will be the iſſue of an holy, and obedient life. It will entitle us to the promiſe, and warrant our hope of the reward. Would you then have hope in your Death? Mortifie ſin, ſubdue cor­ruptions, and crucifie the old man; keep up the Government of Grace, and the [Page] Authority of Chriſt in your Souls; watch againſt ſnares and temptations; keep your garments undefiled and your ſelves unſpottep: Remember every will­ful ſin wounds your hope.
Thirdly; If through the ſtrength of cor­ruption, and violence of temptation you chance to miſcarry, and fall; endeavour to riſe again by a ſolemn, ſerious, and ſpeedy repentance We (thanks be to God) are not under the Law, which requires a ſinleſs, ſpotleſs obedience as the condition of Life: But under the Goſpel of the meek, and merciful Jeſus, which requires and admits of repentance: And whenever we have wounded our ſelves by ſin; it is our in­tereſt, and wiſdom to betake our ſelves to this remedy. Though you cannot keep your ſelves innocent, yet be ſure you do not live impenitent: If you do defile your garments in one inſtant, be ſure you waſh them with a flood of peni­tential tears the next: Keep Conſcience wakeful, and tender that it may ſharply reprove you when you do amiſs; and when Conſcience looks upon you, as Chriſt did upon Peter do you alſo go out Mat. 26. 75. and weep bitterly. Let your repentance be ſerious and ſolemn; with bluſhing [Page] and ſhame; confuſion and ſorrow; with hearty ſighs and groans; with a broken heart and contrite Spirit; with a bleed­ing ſoul and melting affections: With all the ſigns of a Goſpel-repentance, and unfeigned remorſe, confeſs and bewail your late ſin, or ſins before God: Let your confeſſion be free, and not forc't; particular, and not general, and the more to affect, melt, and humble you, aggravate your ſin with the ſeveral cir­cumſtances which did attend the commiſ­ſion of it: And then beg of God to par­don you. Plead, Chriſtian, plead as for thy life, that that ſin might not eclipſe the light of his countenance; deprive thee of the comforting, and witneſſing preſence of his Spirit; that it might not prove either the damnation of thy ſoul; or the deſtruction of thy hopes: And do all this ſpeedily while the wound is freſh and green; before it rankle and pu­trifie. While you delay your repentance your hearts will grow more hard; your conſcience more inſenſible; and the neglect­ed bruiſe which you got by your fall will grow worſe, and worſe; and if it be not timely lookt after may prove the death of all your hopes. After the heat and hurry of the day, does conſcience in the [Page] cool of the evening cite thee to make thy appearance in its Court? Summon thee by ſome ſudden rebuke, and ſurpri­zing terror to hold up thy guilty hands at its Tribunal? As ſoon as ever this Do­meſtick Judge reads the Bill of Indict­ment, and brings the bloody charge a­gainſt thee; betake thy ſelf to a ſerious repentance, revoke, retract, and wipe out thy ſins by an immediate act of re­pentance. 'Tis true, 'tis infinitely bet­ter to be righteous perſons who need no repen­tance; i. e. to be guilty of as few ſinful Luk. 15. 7. miſcarriages! as we can: But in caſe we do fall we have this remedy at hand, and we muſt uſe it. If I ſin in the day, I ought to go and be reconciled to God, and my own Conſcience before night. If we take this courſe our hope which was withering, languiſhing, and dying, like graſs ſcorcht with the heat of the burn­ing Sun; being watered with theſe ſhow­ers of penitential tears, may revive, ſprout forth, and flouriſh again; and be freſh in the very evening, This is the way to have great peace in Life and at Death.
Fourthly, Daily exerciſe Faith in Chriſt; eſpecially as Crucified, and Riſen from the Dead. [Page] Chriſt by his Blood-ſhed and Death; by his paſſion, and the Sacrifice of him­ſelf on the Croſs has bore the Curſe of the Law, ſatisfied Divine Juſtice, and quench'd thoſe Flames of Wrath we had kindled: he hath expiated our ſins, con­quered the Devil, and diſarmed Death: he paid our Ranſom, Redeem'd us from Hell, which we can hardly think of with­out horrour, and trembling; and pur­chaſed Heaven, where we long and de­ſire to be: he hath opened the Gates of Heaven, and invites and beckons us to enter in; and oh how powerful are the thoughts of a weeping, bleeding, groan­ing, and dying Jeſus to revive, and re­cover the dying hopes of poor Sinners! Do I ſtand amaz'd at the thoughts of my guilt; overwhelm'd with the ſight of my ſins; terrified with apprehenſions of Di­vine Severity and Juſtice? Do I in the depths of a melancholy grief cry out, my hope is gone; woe is me! my hope is gone; can there be any hap­pineſs, any Heaven for ſuch a wretch as I am? how can I, how dare I hope! oh that I could hope! but alaſs! the Law Curſes and Condemns me; and I (O miſerable man!) have little or no hope: I would think of Chriſt our Paſs­over 1  [...]or. 5. 7. [Page] Sacrificed for us. In this caſe what is to be done? Shall I ſink under the burden; abandon all hope; indulge my ſorrow and fear, and give way to a ſelf-tormenting deſpair? No, I would go to mount Calvary, and ſet my ſelf at the foot of my Redeemers Croſs: I would often look up to a bleeding and dying Je­ſus; think what he ſuffered, for whom, and for what end; and then I would em­brace this dying Jeſus in the Arms of my Faith: and after this how ſoon would hope begin to ſtir? Chriſt dying on the Croſs, and Chriſt living in the Heart is the foundation of our hope; and thanks be to God, 'tis ſuch a Foundation as can­not be ſhaken.
I add further, it is infinitely uſeful to conſider, and act Faith in Chriſt as riſen from the Dead. Had our Lord Jeſus onely died, and not riſen again; had he been yet ſleeping in the Grave as Death's Eternal Priſoner; had he not after a lit­tle time reviv'd, and roſe, and l [...]v'd again all our hope muſt have been buried with him in the ſame Grave: but tho' he was Dead, he is Alive, and lives for evermore, Rev. 1. 18. and to Eye him as riſen is very ſervice­able to quicken our hope: how fully, even beyond all poſſibility of doubting, [Page] does the Reſurrection of Chriſt aſſure us that his Death was valid; his Sacrifice accepted, our debt paid, and juſtice ſa­tisfied: that he did all that was neceſſary to expiate our ſins; and finiſhed the work of our Redemption before he gave up the Ghoſt and Died on the Croſs! with his laſt, with his dying Breath he cried out, It is finiſhed; and is not his Re­ſurrection Joh. 19. 30. a full, convincing, and unde­niable evidence of the truth of that ſay­ing, did Juſtice releaſe, and Divine Pow­er bring him out of Priſon? Did God give him an open, and publick acquit­tance? And is there any ground to ſuſ­pect the payment of what we ow'd, and he undertook to ſatisfie for? may we not from hence conclude to our unſpeakable comfort, incouragement, and joy the effi­cacy of his Death; the validity of his ſufferings; and the perfection of his ſa­crifice?
Moreover, does not the Reſurrection of Chriſt diſcover the poſſibility of ours? nay is it not the cauſe, and reaſon, the earneſt, and pledge of it? Did he roll away the Stone from his own Sepulchre; and can he want power to roll it away from the Graves of his People? Is the [Page] Head Riſen, and now in Heaven; and ſhall the Members always be the Priſo­ners of Death? is he Riſen as the Firſt 1 Co. 15. 23. Fruits; and ſhall there not be an Harveſt at the end of the World? Oh what in­fluence hath the Reſurrection of Chriſt upon our hope, as we are Chriſtians! therefore we are ſaid, to be begotten again 1 Pet. 1. 2. to a lively hope, by the Reſurrection of Jeſus Chriſt from the Dead, and God raiſed him 21. up from the Dead, that our Faith, and Hope might be in God. A daily and lively exerciſe of Faith in Chriſt as Crucified, and Riſen would contribute very much to the Strength, Life, and Vigour of our Hope.
Fifthly, Beg of God to fill you with, and give you his Holy Spirit to beget and nouriſh it in you. We can have no good and ſo­lid, well-grounded and laſting Hope ex­cept it be given us from above: we can­not get it our ſelves; we muſt be begot­ten to it: it does not grow and ſpring up of it ſelf, but muſt be planted in us by a Divine Hand; and if it be not wa­tered too by the ſame Hand, how ſoon will it wither and die! if we have good 2 Thoſ.  [...]. 16. Hope we have it thro' Grace; and as God's gift. It is nothing but the Breath of God [Page] can ſcatter thoſe Fogs and Miſts which darken our Souls, and cloud our Hopes. If we are without Hope let us look up to God for it: if our Hope decline, and wither, if that which remains, be ready Rev. 3. 2. to die, let us beg of him his Holy Spirit to quicken, and recover it. The Spirit of God Works Grace, and then enables the Soul to ſee it; and then helps him to rejoice in Hope of the Glory of God. Oh Rom. 5 2. how ſoon can he ſcatter thoſe fears that torment us; anſwer thoſe doubts which for many years have been unreſolved; and fill that Heart with Hope which was almoſt ſwallowed up of Deſpair! How neceſſary is frequent, fervent Prayer to keep our Hope alive! If you want go to God for it; fall on thy Knees and ſay, I have heard, and Lord! I believe there is an Heaven; and thro' Grace it is poſſi­ble to me, even to me; I ſee many of my fellow Chriſtians with whom I pray, hear, and daily converſe, living in the joyful hope, and expectation of it: but I am full of doubts and fears, Lord I have little, or no hope; and if Death ſhould come while matters are thus with me; how ſhould I ever be able to die! it is bad to live; but Lord! it's worſe to die without hope; oh for hope! oh for a [Page] lively hope of Heaven! oh that on my Death-bed, when I ſhall have no hope of Life; I may have hope of Glory! oh give me thy holy Spirit to ſcatter my fears, reſolve my doubts, calm my Con­ſcience, and enliven my hope! what­ever I am deny'd while I live, Lord! let me have hope at laſt: let this Prayer be heard now, and fully anſwered when a dying hour comes.
Sixthly, Frequently, and ſeriouſly exa­mine the gro [...], and reaſon of your Hope. Many take up their Hope upon very ſlight, and inſufficient grou [...]ds; and the leaſt blaſt of affliction blows down theſe Ca­ſtles th [...]y build in the Air: many times their hope is like Jonah's Gourd, which Jo [...] 4 [...].  [...]. ſprung up at night, and withered the next Morning. A ſound hope is the fruit of many Prayers and Tears; much watch­fulneſs and holy walking; and we have reaſon to ſuſpect that hope we come ea­ſily and quickly by. Such an hope may a little comfort us in the Sun-ſhine of the Day; but not when the dark Night of Death is coming.
If you would have your hope to be lively at Death, examine carefully the [Page] grounds, and reaſons of it; what footing there is for thy hope in the Scrip­ture. That hope, and no other which hath been often brought to the Touch-Stone, and tried is like to laſt when grim, and frightful Death ſhall look us in the Face. Ask your own Conſciences a rea­ſon of that hope that is in you, and take not up with the firſt anſwer; but let this weighty and momentous queſtion be oft repeated, and as often anſwered; and by this means you will be leſs apt to ſuſ­pect it hereafter: it will then be ſtrong, and lively when Nature is weak, and feeble; and afford you joy, and raviſhment when the Shadows of Death ſhall ſit on your Eye-lids; and your Immortal Spirits are taking Wing, and flying to the other World. An hope that is taken up no bo­dy knows how, or why will certainly fail, when there is moſt need of it.
Retire then (Chriſtian) from the World, and ſet ſome hours apart for this great Work, and ſpeak to thy ſelf in ſome ſuch manner as this: Death, O my Soul! is coming, and after that men go to Heaven, or to Hell; in which of theſe muſt I be, and dwell for ever? whither muſt I go when I die? where [Page] will death land me? Shall I go to God, or Devils? Be reeeived up into a Manſion of light above; or be caſt down to a Dungeon of Darkneſs below? When I ſhall knock at the Gate of Heaven, and ſay Lord, Lord open to me; am I like to be admitted, or deny'd? When thou O my Soul! ſhalt leave this Body, ſhalt thou under the conduct of Holy Angels, go to the joyful aſſembly above; or be drag'd by Infernal Spirits, who lie watching for their Prey, to the Congregations of De­vils beneath? Thou art going, O my Soul! thou art going to an ETERNAL World: but is it to an happy, or a miſerable one? to ETERNAL Joys, or to ETERNAL Sorrows? to Heaven, where is an ETERNAL Day; or to Hell, where will be an ETERNAL Night? It is well with me at preſent, I am full, and at eaſe, I want nothing this World can afford; The lines are fallen to me in a plea­ſant Pſal. 16. 6. place; I have a goodly Heritage: but how is it like to go with me hereafter? Will it be well, or ill with me for ever? O my Soul! ought I not, ſhall I not be concern'd to know how it will fare with me for ever.
[Page]
Hope of Heaven is very common; who almoſt among the ſons of men does not hope for it? But how many are miſ­taken now; and diſappointed hereafter! How many have lived in hope, and dyed in hope, and after all been for ever ſhut out! Oh how many have been impoſed upon by Satan, cheated, and deceived by their own hearts; and am not I in danger of being ſo too? Is not Satan as cunning and ſubtil now as he was then? Is not my heart as baſe, falſe, deceitful, and treacherous as theirs; and am not I as likely to be blinded by ſelf-love as they were? How much hope is vain, falſe, and groundleſs, ſerving only to delude men at preſent, and ſhame them for ever! How many have been buoyed up, and fluſht with hope on a Death-bed; and in a little time (Doleful moment) ſwallowed up of total, final, and reme­dileſs deſpair! What if this ſhould be my caſe? What if it ſhould be ſo with me?
