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P R EF A CE

THE fo!lawmg Collettion of Hymns is intended fo?' L‘bz‘

Ufe of thofe happy People, who, from a devoted Sim.-
plicity of Heart, mean to be faithful Followers of the Lord
Fefus Chriff.  And the ﬂ’zd Experience, or Heart-falt
Knowledge, of his Truths, s the great 03_’]6& i their

View., They f ioofe that all notional Faith mz,/? !ead fo-
A_ e . .




1v, The P REF A C E.
the grealcfl Superficion on the one Hand, as bcheving by
Report, not united with Preof s or o the greaie ﬁ Enihi-
Jiefin on e cther, cs WALy [o!fotuzvz.ﬂ‘ what they only fup-
pofe 1o be true, and fondly wiflaling inat Warmil, for
Proof.  Wacreas plamn Truihs, brovght home to the Mind,
and pofiefled by the Heart, thronsh lhe Spirit of GO,
conformabiy to the Word of Promife recovded in Scrip-
fure, jave alike from the Z;Zz-n,afb!a. Ienorance of the ane,
and the dclirious Poffeffion of the viher. VW halfoever the
Seviour of the World kas enzaged by his Promufes to do
Jor his People, Ie means aclually (o perform; and not in
one Age of his Church only, but i every Age. A Truth
which no one can deny, whilft he acknowledges the Scrip-
tures to be true.  Indeed all his Promufes of Mercy are fo
well fuited to the m ﬁmee State of Man while on Earth,



The PREFACE. v.
and fo juftly adapted to the Condition of his Sin and Igno-
rance. that they become the only Remedy for both.  And
his Pecple do find thofe Promufes properly belonging to
them, and invariably annexed to the Work of Redemption,
and confequently enjoyed by all his fasthful Followers. If
the Petitions wn thefe Hymns are viewed in this Light, as
expreffing the greateft Attachment of Hearé to their only
and eternally beft Friend, they will appear not only rea-

Jonable, but confiftent with the Profeffion they make of
knowing Fefus to be therr Lovd and their God by the Holy

Ghoft, and acknowledging all the Truths in the Bible from.
the Teflimony of the fame Spirit that wrote it.  Such have
nothing to do in anfwering the Infidelitics of Heart each
Man abounds with, nor with thofe who more openly evade

A3



vi. The P REF A CE
the Force of Truth by Contempi or Rudicule. Al thefe
wani the Love and tendereft Compaffion of a Chriftian ;
whilft thewr proper Bufinefs confifts in following, by a lov-
ing and humble Obedience, that Lamb of GOD wherefo-
ever He goes, who was flawn for them; and whom, by a
Muracle of Mercy to ther Souls, they do now know, can
therefore truft, and expeci all from, in this World and the
next.  The ferious and humble Mind will find nothing to
objett to wn thus little Book; on the contrary, may fod
Comfort and Inflruclion of Heart from it: Which would
greatly add to the Satisfattion of thofe, who yct may differ
ﬁ*om them on Points, which not Choice, but Experience
of Truth obliges them to do.

And now, Reader, it 1s ucither your Approbatien of
thefe Hymns, nor the Objections you can make to them, ihat



The PR EF A CE. vii,
ts the material Pownt: You are a Creature of a Day, and
your Heart, with trembling, often tells you this Truth:
Look well then for a Refuge from the Sins of your Life
paft, and from the yuft Fears of Death and Fudgment
faft approaching. This is the grand Pont, which lieth
altogether between GOD and thy own Soul. And be
affured, that nothing can bring Comfort in Life or Death
to thee a Sinner, (and fuch thou now flandeft before GOD )
but a Saviour fo full and complete as Fefus is found to be.

Bring him then thy Heart, miferable and evil as it is.
He will make it happy; He will keepit fo; and, by a loving
Conflraint on all thy Aclions, make thee delight in his moft
holy Ways. A Tutle to the Ffoys of an elernal World is
purchafed for thee by hus Obedience in Life and Death, and

A 4



viil, The P R EF A C E.
15 that Righteoufnefs He will freely give here; which, whilfl
I am writing this, my Heart importunately prays Him to

guve thee, Reader, as the ineflimalle Merit of his Death.

Bl
YL
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H Y M N S

HYMN 1. C.M.

i OMPANIONS of thy little Flock,*

4 c B Dear Lorp we fain would be;
3 g Our helplefs Hearts to Thee look up,

Dt To Thee our Shepherd flee. ¥

O might we lean upon that Breaft,— Fohn 13. 23.
Which Love and Pity fill ;

And now become thofe Lambs careft,—/fa. 40. 11.
That in thy Bofom dwell.

* Luke 12. 32,—+ John 10, 11,
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How {weet that Voice, how {weet that Hand,
- Which leads to Paftures fair:

Shews Concan’s Milk and Honey Land,—Zx. 3. 8s
Provided by thy Care.

As one 1n Heart we all rejoice,
The Sinner’s Friend to praife ;

The Shepherd dy'd, Oh, ’tis his Voice!
He'll us to Glory raife.

HY MN o, C. M.
1 ICH Grace, free Grace, moft fweetly calls,
Direétly come who will; Ifa. 55. 1.
Jult as you are, for Curist receives

Poor helplefs Sinners i}l

"Iis Grace each Day that feeds our Souls,
Grace keeps us inly poor ;

And O that nothing elle but Grace,
May rule for evermore!




HYMN 3. C. M

ELOVED Saviour, Prince of Lite,
To us thy Spint give; —Luke 11. 13.
Welong to hear that chearing V olCe
Which bids poor Sinners live.
"Tis thy Defire to fave the Loft,
To eafe them of thetr Pain!

Therefore we cry to Thee, bleft L.aMB,
W ho for our Sins waft {lain.

Open to us thole living Springs Ifa. 53 5.{
Thy Wounds have made to flow:

And cleanfe us from our Heart-felt Guilt --Pf 28. 4.
Thy dying Love to thow. |

O Thou, who loveft Babes to teach,
Reveal to us thy Will ;

And whilft we waiton Thee by Faith, ----Gm 5e 5o
Th)/ Work 1o us fulfil,
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HYMN 4. C. M.
0 Jesu, Jesu, gracious Lornp,
How wond'rous 1s thy Love,
Thy Pauesnce, Pity, Tendernefs,
Which I each Moment prove!
For On! how faithlefs is my Mind,
How apt to turn afide,
And wander in its own Deceits

Of Reafonings and Pride.

Yet, deareft Saviour, love me fill,
Tho’ finful, weak, and poor,

For well I know where Sin abounds,
Thy Grace aboundeth more.

Yet let me not thy Grace abufe,
And Sin becaufe thou’rt o00d;
But let thy Love fill me with Shame,

That I this Love withftocd.

Rem. 5. 20,
Rom. 6. 15.




Saviour of Sinners, keep me near,
Nor let me turn away

From thy dear Crofs and bleeding Wounds,
But bind me there to {tay.

Lorp, {peak to me with thy fweet Voice,
‘And give me Ears to hear: Prov. 20. 12,

For Thou my loving Saviour art,
And I thy purchas’d Care.

HYMN 5  C. M

GIVE me, Saviour, give me flill
My Poverty to know ;
Increalc my Faith, cach Day in Grace—Luke 17. 1.
And Knowledge may I grow.
Open ftill more the Myltery Eph. 3. 9.
Of thy dear bleeding Crofs ;
And for this precious Peall let me—Matt. 13. 46.
Count all Things elle but Drofs.emew—Plul. 3. 8.:
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O how tranfcendent 1s that Grace,

Which Thou do’ft then beltow,
When nothing in myfelf I feel,

Bui Mifery and Woe!
"T1s then indeed, my gracious Lorp,

Thy Riches - wh*ly fhine,
O chear and com/ort my poor Soul

With Lisht and Love divine.

H'Y MN 6. g 8 6.
THT\:TL ncw, dear Jrsus, on thy Pain,
The Toil and Smart Thou didft fuftain

To ranfom my poor Heart;
Kindly, dear me, return and come, | 23.
And make my Heart thy conftant Home,— Foln 14.

Nor ever more depart.

No more lct-fable Clouds of Night
Arife, to intercept my Light,

- Or Earth my Heart detain:



\_‘

By thy dear Crofs flill let me flay,
Here let mc fing each ‘happy Day
And die to live again.

HYMN 7. 6 7 8.

HEN I travail in Diftrefs,—Pfa. 18, 6.
Or Grief of any Kind,
Burden'd with Unealinefs, -
And Anguith on my Mind; -
One fweet Ray of heavenly Ll ht,—Pfa. 27,
Breaks up the Clouds that come between ;
Turns to Day the gloomy Night,
And quite renews the Scene.

My Complaints with Speed remove,
My Sorrows turn to Joy,
Songs of Melody and Love,
Again my Tongue employ ;
B
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Then 1 enter into Reft,
Agan I call IMmMANUEL mine ¢

And like Fohn, upon his Brealt -—-—jo/m 12. 23.
My weary Head recline

HYMN 8 L. M
Let me gain my Wedding-Drels,
Prepar'd to cloathe my N akednels!
That royal Robe my Lorp and Gop

Hath purchas'd with his precious Blood.-Rev. 7: 14f

Doflt Thou referve 1t out of Love,
For me to glory i1 above ?

I want it now, without thy Vel
I cannot be a Wedding-Guellt.

When Crrist our Life fhall once appear,

"Twill then be manifeft and clear,-mmmm—Col. 3. 4
That Jesus by his fprmkled'ﬁlood

Hath wafh'd our Robes, and kept them good.



HYMN 9. 3s.

APPY am I, when I feel,

| JEesus near my throbbing Heart ;
When He does Himfelf reveal,

~ And his precious Love impart,

Blefled Fellow{hip I prove, -—--Rom. 5 1.
Peace and Love, and Comfort fweet;

Then I weep and ﬁng, and love,
Then I worfhip at his Feet.

Then with happy Fohn I view .
All his Body mark’d with Scars ;

And with Mary can bedew -
Both his Feet Wlth meltmg Tears,

B e
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Here, Lorp, would I ever ftay,
Free from all the noily Croud;
Live with Thee by Night, by Day,

Live 1n Fellowfhlp w1th Gonb.

Feaft me with thy dying Love,
Whillt I run the Chriftian Rade;

Then my Soulto Heav'n remove,
There again to fing thy Grace.

HYMN 1o, 6 8.

HAT Voice 1s this I hear,
A kind Salute of Grace,
Which whifpers in my Ear
The gratetul Words.of Peace?
Hail, blefled Lorp, ’tis thy fweet Voice
Which bids me in thy Blood rejoice.



Thou art my chief Delight,
A lovely I'riend indeed,
Moft precious in my Sight,
My Help in ev'ry Need:
Hereby I'm ftrengthen’d in the Way,
And thank Thee for this Gofpel Day

Unworthy as I am,
And bazfe in my own Eyes,
On my Account the Lams |
Alcends the upper Skies ;= Fohn 14. 2.
Affumes at Gop’s Right Hand a Seat,
And lets me {it beneath his Feet.

My great High Prieft 1s gone——-2 Cor 3. 14.
Into the Holy Place; = -

The Curtain s wnhdrawn,

Which veil d his lovely Face ;
B3

i1
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The Paflage now 1s clear and free,
The Veil 1s rent for happy me.

HYMN 11, L. M.

HIS 1s my Hope, O precious Curist

When Earth’s alluring Things appear,
Tcall, I figh, for Thee I thirit,

And long to feel Thee only there.

Sometimes I feel my Sky is clear,

And then my Cup with Joy flows o’er,
Then do I lole my ev'ry Fear,

And feel the Saviour’s ftrength’'ning Pow’r.

O Jesu, let it ftill be thus,
This Favour ever let me prove;
Fix me for ever at thy Crofs,

And bind me there with Cords of Love,-Hof. 11. 4.



HYMN 19, 118,

STAN‘D faft in the Gofpel; * *tis Curist makes
you free;

The Author of Faith and the Finifher He;
He faith to the mourning but diligent Band,

T © What's water'd W1th Tears fhall be reap’d by
your Hand.”

All thofe of the gen'ral Aﬂeﬁlbly above,
Who now with the Seraphs are flaming in Love,
Were once 1n Diftrefs in this Valley of Tears,

T And came to their Blifs thro’ abundance of Fears.

Through Patience and Faith after them let us prefs,
And trace from their Footfteps § the Highway of

Grace:

* Gal, 5. 1.—~1 Pfa, 126, 5.—-% Rev, 7. 14—-§ Ifa, 35+ 8
B4
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"T1s now called Day, but the Night will {oon come,

When Labour muft ceale, ¥ and the Lab'rers go
| Home. |

HYMN 13. 7 6.
O LORD, come, {weetly bind me
Faft to thy prerced Side, Fohn 19. 34.
And evermore remind me,
That i'hou for me haft dy’'d.
I wiih to hear thy Spint,
Of that for ever preach,
Thai thy Love. Blood, and Merit,
May me Obedicnce teach. |

I know that my Salvation,

Is certain through thy Love,—— 2- Tim. 1. 12,
Anc¢ Oh! on each Occafion

May I moft faithful prove!

* h’latt' 20' 1#




My:- Sins Thou haft forgivr'n',
Shall I forgive them too?
And let me run to Heaven, -

With only Thee in View.

I feel Thou'lt not forfake me,—em—Heb. 13. 5.

Though I am fill'd with Shame,
Then from this Moment take me,
Poor Sinner as I am.

Thy Love thus freely given,
My helplefs Heart to chear,

Be this my only Heaven,
My Jesus to dwell near!

HYMN 14. L. M.
ION, awake, arife, arile,
The Sun in its Meridian ftands;
The Clouds difperfe each Shadow flies ; B

Thou’rt call'd to leave thy native Lands.®
* Pla. 45. 10:

15
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No more th’ uncircumcifed Crew
Thy peaceful Borders fhall molelt ;

Prove to thy Hufband ever true,——1Ifz. 54. 5.
Then wilt Thou feel his People’s Rett.

Loofe Zion's Captive Daughter, loole
The curfed Chains of Self and Sin;

Thou'rt call’d to be no earthly Spoule, -
Thou art all glorious within——Pfz. 45. 13.

Get frefh Supplies of Grace each Day,

Stand ready for the Midnight Call:—Mait. 25. 6.
Let nothing here engage thy Stay,

Let Jesus be thy Allin All. .

HYMN 15 75

OLY Lawms, and Prince of Peace,
Hear my Soul implore thy Grace;
Let 1t through thy Pow’r divine
in thy Lamb-like Meeknels fhune.




Grant that faithfully 1 may,
As a Lamb, thy Voice obey;

Soul and Body, bought with Price,

Be thy living Sacrifice!
Valiant, ftedfat may my Love
In the hardeft Trials prove;

And 1n all Adverfity
Both a Lamb and Lion be.

Keep Thou me, a feeble Child,
Sober, Watchful, undefil'd ;

That where’'er thy Steps I {ee,
Simply I may follow Thee.

H Y M N 16.‘ C M
JESUS each blind and trembling Soul

Let thy foft Voice perfuade
In all Dlﬁrefs to come to Thee,
We need not be afraid.
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Is Siniour Grief? Whatever Sin,

No Difference it makes:
'Tis all forgiven thro’ that Blood
Thou Theddeft for our Sakes.

Is Unbelief the Sin we feel P Fohn 16. 9.
Above all Sin accuril:

Yet when Thou fufferedft for Sin,
Thou didft include the wortt.

Are we o'erwhelm’d with Thought and Care,
Hath Sorrow {eiz’d our Breaft ?

Tho’ ’tis a Shame 1t fhould be fo,
Yet Thou wilt give us Rett.

Are we uncertain what’s the Cafe,
But fecl we are not Right ?
Our Hearts before Thee we muft lay,

Be Children in thy Sight,



HYMN 17. C. M

HOU Friend of Sinners! hear my Cry,

And grant me my Requeft;
That i thy Wounds 1 now may find
My everlaﬁmg Reft.

There 1s no Happinefs or Peace,

That can be found elfewhere ;
In them alone my Life I'll feek
- In them thy Love declare.

May I no more refift thy Love,
No more thy SririT grieve;

But as a little Child become,
And fimply Thee believe.

Faith 1s thy Gift, my deareft Lorp,
Thou'lt purchas’d it for me;
Therefore a Sinner’s Right I claim,

Wholly to truft in Thee,



20 Fl
To truft in Thee who haft redeem’d
My Soul from endlefs Pains,

That they might know no other Theme,
But that the LAMs was {lain.

Imprefs then deeply on my Breaft
This Truth that Thou halt dy’d,

That 1n thy Wounds with Confidence
I ever may abide.

HYMN 18. C. M.

THOU SaviouRr my good Shepherd art,
Thy Voice, dear Lorp, I know ;

When Jultice arm'd the Sword at me,
‘Thy Hearr receiv'd the Blow.

My Heart was broke with Shame and Grief,
Thy Pityfelt my Pain;

Bound up my Wounds, my Strength renew'd,
And gave me Health again,
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Thou me doft lead and gently tend,
And feed in Paftures good,

And bring me to the living Stream
Of thy moll precious Blood.

Thy Blood! O pleafing Sound to me,
And all thy helplefs Sheep,

There lies my fure Defénce by Day,
My Shelter when I {leep.

HY MN 19. 3 & 6.

ISE up, my Spoufe, thy Bridegroom walts,i"‘
Unwearied at thy Temple Gates,
Thy fainting Soul to chear;

_Open tome, I come to blefs,

And cloath thee with my nghteoufneﬁa,
And banifh all thy Fear,

¥ Cante, 5s 2
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All reafoning Thoughts I will remove,
And tell thee of my dying Love, -
Thy Soul to captivate
Upon my Head the Dews diftil,
My Locks the Drops of Evenmg fill,
While I to blefs thee wait.

What pleafing Voice 1s this I hear?
Soul, ’tis the Lams, thy Mafter dear,
"T1s Jesus, none but He:
Oh! bid me, JEsus,.bid me come:;
And take a weary Traveller Home:
I long to be fet free. Phi. 1, 23,

Let my poor Soul in Thee find Reft,
And leaning on thy loving Breaft,



Cafl all my Griefs away 3
Skreen me beneath the cooling Shade,
Which is for weary Pilgrims made,

“To chear them by the Way.smim——Cant, 2, 3.

HYMN 2. S M,
THE God, whofe Smiles we court,~2z. 4. 6,
From whom we Favour claim;
Whofe Love alone new Life 3 imparts,
And gives the heav'nly Flame;
Is norne but the meek LAaMs,
Our Dear Exalted Lorp;

Whofe Grace and Srin:ir ftill remain
To blefs us in his Word.

His Promife is the {fame
His Church below to blefs,

When they affemble in his Narneweses=Mgtt, 13 0.
To lupplicate his Grace:

C
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A Train of Sirvers poor
He will not caft behind;

But keeps his Word for evermore,
. And bears us on hts Mind,

To our Relief He flies,
He flies from Realms above :

Aniwers our Prayers in fweet Replies,
And Tokens of his Love.
Shall we not Witnels bear
How taithful He hath been;

And boldly to the World declare,
Salvation we have feen?

Luke 2. 29

Yes, 1f Thou’'lt help us, Lorp, '
Thy Name, we will confefs:

And fpeak of Curist the living Word,
The Lorp our Rightcoufnefs,

Ffer, 23, &



We'll mention to his Praile,
The Triumphs of his Death;
And fing his everlafting Grace
Ev'n with our lateft Breath.

HYMN 21. és.ﬁ
E thy Children, claima fpecial Care,

Keep our Feet, O Lorp, from cv 1y Snalc:
Spotlefs Virgins let us be,
Simply loving only Thee,

Who our Burdens on the Crofs did bear.

L.orp, aflift us in the needful Hour, |
Skreen us by thy promis’d Aid and Pow'r:
We are very weak and fratl, ~
To our Souls Thyfelf reveal —-Matt, 11, Qf'.

X cep us humble and in Spirit poor.
C e
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From each Rival our AffeCtions loofe:s
Make us willing to take up our Crofs:

dave us from our Nature's Fire,
I'rom the Flame of fond Defire :
Qeal us, Savior, for thy happy Spoufe.-Eph. 1. 14,

HYMN 22, C.M.

'Y deareft Lorp, I now fink down,
And bow before thy Feet;

Here 1s my Heart, moft vile and bafe,
Make it for Thee moft meet,

For whither can I go, my Loxnp,
But only to thy Blood?

More healing far than Siloam’s Pool,
Or Fordan's {welling Flood.



1 thank Thee for that Grace and Light
- Which fhews me what [ am:

I thank Thee too for all I know
Of Thee thou blefled L ams.

True, ’tiz but little that I fmoW
Ot Thee and what Thou art;

But.daily teach me more and more,

"Till Thou doft fill my Heart!
HYMN 23, C. M.

HE Souls that would to Jesus prels,
Muft fix this firm and {ure;

That Tribulation more Oy lefs,
They muft and (hall endure c—e—2 sz. 3 18.

C 3
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The World oppofes from withott,
And Unbeliet within:

We fear, we faint, we grieve, we doubt;

And feel the Load of Sin.

Glad Frames too often hift ‘us U.p -=——Pfa, 30. 6

And then how proud we grow!
"T1ll fad Delertion makes us droop ;

And down we fink as low.

»

Ten thoufand Baits the Foe prepares
To catch the wand’ring Heart;

And feldom do we fee the Snares,

Before we feel the Smart,

But let not all this terrify ;
Purfue the narrow Pmth ---——-Matt 7. 14.
I.ook to the Lorp “with fledfaft Eye;

Fight the good Fight of Faith.———1 Tim, 6. 18.



z9
Tho' we are feeble, Curist 1s ftrong: |
His Promifes are true:
We {h2ll be Conqu’rors all e'er long,
And more than Conqu’rors too. m—Rom. 8. 37,

HYMN 24 C M

% JERCY is welcome News indeed,
i To thole that guilty {tand :
Wretches, that feel what help they need,

Will blefs the helping Hand.

Who rightly would his Alms dilpofe,
Mult give them to the Poor; |
~one but the wounded Patient knows

The Comforts of his Cure.
C 4
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We all have finn'd againft our Gobp;
Exception none can boaft :

But he, that feels the heavieft Load,
Will prize Forgivenefs moft.

No Reck’ning can we rightly keep,
For who the Sums can know?

Some Souls are fifty Pieces deep tm——Lufe 7. 41.
And fome five Hunhdred owe.

[But let our Debts be what they may,
However great or fmall ; |

As foon as we have Nought to pay,
Our Loxrb forgives us all.]- Luke 7. 42.

'Tis perfe& Poverty alone
That {ets the Soul at Jarge:

While we can call one Mite our own,
We have no fuyll Dilcharge,



31
HYMN 2;5. 10s. :
THE blefled [esus is my Lorp, my Love, _

He 15 my Choice, from Him I would not move.

Away then, all ye Objetls that divert, -
And feek to draw from my dear Lorp my Heart!

That uncreated Beauty which hath gam 'd
My ravifh’d Heart, has all your Glory ftain’d. *

His Lovelinefs my Soul hath prepoflet,
And left no Room for any.other Guelt.

Above’s my Home, my Country 1s above,
That blefled Land of Life, of Light, and Love:

Theremy dear Friends, fled hence, with Gop arebleft,
Thither are {wiftly hafting all the reft.

There lives my Lorn, and there I long to live:
He gave thefe Longings, and Him{elf will ‘givea

* Canl, 4. 9.
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'in the mean Time, Lorp, fhew Thylelf to me,
*T1ll Thou fhalt pleaie to take me up to Thee.

In Thee now let me find {o much of Relft,
As may with more Delire inflame my Breadt.

So {eize on me that we no more may part
"T1ll Thou thalt take my Soul, Lor b, keep niy Heart.

And dwell in me, ’till I with Thee fhall dwell :
This Earth with Thee is Heav'n, without Thee Helt.

HYMN 26, L. M.
MY Soul before Thee ploﬁ:rate lies,

'T'o Thee her Source my Spirit flies;
O let thy chearing Count’nance {hine

On lhlb PGOT mournful Heart of mine \—Pfa. 4. 6.

From fecling Mis'ry’s Depth 1 cry,

In thy DLath Saviour, let me die:
May Self 1n thy exceflive Pain
Be twallow’d up, nor rife again!
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}Esus’ vouchfafe my Heart and Will
With thy meck Lowlinels to fill;
Break Nature’s Bonds, and let me fee— Fo/n 8. 46,
" That whom Thou free’[t indeed is {ree.

My Heart in Thee and in thy Ways,
Delights, yct from thy Prefence {trays;
My Mind would deeper fink in Thee,

My Foot ftand firm, from wand’ring {ree.

All my own Schemes and Self-Defign

I to thy better Will retign;

Imprefs this deeply on my Breatt,

That I'm in Thee aheady bleft.- ———---]oﬁn 17. 21.

When my Defires I fix on Thee,
And plunge me in thy Mercy’s Sea,

Thy fmiling Face my Heart perceives,.
Sweetly refrefh’d, 1 Safety lives.
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St ev'n in Storms I Thee fhall ind
My f{ure Support, my Guardian kind;
And I from Age to Age fhall prove
That Gobp 1n CHRIsT | is perfect Love.--1 70hn 4. 16,

HYMN ¢g7. 8s.

SAVIOUR, could I always keep,
My Eye on Thee, the living Way,

I then, though once a Wand ring Sheep,
Should no more from Thee run aftray:

But wherefee’er Thou wenteft, I

Should fimply go, not alking why .——Luf¢ 22. 3 3.

O that I never could forget,

One Moment, what Thou, Lorp, haft done
To fave my Soul and make me meet

To fit w1th Saints upon a Throne:—Rev. 3. 2t.
O that thy Off ring on the T'ree

Might evermore be ey’d by me!



HYMN 28. C. M. &
APPY we are when Guilt is gone!
This alters all our Frame:

Sins and Temptations {till come on,
But we are not the {ame.

‘What did afiiét us much before,
And give us anxious Care,

The faithful Brealt it hurts no more;
For now the Lorp 1s there.

Are we through dang’rous Paths to YOVGy -

The Shades of Death to pals?
Our Shield eternal is his Love,

Our Light his gracious Face.

HYMN 29. 7s,
EAREST ]Jesus, come to me,
And abide eternally;
Worthy Friend of Sinnpers, come,
¥il and make my Heart thy Home.— %0fz 14. 23.
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6ftentimes for Thee I figh,

Nothing elfe can give me Joy :
This 15 {1l my Cry to Thee,
Dearelt Jesus come to me.

Could I clearly fec above,

What thy Saints voflels in Love;
All would be but Mifery,
Except JEsus was with me.

Son of GO“D, my dearelt Lorp,
All my Crown and my Reward:
Thou who freely dy’dft for me,
Shalt alone my Bridegroom be.

Ifa 54. 5.

HY MN 30. 8 8 6.

ORD make me faithful to my Call,
In Heart {Lll truly give up all,
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Myfelf to Thee refign:
When Dangers threaten me around,
Invincible may I be found,

Never thy_Will decline!

My Feet with holy Oil anoint;

The deftin’d Path, Thou doft appoint,
Gladly I then will tread;

Bedew me with a genial Show'r,

Into my Heart thine Influence pour,
With Living Manna feed.

A fingle Eye, a faithful Heart,meme—-Maif. 6+ 22.
My Jesus, to thy Child impart,
In ev'ry trying Hour:
Reas’ning’s tormenting Thoughts prevent,
5till keep my Eyes on Thee intent,
"Till Sight my Faith o’erpow’r,
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HYMN 31. C. M.

NO more with trembling Heart 1 try
A myltitude of Things;

Still wifhing to find out that Point,
From whence Salvation {prings.=-e=Pfz. 37. gg.

My Anchor’s caft upon the Rock,
Where I fhall ever reft

From all the Labours of my Tﬁoughts,
And Workings of my Breatt. RS 2 /7 19.

What 1s my A.nchor if you afk?
A hungry, helplels Mind;
Diving with Mis’ry from its Weight,
"Till irmeft Ground 1t find,

What 1s my Rock? ‘Tis ]EsUs CurisT,
Whom faithlefs Eyes pafs oer:
Yet there poor Sginners anchor may,

And ne’er be fhaken more,



HYMN g2. C. M 39

T HOU Dear RepeemeRr, Dying Lams!

We love to hear of Thee: .

No Mulfic, like thy lovely Name, "
Does {ound fe {weet to me!
O may we ever hear thy Voice

In Mercy to us {peak!
And in our Priest will we rejoice, |
Thou Great MeLcHisEDEC !-Heb. 7. 21. Hallelujah,

Our Jrsus fhall be ftill our Theme,
While 1n this World we ftay;
We'll fing our JEsu’s lovely Name,
When all Things elle decay: "
When we appear in yonder Cloud-
With all his favour’d Throng,
Then will we fing more {weet more loud,

And JEsus be our Song. .. Hallelujah,
D

Col. 3. 4.



H Y M N 33. 8s
AY, where’s thy Hope? thou Sinner, fayﬁ.
Look ev'ry where, and afk around;
Who all the mighty Debt can pay,
Can a fit Ranfom ¢’er be found P %0 23. 24.
Yes, Lorp, betore I drew my Breath,
The Lawms for me had {uifer'd Death!

Far,_ far away, mulft Satan ﬂy,

Nor think me Captive to detain?
For Jesus, when Hedeign'd to die,

My Bondage broke, and burft my Chain ;¥
And Conqgu’ 101 in the dreadful Fight,

My Soul from thence becomes his Right,
Take Thou Pofleflion of my Heast,

Jrsu, and make me live to Thee;
With Thee let nothing claim-a Part,

But Thou my All for ever bel
* Luke 4. 8.
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And give me, with thy Saints above,

All Joy in Thee, Thou God of Love!

HY MN g CM,

ORD take my Heast jufl as 1t 15,
Set up therein thy Throne;
So fhall I love Thee above ali,
And hive to Thee alone.

Complete thy Work and crown thy Grace,
O may I faithful prove!

And liften to the SeIr1T’s Voice,mmmm—— 707 10. 4,
Which manifeits thy Love!

Which teaches me what is thy Will,
And tells me what to do:

Which covers me with Shame, when 1
Do not thy Will purfue.

D 2
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This Unétion may I ever feeljmmm——1 Fohn 2.20.
This Teaching tfrom my Lornp,
And learn Obedience to thy Voice,
" In thy reviving Word!
HY MN  3s. C. M.
Deareft Lorp, take Thou my Heart;
Where can fuch Sweetnels be, -
As I have tafted in thy Love,———Pfz. 54. 8.
As I have found in Thee ?

If Zeal, with Knowledge in my Heart,
Thy loving Grace does give;
Safe 1a the Bufh, unhurt, the Whole
Will unconfumed live. Exod. 3. 2,°

If Love, that mildeft Flame, can reft
In Hearts {o cold as mine ;

Come, blefled Saviour, to my Breall,
And warm my Love with Thine,

ﬂ-



My Lorp hath fe1z'd me with [weet Force,
His Prize and Purchale juft:
This Soul of mine was never made

" For Vaml:y and Duft.

O ’tis in vain to feek for Blifs,
For Blifs can ne’er be tound,

"Till we arrive where Jesus is,
And tread on Grace’s Ground,

"T1s Heav’'n on Earth to tafte his Love,
To feel his quick’ning Grace:

And the bleft Heav'n 1 hope above,
Is there to {ee his Face.

HY MN j36. C. M.
RACE, how exceeding fweet to thofe
~ Who feel they Sinners are!

Sunk and diftreft, th(?' talte and know
y |

Their Heav'n is only there.
Dy

43
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Thus Grace, free Grace, moft fweetly calls,
- Direttly come, who will;
Juft as you are, for Curist receives
Poor helpleis Sinners {till Lufe 15. 2,

{ All we, who now are his, were firf
Deeply convinc'd of Sin;

Each felt the Plague of his own Heart,
The Leproty within:

Then Life and Righteoufnefs divine
Thro” Faith were to us giv'n;

Thus we a happy People are,

Cohewrs with Curist of Heav'n,|]—Rom. 8.

I\ow Deareft Lorp! we inly pray
That 1n thy Service we

May active, holy, faithful prove,

- Derwving Strength from Thee!



O let us Rill in Thee abide, 45
For Babes we are moft weak :

Poor Sinners ftill, who without Thee, '
Can Nought think, a&, or {peak.-— Foln 15. 5.

We thirft, O Lorp; give us, this Day,
To tafte more of this Grace;
More of that Stream which from the Rock
Flow’d through the Wildernefs.— Numb, 20. 8.

"T1s Grace alone that feeds our Souls,

Grace keeps us inly poor;
And, Oh! that nothing elle but Grace

May rule for evermore!

HYMN 37. s,
ORD if with Thee part 1 bear,
If Ithro’ thy Word am clean,— Foin 15. 3.

in thy Mercy if 1 fhare,

if thy Blood has pur%d my Sin

4

=
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To my needy Soul impart
Thy good SeiriT from above,
To enrich my barren Heart

With Humility and Love!

Lorp, my Heart a Delert vait
Thy manuring Hand requires ;
Sin has laid my Vineyard walle,
Overgrown with Weeds and Bri'rs j———/fz. 5. 6.
Thou canft make this Defert bloom,
Breathe, O breathe, Celeftial Dove,
Till it blow with rich Perfume
Ot Humaility and Love !

Vanquifh in me Self and Pride,
All my Unbelief fubdue;

Smile upon my Soul, or chide;
If no gent’ler Means will do.



Ah! compaflionate my Cale s
Let the Poor thy Pity move;
Give me of thy boundlefs Grace,

Give Humility and Love!

HYMN 38. s

OW begin the heav’nly Theme,
Sing aloud in JEsu’s Name;

Ye who [esu’s Kindnefs prove,

Triumph in Redeeming Love!

] Ye who fee the FaTuer’s Grace,
Beaming in the Saviour’s Face;

As to Canaan on ye move,
Praife ‘and blefs Redeeming Love!]

Mourning Souls dry up your Tears,
Banifh all your guilty Fears ; ,
See your Guilt and Curfe remove,

Cancell’d by Redeeming Love !

E

2 C’or. 4. 6.
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{ Ye alas! who long have been.
Willing Slaves of Death and Sin;
Now from Blifs no longer rove.
Stop—and tatte Redeeming Love ! }

Welcome all by Sin oppreft,

Welcome to your Savioun’s Brealt;—Matt, 11. 28.
Nothing brought Him from above

Nothing but Redeeming Love !

He fubdu’d th’ infernal Pow'rs,
His tremendous Foes and ours;
¥rom their curfed Empire drove

Mighty in Redeciming Love !

Hither then your Muflic bring,
Strike aloud each joyful String ;
Mortals join the Hofts above
Jota to praile Redeeming Love!
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HY MN 39 8.
OW I have found the bleffed Ground.

Where my Soul’s Anchor may remain j
The Lame of Gop who for my Sin

Was from the World’s Foundation flain-Réev. 13. 8.
Whole Merey thall unfhaken ftay -

When Heav'n and Earth are fled away.

O Love, Thou bottomlefls Aby{s! Ef/z 9. 18,
My Sins are {wallow’d up in Theﬁ,

Cover'd i1s my Umwhfeoufmfa,
1710311'1 Covdemmtmn now 1'm free; ---Ram 8. 1.

“le Tesu's Blood, through Earth and Sklus,
Lu{v free bouh—.dlefs Melcy cries.

Vith Faith plunge me 18 this Sea;—Meff.. 14 &8
Hme s my Hape, my Joy, my Relt!

Hiiher, when Uell aflails, 1 flee,
And look unto my SAVIOUR'S Breall:




Away {ad Doubt and anxious Fear,
Mercy 1s only written there !

Though Waves and Storms go o’er my Head,
Though Strength and Health and Friends be gone;
Though Joys be wither’d all, and dead,

Though evry Comfort be withdrawn;
Stedfaft on this my Soul relies,

FATHER, thy Mercy never dies.

Fix'd on this Ground will I remain,

Though my Heart fail, and Flefh decay; *
This Anchor fhall my Soul fuftain,
When Earth’s Foundations melt away ;

| Mercy’s full Power I then fhall prove,
Lov'd with an everlafling Love! fer. g1, 3.

* Plalm 79, 26,
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HY MN. jo. 8s. °
NFATHOM'D Wifdom of our Kinc!
Who gathers in his purchas’d Flock;

Leads on, and will to Glory bring,

And grounds them on Himfelf, the Rock: *
With little Hurry, Noile, or Show,

He fafely guideth ev’ry Soul;
No more the blinded World can do,

Than {corn and ridicule the Whole.

Thy Church, Great Saviour! bought with Blood,
Outcaft of Men, but dear to Thee:
Efteems thy Crofs a pleafant Load,
An ealy Yoke; thrice happy fhe,—Mait. 11, 30.
When, bearing thy Reproach below,
She ftill partakes of thy free Grace,
Which from thy Wounds doth {weetly flow,
And all Affli&tion’s Load outweighs!
* 1 Cor, 10,40 + Alls 20. 28.
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Thou many, with thy winning Charms,
Halt melted touch'd by Fire divine;
And many with paternal Arms
Embrac’d, and {eal’d for ever thine: 2. Cor. 1. 22,
And, fince they {o unite 1n Love,
Thy very Soul’s Delight are they :
And thou {ecurely trom above
Doft guide them in the narrow Way.

HY MN 41 8 1o.

HOU Soul’s beft Friend, Thou tender Heart,
Who full of Love by Nature art!
Who ever can prelume to lay

He lov'd, e’er Thou hadft {hewn the Way ?¥
Whoe'er could boalt his Heart was 1n a Flame.
Before the Bridegroom woo'd and overcame ?

“1 John 4. 19,
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[ Well we may wonder at fuch Love;
And ei’ry Angel gaze above, |
To think how One fo good and great,
S50 holy, happy, and complete,
Should pant and burn to fave loft Men from Hell,
Who only know to hate him and rebel!

What coldelt Hearts can chule but burn,

When to thy Love’s {trong Fire they turn?
Yes, they muft feel a kindling Ray,

Diflolve 1n Tears, and melt away.

Dear Lorp! thy Love is {uch an endlefs Store,
'The Wit of Man mult filentiy adore.

See! we fall down (but not through Fear, .
As if the Wrath of Gobp was near:)

No, through thy Love’s.attralting Flame
We fink, quite melted 1nto Shame,
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- Before the Throne, where Thou, Dear bleedingLove

In Glory fitt'ft, ador’d by all above.

Reach out thy Scepter, King of Love!

Let us thy Royal Favour prove:

It’s Point to us-ward ever turn,

Grant us a Touch and make us burn: Ifa. 6. 6.
TheHeartthus warm’d, the Mouth to fpeak will know

The’ obedient Eye will learn to overflow,

HY MN je. 8 8 6.

