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A Collection of Hymns, &Pc.

HYMN I. America's future glory and happinefts

i. f^s OME rife, my foul, to noble things,

\^i And trace our future date ;

And joyful ftretch thy fancy's wings,

And look for glory great*

2. Behold our weftern world emerge,

And far outmint the moon

;

No longer funk, it will enlarge,

And rife in glory foon.

3. See the bright morn of light appear,

As day breaks from the flues

;

Our woes are gone, and every tear

Is baniiVd from our eyes.

4. Fair liberty exalts her plumes,

And freedom takes the throne ;

Juftice, the feat of pow'r aiTames,

And thrall no more is known.

5. Truth lifts its ftandard in the field,

And righteoufnefs doth fpring;

Ten thoufand fouls to Jefus yield,

And own him for their king,

6. Religion rifes, with its charms,

And fcatters glories round ;

Vaft numbers flock: to mercy's arm*,.

Where pardons may'Aw found.

A a ?. SU-
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7- Religiouj tyranny no more
The land with bondage fills;

£ ut 'reed©hi fcurds from more tc fhore.
And echoes Aum the hills.

8. The warlike founds of battle ceafe,
And fwords no moie deftroy

;

The glorious olive branch of peace
fills ev'/y hear: with joy.

o. The fields, where human blood was fhed,
Ale clothed with grcwir.g corn ;

And pfeafaqt green, infteaji of red,
Doib hills and plains adorn.

io. The defcrt wild becomes a field,

blcffoms like s rofe ;

The barren iand doth plenty yield,
And livis g water flows.

t i No mprp the lab'rour pines and grieve*,

IVr want of plenty roatad
;

His eyes behold the fruitfu' (heaves,

Vv hIJi make his joys abound,

12. No mere Chrift's minifters complain,
And mourn with weepir.g f yes

;

No longer fpend their ilrength in vain,

For num'rous converts rife.

13. See Becking fouls on Jefus wait,

And run to hear his word;
Behold them ftani before his gate,

And own him for their Lord.

14. Chrift's watchmen now fee, eye to eye,

And faints join heart and hand ;

Freegrace, free grace, is all the cry

Throughout thii happy land,

15. ThU
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iy. This ie the glory of our main,

And thus America
Will flourifh under Jefu's reign.

Amen, amen, I fay.

HYMN II. The important war.

I. npHERE is a war proclaim'd above,

JL Againft the prince of hell below.
Who fin n'd againft the God of love,

And feeks his caufc to overthrow.

2. In this great war none neuters are,

All run, all wreftle, drive and fight ;

Some war with fin, and forae will dare

Wage war againft the prince of light.

3. Great Bclaebub, the prince of hel!»

With all his legions at command ;

Wfce from their firft obadieace fail,

Rife up againft Jehovah's hand.

4, The great Meffiah, now doth drav*

His fword againft each rebel's heart,
,

Refoives to vindicate his law «

And give to traitors their defer!,

j. God is a match, win dares engage ? •

Yet men, prefumptuous mortals, dare

Rife up with fpite, and heilifh rage, y
And tempt him to the dreadful war,

6. Thofe fools who do with Satan join,'

And dan the great Supreme to rife ;

Shall feel his pow'r and wrath divine,

Which (hall their guilty fouls furpriaw.

A3 7« %**
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7. Bat thofe who throw their weapons down,
Ar.d love the bleff.d faviour's reign,
Shall be forgiv'n, and have a cown,
While foes and rebels (hall be flain.

HYMN III. A call to the fpirkaal warfare.

** /^^RIST's trumpet founds, lei faints be arm'd,

\_J Tne battle i 3 begun ;

The
k
nefts of o^fan are a!a:m'd,

Ihe city w iil [©od be won.

a. T ;ie glorious captain, Jefus, fendi
7 he neraius of hi* m'jjht :

i > t-arcri and try whxi a/e his friends,
A*.*i who will iiil to figbr,

5, The gofpel calls for volunteer*,T -a;cone *'tk hears a„d han d ;

Wnerr 11 there one for Chrift appears,"

A&ainfl ihe foe to Hand ?

4. There's bounty money lhall be gi/n

To all his ioidiers here ;

A«d fcknous crowns and joys of hcav'fl,

When Jeiui JhUl appear.

5. Here'* dr"f«, and focd, and diink, and aims,

Aivd pay, and vieVry's fare J

'J his ev'ry O Ltiac fbidjer charmr*

And u.ukea mm war endure.

6. Th3 captain never quits the field,

B-1 ' fignts before his men ;

IJ.il ..:$ fjes are made to yield,,

:ong the iliin.

7. His foes can neither Hand nor fl/>

Waen he appeaxs ia tight

;

• ^**
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But none of thofe fhall ever die,

Who in his arniy fight.

8 Dear Lord, behold I fet my name,

A ibldier I would be ;

Tny gracious promifes I claim,

And give my (elf co thee.

HYMN IV. Chrifti.ins excited to obedience, bjr

beholding a well diiciplined army.

I. f^ OME all ye Chriftians, view

K^ji Thefe foldiers in array
j

Stand ar)d behold whate'er they do,

And thus like them obey.

2. They all in order (laid,

And watch their leader's eye ;

Obferve the words of his command,-

i'j make taeir morions by.

3. Their drefs is ne-.t and clean,

Their armour fit for war ;

In rank and file they all are feen,

Without one ftriving jar.

4. They're uniform throughout,

This is their greateft care ;

They march, they halt, they face about,

Jajt as their orders are.

5. They learn to enderfland

The ufe of all their a ms ;

They are together in a band,

And ready for alarms.

6. And when they're call'd to fight

Againft the common foe,
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They all with heart and hand unite,
Ahcciiearfuliy they gc.

7- And when they're in the fieh4 ,

They fight with courage bcld ;

Their fwofds ard fpears whey nobly wield,
Their foes in play they hold.

8. And when the battle's o'er,
The vicVry they proclaim

;

And when they're call'd to try it more,
They're ready for the famf.

p. G^, faints, obey your king,
And fight againft your foes ;

So you at lait fhall via'ry fmg,
When time and war fhali clofe.

HYMN V. A WEDDING SONG.

I. /^V Ceme let us ling,

V_y That fair blooming fpring,

Which fuch faiisfac~ttcn did anciently brin^,

2. Ere fin, that vile (name,
Deftroy'd the pure Flame,
When love and affection well anfvm'd the name,

3. Our parents were join'd

In body and mind,
And loving each other did happihefi find*.

4. No hatred they knev,
Their love was moft true;

They being united no longer were two,

.

5. Their joys were all one,
And forrows they'd none,

Wiih fwectnefs of pleafurt ?acb iftion wii done.

6. fa



( 9 )

6. In friend (hip they walk'd,

Jn harmony talk'd, t

And never by envy or pEfiion were baulk'd,

7. In Eden's fair bow'rs,

Tney fpent cheir fweet hours,

No jcaiouiy knew they, which true love devours}.

8. All pleafure, no pain

Within them did reign,

Till finning their glory and beauty did ftain.

9. The air was all love,

Wnich llream'd from above;

And in Lnut fweet channel our parents did move,

10. But finning, alas,

Mas aker'd the caf
,

And ruin'd, and ruin'd, and ruin'd our race*

11. Now thofe who are join d
Are often unkind,

Unconftant, and cruel, and falfe as the wind,

12. Nay often far worfe,

Each other they curfe ;

Let this be a warning, a warning to us.

13. But feme few there are,

Efcaping the fnare,

Live always togethe: unclouded and fair.

14. Thrice happy are they,

Who find out the wav,
And never from friendship or happinefs dray.

Man. 15. " Thus let us agree,
M

I fay uno thee,

" And always : . £>?, pleafant and free.

Woma**
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Woman. 16. " Moft freely I join,

° Thiswifh (hall be mine,
9

- And to the performance my heart doth incline,

17. O Jefus reftore

True friendftaip once more,
Then finging thy praifes our fouls fhall adore.

18. And while we thus join

In worihip divine,

The glory and honour and pra ife fhall be thine,

HYMN VI. A N O T H E R,

1. TT7 HEN the Saviour good and gracious,

VV Taber nacled here below,
He in prefence grae'd a wedding,
His divinity did mow :

Ail moft lovely, all moll lovely, all moft lovely, \
Chrift the Lord did then appear.

2. What a favour then was granted

By the Lord of earth and heav'n !

To theguefts tha! were invited

Precious wine was freely giv'n :

Then tranfmuted,' then tranfmuted, then tranfmuted,
From the water for their ufe.

3. Free from ail intoxication,

From all fumes and from the curfc,

Was the wine that Jefus gave them,
Hedifplay'd his glory thus ;

All fat wond'ring, all fat wond'ring, all fat wond'ring,

At the miracle he wrought.

4. Jefus, Saviour, we invite thee

Now to grant thy prefence here ;

May we and at this our wedding



5. H?s grace it mall fufficient be
To five my foul from e^'ty foa e

;

And bring me home his face to fee,

Where I his praifes thall declare.
•

6. Tuen (hall I fee the tyrai.ts flain

B'-fore my bieffed Saviour's face ;

Who would not have my Lord 10 reign,

And I ihall ilng free grace, free grace.

HYMN IX. Chriit is better than all things,

I. /^ UlT all thefe foolifh trifling toys 5

\J Thefe things that are but vain

;

"hia world ia full of empty noife,

nd lor row, toil and pain.

z. But here is more fuMUntial good*

*U and chear th/ mind %

beutr treafure than t
s
.e food

'ch thou art inclin'd.

-*• ^"^^'d here's pure and perfect joys,,

V^l f toil and pain,
Who fent but ncvcr tloy

° ur Kelt gain.

2. My heart 1 ** my Lord is found

Who gave KF '*

That he our fouls f/r°m his wounds

O praife him witn

.5. The boundlefs love of G
We cannot comprehend ;

tTho' we to it eternally

Shall conftantly attend.

4. The fountain's large, the ocean's wide,
Who can the fulnefs know ?

River*



7. Methinks my tongue can ne'er exprefs
The pleafure I heboid

;

I'm left, and cry O faihjmlvfs!

It never can be tOid.

HYMN X. A prayer to God that he would ht.p

his church.

I. | ORD, b»irg thy church cut cfdiftrefs,

JL^ Reotem her irofn the wildernefs,

Ssvr her from all her iroub'e.% Loid,

And faying health to her anvrd.

2. How long (hall t^y poor mourning bride

Be toll und tempted tv'ry file,

JK'd feek in Vc.ia for k>nd relief,

While fhe's opprek'd and fiL'd with grief 1

3. Her foes rep-oach her conftantly,

While in derifion me do fh lie

;

«
e Where is your God (they now do fay)

«« In whom ycu boaftcd all the day ?

4. So Zioa ttoutaiher widow'd (rate.*

Behold, fays (he, my farrow's great

!

For he that mould my helper be,

"My comforter, is far from me!

5. Behold, O Lord, the rage of thofe

That do thy glorious caufe oppoie ;

That make cheir brags of us, and lav,

" Ha, how we love to fee this day I

'

6. What wilt thou do for thy great name!

Behold, O Lord, our grief and fhame,

And fend us fticcour fpeedily,

Left we ihould fair ?, dfipair and die:

7. O Lord, wha will the people fay,

)f thou thy coming doft delay ?

They'll mock and fay, " Behold they have

" Trufted in God, who will not rave,', *



( *s )

8. The plowers plow'd upon my back,

And fay thy promife, Lord, is flack;

And lb they do blafphtme thy i\a*. e,

And fport themfclves with lin and ihime.

9. Lord while thefe things we do behold,

We're fiii'd with grief that can't be told,

'Tis time for thee to work, for they

Make void thy law, Lord, ev'ry day.

10. Return, and let thy children know
That thcu regarded their great wo,
And let the fees of Zion fee

Thou fa»'il the fouls that truil in thee,

HYMN XL Anfwer to the foregoing petition.

j. T\ /TEthinks I hear my Saviour's voice,

XVA Which makes my heart and foul rejoice.

I march along, and my decrees

Fulfilling are, jull as I pleafe.

2. My coming maketh no delay ;

Watch for my coming, watch and pray.

B~nold the figns, I'm at ihedoor;

Watch, keep your garments clean, therefore.

3. Surely I come, and my reward

I bring wivh me, faith Chnir. the Lord ;

I quickly come, wait patiently ;

My coming fartly doth draw nigh.

4. Hold faft what thou of me receiv'cB

Knowing in whom thou haft believ'd.

I am not flack, nor will I fail,

Nor fhall my enemies prevail.

*z. God will avenge his chofen ones,

And he will favs his 'av'nte fons,

Which Bnto him cry nlgnt and day ;

He will them fave, without delay. 6. I
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6 I conse, Ic^m?, to <!o my will, •

And all my pleafure to fulfil.

I come to (f t my children free,

And take th;m all to dwell with me.

HYMN XII. An exhortation, to prayer.

1 . S*^ O M F, let bs j >in for to adore

V_^ Ths facred one in three;

The Lord has grace laid up in ftore,

for ihofe that needy be,

^ Come let us now addrefs his throne.

And feek his Jace by prajr'r;

f0T in the lord i help *lonr,

for thoi3 thac hzlplefs are.

2 U?~n the Lord y-u- G)i rely,

And trull his gracious word ;

Salvation is for ever nigh

The fouls that fear the Lord.

4. Then why will ye now difobey.

And make a wretched choice?

Behold the Lord doth call, and fay,

Come hearken to my voice.

j. Come atd buy wine and milk of me,
Ye that no money have ;

The b ocd of Chriit is ever free,

Your fouls to cleanfe and f«rve.

6. The king no dowry doth require,

But that you would him give

Your heart is all he doth require;

Hear, and your fouls flulilive.

7. Now
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7. Now to my foul I fpeak and fay,

Receive the promis'd grace;

Come feek the Lord your God to day,

And you mall fee his face.

8. Why wilt thou any more refufe

His voice for to obey,

His patience longer to abufe,

And grieve him by delay.

9. O come, dear Lord, and make us feeJ

The grace of love divine,

And ic fhall our difeafes heal.

O Lord, the pow'r is thine.

HYMN XIII. To be with Chrift, for me is far
better.. Phil. i. 23.

1
F all the globe belong'd to me,
Both lands and feas, from eaft to weft,

Yet, Lord, my foul would third for thee,
Becaufe "to be with Chriit is belt."

2. Should honour court me with her charms,
Or kings invite me as a gueir,
Or pleafure call me to her arms,

Yet ftill « to be with Chriit is heft."

3. Should gold, andfilk, and diamonds bright,
By foos of art be made my veft,

All would be nothing in my fight
;" To be with Chriit would far be belt,"

4.. Or mould I Co exalted be,
That all to me fhould make requeft;

It wouid be better far for me
t\ To fce wish Chrift> for "that is beft."

5. 3 nail
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5. Should friends and kindred, with their claims,

A thoufand lovely thir.gs fuggeit,

Or call me by the deareft names,

I'd fay, " T# be with Chrift is beft."

6. Should I be lov'd by all fo well,

That 1 fhould be by all carefs'd
;

My foul do h know, in Heav'n to dwell,
" And be with Jefus Chrift is belt."

7. Or mould the Tons and heirs of heav'n

Seek to detain me from his bresft ;

To them this anfwer mould be giv'n,

" To be with Chrift the Lord is bell."

S. Should all the race of Ad?m join

To make this world my fet:ied rtft,

And to regard me fliculd combine,
" To be with Chrift for me is bed."

p. Were nature's goods combin'd in one,

Peace, health, and competence poflefs'd,

And all tnej<,ys below the fun,

V For me to be with Chiift is beft."

10. Mafic and friendfhip furely have

1 he fweeteft charms, as 'ris confefs'd,

Th fein peifeclion [ would crave
;

£>,t* oh, " to be with Chrift is bed."

11. S.v>uld earih's u ni red joys con fpire

To make me here entirely bleit ;

Yet loch is my intenfe cl-. fire,

I'd fay, '• Fo be with Ciirift is beft."

12. Or might I fee the world in peace,

Ana h ive no trua >!es to 1 ieit,

Aii wars and ftrifes f >r ever ce^fe,

" To be With Chnft woulu then be beft."

13- Oi
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I j. Or might I fee religion rci<rr»,

1'he.gofpel ev'ry where profefs'

This moft wo
But then " to be wit . . II i» belt/'

14, Well may I fay when mortals frown,.

Wnen frie 1 d I'm epp:

When evils rife, aM good falls down,
«« To be wit. tar the beft."

15. Well may I fay, wfce« I' n Se-eav'd

O r kindred . i'$ arreii,

And bj ..• fe brc iren >ft deceiv'd,
44 Fo ;e with j :1a* Chrsit is bell."

16 W - i trouble, frame and wents abcunJ^
Ai d i'.n on evV, reft,

Ar:d foil with foes oe^iri around ;

I fay, " To be with Chrift is beft."

1^. When wjr and bldodftrcd fills the earth,

I long in tu-av'n to build my nell ;

V/hen 1 have mourning for my mir^h,

I'm Tare '' to be with Cririit ii belt."

1.8. When I on earth cm find no place,

And am in veeds or forrow dreft,

Aad meet reproach, contempt, aif^r-.cp,

No dojDt " to be with C.i;Ll ii oeit."

19. Thus whether jjy or gr :

ef prevails,

fnij ev'ry ,hriitian n ay atitit,

As iuch a truth that, n^vei fails,
II To be with Chn'it in Heav'ii is beft,

5?

20. Why flnce thU world's a place of wo?

vV ii:e ev'iy virtue is fupj-eft,

S iou d we no l>n^ horn he» ce to go,

And j>j with vJiuilt, whica Us is bell ?

21. Lord
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21. Lord grant while I on earth do flay,

This truth on me may be impreft,

" That let my ftaie be what it may,
" To be with Chrift for me is beft."

22. There's (omening wrought within ray foul,

(Tho' much borne down, with fin depreft)

That feeks the land where pleafures roll,

And fays, «« To be with Chrift is belt."

HYMN XiV. An exhortation to praife God
and a defire to be hllsd with his Fuinefs.

1. (pING to the Lord and blefs his name,

J) The God that built the fky ;

Truft not in men of mighty fame -

r

But on your God rely.

2. Unto cor God let us give praife*

Becaufe it is his due,

And to his name new let us raife

Songs of thankfgiving too.

3. Exalt the Lord your God to day %,

Come let us all unite

His lovely voice for to obey
Wiih pieafure and delight.

4. Oh may we feaft upon that bread *

Which if a man mall eat,

He ma 1 not die. May we be fed

With this reviving meat I

5. O may we drink the richeft wine
Whkh is our Saviour's bload,

And may we feaft on things divine*

O thou rooft okiled G*d,

fr Come
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6. Com*?, warm our heart* with facred fire,

Which is eternal love,

Take our affections and deiires,

Fix them on things above.

7. O may we join the heav'nly hoft,

Loud p.-aifes for to fing

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,

Upon the higheft firing.

8. Come join upon the higheft key,

God's name for to adore ;

To God on high all giory be,

Now and for evermore.

HYMN XV. Affurance of >Heaven nukes the

Soul Willing to depart, and bb^with Chrift.

1. \\7 ELL, let this earthly houfe decay,

VV This tabernacle ceafe,

This our abode muft pafs away,
And utterly decreafe.

2. But Chrift our Lord another (hews,

An heav'nly building (lands,

Our fouls have got fome certain views

Of the new Canaan's lands.

3 Yonder on heav'ns eternal hill,

We know that we may fay

We have an houfe, where welhall dwell,

That neve/ will decay.

4. Could we but climb and view the land,

And keep the fame in fight,

Lord, we foould long for thy command
To q«it this vaie of night.

5 .Jor-



( « )

5» Jordan's cold ftreams, and death's dark fhade,
Would all be out of mind,

While in this heav'nly frame we (laid

2s o ten ci fnould we find.

6. Then we fh-uld long to bid fare,veil
To ali cnis earthly"1 re,

And go with Chrift rhe Lord to dwell
In pleaiuresevtrui^/e.

7. ' TwouM make us fldve our race to run,
The p."'z,e tor ro ob rr,

A-nd wish io : tv? our moments done,
For to pcT-ii our gain.

t. Then we (hould third, and pant, and long
Toq.i' his mortal clay,

And g" and j in the happy throng,

In the bngnt realms of day.

9. 'Twould make us Arrive to run our race>

And ail our w>k fulfil,",

Thac we rr.'ghr quit this mournful place.

And land *t Z ion's hill.

HYMN XV T. An hymn to be fung at Baptifm.

1. |T is a very pleafam thiag

X To follow Chriit our Losd ;;

And thus obey our heav'nly king

Accosding to his word.

2. Down to t^e w=;ter fide we go,

As Chrift ur 6 aviour did,

Lnvo th< fami ive come alfo,

As jcius doth us bid. n

3. Sa-
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j. Saviour, we blefs thy wondrous name^

For this example fhown ;

We love to ima *te th? (am •,

Which thou, oh Lc.u, aoli own.

4. We are baptis'd as Jefas was,

H"s eafy yoke we bf-ar,

we are thus bapiis'd, becaufe

That wc Ch; Tit's (ervants are.

5. Miv we unto thy %'ory live,

O Lord teacrt ua thy ways

T 1 s thy h )ly fpi it give,

And v»2 thy name mail praife.

6. As we t^y holv n^mc pr^fefs,

May we our moments fpend

lr> ways of truth zrd, righttoufnefs,

Uuiil oar time mail erxi.

HYMN XVII. Another.

1. OING to our Saviour's name

C) Eternal r
or>gs of praife ;

His pew'r and love, and grace proclaim,

>n all the notes you raife.

2. Behold a pleafant fight

Before our wor.dVng eyes,

Beh >ld this (acred aw'ul rite,

Which many do defpife.

3. See in the very mode
What wonders do appear,

Chrift's death and refurre&ton fhow'd^

And we behold them here.

f. Ws
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4. We very plainly (hew,

When plung'd beneath :he wave,

That Chnlt W3S dead, and bury'd too,

lncloi'd within the grav.;.

"5. And when we do appear
To come frcm where we've lain,

It is an emblem very clear

That Jefus rcfe again.

6. O happy man indeed \

Who doth hi* Lord obey,

The Lord to him wiirfer.d good fpeed,

In this molt bleiTed way.

7. Our fouls rejoice to fee

This ordinance divine,

A?'d to behold men fallow thee*

Whom thou dell {0 incline.

$. O Lord oar hearts rejoice

To ice thy rame acor'd ;

We love to h?ar thy people's voice

Cry Glory to the Lord.

H y M N XVIIt.

1. /i MEN, the holy angels cry,

£\ Thus far O L«jrd tny will is done !

Axien thy iamts on earth rep y,

1 hy glorious work is aow began.

2. The joy is great, when we can fie

1 hy juft commands, O Lord, obey'd,

When fouls from fi 1 are turn'd to. thee,

And are obedient children made.

5. We
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* We blefs the Father and the Son,

We blefs the Holy Ghoft likewife ;

We praife the facred three in one,

Who made our fouls from fin to rife*

4. Thy facred precepts we receive,

O LORD we blefs thy holy name,

That thou mould ever give us leave

And charge us to obey the fame.

5. It is an honour to obey

Thy great commands before all men;
So we have trod the wat'ry way,

For in the water CHRIST hath been,

6. This ordinance O Lord we keep,

According to thy wife defign

;

Lord may we walk among thy fheep

;

We feek no other fold but thine.

7. LORD guide us by thy counfel here/

Till we this gloomy vale have paft

;

Save us from fin fave us from fear.

And bring us to thyfelf at Iaft.

HYMN XIX. A Song of Praife for

the Holy Ghoft.

TVfY foul doth magnify the Lord,
1 A My fpirit doth rejoice

In God my Saviour, and my God;
I hear his joyful voice. 1

1
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2 I need not go abroad for joys,

I have a feaft at home;
My fighs are turned into fongs,

The comforter is come.

3 Down from above the bleffed dove,
Is come into my breaft,

To witnefs God's eternal love;

This is my heav'nly feaft.

4 This makes me Aba Father cry,

With confidence of foul;

This makes me cry, My Lord, my God,
And that without controul.

5 There is a ftream that iffues forth

From God's eternal throne,

And from the Lamb, a living ftream,

Clear as the cryftal Stone :

6 The ftream doth water Paradife,

It makes the angels fing;

Qne cordial drop revives my heart,

Hence all my joys do fpring

;

7 Such joys as are unfpeakable,

And full of glory too

;

jSuch hidden manna, hidden pearls,

As worldlings do not know.
8 Eye
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8 ,Eye hathnotfeen, nor ear hath heard,

From fancy 'tis conceal'd

What thou Lord hail laid up for thine,

And haft to me reveal'd,

9 I fee thy face, I hear thy voice,

I tafte thy fweeteft love

;

My foul doth leap, but Oh, for wings

;

The wings of Noah's dove.

io Then would I fly far hence away.
Leaving this world of fin

;

Then would my Lord put forth his hand,

And kindly take me in.

1 1 Then would my foiFl with angels feaft,

On joys which altvays laft ;

Bleft be my God, the God of joy,

Who gives me here a tafte.

H Y M N XX. A Prayer for perfons

joined in fellowfhip.

'"TPRY us, O God, and fearch the ground?

Of every finful heart,

Whate'er cf fin in us is found
O bid it all depart.

2 When to the right or left we ftray*

Leave us not comfortlefs,

But
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But guide our feet into the way
Of everlafting peace,

3 Help us to help each other Lord,

Each other's crofs to bear;

Let each his friendly aid afford,

And feel his brother's care.

4 Help us to build each other up,

Our little ftock improve,

Increafe our faith, confirm our hope,

And perfect us in love.

5 Up into thee the living head,

Let us in all things grow,

Till thou haft made us free indeed,

And fpotlefs here below.

6 Then when the mightywork is wrought,

Receive thy ready bride,

Give us in heav'n a happy lot,

With all the fandify'd,

HYMN XXI.

AWAKE/ and fingthefong

Of Mofes and the Lamb,

L
Wake every heart and ev'ry tongue,

To praife the Saviour's name.

2 Sing of his dying love,

Sing of his rifing pow'r* Sing
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Sing how he intercedes above,

For thofe whofe fins he bare.

| Sing till we feel our hearts

Afcending with our tongues, '

s

Sing till the love of fin departs,

And grace infpires our fongf.

4 Sing on your heav'nly way,
Ye ranfom'd fmners fing;

Sing on, rejoicing ev'ry day,

In Chrift th' eternal King*
]

5 Sing till you hear Chrift fay, j

Your fins are all forgiv'n ;

Sing on rejoicing ev'ry day,

Till we all meet in Heav'n.

6 Soon lhall ye hear Chrift fay,

" Ye blefled children come;''

Soon will he call you hence away,

And take his wand'rers home.

HYMN XXII.

CAW ye mot the cloud arife,

^ Little as an human hand?

Now it fpreads along the fkics,

Hsngs o'er all the thirfty land, Lo!
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Lo ! the promife of a fhowV
Drops already from above,

But the Lord mall fhortly pour
All the fpirit of his love.

2 Sons of God your Saviour praife,,

He a door hath open'd wide
He hath giv'n the word of grace,

Jefu's word is glorify'd:

Jelus mighty to redeem,
He alone the work hath wrought^

Worthy is the work of him,
Who all things to being brought,,

j When he firfl the work begun
Small and feeble was his day,

Now the word does fvviftly run,

Now it fpreads its glorious way;
More and more it mines and grows,

Ever mighty to prevail

,

Sin's flrong holds it now o'erthrows,

Shakes the trembling gates of hell,.

HYMN XXIII.

A Song of Praife for the Gofpel.

T5 LEST be my God that I was born.
*"* To hear the gofpel found.;.

That I was born to be baptiz'd,,

And bred on holy ground :. z.
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2* That I was bred where God appears-.

With tokens of his grace

;

The lines are fallen unto me
In a moft pleafant place.

3. I might have been a Pagan bred.

Or elfe a veiled Jew,

Or cheated with the Al Koran
Amongft the Turkifh crew-

4. So in a dungeon dark as night

I might have fpentmy days;

But thou haft fent me gofpel light,

To thine eternal praife.

5 The fun that rofe up in the eaft,

And drove the fhades away,

Its healing wings have reach'd the weft,.

And turn'd the night to day.

6. Bleft be n\y God for what I fee,

My God for what I hear,

I hear Inch blefled news from Heav'n
Not earth nor hell I fear.

7. I hear my Lord for me was bonv
My Lord for me did die,

My Lord for me did rife again,

And did afcend on high; 8,
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8. On high he flands to plead my caufe,

And will return again,

And fet me on a glorious throne,

And I with him fhall reign.

HYMN XXIV.

Light Shining out of Darknefs.

OD moves in a myfterious way.
His wonders to perform,

He plants his footfteps in the fea,

And rides upon the ftorm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never failing skill,

He treafures up his bright defigns,

And works his fov'reign wT
ill.

3. Ye fearful faints frefh courage take;

The clouds ye fo much dread

Are big with mercy, and fhall break

In blefiings on your head.

4. Judge not the Lord by feeble fenfe,

But truft him for his grace;

Behind a frowning Providence

He hides a fmilingface.

5. II13 £ rpofes will ripen fall,

Unfc I ding ev'ry hour, The
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The bud may have a bitter tafte,

But fweet will be the flow'r,

6. Blind unbelief is fare to err,

And fcan his work in vain:

God is his own interpreter,

. And he will make it plain.

HYMN XXV. Invitation:

/^OME ye Tinners poor and wretched,

Weak and wounded lick and fore,

Jcfiis ready flands to fave you,

Full of pity, love and pow'r;

He is able,

He is willing ; doubt no more.

2 Ho ! ye needy, come and welcome.,

God's free bounty glorify,

True belief and true repentance,

EvYy grace that brings us nigh,

Without money,
Come to Jefus Chriit and buy.

3 Let not confeience make you linger,

Nor of fitnefs fondly dream :

All the fitnefs he requireth

Is to feel your need of him;
This he gives you,

'Tis the Spirits glimmering beam.

4 Come ye weary, heavy laden,

Bruii'd and mangled by the fall, If
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If yon tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all;

Not the righteous,

Sinners Jefus came to call.

5 Agonizing in the garden,

Lo your Maker proflrate lies f

On the bloody tree behold him,

Hear him cry before he dies,

" It fS nnim'd,"

Sinner, will not this fuffice ? -5

6 Lo ! th' incarnate God afcended,

Pleads the merit of his blood ;

Venture on him, venture freely,

Let no other truft intrude 1

None but Jefus,

Can do helpleis finners good.