Do I hope for Heaven? O my Soul! of what kind is my hope? What was the Spring? What is the Nature? What are the Effects? What Stamp is it of? [Page] Whoſe Superſcription does it bear? Is it any better; is it any thing more than the hope of the Hypocrite which ſhall periſh? Job 8. 13. Will it endure a trial at the Bar of Con­ſcience; and at the Bar of God too? Have I any one promiſe in all the book of God to countenance my hope; and warrant my expectation? This queſtion is weighty, and important, and to miſtake here may be very fatal, and is infinitely dangerous: Therefore tell me O my Soul! what manner of hope is thine? Thus, and thus I find it is with them who have a good hope; Is it ſo with me or no? I am loth to be deceived, afraid of being miſtaken, therefore O my Soul! deal plainly, and truly with me. O my Conſci­ence! take the candle of the Lord, and ſearch me, and faithfully tell me (as thou wilt anſwer the neglect another day) whether my hope be ſound, and good or no.
If you would take this courſe what a confirmed hope might you have in Life, and what a lively hope in Death? An hope that would mitigate the terrors, a­bate the horror, aſſwage the pangs, and ſweeten the agonies of a dying hour. With ſuch a hope you may die not only [Page] ſafely, but comfortably too: go to your Graves not only in peace but with triumph. While other mens Chambers are filled with diſconſolate ſighs, and groans, yours may ring with acclamations of victo­ry, and ſongs of praiſe: While the a­wakned, and deſpairing ſinner is crying out; muſt I die! muſt I die! O my weep­ing friends! muſt I die! your looks may be pleaſant, your countenances chearful, and your hearts tranſported with joy: You may be able to welcome Death, and triumph over the Grave; you may have ſuch a glorious proſpect of the hap­pineſs above, that you may praiſe God with your laſt, with your dying breath; and Hallelujah may be your laſt word in this World as well as your firſt in the next.
Infer. IX. Hence we may learn how to carry it with reference to thoſe Righteous, and Holy Relations of ours who had ſuch hope in their Death. Are any of our holy re­lations dead; and did they die in hope; and is there no duty incumbent on us who are left behind? Have we nothing to do, but to provide for their funeral, and follow them to the grave? Alas! as to them when we have done this we [Page] have done all we can for them. When we have got them a Coffin, purchaſed a Grave for, and laid them in it, we can do no more for them▪ But at ſuch a time is there nothing to be done by us for our ſelves? Does not the Death of an Husband, a Wife, a Father, a Mo­ther call upon ſurviving Relations to im­prove it? At ſuch a time God calls, Pro­vidence calls, and Death calls upon us to mind our duty. I ſhall not largely treat on this Head, but only ſhew what is to be done by us, with reference to them as they died in HOPE.
Firſt We ſhould take notice of, and remark their happy, and comfortable end. We ſhould obſerve, regiſter, and remember Gods kindneſs, and love to; his graci­ous and merciful dealings with them in their laſt ſickneſs, and on a Death-bed. It cannot but be uſeful to take notice of the miſerable end of many wicked men. Is Conſcience awakned, and all their ſins ſet in order before them? Are they filled with horror, and anguiſh? Is ſome of the everlaſting fire flaſht in their Fa­ces? Does the Devil begin to torment them before the time? Is God a terror to Mat. 8. 29. them and they a terror to themſelves? [Page] Are they weary of Life; and yet afraid of Death? Are they rackt and tortured; and do they ſpeak nothing but the lan­guage of Hell before they come there? Are they caſt at the Bar of Conſcience, before they are condemned at the Tribu­nal of their Supreme Judge? Do they ſenſibly feel what horror attends the fi­nal doom? Depart from me ye curſed: Mat 25 41. Do they cry out, and tremble as if they now heard it pronounced by their eternal Judge? Does a righteous God commiſ­ſion Conſcience to witneſs againſt, Judge and Condemn them; to ſting, and laſh them in their laſt hours for the ſins of their paſt Life? And ought we not to take notice of, and improve all this? May not ſuch a ſight; the remembrance of what we ſaw, and heard in that hour awaken our Conſciences, ſtartle our Spi­rits, affect, and warm our hearts? May it not tend  [...]  [...]hew us the Juſtice of God, the evil of  [...] and the infinite danger of neglectin [...] to hearken to the voice of God while it is c [...]led to day? May it not excite our diligence, quicken our repen­tance, and aſſiſt our preparations for Death, and judgment? May it not Arm us againſt the World, the Fleſh, and the Devil; and make us more reſolved to [Page] hearken to the voice of the Spirit; the checks of our own Conſcience, and the compaſſionate calls of mercy? Would it not make us know the worth of time, and put us upon husbanding, redeeming and improving it to the beſt ends; the Glo­ry of God, and Salvation of our Souls? Would it not make us love Chriſt, prize his ſacrifice, and value his blood more? Would it not put us upon reviewing our lives, ſearching our hearts, and examin­ing our ſtate, and amending what has been amiſs? Oh how much good may we get by the death of poor awakned ſinners; and how great is our folly, and ſin in caſe we don't!
And can it be unprofitable, and uſeleſs to mark, obſerve, and remember the more happy, and comfortable end of the Righteous? Shall we take no notice, what is the end, iſſue, and concluſion of an Holy Life? We ſhould remem­ber how they lived, and how they died.
Did God in their ſickneſs furniſh them with patience, and calmneſs, ſubmiſſion, and reſignation to his Holy Will? Were their Thoughts compos'd, Minds ſetled, [Page] Spirits calm, their peace undiſturb'd, their Joy great, and their Hope lively? Was there a willingneſs to die, and a de­ſire to depart that they might be with Chriſt? did God reſolve their Doubts; ſcatter the Clouds, and help them to over­come their fears? Has ſuch an one been en­abled to ſay? Lord! I am thine, I lye at thy Foot, here I am, do to me, diſpoſe of me, remove, or continue my pains, as thou wilt; let me be well or ſick; live or die; be recover'd or remov'd as thou pleaſeſt. Lord! if thou haſt any more Work for me to do, I am willing to live, and content my happineſs ſhould yet be deferr'd; and I'll acknowledg thy Grace if thou wilt yet uſe me, and make me an Inſtrument of thy Glory: but if my work be done, and the number of my years be accompliſht, I am willing Lord! I am willing now to die: if it be thy pleaſure now to remove me, if this ſickneſs muſt be my laſt, and end in death; if to die now be really beſt for me, and moſt for thy glory; I will not draw back, I am ready at thy call, command, and pleaſure to lay down this Body: and thanks be to God I can heartily ſay the Will of the Lord be done. Have any of your Chriſtian Friends, or Holy Relations [Page] died thus? Heavenly frame! Bleſſed end! Glorious triumph over Death, and the Grave! Ought we not, and may it not be infinitely uſeful to mark and re­member this? How much may it con­tribute to maintain the Life of Religion, and the Power of Godlineſs in us! may not the memory of what we obſerv'd, and ſaw at ſuch a time confirm us in our holy Choice; ſtrengthen our Faith, and throughly convince us Religion is not a vain thing? Will it not recommend the Holy Ways of God, ſet off Religion, and make all holy exerciſes more ſweet, and pleaſant to us? but in particular, may not an obſerving how they died afford matter of encouragement, and ſup­port to us when we have ſad, and melan­choly Thoughts as to our own departure? how oft does many a poor, ſincere Chri­ſtian in bitterneſs cry out? How ſhall I with a Chriſtian Patience, an humble ſubmiſſion, and an entire reſignation bear long, painful, and tedious ſickneſs? how ſhall I be able to conquer the fear, and ſubmit to the ſtroke of Death? How ſhall I be able to grapple with that Ene­my, and encounter the King of Terrors? How ſhall I be able with joy, and chear­fulneſs; without murmuring, and re­pining [Page] to obey my Summons to Death and Judgment? When I do but ſuppoſe my ſelf ſick, weak, and full of pain; when I ſeriouſly think of my Coffin, and Grave I tremble: but Lord! what ſhall I do when it comes to the trial! thus it is with many, and has it not been ſo with you at one time, or other; and may it not be ſo again? and if it ſhould, how may the memory of the happy end of holy friends, and relations adminiſter to your ſupport! when thou haſt the Death of ſuch an one freſh in thy thoughts thou mayſt ſay; why art thou caſt down O my  [...]ſal. 42. 5. Soul? and why art thou thus diſquieted within me? Is it becauſe this body muſt die? How many holy ones are dead be­fore me? They were weak, frail, and imperfect as I am, but God furniſhed them with patience, courage, and ſtrength; quieted their Mind; calm'd their Spirits, and husht their ruffling paſſions, and when my hour comes I hope God will help me to die too. Have not I the ſame God to depend upon; the ſame promi­ſes to encourage me; the ſame Jeſus to ſtand by me; and the ſame Holy Spi­rit to aſſiſt me? I remember my holy Father died with comfort; my holy Mother made an happy, and peaceable [Page] End; and why may not I? Death is con­quered, it is conquer'd. And the fear of it may be overcome, I have ſeen it may; and why ſhould the fear of it keep me in a perpetual bondage? How ſerviceable may it be to remember how other holy Men, and Women have died before us!
Secondly, Another duty with reference to thoſe who died in hope; is to give thanks to God for thoſe aſſiſtances, and that Grace which was vouchſafed to them  [...] a dying hour. Surviving Relations, who were Eye­witneſſes of God's goodneſs to them who are departed ſhould own, acknow­ledge, and praiſe God for it when they are dead, and gone. The dead cannot Iſal. 38 19. praiſe God; but the living, the living they ſhould. When they were ſick you did (I am ſure you ſhould) pray for them; and being dead, and having died in hope you ſhould give thanks to the Father of Mercies for his Mercy to them; for his goodneſs to them in the cloſe, in the evening, in the concluding act of their lives. Tho' (thanks be to God) we know nothing of praying for the Dead; yet we may, and ought to praiſe God for his Grace to them; and eſpe­cially for that Grace which enabled them [Page] to go off, and die ſo well. Did God in the evening viſit their Souls, ſpeak peace to their Conſciences, publiſh their Pardon, and carry them beyond the fear of Death, and the Grave? Did the Com­forter come, and did they find, and feel he was; before death did? did God open the Eyes of the Soul to read their Evidences for Heaven, before death cloſed thoſe of the Body? did God ſhine in upon their Souls, and in the evening­time was it light? did you hear them ſpeak Zech 14. 7. of their departure without Tears, and Groans; nay, with Joy, and Triumph? did you ſee a Calm upon their Spirits? did you ſee them compoſe themſelves to die in the ſame manner they were wont to do when they went to ſleep; with little, or no difference, only an unuſual coldneſs? and did they thus die? Lord what praiſe is due to Free Grace! Is it not the duty, and intereſt of the Husband to bleſs God for his mercy to his departed Wife? Is it not the duty of Children to offer up a Sacrifice of praiſe to their God, and their Fathers God, for the ſeaſonable help, the gracious ſup­ports, and the ſuitable comforts afforded to a Father, to a Mother in a dying hour? ſhould not as many praiſes be given to God [Page] for his mercy to their Souls as Tears ſhed over their Coffins, and Graves? what praiſes! oh what hearty praiſes are due to God; that they ſet ſail with a fair Wind, an happy Tide, and got ſafe to Shore! is it not melancholy, and ſad to ſee ſuch near Relations full of doubts, and fears crying out, I cannot die; I dare not die; and did God prevent all this by giving them hope and the joy of hope too, before they left us to go to him? and ſhould not God have the Glory that is due unto his name? Our ſacrifices of praiſe ſhould mount up to Heaven in a pure, and bright flame, and there meet the Souls of our deceaſed Relatives Thankſgiving and Praiſe is a debt which holy perſons, who were thus priviledg'd in their laſt moments; would have their ſurviving Relations pay to God in their name, and ſtead.
Thirdly, Another Duty, is a careful imitation of their holy Lives. This is a ſpe­cial branch of that Communion we have with departed Saints: and the nearer they were to us in the fleſh, the more careful we ſhould be to imitate them. How does it concern Children who are left behind to follow the example, tread in [Page] the ſteps of an holy Father, or a godly Mother! oh how ſhould they endeavour to be the living Images of their deceaſed Parents gone from them to God! how greatly doth it concern ſuch to labour after the ſame Vertues, and Graces; to accuſtom themſelves to the ſame holy practices, and religious exerciſes; to keep up the old friendſhip there hath been between God and their Family; that the Covenant Relation might not be broken in them!
Were they humble and meek; quiet and patient; holy and heavenly? were they devoted to God, and to the ſervice of the Redeemer, and did they live, walk, and act as ſuch? did they ſlight the World, and all the gay and charming vanities of it; and fill up every Relation with duty? were they given to ſecret Prayer, did they keep up Communion with God, adorn their holy profeſſion, and live ſuitably to it at all times? did they carefully husband, and redeem their Time, wiſely imploy, and improve all their Talents? were they kind, and mer­ciful, liberal and charitable; and did they live as Heirs of the Grac of God; and Candidates for Immortality; and the ex­pectants 1 Pet. 3. 7. [Page] of a future Glory? were they burning and ſhining lights? an honour to their Profeſſion, a credit to Religion and a peculiar Grace, and Ornament to the particular Churches they were Mem­bers of? did they carry it towards God, and Man according to the rules of their holy Religion? did they converſe with God, live in Heaven, and prepare for Death and Judgment? oh how worthy is this the imitation of them who are left behind!
How oft is wickedneſs and vice; pro­faneneſs and irreligion tranſmitted from Father to Son? and how do their Chil­dren act as if they were only born to per­petuate the War againſt Heaven; and were only left to fill up the meaſure of their Father's iniquities! how oft do ſome particular Vices, or Vice run in a blood, and are propagated from generation to generation till the whole family of theſe accurſed Sinners is extinct! and oh what a ſhame, and pity is it, that Piety and Religion which are the honour and glory of a Family; which make a man excel­lent while he lives, and render his me­mory precious when he is dead; which render us dear to God and uſeful to o­thers; [Page] ſhould not outlive the preſent Generation!
See more of this in the Epiſtle.
