The foHoWing Important Enqﬁiries,

Centaining Four USEFUL QUESTIONS —

Firlt, What am 12

—Secondly, Where am 1?—Thirdly, What am I a doing 2==Fourthly, Where am I going 2-——With fuitable
REFLECTIONS, proper for every Chriftian, is printed for and fold by #WILLIAM ANDERSON,
and his Wife, who once lived in Credic, put through unavoidable Misfortunes, we are now reduced to
our prefent Diftrels, I myfelf being afflited with the Rheumatifm, it will be a greag Charity to buy them
of me; orif you would pleafe to buy fome Penny or Twopenny Beoks, fhould be very thankful.
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| Important anumes., 9
Fisty—Wbat am 12 R

CREATURE, form’j by power and fkill divipe,
God, the grzat arult, rear’d this frame of mine
HT matchlefs wifdom drew the wond’rous plan,
And his Almighty pow:r made me the man.

He breath’d, and bid the wheels of morion roll,
And plac’d within my breaft aliviig foal;

His goodnels did this foul with pow’rs endue,
To know its God, and love and ferve him toos
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A fou] immortal ! what 2 {acred truft !

And yet this flefh claims kindred with the duft,
Should not this humbling thought ambition kill,
Vet there’s 4 thought far more diftrefling fiilt
Sin, that vile moniter, dwells within my breag,
&35 this refleftion blackens all the reft.

Secondly, =W here. am 12
NOT in an Eden of fupreme delight,
Where every objeét captivates the fight

Where fireams of living waters gently flow,
And trees of life in facred order grow.

Whofe fruits ne@arious make their branches nod,

And all confpire to lead the foul to God : e
Mankind’s firlt parest was thus highly bleft; A

Adam, in Paradife, thefe joys poflefs’d. &5
No cares nor forraws could approach the place, oo

O1 clouds o hide his Maker’s fmiling face 5

The great Jehovah oft would condefcend, 0
To converfe with his creature as a friend ! *'g
Sweet c.ontempla:ions did his hours employ ; \J

How vait his blifs! how wen’drous Wag his joy e

©One prohibition God enjoin’d alone 3
Forbear this tree. the reft is all your own,
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This teft of your obedience I chufe,
And death’s the confequence if you refufe
But the poor man wouald gratify his taite,

And chang’d his garden for this howling wafte D

To ftop the guithing tear [ Icarce know how, A

Nor help exclaiming—Adam, where art thou s B
V <3

Thirdly,~#hat am 1 2 doing.

STRAVELLING with weary fteps from flage to flage,
"Thro’ infancy, thro’ youth, and riper age ;

Not long ago I hung upon the breaft,

While the fond parent feoth’d her babe to reft.

With pleafure the heheld her offspring grow,
 And taught the wadling infant how to go;

Her cate how great, how tender, and kind,

Sure it was God wiio thus her heart in:lin:d.
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God, who ten thoufand other gifts befow’d,

Ere I could tell from whence my comforts flow’d ;
Oft have [ tottered on deftruétion’s brink,

But he upheld, nor fuffer’d me to fink.
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Heal’d my difeafes, and prolong’d my breath,
When there was but 4 ftep *twixt me and death ;
His goodrefs led me all the way I came,
Tis by his grace I now am what { am3

But norwithRtanding all, alas ! I’ve been,

Toa much a flave to that vile tyrant fin,
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Fourthly,—/7here am ‘I a going 2
INTQ eternity, that boundlefs fea,
Fag as the freams of life can glidc away
O thou eternity ! thou awful found,
Thou fhorelefs ocean, and thou deep profound !
’Midft thine infinitudes my thoughts are drown'd!

Cempar’d with thee, how fcanty time appears,
How mere 3 nothing is onr threefcoge years !
Yet for this fhort duration I've no leife,
Tenant at will, and quit when God fhall pleafe.

Howe’er protraéted, life is buta fpan,
Short the exiftehce of the oldeft man!

A fhort time more, and I muft lay my head,
Withis the dreary manfions of the dead !

The day of life muft clofe in death’s dark night,
And nought bat heaven and hell zppears in fighg
The foul, diflodg’d, muft ftand before that God,
‘Whofe final fentence fixes its abode :

To heaven’s high blifs it foars, or finks to hell,

In one of which it muft for ever dwell,
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' SOLILOQUY.

AND is it thus, my foul, and is it true ?
What am 1? mortal, yet immortal too !

Muft this poor flefh to worms a banquet give,
And muft this foul thro’ endlefs ages live,
High in falvation and climes of blifs,

Or lay defpairing in a dread abyfs !

With devils howl, orangel-like adore,

When time and its connections are no more ?
Will dire difeafe foon flop the ftruggling breath,
And facrifice me to relentlefs death ?

Whither my foul, ah! whither wilt thou flee,
Wher of this fleth unburthen’d thou thalt be ?

. Is heaven thy right, by nature or by birth,

And canft thou claim it when releas’d from earth
Claim as thy due in paradife thy fhare,
And plead thy merits as thy charter there?
Detefted thought ! what can a crezture boaft,
‘Who ought to tremble at his merit moft ?
My merits fhall my foul with horror fill,
By nature vile, by praice viler fill!
Refie@tion can butopen ev’ry wound,
And crcature helps are infufficient found ;
Hath Gilead ro relief againft defpair;
No healing balm, no good phyfician there ?
Blefled be God, there is, there is a name,
At once can filence fear and banith'thame ;
Reviving beams are {een in JESUS’ face !
His power is infinite, and fuch his grace,
On wings of love the incarnate God came dows,
‘To raife unworthy rebels to a crown ;

“ Free from pollufion here he liv’d with us,
Fulfill’d the law, and borve the fatal curie.
He lives again, and finners fix their hope, |
On him who rule: and bears all nature up !
By faith I view, and with delight I fee,
That Jefus bled, and died for finners vile as me
All my own works I’ll count brt dung and disfs,
And if I perith, perifh at his crofs. ,
But fay, dear Jefus, charmer of my foul,
Say thou art mine, and all my fears controul 3
Say thou art mine, and death fhall lofe irs fting
Amongft the heavenly choir my foul fhall fing:
Thofe animating {ounds, that cheering word,
Will fuch ferenity and grace afford,
As nothing earthly gives, or can deftroy, :
The foul’s calm funthine, and the heart-felt joy |