7 Saints and Angels joined in concert

Sing the praifes of the Lamb,
While the bliisful feats of Heaven

Sweetly ecclio with his name.
Hallelujah

!

Sinners here may do the fame.

HYMN XXVI.

ORD help us on thy love to feed ;.

In peace difmifs us hence ;

Be thou in every time of need,

Our refuge and defence.

2 We now defire to blefs thy name,

And in our hearts record And
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j oi.t thankful tongues proclaim

I Inefs of the Lord.

I: N XXVII.
A Rife, nij I ndjrcft thoughts arife,

"*** To torrents melt my ftreaming eyes

!

And thou my heart with anguifh feel,

Thofe evils which thou can'ft not heal.

2 See human nature funk in fhame

!

See fcandals pour'd on Jefu's name !

The Father wounded through the fon !

The world abus'd, the foul undone !

3 See the fhort courfe of vain delight

doling in long and dreadful night

!

In flames that no abatement know,
The briny tears for ages flow.

4 My God I feel the mournful fcene;

My bowels yearn o'er dying men;
And fain my pity would reclaim,

And fnatch the fire-brands from the flame,

5 But feeble my compaflion proves,

And can but weep where molt it loves;

Thine own all faving arm employ,
And turn thefe drops of grief to joy.

HYMN XXVIII. The Jubilee.

"DLOW ye the trumpet blow," The gladly folemn found
Let all the nations know,

To earth's remotefl: bound, The



C 36 )

The year of Jubilee is come,
Return ye ranfom'd finners home.

2 Exalt the Son of God,
The all atoning Lamb;

Redemption thro' his blood
To all the world proclaim :

The year, &c.

3 Ye, who have fold for nought,
Your heritage above

;

Come take it back unbought,
The gift of Jefu's love

:

The year &c.

4 The gofpel trumpet founds;

Let all the nations hear, -

And earth's remoter! bounds
Before the throne appear:

The year See.

HYMN XXIX.

'"pHIS God is the God we adore,A Our faithful unchangeable friend;

Whofe love is as great as his pow'r,

And neither knows meafure nor end.

2 'Tis Jefus the firft and the laft,

Whofe fpirit fhall guide us fafe home;
We'll praife him for all that is paft,

And truft him for all that's to come.
HYMN
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HYMN XXX,

DESERTERS, to the Camp return*

Refume your former Poft,

Bewail your Crimes, your Bafenefs mourn £

For yec Ye are not loft.

2. Your's is a fad, a dang'reus Cafea

Be humble, and repent ;

Mercy you'il find, tho' e'er fo bafe,

The Moment you relent.

3. Sinners are Tav'd by Jefu's Blood,

How vile fo e'er they be;

Eternal Life's the Gift of Cod 1

And Gifts are always free.

4. 'Tis not by Works of Righteoufnef#;

Which any Man has done;
But G$d has fent his Son to blefs

5

Return, and kifs the Son.

H Y M N XXXI.

Destb.

u. TTAIN Man thy fond Purfuits forbears

V Repent ; thy End is nigh,

D-ath at tne fartheft can't b*iar;

Oh, think before thou die I -

2. Refl«ft, thou hafl a Sou! to Uve,
Thy Sins how high they mount!

What are ihy Hopes beyond the Giavi t
How fraud* that daik account f

3' Destfe
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$. fceath enters, and there's no Defence,
His lime there's none can tell,

He'll in a Moment call thee hence,
To Heaven or to Hell.

4. ThyFlefc, perhaps thy chiefeft Care,
Sha.l crawling Worms confume,

But ah, DeftrucYion Rops not there;
Sin kills beyond tiie Tomb !

5. To Day, the Gofpel calls, to Day;
Sinners, it fpeaks to You ;

Let ev J
ry one fcrfak* his Way,

And Mercy will enfue.

6. Rich Mercy, dearly boaght with Bloed,
How vile foe'er he*be,

Abundant Pardon, Peace with God;
AU giv'n entirely free.

HYMN XXXII.

Mefcre frcaching*

2, y*VNCE more we come before our God,

.\Jf Once mere hi? Blefiing a(k;

Ch, m-»y not Duty feem a LqjuU

Nor worftiip prove a Tafic.

2. Father^ thy qaick'ning Spirit fead

From Heav'n, in Je/u's Name,
To nuke our w«itinf Minds attend,

And put cur Souls in Frame.

%, May we receive the Word we hear;

Each in an hoi-eil Heart

;

Heard up me rreciousTrsafure \here,

Aadnerer wua it part;

Ta
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4. To feek thee all our Hearts difpofe?

To each thy Bleffings fait.

And let the Seed thy Servant fows

Produce a copious Fruit,

5. Bid the refreshing North Wind wake 5

Say to the South Wind, Blow ;

Let ev'ty Plant the Pow'r partake,

And all the Garden grow.

6. Revive the parch'd with heav'nly Show'rs,.

The cold with Warmth divine j

And as the Benefit is curs,

Be all the Glory thine.

HYMN XXXIII.

For btjhall not /peak of bimfelf.

j. TYT Hatever prompts the Soul te Pridi

VV Gr gives us Room to boaft

(Except in Jejus crucify 'd}

Is not the Holy Gbaft.

3. That bleffed Spir't omiti to fv>eak

Of what himfelf has done,
And bids th* enlighten'd Sinner feek

Salvation in the Ssn.

3. He feldom moves a Man to fay,

" Thank God, I'm made fo good •/

lut turns his Eye another Way,
To Jejus and his Blood.

4. Great are the Graces he confers.

But all in Jefu's Name ;

He gladly dictates, gladly hears,
" Salvation to the Lamb.' 1

D 2 KYMN
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HYMN XXXIV;

The young Lions do lack, and fufFer Hunger, b

they that feek the Lord (hall not want any Good,

2?falm xxxiv. 10,.

j. \T E Lambs of ChriJTi Fold,,

1 Ye Weaklings ia Faith,

Who long to lay hold

On Life by his Death;
Who fain would believe him?

And in your beft Room
Would gladly receive him?

But fear to prefume.

*. Remember one Thing:

|0 \ may it fink deep)

Our Shepherd and £.ing

Cares much for his Sheep.

To truft him endeavour

;

The Work is his own

;

He makes the Believer,

And gives him his Crown.

3. Thofe feeble Defire.S

Thofe Wi flies fo weak,

'Tis Jefas infpires,

And bid you fiiU feek,'

His Spirit will cherifb.

The Life he fir ft gave :

You never fhall perifh,

If Jefus can fave,

4. Proud Lions that boaft.

When hifty and young,

Soan find to their Cofl,

Self Conxdj:nce wrong

:

Tormer.:
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Tormented with Hunger,
Thty'feel their Strength vain ;

For Famine is Wronger,

And gnaws them with Pain.

5. Bat L3mbs are prcferv'd,

Tho' herplefs in kind ;

When Lions are ibrvM,

They Nouriftiment find.

Their Shepherd upholds them^

When faint in his Arms,
And feeds them, and folds theSQj

And guards them from Kara::.

6. Tho 5

fometimei we fee

The Cafe is ndt thus;

Bad Shepherds will flee;

Yet what's that to us ?

The Shepherd who chofc u&

Mull furely be good ;

Who rather than lofe us

Would fhed his Hearts Bloc J

.

7. Bleft Soul, that can fay,.

" C&r# only I fetk;"
Wait for him alway ;

Be conftant, tho' weak.
The Lord, whom thou feeke#>

Will not tarry locg,

And to him the weakeft
2i dear as the ftrong,

%i Ay.Mjji
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HYMN 10k\\

Free Grace,

t: X^ E Children of GW,
j[ By Faith in his Son,.

Redeem'd by his Blood,
And with him made one,

This Union with Wonder
And Rapture be feen ;

Which nothing mall funder,
Without or within.

2. This Pardon, this Peace9

Which none can deftroy,

This Treafure of Grace,
This heavenly Joy,
The Worthiefs may crave it,,

It always comes free

;

The yileilmay h*ve it,

'Twas given to me.

3. *Tis not for good Deeds,
Good Tempers, nor Frames;,
From Grace it proceeds,

And all is the Lamb's.
No Gcodnefs, no Fitnefs,

Expefts he from us

;

This I can well witnefs

;

Jor none could be worfe.

4. Sick Sinner expe£t

No Balm but CbriJTs Blood s

Thy owe Works reject,

The Bad, and the Good.
None ever mifcarry

That on him rely,

Tho' filthy as MaryV
ManaJ/ih, qr I.

• Mary tyagdalent,

HYMN
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HYMN XXXVf.

Hitherto hath the Lord helped us. I. Sam. vii. %#m

i. rpHO' ftraic be the Way,

JL With Dangers befet;

And we thro' Delay

Are no farther yet;

Our good Guide and SavioEf

Hath helped thus far ;

And 'tis by his Favoer

We are what we axe.

2. A Favour fa great,

We highly mould prize ;

Nor murmur, nor fret,

Nor (012! I Things defpife.

But what call we fmall Things ?

Sin's whole cancell'd Sum ;

'Tis greater than all Things—
Except thofe to come.

3. My Brethren reflect

On what we have been ;

How God had Refpeft A
To us under Sin.

When ;ower and lower

We ev'ry Day fell,

He flfetch'd forth his Power,

And fnatch'd us from Hell.

4. Then let us rejoice,

An4 chearfully ftng,

With Heart, and with Voice,

To Jefus our King ;

Who thus far has brought us

From Evil to Good

;

The Ranfom that bought U57
No left than his £4**d,

5- $v
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3b bountcoufiy giv'n,

For Froif e6s of Peace,

And Foretafces of Heav'n ;

'Tis grateful, 'tis pleafant,

To fing and a^ore;

Be thankful for prefent,

And then aik for more,

HYMN XXXVIL

The Fountain of Chrifi*

Zech. xiii, i.

: . '"TpHE Fountain of Chrifi

J. Affift me to fing 3

The Blood of our Prieft,

Our crucify'd King ;

Which perfectly clean f«s

From Sin, and from Filth 5

And richly difpenfes
.

Salvation and Health.

. 3; This Fountain fo dear

He'll freely impart

;

Unlock'd by the Spear,

It guih'd from his Heart,

With Blood, and with Water,

,

The nrtf to atone,

Te cleanfe us the latter,

The Fountain's bat One.

3, This Fountain is fuch

(As thousands can tell)

5The Moment we touch
5**5 Streams, we are welL y

fcli
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AH Waters befide them
Are lull of the Curfe;

For al| that have try'd them

Swell, ro% and grow worfe

4. This Fountain, iick'Scml,

Recovers thee quite

;

Bathe here, and be whole;
Wafh here and be white j

Whatever Difeafes

Or Dangers befal,

The Fountain of Jefus

Will rid thee of all

.

5. This Fountain from Guilt
Not on4/ makes pure,

And gives, foon as felt.

Infallible Cure

;

Sut if Guilt removed,
Return and remain,

Itt Pow'r may be proved
' Again, and again,

$• This Fountain unfeal'd,

Stands open for all,

That long to be heal'd,

The Great and the Small ;

Mere's Strength for the 'Weak!;

That hither are led ;

Here's Health for the Sickly 3

Here's Life for the Dead.

7. This Fountain tho' rich,

From Charge is quite clear

The poorer, the Wretch
The wekcmer h^re ;

Come needy, come guilty,

Come Icathfome and bare;
can't come too filthy,

Come j.itft as you are.

3. This
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t. This Fountain in vain
Has never been tiy'd,

It takes out all Stain
Whenever apply'd;

The Water flows fweetly
With Virtue divine,

To deanfe Souls completely
Tho' leprous as mine,

HYMN XXXVIIL

Ftr thitu it the kingdom, tfr. Mat . vu 1 3,

1. ^^E Souls that are weak
And helplefs, and poor,

Who know not to fpeak,
Much left to do more,

Lo here's a Foundation
For Comfort and Peace.

In Chrift is Salvation,

The kingdom is His*

2. With Power he rules;

And Wonders performs 1

Gives Conduct to Fools,
And Courage to Worm?,

Befet by fore Evils

Without, and within,
By Legions of Devils,

And Mountains of Sin,

3, Then be not afraid 5

All Power is giv'n
To Jefus our Head,

la Earth, and in HeavV

Thro'
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Thro' him we fhall-conque*

The mightieft Foes

;

Our Captain is Stronger

Than all that oppofe,

4. Hi« Pcw'r from above
He*ll freely impart;

So free is his Love J

So tender his Heart

!

Htdeem'd with his Merit,

We'f e wafh'd in his Blood 5

Rcnew'd^hv his Spirit,

' WVve Power with God*

5. Thy Grace \v?. adore,

Director divine,

The Kingdom, and Pow'r*
And Glory^ are thine.

Preferve us !r m running
On Rocks or on Shelves ;

From Foes flrong and cuaning ;

And moll from ourfelves.

&. Reign o'er us as K'ng;
Accoraplifli thy Will;

And powerfully bring

Us forth from all 111 ;

Till falling be/ore thee

We laud thy lov'd Name,
Afcribing the Glory
To God and the L&mba

i^o *u
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©OXOLOOY,
GIVE Glory to God,

Ye Children of Me«£
And publif^i abroad,

Again and againr
Th«r bon's glorious Merit,
The Father's free Grace,

The Gifts of the Spirit,

To Adam\ loft Race.

HYMN XXX?X.

Cbriji « Jure Guide.

*•
f~*

UIDE me, oh thou great J«hev<jfe,

VjT Pilgrim through this bantn Land,
I am w eak, but thou art mighty,

Hold me with thy pow'riul Hand ;.

Bread of Heaven, Bread of Heaven,
Feed me till I want no more.

2. Open nc^/ the cryftal Fountaj>
Whence the healing Streams do gjw*

Let tfeefi'ry cloudy PilUr
Lead me all my Journey througk •

Stiong D^iiv'rer, 6tru»g &UivW,
Be thou ftiii my Strength and Sh'uld.

3. When I tread the Vtrge-of Jord*n9
Bid my anxkus Ftar lutfke -

3

Death ot Dea ia

=

s an4 HeU'e Dcftiuft'ioiti
Land m? fate on Canaan's Siae.

Songs oi Praiies, Sor.gs *l Pi&ifes.
I will cvir&ive 10 ii;cw.

HYMN
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HYMN XL,

I. T\/TOnrning, and drooping, here I lie

lVJ. Upon this earthly Clod,

While heav'nly Things invite my Eye,

And bring me to my God.

3. Tranfported with a glorious View
Of God's eternal Love,

-Unto this World [ bid adieu,

And long to be above.

3. There all the Saints in Harmony
Do Hand forevermore,

And to a vaft Eternity

Their glorious Lord adore.

4. Haik ! Hark 1 Methinks I hear the Sound f

Methinks the Angels fmg..

The glorious Melody goes round,
Which makes the Heav'ns to ring .

5. The Saints above do fing a Song
(In a melodious Strain)

Which doth to God alone belong,
Au4 to the LamO once {lain.

6. Wonder, and Love
9 and joy, and P/al-.V.

Fill all their happy Souls,

While the vaft Flood of fov'reign Grace
Through alJUthe Regicn rolls,

J.
The Saints all cioth'd in while Array >

The: :'. pralfe declare;
Through the bright Realms of endlefs Day,

There's not one Mourner there,

8, Br
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8. But oh, the Glory of the Place,
No mortal Tongue can tell!

Vfhere they beho)d rheir Saviour's Face,
And in his Prefence dwell.

9. Oh, how they each perform their Parts,
Thro' all the happy Train !

This glorious Song infpires their Heaits,
Worthy the Lamb, once flain!

10. Amen, they cry, amen, amen,
Thy Ways oh God are true;

JJleffing, and Glory, Wifdom, and
Thankfgiving is thy Due.

11. Honor, and PowV, and endlefs Might,
Be giv'n to thee, oh Lord !

In this iweet Song they allunite,

And fing with one Accord.

rz. Oh, how the bending Seraphs join

To praife the God above !

While all the Saints, in Notes divine,

Do f;ng redeeming Love.

j 3. Worthy, oh Lord, worthy art thoa

To wear the glorious Crown ;

So all the Saints in Glory bow,

And call their Di'dems down.

14. The So'flg eternally gees round,

''To him that mtde the Sky.

I'm loft, I'm loll, to view the Eo'jnd

Cf vaft Eternity.

15. When there nave paft fcors Million Years

Thar. Sands upon the Shore ;

The Saints above will have no Fears

That thj bleit Space is o'er.

1 6. M
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r6. It all the Drop$ in Oceans wide

Were to be noniber'd o'er,

And then by Millions muitiply'd,

And twice as many mere ;

17. And then as many Ycsrs (hould pafs

. As Water Drops in all

;

Or Grains of Sand, or Spires of Graf?,'

Upon this earthly Bali.

18. Then add as many Millions more

As Stars that fill the Sky ;

Then all that number doubled o'er

Can't naete Eternity.

19. Eternity will ftiil remain;
'Twill be Eternity.

The Song to God the Three in One
Will laft eternally.

20. Who can defcribe the Blefiednefs

Of Pleasures ever new ?

I long the Glory to pefTefs,

And bid all Sin adieu.

21. Farewell my Friends, I long to go ;

Adieu Death, Sorrow, Pain,

Adieu to Fears, adieu to Woe ;

And Welcome endlefs Gain.

22. Oh, hew my Souf doth long to qrtit

This Earth, and foar away !

Oh Jefus> if it is moft fit,

Let not thy Chariot flay.

23. Come take my longing Spirit up,
To dwell with tkee above;

I long with Tnee, my Lord, to (up,

On everiiftinff Love,

E2 24. The
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24. The Time feems long till Thou deft bring
My Soul unto that Place,

Where I thy Praife fha!l ever fing,

And reil in thine Embrace.

HYMN XLI.

i. *p\EAR Saviour here I panting lie,

1 J And long to fee thy Face;

Oh, Lcrd I pray, do not deny

The Vifits of thy Grace.

2. How long fhall that bright Hour delay !

When will my Lord appear I

I long to fee the happy Day
When Je/us will draw near.

3. Oh, how I ftretch to take my Flight I

My Soul is on the Wing;
I long to fee my Heart's Delight;

And be with Cbrtft my Ki ng.

4. Dear Saviour come, fweet 3V#/come,.

I long to hear thy Voice ;

Je/us ride on, thy Power atfume,

And make thy Saints rejoice.

5. I long to hear the Trumpet found ?

And fee the Saints arife,

I long to fee my Saviour crowa'd,

And bow his Enemies.

6. Moll gloriots King I love thy Name,

I long for to adore,

I long to found thy glorious Fame

Upon the blifsful Shore.

7. I can/e
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7. 1 can't my Heart's Defires cxprefs

Jefus thou art my all :

"My Soul defires" no Happinefs

Bu: at thy Feet to fall.

8. Oh let my Soul abforbed be,

While God doth ipefurround,

As a fmallDropin the vafl Sea

h loft, and can't be found,

9. I lo«g thy coming to behold;

Then mail thy Saints adore.

My ardent Longings can't be told ;

So I can fay no more.

HYMN XLII.

1. \I7 H E N Chrifi fliall rend from End to End
f V Tr,e Regions of the Air,

Aod fplit the .skies in twain likewiic.

Then he'll hiaifelf appear.

2. Then he'll appear a drawing near
Wiih Armies broad and long ;

In Rank and File, ten thoufcnd Mile,
Then we mail fee the Throng.

3. Then he will tell the Arch Angel,
To blow the Trumpet loud,

ThatVil may hear, both far and nea*

;

Oh, then you'll fee the Crowd.

4. Then he will call, both great aid faul)}
1 he Beggar, Prince, arrd Drudge ;

'

The high, the low, the poor alio,

Toc/jms hetgxe their Judge,

E -?



( 54 )

5- The Sheep mall ftand at Cbrifi\ right Hand,
Bat Goats at his lefc Side;

All mall appear, from far and near,
To have their Caufes try'd.

6. Then he will fay, Depart away, .

Ye Goats go down to dwslf
With the Devil and his Angels,

In a prepared Hell.

7- But to the reft, » Come up ye blejfty, \

(The Saviour he will fay)

" Come dwell above, and reil in Love*
" To one eternal Day.

8. " When you've been there ten thoufand Year,
" Bright mining like the $un,
" You've no lefs Days to fing God's Praife

" Than when you firft begun.

9. " Thofe Robes you wear, fo bright, and fatfs

" Which dazzle like the Sun,
* I've kept above, wrapt up in Love ;

** Angels ne'er had them on,

10. " Bat know my Bride, had I not dy'd,
Ci You mull have naked gone ;

" They're made for you, I know they'll do,

J* For i have try'd them on.

li." Now who arc they that dare to fay,.

ft I've been too kind to thefe ?

" A Right I have to damn orfave,

:' Or do juft what I nJeafe."

12. Jzju{
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i2. Jejus I thirii, and go I mull,

I long to be above ;

I long co fing, and praife my King,
Where Oceans flow with Love,

HYMN XLIII.

1. rT ION r-jo;cp, life up your Voice ;

£_j Your Saviour will appear;
Tiie Lamh, once flain, will come to reign

With yeu, a thoufand Years.

2. Satan he'li bind, as you will find,

And Jefus will be Kingj
The Saints he'll rnife to fing his Praife,

And Death ihall lofc his Sting.

5. He's bled- indeed, that foal! be freed

From Sin, Hell, and the Grave j

OveF that Man Death never c^n
The leaft Dominion have.

H Y M N XLIV.

A dying Saint's Fareivet

»

to dwell1. "jP^ EAR Friends farewel, I go I

±J With Jefus Qbrifiy on high;
There for to iing Praife to my King
To all Eternity*

2, Whiie>
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2. While I've been here yea have been d

I've always found you kii:d ;

But now thro' Grace, 1 quit this Place,

And leave you all behind*

3. Weep not for me, for here you fee

My Trials h~ve been -gre-at ;

But now ('ris true) I bid adieu,

And change my mournful Suie.

4. 'Twill not be long before the Throng
Will all together be

j

And yoa that kr.ow tne L ord, belov,

Shaii then jCbs Saviour fee.

5. There we (hall join in Songs divine,

Gca\ holy Name lhaU prailj
;

Ar.d view CbriJP's Smiles, forget the 7 oi

Or thtfc few evil Days.

6. There w fhall land at his right Hand,,

And ir. bit Preience duel!;

And iwft tdore, forevermore,

So Brethren, new farewel.

H Y M N XLV.

A Furtet \l Hymn Jor a Bdicjer.

1. fa K! lov«ly Appearance of I>c-afn,

J^jL No Sight upoc Earth i? fo

FIcta:' the gayPageanti tfc :

Caa wuh u ccsc SccS c< it
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2. With folemn Delight I furvey

The Corps, when the Spirit is flstf,

In Love with the beautiful Clay,

And longing to lie in his (lead.

3. How bit ft is our Brother, bereft

Of all that could burden his Mind?" •

Howeafy the Soul, that hath left

This wearifome Body behind I

4. Of Evil incapable thcu,

Whofe Relicts with Envy I fee r
No longer in Mifery now,
No longer a Sinner like me.

5. This Earth is affected no more
With Sicknefs, or lhaken with Pain ^

The War in the Members is o'er,

And never ihall vex him again.

6. No Anger henceforward, or Shame.,

Shall redden this innocent Clay :

Extinct is the animal Flame,

And Paflion is vanifh'd away.

7. This languishing Head :« at reft,

Its Thinking and Aching are o'er ;

This quiet immoveable Breaft

Is heav'd by Affliction no more.

8. This Heart is no longer the Seat

Of Trouble and torturing Pain 1

It ceafes to flutter and bear,

it never ihall flutter again.

9. The Lids he fo feldom could clofe,

By Sorrow forbidden to fleep,

Seai'd up in eternal Repofr,

Have ftrangely forgotten to weep.

10. Tm
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30. The Fountains can yield no Supplies;
Thefe Hollows from Waters are free !

The Tears are all wip'd from thefe Eyts &

And Evil they never (hall fee.

11. To mourn and to fuffer is mine,
While bound in a Prifon 1 breathe ;

And fall for Deliverance pine,

And prefs to (he lfiues of Deairu

12. What now with my Tears I bedew*-
O might I this moment become,.

My Spirit created anew,
My Flefh be confign'd to the Tomb 1

HYMN XLVI.

Chriji the Believer's Refuge and Po rtiorti

1. I" E SU, Lover of my SguI,

J Let me to thy Bofom fly,

While the nearer Waters roll,

While the Tempeft dill is high ;.

Hide me, oh, my Sav'cur, hide,

Till the Storm of Life is rwifc

:

Safe into the Haven guide,

Oh, receive my Soul a: lafh

2. 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 ftayM,

All my Help from thee 1 bring,

Cover my defencelefs Head
With the Shadow of thv Wing.

3, Thou-
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Thou, oh Chrifiy art all I wan.%

More than all in thee I ftnd ;

Raife the Fallen, chear the Faint,

Ileal the Sick, and lead the Blind,

Jaft and holy is thy Name,
I am all Unrighteoufnefsl

Vi't and full o/ Sin I am,
Thou art full of Truth and Grace.

.4. Plenteous Grace with thee is found.

Grace to pardon all my Sin ;

JLet the healing Streams abound,
Mak^, and keep me pure within ;

Thou or Life the Fountain art,

Freely let me take of thee,

Spring thou up within my Heart,
Rife to all Eternity.

*—
H Y M N XLVIL

Depring to praifo nuarthilj.

.3. f~^ OME thou Fount cf ev'ry Bleiling!

\^j, Tune my Heart to fmg.thy Grace !

Streams cf Mercy never ceafing,

Call for Songs of loudeft Praife;

Teach me fame melodious Sonnet,

Sung by flaming Tongues above;

Praife the Mount-— I'm fixt upon ir,

Mount of God's unchanging Love!

2., Here T raife mine Eienexer,

Hither by thy Help I'm come ;

And I hope by thy good Pleafure,

Safely to arrive a; Home ;

Je/,,



< 60 )

*Jcfus fought me, when a Stranger,

Wand'ring from th<j Fo d or God,
Ke to refece me fr«m Danger,

Interpcfc'd his precious Blood.

3. OH, to Grace, how great a Dsbtor,
Daily I'm conibsin'd to be !

Let that Grace, Lord, like a Fetter,

Bind my vvand'ring Soul to thee !

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it,

Prone to leave the God 1 love

Here's my Heart—Oh take and i'eal it!

Seal it for thy Courts above

!

4. Oh that Day when freed from finning

I fhall fee thy lovely Face i

Clothed in thy Blood- waih'd Linnen
How I'll firg thy fov'rei^n Grace !

Come, dear Lord, no longer tarry,

Take my raptur'd Soul away
;

Send thine Angels down to carry

Me to Realms of endiefs Day.

5. If thou ever cidit difcovcr

To my Faith the piemis'd Land,
-Bid me now the Stream pafs over,

On the heav'nly Border fland ;

Now furmount whatever oppefc?,

And to thine Embrace I'll fiy ;

Speak the Word thou fpake to Ivlofes
;

Bid me, " Get rae up, and die.'*'

HYM N
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HYMN XLVIII.

lie Gnat Supper. Luke xiv. 16, 24.

COME, finners, to the gofpel feaft ;

Let ev'ry foul be J E S U's guefl 5

You need not ore be left behind,

For GOD hath bidden ail mankind.

2. Sent by my LORD, on you I call ;

The invitation is to all,

Come, all the world ; come, (inner, thou,

All things in Chnft are ready now,

3. JESUS to you his fulnefs brings>

A feaft of marrow and fat things.

All, all, in CHR 1ST is freely giv'n,

Pardon, and holinefs, and heav'n.

4. Do not begin to make excufe,

Ab, do not you his grace refufe
;

Your worldly cares and pleafures leave,

And take what JESUS hath to give.

5. Your grounds forfake, your oxen quit,

Your ev'ry earthly thought forget ;

Seek not the comforts of this life,

Nor fell your Saviour for a wife.

6. " Have me excus'd," why will ye fay ?

Why will ye for damnation pray ?

Have ycu excus'd—from joy and peace !

Have you excus'd-——from happinefs

!

7. Excus'd from coming to a feaft 1

Excus'd from being JESU's gueft \\

From knowing now your fins forgiv'n,

From »afting ben the joys of heav'n !

F S.Ex<
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8. Excus'd, alas ! why would ycu be
From health, and life, and liberty,

From ent'ring into glorious reft,

From leaning on your Saviour's breafli

9. Ye: mull I, Lord, to thee complain.
The world ha:h made th.y gofpel vain ;

Too bufy or too happy they
;

They will not, LORD, thy calls obey.

10 . Co then, my angry mifter faid,

Sirce thefe on all my mercies tread,

Invite the rich and great no more,
But preach my gofpd to the poor.

11. Confer not thou with flefh and blood,

Go quickly forth, invite the crowd ;

Searcft e^iy lane and ev'ry ftreet,

And bring in all the fouls you meet.

12. Come then, ye fouls by fin op^reft,

Yerefllefs wanderers after red,

Ye poor, and maim'd, and halt, and blinds

In CHRIST an hearty welcome find.

13. Sinners my gracious LOR.D receives,

Harlots, and publicans, and thieves ;

Drunkards and all ye hellifli crew,

I have a menage now to you :

14. Come, and partake the gofpel feaft,

Befav'd from fin, in JESUS reft :

O tafte the goodnefs of oar GOD,
And eat his fl.fh, and drink his biood.

15.. 'Tis done"; my all redeeming LORD^
Iliavegone forth, and prcach'd thy word,
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the Tinners to thy feaft are come,

And yer, Oh Saviour, there is room.

16. Go '.hen, my LORD again enjoin'd,

And other wandVing tinners rind ;

Go to the hedges and high way?,

And publifh all my pard'ning grace.

17. The worft unto my /upper prefs 3

Mongers of daring wickrdnefs ;

Tell ihem my grace for all is fiee,

They cannot be too bad for me.

18. Tell them their fins may be fcrgiv'fl,

Teii ev'ry creature under Heav J

;

,

I dy'd to fave them frcm all fin

;

Compel the vagrants to ccme in,

19. Ye vagrant fouls to you I call,

(Oh that my voice cculd reach you all)

Ye may be freely juftify'd,

Ye all may live, for CHRIST hath dy'd.

20. My meflage as from GOD receive.

Ye all may come to C H R I S T, and live

;

Oh let hit love your hearts conftrain,

Nor luffer him to call in vain.

21. His love is mighty to compel,
His conqu'ring love confent to feel ; i

Yield to his love's fubduing pow'r,

And fight againfl your GOD no more.