HAT ¢ I am thine, my Lorp and Gon!
“ Sprinkled and ranfom’d by thy Blood,”
Repeat that Word once more!
With fuch an Energy and Light,
That this World's Flattery nor.Spite

To fhake me may have Pow'r.




- I'm now o pleafe but one:
He, before whom the Flders bow,
With Him is all my Bufinefs

| oy,
- And thofe that are hig own

This1smy Joy ( which ne’er can fail)

To leé m Y Savicur’s Arin prevail ;
Lo mark the Steps‘of Grace ; |

How frew-born Souls cotivine’d of Sin

His Blood reveal’d to them within,

: o - . , SR
Praife Him inr ev'ry Place.

See! the dear Sheep by Jesus drawn,
in bleft Simplicity tove om, L
They treft hig Shepherd’s Crook;

- . E = fapal

55
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- Beholders many Faults will find,

But they can guefs at Jesv’s Mind,
It written i his Book.

[ O all ye Rich, ye Juft, ye Wile,
Who hate the bleeding Sacrifice,

And judge it weak and {light;
Grant that I may (the reft’s your own}
In Shame and Poverty fit down

At this Spring of Delight!

Indeed if JEesus ne’er was flain,

Or ought can make his Ranfom vaist,
That now 1t heals no more:

It his Heart’s Tendernefs is fled ;

If of a Church He is not Hrabp,

Nor Lorp as heretofore:



Then helplefs {ure my State may feem,
Unwarranted I muft efteem

And wretched all I do:
Oh, my Heart throbs! and feizes faft
That Cov’'nant which will ever lait;

1t knows thefe Things are true.

No, my dear Lorp, in following Thee,
Not in the Dark, uncertamly,
This Foot obedlent mMoves;
"Tis with a BrorueR and a King,
Who many to his Yoke will bring,
Who ever lives and loves.

Now then, my Way, my Truth, my Life! -
Henceforth let Sorrow, Doubt, and Strlfe,

Drop off ke Autumn Leaves
E 2

87
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Hencelorth 25 privi edg'd By Tace,
blmple and undiftr a&ea be

My Soul which to Thee cleaves ']

Lorp let my weary Mind recline
On that eternal Love oFthma
And human Though*s forget:
Childlike attend what Thou wilt fay;
Go forth and do 1t while 'tis Day

Norleave my [weet Retreat.

Atall Times tomy S t;Pl 1t bear |
An inward Witnefls, {nft and clear

Of thy Redecming Pow’r:
This will inftruét th) Child and fig, -

Will fparkle forth whate'er 1s11ght
For ev'ry trying Hour.



'Thm 211 the Se uel 1s well q.ve”fh d’

I caft myle!t upon tﬁy Ala
A Sea where norte c¢an ﬁnl.,

Yea, in that Sphere I ftand, poor ".’Vorlr'n,iz
W]ltf& Thou wilt for thy Name gerfornt

More than I afk or think, -

r"'i

HYMN 43 . L M

ESUS, my All to Heav'n s gone;
j He whom I fix my I 1OPCS UDOB,
His Traek I fee, dnd.I' L purtug
The narrow W'ay; tJl ...“m 1 wew, .

The Way the holy Prophets wenf,
The Way that ttads from Bamﬂtmem

*F ’
F

59

The Kinc’s Highway of Holthels— ']:::L 35 @

Ell gcr, fo:: ;:.11 hls Pnths are Peace.

- E 3
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No Stranger may proceed therein,
No Lover of the World and Sin;-

No Lion, no devouring Care, |
No, Sin, nor Sorrow fhall be there.

No, nothing may go up thereon
But trav'hng Souls, and I am one;
Wayfaring Men to Canaan bound,
Shall only in the Way be found,

This is the Way I long had fought,

* And mourn’d becaufe I found it not;
My Grief a Burden long had been,
Oppreft with Unbelief and Sin.

The more I ftrove againft their Pow'r,
I finn’d and flumbled but the more,
Till 1ate I heard my Saviour fay,

 Come hither, Soul. I am the Way."—Jon 14: 6.



Lo! glad I come, and Thou, bleft LA\IB
Shalt take me to Thee as I am;
Nothing but Sin I Thee can give,

Nothing but Love fhall { recerve.

Then will 1 tell to Sinners round,
‘What a Dear Saviour 1 have found;

I'll pont to thy Redeeming Blood,
And fay, Behold the Way to Gobp!

HYMN y. Le. M.~

TELIL me no more of this World's vain Store;
The Time for {uch Trifles with me is now o er.

A Canaan T've found, where true Joys abound ;
To dwell I'm determin’d on that happy Ground.

The Souls that believe, 1n Paradifehve,-Rom 14. 17. .
And me 1n that Numbel will JEsus receive.
t E 4
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My Soul don't rfela) . He ealls Thee avay:
Rife, follow thy SAviour, and blefs the glad Da;’

No Mortal doth know what He can bcﬁow
What nght Strentrth and Comfort Goaftel Him. go

And when I'm to die receive me, Il cry, Ads 7. 59
My Saviour hath lov d me, I cannhot féy why, *

And now I'm in Care my Ne whboum rhay fhare,
Thofe Bleflings: to {eck them will none of you dard?

In. Bondags, O.why! and Reath, will you lie,
When CIIRIST will aﬁhu you frce Grace is {0 mgh 7

H Y M N 4% L M.
HOW fweet. 2 Thmq it is to lee Pfa. 1

The chofen People of tlic LORD
Dwelling in Love and Unity,-
Abldmcr ftedfait in the Word!
% Dm‘u 7. 8.




‘ZHIS Prmfet; do cath Tongue ‘command,

His Liove’s convey'd from-Heart to Heart, -

All, willingly with Heart and Hand,
Reciprocally att their Part.

All love to hear their SHEPHERD’ s Voice,

~ While He gives Pafture to his Sheep ;
With. thofe that:loy thﬁy do rejoice,

And weep in Heart with thole that WEEp. ¥*

Their Burdens mutually they bear,
Alleviate each other’s Grief ;
And when appriz’d of Dangers near,

Jointly they fupphcate Relef.
SHY M N 46. '8 8 B.

THANK Thee, Hicu and Micuty O\TE

That Thou didft: give thy only Sox

To travail in my Stead
* Rom 1"- 155
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I thank Thee for that Love divine,

Through which Redemption’s Grace was mine,
Before the World was made.

I thank Thee, Jrsus, holy Lams,
For all thy Sufferings and Pain,
To purchafe my Relief;
I thank Thee with unfeigned Praife,
For all thy bounteous Aéls of Grace,
The Puarchafe of thy Grief.

I thank Thee, Seir1T, for thy Care;

Thou found’lt the roving Wanderer
Amidit the Ways of Sin: .

And gently call'dit me to embrace,

Full Abfolutlon, perfect Peace,
Fixing thy Relt within,
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Continue ftill thy gracious Aid,
My Soul to llvmg Waters lead, ]ofm 7. 38
My Thirft to fatisfy: .
Conduét me through this World of Strlfe, |
Be with me on the Verge of Life," " .
Aund blefs me when 1 dte.

"HYMN 47 5 8 6

WICKED -Heart, Thou Enemy! -
Why doft thou vex and trouble me ?
Dear Lamg, what fhall I do? B
I find [ muft at thy plErc-d Feet
A helplefs Sinner ever fit, .

And Thou the Way {halt fhew.

Sometimes I think, no more I'll doubt
And half efpy the Paflaae cut

Unto my Refting-Place;



6o.

There would my Soul unfhaken reft,
Peaceful on my dear Savour’s Bleai’c
And live 1n hlb Embla{:c

Sometimes I think I faintly fee
His Wounds inflicted were for me,
For me the Streams flow’d down;

Sweet Liberty from thence doth ﬂow a-—]oﬁr 3. 36
With ardent Lox e my Heart dotb glow

To Gop’ s beloved SON

Apply thy Merits clofer fill,
That I more 1enﬁbly may feel * .
That 1 am thine alone ; - L
Oh may I Renceforth bid adiew R
To ever y 1do} here below, -~ =~ .
And truly fay, Be gone —Ifa. 2,38, |




H Y M N 43 6

ESUS, let me tafte thy Grace,
j And feel thy pureﬂ Love;
Guard me in this Wildernefs, -

And all my Foes remove!
Lv'ry help, O LORD beflow

And let me reach the promxs 'd Lzmd
While 1 {ojourn here below, |

Protett me with thy Hand.

Worldly Pleafures all are vain, "
Yet 1 the Trifles lov'd ; '
Now I do their Charms difdain,
Therr Emptinefs I've. pi‘ov’?d:.- RO
Only in thy Grace I truft,
And feel the Plealures of thy Lm... :
iny n thy Ments boatft,

And in Thee live and move.

7

8.
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I was Satan’s willing Slave,m—ee =——g Tim. 2. 26.
Till Curist, my Heavenly King,
Pleafed was my Soul to fave
From all the Guilt of Sin:
Me He rais’d from deep Delparr,
And fhew’d to me his fmiling Face;
Heard my Sighs-and mournful Pray’r,
And deck’d me with his Grace.

HYMN 49. 8 7.
MY Lorp! I've often mufed =~
On thy wond'rous Love to me ;
How I have the {fame abiifed, - |
Shghted, difregarded Thee'!
To thy Church and Thee a Stranger,
Pleas’d with what difpleafed Thee ¢
Loft, yet could percetve no Danger;
Wounded, yet no Wound could fee,



But unwearied Thou purfu’dft me,
Still thy Calls repeated came;

Till on Calvary’s Mount I view’d Thee,
Bearing my Reproach and Blame:

Then o’erwhelm’d with Shame and Sorrow
Whillt I view each pierced Limb,

Tears bedew the Scourges Furrow
Mingling with the purple Stream.

I no more at Mary wonder
Dropping Tears upon the Grave;
Earneft afking all around her,
Where 1s He who dy’'d tofave ?
Dying Love her Heart attralted ;
Soon the telt his rifing Pow'r:
He, who Mary thus affetted, )
Bids his Mourners weep no more.
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HYMN . LM

OW, my Belov'd, fhall I exprefs
The prefent Hapmnefs I thare?
With Joy my Heart can niow confefs,
That JEest’s Name 18 wntten there --—Rcv.

Yet {till I inly thirft, while here,

The happy Lifé of Faith to live;
More choice and riper Fruit to bear;

Till Ion Ston’s Shmc arrwe

Let me purfue the Path begun,

Gladly therein an Da}fs to {pend,
Till all my Pilgrimage is done,

And Faith and H(}pe n Glory emi

. 17,



HYMN 5. LM
WHAT can a Sinner do like me,

Whenftruck by an ‘f’xlmlghty Pow'r,

And funk in deepeﬁ Mifery ?
Nothing but wait at Mercy S Door

{ What Eye can- {ee, what Heart can love,
What Hand relieve my leery?

None but the Saviour’s irofi above, -
Who for my. Sins did bleed aund die. 1

Surely in Mercy He'll pafb by, . 5;;-.

And view a wretched Sla\ e of Sing
Pity will move Him to come nigh,

And wafh a filthy Creature clean, -—-Zecfz.. 13, 1.

F
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In Mercy, Lorp, thy Creature fee,

And {pread thy Skirt my Shame to hide;-Ez. 16. &
O fpeak the Word, and I fhall be

Cloath’d with thy Robe and jaftify’d.

Then fhall my happy Soul enjoy
A lafting Peace, 1 Thee, my God;
Then my whole Bufinefs and Employ
Shall be to{peak of Jesu’s Blood.

HYMN 5. C. M
DEAR ReEpeEeEMER, who alone
Canft giveme Eafe in Pain:
Whofe Blood did once for Sin atgne,
And Pardon for me gain.

I once was wholly dead in Sin,
‘And'ignorant of Thee;

And walk’d contentedly therein,
"‘Nor knew thy Love to me,

E‘*‘b[h 2. %,
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But thine all-feeing Eye then view’d |
And mark’'d my ev'ry Way;
And ftill in tender Love purfu'd ,
Nor let me further ftray.

Thy Name isnow through Grace, become-Cant. 1, 3.
More precious to my Soul

Than {weeteft Smell of rich Perfume,
Or Aaron’s precious Oil.

Without thy Favor, though I hive,
Life but a Burden 1s;

Nought elfe can Satisfattion give
Experience fhews me this.

My faithlefs Heart, O Saviour Dear
Correét with gentle Hand;

In ev'ry Danger be thou near,
Alone I cannot {tand.

F 2
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HYMN 3. 6 9 8.
4 YOME my Father’s Family,
Ye ranfom’d of the Logrp:
Come, ye Sinners, who with ne,
Are ev'ry where abhor’d;
Let us gladly trace his Steps
Who {uffer'd Death among the Fews;
Who the friendlefs Soul accepts,
Whom all bef:de refufe.

JEsus, the delpis'd and mean,
Our Malter let us own;

He the Sacrifice for Sin,
The Sav.our He alone.

et us take and bear his Crofs,
Delpis’d Dilciples let us be;

Mock’d and {lighted, as lle was

For you, my Friends, and me.

Aits o, ag.




None but jrsus will we finig,
None elle will we adore;
He our ProrueT, Pricst, and King
Shall be for evermore:
None among the Heav'nly Pow'rs,
Nor one on Farth our Praife may clatm;
None but Jesus call we ours,
None but the bleeding Laxp!

JEsus ever will we fing
His {acred \Tame adme
He our ProcueTr, Prizst, and King
Shall be for evermore.
To Him equal on the Throne
With the Fatuer ever bleft,
And the Seirit Three in One
Be endlefls Praife addreft.

¥ 3



HYMN 4. L. M.
OW bleft are they whofe Feet have found

The Way unto Intmanver's Ground ;

And ftedfalt walk the blifsful Road
Far trom the Paths by Sinners trod.

Their weary Spirits {weetly reft,
Contentedly on Jesu’s Breaft;
They {o much of his Mercy prove,
As wins thetr grateful Souls to love.

His Seirir fhews their Sins forgivn,—ZLuke 1. 77.
And feals them for the Heirs of Heav'n:

And gtves them Patience here to wait,

“T1ll Jesus them to Blifs tranflate.



He arms them for the evil Day ;

77

That they in Heart with Him may ftay ;
He girds them with his Mighty Pow'r,
And brings them through the trying Hour.

Then reft, my Soul, upon thy Lornp,
Ev'n Jesus Curist, the Living Word,-
And then thy Joy fhall ne‘er decay,
"T1ll 1t break out 1n endlels Day.

— Fohn 1. 1,

HYMN 5. C. M.

OD of all Grace and Majefty,
Supremely Great and Good;
It I have Favour found with Thee,
Thro’ the atoning Blood.

I o4 "
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The Guard of a]l thy Mercics gIve ;
And to my Pardon join ~

A Fear, lelt T fhould ever arieve
Thy Seirit moft Divine.

Since Mercy is indeed with Thee,
Make me obedient prove:
Nor €’er abufe my Liberty, |
Or {in againft thy fove 1 Rom. 6.n1,
This choicell Fruit of Fyi7/, beltow,
On a poor S{vjourner:
And let me pals my Days below,
In Humblenefs snd Fear!

otll may I walk as in thy Sight,
My {tné&t Oblerver {ce:

And Thou, b: rev'rent Love, unite
My childlike Heart to Thee,



Still let me, till my Days are paft,
At Jesu’s Feet abide;

So fhall He hit me up at laft,
And feat me by his Side!

HYMN 56, 7s,
RETHREN, let us join'to blefs

JEsus CHRIST, our Joy and Peace? =

Let our Praife to Him be gw 1,

Higa at Gop’s Right-Hand n H@av”n‘ ‘.

Maﬂel fee, to Thee we bow.
Thou atL LORD and only Thous
Thou, the blt{fed Virgin's Seed,

Glory of thy Church am:l Heabp,

Thee the Angels cealelefs fing,

Thee we pw*fe our. Priest and King:
Worthy 1s thy Name of Pratfe,
Yull of Glory, full of Grace!

79
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Thou haft the glad Tidings brought
Of Salvation by Thee wrought;
Wrought for all thy Church; and we
Worthip 1n their Company.

We, thy little Flock, adore
Thee, the Lorp, for evermore:
Ever with us fhew thy Love,
Till we join with thofe above!

HYMN 5. C M
OW f{ad our State by Naturets,
Our Sin how deep 1t ftains?

And Satan binds our captive Souls-—2 Tum. 2. 26.
Faft 1n his {lavith Chains.

But there’s a Voice of fov'reign Grace—-Ifa. 55. 1.
Sounds from Gop’s facred Word;

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

Luke 12. 32,
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O may we hear th® Almighty Call,

And run to this Relief !
We would believe thy Promife, Lorb,
O help our Unbelief ! Mark 9. 24.

To the bleft Fountain of thy Blood,—Zech. 13. 1.
Teach us, O Lorp, to fly;

There may we wath our {potted Souls
From Crimes of deepeft Dye!

Stretch out thine Arm Viftorious Kinc
Our reigning Sins fubdue;
Drive the old Dragon from his Seat
With his infernal Crew! Rev. 12, Q.

Poor, guilty, weak, and helplels Worms,
Into thine Hands we fall;

Be Thou our Strength and Righteoufnefs,
Our Jesus and our All Ifa. 45. 24
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HYMN 8. 8.

HOU Idden Love of Gop, whofe Height,

Whofe Depth unfathom’d no Man knows;
I {ee from far thy beauteous Light,
Inly I figh for thy Repofe:
My Heart 1s pain’d, nor can it be
At Reft, till 1t ind Reft 1n Thee. Matt., i11. 28,

Is there a Thing beneath the Sun,

That ftrives with Thee my Heart to fhare?
Oh! tear 1t thence, and reign alone,

The Lorp of ev’ry Motion there:
Then fhall my Heart from Earth be free,
When 1t has found Repofe 1n Thee!

O hide this Self from me, that 1

No more, but CurisT in me, may live!-Gal. 2. 20,
My vile AffeCtions crucify,

Nor let one darling Luft furvives




i1 all Things nothing n;&y I {ee,
Nothing defire, or {eek, but Thee!

O Love! thy fov'reign Aid impart,
'I'o fave me from low-thoughted Care;
Chace this Self-Will through all my Heart,
Through all its Jatent Mazes there:
Make me thy duteous Child, that I
Cealelefs may Abba, Father cry.

RO??Z; 8l 1 51

Fach Moment draw from Earth away
My Heart that lowly waits thy Call;
Speak, to my inmoft Soul, and fay,
I am thy Love, thy Gop, thy All!
To feel thy Pow'r, tohear thy Voice,
To tafte thy Love, be all my Choice'!
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HYMN jo. 3 7 4.

LO ! He comes with Clouds delcending,-Rev. 1. 7.

1 Once for favor’'d Sinners {lain!
Thouland thoufand Saints attending,
Swell the Triumph of his Train

Hallelujah'! |

Hallelujah! Amen,

Ev'ry Eye fhall now behold Him,
Rob’d in dreadful Majelly ;
Thofe who [et at nought and fold Him,
Pierc’d and nail'd Him to the Tree,
Deeply wailing,
Shall the true Messian fee.
Ev'ry Ifland, Sea, and Mountain,———Rev. 6. 14.
Heav’'n and Earth fhall flee away ;
All who hate Him muft, confounded,
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day,




Come to Judgment!
Come to Judgment! come awa_v!

Now Redemption, long expetted,
See! in folemn Pomp appear!
All his Saints by Man reje(ted,
Now fhall meet Him in the Air l—-1 Thef. 4. 17.
Hallelujah ! S ,
See the Day of Gobp appear!

Anfwer thine own Bride and Spirit,~Rev. 22. 17.
Haften, Lorp, the gen’ral Doom! -
The new Heav'n and Earth t'inherit, |
Take thy pining Exiles home;
All Creation "
Travails, groans, and bids Thee come!
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HYMN €. 8 7 8.

E comes! He comes! the Saviour Dear
The {eventh Trumpet {peaks Him near:
His Lightnings flath, his Thunders roll,
He’s welcome to the faithful Soul,
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,

Welcome to the faithful Seul.

From Heav’'n Angelic Voices lound——-Rey. 22. 20.
See the Almighty Jesus crown’d!
Girt with Omnipotence and Grace,
And Glory decks the Saviour’s IFace !
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory,
Glory decks the Saviour’s Face.

Defcending on his Azure Throue,
He claims the Kingdoms for his.own:

The Kingdoms all obey his Word,
And hail Him their Triumphant Lorp'!
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Hail Him, hail Him, hail Him, hail Him,
Hail Him, their triumphant Lorp!
Shout all the People of the Sky,- |
And all the Samts of the moft Hi h

Our Gob, who now his Right obt:uns,
For ever and for ever lelgm

Ever, ever, ever, ever,
Ever and for ever re:gns.

The FaTtuer pralfe, the Son adore,
The Seirit blefs for ever,mose

Salvation’s glorlous Work s done-
We welcome Thee Gresf THREE in ONE'

Welcome, weleome, welcome, welcome,

Welcome Thec GREAT THREE in ONE*

1 John 5 7
G
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HY MN .. 61, 3 8§ 0.

RIDE of the Lams, up to the Skies,
Let daily Praife like Incenfe, rife,
To Jom with thelrs above 3
Worthy 1s He, ‘that once was {lain,
A Raceof Rebels to reg’am ——-—-—a—-xﬁ&. 1. 2.
To have our chmceﬂ: Love

Into this Ark with great Amaze,

The winged Seraphs, wond'’ring, gaze,
Redeeming Love to q‘ace I Pg;; 1. 14,

Should Mortals, WhO .11 Pmt have fou_nd

Redemption through the Saviour’s Woun ds,
Refufe to thout free Gree? .

Cry then to our REDI.EMER Dear,
He loves his Pe0p1e S Vome t0 rear,

They are his Joy and Crown;



E’er long we Him' in Clouds thall fee,
Cloathed in Pomp and Majelty,
His ranfom’d Flock to own.

Show'r down thy ‘Grace, O Jesu, now;
Through ev'ry Ve[fel let 1t ﬂow

Each {ick’ning Plant to chear:
Rooted 1n Thee O may we ﬁand
Unfhaken, waiting thy Command,

And love thy Voiee to hear!

Shall Bondage ftill our Souils detain?
Affert the Glories of thy Reign,
And fet the Prisners free:

Now. Lorp, relieve each burdén’d Mind,

And give us all with Joy to ﬁnd
Lternal [ife 1n Th_ee.

Cs
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HYMN "62. St Stephen’s.

EAD of the Church tnumphant'—-—pr 5. 29.
We joyfully adore Thee;-
Till Thou appear, thy Members here
Shall fing like thofe in Glor y:
We lLift our Hearts and Voices
With bleft Antrmpatlon
And cry aloud and give to Gon
The Praile of our Salvation.’

While in Affiiction’s Furnace r-—---—-}_'ﬁz 43 2.

And pailling thr ough the Eire, |
Thy Love we plalfe which tries our W ays,
And ever brings us nigher,
We clap our Hands, exulting
In thine Almwhty Favor:
The Love Divine Wthh made us Thme

Shall keep us Thine for ever——Rom. 8. 38.
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Thou doft conduct thy People
Through Torrents of Temptation,
Nor will we fear whilft Thou art near,
The Fire of Tribulation.
The World, with Sin and Satan,
In vain our March oppofes;
By Thee we fhall break through them all,
And fing the Song of Moles. -—-—-Rev 5. 3+

By Faith we fee the Glory,
To which Theu fhalt reﬂme us:
The World delpife for that high Prize,-Phil. 3. 14
Which Thou haft fet before us.
And if Thou count us worthy,
We each, as dying Stephen,
Shall fee Thee ftand at Gop’s Right Hand
To take us up to Heaven. Atls 7. 585,

. G g
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HYMN 63 8s.

H! that my Heart this very Hour
Might be enamour’d with thy Love;
That heav'nly Sweetnefs, Joy, and Pow'r,
I beg, Dear Lorp, this Day to prove:
O fend it, that I may abide 4_
Faithful, and walk clofe by thy Side.

Send Love into my. finful Heart,
That I my Pardon clear may feql —-Luke 1. 77,
May feel the Virtue of thy Smart,”
Sin’s deadly Wounds to cure and heal ;
Hear, Jesus, hear my feeble Cry,
I fainting at thy Footftocl lie!
HY MN 64 10. 5.
O JESU, my Gop, come make thine Abode
Within my poor Heart:— Fohn -14. 23,

O JEsu, come qulckly, a Saviour Thou art, *
* Rev. 22, 20.
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Salvation I need, 1 want'to'be freed '
From all my Diftrels,

And feel in my Heart the rich Bleflings of Peace. *

I thirft to be Thine, to feel Thee within

Diffufing Abroad—itRén. B B
Thy Love, that my Heart mhay alecend unto Gon. ™

This, Lorp, Thou canft do, and give me to'know
My Sins are forgw N e Lk 10 77
My Treafure lald up in the Kingdom of Heaven.

Take me as I-ar, Thy Propmty claim ;
My Nature refine, \
And form my Affe&ions and Tempers davine.
No more would I breathe for Ob_]e&s beneath:

But live to thy Praife,
Advancing 1n Knowledge and growing in Grace.

~ * Luke 7. so0.
G 4
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HYMN 65 C. M

Thoufand Foes prepare to war
Agamﬂ: a feeble Saint ;

JESUS in my Behalf appear,
And chear me left I faint.

Give me a Heart divorc’d from Sin,
Shut up from worldly Care ;

Conftant, fincere, and fervent in
‘The Exercife of Pray'r:

Watchful in ev’ry Work and W ord
Ready to {peak thy Praile;

Arm’dwith thy SPIRIT stwo-edg’d Sword,-Heb. 4. 1 2.
And cloath’d with ev’ry Grace:

Fill'd with a Godly filial Fear,
A conftant jealous Care;

Left I from the rioht Path fhould err,
Or fall into a Snare.



To ev'ry earthly Obje@ dead,
Alive to Things above;
Conform’d unto my Living. HEeAD,

And fill'd with ardent Love,
HYMN 66. 8.

Grieve, nor can my Grief €’er ceale,
"Till I my Saviour truly love;

"T1ll He with Blood figns my Releafe, ..

And {weetly draws my Thoughts above!
For this I languifh, mourn and pine
To prove the Dear REDEEMER mine.

But oh! how backward 1s my Mind,
How widely my Alfetions rove;

Yet no true Peace on Earth I find, |
No Trace of Blifs where'er I move! ™

Objeéts of. Senfe can ne’er impart |

Felicity unht)'myr Heart.

95
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No: Nothing now can {atisty,
Or true Contentment here afford,
Till I by Faith can humbly cry,
JEsus 1s now become my Lorp:
JEsus, the Man of deepeﬁ Grief,
- Alone can ferid me kind Relief.

On Him my All I fain would ftay,
And {weetly on his Bofom reft;
Till all my Griets thall die aw ay,

And Love divine poflefs my Breaft:
When fhall 1t be my deareft Lawms,
That I {hall feel this holy Flame?

Thy Saints can tllumph in thy Bhifs, -
And all thy wond'rous Works declare;
Oh! how I long to feel their Peace,

[fa.

And all their Banquetings to thare 1—-Can.

R |

(S
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Come quickly to my lonﬂ‘inﬂ‘ Heart,
And all thy Heav'n of Love lmpart'

HYMN 67. 8s

o7

H! Lorp, how faithlefs 1s my Hearf

How very apt from Thee to firay !

Juft like a broken Bow I ftart
And Nature ftrives to bear the Sway:
Was ever one fo vile, yet blefs’d ;

So foul, yet by the [LorD carefs’d' lf‘.

Forbid, my Loxrbp, each vam Deflire,
And bind my Paflions to thy Crofs;

Quench all the Sparks of Nature’s Fire,
And bid me count my Gain but lofs;

Lorp Jesus tear each Idol down,

Pfa.78. 57+

—-szz 3. 8.

And ftablifh 1n my Heart thy Throne! |
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Grace, Grace fhall wipe away my Tears,
And fpeak the Tempelt to a Calm;

Shall warm my Heart, and charm my Fears,

And prove a never-failing Balm:
The Maladies of Sin remove,

And fill my Soul with holy Love.
Henceforth I'd ferve Thee, if Thou'lt pleafe

To gird me with a heav’'nly Pow'r;
I'd fing the Glories of thy Grace,
Till all my Pilgrimage be 0'er;
With hallow’d Fire inlpire my Tongue,
And Love fhall be my endlefs Song !

HYMN 68. 7 6.

[Lorp, how great’s the Favour
That we, fuch Sinners poor,
Can. through thy Death’s fweet Savour
Approach thy Mercy’s Door. Ebh.

& 2“
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And find an open Paffage

Unto the Throne of Grace:

There wait the welcome Meffage
Which bids us ¢0 1n Peace!

Heb. 1o0. 1g.

Lorp, we are helplefs Creatures,
I'ull of the deepeft Need, -

Throughout defil’'d by Nature,
Stupid and inly dead;

Our Strength is perfet W eaknels,
And all we have is Sin |

Our Hearts are all Uncleannefs .-
A Den of Thieves within,

Lphe 2. 1. 2. 3,

In this forlorn Condition, -
Who thall afford us Aid? |

Where fhall we find Compaflion, . ~bio -
But 1n the Church’s HEAD Peceonm Epﬁ 5. 22,
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1
JEsus, Thou art all Pity, |
Ol take-us to thine Armig ;e —=/l1. 40. 11,
And excrcife thy Mercy, o
To fave us from all Harms,

t We'll never ceafe. re'pea-tihg
Our numberlels Complaints;
But eveér be-i-ritifeating |
The Glorious King of Saints:
Till we attain the 'I‘mage
Of Him we in ly love ; N
And pay our gratefu] Homige
With all the Saints above,

Rev. 15. a.

Then we, with all in Glory, * ~
Shall thankfully relate .

Th” amazing, pieafing Story . -
Ot Jrsu’s Love {o'greats
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In this bleft Contemplation

We fhall for ever dwell: -

And prove fuch Confolation
As none below can tell.] -

1 Cor. 2. Q.

HYMN 69. 6 7 8.
OTHING in this World I want,
No Treafure here beneath;

Only for Thee, Loxrp I pant,

For Thee alonhe ] breathe:
Wipe away my Nature’s Sin,

Lhy Image to my Breaft reftore ;
Thou alone canft make me clean,

And bid me fin no more,
Thou inviteft me to come

Lo fhare thy People’s Reft;
Poor in Spirit, T prefume .

Yo prefs unto the Feaft's 2
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Saving Faith to me 1mpart,
And cloath me with thy Righteoulnels;

In the Fountain dip my Heart,
And fign my glad Releale.

Fill me with thy perfect Love,
And anfwer each Lomplaint
Unbelivine Thoughts remove,
And banifh all my Want:
Lorp, enable me by Grace
My ev'ry Weight to lay afide:
Patiently to run my Race,

Till Thou dolt take thy Bride.

HY MN 7o, L. M.
THE onc Thing needful, that good Part,
Which Mary chofe with all her Heart
I would purfue with anxious Mind,
And feek ynweaned till I find,

Luke 11, 42.




My Mind enlighten with thy Light, 103
That I may underftand aright
The glorious golpel Myltery,

Which fhews the Way to Heav'n and Thee.*

Hidden in Curist the Treafure lies,

That goodly Pearl of fuch great Price:-Mat. 13. 46.
No other Way but Curist there 1s

To endlefs Happinels and Bhifs,*

O Jesu CurisT, my Lorp and Gonp,
Who haft redeem’d me by thy Blood;
Unite my Heart fo faft to Thee,

That we may never parted be!

Give me a new and contrite Heart:
The Faith which works by Love impart: --Gal 5. 6.
Wath me from all the Stains of Sin,

And give abiding Peace within!
* John 14. 6.
H
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HYMN 7t. 8 7.
THOU Tender, Loving JEsus,

Now thy {aving Grace impart;
From the World and Satan fave us,
Save us from our evil Heart!
Throw thy Arms in Mercy open,
Rid, O bid us, Jrsu, come;
1t our flinty IHearts be broken,mm———FEz. 36. 296.
Falling on the Corner-Stone!

Here for ever let us center,
Steady, though affall'd by Sin;
Forward may we boldly venture,
Till eternal Lite we win:
Banifh ev’ry reas’ning Scruple,
Scatter ev'ry gath'ring Cloud ;
Our poor Hearts, O Jesu, {prinkle
With thy precious, precious Blood,--1 Pel, 1. 19,



When our chearing Feelings ficken,
And a Vel our Souls o’er{pread ;
Then with Grace our Spirits quicken
To raife up our drooping Heads:
Would our foolifh Hearts e’er wander
From the Source of real Joy? -
Call us back, but not in Anger,

Left thy Frowns fhould us deftroy !

Arm us from thy heav’nly Storehoufe,
Still difplay thy Banner high!
March vitlorious on before us,
Make the World and Satan fly:
When the Angel drawing near us
Seals in Peace the Pilgrim’s Eyes ;
In that trying Moment bear us

Safe into thy Paradife!—————ZLufe 21. 43.

H 2
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HYMN 72. s

ESU, Lever of my Soul,
Let me to thy Bofom fly,

While the Billows near me roll,

W hile the Tempelt fhill 1s high
Hide me O my Saviour, hide,

Till the Storm of Life 1s paft;
Safe into the Haven guide, -

O recetve my Soul at laft!

]jﬁz. 32. 2.

Other Refuge have I none,————Pfz. 46. 1.
Hangs my helplefs Soul en Thee;

Ieave, Oh! leave me not alone,
Still fupport and comfort me:

All my Truft on Thee 1s ftay’d,
All mme Help from Thee I bring;

Cover my dziencelels Head

With the Shadow of thy Wing! Mal. 4. 2.




Thou, O Curist, art all I want,
Boundlefs Love in Thee 1 find:

Raife the Fallen, chearthe Faint,
Heal the Sick and lead the Blind.
Juft and holy 1s thy Name,

I am all Unrighteoulnefs!
Vile and full of Sin I am,

Thou art full .of Truth and Grace.

Plenteous Grace with Thee is found,
Grace to pardon all my Sin;
Let the healing Streams abhound,

Make and keep me pure within:
Thou of Iate the Fountain art,
Freely let me take of Thee;
Spring thou up within my Heart,

Rife to all Etermty

H 3

lfa. 35 6

—Pfa. 36. g

10'}-’
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HYMN 73. 6 &.

OIN all the glorious Names
Of Wildom, Love, and Pow'r,
That Mortals ever knew,
That Angels ever bore:
All 15 too mean to fpeak his Wortl,
Too mean to {et our Saviour forth.

What kind endearing Words,
What condelcending Ways,
‘Doth our REpEeMER ule,
| To teach his Heav'nly Grace!

My Soul with Joy and Wonder fee
What Forms of Love Fe bears for Thee!

Great ProrHET of our Gop,——Afs 3. 22, 23
Our Tongues would blefs thy’ Name!
By Thee the joyful News——Lufe 2. 10,

Of our Salvation came:
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The joyful News of Sins forgiv'n——-~Lute 1. 77.
Of Hell fubdu’'d and Peace with Heav'n.

JEsus, our great Hicu-PriEsT Heb. 3. 1.
Offer'd his Blood and dy’d;
Thou guilty Smner, {eck
No Sacrifice belide:
His pow’rful Blood did once atone,

And now it pleads before the Throne.--Heb. 12. 24.

My dear Almighty Lorp!
My Conquror and my Kinc!
Thy matchlefs Pow’r and Love,.
Thy {aving Grace, we fing:
Thine 1s the Pow’r; O may we fit,
In willing Bonds beneath thy Feet lem——Pfz. 110. 3.

H 4
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HYMN 74. G M.
IS there a Thing that moves and breaks
A Heart as hard as Stone,
Or warms a Heart as cold as Ice?

"T1s Jesu’s Blood alone.

One Drop of this can truly chear
And heal the wounded Soul ;
What Multitude of broken Hearts

This living Stream makes whole! Pfa. 46. 4.
Hark G my Soul! what {ing the Choirs

Arouna the glorious Throne?
Hark! the {lain LamBs for evermore Rev. 5. 12,

Sounds in the {weeteft Tone!

The Elders there caft down their Crowns,
And ali both Night and Day,

Sing Praile to i4im, who fhed his Blood,
And walb’d their Guilt away.
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And this, while here, will we proclaim,
Chearful in our Degree;

That, through the Blood of Gobp’s Dear LAms,
Each Soul may happy be.

But Thou, O Lorp! make ev'ry Day,
Thy Grace to us more tweet;

Till we behold thy wounded Side,
And worfhip at thy Feet,

HYMN 75  7s
ESU, JESU, Kingof Sants,

Known to Thee are all my Wants;

Self-convicted, Self-abhorr'd,
I approach Thee Deareit Lorbp.

Known to Thee whole Eyes are Flame,

I thy Love and Pity claim;
With an Eye of Love look down;

Help me Logp, and help me {oon,

Reﬂ- 71 10-
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Still T feel a flefhly Part,

Much Corruption in my Heart ;
Oh! I'm vile, thy Blood I need,
Vile in Thought, and vile in Deed.

Break, O break this Heart of Stone,

Form 1t for thy Ufe alone;
Bid each Vanity depart,
Build thy Temple in my Heart,

This be my Support in Need,
That Thou didft {o freely bleed;
All my Hopes and Joys arife
From thy bloody Sacrifice.

This confirms me when I'm weak,
Coniforts me when I am fick:
Gives me Courage when 1 faint,

Well {fupplies my ev'ry Want.
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Saviour, to my Heart be near,
Exercife the Shepherd’s Care;
Guard my Weaknels by thy Grace,

Let me feel a conftant Peace!

HYMN 76. s 7.
OME, thou Fount of ev’ry Blefling!
Tune mine Heart to fing thy Grace!

Streams of Meray never ceafing,

Call for Songs of loudeft Praile.
Teach me {fome melodious Sonnet,

Sung by flaming Tongues above ;—-—Heb. 1. 7.
Praife the Mount—OQOh fix us on 1t,—Heb. 12. 22.

Mount of God’s unchanging Love!——Mal. 3. 6.

Here I raife my Ebenezer ; 1 Sam. 7. 12.
Hither by thine Help 1I'm come;

And I hope, by thy good Pleafure,
Safely to arrive at Home.
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Jesus, fought me when a Stranger,
Wand'ring from the Fold of Gob;

He, to refcue me from Danger,
Interpos’d his precious Blood.

O! to Grace how great a Debtor
Daily I’'m conftrain’d to be!

Let that Grace now, like a Fetter,
Bind my wand’'ring Heart to Thee!

Prone to wander, Lorp, I feel it,
Prone to leave the Gop I love.