To ſtir us up to a careful imitation of ſuch holy relations; what argument can be more prevalent than this before us? To conſider what is the happy concluſion of an holy life, viz. hope in Death. At ſuch a time every one is ready to cry out with Balaam, Oh that I might die the death Numb. 23. 10. of the righteous: and my latter end might be like to his! but what a vain wiſh is this, if our lives be unlike to theirs? the Chil­dren of holy Parents more eſpecially ſhould ſtrive to be followers of them, and keep God among them. Was God (ſhould ſuch an one ſay) my Fathers God, and my Mothers God, and ſhall I forſake or caſt him off? Oh what a ſin, and ſhame is this! have I ſuch a fair Copy to write after, and will it not great­ly reflect on me if mine be full of blots and blurs? When you are tempted, re­member you are the off-ſpring of them who were the friends, and lovers of God: that you are come of an holy ſtock; and then ſay, would my holy Father, my godly Mother who are now with God [Page] have done thus, and thus? Are they acting the part of holy Angels in Heaven; and ſhall I, the Son, the Daughter of ſuch Religious Parents be acting the De­vil upon Earth? Will not the very duſt of theſe holy Relations riſe up in Judgment a­gainſt, and condemn me? O my Soul! let me remember with what comfort they lived; with wt hope they died; & with what joy they ſhall riſe again: what foretaſts of Hea­ven, how much of their reward they hadon a death-bed, and let me charge it upon my ſelf in a ſolemn manner, to be a follower of them, ſo far as they were followers of Chriſt
When an holy Father, or Mother dies methinks this is the farewell language: I have reſigned, and devoted my ſelf to God, and by his grace I have been en­abled in ſome meaſure to live ſuitably to ſuch a ſtate. 'Tis true I have had my imperfections, and failings, many infir­mities have attended me which I hearti­ly bewail, and unfeignedly lament; but I have (thanks be to God) I have the teſtimony of my Conſcience, I have been ſincere, and upright; and now at laſt God is beginning to give me the rewards of a holy Life. I have had in this ſickneſs much from God, and I hope for more: I am full, I am full of joy; I long, I long to be gone; would God my work [Page] were done and I were gone: Religion is not a vain thing, and now I find it is not; I have ſerv'd a good Maſter, I have been his, I have lived as his and now upon a Death-bed he treats me as his own, as a Friend; as a Servant, nay even as a Child: I do not repent of my Prayers, and Tears, my Watching a­gainſt, and Wreſtling with ſin, my Cir­cumſpect walking, and my Holy Life, of any of the pains I took, the endeavours I uſed to be truly Religious. Repent! no, no, I do not, I thank God for h [...]s grace beſtowed on me, and that his grace was not altogether in vain. Tho' I relie only on the merits of Chriſt, and deſire to be found and accepted in him; yet I do, and can rejoice that my works prove my Faith to be more than a dead one: My fears are gone, my doubts are anſwered, my peace is ſetled, my Con­ſcience is quiet, my joy full, and I can die; and now by theſe my laſt comforts, by theſe my dying hopes, I beſeech, beg of, charge and conjure you O my dear Children! Whom I ſhall leave in a wick­ed World to Serve, Pleaſe, and Honour God. What Errata's there have been in my Life let them be corrected, and a­mended in yours: And wherein grace [Page] hath enabled me to be a follower of Chriſt, do you be followers of me; I now leave you to go to the Father; but this do, and God be with you, Amen.
When Holy Relations are ſnatcht away, dead, and gone what doth more nearly concern them who are left than to ſtudy and imitate their Holy Lives; to tread in their ſteps, follow their example, and write after their Copy? Oh what a laudable ambition is it, to ſtrive who ſhall come neareſt to the Original, and whoſe Copy ſhall be faireſt!
Fourthly, Another duty incumbent on us, Is to be more ſpeedy, ſerious and ſolemn in making preparation for our own departure. Thoughts of Death ſhould be ſerious, lively, and affecting, and it is our ſin, and folly if any of them be cold, flat, dull, and ineffectual. Death carries that awful ſound, it is of that infinite concern, and importance that every view, thought, and glance ſhould be improved by us. We ſhould neither think, nor ſpeak of this ſolemn, and weighty thing, Death, without concern. But alas! while we only entertain our ſelves with meer con­tontem [...]ation, [Page] and naked ſpeculation, how little do the beſt of us advance in re­al piety! How ſeldom is it that theſe thoughts make any deep, through, and laſting impreſſions upon our hearts! per­haps they ſcare and terrifie us at preſent, and produce ſome ſhort-lived pangs of a gaſping devotion; but how few are the better for walking among graves, and Tombs!
By reaſon of a croud of worldly buſi­neſs, ſecular affairs, preſent proſperity and flattering hopes of its continuance; through vain ſports, and fooliſh paſtimes; carnal mirth, and ſenſual joy; the craf­ty inſinuations of a ſubtil Devil, and the fly ſuggeſtions of a deceitful heart moſt of theſe thoughts come ſhort of that end they are proper to attain. How few alas! how few in this dying World of ours, which every day, and hour is changing its inhabitants, are reform'd, amended, and made better! don't they love the World, purſue vanity, follow their plea­ſures, neglect duty, forget God, and themſelves; have they not as ſtrong an appetite after the little things of time, and are not their affections to the great [Page] things of Eternity as cold, and flat as e­ver?
But if it be ſo when we think of Death; ſhould it be ſo after we have ſeen it, and God has been holding the frightful picture of it before our Eyes? If this won't affect, and awaken (the Lord pi­ty us) what will? When a near and dear Relation is gone, the living ſhould prepare to follow: And if ſuch an one died in hope, it ſhould add Life and Vigour to our endeavours; for in them we ſee that to be prepared is no impoſſi­ble thing. After ſuch a Providence it is ſeaſonable, adviſeable, and may be very profitable, and uſeful to make this enſuing Reflection.
I am but poor Duſt, a crawling Worm, breathing Clay, a ſinful Creature; I muſt certainly, and I may quickly die: After a few more moments, and hours I may; after a few more weeks, and years I muſt. Ere long alas! in a little, little time it will be with me as it now is with this near, and dear Relation of mine. My breath will fail, my pulſe be low, my tongue faulter, my countenance change, my viſage will be marr'd, my [Page] looks will be frightful and my body cold, and ſtiff: It is his, or her turn to die now, ere long it will be mine. May not I be the next perſon that falls ſick; the next time this grave is opened may it not be to receive me? The next Fune­ral out of this Family, may it not be mine? The next Arrow that is ſhot may it not glance by others, ſtrike me, and leave me dead on the ſpot? Do I think of living many years, that it will be a long time before my preſent Leaſe be expired? Vain thought! do I talk of ano­ther year, or day? This may be my laſt, and for ought I know it will be ſo: And is it not, O my Soul! my grand duty, my great concern, and ought it not to be my chief care to make my peace with God, to obtain the pardon of my ſin, and an intereſt in Chriſt, to get grace wrought, and the evidence of it that I may Die in Hope? That on a Death-Bed I may firmly depend on the mer­cy of God; in my ſorrowful mo­ments truſt in the Merits of Chriſt; and with my laſt breath commit my Soul to the care of my Redeemer; with Faith, and Confidence, ſaying, as ſome of the laſt words I ſhall ever ſpeak in [Page] this World: Lord Jeſus receive my Spi­rit? Act. 7. 59.
Is one dead, and another dead? is my Father, or my Mother, my Husband, or my Wife dead? and ſhall not I prepare for the evil day that is coming apace, and will be quickly here? in that day, in that moment I, and my deareſt friends muſt part: in that moment, my Soul and Body muſt be Divorc'd; in that mo­ment (awful thought!) my Soul muſt go to judgment, ſtand at the Bar of that God whoſe purity is untainted; whoſe holineſs is unſpotted; whoſe juſtice is impartial; whoſe power is irreſiſtible; whoſe truth is invariable; whoſe anger is as a flaming Fire; whoſe glory is amazing; whoſe Majeſty is tremendous; and whoſe ſentence will be righteous, final, and ir­reverſible; and ſhall I be vain and world­ly, ſlothful, and negligent; careleſs, and ſecure; merry and ſportive when I may have ſuch a ſpeedy ſummons? Shall I dare to be ſo, with the laſt groans of my dying Father, or Mother in mine Ears; when the language thereof was O my Chil­dren, prepare to follow me?
[Page]
When Ienter'd the dark, and ſilent Cham­ber; ſtood by the Bed-ſide of my dying Father, of my departing Mother; when I ſaw the laſt breath, and what a change one minute made, when I heard the laſt ſob, and groan; the ſight of mine Eyes and the hearing of my Ears did affect my Heart: every thing I then ſaw, and heard made ſome impreſſion upon me; my thoughts of Death, Eternity, and a World to come were more ſerious, affecting, and mov­ing than at other times, when I ſaw with what peace, and comfort, hope, and joy they died, then thought I with my ſelf, Lord! what is Grace, Chriſt, and Par­don of ſin, thy favour, love, and hope of Heaven worth; oh that I might thus die! and ſhall theſe thoughts die, and come to nothing, when my dead are buried out of my ſight? ſhall I forget their hopes, and my own wiſh, purpoſe, and reſolu­tion? when their Funeral is over, ſhall my care to provide for my own be over too? Lord! revive theſe thoughts, and let them not wear off; having ſeen the happy death, the comfortable end of ſo near, and dear a Relation; I hope I ſhall wiſely improve this Memento of my own Mor­tality, be more ſpeedy, and ſolemn in [Page] making preparation for my own Change: aſſiſt, and help me Lord!
Fifthly, Another duty is to moderate ſorrow for the death of ſuch holy Relations, and Friends who died in Hope. Mourning for the dead is neither uncomely, nor unlawful: Nature commands, and Reli­gion allows us to pay this Tribute at the Grave of deceaſed Relatives. Religion only corrects, it does not root out natu­ral affections: it is only a Pruning Knife to cut off the luxuriant Branches; not an Axe to cut down this Tree at the Root. Religion is a Bridle to curb, and reſtrain; but not an Opiate to ſtupifie. We are not required to ceaſe to be Men when we become Chriſtians; Grace and good Nature are not ſuch Enemies that they cannot dwell together; nay, uſually the former thrives and flouriſhes beſt where there is moſt of the latter. We may law­fully ſhed ſome Tears over the Grave of deceaſed Friends, upon ſuch occaſions have not holy men had their ſet and ap­pointed days of mourning? To die un­lamented; to be thrown into a diſconſo­late hole of the Earth without the ſo­lemnity of a ſigh, groan, or tear is it not a ſign there was but little worth in the [Page] dead, or a great deal of ill nature in the living? nay, is it not threatned as a pu­niſhment? Therefore thus ſaith the Lord concerning Jehojakim the Son of Joſiah King of Judah, they ſhall not lament for him, ſay­ing, Ah my  [...]rother! or ah my Siſter! they ſhall not lament for him, ſaying, Ah Lord, or ah his glory! Jer. 22. 18. Holy Job mourned for his Children when Dead: he met with many trials, and afflictions before, the Sabeans and Chaldeans had rob'd, and plunder'd him: Fire from Heaven had deſtroyed his ſubſtance; and yet he bore this with an heroick patience, and a noble greatneſs of mind; we don't find he utter'd a groan, or dropt a tear upon this account: but when he received the heavy tydings that his Sons and D [...]hters were dead then he aroſe, and ren [...] his Mantle, and ſhaved his head; the uſual ſigns of a ſolemn mourning; in this he was not guilty: for God himſelf bore him  [...]itneſs that in all this he ſinned not, Job 1. 20, 22.
To cry out at ſuch a time, Alaſs! my Father, alaſs! my Mother, alaſs! my Brother! is but to ſpeak in the language of a Prophet, 1 Kin. 13. 30.
[Page]
A Father dead! a Mother dead! and may we not be ſenſible of ſuch a ſtroke, and mourn for ſuch a breach? Are they dead who under God were the Authors of life to us, and ought we not to mourn? mourning at the Funeral of ſuch Relati­ons was permitted even to the Prieſts, Lev. 21. 1. David when he would expreſs the greatneſs of his ſorrow ſets it out by this; I bowed down heavily, as one that mourneth for his MOTHER. All funeral Pſal. 35. 14. ſorrow is not unlawful.
Shall death, pale, cold, grim, and fright­ful death knock at our door, enter our houſe, come into our family, captivate, and ſnatch away a principal member of it? ſhall death turn the deſire of our Eyes into a breathleſs corps, ſpoil the beauty, t [...]e the Tongue, cloſe the Eyes, ſtop the Ears, Fetter the Hands, and ſhackle the Feet of a dear Relation? is their life gone, and breath ſtopt, and are they turn'd into cold, clammy Earth? muſt we ſee their faces, hear their voices, enjoy their company which many, and many a time we have with ſo much delight, and plea­ſure, no more? muſt we have the bene­fit of their inſtructions, and counſels, [Page] prayers, and tears no more? are they who a while ago were many ways uſeful to us now, in one ſingle moment, be­come like to the Heathen Idols; which have Eyes, and See not; Ears and Hear not, Noſes, and Smell not; a mouth, and Taſte not; Hands, and Handle not; Feet, and Walk not; and have we not cauſe to mourn? what! can we ſee our dear friends, thoſe whom we laid in our Boſoms, and Loved as our ſelves become the ſpoil, and triumph of our common Enemy, Death, and not weep! what! can we thruſt a Wife, a Mother into a ſcanty Coffin; croud them into a narrow Grave without a Tear! Solomon tells us there is a time to weep and a time to mourn: is not ſuch a time as this the ſeaſon for Ecleſ. 3. 4. both?
But tho' we may and ought to mourn; yet we Chriſtians who are acquainted with that life, and immortality which is brought 2 Tim. 1. 10. to light by the Goſpel, ſhould bound our grief, and moderate our funeral ſorrows; eſpecially with reference to ſuch as died in Hope. How many with Rachel mourn for their Children, and will not be com­forted, becauſe they are not! how ma­ny upon ſuch ſad occaſions abandon them­ſelves [Page] to an obſtinate ſorrow; lay the reins looſe upon the neck of their head­ſtrong paſſions, and then fooliſhly, cry out they cannot bridle them! how ma­ny have weaken'd Nature, deſtroyed their Health, and haſten'd their own Death by exceſſive grief for that of an­other! when theſe Waters ſwell too high, o'reflow the Bank, and threaten to Deluge us it is time to ſink them. Now to check an immoderate ſorrow what can be more uſeful and ſerviceable, more proper or powerful than to conſi­der they died in hope? may we not more eaſily, with more ſubmiſſion, and leſs reluctancy commit the Body to the Duſt when we have ground to hope the Soul (which is by far the better part, and to which certainly we owe moſt love) is in Heaven? may not Gods Grace, and Mercy to them before their departure; abundantly comfort us after their diſſo­lution! we have more, infinitely more reaſon to groan, and weep (Lord! for­give us we do not) over a wicked Re­lation that is dead while he liveth; than 1 Tim. 5. 6. over a godly Relation that lives tho' he dies. That wicked, profane ſon of thine who lives to thy ſhame, and Gods diſho­nour calls for more Tears; than thy god­ly, [Page] and religious Son who is dead, i. e. gone from his Earthly to his Heavenly Fa­ther. a Do'ſt thou weep over the Body from which the Soul is gone? weep over that Soul from which God is departed. b Let us (ſaith another) lament ſinners not only when they die; but while they live: but let us rejoice over the righteous not only while they live; but when they are dead.