22. See him fet forth before your ey^i

E?Kold the bleeding facrifice

!

E * Make
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Make hafte bis mercy to embrace,
And freely now be fav'd by grace.

23. Ye who believe his record* true,

Shall fup with him, and he v>ith you ;

Come to the feaft; be fav'U from fin,

For JESUS waits to take you in.

24. This is the time, no more delay,

This is the glorious gofpel day;
Come in this moment at his call,

And live for him, who dy'd for A LL.

HYMN XLIX.

i. f\H for a ciofer walk with GOD,
V7 A calm and heavenly frame;

A light to ihine upon the road

That leads me to the Lamb '.

z. Where is the bleffednefs I knew,
When firft I Caw the LORD?

Where is the foul refrefliing view
Of JESUS and his word ?

3. What peaceful hours I then enjoy'd,

How fweet their mem'ry flill

!

But they have left an aching void,

The world can never fill.

4.. Return, O Holy Dove, return,

Sweet MeiTenger of Reft !

I hate the fins which made thee mourn,

And drove thee from my breaft. 5. The
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5. The deareft Idol I have known,

Whate'er that Idol be ;

Help roe to bear it from thy throne,

And worftrip only thee.

6. So fhall my walk b« clofe with GOD,
Calm and ferene my frame;

So purer light fhall mark the road,

That leads me to the lamb.

.[HYMN L;

Grand Dieu tesjugemens, &c.

j. rr\ HY judgements, great GOD, are equal and
1 jurt,

Propitious thou art to mortals below;
But for my tranfgreffions and treafons I mull

Be doomed to fuffer in mis'ry and woe.

2. Yes, Oh my dear GOD, my fins are fo high,
t

So loudly for wrath and punilhment call,

Thine int'reft oppofes my felicity,

And even thy mercy expefts I mould fall.

3. Content thy defire, if glorious to thee;
Be angry with tears that flow from my eyes ;

Offend not thy juftice in pardoning me, *
;

No, rather let vengeance the guilty iurprizf.

4. For though I fhould die, the caufe Til idore,
My fins they ceferve the threatening ftroke;

I'm jurtly expe&ing thy thunder to roar,
And puaifh a rebel who did thee provoke.

v tint
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$. But ob, with a turn furprizingl cry,

-LORD, where mail thy wrath and thunder now fall r

For
J ESUS my Saviour did furTer and die,

His blood covers over, and ftiields me from all.

HYMN LI.

t. *R It Y Jefu* he is A L L to me,

J.VJL Whate'er my foul can craves
A fountain free is Chrift to me,
That I no want can have.

2. My Jdus he is ftrength to me
When I do fainting lie;

He's health ia ficknefs, life in death,

In war he'» victory.

3. In famine he is food to me,
In third he's royal wine;

No want can be attending me,
Since J;fus he is mine.

4. My Jefus he is light to me
When I in darknefsgo;

Such fulnefs in my Jefus is

Tnai I no want can know.

5. My Jefus he is liberty,

When bondage doth opprefs j

Though I in fin have reeking been.,
1

My Ch £ is righteoufnefs,

6. When farrows compafs me about •

My Chrift is peace and joy;

When wra.h and fin do rage wishin,

.My Chrift is victory c

:tJ When



( 67 )

y. When Satan throws his flaming dart*

My Chrift a hold is ilrong;

A refuge he is then to me,

And he £ha II be my fong.

HYMN LH.

S. /~\ Tell me no more

\J Of this world's vain ftore

;

The time for fuch tiifles wiih me now is o'er.

2. A country I've found
Where true joys abound ;

To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy ground*

3. The fouls that believe

In Paradife live ;

And me in that number will Jefus receive.

4. My foul don't delay,

He calls thee away
;

Rife, follow thy Saviour, and blefs the glad day !

5. No mortal doth know
What he can beftow,

What light, ihength, and comfort 5 go after him, 07.

6. Lo onward I mcve,
And (but Chrilt above)

None guefTcs how wona'rcus my journey will prove*

7. Great fpoils I ihaU win
Prom death, hell and fin ;

Midk outward afflictions.Uuil feel Chrift within.

9. P«r.
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8. Perhaps for his name,
(Poor duft as I am)
Some works I (hall finifh with glad loving aim.

9. I Hill (which is belt)

Shall in his dear breaft,

(As at the beginning) find pardon and reft.

10. And when I'm to die,

«' Receive me," 171 cry r

For jefus has lov'd me, I cannot fay why.

11. But this I do find,

We two are fo join'd,

He'll not live in glory and leave me behind*

12. Lo this is the race

I'm runamg through grace,

Henceforth 'till admired to fee my Lord's face.

13. And now I'm in care,

My neighbours may fhate ;

Thefe bleffings to fcek them, will none of you dare

14. Jn bondage, oh why,
And death will you lie,

"When or*e here affuies you free grace is fo nigh ?

HYMN LIU.

I. ^T7"HEN Hfmg from the bed of death,W O'erpreii with guilt ana fear,

1 meet my maker race to face,

Oh, how {hall I appear ?

z. If
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12. If yet while pardon may be found,

And mercy may be fought,

My heart with inward horror fhriokf,

Aad trembles at the thought!

3. When thou, O Lord, fhall ftand difclos'd

In majefly kvtre,

^nd fit in judgment on my foul,

Oh, how fhall I appear !

j.. But thou haft told the troubled mind,
That doth her first lament,

The timely tribute of her tears

Shall future wees prevent.

. Then hear the forrows of my heart,

Ere yet ic be too late ;

And hear my Saviour's dying groans,

To give thofe forrows weight.

•

6. For never fhall my foul defpair

Hsr pardon to fecure,

^ho knows thy only fon hat dy'd

To feal that pardon fure.

HYMN LIV. Heaven jtfirable.

1. T Long to fhare the happinefs

X Or that triumphant throng,

That fwim in fcas. of boundlels blifs,

Eternity along.

2 When but in drops here by the way
Free love difti Is itfelf,

I pour contempt on hills of prey,

And heaps of worldly pelf.

1. To
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5. To me amidft: mv i'ttle joye,

Thrones, teepees, crowns, and king?,
Are nothing elf; but little toys ,

And defpicabie things.

4. D">wn wnh difdaia earth's pomp I thruft,

Bid tempting wealth, Away;
Heav'n is not msde of yeliowduft,

Nor bSifs of gliu'ring clay.

5. Sweet was the h:>ur I freedom fslt

To call my JESUS mine,

To fee his fmiling face, and melt

In pleafjres all divine.

6. Let foo's an heav'n of fiiades purfue,

But I for fubltance am ;

The heav'n. I feek, is likenefs to

And vifion of the Lamb ;

7. The Worthy Lamb, with glory crown5
d,

In his auguft abode,
Enthroned fublime, and deck'd around

With all the pomp of God.

3. I long to join the faints above,

Who, crown'd with glorious bays,

Through radiant files of angels move.
And rival them in praife :

<o. In praife to J AH the GOD of love,

The fair INCARNATE SON,
The holy CO-ETERNAL DOVE,
The good, the great, THREE ONE.

10. In hope to fing without a fob,

The anihem ever new,
I gladly bid this dully globe,

And vain delights, Adieu. HYMN
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HYMN LV.

At the parting of Cbrljiian friezdu

i, TTJ LEST be the dear uniting love,

J^S That will not let us part;

Our bodies may far off remove,

We ftill a?e join'd in heart.

2. Join'd in one fpiut to oar head,

Wnere he appoints we go,

And ftill in
J
ESU's footiieps trfad,

And ido his wo:k below.

3. O let us ever wa'k in him,

And nothing know be fid e^
Nothing defire, nothing efteer;',

Eat Jefus crucify'd.

4. Clofer and clofer let us cleave

To his belovM embiace ;

Expfct fcis fulnefs to receive,

And grace to anfwer grace.

5. White thus we walk wi:h CHRIST in light,

What mail our fouls disjoin r*

Souls which himfeif fttoca&ies 1' unite

ir. fellowihip divine.

6. We all are one who him receive,

And each with e<ich agree;
In him the one, ths truth, we live,

Bled point of unfry.

7. Partakers of the Saviour's grace,

The fame in mind and heart,

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,

Nor life, nor death, can part. 8. But
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3. But let ushaflen to the day,
Which fnall our flefh reftore,

When di-.ih {ha)l ail be done away,
And bodie* pa;t no more.

HYMN LVI.

i. "p|IDour IMMANUELdiefor us,

JL/ To favc fuch poor rebellious men ?'

Did he difplay his pity thus,

That we might come to G O D again ?

2. Ail human Ianguige wants a name,
For this unfathom'd wond'rous lore:

This pure immortal fervent flame,

Sprang only from the GO D above.

3. What can we add ? Our fpeech is faint ;

We fink beneath the pond'rous load :

This love no eloquence can paint

;

'Tis grand! 'tii worthy of a GOD r

4. O'erwhelm'd with this abyfs of love,

We ftand aftonifh'd at the grace,

That brought the Saviour frcm above,

To die for all the fallen race!

5. Did our IMMANUEL dieforus?
What more can be by founds expreft?

For finners CHRIST was made a curfe;

. Eternity mud tell the reft.

HYMN
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H T M N LVIT.

fht Wurk and Contention ^/HEAVEN.
3. T N heav'nly Choirs a Queftion rofe,

X Thar itirr'd up Strife will nev*r ciofe,

What Rank of all the ranlum'd Race

Owes higheft Praiie to fcv'ieign Giace?

2. Babfs thither caught from Womb and BreafL,

Claim'd Right to fi.ig above the Reft j

Becaufe 'hey fund tne happy Shore 3

They never law nor fougru before.

3. Thofe that arriv'd at riper Agf?

Before fey left the du&y Stage,

Tnoughi Grace deferv'u yet higher Praife

That waia'd ihe Blots of num'rous Days

.

4. Anon, the War more clofe began,

W ha p<-ailing Hci p (hoold lead the Van ?

Ar d which o, G ac '> heav'nly Peers

W a- dtepeft tun in her Arrears ?

5 " 'Tis I (faid one) 'bnve all my Race,,
" Au Debtor cniej to glorious Grace.
" Nav f 1 >ther) hark I trow,
" I'm more obiig'a 10 Grace -,han you.

6. " Stay, (f.id a third) I deeped fliare

*' \v ou ng Praife beyonc compare ;

* i'h- chief of Sinners yu'll aiiow,

V Mu;t b e the chief of lingers now.

7.
c Hold, /T^id a fourth) I here protefc

*' M
}

Praifes mult outvie the belt;

" For I'm f ail the humane R.ce
€t The hi^ueu Muacie of Grace.

G $ t
« -|top
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8. " Stop, (faid a fifth) thefe Notes forbear.
" Lo, I'm the greateft Wonder here;
" For t of all the Race that fell

" Deferv'd the lowed Place in -Hell.

9. A Soul that higher yet a^pir'd
With equal Love to Jeios fir*J,
" 'Tis mine to fing the highelt Notes
* To Love, that wafh'd the fouleft Blots.

10. $" Ho, (cry'd a Mate) 'tis mine I'll proves
" Who fi.,u'd in Spite of Light and Love,
" To found his Praife with ioudetf Bell,
" That fav'd me from the loweil Hell.

it. C me, com- (faid one) I'll hold the Pie*,
#f Tnai high eft praife is due by me*;
ei For in;e of£l] the fav?cf;by Grace,
«« Was the m;ft dreadful, defp'rate Cafe,

12. Another rifing at his ?ide,

As fjnd to praife, and f/ee of P ic*e,

Cry'o, " P a give Pace, for 1 defy
* s That you (hbuld owe more Praife than 1 ^

13. " I'll yield to rone in this Debate,
ct I'm run fo deep Jo Grace's Debt;
** 1 > at Jur? I am, I boldly car*

" Compare with aii the heav'nly Clan.

14. Quick o'er their Heads a Trump awoke,
c< Youi Song- my vecj Heart have fpeke ;
c * But ev'ry Note you here propale,
46 Belongs to me beyond you aiL

1$. The lifTning Millions round about,
'With fweet Re entrnent loudly fhout :

44 What Voice is this comparing Notes,
£' That 10 tiisir Song chief Pi*c« aLots ?

76. " We-
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io. u We can't allow of fuch a Sound,
' That you alone have higheft Ground
" To Ting the Royalties of Grace,
" We claim the fame adoring Place.

17. What! Will no rival Singer yield,

He has a Match upon the Field ?

Come then, and let os all agree

To praife cipon the higheil Key.

18. Then jointly all the Harpers round

In Mind unite, with folemn Sound ;

Aud Strokes upon the higheft String,

Made all the heav'nly Aiches ring.

19. Ring load, with Hallelujahs high,

To nim thtft ftnt his Son to die
;

And to the wcthy Lamb of God,
That lov'd and ivajb'd them in bis Mlood.

29. Free Grace was fov'reign Emprefs crown'd.
In Pomp, with joyful Shouts around ;

Aflifting Angels clapt their Wings,
And founded " Grace" on all their Strings.

21. The Emulation round the Throne
Made proikate Hofts (who ev'ry one
The humbled Place their Right avow)
Strive avho Jbould give the hnjueji jh<w.

22 The next Contention without Vice
Among the Bird* of Paradife,

Made ev'ry glorious warbling Throat
Strive whoJbould raife the bigbeji Note.

23 Thus in fweet, ho!y, humble Strife,

Along their endlefs joyful Lifea

Of Jefus all the Harpers rove,

And fing the Wonders of his Love,

24 Their
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^4 Their Difcord makes them all units
In Raptures moll divinely fweet;
So great the Song, fo grave the Bafs,
Melodious Mufick fills the Place.

HYMN LVIII.]

Holy FORTITUDE.
I. A M I a Soldier of the Oofs >

XV. A Follower of the Lamb ?

And ihail I fear to own his Caulwi
Or blufh to fpeak his Name ?

i. Mi? ft I be carry'd to the Skies,

O.. fl w'ry H>c< of Eafe ?

While others fought to win the Prize,

And fail'd through bloody Seas ?

3. Are there no Foes for me to face *

Maftl not ftem the Flood ?

[s this vile World a Friend to Grace,

To help rr.e on to God ?

4. Sure I muft light if I would reign ;

X»c reafe my Courage Lord :

I'll bear the Toil, endure the Pain,

Supported by thy Word,

5. Thy Saints in all this glorious War,
Shall conquer though they die

;

They lee the Trier ph from afar,

And feize it with tneir Eye.

6. When that il'ufVious Day (hall rife,

And all thine Armies fh>ne,

In Robes of ViCl'rv through the Skies,

The Giory fliali be thine.

HYMN



i 77 )

HYMN L!X>

a, T> LESS ED be God for alJ,

X) For ail Things here below;
For Pain, and Eafe, and Joy, and Thrall,

To my Advantage grow,

2. BleflVd be God, for Shame,
For Slander, and Difgrace

;

Welcome Reproach for Jefu'j.Nam?>
Like Flint, Lord fet my Face.

3. Blefled be God, for Lofs,.

For Lefs of earthly Things;

For ev'ry Scourge, and every Crofs,

Me nearer Jejus brings.

4. Bletfed be God, for Want:
For Raiment, Heaith, and Foed

;

I live by Faith ; I fcorn to faint;

For all Things work for Good.

5. Blefled be God, for Pain,

Which tears my Fleflv like Thoriw;
It crucifes my carnal Man,

To God my Soul returns.

6. BlefiVd beGW, for Doubts,
Which he hath overcome ;

My Soul in full AfTurance ihouts,

Of being foon at Home.

7. Blefled be God, fcr Fears
Of Sin, and Death, and Hell ;

When Cbriji, who is my Life, appears.
In Glory I (hall dwell,

8. Bleffed he God, for Friends,

fchff a be God, for Foes,

B.eiTtd be God, whofe gracious Ends
No anic* Creature knows. 9, Blefled
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9. Bleffed be God, for Life,

Blefled be God for Death,
Bleffed be God, for Joy, or Grief;

I welcome all through Faith.

HYMN LX.

1. /^\H, that I had a Bofom Friend,

V-/ to tell my Secrets to !

On whofe Advice I might depend,
In ev

y

ry Thing I do.

2. How do I wander up and down,
And no one pities me ;

I feem a Stranger quite unknown,
A Son of Mifery.

3. Nose lends an Ear to my Complaint,
Nor minds my Cries and Tears

;

None comes to help me, though I faint,

Nor my vail Burthen bears.

4. While others live in Mirth and Ea/e,

And feel no Want nor Woe ;

Through this dark, howling Wildernefsj

1 full of Sorrow go,

5. Oh ! faithiefs Soul, to reafon thus

,

And murmur without End ;

Did Chrift expire upon the Crofi t

And is not he thy Friend ?

6. Why doft thou envy carnal Men I

And think their State fo bleft ?

How great Salvaiion haft thou feen I

And Jejus is thy Reft.

7. What can this lower World afford^

Compared wuh Gofrei Gias?|
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Thy Happinefs is in the Lord,

And thou fhalt fee his Face,

8. Can prefent Griefs be counted greaf,

Compared with. future Woes ?

Will tranfi-nt P.eafures fsem fo fvvcet,

Compar'd with eisdiefa Joys ?

9. How foon will God withdraw the Scene,

And barn the World he madt ?

Then Wo to carnai carelefs Men ;

My Soul lift up thy Head.

10. Thy Saviour is thy real Friend,

Conftant, and true, and good j

He will be with thee to the End,
And bring thee iafe to God.

11. What then my Soul haft thou to fear?

Or why fhould'ft thou repine ?

Look up, behold Redemption's near;

R<joice
?

for Heav'n is thine.

12. Why O my Soul, art thou fo fad I .

When will thy Sighs be o'er ?

Rejoice in Je.us, and be glad.

Rejoice for evermore.

HYMN LXI.

1. Q HALL I for Fear.of feeble Man,
i5 Thy Spirit's Courfe in me reftrain I

Or undifmay'd, in Deed and Word
Be a true Witnefs to my Lord ?

A.
2. Aw 3

d by*morlal's Frown, fhall I

Conceal the word of God moll hi^h ?

How then before thee (hall I dare

To ftand, or hsw thine Anger bear ?

3. Shall
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ft.. Shall I, to foothe th' unholy Throng,.
Soften thy Truths, and fmoothe my Tongue ?

To gain Earth's gilded Toys, or flee

The Crofs endur'd, my God, by thee !

4. What then is he, whofe Scorn I dread,

Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ?

A Man, an Heir of Dean, a Slave

To Sm> a Bubble on the Wave !

5. Yea, let Man rage ! fince thou wilt fpread
Thy madowing Wings around my Head ;

Since in all Pain thy tender Love
Will ftill my fweet Refremment prove.

6. Savionr of Men! thy fearching Eye
Dees all my inmoft Thoughts defcry :

Doth Ought on Earth my Wifhes raife,

Or the World's Favour, or its Pi&ife ?

7. The Love cf Chrift does me conftrain

To feek the wand'ring Souls of Men ;

With Cries, Intreaties, Tears, to fave,

To fnatch them from the gaping Grave.

8. For this let Men, revile my Name;
No Crofs I fh*n, I fear no Shame :

A'll hai', Reproach, and welcome Pain f%

Only thy Terror!, Lord, retrain.

9. My Li fa, my Blood I here prefen^

If for thy 1 ruth they may be fpent :

Faifi) ihy fov'.eign Crunlel, Lore!.

Thy Will be done, thy Nameador'a!

10. Give me thy Strength, O God ^f.Pow'r! '

Ih^n let Wind* blew, or 1 hunders roar,

Tfey faithful Wttnefs will I be:

T.i* fix'i*! I can do all through Thee.

.

HYMN:
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H Y M N LXII.

i.TTT HEN gracious Lord, when fliall it he iW That 1 dial! find my all in thee ?

The fulnefs of thy Promife prove,

The Seal of thine eternal Love ! .

2. A poor blind Child, I wander heres

If haply I may feel thee near ;

Oda;k, da/k, dark. I fiil! rouft fay,

Amidft the Biaze of Gofpel Day.

3. Thee, only thee, I fain would findj

And caft the World and Flefh behind ;

Thou, only thou, to me be giv'n,

Of all thou haft in Earth, or Heav'n.

4. When from the Arm of Flefh fet-fres*

Jefuj, my Soul mail fly to thee ;

Jefus, when I have loft my all,

My Soul fhall on thy Bofom fall.

5. Whom Man forfakes thou wilt not leave..

Ready the; Ou;caft to receive
;

Though all my Foolifhnefs I own,
And all my Faults to thee are known.

6. Ah ! wherefore did I even doubt ?

Thou wilt in no wife caft me out
;

An heiplefs Soul that comes to thee,

With only Sin, and Mifery,

7. Lord lam fick ; my Sicknefs cure 1

I want ; do thou enrich the Poor :

Under thy mighty Hand 1 ltoop,

O lift th' abated Sinner up.

8. Lord I am blind, be thou my Sight ;

Lord I am weak ; be thou my Might
;

An Helper of the Heiplefs be :

And let me Ind my all in thee. I war.
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HYMN LXIlf.

j,T Want an Heart to pray;

JL To pray, and never ceaie :

Never to murmur at thy Stay,

Or wifh my SiifPiings lefs.

2. This Bleffing ahove all,

Always to pray, I want

:

Out of the Deep on thee to call,

And never, never faint.

3. I want a true Regard,
A fingle, fteatjy Aim,

(Unmov'd by Threatning or Reward—

)

To thee, and thy great Name,

4. A jealous jull Concern
For thine immortal Praife ;

A pure Deli re, that all may learn,

And glorify thy Giace,

5. I want with all my Heart

Thy Pleature to fulfil

;

To know myfelf, and what thou art,

And what thy perfect Will.

6. I want, I know not what

;

I want my Wants to fee :

I want, alas ! what want I not,

When thou art not in me ?

HYMN LXIV.

Happy FRAILTY.
u TTOV^ meanly dwells th' immoral Miad !

[~1 How vile thefe Bodies are!

Why was a Clod or Earth, defign'd

T'enclofe a heav'nly Star ? 2. Weak
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z. Weak Cottage where our Souis refide s

This FJffli a tott'ring Wall:
The frightful Breaches raping wide,

The Building btnds to fail.

3. All r-ord it Storms of Sorrow ^'ow,

And Waves of Trouble roll
;

C< Id Waves, and Winter Storms, beat through^

And piin .he Tenant S

4. " Ala, how frail our State !" faid F
A' d hus went mourning on,

Till fudden from the cleaving Sky
A G earn of G ory ilione.

5. ~My Soul all felt the Glory come,
An- brea'h'd her native Air;

l hen flie remtmberV Heav'h her Home,
Ana me a P;if 'ner here,

6 Str^.iaht (he began to change her Key,
And joyful in her Grains,

5hi iung the Fixity of her Clay
In pleaiuiable Strains.

7. " How weak the Prif "n is where I dwell!
•« This Fieih a tott'ring Wall !

tl Tne Breaches cheartully foretell

" TheHoulc mud (hortiy tall.

3. " No more my Friends, mall I complaia,
" Tho' all my Heart Strings ake,

'* Welcome Diteafe, and ev'ry Pain,
li That makes the Cottage make.

9. " I have a Manfion built above,
*' By the eternal hand,

*' And fn >u d s e tarth's old Btfis move,
«« My beav'iiiv Houic4xnu^t £*n^

•»

10. « Yea,
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to. " Yes, for 'tis there my Saviour reigns ;

" (I long to fee? he Goc)
" And his immoral Strength fuftains

" Tiie Purchafe of his Biood.

ii. " Hark, from on high my Saviour call* ;

i!
i come, my Loo, my L-v.„

D.vot.ion breaks the P«ifon Walls,
«« Ana 1'peeds my kit R^muve."

HYMN >,XV.

The DYING CHRISTIAN to his SOUL.

,-\J I T ^ L Spark of h-av 5
rJy Flame,

Qui*, on qnii this m rui Frame :

Trembling, ftn^n/, lin^'fiog, fl/tng.

Oh he Pain, the Bi fs ol dying 1

Ceafe, *crri Natiiie, ctaie why Stiife,

And let me langafh into Life.

i. Ha^k ! they whimper ; Angels fay,

Snt-r Spirit, come *way.

What is mis abforba mv quite?

' Steals my Senl-s, fliuta my Sight,

Sbr#w'n« my Sj>i»KS, draws, my Beam ?

Tell nu, mySooi, can tnis fce Dea-h *

3 . The Vlti Id recedes ; it di rapnears *

Heaven opens oa mv Ryes ! «i) Ears

Wih Siu ds feraph'C ring :

L:*d, lend you* Wia?. ! 1 moun- !
I fly!

O Grave 1 where i: tfcy Vid^ry ?

O Death ! where is thy sting- \
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HYMN LXVI. The penitent pardontd.

1

.

TT E N C E from my foul, my fint depart,O Your fatal friendship now I fee ;

Long havs: ycu dwelt too near my heart,

Heuce, to eternal diitai.ee flee*

2. Ye gave my dying Lord his wound,
Vet I careh'd your vip'rous brood,

And in my heart-ftnn-s »apr>'d ycu round;
You, the vile murd' ers of my G OD.

3. Black heavy thoughts likr m.u.^ tains roll

O'er my poor breaft, with oodinr fears,

And cruih r>g haH r.i^ tortu v foul,

Wrirg thjough my eyes the briuy tears,

4. Fcrgiv2 my treafons, prince of grace,
-. jews »ve r e traitors too,

Yet thou halt pray'd for that curs'd race,

Father, they know not <vuhat they do.

5. Great Advoca'e, look down and fee

A wrecch v h ie i"ma»-ting forrows bhed.
O pl^ud tht fame excufe for me !

For, LORD, I knew not what I did.

€. Peace, my complaints; let ev'ry grsaa
Be ilill, and fiknce wait his love ;

Companions dwell amidit his throne,

And through his inmeft bowels move.

7. Lo, from the everlafti-g fkies,

Gently, as morning dews difti*,

The Dove Immortal downward fL:ea

With peaceful wive in his bill.

H $, Hov?
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I. How fweet the voice of pardon founds f

Sweet the relief to deep diftrefs J

I feel the balm that heals my wounds,

And all my pow'rs adoie the grace.

HYMN LXVIT.

The Song of the Angels above.

1. "Tj ARTH has decain'd me pris'ner lung,

Jjy And I'm grown weafy nc

My hea- 1, my hand, my ea% my tongu^

There's nothing here lor you.

3. Tir'd in rr* thoughts I ftretch me down,

Ar.d npw rO glance mine eyes,

Upward my Fa'her to thy throne,

And to my i,ativw &k&.

3. Th^rt the dear M A N my Saviour fits,

The GOD how bright he fhiuts!

And fcauera infinite delights

On all the happy mind*.

4. Seraphs with elevated flrairs

Circle the thione arounH,

And move and charm the fUrry plains

With an immorul found.

5. JESUS the LORD their harps employs,

] E S U S my love they fir g,

J E S U S the name of both our joys,

goands fweej; fom ev'ry tog.

* Hark



( 87 )

6. Hark, how beyond the narrow bounds

Or time and fpace they run ;

And fpeak in moil majr flic founds

The Godhead of the SON.

7. How on the Father's breaft he lay,

The darling of his foui,

Infinite years before the day,

Or worlds began to roil.

8. And now they fink the lofty tone,

And gentler notes they play,

And bring th* Eternal Godhead dow«
To dwell in humble clay.

9. O facred beauties of the M AN I

(The GOD refide* within)

His ilefh all pure, without a itain,

His foul without a fin.

10. Then how he Iook'd, and how he fmil'd,

What wond'rous things he laid !

Sw*et cherubs, (lay, dwell here awhile.

And tell what JESUS did.

j 1. At his command the blind awake.
And feel the gladfome rays

;

He bids the dumb attempt to fpeak,

They try their tongues in praife.

12. Hefhed a thoufand bleffings round
When e'er he turn'd hit eye;

He fpoke, and at the fov'reign found
The hellifh legions fly.

H % , fra
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T$. Thus while with unambitious ftrife,

Th* ethereal minflrels rove

Through all the labours of his life,

And wonders of his love.

14, la the full choir a broken firing

Groans with a flrange furprize ;

The reft in filence mourn their king,

That bleeds, and loves, and dies.

35. Seraph, and faint, with drooping wings,

Ceafe their harmonious breath ;

Ko blooming trees, nor bubbling fprings,

While JBSUS fleeps in death.

36. Then all at once to living ftrains

They fummon ev'ry chord,

Break up the tomb, and burft his chains.

And fhew their rifing LORD.

27. Around the flaming army throngs,

To guard him to the Ikies,

.With loud Hofannas on their tongues,
And triumph in their eyes.

g8. In awful date the conquering GOD
Afcends his mining throne,

i.Whtte tuneful angels found abroad

The vicYries he has won.

*9. Now let me rife and join their fan*,

And be an angel too;

My heart, my hand , my ear, my tongue,

Here's joyful work for you.

20. I would begin the mufick here,

And fo my foul fhou4d rife;

Oh, frr fome heav'nly notes to bear

My/firit to the &ifs | 21,
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21. There, ye that love my Saviour, fit;

There I would fain have place,

Among your thrones, or at your feet,

So I might fee his face.

22. I am eonfin'd to earth no mote,

But mount in hafte above,

To blefs the GOD that I adoie,

And fing the MAN I love.

HYMN LXVIII.

The divided heart lamented^

1. QTRANGE that Co much of heav'n and hell

O Should in one bofom meet ;

Lord, can thy fpirit ever dwell
Where Satan has a feat ?

2. Now I am all transform'd to love,

And could expire in praife ;

Then foon not all the joys above
One chearful note can raife.

3. When I with pen five thoughts rcvliw
The mazes I have trod,

Aftonifh'd at the grace that drew
My wand'ring foul to God ;

4. Oh with what ardent zeal I vojy
A rettitude within!

.What indignation fires me now,
At the mere thoughts of fin

J

H 3 5. Sat



( 9* )

5. Bat vain amufements, hurrying cares,

i Trifles of lofs or gain,

Or carnal joys, or worldly fears,

Seduce my heart again.

6. By faithful hopes, and golden dreams,

I'm nurtur'd, or betray'd,

Still tofs'd between the two extremes,

Too vain, or too difmay'd.

j. Decide the dubious awful cafe,

By foms alluring fign ;

And oh may thy all cocqu ring grace

Declare that 1 am thine I

HYMN LXIX. 2ueJlions to mbslief*

fti TF tolESUSfor relief

My foul has fled by pray'r;

Why mould I give way to grief,

Or heart-confuming care ?

Are not all things in his hand
,

?