Here’s mine Heart, O take and feal it!-2 Cor, 1. 22,
Seal 1t from thy Courts above!

HYMN #»7. C. M.
APFY the Heart, where Graces reign,
Where Love lnfplres the Breaft!
Love 15 the brighteft of the Train,
And perfects all the Reft,
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Knowledge, alas 'tis all in vain,
And all in vain our Fear:
Our ftubborn Sins will fight and reign,
If Love be ablent there.

This 1s the Grace that lives and fings,
When Faith and Hope fhall ceale:
"T1s this thall firike our joyful Strings

In the fweet Realms of Blhis.

When 3 Jom 'd to that harmonious Throno'
That fills the Choirs above,

Then fhall we tune our golden Harps,—Rev. 14. 2.
And ev'ry Notec be Lovec.

HYMN 78 L. M
URY’D in Shadows of the Night

We lie, ’till Curist reftores the Laght;
Wifdom defcends to heal the J3lind,
And chace the Darknefs of the Mind.
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Loft guilty Soulsare drown’d in Tears,—ZLuke 7. 38,

"Till the atoning Blood apears;
Then they awake from deep Diftrels—Pfa. 40. 12.

And fing the Lorp our Rzgkteouﬁzeﬁ
Jesus bel 1olds where Satan reigns,
Binding his Slaves tn heavy Chains:

He fets the Pris'ners free and breaks
The Iron Bondage from our Necks.—Luke 4. 18.

Toor helplefs Worms in thee poflels

Grace, Wifdom, Pow’r, and Righteoufnels;
Thou art our Mighty Arr; may we

Give our whole felves, O Lorb, to Thee!

HYMN 7. C.M.

ATHER, I firetch mine Hands to thes,
No other Help I know:
If Thou withdraw Thy/elf from me,
Ah! whither fhall I go?
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What did thine only Son endure,

Before I drew my Breath!
What Pain, what Labour, to {ecure

My Soul from endlefs Death!

O Jesu! could I this believe,
I now fhould feel thy Pow'r;

Now my poor Soul Thou wouldft retrieve,
Nor let me wait one Hour.

Avtnor of Fuith! to Thee I |1f t e HeD, 12, 2,
My weary longing Eyes;

O let me now receive that Gif¢!
My Soul without it dies.

HYMN 8. 7 6.
RAISE the Lorp, who reigns above,

And keeps his Courts below ;e Ztch. 3. 7.
Praile the Holy Gop of Love, |

And all his Greatnels thew.
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Praife Him for his noble Deeds,
Praife Him for his matchle{s Pow'r:

Him from whom all Good proceeds,
Let Earth and Heav'n adore.

Publifh, fpread to all around
| The great ImmManveL’'s Name:
Let the Trumpet’s martial Sound,
Him Lorp of Hofts proclaim:
Praife Him, ev'ry tuneful String,
All the Reach of heav'nly Art:
All the Pow’rs of Mufic bring,
" The Mufic of the Heart.

Him in whom they move and live
Let ev'ry Creature fing:

Glory to their MAKER give,
And Homage to their Kine,



tallow’d be his Name beneath,
As in Heav'n on Earth ador’d:

Praile the Lorp in ev'ry Breath;
Let all Things praife the LORD'

HYMN 81, 6 8.

ET Earth and Heav'n agree,
Angels and Men be ; JOH’I d

To celebrate with me,
The Saviour of Mankind!.
T’adore the Great atoning LaMs,
And blefs the Sound of _]ESU s Name,

Jesus! tranfporting Sound!
The Joy of Earth and Heav'n:
o other Help is found,
No other Name is giv'n

I

Alls 4. 12.
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By which we can Salvation Have,
But Jesus came the World to fave,

Jesus! harmonious Name!
It charms the Holfts above;
They evermore proclaim
And wonder at his Love:"
"Tis all their Happinels to gaze,
"T'is Heav'n to {ee our Jesu’s Face.

1 Pet. 1. 12.

His Name the Sinner hears,————Zx. 34. 6.
And 1s from Guilt {et free:
'T1s Mufic 1n his Ears,
'Tis Life and Viftory,
New Songs do now his Lips employ,
And dances his glad Heart for Joy.
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HYMN 82. C. M. |

IN Thee, O Curist, is all my Hope,

My Comfort all in Thee;
Whilft hele I feel thy Mercy mgh

I know thou guardeft me:

I feel the Load of Sinfo valt, Pfa. 38, 4.
It {inks me to the Grave:

But let thy Blood walh out my Sins,—Zech. 13. 1.
Mine whom Thou cam’ft to {ave.

Cloath’d 1n thy R:ghtcoufnefs again—/Ifa. 61. 10,
O may T fec thy Face!

Recelve the Plonnfe from above,
And live reftoi’d by Grace.
I e
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On me, thy helplefs Worm, O Lorp,
A lruing Faith beftow ;

That I thy Nature’s hidden Sweets
May tafte, and fee, and know.

Triumphant let me live, by Love
Shed in my Heart abroad;

And faithiully to Jesus give
The Life which he beftow’d!

HYMN 383 C. M.
Deareft Lorp, give me a Heart

Inflam’d with Love to Thee;
That through thy tedious Toil and Smart
My Soul may happy be.

I want, O Lorp, from Sin to flee, .
And 1in thine Arms to reft :—Mat. 11. 28.
Bid me by Faith come near to Thee,

And lean upon thy Breaft.— 70in 13. 235,



Still let a Senfe of what Thou'ft done 123

In my hard Heart be felt,
That by this Love which Thou haft thewn

My-1nmofit Soul may melt. Ez. 36. 26.

Oh! may I never, never falnt
But foar on Wings of Love

Till in thy Glory, asa Saint,
I fing with Saints above,

Lozp, I would naw my All give up, |

To Thee, whom I adore ;
And humbly falling at thy Feet,

Proclaim thy Love and Pow'r.,

HY MN 84 CoM.
THE Lorp firft emptles whom He fills,
Cafts down whom he would raife ;

And quickens whom the Letter kills,«—Deut. 32 39

Exalting thus his Prmfe

13
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ImManuEL for Sinners {lain
Includes fuch Stores of Grace,
As narrow Hearts can ne’er contain,
Nor Angel’s Tongues exprels.
He’s full of Grace and Truth indeed,

Of Peace, of Life, and Light:
To all that his Redeemed need

He gives their Souls a Right.

A Right to claim thetr full Releafe,
For He their Debt has patd;
And he who dearly bought their Peace,

The Purchale bids them plead.
H'Y M N 85 8.

Thou whofe Merey knows no Bound,
(Elfe hadft Thou ne’er redeem’d thy Foe;)
Whole Love's a fathomlels Profound
Which known we with {lill more to know;
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That Mercy, Lorp, that Love reveal,
And let thy SerriT {tamp the Sea] —2 Cor 122,

From wav'ring Doubts, from chilling Fear; "
Save us Thou Gob of Truth.and Lxght' "

Thy Word 1s fure; O bring it near,: e
Nor let us mourn in endlefs. Night!

Let the Day dawn, *the Day-{tar rlfe,

And pour all Heav'n upon our Eyes.—e Pez,‘ 1, 19

Iar off thy Crofs we dlm]y view, |
Nor know our Int'reft in thy Blood :

Whilit thus otir'Hearts thy Grace purfue,
O let us feel the prefent Gop.

Come, come like Lightning from the Eaft,

Warm, animate each drooping Brealft.

I 4
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Behold, like Wax before the Fire,
Our melting Hearts diffolve with Grief:
To Thee, O Lorp, 1s our Deflire; ‘
From thee alone we hope Relief.
Thy Mercy and thy Love reveal ;
And let thy Seir1iT flamp the Seal.

HYMN 86 8s.

WEET as the: Shepherd’s tuneful Reed
From Sion’s Mount I heard the Sound:

Gay {prang the Flowrets of the Mead,

And gladden'd Nature {mil’d around
The Vonce of Peace {alutes mine Ear;— Join 15. 27.

Curist’s lovely V01c|e perfumnes the Air.

Peace troubl’'d Soul, whofe plaintive Moan
Hath taught thefe Rocks the Note of Woe;

Ceafe thy Complaint, fupprefls thy Groan,
And let thy Tears forget to flow,
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Behold, the Precious Balm is fouhd,
Which Iulls thy Pain, which heals thy Wound.

Come, freely come; by Sin oppreft '
Unburthen here the weighty Load;--Mat. 11. 28.
Here find thy Refuge, .and thy Reft,
.Safe on the Bofom of 'thy Gob.
T}ly Gop’sthy Savidur; glorlous Word!-Jfa. 54 ;.
That fheaths th® Avenger’s glitt'ring Sword

As Spring the Winter, - Day the Night,

Peace Sorrow’s Gloom fhall chace away;
And {miling Joy a Seraph bright - .
Shall tend thy Steps and near Thee ﬂ'ay, |
Whilft Glory weaves th’ 1mmertal Crown,

And waits to claim Thee for her own,
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HYMN 8. C.M.

ATL, Avrsia and OmEeca, hal,
AuTtuor of all our Faith;
The Finisier of all our Hopes *

The Truth, the Life; -the Path!

Hail First and Last, the anmg-S{m
Tn whom we live and move:
Increale our little' S palk of Faltll

And purify our Love!

Let that Belief which Jrsus taught .
Be treafur’d 1n our Breait :

The Evidence of unfeen Joys,
The Subflance of our Reft!

O let us go from Strengthto Stre'lgth
From Gmce to greater Grace: "

I'rom one Degree of Faith to more,
Till we behold thy Face!



HYMN 88 S M.
TH’ Extent of JESU’S Love

A Breadth whofe Diftance noze can prove,
A Length without an End
The ﬁrﬁ born Seraphs trv
The My{t'ry to explore;

Yet cannot trace it out; for why?

The Curle they never bore.
The Grace unfearchable,

Tranlcending human Thought,
Who, who 1n Earth or Heav'n tan tell,
Or find the Wonder out?
All the Angelic Choir
TImte to give Him Praile:
And daints Redeeming Love admire,

And loud Hoflannas raie.

129

Eph. 3. 19.
What Heart can comprehend?
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° To Curist we lift our Voice,

Who have Redemption found:

And 1n his Name alone rejoice,
Whence all our Joys abound.
This cures the burden’d Mind,
This calms the troubled Heart:

This manifefts the Saviour kind,
And bids our Fears depart.

HYMN 8. C. M
ATHER, how wide thy Glory fhines!
How high thy Wonders rife!
Known through the Earth, by thoufand Signs,
By thoufand through the Skies.

Thole mighty Orbs proclaim thy Power,
Thofe Motions {peak thy Skill:

And on the Wings of ev'ry Hour,
We read thy Patience {iull,



But when we view thy great Delign,
To {ave rebellious Worms:;

Where Vengeance and Compaflion join,
In their divineft Forms:

Here the Whole De1Ty 1s known ;
Nor dares a Creatuge guels

Which of the Glortes brighteft {hone,
The Juftice, or the Grace.

Now the full Glories of the Lams,
Adorn the Heav'nly Plains:

Bright Seraphs learn IMMANUEL's Name,
And try their choiceft Strains.

O may I bear {ome humble Part,
In that immortal Song!.

Wonder and Joy fhal] tune my Heart,
And Love command my Tongue,

131
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1Y M N go, 104th. -
WHAT fhali T do, my Saviour to praife;
- So faithful and trve, fo plenteousin Grace;
So ftrong to deliver, fo good to redeem,
The weakefi Belicver that hangs upon Him!

IHow happy the Man whofe Heart 1s fet free;

The People that can be joyiul in Thee;
Their loyis to walk 1n the Lignt of ¢ thy Iace;

And {ldi they ave talkmcr of ]ESUS s Grace.

Their daily Delight fhall be 1 thy Name,

They fhall as their ngh thy Rzg’ztcmfmfs claim, -
Thy Rig hiteoufnefs wearing, and cleans’d by thy Blood,
Bold fhall they appear in the Prefence of Gobp.

Yor Thou art their Boaft, their Glory and Pow’ 1,
And I alio truft to {ee the glad Hour,

My Soul's new Crection, a Life from the Dead,
The Day of Salvation that lifts up my Head.



Yes, Lorp, I fhall {ce the Blifs of thine own,

Thy Secret to me fhall. {oo1 be made known;
Tor Sorrow and Sadnels I:joy fhall receive,
And fhare in the Gladnels of all that ﬁc!zwe

HYMN g1. - C. M.
ESUS, the all reftoring Word,
Our fallen Splrlt 5. hope;

After thy lovely Likenels, Lorbp,
O when thall we wake up?

Thou, O cur Gopo, Thou 'only art
The Life, the Truth, the Way;

Quick=n our Souls, initruét cur Hearts,
Nor lct our Footlteps firay.

Of all Thou halt to give below,
Or give 1n Heav'n above;

Give us, O Lorp, Thylelf to know;
Give us thy prectous Love,

133



134

Bid our Affeftions no more rove!
Preferve us wholly Thine;

And let us daily tafte and pIOVE
Sweet Fellowfhip divine.

The holy Intercour{e begun
Between our Souls and Thee,

Enlarge, O Lorp, and carry on
Through all Eternity!

HYMN g2. S M.
AVVAKE, and fing the Song
Of Mofes and the LAamB;
Wake ev’'ry Heart, and ev'ry Tongue,
To praife the Saviour’s Name.
Sing of his dying Love,
Smg of his rifing Pow'r;
Sing how He intercedes above

For thofe whole Sins He bore.
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Sing, till we feel our Hearts
Afcending with our Tongues:
Sing, till the Love of Sta departs,

And Grace mnipires our Songs.

Sing on your heav'nly Way,
Ye ranfom’d Sinners hing:
Sing on, rejeicing ev'iy Day,
In Curist th’ Etffrnal Kine.
Soon fhall ye hear Him fay
Ye bleffed Children comie,
Soon will [le call you hence away,
T take his Wand'rers Home.

! ﬁ TITH fiery Serpents grcatly paia’d,
When Ifraci's mourning Tribes complain'd,

And figh'd to be reliev’d;
K

Mat. 25. 34.
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A Serpent ftraight the Prophet made,
Of molten Brafs to View difplay’d:
The Patients look’d and hv'd.

But Oh! what healing to the Heart,

Doth Jrsu’s greater Crofs impart,
To thofe who feek a Cure!

Ifr'el of old, and we no lefs,

The fame indulgent Grace confels,

Whillt Life and Breath endure.

To Reafon’s View, fo ftrange Effett
Self-righteous Souls will ftill reject,
~ And perifh in their Pride!

Not {o the Stung with Sin and Law,
Thefe all their rich Salvation draw,

From Jzsu’s bleeding Side!



May we then view the matchlefs Crofs
And other Objetts count but Lofs,

No other Gamn explore!
Here ft1ll be fix’d our feafted Eyes,

Teeming with Tears of glad Surprile,

And thankfully adore!

’
Hail, great IMmmanvuzL, balmy Name!

Thy Praife the ranfom’d will proclaim,
Thee we Phyfician call;

We own no other Cure but Thine,

T hou the Deljverer Divine,
Our Health, our Life, our AL

K 2



HY MN g 8 7.
UIDE me O Thou Great Jenovan,
X Pilgrim thro’ this barren Land ;—Heb. 11. 13,
1 am weak, but Thou art Micnury,
Hold me with thy Powzrrur Haxp:
Bread of Heaven! Bread of Heavenl— 7oin 6. g2.
Feed me now and evermore.

Zoct
Zech. 13, 1,

Gpen now the cryftal Fountain
Whence the bealing Streams do flow;

Let the fiery cloudy Fillar Exed. 13. 21.
Lead me all my joumw throu gh

Strong Deliv'rer! Sirong Deliv'rer!

Be Thou flill my Suez%t,; and Shield.

When I tread the Verge of  Fordan,——Fer. te
Bid my anxious Teara fublide;

Death of Deaths, and Hell's Deltruttion,®

Land me {afe on Canaan’s Side,
* 1 Cor, 15. 54.

TP} |
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Songs of Prailes, Songs of Praifes,

I will ever give to Thee.

Mufing on my Habitation,

Mufing on my heav'nly Home wmw-Heb, 11. 18.
Fills my Soul with Holy Longing,

Come, my [esus, quickly come.—Rev. 22. 20.
Vanity 1s all [ {ee,

Lorp, I long to be with Thee leePhil. 1. 23,

HY M N ogs. 3s.

THE Lorp my Pailure fhail prepare,
And fecd me with a Shepherd’s Care;
His Prefence fhall my Wants fupply,

And guard me with a watchful Eye;

My Noon-day Walks He fhall attend,}

And all my Midnight Hours defend.

K 3
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When in the lultvy Glebe I faint,

Or on the thirliy Mountain pa*fft,

To fertile Vales and dewy Meads

My weary wand'ring Steps He leads ;
Where peaceful Rivers, {oft and {low,
Amid the verdant Landikip low.

Though 1n the Path of Death I trecad,
With gloomy Horrors overfpread,

My ffedfaft Heart thall fear no Il

For Thou, O Lorb, art with me {lill;
Thy friendly Crook fhall give me Aid,
And guide me through the dreadful Shade.

Tho’ 1n a bare and rugged Way,
Thro’ devious loreiy Wilds I {tray,
Thy Bounty fhall 52 Pains beguile,
The barren W *1dc1 nefs fhall ﬁmle,



With fudden Greens and Herbage crown’d,

And Streams fhall murmur all around.

HY MN q6. C. M.

PLUNG’D in a Gulph of dark Defparr,
We wretched Sinners lay,

Without one chearful*Beam of Hope,
Or Spark of ghhmm’ring Day.

With pitying Eyes, the Prince of Grace,
Beheld our helplefs Grief;

He faw, and (O amazing Love!)
He came to our Relief.

Down from the fhining Seats above,
With joyful Hafte He fled;

Enter’'d the Grave in mortal Flefh,
And dwelt among the Dead.

K 4
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Oh! for this Love let Rocks and Hills
Their lalting Silence break:

And all harmonious human Tongues,

The Sav our’s Prailes {peak !

Angels atift our mighty Joys,
Serike all your Harps of Gold:

But when you raifc your highelt Notes
His Love can nc'er be told!

HYMN 97.' C. M,
WEET is the Memory of thy Grace,
My Gop, my Heav'nly Kixg!
Let Age to Age thy Righteoufnels
In Sounds of Glory fing.

Gop reigns on High, but not confines
His Gooduels to the Skies:
Thro' the whole Earth his Geoodnefs fhines,

And ev'ry Want {upplies.



With longing Eyes thy Creatures wait
On Thee for daily Food ;

Thy lib'ral Hand provides them Meat,
And fills their Mouths with Good.

How kind are thy Compalflions, Loxrp!
rlow flow thine Anger moves!

But {ocn He fends his pardming Word,
To chear the Soul He loves.

Creatures, with all their endlefs Race,
Thy Pow'r and Praile-proclaim:

May we, who tailc thy richer Grace,
Delighit to blefs thy Name.

HY MN o¢8. S. M.
O Gob the only wife,
Cur Saviovr and our King,
Let all the Saints below the Skies
Their humble Praifes bring.
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*T1s his Almighty Love,
His Counfel and his Care,

Preferves us fafe from Sin and Death,

And ev'ry hurtful Snare,
He will prefent his Saints

Unblemtih’d and compleat, e o101

Before the Glory of his Face,
With Joys divinely great.

Then all the cboﬁ‘n Seed

Shall meet around the Throne,
Shall blels the Conduét of his Grace,
And make his Wonders known.,

To our Redeeming Gob,
Vifdom and Pow’r belongs;
Immortal Crowns of Majelly,

And everlafting Songs!

. 27.
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HYMN g99. C. M

E ! E 1sa Gobp of Svv'reign Love
That promis’d Heav'n to me;

And taught my Thoughts to foar above—Col. 3. 1. 2,
Where happy ‘ipmts be. Heb. 12. 23.

Prepare me, Lorp, for thy Right Hand,

Then come the joytul Day!
Come Death, and fome Ceeleftial Band,- Luke 16. 22.
And bear my Soul away.

Then, my Beloved, take my Soul—Cant. 11. 16,

Up to thy bleft Abode,
That, Face to Face, I may behold=—— 7o) 19. 27.

My Saviour and my Gob.
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HYMN 100 C. M.

Y hiding Place, my Refuge, Tow'r,
And Shield, art Thou, O Lorp;
I firmly anchor all my Hopes
On thy unerring Word.

Engrav’d, asin Eternal Brals,
The mighty Promiie thines:
Nor can the Pow’rs of Darknels ‘raze

Thofe Everlafling Lines.

The facred Word of Grace 1s {trong
As that which built the Skies;

The Voice which rolls the Stars along,
Spake all the Promiles.



HY MN 1o, C. M.

Gop our Help in Ages paft,
Our Hope for Years to come;;
Our Shelter from the {formy Blaft,

And our eternal Home.
Before the Hills in Order ftood,

Qr Earth receiv’d its Frame;
From everlaliing Thou art Gob,
To endlels Years the {ame.

A thoufand Ages in thyv Sight
Are as an Ev'ning gone;
Short as the Watch that ends the Night

Before the riiing Sun.

The buly Tribes of Fleth and Blood,
With all their Cares and Fears,
Are carry’d downward by the Flood,

And loft in foll'wing Years.

Ila. ae.
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Time, like an over-rolling Stream,
ears all it’s Sons aWay ;
They fly forgotten as a Dream
Dies at the p'ning Day.
Gon cur el 1n Ages palt,
Our Hope for Years to come:
Be Thou our Guard while Life thall 1afi,
And cur perpctual Home!
HHYMN 102, 8.
TYYHOU Shepilierd of Ify'el Divine,— Fohn 10. 1.
A The Joy of the upright in Heart;
For cloler Communion they pine,
Still, fhll to refide where Thou art:
The Pafture, Oh! when fhall we find,
Wihere all, who their Snepherd obey,
Are fed on thy Bofom reclin’d,
Are tkreen'd from the Heat of the Day.-Cant. 1. 7.



Ah! fhew us that happieft Place,
That Place of thy People’s Abode,
Where Saints 1n an Extaly gaze,
And hang on a cruciiy’d Gobp!
Thy Love for loft Sinners declare,
Thy Paflion and Death on the Tree,
Our Spirits to Calvary bear
To fuffer and triumph with Thce.

"Tis there with the Lambs of thy Flock,
There only we’'d covet toreft,
To lie at the Foot of the Rock,
Or rife to be hid 1n thy Breaft;
"T'1s there we would always abide,
/ind never a Moment depart;
Conceal’d in the Cleft of thy Side,
Eternally heid in thy Heart,
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159 HYMN 103. 1os.
Deareft Saviour, pleafe to look on me,
Anddraw my heart withcords of loveto Thee;*
O fave me from the World’s enfnaring Bazt,
And grant that I may humbly on Thee wait.

Thou know'ft how apt I am, O Lorp, to change,
How oft my Thoughts on worldly Objefts range:
Keep themm, My Gop, My Saviour, let them be
Steady, unfhaken, ever fix'd on Thee!

Sometimes I tafle of thy refrefhing Grace,

And then for other Things there 1s no Place;
My Heart doth {weetly flow with Love to Thee:
I prove the Grace for ev'ry Comer free.

Oh! that I was but always 1n this Frame;

How could 1 love and praile my Saviour’s Name!
Thus, thus, O ]r';US let 1t ever be,

Then will I 6 iing thy Praile eternally,
* Holea 11, 14,
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HYMN 1o04. 8s.
DEAR Objelt of our ftrong Defire!
How long protracted 1s the Day,
When burfting forth in vivid Fire

> Thy teeming Glories Thoul't difplay ?
With various Ills encompals’d round,
Maintaining flill difputed Ground,

.ol Patience waits, a filent Maid,

By Hope, in azure Robe, array’d.

She waits; for fure not diftant far

The Day that all our Mis'ry heals;
Methinks I hear thy rattling Car,

The Thunder of thy burning Wheels!
The Trumpet {ounds—the Dead arife—
Jesus, triumphant thro’ the Skies,
Defcends his Kingdom to maintain,

And pourthe Glories of his Reign.
L.
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HYMN 105  8s.

OD fpake the Word, let Light appear!®
And Light came glitt'ring thro’ the Air:
Creation then in Order rofe,

And Man adorn’d the Glorious Clofe.
Th' Angelic Hoft Gop’s Praifes {ang;

With Shouts the wide Empyrean rang.

Gop {peaks the Word; obedient Light
Beams on our fallen Nature’s Light

And Man, by Grace, thro” Curist, refloy’d:
Lives by the {ame commanding Word.
Behold! the New-Creation rile

It mounts, and challenges the Skies!

Speak, {peak again O Potent Voice!
That all thy Children may rejoice,
¥

GCH. 1, 14



The Earth and Heav'n create anew,
And there let us thy Perfon view;
With Thee 1n Blifs for ever dwell,
And of thy Great Redemption tell.

HYMN 1o00. L. M.

EVORE Jeuovan's awful Throne,
Ye Nation’s bow with facred Joy;
Know that the Lorp 1s Gob alore;
He can create, and He deftroy.

His Sov’rerien Pow’r without our Aid
Made us of Clay, and form’d us Men ;
And when like wand'ring Sheep we ftray’d A

He brought us to his Fold again,

L2
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We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs,
High as the Heav'ns our Voices raife;
And Earth with her ten thoufand Tongues

Shall fill thy Courts with founding Praife.

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

Firm as a Rock thy Truth muff ftand
When rolling Years fhall ceale to move.

"HYMN 107. C.M.

HE Sinner that, by precious Faith,
Ras felt his Sins forgiv'n, 1 Fehn 2. 12.

Is, from that Moment, pals'd from Death,
And feal'd an Heir of Heav'n.~———Rom. 8. 17.
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Tho’ thoufand Snares eniclofe his Feet,
Not one fhall hold Him faft,
Whatever Dangers he may meet,

He fhall get fafe at laft,

Not as the World the Saviour gives,
He is no fickle Friend:

Whom once He loves, He never leaves ; -————Heb 12.. 5+ -
But loves him 1o the End. |

JEsus in ev'ry Age has prov'd .
His Purchale fum and true.
If this Foundation be remov’d,

What fhall the Righteous do 'r‘—-—-[ﬁz 28, 16, .

O Lowrp, by this our Claim abides
This Title to our Blifs:
Whatever Lofs we bear befides, .

We'll never give up this.

L3 -
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HYMN 108. C. M.
ET me, my Saviour and my Gobp,
. On Sov'reign Grace rely;
And own ’t1s frt.e becaufe beftow’d
On one {o vile as 1.

Elettion! "Tis a Word divine:
For, Lorp, I plainly fee,
Had not thy Choice prevented mine,—2 Thef. 2. 13,

I ne’er had chofen Thee.

For Perfeverance Strength I've none:
But would on this depend;

That Fefus having lov'd ls own,
He lov'd them to the End.

Empty and bare I come to Thee,
For Rightecuinefs divine.
QO may thy matchlefs Ments be,
By Imputation mine'swmme———Rotm. 4. 24.

Rom. 11. 8.

Fer. 31. 3.
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HY MN 1o0g. 8 7...
UKEWARM Souls, the Foe grows ltronger,
See what Hofts your Camp furround,
Arm to Battle; lag no longer,
Hark! the Silver Trumpet found.
Wake, ye Sleepers; wake, What mean you?
Sin befets you round about,
Up. and fearch—The World’s within you:
Slay, or chafe the Traitor out.

What enchants you; Pelf, or Pleafure?
Pluck right Eyes; with right Hands part,
Alk your Conlcience, 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 Gob, that loves the World.
Ly
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Gop and Mammon? Oh! be wier.
Serve them both ? It cannot be.
Eafe in Warfare, Saint and Miler,
Thefe will never well agree.
Shun the Shame of foully falling
Cumber’d Captives clogg’d with Clay.
Prove your Faith. - Make fure your Calling.
Wield the Sword ; and win the Day.

HYMN 110 145,

(\OMPASSIONATE Bridegroom, my Shepherd
~/  and Friend,

Thy Child from the Fury of Satan defend;

Thy Prefence continue, thy Blefling convey,

And grant me a Spirit to praife and to pray.
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Prevent and aflift me, and {o fhall T run, :
And further within me the Work Thou'ft begun;
And then let the World rejett or delpile,
Thy Grace for my Wants, Lorp, fhall ever {ufhice.

Still go Thou before me, and guide me aright,
Thy Peace be my Comfort, Thylelt my Delight:

Thy Will be my Plealure, thy Honour my Alm,
And this be my Glory, the Blood of the Lams.
This, this be my Portion, thy Beauty my Song,
Thy Name and thy Prailes ftilldwell on'my Tongue:
Direét by thy SeiriT my Actions and Ways,

So fhall I inherit thy Blefling always.

HY MN 111. L. M.
E lives! He lives! and fits above,
For ever interceding there ;
Who thall divide us from Curist’s Love?
Or what fhall tempt us to defpair?
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Faith has an overcoming Pow's;

It triumphs in the dying Hour:
Curist 1s our Life. our Joy, our Hope;
Nor can we fink with fuch a Prop.

My Peace and Safety lies in this,

- My Creditor my Surety 1s;

The Judgment-day 1 dread the lels:
My Pudge is made my Righteoufnefs.

HYMN 110 L. M.
ALVATION is for ever nigh
'The Souls that fear and truft the Lorp :

And Grace, delcending from on high,
Frefh Hopes of Glory fhall afford.

Mercy and Truth on Earth are met,

Since Curist the Lorp came down from Heav'n,
By his Obedience {o complete,

Jufllice 1s pleas’d, and Peace is giv'n.
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Now Truth and Honour fhall abound,
Religion dwell on Earth again,
And Heav'nly Influeuce blels the Greund,
In our REpEEMER's gentle Reign.

His Righieoufnefs 1s gone before,
To give us free Accels to Gop;

Our wand’ring Feet {hall firay no more,
But mark his Steps, and keep the Road.

HYMN 113 L. M,
WAKE our Souls, (away our Fears,
Let ev'ry trembing Thought be goné}
Awake. and run the Heav'nly Race,
Axrd put a chearful Courage on.
Truc, “tisa ftraii and thorny Road,
And mortal Spirits tire and faint; ~
But they forget the Mighty Gon,
That fecds the Strength of ev'ry Sant,
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The Mighty Gop, whofe matchlefs Pow'r

Is ever new and ever young,
And firm endures while endlefs Years
Their everlafting Circles run.

From Thee, the overflowing Spring,

Our Souls fhall drink a frefh Supply,
While fuch as truft their native gtrength
Shall melt away and droop and die.

Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air,

We'll mount aloft to thine Abode:
On Wings of Love our Souls fhall fly,
Nor tire amidft the Heav'nly Road.

HYMN 114. L. M.

‘N T HAT equal Honours fhall we bring, |
To Thee, O Lorp our Gop, the L.aMs,
When all the Notes that Angels ﬁng

Are far infertor to thy Name?



Worthy is He that once was flain,

The Prince of Peace that groan’d and dy d,
Worthy to rife, and live, and reign

At his Almighty FATHER'S Side.

[ Pow'r and Dominion are his Due, -
Who ftood condemn’d at Pilate’s Bar,
Wifdom belongs to Jesus too,

Tho' He was charg’d with Madnefs here.

All Riches are his native Right,
Yet he fuftain’d amazing Lofs;
To Him afcribe eternal Might,
Who left his Weaknels on the Crofs. ]

Honour immortal muit be paid,
Inflead of Scandal and of Scorn;
While Glory fhines around his Head,

And a bright Crown without a Thora.
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Bleffings for ever on the Lams,

Who bore the Curle for wretched Men:
Let Angels found his facred Name,

And ev’ry Creature fay, Amen.

HYMN 15 C M.
I’VE found the Pearl of greateft Price,
My Heart doth fing for Joy;
And fing I muft, a Carist I have:

O, what a Cuarist have I!

Curist 1s the Life, the Truth, the Way,
To Glory and to Gob;

Life to the Dead, the Truth of Types
The Way the Saints have trod.

Curist 1sa PropuiT, PrIEST, and KinNe;

A Propucer full of Light;
A Priest, that {tands ‘twixt Gop and Man,
A Kixc, that rules with Might,
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Curist’s Manhood is 2 Temple, where
The Altar, Gop, doth reil;

M¢ Curist, He is the Sacrifice;
My Curist, He 1s the PriksT,

My Curist, He 1s the Lorp of Lorps;
He 1s the Kinc of Kings:
He is the Sun of Righteoufnefs,
With healing in his Wings.
My Cunrist, Heisthe Tree of Life,
Which in Gop’s garden grows;
Whofe Frait does feed whole Leaves do heal:
My Curist is Sharow's Rofe.

Curist is my Father, and my Friend,
My DBrotier, and my Love;

My Head, my Hope, my Counfellor,
My davocale above:
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My Curist, He 1s the Heav'n of Heav'ns;

. My Curist, what thall I call?

My Curist 1s Firft, my Curist is Lafl,
My Curist is ALL mm ALL.

HY MN 116 8 7.
AVIOUR, canft Thou love a Traitor?
Canlt thou Love a Child of Wrath?
Can a Hell-deferving Creature
Be the Purchafe of thy Death?
Is thy Blood {o efficacious,
As to make my Nature clean?
Is thy Sacrifice {o precious
As to free me from my Sin?
Sin cn every Hana {urrounds me,
No Acquittance can [ hear;
Pangs of Unbelief confound me,
Oh! my Grief I cannot bear:



Here then 1s my Refoluticn,
At thy deareft Feet to fall ;
Here I'll meet with Condemnation,

Or a Freedom from my Thrall.
Now deny thy Grace and Mercy,

If Thou canil, to wretched me;
Lay afide thy Love and Pity,
[f Thou canft, and let me die:
~ If I meet with Condemnation,
Juftly I delerve the {ame;
If 1 meet with free Salvation,
I will magnify thy Name.

HYMN 117, 7s.

RACIOUS Losbp, incline thine Ear,

My Complaint vouchfafe.to hear;
Sore diftreft with Guilt am 1.
Groe me Curist, or elfe T die.
M
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Wealth and Honour 1 difdain,

Farthly Comforts all are vam;
They can never {atisty :
Give me Curist, &c.

L.orp, deny me what Thou wilts
Only take away my Guilt:
Mourning at thy Feet I lie;
Give me Cuaist, &c.

All unholy, all vnclean,
Nothing am I clfe but Sin;
Ito Thee for Mercy tly,

Give me Curist, &c.

Thou doft freely fave the Lofi;
In thy Grace alone 1 trult;
Unto Thee hifc up my cry,

Groe me CrnrisT, &c,



O my Gob, what thall ] fay ?
Take, O take my Sins away !
JEsu’s Blood to me apply ;
Give me Curist, &c.

Does the Fatngr leem to frown ?
I take Shelter in the Son :

JEsUS, to thine Armg ] fly ;
save me Lorp, gr elfe I die.

HY M

N 118. S. M.

OW heavy 1s the Night
That hangs upon our Eyes,

11l Curist with hi
Over our Soule

Our guilty Spir

To meet the W

Rut 1n his Righteoufnefs

S Teviving nght
arife?

its dread

rath of Heav'n.

array’d,

We {ee our Sins forgiv'n.

M 2
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Unholy and mmpure
Are all our Thoughtsand Ways,
His Hands infected Nature cure
With fanthiying Grace.
The Powers of 1lfell agree
To hold our Sculs m vain;
He {ets the Sons of Dondage iree,
And breaks the curfed Chain.

Lorp, we adore thy Ways,
To bring us near to Gobp;

Thy Sovreign Pow’r, thy healing Grace,
And thine atoning Blood.

HY MN 110 C. M.
OME, let us all unite to praile
The Saviour of Mankind,

Our thankful Hearts in {olemn Lays,
Be with our Voices join’d,



But how fhall Duft his Worth declare,

When Angels try 1n vain;
Their Faces veil when they appear

Before the Son of Max.

O Lorp, we cannot filent be,
By Love we are conftrain’d
To offer our beft Thanks to Thee,—

Our Saviour, and our Friznn!

Tho’ feeble are our belt Effays,
Thy Love will not delpife;

Our gratetul Songs of humble Praife,
Our well meant Sacrifice.

Let ev'ry Tongue thy Goodnefs thow;
And {pread abroad thy Fame;

Let ev’ry Heart with Praife o’erflow,
And blels thy facred Name'

M 2
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Worfhip and Honour, Thanks and Love,
Be to our Jesusgiv'n!

By Men below,—by Hollts above—
By all in Earth and Ileav'n!

HY MN 190. 78,
ORLD, adieu! thou real Cheat,
Oft have thy decesttul Charms
Iil’d my Heart with fond Concett,

Foolith Hopes, and falle Alarms;
Now I {ee as clear as Day
How thy Follies pals away.
Vair thy entertaining Sights ;

Falle thy Promifes renew’d,
All the Pomp of thy Delights

Does burt Hlatter and delude:
Thee I quit for Heav'n above,
Objelts of the nobieil Love.




Farewel Honour's empty Pride,
Thy own nice uncertain Gulft,
If the leaft Mifchance betide,
Lays thee lower than the Duft -
Worldly Honours end in Gall,
Rife To-day—To-morrow fall.

Foolith Vanity—farewe]l —

More inconftant than the Wave,
Where thy {oothing Fancies dwell,
Purelt Tempers they deprave

He, to whom [ fly from thee,
Jesus Cur:ist fhall fet me free.

Let not, Lorbp. my wand'ring Mind
Follow after fleeting Toys,
Since in Thee aivne [ find
Solid anad fubantiai Joys:
M4
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Joys that never over paft,
Thro” Eternity fhall laft.

Lorp, how happy 1s the Heart

- Atter Thee while 1t afpires!

True and faithful as Thou art,
Thou fhalt anfwer 1t’s Defires:

It fhall {ee the glorious Scene

Of thine evcrlaﬂing Reign.

HY MN 121, 78,
OLY Lawms, who Thee receive,
Who 1n thee begin to live;
Day and Night they cry to thee
As thou art, {o let us be.

Fix, O fix my wav’ring Mind,
To thy Crols my Spirit: bind;
Farthly Paflions far remove,
Pertect 3ll our Souls in Love.



Duflt and Afhes tho” we be,
Full of Guilt and Mifery ;
Thine we are, Thou So~x of Gobp,

Take the Purchafe of thy Blood.
Boundlefs Wildom, Pow’r Divine

Love unfpeakable, are Thine;
Praife by all to Thee be giv'n,
Sons of Earth, and Hofts of Heav'n!

HYMN 122, 6s.

ISE, my Soul, and ftretch thy Wings,
Thy better Portion trace;
Rife from tranfitory Things.
Tow’rds Heav'n, thy native Place:
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Sun, and Moon, and Stars decay,
Time fhall {oon this ILarth remove;
Rile, my Soul, and hafte away,
To Seats prepar’d above.

