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PR ETFA CE

T 1s a true Obfervation I have fomewhere

met with, that there 1s no Part of divine
Worfhip 1 which we more refemble the
Saints 1n Ligcht, than when we are finging
the Praifes of our Gop. As this 15 {o de-
highttul an Exercife to all truly ferious Per-
fons, I cannot but think that every Artempt

to render 1t as edifying as poflible, will be
acceptable.

The Plalmift fays, Pf. xlvii. 7. ¢ Sing ye
Praifes with Underftanding.” But this can-
not be done where the Song aboundeth with
Phrafes, either abftrufe in themfelves, or be-
yond the Capacities of the Generality.

Again, it inuft be allowed that there are
Mattcrs of private judgment and mere Opi-
nion, concerning which it is far better to
think and let think, than to difpute ; thefe
fhould not appear, if by any Means they
can be avoided, in a Book, chiefly defigned
for Social Worthip : for we cannot join aswe
ought m, ¢ Teaching snd Admenithing one
another 1n Pfalms and Hyimns and {pintual
Songs.”” 1f they are mix’d with any Sub;ect-
matter for Difference and Difputitiop.

. 1 A !
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Neither can any Plan for this, or indee
for any Part of Worfhip be right, thatis not
Iaid upon the true Foundation, for all the
Praife that fhall afcend unto our Gop, now
and for ever, cven CHRIST JESUS THE .
Rigureous. In this Refpect we muft fay,
¢« Other Foundation can no Man lay, than
that is laid, which 15 JESUS CHRIST,”
1 Cor. 111, 11. Hence it 1s, that the Plalms
of David arc fo trunfcendently delighttul;
they are full of CrrisT. David tells us Pl
xlv. 1. His Tongue was the Pen of a ready
Writer, becaufe he {poke of the Things he
made touching the King. And our Hymns,
as well as our Prayers and Sermons, 1f not
made touching this everlatting King, are no
better than Nadab and Abihu’s firange Fire,
an Abomination to the LORD. ¢ \yhatfo-
ever ye do 1n Word or Deed, do all 1in the
Name of the Loz p Jesus, giving Thanks to
GOD and the Father by Him.” Col. 1. 17.

Firft then, 1 have endeavoured to feleCt fuch
Hymns as may be moit Ufeful for Edification,
in refpéct of Plainnefs and Sunplicity of Ex-
preffion. Not but too many will think Lhave
not fucceeded in this Point, and that there are
Expreflions, here and there, as abitrufe as if
they were written in Arabic. But let thefe

Readers turn to 1 Cor 1, 14+ and there they
will
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will find the true Reafon why they do not un-
derftand them, namely, becaufe thev are the
very Words of that divine Book which was
given by the Infpiration of the Spirit of
GOD. In order to gwuide fuch, I have pug
~ Marginal References where I thought need-
ful, to keep them, if happily they may be
kept, from defpifing the Words of G 'p him-
{elfy and ignorantly fall into the grievous Sin
of ridiculing the Scriptures. But thefe may
be alfo ufeful for others, and if rightly at.
tended to. will point out many very editying
Paraphrafes, 1n various Parts of this Book,
upon the facred Text.
1dly, I have endeavoured to avoid infert-
ing any thing that could tend to doubtful
Difputations ; therefore have contrived, as
far as poffible, m colletting this httle Vo-
lume, to lay afide all thofe- Notions about
Non-efientials, concerning which, the beft
People hdve and do differ, that with one
Heart, as well as one Voice, ail Chriftians
may join in the Praifes of our common Lorbp :
—1 fay all Chriftians ; for Fundamentals
there are which we muft infift upon, and
which, if any Man do not maintan and be-
lieve, we cannot allow him to be a Chrifhan,
Therefore the Deift, muft not be furprized
to find, the Dignity of fallen Man, tegether
with
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with the moral Reétitude of His Nature, the
Sufficiency of Reafon, and of the Light of Na-
ture, and everv other Article and Circum-
ftance of the Infidel Creed utterly expunged.

The Arian will be much difappointed, if
he expedls to find any thing hercin, that in
the leaft countenances the Nonfenfe as well
a$ the Blafphemy of a created or derivative
God, or one Sentiment that tends to eclipfe
the glorious Beams of the SeLF-gxIsTENT
Sun oF RicHrEousnEss, -

The Socinian and Mahometan muft re-
nounce their * Koran, before they will be
able to look upon the Great Prophet, Jesus
of NazareTH, as IMManveL, Gobp wiry
us 3 a Truth that hes at the Root of Chrif-
tianity, confequently is taught throughout
this Book.

As for Papifts, either, profefled or doc-
trinal, they will find nothing about the Me-
rit of Works, either before or after Jufti-
fication ; but the Whole of the Salvation of
Sinners is afcribed to the Atonement and

* Koran, from the Arabic, Karna to read,
fignifies @ Book. The Koran 1s that Book which
the Followers of Mabomet look upon as their
Bible ; which correfponds with the Socimaiz
Writers in allowing JESUS to be a Proplet,
aind no more. '

Merit
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Merit of the Plood and Rightcoufnefs of
Jenovan m our Nature, imputed through
Grace, and applied by Faith, to the Sinner’s
Heart and Confcience, Ju{hf} ing his Perfon,
and renewing and fanétifving hls Nature,
thro’ the Operatlon of the HoLy SpirtT,
of which he is thereby made a Partaker.

Hence the Antinomian muft expe@ but
hitle Contentment 1n perufing the following
Hymns. for they maintain, that without Ho-
linefs, (perfonal Holmcis) wrought in the
Soul of a Believer, by the SrirtT oF Gon,
delivering him from the * Dominien, and
from the + Love of all Sin, (whether mward
or outward) no Man fhall {fee the Lorp.

Nor will the mere Formalift, whatever out-
ward Profeflion he makes, whether Church-
man or Diffenter, have much Taite tor thefe
Songs of Sion ; for they maintain that-—

No outward Forms can make us clean,

The Leprofy lies deep within.

3dly, As duc Care is taken to make the
Matter of thefe Hymns as Scriptural as pof-
fible, fo thou wilt find, eentle Reader, (and

mayft thou find its Power and Sw cetnefs 1n

thy Soul} that Jesus the Great High Prictt
and blefled Apoftle of our Ptofd’ion, 1s the

? Rom. vi. 14. 4 Rom. vii. 22.

A 13 grahd
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erand Subjelt (either mediately or imme-
diately) of every Song, as he doubtlefs 1s of
the whole Revelation of Gop.—¢ the Teihi-
mony of Jesus is the Spirit of Prophecy.”
Rev. xix. 10. * Heis the Way, the T'ruth,
and the Life : none can come to the Father
but by Him,” John xiv. 6. ¢ Curist 15 all
and in all.” Col. iit. 11, ¢ He1s the ALPHA
and OmEeGaA, the FirsT and Last 5 the Br-
cinning and Exp,” Rev. 1. 8.—xxi. 0.
He therefore, in the Unity of the Eternal
Gopurap, together with the Fatherand the
Holy Spirit, three divine Perfons 1n one Selt-
exiffent Jerovas, is the Gon of the Chrif-
tians. To this glorious Lorp Gop of Heaven
and Farth, may we be enabled to fing Praifes
with Underftanding ! and to the Harmony of
our Voices, add that of our Hearts and Lives!
May thefe maintain a happy Concord with
the Word and Will of Crgist Jesus; untl
we meet before the Throne of Gop and tre
Laums, and with an innumerable Company
of juft Men made perfet, fhout forth the
never ending Praifes of Hun who was dead,
and is alive again, and hath Redeemed us

unto GOD by his Blood. So be 1t, Liord

Jesus, Amen, and Amoen.,

C O N-



CONTENTS.
Page

LAS, and.did my Saviour bleed 22
Awake and fing the Song ~ — 38
Attend while God’s eternal Son — 4l
Array’d in mortal Flefh — — 71
Almizhty God of Truth and Love — 80
Awake our Souls, away our Fears — 95
Away my unbelieving Fear — — 120
Ah lovely Appearance of Death - — 130
And let this feeble Body fail — — 133
All Praife to the Lord ail Praife is his due 102
All Glory and Praife — - — 1063
Aloud 1 cried, aloud I pray’d — 181
Arife my Soul with Wonder fee =~ — 187
All ye that palsby ~~—  — — 200

Be with me, Lord, where’er I go ~— 28

Bury’d in Shadows of the Night — 68
Before Jehovah’s awful Throne — 83
Bleis’d are the Souls that hear and know 100
Brethren let us join to blefs — 109

Bleft are the humble Souls that {ee 160
Rleft be the Father and his Love — 139

Blefied arc the Sons of God — 203
Come Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove  — 2
Come let us join our cheartul Songs 7

Come to Judgement come away !  >=— 20
Come ve that love the Lord — — 37
Chritt the Lord is rifen To-day - . 34



s ]

Idther God whe feeit in me

CONTENTS. Page
Come my Father's Family — 60
Come thou Fount of every Bleﬂimg 73
Come lct us afcend —_ 78
Come defcend, O heavenly ‘3pmt 80
Come let us anew our Journey purfuc  go
Children of the heavenly King — QI
Come let us ali anite to pralft, — 11
Chrift from whom all Bleflings flow - 114
Come thou long expected Jefus — 117
Come Holy Ghott our Souls infpire 123
Come on mv Partners 1n Diftrefs 128
Come Holy Ghaott thine Influence thed 148
Chriit our Paffover for us — 151
Come Holy Ghoft fet to thy Scal 163
Come ]eiua come defcend and dwell 104
Come to the Feaft for Chiift invites 164,
Come thou almighty King — QI
Come ye Sinners poor and wretched 198
Come toly Spurit come —  —  jgg
Difinifs us with thy Blefline Lord 168
Decp in the Duft before thy Throne 107 -
Ere I fleep far cvery Favour — 55
Father how wide thy Glory fhines  — 4
¥ rom all that dwell helow the Skies 10
Father I {tretch mine Hands to Thee -4
I'.Itht,r, Son, and Hoh« Ghotlt 143

¥ather, Son, and Hon Ghoft 147

180



CONTENTS.,  Page

Father of Earth and Heaven — 167
Father thro’ thy Son receive ~ 163

God of my Salvation hear — — 10
Glory be to God on hisch —  — 18

God of all Grace and Majefty — 75

Give to the Father praife " — — 147
God of unexampled Grace @~ — — 119
God of all redeeming Grace — 161
Give Thanks to God moft high ~ — 163
Glory, Honour — = = 168
Glory and Honour be to Thee 191
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah 201
Ho ! every one that thirfts draw nigh T
Hark the herald Angels fing — 8

Head of the Church triumphant  — 31
Hail the Day that fees Him rife — 33
He comes ! he comes! the Judge fevere 46
Hal, holy, holy, holy Lord — 47
How fad our State by Nature is — X
Happy the Heart where Graces reign 61
How heavy is the Night — — "— 69
How can we adore or worthily praife g3
Holy Lamb who Thee receive — 100
Hither ye Poor, ye Sick, ye Blind — 104
Hail Thou once defpifed Jefus — 110
He dies, the Friend of Sinners dies 113
How happy the forrowful Man ~ — "129
Hofanna to Jefus on High ~— — 132



CONTENTS. Page

How glorious the Lamb = — — —
Happy the Man to whom ’tis given

How empty was our former boaft =
He is a God of fov’reign Love

Jefus my all to Heaven 15 gone
Jefu Friend of Sinners hear
Jefus the all-reftoring Word
Tefus the all-atoning Lamb
Jefus, we thy Promife claim
Join all the glorious Names
Jefus thou art my Righteouinefs
Jefu let thy pitying Eye — —

l
EEEEEEEEE R R .

Tefus Lord we look to ‘Thee
fefu lover of my Soul  — —
{efus invites his Saints  — —

Tn Jefus we live in Jefus we reft
Jefus thy Blood and Righteoufnefs
In this World of Sin and Sorrow
Jefus, fhew us thy Salvation —
] am Alpha, fays the Saviour ——
Jofu my Saviour in thy Face

Keep Silence all created Things

Lord and God of heavenly Powers
Lord if now Thou pafieft by me
Lord if Thou the Grace impart — —
Lo he comes with Clouds defcending
Lamb of God, we fall before thee —
Love divine all Love excelling —
T.ord where fhall guilty Souls retife =

14
16

44
5-’3
§2
64



CONTENTS. Poge
I.ight of thofe whofe dreary Dwelling 77

Lord we are vile, conceiv’d in Sin 81.
Let Earth and Heav’n agree — g2
Long have we f{at beneath the Sound 100
' Lord of the Worlds above ~ 108

Lord we come before thee now  — 120
Lamb of God whofe bleeding Love 102
Lamb of God for whom we languifh 156
“Lift up your Heads in joyful Hope 169
Lord we adore thy dark Defigns — 198
Litt up your Eyes to th’ heav’nly Seat 193
Lift up your Heads, ye Friends of Jefus 196
Lord, difmifs us with thy Bleffing 203

Meet and right 1t 15 to fing — 53
My drowfy Pow’rs why fleep you fo 64
My Soul repeat his Praife  — — yy5
My hiding Place, my refuge Tow's  1-¢

Now to the Pow’r of God fupreme 41
Not all the Blood of Beafts — — g¥
Now to the Lord a noble Song — 154
Now begin the heav’nly Theme 170

Qfor an Heart to praife my God ~ — 4
O what fhall I do my Saviour to praife ¢
O Son of Richteoufnefs arife - 11
O tell me no more — ——~ 1%
Our Lord 1s rifen from the Dead 37
O cone, thou wounded Lamb of God 42
Q Love divine how fweet thoy art ! 43




CONTENTS. Page

Of him who did Salvation bring ~ — 97
O Thou in whom the Gentiles truft ' 99
O God how endlefs 1s thy Love  — 104
O let thy Love our Hearts conftrain 1 16
O Lord incline thy gracious Ear — 116
Out of the Depth of Self Defpair 134
O my Lord, what muft I do — 138
‘O Father of Heaven! be ever ador’d 146

Our Lives our Blood we here prelent. 162
Our Shepherd alone — — — 106

O Lord how great’s the Favour — 178
O God our Help 1) Ages paft ~— 185
O Jefu our Lord — — 19O
O thou tender, loving Jufu — 193

O may our Lips and Lives exprefs 19§

Praife be to the Father given — 49
Praife ye the Lord tis good to raife 67
Plung’d in a Gulph of dark Deipair 82
Praife the Lord who reigns above  — 83

Praife God from whomn all Blefliings flow 146
Praife ye the Lord y’ immortal Choir 183

Rejoice, the Lord 1s King —

Rejoice ever more with Angels above 12
Rife my Soul adore thy Maker — 54
Rife my Soul and ftretch thy Wings 56
Raife your triumphant Songs — 38

Sinners obey the Gofpel Word ~— 6
Sons of Men behold from far — 23



CONTENTS., - Page

weet 1s th Mem’ry of thy Grace — 66
on of God, thy Blefling grant — — 77

sweet 15 the Work O God our King 106
jalvation, O the joytul Sound — 112

aviotr and can it be — — — 142
dole Self-exifting God moft High — 144
ying we to our God above  — — 146
The Lord my Pafturc fhall prepare 16

Thou art the Door which open ftands 53
To all my Vilenefs Chrift is glory bright g6
Thou hidden Love of God whofe Heioht 58
The Lord of Sabbath lct us praife — 61

Thee we adore eternal Name — — 63

The Sun of Righteownefs appears 74
The Lord of Earth and Sky — — 8
Tell us O Women, we wou’d know gb

>T1is thy good Pleafure Lord — — 103
This is the Day the Lord hath made 108
Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb 113
To God the only wife —— — — 118
Try us, O God, and fearch the Ground 121
’Tis finifh’d, the Redeemer faid  — 123

“he Lord fupplies his People’s Need 124

hou God of glorious Majetty - 138
Thou Jefu art our King — — — 140
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft — 146
' To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft — 147

I’To Gad who rclgns enthron’d on high 147




1 '1
CONTENTS. Page ;

*T'was on that dark that doleful Night 148
Thou very Pafchal Lamb — — — 150
Thankful for our ev’ry Bleflng  — 154
>T1s done, th’ atoning Work is done 15§
This God 1s the God we adore — 18
Th’ extent of Jefu’s Love — — 18
'T'his 1s the Field where hidden lies — 14
"T1s not by Works of Righteoufnefs 19;"

Who fhall the Lord’s Elect condemn 2!

When with my Mind devoutly preft 2(°
World adieu ! thou real Cheat — 3:-,
We give immortal Praife  — — — 4‘*3?
We magnify thy Grace, O Lord — -
With Joy we meditate the Grace —" 10
What good News the Angels bring 12
Why does your Face, ye humble Souls 1¢:-
When the firlt Parents of our Race ~ 1g1

1¢
Who hath our Report believed — 1;'; '-:
When I furvey the wond’rous Crofs 17:;
What fhall'we render unto Thee . — 37,
When I travail 1n Daftrefs - — . 1331

Ye Servants of God your Mafter proclaim 1,
Ye Servants of God whofe diligent Care 6:
Ye Nattons who the Globe divide —

Ye Saints.and Servants of the Lord. 1%3



A
i
4
i
{
%
d
J
’

PSALMS anp HYMNS.

HYMN L
INVITATION,
Ifaiah 1v. Ver. 1, &0.
O! ev'ry one that thirits, draw nigk,
5 H (*Ths Gob invites a fallen Race)

Mercy and free Salvation buy,
& Buy Wine, and Milk, and Gofpel-Grace,

$Come to the living Waters, come,

§ Sinners, obey your Maker’s Word,
Ijeturn, ve weary Wand rers home,
g " And tafte the Goodnefs of the LorD,
%
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Sece, from the Rock a Fountain rife *
For you in healing Streams 1t rolls ;

Moncy ye need not bring, nor Price,
Ye lab’ring, burthen’d Sin-fick Souls.

Nothing ye in Exchange fhall give;
Leave all you have, and are, behind 3

Frankly the Gift of Gop rceerve,
Pardon, and Peacc, 1n Jesus find.

HYMN IL
VENI CREATOR,

OME, holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove,®
g With all thy. quick'ning Pow’rs,
indle a Flame of facred Love
In thefe cold Hearts of ours.

L.ook how we grovel here below,
Fond of thefe carthly Toys ;

Our Souls how heavily they geo
'Fo reach cternal joys !

In vain we tune our tormal Songs j
In vain we ftrive to nife !

Hofaanas langutfh on our Tongues,
And our Devotion dies.

Dear Lorp ! and fhall we ever live
At this poor dying Rate 3

Our Love {o {uint, fo cold to Thee,
And 'l hine to us fo great ;

® Matt. ik 16.
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Come, holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove,
iWith all thy quick’ning Pow’rs :

G?ome thed abroad a SAVIOUR’S LOYL’;
‘And that fhall kindle ours,

HYMN IIL
P{alm li. 10.

N\ For an Heart to praife my Gob !

@ An Heart from Guilt fet free,
Heart that’s fprinkled with the Blood *
+ 8o freely fpilt for me !

An Heart refign’d, {ubmuffive, meek,

% My dear Redeemer’s Throne,

Where only Curisrt is heard to fpeak,{:
ﬁ‘Where JEsus reigns alone.

An humble, lowly, contrite Heart,

4 Believing, true, and clean, §

" hich neither Life, nor Death, can part
i From him who dwells within. ||

An Heart in ev’ry Thought renew’d,

3 And fil'd with Love divine,
%Pcrfe&, and right, and pure, and good,**
N A Copy, Lorp, of Thine.

B

1% Heb. x.32. 1 Pet.i.2. t Job xxii. 22,
§PL Ixxiii. 1. || 2 Coruxitle 5o § Pfl <o 20

3 Luke v, 13,

r . [ ]
Rr. oty - i .~
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Thy Nature, gracious Lorp, umpart;
Come quickly from above,*

Write thy new Name upon my Heart,
Thy new, beft Name of Love.

HYMN 1V,
Gonb glortous, and Sinners faved.

ATHER, how wide thy Glory fhines ¥
How high thy Wonders rife !

K nown thro’ the Earth by thoufand Signs ;
By thoufand thro’ the Skies.

Thofe mighty Orbs proclaim thy Pow’r,
'Their Motions fpeak thy Skill ;

And on the Wings of ev’ry Hour
We read thy Patience fiill.

But when we view thy great Defign-
To fave rebellious Worms

Where: Vengeance and Compaffion join
In their divineft Forms :

Here the whole De1Ty 15 known,
Nor dares a Creature guefs,

Which of the Glories brighter fhone,
The Juftice or the Grace.

Now the full Glories of the Lams.
Adorn the heav’nly Plains,

* Rev.. 1. 17.
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Bright Seraphs learn ImmanueL’s Nawme,
And try thetr choiceft Strains,

9 may [ bear fome humble Part
In that unmortal Song,
Wonder and Joy ithall tune my Heart,
- And Liove command my Tongue.

HYMN V.
Plalm lxxxx. 13, 1§, Iﬁ: 17

OWh t fthall { do, my Saviour to plalfe*
So faithful and'true, fo plentcousinGrace;

Bo flrong to deliver, fo good to redeem
 The weakelt Belicver, that hangs upon him *

How happy the Man whofe Heart is fet free,
The People that can’ be joyful in Thee !

~Therr Joy 15 to walk i the Light Ofth‘g Face,
And full they are talking of J .sus's Grace,

Their daity Delight fhall be in thy Name,

Tiicy fhall, as thewr Right, thy Rightcoufhefs
(claum :

Thy Righteoufnefs wearing, and cleans’d by

(thy Bmod
told fhall they appearin the Prefence of Gou.

F'er thou art their Boaft, their Glory and
| (Pow’r,
And they alio truft to fee the glad Houry

L3
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I'Reir Soul’s new Creation, a Life from the

"~ Deagd,
"The Dayof Salvation, that hfts up their Head.

Yea, Lorp, they fhall fee the Blifs of thine
own,
"T'hy Secret tothem fhall foon be madeknown !

For Sorrow and Sadnefs, they foy fhall receive,
And fhare in the Gladnefs of ail that Believe,

HYMN VI
INVITATION®

INNERS, obey the Gofpel-Word,
Hafte to the Supper of your Lorp,,
Be wife to know your gracious Dav,
All Things are ready, come away !

Ready the Father is to own,

And kifs his late returning Son ;5§
Ready the loving Saviour flands,

And fpreads for you. his bleeding Hands..

Ready the Spirit of his Love,

Juft now the ftony Heart to move; ||
T’ apply and witnefs with the Blood,
And wath and feal you Sons of Gob.¢

Ready for you the Angels wait,
"Fo triumnph in your bicft Eftate :

® Luke xiv. 16. § Luke xv.20. [ Ez. xi. Ig.
t 2 Core 1o 220 Luke xv. 7.
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['uning their harps, they long to praif¢
I'’he Wonders of redeeming Glacc

Come, then ye Sinners to your LoRrb,
To Happineis in Cakist reftor’d ;
His proffer’d Benefits embrace,

i'he Plenitude ot Golpel-Grace.
HYMN VIL

Rev.iv. 11, and v. 11, 12,

OME, let us join our chearful Songs
With Angels round the Throne ;
Ten thoufand thoufand are their Tongues,
But all their Joys are one.

Worthy the Lams that dy'd, they cry,
To be exalted thus :

Worthy the Lams, our Flearts reply,
For e was flain for us !

]qus is worthy to recelve
fonour and Pow’r divine ;
Aud Blefings more than we can give,
. Be, Lorp, for ever thine.

Thc whole Creation join in one,
; T o blefs the fucred Name
Of Him who fits upon the Throne;

And to adore the LamB,

TR W — g g—  —— — — ——
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HYMN VIIL

Nativity of Crr1sT.

¥ ARK the Herald- Angels fing,
Glory te the new-born King?

Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild,
‘Gop ard Sinners reconcil’d.
Jovtul all ye Mations rife,
Join the Triumphs of the Skies ;
With ¢h’ angelie Hoit proclaim,
¢ Crurist 1s born 1n Bethlebem I'? 4
Curist by heohelt Heav’n ader’d,
Curisr the everiatting Lorp 5
Late in Time behold him come,
Oftspring of the Virgin’s Womb.
Veil’d in Fleth the Godhead {ee,
Hzil th’ incarnate Dety !
Pleas’d as Mas with Men t'appear,
Jesus our lmmanvuEer here.§
Hail the Tleav’re-born Prince of Peace !
Hail the Sun of Ricvhteouinefs !
Ll“ht and Life to |} all he brings,
Ris’n wich Healine 1n his Wines |

Mild he lavs his Glory by,

Born that Mm no more may die 3
Dora to raife the Sons of Earth,
Born to give them fecond Birth.

+ Lukcii. 10,11, § L5 vil, 14, Luke i 3o
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Come, Defire of Nations, come,
Fix in us thy humble Home :
dfc the Woman’s conquering Seed,
Bruifc in us the Sérpent’s Head.

Adan’s Likenefs now efface,
Sgamp thine Image in its Place ;
Sécond Adam from above,
ﬁe-mﬁate us 1n thy Love.

HYMN IX
Phil. 1v. 4.
EJOICE, the Lorp is Kiag 3
Your Lerp and King adore ;

ortals, give thanks, and fing,

And triumph evermore : )
Lift up your hearts, lift up your Voices,

Rejoice, again Ifay, rejoice.

Besus the Saviour Teigns,
The Gobp of Truth and Love ;

hen he had purg’d our Stains,
He took his Seat abovc ;
Litt up, &c.
is Kingdom cannot fail,
1 He rules o’er Earth and Heav'n :
' 4The Keys of Death and Hell *
4  Arctoour JEsus §ivn;
Lt up, &ec.

* Rﬁ'ﬁ i- 131
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He fits at Goo’s Right Hand,
*T1ll all his Foes fubmit,
And bow at his Command,
And fall beneath his Feet ¢
Lift up, &ec.

He all his Foes fhall quell,
Shall all our Sins 1 deftzoy,
And every Bofom fivell
With pure feraphlc Joy =
Lift up, &c.

Rejoice in glorious Hope,
Jesus the Judge fhall come s
And take his Servants up
'To their Eternal Home -
We {oon fhall hear th’ Archangel’s Voice, ®
Tiie T1u1np of God fhall found, Rejeace,

HYMN X.

Tke poor Sinner.

GOD of my Salvation, hear,
And help me to believe 3

Sunply would [ now dI“lW nf:’ll‘,
Thy Bleﬂing to receive 3

Full of Guilt, alas ! I am,

But to thy Wounds for refuge flec ;4
Friend of Sininers, fpatlefs LA ME,

Thy Blood was fhed for me.

¥ Hof.x.8. s Johniii.8. * Thef iv. 16.



:

; [ 1]
?ﬁ'othmo’ have I, Lorp, to pa#,
4 Nor can thy Grace procurc ;

: mpty fend me not away,
% Forl, thou know’ft, am poor;
Duﬁ and Athes is my Name,
My all is Sin and M fery :
iF riend of Sinners, fpotlefs Lame,

‘EWThy Blood was fhed for me.

ithout Moncy, without Price,
A 1 come thy Love to buy ;
Flom myfelf I turn my Eycs,
i The Chief of Sinners 1.

akc O take me as 1 am,

And let me lofe my{cif in Thee.®
%’"ncnd of Stnners, fpotlefs Lamz,
g
E

-"I.l-l-

Thy Bloed was fhed for me.