Has he not his promife pal* i

Will he then regardlefs Hand,
*

And let me fink^at laft r

&. While I know his providence

Difpofes each event j

Shall 1 judge by feeble fenfe,

And yield to difcontent?

If he worms and (parrows feed,

Cloa^h the grafs in rich ajrays

.Can he fee a child in need,*
v

Aadtura his eye, away i

When
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3. When his name was quite unkncwr,-
And fin my life employ'd ;

•Then he watch'd me as his own>
Or I had been deilr^y'd :

Now his mercy feat I Know,
Now by grace am reconcii'd

;

Would he fpare me while a foe,

To leave m« when a child ?

4. If he all my wants fopply'd

When I difriain'd to pray;

Now his fpirit is my guide,

How can he fay mrnay ?

If he would not give me op,

When my foul againft him fought

;

Will he difappoint rhe hope,

Which he himfelf has wrcught?

5. If he died his precious blood

To bring me to his fold

;

Can I think that meaner good
He ever will withhold ?

Satan, vain is thy device !

Here my hope refts well aJTur'd,

In that great redemption. price,

I fee the whole fecur'd.

HYMN LXX.

I. XT7HILE fhepherds watch'd their flocks byW night,

AH feated on the ground,
The angel of the LORD cam* down,
And glory ihone around.
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5« ButVr not," fsid be
(

r
o= mighty dread

Tidteiz'jd their troubled minJ:)
•* G ^d tidings cf greet joy I bring
• To you, ard ali mankind.

3. " To you in David's town, this day
" Is born of David's lir.e,

*i A SAVIOUR, whois CHRIST the LORD,
••« And tkis mail be the figa ;

4. " The heav'nly bsbe ye there (hall find

" To human view difplay'd,

•' All meanly wrap: in fvvathing bands,
" And in a manger laid."

5. Thus fpake the feraph; and forthwith

Appear'd a fhining throng

Of ange's praiiing GOD, and thus

Addrefs'd their heav'nly Cong;

6. " All glory be to GOD on high ;

«" And on the earth be peace;
*' Good will, henceforth from Heav'n to man

«« Begin and never ceafe."

HYMN LXXI. The heart given away,

1, TF there are'pafiions in my foul,

X (And paffions fure there be)

New they ate all at thy controul

My JESUS all for thee.

2. If love that pie? fing pow'r can reft

In hearts fo hard as mine ;

Ccme, gentle Saviour to my b;eafta

£oi aU my tave it thke. 3, Let
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3. Let the gay world with treach'rous art,

Allure my eyes in vain;

I have convey'd away my heart,

Ne'erdo return again.

4. I feel my warmed psffions dead

To all that earth can boaft

;

This foul of mine wms never made
For vanity and dull.

5. Now I can fix my thoughts above,

Amidil their fla t'-ing charms,
Till the dear LORD that hath my love

Shall call me to his arms.

6. So Gabriel at his king's command;,
From yon celeftial hill,

Walks downward to our worthlefs land,

His foul points upward ftill:

7. He glides along by mortal things,

Wihout a thought of love,

Fujfils his tafk, and fpreads his wings

To reach the realms above.

H Y M N LXXII. None excluded'/rev: Hcpe,

1. T ESUS, thy blcffings are not few,

J Nor is thy gofpel weak,
Thy grace can meh the ilubbom Jew,
And heal the dying Greek.

2. Wide as the reach of Satan's rage
Doth thy faivation flow;

'Tis notccnnVd to fex, nor age,

The lofty nor the low. 3, When
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3- When grace is publim'd to the prince,
The fpcor may take their mare;

No mortal hath ajuft pretence
To perifh in defpair.

4. Be wife ye men of ftrength, and wit,
Nor boaft your native pow'js;

Unto the Sod of God fubmit,
And glory fhall be yours.

5. Come, all yevileft finners, come,
.He'll form ycur hearts anew ;

His gofpel and his heart have room,
For finners fuch as you.

6. His doctrine is almighty love;

There's virtue in his name,
To turn the raven to a dove,
The lion to a lamb.

HYMN LXXIir. A lovely carriage.

1. £~\ 'Tis a lovely thing to fee

V-/ A man of prudent heart

;

Wr.ofe thoughts, and lips, and life agree

To adl a useful part.

2. When envy, ftrif?, and wars begin
In litcle angry 'ouls,

Ma'k how the fans of peace come in,

And quench the kindling coals.

3. Their minds are humble, mild and meek,
Nor lei thsir fury rife;

Nor paffion moves thsir lips to fpeak,

Ncr price exaks their e/es. 4- Th«ir
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4- Their frame is prudence mixt with love &
Good works fulfil their day

;

They join the fc-pent with ths dove,

But caft the fling away.

5. Such was the Saviour of mankind,
Such p'eafures he purfu'd ;

His nVfh and blood were all refin'd, 3

His foul divinely good.

6 Lord can thefe plants of virtue grow
In fuch a foul as mine ?

Thy grace can fo^m my nature fa,

And make my heart i^ke tiifne.

w
»' vt LXXIV.

is I'd my mind a

.3 appear*,

T 1 n,

I he fol

2. Strait 1 heart.

And bluih - ..« I be

one to -itt b

And ha.b t -m? on ;ht of ihee*

3. O let vn.c then a. . -
1 >ht,

Wha: ftiil i am i.. (lot c^.-n,

That G O D is lev 111 not,

jNor knows the fli uo >i a turn.

.4. Sweet truth, and eafv to repeat

;

But when my faiih id iharply try'd 5

I find mvfelf a i^L/cer
;
et,

JJuIkiliui, weak, and apt to Aide. 5. But
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$. Bat O! My LORD, one look from thcc

Subdues the difobedient will,

Drives doubt, and aifcontent away.

And thy rebellious worm is-ftill.

6. Thou art as willing tor forgive,

As I am ready to repire ;

Thou 'hsrefore all the praife receive,

.Be fhame and felf- abhorrence mine.

,H Y M N LXXV.

1. T> ISE, my foul, and Aretch thy wings,

£V Thy better portion ^ace ;

SiA; from trar.fuory things,

TcVrds heav'n, thy nsuve place.

Sun, and moon, and ftart decay,

Time fhali loon this earth remove ;

Rife, my icul, and hails away

To feats prepar'd above.

2. Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor flay in all their courfe ;

Fire afcending feeka the fun,

Both fpeed them to their fource "j

So a foul that's born of GOD,
Pant3 to view his glorious face ;

Upward tends to his abode,

*To reft in his emb-^ce.

v.

3. Fly ms riche?, fly me -ares?

While I tnat coalt expic.e;

Flatt'rir? world, witn all thy fnares.

Solicit me no more,

Pilgrims fix not here their home;
Strange. s tarry but anight,

When the lait dear mom is comer

They'll rife to joyiul light, 4 Ceafe
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4. Ceafe ,
ye pilgrims ceafe to mourn,

P/efs onward to the priz ;

Soon our Saviour will re:urn

Triumphant in the flci<-8

;

Yet a feafon, and you know
Happy entrance will be giv'n,

AH our iorrowi left beiow,

And earth exchang'd for keav'fl.

HYMN lxzvi,

Prayer heard, and Zion reftored*

1.1 ET Zion and her forts rejoice,

1 j Behold the promis'd hour

;

Her GOD hi'.h hea-d ht« mourning voice,

And come3 t* ex*it his ^ow'r.

2. Her duft and ruins that remain,
Are precious in our eyes

;

Thofe ruins mail be built again,

And all that du& ftiall rife.

3. The LORD will raife Jerufalem,
And Hani in g;ory there

;

Nation* mail bow before- his name,
And kings auead with fear.

4. He fits a ff?v*rcign on hi* throne,
With pi y i; nis eyes ;

He hears thedvin^ pm'nert groan,
And ices their fighs arife.

I
S» He
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5» He frees the fouls ccndemn'd to death,

And when his faints complain,

It fhaVt be faid, " That praying breath
" Was ever fpent in vain."

6. This ihall be known when we are dead,

And left on lona record,

That ages yet unbrn may read,

And trail, and praife the LORD.

HYMN LXXVII.

Pray without ceaftng. I Thef. v. 17.

1^ "pRAY'R wa? appointed to couvey

X Toe B eliings God defigns to give,

Long at they live mould Chrtftians pray,

For only while they pray they live.

2. The Cbrijlian's Heart his pray'r indites;

He fpeaks as prompted from within,

The Spirit his petition writes ;

And Ckrift receives, and gives it in.

3. And w It thou in dead fi'encf lie,

When Cbriji (lands waiting for thy pray'r ?

My Soul ihou haft a Friend on high ;

Arife and try thy Int'reft there.

4. If pain afflift, or wrongs opprefo

If cares dillrct, or feats difm3y ;

If guilt dejedt, if fin diftrei-- ;

The remedy's before thee, pmj* M
5. 'Tis
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5» 'Tis prayV fuoports the foul tnat'i weak;

Th;' thought be brv k n, language lame,

Pray, if thou cau'ii, or can'ft not, fpeak ',

But pray with faith in Je/us ntme.

6. Deperd on him, thou can'fl not fail;

M?k? ai] thy wants and unfixes known;
Fear not; his merits mull prevail ;

.Aft. what thou wilt, it (hall be done.

HYMN LXXVIII.

Prai/e to the TRINITY,

GLORY, glory, glory, glory,

Glory be to G O D on high ;

Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Sing his praifes round the &y.

Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Glory to the FA THfiR give ;

m
Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Sing his praifes all that live.

Glory, glory, glory, glory,
Glory ro CHRIST, of beav'nly birth;

Glory, glory, glon , glory,

Sing his praifes round che earth.

Glory, glory, glory, glory,
Glory to the SPIRIT be ;

Glury, glory, g'ory,g<o^y,

Pxwfe the iacied OJsE IN THREE,
1 2 Glory;
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Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Ghry be 10 GOD alone;

Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Sing his nraiie* round the throne.

Glory, g'6/y, flory, v)ory,

Glory be V G'T> Oioft kind;

Glory, £••> v 8 !o y» 8 !o7'. ,,

litav'n and eauh, ai*u flty bejoin4.

Holy, holy, hnjv, holy,

Hrtlyi* ^e LORD of hoft*

;

H >iy kolV, hoy. holy, _.,^„-»
FATHER, SON, and HOLY GHOST,

Worthy, worthy, worthy, worthy,

Worthy is the LAMB cf GOD ;

Worthy, worthy, worthy, worthy.

Who lov'd, ard wafh'd as in hit blood.

HYMN LXXIX.

Who hath defpifed the day offmall things

t

Zech. iv, 10.

fa rpHK lord thar made both heav'n and earth,

Aftd was himfelf made man,

Lay io the womb before his binb,

Contra&ed W a fPa* :

* Matur'd by time till forth he came,

A babe like oihiti feen ;

As imall in fize, and weak of frame,

As babes have always bun.

3. From
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3. From thence he grew an infant mild,

B» fair and cum degrees';

And then became a b'gger child,

And lat on Mary's knees.

4

Tl

At fift held up ror want of ilr?ngth,

In time aloue n. rac ;

hen grew a boy, a iad, at let g.h

A youth ; at lait a man.

5. Behold from what h^g'nntrg* "mall

Oar great faivation rofe!

Ths ftrtngth ot God is own'd by all;

But who his weaknefs knows

i

6. Thus fouls that woold to Heav'n attain^

Mult Jacob's ladder clinch;

And ftep by ftep .he fucn:nit gain,

in meafure and in time

7. Let rot the ft-ong the week defpife ;

Tn'it fa* h, the- final], is true;

Th^' low h-y feem in others ejes,

Their S^\ iour itcin'd fo too.

8. Nor meanly oi the teroptgd think;

For, oh r-h.t longue can tell,

How Jow th Lord of life muft fink,

Before he vanquifh,d RsAi

9. The leaft believer is a Saint,

And if our growth be flow,

We mould not therefore tire and faint,

Since Qbrifi himfelf could grow.

lJ 4*-
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to. As in the days of flefh he grew
Id knowledge, ftarure, grace,

So in the foul that's bom anew,
He keeps a gradual pace.

II. No lefs Almighty at his birth,

7han on his throne fapreme : .

Hisfhoulders held up Heav'n and earth,

When Maty held up him.

j.^T^

HYMN LXXX,

Tribulation*

HE Sou!s that would to Jefus prefs,

That tabulation, more or lefs,

They muft and fhall endure :

2. From this there can be none exempt,
' Tis God's own wife decree;

fiatr.n the weakell faint will tempt,

Nor is trie ftrongeft free.

3. The w%rld oppofes from without,

A d unceliet within ;

^We fi ar, we faint, we grieve, we doubt,'

And feel the load of fin.

44. Glad frames too often lift us up;
And then how proud we grow,

~'TJ1' <ad defertioi makes us droop,

And down we fink a§ low I

4. T**|
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5. Ten thoufand bait9 the foe prepares

To catch the wand 'ring heart;

And feldom do we fee the fnares,

Before we feel the fmart. •

6. But let not all this terrify,

Purfue the narrow path ;

Look to the Lord with ftedfaft eye,

And right with hell by faith.

7. Though we are feeble, Chrift is flrong,

His promifes are true,

We lhall be cocqu'rors all ere long,

And more than conqu'rors too.

HYMN LXXXL
The Goffet.

1. TJ EPENT, yefonsofmen, reperv;

X\. Hear the good tiding? God has fenc,

Of {inners (av'd, and fins fo.-giv'n,

And beggars rais'd to reign in heav'n.

Beggar*, beggars, beggars, beggars, bsggara
xais'd to reign in hcav'n.

2. God fent his Son to die for us,

I>ie to redeem us from the curfe;

He cock our wesknela, bore our load,

And dearly bought us with his blood.

Dearly, dearly, Ice.

3. In guilt's dark dungeon when we lay;

Mercy cry'd, " Spare; " and juftice, " Slay j"

But jefus anfwer'd, " Set them trie;

«» And pardon thm ; and punilh mt%\
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4> Salvation is of God alone ;

3Liie eteilsfting in his Sen.
Aid ht that gave his Son to bleed,

Wjj] freely "give us all v?e nc L
Freely, freely, &c.

5. Believe the gofpel, and rejoice,

Si; g to the Z.or</ with chearful voice;

His goodneis praifr, his wonders ull,

Mho ranfom'd ail our fouls from hell.

Raniom'd, ranfom'd, &c.

HYMN LXXXII.
\

The wonders of redeeming hve.

I. TJOW tvoi-.d'rous are the wsrks of G G D
X JL DifpUy'd thro* ;>'') the world abroaa !

Immeofe y great! [mmenfely imall I

Yet one ftrange work exceecs them ail.

2. He form'd the fu?, fair fount of light,

The moon and Idars to ia^e the ni^ht

;

But nigh?, und fiars, and n.c m, and fun,

Are little works '.ornpar'd with one,

3. Hs -roll'd the Teas, and fpread the fkies;

IV! ve valies^ink, and mountains rife

;

The meadows clpih'd with native green;

And b«dethe jivers giide between.

4. Bu' vrhzt are feas, or fkies, or hill*,

O-- verdant vaW, or gliding rills,

To wor.ders man was born to proved

Iht, wonders gf iedeeming Iwvel

5. 'Tja
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5.
JTis far beyond whar words exprefs,

"What (ai ts can fee!, or angels guefs ;

Angels that hymo the great I AM,
Fall down and veil before- U:e Lamb.

6. The highetf heav'ns are fhort of this,

'Tis deeper than thevaft abyfs,

' Tis more ;han though; can e'er conceive.,

Or hope exptcl, or faith believe.

7. Almighty God figh'd human breath,

Tic Lord or Life experience oeath;

How it was done we can't difcufs;

But this we know, 'twas done for us.

S. Bleft with this faith, then let us raife

Our hearts in love, our voice in praife,

Ail things to us muft work for good,

For whom the Lord hath fhed his blood,

9. Trials may prefs of ev'ry fort;

They may be fore; they mull be fhort j

We now believe, but fo^n (hall view,
The greatelt glories\C OD can (hew.

HYMN LXXXIII.

The Jiony heart.

i./^VH, for a glance of heav'nly day,

\^J To take this ftubborn ftone away ;

And thaw with beams of love divine
This heart, this frozen heart of mine!

2. The
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2. The rocks can rent ; 'he earth can qu*ke

;

The (eas can roar; thr mountains make;

Of feeling all things fti w fome fign,

But this unfeeling hear, of mine.

3. To hear the forrows thou haft felt,

Dear Lord, an adamant would melt :

But I can read each moving Hnf,

And nothing move this heart of mine.

a. Thy judgments too untnov'd I hear,

(Amazing tbougnt !) which devils fear*

G^od els and wrath in vain combine,

To ftir this ftupid heart of mine.

5. But fomething yet can do the deed

;

And that dear fometbir.g much I need.

Thy Spirit can from drofs refine, ^

And move and melt this heart of mine.

K

HYMN LXXXiV.

Praying for relations,

I N fouls, who for the mVries moan

Of thofc who feldom nrnd their own

»

But i«« yew zeal wi.h cold tftfdain,

Rlfolv'd to make your labour* vain.

2 You whofe fincere afFeaion tends

To help you* <**-, ungrateful friends,

Who think you foes, or mad, **}?$*>

Becaufe you fain would fave iheir fouls.
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3. Though deaf to t\
y

ty warning giv'n.

They ("corn to walk with you to Heav'n ;

But often think, and fometimes Uy t

They'll never go, if that's the way ;

4. Though they th- H>ly Ghift refill,

Or ridicale you- faith in Chrili ;

Though they biafphemp, oppofe, contemn,
And hate you for your l~>ve to them

;

5. One fecret way is left )ou ftill,

To do them gooa again!! their will :

Here they car? no cbftrudion give;
You may do this without their leave:

6. F'y to the thrcne cf gr^ce by pray'r,

And pour out all your wifhes <heie;

EiFt&ual fervtnt pray'r prevails,

When cv'iy other method fails.

HYMN LXXXV. *

Baptism.

I.YT7HEN John (hough a man)

VV Bap;. zing began
Believers in Jordan, cc nfeffing their fsn ;

2. The Phartfees came,

In Abraham i »i<»me,

For to be bapnaed, and lay in their claim*

3. Yf'U vipers, faid he,

Wh;.> wa»n'ci vou to flee?

Bring fonh voitr repentance, that fruits we may fee ;

3. And
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4. And think not indeed,

Y u're Ahraham's fred,

And fo for my Baptijm a right have to plead*

5 Bv this we may fee

Our B-sp-rm to be

For none but belitvers a privi'edge free.

6. Frcm Cali/it csme
C£r//? y<?ya^ by name,

For to be bapiifcti, and was not afham'd^

7. John to him did ky,
Why com'll thou to me,

When I nave need to be bap.iied of thee t

dr. Oh faffer it To,

'Tis righc we mould mow
All righteous obedience wherever we go.

9. The rites were per'orm'd,

And 'Jejus retum'd ;

The Father hia bkffing fent down on his Son
5,

10. The Spirit of God
D fcends like a Dove,

And lights op, the Saviour in token of love*

11. By this we may fee

The vvhoiP Trinity,

To honour our Baptifm do jointly agree.

12. We'll not be am*m'd,
Where Jefus is nam'd;

He's precious unto us, tho' tinners blafpheme#

13. We'll follow him down
1 o th' water we'rr bOur:<l,

Oh finnen, fee what an. example we've found.

HYMN
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HYMN LXXXVI.

SAlvation, oh, the joyful found !

'f is pleafure to oar tars'.

A iov'reign balm for ev'ry wound,

A cordial for our fears.

Glory, hont)r, prsife and power,

Be unto the lamb for ever

;

Jefus Chriji is our redeemer.

Halelajih ! halelujah I halelujah ! praifethe Lord

Bury'd in forrow, and in fin,

At hell's dark door we la>
;

B«i we arife by grace divine

To fee an heav'nly day.

Glojy, honor, fcc.

Salvation, let the echo fly,

The fpacious earth around ;

While all the armies of the fey

Confpire to raife the found.

Glory, honor, &c.

Salvation, O thou bleeding lamb,

To thee the praife belongs

;

Salvation mail infpire our hearts,

And dwell upon our tongues,

Glory, honor, &c.

HYMN LXXXVII.

i. T A M sow inclined

X With heart, foul, and mind,

To feek my dear Saviour till him I da find,

K 2, My
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2. My Cbriflhmy all,

On him I would call,

And at his blefs'd feet with humility fall.

3. My foul with defire

To Chrijt doth afpire;

Ob, fill me, my Jejus, with lo?Va heavily fire!

4. Oh, may I proclaim

Thy wonderful rame, >',.,- 1

And bear thy dear crofs, and defpife the world 1 flume •

5. My foul now mail (land.

Upheld by thy hand,

I'll publifh the gofpel in this happy land.

6. The glory appear*,

Saints, lhake eff your fears

;

The voice of falvation iaiuus your glad Mrs.

7. The Saviour is king;

Rile, mortals, and ling

AH glory, all glory, all^lory, to him.'

S. Ye angels accord,

Salute our dear Lord;

Live Ji/us f live Jt/m I live Jtfts I tdot dl

9. All nations mall hear

The jubilee year, A x—
And come to the Saviour, the Saviour moft dear.

10. Oppofers fliall fall,

And perifh (hall all

Who will not aow hwrkw to 7'/« »*ccl *•"•
|f yc
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11. Ye faints of his choice,

In Jejus rejoice;

And prsifc your Redeemer with heart and glad voice.

12. The day is your own,
This foon (hsll bekr.own,

And throughout aU nations ChrlJPi will fhall be done.

13. Join angels and men
In prnite to him rhen,

Cry, glory, all glory, 10 Jef*s t Amen.

HYMN LXXXVIIL

An evening fong>

I. "^T ° w from the a^ar of my heart,

X^l Let incenfe flames arife.

Affiil mi, Lord, to offer up
Mine evening facrifice.

2. Awake, my love; awake, my joy;

Awake, my heart and tongue;
Sleep not when mercies loudly call

;

Break forth into a fong.

3. Man's life's a book of hiftory,

The leaves thereof are days

;

The letters mercies clofely join'd,

The title is thy praife.

4. This day was God my fun and flrield,

My keeper and my guide

;

HU tender care o'er me was fhown,
His mercies multiply 'd.

Ka 5. Minut**
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5« Minutes and mercies muhiply'd
Have made op all this day

;

Minutes came quick; but mercies were
More fiect and free than they.

6. New time, new fayour, and new joys,

Ne»v fongs cf praife require ;

Till 1 fhal- praife thee as { would
Acctpt my hearts difi.-c.

7« Lord of my time, whofe hand hath fei

New time upon my feert,

Thee ih^U i praife lor all my time,

Wnen time (hall be no more,

HYMN LXXXIX.

Tke Jinner^s hope,

1. T Tf 7 H O knows but fuch an one as I

VV M ay grace and mercy find 5

I hear that I/rael's God and king

Is merciful and kind :

2. Had he been pleas'd to torture me
With everlafting bands,

He might hare done it long ago,

Who had me in his hands.

3. I do not hear the trumpet (band,

To call me to his bar;

The proofs and patterns of his grace

Forbid me to defpair.

4.. Ceafe
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4. Cctfe then thy murm'ring, O^my fool,

And filently attend

To th' fouading bowels of a Chriftt

Who is the iinner's friend.

s

5. He does not fay , " Depart from me
" Into eternal fire;

But, " Come into my open breait,

" Where weary foul* retire."

6. The trembling wretch, who touch'd his heflt,

But fear'd an heavy doom,
Receiv'd a cure, aad blefling too,

Aud went rejoicing home.

7. The prodigal deferv'd and fear'd

Worfc than ;he fwine he fed;

Bat fcurd a mi?thfal feaiVat home, .

Who oaly iook'd for bread.

8. Heav'n Iook'd upon the publican,

was bow'd down tc fhame ;

be crav'd, which foon appeared,

And anfwex'd to its name,

9. My fins are mighty fins indeed;
But I hate understood

Great fit:s are foils, which do inhance

The worth of faying blood,

10. My foul has many ghaftly wounds,
Yet I will not defpair,

While there is balm in Giltad found,

Aad a phyiisiaa there.

K. 3 u. That
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ii. That I might march to Canaan 1
& land,

The lilver trumpet founds;

My day ftill fhir.es, my tent is fix'd

Within Salvation's bounds.

12. The door is (hut, but is not birr'd ;

And he that is within

Does bid me aflc, and feck, and knock,
And itrive to enter in.

13. Here then Til afk, and feek, and knock,
Until the door be ope;

Nor will I flir a foot from hence

;

It is a door of hope.

HYMN XC
3. T^AREWEL vain world, I bid adieu,

JP Thou canil not fill, but cloy;

Thy throne, O GOD, doth (end forth new
And more refined joy.

2. Mere vanity doth man purfae,

With eagcrnefs, and heat;

The braveft things the world can fhew,

Are all a perfect cheat.

3* Who gain the riches of the earth,

Gain bat a finer drofe,

t
Who gain the world and lofe their fouls,

Suitain the greateft lofs.

4. The blafl of honour founds aloud,

Yet that's but empty air,

Which quickly paflea thro' thecloud

fad doe*, qo more appear,

5. My
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5- My fo»U there's nothing here that can

True blefTtdKcfs affc d ;

Ye painted (had awi, get you gore ;

Ye hold me from my Lord.

6. He's blefl indeed that loveth GOD,
Whofe undefined mind

Can fcorn fuch mean, ignoble joyj,

He better joys fhall find.

7. O happy they who only lore

Their GOD, and him admire ;

That I may tafte thofe joys that laft

I'll from the world retire ;

8. I'll mske it my ambition now
To be belov'd of God

;

And under his delightful ihade

Will fettle mine abode.

HYMN XCl.

i. HT^ H AT heart is harder than a ftone

X That rifes up to play,

And ne'er with forrow thinks upon
The fins of yeflerday;

The laft night's failures well might make,
If they were duly fcann'd,

Each rock, each Tinner's heart to ake,

For faints are daily tann'd.

2. Ah, Lord, thou feed my frozen heart,

How little, little love;

I owe thee all, fcarce pay thee part ;

Drop foftnefs from above

;

If thou withhold a little ipace,

Withhold not vsry long :

Send down the melting dews of grace,

Til fend thee up a ftng,

3. Make
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3. Make my heart fof>er, fofter full,

Ms iike thy racurnicg dove ;

I mcufp, becaufe I cannot mourn ;

But, Lord, thou know'ft i love.

Make my heart loiter, fofcer ftill,

That by thy gracious hand

A deep irapreflion may be made,
E'en from the ieaft command.

HYMN XCIL

A Jong of praife for the hope of glory.

I
SOJOURN in a vale of tears

;

Aias, how can I fing?

My harp doth on the willows hang,

Diftun'd inev'ry firing;

My mufick is a captive's chains,

Harfh founds my ears do fill ;

How (hall I fmg fweet £/*»*« fongs

On this fide 6Wa hill?

Yet lo 1 I bear a joyful found,

" Surely I quickly come ;"

Each word much" fweet nefs doth diftil,

Like a full honey comb.

Aru doll thou come, my deareft Lord ?

And doft thou quickly come ?

And deft ihou Jufelj quickly come t

Methinks i am at home.

3. Come then, my deareft, deareft Lord,

My fweeteii fureft frier d t

Come; for 1 loathe thefe Ktder tents,

Thefe'ry chariots fend,
'

What

,
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Whit have I here ? My thoughts and joys

Are all pack'd up and gone ;

My eager foul would follow them

To thine eternal thron«.

4. What have I in this barren land ?

My Jejus is not here;

Mine eyes will ne'er be Weft until

My Jefus doth appear.

My Jej'us is gone up to heav'n,

To get a place for me :

For 'tis his wi!l tha f
. where he is,

His fervants all ihould be.

5. Canaan I view from PifgaFs top,

Of Canaan's grapes I faile ;

My Lord who feeds to me while here,

Will fend for me at lair.

I have a God who changeth not,

Why mould I be perplext ?

My God that owns me in this world,

Will own me in the next.

6. Go fearlefs then, my foul, wi'.h GOD,
Into another room;

Thcu who haft walked with him here,

Go fee thy God at home.
View death with a believing eye,

It hath an angel's face;

And this kind angel will prefer

Thee to an angel's plage.

7. The grave is but a fining-pot

Unto believing eyes;
For there the flefli (hall Iofe its drofs,

Ana like the fun ihali rife.

The
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The world which I have known too well,

Huh mock'd me with its lies ;

How gladly could I leave behind
Its vexing vanities!

8. My deareft friends they dwell above,
Them will I go to fee ;

And 1 my friends in Chrift below,
Wi'l fooii come after me.

Fear not tbs i rump's earth- rending found ;

Dread not the diy of ooom ;

For he tha: is to be thy Judge,
Thy Saviour is become.

9, Bl^ft be mv God that gives me light,

Who in she dark did grope ;

Bieft be my God, the God of love,

Who caufeth me to hope.

Here'* the word's fignet, comfort's ftarT,

And here is grace's chain

;

By thefe thy pledges. Lord, I know
My hopes are not in vain.

HYMN XCIII.

Ajongofpraifcfor the birth of Chrift,

1 . AWAY dark thoughts, awake, my joy %

Jf\ Awake, mv glory fing

;

Sing forgs to celebrate the birth,

Of Jacob's God and king.

z. O happy night, that brought forth ligh%

Which makes the blind to fee I

The day fpring from on higfc c&me down,

Tochearand vifit thee.
*. The
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3. The wakeful fhepherds, near their flocks,

Were watchful for the morn ;

But better news from heav'n was brought,

f Your Saviour Chrifl is born."

4. " In Betble'm town the infant lies,

" Within a pi3c: obfcure."

O Utile Bctbltm, poor in walls,

But rich in furniture!

5. Since heav'n is now come down to earth,

Hither the angels fly !

Hark, how :b? bc£.v'niy choir do^.h Ting,

Glory to God on high !

6. The news is fprcad, the church i» glad,

Simeon o'erccrne with joy,

$ir,gi with the in/ant in his arms,

Now let thy fer<vant die.

7. Wife men from far beheld the ftar,

Which was 'heir faithful guide,

Until it poinr?d forth the babe,

Ad him i h ey glorify 'd ;

8. While heav'n and earth rejoice and flng,

Shall we oar Chift deny ?

He's born for us, ar d we for him ;

Glory to God on high /

HYMN XCIV.

1. /~V T H A T I had an angel's tongue,

V-J That 1 might loudly ling

The wirdsrs of redeeming love

To thee, my God and king !