Rivers to the Ocean run,
Nor ftay in all their Courfe:
Fire afcending {ecks the Sun,
Both {peed them to their Source:
So a Soul that’s born of Gob Fohn 1. 13.
Pants to view his Glorious Face,—Pfa. 27. 8.
Upward tends to his Abode,
To reft in his Embrace.

Ceale, ye Pilgrims, ceale to mourn,
Prels onward tothe Prize;

Soon our Saviour will return,
Triumphant in the Skies :



Yeta Seafon, and you know
Happy Entrance will be giv'n;
1

-~
.

Eour Sorrows lef: belcw,
And Farth exchang'd for Heav'n,

;|

ot da

HYMN 123, C. M.

¥ ET worldly Minds the World puriue,

¢ 1t has no Charms for me ;
Once I admird it’s Tritles too,
But Grace has fet me Free.

It’s Pleafures now no longer pleafe,
No more Content atford

Far from my Eleart be Joys like thefe,

New Ihave fnown the | 910}:§) Jres— John 2,

3o
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As by the Light of op'ning Day
The Stars are all conceal’d ;

So earthly Plealures fade away

When JESUS 1s reveal’d.

Creatures no more divide my Chotce,
I bid them all depart ;

His Name and Love, and Gracious Voice
Have fix'd my roving Heart.

Now, Lozrp, I would be thine alone,
And wholly live to Thee;
But may I hope that Thou wilt own

A worthle{s Worm like me!

Yes, tho of Sinners I'm the Wortlt,
I cannot doubt thy Will;

For if Thou hadft not lov’d me firfl,--1 Fohn 4. 19.
I had refus’d Thee {till.
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HYMN 1249. L. M.

HEN Darknefs long has veil'd my Mind,
And Imiling Day once more appears,
Then, my Repeemrr, then I find,

The Folly of my Doubts and Fears.

Strait I upbraid my wand’ring Heart,
And bluih that I fhou’d ever be
So prone to act {o bafe a Part,

And harbour one hard Thought of Thee.

(3 let me then at Length be taught,
What fi1ll I am fo {low to learn,
That Gob 1s Love, and changes not,

Nor knows the Shadow of a Turn.

Sweet Truth, and ealy to repeat,
But when my Faith 1s fharply try’d,
I find myfelf a Learner yet,
Unikilful, weak, and apt to {lide.

Mal. 3. 6.
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But Oh! my Loxn, one Look from Thee
Sundues the dilobedient Will ———ZLuse 22. 61,
Drives Doubt, ansl Uiicontent away,
And thy reh-ihous Worm 1s {Hil,
Thou art as williarr to forgive,
As 1 am roa 10 repine ;
Thou therefcro Al the Praife receive,
Be Sihame, and Sclf-abhorrence mine,

~ HY MN 125 C. M.
“]HEN [ can read my Title clear,-Rom. 5. 1. 2.
To T\’_[anﬁom 11 the Skies;
I bid Farewel to ev’ 'y Fear,
And dry mv veeping Eyes,
Shou’d Dcati o gaintt my Soul engage,
And heiliiy Darts be nurl’'d;
Then I can fintie at Satan's Rage s | CO?‘ 15 53.
And face a frow ning World,

r~ ~._ .q



Shou’d Cares like a wild Deluge come,
And Storms of Sorrow fall;

May I but {afely reach my Home,
My Gop, my Heav'n, my ALL.

There fhall I bathe my weary Soul,
In Seas of Heav'nly Relt;

And not 2a Wave of Trouble roll
Acrols my peaceful Breatft.

HY MN 126, C. M.

ORD what a wretched Land 1s this,
That yields us no Supply,
No chearing Fruits, no wholefome Trees,
Nor Streams of living Joy?

181
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But pricking Thorns thro’ all the Ground,
And mortal Potlon’s grow ;

- And all the Rivers that are found,

With dang’rous Waters flow.

Yet the dear Path to thine Abode
Lies thro’ this horrid Land:

Lorp! we would keep that Heav'nly Road,
And run at thy Command.

{ Our Souls {hall tread the Defart thro’

- With undiverted Feet: -

And Faith and flaming Zeal {ubdue—Heb. 11. 33.
The Terrors that we meet. |

| A thoufand favage Bealts of Prey-——Pfa. 80. 1 3

Around the Fme{’c roam:;
But Fuda’s Lion guards the Way,
And guides the Strangers Home. ]

Rev. 5. 5.
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[ Long Nights and Darknefs dwell below,
With [carce a twinkling Ray;

But the bright World to whieh we go
Is Everlafting Day. |

[ By glimm’ring Hopes and gloomy Fears
We trace the Tacred Road,

Thro’ difmal Deeps and dangrous Snares
We make our Way to Gob. ]

Our ]ourney 1s a thorny Maze,

But we march upward flill;
Forget thele Tmubles of the Ways,

And reach at Zion's Hull.
[See the kind Angels at the Gates

Inv1t1ng us to come!
There Jesus the Fore-runner waitsm———=Heb, 6. 2¢.
To welcome Trav'llers Home !]

N
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There on a green and flow’ry Mount
Our weary Souls {hall fit,

And with traniporting Joys recount
The Labours of our Feet,

[ No vain Difcourfe fhall fill our Tongue,
Nor Trifles vex our Ear;

Infinite Grace fhall be our Song,—-—-——Rev. 5. Qs
And Gonb rejoice to hear, |

Eternal Glortes to the King
That brought us fafely through;

Our Tongues thall never ceale to fing,
And endlefs Praife renew.

HYMN 127. L. M.
OT diff'rent Food nor diff’rent Drefs,
Compole the Kingdom of our Loru;
But Peace and Joy and Righteouinefs,
Faith, and Obedience to his Word.



When weaker Chriftians we defpife,
We do the Gofpel mighty Wrong
For Gop the Gracious and the Wife,
Receives the Feeble with the Strong,

Let Pride and Wrath be banifh’d hence,

Meeknefs and Love our Souls purfue;
Nor fhall our Prattice give Oftence
To Saints, the Gentile or the Jew,

HY MN 128, L. M.
O more, my Gop, I boafl nomore,

Of all the Duties I have done;
I quit the Hopes 1 held before,
To truft the Merits of thy Son,

Now for the Love I hear his Name,

What was my Gain. I countmy Lofs:

My tormer Pride I call my Shame,

An: gail my Glory to his Crofs.
N 2
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Yes, and I muft and will eftecm,

All Things but Lofs for Jesu’s Sake;
O may my Soul be found 1n Him,
And of his Righteouinefs partake!

The beft Obedience of my Hands

Dares not appear before thy Throne;
But Faith can anfwer thy Demands,

By pleading what my Lorp has done.

- HY MN 124 C. M.
ITH Joy we meditate the Grace
Of our Hicu Priest above;—Heb. 4. 1.

His Heartis made of Tendernels,"
His Bowels melt with Love.

Touch'd with a Sympathy within,
He knows our feeble Frame;
He knows what {ore Temptations mean,

For He has felt the {ame.
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But {potlefs, innocent and pure,
The Great REpeemeRr flood,
While Satan’s fiery Darts He bore,
And did refift to Blood.

He'in the Days of feeble Fleth
Pour’d out his Cries and Tears,

And in his Meafure feels afreth
What ev'ry Member bears.

[ He'll never quench the {moaking Flax —Mdz‘ 12, 20,

But raife it to a Flame;
The bruifed Reed He‘never breaks,

Nor {corns the meaneft Name.}
Then let our humble Faith addrefs
His Mercy and his Pow’r;
We fhall obtain deliv'ring Grace
In the diftrefling Hour.

N3
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HYMN 130: C. M.
HY {hould the Children of a King
Go mourning all their Days?
Grrat ComrorTeR! defcend and bring
Some Tokens of thy Grace.

Doflt Thou not dwell 1n all the Saints, '
And feal the Hetrs of Heavn? Eph. 1. 13,
When wilt Thou banifh my Complaints,
And fhew my Sins forgiv'n?
Aflure my Conlcience of hér Part
In the Repremer’s Blood
And bear thy Witnels with my Heart,
‘That I am born of Gonb.

Thou art the Earnelt of his Love,
The Pledge of Joys to come;
And thy {oft Wings, CerListiar Dove,

Will fafe convey me Home.

o Cor. 1. 22,




HYMN 131. C. M. 189_

ADEN with Guilt and full of Fears,
I fly to Thee my Lorbp;
And not a Glimpfe of Hope appears,
But 1n thy written Word.

The Volume of my FaTuer's Grace
Does all my Grief afluage:

Here I behold my Saviour’s Facem—Rev, 1. 8,
Almoft 1n ev’ry Page. |

This 1s the Field where hidden lies
The Pear]l of Price unknown;

That Merchant 1s divinely wile
Who makes that Pearl his own,

Here conlecrated Water flows
To quench my Thirft of Sin;
Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows,

Nor Danger dwells therern,
~Le
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This 1s the Fudge that Ends the Strife,
Where Wit and Reafon fail;

My Guide to everlafting Life
Thro’ all this gloomy Vale.

Oh! may thy Counfels, Micuty Gon!

My roving Feet command ;

Nor I forfake the happy Road,
That leads to thy Right Hand.

HY MN 132 C. M,

E blefs the PropuEeT of the L.orD,-Afs 3. 22.
That comes with Truth and Grace;

Jesus, thy SeiriT and thy Word
Shall lead us 1n thy Ways.

Werevrence our Hicu Priest above,
Who ofter’d up his Blood,

And lives to carry on his Love,
By pleading with our Gonb.



We honour our exalted King
How fweet are his Commands!

He guards our Souls from Hell and Sin
By his Almighty Hands.

Hofanna to his Glorious Name,
Who faves by diff'rent Ways;

His Mercies lay a fov'reign Claim
To our immortal Praife.

HYMN 133. L. M,

TERNAL Seirit! we confefs
And fing the Wonders of thy Grace;
Thy Pow’r conveys our Bleflings down™®
From Gop the Fatuer and the Sox.
* John 16, 15.
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Enlighten’d by thine Heav’'nly Ray,
Our Shades and Darknefs turn to Day;
'Thine inward Teachings make us know
Our Danger, and our Refuge too.

Thy Pow’r and Glory works within,
And breaks the Cloudsof reigning Sin;
Doth our imperious Luits fubdue,

And forms our wretched'Hearts anew.

The troubled Conicience knows thy Voice;
Thy chearing Words awake our Jovs;

Th}r Words aHay the ﬂmmy Wind,
And calm the Surcres of the Mind.

HYMN 134. C M.
DEAREST of all the Names above,
My Jesvus, and my Gonb,
Who can refilt thy Heav'nly Lm e,
Or trifle with thy Blood?




‘Tis by the Merits of thy Death
The FaTuer [miles again ;

"Tis by thine interceeding Breath-—

The Seirit dwells with Men.

"Till Gop in human Flefh I {ee,
My Thoughts no Comfort find;

10

Rom. 8. 26.

The Holy, Jult, and Sacred THI\EE

Are Terrors to my Mind.

Heb 12, 291

But if ImMMmanuEL’s Face appear,

My Hope, my Joy begins:

His Name forbids my {lavifh Fear,

His Grace removes my Sins.

While {fome on their own Works
And {ome of Witdom boalt,
Ulove th' Incarnate Myflery,
And there I fix my Trull.

rely,
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HYMN 135 C. M.

COME, happy Souls, approach your Gop

With new melodious Sangs;
Come. tender to Almighty Grace

The Tribute of your Tongues.

So ftrange, fo boundlefs was the Love
That pity’d dying Men,
The Faruer fent his Equal SoNw—— Fohn 10. 30.
To give them Life again.
Thy Hands, Dear Jesus, were not arm’d
With a revenging Rod,
No hard Commiflion to perform
The Veng’ance of a Gobp;

But all was Mercy, all was mild,
And Wrath forlook the Throne,

When Cur1sT on the kind Errand came,
And brought Salvation down,



Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds,
And wipe your Sorrows dry ;

Truit in the Mighty $aviour’s Name,
And you fhall never die.

See, Deareft Lorp, our willing Souls
Accept thine offer’d Grace;

We blefs the Great RepeeMER’s Love,
And give the FaTner Praile.

HY M N 136. 6 8

ESU at thy Command
I launch into the Deep;
And leave my native Land
Where Sin Julls all afleep.
For Thee I fain would all refign
And fail to Heav'n with Thee and Thine,

fohm 11, 20.
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What though the Seas are broad,
What though the Waves are itrong,
What though tempefltuous Winds
Diflrels me all along.
Yet what are Seas or ftormy Winds
Compar'd to Curist, theSinner's Frignd ?

Curist is my Pilot wile,
My Compalfs in his Word:
My Soul each Storm defies
While I have fuch a Lorp.
I truft his Faithfulnefs and Pow'r

To {ave me in the ttrying Hour.

Though Rocks and Quick{ands deep
Through all my Pailage le:

Yet Curist {hall {afely keep
And gutde me wiih his Eye.



How can I fink with fuch a Prop
That bears the World and all Thingsup?

By Faith I {ee the Land,
The Hav'n of endlefs Reft:
My Soul thy Wings expand
And fly to Jesu’s Breaft!
() may I reach the Heav'nly Shore,
Where Winds and Seas diitrels no more!

Whene'er becalm’d I he,
And all my Storms {ubfide;
Then to my Succour fly
And keep me near thy Side.
For more the treach’'rous Calm I dread
Thau Tempefts burfting o’er my Head.

107
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Come Heav’'nry Winp and blow
A proiperous Gale of Grace,
To waft from all below

To Heav'n my deftin’d Place.
Then in full Sail my Port I'll find

And leave the World and Sin behind.

HYMN 137. L. M

ADebtor to Mercy alone,
Of Covenant-Mercy 1 fing ;

~ Nor fear with thy Righteoufnefs on
My Perfon and Off ring to bring.

The Terrors of Law and of Gob
With me can have nothing to do;

My Saviour’s Obedience and Blood
Hide all my Tranlgreflions from View.

Col. 2. 14.
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The Work which his Goodnefs began
The Arm of his Strength will complete;
His Promife 1s Yea and Amen
And never was forfeited yet.
Things future, nor Things that are now
Not all Things below nor above
Can make Him his Purpole forego,
Or fever my Soul from his Love,

Rom. 8. 30.

My Name from the Palms of his Hands
Eternity will not erafe; ffa. 49. 16.
Impreft on his Heart it remains
In Marks of indebible Grace.
Yes,. . I to the End fhall endure
As {ure as the Farneft 1s given;
More happy, but not more fecure - '
The glarity’d Spirits in Heav'nme— Fon 14. 3.
O
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HY M N 1338. 118,
Z1on affliCted with Wave upon Wave

Whom no Man can comfort, whom no Mas
can fave,

With Darknels {urrounded, by Terrors difmay’d;

Intoiling and rowing thy Q'[IC”'”‘”’LH 15 dcrav’d.
2

foud roaring the B

But {kilful’s the Pilot wino e at tne nflm

His Wildom conducts thee, his Pow'r thee defends,
In Safety and Quict thy Warfare He ends.

O feariul! G fanilels! in NMercy He cries;

My Promile, my Truth, arve they Light 1n thine
Eyes?

Sttl, full I am with thee, my Tromifle fhall ftand;

Through tempelt aud tolling I'll br; ring thee to Land
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fForget thee I will not, I cannot, thy Name
Engrav'd on my Heart doth for ever remain:

The Palms of my Hands whilft I look on, I {ee
The Wounds I received, when fuff’ring for thee.

I feel at my Heart all thy Sighs and thy Groans,
For thou art melt near me, my Flefh and my Bones,

In all thy Diftrefles thy Head feels the Pain,

Yet all are moft needful, not one is in vain.

Then truft me and fear not; thy Life 1s {ecare;

My Wifdom 1s perfeét, Supreme 1s my Pow'’r;

in Love I eorrett thee thy Soul to refine,

'{'o make thee at length 1n my Likenefs to fhine.

The IFoolith, the Fearful, the Weak are my Care,

"The Helptels, the Hopelels, I hear their fad Pray'r,

Yrom all their AtfirCtions my Glory thall fpring;

And the deeper their Sorrows, the louder they'll fing.
O 2



202
HY MN 130. L. M.

TAND and adore! how Glorious He
That dwells in bright Eternity!

We gaze and we confound our Sight
Plung’d mn th” Aby{s of dazling Light.

Thou facred ONE Almighty THREE,
Great Everlalting MysTERrY;
What Numbers fhall we frame

Equal to thy tremendous Name?

Seraphs, the nearelt to the Throne,

Becrm and {peak the Great UNh\TOW NS

Aftempt the Song, wind up the Strings
To Notes untry’d, and boundlefs Things.

You whofe capacious Powers {urvey
[argely beyond our Eyes of Clay;

Yet what a narrow Portion too

Is {een, or known, or thought by you!



How flat your higheft Praifes fall

Below the Immenfe Or1cinaL!
Weak Creatures we that flrive in vain
To reach an uncreated Strain.

Great Gob forgive our teeble Lays,
Sound out Thine own Eternal Praile;
A Song fo vaft, a Theme {o high
Calls for the Voice that tun'd the Sky.

HY MN 14o0. 78.
OME ye humble Sinner-Tram,

Souls for whom the Lans was flain:

Chearful let us raile our Voice,
We have Realon to rejoice.

Let us fing with Saints in Heav'n,
Life reftor’d and Sins forgiv'n,
Glory and Eternal Laud

Be to our Incarnate Gonbp.
O 3

907 |
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Now look up with Faith, and fee

Him that bled for you and me,

Seated on his Glorious Throne
Interceeding for his cwn.

What can Chriftians have to fear
When they view their Saviour there?
Hell 15 vanquifh’d, [‘TLEW n appeasd,

Gobp 13 reconetl’d I.l"]d *3 as’d.

Snares and Dangeu may belet

IFor we are but I'rav’iers yet.

As the Way indced is h ard

i.et us keep a conflant Guard:

Netther 1t tcd up with Air,

Nor dejected to Lefparr,

fllnrays keeping C'If{hrl VICW v Heh, 12, 2.
Ha will bring us { fafely threugh,
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HYMN 14i. 6 7 8. |
Y LESS the Lorbp, my Soul, and raile
A glad and glateful Song
To my Dear REDEEMER'S Praife
For 1to Flim bdom Cant. 2. 10.
He my Goodnefs. Sirens th and Gop,

In whom [ live and move and am *
Paid my Ranfomi with his Blood :
My Portion is the Laxts.

Though Temptations {eldom ceale;
Tho' frequent Griets I feel;
Yet his Seirit whifpers Peace; "‘_"_"']U;afl 14. 27
And He 1s with me fiill:
Weak of Body, fick in Soul,
Depreft atr Heart, and faint with Fears,
His Dear Preience makes me Whole,
And with fweet Comiort cheers.
O 4
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O my Jesus, Thou art mane,
With all thy Grace and Pow’r;
I am now and fhall be Thine
When Time fhall be no more.
Thou reviv'lt me by thy Death;
Thy Blood from Guilt has {et me free:
My trefh Springs of Hope and Faith,
And Love, aré all in Tuxze. Pla. 87. 7.
HY MN 14e. 7 7 6.

HOM have I in Heav'n but Thee
That can thy Creature blefs;

What were all the Earth to me
It a Stranger to thy Peace?
All 1s Vanity but Curisr, -
Pain and Darknefs and Delpair
Rankling in a Sinner’s Breaft
“T1ll Thou art prefent there,
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It my Lorp his Love reveal —e——Rn. 5. 5e
No other Blifs I want:
He my ev'ry Wound can heal,
And filence each Complaint
He that {uffer’d in my ftead
Mutlt the Great Phyfician be:
I cannot be comforted,
"T'1ll comforted by Thee.

Thee Thou know’t I wifh to love,
For which thy Name I blels ;
Pour thy Seirit from above

Upon my waiting F lecce.’-—-.——-—-s]zm’ges 6. 37.
Gentle as delcending Dew,

Welcome as reviving Show’rs ;e I7ef. 1. 4.
Let Him my Eletlion thew

And gild my gloomy Hours,
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Yet if {o Thou fec-eft fit
"T1s bell for me to mourn;
Still my Hold I cannot quit,
Nor from myv Refuge turn;
This, thro” Grace. my Song ﬁlall be,

As | to thy Kingdom go;
Whom have I in Heav’'n but Thee,

And whom but Thee below?

HY M N 143. 78,
3TIS my Happinels below Heb. 2. 8.
Not to live without the Crofs;
But the Saviour’s Pow’r to know,
Santhifying every Lofs.
Troubles will and muff befal,
But with humble Faith to fee
Love infcrib’d upon them all,

This1s Happinels to me!




Gop 1n Ifrael fows the Seeds
Of Afflition, Pain and Toil;
Thele {pring up and choak the Weeds

Which wou'd elfe o’eripread the Soil; -

Trials make the Promife fweet;
Trials give new Lite to Pray’r;
Trials lay me at his Feet,
Lay me low and keep me there.

Did [ wmeet no Tnal here,
No Chaftifement by the Way,
Might 1 not with Realon fear
I fhou’d prove a Cait-away ?
Baltards may efcape the Rod
Sunk 1n Earthly vamn Delight ;
But the true-born Child ot Gob
Mzl not, wou'd not, if he might.

209



HYMN i44. C. M.

OD moves in a myfterious Way
His Wonders to perform;

He plants his Footlteps in the Sea
And rides upon the Storm!

In deep unfathomable Mines
Of never-failing Skill

He treafures up his bright Deligns
And works his Sov'rezgn Whll.

Ye fearful Saints, frefh Courage take,
The Clouds you {o much dread
Are big wii Mercy, and will break

With Bleflings on your Head.

Tudge not the Lorp by {eeble Senle,
But t:uft . 'm for his Grace:
Behind a frownmg Providence

He hides a.imiling Face,



tis Purpofes will ripen faft,
Unfolding ev'ry Hour;
The Bud may have a bltter Tafle,

But {weet will be the Flow'r.

Blind Unbelief is fure to err
And {can his Work 1 vain;
oD 1s his own Interpreter

And He will make 1t plain.

HY M N 145 L. M.

ESUS, and fhall 1t ever be
A mortal Man afham’d of Thee?
Scorn’d be the Thought by Rich and Poor,
Oh may 1 {corn 1t more and more!

21d
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Affain’d ot Jesus? of that Friend

On whom for Heav’'n my Hopes depend :
It muit not be,—be this my Shame,

‘That I no more revere his Name.

Afram’d ot Jesus? yes I may
When I've no Cnimes to walh away;
No Tear to wipe, no Joy to crave,
No Fearsto quell, nor Soul to {ave.

t1lithen, nor 1s the Doafling vain, )
11:1 then, I boalt a Saviour flain:
And Oh! may this my Portion be,
That Saviour not afham’'d of me!

HY MN 140, 3 3 0.

7 E foon fhall hear the Midnight Cry,
And Galriel’s Trump fhall fhake the Sky,
And cleave the Starry Plains:
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The Angel-Herald thall proclaim |

Redemption through the {laughter'd Laxs,
And break Death’s pow'rful Chain.

Then fhall the Jupcr defcend in Clouds

Circl’d around with countlels Crouds
Of the Celeflial Choar;

Before whoele rapid Giorious Ray,

The frighted Heav'ns thall flee away,
And hide ihemlielves 1n Fire.

iTow, how fhall Sinners venture nigh
Before the L.ame 1n yonder Sky?

Yet Oh they mutt draw near!
To hear the dreadful Word, Depart,
Wiitch Iike fome deadly pointed Dar,

Their Hearts will wound and tear.
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While vengeful, fi'ry Tempells hurl'd
Shall chale them dawnward to the World
Ot everlafling Pamn;
Then they their helplels Griet fhall mourn,
¥Who to the L.amp would never turn,
The Lawus {or Sinncrs {lain.

ear Lorp I fink at thy pierc’'d Feet,
Oh let me by Experience {weet
Tafle thy torciving Love ;
And when Thou doft to Judement come
'Take me wich Thee to thy blelt Home
In Salew’s Lanc a2bove!

HY MN 147. 8§ 8§ 6.
OH! when my Righteous Jupse thall come

To fetch his ranfom’d People Hoine,
Shall T among them fland!



Shall fuch a worthlels Worm as 1,
So finful and unfit to die,
Be found at thy Right Hand ?

I love to meet among them now
Betore lenovan’s Feet to bow
Tho’ viler than them all:
But who can bear the piercing Thought ?
What if my Name thould be left out
When He for them fhall call!

Dear Lorp prevent 1t by thy Grace,
Oh! let me [ee thy Imiling Face

In this my gracious Day:
Thy pard’ning Voice Oh! let me hear
Uo fhll my unbelieving Fear

Nor let me fall away!
P
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Among thy Saints let me be found
Whene'er th Archangel’s Trump fhall found,
~ To {ee thy imiling Face:

Then loudelt of the Croud I'll fing,

Till Heav’ns refounding Manhons ring

The Riches of thy Grace.

HYMN 148. 3s.

\ WAY miy unbelieving Fear!
Fear fhall in me no more take Place;

~ My Saviour doth not yet appear,
He hides the Brightnels of his Face:

But fhall 1 therefore let Him go,
And balely to the Tempter yield?

No, in the Strength of Jesus, no!
I never will give up my Shield.



Altho’ the Vine it’s Fruit deny,
Altho’ the Olive yield no Oil,
The with'ring Fig- T'ree droop and die,
The Iield illude the Tiller’s Toil:
The empty Stall no Herd afford,

And perifh all the bleating Race;
Yet will I triumph in the Lorb,

The Gob of my Salvation praife.

Barren altho” my Soul remain,

And not one Bud of Grace appear,
No Fruit of all my Toil and Pain,

But Sin and only Sin is here;
Altho’ my Gifts and Comfort loft,

My blooming Hoves cut off [ fee,
Yet will I in my Saviour truft,

And Glory, that He died for me.

: P2
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Hab, 3. 13.
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In Hope believing agamnft Hope,
Jesus my Lorp and Gobo T claim,

Jesus my Strength fhall hift me up,
Salvatton 1s 1n Jrsu’s Name:

To me He {fonn ﬂmll bring 1t nigh,
My Soul thall then outilri (p the Wind

On Wings of Love mount up on high,
And leave the World and Sin behind

- HY MN 140 (0. M.
}?REE-GRACE to evry Ieav'n-born Soul,

Will be their conftant Theme:
Long as eternal A ges 10 H,

They’ll {111l adme the Lm,m.

Free-Grace alone can wipe the Tears
Frem our lameniing Eyes;

Can raife our Souls ivom guilty Fears
o Joy that never dics,

Rom. 4.

i0.



219

Free-Grace can Death 1tlell out-brave
And take it's Sting away :

Can Souls unto the utmolt {ave, -
And then to Heav'n convey.

Our Savioor hv Free Grace ~lone
}11% }_311.7,11!(}1'.*"l el e DAL

Vyith Sll()ltiii}g‘ i)f'—llg i+u;t}.1 Lisg LLLLL&-:.-JT'.Q
Crymnz, Grace, Grace to 1t.

May I be found a Living Stone
In Salen.’s Sireets above,

And help to fing before the Throne,
Free-Grace and Dying Love.

'P3
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Before S E R M O N.

HYMN 1. C. M.
SING to the Lorp, Jemovau’s Name,
And 1n his Strength rejoice;
When his Salvation is our Theme,
Exalted be our Voice.

With Thanks approach his awful Sight,
And Pfalms of Honour ling;

The Lorp’s a Gob of boundlefs Might,
The whole Creation’s Kixc.
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Farth with 1t’s Caverns dark and deep,
Lies in his {fpacious Hand;
He fix’d the Seas what Bounds to keep,

And where the Hills muft ftand.

Come, and with humble Souls adore,

Come kneel before his Face;
(J may the Creatures of his Pow'r

Be Children of his Grace!

HY M N e, St. M.

JESU, our Lorp,
'hv Name be ador’d

For all the rich Bleflings convey’d thro’ thy Word!

In Spinit we trace
Thy Wonders of Grace,

And chearfully join in a Concert of Praife.
Py



222

The Trumpet of Gop
Is founding Abroad

The Language of Mercy—>Salvation thro’ Blood.

Thrice happy are they
Who hear and obey,
And fhare 1n the Bleflings of this Golpel-Day.

The People who know
The Saviour below.
\With burning Alffection to worfhip Him clow.

| Therr Anguith and Smart
And Sorrows depart,

Who find his Salvation inferib’d on the Heart. |

The People are bleft
- Who lean on his Breafl,

4nd have a rich Foretafte of his promis'd Reft.
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[ This Blefling 1s mine
Through Favour divine:

But, O my RrpeeMmER, the Glory be Thine!]

The Work 1s of Grace;
Thine, thine be the Praife!
And mine to adore Thee, and tell of thy Ways.

HYMN 3. S. M
HE Gopo, whofe Smiles we court,—Pfa. 4. 6~

From whom we Favour claim
‘Vhofe Love alone new Life imparts,:
And gives the heav'nly Flame;
Is none but the meek Lame,
Our Dear Exalted Lorp ;
‘Vhofe Grace and Seirit ftll remain

To blefs us in his Word.
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His Promife 1s the {ame
His Church below to blefs,
When they affemble in his Name
10 fupplicate his Grace:
A Tram of Sinuvers poor
He will not caft behind;
But keeps his Word for evermore,
And bears us on his Mind.

Mat, 18. 2@,

To our Relief He {jes,
He flies from Realms above:
Aniwers our Pray’rs in fweet Replies,
And Tokens of his Love.
Shall we not Witnels bear
tlow faithful He hath been;
And boldly to the World declare,
Jalvation we have feen?

Luke 2. 24q.
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Yes, if Thou'lt help us, Lorb,
Thy Name we will confels;
And [peak of Ciirist the hiving Word,
The Lorp our Righteoufnefs,we— 7er. 23. 0.
We'll mention to his Praife
The Triumphs of his Death;
And fing his everlafting Grace
Ev'n-with our lateft Breath.

HYMN 4. 8 7 4.

OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched,
Gonp’s free Bounty glonfy!
True Belief, and true Kepentance,

Ev'ry Grace that brings us nigh,
Without Money, without Money, without Money,*

Come to [Esus Curist, and buy.
* Ila, 55. 4,
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Let not Cornlcience make you hinger;
Nor of Fitnefs fondly dream,

All the Fitnefs He requireth
Is, to fecl your Want of Him:

This Hegives you, this Hegives you, this He gives you
"Tis the Seiri1t’s rifing Beam.

Mat. 11. 28,

Come, vye wealy heavy laden,
Loﬁ and ruin'd by the Fall;
It you tarry 'till you're better,
You will never come at all. [ teous;
Not the Righteous, not the Righteous, not the Righ-

Sinners Jesus came to call.

View t[im grov’ling in the Garden;
Lo! your Maxr proftrate lies,

On the bloody Tree behold Him.
Hear Him cry, before He dies;
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“ Yt1s fimfh’d; 1t 1s finifh'd; it 1s finifk’'d.”
Sinner, will not this {uffice? Fohn 19. go.

Lo! th’ Incarnate Gob alcended,
Pleads the Merit of his Blood.

Venture on Him, venture wholly;
Let no other Truft intrude.

None but Jesus, none but Jrsus, none but Jzsus,
Can do helplefs Sinners good.

k
.

Eph. 4. 8.

Saints and Angels join’d in Concert,
Sing the Praifes of the Lans;

While the blifstul Seats of Heaven
Sweetly echo with his Name,

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

Sincrs here may fing the fame,
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HYMN s 3 8 0.

ION, arife, thy Garments {hake,
Of thy Dear Saviour’s Worth partake,
Oh! call his Bleflings down'
Thy Wants are greal—but Jrsus dy’d,
He loves to lee them well {uyply’d,
He makes thy Cale his own,

Strangers in Heart we lately were m—Ihi, 2. 12.
Till our REperMER brought us near

By his attracting Pow'r;
Break out all ye in Songs aloud,
~ Who feel Redemption through his Blood,
And cur Hicu-PriesT adore,

O Jesus, Lorp, we humbly pray,
Pe gracious to thy Church To-day,
Thy faving Health impart !



The Dew of Heav'n on us diftil,
With Love each empty Vellel fill,
And chear the dreoping Heart!

HY MN 6. 10 5.

O FE S U, wepray, be with us To-day,
Thy Blefling beftow,

And make all our Hearts with pure Joy overflow!
A right fimple Heart to each one impart;

And a hift'ning Ear; Proy. 20. 12,
Which may thy ftill {mall Voice attentively hear!

Unite us in Love, and then let us prove
How faithful Thou art |
To blefs thofe who are of one Mind and one Heart!

We earneftly crave a Bleﬂing to have,
That we may rejoice, [Vmce’
And blefs Thee and plaxfe Thee with Heart and with
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Now kindle that Fire by purelt Defire
To follow the Lans, |
And yield Him our Hearts in Love’s filial Flame!

HYMN 7. C. M.

INNERS attend, attend I pray,
And hear the Golpel Word;
Regard your Vilitation Day,

And entertain your Loxrbp,

He calls unto the Sons of Men,
His offer’d Grace to prove,
That they in leeking may attain

Repentance, Faith, and Love.

Give me thiy Heart, the Saviour cries,
Jultly 1le doth it claim;
Oh! do not then his Call defplfe

But ﬂ*we it to the L. AMB.,



His Arms arc open to receive
Whoever to Him flies;

Pardon and prefent Peace to give,’
And Love that never dies.

Jesus, our Prorner, Priest, and Kineg,
Thou Friend of Sinners, come;

Defcend, Kind ComrorTER, and bring
The great Salvation down.

HYMN 8. 7

OURCE of Light and Pow’r divine,
Deign upon thy Truth to fhine,

Lorp, behold thy Servant {tands;

Lo! to Thee he lifts his Hands:

Satisfy his Soul’s Defire;

Touch his Lip with holy Fire. /1. 6, 7.

Vs
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Softly fall the healing Sound, Deut. g2. 2.
Like the Dew-drop on the Ground.

Drooping Plants fhall {oon revive;

i"aith in Bud begin to live:

And enlarg’d fhall foon dilclofe

Beauties of the full-blown Role.

In thy pure and Holy Way,
Heights and greater Heights difplay;
So that whilft our Race we run,

We may think 1t but begun;

Nor the paft contemplate more,
Urgent flill on what’s before.

Ope thy Treafures! fo fhall fall
Unction {weet on him, on All—1 Joln 2. 20,

Till by Odours {catter’'d round,
Curast Himlielf De trac’d and found,

Plal. 3. 13.
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Then fhall ev'ry raptur'd Heart,
Rich in Peace and Joy depart.

HYMN o 8s.

AY He, fupreme eflential Love,
L Rich Source whence all our Bleflings flow,
Blefs us with Favour from above,
And Imile upon his Church below;
Thy Pity, Gracious Lorp, dilplay,
And turn our Darknels into Day,

Nehold our Defolations, Lorp,
Give all to hear the joytul Sound ,—Pfa. 89
Be Hounours to thy Grace reftor’d,
It's fragrant Odours flow around
Send Paitors ready to fulfilem— ---]er 23. 4.
The Dittates of thy gractous Will.

Q 2
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Thy Foes have laid thy Vineyard wallte,-Mat. 23. 35,
Her {catter’d Fences lie o’erthrown,

Her Fruits how bitter to the Talle!
And all her priftine Beauty’s gone;

A Hoft combin’d againit her join,

And ev'ry Bealt devours thy Vine . Pfa. 80. 13,

Thine Eyes from leav'n’s high Seat incline,
Behold the Ofispring of thy Hand,

And vifit, Lorp, thy once-lov'd Vine;
May Lab'rers at thy high Command

Go forth, whole cealelefs Work, "twill be

To drels thy Vineyard own'd by Thee.-Pfz. 80, 14

HY M N 1o. 8 7.

ELCOME, welcome, blefled Servant,
Meflenger of jesu’s Grace!

O how beautiful the Feet of: Rom. 10. 17,
Iim that brings good News of Peace.
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All hail Herald! all hail Herald! &e.
Prieft of Gop, thy People’s Joy!

Saviour, blels his Meflage to us,——— Fudges 3. 20.
Give us Hearts to hear the Sound

Of Redemption, dearly purchas’d
By thy Death and precious Wounds.

O reveal 1t! O reveal 1! &c. '

To cur poor and helplefs Souls!

Give Reward of Grace and Glory,
To thy faithful Labourer Dear,

Let the Incenie of our Hearts be
Ofter'd up in Faith and Pray’r.

Blels, O blefs him; blefs, O blefs him, &c.

Now, henceforth, for evermore,

Q 3
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HY MN i1i. L. M.

HO! ev'ry one that thirfts draw migh,-7fa. 55. 1.
("T1s Gop 1nvites the fallen Race,)

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

Come, to the hiving Waters, come,
Sinners obey your MAkER's Voice;

Return, ye weary Wand'rers, Home,
And 1n Redeerming Love rejorce.

See, {rom the Rock, a Fountain rife!--1 Cor. 10. 4.
For you in healing Streams it rolls:
Money ye need not bring, nor Price,

Ye lab’ring, burthen’d, fin-fick Souls.

Nothing ye 1n Exchange fhall give;
Leave all you have, and are, behind ;

Frankly the Gift of Gop receive,
Pardon and Peace 1n Jesus find.



HYMN 12 I.. M.
ELIEVERS hear the Gofpel-Word,
Halfte to the Supper of our Lorb;
Be wile to know your glorious Day,
All Things are ready, come away.

Ready the FaTnEeR 15 to own,
And kifs his late returning Sow :

R eady the Loving Saviour ftands,
And fpreads for you his bleeding Hands.

Ready the SeiriT of his Love,

Tlle {tony Heart to melt and move;
T’ apply and witnels with the Blood

And wafh andfeal you Sons of Gob.

Ready for you the Angels wait,——m——Luke 15,
To triumph in your bleft Efate:

Tuning their Harps they long to praife -

The Wonders of Redeering Grace.

Q4

Luke 15. 20,

20
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Come then, Believeis, to your Lorp,
To Happinels in Curist reftor'd:
The Bleflings of his Love embrace,
The Plenitude of Golpel-Grace.

HYMN 13. 6 3.
LOW ye the Trumpet, blow
The gladly {olemn Sound,
Let all the Nations know
To Earth’s remoteft Bound,
The Year of Jubilee 1s come ;
Return ye ranfom’d Sinners Home!

Extol the Lams of Gonb,
The Great-atoning LamMB !

Redemption 1n his Blood,
Throughout the World proclaim :

The Year of Jubilee 1s come;

Return ye ranfom’d Sinners Home!