. HY M N XL
E Malachi. 1v. 2.
: Sun of Righteoufnefs arife, -
¥ With Healing in thy Wings ;

‘jTo my difeas’d, my fainting Soul
1’31 T lw Light bdlv..ltmn brings.

y hefe Clouds of Pride and Sir difpel,

& By thine all-prercing Beam,

sLighten mine Eyes with Faith, my Heast
& With holy Hopc inflame,

v Mind by thy all-quick’ning Pow’r,

From low Defires fet free,
* Pl m. g,
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Unite my featter’d Thoughts, and fix
My Loveentire on Thee, |

FatrER, thy long-loft Child receive 3
Saviour, thy Purchafe own :

Bleft ComrorTER, with Peace and Joy,
T hy new-made Creature crown.

HYMN XIi,
1 Thefl. v. 16.
EJOICE evermore,
With Angels above,
In Jesus’s Pow'r,
In Jesus’s Love s
With glad Exultation
Your ['riumph proclaim,
Afcribing Salvation
To Gop and the Lamz.*
Thou, Lorp, our Relict
in Trouble haft been,
Hal fav’d us from Grief,
Haft kept us from Sin ;
The Pow’r of thy Spirit
Hath fet our Hearts free,
And now we inherit
Ail Fulnefs in Thee,

All Fulnefs of Peace,
All Fulnefs of Joy,

Apd fpiritual Bhifs
Thut never fhall cloy.
¥ Rev. vil. 10,
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To us it 1s given | L
In Jesus to kpow,

A Kingdom of Heaven,
An He'u en below.

No longer we'd join,
Where Sinners invite,*
Or envy the Swine +
Their brutith Delight ;
Their § Joy 1s all Sadncfs,
Their Mirth 1s all vain,
Their || Laughter 1s Madnefs,
Their Pleafurc 15 Pain.

O may they at laft
-~ With Sorrow return,
" That Pleafure to tafte,
- They never can mourn :
| Our Jesus receiving,

Our Happinefs prove,
 The Joy of Believing,
The Heaven of I_ove

HYMN XIIL
, 'Tell me no more,
L J Ofthis World’s vain Store 3
{ he Time for fuch Trifles
b With me now 1s o’er.

} 2 Cor. vi. 17. t 2 Pet. ii. 22.  Jule xy
§ Proy. xiv. 13. || Eccl. 11, 2,

&
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A Country I’xc found,

Where true Joys abound :
To dwell Pm determin’d

On that happy Ground.

‘The Souls that belicve,
In Paradife live,

And me 1 that Number
May JEesus recelve.

My Soul don’t delay,
He calls thee away ;
Rife, follow thy Savieur,

And blefs the glad Dav.

No Mortal doth know,
What He can befiow,

What Light, Stlenfrth and Comfort ¢
Go after him, go.

And when Pm to dic,

“ Receive me,”” Il crv,
For Jesus hath lov’d me,

I cannot {ay why !
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HYMN XIv.

ORD and Gop of heavenly Pow’rs;
Haillclujah,

heirs, and O benignly our’s, Hallelujah.
lorious King, let Earth proclaim, Hallelujah
(orms attempt to chaunt thy Name, Halle.
(luyah.

pw thine Ear in Mercy bow, Hallelujah.
cary the * World’s Atonement Thou, Hal-
| (lelujah,

sus, in thy Name we pray, Hallelujah.
ke, O -take our Sins away, Hallelujah,

nee to laud in Sengs divine, Hallelujah.
pgels and Archangels join, Hallelujah,

¢ with them our voices raife, Hallelujah,
fhoing thine eternal Praife, Hallelujah.

plv, holy, holy Lerp ! Hallelujah.
fve, byHeav'a and Earchador’d, Hallelujah
pilof Thee, they ever cry, Hallelujah.
fslory be to Gov,-on high,” § Hallelujah,
f HYMN XV.
§ Blind Bartimeus, Luke xviii. 3s.

OR D, if now thou pafleft by me,
{/ Stand and call me unto Thee,
pely, tully, juttify me,
a1ve me Eyes thy Love to fec ;

ohn vty 1. 1 Jahnii. 2. § Luke ii. 14,
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f.ove, that brought Thee down from Heaven; §
Made my Gop a Man of Grief : .f.

Let it fiew my Sins forgiven ;

Help, O help mine Unbelief !

Long I for thy Love have waited,
Begging fat by the Way-fide,

Let my Soul be * new-created,
And my Spirit fancufy’d.

Thou, O Lorv, m great Compaflion,
Faft in Part my Sight reftor’d ;

Shew me all thy full Salvation,
Make the Servant as his Lor D,

HYMN XVL
Pf. cxxxi. Matt. Xi. 29.
LO R D. if Thou the Grace impart,
Poor in Spirit, meck in Heart,
I thall as my Mafter be,
Rooted in Humility.
From the Time that Thee I know,
Nothing may [ feek below,

Aim at nothing great or high,

Lowly both in Heart and Eye.

Simple, teachable, and mild,
Chang’d into a little Child, §
Pleas’d with al} the Lorp provides,
Wean’d from all the World befides.

® Gab vi, 15, + 1 Thel. v. 23, § Mark x. 15




- [ 17 ]
Faruer ! fix my Soul on Theg,
Eviry Evil let me flee.
Nothing want bencath, above,
Happy, happy in thy Love !
O ! that all; may feck, and find
Ev’ry Good 1n Jesus join’d !
Him let jrael fill adore,

rult Him, praife Him ever more.

? HYMN XVIL

If. xxxv. 8, 9, ro0.

ESUS, my all, to Heav’n is cone,
He whom I fix my Hope upon ;.
His Track I fee, and I'll purfue
The narrow Way, *till him I view,

he Way the holy Prophcts went,
he Roud that leads trom Baniitment,
IThe King’s Highway of Holinefs,*
‘The Way of § Peace and Pleafantnefs

ot any may go up thercon,

Put trav’ g Souls—(may I be One !)
1V av-faring Men to Casaan bound,
jShall only in the Way be found.

81 his 15 the Way I long have fought,
nd mourn’d becaufe I found 1t not o

# Iih- xxxv- 3- 1- PI'GVI iiil -[:l‘

‘3
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My Gricf a Burden long has beetty
Becaufe I could not ceafe from Sin.

The more I {trove againft its Pow’r,™

1 finn’d and ftumbled but the more,

Till late I heard my Saviour fay,

¢« Come hither Soul,” 11 am the Way.

Lol ¢lad I come, and thou bleft Lams,
Chalt take me to Theecas I am ;

Nothing but Sin, I Thee can give,
Nothing but Love fhall I receive. |}

Then will I tell to Sinners rouad,

What a dear Saviour I have found 3

I'll point to thy redeeming Blood,

And fay, ¢ Behold the Way to Gon.” T

HYMH XVIH.

LORY be to Gop on high,

Gop whofe Glory fills the Sky 3
Peace on Farth., and Man foreiv’n,
Man, the well-belov’d of heav’n.

CnrisT our Lorp and Gop we own,
Curist the FaTuer’s only Sox,
Iauz of Gop for Sinners flain,
Saviour of offending Man.

* Rom, vii. 14, &¢. 1 Jobn xiv. 6, | Hel,
X1V, 4. 1 Johni. 29.
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ow thine Far, in Mercy bow,

ear, the World’s Atonement Thou,
¢sus in thy Name we pray,

ake, O take our Sins away.

ow rful Advocate with Gobp,

uftify us by thy Blood ;
ow thine Ear, in Mecrcy bow,
ear, the * World’s Atonement Thou.

HYMN XIX.

HE Lozp my Pafture fhall prepare,
And feed me with a Shepherd’s Care,
[iis Prefencc thall my Wants {upply ;

nd guard ms with a watchtul Eye ;
My Noon-day Walks he thall attend,
\nd all my Midnight Hours defend.

hen in the fultry Glebe I faint,

101 on the thirfty Mountain pant,
ITo fertile Vales and dewy Meucs

My weary wand’ring Steps he leads 3
Yhere peaceful Rivers, {oft and How,

8 Amid the verdant Landikip flow.

I Though in the Paths of Death 1 tread,
fWith gloomy Horrors over{pread,

[My ftedfaft Heart fhall fear no I,

4 For thou, O Lorp, art with me {all :

® Johnvi. g1, 1 Johnil 2¢
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Thy friendly Crook fhall give me Aid,
And guide me thro’ the dreadful Shade, |

Tho’ 1n a dreary, rugeed Way,
Thro’ devious lonely Wiids I ftray,
Thy Bounty fhall my Pains beguile,
The barren Wildernefs fhall fmile

With fudden Greens and Herbage crowp’d,
And Streams fhall murmur all around. ‘

HY MN XX.
ADVENT.
1 Cor. xv. s2. 1 Thel. iv. 16.

# OME to Judgment, come away,
C (Hark, I hear th? Arch-angel fay,

Summoning the Dead to rife)

‘“ Hatte, refume, and lift your Lyes,

“ Heur, ye Sons of .4dam, hear

“ Man, before thy Gop appear.”

Come to fudement, come away,

T'his the laft, the dreadful Day !
Sov’reign Author, Judgee of all,

Duit obeys thy quick’ning Call, *

Duil no other Voice will heed.,

Thine the Trump that wakes the Dead.

* John v, 24,



e
ome to Judgment, come away,
ing’ring Man no longer ftay,
hee let Earth at length reftore,
ris’ner in her Womb no more,
» it the Barriers of the Tomb,
Yife to meet thine inftant Doom.

ome to Judgment, come away,
ide difpers’d, howe'er ye ftray,
oft in Fire, or Air, or Main,*
indred Atoms meet again,

Sepulcher’d whereer ye reft,
Mix’d with Fifh, or Bird, or Bealft.

ICome to Judgment, come away,
elp, O CurisT, thy Works decay 3
Man is out of Order hurl’d,

I Parcel’d out of all the World

| Lorw, thy broken Concert, raife,
 And the Mufic fhall be Praife.

HYMN XXL

HO fhall the Lorp’s Elett condemn ¢
' s Gop who juftifies their Souls,

| And Mercy, like a mighty Stream,
d  O’er all their Sins divinely rolls,

* Rev. XX. 13
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Who fhall adjudge the Saints to Hell ?
*Tis CurisT who fuffer’d in their ftead

And their Salvation to fulfil,
Behold him rifing from the Dead.

He lives! he lives ! he fits above,
For ever interceeding there :
Who fhall divide us from his Love,

Or what fhall tempt us to defpair ?

Shall Perfecution, or Diftrefs,
Famine, or Sword, or Nakednefs ?
He, who hath lov’d us, bears us thro’
And makes us more than Conquerors too,

Not all that Men on Earth can do,
Nor Pow’rs on high, nor Pow’rs below,
Shall caufe his Mercy to remove,
Or wean our Hearts from Cur1sr. our
(LO‘N!

HYMN XXII.
GOOD FRIDAY.

LAS! and did my Saviour bleed!
And did my Sov’reign die ?
Would he devote that facrcd Head
For fucha Wormas | ¢
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Was it for Crimes that I had dene,
He groan’d upon the Tree ?
Amazing Pity ! Grace unknown !

And Love beyond Degree !

Well might the Sun in Darknefs hide,
And thut his Glories in,

When Gop the mighty Maker dy’d
For Man the Creature’s Sin.

Thus might I hide my bluthing Face,
While his dear Crofs appears,

Diflolve myv Heart in Thankfulnefs,
And melt my Eyes to Tears.

But Drops of Grief ean nc'er repay
‘The Debt of Love I owe :

Herc Lorp, I'd give myfelf away,
T1s all that I can do.

HYMN
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HYMN XXIIL
EPIPHANY.

When they faw the STAR they rejoiced,
Matt. 11, 1C. o

ONS of Men, bebold from far,
Hail the long e:-:pe&ed Star,
Facob’s Star, that oilds the Night,
Guides bewild'red Nature right.

Fear not hence that there fhould flow
Wars or Peftilence below ;

Wars it bids, and Tumults ceafe,
Utheiing 1n the Prince of Peace.

Mild he (hines on all beneath,
Piercing thro’ the Shades of Death.
Scatt'ring Error’s wide-fpread Night,
Kindling Darknefs into Light.

Nations all far off and near,

Hatie to fce your Gop appear :
Lafte, for him your Hearts prepare,
n2cet him manifefted there.

There behold the Day-{pring rife,+
Pouring E}yc-hght_og your Eyes ;
Gos in his own Light furvey,
suning to the perfedt Day.

%2 Pet. 1.19. T Lukei. 73.
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Sing ye Morning-ftars again, +
Gop defcends on Earth to reign !
Deigns for Man his Life t’ employ,
Shout, ye Sons of Gop, for Joy!

HYMN XXIV,.
Hofea xiv. 2.

Take awith you Words, and turn to the Lorp,

Jay unto tim, ake away all Iniguity, and
receive us gracioufly.

LSU, Friend of Sinners, hear,

J Yet once again [ pray,
From my Debt of Sin fet clear,
For I have nought to pay.

Speak, O fpeak the kind Releafe,

A poor backfliding Soul reftore : §
Love me freely, feal my Peace,

And bid me fin no more. ||

Sin’s: Deceitfulnefs hath fpread.
An Hardnefs o’er my Heart ;
But 1f thou thy Spirit fhed.

‘That hardnefs {hall depart :

T Job xxxviir. 7. § Hof. xiv. g,

| John viu, 11,

D



[ 26 1
Shed thy Love; thy Tendernefs,
And let me feel thy foft’ning Pow’r ¢

Love me freely, feal my Peace,
And bid me fin no more.

HYMN XXV.
M O R NIN G,

LSUS, the all-reftoring Word,
.} Our fallen Spirit’s Hope,
After thy lovely Likencis LorD,
O when fhall we wake up !

Thou, O our Gop, Thou only art
The Life, the Truth, the Way ;
Quicken our Souls, inftruct our Hearts,

Our {liding Footfteps {tay.
All that Thou doft on Earth beftow,

Of Heaven, vouchfafe to give ;

Give us, O Lorp, Thyfelf to know,"
In Thee to + walk, and live.

Fill us with all the Life of Love,
In myftic Union join §

Us to Thyfelf, and let us prove
The Fellowfhip divine.

v — g e AT R TS T YO

¢ John xvii. 3. T Col. i, 6. § John xv.:
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Dpen the Intercourfe betwecen

" "Our longing Souls and Thee,
Never to be broke oft again

) Thro’ all Eternity.

' HYMN XXVL
EVENING.

ESUS, the all-atoning Lamb,
Lover of loft Mankind,
Salvation in whofe only Name
A finful World can find :

We afk thy Grace to make us clean,
We come to Thee, our Gop :
Open, O Lorp, for this Day’s Sin, !
The Fountain of thy Blood.*

Jither our fpotted Souls be brought,
And ev'ry idle Word,

And ev’ry Work, and ev’ry Thought,
That hath not pleas’d our Loro.

™

Hither our A&ions, righteous deem’d,
By Man, and counted good,
As filthy Rags by Gob efteem’d.+-

*T1ll fprinkled with thy Blood.

§ Zech, xiii. 1. F Ifa. Ixiv. 6.
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HYMN XXVIL

E with me, Lorp, where’er1 go,
Teach me what thou would’ft have me do,
Suggeft whate’er I think or fay,
Dire&t me in the narrow Way.

Prevent me left I harbour Pride,”
Left I in my own Strength confide ;
Shew me my Weaknefs, let me fee
I have my Pow’r, my All from thee.

Enrich me alway with thy Love,
My kind Protector ever prove ;
Thy Signet put upon my Breaft,
And let thy Spirit on me reft.

Affift, and teach me how to pray,
Incline my Nature to obey,

What thou abhorr’ft, that may I flee,
And love alone what pleafes thee.

Oh may I never do my Will,

But thine, and only thine fulhll ;
Let all my Time, and all my Ways
Be fpent, and ended to thy Praife.



[ 29 ] :
HYMN XXVII

The Sinner converted. Ifi xxxviil. 17, 1Ge

Thon baft in Love to my Soul delicvered it from the

Pit of Corruption 5 for thou haft coft all my
Sins bebind thy Back. The Living, the Liv-

ing, he fball praife thee, as I do this Day.

' Would paft Offences trace
Trembling I make the black Review,
Yet pleas’d behold, admiring too,
The Power of changing Grace !

This Tongue, with Blafphemies defil’d,
Thefe Feet to erring Paths beguil’d,
In heav’nly League agree ;
Who could believe fuch Lips could praife,
Or think my dark and winding Ways
Should ever lead to Thee!

Thefe Eyes, that once abus’d their Sight,
Now lift to Thee their wat'ry Light,
' And weep a filent Flood ;
Thefe Hands afcend in ceafelefs Pray’r 5
O wafh away the Stains they wear,
In pure redeeming Blood !
Thefe Fars, that pleas’d couid entertain
The midnicht Oath, the luftfui Strain,
When round the feital Board ;

D3

HEN with my Mind devoutly preft,

Dear Saviour, my revolying Brea

{t
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Now deaf to all th’ enchanting Noife,
Avoid the Throng, deteft the Joys,
And prefs to hear thy Wornbp.

Thus art Thou ferv’d in ev’ry Part,—
O wouldft Thou more transform my Heart,
"This drofly Thing refine ; (troul,
That Grace might Nature’s Strength con-
And a new Creature—Body—=Soul-—
Be, Lorp, for ever thine.

HYMN XXIX.
Farewel to the World.
ORLD, adicu! thou real Cheat,
Oft have thv deceitful Charms
FilI’d my Heart with fond Conceit,
Foolith Hopes, and falfe Alarms :
Now I fee, as clear as Day,
How thy Follics pafs away.

Vain thy entertaining Sights,
Falle thy Promifes renew’d,
All the Pomp of thy Delights
Does but fiatter and delude :
Thee I quit, for Heav’n above,
Obje& of the nobleft Love.

Farewel Honour’s empty Pride,
Thy own nice, uncertain Guft,

If the leaft Mifchance betide,
Lays thee lower than the Duft ;

Worldly Honours end in Gall,

Rife To-day—To-morrow fall,
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bolifh Vanity—Farewel—

More inconitant than the Wave,
[here thy foothing Fancies dwell,
Pureft Tempers they deprave :
e, to whom I fly from thee,

sus CHrisT thall fet me free.

t not, Lorp ! my wand’ring Mind
Follow after fleeting Toys,

nce, in Thee alone, I find

Solid and fubftantial Joys :

ys that never over-patt,

hro’ Eternity fhall laft.

orp ! how happy 1s the Heart
When after "I'hee it afpires !
ood and gracious as Thou art,
Thou fhalt anfwer its Defires s
(hall {ee the glorious Scene

f thine everlaiting Reign.

HYMN XXX
The Trlumph of Faith.

EAD of the Church triumphant !
We joyfully adore Thee ;
Till Thou appear,
Thy Members here,
hall Sing like thofe 1n Glory :
Ve lift our Hearts and Voices,

ith bleft Anticipation,
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And cry aloud,

And give to Gop
The Praife of our Salvation,

While in Affliction’s Furnace,
And pafling thro’ the Fire,
Thy Love we Praife,
Which knows our Days,
And cver brings us nigher.
We clap our Hands exulting,®
1n thine Almighty Favour,
The Love divine
Which made us Thine!
Shall keep us Thine for ever.

Thou doft condué thy People
Thio’ Torrents of Temptation,
Nor will we fear,
Whilft thou art near,
Tie Fire of Tribulation.
"The World with Sin and Satan
In vain our March oppoles,
By Thee we fhall
Break thro’ them all,
And fing the Song of I-loles.t
By Faith we fee the Glory,
T'o which Thou fhale reitore us,
The Crofs deipiic
For that high Piize
Which Thou hatt {et before us.
¥ Plalm xlvii. 3. 1 Exod. xv. 13,

¢
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t:l if thou count us worthy,

cach as dying Stephen,*
Shall fee Thee ftand

At Gob’s Right-hand,
) take us up to Heaven.

HYMN XXXIL

Heavenly Joy on Earth.

OME vye that love the Lorp,
And let your Joys be known,

n in a Song with fweet accord,

hile ye furround the Throne.

The Sorrows of the Mind

Be banifh’d from the Place ;
ligion never was defign’d +
To make our Pleafures lefs.

Let thofe refufe to fing,

Who never knew our Gonp ;

t Children of the heav’nly King
Will fpeak their Joys abroad.

For they thro’ Grace have found

Glory begun below ;
leftial Fruits, on earthly Ground,

From Faith and Hope may grow.

The Hill of Zion yields
A thoufand facred Sweets,

Ats vii, 55, Prov. iil. 17, x Pet. 1. 8
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Before we reach the heav’nly Fields,
Or walk the golden Streets.* |

Then let our Songs abound,

And ev’ry Tear be dry,
We're marching thro’ Immanuer’s Groun

To tairer Worlds on high,

HYMN XXKXIIL

Refurre€tion of CurisT.

HRIST the Lorbp is ris’n To-day,
Sons of Men and Angels fay,
Raife your Joys and Triumphs high,
Sing yc Heav'ns, and Earth reply.

Love’s redeeming Work 1s done,
Fougut the Fight, the Battle won ;
Lo ! our Sun’s Eclipfe 1s o’er,

Lo ! He {ets mm Blood no more.

Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal,
Curist hath burtt the Gates of Hell 5
Death 1n vain forbids his Rife,
Curist hath open’d Paradifc.

Lives again our glorious King,
Where, O Death, 1s now thy Sting !
Once he died our Souls to fave,
Where thy Viéory, O’Grave !

¥ Rev. xx1. 18, 21,
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8oar we now where CurisT hath led,
Yoll'wing our exalted Head,

Viade like Him, like Him we rife,
Yar’s the Crofs, the Grave, the Skiess

What tho' once we perifh’d all,
Partners of our Parent’s Fall,

Second Life we * all receive;

Who 1n JESUS CurisT beheve.

Hail the Lorp of Earth and Heav'n !
Praife to thee by both be giv’n !

Thee we greet triumphant now,
Hail ! the + REsurrECTION—THOU !

King of Glory ! Soul of Blifs !
Lverlafting Life is this— -

Thee to T Know—Thy Pow’r to provey
Thus to fing, and thus to love.

HYMN XXXIIL
' ASCENSTIO N.
_: }_ ATL the Day that fees him rile,

Ravifh’d from our withful Kyes,

{ CurisT awhile to Mortals g1v'n,

| Re-afcends his native Heav'n.

| There the pempous Triumph waits,
§ <« Lift your Heads, eternal Gates !
¢ Wide unfold the radiant Scene,

f ¢ Take the King of Glory mn.”

% . Cor. XV, 22, 1 John xi. 25. 1 John XVH. Ta
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Him, though higheft Heav’n receives,
-Still he loves the Earth he leaves ;
Though returning to his Throne,
He can ne’er forget his own.
Still for us he intercedes,
Prevalent his Death he pleads ;
Next himfelf prepares our Place,
Saviovr of the ranfom’d Race. ||

Mafter (inay we ever {ay)

" Taken from our Head To-day,§
See, thy falthful Servants fee !
Ever gazing up to Thee !}

Grant tho’ parted from our Sight,
High above yon azure Height,
Grant our Hearts may thither rife,
Foll'wing thee beyond the Skies.

Ever upward may we move,

Wafted on the Wings of Love ;
Locking when our Lorp fhall come,
Longing, gafping after Home !

There may we with thee remain.*
Partners of thine endlefs Reiygn ;

There thy Face unclouded fee,

Find our Heav'n of Heav’ns in Thee !

+ John xiv. 2. || Heb. vi. 20, § 2 Kings .
T Afts 1. 9,10, 31, * 3 Thedl, v, 12




[ 37 1

BEYMN XXXIV.
The {ame.

| PsaLm xxiv., 7.
Lift up your Heads, O ye Gates, and Le ye lift
up, ye Everlafling Doors, S,

UR Lorp is rifen from the Dead,
Our Jrsus is gone up on high,
The Pow’rs of Hell are captive led,
Dragg’d to the Portals of the Sky.

There his triumphal Chariot waits,
And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay,
Lift up your Heads, ye heav’nly Gates,
Ye cverlafting Doors, give Way !

i.oofe all your Bars of mafiy Light,
And wide unfold th’ etherial Scene :
He claims thole Manhons as his Right,
Réceive the King of Glory n ! |
“A o 1s the hing of Glm), who ?
'l 'he Lowrnp, who all his Foes o’er CaMC,
i'he World, bm, Death, and Hell o’erthyew,
And Jesus is the Conqu ror’s Name,

;I ! his triumphal Charlot waits,

And Aneels chaunt the iolemn Layv :
tup vour Heads, ye heav nly Gaes ;

AT
‘ Yo uultilmu Dours CIve W.l}

E
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Who is the King of Glory, who ¥
The Lorp of glorious Pow’r pofieft;

The King of Samts and Angels too,
Gop over all, for ever blett !

HYMN XXXV,
PsaLM xcCv. 1.
AWAKE, znd fing the Song *

Of Mofes and the LamB,
Wake ev’ry Heart and cv'ry 'Tongue,
To praife the Saviov r’s Name.

Sing of his dving Love,
Sing of his rifing Pow’r,

Sing how He intercedes above
For thofe whofe Sins He bore-

Sing, tillwe feel our Hearts

Afcending with our Tongucs,
Sing, till the Love of Sin ceparts,
And Grace infpires our Songs.

Sing on your heav’nly Wayg

Ye ranfom’d Sinners fing,
Sing on, rejoicing ev’ry Day

In Cnrist th’ eternal King.

Soon fhall ye hear Him fay,

¢« Ye blefled Children come ;7
Soon will He call ye hence away,

And take his Wand’rers Home. ||

* Rev, xv, 3. 1 Matt, Xxv. 24 | Heb, xii. i
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HYMN XXXVL

PsatmM xclil.

YE Servants of Goo,
Your Mafter proclaim,
And publith abroad
His wonderful Name :
The Name all-victorious
Of Jesus extol ;
His Kingdom is glorious,
And rules over all

Gov ruleth on high,
Almighty to fave,
And ftll he iz nigh,
His Prefence we have.
"The great Congregation,
His Trivmph fhall fing,
Afcribing Salvation
To Jesus our King.

Salvation to Gob,
. Who fits on the Throne :
Let all cry aloud,
And honour the Son,
Our Jrsus’s Praifes
The Angels proclaim,
Fall down on their Faces,
And worfhip the Lamez,
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Then let us adore,
And ¢ive Him his Right,
All Glory and Pow’r
And Wifdom and Might ;
All Honour and Blefling,
With Angels above,
And Thanks never ceafing,
And infinite Love.

HYMN XXXVIL
PsaLm cxille 3.

From the rifing of the Sun, unto the going down
of the Jame, the LORD’s Name is to b
_;‘,m{'/éd.