3, But
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2 . Batman, * ho at the gates of hell

Did pale and fpeechleis he,

MoaaSdatongBeandtimetofpeak,

Or elfe the ftones will cry.

c Let tre >e^erned of the Lord
5
Their thankful voices railc;

Can we be dumb while angeh fiog

Our great Redeemer s praiie*

4 . Ccme let us join with angels then,

G/^ry /sG^ on high ;

Peace be en earth, goodwill to men:

Amen, amen, fey I.

II Y M N XCV.

, T O, what an eaterVwi*g fig**

'

1 j A e brethren that ag' eV.

BreO^n, whof. c*e*rtu1 hems ufcte

In bands of piety '.'

2 whenfti eam S
oflove,f^Chnathefp»»g,

DefcenS to ev\y foul ; .

Shades and bedews the »¥«•

. »T i. like thewl divinely Cilitf

**On Jarm's revW he«4,

The«Ukling
;

uropvp«.ft*^'f^.

And o'er his garments Ip. *"•

'Tispleafent as the morning dews

That (all on Sun's hill,

VflereGbdnismndcft^lhtwSi

And makes his grace dlftd.
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HHMN XCVI.

Vbe beatific mfion. .

.

I. "f
Long to behold him array'd

X With glory and light from above ;

The king in his beauty difplay'd,

His beauty of holieft love :

I languifti and die to be ther*,

Where Jesui hath fcVd his aboie ; ,

O when mail we meet in the air,

And fly to tht mountain of God ?

•

2. With him I on Zion mail (land,

(For Jesus hath fpoken the word) t

The breadth of ImmanuzV* land

Survey by the light of ray Lord : ,r

Bat when on thy bofom reclin'd,

Thy face I am ftrengthrnM to fee,

My folnefs of rapture I find,

My heaven of heaven's in thee !

3. How happy the people that dwell

Secure in the city above

!

No pain the inhabitants feel,

No ftcknefs nor forrow ihall prove

:

Fhyiician of fouls, unto me
Forgivenefs and hoKnc&give,
And then from the body fet free,

And then to the city receive.

HYMN XCVIL The Beggar.

|; T"j* Ncovhag'd by thy word

JQ/ Of promife to the poor,

Behold a beggar, LORD,
Waiu at thy mercy's door!

L No
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No hand, no heart, O LORD, but thine,

Can help, "or pity wanes liki mine.

a. The beggar's ufual plea

Relief from men to g?io,

If offer'd unto thee,

I know thou would'ft difdain :

And thofe which move thy gracious ear,

Arc foch as men would iccrn to hear.

3. I have no right to.fay,
M That though I now am poor,
** Y^t once there was a day
" When I poffefled more."
Thou know'il that from my very birth,

I've been the pooreft wretch on earth.

4. Nor can I dare profefs,

As btggars often do,
" Thy gtea: is my diftrefs,

*' My fauhs have been but few.

If thou mould leave my foul toftarve,

It would be what I well deferve.

5. 'Twere folly to pretend
u I nevrr begg'd before ;

" Or if thou'll now befriend,
•* I'll trouble thee no more."
Thou often haft reliev'd my pain,

And often I muft come again;

6. Tho* crumbs are much too good
For fuch a dog as f,

Kolefs than children's food

My foul can faiisfy.

! do not frown, and bid me Go ;

1 mult have all thou can ft beftow.

7. Nor
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7- Nor can I willing be

Thy bounty to conceal

From others, who, like me,
Their wants and hunger feel :

TJ1 tell them of thy mercies ftore,

And try to fend a thoufend more.

8. Thy thoughts, thou only wife,

Our thoughts and ways tranfcend,

Far as the arched flees

Above the earth extend.

Such pleas as mine men would not bear,

But Go© receives a beggar's pray'r.

HYMN XCVIII.

Prayer for a revival.

it O Aviour, vifct thy plantation,

i3 Grant us, LO£D, a gracious rain ;

All will come to defolation,

Unleis thou return again :

Keep no longer at a diftance,

Shine upon us from on high
;

Left for want of thine afiilUnce

Ev'ry plant ihouid droop and die.

2. Surely once thy garden flourifli^

Ev'ry part look'd gay and green ;

Then thy wotd our fpirits nourift'd,

Happy feafons we have feen !

But a drought has ftuce fucceeded,
And a fad decline we fee ;

Lord, thy help is greatly needed,
Help can only come from thee. #*3l

h % 5, Where
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3« Where are thofe we counted leaders,
FjIIM with zeal, and love, aed truth ?

Old profeffors, tall as cedars,
Bright examples to ou^ youth !

Some, in whom we once delighted,
Wr fhsll meet no giort below

;

Some, alas! we fear are blighted,
Scarce a tingle iesf they fhiw.

4. Younger plants—the flgbt howpleafiet,
Cover'd ;h»ck with blclToms ilocd

;

But they ca»fe us grief at prefeat,
Frolb have nipp'd them in the bud I

D«areit Saviour, haften hither,

Thou canfi make them bloom again j

Oh, permit them sot to wither,

Let iioi all our hopes be vain.

5 Let our mutual love be fervent,
Make us prevalent in pray'rs;

Let each one eflcem'd thy fervant,

Shun the world's bewitching fnaxes.

Break the tempter's fatal power,
Turn the i\or,y heart to flefli;

And begin, from this good hour,

To revive thy work alrefh.

HYMN XC1X.

I. T O ! he comes with clouds defcending ;

I y Once for guilty finnen flain !

Thoufand thoufand faints attending,

Swell the triumph of his train :

Hallelujah !

Alleluia I Amen,"
2. Ev'ry
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2. Ev'ry eye mall now behold hi«V

Rob'd in dreadful majefty ;

Thofe who fet ac noughc and fold him,

Pierc'd and nail'd him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah fee.

3. Ev'ry ifland, fea and mountain,,

Heav'n and earth mall flee away ;

All who hate him muft confounded

Hear the trump proclaim the day ;

Come to judgment!
Come to judgment ! Come away !

4. Now redemption, long expected,
'

See ! in folemn pomp appear I

All his faints by man rejected,

Now fhail meet him in the air!

Hallelujah !

See the day of God appear

!

5. Anfwer thine own Bride and Spirit ;,

Haften, Lord, the gen'raldoom!
The new heav'n and earth t' inherit,

Take thy pining exiles home:
All creation

Travails, groans, and bide Thee come I

6. Yea! Amen! Let all adore Thee,
High on thine eternal Throne !

Saviour, take the pow'r and glory :

Claim the kingdom for thine own f

O come quickly,

Hallelujah! Come, Loud, come!

Li HYMH
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H Y M N c. 1

The Jinner converted.

I. TTT" HEN with my mind devoutly preft,

VV Dear Saviour, my revolving breaft

Would paft offences trace ;

Trembling I make the black review.

Yet pleas'd behold, admiring too,

The pow'r of changing grace.

3. This tongue, with blafphemies defil'd,

Thefe feet to eiring paths beguil'd,

In heav'nly league agree

;

Who could believe fuch lips could praife 2 ';

s .

Or think my dark and winding ways
Shouid ever lead to thee 1

3. Tbefe eyes that once abus'd their fight,

Now lift to thee their wat'ry light,

And weep ?, u'cnt flood ;

Thei» hand* afcend in ce^felefs praj'r,

O wafh away the itains ihey wear,

In pure redeeming blood i

4. Thefe ears that pleas'd could entertain

The midnight oath, the iuftfj1 ltrain,

When round the fcilal board ;

Kow deaf to all th* enchanting noife,

Avoid ihe throng, deteft the joys,

And prefs to hear thy word.

5. Thus art thou ferv'd in ev*ty part* ti

And now thou doft transform my heart,

That droffy thing refine ;

Vow grace ^do.h nature's iiengiK contrOlli*
*

S

^nd a rew creature—body—Soul,

Are* fae&P* to ever thine! HYMN
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HYMN CI.

i. TTE comes! He comes ! The Saviour dear*

jQ The feventh trumpet ("peaks him near ;

His lighr'nirgs flaih, his thunders roll,

He's welcome to the faithful foul ;

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
Welcome to the faithful foul.

2. From heav'n angelic voices found I

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 la,ce.

3. Defcending on his azure throne,

He claims the kingdoms for his own ;

The kingdom all obey his word,

And hail him their triumphant Lord :

Hail htm, hail him, hail him, hail him 3

Hail him their triumphant LORD.

4. Shout all the people of the iky,

And all the faints of the moil high

:

Our GOD, who now his right obtains,

For ever and for ever reigns

;

Ever, ever, ever, ever,

Ever and for ever reigns.

5. The Father praife, the Son adore.

The Spirit blefs for evermore ;

Salvation's glorious work is done,

We welcome the great Three in One,!
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
.Welcome the great Thru in Q/*s!

HYMN
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HYMN Oil. 4/ctn/fa.

i. TJ AIL the day that fees him rife,

X JL RavifhM from our wifhful eyes

!

Christ a while to mortals giv'n,

Reafcends his native heav'n :

There the pompous triumph waits,

Lift your heads, ecernal gates !

"Wide unfold the radiant icene i

Take the Kirg of Glory in !

2. Him, though higheft heav'n receives,

Still he loves the earth he leaves ;

Though returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own :

Still for us he intercedes,

Prevalent his death he pleads

;

Near himfelf prepares our place,

Harbinger of human race.

3. Matter (may we ever fay) *
J

T*ken from our head to-day ;

See thy faithful fervants, fee,

Ever gazing up to thee !

Grant, though parted from our fighf,

High above yon azure height,

Grant our hearts may thither rife,

following thee beyond the ikies.

4. Ever upward let us move,
Wafted on the wings of love ;

Looking when our Lord (hall come,
Longing, gafping alter home:
There we mall with thee remain,

Partners of thy glorious reign ;

There thy face unclouded fee,

Find our heav'n of heav'n in thee- HHMN
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HYMN CIII.

i. f /TT^ 1 5 a point I long to know,

X Oft it caufes anxious thought,

Do I love the Lord, or no?
Am I his, or am I not ?

2. If I love, why am I thus ?

Why this dull and lifelefs frame *

Hardly, fare, can they be worfe,

Who have never heard his name !

3. Could my heart fo hard remain,

Pray'r a tafic and burden prove

;

Ev\y trifle <pve me pain,

1/ I knew a Saviour's love ?

4. When I turn my eyes within,

All ii dark, and vain, and wild ;

Fill'd with enbelief and Jin,

Can I deem myfelf a child ?

5. If I pray, or hear, or read,

Sin is mix'd with all I do;

You that love the Lord indeed,

Tell me, Is it thus with you r

6. Yet I mourn my (lubborn will,

Find my fin a grief and thrall ;

Should I grieve for what I feel,

If I did not love at all ?

7. Could I joy his faints to meet,
Choofe the ways I once abhorr'd.

Find, at times, the promife iweet,

if I did not love the Lor» i

i. Lord,
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S. Lord, decide the doubtful cafe!

Thou, who art thy people's fun ;

Shine upon thy work of grace,

If it b? indeed begun.

9. Let me love thee more and more,
If I love a? all, I pray ;

If I have not Jov'd before,

Help me to begin to day.

HYMN CIV.

For the fpirit of adoption.

1. TH> ATHER, if thou my father art,

J/ Send forth the Spirit of thy fon,

Breathe him into mv pantin? heart,

And make me know as ram knovm j

Make me thy confeious child, that I

May Father, Abba, Father, cry .

3. I want the fpir'tof pow'r within,

Of love and of an heal hful mind;

Of pow'r to conquer inbred fin ;

Of love to thee, and all mankind ;

Of health, that pain and death defies,

Moft vig'rous when the body dies.

« When fhalll hear the inward voice,

Which only faithful fouls can hear ?

Pardon, and peace, and heav'nly joys,

Attend the procus'd comforter

;

He comes, and righteoufnefs divine,

AuTchmst, and all with Christ, is mine.

4. Ok
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Oh that the comforter would come !

Nor viht as a transient gueft,

t fix in me his conftanc home,

And keep pofleflion of my bread ;

id make my foul his lov'd abode,

The temple of i*i-d welling God,

Come, Holy Ghoft, my heart infpire,

Acteft that I am born again ;

•me and baptifeme now with fire,

Nor let thy farmer gifts be vain.

here is the fenfe of fin forgiv'n *

Where is the earneftof my Heav'n?

Where the indubitable feal,

That ascertains the kingdom mine?
iat pow'rfui ftamp I long to feel,

The fignature of love divine :

ftied it in my heart abroad,

Fuloefs of Love, ofHeav'r, of GOD!

HYMN CV.

I'LL praife my Maker with my breath

j

And when my voice is loft in death,

Praife mall employ my nobler pow'rs j

y days of praife (hall ne'er be paft

hile life, and thought, and being laft,

Or immortality enaures.

Why fhould I make a man my truft ?

inces muft die, and (urn to dull;

Vain is the help of fkfh and blood;

aeir breath deparff, their pomp and pow'f
d thoughts all vanilh in an hour;
Nor can they »«kc their proraifegcod.

3. Happ/
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3. Happy the man whofe hopes rely

On Ifratl\ Goi; he made rbe fky,

And earth and Teas with all their train;

His troth forever ftands fccure

;

lie faves th' opprelt, he feeds the poor,

And none fhail find his promife vain.

4. The Lo r d hath eyes to give the blind;

TheLo r d fupports the linking mind,
He fends the lab'ring ccnfcience peace;

He helps the ilranger in diihefs,

Thewidow, and the fatheriefs,

And grants the pris'ner fweet releafe.

5. He loves his faints, he knows them well,

But turns the wicked down to hell

;

Thy God, O Zion> ever reigns

:

Let ev'ry tongue, Jet ev'ry age,

In this exalted work engage ;

Praife him in everlafhng fhains.

6. I'll praife him while he lends me breath,

And when my voice is loft in death,

Praife fnall employ my nobler pow'rs;

My days of praife fhall ne'er be pad
While life, and thought, and being laft,

Ox immortality endures.

/

HYMN
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H Y M N CVI. The Penitent Thief.

i /"^OME fee the pow'r of Chrift our King!

V^y When on the crofs the Saviour hung,

His Grace a dying thief did bring

To own him with his heart and tongue.

2 One malefactor fcorn'd ChriiFs name,
The other did his fin reprove;

Then faid by faith to God's dear Lamb,
" Remember me O Lord above."

3 What noble faith in him appear'd,

That he could trufra dying Lord.'

He foon the blefTed Jefus heard

Pronounce this fweet reviving word;

4. " Amen, this day thy foul fhall be
" With me in Paradife above."

This made the dying pris'ner free;

Thefe words were full of boundlefs love.

£ What comfort did this fpeech convey,

To his poor guilty wretched mind!
When thus he heard the Saviour fay,

GrSat peace the criminal did find.

6 Thus Jefus Chrift forgave the thief,

And fhew'd great mercy to the man

;

So in the midfl of woe and grief,

His joy and happinefs began.

7 O how he lings the Saviour's praife,

Who took him at the very laft,

M When
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When he his youthful ftrength and days

In Satan's caufe had fpent and pall!

8 Now he adores God's holy name,

And ftands before the Saviour's face;

And will eternally proclaim

The boundlefs riches of his grace!

H Y M N CVII.

A Farewel Hymn.

i TJRETHREN, I bid you all farewel;

X5 and from my very heart

Affeaionately you I tell

That we muft furely part!

2 And if I fee you not again,

I truft that I can fay,

My labour fhall not be in vain ;

For me my brethren pray.

o I truft I can to record call

All you who have me heard

That I've declar'd God's counfel all,

As light and truth appear d.

4 I now depart, I leave you here,

I reft you with the Lord:

And may you live to Jefus near,

And be of one accord.

t And if I never fee you more

While we on earth remain,
Q
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O may we meet on Heav'n's bright fhore,

And never part again!

6 There we fhall join to fmg God's praife,

And all his wonders tell!

And never part to endlefs days:

So brethren, now, farewel.

HYMN CVIII. Parting With Friends.

i. \T OW Lord, tho* we muft part a while,

xN Upon the heav'rily road

;

Yet let thy face upon us fmile,

And keep us near our God.

2. And if on earth again we meet,

Lord let us meet with thee:

And let thy gracious prefence fweet

From bondage fet us free.

3. This only this we humbly crave,

While earth is our abode,

That we with Chrift and faints may have
Communion on the road.

4. For fince our fellowfhip below,

Affords fuch joy and love,

We long its full extent to know,
When we fhall meet above.

5. Let this, O Lord excite m on,

To keep the narrow way,
Till we fhall meet around thy Throne, -*

With all the heirs of day.

M Come
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6. Come HoJy Ghoft, our fouls infpire*

Maintain this flame of love,
Till we fhall join that glorious choir
Of worfhippers above.

HYMN CIX.

i- Tf AIN things allure, and charm the mind
V And lead our fouls from thee our Lord,

But we no reft-, nor peace can find

But in thy promifes, and word.

2. We rove and feek for folid ground
To reft our finking fouls upon;

But no fafe fhelter can be found
But Chrift the fure foundation ftone.

3. This is the bleffed hiding place,

Where finners find a fure repofe;

'Tis here they tafte the richeft grace,

And here Salvation's water flows.

4.
J

Tis here poor guilty mortals find

A folid ground of lafting hope;

Here's peace and light to chear the mind

Which did in darknefs blindly grope.

,5. O glorious refuge from the heat!

An hiding place from ftormy wind,

May we thy praife O Lord repeat,

Who art, waft, will be ftill our friend!

HYMN
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HYMN CX.

1 /^\ Lord, thy goodnefs we admire,

V>J That fent our blefled Saviour down
:

To fave us from eternal fire,

And bring us to an heav'nly crown.

2 The glorious Saviour of mankind
Did once for finful men atone,

That we thro' him might pardon find,

And be acknowledg'd for his own.

3 We that were bound in heavy chains,

Are now fet free by Chrift our king;

His love we know, what then remains,

But that our fouls his praifes ling?

4. We that deferv'd the fecond death,

That flood expos'd to mifery,

Are call'd to praife him with our breath

Who fets our fouls at liberty.

5. We by his crofs Salvation gain,

'And thro' his death are made to live;

All glory to the Lamb once flain, *

Who doth to men fuch ble flings give.

HYMN CXI. For New Years Day

1. A ND now the year falutes our eyes,

jl\. Come raife a joyful found
To him who made the earth and fkies,

And turns the feafons round.

M i Sing
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t . Sing to the Lord a fong moft new,

j And fpeak his worthy fame;
Kis ways are holy,juft, and true,

Give glory to his name

!

3. He fent his darling Son to die,

To fave our fouls from death
;

Let us our Saviour magnify,

While we have life and breath.

4. This glorious theme fhall ftill employ,'

Our hearts our fouls and tongues,

Till in the world of endlefs joy,

We raife our nobler fongs.

£. Thus we begin the happy year

In this moft heav'nly frame ;

Oh may our minds continue here,

Thro' all our lives the fame !

HYMN CXII. The Name of Jesus.

1. T T OW fweet the name of Jefus founds

jLI In a believer's ear?

It fooths his forrows, heals his wounds,
' And drives away his fear.

2. It makes the wounded fpirit whole,

And calms the troubled breaft;

'Tis Manna to the hungry foul,

And to the weary reft.

3. Dear name ! the rock on which I build,

My fhield and hiding place
;

M/
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My never-failing treas'ry fill'd

With boundlefs ftorcs of grace.

4. By thee my pray'rs acceptance gain,

Altho' with fin defil'd

;

Satan accufes me in vain,

And I am own'd a child.

5. Jefus! my Shepherd, Hufband, Friend,

My Prophet, Prieft and King
;

My Lord, my Life, my way, my end,

Accept the praife I bring.

6. Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmeft thought;

But when I fee thee as thou art

I'll praife thee as I ought!

7. Till then I would thy love proclaim

With ev'ry fleeting breath
;

And may the mufic of thy name
Refrefh my foul in death.

i

HYMN CXIII.

For the last Evening in the Year.

1.
v

I ^ HE Lord our Salvation and light,

X The guide and the flrength of our days :

Has brought us together to night,

A new Ebenezer- to raife:

The year we have now palfed thro'

Hisgoodnefs with bleffings has crown'd;
ach morning his mercies were new,

Then let our thaiikfgivings abound. 2 En-
E
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2. Eacompafs'd with dangers and fnares,

Temptations, and fears, and complaints;

His ear he inclin'd to our prav'rs,

Kis hand open'd wide to our wants :

We never belbught him in vain,

When burden'd with forrow or fin,

He help'd us again and again,

Or where, before now had we been ?

3. His gofpel, throughout the long year,

From fabbath to fabbath he gave;

How oft has he met with us here,

And mown himfelf mighty to fave?

His candleftick has been remov'd
From churches once priviledg'd thus;

But tho' we unworthy have prov'd,

It ftill is continu'd to us.

4. For fo many mercies receiv'd,

Alas! what returns have we made?
His Spirit we often have griev'd,

And evil for good have repaid;

How well it becomes us to cry,

" Oh, who is a God like to thee?
44 Who paffeil iniquities by,

44 And plungeft them deep in the Sea!
"

5. To Jefus, who fits on the throne,

Our heft hallelujah's we bring,

To thee it is owing alone,

That we are permitted to fing:

AiTift us, we pray, to lament

The fins of the year that is pafl!

And grant that the next may be fpent

Far more to thy praife than the laft. HYMN
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HYMN CXIV.

The Barren Fig-Tree.

TKE church a garden is, in which believers ftand,

Like ornamental trees planted by God's own hand;

His Spirit waters all their roots,

And every branch abounds with fruits.

fi But other trees there are in this inclofure grow,

Which tho' they promife fair have only leaves to mow:
No fruits of grace are on them found,

They are but cumb'rers of the ground.

fpends,

3 The under-gard'ner grieves, in vain his ftrength he

For heaps of ufelefs leaves afford him fmall amends.:

He hears the Lord his will make known,
To cut the barren fig-tree down.

4 How difficult his poll ! what pangs his bowels move,
To find his wifhes croft, his efforts ufelefs prove!

His laft relief is earnell pray'r,

Lord fpare them yet another year.

do ;

,5 Spare them, and let me try what further means mav
III frehh manure apply, mv digging I'll renew :

Who knows, but yet they fruit may yield ?

If not— -'tis juft they muff be felVd.

6 If under means of grace no fruits of grace appear,
It is a dreadful cafe, tho' God may long forbear,

At length he'll (hike the threat'ned blow,
And lay the barren fig-tree low.

H Y M N
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HYMN CXV.

Desiring to love God above all.

1 A N D is it yet dear Lord, a doubt,
JT\. If in my breafl thou reign'fl alone ?

find the lurking rival out!

And drag the traitor from the throne.

2 Would earth's delufive trifling charms,
Affume a pow'r above thy name?

Stab each ufurper in my arms,
And vindicate thy rightful claim.

3 By purchase, duty, every tie,

Yea choice itfelf, Lord I am thine

;

Maintain thy right or let me die,

Ere from thy love my foul decline.

4 If my unfleady heart would rove,

(And well thou know'it it's treach'rous frame)

If anything I'm prone to love

Would fhare or quench the facred flame

;

,5. Chafe the curs'd object from my foul,

Thence, thence, the twining mifchief tear;

Reign thou the fov'reign of the whole,

Be Lord of ev'ry motion there.

HYMN CXVI.

1 /~1 ME thou bleftjefus fill my heart,

V> With love's immortal fire ^
Then fhall my foul foon take her part

With the celeftial choir. .
2 How
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2 How do the peaceful regions ring.

With one melodious voice

!

And all their fongs are to my King,

And (hall not I rejoice?

3 Awake my foul and join the fong,

With angels round the throne ;

Eternity w'ont be too long

To make his glories known.

HYMN CXVII.

1 A THOUSAND foes prepare to war,

il again ft a feeble faint

;

Jefus in my behalf appear,

And cheer me left I faint.

2 Give me an heart divore'd from fin,

Shut up from worldly care ;

Conftant, fincere, and fervent in

The exercife of pray'r.

3. Watchful in ev'ry work and word,

Ready to fpeak thy praife

;

Arm'd with thy fpirit's two edg'd fword,

And cloth'd with ev'ry grace.

4 Fill'd with a godly filial fear,

A conftant jealous care
;

Left I from the right path Ihould err,

Or fall into a fnare.

To ev'ry earthly objeel: dead;

Alive to things above ;

Conformed
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Conform 'd unto my living head,

And fili'd with burning love.

6 Let furious heats no more moleft,

Nor paflions chafe njy mind
;

Quench all ill tempers m my brecdt,

And make me meek ana kind.

7 Grant me a ferious, fober mind,

From levity fet free

;

That I may mew to all mankind
Thine image, Lord in me.

8 Afiume in me thy dwelling place,

Thy temple and thy throne

;

Then ftubborn felf mail bend to grace,

And Antichriil fall down.

H Y M N CXVIII.

The Infant Saviour;

I, TT ARK! whence that found, hark! hark! the

JLjL joyful fhoutings
j

See! fee! what fplen'dor fpreaasiis beams around us,

Turning dark midnight into noon-tide glory,

As it approaches,

2. With pomp majeftic, lee the heav'nly vifion,

Slowly defcending; wail ft attendant angels,

Pour acclamations; and celeitial chauntings,

Wake our attention.

3. Fear
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.3. Fear not ye fhepherds, 'tis the Pri nce of Peace
Full of companion— full of love and pity: [comes,

Bringing falvation, for the loft of mankind;
For ruin'd nature.

4. Go pay your homage to your infant Saviour,
Laid in a manger; view the Lord of glory,

Meanly attended; yet the great Redeemer !

Yon ftar (hall guide you.

5. Give God the glory, all ye hofts celeftial,

Peace dwells on earth, and man enjoys his favour;

Rais'd from death's dungeon—heir to life eternal,

Through a Mediator.

6. O! may impreflions of his houndlefs mercy,
Ever remind me, of my grateful duty;

Sweet the employment to proclaim H 1 s goodnefs,

And fing his praifes.

HYMN 119. The Promis'd Land.

1. T7 A R from thefe narrow fcenes of night,

X Unbounded glories rife,

And realms of infinite delight,'

Unknown to mortal eyes.

2. There pain and ficknefs never come,
And grief no more complains;

Health triumphs in immortal bloom,
And endlefs pleafure reigns.

3. No cloud thofe blifsful regions know,
for ever bright and fair.'

N For
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For fin, the fource of mortal woe,
Can never enter there.

4. There no alternate night is known,
Nor fun's faint fickly ray

;

But glory from the facred throne

Spreads everlafting day.

5. O may the heav'nly profpetl fire

Our hearts with ardent love,

Till wings of faith, and ftrong defire,

Bear ev'ry thought above.

6 Prepare us, Lord, by grace divine

For thy bright courts on high;

Then bid our fpirits rife and join

The chorus of the fky.

HYMN 120.

1 HPHERE is a land of living joy,

A Beyond the utmoft Ikies,

Where fcenes of blifs without alloy,

In boundlefs profpecls rife.

2. High feated on a blazing throne

Th' eternal God appears,

Puts all his fmiling glories on,

And awes at once, and chears.

3. The flaughter'd Lamb at his right hand
Affumes his royal feat,

Adoring Angels round him fland,

His minillers of ilate.

4- *Each
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4« Each bread with flrong devotion glows,

Love ev'ry heart infpires,

While God's own Spirit gently blows,

And fans thofe holy fires.

£. In ftrains celeftial ev'ry tongue

Shall God's high praife proclaim

:

And all in concert join the fong

Of Mofes and the Lamb.

6. The Hallelujahs once begun
No paufe nor end (hall know,

But joy and harmony in one
Perpetual tranfport flow.

7. A conftant bloom in ev'ry face,

Shall age and death defy

;

And grace, free grace, rich, boundlefs grace

Shall always be the cry.

HYMN 121.

1 /^lOME Lord and warm each languid heart,

V.^ Infpire each lifelefs tongue;

And let the joys of Heav'n impart

Their influence to our fong.

2. Then to the fhining feats of blifs

The wings of faith fhall foar,

And all the charms of Paradife

Our raptur'd thoughts explore.

3. Pleafures unfully'd flourifh there,

Beyond the reach of time

;

Not blooming Eden fmil'd fo fair

In all her flow'ry prime. 4. Sorrow
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4. Sorrow- and pain and ev'rv care.

And difcord there fhall ceafe ;

And perfect joy and love fincere

Adorn the realms of peace.

j. The foul from fin for ever free,

Shall mourn it's pow *r no more;
But cloth 'd in fpotlefs purity,

Redeeming love adore.

6. There fir all the followers of the Lamtr
Join in immortal fongs

;

And endlefs honours to his name
Employ their tuneful tongues.

7. Lord, tune our hearts to praife and love,

Our feeble notes infpire;

Till in thy blifsful courts above
We join th' Angelic choir.HYMN 122.

i. HTTHERE is a land of pure delight,.

JL Where Saints immortal reign ;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleafures banifh pain.

2. There everlafting fpring abides,

And never withering flow'rs

;

Death like a narrow fea divides

This heav'nly land from ours.

q. Sweet fields beyond the fwelling flood,

Stand dreft in living green ;

S*
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So to the Jews old Canaan flood,

While Jordan roll'd between.

4. But tim'rous mortals flan and fhrink

To crofs this narrow fea,

And linger fhiv'ring on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

5. Oh, could we make our doubts remove,

Thofe gloomy doubts that rife,

And fee the Canaan that we love

With unbeclouded eyes !

6. Could we but climb where Mofes flood,

And view the landfcape o'er,

Not Jordan's flreams, nor Death's cold floou,

Should fright us from the fhore.

HYMN 123. The humble Worfhip of Heavec,

1. Tj^ATHER, I long, I faint to fee

JC The place of thine abode ;

I'd leave thine earthly courts, and flee

Up to thy feat, my God!

St. Here I behold thy diflant face.

And 'tis a pleafing fight

:

But to abide in thine embrace
Is infinite delight.

3. I'd part with all the joys of fenfe,

To gaze upon thy throne
;

Pleafure fprings frefh for ever thence,

Unfpeakable, unknown.
N 4. There
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4. There all the heav nly hofts are feen, -

In (hining ranks they move,
And drink immortal vigour in,

With wonder and with love.

5. Then at thy feet, with awful fear,

Th' adoring armies fall
;

With joy they fhrink to Nothing there,

Before th' Eternal All.

6. There I would vie with all the hoft,

In duty and in blifs,

While_lefs than nothing I could boafT,

And vanity corifefs.

7. The more thy glories (hike mine eyes,

The humbler I mail lie
;

Thus v. hile I fink, my joys {Hall rife

Unriaeafiirably high.

II Y M N "1-24.