If we would not offend while we ſor­row; if we would weep as if we wept not; 1 Cor. 8. 30. let us ſeriouſly conſider with what great, bleſſed and glorious hopes our Holy Re­lations died; and that now they are re­ceiving the end of their Faith and Hope the Salvation of their Souls. Cannot we 1 Pet. 1. 9. behold the Pale, Wan, Gaſtly, and Breathleſs Corps they have left behind, without wetting it with an immoderate ſhower of Tears? Can't we follow them to their long home; look into the deep, and dark, frightful and loneſome grave in which we muſt leave them, with­out [Page] an exceſs of ſorrow? Let us look up and conſider whither they are gone; what they now are, enjoy, and do; what employment, and ſociety they have what rivers of pleaſure they are drinking of, and what angelical joys they are now filled with. Is their Pilgrimage over, are they got to the end of their Journey? Are they gone home; and are they now with God? After many threatning ſtorms, and tempeſts, many fears of ſhipwrack, and drowning, has Death ſafe­ly landed them, and are they got well in­to Harbour? Have they done their work, finiſhed their courſe, and are they now receiving the reward? The reward they long pray'd, and waited for? Is their warfare accompliſht, their conflict with ſin, and all the legions of darkneſs now over, and the crown obtain'd? Are they gone from this to a better World, to a World more holy, and hap­py, more quiet, and peaceable? Are they gone from Earth to Heaven? To Heaven where they long'd, wiſht, and groan'd to be? To Heaven where their treaſure, hearts, and hopes were long ago? To Heaven where there is all good and no evil; all that can be thought of, wiſht, and deſired to make up a com­pleat [Page] and entire happineſs? Is their trial over, and their account delivered up with joy, and has God ſaid, Well done good and faithful Servants? Have they exchang'd Earth for Heaven; Sickneſs for Health; Sorrow for Joy; pain for Eaſe; Trou­ble for Reſt; Groans for Songs; Tears for Triumph, a State of Sin for a State of perfect Holineſs? Are they paſt, for ever paſt thoſe difficulties, and dangers, ſnares and temptations which we are li­able to, and muſt encounter? Have they done wreſtling and fighting; watching and ſtriving; complaining and weeping? Are they gone to the true land of the liv­ing; and are they beyond the pain, the fear, the poſſibility of dying any more for ever? Are they gone from a Sick-bed, a Crazy Body, an houſe of Clay, a Tabernacle of the Fleſh that was always ſhaking, and tottering to a manſion in their Fathers houſe, to a City that hath foundations, whoſe Builder and maker is God? Are they gone to their own countrey, and their own People? To God the Judge of all, to Chriſt the Mediator of the new Covenant; to an innumerable company of Angels, and the Spirits of juſt men made perfect. Have they the Beatifical viſion, the raviſhing fight of the Man Chriſt Je­ſus [Page] in all his glory? Are they in Heaven, and are they glad they are? Without the leaſt thought, wiſh, or deſire to return to this wretched Earth of ours again? Did they run their Chriſtian race with holy patience, and conſtancy, and have they won the prize? Are they reaping the fruit of all their prayers, and tears, reli­gious duties, and holy endeavours? Are our departed Relations who t'other day were weeping, ſinning, and ſuffering with us; now ſate down with Abraham, Iſaac, and Jacob, with Patriarchs, Prophets, Apoſtles, Confeſſors, and Martyrs in the Kingdom of God above? Did they live in the fear, die in the favour of God, and ſhall they riſe in his love? Did they live in comfort, and at laſt die in peace? Are their Souls gone to Heaven, and does their Fleſh reſt in hope? And is not this enough, and more than e­nough to check an intemperate ſorrow? Can we as it were hear the ſeparated Soul of one whom we lov'd, knew and converſed with a while ago; or of one who was related to us in the fleſh, upon its firſt arrival at yonder bleſſed World, with wonder and admiration crying out; Glorious Sight! Bleſſed Company! Happy Place! Where am I? What a change is this? [Page] What Muſick do I hear? Is this Heaven Incomparable place! Is this glorious Manſion for me? Admirable grace! Muſt I be with God, and Chriſt; and be with them for e­ver? Ʋnſpeakable Happineſs! Muſt I O ye Holy Angels; and glorified Spirits, be one of your Number? Excellent Company! But is this Heaven? Is this the Heaven I heard of ſo often? What I was told (Alas! poor mortals do not know what Heaven is) was not one half of what I now find. Is this Hea­ven? Am I in it? muſt I be here for ever? Glory to thee O God the Father for preparing it: Glory to thee O God the Son for purchaſ­ing it: Glory to thee O God the Holy Ghoſt for preparing me for Heaven. And yet immoderately weep at the thoughts of his departure?
Had they hope on a death-bed, and are they now in poſſeſſion of all they hoped for, and have not we more cauſe to weep for our ſelves who are left be­hind, than for them who are gone? have not we more reaſon to wiſh? Lord! that my work were done, my Soul prepared, and my Account ready that I might be gone! than wiſh oh that I had my Wife! my Father, my Mother again! we that are Chriſtians deſign Heaven; Heaven [Page] is the bleſſed Port we are bound for, and ſhall we repine and grieve that our holy Relations are ſafely Landed before us? Is this our love to 'em? oh what abun­dant proviſion has God made for the ſup­port of his people under ſuch afflictive Providences? And what relief might we have during the days of our mourning from theſe and the like conſiderations? And Thanks be to God we upon whom Death has lately made a breach, have this to comfort us. Concerning this Re­lation of ours, and Servant of God I will not ſay any thing: the ſecrecy ſhe always affected, and my relation to her forbids me to blow the Trumpet at the mouth of her Grave. She is Dead; dead! She is faln aſleep in Jeſus; the Will of the Lord is done: God grant that I in par­ticular, and the reſt ſhe has left behind, who a while ago had a loving, careful, and tender Mother, but now have none may SO Live, and SO Die. For bleſſed Rev. 14. 13. are the Dead which die in the Lord: they reſt from their Labours; and their Works do follow them.
THE END.

Notes
a Lug [...]s Corpus a quo rec [...]ſſit anima? Luge animam à qua receſſit Deus. A [...]g. De Sanct. 13.
 ↵
b  [...]. Chryſ. in Phil. Hom. 3.
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DEATH-BED Reflections.


DEATH-BED Reflections: Suitable to the preceding DISCOURSE, And Proper for a RIGHTEOUS MAN in his Laſt Sickneſs.
[Page]
I. This World, and all in it is changeable; Man in particular is ſo. Death is certain, and unavoidable. What is to be done by a Righteous Man in his Sickneſs, ſuppoſing it to be his laſt.
ALL things under the Sun are ſub­ject to change; and what is ſo, ſooner, or later will have an end. THIS World, and the faſhion there­of; 1 Cor. 7. 31. and all that is in it, is paſſing away. God is the ſame yeſterday, to day, and for Heb 13. 7. [Page] ever: but nothing elſe is, or can be ſo. Nothing here below is like a Mountain, which cannot be moved by thoſe mighty, and ſportive Waves which beat and daſh againſt it; but like a Feather, which is driven hither, and thither, with the ſmall­eſt Breath. This World of ours (tho' vain Mortals are fooliſhly fond of, and exceſſively dote upon it:) as it had a BIRTH; ſo it ſhall have a FUNERAL day: the World's Morning and Noon is paſt; and the Evening is at hand. All theſe things ſhall be diſſolv'd, Nature groan, 2 Pet. 3. 11. die, and give up the Ghoſt: Lord! how quickly ſhall the Angel lift up his hand, and ſwear by him that liveth for ever, and ever, that time ſhall be no more! the old World was drowned with Water: this v. 6. v. 7. ſhall be deſtroyed, or reſined by Fire; tho' ac­cording to his promiſe, we look for New Heavens v. 13. and a new Earth, wherein dwelleth Righteouſneſs.
In this mutable World nothing is more ſickle, and inconſtant; frail and uncer­tain; vain, and changeable than Man, and what belongs to, and makes up his Earthly happineſs. How uncertain are Prov. 23. 5 Riches! may they not make themſelves Wings, and fly away; and have they not often done ſo? may not what we have been toiling, labouring, and ſweating for, many years, be gone from us in a few hours?
[Page]
Tho' Riches and Wealth Deſcend from Father to Son; yet how oft doth Provi­dence cut off the entail; and he never en­joy what he was born to? tho' a careful and provident Father may leave his Son a fair Eſtate, and a good Inheritance; he may live in want, and die a Begger, and not leave enough to buy a Coſſin, and pur­chaſe a Grave: ſome unhappy accident or other may ſtrip him naked, before death does.
How uncertain is health, and ſtrength without which all other comforts are in­ſipid! if I am ſtrong one day; may I not be weak the next? if I am well in the morning; may I not be ſick before even­ing? if I am at eaſe to day; may I not be rackt, tortur'd, and pain'd to morrow? Lord! when thou with rebukes correcteſt Pſal. 39. 11. man for iniquity, thou makeſt his beauty to conſume away like a moth: ſurely every man is vanity. All theſe changes are but me­lancholy preſages of, and preparatory to our great, and laſt: when we ſhall be changed from living Duſt, into breathleſs Clay. There is a time to die.
Since the firſt Age; the firſt Man Adam, Eccl. 3. 2. death has been reigning, and yet death is not ſatisfied; nor the Grave yet glutted with Carkaſſes. This Earth oft changes [Page] its Inhabitants: one Generation comes, and Eccle. 1. 4. another goes: our Anceſtors moulder into Duſt, croud cloſer together, and at length become Graves to bury us. LIFE! what is it? A ſhadow which quickly vaniſhes; a Vapour which ſuddenly diſappears; a Flower that fades; and Graſs which quickly withers and dies. LIFE! what is it? a Candle that lies at the mercy of every ſtormy and bluſtering Wind; a Lamp that burns a while, but will go out for want of Oil, to maintain the languiſh­ing and expiring flame. If we ſearch the Records of the Grave we ſhall find as ma­ny proofs, and witneſſes of our mortality, as there are rotten Bones and Skulls. How many Infants are only born, live, weep, and die! So that even out of the Mouths Pſal. 8. 2. of theſe Babes, and Sucklings we may learn this ſad, and certain truth; a time to die. How many young Men has Death mowed down in the Morning! how many of theſe has the cold hand of Death undreſt before Evening; and laid them to ſleep in a Bed of Duſt even at Noon-day, and do not they cry in the Ears of the living; there is a time to die? Does not every Feaver that ſcorches us; every fit of the Stone, Gout, and Cholick that puts us on the Rack; every Ague that ſhakes the Walls, and looſens the Pins of this Earthly Ta­bernacle; [Page] every Dropſie that threatens to Drown us; every Palſie that benum's; every Lethargy that lulls us aſleep repeat over this melancholy, and awakening truth; There is a time to die? verily O my Soul! every Man in his beſt eſtate is altoge­ther vanity.
What is true concerning all, and every one of Adam's Poſterity; Lord! help me to apply to my ſelf in particular: to be­lieve, conſider, weigh, and work upon my Heart this common truth; I muſt die. Let me not only have ſome general, no­tional, and ſpeculative knowledge; but a particular, ſerious, warm, and practical one; a knowledge that may be uſeful, and ſerviceable to the beſt purpoſes; a knowledge that may awe my Conſcience, warm my Soul, and powerfully influence my Heart and Life. It is impoſſible to be ignorant of this: but Lord! how cold, unactive, dull, and ineffectual were all thoughts of this kind when I was well, and ſtrong! oh that they may make more powerful, and abiding impreſſions upon my Heart, now I am ſick, and weak!
Theſe very pains I now feel; this diſeaſe, this preſent affliction which makes me ſigh, and groan; this ſickneſs which I ſuppoſe will be my laſt tell me, I muſt die; and call upon me to prepare for ſuch a [Page] time that now cannot be far off. Lord, help me in this my great, and laſt work! oh that ſenſe and feeling might help my Faith! this fire warm my Heart; and what I now feel, prepare me for my laſt pains, pangs, and conflicts, which are like to be much ſharper! I have viſited others, ſome of them my near and dear Relations in their ſickneſs; I have ſeen them ſick, weak, and full of pain, I have ſeen their cold ſweats, their mortal tremblings, and heard their laſt and dying groans; and now it's my turn to be ſick, and my time to die. Die! how hard, and difficult a work is this! of what great concern, and everlaſting importance! Die! who does, or can know what it imports but thoſe who are dead, and gone? I thought it hard to ſee my Friend, my Father, my Mother dye; but ſhall I not find it more difficult now I am to dye my ſelf? the Meſſenger of Death has laid hold on me; I believe this ſick­neſs will be my laſt; I have no hope of recovery: I have been ſick, and God hath recover'd me; at the Mouth of the Grave, and God hath brought me back; I have gone from my Sick-bed and Cham­ber to my Shop and Trade; but now I ve­rily believe I ſhall do ſo no more: my Sun is ſetting; my Glaſs is run, there are but a few remaining Sands; the Grave [Page] with open mouth is waiting for me, and in a little time I ſhall drop into it. Moſt Ho­ly Lord, aſſiſt me now, and leave me not; through thy Grace I have lived; help me, Lord, help me now to dye as a Chriſtian: in theſe hours, and moments prepare me more and better for my laſt. I have lived Rom. 14. 8. Rev. 14. 13. to, oh that now I might die in the Lord; and fall aſleep in Jeſus!