Ye who have {old for N ought
Your Heritage above;
Shall have 1t back unhought
The Gift of Jesu’s Love.
The Year of Jubilee is come;
Return ye ranfom’d Sinners Home!

Ye Slaves of Sin and Hell
Your Likerty receive;
And fafe 1n Jesus dwell
And bleftin Jesus live.
The Year of [ubilee is come;
Return ye ranfom’d Sinners home [

The Gofpel Trumpet hear:
The News of Heav’'nly Grace,
Ye happy Souls draw near,

Behold your Saviour’s Face,

239
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The Year of Jubilee 15 come;
Return to your eternal Home.

HYMN 14 L. M.

APTAI\T of thine enlifted Hoft,
| Difplay thy glorious Banner high;—1fz. 13. z.
The Summons {fend from Coaft to Coaﬂ:

And call a num’rous Army nlgh

A folemn Jubilee proclaim, Lev. 25. 10.
Proclaim the great Sabbatic Day ;
Affert the Glories of thy Name,

Spoil Satan of his wifh’d for Pley

Bid, bid thy Heralds publifh loud
The peaceful Bleflings of thy Reign:
And when they {peak of {prinkling Blood,
The Mylt'yy to the Heart explain.
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Lorp fhed thy Light, make plain the Way,.
That leads to Swn'’s lofty Tow'r;

Pierc’d by thy Beams let Night be Day;
So fhall we {ee and praile thy Pow’r!

HYMN 15 S 7.

OME, delcend, O heav'nly Seirir,
Fan each Spark into a Flame;
Bleflings let us now inherit,
Bleflings that we cannot name.
Whillt Hofannas we are finging,
May our Hearts with Rapture move;
Feel frefh Grace, 1n them flill {pringing,
Breathe the Air of pureft Love.

ffa. 42. 3.
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Let us {ail in Grace’s Ocean,
Float on that unbounded Sea;
Guided into pure Devotion,
Kept from Paths of Error free:
On thy heav'nly Manna feeding,
Screen’d from every envious [oc:

Love, O Love for Sinners blceding,
Allfor Thee I would forego.

Keepus, Lorp, ftill in Communion,

Daily nearer drawn to Thee ;
Sinking in the {weeteft Union

Of that Heart-felt Myitery.
Keep us {afe from each Delufion -

Well protefted from all Harms;
Free from Sin and all Confufion:

Circle us within thine Arms!
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HYMN 16 L. M.
i3 LLOVED Saviour, faithful Friend,
, The Joy of all thy Crols’s Train;
in Mercy to our Aid defcend,
Cr elfe we worfhip Thee in vain ———Maf 18. 20,

fn vain we meet to {ing and pray,
{f Curist his Inﬂucnce withold;
Cur Hearts remain as cold as Clay,

Till we our Gop by Faith behold.

Then let us feel thy healing Beams,
And view thy reconctled Face;

Yea, prove thy Prefence in thele Means
To blefs a vile and helplefs Race.

Here manifeft Thylelf in Peace;
Thy faithful Mercies now make known:
h! breathe on us a Gale of Grace:
And {end the ghearing Blefling down!
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We gladly for thy coming wait,
Seeking to know Thee as Thou art ;
We bow as Sinners at thy Feet,
And bid Thee welcome to our Heart.

HYMN 17, S. M.
ILAR Lorbp, attend our Pray'r,
. And all our Wants relieve:
Come to our Hearts, and dwell Thou there,

That Thou in us may’ft live! Eph. 5. 17.
In Weaknefls we draw nigh,
Unto the Throne of Grace:
Aniwer a Sinner’s mournful Cry,
And fill us with thy Peace.

Thou read'lt the naked Breaft :
or Liberty we groan;

We fighin Thee, our Lorbp, to reft,
And worthip Thee alone.
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If Trials vex our Mind,
Clofe to thy Wounds we'll flee ;

No Refuge may we ellewhere find,
But what we find in Thee.

To Thee we come, our FRIEND,
As Sinners poor indeed;

On Thee for future Grace depend,
Our Help in ev’ry Need.

HYMN 18, L. M.

¥ ARK! in the Wildernels a Cry!l—=1fz. 40. 3.
[t thakes the Mountains, rends the Earth;
The Kinc appears, behold Him mgh
The Gop by Nature, Man by Birth,
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Run to and fro, ye Heralds run,
Proclaim aloud, prepare the Way!

Redemption’s glorious Work’s begun,
And who his potent Arm fhall ftay?

Make ftrait the Paths before his Feet,
And ev’ry Obftacle remove;

Drop down, ye Hills, your cumb’rous Weight,
And bow before Redeeming Love.

Then fhall the lowly Valley rife,

Its budding Honours fpring to view;
 Swift the Creating Fiat flies,
And all 1s blifstul, all 1s new.

Know’lt Thou the Meaning, Nature’s Child?
Know’it thou the import of the Cry?

Thy Heart’s the Deflart wafte and wild;
But lo! the kind Reclaimer’s migh,



Mountains of Unbelief and Sin 247
Before Him crumble into Duft;

Thy humbl'd Heart fhall then begm
His all-reftoring Hand to'truft,

By Him exalted, know thy State,

A Garden rich in Frait and Flow r;---Caint, 4 12,
Thy Gracious MasTER’s lov'd Retreat.

The Wonder of Redeeming Pow'r.

HYMN 1q 87

E E OLY Guost, infpire our Praifes,
Touch our Hearts, and tune our Toncrues'

Laud we now thy Name. O JESUS
Heav'n fhall echo with our Songs.

Yv'ry State, howe’er diftreffin ng,
Shall be Profit in the End;
Ev'ry Ordinance a Blefling ;

Ev'ry Providence a Triend,
R
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Bleflfed Lorp be Thou eur Teacher,— 7oAn 14. 26
Helper, Counfellor, and Guide;
Speak the I Promile thro’ the Preacher,

And the hearing Ear plowde

Vawm s Learning, Parts, or Merit,
Vain the native Pow’rs of Man.
Jests! fend thy Hory SpirrT,

So difplay the Gofpel—P]an.

HYMN 2. 38 7 4.

COME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched,
Bring your humble gratetul Lays;
Help to {n‘*g our [esu’s Merits,
Felp to chaunt-Innmanver’s Praife:
Firiend of Sinners!
T'hee we laud for richeft Grage.
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O what Grace haft Thou vouchfafed! )

O what Mercy haft Thou {hown! -
When, -to die for vileft Rebels,~~———P/z. 68, 18,
Thou didft leave thy blifstul Throne!
Bleeding Saviour!
Melt, O melt our Hearts of Stone.

Cowe, ye Sinners, come to |EsuUs,
Think upon your Gracious Lorp:
He has pity’d your Condition,
He has {ent his Golpel-Word:
Mercy calls you
Mercy flows from [esu’s Blood.

Deareft Saviour, help thy Servant
To proclaim thy wond'rous Love;

Pour thy Grace uvon this People,
That thy Truth they may approve:

R 2
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- Blels, O blefs them,
From thy {hining Courts above.

Now thy gracious Word invites them
To partake the Golpel- Feall:

Let thy Seirir fw eetly draw them,
Ev'ry Soul be Jrsu’s Guelt:

O recerc us,

Let us ind thy premis'd Relt,

5
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After S ER M O N.

HYMN 1. C. M.
SALVATION O the joyful Sound!
What Pleafure to our Ears!
A {ov’reign Balm for ev’'ry Wound,—1 Foln 1. 7.
A Cordial for our Fears, |
Blefling, Honour, Praife and Power, &c.

Salvation! let the Echo fly
The 1pacious Earth around;
While all the Armies of the Sky
Conipire to raife the Sound!

Blefling, Honour, Praife and Power, &c.
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Salvation! O Thou bleeding Lams,
To Thee the Praife belongs;

Salvation fhall infpire our Hearts,

And dwell upon our Tongues.
Bleffing, Honour, Praife and Power,

HYMN o, .. M.

LORY and Honour be to Thee,
F Thou Sevr-Existent DEITY;
Thee we revere, and Thee adore,
In Mercy infinite, and Pow’r.

To Thee our joyful Hearts we raife,

To Thee we bring our Songs of Praife,
Whole bounteous Care and Love imparts
Celeftial Bleflings to our Hearts.

&ec.
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Unto the Hory Trivne GOD,

Who hath on us, poor Worms, beftow’d
Such Favours, fuch amazing Grace,

We pay our Homage, Thanks, and Praile.

HYMN 3 6 a4

OME, Thou Almighty Kinc,—Rev. 19. 6.
Help us thy Name to fing,
Help us to praile!
Father, all glorious,
O’er all vi€torious,
Come, and reign over us,
ANTIENT of Days!

Jesus, our Lorp, arife,
Scatter our Enemies,

And make them fall!
R 4
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Let thine Almighty Aid

Qur fure Delence be made,
Our Souls on. Thee be. ftay’d,

Lorp, hear our Call!

Come, Thou Incarnvate Worp,— Fofm 1. 14.
Gird on thy mighty Sword=———>Pfa. 45. 3.
Our Prayrs attend!
Come! and thy People blefs,
And give thy Word Succefs,
SeiriT of Holinefs
~ On us deflcend!

Come, Holy ComrorTER, Fohn 14. 16,
Thy facred Witnefs bear——— Fofn 16, 14,
In this glad Hour! |
Thou, who Almighty art,
Now rule 1n ev’ry Heart,
And ne'er from us depart,
SpiriT of Pow'r!

Pfa. 18. z,
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To the GRear ONE in THREE
Eternal Prailes be

Hence evermaore!
His Sov'rREIGN, MAJESTY
May we 1n Glory fee,
And to Eternity

Love and adore!

I_IYMN ~4. 'L- '-M-

HIS Gonb 1s the Gon we adore,
Our faithful Unchangeable Friend :
Whole Love 1s as great as his Pow’r,

And neither knows Meafure nor End.

‘Tis Jesus, the Firfl, and the Laft,
Whole Serzit fhall guide us.fafe Home;
We'll praife Him for all that is pait, -
And trufl Him for.all that’s to come.

Heb.: 13. 3.4
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HYMN 5. L. M

ROM all that dwell below the Skies-Pﬁz-. 150, 6

Let the CrEaTOR’s Praife arife!
Let the RepeemER’s Name be {ung,

Thro' ev'ry Land, by ev'ry Tongue.

Eternal are thy Mercies, Lorb,
Eternal Truths attend thy Word

Thy Praife fhall found from Shore to Shore,
Till Suns fhall rife and {¢t no more!

HYMN 6. s

E that in his Courts are found,
Lilt’ning to the joyful Sound,
Loft and helplefs as ye are,
Sons of Sorrow, Sin, and Care,
Glonty the King of Kings,
Take the Peaee the Golpel brings.



Turnto Curist your longing Eyes, -
View his blocdy Sacrifice;

See in Him your Sins forgiv’'n,
Parden, Holinefs, and Heav'n -
Glorify the Xing of Kings,

Take the Peace the {xofpel brings.

HYMN 5. ¢ M

LEST be the dear uniting Love
That will not let 1« part ;
Our Bodies may far off remove,

We ftill are join'd in Hearif:.

Join’d in one Spivit to our Heap, .
Where He appoints we 70 ;

And {till in Jesu's F octlleps tread,
And do his Work below.

or
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O let us ever walk 1n Him,
And nothing know belide
Nothing defire nor ought elteem
But JEsus crucify’d.——1 Cor. 2. 2.

Clofer and cloler let us cleave

To hLis belov'd Ikmbrace:
Out of his Fullnefs {till receive,

And plenteous Grace for Grace——— Foln 1. 16,

But let us haften to the Day
Which fhall our Flefh reftore s

When vanquifh’d Death fhall fhrink-away,
And Bodies part no more.

HYMN 3. S. M.
Y Soul repeat his Praife,
Whole Mercies are {o great’
Whofe Anger 1s {o {low to rife,
So ready to abate,
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Hwh as the Heav'ns are raifed
Above the Ground we tread:

So far the Riches of his Grace;
| QOur higheft Thoughts exceed,

The Pity of the Lorp,
To thofe that fear his Name,
Is fuch as tender Parents feel ;
He knows our teeble Frame.

Our Days are as the Grafs, Pfa. go. 5.
Or hke the Morming Flow’r :

if one tharp Blaft {weep o’er the Field
It withers 1n an Hour.

But thy Compallion, Lorb,
To enalefs Years endure:

And Children’s Children ever finde——Fx. 20. 6.
Thy Word of Promile {ure.



260 HYMN g9 1ogth

ii Servants of Gop, your Master nroclaim,
And publifh Abroad his wonderful Name ;*
The Name all victorious of JEsus extol;
tlis Kingdom 15 glorious, and rules over all.

(0D ruicth on high, Almighty to {ave;

And itill He 1s mgh, his Prefence we have:
The great Congregation his Triumph fhall fing,
Acribing Salvation to Jesus our Kive.
Salvation to Gobp, who {its on the Throne ;

Tet all cry a]oud, and honour he Son :

Our Jzsus’s Praifes the Angels ploclmm
fall down on thewr Faces, and worfhip the Laus.

Then let us adore and give Him his Right,
All Glory and Pow’r, and Wildom and Might;
All Honour and Blefling, with Angels above,

And Thanks never cealing, for infinite Love.
* Ha, 9. 6,



HYMN 10. C.M.

THROUGH Curist when we together came,
In Singlenefs of Heart, -

We met, O Jesu, 1n thy Name,
And 1n thy Name we part.

We part in Body, not in Mind,
Our Minds continue one;
And each to each in Jesus join'd,

We happily go on.

Prefent we fill in Spirit are, -
And mtlmatelv nigh;
While on the W1 ings of quth and Pray’r,

We, AersA, FATHER, crv
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O! may thy Seir1t, Deareft Lorp,
In all our Travels, {hil’

Dire@, and be.our conflant Guard, -
To Zion's Holy Eill.

(O, what a joyful Meeting there,
Beyond thele changing Shades!
White are the Robes we all {hall wear,

And Crowns upon our-Heads.

Hafte, Lorp, and bring us to 'the Day
VWhen we {hall dwell at ‘Home:*
Come, O REDEEMER, come away;

O, Jesus, quickly come.
HY MN 11. S. M.

RAISE your trinmphant Songs
an immortal Tune'’:
Let the wide Earth refound the Deeds.
Celeftial Grace has done.



Sihg how eternal Love

Its Chief Brroven chofe,
And bid Him raife our wretched Race
' From their Aby{s of Woes.

His Hand no Thunder bears,
No Terror cloathes his Brow;
No Bolts to drive our ouilty Souls

To fiercer Flames below.

"Twas Mercy fill'd the Throne,
And Wrath {tood filent by,
When Curist was {ent with Pardons down

To Rebels doom’d to dite.

Now, Sinners, dry your Tears,

Let hopelefls Sorrow ceale;
Bow to the Secepter of Ins Love,

And take the offer'd Peace.
S
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~ May we obey the Call
-And lay an humble Claim
To the Salvation He hath brought,

And love and praife his Name!
7~ N\
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O Wonder of Weonders! altonifb’d T gaze,
To fee in the Manger the ANtienT of Days;
And Angels proclatming the Stranger forlorn,
And telling the Shepherds that Jesus 1s born!

My Gop, my Crrator, the Heavens did bow

To ranfom Ollenders, and ftoop'd very low;

The Body prepav’d by his Fatner alfumes,*

And on the kind Errand molt joyfully comes.

For Thoufands of Sinners the Lor b bow’d his Head,
For Thoufands of Sinners He groan’d and He bled,
My Spirit rejoices, the Work 1t 1s done ;

My Soul1s redeem’d, Salvation 1s won.

My Geb 1s. returred to Glory on High;

When Death makes a Paflage, then to Him I'll fly;
And gladly will Jeave all my Brethren behind,
Fxpecling in Glory we all fhall be join'd.

Icb, to, 3.
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ESUS, all Praife is due to Thee,
That Thou wall pleas’d a Man to be!
A Virgin's Womb Thou did{t not {corn, |
And Angels fhoat to {ee Thec born. Hallelujah.
The blefled FaTnir’s only Sox |
Chufeth a Manger tor s Throne;
And tho’ the High and Mighty Gop,
Aflumes our feeble Fleth and Blood. I‘Idnﬂl'ljﬂh.

Whom Earth could not contain nor Skies,

In low Eftate the Saviour lies; |

And who the World’s Found:ltion laid,— Fohn 1. 3.
Is now a hitie Tnfant made. - Hallelujah.
The Fatuer’s Brichtnefs comes 1n Stght,-He), 1. 3.
Gives to the World 1t’s faving Light;

And drives the Clouds of Sin away, | ~
To make us Children of the Day. Hallelujah.

S 3



268

The Son the Almighty Gobp confefs'd,

In his own World became a Guell:

And open’d through Himielf the Way,

A Paflage to eternal Day. Hallelujah,

For us thefe Wonders He hath wrought,

To fhew his Love, furpalfling Thought!-Eph. 3. 1q.
Then let us all unite to fing

Praife to our Loving Gop and Kinc, Hallelujah.

HYMN 3 8s.
E fimple Men of Heart fincere,
Shepherds who watch their Flocks by Night,

Start not to {ee an Angel near,
Nor tremble at this glorious Light.

An Herald from the Heavenly Kinc
I come your every IFear to chace;

Good Tidings of great Joy I bring,

- Great Joy unto the fallen Race!




For you 18 born on this glad Day,
A Saviour by our Hoft ador'd,
Our Gop in Bethlehem {urvey,
Make Hafte to worthip Curist the Lorp,

By this the SAviour of Mankind,
The Incarnate Gop fhall be difplay’d,
In Swaths the Infant ye fhall find,
And humbly 1n a Manger laid.

HYMN 4. 38 7.

HEPHERDS on their Flocks attending,
Shepherds that in Night-time watch’d,
Saw the Meflenger delcending,
From the Court of Heav'n difpatch’d.
Beams of Glory deck'd his Miffion,
Burfting thro’ the Veil of Night,
Fear poflefs’d them at the Vifion:
Sinners tremble at the Light.

S 4
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Dove-like Mecknefs grac'd d his Vlfaffe '

oy and Love 1hone round his B cad

Soon IHe chear’d them with his Meflage:
Comfort flow’d from all He faid.

& Iear not, Fav'rites of th’ Armicury,
© Joyful News to you I bring:
You have now, n Da?!*cl S Clty
‘““ Born, a SAVIOUR, Cnrist the King,

¢¢

““* Go and find the Royal Stranger

“ Dy thele Signs. A Babe you’ll {ee,
“ Weak, and lymg in a Manger,

“ Wrapt and {wadaled; that 1s He.”
Strait a Holt of Angels Glorious

Reund the Heav nlv Heravrp Throng;
Utt'ring 1 harmonious Chorus,

Ans Divine: ana this the Song



“ Glory to our Gop be given
““ By the radiant Holls above ;
““ Peace on Larth to Men fmgn*en
““ Objetts of Redeeming Love.”
Thus they fang with Rapture kindling
In the Shepherd’s Hearts a Flame,
Joy and Wonder {weetly mingling:
All Believers feel the {fame.

Lo, fweet Babe! we fall before Thee,
]b su! Thee we all adore.
Thine’s the Kingdom, Pow’r, and Glory,
We'll proclaim it evermore.
“ Glory to our Gop be given
“ By the radiant Hofts above;
“ Peace on Earth to Men forgiven,
““ Objecls of Redeeming Love.”
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HYMN 5. St Stephen’s.
OIN all ye joyful Nations
Th’ acclaiming Hofts of Heaven,
This happy Morn a Chi/d 1s born,

To us a Son 1s given.
The wonderful MEess:as,

The Joy of ev'ry Nation,

Jesus his Name, with Gob the {ame,
The Lorp of all Creation:

Go fee the Kinc of Glory,

Difcern the Heavenly Stranger,
So poor and mean his Court an Inn,

His Cradle 1s a Manger.

Whom all the Angels worfhip,

Lies hid in human Nature;
Incarnate {ee the DEITY e el 17002, 3 10.

The Infinite CREATOR
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Gaze on the lovely Objelt
Of endlefs Adoration!
Thole infant Hands fhall burft our Bands,
And work out our Salvation:
Strangle the croeked Serpent,
Deftroy his Works for ever,
And open f{et the Heavenly Gate
To every true Belicver.

HYMN 6. 8 7.

OME, Thou long expe&e,d JEsus,
Born to fet thy People free;

From our Fears and Sins re¢leafe us,
Let us find our Reft in Thee!

Ifrael’s Strength and Confolation,
Hope of all the Earth Thou art;

Dear Defire of ev'ry Nation————Hag. 2. 7.
Joy ot ev'ry longing Heart,
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Born thy People to deliver,
Born a Child, and yet a Kiwng,
Born to reign in us for ever,
Now thy gracious Kingdom bring! |
By Thine own Eternal Spririr,
Rule in all our Hearts alone ;-
By thine all-fuflicient Merit

Raide us to thy glorious Throne!

HYMN 7. 8 8 6,
LL Glory be to Gob on high,

Ye Sons of Adam fill the Sky,
With Praife and Thankfulnefs:

Gob, from an everlafling Lovo——— Fer. a1. 2.
Decreed with his Dear Son above Rev. 13. 8.
A finful World to blefs!

fla. g, 6.




Stand flill, and fee what Gobp hath done,
He had but one Beloved Son,

And Him He freely gave:
For whom was this: but for a Race

Of curfed Sinners, vile and bafe ?
Yet thele He came to {ave.

All Glory to th’ Eternal Sov,
That He moft freely did put on
Our Flefh and Mifery:
That He, our Gop, a Man was made,
And bore our Curfe, our Ranfom paid,
By bleeding on the Tree!

Ile as a poor mean Child was born,
His Birth no Palace did adorn,

A Manger was his Bed:

Y
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Look, look upon this rifing Sun,
Till Tears of Love the Eyes o’er-run,
This Babe 1s Curist our HEAD.

HYMN 8 6 8.

RRAY'D 1n mortal Flefh,
Lo! the Great AncevL ftands!—Mal. 3. 1.
He holds the Promiles
And Pardons 1in his Hands.
Commiffion’d from his FaTtuer’s Throne,
To make his Grace to Mortals known.

Be Thou our Counfelior,
Our Pattern and our Guide!
And through this defart Land
Still keep us near thy Side!
O let our Feet ne’er run aftray 1 Sam. 2. g.
Nor rove, nor {eek the crooked Way.
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We'd hear our Shepherd's Voice,
Whole watchful Eye doth keep
Poor wand’ring Souls among
The Thoufands of his Sheep :
He feeds his Flock, He calls their Names,
His Bofom bears the tender Lambs,m===Jfz. 40. 11.

To this dear Surety’s Hands, e Heb, 7. 22.
My Soul commend thy Caufe,
He anfwers and fulfils
His FaTuer’s broken Laws:
Believing Souls now free are fet,

For Curist hath paid their dreadful Debt.®

Then let our Souls arife,
And tread the Tempter down;
Our Captain leads us forthasim—Heb. 2. 1o.
To conqueft and a Crown:
* Rom; 10, 4.



270

March on, nor fear to win the Day,
Though Death and Hell obftruét the Way.

HYMN g L. M.

ARK'! the beft News that ever came
To finful Men, condemn’d, forlorn!
Aloud, Celeftial Hofts proclaim,

“ A Saviour, Curistthe Lorp 1s born.”

Their Sov’re1cN throws his Beams afide,
And fteps from his Imperial Throne;
In human Form the Gobp to hide,
And our frail Flefh to make his own.

In flethy Robes He’s here confin’d,—1 Tim. 3. 16.
Whom yet no Limits comprehend ;
And hardly eana Lodging find,

Tho’ Monarchs at his Footftool bend.



How many Wonders here combine,
To draw and fix believing Eyes;

And fill all Heav'n with Joy divine,
With awful Mirth and {weet Surprife.

The Angels croud, in fhining Bands,
To wait on this aufpictous Birth;

And Joud proclaim their Gop’s Commands,
His Praife on High, his Peace on Earth.

Let us too try our utmoft Skill,
And loud, with thankful Hearts, reply;
On Earth be Peace, to Men good Will,
And higheft Praife to Gop on High,

HYMN 10 7
ARK! The Herald-Angels fing,
Glory to the new-born King!
Peace on Earth and Mercy mld,

Gop and Sinners reconcil’d. -
T
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loyful all ye Nations rife,

Join the Trlumphb of the Skies;
With th’ Angelic Holt proclaim,

“ CHRIST 18 “born in' Bethlehem l——Luke 2. 10, 11,

Curist, by higheft Heav'n ador'd,
Curist the everlafting Lorp ;
l.ate in Time behold Him come,

Offspring of a Virgin's Womb.

Veil’d in Flefh the Gopugap {ee,
Hail th’ IncarnATE DerTy !
Pleas’d as Man with Men t’appear,
{Esus our InNMANUEL here,

Hail the Heav'n-born Prince of Peace!
Haﬂ the Sun of Righteoufnels!

Light and 1ife to all He brmgq
Ris'n with healing in his Wings.



Mild He lays his Glory by,
born, that Man no more may die ;
Born to ratfe the Sons of Earth,

Born to give them fecond Birth.

Come, Defire of Nations, come,
Fix in us thy humble Home:

Rife, the Woman’s conqu ring Seed,
Bruife in us the Serpent’s Head.

Adam’s Likenels now efface,
Stamp Thine Image m its Place .
Second Adam from above,
Re-inftate us in thy Love!

le

John 3. 3.
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HYMN 11, 8 5 8.

IFT up your Heads in joyful Hope,
Salute the happy Morn;
Each Heavenly Pow’r
Proclaims the glad Hour,
Lo Jesus'the Saviour 1s born!

All Glory be to Gop on High,
Fo Him all Praife is due;
The Promife is feal’d,
The Saviour’s reveal'd,
And proves that the Record 1s true.

-Ifa. 40. 5

Let Joy around like Rivers flow,
Flow on, and ftill increafe;

Spread o'er the glad Earth
At Jzsus his Birth,

For Heaven and Earth are at Peace.
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Now the Good Will of Heavén is fhewn
Tow’rds ddam’s helplefs Race;
MEssiAH 1S come
To ranfofn his Own,
To fave thein by infinite Grace.

Then let us join the Heavens above
Where hymning Seraphs fing
Join all the glad Pow'rs,
For their Loxrp is Ours |
Our ProrueT, our Priest, and our Kine.

T 3

L
3
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HYMN 1. 7S,
EE, my Soul, with Wonder {ee
- The Incarnate DEITY ;
Human Nature He allumes,
He to ranfom Sinners comes.
He was not conceiv’d in Sin,
He was infinitely clean; Heb. 9. 14.
Him no finful Spot dilguis’d,
Yet, lo! He was circumcis’d.




He fulhll’d all Righteoulnels,

Standing 1n our legal Place,

I'rom the Cradle to the Crofs,

All He did He did for us

He did all our Woes retrieve,

He expir’d that we might live;

By his Stripes our Wounds are heal'd,—/fa. 53. 5.
By his Blood our Peace 1s feal’d.

Jesu’s Pain procures our Eale,
Jesu’s Death 1s our Releafe;

Jesu’s Crofs obtains our Crown,
Jesu’s Sepulchre our Throne.
Lorp, conform us to thy Death,
Bid our Sins yield up their Breath;
By thy Refurretion’s Power,

Make our Squls to Glory foar.

T 4
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Circumcife our filthy Hearts, :

Purify our inward Parts;

Lorp, deftroy the carnal Mind

That in Thee we Peace may find:

In thy Righteoufnels array’d,

Let us triumpi and be glad;

Let us walk with Thee in White,e—~—2Re¢v. 3. 4.
"Till we {ce thy Face in Light.

HYMN 2. C. M..

ND are we Wretches yet alve ?
And do we yet rebel?
*Tis boundlefs, tis amazing Love,
That bears us up from Hell.

The Burden of our weighty Guile -
Would fink us down to Flames,

And threat'ning Vengeance rolls above,
To crufh our feeble Frames.




Almighty Goodnefs cries forbear,
And {trait the Thunder ftays:

And dare we now provoke his W rath,
And weary out his Grace?

Lorp, we have long abys’d thy Love,
Too long indulg’d our Sin:

Oh that our Hearts may bleed to fee
What Rebels we have been!

No more, our Lufs, mmay ye command,
No more may we Obey !
Stretch out, O Gop,

And drive thy Foes away.,

thy conquring Hand,

287
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HY MN a. 6 8.

THE Lorp of Earth and Sky,
The Gop of Ages pratle,
Who reigns enthron’d on high

Axciextof endlels Days;

Whe lengthens out our Trial bere,

And {pares us yet another Year.

Barren and wither’'d Trees,
We cumber’d long the Ground,
No Fruit of Holinels
On our dead Souls was found;
Yet doth He us in Mercy {pare,

Another, and anothcr Year.

When Juflice bar’d the Sword
To cut the Fig-Tree down,

The Pity of our Lorp
Cry’'d, let it flill alone.
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The Fatuer mild inclines his Ear,
And fpares us yet another Year.

Jesus, thy {peaking Blood |
From Gop obtain'd the G race,
\WWho therefore hath beftow’d
On us a longer Space:
Thou didt in our Behalf appear,
And lo, we fee another Year!

Then dig about our Root,
Break up our fallow Ground,—— %r. 4, 2.
And let our gractoys Fruit
To thy great Praife abound:
O let us all thy Praife declare,
And Fruit unto Perteftion bear!
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HYMN 1. 8 8 6.

66 9 IS finifh’d,” the Repremer faid,
And meekly bow’d his dying Head;
O wond'rous loving Pain e Join 19. 30.
Come Sinners, and mark well the Word ;
There view the Conquefts of our Lorp,

Complete for helplefs Man.
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Finift’d the Righteoufnefs of Grace,
Fimfl'd the Pain that bought our Peace;
The Sinner’s Debt 1s paid:
Accufing Law cancell'd by Blood,
And Wrath of an offended Gop
In {fweet Oblivion laid. fere 31, 34.

Who now fhall urge a fecond Claim?
The Law no longer can condemn,
Faith a Releafe can fhew :m—~—Rom. 8. 34.
Jultice 1tfelf a Friend appears,
The Prifon-Houfe a Whilper hears,

Loofe hum, and let him go. Folhm 11, 44.

O Unbeltef, 1njurious Bar!
Source of tormenting Fruitlefs Fear,

Why doft thou yet reply?
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Wherc'er thy loud Objections fall,

"Tis frmfi'd, full may anfwer all,
And filence every Cry.

HYMN 2. I.. M.

YE that pals by, behold the Ma !

The Man of Grjels condemn’d for you!
The Lavp of Gob for Sinners {lain
Weeping to Calvary puiﬁm.

Fohn 19. 5.
Sce how his Back the Scourges tear,
‘While to the bloody Pillar boynd!

The Ploughers mrake long Furrows there,
"T1ll his whole Dody 1s 2 Wound.—-Pfa. 129. 3

His facred Limbs they ftretch, they tear,
With Nails they faiten to the Wood
His {acred Limbs—expos'd and bare,
Or only cover’d with his Blood!
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See there! his Temples crown’d with Thorn!
His bleeding Hands extended wide !
His ftreaming Feet transfix'd and torn!
The Fountain gufhing from his Side!- fohn 19. 34

Wherc 1s the Kinc of Glory now?
The everlafling So~ of Gop?
Th' Immortar hangs his languid Brow,

Th® Aumicuty faints beneath his Laoad!

Leneath our Load of Sins, He diesl—1 Pet, 2. 24.
We fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown,
Wecaus'd thofe mortal Groans, and Cries,
We kull'd the Fatuer’s only Sox,
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HYMN s 8s.
FLOW faft my Tears; the Caule is great ;
This Tribute claims an injur'd Friend:
Cne whom I long purﬁ;'d with Hate,
And yet He lov’d me to the End.
When Death his Terrors round me {pread,
And aim’d his Arrows at my Head.
Carist interposd, the Wound He bore,
And bade the Monfter dare no more.

Faft flow my Tears, yet fafter flow,
Stream copious as yon purple Tide,

"Twas I that dealt the deadly Blow,

I urg’d the Hand that piere'd his Side.
Keen Pangs and agonizing Smart
Opprels his Soul, and rend his Heart ;
- While Juftice, arm’d with Pow’r DiviyE,
Pours on his Head what’s due to mine.



Faft and yet fafter flow my Teais,
Love breaks the Heart and drains the Eyes,

His Vifage marn’d, tow’rds Heav'n He rears,
And. pleadmg for his Murd’ rer, dies!

My Grief nor Mealure knows nor End,

'Till He appears the Sinner’s Friend:

And gives me in an happy Hour,

To feel the rifen SAviouRr’s P_Dw’r.

HYMN 4 8 8 7.
HQO hath our Repmt believed?

Shiloh come 1s not recewed
Not received by his own, \

Promis'd Branch from Root of Fellee
Damd’s Offspring fent to blefs ye,
Comes too meekly to be known,

U
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Tell me. O thou favour’d Natio1,
What 13 th.jf fond Expettation’

Some fair, {preading lofty Tree?
Let not worldly Pride confound Thee,
’Mong the lowly Plants around Thee,

Mark the Lowefi—that 1s FHE.

[Like a tender Plant that’s growing
\Where no Waters, friendly flowing,
No kind Rains refrefh the Ground:
Drooping, Gying, we fhall view Him,
See no Charm to draw us to Him, |
There no Beauty will be found, |

Lo! Mzessian unrefpc&ed!
M ax of Oriefs, defpis'd, rejetted.

\Vounds hig Form dishguriag,



Marr'd his V ifage more than any
For He bears the Sins of many,
All cur Sorrows carrying.

'No Deceit his Mouth had {poken,
Blamelels, He no Law had broken,

Yet was number'd with the worft:
For, becau{e the Loru would grieve Iim,
We who {aw 1t, did believe Him,

For hisown Qftences curil.

But while Him our Thoughts acculed,
e for us alone was bruifed,

Stricken, {mitten for our Guiit:
With his Stripes, our Wounds are cured,
By s Pains, our Peace aflured,

Purchas’d with the Blood He fpilt.
U 2
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Love amazing? {o to mind us,

Sueruerd come from Heav'n to find us
Silly Sheeyp il gone aftray,

Loft, undone b our Tranlpreflions,

Worfe than {iri 1pt of all Pofleflions,
Debtors without tHope to pay. |

Fear our Portion, Slaves in Spirit,—
He redeemi’d us by his Mert
To agiorious Liberty:
Dearly i i his Goeddn:is bought us,
Truth ené Love then lwe ,.T; taught us,
Truth and Love have made us free.

Blcfed be the Pow'r who gave us,
I'reely gave his Sox to fave us,
Rle(y'd the Son who fr ecly came



Honour, Bleﬂing, Adoration,
Ever, from the whole Creation,
Be to Gop and tothe Lawms.

HYMN s St. M
LL ye that pafs by! to Jesus draw migh,*®
To you is it nothing that Jesus {hould dle?'

Our Ranfom, and Peace, our Surety He 1s,
Come, fee, if there ever was Sorrow like his!

For what vou have done his Blood did atone ;
The Faruer hath punifh’d for you his dear Son;

The Lorop, in the Dayof his Anger. did lay*t
QOur Sins onthe Lame, and He bore them away,

He anfwer’d for all, who come at his Call,

And Jow at his Crofs with Aﬁoni{hment fall,
* Lam, 1. 12. T Ifa, 53, 10,
Uz
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HYMN 6. Lt. M.
OR you, and for me, Curist pray’d on the Tree:
The Pray'r 15 accepted, the Swner 1s free,®
The Simncr am [, who en Jesus rely.
And am come for the Pardon Cobp cannot deny.¥

My Pardon 1 claim, for a Sinnei [ am ;
A Sinner believing 1n jﬁsus’s N ame.

He purchas’d the Grace which now I embrace;
O Faruer! Thou know’{l He hath dy’d 1in my Place.

HY MN 7. 7s

ONS of Gob, trimmphant rife.
Shout th’ accomplifh’d Sacrifice ;
Shout your Sins 11 CurisT forgiv'n,
Sons of Gop, and Heirs of Heaven.
¥ Luks 23. 84, T John 14. 14,
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Saints that now to Curist belong,

Lift'ning Angels join the Song ; ‘
Sing with us, ye Heavenly Powers,

Pardon, Grace and Glory ours!

Love's myftericus Work 1z dore;

Grecet we now th atoning Sox,

Heal'd and quicken’d by his Bloced,

Join'd to Cuxist and ¢ne with Gob.—Rom. 8. 17,

Curist, of all our Hopes the Seal,
Peace Divine 1n Curist we feel,
Pardon to our douls applice,

Dead for you, for me He died.

CHRrist by Taith we talle below,

Mightter Joys ordain'd to know,

When his uimeft Grace we prove,

Riic to Heaven in perfect Love.,
R4
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HY MN 1. 8 8 6.

ELCOME bleft Day of fweet Repofe,
Whereon the Son of Gob arole,
And chac’'d away our Fear;
The Day that Geo hath fet apart,
To gladden eveiy troubled Heart :
And dry up every Tear,= Rev. 1. 10

Mark 16. 6.
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Welcome bleft Day of folemn Joy
And Pleafure that will never cloy,
Etermat Life begun:
Let all in Eavth and Heav’n record,
The Glories of therr rifen Lorb;
The Wonders He hath done!

This is the Day the Lor p-hath made,

Rejoice and be exceeding glad,~———Pfz. 118. 24,
Ye dear pecuhar Race;

Exolt Him with a Heart fincere,

His boundlels Power and Sway revere,
And trtumph in his Grace.

Your every Aétion, Word, and Thought,
Your Life, your All, to Himdevote,

Who bought you with his Blood ;
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‘our great J._,hemplal be,
Pnﬂ 1oudlv .lout tis Hel—tis He!—
Redeem’d d us unto Gop!—Rev. 5. 9. Hallclujah.

....—l

HYMN o 8 7 8.
UP ISING from the darkiome Tomb
L

see the victorious JEsus come!
Th™ Avyicury Pris’Ner quits the Pris'n
And Angels tell, the Lorp 1s nis'n.
Angels, Angels_.,. A_ngels, Angels, Angels, tell the
Lorp is r1s'n.

Ye guilty Souls that groan and grieve,

Hear the glad Tidings; hear, and live,

Gon’s rightcous Law 1s {atisfied

And Jullice now 1s on your Side.
Jullice, Jultice, &e.



Your Surety, thus releas’d by Goo,
Pleads the rich Ranfom of his Blood.
No new Demand, no Bar remains;
But Mercy now triumphant reigns.

Mercy, Mercy, &c.

Beligvers, hail your Rifing Heap,

The Firfi-begotten from the Dead,

Your Refurrettion’s fure, thro’ His,

'TO endlefs Life, and boundlefs Blifs.
Fndlefs, endlefs, &c.