1. T>EKOLD.f the bright morning appears,O And Jefus revives from the grave ;

His riling removes all our fears,

And. mews him almighty to lave.

Ho v ftcong were his tears and his cries

!

irth of his blood how divine!

How p^rfcci his facrifice is,

Who role, tho' he fuffer'd for lint

2. The man who was crowned with thorns,

The man who on Calvary dy
r
d.

The
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The man who bore fcourging and fcorns;

Whom (inners agreed to deride
;

Now bleffed forever is made,

And life has rewarded his pain;

Now glory has crowned his head,

Heav'n fings of the Lamb that was (lain.

3. Believing we fhare in his joy;

By faith we partake of his reft;

With this we can chearfully die ;

For with him we hope to be blefl.

This makes us regard lefs of fame,

And riches and honours defpife

;

We fuffcr for Jefus's name,

That dying with him we may rife-

. 4. We wait for his coming again,

To raife us in glory with him

;

Then gladnefs lis faints fhall obtain,

His foes ihall be clothed with ihame.

Then fhall his afhicted and poor,

From duft and the dung-hill be rais'd,

Their want and difgrace are no more
;

With Princes they then fhall be plac'd.

5. Then will he moft fully reward
The kindneffes done to his name * -

For faithfully he hath declared

He takes them as favours to him.
" Ye bleil of my Father come near,

<: Inherit the heavenly throne
;

" This joy did my Father prepare,
" For thofe who delight in his fon.

:r
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6. Then, let us look forward to this,

And joyfully take up his crofs

;

His fervants {hall be where he is,

And all that we lofe is but drofs

:

They're honour'd whom he fhall approve,

Their riches fhall never decay ;

Their joy is compleat in his love,

Their tears (hall be all wip'd away.

HYMN i2j.

1. JESUS drinks the bitter cup,

J The wine-prefs treads alone !

Tears the graves and mountains up
By his expiring groan :

Lo the pow'rs of Heav'n he fhakef,

Nature in convulfion lies;

Earth's profoundeft center quakes,

The Great Redeemer dies.

2. Dies the glorious caufe of all,

The true eternal Pan
;

Falls to raife us from our fall,

To ranfom finful man.
Well may Sol withdraw his light,

With the fuff'rer fympathize
;

Leave the world in hidden night,

While his Creator dies.

3. O my God, he dies for me
;

I feel the mortal fmart!

See him hanging on a tree

!

A fight that breaks my heart

!

Oh that all to thee might turn

!

Sinnersj
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Sinners, ye may love him too ;

Look on him ye picre'd, and mourn
For him who bled for you!

4. Weep o"er your defire and hope,

h tears of humbled love i

Sing, for Jcius is gone up,

And reigns enthron'd above.

Lives our head, to die no more,

Pow'r is all to Jefus giv'n

;

Worfhip'd as he was before,

Th' immortal King of Heav 'n.

H Y M N 126.

1. T E S U S, my All to Heav'n is gone,

J He whom I fix my hopes upon
;

His track I fee, and I'll purfue

The narrow way, till him I view,

2. The way the holy prophets went,

The road that leads from banifhment

;

The King's highway of holinefs,

I'll go, for allTus paths are peace.

3. No ftranger iray proceed therein,

No lover of this world, and fin ;

No Lion, no devouring care,

No fin, nor forrow (hall be there ;

4. No ; Nothing may go up thereon

Bin. trav'Iing fouls, may I be one
;

Wayfaring men to Canaan bound,

Shall only in this way be found.

5. Hi is
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5. This is the way I long have fought,

And mourn'd becaufe I found it not

;

My grief a burden long has been,

Becaufe I could not ceafe from fin.

6. The more I ftrove againft its pow'r,

I fmn'd and ftumbled but the more

;

Until I heard my Saviour fay,

" Come hither, foul, I am the Way."

7. Lo glad I come, and thou bleft LamJ> F

Will take me to thee as I am ;

Nothing but fin I thee can give,

Nothing but love would I receive.

8. Then will I tell to finners round, »

What a dear Saviour I have found ;

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

And fay, " Behold the way to God!"

H Y MN 127. The happinefs of being with Chrift.

HILEon the verge of life I ftand,

And view the fcene on either hand,

My fpirit ftruggles with my clay,

And longs to wing its flight away.

«, Where Jefus dwells my foul would be ;

And faints my much lov'd Lord to fee ;

Earth, twine no more about my heart,

For 'tis far better to depart.

w

Come ye angelic convoys come,

And lead the willing pilgrim home ;

Ye
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Ye know the way to Jefu's throne,

Source of my joys, and of your own.

4. That blifsful interview how fweet

!

To fall tranfported at his feet!

Rais'd in his arms to fee his face,

Thro' the full beamings of his grace !

5. As with a Seraph's voice to fing!

To fly as on a Cherub's wing

!

Performing with unweary'd hands

The prefent Saviour's high commands.

6. Yet with thefe profpe&s full in fight,

We'll wait thy fignal for the flight

;

For while thy fervice we purfue,

We find a Heav'n begun below.

H Y M N 128. Salvation approaching.

*' A WAKE, ye Saints, and lift your eyes,

jLjl. And raife your voices high,

Awake, and praife that fov'reign love

That fhews Salvation nigh.

«. On all the wings of time it flies;

Each moment brings it near;

Then welcome each declining day,

And each revolving year.

3. Not many years their rounds fhall rim,
Nor many mornings rife,

Ere all its glories ftand reveal'd

To our admiring eyes.

4. Yc
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4. Ye wheels ol nature fpeed your courfe;

Ye mortal pp'w'rs decay;
Fall as ye bring the night of death,

Ye bring eternal day./

H Y M N 129. Treafure in Heaven.

L UKE Warm fouls, the foe grows ftronger,

See what holts your camp furround
Arm to battle, lag no longer;

Hark! the filver trumpets found!

Wakfi, ye fleepers; wake! what mean you?
Sin befets you round about:

Up, and fearch; the world's within you;
Slay, or chafe the traytor out.

2. What enchants you? pelf? or pleafure?

Pluck right eyes; with right hands part:

Afk your confcience, where's your treafure?

For be certain there's your heart.

Give the fawning foe no credit:

Lo! the bloody flag's unfurl "d.

That bafe heart (the word has faid it)

Loves not God, that loves the world.

3. God and Mammon? Oh! be wifer!

Serve them both? it cannot be.

Eafe in warfare, Saint and Mifer,

Thefe will never well agree.

Shun the fhame of foullv falling

Cumber'd captives, clogg'd with clay;

Prove your faith ; make fure vein calling:

Wield the fword; and win the day.

4. Forward
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4. Forward prefs towards perfection:

Watch, and pray; and all tilings prove;

Seek to know your God's election;

Search his everlafling love.

Dread backfliding, fcorn diffembling.

Now Salvation's near in view;

Work it out with fear and trembling;

*Tis your God that works in you.

HYMN CXXX.

Dismission.

1. T"\ IS MISS us with thy blefling, Lord,

-L/ Help us to feed upon thy word.
All that has been amifs forgive;

And let thy truth within us live.

2. Tho' we are guilty thou art good.
Wafh all our works in Jefu's blood.

Give ev'ry fetter'd foul releafe;

And bid us all depart in peace.

HYMN CXXXI.

1. /^\ NCE more before we part,

V^/ We'll blefs the Saviour's name.
Record his mercies, evry heart;

Sing, ev'ry tongue, the fame.

2. Hoard up his facred word,
And feed thereon, and grow:

Go on, and feek to know the Lord;
And praclife what you know,

O HYMN
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HYMN CXXXII.

The Christian Armour.

l. /^ IRD thy loins up, chriftian foldier,

V_X Lo! thy Captain calls thee out;

Let the danger make thee bolder

;

War in weaknefs, dare in doubt

:

Buckle on thy heav'nly armour,

Patch up no inglorious peace :

Let thy courajge wax the warmer,
As thy jbes and fears infcreafe.

i. Bind thy golden girdle round thee,

Truth to keep thee firm and tight

;

Never fhall the foe confound thee

While the truth maintains thy fight.

Righteoufnefs within thee rooted

Muft appear to take thy part,

Righteoufnefs by GOD imputed

Is the breaft plate for the heart,

3, Shod with go fpel -preparation

In the paths of promife tread,

Let the hope of free falvation,

As a helmet guard thy head.

When befetwith various evils,

Wield the Spirit's two edg'd fword;~

Cut thy way thro' hofts of Devils :

While they fall before the Word.

4. But when dangers clofer threaten,

And thy foul draws near to death ;

When afTaulted fore by Satan,

Then objecl the fhield of faith : Fi'ry
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Fi'iy darts of fierce temptations,

Intercepted by thy GOD,
There fhall lofe their force in patience,

Sheath'd in love, and quench'd in blood.

5. Tho' to fpeak thou be not able,

Always pray, and never reft

;

Pray'r's a weapon for the feeble,

Weakeft fouls can wield it bell.

Ever on thy Captain calling,

Make thy worft condition known;
He fhall hold thee up when falling,

Or fhall lift thee up when down.

HYMN CXXXXIII.

1. T TOW tedious and taftelefs the hours,

JTL When JESUS no longer I fee

!

Sweet profpecls, fweet birds, and fweet flow'rs., .

Have loft all their fweetnefs with me :

The mid-fummer fun mines but dim,

The fields ftrive imvain to look gay

;

Bat when I am happy in him,

December's as pleafant as May.

2. His name yields the riclieft perfume,
And fweeter than mufic his voice

;

His prefence difperfes my gloom,
And makes all within me rejoice :

I fhoukl were he always thus nigh,

Have nothing towifh or to fear;

No mortal fo happy as I,

My fummer would laft all the year.

O 2 3. Con-
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3. Content with beholding his face,

My ail to Kis pleasure refign'd
;

No changes of feafbn or place,

W biild make any change in my mind :

While bleft with a fenk of his love,

A palace a toy would appear;
Andprifons would palaces prove,

If J E S U S would dwell with me then

4, Dear LORD, if indeed, I am thine,

If thou art my fun and my fong
;

Say, why do I languifh and pine,

And why are my winters fo long ?

O drive thefe dark clouds from my fky,

Thy foul-chearing prefence reflore

;

Or take me unto thee on high,

Where winter and clouds are no more.
—mm m»

HYMN CXXXIV.

*• T> EJOICE, the LORD is King,

-LV Your GOD and King adore ;

Mortals give thanks and fing,

And triumph evermore :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice

;

Rejoice ; again I fay, Rejoice !

2. JESUS the SAV I O U R reigns,

The G O D of truth and love

;

When he had purg'd our ftains,

He took his feat above :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice

;

Rejoice ; again I fay, Rejoice.

His
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3. His kingdom cannot fail,

He rules o'er earth and heav'n
;

The keys of death and hell

Are to our JESUS giv'n

:

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice ;

Rejoice ; again I fay, Rejoice.

4. He fits at G O D's right hand,

Till all his foes fubmit

And bow to his command,
And fall beneath his feet :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice ;

Rejoice ; again I fay, Rejoice.

5. He all his foes fhall quell,

Shall all our fins deftroy
,

And ev'ry bofom fwell

With pure feraphic joy :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voi&e

:

Rejoice ; again I fay, Rejoice.

6. Rejoice in glorious hope,

JESUS the Judge flial! come,
And take his fervants up
To their eternal home :

We foon fhall hear th' Arch-angel's voice,

The trump of G O D fhall found, Rejoice,

HYMN GXXXV.

Mercy comes to the miserable.

" C A
o'

AN we behold without amaze
urdear REDEEMER'S love?

Molt marvellous are all his ways !

His goodnefs mines above.

O 2 T©
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2. To mortal worms he mows his grace,

And makes his mercies known

;

On us the glories of his face

^v'loft wond'roufly have fhone,

3. 'Tis of his mercy that we live,

And favours thus poflefs

;

*

'Tis mercy freely doth us give

The gift of righteoiifnefs.

4. Mercy cloth to the wortiilefs come,
Or we could not receive ;

In the REDEE M E R there is room
For miners who believe.

<
5» Mercy re(peels mere wreichednefs,

And perfect miferv
;

CHRIST liv'd, dy'd, rofe, poor men to Li

And fet the helplefs free.

H Y M N CXXXVI.

The same.

1. 11 yTERCY is welcome news indeed^

1VJL To thofe that .giulfy ftand :

Wretches that feel what help ihey need,

WjU blefsthe helping hand.

<2. W'10 rightly would his alms difpofe,

M :fi give them to the Poor :

None but the Wounded patient knows

The comforts df his Ciiyx.

1. We
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3. Wo all hare (fnfa'd againft oiir GOD;
Exception none can hfoaft : -

Biu he that feels the heavier! load,

Will prize forgivenefs mod.

4. No reck'rn'ng czn we rightly keep ;

For who the Turns can know ?

Some fouls/are fifty pieces deep

And Tome five hundred owe.

£. But let our debts be what they mayy

However great, or (mail

;

As foon as we have nought to pav,

Our LORD forgives us all.

6. Tis perfect poverty alone,

That lets the foul at large
;

While we can call one mite our own,
We have no full difcharge.

HYMN CXXXVIL

1. T TAPPY foul! that hears and follows

XjL JESUS fpeaking in his word :

Paul, and Cephas, arid Apollos,

All are Lis in CH'RIST the LORD,
Ev'ry ftate, kowe'er dihreiiing,

Shall be profit in the end
;

Ev'ry ordinance a bleffing
;

Ev'ry Providence a friend.

2. Chriitian dolt thou want a teacher,

Helper, Counfelier, or Guide ?

Would 'it thou find j proper preacher ?

Afk thy GOD, and We'll provide : BuiW
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. no mLn\; parts or merit,

Bat behold the gofpd plan :

JESUS fends his Holy Spirit

;

And the Spirit fends the man,

3. Blefs dear LORD, each lab'ring fervanf,

Blefs the work they undertake

;

Make them able, faithful, fervent
;

Blefs them for thy church's fake.

All things for our good are given,

Comforts, crofTes, itaffs, or rods
;

All is ours in earth and Heaven

;

We are CHRIST's; and CHRIST is GOD's-

H Y M N CXXXVIIL

Tempt ATI o::.

1. ~\Z^ tempted fouls, rcfle£l

X Whofe name 'tis yon profefs ;;

Your mailer's lot you mull expect,

Temptations more or lefs.

2. Dream not of faith fo ckar

As fours all doubting out;

Remember Satan once could dare

To tempt ev'n CHRIST to doubt,

3. " If thou 'rt the Son of G O D,
(O,. what an I F was there !)

" Tliefe ftones here fpeak them into food,

" And make that fonfhip clear."

4. View that amazing fcen'e !

Say, could the tempter try To
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To (hake a tree fo found, fo green ?

Good GOD, defend the dry.

£. Think not he now will fail

To make us fhrink and droop ;

Our faith he daily will alfail,

And dafh our very hope.

6. That impious I F he thus

At GOD Incarnate threw,

No wonder if he caft at Us,

And make us feel it too.

7. To caufe defpair's the fcope

Of Satan and his pow'rs
;

Againft hope to believe in hope,

My brethren, mull be ours.

8. Buts, Ifs, and Kows are hurl'd,

To fink us with the gloom
Of all that's difmal in this world,

Or in the world to come.

9. But here's our point of reft;

Tho' hard the battle feem,

Our captain flood the fi'ry teft,

And we (hall ftarid thro' him.

H Y M N CXXXIX.

New Year's Day.

1. /^VNCE more the conftant fun, revolving round

V^/ his fphere,

His fteady courfe-has run, and brings another year :

He
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He rifes, fets, but goes not back

;

Nor ever quits his deftin'd track.

2. Hence let believers learn to keep a forward pace;

Be this our main concern, to finifli well our race.

Backflidings fhun, with patience prefs

Towards the fun of righteoufnefs.

3. Whatnow (hall be our tafk? or ratherwhat ourpray 'r?

What good thing (hall we afk, to profper this new year?

With one accord our hearts we'll lift

;

And afk our LORD fome new-year's gift.

4. No trifling gift or fmall fhouid friends of

CHRIS T defire
;

Rich L OR D, beftow on all pure gold, well try'd

by fire

;

Faith that (lands faft, when devils ro3r
;

And love which lafts for evermore.

HYMN CXL.
-

The Prodigal.

1. . "^T OW for a w.ond'rous fong !

jL/N (Keep diflance ye profane,

Be filent each unhallow'd tongue
;

Nor turn the truth to bane.)

2. The prodigal's .return'd,

Th' apoflate bold and bafe

;

That all his father's counfels fpurn'd,

And Ion? abus'd his orace.

3. Wha*
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g. What treatment fince he came ?

Love tenderly exprefs'd:

What robe is brought to hide his flrame ?

The beft, the very beft.

4. Rich food the fervants bring;

Sweet mufic charms his ears :

See what a beauteous coftly ring,

The beggar's finger wears !

,5. Ye elder fons, be ftill
;

Give no bad paflion vent,

M/lrethren, 'tis our father's will,

And you mull be .content.

6. All that he has is yours ;

Rejoice then, not repine :

That love that all your ftates fecures,

That love has alter'd mine.

j. Good GOD, are thefe thy ways?
If rebels thus are freed,

And favourd with peculiar grace,

Grace muft be free indeed.

HYMN CXLI.

Saving Faith.

1. 'T* H E finner that truly believes,

A And trulls in his crucify 'd GOD,
His juftification receives,

Redemption in full through his blood :

Tho'
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Tho' thoufandjf and thoufands of foes,

Againft him in malice unite,

Their rage he through CHRIST can oppofe,

Led forth by the Spirit to fight.

2. The faith that unites to the Lamb,
And brings fuch falvation as this,

Is more than mere notion, or name,
The work of G O D's Spirit it is :

A principle" active and young,
That lives under preflure and load

;

That makes out of weaknefs more ftiong,

And draws the foul upward to G O D.

3. It treads on the world and on hell

;

It vanquishes death and defpair
;

And (what is Hill ftranger to tell)

It overcomes Heaven by pray'r ;

Permits a vile worm of the duft,

With G O D to commune as a friend,

To hope his forgivenefs as juft,

And look for his love to the end.

4. It fays to the mountains Depart,

That {land betwixt GOD and the foul •:

It' binds up the broken in heart,

And makes their fore confeiences whole

;

Bids fins of a crimfon like dye,

Be fpotlefs as Glow, and as white,

And makes fuch a (inner as I

As pure as an Angel of Light.

HYMN
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H Y M N CXLII.

The Outcasts of Israel.

i. T ORD, pity outcafts vile and bafe,

_Lj The poor dependants on thy grace,

Whom men diilurbers call,

By finners and by faints withftood,

For these too bad, for those too good,

Condemned, or fhun'd by all.

.

2. Tho' faithful Abr'Iiam us reject,

And tho' his ranfom'd race, elect,

Agree to give ua up

;

Thou art our Father, and thy name
From everlaftihg is the fame

;

On that we build our hope.

H Y M N CXLIII.

Christ's Resurrection'.

l. T TPRISING from the darkfome tomb
K^J See the victorious Jefus come !

Th' Almighty pris'ner quits the pris'n,

And angels tell, the Lord is ris'n :

Angels, angels, angels, angels,

Angels tell the Lord is ris'n.

2. Believers, hail your rifmg Head;
The firft begotten from the dead

;

iYour relurrection's fure, thro' his,

To endlefs life, and boundlefs blifs

:

Endlefs, endlefs, e&dlefs, endlefs,

Endlefs life, and boundlefs blifs.

P HYMN
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H Y M N CXLIV.

Christ the believer's All.

i. T AMB of GOD, we fall before thee,

JLrf Humbly trufting in thy crofs

;

That alone be all our glory,

All things elfe are dung and drofs,

Thee we own a perfect Saviour;

Only fource of all that's good :

Ev'ry grace and ev'ry favour,

Come to us thro' JESU's blood.

2. JESUS gives us true repentance,

By his Spirit fent from Heav'n

;

JESUS whifpers this fweet fentence,

" Son, thy fins are all forgiv'n !"

Faith he gives us to believe it

:

Grateful hearts his love to prize.

Want we wifdoin ? he muft give it

;

Hearing ears, and feeing eyes.

3. JESUS gives us pure affections;

Wills to do what he requires

:

Makes us follow his directions

;

And what he commands infpires.

All our pray'rs, and all our praifes

Rightly offer'd in his name,

He that dictates them, is JESUS; .

' He that anfwers, is the fame.

4. • When we live on JESU's merit.

Then we worfhip Go 1 anghf;

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,

Tien we frvingly unite.
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Wear the whole conclufion of it
•

Oreat or good whate'er we call

iter?]""!?'
or Prieft

>
or P«>phet,

JfeS'uS CHRIST is all in-all.

\-ionr

H Y M N CXLV.

Faith and Repextance..

*. TESUS is our God, and 5

R~,V
G
n
lldC

'
2nd counfeIIer, and

Scaring all our mifbehaviour
Kind and lovino- to the end'.

il!!1,m
'
hc will not deceive m

He will never, never leave us,

Unlefs we do firil leave him.

2i View him in the doleful garden;

View him on the bloody tree,

Dearly purchafing a pardon,

For his people full and free.

View him now in heavert fitting,

Interceding for us there,

Not a moment intermitting

His companion and his care.

3, Nothing but thy blood, O JESUS,
Can relieve us from our fmart

;

Nothing elfe from guilt releafe us;

Nothing elfe can melt the heart.

Law and terrors do but harden,

All the while they work alone:

But a fenfe of blood-bought pardon'

Soon diffolves a heart of (lone.

P a
•;•
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4. Tis a fafes tho' deep cpra(»nHiflitj

Tiiv repenting people fed;

and grief compound an uncVion,

Both to cleanfe our • and heal.

Bllm is ufelefs to tli* unfeeling;

And repe

Is a fare, that never healing

s and rankles unto death.

,-- TESUS, c'l cur consolations
:''

Flow from tiiee the fov'reign good ;

Love, and faith, and hope, and patience,

Come to us thro' thine own blood:

- ,_. We recede them,

Preely thou delights to give them,
To the needy who have none.

6. Teach us* by thy patient Spirit,

How to mourn, and not defjjair:

Let us, leaning on thy merit,

Wreftle hard with God in pray'r.

Whatfoe*er afflictions feize us,

They (hall profit, if not pieafe

;

But defend, defend us, JESUS,
From Security and eafe.

*?, Softly to thy garden lead us,

To behold thy bloody fweat

:

Tho 5

thou from the curfe haft freed us,

Let us not the coft forget

:

Be thy groans and cries rehearfed

By the Spirit, in our ears,

Till we, viewing whom we've pierced,

Mel: in Sympathetic tears. HYMN
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HYMN CXLVL

1. /^OME ye Chriftians, fing the praifes

V^ Of your condefcending GOD;
Come, and hymn the holy JESUS, I

Who hath wafh'd us in his blood.

We are poor, and weak, and filly,

And to ev'rv evil prone

;

Yet our JESUS loves us freely,

And receives us for his own.

2. Tho' we're mean in man's opinion,

CHRIST hath made us priefts and kings

:

Pow'r, and glory, and dominion
To the Lamb, the (inner fings.

Leprous fouls, unfound and filthy,

Come before him as you are

;

'Tis the fick man, not the healthy,

Needs the good phyfician's care.

3. Hear the terms that never varyj
" To repent, and to believe;"

Both of thefe are neceffary,

Both from JESUS we receive:

Would'ft thou be a Chriftian ? ponder
Thefe in thine impartial mind

j

And let no man put afunder

What the LORD has wifely join'd.

4. Oh ! beware of fondly thinking

God accepts thee for thy tears

;

Are the fhip-wreck'd fav'd by finking ?

Can the ruin'd rife by fears ?

P 3 Oh!
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Oh! beware of trull ill-grounded!
?

Tis but fancy'd faith at moll,

To be cur
;

d, and not be wounded

;

To be fav'd before you're loll.

v
}

. No big words ol empty talkers:
No drv doclrine will furfice

;

Broken hearts, and humble walkers,

Thefe are deaf in J£ SU
:

s eyes :

Tinkling. founds of deputation,.

Naked knowledge all are vain;

Ev'rv foul that gains falvation

Mult and fhall be Lorn again*

H Y M N CXLVIL

i. " ET us afk tli* important queftion,

JL-i (Bret too fecui

What it is to be a Chriil'..

How we may our 1. re ?

Vain is all our bell dew:
If on falfe foundations built

;

True religion's more I

:

Something mull be known and felt:.:

e.
:

Tis to trull, our i

In his blood has i

:

Tis to hope ! It's remo
Tho' we feel it rife

To believe that all is finifh'd,

h remains t'

Fin* .

Yet to hold udiv::.:\:e :

Tis
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o.. *Tis to credit contradictions

:

Talk with him one never fees

;

Crv and groan beneath afflictions,

Yet to dread the thoughts of' cafe :

'Tis to feel the fight againfi us,

Yet the vift'rv hope to gain :

To believe that 'CHRIST has cleans'd us*

Tho! the leprofy remain.

4. 'Tis to hear the Holy Spirit

Prompting us to fecret prav'r;

rejoice in JESU's merit,

Yet continual forrow bear;

To receive a full remiffion

Of our firis forevermofe,

Y. r to figh with fore contril

Begging mercy ev'ry hour.

r. To be itedfaft in belie

.

Yet to tremble, fear, and quake
;

Ev'ry moment be receiving

Strength, and yet be always weak,.

To be fighting, fleeing, turning,

E 1 , \ et to fwim
;

To converfe with JESUS, mourning
For ourfelves,* or elfe for him.

H Y II N CXLYIII.

For Christmas:

l ' A S fhepherds in Jewry were guarding the;

JT\. fhe<

Promifcoufly featc.d "Changed from fleep,

An
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An angel from Heaven prefented to fight.

And thus he accofted the watchers by night
;

Difpel all your forrows, and banifh your fears.

Por Jefus your Saviour in Jewry appears.

2. Tho' Adam the firft in rebellion was found,

Forbidden to tarry on hallowed ground

;

Yet Adam the fecond appears to retrieve

The lofs you fuftain'd by the Devil and Eve.
Then fhepherds be tranquil this inftant arife v

Go vifit your Saviour, and fee where he lies.

3. A token I leave you, whereby you may find

This heavenly ftranger, this friend to mankind

;

A manger's his cradle, a Hall his abode,

The oxen are near him, and blow on your God.
Then fhepherds be humble, be meek, and lie low,

For Jefus your Saviour's abundantly fo.

4. This wonderful ftory fcarce cool'd on the ear,

Wnen thoufands of angels in glory appear;

They join in the concert, and this was the theme,

All glory to God, and good will towards men.
Then fhepherds flrike in, join your voice to the

choir,

And catch a few fparks of celeflial fire.

5. Hofanna ! the angels in extacy cry,

Hofanna ! the wondering fhepherds reply

;

Salvafion, redemption, are center'd in one,

;
All glon

Then fh<fhepherds, adieu, we commend you to God;
Go vifit the Son in his humble abode.

6. To
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G. To Bethlehem city the (hepher&s repair '<j|

For full confirmation of what they had beard
;

They enter d the Table with afpe£r fo mild,

And there they beheld, botktfie mother 2nd chili.

proclamation e it abroad,

That gentle and hmple may I.ear of the Lord,

II Y M N CXLIX,

1. /IOME, thou Almighty Kin r,

V-^ Help us thy name to fmg,

Help us to praife !

Father all-glorious,

O'er all victorious,

Come, and reign over us,

Antient or DAYS.

it. JESUS, our LORD, arife,

Scatter our enemies,

And ma he them fall!

Let thine almighty aid

Our fure defence be made,

Our fouls on thee be ftav'd

:

LORD, hear our call I

3. Come, thou InornateWord,
"Gird on thy mighty fword,

Our pray'r attend !

Come! and thy people blefs,

And give thy word fuccefs ; -

rit of Holinefs

On us defcend

!

4. Come,
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4. Come, }:o]y Comforter,

Thy facred witnefs bear

In this glad hour

!

Thou who Almighty art,

Now rule in ev'ry heart,

And ne'er from us depart,

Spirit of pow'r

!

,5. To the great One in Three,

Eternal praifes be,

Hence—ever

His fov'reign Majefty

May we in glory fee,^

And to eternity,

Love and adore.

H Y M N CL. Psalm 17,

j. T O RD, I am thine; but thou wilt prove
1 j My faith, my patienee, and my love:

When men of fpight againft me join,

They are the fword, the hand is thine.

2. Their hope and portion lie below,

'Tis all the happinefs they know,
5
Tis 3I] they feek; they take their (hares,

And leave the reft among their heirs.

3. What fmners value, I resign
;

L O R D, 'tis enough that thou art mine :

I fhall behold thy blifsful' face,

And ftand complcat in righteoufnefs.

4. This

/
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4. This life's a dream, an empty mew
;

But the bright world to which* I go,

Hath joys fubftantial and fincere

;

When mall I wake and find me there ?

5. O glorious hour ! O bleft abode !

I mall be near, and like my God

!

And flefli and fin no more controul

The facred pleafures of the foul,

6. My flefh mall flumber in the ground,

'Till the laft trumpet's joyful found
;

Then burft the chains with Tweet furprize,

And in my S A V I O U R ' s image rife.

HYMN CLI.

Praise to God through the whole
of our existence.

1. /^ O D of my life, thro' all my days,

VJ My grateful pow'rs would found thy praife

The fong fhall wake with op ning light,

And warble to the filent night,

2. When anxious cares would break my reft,

And grief would tear my throbbing brealt,

Thy tuneful praife I'll raife on higl

And check the murmur, and the figh.e Gah.

3. When death o'er nature fhall prevail,

And all the pow'rs of language fail

;

Joy thro' my fwimming eyes ihall break,

And mean the thanks I cannot fpeak,

But
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4. But O! when that lift c<wifKcVs o'er,

And I am cnain'd to fieih no more
it glad accents fliall I

To join the munc of tire fkie&1

<5 > Soon (hail I learn th' exaljed ftrai is.

lich echo thro' the heav'nlv plain
,

i joy unknown,
The glowing Seraphs rouni the tJirone.

II Y M N CLLV

A welcome to Christian Friixd

1 J.r INDRED in C H R I S T, for hi* dear [^e
f

JL.1l. A heirtv welcome here receive
;

May we together now partake-

The joys which only he can give!

2. To you and us by grace 'tis giy'n,

To know the SAVIOUR's precious name
;

And fhortly we mall mtei: in heav'ii,

Our hope, cur w-y, our end, the fame.

3. May he, by whole kind care we meet,

Send his good Spirit from above,

Make our communications iweet,

And caufe our hearts to burn with lov^ !