Preparation for Death, Judgment, and an Eternal World (thanks be to God) I have not neglected: I did not in health adjourn this work to a time of ſickneſs; in order to this I have made many a Pray­er, ſhed many a Tear, abſtain'd from ſin, and crucified the Fleſh: I ſpent much of my time in trying my ſelf, ſearching my Heart, and examining my State; in re­penting of, and amending what I found amiſs: I was convinc'd a few death-bed Tears, and languiſhing Prayers extorted by fears of Death, and Hell would not make amends; or be a ſufficient compen­ſation for the ſins of a wicked Life, and therefore through the Grace of God aſſiſt­ing me, I made it the buſineſs of my Life to prepare to dye. But ſomething more is to be done, that I may glorify God in my Death; and be for ever happy after it: what remains, and is now to be done in this my laſt ſickneſs, inſtruct me Lord! [Page] and help me to do it. I now ſtand at the Mouth of the Grave, upon the Threſhold of Time, and at the Door of Eternity; Lord! increaſe, ſtrengthen, and quicken all thoſe Graces which are proper to be acted in a time of ſickneſs, and on a death­bed. Oh! that now I am a ſick; oh! that now I am a dying man, my Faith, Love, and Hope; my Repentance, Hu­miliation, and Sorrow; my deſires, and breathings after God; my joy, and de­light in him may be more lively and active than ever? oh that this laſt work of my Life may be done beſt! my ſick bed joys may be the greateſt; and my dying com­forts moſt abundant! through theſe pain­ful hours, and days; this dark, and nar­row, gloomy, and frightful paſſage guide, direct, and lead me Lord!
The exerciſe of ſome graces, the per­formance of ſome duties are peculiarly ſeaſonable in a time of health and life; and others are ſo in Sickneſs and at Death: Thou haſt helpt me to live, and now Lord help me to die.
If I have made any preparation for ſuch a time, and hour as this; If I have done any of the work of my Life, and con­verſed in this World as an expectant of a better; if I have any grace, and at a­ny time have been able to act it; if my [Page] love has been  [...], my zeal flaming, my heart ſoftned,  [...]umbled, broken, and melted, and mine eyes a fountain of tears to bewail the ſlips, and falls I have been guilty of; if I have delighted in God, through Chriſt as my reconciled Father, Portion, Happineſs, and End; if I have exerciſed ſelf-denyal, in keeping under the fleſh, reſtraining its appetites, and denying its cravings; in contemning the World, and ſlighting thoſe adored vanities which bewitch, charm and in­tangle ſo many; if at any time my hope of Heaven hath been lively, my longing, panting, and breathing after it ſtrong, and warm; if I have mortified any ſin, reſiſted any temptation, performed any duty with ſucceſs, ſo as to profit my ſelf and pleaſe God; if I have done any thing whereby the glory, honour, and intereſt of God and Chriſt has been ad­vanced; if I have imployed, improved my talents, and gained more; if I have brought forth fruit, done any work, and ſervice in my generation, and place, Lord! it is owing to thee; to the aſſiſtances of thy grace, and the influences of thy Holy Spirit, and I deſire to acknowledge it is ſo; ſaying with thy holy Apoſtle, by the grace of God I am what I am: Not I but the 1 Co. 15. 10. grace of God which was with me. Oh for [Page] the ſame grace, and mercy; aid, and help now I am a ſick, and dying man! Oh that God would help me in theſe painful days, and ſorrowful hours to glo­rifie him yet more, by doing the work which is proper to ſuch a time; that my preſent ſickneſs, and death may be for the glory of God, the honour of Re­ligion, the good of my ſelf, and others!
Particularly, help me Lord, to be tru­ly thankful for all thy mercies; for thoſe innumerable favours confer'd on ſuch a worm, ſuch a wretch as I am; bring them to my remembrance, and en­able me unſeignedly to bleſs thee, help me, O my God, to exerciſe a ſerious, ſolemn, and particular repentance for my paſt ſins: Let, Oh! let this heart of mine be more humble, broken, and penitent than ever. Finally, help me Lord, with patience and calmneſs; ſubmiſſion, and reſignation to ſubmit to thy holy will; to be willing to die now: with faith, and hope, truſt, and confidence to commit my Soul to the care of my dear, and bleſſed Jeſus. And to theſe ends Lord! bleſs the following meditations to me; and let neither my Eye, nor Tongue out­run, or leave my Heart behind.

II. God's goodneſs is to be acknowledged, though he afflicts us at preſent. An enumerati­on of paſt mercies, temporal and Spiri­tual: And ſolemn thankſgiving for both.
[Page]
God is good, and doth good, freely, conſtantly, and unweariedly; and I am fully convinced of both: My faith, and reaſon prove the former; my very ſenſe, and long experience the latter: And though now I am ſick, and weak, afflicted, and pained, though I feel the weight of his hand, and the ſmarting of his rod, neither Fleſh nor Devil ſhall perſuade me to think otherwiſe. Though he af­flicts me now, yet hath he not done me good all my days; and ſhall not I bleſs him for his mercies? Mercies, that are more than I can number; greater than I can value; and far beyond my deſerts. Shall the afflictions of a few days, the pains of a few hours make me, O my Soul! forget, ſlight, or be unthankful for the mercies of many? For the mercies of my whole life? Oh how evil, and criminal would this be! my fleſh is pain'd, my affliction great, my ſick-bed uneaſie, and the hand of God preſſeth me ſore; my [Page] tears, and ſorrows; my innocent groans, which I hope are only the voice of op­preſſed nature pierce the hearts, and draw tears from the eyes of my dear Relations; but yet O my Soul! I charge thee by all that is ſolemn, and ſacred, let there not be a murmuring thought, a repining word, or any peeviſh carriage, Remember, remember the days of Old; the mercies of former times, and be thankful: Thy God hath been good, is, and will be ſo, and be thou ALL LOVE and PRAISE.
Was it not God who form'd, and faſhion'd me in the Womb; and brought me forth into the light, with an entire, and perfect body? Were not all my members Pſ. 139. 16. written in his book, and did not he watch over my ſubſtance, while it was yet imper­fect, and did not he take care I ſhould not be be born out of due time? Was it not 1 Cor. 15. 8. he who appointed when, where, and of whom I ſhould be born; and did not he order all the circumſtances of my birth in the beſt manner? When I was a poor helpleſs infant, when I hung on my Mo­thers breaſt, and lay in my cradle did not he take the care of me? Did not his providence watch over me in my Child­hood, and prevent many unknown, and unſeen dangers; Did no [...] he in my youth [Page] keep me from the many evils, which in that ungoverned age I was expoſed to, and might have brought upon my ſelf? Has not his careful eye been upon me, from my firſt moments even until now; how pretious are thy thoughts unto me O Pſ. 139 17. God! How great is the ſum of them!
Was it not of God I had the happineſs to be born of Religious Parents, who ſet before me a good example, wept o­ver, and prayed for me? That I had ſea­ſonable inſtructions, wholſome counſels, and the benefit of a vertuous education in my firſt, and early years? Was it not he, that reſtrained, and with-held me from thoſe ſins, and luſts which many are overtaken withal, and I my ſelf was in danger of in that age of folly and va­nity? Hath not he fed, and cloathed, provided for, and defended me? Been my refuge in a ſtorm; my ſanctuary in a time of danger; my deliverer in an e­vil day; and my Phyſitian in ſickneſs? How oft hath he brought me out of the fiery furnace; raiſed me from a ſick bed, renewed my ſtrength and ſaved me from going down to the pit, when in my own, and others apprehenſion I was at the mouth of, and ready to drop into it! hath not he ſupplied my wants, increaſed my [Page] ſubſtance, bleſt my endeavours, and given me a conſiderable portion of this Worlds goods? Is it not of him I have Friends, and Relations to be a comfort to me; while others have none, or ſuch as are worſe than none; even a croſs, and a ſcourge to them? Hath not his Arm upheld; his power defended; his mercy ſuccoured; his bounty ſupplyed; his treaſuries enricht me? Hath not his providence been ever watchful over me; and his holy Angels my conſtant, and perpetual life-guard? When in my af­fliction, and pain I have cryed to him; hath he not heard my groans, regarded my tears, anſwered my prayers in the fit­teſt ſeaſon, and beſt manner; eaſed or ſupported me; removed my burden, or given me ſtrength; and ſo ordered the affliction from firſt to laſt, that I have been forc't to ſay, Lord, it is good for me I have been afflicted? Pſal. 119.  [...]1.
I have not only had the mercies of the left hand, but thoſe of the right; not only temporal, but Spiritual; not only for a periſhing body, but more, and greater for an immortal Soul. Thanks be to God, that he quickened, and raiſed me when I was dead in Treſpaſſes, and Sins; Eph. 2. 1. that he brought me to hear his Holy word, and made it effectual for my con­viction, [Page] and converſion; that the ſame word which was to others the ſavour of Death unto Death; to me, was the ſavour 2 Cor. 2. 16. of Life to Life: That the ſame Word, the ſame Bleſſed Goſpel which blinded them, enlightned me; which left them in their ſins, and under the power of Sa­tan, brought me home to God; for this thy ſpecial grace, and mercy to my Soul, Lord! I do, I will, and hope, I ſhall for ever bleſs thee. Who or what am I? What have I done, or what can I do? That I ſhould be choſen and effectually called, when others are not! Lord! Why didſt thou call, and convert me, and not another, me, and not my Neigh­bour, me, and not him who ſate in the ſame pew, heard the ſame Sermon, and for many years attended upon the ſame miniſtry? Free grace! diſtinguiſhing mercy! differencing love!
Am I converted, changed, ſanctified and pardon'd? Lord, I do, I will ad­mire, and adore thy powerful, and victo­rious grace. Awake, O my Soul! awake, prepare a ſong; Oh love and bleſs, and praiſe thy God.
I was an Apoſtate wretch, a ſtubborn enemy, a diſloyal Rebel, and it was a long time before I would lay down my [Page] weapons, return to my duty, and yield; patience waited, mercy invited, mini­ſters exhorted, the Spirit pleaded, con­ſcience urged, God expoſtulated with yearning bowels, the Bleſſed Jeſus called to me from Heaven, and beſeeched me by his wounds, and tears, blood-ſhed, paſſion, and death to be reconciled to God, but I (vile wretch that I was!) did not hear. How many reproofs, and counſels; warnings, and exhortations; earneſt pleadings, and pathetick Sermons were loſt upon me? And bleſſed be God all were not; that one did the work. Did God convert me after many Sabbaths enjoyed, and many Sermons heard in vain? Infinite kindneſs! Lord! I bow, and worſhip before thee, and with all the powers of my immortal Spirit bleſs, and praiſe thee. Was it not God pityed me, when I did not pity my ſelf? Who called after, and ſtopt me when I was running head-long to Hell? Who looſed my chains, broke my bonds, knockt off my ſetters, and brought me out of the Houſe of bondage? Was it not he who with a mighty power, and ſtretched-out arm delivered, and reſcued me; when ſin ruled, and govern'd, and Satan led me in triumph as his vaſſal, and captive? And ſhall not I though a ſick, and pained [Page] man adore, and bleſs him? Bleſs him! I do, I will. Bleſs the Lord, O my Soul: Pſ. 103. 2. And all that is withim me, bleſs his Holy Name.
Since my Converſion, and becoming a new man; ſince God took me into his family, adopted, and made me his Son how much, and what great things have been done for me! what ſweet, and raviſhing Communion have I had in holy duties, publick, and private; in the aſſembly of Saints, and in my Cloſet! what large, ſpeedy, and remarkable anſwers of Pray­er! what a raviſhing ſenſe of Divine Love, and Favour! what holy motions, and breathings; what enlivening, quickening, and comforting influences of the Holy Spirit have I had? how oft hath God ſup­ported my drooping, and reviv'd my dy­ing Spirits; anſwered my doubts, expell'd my fears, and treated me as a Friend, nay, more, as a Son! how hath God in mercy reſtrained the Tempter, or wiſely order­ed the Temptation; as to the nature, ſtrength, and continuance of it! what ſuccour, and ſupport; what ſtrength, and aſſiſtance have I experienc'd at ſuch a time; and how oft through Grace have I been more than a Conquerour! when I ſinn'd and fell God did not caſt me off, baniſh me his family, and null the former Rela­tion; [Page] but pittied me a faln Chriſtian: when he heard my groans, and ſaw my penitential Tears; his Bowels yearned, he took me up, and embraced me in the Arms of his Mercy; wiped my weeping Eyes, comforted my ſorrowful Heart, and ſaid, Son, be of good chear, thy ſins are for­given Mat. 9. 2. thee. Oh! the joy, oh! the unſpeak­able joy of that hour! methinks, I yet ſen­ſibly feel what lively, and warm impreſ­ſions thoſe words made upon my Heart; upon my Heart, that the moment before was ready to ſink, and dye within me: when I was covered with Tears, Bluſhing, and Shame; when I lay ſighing, ſobbing, and groaning at his Foot-ſtool; crying out in the bitterneſs of my Soul, I have ſinned, I have ſinned; before I roſe from my knees, before I ſaid Amen, my God came, and ſaid, I have pardoned, I have pardon­ed, and now go in peace. For the mercy, and kindneſs of that hour, Lord! I bleſs thee now.
When through the weakneſs of my Grace, the ſtrength of my Corruptions, and the power of Temptation I have wan­dred, and gone aſtray; when my zeal has abated, my affections been cooled, when I have been remiſs, negligent, and care­leſs, back-ſliding, and on the declining hand, he ſent ſome affliction, or other to [Page] call me back, to awaken, warm, quicken, and recover me. When I have loved the World too much, and my God too little; when my affection to Earth has been too warm, and to Heaven too cold; when duties have been neglected, or performed without life, vigour, and zeal; when I begun to be too Worldly, Earthly, and Senſual he ſuffered me to meet with diſ­appointments, took away part of my Eſtate, ſnatcht away a boſom Friend, a dear Re­lation, filled my Body with pain, ſhook me over the Grave, and threatned to caſt me into it; and all this with a merciful deſign to reform, and make me better. And Lord, I thank thee any afflictions have been ſanctified to ſuch an end; that the voice of the Rod has been accompanied with that of thy Spirit, and both were effectual to reclaim me; that at any time I came out of the fire more refin'd, and purg'd; and that thoſe Waters of Afflicti­on waſht away my filthineſs. Lord I can, do, and will bleſs thee for ſeaſonable cor­rections, and the diſcipline of thy Rod.