ROM all that dwell below the Skies,
Let the CrraTor’s Praife artfc

et the RepeenmEer’s Name be {ung,
'y r
I'hro’ ev’ry Land, by ev’ry Tongue.

Eternal are thy Mercies, LorDp ;
Eternal Truth attends thy Word ;
Thy Praife thall found from Shore to Shore,

Till Suns thall rife and fet no more,

HYMN



AR
HYMN XXXVIL

} Salvation by Grace in CHRIST,

_YOW to the Pow’r of Gop buprcme,
b1 X Be everlafting Honours giv'n ;

4@ faves from Hell, {we blefs his Namc)
"1 s calls loft wand’ring Souls to Heav'n.

‘-Iot for their Dutics or Deferts,*

Rut of his own aboun wding Grace,

3 e works Salvation in theu Hearts, |
And forms a People for his Praile.

qus his own P u1p0fe that begun

10 refcue Rebels doom d to dle,
11 aave them Grace 1n CHM-..T his Sow, F

iicfore he {pread the ftarty Sky.

§1rsus the LorD applil ' at lait,
50 makes bis FaTrer’s CUJHCII.‘J known §

-

1) el ue-- the gveat Tran{aetions pa*i
im ; _.nmmta Bleiimos JOW 1.

'L

- Allh

Y MN XXXIX
5 ™he Now Creatien.  Rev. x¥1. §.
f’%‘* TPEND while Gop’s eternal S0y
*{.,“ Doth his own Gzcllu (hew
o

_ d T fit upon my hrond
p ¢ L caling ail 11*11‘0.-. NEW

ks
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el

¢ Nature and Sin are pait away,
¢« And the old Adam dies,

¢« My Hands a new Foundation lay,
¢« See a new World artfe !

Mighty Repeemer, fet us free
From our old State of Sin ;

O make our Souls alive to thee,
Create new Pow'rs within !

Renew our Eves, and form our Ears,
And mould our Hearts atreth ;

Give us new Pailions, joys and Fears,
And turn the Stone to Fleih.

Far from the Reoions of the Dead,
From Sin, and Earth, and Hell ;

In the new World thy Grace hath made,
May we lor ever diwell !

Y MN XL
0 Ceme, thou wounded Lamb of Gop!

Come wa'lt us in thy cleaniing Blood
Give us to know thy Love, then Pan
Is fivcet, and Life or Death 1s Gain,
Take our poor Ilearts, and let them be
For ever cles’d to all but thee :
Seal thou gur Breafts, and let us wear
"I'hat Pledge of Love for vver there,

i:" | ]th il 7- P\.QV: il 51 1- 2 CGI‘: i- 23y
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How can it be, thou heav’nly King,
That thou fhould’ft Man to Glory bring !
Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne,
Deck’d with a never-fading Crown !

Al, Lorp! enlarge our fcanty Thought,
Tv know the Wonders thou haft wrought ;
Urloofe our ftamm’ring Tongues to tell
Thy Love immenfe, unfearchable.

Fir{t-born, of many Brethren Thou,}

{0 thee both Earth and Heav’n muit bow; §
Help us to thee our All to give,

Thine may we die, thine may we ive 1]

HYMN XLIL

Loove divine, how fweet thou art,
When thal} I find my longing Hear:
All taken up by thee ?
Oh make me pant and thirft to prove ™
The Greatnefs of redesming Love,
The Love of L urIsT to Ine,
Gor only knows the Love of Gobp ;
O that it now were fhed abroad
In each poor ftony Heart !
For Love I'd figh, tor Love I’d pine,
This only Portion, Lorp, be mine,
Je mine this better Part !

+ Rom. viii. 29. § Phil. b g, 10,
{ Rom, xiv. 3, * Pl xhiu. 1,
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O that we could for cver fit,+
With Mary, at the Mafter’s Feet,

Be this our happy Choice !

Our only Care, Delight, and Blifs,

Our Joy, our Heav’n on Earth, be this,
To hear the Bridegroom’s Voice. |

Thy only Love may we require,

Nothing on Earth beneath defire,
Nothing in Heav’n above ;

Let Earth and all its Trifles go,

Give us, O Lorn, thy Love tc know;
Give us thy precious Love.

HYMN XLIIL
The fecond Advent. Rev. 1. 7.

E O He comes with Clouds defcenaing,
¥, Once for favour’d Sinners flain :
Thouland thoufund Saints attending,™
Sycli the Tricmph of his Tram :
Hallelujah !
Hallelujah | Amen.
Fe'ry Tye thall now Lehold Him,
Rob’d in dreadful Mejefty ;
Thole who fet at nought and fold Him,
Picre'd, and nzil’d Him to the Trec,
Deeply wailing,
Shall the true Messtan {ee.

t Luke x. 38, &¢o | Tohn iil. 29, ¥ Jude Xivs
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v’ry Ifland, Sea, and Mountain,
Heav'n and Earth fhall flee away ;
All who hate Him, muit, confounded, i
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day ;
Come to Judgment !
Come to Judgment ! come away

Now Redemption long expected,
See ! in folemn Pomp appear !

All his Saints, by Man rejected,
Now fhall meet Him in the Air!
Hallelujah !

See the Day of Gop appear !

Anfwer thine own Bride and Spirit, {
Haften, LorD, the gen’ral Doom ! §

The New Heav’n and Earth t’ inherit,]
Take thy pining Exiles Home :

All Creation,**
Travails ! groans ! and bids Thee comc !

Vea! Amen ! let all adore Thee,

Hich on thine eternal Throne !
Saviour, take the Pow’r and Glory 3
Claim the Kingdom for thine own !

O come quickly ! ++
Hallelujah ! Come, Lorp, come !

i

* Rev. xx. 11, ||| Mic. vil. 16,17, F 1 Thef.
iv. 17. || Rev. xxii, 17, § Vide Burial Ser-
vice. 1 Rev.xxi.1, *¥ Rom. ville 32y 23

11 Rev. xxu. 2@
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HYMN XLIII.

The fame. Rev. x1. 13.

E comes! he comes! the Judge fevere;
The feventh Trumpet fpeaks him near!
His Lightnings flath, his Thunders roll,
He’s welcome to the faithful Soul,
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
welcome to the faithful Soul.

From Heav’n angelic Voices found,
See the Almighty Jesus crown’d !
Girt with Omnipotence and Grace,
And Glory decks the Saviour’s Face,
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory decks
the Saviour’s Face!

Delcending on his azure Throne,
He claims the Kingdoms for his own ;
The Kinadoms all obey his Word,
And hail him thetr triumphant Lorp,
a1l him, hail him, hail him, hail him, hail
him, their triumphant Lorbo.

Shout all the peop le of the Sky,
And all the Sdll‘!tb of the Most Hicn ;
Qur Gop who now his Right obtains,

For ever, and for ever Reigus, (Reigns,
Ever, ever, ever, ever,-ever and for ever

The FaTHEer praife, the Sow adore,
‘The Spirit blefs for ever more ;
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Salvation’s glorious Work is dore,
We welcome Thee, Grear Taree in ON £

Welcome, welcomte, welcome, welcome,
welcome Thee GREaTTHREE in One!

HYMN XLI.
To the TRINITY.

AIL holy, holy, holy Lorp !

Be endiefs Praife to thee !
Supreme, eflential One, ader’d
In Co-eternad Three.

Enthron’d in everlafting State,
fre Time its Round began,

Who join’d in Council to Create
The Dignity of Man.*

T'o whom + Ifaiah’s Viiion thew’d,
I'he Seraphs veil thelr Wings,

While Thee Jeuovan, Lorb. and Gon,
'R’ angelic Army fings.

To Thee by myftic Pow’rs on high
Were humble Praifes giv’n,

When Fsb- beheld with favour’d Eye
Th’ Tnhabitants of Heav’n !

All that the Name of Creature owns,
To Thee in Hymns afpire ;
May we as Angels on our Thrones §
For cver join the Choir !
* Gen. i, 26, 27. I vi. 2, 3. ]| Rev. ive 2,
&c. § Rev, i1, 21,
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Hail holy, holy, holy Lorp !
Be endlefs Praifc to Thee ;

Supreme, efiential One, ador’d
In Co-cternal Threc.

HYMN XLV. Another,
E ¢ive immortal Praife,
To Gop the FaTrER’s Love,
For all our Comtforts here,
And better Hopes above :
He fent his own
Eternal Son,
To die for Sins
That Man had done.

To Gob the Sox belongs
Imnortal Glory too,
Who bought us with his Blood,
From everlafling Woe :
And now he lives,
And now he reigus,
And fees the Fruit
Of all his Pains,

To Gop the Spivit’s Name
Immortal Worlhip give,
Whofe new-creating Pow’r
Makes the dead Sinner live :
His Work completes
The oreat Defion,
And fills the Soul
With Jo;; diving,
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Almighty Gop, to Thee,
Be endlels Honours done ;
The undivided THREE,
And the myfterious ONE !
Where Reafon fails
With all her Pow'rs,
There Faith prevails
And Love adores.

HYMN XLVL

Another.
R AISE be to the FaTuer given
? Curist He gave,
Us to fave,
Now the Heirs of keaven.

Pay we equal Adoration
To the Son,

- Healone
Wrought out our Salvation.

Glory to the eternal Spirit,
Us Ee feals,*
Crrist reveals,t

And applies his Merit, ,

Worlip, Honour, Thanks and Blefling,
Owne 1n THRFE, .
Give we Thee,

Never, never ceafing !

# Ephef, i.33. T Cor. Xil. 34

¥
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HYMN XLVIL

]’ AMB of Gop, we fall before thee,
_, Humbly trufting in thy Crofs,
That z2lone be atl our Glory;

All Things clfe are Dung, and Drofs,
‘I'hce we own a perfect SAVIOUR,
Only Source of all that's Good ;

Fv’vy Grace, and ev’ry Favour,

Come to us, thro’ Jesu’s Blood.

Jesus gives us true Repentance,

By his Spirit fent from Heavn;
Jrsus whifpers this fweet Sentence,
‘¢ Son, thy Sins ate all forgiv’n 3>
Faith he gives us to believe 1t,
Grateful Hearts his Love to Prize ;
Want we Wifdom ! He muft give it
Hearino Lars, and fecing Iiyes.

Jesus gives us pure Affections,
Wills to do what he requires ;

Makes us follow his Directions ;

And what he commands, infpires.
All our Prayers, and all our Prailes,
Rightly ofter’d in his Name, *
He who diétates them, is JEsUS,

He who anfwers, is the fame.

When we live on Jesu’s Merit,
Then we worfhip Gow angat;
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Fatusr, S~n, and HoLy Sr1r1T,

Then we favingly unite.

This the whole Conclufion of it s
Great, or Good whate’er we call ;
Goo, or King, or Prieft, or Prophet,

lesus Corgst 15 All in All

HYMN XLVIIL
“Zech. x1i1. 1.

OW fad our State by Nature Is,
Our $in how deep 1t ftains
Ard Satan binds our Captive Souls
Fail in his flavifh Chains.

But there’s a Voice of Sov’reign Grace
Sounds from Gop’s facred Word ;

Ho! ye defpairing Sinners, come
And truft upon the Lorp.

O may we hear th’ Almghty Call,
And run to this Rehef !
We would believe thy Promife, Lorp,

O hels our Unbelief !

To the bledt Fountain of thy Blood,
Teach us, O Lorp, to iy :

There mav we wath our fpotted Souls
From Crimes of deepelt Dye !

Girotch ount thine Arm, victorious Kiaz,
Our reignine Sins fubdue ;
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Diive the old Serpent from his Seat,*
Create our Hearts anew,

Poor, guilty, weak, and helplefs Worms,
Into thing Hands we fall ;

Bec Thou our Strength and Righteoulnefs,
Our Jesus, and our All!

HY MN XLIX.
1 Johniv, 16, Latter Part.

OVE divine, all Love excclling,
Joy of Heaven to Earth come down !
Fix in us thine humble Dwelling,
All thy faithful Mercies crown :
Jesus ! Thou art all Compatflion,
Pure unbounded Love Thou art,
Vifit us with thy Salvation,
Enter ev’ry trembling Heart !

Breathe ! O breathe thy loving Spinit,
Into ev'ry troubled Breaft !

et us all in Thee inherit,

Lct us find thy promis’d Reft: |

‘T'ake away the Love of finning,
Alpha and Omegabe.+

End of Faith, as its Beginning, 1

Set our Hearts at Liberty.

Come ! Almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy Lite reccive !

* Rev. xii. 9. || Matt..xt. 28. 1 Rev. 1. &,
I Heb. xu1. 2,
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Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy Temples leave s ¥
Thee we would be always bleffing,
Serve Thee as thine Hofts above,

Pray, and praife Thee without cealing,

Glory in thy precious Love.

Finith then thy new Creation,

Pure, unfpotted may we be,

Iet us fce thy great Salvation,

Perfectly reftor'd by Thee :

Chang’d from Glory into Glory,§
7111 1n Heaven we take out Place,
>7311 we caft our Crowns betore Thee, ||
1ot in Wonder, Love, and Praile.

(Y MN L. Thankfgiving,
FA]*‘ET and right it is to fing |
Glory to our Gob and King ¢+ -

Meet in ev'ry Time and tlace,
T rehearfe his folemn Praiie.
nts, the Song around,

Join, ye Sai
Aneels help the chearful Souna ;

Publith thro’ the World abroad
Glory to th’ crernal Goon.
Praifes here to 'Thee we cive,

Capecious ) hou ouv Thunks 1
fov'reien Lov p,

cCCIVC ;

Holv Durnrr,
" . - T T 0
b+ v where be T nou ador’a !

¢ ; Corovie 160§ Cor, it 18, i Rev. 1w 10,
s
i .
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Tho’ th' injurious World exclaim,
Sing we ftill in Jgsv’s Name;
Saviour, Thee we ever blefs,
'I'hee our LORD and Gop confefs.®

HYMN LL
M ORNTING.

ISE, my Soul! adore thy Muker 3
R Angcls praife,

Join thy Lays,
With them be Partaker.

Sov'reign Lorp of ev’ry Spirit,
In thy Light
Lead me nnht
hro’ my SAVIOUR’S Merit.

Thou this Night was’t my Protectos,
With me ftay
All the Day,

Ever my Director,

{oly, holy, hioly Giver
Of all Good,

Life and F ood,

Reign ador’d for ever!

~ Glory, Honour, Thanks and Blefling,
One in THREE,
Give we Thee,

svever, never cealing !

* John xx. 28,
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HY MN LIL
E VENTIN G,
RE I fleep. for ev’ry Favour
This Day fhew Al
By my Gop, ¢
T will blefs my Saviour.

Leave me nct. but ever love me ;
Lot thy Peace
Be iy Blils,

'T11l thou h:nce remove ne.

Thou my Rock, my Guard, my Tow'r,
Sately keep,
While I fleep,

Me with all thy Pow’r.

So, whene'er in Death I ffumber,
Let me riie
With the Wile,
Courted in thetr Number !

HYMN LUL

I 2m the Door. john x. g.
&5 110U art the Door which open {tands,
s Our Hops, Almighty Loz p, thou art,
"o Thee we'd itretch our willing Hands,
''o "L'hee lift up each guiity Heart,
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We know thy Promife cannot fail— }
May we thy faving Mercy prove !
Let not our * Unbelief prevail,

Nor + bar the Door againft thy Love,

HYMN LIV.

Curistis ALL and in AL, Col. 1i1. 171,

TORHH‘I}TVILENtSS, Curist 18 GLORY
i (bright—
To all mv Mis’ries, infinite DELIGHT—
To all my IoN"rRanCE, WisE without com-
(pare.
To my DerorimiTy, the eternal Fairn—
S;car to my BLixpNess—To my Mear-
(NEsS, WEALTH-—
LiFe to my DEaTH—2and to my SICKNESS
‘ (Heantn—|
To Darkwess, LicuT—my L1BERTY m
(Tyrari—
What fhall I fay——my CarisT is At
ALL .

HYMDN LV,
The Pilorim’s Song.
ISE, my Soul, and ftretch thy Wings,
‘_E Thy better Portion trace 3
K1t irom tranfitory Things,
Tow’rds Heav'n thy native Place:

# 11cb, iil. 19  Rev. 1 20,
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an, and Moon, and Stars decay,
Time fhall foon this Earth remove .
ife, my Soul, and hafte away

To Scats prepar’d above.

Rivers to the Ocean run,
Nor ftay in all their Courfe 3

fire afcending feeks the Sun,
Both fpeed them to their Source *
% a Soul that’s * born of Gop
Pants to view his glorious Face, [
Upwards tends to his Abode,
To reft in his Embrace.

Ceafe, ye Pilgrims, ceale to mourn, |
Prefs onward to the Prize 3

Soon our Saviour will return
Triumphant in the Skies :

Vet 3 Seafon, and you know
Happy Entrance will be giv'n,

All our Sorrows left below, §

And Earth exchang’d for Heav'n.

HYMN LVL
Divine Worfhip.

ESUS, we thy Promife claim,
We are met in thy dear Name ;

Tn the mid{t do thou appear,

Manifeft thy Prefence here s

i PLoxbii, 120 Heb. xi, 13
& 1f, XXXV, 10

* John 1. 12, 13
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Sanctify us, Lorp, and blefs,
Breathe thy Spirit, give thy Peace 3
Come, defcend, celeftial Dove,
Make this Time, a Time of Love.

In thy Righteoufnefs {till found,
Let the Fruits of Grace abound,
Faith, and Love, and Joy increale,
Temperance and Gentlenels :

Plant in us thy humble Mind,
Patient, pitiful, and kind,

Mecek, and lowly let us be,

Full of Goodnefs, full of Thee,

Maxe us all in thee compleat,
Male us all for Glory meet ;

Mest t'appear before thy Sight,
Part’ners with the Saints 1n Light ;
Call, O call us each by Name,

To the Marriage of the Lame,

Let us lean upon thy Breaft,

Love be there our endlefs Feaft,

HYMN LVIL
Panting after Gop. Pf. xhi. 1.

Hou hidden Love of Gop whofe Height,
Whofe Depth unfathom’d no Man knows,
I fee from far thy beautgous Light,
Inly I figh for thy Repofc :
My Heart 15 pain’d, nor let it be
At Reft, till it finds Relt in Thee,
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1s there a Thing bencath the Sus,
"t hat ttrives with Thee my Heart to {hare ¢
Ah! tear it thence, and reign alone :
The Lorp of ev’ry Motion there :

Then fhall my Heart from Earth be free,
When it has found Repefc m Thee.

Oh hide this Self from me, that 1

No more, but CHRIST in me may live! ®
iy vile Affctions crucity,

Nor let one darling Luft furvive 2

in all Things nothing may I fee,
Nothing delire, or feek, but Thee !

O Love! thy fov’reign Aid 1mpart,

"o fave me from low-thoughted Care :
Chafe this felf-will through all my Heart,
Through all 1ts latent Mazes therc :
Make me thy duteous Child, tour 1
Cenfelefs, may Abba, FaTH=R. ¢ §

Fach Moment draw from Earth away
My Heart that lowly waits thy Caig
Speak to my inmoit Soul and 1ay,

] am thy Love, thy Gop, thy Al
''o feel thy Pow'r, to hear thy Voluve,
I'o tafte thy Love be all my Choice !

# Gal. i 20, § Gai, iv. .
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HYMN LVIL

Calling to follow JEsus.
OME, my FaTuer’s Family,®
Ye ranfom’d of the Lorp,
Come, ye Sinners, who with me
Ave ev’ry where abhorr'd 5
Let us gladly trace his Steps,
Who fufer'd Death among the Jews,
Whom the fricndlefs Soul accepts, |}
Whom all befide refufe.

Jesus, the defpis’d and mean,
Qur Maiter let us own §

e the Sacrifice for Sin,
T he Saviour He alone :

Tet us take and bear his Crofs, §
Defpis'd Difciples let us be |

Mock d and flighted, as he was
For you, my Friends, and me.

Nonec but !osus will we fing,
None elie will we adore -
He our Prophet, Prieft, and King,
$hall be for evermore :
None among the heav’nly Pew'rs,™
Nor one on Farth our Praife may claim,
Nene but Jrsus call we ours,
« one but the bleeding Lams!

# Tph. il 130 T Mot 22, John xvit. 4.
) Mat. 1x. 12, J Mat. xxii. 8. & Mat xve

a. Galoav. 14 *¢ Rev, XX, 16, XX 9.
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HYMN LIX.
For the Lorp’s Day.

TI—IE LorDp of Sabbath let us praile,
In Concert with the Blelt,

¥he joyful in harmonious Lays,
Employ an endlefs Reft.

Thus, Lorp while we remember Thec,
True Happinels we know :

By Hymns of Praife we learn to be,
Tyiumphant here below.

On this glad Day a brighter Scene
Of Glory was difplay’d

Bv Gob, 1 eternal Worp, than when
‘The Univerfe was madc.

Ile rifes, who Mankind hath bought
With Gricf and Pain extreme :

Tiwas great to fpeak the World fromNought—
T'was greater to redeem !

HYMN LX.
But the greatcﬁ of thefe 15 Love.
1 Cor. xii1 3.

HAPPY ¢he Heart, where Graces reigh,
| Where Love infpires the Breail !
Tove is the brichtelt of the Tran,

And perfedts all the reit.

G
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K nowledge, alas ! ’tis all in vain,
And all in vain our Fear:

Our fubborn Sins will fight and reipn,
If Love bc abfent there.

Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet
in {wift Obedience move,

The Devils know, and tremble too—
But Satan cannot love.

This is the Grace that lives and fings,
When Faith and Hope fhall ceafe ;

Tis this fhall ftrike our joyful Strings
In the fweet Realns of Blifs.

When join’d to that harmonious 1 hrong,
That fills the Chotrs above,

Then thall we tune our golden Harps,*
and ev’ry Notc be—Love.

HYMN LXL

PsALM CXXXIV.

7 F. Servants of Gop, Whofe diligent Care,
& [s evercmploy’d inWatching and Prayer;
with Praifcs anceafingYour Jesus proclaim,
ffing His excellent Name.

Tis JEsUS commands, Come all to his Houle, |

And lift up your (lands And pay Him your
(Vows !

And whilft yeare giving Your JESUS his Dug,
Heaven Shall fanciify you

The Lorp out of _
¥ Rev, X1V, 24

Rejoicings and ble




Life and Eternity.

’ I \HEE we adore, eternal Name 3
And humbly own to Thee,

How feeble 1s our mortal Frame,
What dying Worms We be !

Our wafting Lives grow fhorter ftll,
As Months and days increafe |

And every beating Pulfe we tell
Leaves but the Number lefs !

The Year rolls round, and fteals away
The Breath that firft it gave ;

Whate’er we do, where’er we be,
We're travelling to the Grave !

Dangers ftand thick thro’ all the Ground,
To puih us to the Tomb,

And fierce Difeates wait around,
To hurry Mortals home !

Great Gop | on what @ {lender thread

Hang everlafting Things !

The eternal States of all the Dead
Upon Life’s feeble Strings !

Infinite Joy, and endlefs Woe,
Attend on ev'ry Breath !

And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon the Brink of Death !
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Waken, O Lorbp, our drowfy Senfe,
To walk this dang’rous Road:
And if our Souls be hurried hence,
May they be found with Gop !

HYMN LXIIL

Complaining of Spiritual Sloth.

Y drowfy Pow’rs, why fleep ye fo !
Awake my fluggith Soul :
Nothing hath half thy Work to do 3
Yet nothing’s half {o dull.

Go to the *Ants—for one poor Grain,

See how they toil and firive !
Yet we, who have a Heav’n t’ obtain,

How negligent we live !

We, for whom Gop the Son came down,
And labour’d for our Good,
How carelefs to fecure that Crown

He p_urchas’d with his Blood !

Lorp, fhall we live fo fluggifh ftll,
And never aét our Parts !

Come, Lorp, thy + gracious Word fulfil,
And warm our frozen Hearts !

Give us with a&tive Warmth to move,

With vig’rous Souls to rife,
With Hands of Faith and Wings of Love
To fly and take the Prize.

# Pl'OV- ‘r. 6- .1- Matt. iiin II' lattﬂr Pal't-
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HYMN LXIV.

Pf. cxxx1X. 7—13.

O R D, where fhall guity Souls retire,
Forgotten and unknown P
In Hell they meet thy vengeful Ire,
[n Heav’n thy glorious 'T'hrone.
Should they fupprefs their vital Breath,

T efcape the Wrath Divine,
Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death,

And make the Grave rehgn.
If wing’d with Beams of Morning Light

They fiy beyond the Wett,
Thine Hand,which muft {fupport their Flight,

Would foon betray their Reft.

If o’er thelr Sins they {eek to draw

The Curtains of the Night,
Thofe flaming Eyes that cuard thy Law,

Would turn the Shades to Light.
The Beams of Noon, the Midnight Hour,

Are both alike to Thee ,
O may we ne'er provoke that Pow'r

From which we cannot flce !

G 3
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HYMN LXV.
PsaLm cxlv. 7. &c

WEET is the Mem’ry of thy Grace,
My Gop, my hcav’nly King ;
Let Age to Age thy Righteouinefs
In Sounds of Glory fing.

Gonb reigns on hich, but not confines
His Goodnefs to the Skics ;
Thro’ the whole Earth his Bounty fhines,

And cvery Want fupplies.

With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait

On Thee, for daily Food ;
Thy hib’ral Hand provides them Meat,

And flls their Mouths with Good.

How kind are thy Compaffions, Lorp !
How flow thine Anger moves !

How foon He fends his pard’ning Word,

T'o chear the Soul He loves \

Creatures, with all their endlefs Race,
Thy Pow’r and Praife proclaim :
May we, who tafte thy richer Grace,

Delight to blefs thy Name'!

ITYMDN
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HYMN LXVL
PsaLm cxlvil.
PRAISE ye the Lorp ; ’tis good to raife
Our Hearts and Voices in his Praife ;

His Nature and his Works invite,
To make this Duty our Delight.

He form’d the Stars, thofe heav’nly Flames,
He counts their Numbers, calls their Names:
His Wifdom’s vait and knows no bound,

A Deep where allour Thoughts are drown’d.

Great is the Lorp, and great his Might,

And all his Glorics, infinite :
{ie crowns the Meek, rewards the Juft,*
And treads the Wicked to the Duil.

His Saints are lovely in his Sight,

1 views his Children with Delight :

He fees thelr Hopes, He knows their Fear,
A:d looks and loves his Jmage there.

Psaife Goo from whom all Bleflings flow,

Praife him all Creatures here below !

Praife him above, ye heav’nly Hott,
Pryifc FATHER, SON and HoLY GuosT.

EH: P}-f_‘!"’"‘ . {3'
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HYMN LXVIL
Curist owr Wifdom, Rightcoufnefs, San&ifi-

cation, and Redemption.
1 Cor. 1. 30.

URY’d in Shadows of the Night,
) We lie, ’ull CurusT reftores the Light;
Wifdom defcends to heal tae Blind,
And chace the Darknefs of the Mind.