4. Forgotten worldly theme*

When Ghriftians is4 each ot .,

peak of

Who iiv'd, and us.
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5. We'll talk of all he did and faid,

And fuffer'd for us here below ;

%

The path he mark'd for us to tread,

And what he's doing for us now.

6. Thus, as the moments pafs away,

We'll love, and wonder and adore.

.LORD, haften on the glorious day,

When we fhall meet to part no more

!

HYMN CLIII.

To the Holy Ghost.

i.QTAY, thou infulted Spirit flay;

O Tho' I have done thee fuch defpite

.Calf not a finner quite awav,

Nor take thine everlafting flight.

2. Tho' I have moft unfaithful been

Of all, whoe'er thy grace receiv'd,

Ten thoufand times thy goodnefs feen,

Ten thoufand times thy goodnefs griev'd:

3. But O ! the .chief of finners fpare,

In honour of my great high Prieft

;

Nor in thy righteous anger fwear

T' exclude me from thy people's reft.

4. If yet thou canft my fins forgive,

Ev'n now OLORD, relieve my woes

:

Me to thy reft of love receive,

And blefs me with a calm repofe,

Ev'n
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5. Ev'n now my weary foul releafe,

And raife mo*by thy gracious hand j

Guide me into thy periecit peace,

And bring me to the promif'd land.

HYMN CLIV.

IS THIS THY KINDNESS TO THY FRIEND ?

1. TJOOR, weak, and worthlefs though I am,
XT I have a rich Almighty Friend ;

-

JESUS, the SAVIOUR, is his name,
He loves me freely without end,

2. He ranfom'd me from hell with blood,

And by his pow'rmy foes controull'dr'

He found me wand'ring far from GOD,
And brought me to his chofen fold,

3. He cheers my heart, my wants fupplies,

And fays that I lhall mortly be
Enthron'd with him above the fkies,

OhJ whataFriendisCHRISTtome!

4. But ah ! my inward fpirit mourns I

(And well mine eyes with tears may fwim)

To think of my perverfe returns

;

I've been a faithlefs friend to him,

5. Often my gracipus Friend I grieve,

Neglecl, difrruft, and difobey

;

And often Satan's lies believe, .

Sooner ihaji all .my- Friend can fay*

6, He
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6. He bids me always freely come,
And promifes whate'er I afk

;

But I am ftraiten'd, cold, and dumb,
And count my privilege a tafk.

7. Before the world that hates his courfe,

My treach'rous heart has throbb'd with fhame;
Loth to forego the world's applaufe,

I hardly dare avow his name.
.-

8. Sure were not I moll vile and bafe,

I could not thus my Friend requite,

And were not He the G O D of grace,

He'd frown and fpum me from his fight.

HYMN -CLV.

1. HHHYlove, O JESUS! is a theme
JL That never never fhall grow old

;

That love which doth from fin redeem
Is new ten thoufani times thrice told.

2. Thy love makes us count-all things lofs,

To fcorned poverty gives charms

;

Makes martyrs bold, e'en on the crofs,

And, finging triumph, reach thy arms.

3. When thy love glows upon the heart

Difgrace forgets her (hocking name ;

Afflictions lofe their deadly (mart,

And patience fmiles amidft the flame :

>

4. Salvation founds from racks and flakes,

Hope blunts the fword's devouring edge

;

Q a Severed
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Severeil torture joy partakes

Of heav'nfy bins the welcome pledge.

5 Broad Heav'n and earth mall fing of thee,

And their melodious numbers raife ;

We'll make thy name remember 'd be,

Th' eternal centre of all praife.

HYMN CLVI.

1. "V7* E nations hear, 'tis Heav'n doth call -

A Ye kings, ye flaves, of ev'ry tongue,,.

Give ear; the theme concerns you all;

The great Salvation is my fong.

2. Tis not for this or t'other realm,

Tis no fuch mean contracted fcheme

:

JLet ev'ry tongue adopt the Pialm,

The common fafety is my theme.

3. The grand dehVranoe then difplay'd,

By GOD's dear Son, the prince of peace,

When rifmg from the grave, he (aid

To his elev'n, with lips of grace y

4., " Ye fee I live, who once was flaiu :

" Tell all theworld the gladfome news*
" That G O D is love, and loves all men,

" Barbarians, Greeks, as well as Jews*

,5.
" In deferts, towns, to ev'ry kind,
" O'er ev'ry mountain, ev'ry plain,

** Tell my Salvation's not confln'd

" To anv rank or fort of men.
6. " Speak
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6. " Speak boldly in my name to all

;

" My word with equal force prevails

M On wife, on fools, on great, on fmall

;

" The mountains level, raife the vales.

7. " Regard not how the news will pleafe

" The fons of pride, who make their boaft

" Ofwifdom, wealth, and worldly eafe ;

" Nor think your labour will be loft.

8. " Dream not in all th' apoilate race
" A well difpofed heart to find,

" To welcome, or improve my grace ;

" Hope nothing from the human mind.

9. " The great reward of all my pain
" Stands not on fuch precarious ground

;

" Or not one foul would life obtain,

" And all my pangs be fruitlefs found.

10. " He thatfurveys the heart of man,
" Who teftifies 'tis only ill,

" Woul'd ne'er have form'd this faving plan
" On ought depending on his will

;

11. Yet G O D in mercv purpos'd hath,
" (And GOD's Salvation ftandeth fore)

n To blefs all nations ; and my death
" Hath made their blefiednefs fecure*

12. " All my redeem'd fure mercies boafl,

" For fo his will that fent me is,

" That thofe he gave me be not loft,

" But rais'd at laft to endlefs blifs."

Q 3 J 3- The
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,, The grace of G O D in J E S U S flwwm

Molt fure Salvation brings along.

<• Salvation to our G O D alone,

Of ev'ry tribe fnall be the long.

tA Is any heart fo black, fo fouT,

14
Excluded here? 'tis farely mine

:

-^STSd:sS- ?

TW LORD, to me for ever grant
BUt

'p
L
re;entmg S

raceasmydefe«e.

„. Be that redemption minyrav,
7

Which guilty men in J E,

SU > -ee.

Tl™, with the whole redeem d, I may
Th

Thepraifeofallafcnbetothee.

H Y M N CLVII.

^ WH AT (halll do my SAVIOUR to praife

'Ol f^ful and true, to plenteous in grace,

V^ "Xliver fo eood to redeem

*&&* believer tL hangs upon h.m.

2. How
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t. How happy the man whofe heart is fet free 1

The people that can be joyful in thee!

Their joy is to walk in the light of thy face,

And ftill they are talking of J E S U S's
N

grace.

3. Their daily delight mall be in thy name ;

Thev mill as theii right thy righteoufnefs claim ; -

Thy rignteoufnefi wearing, and cleanf 'd by thy blood,

Bold ihall they appear in the prefence of GOD-

4. For thou art their boaft their glory and pow'r;

And I alfo trufl to fee the glad hour,

My foul's new creation, a life from the dead,

The day of falvation that lifts up my head.

5. Yes, I. O RD, I mall fee theblifs of thine own,
Thy qiegcy to me fhall foon be nude known :

Tor forrow and fadnefs, I joy fnall receive,

And fhare in tne gladneis of alfihat believe,.

HYMN CLVIIL

1. TTE dies ! the fr'end of finners dies?

JLjL Lo ! Salem's daughters wee j around
& folenm darknels veils the ikies !

A hidden trembling fhakes the ground I

Come, faints, and drop a tear or two,

Far him who groan'd beneath your load!

He fhed a thoufand drops for you,

A thoufand drops of richer blood 1

2. Come,
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&. Come, finnerSj view your Saviour dead ;

And weep around his lonely tomb

!

Your hope, your joy, your all is fled,

For ah ! your Champion's overcome !

A conflict with the pow'rs of hell

Your Saviour did for you fuitain;

He nobly fought, but ah! he fell

!

Break, hearts of flint ! the Lamb is Main I

3. Here's love, and grief, beyond degree,

The LORD of Glory dies for men!
But lo ! what fudden joys we fee,

JESUS, the dead, revives again

!

The rifing GOD forfakes the tomb :

(The tomb in vain forbids his rife)

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And fhout him welcome to the ikies

!

4. Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell

How high our great Deliverer 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 fting?

"'And where's thy victry, boafting grave?'

HYMN CLIX. Grace.

1. TW MAGNIFICENT free grace, arife,

IVX Outfliine the thoughts of (hallow man

;

Sov'reign, preventing all furprize,

To him that neither will'd nor ran.

2. Grand
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2. Grand as the bofom whence thou rlow'd,

Kind as the heart that gave thee vent

Rich as the gift that GOD beftow'd,

And lovely like the CHRIST he fent.

3. Sin reign 'd to death ; but over fin

And death, with more imperial fway,

Grace fpreads her more extenfive reign,

And doth eternal life convey.

4. For us Salvation wide difplays

Her ample all-refrefhing wing

;

Safe in the (hade, free grace we praife,

Aud all itspeerlefs glories fing>

H Y M N CLX- Mercy

1. QEE rriatchlefs mercy from on hi^b,

k5 Defcend to rebels ^d'o'om'd to die
;

Tis mercy free, that knows no bound

;

How grand, how gladfome is the found!

2. While haughty mortals frown a n<5 fret,

Who fovVeign boundlefs mercy hate
;

Thro' all the regions of the blefr,

That mercy only is confeft.

3. Until we join the happy throng,

Let boundlefs mercy be our fong ;

And may our lives with fruits abound,

To (hew we know the joyful found.

H Y M N
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HYMN CLXI.

E comes! he comes! the SAVIOUR
comes

Tremble, O earth, and burft ye tombs

!

Thou fun in darknefs veil thy rays,

To brighter glories of his face.

2. Behold, it comes! the Judgment comes!

The Judge his glory now aflumes :

Shout, heav'n, and earth, and raging waves ;

*Tis JESUS, comes ! his flock he faves.

3. It comes! it comes * the morning comes!

Give up the fleeping duft, O tombs

!

Ye long forgotten dead, arife ;

Meet JESUS coming in the Ikies.'

4. Behold it comes ! falvation comes F

Ye tenants of the dufty rooms

Awake, and fing in heav'nly ftrain ; ^
Say, « Welcome JESUS, eome and reign.

5- It wma • it comes ! the kingdom comes

!

The foes of JESUS meet their dooms:

Unmeafur'd joys his people know,

And welcome him again below.

1
HYMN CLXII.

Pride.

NNUMERABLE foes

Attack the child of G O D,
H*
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He feels within the weight of fin,

A grievous galling load.

a, Temptations too without,

Of various kinds, aflault,

Sly fnares befet his trav'ling feet,

And make him often halt.

3. From /inner, and from faint,

He meets with many a blow :

His own bad heart creates him fmart

Which only GOD can know.

4. But tho' the hoft of hell

Be neither weak nor fmall :

One mighty foe deals dang'rous woe^

And hur,ts beyond them all,

^. 'Tis pride, accurfed pride,

That fpir't by G O D abhorr'd

:

Do what we will, it haunts us itill;

And keeps us from the LORD.

£. It blows its pois'nous breath,

And bloats the foul with air

;

The heart up-lifts with GOD's own gifts,

And makes ev'n grace a fnare.

7. Awake—nay while we fleep;

In all we think or fpeak,

Kt puffs us glad, torments us fad

;

Its hold we cannot break.

a

8. In other ills we find

The hand of Heaven not flack

:

Pride
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Pride only knows to interpofe,

And keep cur comforts back.

9. 'Tis hurtful., when perceiv'd :

Wiien not perceiv'd, 'tis worfe,

Unfeen or feen it dwells within
;

And works by fraud or force.

10. Again!! it's influence pray,

It mingleswith the pray'r

;

Againft it preach, it prompts the fpeech

;

Be filent, ftill 'tis there.

11. This moment, while I write,

I feel it's' pow'r .wftUa
;

My heart it draws to feek applaufe,

And mixes all with fin.

12. Thou meek .and lowly LAMB,
.
This haughty .tyrant kill

;

That wounded thee, tho' thou wall free,

And grieves thy Spirit ftill,

13. Oar condefcerrding GOD,
- (To whom elfe mail we go ?)

Remove our pride, whate'er betide;

And lay and keep us low.

14. Thy garden is the place,

Where pride cannot intrude :

For mould it dare to enter there,

'Twould foon be drown'd in blo'odV

H Y M N



„< '9J )

J

HYMN CLXIIL

I, ? f"y I 8 falfe; thou vile accufer go,

X (I fe* cnro' ail the th?.n difguife—

)

Back co thy deftin'd realms below;

Thou parent of deceit and lies

!

z. Think not to drive my trembling foul

,

Laden *irh guilt, ro black defpair

;

Hail thou furvey'tf ihefacitid roll,

And found wy name no; written there?

3. Prefump'uoas thought! to fix the bound,
To limit roeicy's fov'reig. rcigK;

What ciher happ/ fculs have foucd,

I'll fcek, boi fliiil Keek in vtin.

4. I own my guilt, thy charge confef$f

Nor can try malice make it more;
©i crimes il eady numberlef

,

V^in the a^empt to fwell the fcoie I

5. Set the black lift before my fight;

While I remember Jesus <iy'd,

'Twill only urge my fpetfdier flight,

To leek falvation at his fide.

6. Low at his feet I'll call me down 5

To him reve?l my grief and fear;
1 And if he i'pums n«e from his throne,

I'll be t he fii ft that perifh'd there.

M H Y M N
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HYMN CLXIV.

ft. T AflcM Ike L O R D that I might grow
X In faith, and love, and ev'ry grace f.

Might more of his falvation know,
Andfeek more earneftly his face.

«. 'Twas he who taught me thus to pray t-

And he, I trull, has anfwer'd pray'r :

But it has been in fuch a way
As almoft drove me to deipair.

3. I hop'd that in fome favour'd hour,

At once htM grant me my rcqutft;

And, by his love's conftraining pow'r8
Subdue my fins, and give me reft.

4. In {lead of this, he made me feel

The hidden evils of my heart,

And let the angry pow'rs of hell

, AfTault my foul ;n c\*ry part.

5. Yea more, with his own hand ke fecmU
Intent k> aggravate my woe:

CroiVd all the fair defigns I fchem'd,

Blafted my gourds, and laid me low.

6. LORD, why is this r I trembling cry'd*

Wilt thou purfue thy worm to death?

.'Til in this way, the LO RD reply'd,

I anfwer pray'r for grace and faith.

7. Thefe inward trials I employ
From felf and ptide to fet thee free,

To break thy fchemes of worldly joy,

That thou may' ft fesk thy AL L in me.HYMN
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HYMN CLXV.

i. TTT HAT trumpet's this that founds

VV Such glerio !* liberty,

To Tinners through the blood of Ch*i$t,
And why not then fpr me ?

2, Jesus dy'd to redeem

Poor finders, and fee free

The worftof traitors by his blood,

And therefore why not roe ?

3. Christ dy'd to bring to God
\

; r
Such that at diftance be;

The Juttfor the Ur.juft did die;

And why not then for me ?

4, The Gofpel holds forth Christ ?"

To fuch that finners be ;

Yea, free redemption by his blood;
Why therefore not to me?

5. God did commend his love

To fuch that finners be

;

Yea, Christ for the ungodly dy'd,

And why not die for me *

6. Christ dy'd for enemies,

'G*inft God that rebels be ;

And peace by blood for all is made;
And why not then for me ?

7, There's 7ighteoufnefs in Christ,
M-ft infinitely free,

F*r needy finners which was wrought

;

And why not then for me ?

M 2 f. An£
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2, And in this righteoufnefs

Sinners angels outfhine

;

It covers, all their fouled fpcts,

And why not cover mice?

9. So that God's holy eye

No IfOta iit them can fee;

This g- rient whi.e it fhines fo bright;

Auu wfty not (hine on me ?

HYMN CLXVI.

1. TJ ISE, ZioHy mine, rhy light is come,

JLV The glorious day's bigurn;
Theft beams we fre.fo. b v. ht bat be,

Da;t fiom the glorious fun,

2. Of righteoufnefs^ that rifingis;

1 h daj doth d?wn apace j

Tht fongi of pia.(e we hear a days

O. Christ, and his nee grace 5

- \ri tokees plain, the Ltmb one* flam

is h fl • ing to his throne ;

The b ide doth %, Come, hade away,

M> deui biloved cue.

4. The taints rej. ice, the turtle's voice

Is heard within our land ;

The hundred forty four thou/and

Shall icon with Jesus Hand.

5. And they fhall fing, to Christ their King,
Their longs in fuch a ftrain,

That learn can ncne but thole alone

Who with the Lord mail reign,

6. Yc
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6. Ye tanght ones of the Lord, fiog praife

To th' Lamb the tbione upon ;

JTis only he taught >ou ar.d ms
To ling the Lamb's new fong;

HYMN CLXVII.

1. ^IT/'HY fhould the nations angry hi)

VV What noife is this ve hear?

The gofpel »aket away their Gods,
And that they cannot bear.

2. The exaltation of the Lamb,
Whofe glory's (hiring forth,

Hath thefe tumultuous noifes made,

And made the people wroth.

3. The fsints begin to fpeak infuch

An evangelic ftrain,

The confcier.ee o? the Pharifee

It fills with rage and pain.

4. The hundred forty four tboufand

In fuch a ft rain do fiog,

That none but chofen priefts and kings
Can touch upoi* that firing.

5. Come, faints, ftrike up your fongs of prajfe,

Though Men and Devils join ;

The Scrhe and Pharifee alfo

Together do combine

;

6 'Tis all in vain, the Lamb was fiain,

A-d iives for evermore ;

We therefore fing unto our King,
Aadaiw^vj him adore.

m y m .jj
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HYMN CLXVIU.

t y^ O E S it not grjef and wonder move,

LI To think of I/rael's dreadful fall ?
j

Who needed miracles to prove

Whether the Lord were God, or Baal.

2. Methinks I Tee Elijah fUnd,

His features gtow v^ith love andzsal

;

In faith and, oray'r he lifts his hand,

And makes to Heav'n his great appeal %

3. " Oh, God, if I thy fervant am,

If 'tis thy mi-ffage fills my heart,

Now glorify thy holy name,

And Jhew this people who thou art.

jl. He fpokc, and lo, a fudden flame

Confum'd the wood, (he duft, the ftone;

The people ftruck, at once proclaim

" The Lord is God, the Lord alone, ,

r. Like him we mourn an awful day,

When more for Baal than God appear;

Like him believers, let us pray.

And may the God of Ifrati hear.

6. Lord 1

, if thy fervantfpeaks thy truth,

If he indeed is fent by Thee,

Confirm .he word to all our youth,

And let them thy falvauon lee.

7. Now may the Spirits holy fire

Pierce ev'ry heart that hears thy word

;

Con fume each hurlfui vain cltfire,

And makeihem know thou an the Lord.
y m n
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HYMN CLXIX.

i. T OVE divine, all loves excelling,

1 j Joy of Heav'n, to earth come down ;

Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy laithful mercies crown :

Jesus, Thou art all companion,

Pure unbounded love thou art;

Vifit us with thy falvation,

Enter ev'ry tiembling heart.

2. Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into ev'ry troubled breaft,

Let us all in thee inherit,

Let us find thy promis'd reft.

Take away our pow'r offianing,

Alpha and Omega b?,

End of faith ai its beginning,

Set our hearts at liberty.

3. Come Almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy life receive,

Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave.

Thee we would be always bl oiling,

"Serve thee as thine hoft above ;

Pray, and praife thee, without ceaiing,

Giory in thy perfect love.

4. Finifli then thy new creation,

Pure and fpotlefs let us be ;

Let us Ct ihy great falvation,

Perfectly reftor'd by thee;

Chang'd from glory unto glory,

'Till in heav'n we take our place,
rTiU we call our crowns before thee,

Loft in wonder, jgve, aad praite i HYMN
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HYMN CLXX.

i. /*"X All Lovjrg Lamb,

\^f A finner 1 am,

'And come as a .{inner thy mercy to claim.

2. With joy I embrace

The pardon and grace

Thy paflion haih purchas'd for all the left race.

3. For finners like me
Thy mercy is het ;

O, who would n9t love fach u Saviour as thee 2

4. Yet long I withftood

And did from my God,

But mercy purfu'd with the cry cf thy blood!

5. It challenged its ft: ay,

And fore'd me to ftay,

And wafh'd all my fins in a moment away,

6. I fek it apply 'd,

And joyfully cry'd,

Me, me thou haft iov'o, ar.d for me thou haft dy d

!

7. How mighty thoa art,

O Love, to convert!

Love only couid cor.quer fo ftubborn an heart.

8. Tbe lr»ve of GoD-roan

Ak f • C« uu couitr-io
^

SoJhudy a refeej io love the* again.

3> Bct
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9. But fure at the lafl

Thy goodncfs I tafte ;

My fcul on thy goodr.efs delighted I caft.

10. Tby pcodnefs PI pr.ife,

I'll finj oi ihy ;; ace,

And joyfully live oat my few happy days.

11. And when :hy <ear Love
Me hence foali remove,

O then I mail fing like the a*ig#ls above.

12. Yet there when I em, .,

My work is the fame,

T* afcxibe my faivation to God and the Lamb.

13. Salvation to Gdd,
I'll ptibUfb abroad,

And make iiea*en in:g with the cry of thy blood;

14. Th* Lamb that was ilain,
' vz.h again,

Aad I with my Jesws for ever (hall reign.

HYMN CLXXI.

I. Q TILL out of the deepeft abyf* -

C? O; trouble I mournfully cry,

And pine to recover my peace,

To fee rcy Redeemer, and die.

1 cannot, I cannot forbear

Thefe paffionate longings for home

;

O when will my fpirit be there ?

O when will the mefTenger come ?

2. Thy
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2. Thy nature I long to put on,

Thine image on earth to regain,

And then in \he grave to lay down
My burden of body and pain ;

O Jesuj, in pity draw near,

And lull me to fleep on thy breaft^

Appear, to my refcue appear^
And gather me into thy reft.

3. To take a poor fugitive in,

The arms of thy mercy tifplay,

And give me to reft from all fin,

And bear me triamphart sway ;

Away frcm a world of diftrefa,

Away to the manfions above,

The heaven of feeing thy face,

The heaven of feeling thy love.

HYMN CLXXII.

At PARTING Of FRIENDS,

1. f ^ OD of all confolation, take,

VJT The glory of thy grace,

Thy gifts to thee we render back

In ceafelefs fongs of praife.

Not unto us, but thee, O Lord,
Glory to thee be giv'n,

>:For every gracious thoogkt and word

That brought us nearer fcieaVn.

2; Far-
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2. Farther^ in faith, or hope, or Iove9

The praife to thee we give,

Thy eifcs defcending from above

We only can receive :

The gift, the grace, the work is thine^

If ours the mimftry,

We bow, ,3rd r eft tne hand divine,.

All, all dcfcends from thee.

3. Thro' Thee we now together came,
In (inglenefs of Heart,

"We m< t, O Jesus, in thy name,
And in thy name we part

:

We part in body, not in mmd,
Our minds continue one,

And each to each in Jesus join'd,

We hand in hand go on.

4. Subfift; as in us all one foul,

No pow'r can make u? twain,

And mountains rife, acd oceans roll,

To (tver us in vain.

Preient we dill in fpirit are,

And intimately nigh,

While en the wings >f faith and pray'f

We each to othet fly.

5. With Jesus Christ together we
In heav'nly pbcts fit;

Cloth'd with the fun, we fmile to fee

The moon beneaih our feet.

Our life is hid with Christ in God y
Our life (hall foon appear,

And fprcad his glory all abroad,

In all his members here.

6, Thf
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6. The he2v'nly treafure new we hay©
In a mean houfe of clay,

Which He fhall to the u tin ft fave,

And guard againft thac day.

Our fouls aie in his mighty hand,
And He will keep them ftill,

And you avd Ifhzi furely Hand
With him on Zion's hill.

7. Him eye to eye we th*re mall fee,

Oo. face like Kis fhall mine.
O what a glorious cn^pany,
When faints and a >gels join I

O what a joyful meeting there I

In robes of white array 'd,

Palms in our hands we all fhall bear,

And crowns upon our head.

8. Then let u? lawfully contend,

Ard fight our p?fTage through,

Bear iv our fai*hfu ! m d the tnd,

And keep the prize i.> vie*:

Then Jet m bafteri to the day
Vv en ali mall b-. br"o,?ht home;

C« r^>, O Redeemer, cum. 3. ay!

O ji-us, cr_ ck'y cornel

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXIH.

For the Lord's day morning.

t. T ORD, in the morning thou (halt heir

1 j My voice afcending high

;

To thee wiU I direft my pray'r,

To thee li/t up mine eye*

2. Up to the hilh where Christ is gone
To plead for all his faints,

Prefenting at his father's throne

Our fongs and our complaint?;

3> Thou art a God before whofe fight

The wicked (hall not (land ;

Sinners fhail ne'er be thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand*

4. But to thy houfe will I refort,

To tafte thy mercies there ;

I will frequent thine holy court,

And worfhip in thy fear.

3. O may thy 8pirit guide my feet

In ways of righteoufnefs !

Make ev'ry path of duty ftraighty

And plain before my face.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXIV,

Saints dwell in heaven ; or, Ch r i s tV afcenfiom

«"• ^TT^M I S fpacious earth is all the Lord's,

X And men and worms, and beads and bird's;

He rais'd the building on the feas,

And gave it for their dwelling place.

z. But there's a brighter world on high,

Thy palace, Lotto, above the Iky.

Who ihall afcend that bieft abode ?

And dwell Co near his maker God £

3. He that abhors and fears to fin,

Wh- fe heart is pure, whofe hands areclean^

.Hp.ji iball the L »rd the Saviour blefs,

Ana clothe his foal wish fighteoufnefs.

4» Thife are the men, the pious race,

Thai feek the Gop of Jacob's face|

SThcj fhall enjoy the blifsful fight^

And dwell in everlafting light.

5. Rejoice ye mining worlds 00 hig%
Behold the king of glory's nigh

;

Who can h.s king of glory be?

The mighty Lord, the Saviour's He;

6. Ye heav'nly gates, your leaves difplay

To make the Lord the Saviour way

;

Laden with fpoils from earth and hell,

The conqu'ror comei with Gq» to dwell.

7. Rais'd
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y. RaisM from the dead, he goes before,

He opens heavVs eternal door,

To give his faints a bleft abode,

Near their Redeemer and their God.

HYMN CLXXV.

The vanity of man as mortal.

i. ' I ^ E A C H me the meafure of my days,

X Thou maker of my frame ;

I would furvsy life's narrow fpace.

And learn how frail I am.

2. A fpan is all that we can boaft,

An inch or two of time %

Man is but vanity and dud
In all his flow'r and prime.

3. See the vain race of mortals move
Like ihadows o'er the plain,

They rage and ftrive, defire and Iove,-

But all the r.oife is vain.

4. Some walk in honor's gaudy fhow,
Some dig for golden ore,

They toil for heirs they know not who,
And ftrait are letn no more.

5. What fhould I wifti or wait for then
From creatures earth and dull ?

They make our expectations \&:n,

And difappoint our truit.

S 2 6. Now
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6. Now I forbid my carnal hope,
My fond de fires recal

;

J.give my mortal int'reft up,
And make my God my ail.

HYMN CLXXVI.

A
m
penitent pleading for pardett,

2. SHEW pity, Lor», O Lord, forgive.

Let a repenting rebel live j

Are not thy mercies large and free ?

May not a firmer truft in the* r

2. My crimes are great, but not furpafs

The pow'r and glory of thy grace ;

Great God, thy nature hath no bound,

i>o 1st tby pard'ning love be found.

3. O wafh my fati! from ev'ry tin,

And make ,'my guilty conference cie^n;

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And pail offences pain mine eyes.

4. My lips with fhame my fins confefs

Againft ihy law, againft shy grace :

Lord, Ihould thy judgment grow fevere,

1 am condemn^, but thou art cJear.

5. Should fudden vengeance feize my breath,

I muft pronounce tkee juil in death j

And if my foul were lent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6. Yet



( 2«9 )

6. Yet fave a trembling fmner, Lord,
Whofe hope? ftill hov'ring round thy word,

Would light on feme fweec prornife there,

Some fure fupport agahft dsfpair.

HYMN CLXXVIL

Original and aftual Jin anfe/Jed*

2. T ORD, Iarn v'-M, conceived in fin,

1 v And born unhoiy and unclean ;

Sprung from the maj* whofe guihy fall

Corrupts the race, ar d taints us al!.

2. Soon a? we d^arv our infant breath,

The feeds of ii grow up for death ;

Thy !*.». d inda ? perfed hearts

^ut we're ctefiiM in ev'ry part.

3. [Great God, create my heart anew?
A'-d foj-rn ray Ipirlt ^<ur*and true 1

O make me wife betimes, to fpy

My danger an J my remedy.]

*

4. Ben old I fall before thy face 1

My only rcfa^e is thy grace
;

No outward farms can make mc c4ean s

The lep.oiy lies deep within,

5. No bleeding bird, nor bleeding bead,
Nor hyflbp branch, nor fprinkling prieit

Nor running b.-ook, nor flood, nor fea 3

Can waih the difmal iiain away.

S3 £. J.«*
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6. Jesus, my God, thy blood alone

Hath pcw'r fufficient to atone ;

Thy blood can n:ake me while zs fnow ;

No Je<vuijh types could clcanie me fo.

7. While guilt diflurbs and breaks my peace,

Jim flefh ncr foal hath reil or eafe ;

Lord, let me hear thy pard'Ding voice.

And make my broken bones rejoice.

HYMN CLXXVIII.

^he b&ckjlider reff
oreJ ; or, repentance and faith in the

bleed of Christ.

1. /"XThou trm he^'il when fmr.ers cry,

\J Though a I my crimes before thee lie,

Behold them noi with 3 igrj k',k,

But blot their mem'ry fiomihv book.

2. Create my asfure pure within,

And form my fou. avene (o fin j

Xet thy good i, wit r e'er depart,

J^ur hide thy p;efence irom my heart,

3. I cannot live without thy light,

Cafl: cut and b^rifti'd from thy fight;

Thine i oly y p, my Geo, reftore,

And guard me that i fall no more.

4. Though I have gievM thy Spirit, Lord,
H'^ hMp and comfort it ill afford ;

An ' let a wretch come nsar ihy throne,

Ji'o
utata the oierijs of wy Soa.

S* A
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5» A broken hea-t, ny Cod, my King,

Is all the fi»cnnce I brirp ;

The Go» of grace wiil ne'er c>fpife

A broken heart foi fiCrifice.