HYMN 3. 8 8 6.
EE Jesus, our Deliv'rer Great,
Rifing, his Vilt'ry to complete;

In vain’s the Seal and Stone!
O Grave, wheres thy Vitlory
Here, here, thy Mighty Congn'ror fee,

Rifing, He leaves the Tomb,

1 Cor. 15.
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13‘1 While he with his Fav'rites ftay’'d,
Strength to their feeble Faith convey'd
Then mounts the Starry Sky: Fohn 20, 2o,
The Heav’'ns with Acclamations ring,
To welcome their Triumphant King,

And fhout his Vi€tory. Pfa. 63. 18.

Mindful of all thy Favours, now

In Gratitude we proftrate bow
Before thy loving Face:

Give all, allembled 1n this Hour,

To feel thy Refurreftion’s Pow’yme— Fohn 11. 25,
And fing Redeeming Grace.

Clearly to ev'ry Heart difplay
The Virtue of thy Crofs: This Day
Each drooping Heart inflame:
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Refrefh’d, we'll then unwearied go
Along this Wildernels below,
And fpread thy glorious Fame.

Tesus, when will the Hour appear,

T hat we thy pow’rful Call {hall hear,

And round thy Throne attend ?
When fhall we {ee Thee Face to Face,-1 Cor. 13. 12,
And join above to fing thy Praife,

Eternity to {pend?

HY MN 4 750

HRIST the Lorp 1s ris'n To-day!
Sons of Men and Angels lay;
Raife your Joys and Tllumphs high,

oing ye Heav'ns, and Earth rePly
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Love's Redeeming Work 1s dune,
Fought the Fight, the Battie won :
Lo! our Sun’s Ecliple 15 o'er,

l.o! He {ets in Blood no more.

Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seai,
Cunrist hath burfl the Gates of Hell:
Death 1a vain forbids his Rife,-
Curisr hath open’d Paradife.

Lives again our glorious Kivg,

Where O Death is now thy Sting 2
(Once He died our Souls to lax e,

Waere iny Viclory, O Grave?

Soar we now wiere CHrisT has led,
Foil'wing our exalted Heap;

Made hke Him, Iike [im we rife,
Ciuv's the Crols, the Grave, the Skies,

t Cor. 13
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\What tho’ once we perifh’d all,
Partners of our Parent’s Fall;
Second Life we all recetve,

In our Heav'nly Adam live.

Hail! the Lorp of Earth and Heav'n,

Praile to Thee by both be giv'n;

Thee we greet triumphant now,

Hal the ResurrECTION—T HOU !— F0h71 11. 235,

King of Glory! Soul of Blifs!
Everlafting Life 1s this—

Thee to know, thy Pow’r to prove,
Thus to fing and thus to love.

Fohn 17, 3.
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HYMN 5 8.
I E dies! the FrienD of Sinners.dies!

Lo! Salem’s Daughters weep around !*
A folemn Darknels veils the Skies!
A {udden trembling fhakes the Ground!
Come Saints and Drop a Tear or two,
For Him who groan’d beneath your Load!
He fhed a thoufand. Dropstor you,
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood!

Here’s Love and Grief beyond Degree,
The Lorp of Glory dies'for Men!
But lo! what fudden Joys we fee!
Jesus the Dead revives again!
* Luke 23. 27, 28.
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The Rifing Gop forfakes the Tomb!
(The Tomb 1n vain forbids his Rife!}

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

Break off your Tears ye Saints! and tell
How high our Great Delov'rer reigns!
Sing how He {poil'd the Hofts of Hell,
And led the Monfiter Death in Chains;
Say “ Live for ever Wond'rous Ki1ng!
““ Born to redeem! and ftrong to fave!”
Then alk the Monfter—*¢ where’s thy Sting 2
 And where's thy Viil'ry, boafting Grave2*

* 1 Cor. 15. 53.
X
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HY MN 6. 10 8.

ROM Heav’'n the loud, th’ Angelic Song began,*
It {a00k the Skies, and reach’ d aftoniih’d Man
By Mun re-echo'd, 1t fhall mount again;
Whilfl fragrant Odours fill the blifstul Plam.

Worthy the Lams of boundlefls Sway;
In Earth or Heav'n the Lorp of All;
Ye Princes, Rulers, Pow'rs, obey,
And low before his Foot-tool fall.

The Deed was done; the Lams was {laing
The gloaninw Farth the Burthen bore:
I{e vofe. He hives; He lives to ‘reign

Nor Time fhall fhake his endlefs Pow'r.

* Rev, 5¢ 12,
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Riches and All that decks the Great,
From World’s unnumber’d hither bring;
The Tribute pour before his Seat,
And hail the Triumphs of our Kine.

Wifdom and Strength are his alone,

He rais’d the Top-ftone, fhouting Grace;
Honour has butlt his lotty Throne,

And Glory fhines upon his Face.

From Heav'n, from Earth, loud Burfls of Praife
The mighty Blellings thall proclaim;

Bleflings that Earth to Glory raife;
The Purchafe of the wounded L amB.

Higher, ftill higher, {well the Strain;
Creation’s Voice the Note prolong;
The Laxs fhall ever, ever reign:

Let Halleliyaks crown the Song. Hallelujah,
X 2
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HYMN 1. 7s

ARK. dull Soul, how ev’ry Thing
Strives t' adore our Bounteous Kine!
Each a double Tribute pays;
Sings 1ts Part and then obeys.
Nature’s fprightlieil fweeteflt Choir,
Him with chearful Notes admire:
Ev’ry Day they chaunt their Lauds,
While the Grove their Song applauds,



Tho’ their Voices lower be,
Streams too have their Melody!
Night and Day they warb’ling rusi,
Never paufe but {till {ing on,

All the Flow'rs that paint the Spring
Hither their {t1ill Mufic bring;

If Heav'n blefs them, thankiul they
Smell more {weet, and look more gay.

Wake for Shame, my {luggilh Heart,
Wake, and gladly fing thy Part;

Learn of Birds, and bprmgs and Flow’ IS
How t" employ thy Nobler Pow'rs.

Call whole Nature to thine Aid, -
Since ‘twas He whole Nature made;
Join in one eternal Song,

Who to one Gor all belong,

X o
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Live for ever, glorious Lorp,

Live, by all thy Works ador’d,

O+ m Turee, and Turee in Onz,
All Things bow to Thee alone!

HY MN o. 8s.

IN dreary Waftes, where Horror dwells,
Where Satan holds his gloomy Reign;

And each returning Day bur tells
The Tale renew’d of Grief and Pain:

Me, gracious-Lorp, Thine Eye beheld,
Wand'ring 1n Labyrinths of Woe;

Thy chearing Ray the Night difpell'd,
And gave thy faving T'ruth to know.

““ And 1s there Hope ?” (amaz'd I {aid,)
““ And 1s there Mercy from my Gop?”

** Shall Juftice fpare my guilty Head?"
* And all be wafh’d away in Blood "



¢ Shall Curist Himfelf that Blood fupply,”

““ Atonement juft, becaufe Divine?”
Thy Word affords the {weet Reply ;
Thy SeiriT tells me all 1s mine.

How bleft my State! how chang’d the Scene!_

What Wonders open to my View!
The Defart fmiles 1n vernal Green,

With Flow'rs adorn’d of various Hue.
But chief the Lilly and the Rofe,

(Cf Curist the fragrant Emblems fair)
Gor’s {faving Myftery-difclofe,

And breathe it’s Sweetnefls thro’ the Atr,

The Raven’s boading Voice no more,
Or Gwlet’s Serecch offend mine Ear:
Nor Dragon’s cry, nor Lion’s roar: |
Nor doleful Creature fhall appear,
X 4
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But Birds melodious firain the Throat,
And Turtles coo throughout the Land:

Whilft Man exalts the {welling Note,
The Leader of the grateful Band.

HYMN 3. 14 all 8.

AIL Hail reviv'd, reviving Spring,
Fair Type of Heav ns Eternal Year!
While Nature’s Works thy Prailes fing,
Lo! Gratitude {alutes thee here.
Swell, gently {well the {folemn Song:

Now pour the bounding Notes along;

Teach Choirs below to Choirs above,
To echo back the common Lay;
And as they praife unbounded Love,

To join 1n Bounty’s Holiday.



To Gobp the Univerfal King,
Be facred ev'ry grateful Choir:
In endlefs Hymns all Praifes fing,
That endlefs Bounty can infpire:

All loft beneath ftern Winter’s Reign

Creation’s genial Powers appear'd;
Spung call’d them into Life again,

See! budding Verdure fhews they heard,

Blels, blels, O Man, the kind Defign,
Whole Nobler Counterpart 1s Thine:

Thy Powers a gloom1er Winter froze,
Till th; y MEsstan’s chearing Ray
Pronfic of fair Truth arofe,
And fhed the Blaze of mental Day.
To Gobp, &c.
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All fpotlefs as the Truth He taught,
Free, as the Mercy He difplay’d,
He fhew’d what Human Duty ought,
He did what Heav'nly Goodnefs bade.
Enforc’d each jult Command He gave,
Nor liv'd, nor dy’d in vain to fave:

His Realms on high, his Worlds below,
All witnels’d his unwearied Care;
The Vittim here of gen’ral Woe,
The Captain of Salvation there.

To Gop, &c.

Lo nr
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ASCENSION DAY.

HYMN 1. 780
jESUS our Triumphant HeAD, ‘Hallelujah.

Ris’n viftorious from the Dead,
To the Realms of Glory’s gone,

To afcend his rightful Throne,
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Cherubs on the Conqu'ror gaze.
Seraphs glow with brighter Blaze.

Each bright Order of the Sky
Hail Him, as He paffes by.

Saints the glorious Triumph meet;
See their En'mies at his Feet.

By his Scars his Toils are view’d,
And his Garments roll'd in Blood.

Heav’n 1t’s King congratulates ;
Opens wide her golden Gates.
Angels Songs of Vi€t'ry fing;;
All the blifsful Regions ring,

Brethren, join the heav’nly Pow’rs?
Since Redemtion all is ours.

None but pardon’d Sinners prove
Th' Height and Depth of Jesu’s Love.
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Hail, Thou Dear, Thou Worthy Lorbp;
Holy Lams, Iucarnate Word!
Hail, Thou {uff'ring So~x of Gobp!
Take the Trophies of thy Blood.

HYMN e 6 8.
RE]OICE, the Lorp 1s Kingl—Phil, 4. 4,

Your Lorp and Kinc adore,
Believers praile and fing,

And triumph evermore!
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice,
Reyvuce, again, 1 fay, rejoice.

JEsusthe Saviour reigns,
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Lift up your Heart, Lift up your Voice,
Rejoice, agamn, I fay, rejoice.

His Kingdom cannot fail,
He 1ules o’er Earth and Heav'n,
The Keys of Death and Hell
Are to our Jrsus given:
Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice,

Reyoice, agan, 1 ﬁzy, Tgozce

e all his Foes thall quell,
Shall Satar’s Works deftroy,
And every Bolom {well
With pure Seraphic Joy;
Laft up your Heart, Lift up your Voice,
Rejorce, again, 1 fay, rejoice.



Rejoice, 1n Glortous Hope,
Jesus the Fudge fhall come;
To take his Servants up
To their Eternal Home:
We {oon fhall hear th® Archangel’s Voice,
The Trump of Gop fhall foun%, rejoice.

HYMN 3 7s.

ATL the Day that fees Him rife,
b Ravifh’'d from our wifhiul Eyes
Curist awhile to Mortals giv'n,
Re-afcends his native Heav'n,
There the pompous triumph waits:
“ Lift your Heads, Eternal Gates!
“ Wide unfold the radiant Scene,
“ Take the King of Glory in!”
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Him tho’ Highelt Heav’n receives,
Still He loves the Earth He leaves;
Tho’ returning to his Throne,

Still he calls Mankind his own,
Still for us He interceeds,
Prevalent his Death He pleads;

Next Himlelf prepares our Place,——— 7okn 14, 2,
Harbinger of Human Race! Heb. 6. 20.

Mafler (will we ever fay)

Taken from our Heap To-day =g Kings 2. 3.
See thy faithful Servants fee,

Ever gazing up to Theelw——A4fs. 1, . 10, 11,
Grant, tho’ parted from our Sight,

High above yon azure Height,

Grant, our Hearts may hither rife,

Following Thee beyond the Skies!



Ever upward let us move, 377
Walted on the Wings of Love,

Looking when our Loro thall come:

Longing, galping after Home.~—1 Thef, 4. 17.
There we fhall with Thee remain,

Partners of Thine endlefs Reign;.

There thy Face unclouded {ee,

Find our Heav'n of Heav'ns in Tkee,

HYMN 4. L. M.
OUR Loxrp 1s rifen from the Dead,
Our Jesus1s gone up on High;
The Pow’rs of Hell are captive led,
Dragg’d to the Portals of the Sky.

There his triumphal Chariot waits,
And Angels chaunt the {olemn Lay;
Loft up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gales,
Ye everlafiing Doors gz'vegj?f’h_:' !
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Loofe all your Bars of malfly Light,
And wide unfold th’ Etherial Scene;

He claims thefe Manfions as his Right,
Receive the Kinc of Glory in!

Who s the King of Glory, who?
The Lorp, that all his Foes o’ercame;
The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o'erthrew,
And JEsus s the Conqu'rer’s Name.

Lo! his triumphal Chariot waits,

And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay ;
Lift up your Heads, ye Heav'nly Gates,

Ye everlafting Doors grve Way!

Who 15 the Kinc of Glory, who?
The Lozrp of glorious Pow’r poffeft;

The Kine of Saints and Angels too,
Gep over Al for ever blefl!



HYMN . 105s. 329
A‘N AKE O f{lothful Spirit, roufe, awake;
. The Lorp Himfelf is ris'n; and where art thou?
The Night 1s paft; the Morn begins to break;
The Day-ftar glitters on yon Mountain’s Brow.

Renew thy Labour; and thy Work beguile
With Social Melody, with Hymns of Praile;
Thy Gracious Lorp’s at Hand, to {weeten Toil:

Th' Infpirer and the fubje& of thy Lays.

Oh! whillt we fing our Lorp’s Redeeming Love,
Let each in Life {et forth Redemption’s Pow'r:
That Tongue’s a Babler, whofe Heart fails to move:
And empty Sounds fill up the vacant Hour.

Shame brands the Palt; but while ’tis called to-day
Let all with Strength renew’d redeem the Time;
Unwearted let us walk the deflin’'d Way,

Nor famt, 1f under a more faltry Clime.
Y 2
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Jesus, our Refuge from theburning Sun.—7fz. 25. 4.
Yields the refr..,ﬂlmrr Stream and cooling Shade

To JEesus looking whillt our Race we run,
We feel his Stren gth in Weaknefs pelfe& made.

With Zion'’s Songs each other’s Hearts we chear,
T1ll all cur pamlui Pilgrimage 1s oer;

Then thall the Saviour wipe the ﬁl]mg Tear,
And Sighs and Sorrowing {hall be no more.®
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HYMN 1. 8 8 6.

ESCEND f{rom Heav'n, Celiftial Dove:*
With Flames of pure Seraphic Love
Our ravifh’'d Breafls infpire

Fountain of Joy, bleft Paracrers,

Warm our cold Hearts with Heav nly Heat,

And fet our Souls on Fire!
*  Ablts 2, 9
Y 3
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Breathe on thele Bones fo dry and dead,--Ezek. 37. 7-
Thy [weeteft Tofteft Influence thed

In all our Hearts abroad!

Point out the Place, where Grace abounds:
Direét us to the bleeding Wounds
Of our Incarnate Gonb.

Condutt, bleft Guipe, thy Sinner-Train

To Calv'ry, where the Lans was {lain;
And with us there abide!

Let us our lovd REDEEMER meet,

Weep o'er his pierced Hands and F eet,-Pﬁz. 22, 10,
And view his wounded Side!

From which pure Fountain if thou draw
Blood that thall quench the fiery Law,
And wath away our Sin,
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We'll tell the FaTsERr, 1n that Day,
(And thou fhalt witnefs what we fay)

We're clean, juft Gop, we're clean.— Fohn 15. 3.

[ Teach us for what to pray; and how!—Luke 11. 1.
And fince, Kind Gobp, ’tis only Thou
The Throne of Grace can move;
Pray Thou for us; that we thro’ Faith
May feel th” EffeCts of Jesu’s Death,
Thro’ Faith that works by Love. ]

Gal. 5. 6.

Thou with the FaTtuer and the Son

Art that myflerious THREE in ONE,-1 7ol 5. 7.
Gob bleft for evermore :

Whom, tho’ we cannot comprehend,
Feeling Thou art the Sinner’s Fricxb,
We love Thee, and adore.

Y 4
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HY MN o S. M.
OME, iloLy Seirtt, come:
Let thy bright Beams arife,
Difpel the Darknefs from our Miads :
And open all our Eyes! Luke 4. 18.

-Ails 2. 3.

Chear our defponding Hearts,
Theu teav'nly ParacreTe;
Give us to lie with hum: le Hope,

Atcur ReEveemer’s Feet!

Revive our drooping Faith;

Our Tioubts and Fears remorve:
And kindie 1in our Breafl the Flames

Ot never-dying Love!

Convince us more of Sin:

Then point to Jrsu’s Blood:
And to our wond'ring View reveal

O
Th' amazing Love of Gop!
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HYMN 3. C. M.

OME, Holy Seirit, Heav'nly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs;
Kindle a Flame of {acred Love
In thele cold Hearts of ours.

I.ook how we grovel here below,
Fond of ‘thefe carthly Toys;
Our Souls, how heavily they go,
To reach Eternal Joys!

In vain we tune our formal ‘%oncrs
In vain we firive to rife;

Hofannas languifh on our Tongues,
And our Devotion dies.

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

Our Love {o faint, fo cold to Thee,
And Thine tous fo great? °
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Come, Hovrv Sririt, Heav'nly Dove,
With all thy quick'ning Pow’rs,

Come, fhed abroad a Saviour’s Love:
And that fhall kindle ours.

HYMN 4. 78
RANTED 1s the Saviour’s Prayer,
Now defcends the COMFORTER jmme—Afls 2. 40
Brings his Sayings to our Mind:
Heavenly Teacuer of Mankind!

Come, Divine and peaceful Guefl,

Enter now our waiting Breaft;
HorLy GHosT, each Heart mfpue,
Kindle there the Golpel Iire.

Crown the agomzing Strife,
Principle, and Lorp of Life;
Life Divine in us renew,

Thou the Gift and Giver too!



Now dcfcend and fhake the Earth,
W' e usinte Second Birth;
Now thy gnick’ning Influence give,

Breatio; and thefe dry Bones fhall Jive!*®

Brood Thou o’er our Nature's Night,
Darknels kindles into Light;

Spread Thine overfhadowing Wings,
Order from Confufion {prings.

Pain and Sin, and Sorrow ceale,
Thee we tafte and all 1s Peace;
Joy Divine in Thee we prove,
Light of Truth and Fire of Love.
* Ezek, 37. 9. 10.
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HYMN 5 L. M.

RE]OICE rejoice ye fallen Race,

Che Dav of Pentecoft 1s conlelem—Afls 2.

Expect the fure defcending Grace, -
Open your Hearts to make Him Room.

Qur Jesus 1s gone up on ngh
For us the Ble{ﬁncr to reccive :
It now comes ﬁxeammg from the Sky,
The Srir1T comes and Sinners live,

Affembled here with one Accord,
Calmly we wait the promis’d Grace,

The Purchale of our dying Lorp;
Come, Howry Guost, and fill this Place!

Behold to Thee our Souls afpire,

And long the bleft Defcent to feel;
Kindle 1n each thy living Fire,

And {tamp on cvery fleart thy Seal.

Plz. 68, 18

!
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Wifdom and Strength to Thee belongs,

Sweetly within our Boloins move,
Now let us {peak with other Tongues

The new {lrange Language of thy Love.-Aéls 2. 4.

HY MN 6. 85,

OME now, dear Lorp! Thylelf reveal,
And let the Promi{e now take Place!
Be it according to thy Will,
According to thy Word of Grace!
Thy {orrowful Difciples cheer,
And fend us down the CoMFORTER,

He vifits now the troubled Brealft,
And oft relieves onr fad Complamt,

But foon we lofe the tranfient Guesr,
But foon we droop again, and faint.
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Repeat the melancholy Moan—
““ Our Joy is fled, our Comfort gone!”

Haften Him, Lorbp, 1nto each Heart,
Our {ure infeparable Guide—
O might we meet and never part!
O might He in our Hearts abide!
And keep his Houle of Praile and Pray’r,
And reft, and relgn for ever there!

Y
~ ¥



T RINTITY.

HYMN 1. C. M.

AIL Holy, Holy, Holy Lorp!
Be endlefs Praife to Thee!
Supreme, Effential OnE, ador'd

In Co-eteinal THREE,
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Enthron’d 1n everlafting State,
E'er Time 1ts Round began,
Who join’d 1n Council to create
The Dignity of Man, Gen. 1, 26, 27,

To whom [faial’s Vilion fhew’d,
The Scraphs veil their W Ings,

While Thee Jenovan, Lorp and Gonb,
Th’ Angelic Army ﬁngs.

To Thee by myftic Pow’rs on High

Were humble Praifes given,
~ When Jo/n beheld with favour'd Eye-Rev. 4, 1. &e.
Th’ Inhabitants of Heaven.

All that the Name of Creature owlns,
To Thee 1n Hymns alpire;

May we as Angels on our Thrones
Kor ever join the Choir,




Hail Holy, Holy, Holy Lorp!
Be endlefs Praife to Thee:
Supreme, effential Onk, ador’d

In co-eternal TurEE.

HYMN o,
OD of unexhaufted Grace,
Ot Everlafling Love,
O’erpower’d before thy Face
I fall, and dare not move:
What halt Thou for Sinners done,
For {o poor a Worm as me?
Thou haft given Thine only Soy,
To bring us back to Thee!
Suff 'ring, Sin-atoning Gonb,
Thy hallow’d Name I blefs;
Jesus, lavith of thy Blood,

To buy the Sinner’s Peace!
f4
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Guihing from thy facred Veins,

Let 1t now my Soul o’erflow,
Purge out all my finful Stains,
And wath me white as Snow.

Hovry GuosTt, fet to thy Seal,
The Life of Jrsus breathe,
The deep Things of Gop reveal,
Apply my Saviour’s Death:
With the Fatuzrr and the Sox,

Soon as one in Thee I am,
All my Nature fhall make known
The Glories of the Las.

Fatuer, Son and Hovry GHosT,
Thy GoprEap we adore,

Join with the triumphant Hoft
To praife Thee evermore:



Live by Heaven and Earth adord,
Turee in Ong, and ONE in THREE,
Holy, Holy, Holy Lorb,
All Glory be to Thee!

HYMN 3. L. M.
LEST be the Fatuer and his Love,
To whole Celeftial Source we owe
Rivers of endlefs Joys above,
And Streams of Cowfort here below!

Glory to Thee, Great Son of Gob!
Forth from thy wounded Body rolls

A precious Stream of vital Blood,
Pardon and Life for dying Souls.

We give the Sacred Seirir praile,
Who, in our Hearts of Sin and Woe,
Makes living Springs of Grace arife,
And 1nto boundlefs Glory flow.
Z 2
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Thus Gobp the Fatuer, Gop the Son,
And Gop the Seir1T, we adore,

That Sea of Life and Love unknown,
Without a Bottom or a Shore.

HYMN z 7s
ATHER, Sow and Hovry Guosr,

One in THREE and THrREE In ONE!
As by the Ceeleftial Hoft,
Let thy Wiil on Earth be done!
Praife by all to Thee be giv'n,
Glorious Lozp of Earth and Heav’'n!

If {o poor a Worm as I
May to thy great Glory live;
All mine Actions {anttify,
All mv Thoughts and Words receive!

Claim me for thy Service—claim
All T have, and all I am!



Take my Soul and Body’s Pow’rs,
Take my Mem’ry, Mind and Will;

All my Goods, and all mine Hours,
All I know, and all I feel ;

All T think, and fpeak, and do,

Take mine Heart—but make it new!

HY MN 6. 6 8.

‘ N [ E give immortal Praife,
To Gobp the Fatuer’s Love;

For all our Comforts here,
And better Hopes above.
He {ent his own
Eternal Son,
To die for Sins
That Man had done.

Z 3
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To Gob the Son belongs
Immortal Glory too,
Who bought us with his Blood,
From everlaﬂing Woe,
And now He lives,

And now He reigns,
And {ees the Frujt

Of all his Pains,

To Gob the Sprrit’s Name,

Immortal Worthip give ;
Whole new creating Pow’r
Makes the dead Sinner live,
His Work compleats
The great Defign,
And flls the Soul

With Joy divine.



Almighty Gop, to Thee

Be endlefs Honours done

The undivided THREE,

And the myfterious ONE'
Where Reafon fails,
With all her Pow’ Is,
There Faith prevails

And Love adores.
Z 4
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HYMN 1. L. M.

HE Crofs! the Crols! O that’s my Gain,*
Becaule on that the Lams was flain;
"Twas there my Lorp was crucified;

"I'was there my Saviour for me died.
*¥* Col. 1. 20,



What wond’rous Caufe could move thy Heatt,

Totake on Thee my Curle and Smanrt;
Well knowing that my Soul would be

So cold, fo negligent of Thee?

The Caule was Love, I fink with Shame,
Betore my facred Jesu's Name;

That Thou fhouldft bleed and flaughter’d be;
Becaufe—Dbecaule Thou lovedt me!

HYMN o L. M.

ADEN with Guilt, Sinners, arife,
And view the bleeding Sacrifice;
Each purple Drop proclaims there’s Room,

And bids the Poor and Needy come.—Luke 14.

22,
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Beneath his People’s Crimes He ftood,
Sign’d their Acquittances in Blood;
Herein Gob’s Juftice 1s appeas’d;
Sinners look up and be releas’d.

Mercy. Truth, Peace, and Righteoufnefs,*
Beam from the Reconciler’s Face:

Here look till Love diflolve your Heart,
And bid your flavith Fears depart,

Oh! quit the World’s delufive Charms,

And quickly fly to Jrsu’s Arms:

Wreltle until your Gob 1s known,

Till you can call the Lorp your own.—Gen. a2, 26.

HYMN 3. 8 8 6
O JESUS, Everlafling Gob,
Who once for Sinnersthed thy Blood
Upon Mount Calvary;

* Pla. 85, 10,



353
And finifh'd there Redemption’s Toil,
And made loft Man thy happy Spoil:

All Glory be to Thee!

Fain would I think upon thy Pain,

And find therein my Life and Gain,
And fix my Heart and Mind

Upon thy Wounds and dying Love;

Nor from that Point my Heart remove,-

There Reft and Safety find!

Content and glad I'll ever be

To have Salvation, Lorp, from Thee,
Ev'n as a Sinner poor;

I nothing have, I nothing am;

My Treafure’s in the Bleeding Lams,—Mat. 6. 21.
Both now and evermore,
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The more, through Grace, myfelf 1 know
The more content I am to bow,

And fink beneath thy Crols:
And live by Faith upon thy Blood,
Waiting on Thee for ev'ry Good,

And count my Gain but Lols.

HYMN 4 6 7.

HOU Lawms of Gop once {lain,
Think now upon thy Pain,
And before the Mercy-Seat
Let thy Merits intercede,

Plead for us thy bloody Sweat,
Pour down Bleflings on our Head.

Our Souls, with inmoft Shame,

Addrefs thy holy Name,
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Here to find Thee inly near,
Prefent to each waiting Soul!
Ev’ry drooping Sinner chear,

Breathe thy Seirit through the Whole!

Fach Hind'rance, Lorp, remove,
. UL IR S
By pouring In tn);poxe, |
Let thole bleeding Wounds of Thine
Precious to our tiea.:s appear;
With peculiar Luftre thine,

Gladden ev'ry Sinnier heve!

From thy Majeftic Throne

In Mercy, Lorp, look down;
View the Souls athirit for Thee,

Take them to thy kind Embrace;
Each adores with bended Knee,

All the Glories of thy Grace.
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HYMN 5 7 6.
AITHFUL Briptcroow, Holy Laws,
By thy Church beloved ;
Manifeft thy {iveeteft Name,
To each Heart approved.

Crown this Ordinance of Thine
~ With a folemn Bleffing;
Let our Fealt be all divine,

Each Thylelf poffelfing.——— Fokn 14. o3.

Caule that bleeding Sacrifice,
Once for Sinners given ;
To appear before cur Eyes,

Earneft of our Heaven.

We partake the Bread and Wine,
Seals of our Profeffion:

Of the inward Grace the Sign,
Symbols of thy Pailion,



We commemorate thy Death,
While we are recelving,

Feeding in our Hearts by Fauth,
With unfeign’d Thank{giving.

HYMN 6, C. M.

LAS! and did my Saviour bleed ?
And did my Sov'reicwn die?
Would He devote that {acred Head
For fuch a Wormas 17

Was 1t for Crimes that I had done
He groan’d upon the Tree?

Amazing Pity! Grace unknown!
And Love beyond Degree.
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Well might the Sun in Darknels hide,—Mat. 27. 45.

And thut his Glories 1n,
When Gob the Mighty MALER dy’ d——-—-Hcé 1, 2.

For Man his Creature’s Sin.

Thus might [ hide my blufhing Face,

While thy dear Crols ¢ qppears
Diffolve my Heart in Thankfulnefs,

And melt my Eyes to Tears.

But Drops of Grief can ne’er repay
That Debt of Love I owe;

Here, Lorp, I give myleli away, °
O help me fo to do!

HYMN 7 8s. .
NCOURAG’D by the Word of Grace,
We meet Thee at thy Table, Lornp,
O let us fee thy {miling Facem——z Cor. 4. ©.
And one reviving Look afford:



359
To us the Bread of Life be giv'n ———]Okn 6. 35.
The Bread which ¢ometh down from Heav n,

We are unworthy we confefs

One Crumb of Children’s Bread to talte;*
But cloathed 1t thy Righteoulnefs
We humbly venture to the Fealt:
Amidlt thy Sants, dear Lorp, appear,
And manifeft thy Prefence here! Mat. 18. 20

With heav'nly F'ood our Souls refrefh,
To us be knou n in breaking Bread :-Luké g4. 33.
Talling the Symbol of thy Fleth,

May we on purchas'd Mercy Feed:
Remind us how thy precious Blood _
Was fhed, to feat our Peace with Gobp.
. - * Mark 5, 28, |
Adi
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HYMN 8. L. M.

Come, Thou wounded Lams of Gop!
Come wafhas in thy cleanfing Blood;-Rev. 1. 5.

Give us to know thy Love, then Pain
Is fweet, and Life or Death is Gain.—Phil, r. 21,

"Take our poor Hearts, and let them be
For ever clos'd to all but Thee:

Seal Thou our Breafts and let us wear
That Pledge of Love for ever there.

How can it be Thou Heav'nly King,
That Thou fhouldft Man to Glory bring,

Make Slaves the Partners of thy Throne!
Deck’d with a never-fading Crown! |

O Lorbp, enlarge our {canty Thought,

To know the Wonders Thou haft wrought:
Unloofe our ftamm'ring Tongue to tell-- Ifa, 32. 4.
Thy Love immenfe, unfearchable!
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Firft-born of many Brethren, Thou,—Rom. 8, 29
To Thee both Earth and Heav'n muft bow:
Help us to Thee our All to give,.
Thine may we die, Thine may we live!
HYMN g S. M.
OT all the Blood of Beaﬁs
On Fewifh Altars {lain,

Could give the gulln Confmence, Peace,
Or wath away the Stain.

But CurisT, the Heav nly LAMB,
Takes all our Sms away:

A Sacrnifice of” noblel Name,
And richer Blood. than they.

My Faith would Idy 1S Hand—-——-—lﬁ‘v. 1; 4; T
On that dear Head of Thine; .

\While like a Penitent I ftand,

And there confefs my Sin.
Aae
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My Soul looks back to {ee, ‘
The Burden 1hou didft bear.-me1 Pei. 2. 24.
When hanging on th’ accurfed Tree;
And hopes her Guilt was there.
Believing, we rejoice .
To fee the Curle remove;e——-~Gal. 3. 13.
We blefs the Lans with chearful Voice,
And hng his bleeding Love. B

HY MN .Jo. L. M.
OME Sinners to the Golpel-Feaft,-Lute 14. 17
Jesus 1avites you for his Guell ;
O tafle the Goodnels of your Gov,

And eat his Flefh, dnd Arink his Blood —1Ifa. 6. 53

See Him Tet forth before your Eyes,——=Gal. 3. 1,
Behold the bleeding Sacrifice!

His offer’d L.ove make halte, embrace,

And fxeely now be {av'd by Grace,




Ye, who believe his Record true, 353
bhall fup with Him, and He with you,-——-Rw 9. 20,
Come to the Feaft, be {av’d from Sin ;.

For Jrsus waits to take you 1n.

HYMN 11. L, M,
ITY a helplefs Sinner, Lorp.~——Mart q. 24
Wheo would beleve thy gracious Word; -
But own my Hearé with Shame and Grief,
A Sink of Sin and Unbelief,

l.orp, In thv “lotife I read there’s room :-Luke 14+ 2.
And vent'ring hard behold 1 come.
But can there, tell mé, can there be,

Amongit thy Chi‘ldre’n Room for me ?

I eat the Bread and drink the Wine:
But oh! my Soul wants more than Sign,
I faint; unlefs I feed on Thee,

And drmk thy Blood as ﬂled for e,
Aa 3
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For Sinners, Lorp, Thou cam'llt to bleed:
And I'm a Sinner vile indeed!

Lorp, I believe thy Grace is free:

O, magnify it now in me. |

HY MN 12 78,

EARTS of Stone, relent, relent,-Ezek. 36. 26.
Break by Jesu’s Crofs fubdu’d!
See his Body mangled, rent, - -
Cover'd with a Gore of Blood!
Sinful Soul, what haft Thou done?
Murder'd Gop’s Eternal Son'!

Yes, our Sins have done the Deed,
Drove the Nails that fix Him here:

" Crown’d with Thorns his facred Head,

Pierc’d Him with a Soldier’s Spear;
Made his Soul a Sacrifice, ”
For a finful World He dies! %
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Shall T let Him die in vain?
Still to Death purfue my Gop?
Open tear his Wounds again, meem=FHe), 6. 0.
Trample on his precious Blood?
No; with all my Sins I'll part:
JEesu’s Love hath broke my Heart.—Pfa. 51. 17.

HYMN 13 » 6.
ESUS, Mafier of the Feaft,
The Feaft itfelf Thou art,

Now recetve the meaneft Gueft,

And comfort ev'ry Heart!
(ive us Living Bread to eat,- Fohn 6 25.

Manna that from Heav’'n comes down,
Fill us with immortal Meat,

And make thy Nature known'
e Aa 4
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In this barren Wildernelsae —=Pfz. 78. 19.
‘Thou haft a Table {pread.

Furniin’d out with richeft Grace,
W hate’er our Seuls can need.

Still {fuftain us by thy Love,
Still thy Servant’s Strength repair,

Till we reach the Courts above,

And feaft for ever there.

HYMN 14 C M
HAT doletul Nrghn, before his Death,
The Lanez for Sinners flain

Did almoft with his lateft Breath
This foletnn Feaft ordain.— 1 Cor. 11. 23.

To keep th Fealt. Lorp. are we met ;

And to remember Thee.
Help each poor Trembler to repeat,

For me, He died, for me!mm————=~0Gal. 2. 20,



Thy Suff’rings, Lorp each facred Sign
To vur Xemembrance brings:

We eat the Bread and drink the Wine;
But think on nobler Things.

0. tune our 'Tongues, and {etin Frame
Fach Heart that pants to Thee,

To fing, Hofanna to the Lanms,
The Lams that died for me!

HYMN 15, C M

COME, let us join our chearful Songs,
With Angels round the Throne ;
Ten thoufand thoufand are their Tongues,

But all their Joys are one.
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Worthy the Lans that dy’d, they cry,

- To be exalted thus?

Worthy the Lams, our Heartsreply,
For He was {lain for us!

Jesus 13 worthy to receive
Honour and Pow’r divine:

And Blellings more than we can give,
Be, L.orp, tor éver thine!

The whole Creation join 1n one,
To blefs the facred Name
Of Him that {its upon the Throne,
- And to adore the Laxis.

HY MN 16, S. M.
O forth Believer, go

To Calvary’s holy Mount! Luke 23. 33
See there thy Friend, between two Thieves,
Sufl'ring on thy Account,
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Fall at his Crofs’s Foot. '
And fay my Gop and [orp; FJohn 20. 28.
Here l:t me dwell, and view thofe Wounds
Which Life for me procurd!

Fix on that Face thine Fye ;
Why fhrinks thy tlemblmg Heart?
Thy great, thy manv crimfon Sins
Shame, Grief, and Fear impart.

Fear not; for this1s He
Who always loves us firfl, ]oﬁzz 4. 13
And with white Robes of nghteoufnefs
{/EE. 61. 10,

De.crns c¢’en to deck the worlit.

Or art thou at a Lofs
What thou to Him fhali fay ?
Be but fincere. and all thy Cale

Jult as 1t is duiplay.,
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That Heart our Saviour loves
Which does not firive to weave
Pretences fair to footh itfelf,
And his tharp Lyes deceive.

| HYMN 7.  7s.
LORY be to Gop on high,
Gop whofe Glory fills the Sky :
Peace on Earth to Man forgiv'n,
Man the well-belov’d of Heav'n,

CurisTt our Lorp and Gobp we own,

Curist, the FaTuer’s only Son — Fohn 1. 18.
Lame of Gonb for Sinner’s {lain;

Saviour of offending Man.

Bow Thine Ear, in Mercy bow:

Hear. the Great Atonement Thou=——1 Fohn 2. 2.
JESU! in thy Naine we pray,

Take, O take our Sins away!

Luke 2. 14
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Pow’rful Advocate with Gowp, 1 John 2. 1.
Juilify us by thy Blood;
Bow [hine Ear, in Mercy bow:
Hear, the Great Alonement Thou!

HY M N 18. Lt. M.

FATHER of Heaven! beever ador'd:
Thy Meicy we find in fending our Lorbp
To ranfom and blefs us; thy Goodnefs we praile
For fending in Jesus, Salvation by Grage.

0 Sox of his Love! who detgnedit to die,
Our Curfe to remove, our Pardon to buy;
Accept our ‘T'hankigiving, Almighty to fave,
Vho openeft Heaven to all that believe,
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O Seirit of Love, of Health, and of Pow’r!
Thy Working we prove, thy Grace we adore;
Whole inward revealing applies cur Lorp’s Blood,

At fiing and jealing us Children of GOD.-Eph. 1. 13.