Lot guilty Souls are drown’d in Tears,
Tl the atoning Blood appears ;
Then they awake from decp Diitrefs,

. And fing the Lorp our RIGHTEOUSNESS.

Jesvs Beholds where Satan reigns,

Binding his Slaves 1 heavy Chains : |
He fets the Pris’ner free, and breaks
The iron Bondage from our Necks.

Poor helplefs Worms 1n thee poflefs

Grace, Wifdom, Pow’r, and Rightcoufnels;
Thou art our mighty Ail, may we

Give our whole telves, O Lowp, to Thee !

HYMN



HYMN LXVIIL

Mal. 1v. 2,

t unto you that fear my Name, fball the Sun
f Righteoufuefs arife with Healing in bis
Wings.

OW heavy is the Night,
1 That hangs upon our Eyes,
il Curist with his reviving Light
Over our Souls arfe !

ur Spirits are afraid
T's meet the Wrath of Heav’n,

1l in his Righteoufnets array’d,
We fee our Sins forgiv’n.

nholy and 1mpure

Are all our Thoughts and Ways 3
5 Beams infefted Nature cure
With {fanctifying Grace.

he Pow’rs of Hell agree

To hold our Souls in vain ;
¢ fets the fons of Bondage tree,

And breaks the curfed Chain.

orp, we adore thy Ways,

That bring us near to Gobp

hy fov’reign Pow'r, thy healing Grace,
And thine atoning Blood,
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HYMN LXIX. Offces of Curist,

OIN all the glorious Names
_j Of Wifdom, Love, and Pow’r,
That Mortals ever knew,’
That Angels ever bore:
All are too mean 4
To fpeak his Worth,
Too mean to fet
Our Saviour ferth.

But, O what gentle Terms :

‘What condefcending Ways,

Doth our REDEEMER uie

To teach his heav'nly Grace !
My Soul with Joy
And Wonder fce
What Forms of Love

He bears for thee.

Great Prophet of our Gop;
Our i'ungues would blefs thy Name :
By thee the joytul News
Of our Salvation came :
The joytul News
Of Sins forgiv'n,
Of Hell 1ubdu’d,
And Peace with Heav'n,

Jrsus our great High*Prieﬁ,
Offer’d his Blood and dy’d ;

* Phil. ii. 9.
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Thou guilty Sinner {eek

No Sacrifice befide :
His pow’rful Blood

Did once atone,
And now it pleads
Before the ‘| hrone.

Thou dear Almichty LorD,
Our Conqu’ror and our King,
Thy Scepter and thy Sword,
Thy reigning Grace we fing.
Thine is the Pow'r;
O may we fit,

1n willing Bonds,
Beneath thy Feet!

HYMN LXX.

The {ame.
RRAY’D in mortal Flefh,

| I.o the GrEAT ANGEL ftands,
And holds the Promifes

| And Pardons his Hands :

Commiffion’d from

His FaTsEer’s Throne,

To make his Grace

7o Mortals known.

| 1e thou our Counfellor,

Our Pattern and our Gude !
# And thro’ this defert Land
Still keep us near thy Side !
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O let our Feet
Ne'er run aftray,
Nor rove, nor feek
T'he crooked Way !

We'd hear our Shepherd’s Vorce, §
W hofe watchful Eye doth keep
Poor wand ring Souls among
The Thoufands of his Sheep,

He feeds his Flock,t

He calls their Names,

His Bofom bears

The tender Lambs.

To this dear Surety’s Hands,
My Soul commend thy Caule,
e anfwers and fulfills
Wis FaTuer’s broken Laws !
Believing Souls
Now frec are fet ;
For Carist hath paid,
Their dreadful Debt.
Then let our Souls arifc,
And tread the Tempter down :
Our Cantain leads us forth
T'o Conquelt and a Crown.
March on ! nor tear
To win the Dav,
Tho' Death and Hcll
Obitruct the Wav.

§ Joha %. 27. + {fa. xl. 11,
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HY MN L.XXI.

.OME thou Fount of ev'ry Bleffing °
Tunc mine Heart to ing thy Grace !

Srreams of Mercy never cealmg,

Call for Songs ot loudeft Praife
Teach me fome melodious Sonnet,

Sung by * flaming Tongues above 3
Praife the || Mount—I'm fix’t upon it,

Mount of Goo’s + unchanging Love 3

Biere [ raife my I £ ben-Ezer,
Hither by thine Help I’m come ;
And Thope, by thy good Pleafure,
Sately to arrive at Heme :
Jesus fought me, when a Stranger,
Wand’ring from the Fold ot Gop,
He, to refcue me {rom Danger,
Interpos’d with precious Blood.

0! to Grace, how great a Debtor,
Daily ’'m conitrain’d to be !

Tet that Grace, now hike a Fetter,
ind my wand’nng Heaxt to Thee

Prone to wander, LLORD, I fecl 1,
Prone to leave the GoDp I love—

Here’s mine Heart—O 1ake, and § feal 1!

Scal 1t from thy Courts above !
* 1eb. 3. 7. || Heb. xu. 13-- 25 + Mal. it'. 6.

James i 17, 1 Sam. vii. 12, § 2 Cor. 1. 22,

Folo1oas. .




[« 74 ]
HYMN LXXII.

For Easter-Davy.

HE Sun of Righteouinefs appears,
| To fet in Blood no more :
Adore the Scate’rer of your Fears,
Your rifing Goo adore !

The Saints, when he refign’d his Breath,

Unclos’d therr fleeping Lives ;
He breaks again the Bands of Death,
Again the Dead arife !

Alone the dréadful Race He ran,
Alone the Wiite-Prefs trod ;

He dy’d and fuffer’d as a Man :
He rifes as a Gop !

In vain the Stone, the Watch, the Sealy
Forbid an early Rlﬁ:,

Fo Him who breaks the Gatcs of Hells
And opens Parsdife.

HY MN LXXHL

A Prayer for Farth.

ATHER, I ftretch mine Hands to Theg,
No other Help 1 know :
1f Thou withdraw Thyfelf from me,
Ah ! whither fhall { go !
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What did thine only Son endure
Betore 1 drew my Breath !

What Pain, what L.abour to {ecure
My Soul from endlefs Death !

Author of Faith, to Thee [ lift
My weary, longing Eyes !
Preferve in me that precious Gift 1—
My Soul without it dies

HYMN LXXIV.

Happy is the Man that fearetl always.
Prov. xxviil. 14

OD of all Grace and Majefty 1 |
Supremely Great and Good !

1t T have Favour found with ‘Thee
Thro’ the atoning Blood !

The Guard of all thy Mercies give,
And to my Pardon join

A Fear, left I fhould ever grieve

d  The gracicus Sp’rit divine.

Since Mercy is indeed wath Thee,
May I obedient prove,

Nor e’er abufe my Liberty,

Or fin againdt thy Love :
This choiceft Fruit of Faith beftow

On a poor * Sojourner :

# y Chron, xxiX. 15
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And let me pafs my Days below
In Humblenefs and fear.

Still may I walk as in thy Sight,
My {tri Obferver fee,

And thou by rev’rent Love unite
My wand ring Heart to Thee.

Still let me, =ill my Days are pait,
At Jesu’s Feet abide :

So fhall he lift me up at laft,
And feat me by his Side.

HYMN LXXV. John xui. g.
ESUS Thou art my Righteouinefs,
For all my Sins were Thine, §
"Thy Death hath bought of Gop my Peace,
't hy Life hath made Him mine
My dying Saviour and my Gop |
Fountain for Guilt and Sin ! *
Sprinkle me ever with thy Blood, ||
And cleanfe and keep me clean !

Wath me, and makc me thus thine own,
Wath me, and mine Thou art,
Wath me, but not my Fect alone,
My Hands, my Head, my Heart !
Th’ Atonement of thy Blood apply,
Tiil Faith to Sight improve,
Till Hope thall 1n Frution die,
And all my Soul be Love !
11 Pet. i 37, §If liii. 6. latter Part
C ¥ Zech, it 10 i Peting e
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HYMN LxXVI. Ifa. xl. 204

gON of Gop ! thy Blefing grant,
LY Still fupply my ev’ry Want,
Tree of Life thine Influence thed, 1\
With thy Fruit my Spint feed !
Tend’reft Branch, alas ! am I,
Wither without Thee, and die :
Weak as helplefs Infancy—-

O confirm my Soul in Thee;

Unfuftain’d by Thee I fall,
Send the Strength for which I call

Weaker than a bruifed Reed,
Help I every Moment need.

All my Hopes on Thee depend,
Love e | fave me 10 the l])‘an !
Give me the continuing Grace—=—
Take the everlafting Prafe !

HYMN LXXVIL ErPiPHANY
I{aiah 1x. 2.

IGHT of thofe whofe dreaty Dwelling,
1, Borders on the Shades of Death, |
Come ! and by thy {,ove’s revealing,

Diflipate the Clouds bengath :

The new Heav’n and Earth’s Creator,
In our decpeft Darknels rife!

| Rev. it 7. John xv. g FRev. xxi. I g
H3 |



[ 78 ]
Scate’sing all the Night ot Nature,
Pouring Eye-fight on our E} cs.

Still we wait for thine Appearing,
Life and Joy thy Beams impart,
Chafing all our Fears, and chcearing
Ev’ry poor benighted Heart :
Come, and mamteﬁ the Favour
Gop hath for the ranfom’d Race ;
Come ! thou gracious Gobp and Saviour!
Come ! and bring the Gofpel-grace !

Save us 1n thy great Compatlion,

O thou mild pacific Prince !
Give the Knowledee of Salvation, 4
Give the Pardon of our Sins !

By thine all-reftoring Merit,
Ev’ry burthen’d Soul 1elcaie,

Ev'ry weary, wand’ring Spurit,
Guide into thy perfect Peace!

HYMN LXXVIUI. 2 Kingsx. Ig.
OME let us afcend,
My Companion and Friend,

To a Tatte of the Banquet above ;

If thine Heart be as mine,

If tor |esus it pine,
Come up 1n the Chariot of Love, |}

Who 1n Jrsus copfide,

They are bold to outride

The Storms of Affi¢tion bencath :
+ Luke 1. 77, || Sons ¢f Solomon 111, 1s.
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Witk the Prophet they foar *

To that heav’nly Shore,
And + outfly all the Arrows of Death.

By § Faith we are come

To our Permanent Home,
By || Hope we the Rapture improve,

By | Love we fhll rife,

And look down on the Skies—
For the ** Heaven of Heavens 1s Love !

Who on Earth can concetve
How happy we hive
In the ++ City of Gov the great King?
What a Concert of Praife,
When our JeEsus’s Grace,

The whole heav’nly Company fing !

What a rapturous Song,

When the glority*d ‘I'hrong
[n the Spirit of Harmony join !

Join all the glad Choirs,

Fearts, Voices, and Lyres,
And the Burden is Mercy divine.

Hallelujah they cry,

'I'o the King of the Sky,
To the grear everlafting 1 am,

* y Kings ii. 11. 1 John xi. 25, 26. § Heb. X1, ¥
| Heb. vi. 19. 11 Cor. x1i. 13, **1I Johu 1v, 16
Jatter Part, 71 Phil. 111, 20, Heb, Xil. 224



[ Bo ]

To the Lams that was flain,
And that liveth again,
Hallelujah to Gop and the Lams 1 ¥

HYMN LXXIX.

Ezekiel x1. 19. xxxvi. 26.
Lmighty Gop of Truth and Love !
In me thy Pow’r exert,
The Mountain trom my Soul remove,
The Hardnefs from my Heart :
My moft obdurate Heart fubdue,
In Honour to thy dov,
And now the gracious Wander fhew,
And take away the Stone.

I want a Principle within,
Of jealous, godly Fear ;
A fenfibility of Sin, . |
A Pain to feel it near :
I want the firft Approach to feel
Of Pride, or vain Defire,
To catch the Wand’rings of my Will,
And quench the kindhng ¥ 1rc.

Erom Thee that 1 no more may part,
No more thy Goednefs grieve !
he filial Awe, the 1 flefhly Heart,
'I'he tender Confcience give :

Quick gs the Apple of an Eye,

O Gop ! my Conicience make,

'_“RE\"- Viiﬁ- 93 10, 'l‘ EZCk- xin ‘9‘
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Awake my Soul, when Sin is nigh,
~ And keep it ftill awake !
HYMN LXXX.
' Thy Backfliding fhall reprove thee.
P Jer. 1. 19.
"ESU, let thy pitying Eye
Call back a wand’ring Sheep 5

Falfe to thee, like PETER, 1
Would fain like PET=R WCEP.

Let me be by Grace reftor’d,
On me, be all Lon _fuffering fhewn !
Turn, and look upon m¢, Lorp,*

And break my Heart of Stone.

SAVIOUR, Prince enthron’d above,
Repentance to impart, +

Give me, thro’ thy dying Love,
The humble, contrite Heart :

Give me, what I've long implor’d,
A Portion of thy Grief unknown==

Turn, &c,
See me, Saviour, from above,

Nor fuffer me to die,
Life, and Happinefs, and Love,
Drop from thy gracious Eye ;
Speak the reconciling Word,
And let thy Mercy melt me down—

Turn, &c.
* Luke xxii. 61. former Part. As v, 31
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Look, as when thy Grace beheld
‘The § Harlot 1n Diftrefs,
Dry’d her Tears, her Pardon feal’d,
And bad her go 1n Peace :
Foul, like her, and felf-abhor’d,

I at thy Feet for Mercy groan—
Turn, &c.

Look as when condemn’d for them,
Thou didft thy Follow’rs fee,
“ Daughters of Ferufalem, ||
‘“ Weep for yourfelves, not Me.,”
Am 1 by my Gob deplor’d,
And fhall I not myielf bemoan—e
Turn, &c,

Look as when thy languid Eye
Was cles’d that we might live,
““ Farner ! (at the Pownt to die) §
My Saviour fdld Forgive !
Surely with that dying W:ord
He turns and looks and cries, *Tis dong I
O my Bleedm'f—-—loung Lorp ;
Thou break’® my Heart of Stone.
HY MN LXXXI.
Praife to the RepEEMER.
LUNG’D 1n a Guiph of dark Defpair,
We wretched Sinngrs lay,
Without one chearful Beam of Hopr:,
Or Spark of glimm’ring Day. "
& Luke vii. 50, | Lukexxiit, 28. J Luke xxil. 34
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With pitying Eyes, the Prince of Graee
Beheld our helplefs Grief ;
He {aw, and (O amazing Love !)

. He camie to our Relief.

Down from the fhining Seats above,
- With joyful Hafte he fled,
Fnter’d the Grave 1n mortal flefh,
And dwelt among the Dead.

Oh ! for this Love let Rocks and Hills
Their lafting Silence break,

And all harmonious human Tongues,
The Saviour’s Praifes fpeak !

Angels affilt our mighty Joys,
Strrke all your Harps of Gold ;

But when you-raife your higheit Notss,
His Love can ne’er be told !

HYMN LXXXII.
PsaLm C.

EFORE Jeunovan’s awful Throne,

Ye Nations bow with facred Joy,
Lk K now that the Lorp 15 Gop alone !

He can create, and He deftroy.

4 His fov’ reien Pow’r, without our Aid,

| Made us of Clay, and form’d us Men ; ;
§ And when like wand’ring Sheep we firay’d,
1 He brought us to his Fold again,
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We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs,
High as the Heav’ns our Voices raife ;
And Earth with her ten thoufand Tongues

Shall fill thy Courts with {ounding Prapic,

Wide as the World 1s thy Command,
Vaft as Eternity thy Love,

Firm as 2 Rock thy Truth muft ftand,
When rolling Ycars {hall ceafe to move.

HYMN LXXXIL

Humiliation.

LO R D, we are vile, conceiv’d in Sin,
And born unholy and unclean ;
Sprung from the Man, whofe cuilty Fall
Corrupts the Race, and taints us all.

Soon as we draw our infant Breath,

The Seeds of Sin grow up for Death !
Thy Law demands a perfect Heart,

But we're defil’d in ev'ry Part.

Behold ! we fall before thy Lace :

Our only Refuge 1s thy Grace ;

No outward Forms can make us clean,
The Leprofy lies decp within.

jesus, our Gon'! thy Blood alone
Hath Pow’r {ufficicnt to atone : .
Loro ! lot us hear thy pard ning Vo,
And make our down-caft Licarts rejoicy \
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HYMN LXXXIV.

Psarwm cl

R AISE the Lorp, who reigns above,
And keeps his * Court below,

Praife the holy Gop ot Love,

And all his Greatnefs fhew:
Praife him for his noble Deeds,

Praife him for his matchlefs Pow’r 3
Him from whom all Good proceeds,

Let Earth and Heav'n adore. |

Publith, fpread to All round,

The great Im ManU+L’s IName,
Let the Trumpet’s martial Sound,
Him Lorp of HosTs proclaim :
Praile him ev'ry tyneful String,
All the Reach of heav’nly Art,
All the Pow’rs of Mufic bring,
The Mufic of the Heart. |

Him, in whom they mave, and live,
Let every Creature fing,
Glory to their Maker give,
And Homage ta their King
Hallow’d be his Name beneath,
As in Heaven on Earth ador’d,
Praife the LorDp in every Breath ;

Lft all Things praife the LLorD &
* Zech. 1. 7.

3
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HYMN LXXXV.
Divine Werlhip.
OME, defeend, O heav’nly Spuit,
Fan each Spark into a-Flams,
Blcffings let us now inhert,
Bleflings that we cannot hame :
Whilft Hofannas we are finging,
May our Hearts in Rapturs move,
Fecl new Grace in them ftill {pringmg,
Breathe the Alr of purett Love. ,,.

Let us fail in Grace’s Ocean,

Float on that unbounded Sex,
Guided 1nto pure Devotion,

Kept from Paths ot Error free :

On thy heav nly Manna feeding,
Screen’d from ev’ry envious Foe ;
I.ove, O Love for Sinners bleeding,
All for thee may we torego.

Kcep us, Lorp, flill in Communioi,
Duily nearer drawn to thee,

Sinking in the fweeteft Unton,

Of that Heart-felt Myftery :

keep us fafe from each Delufion,
Well protected from all Flarms,

Free from Sin, and all Confufion.

¢ ircle us within thine Arms,
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HY MN LXXXVIL

Bebold, I fland at the Door and knock, &c.
Rev. iii. 20.

V“ magnify thy Grace, O Lorbp,

‘ How plent’ ouﬂ}f haft thou prepar 'd
A Supper for thy Satnts !

All Things are ready, thou haft {aid,*

A Table Thou haft richly fpread
To anfwer all our Wants,

Now, Lorp, allure our Souls to Thee,
O kindly bid us come and fee,
And tafte how good thou art ;
Knock with the + Hammer of thy Ward,
Knock by thy pew’rful Spirit, Lorb,
Lorv, break into each Heart !

Darknefs and Unbelief remove,

Replenith all our Souls with Leve,
Laft out the Pow’r of Sin ;

I¥sus, attend our feeble Pray ry

And for Thyfelt our Hearts prepare,
Coine 1n, our Lorp, come in !

Let Comfort, Love, and Joy, and Peace,
Like Rivers flow, and f{iill increafe,
Unto the Occan driv’n :
Lorp, condefcend to fup with me,
And grant that | may be with Thee
And fup at laft in Heav’n!

# Lkl&ﬂ K-I'J Id, I; T Jﬁl‘ Ixiﬁ- 2?14
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HYMN LXXXVIL

Curist’s Commiflion.

AISE your triumphant Songs

To an immortal Tune ;
Let the wide Earth refound the Deeds;

Celeftial Grace has done,

Sing how eternal Love
Its chief Beloved chofe,

And bid him raife our wretched Race
From their Abyfs ot Woes.

His Hand no Thunder bears,

No Terror clouds his Brow
No Frowns to drive our ﬂmlty Souls
T'o fiercer Flames below.

“I'was Mercy fill’d the Throne,
And Wrath ftood filent by,

When Curist was fent with Pardons dowd
T'o Rebels doom’d to dic.

Now, Sinners, drv your Tears,

Let hopelefs Sorrows ceafe :
Bow to the Scepter of his Love,

And take the offer’d Peace.

May we obey the Call !
And lay an humble Claim

"To the Salvation he hath brought,
And love, and prarie his Name,
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HYMN LXXXVIII.
For New Year’s Day.
Luke xi. 6—11,
HE Lorbp of Earth and Cky,
T The Gop of Ages praife !
Who reigns enthron’d on high,
Ancient of endlefs Days ;
Who lengthens out our Trial here,
And fpares us yct another Year.

Barren and wither’d T'rees,
We cumber’d long the Ground,
No Fruit of Holinefs
On our dead Souls was found !
Yet did he us in Mercy fpare,
Anoiher and another Year.
When jultice bar’d the Sword
To cut the Fig-tree down,
The Pity of our Lorp
Cry’d, ¢¢ Let 1t full alone,”
T'he Father mild inclin’d his Far,
And {par’d us yet another Year.

Jrsus thy * fpeaking Blood
From Gon obrain’d the Grace,
W un theretore hath beftow’d
Un us a longer Space :
Thou didit in our Bchalf appear,
And o, we fee another Year !
* Heb, xii, 24,

L3
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"I"hen dig about our Root,
Break up our fallow Ground,
And let our gracious Fruit
To thy great Praife abound:
O let us all thy Praife declare,

And Fruit unto * Perfection bear !

HYMN LXXXIX.
Another.

OME let us anew
Our Journey purfue,
Roll round with the Year,
And never ftand il till the MasTer appears
His adorable Will
Let us gladly fulhl,
And our Talents improve,
By the Patience of Hope, and the Labour of
(LOV&
Our Life 1s a2 Dream,
Our Time. as a Stream,
Glides fwiftly away,
And the fugitive Moment refules to ftay s
The Arrow 1s flown,
The Moment 1s gone,
The + Millenial Ycar’
Ruthes on to our View, and Eternity’s herz !

O that each in the Day
Of his Coming may fay,

LI

¥ Luke viil, 1a~--2 Cot, ®lils g, 7 R0V XX, 4o
| & y A :
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¢¢ T have * fought my Way thro’,

% § have finifh’d the Work thou didft give me
O that each from his Lorp  (todo!”
May receive the glad Word,
<« Well, and faithfully done ;

¢ + Enter into my Joy, and fit down on my

(Throne.”
HYMN XC.

Ifaiah xxxv. 10.

Hrupren of the heav’nly King,
C As ye journey {weetly fing :
Sing your Saviour’s worthy Praie,
Glorious in his Works and Ways.
Ye are travelling horhe to Gob,

In the Way the Fathers trod ; 1
They are happy now, and ye
Soon their Happinefs fhall {ee.

O, ye banifh’d Seed, be glad !
CarisTt our Advocate 15 made ;
Us to fave, our Fleth aflumes,
Brother to our Souls becomes. §

Shout, ye little Flock, and bleft,
Vou on Jest’s Throne fhall reit !
Thete your Seat 15 now prepar’d,
There your Kingdom und Reward.

2 Tim, iv. 7. 4 Matt. xxv. 21,
I J":l-. .‘I'l| Iﬁ; g H:bl ii| 11!
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Fear not, Brethren, joyful ftand
On the Borders of your Land !

Jesus Curist, your FATHER’S SON,}
Bids you undifmay’d go on.

Lorn ! obediently we’d go,

Gladly leaving all below ;
Only Thou our Leader be,

And we {till will follow Thee !

HYMN XCIL
CHRISTMAS.

Phil. 1. g—11.
ET Earth and Heav'n agree,
_s Angels and Men be join'd
To celebrate with me
The Saviour of Mankind :
T’ adore the all-atoning Lawms,
And blefs the Scund of Jesu’s Name,

-~ W
4

JEsus ! tranfporting Sound ;
The Joy of Earth and Heav'n,
No other Help 1s tound,
No other |j IName 15 giv’n
By which we can Salvation have—
But Jzsus came the World to fave.

J¥sus ' harmonious Name !
It charms the Hofts above!

1 John xx. 17, ) AQsiv. 1z,
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They cvermore proclaim,
And wonder at his Love !
"Tis all their Happinefs to gaze,

"1'1s Heaven to ice our ]hsu’ s Face®

His Name the Sinner hears,
And 1s from Sin fet free ;
’T1s Mufic in his Ears,
’T1s Life and Victory :
New Songs do now his Lips employ, ¥
And dances his glad Heart for Joy !

HYMN XCIL Triniry.
. TE DETU M.
OW can we adore,
Or worthily praife,
"Thy Goodnefs and Pow'r,
Thou Gob of all Grace !
With Honour and Blefling,
Before Thee we fall,
Moft gladly confefling
Thee FaTuer of all.

The Heavens and Earth,
And Water, and Atr,
To Thee owe their Birth,
Subfift by thy Care ;
Whilft Angels are finging
Thv Praifes above,
We Mortals are bringing

Gur Tribute of Love.

x Cor, xin, 12, Picxl g.
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Thou, Saviour, art one
With Gop the Supreme,
His eternal Son,
And equal with Him
Invefted with Glory,
On high doft Thou fit,
While Angels adore Thee, 1
And bow at thy Feet.

How great was thy Love !
How wond’rous thy Grace !
Thou cam’ft from above
To fave a loft Race;
And, Man to deliver,
Of Woman waft born,
That ev’ry Believer
To Gop might return.

How foon will thy Seat

Of Judgment appear !
Prepare us to meet,

And welcome Thee there;
‘Thy * witnefling Spirit

In us fhed abroad,
And bid us nherit

The Kingdom of Gob,

* 1 John v. 6. latter Part,
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HYMN XCIII
The Chrifian Race.

Heb, x11. 1, 2. former Part.

WAKE our Souls, away our Fears,

Let ev’ry trembling Thought be gone,
Awake and run the heav’nly Race,

And put a chearful Courage on.

True, tis a ftrait and thorny Road,
And moral Spirits tire and faint ;

But we forget the mighty Gon,

Who feeds the Strength of ev’ry Saint.

Aimighty Goo, thy matchlefs Pow’r

Is ever new, and ever young ;

And firm endures, while cndlcfs Years
Their everlafting Circles run.

From Thee, the overflowing Spring,
Believers drink a frefh bllpplv,

While fuch as truft their native Strength,
Shall fade away, and droop, and dic.

Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air,

Oh may we mount to thine Abode !
On Wings of Love, to Jesus fiy,
Nor tire amidit the heav’nly Road |
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HYMN XCIV.

The Pilgrim’s Hymn. A Dialogue.

ELL us, O Pilgrims, we wou'd know,
Whither fo faft ve move?
We, call'd 1o leave a World beloaw,

.14?’3 ﬁf&iﬁg H A ﬂl’ﬂ'vt?;

Whence came ye, fav, and what the Placg
That ve are tray’hing from ? ’
From Tribulation, ave, thre’ Grac&'!
Are now returning Home.

?

!

Is not your native Dwelling here
Like you not this abode ?
We feck * a betler City far,
A ity butlt by Gob.

Thither we travel, nor intend
Short of that Blifs to reit;

Nor we, il in the Sinner’s Friend
Our aveary Souls are blefs'd.