So good, and kind; ſo liberal, and boun­tiful; ſo merciful, and gracious hath God been to me: I have had ſo much for Body, and Soul; for time, and eternity that I am fill'd with wonder, and muſt cry out, Oh the heighth, and depth, length, and breadth, [Page] of the love of God! my mercies have been more than my moments; and every ſingle mercy deſerves, and calls for a Pſalm of Praiſe. Lord, when I am dead, and in a ſilent Grave I cannot praiſe thee; and therefore now I will: bleſſed be God, I lived till I was born again; that ever I heard of that ſweet, that bleſſed that charm­ing name JESUS; and that I was enabled to believe on him; for all the Mercies I have had in this World, and for the hope, and proſpect of more, and better in the next. Bleſſed be God for Pardoning Mer­cy, Sanctifying Grace, and the Blood of Jeſus to waſh, and cleanſe me, a ſinner. Bleſſed be God for the ſupports, and com­forts I have in this ſickneſs; that Satan is reſtrain'd, and my own corruptions curb'd; Bleſſed be God I am made meet for Hea­ven, and that I know I am: Lord! what Grace is thine? how free, and ſovereign! What love is thine? how conſtant, and matchleſs! how ſweet, how exceeding ſweet is the thought, that God hath loved, doth love me, and will do ſo unto the End! I'll bleſs thee, Lord, while I live; thank thee, with my laſt Breath; and O my God, through Chriſt, thy Son, and my Saviour accept my dying praiſes. Bleſs the Lord O my Soul, bleſs the Lord for me O my Friends: bleſs the Lord O ye his [Page] Holy Angels: my ſingle voice is not ſuffi­cient, may every Tongue, all breath praiſe his holy name! Amen, HALLELU­JAH.

III. After Death cometh Judgment: what an a­wakening Thought this is, and ought to be. How this Thought may, and ſhould be im­prov'd by us in our laſt Sickneſs, particu­larly, to put us upon Confeſſion, the exerciſe of Repentance, and earneſt Prayer to God for Pardoning Mercy.
SICKNESS Summons Men to die; Death Summons them to Judgment. May this Sickneſs be my laſt, and do I ſuppoſe it will? hearken O my Soul! and thou may'ſt hear Deaths Voice: Come un­to the Bar, come give an account of thy Self to God; in the NAME of the ETERNAL GOD, whoſe Servant, and Meſſenger I am, I cite thee, O Man, to make thine appearance before the Tribunal of thy Maker, Sovereign, and Judge in the other World. Awful Ti­dings! what awakening, and ſtartling words are theſe! muſt I O my Soul! quick­ly Dye, and after that be judg'd? go from my Death-bed to the Bar of an Infi­nitely Holy, Juſt, and Jealous God? muſt my [Page] Life be examined? all my Actions ſcan­ned? and my everlaſting ſtate in that mo­ment, be determined? muſt a Righteous, and Irreverſible Doom paſs upon me? muſt I Dye in one moment, and in the next be Judg'd? and ſhall not I ſearch my ways, examine my ſtate, take a ſurvey of my Heart and Life, before I paſs to that final and irreverſible Judgment; and hold up theſe guilty hands of mine at God's Tri­bunal? ſhall I not endeavour to know what has been amiſs, that I may confeſs, be humbled for, repent of it, and beg pardon? Lord▪ help me a ſick, Lord, for Jeſus ſake, help me a dying man in this ſerious, ſolemn work: help me to find out my ſins, to repent; and implore thy mercy through the Lord Jeſus Chriſt, who is my only hope in Life, at Death, and after Death.
I was born a ſinner, and came into the World guilty and polluted: behold, I was ſhapen in iniquity: and in ſin did my Mother Pſal. 51. 5. conceive me. As I am a Child of Apoſtate Adam (dreadful thought!) I am unlike to the Holy and Bleſſed God, and reſem­ble the Devil, the worſt of Beings; and had I no other ſin, this were enough to ſhame, confound, ſilence, and condemn me. But alas! have I not found this ori­ginal ſin active in my Heart, and fruitful [Page] in my Life? with what force, and vio­lence has it hurried me to the commiſſion of ſin! oh, what curſed ſtreams has this bitter Fountain been ſending forth! how much, how often, and how greatly have I offended God! what one Command­ment is there, I have not broken in thought, word, or deed! my ſins are more than can be numbred; and how many Legions of Luſts are quartered in my Heart! oh, that my Head were Waters, and mine Eyes a Jer. 9. 1. Fountain of Tears, that I might weep day, and night!
Did I not once O my Soul! live as with­out God in the World! how many, and great were the ſins of my unregenerate ſtate! what a ſinner! Lord, what a vile ſinner was I then! were not all the facul­ties of my Soul, and Members of my Bo­dy the Inſtruments of Unrighteouſneſs un­to ſin? Did not ſin ſit in the Throne, ſway the Scepter? and had it not the entire, quiet, and peaceable poſſeſſion of my Heart? Was not I a willing Slave, an obedient Servant, and a Volunteer in any wicked ſervice, was I not at the beck of every Luſt, the will of every Temptation, and did not Satan carry me captive at his plea­ſure? during that wretched ſtate, how did I forget God, and my ſelf; Eternity, and another World; thwart the deſign of [Page] my Creation; and croſs the end of my be­ing made a Man? Was I not ſenſual, car­nal, and earthly; a ſtranger to an Holy, Heavenly Life; without any delight in God, deſire after, or care to pleaſe him? did I not run into Sin, as the Horſe ruſhes into the Battle without any fear? how long? O my Soul! how long was I a grief to that bleſſed Jeſus, who wept, and ſwet, bled, groan'd, and died for me! how did I deſpiſe his Grace, ſlight his Love, his dying Love; ſpurn at his Bowels, and trample on his Blood? with what ſweet, and endearing; melting, and charming language, did he plead with me! he called, but I did not anſwer; he pleaded, but I was not moved; his Bowels yearned, but my Heart did not relent, how oft did the Holy Spirit move and work upon my Heart? and how oft did I reſiſt, vex, quench, and grieve him! how oft was my Conſcience awakened? and how ſoon did it fall aſleep again! Holy Lord, I bluſh, I am aſhamed, and confounded to look back upon this part of my life: I weep, Lord, I weep, I deſire to weep bitterly for the ſins of my unconverted ſtate: I wiſh again, Oh, that my Head were Waters, and mine Eyes a Fountain of Tears, that I might weep day and night!
[Page]
How many, and great have been my ſins ſince my Converſion to, and acquain­tance with God? How oft have I fallen, to the diſhonour of God, the diſcredit of Religion, the wounding of my ſelf, and grieving of others! how many duties have been neglected; and how many careleſly performed? in a cold, lazy, and trifling manner! how many of my Talents, which might have been improved for the Glory of God, my own comfort, and the good of others, have been wrapped up in a Nap­kin, and buried in the Earth! how weak is every Grace? and how much evil is mixt with all my good! how oft, letting down my Spiritual Watch, has Satan ſur­priz'd me, and Temptation prevail'd! how much have I conformed to the World, complied with the ſinful cuſtoms, and fa­ſhions of it! how much have I lived con­trary to my Profeſſion; and below my hopes as a Chriſtian! what a ſlow pro­greſs have I made in the ways of Holineſs, how many younger Chriſtians have out­ſtript, got the ſtart of, and are gone before me! nay, have I not ſhamefully declin'd, and backſliden, and loſt much of my firſt love, zeal, and tenderneſs? how frequent, and ſtrong have been the workings of Spiritu­al Sins; as unbelief, pride, paſſion, envy, and uncharitableneſs, &c. Lord! how ma­ny [Page] have been the ſins of this ſtate? and how are they aggravated by all that love, and mercy thou haſt ſhewn to me; and the long experience I have had of thy boun­ty and goodneſs? Art thou my God, and have I affronted? my Father, and have I diſpleaſed thee? have I by theſe ſins wounded that Redeemer who died for me? grieved that Holy Spirit who has comfort­ed me? ah ſinful, ſilly Soul! what haſt thou been doing? what an hearty ſorrow, and unfeigned grief do theſe ſins call for? I mourn, Lord, help me to mourn more: thou haſt given me the habit of Repen­tance; give me now in this evening of my Life to act, and exerciſe it. Oh, for a broken Heart, and a contrite Spirit! oh, for inward ſhame, and hearty remorſe! oh for a melting frame, and a bleeding Soul! oh, that this Rock might be bro­ken, and this Heart be turned more, and more into an Heart of fleſh!
My time is ſhort, my ſtrength little, my ſins many and great; Lord help me to live repenting, and die repenting; to go to my grave weeping: Weeping not tears of deſpair▪ but tears of Goſpel-ſor­row, which make way for eternal joys. I do repent, Lord! from the bottom of my Soul I do repent; let my laſt repen­tance be moſt ſolemn, particular, and ſe­rious, [Page] and do thou accept it! waſh me in theſe penitential waters, and becauſe theſe muddy waters can't cleanſe; waſh me, Lord, waſh me in the blood of Je­ſus for that can cleanſe from all ſin. O pardon, pardon a dying penitent, who confeſſes and acknowledges his ſins, and flies to thy mercy through the merits of Chriſt!
My ſins are gone over mine head, as a bur­den Pſal. 38. 4. they are too heavy for me. Sin is an heavy burden and intollerable; but moſt of all ſo to a dying man. Look upon mine Pſal. 25. 18. affliction, and forgive all my ſins: If I muſt weep with one eye, Lord let me read my pardon with the other.
I have deſerved Hell, and if God ſhould caſt me into it; I have forfeited Heaven, and if God ſhould eternally ba­niſh me from that bleſſed place; I muſt ſay, Righteous art thou, O Lord, and upright Pſ. 110. 137. is thy Judgment: But ſave me from the one, and bring me to the other, for thy mercies ſake. I find it is written, He that Pro. 28. 13. confeſſeth and forſaketh his ſins ſhall find mer­cy. And again, if we confeſs our ſins he is 1 John 1. 9. faithful and juſt to forgive us our ſins. This I have done, this I will do, and ſhall I not obtain mercy? I am aſhamed, and confounded; I loath, and abhor my [Page] ſelf; I repent in duſt and aſhes; I wiſh I had never done as I have; were I to live over my life again, (Divine grace aſſiſt­ing) theſe Errata's ſhould be corrected; I do repent, and will not God pardon? I do heartily mourn, and will not God forgive? Oh for a pardon for Jeſus ſake! mercy, mercy, Lord! mercy for a dy­ing ſinner, who comes unto thee accord­ing to the tenor of the Goſpel. The thing I ask is great, and I, ſinful I, wretch­ed I, am altogether unworthy; but Chriſt is worthy: Lord, lo, here is the blood which bought my pardon, and it has been and is now crying in thine ears with a loud voice; Lord, pardon, and ſave yonder penitent ſinner, and ſhall my prayer backt with the pleadings of that blood be ſhut out?
I have now but a little time, my glaſs is almoſt run, the day is far ſpent, the ſhadows of the evening are ſtretched out, the night will quickly come; Lord, be not angry if I renew my requeſt, urge thee with thy promiſe, and lie at thy foot till I obtain my pardon, and Con­ſcience be enabled, and authorized to read it. I am miſerable and without thy pity muſt be ſo for ever; and Lord, I cannot, I will not take a denyal: I am [Page] thine, ſave me. In this ſickneſs I have Pſ. 119 94. been examining my heart, ſearching my ways, and I have done it ſeriouſly, and impartially; what ſins I have found out I heartily bewail: pardon theſe, and thoſe I have not. Who can underſtand his Pſ. 19. 12. Errors? Lord cleanſe thou me from ſecret faults.
Bleſſed Jeſus! thou great friend, and lover of Souls; from this my ſick and death-bed I look up to thee for help, and mercy; Oh ſtand my friend now, plead my cauſe now, and let me have the pardon thy blood did purchaſe! thou didſt die for me, thou waſt crucifyed for me, and thy blood was ſhed for me, and careſt thou not if I now periſh? May thy Tears, Mark 4. 38. Wounds, and Blood ſpeak, and plead for me; for I am ſure they will be heard if mine cannot! within a few days, with­in a few hours, I muſt appear before an Holy, Juſt, and Terrible God; and I tremble, O my Saviour! I tremble to think any one unpardoned ſin ſhould meet me at that Tribunal: Oh, procure my pardon for me before I die! if Satan meet me there to accuſe me, I know thou wilt anſwer him and plead for me: But if any one unpardoned ſin meet me there, it will condemn me, and I am loſt, and loſt for ever.
[Page]
I am not ſinleſs, I have not perfectly obeyed the Law; but I am not impeni­tent. To exerciſe repentance for my ſin, has been my daily work ever ſince my firſt converſion; and it has been ſo par­ticularly in this preſent ſickneſs. My heart hath been turned from the love of ſin, and now I loath it more than ever; there's nothing troubles, afflicts, and grieves me ſo much as ſin; vile ſin, curſed ſin! thou haſt coſt me more tears, ſighs, and groans than all my pains have done. I Repent, I Repent, Lord, I do repent; Oh! pity, and ſpare, ſpare, and pardon, pardon and love, love, and ſave me for ever. Have mercy upon me according to the mul­titude of thy tender mercies; and blot out Pſal 51. 1. all my ſin. Bleſſed is he whoſe tranſgreſſion is forgiven, whoſe ſin is covered. Bleſſed is the man unto whom the Lord imputeth not Pſal. 32. 1, 2. iniquity. Bleſſed! he, and only he is the bleſſed man; though he be a poor man, a pained man, a ſick man, a dying man, yet he is a bleſſed man: Oh, that this bleſſedneſs might be mine! I am now ſick, and I have no hope of recovery; my body grows weaker, and weaker, and nature ſenſibly decays; this earthly Ta­bernacle ſhakes, and it will quickly tum­ble, Death, Pale, and Grim Death is poſting towards me; I am near unto eter­nity; [Page] but I cannot die, I dare not ſtep into the other unſeen Eternal World with out a pardon. Believing, O my God, that word of thine, that word, which to me is of more worth than a thouſand Worlds; Let the wicked forſake his way; and the Pſal. 55. 7 unrighteous man his thoughts: And let him return unto the Lord, and he will have mercy upon him, and to our God, for he will abun­dantly pardon. I beg, and through the mediation of thy Chriſt, and my Jeſus, will expect the pardon of all my ſins. Let it be unto me according to thy word, in which thou haſt cauſed thy Servant to hope! Amen.