HYMN 1q9. L. M.

SIN NERS, thepierc’d Rebeener {fee;

vor you He hung upon the Trez:.
Behold Him by the Eye of Faith,
For Lifc flows {weetly from his Death.
Salvation’s unexhaufted Wellimms ffa. 12. 3.
Still pours the placid Streams to heal;
Profufe the Spring inceffant flows,
Nor Meafure nor Cellation knows.

Her» may we quench our parching Thirft,
(The Fountain-head a Living Curist)

1" da. ovroud Nature's Fire within,
And calm the boift'rous Waves of Sin.
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"Tis Jesu's Grace, true Life imparts,

A Cnrdial for defponding Hearts,

A Med'cine for each Sin-fick Soul,

A balm to make the Wounded whole.— Fer. 3. 22.

Here may the wearted Spirnt reft,
Reclin’'d upon the Saviour’s Breaft;
The Mournful have each Want {upply’d
The Faint a Remedy apply’d.

For'each a Cure by JEesu’s Death,

For all that feel a quick’ning Faith;
That Gift, Thou ComrorTER Divine,
Beflow, and all we have be Thine.
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HYMN ¢0. 38 7.

HAIL Thou once defpifed Jesust—Ifa. 53. 3.
Hail Thou Galilean King,
Who didft fuffer to releafe us,
Who didft free Salvation bring:
Hail '1'hou precious precious SAVIOUR,
W ho haft borne our Sin and Shame;
By whofe Merit we find Favour,
Life is given through thy Name!

Pafchal Lans, by Gobp appointed,~—1 Cor, 5. 7
All our Sins were on Thee laid:

By Almighty Love anointed,
Thou haft full Atonement made.

Ev’ry Sin may be forgiven,
Thro’ the Virtue of thy Blood!

Open'd is the Gate of . Heaven, Mic. 2. 13.

Peace 1s made ‘twixt Man and Gonb.




~ Jesus hail} enthron'd in Glory, |

There for ever to abide, . - -
All the Heav'nly Hoﬁs adore Thee,

Seated at thy FATHER s dide:

¥

There for Sinners Thou art pleadmg,ﬂ |

““ Spare them yet another Year;”
Thou for Saints art lntercedlng,
Till in Glory they appear.

Worfhip, Honour, Pow’r and Blefling

CHRIST 1s worthy. to recetve,
Loudeft Pralfes, without cealing,
Meet it 15 tor us to give:
Help. .ye bright Angelic Spirits,
Bring your {weeteft, nobleft Lays:
Felp to fing our Jesu’s Merits,

Help to chaunt IMMANUEL S Pfﬂlfﬁl |

Bb

'
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~ HYMN 210 6 7 &
GOD of my Salyation hear,
| And help me to believe;
Simply do 1 now draw near,
Thy Blefling to recelve :
Full of Guiltalas! I am; |
Put to thy Wounds for Refuge flee:
Friend of Sinners fpotlefs L.ams,
Thy Blood was Jhed for me!

Nothing have I, Lorp, to pay,
Nor can thy Grace procure;
Empty fend me not away,
For I, Thou know'{t, am poor;
Duft and Afhes 1s my Name,
My all 1s Sin and Milery;
Friend of Sunners, fpotlefs L.a MB/
Thy Blood was fhed for mel



- Without Money, without Price, 377
I come thy Love to buy;
From mylelf I'turn my Eyes
The chief of Sinners 1.
Take, O take me as I am,
And let me lofe myfelf in Thee:
Friend of Sunners, fpotlefs Lams,

Thy Blood was fhed for me. .

HY MN 29 L. M.
H! that our flinty Hearts would melt,
While to Remembrance, Lorp, we call
Part of that Weight which Thou hait felt,
For who can compréhend it all?
Ye Sinners, while thefe Symbols dear

Prefent your fuff’ring LorD to Vlew,
Drop the foft Tribute of a Tear:

For He fhed many a Tear for you.
B b2
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. In the fad Garden, on the Wood,
His Body bruis’d, from ev’ry Part,
Pour’d on the Ground a purple Flood;
Till Sorrow broke his tender Heart.

Lorp, while we thus thow forth thy Death,
O {end thy SeiriT from above.
Help us to feed on Thee by Faith;

And figh, and fing, and mourn, and love.

HYMN 23. 8

ITYTIS done! th’ atoning Work 1s done:
Jesus, the World’s REpeEmERr, dies!
All Nature feels th’ 1mportant Groan
Loud-ecchoing thro’ Earth and Skies;
The Earth doth to her Centre quake,
And Heav’'n as Hell’s deep Gloom is black!



The Temple’s Veil is rent in twain, 379
| While Jesus meekly bows his Head;

The Rocks refent his mortal Pain;

The yawning Graves glve up their Dead.
The Bodies of the Saints arile mmemw—Mat, 27. 52,
Reviving as their SAVIOUR dies.

And fhall not we his Death partake,

In fympathetic Anguifh groan? .
O Saviour, let thy Paflions fhake

QOur Earth, and rent our Hearts of Stone:*
To {fecond Life our Souls reftore,

And wake us that we {leep no more,

HYMN 24. S. Mt
THEY pterc’d Him to the Heart.
O let me view the Wound;

And count the precious, precious Drops

That ftaip the thirfty Ground.
- * Ezek. 11. 14,
' Bb 3
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Ah! Who cou’d marr Thee thus,
That never didft oftend?

How cou’d a finful World combine
Agianft the Sinner’s Friend?

There needed not the Spear

To fhed my Saviour’s Blood:
Love would have burft his tender Heart,
Whilft Mercy pour’d the Flood.

O copious, healing Stream!
- Tho’ urg’d by hoftile Hand:

From evil {prings the Micuty Goop
That cleanfes Fudak's Land.

HYMN 25 8 7.
NOTHING but thy Blood, O Jzsus,
Can relieve us from our Smart;
Nothing elfe from Guilt releafe us,

Nothmg elle can melt the Heart.
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Law and Terrors do but harden,——=Rom. 4. 15.
_All the while they work alone;
But a Senfe of Blood- bought Pardon

Soon diffolves a Heart of Storie,

Jesus, all our Confolations
Flow from TuEE the Sov'reiecN Goob.

Love, and Faith, and Hope, and Patience,
All are purchas d by thy Blood.

From thy Fulnefls we receive them
We have N othing of our own:
Freely Thou delight'ft to give them ;

To the Needy, who have none.

Teach us, by thy patient Seirir,
How to mourn, and not defpalr
Let us, leaning on thy Mertt,

Wreltle hard Wlﬂa Gobp in Pray'r. v
' B b 4 -
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Whatloe'er Affli&tions feize us,
They fhall profit, if not pleafe:

But defend, defend us, JEsus,
From Security and Fale. emm—Amos 6. 1.

HY MN 26. S. M.
ESUS 1nvites his Saints,
To meet around his Board!

Here pardon’d Rebels fit, and hold———-Rmn B 1

Communion with their Lorp.

" For Food, He gives his Flefh: ——-}Gkn 6. 554 '
He bids us drink his Blood;

Amazing Favour! matchlels Grace!
Of our redeeming Gop; .

Let all our Pow’rs be jpin'd .
His glorious Name to ralfe,

Pleafure and Love fill ev’ry Mind,
And ev'ry Voice be Praife.

Rom. 8. 28.
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HYMN . C M |

7 E wretched, hungry, ftarving Poor,
Behold a Royal Feaft!

Where Mercy {preads her bounteous Store
For ev'ry welcome Guett. 2

See, [Esus, ftands w1th open Arms; *
He calls, He bids you come :

Guilt holds you back, and Fear alaﬁﬁs ; -
But {ee, there yet is Room.sw—eLuke 13. 28, - -

Room 1n the Saviour’s b]eedmg Heart
There Love and Pity meet;

Nor will He bid the Soul depart
That trembles at his Feet.

In Him the FATHER, reconcl'd,
Invites the Souls to come ;

The Rebel fhall be call’d a Child,
And kindly welcom’d Home.
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O come, and with his Children tafte:
The Ble{ﬁngs‘ of: his Loves _

While Hope attends the fwéet repaﬁ

Of nobler Joys above.

There, with united Heart and Vmcﬂ,
Before th’ Eternal Thrane,

Ten thoufand, thoufand Souls. _rejbl'ce_.;
In Extalies imlmgwn; -

Ten thoufand times; ten: thoufand mgre
Are welcome. fliilb to cotrie;

Ye longing Souls the Grace adore;;
Approach, there yct s Roomn:

HYMN ¢8. C. M.
HERE i1s a Fountain filfd with Blood,

Drawn from IMMANUEL"S Vems,

And Sinnets plung’d beneath that Flotd,
Loofe all their guilty Stains.



The dying Thiet rejoic d to {ee-
That Fountain 1n his Day,
And there have I, as vile as he,.

Waih'd all my Sms away.

Dear dying Lams, thy precious Blood,
Shall never lofe its Pow’r, -

'Till all the ranfom’d Church of Go D,

Be {av’'d to fin no more.

E’er fince by Faith I {aw the Streamé '
Thy flowmng Wounds fuppl}r, |

Redeeming Love has been my Theme,
And fhall be 'tlll I'die.

Then in a nobler fweeter Song,
I'll fing thy Pow'r to {ave,

When this poor lifping ﬂ;ammermg Tongup
Lies filent 1n the Graye. .

385
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Loz I believe Thou haft prepar'd
(Unworthy tho’ 1 be)

For me a Blood-bought free Reward,
A golden Harp for me.——KRev. 5. 8.

*Tis ftrung and tun’'d for endlels Years,
And form'd by Pow'r Divine,

To found in Gop the FaTHER's Ears,
No other Name but Thine.

HYMN 29  104th

THE Fountain of CHRIST———2CC. 13- 1.
Afift me to fing, *
The Blood of our PriEsT,
Our crucify’d KinG ;
Which perfettly cleanles
From Sin, and from Filth;
And richly difpenfes
Salvation and Health.



“This Fountain {o deay

He'll freely impart;
Unlock’d by the Spear,

It guth’d from his Heart,

With Blood, and with Watet,
The firft to atone,

To cleanfe us the ]attgr s
The Fountain’s but One,

I This Fountain is fuch

(As Thoufands can tell)
The Moment we touch

It's Streams, we a'ref'well,
All Waters befide them

Are full of the Curfe:
For all that have try’d them

Swell, rot, and grow- worfe, J—Mar# 5 28,



383

This Fountain, f{ick Soul,
Recovers thee quite;

Bathe here, and be wholeé;
Waih here, and be white:
Whatever Dileafes '
Or Dangers befal,

The Fountain of Jesus

Will rid thee of all..

| This Fountain from Guilt
Not only makes pure,

And gives, {foon as felt,
Infallible Cure::

But if Guilt removed
Return, and remain,
Its Pow'r may be proved

Again; and agaiii |



[ This Fountain unfeal'd
Stands open for all, .
That long to be heal'd, . |, ..
The great and thefmall; I,
Here’s Strength tor: the \Weakly, . -
‘That hither are Jed; ;. CTI S
Here’s Healthforithe Sickly.: .
Her e’s Life fOT mz-ﬂl&adgﬂ

This Fountain, the’ rich, +* «
' From' Charge is-quiteclear; @ |
“The poorertheWieteh - -,
The welcomer here, . i~ |
Come needy, come guilty, . ...
Come loathfome and-bape; - ;. .
You can’t come too hlthy e 17080 4. 7,
Come juft as you are, , |

-
|
- -

-
- -l .

839
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This Fountain in vain
Has never been tryd

It takes out all ftain

Whenever apply 'd...
The Water flows fweet]y

With Virtue divine, .
"To cleanfe Sitls cornpletely,
Tho’ leprous as mine.:

"HYMN go.. ‘L. M.
HAT Heav’ nly Max; or Lovely Gob,
Comes marching downward from the Skies,
Array’d in Garments roll d in Blood,
Wxth Joy and Plty in his Eyes?

The Logp! the Saviour! yes ‘tis He,
I know Him: by the Smiles He wears;

Dear Glorious MAN that dy’d for me,
Drench’d deepin Agonies and Tears.



Lo! He reveals his fhining Breaft,
I own thole Wounds, and I adore;-
Lo! He prepares a Royal Fealt,
Sweet Fruit of the fharp Pangs He bore}

Whence flow thefe Favours fo divine!
Lorp! why o lavifh of thy Blood ?

Why for {uch earthly Souls as mine, .
This Heav’ nly Fleth, this {acred Food ?

*Twas his own Love that made Him bleed,
That nail’'d Him to the curfled Tree :

’Twas his own Love this Table foread
For [uch unworthy Worms as we,

Then let us tafte the SHAVIQU R's Love,
Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lorp:

With glad Conlent our Lips fhall move
And {weet' Hofannas crown the Board,

Cce

g31
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HYMN 31, 8 8 6.
ESUS, Thou lovely bleeding Lawmz,

Who underwent our Grief and Shame,
To fave our Souls from Hell;
While here we fit around thy Board,
Thy Pain, and Suff’'rings to record,
Thy Praife aloud we'll tell,

We'll fhout and fing thy lovely Name,
Loud Hal!elzgms to the LA MB,

We'll fing thy Sev'reign Grace
Why didft Thou leave thy Throne above
To come and bleed to Death for Love,
To fave our guilty Race.

O matchlefs Grace! O boundlefs Love!
Help us ye glorious Hofts above,
To {cund his Praife abroad;



. 303
Hofanna, blefled be his Name,

He fought and bled and overcame
And bought our Peace with Gonp.

Thus will we crown-thy Feaft with Songs,
And join with Heav'n's triumphant Throngs -
To ing thy bleeding- Heart:
Let ev'ry < " Soul that mourmng came
Break forth, and loud with i1s proclaim
Thy Love before we part. L

Thus firengthen’d in our Heav’ nly Road
We'll travel to the Mount of GOD,
To join in Gabriel’s Song; -
There while we banquet on thy Lov
Our Songs fhall fill the Otbs above, "
’Mong the Seraphic Thrcfh ‘ "

Cczh
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HYMN 32. &8s

EHOLD the Lams immaculate,

With Thoughts of Love and Tendernefs,
He came and left Heav'n’s glorious State

Into this howling Wildernets;
He could not reft in Heav'n and fee
Us doom'd to endlefls Mifery.

While wand'ring thro’ this Vale of Tears,
He mourned like a Turtle Dove;
He {pent his three and thirty Years
In Sorrow, and then dy’d for Love:—Rom. 5. 8,
For Love to fuch poor Worms as me,
Sure this was Love beyond Degree.

‘Why, O my Kind REpEemER, why
Why didft Thou love my Soul fo well ?
That Thou wouldft bleed and groan and die

To fave my Soulfrom gnawing Hell ?




This is the dazzling \/Iyﬁery,
At which I'll gaze eternally

Come all ye weary, wand'ring SOD.IS
Who long for cooling Streams of Bhfs,
No Sileam or Bethefda’s Pools: .-
Are like the Streams of Paradife;
In our fweet Saviour’s wounded Side,
A précious Foufitain’s open’d wide.

Jesus Thou bleeding PrixcE of Love.
Our longmg Souls to Thee draw near;

If now o'er us thy Bowels move,

Our fainting Souls with Cordials cheer;"

With Shouts of Praife we'll then pmclalm,

Loud Hallelwjahs to the Lams,

Cc3
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HY MN 33. os

H! how glorious is that Myftery,
Into which the Angels look and pry!
Who can tell the Heighth and Depth
Know the utmoft Length and Breadth,
Of that Love which forc’d the Lams to die?

We are Learners 1n the School of Grace;
Feeling fomething of the Blood-bought Peace;
Though °t1s little that we know
Of the Saviour here below,
Yet we {oon fhall {ee Him Face to Face,

Oh! what Raptures then fhall fill each Tongue,
When our Hearts with Gladnefs join in one,
To fing Glory to the Name
Of -the worthy flaughter’d Lams;
And his Grace with Thankfulnefs to own!
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Then the Saviour thall Himfelf difplay, |

And his Perfon thall fuch Pow’r convey,
That our poor Souls mult leave their Drofs,
Purg’d by Virtue of his Crofs,

And {pring forth into eternal Day.

HYMN 34. L. M.

3 W AS on that dark, that doleful Night,
When Pow’rs of Earth and Hell arofe
Againft the Son of Gon’s Delight,
And Friends betray’d Him to his Foes:

Before the mournful Scene began,

He took the Bread, and blefs’d, and brake:
What Love thro” all his A¢tions ran!

What wond’rous Words of Grace He fpake!

Cc a
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This is my Body brokefor 8in,
Receive and eat the living Food:
Then took the Cup, and blels’d the: Wine ;
"T1s the new Cov'nant in. my Blood.
¢ Do this, (He cry’d) ’till Time 1hall end,
“ In Mem’ry of your dying FriEnD ;.
¢ Meet at my Table and record
 The Love of your departed Loxrbp.

JEsus, thy Fealt we celebrate,
We fhew thy Death. we fing thy Name,
"Till Thou return, and we fhall eat .
The Marriage-Supper of the Lams.

HY MN gs. C. M.
ORD how divine thy Comforts are !
How fleav'nly 15 the Place
Where Jesus fpreads the facred Feaft
Of his Redeeming Grace!



There the rich Bounties of ourGon‘,
And {weeteft Glories thine;

There Jesus fays, “That I am his,
“ And my BELovED’s mine.”

“ Here (fays the kind Redeeming Lorbp,
“ And thews his wounded Side)

““ See here the Spring of all your Joys,
“ That open’d when I dy’d!”

What fhall we pay our Heav’nly Kino
For Grace {o vaft as this?

I:e brings our Pardon to our Eyes,
And {eals it with a Kifs.

To Him that wafh’d us in his Blood
Be everlafting Praife,

Salvation, Honour, Glory, Pow'r,
Eternal as his Days.

399
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HYMN 36, L. M.

T thy Command, our Deareft Lorbp,

Here we attend thy dying Fealt ;

Thy Blood, like Wine, adorns thy Board,
And thy own Flefh feeds every Guett.

Our Faith adores thy bleeding Love
And truils for Life in one that dy’d;
We hope for Heav'nly Crowns above,

From a RepreMER crucify’d.

Let the vain World pronounce it Shame,
And fling their Scandals on the Caufe;

We come to boaft our Savior’s Name,
And make our Triumphs in his Crofs.

With Joy we tell the {coffing Age
He that was dead has left the Tomb,
He lives above their utmoft Rage,

And we are waiting till He come.




HYMN 37. . 8n

404

EXPECTA\TT at. Bethefila lieammw John 5 2.

The Lame, the Wither'd and l:he Blind,

Thefe Sons of Pain and Mifery

Wait the propitious Hour. to find,
When the kind Angel from above
Shall the Health-giving Water move.

Thofe Sons of Mifery and Woe =+ - 1o

In us, Ogracious Saviour, lee,
Halting, nor have we Strength to go

In im@t Conformlty to Thee,
Sightlefs, in vain our Eye-balls roll,
And all Infirmity, the Soul. |

Yes, ‘tis our better Part that lies
Expos’d to all thele mortal Ills,
The Soul, th’immortal Spirit dies,

And Tophet’s ceafelefs Torments feels, |
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Unlefs a fov’reign Balm we know,
And Life from bleft Bethefda flow.

Here, Lorp, we wait, now move the Wave
The true Bethefda; let us prove
Prefent a mighty Pow’r to {ave,

The Force of Jesu’s dying, Love;
Nowlet us bathe in Mercy's dea '

And find our Health, Life, All from Thee.

| HYMN 38  S. M.

Y Savior, Thon didft thed

Thy precious Blood for me ;

O dwell within my worthlels Heart,
And let me live'to Thee.

Thou calleft me, O Loxrbp,

To come to Thee and live:
I therefore come with all my Sins,
I know Thou canft forgive,




My Lorp and Saviour-dear!
I long to fec thy Face;

E‘;d i

To know Thee more and mor'é'by I ai;h,. |

And daily grow in Grace,
And when this Life is oer,
O may I dwell with Thee,

Still worthipping the bleffed Lawms,
Who liv'd and dy’d for me,

HYMN 30 S. M.
Patient, fpotlefs Lams, '

My Heart in Patience keep,
To bear the Crofs fo ealy made, -

By wounding Thee fo deep.
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Bring me, my SH EPHERD, ‘Where.
Thy choiceft Flocks abide. ©* *

From wand'ting fave my foolifh Heart,"-
And keep it near thy Side. * - -

My Frienp Thou haft enough .
My Mifery to reheve: . -

Tho' Sin and Guilt opprefs meforc, '
The Balm is Thine tagive.

Do Thou, my All, unite
My Heart fo firm ta Thee,, .
That ev'ry where, and at all Times

Thy Love my All may be
HYMN 4o. -8 8 6.
HE Lorp hath fworn, and cannot lye,
With Corn and Wine He will fupply

His Chofen 1n their Need;



The Pafchal Laus is thejy Repall,

A Stranger thereof cannot tafte,
Nor on the Manna feed.

Renew’d in Strength, we never tire,

But ftill his boundlefs Love admire,
And his Example trace:

The Gofpel-Lamp fhall Light us on,

Until our Warfare here be done,

And finifh’d by his Grace,

My Joy by Day and Night!
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Hungry and thirfty after Thee,
May I be found each Hour;

Humble in Heart, and bappy kept
By Thine Almighty Pow'r!

Oh! may I never once forget
What 2 poor Worm I am;

From Death and Hell redeem’d by Blood,
The Blood of Gop’s dear Lams!

May thy Bleft Srir1iT, 1In my Heart,
Moft {weetly fhed abroad
The Love of my Incarnate Gop,

Who bought me with his Blood!
The Myftery of Redeeming Lave

Be ever dear to mel

And may the Flefh and Blood of Curist
My daily Manna be!
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HYMN 4o C. M.

OME Hovy Guost, Thine Inﬂuence ﬂled
And realize the Slgn
Thy Life infufe into the Bread,
Thy Pow’r mto the Wine,

7 :
f _ a
ik ‘ > )

Effetual let the Tokens prove,
And made by Heav nly Art

1t Channels to convey thy Love
To each believing Heart,

HYMN 43 C M . -

- HIS was Compaﬂi&n like fi'Go}ﬁ: *‘ €y
That when the Savior knew AR T

The Price of Pardon was his Bleod,
His Pity ne’er withdrew! ¢ L s

D d
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He funk bencath our heavy Woes,
To raife us to his Throne:

There’s not a Gift his Hand beftows
But coft his Heart a Groan.

Now tho’ He reigns exalted high,
His Loveis {till as great:

Well He remembers Calvary,
Nor will his Saints forget.

Here we receive repeated Seals
Of ]LSU s dying Love:

Hmd is the Wretch that never feels
“One {oft AffeCiton move.

Here let our Hearts begin to melt,
While we his Death record;
And with our Joy for pardon’d Guilt,—Rom. 5. 2.

Mourn that we pierc'd the Lorp.



HYMN 44 C. M 499
Y blefled Savior, 1s thy Love
So great, {o full, {o free?
Oh let me give my Love, my Heart,

My Life, my All to Thee!

I love Thee tor that glorious Worth
In thy Great Self I {ee:

I love Thee for that thameful Crofs.
Thou haft endur’'d for me.

No Man of greater Love can boaft
Than for his Fr1EnD to die:

But for thy Foes, Lorp, Thou waft {flain;
What Love with Thine can vie ?

Tho 1n the very Form of Gop,=—— 0/, 2, q.
With Heav’nly Glory crown’d,

Thou wouldil partake of Human Fiﬂfh

Belet with Troubles round.
Dd o~

Rom. 5. 8.
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Like Thee in Faith, in Meeknels, Love,

In every beauteous Grace ;
From Glm y into Glory chang d,
May we behold thy Face!

Thy Friends the excellent on Earth,— fofn 15. 15.
Shall be my chief Delight :

And when alone, 1'll make thy Law
My Study Day and Night.

Where Thou doft pitch thy Tent, and where
Thy Honour deigns to dwell,

Let me fix mine, and there refide,
Thy wond’rous Love to tell.

HYMN 45 L. M.

WHF N I furvey the wond’rous Crofs

On which the Prixnce of Glory dy’d,
My richeft Gain I count but Lofs,——Phil. 3. 8.
- And pour Contempton all my Pride.

2 Cor. 3. 18,




{11
Forbid it, Lorp, that I fhould boaft —Gal. 6. 1

Save in the Death of Curist my Gobp:
All the vain Things that charm me motft,
I {acrifice them to his Blood.

See from his Head, his Hands and Feet,
Sorrow and Love flow mingled down!

Did e'er fuch Love and Sorrow meet,
Or Thorns compole {o rich a Crown?

Were the whole Realm of Nature mine,
That were a Prefent far too {mall;

Love fo amazing, {o divine, Rom. 12, 1.
Demands my Soul, my Life my All.

HY MN 46. C. M.
‘ N THAT Objelt’s this that meets my Eyes

From out Ferusiem’'s Gate:
Which fills my Mmd with fuch Surpnze,
As Wonders to create.
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What can it be that groans beneath

- A pond’rous Crofs of Wood;

Whofe Soul’s o’erwhelm’d in Pains of Death,
And Body’s bath’d 1n Blood?

Is this the Maw, can this be He?
The Prophets have foretold,
Should with I'ranfgreflors number'd be,

And for their Crimes be fold ?

Yes, now I know 't1s He, ’'t1s He,
E'en Jesus, Gop’s Dear Sox ;
Wrapt 1n Mortality to die
For Crimes that I had done.

O! blefled Sight, O! lovely Form,
To finful Souls like me!

I'll creep befide Him as a Worm
And {ee Him die for me.

Ifa. 53. 12.
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I’ll hear his Groans and view his Wounds
Until with happy Fohn,
I on his Breaft a Place have found

Sweetly to lean upon.——m —— 7ohn 13, 23.

HY MN y47. <s.
ESUS, we claim Thee for our own:

Our Kinfman, near ally’d in Blood:
Fleth of our Fleth, Bone of our Bone,
The Sox of Man, the So~ of Gop:—Epk. 5. 30.
And lo! we lay us at thy Feet,
Our Sentence from thy Mouth to meet.

Partaker of my Flefh below,

To Thee, O Jesus, 1 apply;
Thou wilt thy poor Relations know,

Thou never can’lt Thylelf deny,—2 Tim. 2. 13,
Exclude me from thy guardian Care,

Or {light a finful Beggar's Pray’r!
Ddas
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Thee, Saviour, in my greateft Need,
Itrutmy g areateflt FRIEND to prove:

Now o’er thy meaneﬂ: Servant {pread,
The Skirt of thy Redeeming Love.—ZEz. 16. 8,

Under thy Wings protecting take,

And fave me for thy Mercies Sake.

Haft Thou not undertook my Caule,

Lorp over all, to Worms ally'd?
Anfwer me from that bleeding Crofs,

Demand thy dearly ranfom’d-Bride:--Rev. 21. q.
And let my Soul betroth’d to Thee, Hof. 2. 20,
Thine, wholly Thine for ever be!

HYMN 48 8 1.
WEET the Moments rich in Blefling
Which before the Crofs I {pend;
Life and Health, and Peace poflefling
From the Sinner’s dying Fr1END,
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Here I'll fit for ever viewing
Mercy’s Streams in Streams of Blood;
Precious Drops my Soul bedewing
Plead and claim my Peace with Gob.

Truly bleffed 1s this Station

Low before his Crofs to lie;
While I fee divine Compathon

Floating in his languid Eye,
Here it 1s I find my Heaven,

While upon the Lams I gaze;
Love I much ? I've much forgiven,

I'm a Miracle of Grace. —meemeem—Luke 7. 47

Love and Grief my Heart dividing,
With my Tears his Feet I'll bathe:
Confitant {till in Faith abiding,

Life deriving from his Death.
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May I fill enjoy this Feeling,
In all Needto JEsus go;

Prove his Wounds each Day more healing,
And Himfelf more deeply know!

HYMN 49 8s.

AIL Jesus hail, our Great Hicn Priest,
Enter'd into thy Glorious Reit,
That holy, bhifstul Place above :
The Canqueft Thou haft more than eain’d,
The Heav'nly Happinefs obtain’d,
For all that truft thy dying Love.

The Blood of Goats and Bullocks {lain

- Could never purge our guilty Stain,
Could never for our Sins atone:
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But Thou Thine own moft precious Blood

Has {pilt to quench the Wrath of Gonb,
Has fav'd us by thy Blood alone.

That we the Promile might receive,
Might {oon with Thee in Glory live,
Thou ftand’t before thy Fatuzr now !
For us Thou doft in Heaven appear,
Our Surety, Head, and Harbinger,
Our Saviour to the utmoft Thou,

Not without Blood—Thou pray’ft above;
The Marks of thy expiring Love
Gob on thy Hands engraven {ees!
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He hears thy Blood for. Mercy cry,
And fends his Seirit from the Sky,
And feals our Everlafting Peace.

Thankful we now the Earnelt take,
The Pledge Thou wilt at laft come back
And openly thy Servants own;
To us, who long to {ee Thee here,
Thou fhalt a {econd Time appear,
And bear us to thy Glorious Throne.

HYMN 5. C. M

WAIT the Vifits of thy Grace,
My Savior and my God ;

O come, and fhow thy fmiling Face,
And wafh me 1n thy Blood.



Oh! whither canI go, to get
A Pardon for my Sin?

But only to my Saviour’s Feet,
And wait and call on Him.

Oh! that I could but once, by Faith,
Behold Him on the Tree;

And fee Him languith there to Death,
And fhed his Blood for me.

Oh! that I might but once be found,
In that bleft Wedding-Drefs;

Which in my Ears doth often found,
His Blood and Righteoufnefs!

'Tis this alone can give me Eafe,
And heal my wounded Heart;
My Saviour's Blood and Righteoulnefs,

His Sufferings and Smart,

419
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HYMN r1. L. M

ESU, thy Blood and Righteoufnels—Ifz. 61. 10,
My Beauty are, my glorious Drefs;
'Midft flaming Worlds, 1n thele array'd,
With Joy fhall I lift up my Head.
When from the Dufl of Earth I rife
To claim my Manfion 1n the Skies;
Ev'n then fhall this be all my Plea,
« Tesus hath liv'd, hath dy’d for me.”

Bold fhall I ftand 1n that great Day,

For who cught to my Charge fhall lay ?-Rom. 8. 33.
Fully thro’ Thee abfolv’d I am,

From Sin antl Fear, from Guilt and Shame,

Thus Abralam the Friend of Gop,
Thus all the Armies bought with Blood,
Saviour of Sinners Thee proclaim,
Sinners, of whom the Chief I am,



This fpotlefs Robe the fame appears,
When ruin’d Nature finks in Years,
No Age can change its glorious Hug,
The Grace of Curist is ever new.

O let the Dead now hear thy Voice,
Now bid thy banifh’d ones rejoice !
Their Beauty this, their glorious Drels,
JEsus the Lorp our Righieoufnefs!

421



FUNERAL HYMNS.
HYMN 1. G M

AKED as from the Earth we came
And crept to Life at firft,
We to the Earth return again,
And mingle with our Dult.

The dear Delights we here enjoy
And fondly call our own,

Are but fhort Favors borrow’d now,
To be repaid anon.



"Tis Gop that lifts our Comforts high
Or finks them to the Grave;. . .-

He gives, and (blefled be his Name ')
He takes but what He gave.

Peace all our angry Paflions then,
Lei each rebellious Sigh

Be {ileng at his Sov'reign Will,
And ev'ry Murmur die.

If {miling Mercy crown our Liv es,
Its Praifes thall be {pread,
And we'll adore the ]u{hce t00

That ftrikes our Comforts dead

HYMN o S. M.

HE Spirits of the Jult,
Confin’d 1n Bodies, groan;

Till Death configns the Corple to Dult,

And then the Confli€t’s done,
I e

423
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Jesus, who came to fave,
The Lama for Sinners 1lain,
Perfum’d the Chambers of the Grave;
And made ev’'n Death our Gain,

Why fear we then to truft
The Place where Jesus lay ?

In Quiet refts our Brother’s Duft
And thus it feems to fay :

‘““ Forbear, my Friends, to weep ;
¢ Since Death has loft 1ts Sting :
““ Thole Chriftians, thatin JEesus ﬂeep,*
““ Qur Gop will Wll:h Him bring. ”

HYMN 3. 8s
TRANGERS and Sojourners below,
We travel through this Wlldemefs $
Seeking the promis’d Reft to know

In CHRIST the Fountain of true Blifs;



We {eek a Place beyond the Skies,
An evetlafting Paradife,

In this Purfuit we ftand in Need
Of daily frefh Supplies of Grace,
Our Souls with Manna Crrist mull feed,
While we his leading Footfteps trace:
So fhall each Pilgrim gladly move——Hel. 11. 13,
Onward unto his Home above.

No earthly Blils 1s worth our Stay,
Or Struggle for another Breath ;
Thefe Comforts vanith and decay,
And yield no folid Joy in Death:
While others vain Delights purfue, *.
We tafte Gop’s Love for ever new, —--Ram. 5 5,

Ee 2
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His Crofs inflicts the deadly Blow,
And crucifies each rebel Sin';
Peace, Love, and Joy, hence richly flow,
And caufe {weet Melody within :
Dependent on the Gobp of Pow'r,
We glory in a tuft ring Hour.

The new Ferufalem appears,
Her Citizens refplendent fhise,
For Gop hath wip'd away her Tears,
And fill'd them with the Life Divine:
With them we fhall his Glory {ee,

And prai[e Him thro” Eternity.

HYMN 4. C. M.
HY do we mourn departing Friends,
_ Or thake at Death’s Alarms ?
'Tis but the Voice that Jesus fends
To call them to his Arms.

Rev. 7+ 0.




Are we not tending upwards too,
As faft as Time can move?
Why fhould we wifh the Hours more {low

That keep us from our Love?

Why {hould we tremble to convey
Thelr Bodies to the Tomb?

There the dear Fleth of Jrsus lay, n
And left a fweet Perfume!

The Grave of all his Saints He bleft,
And {often’d every Bed; -

Where {hould the dying Members reft,
But with their dying Heanp.

Thence He arole, aicending high,
And fthew'd our Feet the Way;

Up to the Lorp our Fleih ihall ﬂy
At the great rifing Day.

Eeg

’ \
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HYMN 5. C. M.
REAT Gop, I own thy Sentence Juft,
And Nature muft decay; ,
I yield my Body to the Dult,
To dwell with fellow Clay. .
Vet Faith may triumph o'er the Grave,
And trample on the Tombs ;

My JEsus, my REpEEMER lives,
My Gobp, my SAVIOUR COmMeES. -

The Mighty Conqu ror {hall appear
- Highona royal Seat ;
And Death the laft of all his Foes,

Lie vanqui{h’d at his Feet.

Tho’ greedy Worms devour my Skin
And gnaw my wafting Flefh;

When Gop fhail build my Bones agalfy
He cloathes them all afrefh.
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Then fhall I fee thy lovely Face o
With ftrong immortal Eyes,

And feaft upon thy unknown Grace
With Pleafure and Surprize,

EE4‘
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MORNING HYMNS.

HYMN 1. SM.

TO Thee my Lorp I give
Myfelt tlm Day anew.

As thy own Ranfom dearly bought,
Thy Spoil and Purchafe due;-

That with me Thou may’ft do
What's pleafing in thy Sight ;

And from me take whate’er Thou wilt,
Whate'er Thou {ee’ft not nght,



How very weak I am,
My Saviour well canfee :

Ah! how exceediug fhort is Man’

Of Glory and of Thee! .

Compaflionate Hicu-Priest,

To Thee I muft appeal ;
My numberlefs Infirmities
O kindly hafte to heal.

It 15 his daily Care '

His helplefs Sheep to feed ;
To purify their fpotted Souls,

And tend and gently lead :
This makes me firmly truft

Thou’lt lead me farther fil] ¢ |
And guard me fafe throughout the W

That leads to Sion’s Hill,

431
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Thou haft me, Sinner, poor,
Snatch’d to thy Heart in Hafte,
With tend’reft Mercy fetch’d me Home,
- And grav’d me on thy Breaft.
My Bufinefs then is this,

O may 1 it fulfil!
Thee to exalt with all my Strength,

And eye Thee only {till.

HYMN oe. 8 6 6.

RISE my Soul, adore thy MAKER,
Angels praile, jon thy Lays,
With them be Partaker.
Sov'reign Lorp of ev'ry Spirit,
In thy Light lead me right,
Through my Saviour’s Merit,
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Thou this Night waft my Proleflor,—Pfa. 3. 5,
With me ftay all the Day,

Ever my Direélor.

Holy, Holy, Holy, Giver mm——
Of all Good, Life and Food,

Reign ador’d for ever!

Glory, Honour, Thanks, and Bl*efﬁng,
ONE in THREE, give we Thee,

Never, never, ceafing.

HYMN 3¢ 8 8 6.
H! how delightful tis to fee, -

Great Numbers walk in Company,
And throng the Temple’s Gate!

To {ee the Holy Tribes appeat,

To {ee the prous Race draw near
Upon the Lorp to wait,

Ifa. 6. 3.
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Bleft are the Souls who find their Place

Among the Saints the Sons of Grace;
Praife their glad Tougues employ:

Their Gop doth feed the hungry Poor

With Bread, and makes their Cup run o'er,
And fills their Heart with Joy.

Among them, Lorbp, I love t’ appear -

And humbly worfhip at thy Feet
And bow with facred Joy:

For in thy Houfe, one Day has been,

Better than Thoufands fpent in Sin,
"Tis {fuch divine Employ.

"Tis {weet, tho’ I unworthy be
To meet among thy Saints and Thee,
Yet let me tho’ with Shame,



Prefume to mingle my Complaints

With the Diftrefles of thy Saints,
Thou Dear Long-fuit'ring Lams.

Now fill the hungry Souls with Food

Now fatisfy their Mouths with Good;

And grant a Crumb to me.

For this I'd fay, if loft I were,

I lov’d the Place and People where
Thy Dwelling us’d to be,

But Oh rﬁy Gop, blefs me alfo

For Oh! with them I long to go;
Give me the meaneft Place:

And here I'll wait and worfhip {till
Below them all on Sion’s Hill
I bow before thy Iace.
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HY MN 4. L. M.
HANKS to thy Name, O Lorp that we
One glorious Sabbath more behold;
Dear Shepherd let us meet with Thee
Among thy Sheep in this thy Fold.

Now, Lorp among thy Tribes appear,
And let thy Prefence fill the Throng;
Thy awful Voice let Stnners hear,
And bid the feeble Heart be ftrong.