Fiiends of the Bridegroom we fhall reign,
§yviour, we afk no more ;

Euil Lamb MGDD,]&?‘ Stuners [laix,
U hom Heav'n and Earth adeie !

#

* Hch, xi. 10,
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HYMDN XCV.

PsALM cxvil,

T, Nations who the Globe divide,
Ye nuin’rous Nations, fcatter’d wide,
To Gob your grateful Voices raife :
For all his boundlefs Mercics fhown,
His Truth to endlefs Ages known,
Require our endlefs Love and Praife.

To Him who reigns enthron’d on high,
To his dear Sox who deign’d to dic,
Qur Guilt and Errors to remove :
To that bleft Spirit, who Grace imparts,
Who rules in all Believing Hearts,
Be ceafelefs Glory, Praife, and Love :

HYMN XCVL
Ephef. 1. 13.
F Him who did Salvation bring,
Lorp, may we ever think and fing !
Arife, ve guilty, he’ll forgive :
Arite, ye necdy, he’ll relieve.

Fternat Lorp, f-}lmighty King, |
All Heav’n doth ‘with thy Triumphs ring !
"Thou conquer’{t all bencath, above,

evils with Force, and Men with Love !

K
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To purge our Sins, Curist fhed his Blood,

He dy’d to bring us near to Gon ;
Let all the World fall down and know
That none but Gop fuch Love could fhow.

HYMN XCVIL
Faith in CHRrIST our Sacrifice.

Heb. x. 4, 10.

OT all the Blood of Beafts
On Jewifh Altars flain,
Could give the guilty Conicience Peace,

Or wafh away the Stam.

But Carist the heav’nly Lawms,

T4kes all out Sins away :

A Sacrifice of notler Name,
And richer Blood than they !

My Faith would lay its Hand *
On that dear Head of Thine,

While like a Penitent I ftand
And there confefs my Sin.,

My Soul looks back to {ee
The Burdens Thou didft bear,t

When hanging on th’ accurfed Tree,
And hopes her Guilt was there.

* LeVi il 4'1 1‘ I Pet' ii' 14I
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Believing we rejoice,
To {ee the Curfe remove ; 1
We blefs the Lams with chearful Voice,

And fing his bleeding Love.

HYMN XCVIIL
To Jesus CHRIST.

Thou in whom the Gentiles truft,
Thou only holy, only juit,
O tune our Souls to Praife thy Namie,
Jesus ! Unchangeable, the Same.

If Angels, whilft to Thee they fing

* Wrap up their Faces in their Wing,t
How fhall we finful Duft draw nigh,
The great, the awful De17y !

Glory to Thee, aufpicious Lams !
Thou holy Lorp, Thou great I am!
With all our Pow’r thy Grace weé blefs,
Our Joy, our Peace, our Righteoufnefs !

Live, ever glorious Jesus! live,
Worthy all Blefling to receive !

Worthy on high enthron’d to fit
With ev’ry Pow’r beneath thy Feet !

t Gal.iii. 13. T If. vi. 2, 7. compared with
~ John xin, 41,
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HYMN XCIX.
The {ame.

OLY Lawms, who Thee receive,
Who 1n Thee begin to live,
Day and Night they cry to Thee,
As Thou art, fo let us be !

Fix, O fix cach wav’ring Mind,
To thy Crofs our Spurits bind ;
Earthly Paflions far remove,

Perfe€t * all our Souls in Love.

Duft and Afhes tho’ we be,

Full of Guilt and Mifery !

Make us thine, thou Son of Gop !
Wath us in thy precious Blood.

Boundlefs Wifdom, Pow’r divine,
Love unfpeakable are Thine ;
Praife by all to Thee be giv’n,

Sons of Earth and Hofts of Heav’n !

Unfruitfulnefs.

ONG have we fat beneath the Sound
Of thy Salvation, Lorp,
But {till how weak our Faith is found,
And Knowledge of thy Word !

¢ 1 John i1, s,
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Oft we frequent thine holy Place,
Yet hear almoft in vain :

How fmall a Portion of thy Grace
Do our falfe Hearts retain.

Our gracious SAvioUR and our Gobp,
How little art Thou known,

By all the Judgments of thy Rod,
And Bleffings of thy Throne !

How cold and feeble 1s our Love,
How negligent our Fear !

How low our Hope of Joys abovec,
How few Affeétions there !

Great Goo, thy fov’reign Aid impart,
To pive thy Word Succels ;

Write thy Salvation on each Heart,
And make us learn thy Grace.

Shew our forgetful Feet the Way
That lcads to Joys on high :

Where Knowledge grows without Decay,
And Love fhall never die.

HYMN C.
Curist’s Compaflion for the Tempted.
Heb. 1. 17, 18.

ITH' Joy we meditate the Grace
Of our High-Prieft above ;

K
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His Heart is made of Tendernefs,
His Bowels melt with Love.

Touch’d with a Sympathy within,
He knows our teeble Frame 3
He knows what fore Temptations mean

For he hath felt the fame.
He. in the Days of feeble flefh,

Pour’d out his Cries and Tears :
‘And in his Meafure feels afrefh, 1
What ev’ry Member bears.

He'll never quench the fmoaking Flax, 1

But vaife it to a Flame:
The bruifed Reed He never breaks,
Nor {corns the meaneit Nane.

»

Then, let our humble Faith addrefs

His Mercy and his Pow’r ;
We fhall obtain delivering Grace
In the difirefing Hour.

¢ b, v. 7. 1 Heb.iv. 15 1 If, xli. 3.
Matt. Xiin 2@
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HYMN CIL
PUBLIC wORSHIP,

Matt. x1. 23,

y TIS thy good Pleafure, Lorp,
That we are call’d to Thee ;

The Power of thy Word,
Thy Truth can make us free. *

Things from the Prudent hid,
From + mighty Men conceal’d,
'T'o us, from Blindnefs freed,

Thy Love hath now reveal’d.

Lorp, let us know Thee more,
Remove each dimning Veil,

Increafc our little Store
>Till § Heart and Fleth fhall fail.

Increafe our Faith and Hope,

| Perfect our grateful Love,
Then, Jesus, § call us up,

The Heav’'n of Heav’ns to prove.

To know Thee as we’re known, **
~ To fee Thee Face to Face,

| [0 ftand around thy Throne, +1
 And fing—TriumpHaNT GRACE

* Tohn viii, 32. 1 1 Cor. 1. 26. § PL. Ixxiil, 264
| 1 John iv. 17. f Rev. ai. 12, * 1 Cor, % ilis
iz 1+ Revev, ge--is. |
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HYMN (I
Invitation, Luke xiv. 12.
ITHER. ye poor, ye fick, ye blind,
A fin-diforder’d trembling Throng :.

To vou the Gofpel calls, to you
Messian’s Bleflings all belong.

Reafon’s and Virtue’s boafting Sons *
Derive no Bleffings from his 4 Tree ;

For Sinners only Jesus dy’d—

- Then fure I hear He dy’d for me !

Twas with our Griefs Messian groan’d ;
Twas with our Guilt his Soul was try'd !}

Our Punithment he took, he bore,
And Sinners liv’d when Jesus dy'd !

Awalke each Heart, arife each Soul,
And join the blifsful Choirs above ;

May nothing tune our future song,
But heav’nly Wifdom, heav’nly Love !

HYMN CIV.
MORNING or EVENING,

Gop, how endlefs 15 thy Love !
Thy Gifts are ev'ry Ev'ning new ;
And Morning Mercies from above,

Gently diftil like early Dew.

& Matt, ix. 12, T Aftsv. 30, 1 Pet, s 24,
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Thou fpread’ft the Curtain of the Night,
Great Guardian of our fleeping Hours ;
Thy fov’reign Word reftores the Light,
And quickens all our drowfy Pow’rs.

Lorp, may we yield to thy Command,
To Thee ftill confecrate our Days !

Pcrpetual Bleffings from thine Hand
Demand perpetual Songs of Praife !

HYMN CV.

For the Lorp’s Da}r;

IFYYHIS 1s the Day the Lorp hath made ¢
He calls the Hours his own ;
Let Heav’n rejoice, let Earth be glad,
And Praife furround the Throne.

To Day Curist rofe, and left the Dead,
And Satan’s Empire fell ;

To-day the Saints his Triumphs {pread,
And all his Wonders tell.

Hofanna to th’ anointed King,

To David’s holy Son ! |
Help us, O Lorp, defcend, and bring’
Salvation from thy Throne !
Hofanna in the higheft Strains
The Church on Earth can raife ;

The higheft Heav’ns in which he reigns
shall give him nobler Praife,
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HYMN CVI.
Another.

WEET is the Work, O Gop, our King,

To praife thy Name, give Thanksand fing: &
To fhew thy Love by morning Light, .
And talk of all thy Truth by Night.

Sweet is the Day of facred Reft,
No mortal Care fhould feize our Breaft ;
O may our Hearts in Tune be found,

Like David’s Harp, of folemn Sound !

Our Hearts fhould triumph in Thee, LORD,
And blefs thy Works, and blefs thy Word;
"Thy Works of Grace, how bright they {hine:
How deep thy Counfels ! how divine !

-

O may we fee, and hear and know,

What Mortals cannot reach below ;
May all our Pow’rs find fivect Employ
Tn CHRIsT's eternal World of Joy !

HYMN CVIL

A bleffed GosPEL.

LEST are the Souls that hear and know
The Gofpel’s joyful Sound,
Peace fhall attend the Path they g0,
And Light their Steps furround.



[ 107 ]

Their Joy fhall bear their Spirits up,
Thro’ their RepeeMER’s Name -

His Righteouinefs exalts their Hope,
Nor Satan * dares condemn.

The Lorp our Glory and Defence,
Strength and Salvation gives :

Ifracl, thy King for ever reigns,
Thy Gob for ever lives.

HYMN CVIIIL.
Firft and Second Adam.

EEP in the Duft, before thy Throne,
Our Guiit and our Difgrace we own ;
Great Gop! we own th’ unhappy Name,
Whence {prung our Nature and our Shame.

But whilft our Spirits fill’d with Awe,
Behold the Terrors of thy Law :

We fing the Honours of thy Grace,
That fent to fave a ruin’d Race.

We fing thine everlafting Sox
Who join’d our Nature to his own :
Adam the fecond, from the Duit, ]
Raifes the Ruins of the Firft,

Where Sin did reign, and Death abound,{
There have the Sons of Adam found
Abounding Life ; there glorious Grace
Reigns thro’ the|| LorD oURRIGHTEOUSNESS !

* Rom. viii. 34. I 1 Cor. xv.22. + Rom. v. 20
o Jer. xxu. 6, *



Longing for the Houfe of Gon.
PsaLm Ixxx1v.
LORD of the Worlds above,
How pleafant and how fair,
The Dwellings of thy Love, |

Thine earthly Temples are !
To his Abode,

My Soul afpire,
With warm Defire,

To {ee thy Gono.

O happy Souls that pray,
Where (Gop appolnts 0 hear!
O happy Men that pay
Their conftant Service there !
They praife CokIsT {till;
And happy they
Who love the Way
To Zion’s Hill!

Thev go iran Strength to Strength,

Through tnis dark Vale of Lears ;
»Till each arrives at length,
Tl each in Heav’'n appedrs:
O glorious Seat
Of Gop our King '—
1,orD, thither bring
Our willing Feet

The Lowrp his People loves :
His Hand no Good withholds
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From thofe his Heart approves,
From * praying + humble Souls :

Thrice happy he,
O Gob of Hofis,
Whofe Spirit rufts

Aloge in Thee !

HYMN CX.
Adoring CHRIST.
RETHREN, let us join to blefs

Jesus Curist, our Joy and Peace ;

I.ct our Praife to him be giv'n,
High at Gop’s Right-hand in Heav'n!

Mafter, fee! To Thee we bow,
Thou art Lorp, and only Thou;

Thou the blefled Virgin’s Seed,
Glory of thy Church, and Head.

T hee the Angeis ceafelets {ing,

Thee we praife, our Prictt, our King ;
Worthy is thy Name of Praife,

Full of Glory, full of Grace.

Thou haft the glad Tidings brought ;

Of Salvation by Thee wrought ;
Wrought for all thy Church ! and we

Worthip in their Company.
* Matt, vit. 7, 1 I, lvin zs-
L
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We, thy little Flock, adore
"Thee, the Lorp for ever more 3
Fver with us, fhew thy Love,
*Till we join with thofe above !

HYMN CXL

Praife to CHRIST.

HAIL ! thou once défpifed Jesus
Hail! thou Galilean King !
Who didft fuffer to releafe vus,
Who didft free Salvation bring !
Hail thou glorious Gou and SAVIOUR,
‘Who haft borne our Sin and Shame,
By whofe Merits we find Favour,
Iife is giv’n thro’ thy Name !
Pafchal Lams by Gop 3 pointed,
All our Sins were on Thee laid 1
By Almighty Love anointed,
Thou haff full Atonement made :
FEvery + Sin may be forgiv'n,
" Thro’ the Virtue of thy Blood,

Open’d 1s the Gate of Heav'n, §
Peace is made ‘twixt Man and Gon.

Jesus hail ! enthron'd in Glory,
" There for ever to abide !

All the heav’nly Hofts adore Thee,
' Seated at thy FaThe R’s dide :

¢ If. lu. 6. + 1 Johni. 7. § Heb. x. 30,
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There for Sinners T Thou art pleading,
-« Spare them yet another Year.”—||
Thou for Saints art interceding,
*Till in Glory they appear.
Wotthip, Honour, Pow’r and Bleffing,
CurisT 15 worthy to receive—— -
{,oudeft Praifes without ceafing,
Meet it is fot us to give ! -
Help, ye bright angelic Spirits,
Bring your fiveeteft nobleft Lays,
Help to fing our Jesu'’s Merits ;
Help, to chaunt ImmanvEL’s Praife
HYMN CXIL
_ | Ano;herr,
| COME-, jet iis all unite to praife
| The Saviour of Mankind,
Our thankful Hearts, in folemn Lays;
Be with oui Voices join’d.

But how fhall Daift his Worth declare,
When Angels try in vain,

Their * Faces veil when they appear
Before the Son of Man.

O Lorp, we cannot filent be,

By Love e are conftrain’d
To offer our beft Thanks to Thee—
Our Saviour, and our Friend !

1 If. liii. 12. latter Part. 1 John 1. 1-
Il Luke xiii. 8, §Heb, vii. 25. * If, vi. 4.
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The' feeble are our beft Effays,
Thy Love will not defpife
Our grateful Songs of humble Praife,

Our well-meant Sacrifice,

Let ev'ry Tongue thy Goodnefs fhew,
And {pread abroad thy Fame,
Let ev’ry Heart with Praife o’erflow,

And blefs thy facred Name.

Worfhip and Honour, Thanks and Love,

Be to our JEsus givn !
By Men bclow—by Hofts above—
By all in Earth and Heav'n !

HYMN CXIL
SALVATION.

SALVATmu | O the joyful Sound !

What Pleafure to our Ears !

A fov’reign Balm for ev’ry Wound,
A Cordial for our Fears !

Galvation ! let the Echo fly
The fpacious Earth around,
While all the Armies of the Sky
Confpire to raife the Sound,

HYMN




113 |
HYMN CXIV.
- Carist our great Melchifedec,
HOU dear REpEEMER, dying Liams '
We love to hear of Thee;
No Mufic like thy charming Name,
Nor half fo Sweet can be !

O may we ever hear thy Voice,

In Mercy to us fpeak !
And in our Prieft will we rejoice,

Thou great § Melchifedec !

Our Jesus fhall be full our Theme,
While in this World we ftay,

We'll fing our JEsu’s lovely Nae,
When all Things elfe decay.

When we appear in yonder Cloud, ||

With all his favour’d Throng, &
Then will we fing more fweet, more loud,

And Curist fhall be our Song.

1 HYMN CXV.
- Delivered for out Oﬁnm——Rm’ﬁd again for
l our :‘]‘r{ﬂ{ﬁmtiam Rom. iv. 25.
E dies! the Frizwnp of Sinners dies !
Lo! * Salem’s Daughters weep around !
A {olemn + Darknefs veils the Skies !
A fudden Trembling fhakes the Ground !

§ Pf. cx. 4. || Col. it 4. 1 Jude 14
® Luke xxiii, 27, 23 + Matt, XXVile 45y 52+

L3
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Come Saints, and drop a Tear or two,
For Him who groan’d beneath your Load;
He fhed a thoufand Drops for you,
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood!

Here’s Love and Grief beyond Degrec,
The Lorp of Glory dies for Men !

But lo! what fudden Joys we fee!
Jesus the Dead revives again !

The rifing Gop forfakes the Tomb !
(The Tomb in vain forbids his rife !)

Cherubic Legions guard him Home,
And fhout him welcome to the Skies !

Break off your Tears ye Saints ! and tell
How high our great Deliv’rer reigns |
Sing how He fpoil’d the Hofts of Hell,
And led the Monfter Death in Chains !
Say, ¢ Live for ever, wond’rous King !
¢¢ Born to redeem ! and ftrong to fave :”
Then afk the Monfter—*¢ Where’s thy Sting!
« And where’s thy Victory, boafting
(Grave!”
HFEYMN CXVIL
Gal. iii. 28. Col. m. 11,
HRIST, from whom all Bleflings flow,
Comforting thy Saints below,
Hear us, who thy Nature fhare,
Who thy myftic Body are,
Toin us, in one Spirt joln :
: et us full receive of Thine ;
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Still for more on Thee we call,
Thee who filleft All in AllL

Move, and actuate, and guide,
Divers Gifts to each divide ;
Plac’d according to thy Will,
Let us all our Works fulfill ;
Never from our Ofhice move,
Helpful to each other prove,
Ufe the Grace on each beftow’d,
Tempcer'd by the blefled Gob.

Many are we now, yet one,

We, who Jesus have puton:
There 1s neither Bond, nor Free ;
Male nor Female, Lowrp, in Thee !
Love, like Death, hath all deftroy’d,
Render’d all Diftinétions void,
Names and Seéts, and Parties fall,
Thou, O Carist, art Allin Alll

HYMN CXVIL
THANKSGIVING.

Y Soul repeat his Praife,
Whofe Mercies are {o great
Whofe Anger is fo flow to rife,
So ready to abate.

Hich as the'Heav’ns are rais’d,
‘Above the Ground we tread,
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S far the Riches of his Graces
Our higheft Thoughts exceed.

The Pity of the Lorp,
To thofe who fear his Name,

Is {fuch as tender Parents feel ;
He knows our feeble Frame.

Our Days are as the Grafs,
Or like the Morning Flow'r 3 '
If one fharp Blait fweeps o'er the Field,

[t withers in an Hour.
But thy Compaflions, Lowrp,

To endlefs Years endurc ;

And Children’s Children ever find
Thy Word of Promife {fure.

HYMN CXVILL
1 John il I1.

O Let thy Love our Hearts conftrain,
Jesus the Crucify’d !

What haft Thou done our Hearts to gain !

d, and dy’d !

Languifh'd, and oroan’d,
Us inte clofeft Unton draw,
And in our inward Parts,

1.ct Kindnefs fweetly w rite her Law,
Let Love command our Hearts.
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Who would not not purfue the Way
Where Jesu’s Footfteps fhine !

Who would not own the pleafing Sway
Of Charity divine !

O let us find the ancient Way,

Our wond’ring Foes to move,
And force the heathen World to fay,
¢¢ See how thefe Chriftians love !’

HYMN CXIX.
Nativity of Carist.

OME, thou long expected JEsus |
Born to fet thy People free ; *
From our Fears and Sins releafe us,

Let us find our Reft in Thee !
Ifrael’s Strength and Confolation,
Hope of all the Earth thou art ;
Dear Defire of ev'ry Nation, +
| Joy of ev’ry longing Heart !
' Born thy People to deliver,
| Born a Child, and yet a King 5 1
! Born to reign § in us for ever,
i Now thy gracious Kingdom bring ;
§ By thine own eternal Spirit,
{ Rule in all our Hearts alone ;
4 By thine all-fufficient Merit,
{ Raife us to thy glorious Throne !
! * Matt. i. 1. T Hag. il. 7. 1 Matt. 1, =.
§ Luke xvi, 21,
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HYMN CXX.

~0O Gob the only wile,
Our Saviour, and our King;
§ et all the Saints below the Skies -

Their humble Praifcs bring.

*Tis his almighty Love,

" His Counfel and his Care,
Preferves us {afe from Sin and Deathi;

And ev’ry hurtful Snarc.

He will prefent his Saints

Unblemifh’d dand compleat *.
Before the Glory of his Face;

With Joys divinely great.

Then all the chofen Seed

Shall meet around the Throne,
Shall blefs the Conduét of his Grace;

And make his Wonders known,

To our Redeeming Gob,

Wifdom and Pow’r belongs,
Immortal Crowns of Majefty,

And everlafting Songs.

* Eph, v. 27.
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HYMN CXXL
PsarLm V.

Logp ! inchine thy gracious Ear,
My plaintive Sorrow weigh!
To Thee for Succour I draw near,
To Thee I humbly pray.
Still will I call with lifted Eyes,
¢“ Come, O my Goo, and King,”
Till Thou regard my ceafelefs Cries,
And full Deliv’rance bring,

IOn Thee, O Gobp of Purity,
I wait for cleanfing Grace ;

None without * Holinefs fhall fee
i The Glories of thy Face.

dn Souls unholy and unclean, +

1 Thou never canft delight ;
Nor fhall they, if unfav’d from Sin, §
i Appear before thy Sight.

Pput as for me with humble Fear,

§ 1 will approach thy Gate,

i'ho’ moft unworthy to dr'nv near,
Or 1n thy Courts to wait :

e truft 1d thine unbounded Grace,
I Which 1s fo freely giv'n,

gind worfhip in thy holv Place,

¥ And lift my Soul to Heav'n.

} Heb. xii. 14, +PfLv. g, § Matt. i a3.
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I.cad me in all thy righteous Ways,
Nor fuffer me to flide ; |
Point out the Path before my Face,
My Gov, be Thoumy Guide !
O may I nc'er to Evil yield,

Defended from above, |
And kept, and cover’d with the Shield

Of thine almighty Love
HYMN CXXIL

PUBLIC wWORSHIP.
ORD, wecome Lefore Thee now,
At thy Feet we humbly bow :

Oh ! do not our Suit difdajn,
chall we feek 1hee, 1,0 D, 1n vam?
L,orp, Oon 1heeour Souls depend :

In Compuﬂion now defcend :
1] our Pearts with thy rich Grace,

Tune our Lips to fing thy Praiic.

1y thinc own appointed Way,
Now we icck 'T'hee—here we ftay,

LorD, we Know not how to go,

7ill a Blefling Thou beftow.

Send fome Meflage from thy Word ;
T hat may joy and Peace afford 3

Let thy Spirit now impart

Full Salvauon to each Heart.,
Comfort thofe- who weep and mourn,

Let the ‘Time of Joy Teturt ;
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Thofe who are caft down, hft up:
Make them firong in Faith and Hope !

Grant that All may feek and find
Thee a gracious Gop and kind ;
Heal the Sick, the Captive free,

Let us all rejoice in thee !

HYMN CXKXIIL

For Perfons joined in Fellowthip.

RY us, O Gob, and fearch the Ground
Of ev’ry finful Heart :
Whate'er of Guilt 1n us 1s found,
O bid it all depart !

When to the right or left we ftray,
Leave us not comfortlefs,*

But guide our Feet into the Way
Of everlafting Peace.

Help us to help each other, Loru,
Each other’s Crofs to bear ;

Let each his friendly Aid afford,
And feel another’s Care.

Help us to build each other up,
Our little Stock improve,

Increafe our Faith, confirm our liope,
And perfect us i Love.

* Jobn xiv, 8.

M
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Then, when the mighty Work 1s wrought,
Receive the ready Bride 5 * x
Give us in Heav’n a happy Lot,
With all the Sanétify’d. |

HYMN CXXIV,

Another.

ESUS, Lorp, we look to Thee,
} Let us in thy Name agice,
Shew Thyfelf the Prince of Peace,
Bid our Jars for ever ceale.

By thy reconciling Love,
Ev’ry Stumbling-block remove,
Each to each unite, endear,

Come and fpread thy Banner here,

Make us of one Heart and Mind,
Courteous, pitttul, and kind,
Lowly, meekn Thought and Word,
Altogetner like our Lorp.¢ |

Ict us cach for other care,

L.ach another’s Burden bear,

T'o thy Church the Pattern g1ve,
Shew how true Believers live.

et us then with joy remove
I'o thy Family above,
On the Wings of 4ngels fiy,
Shew how true Believers die !
¢ Rev, xxi. g latter Pavt. Matt. x1. 26.
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HYMN CXXV.
It is finith’d ! John xix. 30.
“ 9 IS finith’d,” the RepceMER faid;
And meekly bow’d his dying Head 3
Whilit we this Sentence ican,
Come Sinners, and obferve the Word,

Behold the Congquelts of our Lorp,
Compleat for helplefs Man.

Finif’d the RighteoMnefs of Grace,
Finifh’d for Sinners pard’ning Peace ;
Their mighty Debt 1s pad :
Accufing Law, cancel'd by Blood,
And Wrath of an offended Gob
In fweet Oblivion laid.*

Who now fhall urge a fecond Claim I

The Law, no longer can condemn,
Faith a Releafe can fhew :

Juftice itfelf a Friend appears,

The Prifon-houfe a Whifper hears,

“ Loofe him and let him go.” {

O Unbelicf, injurious Bar !

Source of tormenting fruitlefs Fear,
Why doft thou yet reply ¢

Where’er thy loud Obiections fall,

¢ 'Tis fintfh'd,” fhll thall anfwer all,
And filence ev’ry Cry.

* Jer, xxxi. 34. T Rom. viii, 74. § John %1 44.
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HYMN CXXVL
Gob’s Goodnefs to his People.
Pfalm xxi.

HF, Lorp fupplies his People’s Need,
JeHOVAH is his Name :
In Paftures frefh he makes them feed

Befide the living Stream.

He brings their wand'ring Spirits back,
When they forfake his Ways,

And leads them, for his Mercy's Sake,
In Paths of Truth and Grace.

When they walk thro’ the Shades of Death,

¥is Prefence is their Stay ;

A Word of his fupporting Breath
Drives all their Fears away.

His Hand in Sight of all their Foes
Doth ftill their Table {pread,

Their Cup with Bleffings overflows,
His Oil anoints their Head.

The fure Provifions of our Gop,

Attend us all our Days ;
O may his Houle be our Abode,

And all our Work his Praifc !
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HY M N CXXVII
To the HOLY GHOST.
Extratted from the Ordination-Office.

OME Hovry GuosT, our Souls infpires
And lighten avith thj/i'mf Fires
'Thou the anmntmg Spirit art,
Whe doft thy fo0'n- foa’a’ Gifts impart.
Thy blefzd Unction from above.
Is Comforiy Life, and Fire of Love,
Enable with perpetual Light
Tbe Dnbuy: fy“ our blinded Sw})z‘
Anoint and cheer our folled Face,
With e Abundance of thy Grace,
Keep far our Foes, give Peace at Home |
Where then art Gazde, no 1l can come,
Teach us to know the Fatner, Sox,
And Thee, of beth 1o be but On- ;
That through the Ages all along,
This, this may be our endlefs Song.