IV. Of ſubmiſſion to the Divine will as to the time of our Death: Many reaſons to perſuade to ſuch an holy frame, and reſigning tem­per. Objections Anſwered. Suitable Pe­titions. The Triumph and laſt work of FAITH.
I am now on my laſt bed, this ſickneſs for ought I do, or can underſtand, will be unto Death: The warrant is iſſu­ed out, the commiſſion ſealed, I am a dy­ing man; every moment that paſſeth a­way, every clock that ſtrikes, every [Page] breath I draw, every pulſe that beats tells me death is near at hand; and having given thanks to God for all his mercies; having unſeignedly repented of all my ſin, and begged pardon in the name, and through  [...]he blood of Jeſus, and having now ſome hope and aſſurance of it; what have I further to do? What becomes me as a Chriſtian, as a righteous man▪ that hath hope of great and glorious things be­yond the grave, but to ſubmit to the divine good pleaſure, and ſaying, The will of the Lord be done? What language be­comes Acts 21. 14. ſuch an one but this? O Lord who art the fountain of Life to all thy Creatures, I am thine, to live, or die, when, and as thou wilt; thou gaveſt me my Life, and it is fit thou ſhouldſt take it from me when thou wilt, and as thou pleaſeſt; I ſubmit to thy will, obey thy ſummons, and I would not live a day, an hour, a moment longer than God would have me. God hath ordered the various circumſtances of my Life in the beſt manner; things have been much better with me, than if I had been left to my own will and choice; and I leave it to this wiſe, and good God to order the circumſtances of my Death. To die now, may be better for me than to live longer, and if infinite wiſdom judge it ſo, I will readily comply, and chearfully put off this Earthly Tabernacle. Submiſſive lan­guage! [Page] happy frame! bleſſed temper! thus it ought to be with all; but alas! how few attain to this! nay, how do the moſt even of Chriſtians come far ſhort of it! how willing are they to live, how loth to die? how extremely deſirous to ſtay here, how loath to depart? how paſſionately deſirous to have a new leaſe granted, when the old one is exſpi­ring and almoſt out? For one that in good earneſt ſays, I long, I long to die; I am willing even now to be diſſolved; how many with tears in their eyes cry, not yet, Lord, not yet, Oh ſpare me, that I may re­cover Pſ. 39. 13. ſtrength, before I go hence and be no more.
Thus, with ſhame, and ſorrow muſt I confeſs it hath been with me; but in this my preſent ſickneſs, Lord, help me to overcome my fears of Death; wean me from this vain World; mortify my fond affection to this preſent Life; and oh! raiſe, and quicken in me, holy, earneſt deſires after a better. Holy Paul had a de­ſire to depart and be with Chriſt; Oh that Phil. 1. 23. now it might be ſo with me! let me be able to ſay, Lord, I accept the puniſhment of my ſin, I kiſs the rod, lie at thy foot, ſubmit to thy holy pleaſure, and am en­tirely willingly to die now, if thou think it beſt and moſt convenient, my ſlaviſh fears of [Page] Death have been a pleaſure to Satan, a torment to my Self, a diſhonour to God, a blemiſh to my Profeſſion, a diſgrace to my Hopes, Lord! at laſt help me to over­come them. Oh! that I could paſſionate­ly long that Death would come and waft me over to yonder pure, and bleſſed, unde­filed, and eternal Regions! while I am ſo exceſſively fond of this vain, ſinful, and wretched life; while I ſtand trembling, and ſhivering on the confines of time, and am loth to enter into a bleſſed E [...]ernity; how may all the Inhabitants above won­der at my folly? Oh that my Faith, Love, and Hope might be increas'd, and ſtrength­ned, that I might pant, and long, wiſh, deſire, and groan to be in Heaven!
What abundant reaſon, O my Soul! have I to be willing to dye, and dye now, if God ſo pleaſe? have I not met with thoſe, croſſes, and diſappointments; with thoſe troubles, and miſeries which are ſufficient to wean me? have I been toſſed on the Waves, driven by the Winds, endanger­ed by many a Storm, and ſhould I not re­joice I can ſee Land, and am ſo near a quiet Harbour? how oft, upon the ac­count of Temptations from  [...]atan, Afflicti­ons from God; the Rebukes of his Pro­vidence, the Hidings of his Face, and the withdrawings of his Spirit, have I com­plain'd, [Page] groan'd, and wept! and ſhall I be unwilling to have my burdens removed, my ſorrows ended, and all Tears wiped from mine Eyes? is not the World mine Enemy, and has it not really been unkind to me? and ſhall I be loth to leave it? amazing folly! if I ſhould live longer, even till the Almond does flouriſh, to extream Eccl. 12. 5. old Age, ſhould I not be unprofitable to others, and a burden to my ſelf, and only an inſignificant Cipher among my Fellow Creatures? is it not better for me to die now; than to live till the World is weary of me, and I am weary of my ſelf too?
Am I not O my Soul! a Stranger, and Pilgrim upon Earth? am I not born from above, and do I not belong to another Countrey? and ſhould not my temper be ſuitable to my character; that is, ſhould I not be weary of my Pilgrimage, and long to be at home? are not Strangers and Pilgrims wont to be ſo? our Journey (ſay they) is long and tedious, oh that we were at home! in our own Countrey, among our own People, and Kindred! a ſtranger that hath a Journey to go, would paſs over it as ſoon as he can; his thoughts mind, and heart are ſet upon home, and he longs to be there; notwithſtanding the conveniences and accommodations of his Inn, the pleaſantneſs of the Countrey, &c. [Page] yet he longs to be at home. And ſhall I deſire to be a wandring Pilgrim in this World, when I might, and God would have me be a ſetled Inhabitant in the other? oh! how becoming my character is it, to ſend ſighs, groans, and prayers, as Har­bingers to Heaven to tell my God I would fain be there. Why do I not cry out? here, Woe is me! I am a ſtranger, and ſojourner when ſhall I come to my own Countrey, my Eternal Home, to my El­der Brethren, and Spiritual Kindred! ma­ny are gone before, and I follow after, but bleſſed Jeſus when ſhall I come to thee! my God, my Saviour, my Hope, my Trea­ſure, my Happineſs, my All, is in another Countrey, oh, that I were there too! how ſhould the hardſhips, and difficulties; the ill uſage, and ſorry entertainment, I meet with in my Pilgrimage make me long for home; and willing to go whenever my Heavenly Father ſends for me!
Have I not O my Soul! been peſtered with ſin all my life long? has it not coſt me many a ſigh, and groan, tear, and pray­er? how oft have I offended my God, diſ­pleaſed my Father, grieved my Redeem­er, wounded my Conſcience, and defiled my Heart! and if I live longer ſhall I not ſin more? is there any hope ſin will dye, till I do? and can I bear the Thought that [Page] I ſhould for ſo many years yet to come, offend ſo good a God? hath not this fleſh been a ſnare to me? and this body an in­ſtrument of much evil? and ſhall I be loth to put it off? is not ſin my heavieſt burden, my ſoreſt Enemy? have I not often ſaid ſo, and often cried out? O wretched man Rom. 7. 23. that I am! who ſhall deliver me from the Bo­dy of this Death? and ſhall I be unwilling to be delivered now? Criminal Hypocriſie! hath not ſin defiled all my powers and fa­culties, wounded my Conſcience, harden'd my Heart, dampt my joy, diſquieted my mind, diſturbed my peace, and brought many an affliction upon my Body? hath it not eclipſed the light of Gods Counte­nance, and cauſed my God and Father; my Redeemer, and Saviour to ſtand afar off? and ſhall I not be willing to dye now, that I may ſin no more?
Have not I O my Soul! been deſigning Heaven, and Praying for Heaven? what is the end of all my Sacred Duties, Holy Services, and Religious Worſhip, but that I may be Saved, and get to Heaven? and is God calling me to Heaven, and ſhall I be loth to go; and all this becauſe this Body muſt dye firſt? Heaven! O my Soul! what a ſweet and charming word is it, and what a pleaſant ſound does it make? Hea­ven! what an happy, and deſireable place [Page] is it? Heaven! what a delightful and raviſhing Theme is this? Heaven! is not one Thought, one ſingle view e­nough to Tranſport with Joy, and make a Man cry out? oh that I were there! is God now calling me to Heaven? to Heaven, the Throne of Divine Majeſty, the Preſence Chamber of the Eternal King; to Heaven, where I ſhall have the Viſion of God, raviſhing ſights of the Bleſſed Jeſus, and the Company of Holy Angels, and bleſſed Souls; to Heaven, that for Beauty, and Glory Tranſcends, not only all that has been ſeen, but all that can be imagin'd, ſhall I refuſe and draw back? how beautiful are theſe lower Heavens, which are but the Porch and outward Court to the other and how much muſt the Third Heaven, the Tem­ple of the Divine Majeſty, the Habitation of Glorious Angels, in  [...]eauty and ſplen­dor excel theſe! is this the place I ſhall go to when I dye, and can I, with any to­lerable ſhew of reaſon be unwilling to dye now? ah ſinful, ſilly Soul! doſt thou draw back, art thou unwilling to leave this bo­dy? what! to go to Heaven. What! to go to ſuch a glorious happy World. Art thou indeed unwilling, and art thou not to be blam'd? Blam'd! thou art, for what egre­gious folly is this? can I thus ſlight Heaven, and not bluſh to think I do?
[Page]
Moreover, O my Soul! If I am a Chri­ſtian, I have ſolemnly taken God for my only Portion, my Ultimate End, and So­veraign Happineſs; I love him, and my Saviour above all; more than Father, or Mother, Houſe or Land, Eſtate or Life; without this ſuperlative, and predominant love I am, I can be no Chriſtian. But O my Soul! is not my lothneſs to die, when God calls, and would have me, an ill ſign my love is not ſo ſtrong, my affection ſo warm, and this flame ſo bright and burn­ing as it ought to be? doth a Man love God? what! and wiſh to be at an eternal diſtance from him? what a flat contra­diction is this? do I love my God, my Sa­viour, and the H. Spirit, my guide, and comforter, as much as I ought, and not care how long I am abſent from this Bleſ­ſed Trinity? oh how weak, and defective is my love! did I love my God, as ſtrong­ly as I love my Friend, my Relations, ſhould I not think it long till I am with him? were the glowing ſparks blown up into a flame, did I love, and love as much as I ought, how paſſionately ſhould I cry out? My Soul thirſteth for God, for the liv­ing Pſal. 42. 3. God: when ſhall I come and appear before God? How long muſt I be at this lament­ed diſtance? HE is my God, my Life, my Joy, my Happineſs, my All; oh that [Page] I were with him! oh bleſſed are they who dwell in his Preſence, ſtand before his Throne, and continually behold his Face! when ſhall it be ſo with me? O my God, I love thee, and long to ſee thee; O my Saviour, I love thee, and I long to ſee thy Face and have thy compa­ny, that I may love thee more; for every view of thee my glorious Jeſus will in­creaſe the Flame. How long! how long! Lord, how long! is the voice of love; of a ſtrong, and burning love. Doth God by this preſent ſickneſs call me to come from Earth to Heaven, from my Friends to him, from my Relations who love me, pity me, pray for, and weep over me; to my Saviour, who loves me more, and is able to help me, and am I unwilling? do I ſhrink, draw back, and wiſh to tarry longer? is there not ſome great defect in my love? doth it not want many of thoſe degrees it ought to have? Holy Lord! Bleſ­ſed Jeſus! I am troubled, I am aſhamed to find ſo much unwillingneſs in my ſelf to die now; becauſe I am convinc'd my love to thee is not ſo ſtrong as it ſhould be. O pity and pardon me! oh help me to love thee more, and better, and then I ſhall obey thy Summons, and be willing to come to thee; tho' Death, and the Grave be in my Way: that I may, let [Page] me love thee more, and better Lord!
Hath not God O my Soul! promiſed me a future Glory, and confirmed that Pro­miſe with an Oath? Hath he not revealed much of Heaven to me, that I might not be an utter ſtranger to that unſeen World? hath he not given me many ſweet foretaſts of it, in Meditation, and Prayer, in Ser­mons, and in my Sacramental Communi­ons, that I might deſire, long, and thirſt after more? What delightful hours! what holy Communion, with God, Father, Son, and Spirit▪ what joyful views, what raviſhing proſpects of Heaven have I ſome­times had! have I not had thoſe ſights of God in the Sanctuary? thoſe diſcoveries of his love, and that ſenſe of his favour, that I have cried out. Lord it is good for Mat. 17. 4. me to be here? Have I not had that Com­munion with God in my ſecret retire­ments, and have I not been fill'd with thoſe joys on my Knees, that I have had no more mind to the little things of time, to the Vanities here below? have not I ſometimes been ſo refreſht, reviv'd, and comforted; ſo ſatisfied, and tranſported with joy that I have long'd for Heaven that I might be capable of, and enjoy more? can't I remember the time (tho' alaſs! it hath been too ſeldom ſo) when I would have been glad to have gone from my Clo­ſet, [Page] and from my Knees to Heaven? and ſhall I be unwilling now? what did a good God vouchſafe all this to me for, but to make me long for Heaven, and willing to die? why did he give me theſe firſt fruits, but that I might long for the Harveſt? theſe Cluſters of Canaan, but that I might long for the Vintage? Theſe Taſts, but that I might long to drink a full Draught of thoſe Rivers of Pleaſure, which are at his Iſa. 16. 11. Right Hand for evermore? Lord, continue, and increaſe thoſe joys now, and I will readily dye.