6. My foul lies humble-i in the dull,

And owns thy d:eadiui fenteuce juft

i

Look down, O Lord, with pitying eyf,

And Lvc theLul condemned to die.

7. Then will I teach the woriH thy ways

;

Sinners mall learn thy iov'rcign grace ;

I'll lead them to my Saviour's biood,

And they mall praiie a pard'eing God.

8. O may thy love infpire my tongael
Salvation (hail be ail my fong ;

And all roy pow'rs fnall join to blefs

The Lord, my rtrength and righteoufnsf:>.

H V M N CLXXJX.

The Mejtab'
t

s coming and kingdom.

1. TOY to thewoild; the Lord is come

;

J Lei e*r b receive her Kiog ;

Le.e.'/r.a epmrt am room,
Aa<^ hc^v'r and natui^Jutg,

2. Jov to the earth, 'he Saviour reigns,
,- n<>s employ ;

*W fa* is, rock?, hiJIa and plains

&»j>e:u iiie fauna,ng joy%

No
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%, No mo c let fi&s and (qwows gow,
Nor thorns infefl I \

• d

;

He comes to make his flaw

Far as tht cute is >. u »<L

4. He rule* the world witli truth dud grace,

And makes ihe nations prove
The glories of his r.gh.em; faffY,

And wonders of his Icve.

HYMN CLXXX.

Vows made in trouble fatd in the church: or, public tkanh
for private deliverance,

I.1T7HAT mall I render to my God,
VV F° ; <*l

] his kind fiefs fhown ?

My feet {hall vine thine ai>ode,

My fongs acdicis thy th one.

2. Amorg the faints rha« ill! thine h-jafe*

My eff ' »ngs (hat] be paid ;

T^erc fl.itli my z-al oerform the vows

My foul in fcnguiih made.

3. How much it mercy thy delight*

Thou *ver bleffeu God!
How dear ihy fervants in thy fight

!

How precious is their blood 1

are i4 How happy all thy fervants

H.w grert hy grace to rr*!

$&y ,; fe, which ho a haft madcr$&f czie$

h^s.9, I dsvwie to thee.

£. Now
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5. Now I am thine, for ever thine,

Norlhall my purpofe move;
Thy hand hath loos'd my bonds of pain,

And bound me with thy love.

6. Here in thy courts I leave my vow,

And thy rich grace record ;

Witnefs, ye faints, who hear me now,
If Iforfake the Lord.

HYMN CLX-XXI.

Christ tie foundation of his church*

1. TJ Ehold the fure foundation ftoae,

X3 Which God in Zion lays,

To build our heav'nly hopes upon,
And his eternal praife.

2. Chofen of Goo, to finners dear,

And faints adore the name,
They trull their whole falvation here.

Nor mall they fui&r fhamc.

3. The foolim builders, Scribe and Prieft,

Rejedl it with difdain ;

Yet on this rock the church (hall reft,

And envy rage in vain.

4. What though the gates of hell wuhflood,
Yet muft this building rife ;

'Tis thy own work, almighty Goe,
And wond'rous in our eyes.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXXII.

The joy of a. remarkable cornierfion ;' or, melancholy

removedi

1. tl 7 HEN God reveal'd his gracious name,

VV And chang'd my mournful flate,

My rapture kem'd a pleaiing dream,
The grace appear'd lo great.

2. The world beheld the glorious change,
And did thy hand confefs ;

My tongue broke out in unknown ftrains,

And fung furprifing grace.

3. " Great is the work," my neighbours cry'd,

And own'd the pow'r divine ;

" Great is the work," my heart reply'd,

" And be the gWy thine."

4. The Lord can clear the darkefi: fkifs,

Can give us c?y for night,

Make drops of fac?td forrow rife

To rivers of delight.

5. Let thofe that Tow 'n/adnefs wait

Till the fain harv< »> ccm%
They fhall confefs <r*eir ftjeaves are greats

And fhou. the bkifings home.

6. Though feed lie bury'd Jong in duft,

It man*t deceive thejr hop? !

The precious grain can ne'e* be loft,

go grace iaiures the crop.

H VMK
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HYMN CLXXXUL

Prefersati§n by day and night,

i. 'TT* O heav'n I lift my waiting eyes,

X There all my hopes are laid

;

The Lord that built tht earth and Ikies

Is my perpetual aid.

z. Their feet fhall never Aide to fall,

Whom he defigns to keep;
His ear attends the fofteft<eali ;

His eyes can never fleep.

3.. He will fuftain our weakeft pow'ra

With his aimighty arm,

And watch our moft unguarded hour3

Againli farprifing harm.

4. Ifrael rejoice* and reft fecure*

\ hy keeper is the Lord,;

His wakeful eyes employ his pow'x
For thine eteioai guard..

5. Nor torching fun, nor fick^y moon,,

Shall b?ve h; ; :eav? to fmt&a
He ihieids -.hy l. t*d from burning noon,.

From blading damps at nigh;,

6. He guards :hv fouly he keeps thy breath*
Where tnickeft dangers come ;

Go and return, fecure from death,

Till Go» comjRUQds jhee home*

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXXIY.
G 6 b our pre/irvtr.

Pward I lift mine eyes,

From God is all my aid f

The God that built the Ikies,

And earth and nature made 5,

God is the tow'r

To which I fly

;

His grace is nigh

In zv'iy hour,

2. My feet mail never flide,

And fall in fatal fnares,

Since God, my guard and guide*

Defends me from my fears.

Thofe wakeful eyes,

That never fleept

Shall 1/rael keep

Whefl dangers rife./

%. No burning heats by dayv

Nor blafts of evening air,.

Shall take my health away,

If God be with me there

;

Thou art my fun,

And thou my fliade

To guard my head,

By night or noon.

4. Haft thou not giv'nthy word
To fave my foul from death t

And I can truft my Loud
To keep my morsal breath ^

I'll go and co<r<%

Nor fear to die,

Till irom on high,

Then call me home*
H Y M N
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H Y M N CLXXXV. ,

i. T>EHOLD, the well of life appears,

JD Sought for by men four thoufand years

!

Tell all mankind : let ev'ry gale

Bear round the earth the pleafing tale

!

2. Bid each difeafed foul come here
;

Ye lame, ye blind, ye Tick, draw near !

Behold, this true this living ftream.

Heals maladies of ev'ry name !

s.

3. The blind rejoice to fee the fun

:

The lame lay by their crutch and run :

Hark ! from the dumb man's loofen'd tongue

Breaks forth the raptur'd, grateful fong!

4. The deaf too tafte, and wond'ring hear;
1 he joyful found falutes their ear:
The feeble drinks the heajing ftream,
And vigour moots thro

3

all his frame.

5. This ftream fhall all our wants fupply •

Impov'rifh'd Souls, why mould ye die ?

'

The Spirit fays, " Whoever will
" May hither come, and drink his fill." I

6. Let the glad tidings reach the dead
;

This river runs thro' death's dark fhade

:

Where'er it comes, this living fpring
Gives life and health to ev'ry thing.

Ye
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J. Ye thirfly fouls ! no more complain,
Our GOD has fmote the rock again;

From Calv'ry's mount the ftream runs down,
From th.e.pierc'd fide of GOD's own Son,

8. While thro' life's barren wafte we ftray,

This ftream fhall follow all the way

;

Bell flow'rs fhall fpring where'er it flows,

And deferts blofTom as the rofe.

9. What tho' the fultry heats annoy

!

Thefe waters ftill renew our joy;

And while we drink this chearing Spring,

By Calv'ry's ftreams we fit and fing.

HYMN CLXXXVL

For the LORD's Supper.

i . \XT HAT heavnly M A N, or lovely GOD,
V V Comes marching downward from the fkies

?

Array 'd in garments roll'd in blood,

With joy and pity in his eyes ?

f. The LORD! the SAVIOUR! yes, 'tis he,

I know him by the fmiles he wears
;

Dear glorious M A N th.it dy'd for me,
Drench"d deep in Agonies and tears !

3. Lo, he reveals his fhining breaft !

I own thofe wounds, and I adore

;

Lo, he prepares a royal feaft,

Sweet fruit of the fharp pangs he bore !

4. Whence
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4. Whence flow thefe favours fo divine ?

LORD! why fo lavifh of thy blood ?

Why for fuch earthly fouls as mine,

This heav'nly flefh, this facred food ?

5. 'Twas his own love that made him bleed,

That nail'd him to the curfed tree
;

'Twas his own love this table fpread

For fuch unworthy worms as we.

6 Then let us tafte the S A V I O U R 's love,

Come, faith, and feed upon the LORD;
With glad confent our lips fhall move,

And fweet Hofannas crown the board.

H Y M N CLXXXVIL

Forsaken, yet hoping.

1. T T APP Y the hours, the golden days,

XjL When I could call my J E S U S mine,
And fit and view his fmiling face.

And melt in pleafures all divine.

2. Near to my heart, within my arms
He lay, till fin defiTd my breafl,

Till broken vows and earthly charms,
Tir'd and provok'd my heav'nly oriefh

3. And now he's gone, (O mighty woe!)
Gone from my foul, and hides his love (

Curfe on you fins, that griev'd Him fo,

Ye fins that fore'd Him to remove.
12 4. Break
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4- Break, break, my heart; complain, my tongue :.

Hither, -my friends, your forrows bring :

Angels, affift my doleful fong,

If you have e'er a mourning firing.

,5. But, ah! your joys are ever high,

Ever his loveiy lace you fee ; ..

While' my poor fpirits pant and die,

And groan for Thee, my GOD for Thee.

6. Yet let my hope look thro' my tears, \

And fpy afar his rolling Throne

;

His Chariot thro' the cleaving fpheres

Shall bring the bright BELOVED down.

j. Swift as a roe flies o'er the hills,

My foul fprings out to meet him high,

Then the fair C ONQU'ROR turns his wheels,

And climbs the manfions of the fky.

8 There fmiling joy forever reigns,

No more the Turtle leaves the Dove

;

Farewel to jealoufies, and pains,

And all the ills of abfent love.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXXVIII.

Unbelief.

1. A LL you that love the LORD draw near,

jljL To my complaint pray lend an ear,

And help me to condole my grief,

For I'm diftreft by Unbelief.

2. Sometimes I'm Rich a ftupid clod

I doubt th#*exiftence of a GOD ;

But ftill his terrors work my grief,

While hope is drown'd in unbelief.

3. When thus I'm fore diftreft all day,

When evening comes I fain would pray,

And beg for pardon, and relief

;

" But there's no GOD:" fays unbelief.

4. But who did all things firft create ?

Was it not GOD, the wife and great

?

While thus I would aflwage my grief,

" You have no foul :" fays unbelief,

5. But then I make this quick reply,

What makes me then afraid to die,

And after death to dread the grief

Which I muft have for unbelief ?

6. Befides the SAVIOU R. came to die,

The fouls of men to purify;

Which clearly proves for our relief,

That men have fouls, O unbelief!

T 3 7. Bleft
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7* Bleft be mv G O D, that now I fee

That J E S US gave himfeif for me

;

I'll praife his name, who bore mv grief,

And faves my foul from unbelief.

H Y M N CLXXXIX.

i. (f\ Jovful found of gofpel-grace .

r

\J My SAVIOUR wnT appear
;

I hope with joy to fee his face,

And to be holy here.

LORD make my heart thy coriftant home f

For this my foul doth cr-:.

" Surely (he faith) I quickly c&rhe.'*

lie iaith, who cannot lie.

2. The GOD of truth himfeif hath fworm

Whoe'er on him relies

Shall be on wings of eagles borne,

Till he attains the pri^e.

The glorious crown of righteoufnefs

By faith my foul cloth fee

;

That crown the'faithful (ball pc fiefs,

And faithful I would be.

3. The promis'd land from Piigalf s

My foul exulirs to view
;

My hope is full, (O blelfed hope)

Of pleafurcs ever new.

My fpirit once by fin deprefr,

Tir'd by the heavy load,

Now pants for cyerlaftirig reft;

And longs to dwell in G O D.
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4. I feel and know hira now in part J

His love my foul conftrains

;

Its near approach expands my heart,

And breaks my llavifh chains.

He vifits now the houfe of clay,

My fpirit feels him come ;

Dear LORD for ever with me flay,

* And make my foul thy hom<

5. With me, I know, I feel thou art,

Thy prefence LORD I prize;

O make the garden of my heart

A conftant paradife .'

My earth is water'd from thy iky,

LORD make my vale a pool 1

Spring up, O well, I ever cry,

Spring up within my foul

!

6. Come, O my GOD, thy felf reveal,

Fill all this mighty void

;

Then only canil my fpirit fill

:

Re mine, or I'm deflroy'd.

Fulfil, O GOD," my vail defrres,

Vail a* infinity ;

O give me all mv foul requires,

For, LORD, that ALUs in thee.

H Y M N CXC.

The Lord is my portion-..

*' Tj^ROM pole to pole let others roam,
JL And fearch in vain for faiifs ;

Mv
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My foul is fatisfy'd at home,
The LORD my portion is.

2. JESUS, who on his glorious throne .•

Rules heav'n, and earth, and fea;

Is pleas'd to claim me for his own,
And give himfelf to me.

3. His perfon fixes all my love,

His blood removes my fear

;

And while he pleads for me above,
His arm preferves nre here.

4. His word of prornife is my food,

His Spirit is my guide

;

Thus daily is my fl>ength renew 'd,

And all my wants fupply'd.

5. For him I count as gain each lofs,

Difgrace, for him, renown
;

Well may I glory in his crofs,

While he prepares my crown

!

6. Let worldlings then indulge their boaft,

How much they gain or fpend

;

Their joys mull foon give up the ghoff,

But mine (hall know no end.

H Y M N CXCI.

1. ''T^HERE is a fountain fill'd with blood,

X Drawn from IMMANUEL's veins
j

And fi ruiers plung'd beneath that flood,

Lofe all their guilty flains.

2^ The
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The dying thief rejoic'd to fee

That fountain in his day

;

And there have I as vile as he,

Waih'd all inv fins away.

3. Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never iofc its pov/Y,

Till all the mnfWd. church of GOD
Be fav'd to iin no more.

4. E'er fince by faith I faw the ftream

Thy flowing wounds fupply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And mall be till I die.

5. Then in a nobler fweeter fong,

I'll ling thy pow'r to fave :

When this poor lifping, ftamm'ring tongue
Lies filent in the grave.

6. LORD, I believe thou haft prepar'd
(Unworthy tho' I be)

For me a blood-bought free reward,

A golden harp for me.

7. Tis ftrung and tun'd for endlefs years, if

And form'd by pow'r divine,

To found in GOD the Father's ears
No other name but thine.

HYMN
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H - Y M N CXCII.

Breathing after heavenly things.'

I. ^O thee, my GOD, I hourly figh,

X But not for golden ftorcs :

Nor covet I the brighteft gems,
On the rich eaflern fhores.

s. Not that deluding empty jov,

Men call a mighty name
;

Nor greatnefs in its gayeft forms,

My reillefs thoughts enflame.

3. Nor pleafure's foft enticing charms,

My fond defires allure
;

Far greater things than earth can yield,

My wilhes would fecure.

4. Thofe blifsful, thofe tranfporting fmiles,

That brighten heav'n above

;

The boundlefs riches of thy grace,

And treafures of thy love.

3. Thefe are the mighty things I crave ;

! make thefe blefiings mine

;

And all the glories of the world

1 gladly will refign.

HYMN
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HYMN CXCIII.

i. " ET worldly minds the world purfue,
JL-i It has no charms for me

;

Once I admir'd its trifles too,

But grace has fet me free.

2. It's pleafures now no longer pleafe,

No more content afford

;

Far from my heart be joys like thefe.

Now I have known the LORD.

3. As by the light of op'ning day,

The ftars are all conceal'd;

So earthly pleafures fade away,

When JESUS is reveal'd.

h. Creatures no more divide my choice,

I bid them all depart

;

His name, his love, and gracious voice,

Have fix'd my roving heart.

m, Now, LORD, I would be thine alone,

And wholly live to thee

;

But may I hope that thou wilt own
A worthlefs worm like me ?

Yes, tho' of finners I'm the wcrft,

I cannot doubt thy will

;

For if thou hadft not lov'd me firft,

I had refus'd thee ftill.

HYMN
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H Y M N -CXCIV,

Reigning Grace.

i. VTOW may the LORD reveal his face,

X\| And teach our framm'ring tongues
To make his fov'reign reigning grace,

The fubjecl of our fongs ?

No fweeter fubject. can invite

A fmner's heart to fing

;

Or more difplay the glorious right

Of our exalted King.

2. This fubjecl fills the ilarry plains

With wonder, joy, and love

;

And furnifhes the nobleft {trains

For all the harps above :

While the redeem'd in praife combine
To grace upon the throne

;

Angels in folemn chorus join,

And make the theme their own.

3. Grace tills the foil, and fows the feeds,

Provides the fun and rain
;

Till from the tender blades proceeds

The ripen'd harveil grain.

'"Twas grace that calFd our fouls at firft,

By grace thus far we're come,

And grace will help us. thro* the worft,

And lead us fafely home.

4. LORD,
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LORD, when this changing life is paft

If we may fee thy face
;

How fhall we praife, and love, at lafl,

And fing the reign of grace !

Yet let us aim while here below
Thy mercy to difplay;

And own at leaft the debt we owe,

Altho' we cannot pay.

HYMN CXCV.

Christ precious to a believer,

4. TESUS, I love thy charming name,

J 'Tis mufic to my ear;

lain would I found it out fo loud

That earth and heav'n might hear.

2. Yes, thou art precious to my foul,

My tranfport, and my truft

:

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,

And gold is fordid duft.

-3. All my capacious pow'rs can wifh,

In thee moft richly meet

;

Not to my eyes is light fo dear,

Nor friendfhip haif fo fweet.

O may thy grace ftill chear my heart I

And fhed its fragrance there]

The nobleft balm of all its wounds,
The cordial of its care.

u 5. I'll
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t: fll fpeak the honours of thy name

With my laft lab'ring breath ;

When fpeechlefs, clafp thee in my arms

;

My joy in life and death

!

HYMN CXCVI.

The nativity.

1 TT A RK, the glad found ! tho Saviour comes,

XI The Saviour promis'd long \

Let ev
;

ry heart prepare a throne,

And ev'ry voice a fong.

5. On him the Spirit largely pour'd,

Exerts its facred fire;

Wifdom and might, and zeal, and love,

His holy breaft infpire.

*, He comes the pris'ners to releafe,

In Satan's bondage held
;

The gates of brafs before him burft3

The iron fetters yield.

\ He comes, from thickeft film, of vice

To clear the mental ray ;

And on the eye-balls of the bhnd

To pour celeftial day.

r He comes the broken heart to bind,

The bleeding foul to cure ;

And wiih the riches of bis -grace,

T enrich tht humble poor.
6. Our
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6. Our glad Hofannas, Prince of peace,

Thy welcome fliall proclaim

;

And heav'n's eternal arches ring

With thy beloved name.

HYMN CXCVI1.

Every creature at GOD's command,

i. "T7* LI JAH 's example declares,

JL_j Whatever diftrefs may betide,

The faints may commit all their cares

To him who will always provide.

When rain long withheld from the earth

Occafion'd a famine of bread,

The prophet, fecur'd from the dearth,

By ravens was conilantly fed.

2. More likely to rob than to feed,

Are ravens who live upon prey

;

But where the LORD's people have need,
His goodnefs will find out a way:

This inftance to thofe may feem ftrange,

Who know not how faith can prevail

;

But fooner all nature (hall change,
Than one of G OD's proraifes fail,.

). Nor is it a lingular cafe

;

The wonder is often renew'd
;

And many may fay toGOD's praife,

By ravens he fendeth them food.
Thus worldlings, tho' ravens indeed,

Tho' greedy and felfifh their mind,
U2 |f
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If GOD has a fervant to feed,

Againll their own wills can be kind.

4. Thus Satan, the raven unclean,

That croaks in the ears of the faints,

O'er-rul'd by a power unfeen,.

Adminifters oft to their wants :

GOD teaches them how to find food

From all the temptations they feel:

This raven who thirffo for my blood,

Has help'd me to many a meal.

5. How fafe and how happy are they

Who on the good Shepherd rely

!

He'll give them out ftrength for their da\%

Their wants he will furely fupply.

He ravens and lions can tame ;

All creatures obey his command :

Then let me rejoice in his name,

And Jeave all my cares in his hand.

HYMN CXCVIII.

CHARITY NEVER FAILETH. 1 Cor. Xlil. 8.

1. T7AITH in the bleeding LAMB,
J? O what a gift is this

!

Hope of falvation in his name,

How comfortable 'tis!

2, Knowledge of what is right I

How we are reconciled;

A
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A foe receiv'd a favourite,

An alien made a child.

3. Bleflings, my friends, like thefe,

Are very very great

:

But foon they ev'ry one rauft ceafe ;

Nor are they now complete.

4. Faith will to blifs give place.

In light we hope mail lofe
;

For who needs truft-for things he has;

Or hope for what he views ?

£. The little too that's known,
Which, children-like, we boaft,

Will fade like glow-worms in the Sun,
Or drops in ocean loft.

6. But love mail ftill remain;

Its glories cannot ceafe.

No other change fhall that fuilain,

Save only to increafe.

7. Of all that GOD beftows,

In earth, or heav'n above,

The belt gift faint or angel knows,
Or e'er will know, is love.

8. Love all defecls fupplies,

Makes great obftru&ions final I.

'Tis pray'r ; 'tis praife , 'tis facrifice

;

;
Tis holinefs ; 'tis all.

U a 9. Be-
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9. Defcend, celeftial dove,

With JESU's flock abide:

Give us that beft of bleffings, love

Whate'er we want befide.

HYMN CXCIX.

True, and false, Faith.

1.
I
/ AIT H's a convincing proof;

JL A fubftance found and fure :

That keeps the foul fecur'd enough ;

But makes it not feCure.

2. Notion's the harlots teff,

By which the truth's revil'd
;

The child of fancy finely dreft;

But nol the living child.

3. Faith is by knowledge, fed
;

And with obedience mixt. .

Notion is empty, cold, and dead :

And fancy's never fixt.

4: True faith's the life of G O D.
Deep in the heart it lies.

It lives, and labours under load;

Tho' dampt, it never dies.

3. A weak'ning, emptying grace ;

That makes us ftrong and full.

Falfe faith, tho' ftout and full in face,

Weakens and ftarves the foul.

6. Opi-
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6. Opinions in the head
True faith as far excels

;

As body differs from a fhade,

Or kernels from the mells-

7. To fee good bread or wine

Is not to eat or drink.'

So fome, who hear the word divine,

Do not believe, but think.

8. True faith refines the heart

;

And purifies with blood :

Takes the whole gofpel, not a part.

And holds the fear of G O D.

HYMN CC.

Funeral Hymn.

1. /CHRISTIANS, view this folcmn fcenei

\_y And, if your fouls be fad,

Look beyond the cloud between
;

And let your hearts be glad. ~

Never from your mem 'ry lofe

The refureclion of tbejuf>.

Death's a ble fling now to thofe

Who in our JESUS truft.

2. Deep interr'd in earth's dark womb
The mould'ring body lies..

But the Chriflian from the tomb
Shall fcon triumphant rife.

JESUS CHRIST, the righteous Judge,
For all his people's fins was flain.

Give
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Give the S A V I O U R without grudge,

The purchafe of his pain.

3. Now the grave's a downy bed,

Embroider'd round with blood.

Say not the believer's dead
;

He only refts in GOD.
LORD, we long to be at home ;

Lay down our heads, and deep in Thee.

Come, LORD JESUS quickly come;
And fet thy pris'ners free.

H Y M N CCI.

To thf HOLY GHOST.

1. f^SO M E, Holy Spirit, come ;

\^/ Let thy bright beams arife,

Difpel the darknefs from our minds ;

And open LORD our eyes.

2. Chear our defponding hearts,

Thou heav'nly paraclete,

Give us to lie with humble hope,

At our REDEEMER'S feet,

3. Revive our drooping faith

;

Our doubts and fears remove ;

And kindle in our breafts the flames

Of never dying love.

4. Convince us of our fin ;

Then lead to JESU's blood:

And to our wond'ring view reveal

The fecret love of GOD.
5 Shew
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g. Shew us that loving man,

That rules the courts of blifs,

The LORDof hofts, the mighty GOD,
Th' eternal Prince of Peace.

•

6. Tis thine to cleanfe the heart,

To fancrify the foul,

To pour frcfh life on ev'ry part,

And new create the whole.

7. If thou celeftial Dove,
Thine influence withdraw,

What eafy victims foon we fall

To confcience, wrath, and law f

8. No longer burns our love
;

Our faith and jpatience fail

;

Our fin revives ; and death and hell

Our feeble fouls affail,

9. Dwell therefore in our hearts
;

Our minds from bondage free.

Then mall we know, and praife, and love,

The Father, Son, and Thee.

H Y M N CCII.

1. T AM, faith CHRIST, the Way.
JL Now if we credit him,

All other paths mull lead aflray

How fair foe'er they feem.

1. I
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2. lam, faith CHRIST, the Truth.

Then all that lacks this teft,

Proceed it from an Angel's mouth,
Is but a lie at befh

3. I am faith CHRIST, the Ufe,
Let this be feen by faith,

It follows without further ftrife,

That all befides is death.

4. If what thofe words aver,

The Holy Ghoft apply
;

The fimpleft Chriftian fhall not errr
Nor be deceived, nor die.

HYMN CCIII.

1. T^AKE heed, ye Chriftians how ye hear.

A Pay ev'ry truth reflect.

The word of exhortation bear
;

Nor treat with cold neglecl.

2. Defpife not thofe who would you warn,

Remember, this is true :

He that his duty will not learn,

His duty will not do.

3. Who flights in any part GOD's word,

Shews a too haughty look.

The flothful foul will not be ftirr'd ;.

Nor fcorners hear rebuke.

4. Better's a babe, that would be wife,

Than thofe who mind high things

:

Whofe
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Whofe long profeflion fcorns advice,

Thofe old and foolifh kings.

5. LORD let me not, by pride entic'd,

Thy precepts count a load.

Help me to keep the faith of CH R I S T,

And the commands of GOD.

HYMN CCIV.

-Characters and offices of CHRIST,

1. f~^\ H R I S T is th' eternal Rock,
\^>> On whifih his church is built;

The Shepherd of his little flock ;

The Lamb that took our guilt

;

Our Counfellor; our Guide
;

Our Brother, and our Friend ;

The Bridegroom of his chofen bride,

Who loves her to the end.

2\ He is the Son to free;

The Bifhop he to blefs ;

The full Propitiation he

;

The LORD our Rig-hteoufnefs

:

His body's glorious Head

;

Our Advocate that pleads;

Our Prieft that pray'd, aton'd, and bled,

And ever intercedes.

3. Let all obedient fouls

Their grateful tribute bring

;

Submit
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Submit to JE SU -s righteous rules,

And how before their King.
Our Prophet CHRIST expounds

His and our Father's .will.

This good Phyfician cures our wounds
" With -tendernefs and fkill,

4. When fin had fadly made
'Twixt wrath and mercy ftrife

;

Our dear Redeemer dearly paid

Our ranfom with his life.

Faith gives the full releafe;

Our Surety for us flood.

The Mediator made the peace,

And fign'd.It with his blood.

«.
-

,5. Soldiers your Captain own.
Domeftics, ferve your Lord.

Sinners, the SAVlOUR's love make known.
Saints, hymn th' Incarnate Word

;

The Witnefs fure and true

Of GOD 's good will to men;
The Alpha and th' Omega too,

The Firfl and Laft Amen

6. Poor pilgrims fhall not ftray,

Who frighted floe from wrath

:

A bleeding JESUS is the Way;
And blood tracks all the path.

Chriftians in CHRIST obtain

The Truth that can't deceive.

And never mail they die again,

Who in the Life believe.
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Faith in the bleeding Lamb,
Faith's a convincing proof,

Farewel vain world, I bid adieu,

Far from thefe narrow fcenes of night,

Father, if thou my Father art,

Father, I long, I faint to fee,

From Pole to Pole let others roam,

Gird thy Loins up, Chriflian Soldier,

Glory, Glory, Glorv, Glory,

God moves in a myfterious way
God of my life, through all my days,

God of all confolation, take

Guide me, oh thou great Jehovah,
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Hail the day that fees him rife,
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Lanth of God, we fall before thee, 144 177
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99 1 24

Lord, bring thy church out of diitrefs, 10 i4
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Magnificent free grace arife,
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Mourning, and drooping, here I lie
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My foul doth magnify the Lord,
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Not all the pow'rs of earth and hell

Now from the altar of my heart,

Now for a wond'rous fong,

Now Lord, tho' we mull part awhile,

Now may the Lord reveal his face,

O
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Poor, weak, and worthlefs tho' I am, 154 182

Pray'r was appointed to convey 77 98

O
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R

Rejoice, the Lord is King,

Repent, ye fons oF men, repent,

Jvife, my foul, and (!rci:ch thy wings,

Rife, Zion, mine, t'.y light is come,

Salvation, oh, the joyful found !

Saviour, vifit thy plantation,

Saw ye not the cloud arife,

See match) efs mercy from on high,

Shall I for fear of feeble man,
Shew pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive,
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Sing to our Saviour's name
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Strange that fo much of heav'n and hell
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Take heeJ, ve Chriftians how ye hear,

Teach me the meafure of my daws,

That heart; is harder than a ftone

There is a war proclaim
;

d above,

TrEf fountain of Chrift

The Lord that made both heav'n and
earth.

" The fouls that would to Jefus prefs,

The Lord ovj- falvation and light,

The church a garden is,

There is a land of living jov,

There is a land of pure delight,

The finner that trulv, believes,

There is a fountain fill'd with blood,

This God is the God we adore,

This fpacious earth is all the Lord's,

Tho* ftrait be the way,

Thv judgments, great God, are equal andm c

Thy love, O Jefus! is a theme
5

Tis a point I long to know,
'Tis falfe ; thou vile accufer go,

To heav'n I lift my waiting eyes,

To thee, my God, I hourly ligh,

Try us, O God, and fearch the ground
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Uprifing from the darkfome tomb
Upward I lift mine eyes,

Vain man thy fond purfuits forbear;

Vain things allure, and charm the mind
Vital fp;sk of heav'nly flame,
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Weu, let this earthly home decay,
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Who knows but fuch an one as I

Why fhould the nations angry be ?
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Zion rejoice lift up your voice 43 l5&
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