Praife Gon, from whom all Blefiings fiow,
Praife Him all Creatures hetre below :
Praife Him above ye heav’ nly Hott,
Praife FaTuer, Soxn, and HeLy GaosT.

HY MN CXXVIII. Natwvity.
HAT good News the Angels brmn '
What glad Tidings of our King !
Caris the Lorp is born to- day,
Curist who takes our Sing away :

M 3
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Him fhall all his People {ee,
And rejoice eternally.

Lift your Hearts and Voices high,
With Hofannas fill the Sky ;
Glory be to Gop aboye,

Gon is infinite in Love:

Angels join with us in Praife,

Help to fing Redeeming Grace.

Jesus is the lovely Name,

This the Angel doth proclaim ; %
He (hall all his People fave :
They in him Remiflion have ¢
They fhall all be born again,

And with him in Glory reign.

HY MN CXXIX.
An A& of Faith.
Habakkuk m. 17, &c.
AW AY my unbelieving Fear ! .

Fear fhall in me no more take Place
My Saviour doth not ye appear,
He hides the Brightnefs of his Face :
But fhall T therefore let him go,
And bafely to the Tempter yield ?—
No—in the Strength of Jesus no—
I never will give up my Shield,

* Nlatt. 1. 21,
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Altho’ the Vine its Fruit denys
Altho’ the Olive yield no O1l,

The withering Fig-tree droop and die,
The Field 1llude the Tiller’s Toil,

The empty Stall no Herd afford,
And perifh all the bleating Race 3

Yet will I triumph 1n the Lorp,
The Gop of my Salvation prale.

Barren altho’ my Soul remain,
And no one Bud of Grace appear,
No Fruit of all my Toil and Pain,
But Sin, and only Sin is here 5 [f]
Altho’ my Gifts and Comforts loft,
My blooming Hopes cut off I fee;
Yet will I in my Saviour truft,*
. And glory that he dy’d for me.

In Hope, believing againft Hope,t
Jesus, my Lorp and Geo, I claim, -
Jesus my Strength thall hit me up,
Salvation s in Jrsu’s Name : |
To me He foon fhall bring 1t migh, {
My Soul fhall then outitrip the Wind
On Wings of Love mount up on high,
And leave the World and Sin behind.

it Rom. vii. 18, former Part. * Ifa. l. 10.

t Rom, iv. 13. § John xx.28. | Altg v, 114
' ) 1 Luke xxi, 28,
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HYMN CXXX.

As the Sufferings of CHRIST abound in us, fo
ony Conjolation aifo aboundeth by CHRIST.,

2 Cor. 1 §.

OME on my Part’ners 1n Diftrefs,
My Comrades thro’ the Wildernefs,

Who ihll your Bodies feel !
Awhile forget your Gricfs and Fears,
And look bevond the Vale of Tears

To that celeftial Hill.

See where the Lams in Glory ftands,”
Incircled with his radiant Bands,

And join the angelic Pow’rs
For, all that Height of glorious Blifs,

Our everlafting Portion 1s,
And all that Heav’n 15 ours.

Who 4 fuffer for their Malter here,

Shall foon before his Face appear,
And by his Side fit down; ]

To patient Faith the Prize is {ure,
And thofe, who to the End cndure {f
The Crofs, fhall wear the Crown.

Thrice blefled Blifs—Infpiring Hope !
1. lifts the fainting Spirits up !
It brings to Life the Dead !

® Rev.v.6,9. 12 Tim. ii. 12.]
1 Luke xiii, 29, | Matt. x. 22
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Our ConfliCs here fhall {oon be paft,
‘And then we fhall afcend at laft,
Triumphant with our Head.

That great myfterious DerTY
We foon with open Face fhall fee—
The Beatific Si1ght
Shall fill the heav’nly Courts with Praic,
And wide diffufe the golden Blaze
Of everlafting Laght !

HYMN CXXXL

OW happy the {orrowful Man,

: Whofe Sorrow is fent from above !
Indule’d with a Vifit of Pain,

| Chaftis’d by omnipotent Love

'['he Author of all his Diftrefs,

{He comes by Affliction to know ;

1And Gop, he in Heaven fhall blefs,

i That ever he {uffer’d below.

i Thus, thus may I happily orIeve,
§And hear the Intent of his Rod,,
{The Marks of Adoption reccive,
§'1'he Strokes of a merciful Gob ;
AWith nearer Accefs to his Throne,
gMy Burthen of Folly confcfs.
§The Caufe of my Miferies own,
§And cry for an Anfwer of Peace.

1O FaTncr of Mercies on me,

1On me 1n Affliction beftow
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A Pow’r of applying to thec,
A fanétify’d Ufc of my Woe :
I wou’din a Spinit of Prayer,
To all thy Appointments {fubmit ;
The Pledge of my Happinefs bear,
And joyfully die at thy Feet.

Then, Fateer, and never till then,
I all the Feliaity prove,

Of living a moment in Pain,

Of dying in Jesus’s Love :

A Sufferer here with my Lorbp,
With Jesus above I {it down,
Receive an eternal Reward,

And glory obtain in a Crown.

HY M N CXXXII
FUNERAL HYMN.
On the Death of a Believer.

H lovely Appearance of Death,

No Sight upon Earth is fo fair ;
Not all the gay Pageants that breathe,

Can with this dead Body compare ;
With {olemn Delight I {urvey

The Corpfe whenthe Spirit 1s fled,
In Love with the beautiful Clay,
And longing to lie in 1ts Stcad.

t+ Jer. xiv. 8. 1 1If. Ixi. 7. Matt. xxi. 13

former Part, with 1 Cor. ni. 16.

- TV
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How bleft the Believer, bereft
Ot all that can burthen the Mind !
How eafy the Soul that hath left
This wearifome Body behind !
Of Evil incapable thou, =
Whofe Relicks with Envy I fec :
No longer in Mifery now,
No longer a Sinner like me,

This Earth 1s affe¢ted no more

With Sicknefs, or fhaken with Pain !
The War in the Members 1s o’er,

And never fhall vex them agan :
No Anger henceforward, or Shame,
Shall redden this innocent Clay,
Extinct 1s the animal Flame,
- And Paflion 1s vanith’d away.

This languithing Head 1s at Reft,

~ Its Thinking and Aching are o’er ;
This quiet immoveable Breaft

- Is heav’d by Affliction no more :
This Heart is no longer the Seat

Of T'rouble and torturing Pain :

It ceafes to flutter and beat,

- It never fhall flutter again.

|
The Lids which fo feldom could clofe,
- By Sorrow forbidden to fleep,

eal d up 1 eternal Repofe,

- tluve firangely forgotten to weed 3
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The Fountains can yield no Supplies,
Thefe Hollows from Water are free 3
" The Tears are all wip'd from thefe Eycs,
And Evil they never fhall fee*
To mourn and to {uffer 1s mine,
While bound in a Prifon I breathe,
And (till for Deliverance pine,
And prefs to the lilucs of Death :
What now with my Tears I bedew,
I wait the good T'ime to become,

My Spirit created anew,
My Fleth be confign’d to the Tomb !

HYMN CXXXIIL
Another.

OSANNA to Jesus on high !
Another 1s enter’d his Reft,
Arnother efcap’d to the Sky,
And lodg’d in IMmManuEsL’s Breaft;
The Soul, now deliver’d, is gone
To heighten the Triumph above,
Exalted to Jesus’s Throne,

Exalted by Jesus’s Love'
How happy the Angels that fall §

Traniported at Jesus’s Name!
The Saints whom he fooneit thall call
To fhare in the Feaft of the Lams ! $
* Zeph. v 15, § Rev. v, 14«
+ Rev, xix. 9.
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No longer imprifon’d in Clay,
Who next trom his Dungcon thall fly 2
Who firft thall be fummoned away !
My mercitul Gop—is it I |

O Jrsus ! if this be thy Will,

T'hat fuddenly I fhould depart,
Thy Counfel of Mercy reveal,

And whifper the Call to my Heart :
O give me a Signal to know,

it foon Thou wouldft have me remove,
And lcave the dull Body below,

And fly to the Regions of Love.

HYMN CXXXiV.
Another.

N D let this feeble Body fail,
And let it faint or dic
)4

Soul fhall quit the mournful Vale,
And foar to Worlds on high : |

Shall join the difembody’d Saints,
And find 1ts long-fought Reft,
That only Blifs for which it pants,
In the ReveemER’s Breaft
In hope of that immortal Crown,
1 would not now complain,

But gladly wander up and down,
And fmile at Toil and Pain :

* Alluding to Luke xvi. 22,

N .
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Still fuff’ring on my threefcore Years,*
Till my Deliv’rer come,

And wipe away his Servant’s Tears, ||
And take his exile home.

O what hath Jesus bought for me !
 Before my ravifh’d Eyes,
Rivers of Life + divine I fec,
And Trees of Paradife !
I fee a World of Spirits bright,
Who tafte the Pleafure there !
They all are rob’d 10 fpotlefs White, I
And conqu’ring Palms they bear.

O what are all my Sorrows here,
If Lorp, thou mak’{t me meet,
With that enraptur’d Hoft ¢ appear,
And worthip at thy Feet!
Give Joy or Grief, give Eafe or Paip,
Take Life and Friends away !
Rut let me find them all again,
In that eternal Day !

HYMN CXXXV!
PsAaLM CXXX.

UT of the Depth of Sclf-defpair,
Help us, O Lowrp, to cry 3
Our Mis'ry mark, attend our Pray’r,
And bring Salvation nigh.

4 Pl xc 10, | Rev. xxi. 4. TRev. XX}
If. xxv, 8. f Rev. vil. g,
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It thou art rig’rouly fevere,
Who may the Teft abide !
O where fhall finful Man appear !
Or how be juitify’d ! |

But O! Forgivenefs is with Thee, *
That Sinners may adore,

With filial Fear thy Goodnefs fee,
And never grieve Thee more.

Ye faithful Souls, confide in Gop ,
Mercy with Him rémains 3

Plenteous Redemption in his Blood,
To walh out all your Stains.

His Ifrael Himfelf thall clear,
From all their Sins redeem :

The Lorp our Right’oufnefs is near,
And we are juft in Him. +

HYMN CXXXVL

My Lorp, what muft I do ?
Only thou the Way canft fhew »
Thou canft fave me in this Hour,
I have neither Will nor Power -
Gap, if over all thou art,
Greater than the finful Heart 3
Let it now on me be {hewn,

Take away the Heart of Stone,

* Pf, cxlv, 18. + 2 Cor, v. 21.
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Take away my darling Sin,
Make me willing to be clean ;
Make me willing to reccive
What thy Goodnefs waits to give 3
Force me Lorp, with all to part,
Tear all Idols from my Heart ;
Let thy Pow'r on mg¢ be fhewn,
Take away the Heart of Stone.

JEsu, mighty to renew,

Work in me to will and do ;
"Turn my Nature’s rapid Tide,
Stem the Torrent of my Pride,
Stop the Whirlwind of my will,
Bid Corruptions, Lorp, be ftill ;
Now thy Love almighty fhew,
Make ¢’en me a Creature new.

Arm of Gop, thy Strength put on,
Bow the Heav'ns, and come down ;
All mine Unbelief o’erthrow,

Lay th’ afpiring Mountain low,
Congquer thy worft Foe in me,

Get thyfelf the Victory ;

Qave the vileft of the Race,

Torce me to be fav’'d by Grace,
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HYMN CXXXVIL

For one under Affliction : or, Temptation,

ESU, lover of my Soul,
Let me to thy Bofom fly,

While the nearer Waters roll,

While the Tempett ftill is high ;
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

"T1ll the Storm of Life is pait :
Safe into the Haven guide,

O receive my Soul at laft !

Other Refuge have I none,

Hangs my helplefs Soul on Thee,
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still fupport and comfort me :
All my Truft on Thee 15 flay’d,

All mine Help from thee I bring,
Cover my defencelefs Head

With the Shadow of thy Wing.*

Thou, O CarisT, art all I want,
More than All in Thee I find :
Rarfe the Fallen, chear the Faint,
Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind.
Juit and holy is thy Name,
[ am all Unrighteoufnefs ! +
Vile § and full of Sin I am,
Thou art full of Truth and Grace. )

! P oxvit, 8. +Rom.vii. 18, § Job xl, 4
! John 1. 14.,
N3
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Take away my darling Sin,
Make me willing to be clean ;
Make me willing to receive
What thy Goodnefs waits to gIVe ;
Force me Lorp, with all to part,
Tear all Idols from my Heart ;
Let thy Pow’r on me be fhewn,
Take away the Heart of Stone,

Jesu, mighty to renew,

Work in me to will and do ;
Turn my Nature’s rapid Tide,
Stem the Torrent of my Pride,
Stop the Whirlwind of my Will,
Bid Corruptions; Lorp, be {lill ;
Now thy Love almighty fhew,
Make ¢’en me a Creaturc new.

Arm of Gop, thy Strength puton,
Bow the Heav'ns, and come down ;
All mine Unbelief o’erthrow,

Lay th’ afpiring Mountain low,
Conquer thy worft Foe in me,

Get thyfelf the Victory ;

Cave the vileft of the Race,

Lorce me to be fav’d by Grace.
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HYMN CXXXVIL .
For one under Affliction : or, Temptation,
ESU, lover of my Soul,
Let me to thy Bofom fly,
While the nearer Waters roll,
While the Tempeft fiill is bigh ;
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,
"T1ll the Storm of Life is paft :
Safe into the Haven guide,
O receive my Soul at laft !

Other Refuge have I none,

Hangs my helplefs Soul on Thee,
Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still fupport and comfort me :
All my Truft on Thee is ftay’d,

All mine Help from thee I bring,
Cover my defencelefs Head

With the Shadow of thy Wing,*

Thou, O Curist, art all I want,
More than All in Thee I find :
Raile the Fallen, chear the Faint,
Heal the Sick, and lead the Blind.
Juit and holy is thy Name, -
I am all Unrighteoufnefs ! +
Vile § and full of Sin I am,
Thou art full of Truth and Grace. ||

: Pf- XVii. Se 'fRom. vil, 1_3. § JOb xl. &
" John i, 14.
N 3
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Plenteous Grace with Thee 1s found,
Grace to pardon all my Sin:
Iet the healing Streams abound,
Make, and keep me pure within :
Thou of Life the }| Fountain art,
Frecly let me taie of Thee,
Spring Thou up within mine Heart,
Rife to all Eternity ! I

HYMN CXXXVIIL

Prayer for Serioufnefs.

HOU Gan of glorious Majefty !
To Thee, againt Myfelf, to Thea
A Worm of Earth I cry:
A finful, guilty Child of Man, +
An Heir of endlefs Blifs or Pain,

A Sinner born to dic.

1o! ona narrow Neck of Land,

*I'wixt two unbounded Scas I ftand,
Secure—infenfible !

A Point of Time, a Moment’s Space,

Removes me to that heav’nly Place,
Or thuts me up tn Hell |

O Gop ! mine inmoft Soul convert !
And decply on my thoughtlefs Heart,
Eternal Things imprefs !

I Jer.ito13. Jobniv.14. 1 Rom. i, 19, 35
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Give me to feel their folemn Weight,
And tremble on the Brink of Fate,*
And wake to Righteoufnefs ! §

* T am glad of an Opportunity to refcue this
fignificant Word out of the Hands of the Infidels,
who ufe 1t together with Luck, Fortune, Chance,
Deftiny, to promote their favourite Scheme of ex-
cluding the particular Providence of the Wife
Difpofer of all Events from the Government of
the Affairs of Men.

But the Word Fate (Fatum) fignifies---#hat
i¢ SPOKEN, from the Latin Word FaRi1 to fpeat.
FATE then emmently relates to what hath heen
[poken by the molt HIGH Gobp : So Minutius Felix,
that able Lawyer and great Scholarin St. Cyprian’s
Time, fays, Nibi alind e} FATUM quam gued de
unoguogue Noffrum Deus FaTus ¢l FATE is ne-
thing elfe toan what GOD bath SPOKEN concerning
every one of us. Even the Heathens had this Idea
of it for fays Statius, FATUM eff qued Dii FaN-
TUR. FATE 15 that awhich the Gods fpeak.

In thi truly Chriftian and excellent Hymn, the
Wora Fate may he fuppofed to relate to the aw-
ful Word which Gop fpake, when he declared
to tallen Man, Dufl thou art, ond unto Duft foalt
thou return., Gen. i 1g. latter Part.  In this
View, the Word Fate may proyerly fignify Death,
and Difeafes may be faid to appear more or lefs
Fetal, as they feem more or Jefs likely to fulf]
God’s Word, by bringing us to the Duft.

§ 1 Cor. xv, 34
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Before me place in dread Array,

The Pomp of that tremendous Day,
When thou with Clouds fhalt come §

To judge the Nations at thy Bar,

And tell me, Lorp, fhall I be there
To meet a joyful Doom !

Be this my one great Bufineis here,
With ferious Induftry and Fear,
v My future Blifs t nfure !
Thine utmoft Counfcl to fulfil,
And fuffer all thy rightcous Will, .
And to the End endure !

Then, Saviour, then my Soul recelve,
Tranfported from this Vale to hive
And reign with Thee above,
Where Fartu is fweetly loft in Sight,
And Hore in full fupreme Delight,
And everlafting Lovr.
HYMN CXXXIX,
~ Defiring Perfeverance.
HOU JEsvus art our King !
Thy ceafelefs Prarfc we fings
Praife fhall our glad Tongue employ,
Praife o’erflow our grateful Soul,
While we vital Breath cnjoy,
While eternal Ages roll.

Thou art th’ etgrnal Light,
That fhin’{t in deepeft Night,*
1 Mat. xxiv, 30 * John i, 4y 5o If. 1X4 3, 2
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Wand'ring gaz’d th’ angelic Tran, +
While thou bow’d{t the Heav’n beneath ;
Gop with Gob wert Man with Man,
Man to fave from endlefs Death !

Thou with our Pain didit mourn,
Thou haft our Sicknefs borne : §
All our Sins on Thee were laid ;
Thou with unexampl’d Grace
All the mighty Debt has paid,
Due from all the ranfom’d Race !

Enthron’d above von Sky,

Thou reign’ft with Gop moft hqgh
Proftrate at thy Fect we fall !

Pow’r fupreme to Thee 1s giv'n,
Thee, the right’ous judge of all,

Thee the LORD of Larth and Hem n ¢

O Lozp, O Gobp of Love !

Let us thy Mercy prove !

Help us to obtain the Prize, |
Help us well to clofe our Race 5
That with Thee above the Skies,
Endlefs Joy we may poflefs !

¢ Luken, 13, §Ifa, Liit. 4. Matt, viii, 17,
1 Eph, v1. 12.
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HYMN CXL.
Heb. xii. 2.
OW glortous the Lams
Fs feen on his Throng ¥
His Labours are o’er,
His Conquefts put on:
A ngdom is given *
Into the Lams’s Hand,

In Earth and in Heaven,
For ever to ftand.

Ye Sinners below,

Fhen truft in the Lorp :
Lock up to-his Arm, +

His Honour, ks Word -
Athirit for his Favour,

His Godhead Adore ;
Look up to your Saviour,

And Joy ever more !

HYMN CXLL

Gobo hath fard, T will dwell 1n them.
2 Cor. vi. 10,

AVIOUR! and can it be,
That Thou fhouldft diwell with me !
¥rom thine high and lofty Throne,
Thtone of ewrlaﬁmg Bhifs 3

€Dan, vil, 13, 140 Ifa It 1,
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Vill thy Majefty &GOP down, *®
" To {o mean an Houle as thls

1 am not worthy Lorbp,

So vile, and felf-abhor’ d,

'hee, my Gobp, to entertain

 In this poor polluted Heart :

m a frail finful Man,

All my Nature cries, % Depart !” §

Yet come ! thou heav’nly Guett,
And purify my Breaft !

me ! thou great and glorious Xing !
While before thy Crofs I bow,

ith Thyfelf Salvation bring,
Cleanfe the Houfe by ent’ring now !

HY MN CXLIL.
Self-Dedication.

ATHER Son, and HoLy Gmcu'r1
ONEn THREF, and THREE in Oyg !
by the celeftial Hoft,

et thy Will on Earth be dozne !
ife by all to Thee be giv’n, |
lorious Lorp of Earth apnd Heav’n !

0 poor a Worm as [

ay to thy great Glory live,
mine Actions fanctify,

Il my Thoughts and W ords rccene’ ’
¢ Ilfa. lvit. 10 § L;kg v, 8.
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Claim me for thy Service—claim
All ]l have, and all I am !

Take my Soul 4nd Body’s Pow'rs,
Take my Mem’ry, Mind and Wili,

All my Goods, and all mine Hours,
AlL'I know, and all I feel,

All I think, and fpeak, and do :

Take my Heart—but make it new !

¥Faruer, Sox, and HoLy Gaosr,
Owngin Turee, and TurEE 18 ONE,

As by the celeftial Hoft,
Let thy Will on Earth be done !

Praife by all to Thee be giv’n,
Glorious Lor b of Earth and Heav’n !

HYMN CXLIIL
For the Arians, Socinians, Deifls,
Pelagians, &c.
OLE {felf-exifting Gop moft high,
From all Eternity the fame ;
No longer let thy Foes deny
Thy Godhead, and revile thy Name ;

Jesus, JEHOVAH, Jan defcend,

And bid the Hour of Darknefs end !

The Star * (in thy Right-hand no more}
Which on the imbitter’d Watcrs fell,
How has he fhed his baleful Pow’r,
Wafted the Earth, and peopled Hell
* Sce Rev. vin, 10, |

4
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While Millions drink the 4rig, Lie,
Or poifon’d by Socinus die 1

Lefs peftilent the Men who dare
Thy Coming in the Flefh gainfay,

And fitting in the Scorner’s Chair,
Caft all thine Oracles away,

Led by their own Jufficient Light
To Horrors of eternal Night,

| How long thall Antichrift blafpheme,

| _And trample on thy written Will ?

How long fhall the Pelagian Dream,
The Doom of fallen Spirits feal ?

| And Error in ten-thoufand Forms

 Deftroy the Souls of wretched Worms ? »

 Deftroy the Souls—which cannot end !
Tho’ Satan may a while deceive,
That Liar old, and murd’rous Fiend,

Who tells them,*¢ They at laft fhall live 7
[Extinguithes th’ eternal Fire,

And makes the deathlefs Worm expire, +

hat but th’ effential T'ruth divine
Can 2all this Gloom of Hell difperfe !
) &sus, the FaTner’s Glory, 'fhine,
To teach our dark’ned Univerfe,

r Jobxxv. 6, ¢ If Ixvi. 24, Mark ix. 44
a
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In ev’ry new-born Soul to prove,
That Trou art Gop, and, Gop 18 Love !§§
GLORIA PATRL -

O F.ruer of Heaven! be ever ador’d !

Thy Mercy we find, in fending ourLor D,
us, thy Goodnefs’ we
(praife,

For fending in JESUS Salvation by Grace.*

O Son of his Lave! who deignedft to die,
Our Curfe to remove, our Pardon to buy ;
Accept our Thank{giving, Almighty to fave,
Who openeﬁ Heav'n to all that believe.

O Spirit of Love, of Health and of Pow'r ;
"Thy+Working weprove : thy Grace we adore,

Whofe inward ] Revealing applies our LorD’s
* (Blood,

|| Attefting and § fealing us Children of Gob.
R a15E Gop from whom all Bleflings flow,
Praife Him all Creatures here below ;
Praife Him above ye heav'nly Hoft, l
Praife FATHER, SON, and Hory GHosT. |
O FaTHER, SON, and HULY'GHOST‘!
One Gop whom We adore ; |
Be Glory as it was, 1s now,
And fhall be ever morc.
§§ 1 John 1v. 16.

¢ Eph. .8 T Eph. iil. 20. t 1 Cor. 11,10
§ 1 Johnv. 6, latter Part. | § Eph. 1v. 30,

To ranfom and blefs
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ING we to our Gop above,
Praife eternal as his Love ;
Praife Him all ye heavenly Hoft,
FaTuzr, Son, and HoLy GHosT,

ATHER, Sow, and HoLy Guost,
One Gop whom we adore ®
Join we with the heav’nly Hoft
To praife Thee ever more ;
Live by Heav’n and Earth adoi’d,
Tur:E in ONe, and OnNE in THREE ?
Holy, holy, holy Logpy - -~ - -~
All Glory be to Thee.

O Gop who reigns enthron’d on high,
To his dear Son, who deign’d to die,
Our Guilt and Mis’ry to remove,
To that bleft Sp’rit, who Life imparts,
Who rules in all believing Hearts,
Be endlefs Glory, Praife and Loves

O Faruer, Son, and Hory GuosT,
Be Praife amidft the heav’nly Hoft,
And in the Church below ;
From whom all Creatures drew their Birth,

By whom Redemption bleft the Earth,
From whom all Comforts flow.

| IVE to the FaTaER Praife,
QY Give Glory to the Son,
And to the SpiriT of his Grace
Be equal Honour done.




'

HYMN CXLIV,

OME, HoLy Guost, thine Influence

And realize the Sign (fhed
Thy Life infufe into the Bread,
Thy Pow’r into the Wine.

Effectual let the Tokens prove,
And made by heav’nly Art,
Fit Channels to convey thy Love

To ev’ry faithful Heart.

HYMN CXLV.
1 Cor. x1. 23—27.
W AS on that dark, that doleful Night,

When Pow’rs of Earth and Hell arofe

Againit the Sox of Gop’s Delight,
And Friends betray’d Him to his Foes :
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éBefore the mournful Scene began; '

He took the Bread, and blefs’d, and brake ¢
EWhat Love thro’ all his Aéions yan !

k
4

| What wond’rous Words of Grace he {pake!
‘¢ This is my Body broke for Sin,
| Receive and eat the living Food,*’

hen took the Cup, and blefs’d the Wine ¢
{ ¢ This the New Cov’fant in my Blood.
“ Do this (he cry’d) *till Time fhall end, -
“ Jn Mem’ry of your dying Friend ;
gvicet at my Table, and record *
“ The Love of your departed Lorp.””

y ESUs thy Feaft we celebrate,

We * thew thy Death, we fing thy Naﬁa,
3111l Thou return’ft, and we {hall eat

i The Marriagc-Suppcr of the Lamaz.

HYMN CXLVI.

ESUS invites his Saints,

To meet around his Board !
gicre pardon’d Rebels fit and hold
: Communion with thejr Lorp.

i For Food he gives his Fleth
§ He bids us drink his Blood :

fimazing Favour ! Matchlefs Grace
j Of our redeeming Gop !

» 1Cor xi, 26, 1 Rev, xix. G

O3
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Let all our Pow’rs be join’d

His glorious Name to raife ?
Pleafure and Love fill ev’rv Mind,

And ev’ry Voice be Praife.