Moreover, O my Soul! hath not God continued me in Life, and being a great while? I might have died in my Infancy, Childhood, and Youth, but I did not: I might have died in the Morning▪ or at Noon, but I have lived unto the Evening. How many are dead, and gone, while I am yet ſpar'd? how many thouſands hath Death removed out of the World, ſince I came into it! how many Funerals have I ſurvived! how many younger perſons have I out-liv'd! I have ſometimes been ſick; but did not God recover, reſtore, and raiſe me up again? this Houſe of Clay hath often totter'd; but hath not God re­paired and yet kept it ſtanding? the Ar­rows of Death have been flying about me, and many thouſands have fallen on my [Page] right hand; and many on my left, but they have had no commiſſion to touch me: many have been called out of the Vine­yard at the firſt, third, and ſixth hour, and I have been continued to the ninth, nay to the eleventh. Have not I lived thirty, forty, fifty, ſixty years, when thouſands have not lived ſo many months, weeks, or days? and is it not ſhameful for me to be unwilling to dye now? after I have lived in the World ſo long, ſhall I be as loth to dye as thoſe who are but newly come into it? unthankful Soul! is this the return thou makeſt to God for ſo much time and patience? the poor In­fant of a few days, may ſay, muſt I dye almoſt as ſoon as I am born? go from one Grave to another? come upon the Stage only to look about me, take a ſhort turn and ſo go off? the young man may ſay, am I arriv'd at that period of Life, wherein Nature is ſtrongeſt, and I am moſt capable of reliſhing the pleaſures of it, and muſt I go now to a loneſome, and ſolitary Grave? muſt I go to Bed in the Morning, and my Sun go down at Noon-day? muſt my Candle be blown out by the Breath of Death, when it might Burn much Longer? muſt I in my Youth, Strength, and the Flower of my Age be thy mark and game, O heard-hearted Death, when [Page] ſo many old, and decrepit ones, who in civility may be willing to retire to the Grave, and make room for others; and of whom the World is weary, are paſ­ſed by? O Death, Death, doſt thou refuſe the halt, the lame, and the blind, and muſt I, one of the beſt of the Flock, be ſingled out, and be laid as a Sacrifice on thine Altar? If this be the Young Mans complaint, what can be the old Mans Apology? will it not be as weak as himſelf?
Have not I had a ſufficient time to pre­pare for Death, and Judgment? Have not I lived long enough to make an ex­periment of what the World can do for me? Long enough to confirm that old maxim, Vanity of vanities, all is vanity; and is not my unwillingneſs to die now Eccl. 1. 2. inexcuſable? How ſhameful, O my linger­ing Soul! is it for me, an old Diſciple; after I have been trained up in the School of Chriſt ſo many years; after I have heard ſo many plain, and convincing Lectures of the vanity of the World, the certainty of Death, the glory of Hea­ven, and happineſs of eternity, to ſhrink, and draw back, when ſo many younger have chearfully ſubmitted to the will of God!
[Page]
Doſt thou not, O my Soul! by this time ſee there is reaſon, why thou ſhould'ſt be willing now, to put off this earthly Taber­nacle? Let me now hear what thou canſt object againſt this, which is thy duty, honour, and intereſt.
Am I loth to die now, becauſe I ſhall leave relations, who have their depen­dance on me, and to whom, I have been uſeful? Fooliſh talk! cannot God who provided for 'em by, take care of them without me? And if they are his, will he not? Cannot God who is the Fountain, be better than I, who am but a Ciſtern, and a broken Ciſtern too? May I not leave my ſolitary Widow, and Fatherleſs children with God?
Am I loth to die now, becauſe I muſt take my final leave of Friends, and Re­lations, whom I have lov'd, with whom I have liv'd, and converſed with much delight? Fooliſh Soul! loth to leave them! what, to go to God, Chriſt, and compa­ny infinitely better, to enjoy which, for one hour, is much better, than to enjoy theirs for an age.
Am I unwilling to die now, becauſe of thoſe pains, and pangs, thoſe ſharp con­flicts and agonies I muſt endure, before body and Soul do part? Fond reaſoning! muſt not theſe pains be endured at one [Page] time or other? will not Death be Death, that is, be attended with ſome pains whenever it comes? Had I not better take heart, and undergo them once, and that now, than be terrified many years longer with the fears and melancholy proſpect of them? Will not theſe pains be my laſt; and when they are over (and in a few hours they will) ſhall not I be at perfect eaſe and reſt? Hath God done, and the bleſſed Jeſus ſuffered ſo much for me? Is Heaven ſo bleſſed and glo­rious a place, that it tranſcends all I can▪ imagin? And ſhall I make excuſes, and frame Apologies, reſiſt, and ſtruggle, be back­ward and unwilling to endure a little pain that I might go to God, and Chriſt, and be in Heaven? Have not many endured more and greater pain, in hope of leſs ad­vantage? Have I not a Saviour, who ex­perimentally knows what it is to be pain'd, and die, to ſtand by, ſuccour, ſupport, and aſſiſt me in this terrible paſſage from Time to Eternity? Finally, O my trembling Soul! may not the pains of that hour be much leſs, than I fear, think, and apprehend they will be?
Am I loth to die now, becauſe this bo­dy muſt go to the grave, rot, and putri­fie, and lie a long time among Worms? Fond affections to a lump of Clay! is this [Page] the reaſon of my unwillingneſs? O wretch­ed, ſinful Soul! where's thy Faith con­cerning that fundamental Article, the Re­  [...]urrection of the Dead? Is not Chriſt riſen, and ſhall not they that ſleep in Chriſt riſe too? Will not the glorious morning quickly dawn? Will not the day of re­demption of the body ere long come? And ſhall not this Body, this very Body of mine be quickned, raiſed, and in all re­ſpects be much better than now it is? Will it not be a Beautiful, and Comely; a Strong, and Healthful; a Powerful, and Active; a Spiritual and Immortal Bo­dy? Will not a time come when our laſt enemy, DEATH, ſhall be deſtroyed, and mortality be ſwallowed up of LIFE? When I ſhall ſleep in the duſt, I ſhall not think the time long, and when my Lord ſhall come, and the trumpet ſound, and ariſe ye Dead ſhall be ſpoken by the mighty, and powerful Jeſus, ſhall I not live, and dye no more? Therefore let me be willing to die once; and ſince I muſt once, let me be willing to die now.
What is there, O my Soul! in this vain, wretched, and ſinful World, that I ſhould deſire to ſtay yet longer in it? [Page] What is this Fleſh, this Body, that I ſhould be loth to lay it in the grave? What can be frightful and terrible in death, ſince Chriſt hath conquer'd, diſ­arm'd it, and taken out the ſting? What is there, in the other World, I am ſo loth to go unto it? Have not I ſinn'd, and ſuf­fer'd, ſorrow'd, and griev'd, groan'd, and wept long enough already? Have I not been afflicted tempted, and buffeted long enough already? Why do I not long for deliverance? Look O my Soul! Heaven is prepared, the gates are open, and there's a manſion for thee. Hearken, liſten, thy God, thy Jeſus, calls, ſaying, come Chriſtian, come away, from a dark, and ſinful, miſerable, and defiled World; to this World of Life, Light, and Love. Angels, and Saints, O my Soul! are longing for thy arrival; with one conſent they wiſh thee ſafely landed: The former are ready to be thy convoy to yonder glorious World; the latter with a triumphant joy will welcome thee, as ſoon as ever thou comeſt thi­ther. Linger no longer, but go out, O my Soul! go out with Joy, and Tri­umph.
[Page]
My God hath prepared Heaven for me, an happineſs beyond, infinitely beyond all my thoughts, hopes, and wiſhes; an happineſs that will amaze, and tranſport me as ſoon as ever I am landed on that bleſſed ſhore; an happineſs that is per­fect, without any defect; and eternal without any end. My bleſſed, and loving Jeſus hath by his ſufferings, blood-ſhed, and Death purchaſed Heaven, and a Manſion for me. What a glorious, bleſ­ſed Heaven muſt that be which was the purchaſe of ſuch ſacred, pretious, and inva­luable blood! is Heaven the purchaſe of my Saviours warmeſt blood? Excellent place! This, all this am I now called to take poſſeſſion of; but oh how loth, and unwilling am I to go! it is my ſin, my ſhame, and folly that I am ſo; pardon; pity, and help me Lord!
I have been ſpeaking to my ſelf, chid­ing, reproving, blaming, and perſuading this ſinful, ſilly, and backward heart of mine; but to what little purpoſe? And now, dear Lord; I turn my ſelf, and ſpeak to thee, for I ſhall never be wil­ling except thy Spirit, and Grace make me ſo. I ſee that Heaven is on the other ſide; but yet how loth am I to ſtep into [Page] a dark, cold, and ſolitary grave! I am convinc'd that Heaven is better than Earth; that it is worth a dying to go to God, and Chriſt; and yet I cannot (ah what a ſinful, wretched heart have I!) I cannot long, and wiſh to die: Oh par­don my lothneſs and backwardneſs; and give me a more humble, obedient, ſub­miſſive, and reſigning frame! that if this Cup muſt not now paſs from me, I may imitate my dear Saviour, in the like circumſtan­ces, chearfully ſaying, Father, not my will, but thine be done. The arguments I have  [...]uk. 22. 42. uſed are weighty and ſerious; ſufficient to convince my judgment, ſtop my mouth, and make me ſilent; but after all (O pity pardon and help me!) I find I am backward, and loth to die now. Lord, make me content; content! that's too little, make me deſirous to die, and to die now. God forbid that after all, my Soul ſhould be violently rent and torn from me.
Lord! Let me have ſuch a firm belief of a future happineſs, ſuch lively hopes, and clear evidences of my right and title to it, ſuch a burning and flaming love to thee, my God, to thee, my Saviour, ſuch pleaſing foretaſts of Heavenly joys, [Page] ſuch a reviving proſpect of that glorious future ſtate that I might overcome the fears of Death, the terrors of the Grave, and Triumph over both. That I may long, and pant, deſire, groan, and wiſh to be with Chriſt, which I muſt, and do acknowledge to be far better. Lord! inſpire my departing Soul, with that Faith, Hope, and Love, that I may now glorifie Thee, credit Religion, and com­mend thy holy Ways; that I may ſtreng­then the weak, and encourage the fear­ful by a chearful, and willing, comforta­ble and triumphant departure. Sanctifie theſe afflictions, and pains, and this pre­ſent ſickneſs to me, and let them put me upon longing after Heaven, where are none: anſwer my doubts, expel my fears, arm, and fortifie; comfort, and encou­rage my weak, drooping, and trembling Soul; and the nearer I draw to my end, the more warm and earneſt let my deſires be. Oh for thy holy Spirit, to excite thoſe Heavenly and Spiritual deſires in me, which I cannot raiſe in my ſelf!
O thou almighty, and victorious Jeſus, who haſt conquer'd Death and the Grave, enable me in theſe my laſt moments to triumph over them; ſaying, O DEATH, [Page] where is thy Sting? O GRAVE, where is 1 Cor. 15. 55. thy victory? Many experiences have I had, of thy Grace and Mercy; love and kind­neſs, O my Saviour! forſake me not now in this my laſt extremity: O Bleſſed Jeſu! who haſt been my ſupport and help in Life, be my Strength, my Comfort, and my Joy at Death.
While in this my laſt ſickneſs I have been ſpeaking, ſometimes to my ſelf, and ſometimes unto God; I have obtain'd the Mercy I wanted, and laboured after; a willingneſs to die now; my doubts are an­ſwered, my fears remov'd, my ſins are pardoned, God is reconciled, my Con­ſcience pacified, my hopes are lively, my evidences clear, my aſſurance ſtrong, and my joy full; and now, thanks be to God, how do I long to dye! ſhall I be afraid of Death? What! of a baffled, vanquiſht, and conquer'd Enemy? I am not, I was, but now bleſſed be God, I am not. Am I a Member of Chriſt, a Son of God, an Heir of Heaven? and ſhall I be afraid of thee, O Death? through Grace, O mine Enemy, I am not. Me­thinks I am already in the Suburbs of Hea­ven, and I long to enter into that holy City. I have a proſpect of yonder bleſſed World, and this proſpect is ſo raviſhing, [Page] and tranſporting, that I wiſh for a preſent poſſeſſion. No Heir ever longed more for his Inheritance; no Captive ever longed more for Liberty; no ſick and pained man ever longed more for eaſe, than I now do for Heaven. When I am there, what charming muſick ſhall I hear! what glorious ſights ſhall I be­hold! what bleſſed and delightful com­pany ſhall I have! what joy will enter in­to, poſſeſs, and fill this Soul of mine! what a Manſion of Light, and Glory ſhall I enter into, when I have put off this earthly Tabernacle! how does a thought of this make my fettered, and yet impri­ſoned Soul, cry out? How long! Lord, how long! farewel, vain World, fare­wel; not Earth, but Heaven is my home, and I long, groan, and wiſh to be there. Is the time of my departure at hand? Is the time come that I muſt die? Lord, I do ſubmit, thy holy will be done. My Body I chearfully bequeath unto the duſt; O faithful grave, keep what I commit unto thee, this Body till my Lord ſhall come, and then deliver it up: In the duſt ſhall this fleſh of mine ſleep, and reſt in hope. My Soul, my pretious and immor­tal Soul, O my God, I reſign to thee; into thine hand I commit my Spirit: Thou Pſal. 31. 5. haſt redeemed me, O Lord God of truth. Fa­ther[Page]into  [...]  [...]ands I commit my Spirit. Lord Luk. 23. 46. Acts 7. 59. Jeſus  [...]. Muſt I die now! Lord,  [...] in thy will, believing thy promiſe, truſting in thy mercy, thro' the ALL-SUFFICIENT MERITS of thy Son, and my Saviour, I wait; wait! Lord, I long for the happy moment: And my laſt Petition, and dying prayer ſhall be, Come Lord Jeſus, come qickly; Rev. 22. 20. 1 Theſ. 4. 17. that I might be for ever with the Lord, come Lord Jeſus, come quickly: Amen, Amen.
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