HYMN CXLVIL

Curist our Paflover is facrificed for us.

1 Cor. v. 7.

HOU very Pafchal Lawms,
Whofe Blood for us was fhed,
Thro’ whom we out of Egypt came,
Thy ranfom'd People lead !

Angel of Gofpel-Grace,
Fulfil thy Charalter,.

To guard and feed thy chofen Race,
In Ifrael’s Camp appear !

Throughout the Defert-way,
Conduét us by thy Light !

Be Thou a cooling Cloud by Day,
A chearing Fire by Night.

Our fainting Souls fuftain
With Bleffings from above,
And ever on thy People rain

'The Manna of thy Lave!
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HYMN CXLVIII.

HRIST our Paflover, for us
Is offered up and flain !
Let Him be remember’d thus
By ev’ry Sonl of Man :

We are bound among the reft
His Oblation to proclaim !
Keep we then the folemn Feaft,
And banquet on the Lams.

Jesus, Matter of the Featt,
The Feaft itfelf Thou art,
Now receive thy meaneft Gueft,
And comfort ev’ry Heart :
Give us hving Bread to eat, ®
Manna that from Heav’n comes down 3
Fill us with immortal Meat,
And make thy Nature known.

In this barren Wildernefs,
Thou haft a Table {pread,
Furnifh’d out with richeft Grace,
Whate’er our Souls can need :
Still {uftain us by thy Love,
Still thy Servants Strength repair,
Till we reach the Courts above,
And feaft for cver there !

* John vi. 50, s1.
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HYMN CXLIX. .

A M B of Gop, whofe bleeding Love
We thus recall to Mind,
Send thy Bleflings from above,
And let us Mercy find :
Think on us whothink on Thee,
And ev’ry ftrugeling Soul relcafe 3
O remember, Calvary,
And bid us go in Peace.
By thine agonizing Pain,
And bloody Sweat we pray ;
By thy dying Love to Man,
* Take all our Sins away :
Burft our Bonds, and fet us frec,
From all Iniquity releafe
O remecmber, Calvary,
And bid us go 1n Peace.
Let thy Blood by Fatth apply’d,
'Fhe Sinner’s Pardon feal ;
Speak us frecly juftify’d,
Ana all our Sicknefs heal.
By thy Paflion on the Tree,

- Let all our Griefs and Troubles ceafe
O remember, Calvary, |

And bid us go 1n Peace.

Never let us hence depart,
T1ll Thou our Wants relieve :

* 1 John wi, g,
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Write Forgivenefs in our Heart,
And all thine Image give ;
May our Souls ftill cry to Thee,
Tll perfected in Holinefs ; *
O remember, Calvary,
And bid us go in. Peace !

HYMN (L.
; Luke xiv.lg.

APPY the Man to whom ’tis giv'n

To eat the Bread of Life in Heav'n —

This Happinefs in Curist they’ll prove,
Who feed on his forgiving Love,

COME HoLy Grosr, fet to thy Seal, +

Thine inward witnefs Give,
To all our waiting Souls reveal

The Death by which we live,

Spetators of the Pangs divine,
O that we now may be,

Difcerning in the facred Sign,
His Paflion on the Tree

cpeat the Saviour’s dying Cry
In ev'ry Heart {o loud,

hat ev’ry Heart may now reply,
L “ This was the Son of Gop 17 &

2 Cor. vii, 1. + Eph. i, 13 § Matt.xxvii, g4,
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HYMN CLIL .

Haxkrut for our ev'ry Blefling,
Let us fing,
Carist the Spring,
Never, never cealing.

Source of all our Gifts and Graces,
Curist we own,
CukisT alone,

Calls for all our Praifes.

He difpels our Sin and Sadnefs,
Life imparts,
Chears our Hearts,
Fills with Food and Gladnefs.

He Himfelf for us hath given,
Us he feeds,
Us he leads

To a Feaft in Heaven. *

HY MN CLIIL

OW to the Lorp a noble Song! -
Awake, my Soul; awake, my Tongu
Hofannah to th’ eternal Name,

And all his boundlefs Love proclaim.

See where it fhines 1n Jesu’s Face,

The brighteft I-nage of his Grace ;:

* Rev, xix, g,
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yop, 1n the Perfon of his Sow,
Has all his mghty Works out-done.

}h, may I live to reach that Place
Where he unveils his lovely Face !
Vhere all his Beauties they behold,
And fing his Name on Harps of Gold !

HYMN CLIV.
HY doces your Face, ye humble Souls,

Thofe mournful Colours wear ;
Vhat Doubts arc thefe that wafte your Fath,
And nourifh your Defpair ? -

Vhat tho” your num’rous Sins exceed
The Stars that fill the Skies,

And, aiming at th’ eternal Throne,
Like pointed Mountains rife.

ice herc an endlefs Ocean flows
Ot never-failing Grace
schold a dying SAVIOUR s Vemns

. The facred Flood increafe.

Rwake, our Hearts, adore the Grace,
That buries all our Faults,

nd pard’ning Blood, that fwells 'me (R
Our Follies and our Thoughts,
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HYMN CLV.

AM B of Gop, for whom we languifh,
Make thy Grief, our Relief,

Fafe us by thine Anguifh !

O our agonizing SAvVIOUR !
By thy Pain, let us gain

Gop’s eternal Favour !

In thine own Appointment blefs us ;
Meet us here, now appear,

Our Almighty Jesus !

1 et the Ordinance be fealing 5 *
Enter now, claim us Thou

For thy conftant Dwelling.

Fill the Heart of each Behever :
Make us Thine, Lave divine,

Reign in us for ever.

HYMN CLVL

IN Jesus we live, 1n Jesus we reft,

And thankful receive his dying Bequett
"T'he Cup of Salvation his Mercy beftows,
And from his dear Paffion ourHappinefs flow

With myftical Wine He comforts us here,
And gladly we join, ’ull jesus appear,

®, Corl 22,
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/1th hcartyThankfﬂwmg hisDeathtorecord,
& he Living, the Living fhould fing of the:

(Lorp.|i

_ '_ ¢ hallow’d the Cup, which now we receie,
Jnc Pledge of our Hope with [ssus to live.
Where Sorrow and Sadnefs fhall never be

3 (found.
With Glory and Gladnefs eternally crown’d.

ghe Fruit of the Vine, the Joy 1t 1mplies,

rain we fhall join to drink in the Skies -

ult in his Favour, our T rrumph reneu
dl {aith the Saviour, will drink it with

(you.*
HYMN CLVII.

HEN the firft Parents of our Race
Rebell’d, and loft their Gop,
iBd the Infetion of their Sin

| ad tanted all our Blood.

Mivite Pity touch’d the Heart

RI0f the eternal Son,

cending from the heav ‘nly Court,
{ ¥lc left his Father’s Throne

o  living Pow’r, and dying Love,
Kcdeem’d unhappy Men,
Ml rais’d the Ruins of our Race
[ o Life and Gop again.

3 II XxXvill, 19, *® Matt, xxvi, 1q.

P




[ 158 ]
To Thee, dear Lorp, our Fleth and Sou}
We'd joyfully refign :
Blefs'd Jesus, take us for thy own,
For we are doubly thine, |

HYMN CLVIIL

Onthe CRUCIFIXION,
Matt. xxvil. §0—54.
? TIS done! th’ atoning Work s dom

Jesus the great REDEEMER dies !
All Nature feels th” important Groan :
Loud echoing thro’ the Earth and Skies
The Earth doth to her Center quake,
And Heav'n, as Hel)’s deep Gloom, 1s blac

" The Temple’s Veil 1s rent in twain,
While Jesus meekly bows his Head,
The Rocks refent his mortal Pan,
The yawning Graves give up their De
'The Bodies of the Saints arife,
Reviving as their SavIOUR dies.

And fhall not we his Death partake,
In fympathetic Anguith groan 7 |
O Saviour, let thy Paflion fhake g
Our Earth, and rend our Hearts of Stn%
To fecond Life our Souls reftore, '
And wake us that we flcep no more !
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HYMN CLIX.
Anothef.

#~ DD of unexampled Grace,

| Repeemer of Mankind,

Matter of eternal Praie,

- We in thy Paffion find ;

Still our choicett Strains we bring,

- Still the joyful 'Theme purfue,
hee the Friend of Sinners fing,
Whofe Love 18 ever new.

ndlefs Scencs of Wonder rife
With that myftérious Tree,
Crucify’d before our Eyes,
W here we our Maker {ce ;
esus, Lorp, what hatt Thou done!
Publifh'we thy Death divine,
top and gaze, and fall, and own,
Never was Love like thine !

{ever Loove nor dorrow was
Like that our Jesus fhew’d ;
Sce him ftretch’d on yonder Crofs,
And crut’d beneath our Load !
Now difcern the DeiTy,
Now his heav’nly Birth declare !
Faith cries out, “Tis He, "us He,

My Gop who {uffers there }
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I.orp we blefs Thee for thy Grace,
And Truth which never fail,
Hait’ning to behold thy Face,
Without a dimning Veil.
We fhall fee our heav’nly King,
All thy glorious Love proclaim,
Help the Angel-quire to fing
Our dear triumphant Lams.

HY MN CLX.

LESS’D are the humble Souls that fee

Their Emptinefs and Poverty ;
"I'reafures of Grace to them are giv'n,
And Crowns of Joy laid up in Heav’n,
Blefs'd are the Men of broken Heart,
Who mourn for Sin with inward Smart

The Blood of Curist divinely flows,
A healing Balm for all their Woes.

Blefs’d are the Souls that thirft for Grace,
Hunger and long for Righteoufnefs ;

They fhall be well fupply’d and fed
With living Streams and living Bread.

HYMN CLXL

ATHER, Gop, who fee'lt in Me,
Ouly Sin and Mifery,
See thine owh anointed One,

Look on thy beloved Sow.
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I'arn from e thy glorioas Eycs
I'o that bloody Sacrifice, -
o the full Atonement made, .

‘o the utmoft Ranfom paid.

o the Blood that fpeaks above, |
“alls for thy forgiving Love :.
ITo the Tokens of his Death,
Hicre exhibited beneath.

H1car his Blood’s prevailing Cry,
] ct thy * Bowels then reply ;
{Then thro’ him the Sinner fee,
¥I'hen in JEsus look on Me'!

HYMN CLXIL

OD of all redeeming Grace,

; By thy pardoning Love compell’d,
$Up to Thee our Souls we raife,

i Up to thee our Bodies yield.

WThou our Sacrifice receive,

#§ Acccptable thro’ thy Son ;

f While to Thee alone we live,

§ While we dic to Thec alone.

% Juft it is, and good, and right,

#  That we thould be wholly Thize,
& In thine only Will delight,

8 In thy blefled Service join.

IHE‘J. xiii 24“‘ * If'l Ix“h IS!
P
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O that ¢v’ry Thought and Word
Might proclaim how good Thou art, .
Holinefs unto the Lorp, *
Still be written on our Heart!

HYMN CLXIIL .
(Due,
LL Praife to the Lorp, all Praife is hj
To-day 1s his Word of Promife foun
(true!
We, we are the Nations prefented to Gon,

Well-pleafing Oblations thro’ Jesus’s Blood,

Poor Gentiles from far to Jesus we came,
And offer’d we are to Gop thro® his Name;

T'o Gop thro’ theSpiritourfelves may we give,
While fav’d by the Merit of Jesus we live,

HYMN CLXIV.

UR Lives our Blood we here prefent,
If for thy Sake they may be fpent,
Fulfil thy fov'reign Counfel, Lo,
Thy Will be done, thy Name ador’d.

Give us thy Strength, O Gob of Pow’r,
Then let Men {corn, and Satan roar ;
Thy faithtul Witnefles we’ll be :

*T1s fix’d—We can do all thro’ Thee—

*® Exod. xxviti. 36,
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HYMN CLXV.
CHRISTMAS-DAY*;

IVE Thanks to Goo moft high,
The univerfal Loz p, |
‘The fov'reign King of Kings,
And be his Grace ador’d -
~ His Pow’r and Grace
I Are ftill the fame,
E And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife,

How mighty is his Hand,
hat Wonders hath he done
de form’d the Earth and Seus,
nd fpread the Heav’ns alone s
Thy Mercy, Lorbp,
Shall ftill endure,
And ever fure

Abides thy Word,

¥le faw the Nations lie,

fill penithing in Sin,

Pnd pity’d the fad State

4 he ruin’d World was in -
Thy Mercy, Lor,
Shall ftill endure,
And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

¢ fent his only Sow
8. fave us from our Wog,
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¥rom Satan, Sin, and Deathy

And ev’ry hurtful Foe:
‘His Pow’r and Grace

Are (il the fame,
And let his Name
Have endlefs Praie.

HYMN CLXVIL
Eph. 1. 17, &c.
C‘OME Jesus, come, defcend and dwelly
By Faith, and Love. in ev'ry Breaft s
1Ten fhall we know, and tafte, and fecl,
The Joys that cannot be exprefs’d.

Come, fill our Hearts with inward Streng*h,
Make our enlarged Souls poflefs,

And learn the Height, and Breadth, and
Of thine unmeafurable Grace. (Length’

Now to the Gop whofe Pow’r can do
More than out Thoughts or Withes know, .
Be everlafting Honours done,

By all the Church, thro’ CHRIST his Sox !

HYMN CLXVIL

OME to the Feaft, for Crrist invits
_ And promifes to feed, +
»T1s here His clofcft Love unites

The Members to their Head.
* Eph, iii. 18, 19, 1 Jehn vi. €24
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T1s herc he nourithes his own, |
With living Bread from Heaven, ¥

Or makes himfelf to Mourners known, -
And fhews their Sins forgiven.

Still in his inflituted Ways,
He bids us afk the Pow'r,

The pard’ning or the hall'wing Grace,
And wait th’ appointed Hour.

Who fcek Redemption thro’ his Love,
His Love fhall them redeem -

He came § Self-emptied from above,
That we might live thro’ him.

Expect we then the quick’ning Word,
Who at his Altar bow ;

But if it be thy Pleafure, Lornp,
O let us find Thee now !

HYMN CLXVIIIL

AL L Glory and Priife,
T'o the Ancient of Days, |

Who was born, and was flain to redeem a

(loft Race.

John vi. 33+ 1 Matf. v. 4. § So the Greek
igmfies, Phil. ii, 7. former Part, | Dan, vii, g.
ith Rev, i, 13e-e15, -

i
|

l
i
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Salvation to Gobp, =

Who carried our Load,

And purchas’d our Peace with the Price of
(his Blood.

And fhall he not have |
The Lives which he gave .
Such an infinite Ranfom for ever to {ave ?

Yes, Lorp, we'd be thine,

And gladly refign -
Our Souls to be fill’d with the Fulnefs divine,

We'd yield Thee thine own, |
We'd ferve Thee alone, !
Thy Will upon Earth as in Heaven be dono

How, when it fhall be,

- We cannot forefee,
But oh! let us live, let us die unto Thee !

HYMN CLXIX.

UR Shepherd alone,
The Lorp let us blefs,

Who reigns on the Throne

The Prince of our Peace ¢
Who evermore {aves us

By fhedding his Blood ;
All hail, holy Jesus,

Our Lorp, and our Gonp !
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We daily will fing
‘Thy Merits, thy Praife,
Thou merciful Spring
Of Pity and Grace :
Thy Kindnefs for ever
T'o Men we will tell,
And fay, our dear Saviour
Redeems us from Hell,

Preferve us in Love,
Whiie here we abide :
Nor never remove,
Nor cover, nor hide,
Thy glorious Salvation,
111l joyful we fee
‘The beautiful Vifion *
Compleated in Thee !

HY MN CLXX.

FATHER ot Earth and Heav’n,
‘Thine hung’ring Children feed,
Thy Grace be to our Spirits giv’n,
That truc immortal Bread ;
Grant us and all our Race,
In Jesus CHRIST to prove, :
The Sweetnefs of thy pard’ning Grace,
*'The Manna of thy Love !

€ I wxxiit 14, former Dart,
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HYMN CLXXIL
At Difmiflion.

ATHER, thro’ thy Son receive
Our grateful Sacrifice,
All the Wants of All that live,

Thine open Hand fupphies:
Fills the World with plenteous Food—=

For the Riches of thy Grace,

Take, thowuniverfal King, °
The univerfal Praife.

LORY, Honour,
Praife and Pow’r,

Be unto the Lams for ever :
ve Curist 15 our REDEEMER }

Hallelujah,

Amen.

¥,
JE-—

DISMISS us with thy Blefling, Loro,
Help us to feed upon thy Worp:

All that has been amifs, forgive,
And let thy Truth within us live,
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HYMN CLXXII.

For CHrisTMAS Davy.

IFT up your Heads in joyful Hope,
Salute the happy Morn :
Each Heavenly Pow’r
Proclaims the glad Hour,
Io JEsus the Saviour 1s borr.

All Gldry be to Gop on high,
To Him all Praife is due ;
The Promifc is feal’d.
The Saviour’s reveal'd,
iAnd proves that the Record 1s true.

E
|

et Joy around like Rivers flow,

Flow on, and ﬂill increafe ;
Spread o’er the glad Earth,

_‘ At Jesus’s Birth,

For Heaven and Earth ate at Peace.

Now the Good will of Heav’n is thewn

: Low’rds Adam’s helplefs Race :
MEssiad 1s come

| To ranfom his Own,

{1 o {ave them by infinite Grace.

L1
L]
- -,
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Then let us join the Heav’ns above,
Where hymning Seraphs fing,
Join all the glad Pow’rs,
For their Lorp 1s Ours,
Qur ProeHET, our PriEsT, and our Kixe,

HYMN CLXXIIL
ReneeMinG LoVE.

OW hegin the heav’nly Theme,

Sin aloud in Jesu’s Name,
¥e who Jesu’s Kindnefs prove,
Triumph in Repgemineg Love.

Ye who fee the Fatser’s Grace,
Beaming in the Saviour’s Face,*
As to Canaan on ye move,

Praife and blefs RepeeMinGg LovE.

Mourning Souls, dry up your Tears,
Banifh all your guiity Fears,

See your Guilt and Curfe remove,
Cancell’d by Repeeming Love.

Ve, alas! who long have been
Willing Slaves of Death and Sin,
Now frem Bhfs no longer rove,
stop—and tafte Repeeming Love,

° P COL uiv: 6:
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Welcome all by Sin oppreft, -
Welcome to his facred Reft,

Nothing brought him from above &
Nothing but REDEEMING [LovE.

He {ubdu’d the infernal Pow’rs,
Thofe tremendous Foés of ours,
From their curfed Empire drove,
Mighty in RepeeMiING LOVE. .

Hither then your Mufic bring,
Strike aloud each joyful String,
Mortals join the Hofts aboye,

Join to praife REDEEMING LoVE.,

HYMN CLXXIV.
For Goop FripaAY.

HO hath our Report believed ? 2
SuILoH conte is hot received, &
~ Not received by his own, ¢
~ Promis’d Brancu from Root of Jzsse, 2
- Davip’s Offspring fent to blefs ye, ¢
~ Comes too meekly to be known. f

- Tell me, O thou favour’d Nation,
What is thy fond Expeétion ?

Some fair, fpreading lofty Trec? g

| 21 T 1. & Gen. xlix. 10. ¢ John 3. 1%,
I 4 If. xi, 1. Jer. xxiii, g. ¢ Rev, xxii. 16. Atts

il 26, f Zech. ix. g. Matt, xxi. 5. g The
Scripture Image of a fplendid mighty Monarch,
Dan, v, 10,
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Let not worldly Pride confound thee,

’Mong the lowly Plants around thee,
Mark the Lewest—that 1s He.

Like a tender Plant that’s growing 7
Where no Waters, friendly flowing, = |
No kind Rains refreth the Ground :
Drooping, dying we fhall view Him,
See no Charm to draw us to Him,
There no Beauty will be found,

Lo! Mzssiag unrefpeited! £
Man of Gr1:Fs, DESP15’D, REJECTED !
Wounds his Form disfiguring, /
Marr'd his Vifage more than any, m
For he bears the Sins of Many, #
All our Sorrows carrying. o

No Deceit his Mouth had {poken,

BraMmerLess He no Law had broken,
Yet was number’d with the WorsT : 7
We, who faw it, did believe Him, r

For his own Offences curit.

But while him our Thoughts accufed : s
He for us alone was bruifed,
Stricken, {mitten for Our GuiLT :

: 10 Nt 3. & IC Y. 9. 1 Zech. xiih 6, mli
lit, 14, # If. Liii. 12, o I, Liii. 4. p If. Tiid. o
g If. Jiiis 32, ¢ I Dt 4o 100 S I likis g, s,
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With his Stripes, Our Wounds are cured;
Bv his Pains, Our Peace afiured, ¢
Purchas’d with the Broop He fpllt 7

Love amazing ! {o to mind us, x
SuepHERD come fiom Heav’n to find us; p
Silly Sheep all gone aftray, = ‘

lost, UNDONE b} our 'T'ranfgreffions,
Worfe than ftripp’d of all Poﬂ’eﬂlons,
Derrors without HopE to pay. a

fear our Portion, SrLaves in Spirit,— &
'He redeem’d Us by' his MERITD

. Toa Glorious LIBERTY : ¢

'Dcarly firft his Goudnefs bourrht us, 4
‘I'ruTu and Love then fweetly tqught us, &
I'rurs and Love have made us free. f°

Blefled be the Pow’t who gave us,
tFcerLy gatrc his Sox to fave us, g

! Bress’p the Son who treely ¢arhe ¢
iHonour, BLEssiNG, ADORATION, A
iEver, from the whole Creation,

DBeto Gop, and to the Lams,

4t Rom. v.1. If. hiii. 5. 2 1Pet.i. 19, x P
dviil. 4.y Matt, xviil, 11, 12, 13. = I{, lii. 6,
2a Luke vil. 42, & Rom. viii. 15, 21, Heb. 1,
lg. ¢ Rom. viii, 21. 4 1Cor. vi. 20. John %,
i e]ohni 17. f John viii. 32. g]ohn il
1 John v. g & Rev. v, 9,13,

Q3
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HYMN CLXXV.

The C /fr{/t’mm Triumph in the Righteoufnfs of
the Lorp JEsus CHRIsT,

ESU, thy Blood and Rightcoufnefs,
My * Beauty are, my glormus Drefs,

"Midft ﬂammg Worlds in thefe an?”d
With Joy fhall I ift up my Hea

When from the Duft of Dcath I rife
To claim my + Manfion in the Skies,
Ev'n then, ihall this be all my Plea :
¢¢ Jesus hath /iw’dand dy’d for me,’

Bold fhall I ftand in that great Day,

For wha ought to my Charge fhall lay 2 §
Fully thro’ Thee abfolv’d I am

F rom Sin and Fear, fmm Gutlt and Shame,

Thus Abmham the Frlend of Gon,
Thus all the Armlc., bousht with Blood,

Saviour of Sinngrs Thee proclann,
Sinners, of whom, the Chief I am. ||

This fpotleSs Robp the fame appears
When ruin'd Nature finks in Years !

No Age can change its glorious Hut,
The Grace of "‘Hms"r 15 CVer NEew.

O let the Dead now hear thy Voice, I
Now bid tliy banifh’d Ones rejoice,

® If, xxvil g.---Ix1. 1to.  Rev. vii. 13, 14
¥ Jobn xiv. 2. §Rom.wiit. 33, f & Tim. .15,
3 John v, 25, Eph. it 1.
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Their beauty this, their glorious Drels
Jesus, the Loan ovR RIGHTEOUSNESS.

HYMN CLXXVL
[GoD forbid that I fhould glory, &c. Gal. vi, 14.

HEN I furvey the wond’mus Crofs,

On which the Prince of Glory dy d,
My richeft Gain I'd count my Lofs,
And pour Contempt on all my Pride.

Ol'bld it Lorp, that [ fhould boatt,

pave in the Crofs of CHRIST, my Gon:
A1l the vaip Things that charm me moft,

| ’d facrlﬁcc them for thy Blood.

- HYMN CLXXVIL
Thy Word is Truth. John xvii. 17.

[ Y hiding Place, mv Refuge, Tow't
: And Shicld, art thou, 0 LORD,
ﬁrml) anchor all my Hopes,
! On thy unurmg Word.*

ngm d. as in eternal Br: afs,

F 'Lhe mighty Promife thines !

or can the Pow’rs of Darknefs raze
8 Thofe everlafting Lines,

hc facred. Word of Grace 1s ﬁm'}g‘g
} As that which built the Skies,

hc Voice which rolls the Stars alonga
& Spane all the Pmmﬁ.s

l.

’ }.’f. CXiX. 74 147,
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My hiding Place, my Refuge, Tow’?
And Shield, art Thou, O Lorb,

1 firmly Anchor all my Hopes
On thy unerring Word.

HYMN CLXXVIL
Afcribing to Gop the Praife of our Salvation,

OW empty was our former Boat,
H Our Foolithnefs of Pride,
hen in ourféfves we put our Truft,
And on our Works rely’d !

Strong i in the Freedom of our Will,
Firm in our Nagure’s Pow’rs;

We thought to gain the heav’nly Hill,
And fetze the Crown as otffs.

Our good Defires, our Hearts fincers,
Qur beft Endeavours {tood,
I* atone for our Tranfrrreﬂionu here,

In Place of JEst’s Blood.

Alas, for us: we knew not then
His Broop and RteuTEeousnrss,
‘T'hro* which alone the Sons of Men
Are {av’d by richeft Grace.:

But now, O gracious God, thy Love
Hath taught us better Thlnﬂ's -
Our All is giv’n us from abmre,

From Thee Salvation {prings.
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Freely thy Love delights to fave,
| And ranfoms without Price—

but only that which Jesus gave,
b Our bleeding Sacrifice.

§We own the fole-procuring Cauft,
¥ That precious Blood divine ;
May we, fince Jesus dy’d for us,
May we live ever Thine !

HYMN CLXXIX.
A Funeral Hymn.

BY N this World of Sin and Sorrow,

i Compafs’d round with many a Care,
§rom Eternity we borrow,

® Hope, that can exclude Defpair

8l hee, triumphant Gop and Saviour |
gn the Glafs of Faith we fee ;

B affift cach faint Endeavour !
Raife our Earth-born Souls to Thee,

®lace that awful Scene before us

Bt the laft tremendous Day,

Y hen to Life Thou fhalt reftore us 3
Bing'ring Ages, hafte away !

& hen this vile and finful Nature

-” ‘c_m'l:up'tion fhall put on.t

glic renewing, glorious Saviour !

et thy gracious Will be done.

B " Rom, viil. 24, 25, +1 Cor. xv. 53.
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HYMN CLXXX.
Lorp, how preat’s the Favour!
That we fuch Sinners poor,
Can thro’ thy Blood’s {weet Savour 4
Approach thy Mercy’s Door;: |
And find an open Paflage &
Unto the Throne of Grace,
There wait the welcome Meflage;
That bids us go n Peace.

Lorp, we are helplels Creatures,

Full of the deepeft Need,
Throughout defil’d by Nature, ¢
4 Stupid, and tnly dead ¢ ¢
©ur Strength is perfeét Weaknels,
And all we have 1s Sin, f
©ur Hearts are all Uncleannefs, g
A Den of Thieves within. 5

In this forlorn Conditton,
Who fhall afford us Aid!
Where fhall we find Compaflior,
But in the Church’s Head ? #

Tusus, thou art all Prty,

Oh take us to thine Arms, #
And exercife thy Mercy,

To fave us from all Harms.

2 Eph. v. 2., b Heb. x. 19, 20, ¢ Eph.u.
2, 3. d Job xi, 12, Pf. Ixxin, 22. "¢Col.
13. f Rom. vii.18. g Mat. xv.1g. b Jer. x
g. withMark vii. 21, 22, iEphav.23. &bk

xxxiit, 27, I6 xl L
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We’ll never ceafe repeating,
Our Numberlefs Complaints,
But ever be intreating
The glorious King of Saints
"T1ll we attain the Image
Ot Him we inly love,
And pay our grateful Homage
With all the Saints above.

Then we, with all in Glory,
Shall thankfully relate

TP’ amazing, plealing Story,
Ot Jesu’s Love {o great

in this bleft Contemplation
We fhall for ever dwell,

And prove fuch Confolation
s none below can tell, §i

HY MN CLXXXI.

X X JHAT fhall we render unto Thee,

’ V Thou glorious Lorp of Life ang
§J cach us to bow the humble Knee, (Pow’r?
& Teach us with Thankfulnefs ¢ adore,

8 Topraife Thee as thy Saints above,

To praife Thee for thy wond’rous Love.

fien like loft Sheep we wander’d wide. I
8 And left the watchful Shepherd’s Fye ;
@Vhen borne along th? impetuous Tide, *
R Of this World’s Sin and Vanity :

g {1 Cor i g, | 1L diii. 6,

|
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Our Jesus from the Heav’ns carhe dewit
To fave us by his Grace alone.

He bore our Sins upon the Tree, a
(To feck and fave the Loft he came,) 4
There was he bound to {et us tree,
Trom Death and everlafting Shame ;
The cuptive Flock from Hell was frecs
Andranfom’dwhen their Shepherd bled.

Before the Father’s awful Throne,

Our merciful High-pricht He ftands,

And interceding for his own, 4

The purchas’d Remnant now demands ;
His Peoples everlatting Friend,
Who, loving—loves them to the End!/

Mav, we his banith’d Ornes, rcjoice, g

Him for our Lorp and Gop to owny

T'e take Him as our only Choice,

And cleave to Him m Love alone ;
Be growing up in Holinefs, |
Then meet Him in the Realms of Peact

Then fhall our grateful Songs abound,

And ev’ry Tear be wip’d away ;

No Sin, no Sorrow fthall be found,

No Night o’ercloud the endlefs Day,
O praife Him! All beneath, above!
O praifé¢ Him! praife the God of Lov

a 1Pet.ii. 24. b Mat, xviii. 11, ¢ Mat. x
,3: d Rom: viii. 34. & John xvii,24. f]e
xiil, 1, g 2 Sam, K1y; 13, 14,
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HYMN CLXXXII

Hauing loved His cavn, Which quere in the World.
He loved them unto the End,  John xii, 1.

HI> Goop 1s the Gop we adore,
. Our ftaithtul nnchangeable Friend :
hofc Love is as great as his Pow’r,
4nd neither knows Meafure nor End.

Tis Jesus the First, and the LasT,
Whofe Sprrit fhall guide us fafe Home :
WWe'll praife Bim for all that is paft,

And truft Him for all that’s to come.

HYMN CLXXXLII,
Jonah’s Prayer.
jonah, Chapter IT.
LOUD I cry’d—Aloud 1 pray’d,

When in the Fifh’s Belly lay’d,
- And Hell s deep Gloom 1 faw! " -
The foaming Billows dafh’d around,
ut, Oh, more awful thll T found
'The Terrors of thy Law.

he Sca-weeds wrapp’d about my Head,

“he hoary Deep thy Wrath difplay’d,
And fhill increas’d my Fear :

Vave follow’d Wave with dreadful Noife,

nd feem’d to drown my feeble Voice,

but vet my Gop could hear .- "

&

Az
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Could hear a guilty Wretch complaiit,

And when I thought my Sighs were vaiz,
A kind Deliv’rance fend :

Tho’ flying from his gracious Srght,

I, Rebel hike, defy’d “his Might,

He prov’d the SinneRr’s FRIEKD.

The high and lofty Oxe look’d down,
‘The Lorp took Pity on his own,
And deign’d iny Life to fave :
His m]ur’d Goodnefs took my Part,
His Pity heal’d my broken Hearrt,
His Hand unlock’d my Grave.

Thank{giving, Love, and humble Praife

Shall fill the Remnant of my Days,
Shaill bow my grateful Knee :

My ¢racious Saviour, and my Gob,

Pll pratle Thee for thy chalt’ning Rod
Which brought me back to Thee,

HY MN CLXXXIV.
TLe Belicwer's carneff Expeﬂarfun and Haﬁ:a
Phil i- 2Q,

K is a Gov of fm*’rcign Love,
Who promis’d Heav’n to me, *#
And taught my Thoughts to foar above 4
Where happy Spmts be. §

* John xii, 36, - Col i, 1,2, & Ieb, xin 23
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Prepare me, Lorp, for thy nght Hand,
Then come the joytul Day !

Come Death, and {ome celeihal Band, §
To bear my Soul away.,

Then, my + Beloved, take my Soul
Up to thy bleft Abode,

That, 1 Face to Face, I may beheld
My §aviour and my Gop.

HYMN CLXXXV.
Psarny cxlviu.
RAISE ye the Lorp, y’ immortal Choir,
That fill the Realms above :
Praife Him who form’d you of his Fire,
And feeds you with his Love
Shine to his Praife, ve cryftal Skies,
The Floor of his Abode,

Or veil in Shades your thoufand Eyes,
Before your brighter Gob.

Thou reftlefls Globe of golden Light,
Whofe Beams create our Days,

Join with the filver Queen of Night,
To own your berrow’d Rays ;

Winds, ye fhall bear his Name aloud.
'I'bro’ the etherial Blue ;

| Luke xvi. 22, 4 Cant. . 15.
1 Jobxix. z7. 1Cor: xu. 12,
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For when his Chariot is a Cloud, {f
He makes his Wheels of you.

Thunder and Hail, and Fire and Storms,
The Troops of his Command,

Appear in all your dreadful Forms,
And {pezk his awful Band :

Shout to the Lown, ve furging Seas,
In youtr-eternal Roar ;

Let Wave to Wave refound his Praife,
And Shore reply to Stiose.

Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pines,
- To Him that bids you grow ;

Sweet Clufters bend the fruitful Vines
On ev’ry thankful Bough :

Thus while the meaner Creatures fing,
Ye Mortals, take the Sound :

Echo the Glories of your King,
Thro’ all the Nattons round,

HYMN CLXXXVL

I’ Extent of Jesu’s Love,
What Heart can comprehend
A * Breadtb whofe Diftance none can prove,
A Léngth without an End ;
The firft-born Seraphs try §
'The Myftery to explore ;
Yet cannot trace it out ; for why ?
The Curfe they never bore.

W PLciv. 3. *Eph. il 18, 19. § 1 Pet. i, 12,
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‘The Grace unfearchable,

Tranfcending human Thought,

3Vho, who, 1n Earth or Heav’n can tell,
Or find the Wonder out ?

All the angelic Choir

Unite to give Him Praife
Apd Saints redeeming Love admire,

And loud Hofannas raife.

To Cuarist we lift our Voice,
Who have Redemption found ; §
' And in his Name alone rejoice, |
~ Whence zll our Joys abound :
This cures the burden’d Mind,
. This calms the troubled Heart
This manifefts the Saviour kind,
And bids our Fears depart.

HY MN CLXXXVIIL
HEN I travail in Diftrefs,
Or Grief of any Kind,
Burden’d with Uneafinefs,
And Anguifh en my Mind ;
One {iveet Ray of Heav’nly Light
Difpels the Clouds which intervene,
1'urns to Day the gloomy Nighte,
And quite renews the Scene,
My Complaints with Speed remove,
My Sorrows turn to oy, . “
' 1 Eph. 1. 4.
R 2

[
3
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Songs of Melody and Love
Agam my Tongue employ !
Then | find the reﬁmn' Place, *
Ta alt the carnal World unknows:, +
There | tatte the olorious Peace
Felt by the Saints alone. §

HYMN CLXXXVIJL

Psavnm xc.
Gonp our Helpin Ages paft,
Qur Hope tor Years to comne;

Our Shelter from the ftormy Blait;
And our eternal Home,

ofore the Hills in Order flood;

Or Earth recaiv’d its Frame,
From everlafting thou art Goo,

To endlels Years the fame.

A thoufarnd Ages in thy Sizht,
Are as the Ev ning gone,

Short as the Watch that ends the ng
Before the rifing Sun.

The bufy Tribes of Fleth and Blood,
With all their Cares and Fears,
Are carry’d downward by the Flood,

And loft in toll’wing Years.

* Mat, x1. 28, 1+ Prov. xiv. 10.  If, xlvitl.
& Johnxiv. 27,
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T'ime, like an ever-rolling Stream,
Bears all 1ts Sons away, .

They fly forgotten, as a Dream
Dies at the op’ning Day.

O Gob our Help in Ages paft,
Our Hope for Years to coine,

Be thou our Guard while Life fhall lait,
And our perpetual Home.

HY MN CLXXXIX.

The Lord hath laid an Him the In:'gui{y of us all.
If, . 6.
R [ S E iny Soul ; with Wonder {ee,
What Love divine for thee hath donel

Behold ¢hy Sorrow, Sin, and Grief,
Are laid'on Gop’s eternal Son.

Cee! from his Head, his Hands, his Feet,
Sorrow and Love flow mingling down,
Did e’er fuch Love, fuch Sorrow meet,
Or Thorns compofc {o bright a Crown :

Were the whole realm of Nature m:ne,
That were a Prefent far too imall ;
Love {o amazing, fo divine,

Demands my Soul, my Life, my All.
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ot
HYMN CXC.
Psavrat xcvil, 2.

The Darknefs of Providence.,
O R D we adore thy dark Defigns,
The deep Abvfs of Providence,

"T'oo deep to found with mortal Lines,
Too dayk to view with feebie Senfe.

Now thou array’ft thine awtul Face !

In angrv Frowns without a Smile :
Saints, thro’ 2 Cloud believe thy Grace,
Sccure of thy Compatlion till.

Thro’ Seas and Storms of deep Difirefs
They fail by Faith, and not by Sight : *#
- Faith gutdes them in the Wildernefs,
Thro’ all the Briars and the Nighz.

Dear Fature ; If thy lifeed Rod
Relolve to feourge us here belew,
Still may we lean upon our Gop, +
Thme Arm thall bear us fafely thro’,

HY MN CXCI.
Psaim cxi.
E Saints and Servants of she Lor D,

The Triumphs of his Name record,
His facred Name for ever blefs -

Where’er the ¢ircling Sun di{plays
$01s rtfing Beams or fetting rayss,
Due Praife to his great Name addrefs 3

T2 Corov. 7. 1 Cant.vill, &

nf
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gdop thro’ the World extends his Sway,
{'he Regions of eternal Day,

Rut Shadows of his Glory are ;

$Vith Him, who Majeﬂy excels,

¥ ho made the Heav’n 1n which he dwells,
| Let no created Pow’r compare.

I ho’ tis beneath his State to view

n higheft Heav’n what Angels do,

1 Yet ke to Earth vouchfafes his Care ;

[ takes the Needy from his Cell,

ddvancing him in Courts to dwell,
Companion of the greateft there.

do Father, Son, and Hoty Ghost,
hec Gop whom Heav’n’s triumphant Hoft,
l And {uff ’ring Saints on Earth adore,
e Glory asin Ages paft,
s now 1t 1s, and fo fhall laft,
When Earth and Heav'n fhall be no more.
: HYMN CXCII.
) LEST be the Father and his Love,
) To whofe celeftial Source we owe,
ivers of endlefs Joys above,
nd Rills of Comf. rt here below.
flory to Thee, great Son of Gop !
orth from thy wounded Body rolis
precious Stream of vital Biood,
frdon and Life for dying Souls.

e give the Sacred SpiryT Praife,
'ho in our Hearts of Sin and Woe,
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Makes living Springs of Grace arife,
And 1nto boundlefs Glory flow.
Thus Gop the Faraer, Gob the Sonx,
And Gob the Seir1r, we adore, f
"That Sea of Life and Love unknown,
Without a Bottom or a Shere.

HY MN CXCIIL
JEsu our Lowrbp, |
Thy Name be ador’™d  [Woil
For all the rich Bleflings convey’d thro’ t;

In Spirit we trace
Thy Wonders of Grace 3

And chearfully jomn 1n a Concert of Praife,
The AnTienT or Davys
His Glory difplays,

And (hines on his chofen with cherifhingRay
The Trumpet of Gop

Is {ounding abroad
TheLanguage of Mercy,Salvation thro’ Blu

Thrice happy are they
Who hear and obey ;

And fhare 1n the Bleflings of this Gofpel-d:

The People who know
The Saviour below,

With burning Affection, to worfhip him gle

Their Anguith and Smart
And Sorrows depart,
Who find his Salvationinfcrib’d on their He
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This Blefling be mine
Thro’ Favout divine : .
it; O my RepeeMer, the Gloty be thine )
This Work is of Grace ;
, Thine, thine be the Praife -
j?-}nd mine toadore Thee, and tell of thy Ways,

; HYMN CXCIvV.

LORY and Honour be to Thee,
Thou feli-exiftent Deity ;

hee wwe reyere; and Thee adore,

dn Mercy infinite, and Pow’r.

o Thee, our joyful Hearts we raife,

9 Thee, we bting our Songs of Praife,
hofe bounteoits Care and Love Imparty
§cleftial Blethings to our Hearts.

ato the holy Triune Gop,

'ho hath on us, poor Worms, beftow’d
tich Favour, fuch amazing Grace,

‘e pay our Homlage, Thanks and Praife,

HYMN CXcv.

COME Thou Almighty King,

Help us thy Name to ﬁng,
Help us to praife !

Faruer all glorious

O’cr All vi€lorious,

Come, and reign over ug
ANTIENT oF Days !
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Jesus our Lorp arife,
Scatter our Encinies,

And make them fall!

Let thine almighty Aid

Our {ure Defence be made—
Our Souls on Thee be ﬂd} "d—

Lorp hear our Call !

Come Thou incarnate Worp,

Gird on thy mighty Sword—*
Our Pray’r attend !

Come! and thy People blefs,

And give thy Word Succefs,

Spir1T of Holinefs

On us defcend !

Come Holy ComrorTER,
Thy facred Witnefs bear, |
In this glad Hour'!
Thou who Almighty art,
Now rule in ev’ry Heart,
And ne’er trom us dep: art,
Seirit of Pow’ R !

"To the Creat OnE in THREE
Eternal Praifes be
Hence—evermore !
His fov’ reign Majefty
May we in Glory fec,
And to Eternity
Love and adore.

® P{. xlv. 1. || Rem, viil. 16: 1 John v, 6, latter par
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HYMN CXCVIL

Thou tender, loving Jesus,
Now thy faving Grace impart ;
From the World and Satan fave us,
Save us from our evil Heart :
Throw thine Arms in Mercy open,
Bidy, O bid us, Jesus, come !
Let our flinty Hearts be broken,
Falling on the Corner-ftone.

There forever let us center,

Steady, tho’ aflail’d by Sin ;
Forward may we ftoutly venture,
"Till eternal Life we win :

Banifh every reas’ning Scruple,
Scatter every gathering Cloud ;

Our poor Hearts, O [Esus, {prinkle,
Sprinkle with thy precious Blood.

Arm us from the heav'nly Store-houfe,
Stull difplay thy Banner high,

March victorious on before us,

Make the World and Satan fly ;

When thy Meflenger arraigns us,

1o clofe up our weary Eyes,

In that needy Hour fuftain us,

"11ll we grafp the heav’nly Prize.

HY MN CXCVII.

Interceflion of Curyy TL

IFT up your Eyes to th’ heav'nly Seat
Where your Redeemer fiays
S b
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Nind Intercefdor, there he {its,
And loves, and pleads, and prayss

Petitions now, and Praife may rife,
And Saints their Of’rings bring,

The Prieft with his own Sacrifice,
Prefents them to the King.

Jesus alone fhall bear my Cries
Up to his Fathet’s Throne:

He (dearcit Lorp) perfumes my Sighs,
And fweetens ev'ry Groan,

Ten thoufand Praifes to the King,
Hofannah in the high’(t;

Ten thoufand Thanks our Spirits bring
I ™ . “ <
I'o Gop wand to his Cuzrisy.,

HY MN CXCVIIIL
Excellency of Scripture.

HIS 15 the Field where hidden Leg
1'he Pearl of Price unknown,;
‘That Merchant is divinely wife,
Who makes the Pearl his own,

Here confecrated Water flows,
To quench my Thirft of Sin ;

Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows, -
Mor Danger dwells therein.

This is the Judge that ends the Stiife,
Where Wit and Reafon fail ;
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My Guide to everlafting Lute,
Thio” all this gloomy Vale.

Oh! may thy Counfels, mighty Gos,
My roving [eet command ;
Nor I forfake the happy Road
'["hat lcads to thy right Hand. |
HYMN CXCIX.

Self-righteoufnefs difclaimed.

) IS not by Works of Righteoufnefs,

Whicl our own Hands have done 3
But we are {av’d by fov’reign Grace,
Abounding threugh his Sow.

*T1s from the Mercy of our Gop,
That all our Hopes begin ; _

*T1s by the Water, and the Blood,
Our Seuls are wafh’d from Sin.

Rais’d from the Dead, and born anew ;
And juftified by Grace,

May we appear in Glory too,
And fee our Fatusr’s Face.

HYMN CC.
Prayer for Holincfs.

O May our Lips and Lives exprefs,

The holy Gofpel we profefs ;

O may our Works and Virtues fhine,
'To prove the Doclrine all divine.
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Thus fhall we beft proclaim abroad

The Honours of our Saviour Gob ;
When the Salvation reigns within,

And Grace fubdues the Pow’r of Sin.

Our Flefh and Senfe mutt be deny d,
Paffion and Envy, Luft and Pride;

Whillt Juflice, Temp’rance, Truth and Love,
Ou} inward Piety approve.

Y MN (CCL
The Day of Judgment.
LIFT your Heads, ye Friends of Jesus,

Partners of his Patience here
CHRr1sT to all Believers piocious,

Lorp of Lords thall foon appear ;
Mark the Tokens,

Of his heav'nly Kingdom near.

Sun and Moon are both confounded,
Darken’d into endlefs N 1ght,
When with Angel-Hojts furrounded,
In his Fatuer’s Glory bright,
Beams the Saviou R,

Shines the everlafting Light.

See the Stars from Heaven falling,
Fark on Earth the doleful Cry,

Men on Racks and Mountaing calling,
While the frowning Judge draws nigh ;
Hide, us, hide us,
Rocks and Mountains, from his Lve.
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Lo, ’tis He, our Hearts Defire,
Come for his efpous’d below !
{ome to join us with his Choir,
Come to make our Joys o’er-flow :
Palms of Triumph,
{ rowris of Glory to beftow.

HYMN CCIL

(Gop’s DoMmrxnion and DEecrErs,

ELP Silence all created Things,
And wait your Maker’s Nod,
My Soul ftands trembling while fhe fings

The Honours of her Goa.

Chain'd to his Throne, a Polume lics
With a1l the Fates of Men,

With every Creature’s fa/l and rife,
Drawn by th? eternal Pen.

With anxious Care let others prefs
To read their werldly Fate, |

fonly trr Affarance with
Of my celeftinl State.

H
inthe ““ Lamb’s Book ” of Life and Grac:
O, may I fee my Name = |
Aecarded 1n fome humble Place,
Ecfore the great—* | MM

'ﬁi

2
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HY MN CCII. Prayer to CHrisT.

ESUS, fhew us thy Salvation,
.y Frefh baptize us into Thee &
Bv thy my fhc Incarnation,
‘By thy pure Nativity :
dave us thou our New-Creator,
Into all our Souls.1mpart
Thy divine and holy Nature,
Form thyfelf within our Heart.

Sy thy great and bitter Pafhon,
By thy fuff 'rings on the Tree,
Save us from the Indignation
Due to all Mankind and me:
Hanging, bleeding, panting, dying,
Gafping out thy lateft Breath ;
By thy precious Death’s '1pply1n
Save us from eternal Death.

By the Pomp of thy afcending,
Live we here to Heav’n rr:ﬁor d;
Ever at thy Footflool bending,
Ever happy in our Lorp:
JLeep us by thy Interceffion,
T 111 we {ee thy Face above,
Where thy wonderful Salvation
Fills the $oul wath perfet Love,

HYMN CCIV. IHaiahiv. 1.

OME, ye Sinners. poor and wretche,
Weak and wounded, fick and fore!
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Jesus ready ftands to fave you,
Full ot Pity, join’d with Pow’r:
He is able,

He 15 willing, doubt no more.

Come ye thirfly ; come, and welcome,
Gop’s fiee Bounty glopify
True Belief, and true Répentance,
Ev'ry Grace that brings us nigh,
Without Money,
Come to Jesus Curist and buy.

View Him proftrate in the Garden,
On the Ground your Maker lics !
On the bloody Tree behold him ;
Hear him cry, before he dies,
““ [tis foifh'd 1"
Sinner, wiil not this fuffice 3
Lo! th’ incarnate God afcendcd
Pleads the Merit of his Blood -
Veature on him, venture wiollv,
Let no other Hepe intrude :
None but Jesus
Can do helplefs Sinners good.

HYMN CCv.
To the Hory Guosr,

OME, Houvy SririT, come,

Let thy bright Beams arife

Difpel the Darknefs from our Minds,
And open all our Evyes,
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Revive our drooping Faith,

Qur Doubts and Fears remove,
And kindle 1p our Breafts the Flameg

Of never dying Love.

Convince us of our Sin

Then lead to jesu’s Blood ;
And to our wond’ring View reveal

The fecret Love of Goo.

Dwell therefore in our Hearts,
Our Minds trom Bondage free,

Then fhall we know, and praife, and love,
The Fathery Son, and Thee.

HYMN CCVL

Lam. 1. 12.
LL ye that pafs by,
To Jesus draw nigh :
To you is 1t nothing that Jesus fhould dic?
Your Ranfom and Peace,
Your Surety he 15 3
Come, fee if there ever was Sorrow like his'

For what ye have done,
His Blood rpuit atone ;
T lie FaTrer bath puniih’d for you his de
Your Ranfom, &c. &c. (Sox:
The Lorp; m the Day
Of his Anger, did lay
Our Sins on the Laus, and he .nore them
Your Ranfom, &c. &c. (aw.y
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He anfwer'd for all
Who come at his Call,
And low at his Crofs with Humility fail :
Your Ranfom, &c. &,
Then hift up your Eyes
At Jesus’s Cries ;
Impaflive, he fufiers! Immortal, he dies !

Your Ranfom and Peace,
Your Surety he is ;

Come, fee if thete ever was Sorrow like his !

HYMN ccviL
Curist, a fure Guide.

UIDE me, O thou great Feboval,
Pilgrim through this barren Land,
I am aveat, bur thou art mighty,

Hold me with thy powerful Hand ;
Bread of Heaven, Bread of Heaven,

Feed me till T want no more.

Open now the cryftal Fountain,
Whence the healing Streams do flow,

Let the fiery, cloudy Pillar

Lead me all my Journey through;
strong Deliv’rer, {trong Deliv’rer,

Be thou ftill my Strength and Shield,

When [ tread the \ erge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious Fears fubfide,

Death of Deaths, and Hell’ Deftruciion,
Land me fafc og Canaa.’s Side ;
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Songs of Praifes, Songs of Praifcs,
I will ever give to 7 hee.

HYMN CCVIIL
The Refurreétion.

Am Alpha, fays the Saviours

I Omega likewife am ;
I was dead, and live torever,

Gop Almighty and the Lawms.
In the Lorp is our Perfeétion,

And in him our Boaft we’ll make ;
We fhall fharc his Refurreétion,

If we of his Death partake.

Ye that die avithout Repentance,
Ye muft rife-when Carist appears,
Rifc to hear your dreadful Sentence,
While the Saints rejoice in theirs :
You to dwell with Fiends infernal,
They with Jrsus CarisT to reiga ;
They go mnto Life eternal,
You to everlafting Pain.

Bold Rebellion, bafe Backfhding,

Stop your Courfe, reflett with Dread ;
In Deftruétion there’s no hiding,
Death and Hell give up their Dead ;
Ev’ry Sea, and Luke, and River
Shall reftore their Dead to view :
Shout for Gladnets, O Believer,
ACHwtsT 15 niien, {o fhall Yo,
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HY M N CCIX. Difmifion.
ORD, difmifs us with thy Blefline :
Fill our Hearts with Joy and Peuce,
Let us each, thy Love poilefling,
Friumph in Redeeming Grace,
O retrefh us,

Trav’lling through this Wildernefs.
l Thants we give and Adoration,
cor thy Gojpel’s joyful Sound ;
| May the Fruits of thy Salvation,
Inour Hearts and Liges be tound,
May thy Prefence
With us, evermore be tound.
So, whene’er the Signal’s given,
Us from Earth to call away,
Borne on Angel’s W Ings to Hecaven,
- Glad the Summons to obey,
, May we ever
Reign with Carist in endlefs

HYMN cex.
a Privileges of Gop’s Children,
T LESSED are the Sons of Gop, (Blood,

l' They are bought with Curisi’s oun
1 hey are ranfon’d from the Grave,

..if:c cternal they fhall have,
With them number’d may we be,
f;I“f::rc, and 511 Etcrnity !

Gob did 1yee them in hie Son,

Loy before 1 “Vorld begun ;

}

Day.
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They the Seal of this receive,
When on |esus they believe.
With them, &c.
They are juftify’d by Grace,
‘They enjoy a {olid Peace ;
All their Sins are wath'd away,
They fhall ftand in Gop’s grcat Day.
With them, &c.

They produce the Fruits of Grace,
In the Works of Righteoufnefs !
They arc harmlefs, meek, and mild,
Holy, humble, undefil’d.

With them, &c.

They are Lights upon the Earth,
Children of a hezv’nly Birth';
Cne with Govn, with Jesus one,
Glory 1s in them begun.

With them number’d mzz' §rc be,

Here, and i Eternity ! AU 64

HYMN .CCXIL

ESU, my Saviove, in thy Face,
.} The Effence lives, of ev'ry Grace 5
All Things befide, which charm the Sight,
Are Shudows tipt with Glow-worm Light.
Thy Beauty, Lozp, th’ enruptur’d Eye,
Which fully views 1t firft, muit die;
Then let me die, thro’ Death to know,
That joy 1 feck in vain below.

F I N I o