Gather the Lambs into Thine Arms
And fatisty their ev'ry Want,

And thole with Young defend from Harms,
And gently lead them leaft they faint.

Put forth thy Shepherd’'s Crook and flay

Thy wand'ving Sheep and bring them back,
Oh! bring the wand'ring Home to Day

And fave them for thy Mercy’s Sake,



Let ev'ry Soul before Thee here
Thro’ Thee the Door now enter 1n,
Find Pafture with our Saviour Dear,
Sav’d from the Guilt and Pow’r of Sin,

Dear tender-hearted Shepherd look

And let our Wants thy Bowels move;
And kindly lead thy little Flock,

To the {weet Paftures of thy Love.

There fweetly feed our hungry Souls
In flow’ry Fields near the fweet Stream,
Where living Water gently rolls
Towards the NEw [ERUSALEM.
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EVENING 'HYMNS.

HYMN 1. 8 6 6.
ERE [ {leep, for ev'ry Favour
This Day thew’d by mmy Gonb,
I will blefs my Saviour. -

O my Lorp, what fhall T render
To thy Name, {lill the fame,
(iracious, good, and tender!

Leave me not, butever love me:
Let thy Peace be my Blifs,
Till Thou hence remove me.
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Vifit me mth thy Sa]ﬂatwn- Pfa. 106, 4{ "
Let th}' Care now be,near, Uieres e
Round my Habitation. 3

Thou, my Rock, my Guafd my waer * if_f"-
Safely keep Whll& 38 ﬂée’P, Sy
Me with all:thy Power.

So, whene'er in Deathi'I ﬂumB’e’E e
Let me rife with the Wi i iy .Ddﬂ. 18,8,
Counted in their Number!

HY MN .. 8.8 6,
O farther go To-night, but ftay,
Dear Saviour, till the Break of Day:
Turn in, Dear Lorp, with mes
And in the Morning when I wake,
Me in Thine Arms, my JEsus, take,

And I'll go on with Thee. |
* Pla, 18, 1. ¥Ff
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HYMN 3. 6 7 8.

IWILL lay me down to ﬂeep ymneee P, 2. B,
And fafely take my. Reft;
Me commend to JEsu’s Grace,
And as-upon his Brealt,
So, if Jesus pleale, I'll fleep,
While He vouchfafes to be my Guard:
O, my Shepherd! love and keep, -
And be my great Reward!

’:%

@)
e
W

17



HYMN 1. S. M.

OSANNA to the Son
Of David and of Gob!
Who brought the News of Pardon down,
And bought it with his Blood.

To Curist, th' anointed King,
Be endlefs Bleflings givin!

Let the whole Earth his Glory fing,
Who made our Peace with Heav'n,

F f2
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~ Then let our Songs abound,
And ev'ry Tear bedry;

We're marching thro’ Inmanver’s Ground,
To fairer Worlds on high.

HYMN e, L. M.

ONG did [ {eek with troubled Mind,
A thoufand Ways, the Lorb to find;
At length I came to Calvary,
And found Him blceding there for me.

O precious Blood! O Blood divine!
Which, by Gon’s Gift, 1sfreely mine!
By Faith receiv’d, O joyful Day!

It took my Guilt-and Fears away.



HYMN 3 C M.

GREAT REDEEMER of Mankmd
We praife thy holy ’\Tame
Thy. tender Care while Life {hall 1aft,
We'll to the World proclaim, -

To Heav'n we raile a longing Thought,
And want thy Face to fee:

To quit this Tenemeht of Clay,
And dwell, Dear Lorb; with Thée.

HYMN 1 C: M.
ESUS, knit all our Hedrts to Theg
And join us all in one;
And 1n our Meetings every where

Be Thou our Aim alone;
Ff3
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Reign Thou {ole MonarcH of our Hearts,
Without a Rival reign; |

Till we with Angels join above,
To praife the Lams once flain,

HYMN 5 C. M.

HE Gob of Mercy be ador'd,
- Who calls our Souls from Death;
Who faves by his redeeming Word,

And new-creating Breath.

To praife the FaTusr and the Son,
And Seirir, all divine,

The OnEein Turek, and TurEE In ONE,
Let Saints and Angels join.
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HY MN 6. S, M. -

OT with our mortal Eyes
Have we beheld the Lorp,

Yet we rejoice to hear his Name,
And love Him 1n his Word.

On Earth we want the Sight
Of our REpeeMER"s Face,

Yet, Lorp, ourinmoft Thoughts delight,
To dwell upon thy Grace.

And when we tafte thy Love,
Our Joys divinely grow

Unfpeakable, like thofe above,
And Heav'n begins below.

Ffa
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HYMN 7. C. M.

FIRM as the Earth thy Gofpel ftands,
My Lorp, my Hope, my’ Truﬁ
If Iam foundin JESU S Hands,

My Soul can ne’er-be loﬁ

His Honour 1s engag’d to fave
The meaneit of his bheep,

All that his Heav'nly FATHER gav
His Hands iecurely keep ‘

Nor Death nor Hell fhall €’er remm e,
His Fav'rites from s Breaft; i
In the dear Bofom of his Love
They muft for ever reft. |
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HYMN 8 C M.

UR Gop, how firm his Promiife ftands!
| Ev'n when he hides his Face;” - = - ¢
He trufts in our REpeEemer’s :Hands ©.0 ¢
His Glory, and hls Grace’ S
Then, Why, my Soul thefc fad Complalnts ;
Since Curist and thou art one? - L
Thy Gob 1s faithful to his Samts ~
Is faithfal to his Soxn. -

Beneath his Smiles my Heart has liv'd,
And part of Heav'n pofieft;

I praife his Name for Grace teceiv’d,
And truft Him for the refl.
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HYMN 9. L M
ESU! my Saviour, in thy Face

The Effence lives of ev’ry Grace:
All Things befide which charm the Sight

Are Shadows tip’t with Glow-Worm Light.

Thy Beauty Lorb th’ enraptur'd Eye
Which fully views it firft muft die; -
Then let me die through Death to know
That Joy I {eek in vain below!
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DISMISSIONS.

HYMN 1. 10 4th.

F Jesus is yours
You have a true Friend,
His Goodnefs endures
The fame to the End.
Your Tempers may vary,
Your Comforts'decline,
You cannot mifcarry,

Your Aid is Divine,
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L HYMN 2. I.. M.

Y ESUS, Thou Flower of Paradife,
J Thy Love did ne'er its equal meet;

Teach me thy Lovelinels to prize,
Thou fpotlefs Fair, Thou Heav'nly Sweet!

With fweet Delight, Oh! let me trace
The Wonders of Redeeming Live:
Till I behold my Saviour’s Face
On Zwon's happy Mount above.

HYMN 3. L M.
OW long, O Lorbp,: how long fhall 1
- At fuch a Diftancé from Thee lie?
Oh bring me nigh, by ]ssu’s Blood,
And let me praife a pard'ming Gob.



HYMN 4. 886!

HAT ails this wretched Heart of Stone
That will not let me make my Moan
For Sin, nor love my Gon!
Come, Logrp, this ftupid Frame remove
And fill me with thy Heav’'nly Love,
And walh me 1n thy Blood.

HYMN 5 C M.

IV ev'ry Trouble tharp and ftrong,
frue Faith to ]ESUG flies,

Its Anchor-hold 1s firm 1n Him,
When {wellipg Billows rife.

His Comforts bear our Spirits up
We'd truft a faithful Gop -
The fure Foundation of our Hope,

IsmaSaviour’s Blood.
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Loud Hallelujahs fing each Soul
To thy RepermEeRr’s Name;

In Joy, in Sorrow, Life and Death,
His Love s flull the {ame.

HYMN 6. 8 8 6.

OW, Lorp, the dreadful Veil remove
And fhine with thy forgiving Love
Into my darkfome Breafi: -

Now loofe my ftamm’ring Tongue to fing

Thy Heav'nly Love, my Gop, my King,
And tafte thy People’s Reft. 7

HYMN »  C. M,

ERCY, good Loxrp, Mercy I alk,
This 1s the total Sum

For Mercy, Lorbp,; is all my fuit,
Lorp, let ihy Mercy come,




HYMN &. 104th.

UR Sueruerp alone, “
The Lorbp, let.us blefs:
Who reigns on the Throne, ‘
The Prince of our. Peace:

Who evermore {aves us,
By fhedding his Blood;

All hail, Holy JEsus,
~ Qur Loz and our G0D

HYMN 9 LM

LESSINGS for ever on the LAMB,
Who bore the Curfe for wretched Man ;
Let Angels found his facred Name,

And every Creature fay, Amen,

453
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HY MN -10.- -5. M,
NCE more before we part,. -~ - .
We'll blefs the Saviour’s: Name.
Record his Mercies ev'ry Heart;s
Sing, ev'ry Tongue, the-fame:

Lay up his {acred Word ;,
To feed thercon; and grow. -
Go on to {eek to know the-Lorn:;:
And prattife what you know.

HYMN 11. 73.‘ .
O

! Thatall may leek _a_ri;(if*ﬁildu
Him let Jfrael ftill adore,

Ev'ry Good'in JEsus joinid! |
Truft Him, praife Him evermore.
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H.Y MN 12. L. M.

DISMISS us with thy Blefling, Lokp,
Help us to feed upon thy Word ;

What Thou haft {een amifs forgive :

May Curist the Truth within us live!

'Gg

B
By
Je



450
.

ORO: Sy AN 4S8 & & &
HEERHLEEEHREEH &

Sestestedesteskesesee e oo e
DOXOLOGIES.

S. M.
IVE to the Farner Praile,
Give Glory to the Sox,
And to the SririT of his Grace
Be equal Honour done. -

L. M.
RAISE Gob, from whom all Bleffings flow,
Praife Him all Creatures here below ;
Praife ‘Him above, ye Heav'nly Hoft,
Praife FaTtuer, Son, and Hory GuosT.
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8 8 6.

YO Fatuer, Son, and Hory Grosr,
Be Praife amidft the Heav'nly Hoft,

And in the Church below
From whom all Creatures draw their Birth,
By whom Redemption bleft the Earth;
From whom all Comforts flow.

6s. .
ATHER, Sow, and Hory GuosT,

One Gop, whom we adore;
Join we with the Heav'nly Hoft

To praife Thee evermore:

Live, by Heav'n and Earth ador'd,
Taree in Ong, and One 1n THrzEE
Holy, Holy, Holy Loxrp,

All Glory be to Thee,
Gg 2
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8s.
TO Gobp who reigns enthron’d on high,
To his dear Soxn, who deign’d to die
Our Guilt and Mifery to. remove,

- To the bleft Seir’t who Life imparts,
Who rules 1n all believing Hearts,

Be endlels Glory, Praife and Love.
C. M.

O Fatuer, Son and Hory GrosT,
One Gop whom we adore;

Be Glory as it was, 1s now
And fhall be evermore.

Se
ING we to our Gobp a{aove
Praife Eternal as his Love:
Praife Him all ye Heav'nly Hoft
Fatuer, Sonx and Hory GuosT,




6 8.
O Gob the Farurr’s Throne
Perpetual Hondurs raife;
Glory to Gob the Son,
To Gobp the SviriT Praife

With all our Powers Eternal Kine
Thy Name we fing, while Faith adores.

75.
ATHER Son and HoLy GrosTt .
One 1n Turee, and THREE 1n ONE

As by the Ceeleflial Hoft

Let thy Will on Earth be done:
Praile by all to Thee be giv'n
Glorious Lorp of Earth and Heav'n!

Gg 3

459
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104th.

IVE Glory to Gop, ye Children of Men
And publifh abroad again and again
The Son’s Glorious Mertt,
The FaTuer’s Free Grace,
The Gift of the SpiriT
To Adam’s loft Race.

Lkesr
&P
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ND the Glory of the Lorp fhall be revealed,
and all Flefh fhall fee it together: For the
Mouth of the Lorp hath {poken it. Ifz. xl. 5.

AND He fhall purify the Sons of Levi, that they

may ofter unto the Lorp an Offering in Righ-
teouinefs. Mal. 11 g,

THOU that telleft good Tidings to Zion, anle,

fay unto the Cities of Judah, behold your

Gop, the Glory of the Lorp is rifen upon Thee.
Ifa, 1x. 1, *

G g4
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'OR nnto us a CHiLD 1s born, unto us a Son is

. given, and the Government fhall be upon his
Shoulder: And his Name fhall be called WoxpER-
FuL, Counserror, the Migury Gob, the Ever-
LASTING FATHER, the PrincE of PracE. Ha, 1x. 6.

LORY t6 Gopin the Higheft. good Will to-
wards Men, and Peace on Earth., Luke. 14.

HE {hall feed his Flock like a Shepherd, and he
thall gather the Lambs with his Arm, and
carry them i m his Bofom, and gently lead thofe that
are with young. Come unto Him all ye that labour,
come untd Him ye that are heavy laden, and He
will give you Relt ; take his Yoke upon you and
learn of Him, for He is meek and lowly of Heart,
and ye fhall find Reft unto your Souls.
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[ IS Yoke is eafy, and his Burthen 15 llght..
Mai. 11. - 30,

EHOLD, the Lams of Gob that taketh away
the Sin of the World!  Folin 1. 29. -

URELY He hath borne our Griefs, and carried
our Sorrows. /fa. liL. 4.

He was wounded for our Tran{greflions, He was
bruifed for our Iniquities The Chaftifement of our
Peace was upon Him ; and with his Stripes we are

healed. Jfa. lut. 5.

ALL we like Sheep have gone aﬂray ; we have
turned every one ta his own Way: And the

Lorp hath laid on Him the Iniquity of us all.

IHa, li1. ©.




464
E trufted in Gop that He might deliver Him,
let Him deliver Him, if He delight in Him,
Mat. xxvil. 43.

IFT up your Heads, O ye Gates; and be ye
lift up ye everlafling Doors; and the King
of Glory fhall come in.

Who is the King of Glory? the Lorp ftrong and
mighty, the Lorp mighty in Battle. Pfa, xxiv.7. 8.

ET all the Angels of Gop worfhip Him.
ijE?- 1, 0.

REAT was the Company of the Preachers:
The Lorb gave the Word. Pfa. Ixviil. 11.

HEIR Sound is gone out into all Lands, and.
their Words unto the Ends of the World.
Rom. x. 18,
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REAK forth in to Joy, glad Tidings; thy Gob

reigneth. How beautiful are the Feet of Him

that bringeth Tidings of Salvation; that [aith unto
Zion, thy God reigneth! [fz. li1. 7. q.

LET us break their Bonds afunder, and calt away
their Yokes from us. Pfa. 11, 3.

I IALLELU]AH' For the LORD GOD OM-
NIPOTENT reigneth. Rev. xix, 6.

The Km dom of this World i: become the King-
doms of our LORD and of his CHRIST; and He

fhall reign for ever and ever. Rev. X1 15."

KING of KINGS and LORD of IORDS.
Rev xix. 16, HALLELUJAH!
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INCE by Man came Death, by Man came allo

the Refurretion of the Dead. Forasin Adam

all die, ever: fo in Curist fhall all be made alive.
1 Cor. xv. 21. 22.

UT Fhanks be to Gop, who giveth us the

Vittory, through our LORD JLSUS CHRIST.
1 Cor. xv. 57.

ORTHY 1s the Lawms that was flain, and
hath redeemed us to Gop, by his Blood, to
receive Power, and Riches, and Wifdom, and
Strength, and Honour and Glory, and Blefling.

Blefling, Honour, Glory and Power be unto Him
that fitteth upon the Throne, and unto the LaMa,
for ever and ever, AMEN:- Rw V. 12, 13.
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Debtor to Mercy alene e —— 10§
A thoufand Foes prepare to War - ~— 04

Alas and did my Saviour ble«d - — 957
All Glory be to God on high -—— — 274
All ye that pals by e e ()}
And are we Wretches yet alive ———e -~ 280
Array’d in mortal Fic{h — —_— 276
At thy Command, our deareft Lord  —— G 400
Awake, and fing the Song — - —— 134
Awazke O flothful Spirit, roufe awake S — 92Q
Awake our Seuls, away our Fears o 1l
Away my unbelieving Fear - — 248



I N D E X

B.
Before Jehovah’s awful Throne — e
Behold the Lamb immaculate ——
Belicvers hear the Gofpel-Word —
Beloved Saviour, faithful Friend —
Beloved Saviour, Prince of Life — e
Blefs the Lorp, my Soul, and raile
Bleflings for cver on the Lamb —
Bleft'be the dear uniting Love —
Blelt be the Fatherand hus Love e S —
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow — S
Brethrenlet usjomn toblefs = — —
Bride of the Lamb, up to the Skics — eeeeaes
Bury’d in Shadows of the Nighs it

Cs
Captain of thine enlifted Hofl - —
Chrnift the Lord 15 115’n Lo day o —
Come defcend, O heav’nly Spint re— —
Comec happy Souls, approach yvour God —_—
Come Holy Ghott, thine Influcnce fhed —
Comc Ioly Spurit, come s U

Page

153 .
394 .
237
<43 .
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453
257
345
298

79
115
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. Page,,
Came Holy Spirit Heav’nly Dove —— — 33
Come, let us all unite o praife —_— ~— 170
Come let u- join our chearfy] Songs ——— 367
Come my Father’s Fami ly —_— — . = 4
Come, now dear Lord! Thylelf reveal = g83g
Come Sinners to the Golpel-Feafk — — 362
Come, Thou Almighty King U — —~—— 259"
Come,” Thou Fount of v’y Blefling — —— 113
Come, Thou long expelled Jefus —— ~— 273
Come ye humble Sinner-Train — ——— 203
Come, ye Sinncrs, peor and wretched == ‘2
Come; ye Sinners, poor and wretched — m—— 248
Companions of thy hittle Flock —— — 1
Compaflionate Bridegroom, my Shepherd and Friend 158
D.

Deareft Tofus, came to me e ——= — g
Deareft of allthe Names above  —. — — 102
Dcar Lord, attend our Pray’r — —— — 244

Dear Obje& of our #rong. Defire



I N D E X

Defcend from Heaven, Celeftial Dove —
Difmifs us with thy Blefling, Lord S —

L.
Encourag'd by the Word of Grace — —
Ere I flzep for ev’ry Favour NS —me
Fternal Spirit! we confels b — S
Expecttant at Bethelda lie S —

F

Faithful Bridegroom, Holy Lamb S
Father-how wide thy Glory thines

Father, I ftretch mine Handsto Thee
~ Tather, Son; and Holy Ghotlt —
Father, Son, and Holy Gholt —— | —
Father, Son, and Holy Gholt —
Firm as the Earth thy Gofpel ftands —
Flow faft my Tears; the Caule 1s great
For you and for me, Chrift pray’d on the Tree
Free Grace to ev’ry Heav’n born Soul |
From all that dwell below the Skies e
From Heav’n the loud th’ Angelic Song began

350
130
116
346
457
459
440
204
300
218
250
312
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G. 3 Page
Give Glory to God ye Children of Men . = 460
Give to the Father Praife —_— — 456
Glory and Honour be to Thee - ———— 20
(:lory be to God on high - . ~—— 370
Go forth Believer, go - — —— 368
God moves in a myfierious Way ——— 210
(od of all Grace and Majefty — ~— 9z
God of my Salvation hear — — 376
God of unexhaufted Grace — ——— 343
God fpake the Word, let Light appear! — 1523
Grace how exceeding Sweet to tholk — 43
Gracious Lord incline thine Ear ——— 167
Granted is the Saviour’s Pray’r . ——— 336
Great God, I own thy Sentence juft * —— 428
Guide me O Thou Creat Jehovah — — 138

: H.

Hail, Alpha and Omega, hail — — 128
Hail, hail revivid, reviving Spring © __ — 918

Hail holy; holy, holy Lord” - . — ~—— 941 .

Hail Jefus hail, our Grea High Priegt. ' ~* 416
Hh

Y
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11ail the Day that fees Iim rife
T1ail Thou once defpifed Jelus
Happy am I, when 1 {eel

ey
|

i [appy thc Hcart, where Graces reign - e
[appy we are when Guiltis gone - —
Dark, dull Soul, how ev’ry ‘Thing - N
flark ! in the Wildernefs a Cry e —
1lark ! the beft News that cver came — —
JTark! the Herald-Amvels (g - s ——
11c comes! He comes! the Saviour Dear - -—
*Te dies! the Friend of Sinners dies — —t
e is a God «f Sov'reign Love e e
[Te lives! he Lves! and ts above — -
11¢cad of the Chureh tiiumphant — —
i #arts of Stong relent, reient — —
[{io! ev'ry one that thirfts diaw nigh _— et
L {olv Ghot, infpire our Praies - ot
b1y Lamb, and Prince of Prace - e

{1oly Lamb, who Thec 1CCeLVE

“uf;mnd L t’nc Son —

iiow bleit are they whole Leet have feuad
Ilow heavy 13 the Night s

A
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80
310
145
159
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504
230
247
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Page
Haow long, O Loid, how long fhall I — 450
How, my Belov’d, fhall ] exprefs — 70
How {ad our State by Nature s — 85
How fweet a Thing it 15 to {ce e — 6o
L.
Jefu at thy Command — — ~— 195
Jelu, Jefu, King of Saints — — 117
Jefu, Lover of my Soul e — e— 106
Jefu! my Saviour, in thy Face — — 448
Jelu, thy Blood and Righteoufne’s — — 420
Jelus all Praife is duc to Thee - — 267
Jelus, and fhall it ever be — —— 21
Jelus, cach blind and teembling Soul - — — 17
Jelusinvites his Saints — — —— 382
Jefus, kaitall onr Hearts to Thee — — 443
Jelus, let me tafte thy Grace — - —_— —— 67
Jelus, Mafter of the Feap — —  ~— 363
Jelus, my Al to Ieav'n 1S gone C — £Q

Jefus our triumphant Iead
Jelus, the ::ll-ref’wring Word

Hho

|
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Jelus, the Saviour of my Soul = —
Jetus, Thou lovely bleeding Lamb
Jelus, Thou Flower of Paradif

Jelus, we claim Thee for our own

1t Jelus is vours — —_—
In creary Waltes, where Herror dwells
In ev’ry Trouble tharp and flrong

In Thee, O Chrift, is all my Hope

1 Gricve, nor can my Griet e’cr ceafle

I thank Thee, High and Maghty One
Iwait the Vifis of thy Giace

I will fay me down to leep

Join all the glorious Names —
Is there a Thing that moves and breaks
I’'ve found the Pearl of greateft Price

L.
Lacen with Guilt and {ull of ears
Lace v with Guilt, Sinners, arife
Let Eacth 2nd Heavn agree
Let me, my Saviour and my Godl
Let werldly Minds the \vorld nurfue

ey

ey
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Lift up your Heads in jovfal H ope

Lo! He comes with Clogds defcendin

Long did I feek with troubled Mind
Lord how divine thy Comforis are
Lord if with Lhee part I bear
Lord make me faithful to my Call
Lord take my Heart juf} as it ;s

Lukewarm Souls, the Foe §rows [tronger

. | M.
May He, fupreme cffential Light
Mercy, sood Lord, Mercy I afk
Mercv is welcome News indeed
My blefled Siviour, i5'thy Love
My dear-ft Lord, I now fink down

My hiding Place, my Refuge, Tow’y

My Saviour, They cidft fhed
My Soul before ‘Thee proltrate lies
y Soul repeat his Praife —

N.
Naked as from the Earth we cama
| Hhg

X
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Page

No farther go To-night but {tay — —— 439
No more, my God, I boaft no more ————— 185
- No more with trembling Heart I try e 08
Not all the tlood of Bealfls 901
Not diff 'rent Food nor diff 'rent Drefs — 184
Not with our mortal Eyes e 445
Nothing but thv Blood, O Jefus - 380
Nothing in this World I want ——— 101
Now begin the Heav’'nly Theme —— 47
Now [ have found the blefled Ground — — 49
Now, Lord, the dreadful Veil remove —_ — 452

O.

O come, Thou wounded Lamb of God —— 360
O dear Redcemer, who alone —— 92
O deareft Lord give me a Heart pir——— 127
O deareft Lord, take Thou my Heart e A2
O deareft Saviour, pleafe to look on me —— 150

O Father of Heav'n! be ever ador'd —  g71
O give me, Saviour, give me fill s
O great Redeemer of Mankind — 443

O God our Help in Ages pait 147



I N D E X

O Jelus, everlafting God

O Jefu, Jelu, gracious Lord —
O Jelus, my Saviour, I fuin would embrace
O Jelu, my God — S—

O Jefu, our Lord

O Jefu, we pray, be with us To-day —

O let me gain my Wedding-Drels
O Lord, come, {weefly bind me
O Lord, how great’s the Favour
O my Lord! T've oftecn mufed
O Pattent {potlels Lamb —
O Saviour, could I always keep
O tcll me no more of this World’s vain Store
O! that all may {eck and find —
O Thou Tender, Loving Jefus
O Thou whofe Mercy knows no Bound
O what fhall I do, my Saviour to praife
O wicked Heart, Thou Enemy
O Zion afflited with Wave upon Wave
Oh! how delightful ’tisto fee
Oh! how gldrious is that Myftery

. Hhy
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Page
Oh! Lord, how faithlefsis my Heart — QY
Oh! that my Heart, this very Hour — Q2
Oh! that our flinty Hearts would melt — 377
4! when my Righteous Judge fhall come — 214
Orce more before we part — 454
Our G od. how firm his Promife {tands —— 447
Our Lord is rifen from the Dead e 327
Our Shepherd alone —— 453
P.
Pity a helplels Sinner, Lord — 303
Plung’d in a Gulph of dark Delpair — 141
Praife-God, {rom whom all Bleffings flow — 450
Praife the Lord, who rzigns above — 117
R.
Raife your trinmphant Songs —— 202
Rejoice, rejoice ye fallen Race — — 338
Rejoice, the Lord 1s King S ——— 323
Rich Grace, free Grace moft fiveetly calls — 2
Rife mv Soul, adore thy Maker — — 432
Rife, my Soul, and firetch thy Wings —— 175
21

Rife up my Spoufe, thy Bridegraom waits — 2
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: Page
S

Salvation 1s for ever nigh .— 160
Salvation! O the joyful Sound A 221
Saviour, canft Thou love a Traitor c— 160
Say, where’s thy Hope ? thou Sinner, fay — 48
See Jelus, our Deliv'rer Great — 3035
See, my Soul with Wonder fee - — 284
‘Shepherds on thetr Flocks a‘tending — 209
‘Stinners, attend, attend I pray s romne 280
‘Sinners, the pierc’d Redeemer {ee — 372
‘Sing to the Lord, Jenovah’s Name — 220
Sing we to our God above o —— 458
Sons of God, triumphant rife —— 300
Source of Light and Pow’r divine — — 231
Stand and adore! how Glorious He —_— 002
Stand faft in the Gofpel; ’tis Chnft makes you free — 18
Strangers and Sojourners below — 424
Sweet as the Shepherd’s tuneful Reed —— 12D
Sweet 1s the Memory of thy (Grace — 142
Sweet the Moments rich in Bleffing — 414

i€
Thanks to thy Name, O Lord-that we b 430
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That doleful Night before his Death
That ¢ I am Ihmc, my Lord and God
Theblefled Jefus is mv Lord, my Love
The Crofs! the Crofst O that s my Gain
Th' Extent of Jefu’s Love

‘he Fountain of Chrift —

The God of Mercy be ador’d

The God, whoie Smiles we court

"The Lord firflt emptics whom He flls
The Lord hath {worn, and cannot lye
The Lord my Pafture fhall.prepare

The Lord of Earth and Sky

The one Thing needful, that good Part
The Sinner that, by precioys Faith

The Souls that would to Jefus prefs

The Spirits of the Juft
Thereis 2 Fountain f111’'d with Blood
They pierc’d Him to the Heart
Think now, dear Jefus, on thy Pain
This God is the God we adore

This 1s my Hope, O precious Chrift
This was Compaffion like a God

.1\|1lllum..illuu
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Thou Dear Redeemer, Dying Lamb
Thou Friend ot Sinners! hear mv Cry

Thou hidden Love of God, whofc Heght
Thou Lamb of God once {lain |
Thou Saviour my good Shepherd art
Thou Shepherd of I{’rel divine

Thou Soul’s beft Friend, Thou tender Heart
Thro’ Chrift when we together came

'T1s done ! th’ atoning Work is done

“ "Tis fimfh’d,” the Redecemer faid

"I'ts my Happinefs below —

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghott —
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft

To God the Father’s Throne =~ e

To God the only Wife ——
To God who reigns enthron’d on high
1o Thee my Lord I give —_—

l’ Hll”ll[”“lﬁl

"T'was-on that dark, that doleful Night —

U. |
Unfathom’d Wifdom of eur King — ——
Uprifing from the darkfome Tomb —_— —

Page
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We blels the Prophet of the Lord — —
We give immortal Praife — SR

We {oon fhall hear the Midnight Cry —
We thy Children, claim a {pecial Care —
Welcome bleft Day of fweet Repofe _—
Welcome, welcome, blefled Servant —
What ails this wretched Heart of Ston
What ean a Sinner do like me '
What equal Honours fhall we bring
What Heav’nly Man, or Lovely God
What Objeft’s this that meets iy Eyes
What Veice is this | hear
When Darknefs long has veill’d'my Mind
When I ean read my Title clear —
When I furvey the wond’rous Crofs —
When I travail in Diftrefs

Who-hath our Report believed —
Whom have I in Heav’n but Thee —_
Why do we mpurn departing Friends —_
Why fhculd the Children of a King NPT
With fiery Serpents greatly pai’d i

|
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| Page

With Joy we meditate the Grace —_— —— 186
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APPENDTIX

HYMN 634.'

HE Gop of 4br'ham praife,~—Exod. 3. 6.
Who reigns enthron’d above ;
AntieNT Of everlafting Days———Dan. 7. 22.
And Gob of Love imwm—g2 Cor, 13. 11.
Jenovan, Grear I Am!—Exod. 6. 3. iii. 14.
By Earth and Heav'n confeft ;—Rev. 4. 8—11,

I bow and blefs the {acred Name,
| For ever blefs'd,—Rom. 1. 25.

The Gob of Abr’ham praile,
At whole fupreme Command
From Earth.I rife—and feek the Joys
At his right Hand:

A.,



I all on Earth for{ake,
Its Wifdom, Fame and Power:
And Him my only Portion make

My -Shield and Tow'r.—-Pfal. 18. 2.

The Gop-of Ab’ l’zmn*pralfe,
Whole All-fufhicient Grace
Shallguide me all my happy Days,—Gea. 28, 15,
In all his Ways:
He calls a Worm his Friend ! jfmzc:, 2. 2.
He calls Himfelf my Gop!—Exod. 3. 6.
And He fhall {ave me to the ¥nd, 1 Pell 1,
Through Jesu’s “Blood.

He by Himserr hath {worn,eee—He), 0. 13.
I on his Oath depend, === —Rom. 4. 20, 21.
I thall, on Eagle’s Wings up-borne,—FExod. 19. 4.
To Heav'n alcend ;



I {hall behold his Face,me— Fohn 17. 24.
I fhall his Pow’r adore,
And fing the Wonders of his Grace—Pfa, 145. 1.

I‘or everniore.

Tho' Nature’s Strength decay,—Rom. 4. 10
And Earth and Hell withftand,
To Canaan’s Bounds I urge my Way,
At his Command ;
The wat'ry Deep I pals,
With Jesus in my View:
And thro’ the howling Wildernefs
My Way purfue.

The Goodly Land I lee, Exod. 9. 8.
With Peace and Plenty bleft;—Deut. 8. 7, g.
A Land of f{acred Liberty,~ Lev. 25. 42.

And endlefs Reft tmemExod. 93, 14
A 2

Exod. 14. 22,
Exod. 13. 214




There Milk and Honey flow tme—=Ex0d. 3. 8.
And Oil and Wine abound ;—Deut. 32. 13, 14.

And Trees of Life for ever grow,——Ija. 61. 3.
With Mercy crown’d.

There dwells the Lorp our King,--Heb. 7. 1, 2.
The Lorp our RIGII’I‘EOUSNESS—-—-7€T 33 16.
Triumphant o’er the World and Sin,—Eph. 4. 8.
The Prince of Peace: Ifa. 9. ©.
On Sion’s facred Height
His Kingdom ftill maintains;
And Glorious with his Saints in Light,—Ifz. 24. 23,
For ever reigns.

He keeps his own {ecure, Pfa. 12. 7.
He guards them by his Side,
Arrays in Garments white and pure—Rev. 4. 4.

His fpotlefs Bride: Eph, 5. 27,
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With Streams of facred Blifs,-Rev. 7. 17. 22. 1.
With Groves of living Joys,
With all the Fruits of Paradile,—Rev. 2. 7. C. 22. 2.
- He {tll fupplies.

Before the GreaT Turer ONE--Rev. 7 9, 10.
They all exulting ftand ; |
And tell the Wonders He hath done,
Thro’ all their Land:
The Lift'ning Spheles attend,
And fwell the growing F ame, |
And fing, in Songs which never end,

The Wond'rous NAME.

The Gop who reigns on High'
The Great Arch-Angels fing,
And “ Hory, Hory, Hovy,” cry,’
ALMIGHTY KING!
A3



5
With Streams of facred Blifs,-Rev. 7. 17. 22. 1.
With Groves of living Joys,
With all the Fruits of Paradile,—Rev. 2. 7. C. 22. 2.
- He {tll fupplies.

Before the GreaT Turer ONE--Rev. 7 9, 10.
They all exulting ftand ; |
And tell the Wonders He hath done,
Thro’ all their Land:
The Lift'ning Spheles attend,
And fwell the growing F ame, |
And fing, in Songs which never end,

The Wond'rous NAME.

The Gop who reigns on High'
The Great Arch-Angels fing,
And “ Hory, Hory, Hovy,” cry,’
ALMIGHTY KING!
A3



6
““ Who was, and s, the fame;
“ And evermore fhall be;
“ JEHOVAH—FATHER—GREAT 1 AM!
“ We worfhip Trre.”

Before the Saviour’s Face
The ranfom’d Nations bow :
O’erwhelm’d at his Almighty Grace,
For ever new:.
He fhews his Prints of Love
They kindle to a Flame!
And found, thro’ all the Worlds above,
The {laughter'd Lawms.

The whole triumphant Hoft
Give Thanks to Gop on high; .
“ Hal, Famuer, Son, and Hory Guost,”
They ever cry:



H ail, Abr’ham’s Gop and m‘;‘ze'
I join the Heavenly Lays,

All Might and Majefty are Thine,--Rer, 1y. 11,
And endlefs Pralfe

HYMN s LM

Gop, how endlels 1s thy Lovel—7er. 31. 3.
Thy Gifts are ev'ry Evning new;

And Morning Mercies from above,
Gently diftil like early Dcw'

Thou fpread’ft the Curtain of the Night, .
Great Guardian of our {leeping Hougs;

Thy- Sov'rergn Word reltores the Sight,
And quickens all our drowly Pow’xfs.

A 4
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We yield our Pow'rs to thy Commniand,
To Thee we confecrate our Days!-
Perpetudi Bleflings from thy Hand,

Demand perpetual Songs of Praife !

HYMN 3. 8 7.
IGHT of thofe whofe dreary dwelling
Borders on the Shadés of Death,—~—17. g. 2.
Come! and by thy Love’s Reveahng
Diffipate the Clouds béneath
The new Heav'n, and Earth’s Creator,-Rew, 21. 1. 5
In our deepeﬁ Darknefs rife!

Scatt’ring all the Night of Nature,
Pouring Eye-Sight on our Eyﬂs’-a--[ﬁz. 25 §

Still we wait for Thine Appearmg,
Life and Joy thy Beams impart,
Chaling all our Fears, and chearing

Lv’ry poor benighted Heart:



Come, and manifeft the Favour ‘
Gobp hath for our ranfom’d Race; -

Come! Thou Univerfal Saviour!
Come! and bring the Gofpel-Graceé!

Save us in thy Great Compaflion,
O Thou mild pacific PrincE!s Ifa.-g. 6.
Give the Knowledge of Salvation,——-Tuke 1. 77.

Give the Pardon of our Sins,
By Thine All-reftoring Merit,

Ev'ry burden’d Soul releafe,--;—Mat 1 1, a3
Ev'ry weary, wand'ring Spirit

Guide into thy perfett Peace,———-—PjEz 119 176

HYMN 4 L M.

ITHER vye Poor, ye Sick, 'ye Blind,
A Sin. dlforder d humblm Throng,
To you the Gofpel calls, toyou

MEessian’s Bleflings all belonigi—Luke 14. 21.
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Realon’s and Virtue's boafting Sons—Mat. 9. 12.
Derive no Bleflings.from his Trée —-—AEL’S 5+ 30

For Stnners only Jesus dy’dwe—1 Pet. iL. 24
Then fure I hear He dy’ d for me'

*Twas with our Griefs Mess1an groan d-Jﬁz 53+ 4+ §-
"Twas with our Guilt His Soul was try d———
Our Punifhment He took, He bore,
And Sinners lived when JEsus dy’d!—

Awake each Heart, arife each Soul,,.
And join the blifsful Chouirs. above,

’\/Iay nothing tune our future Song, ,
‘But Heav'nly Wifdom, Heav’nly Love!

HYMN 5.. all 8s.
AH lovely Appearance of Death!
No Sight upon Earth 1s {o fair;
Not all the gay Pageants that breathe
‘Can with a dead Body compate:



With folemn Delight I furvey

T'he Corpfe when the Spirit is fled,
In love with the beautiful Clay,

And longing to lie in its Stead.

How bleft is our Brother, bereft
Of all that could burthen his Mind,
How eafy the Soul that hath left

This wearifome Body behind!
Of Evil incapable Thou,

Whole Relicks with Envy I fee,
No longer in Mifery now,

No longer a Sinner like me,

This Earth is affeéted no more

With Sicknefs, and fhaken wifh'Pa‘irj;

The War in the Members is o’er,
And never fhall vex him again:

11
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No Anger henceforward, or Shame,
Shall redden this innocent Clay,
FExtin& 1s the animal Flame,
And Paffion is vanifh’d away.

- The languifhing Head 1s at reft,

Its Thinking and Aching are o'er
The quiet immoveable Brealt |
Is heav'd by Afflition no more:
The Heart is no longer the Seat :

Of Trouble and torturing Pan,

It ceales to flutter and beat, -
It never fhall flutter again,

The Lids he fo feldom could clofe,

By Sorrow forbidden to fleep,
Seal'd up in eternal Repole,
Have ftrangely fergotten to weep:



The Fountain can yield no Supplies,
Thele Hollows from Water are free,

'The Tears are all wip'd from thefe Eyes,
And Evil they never {hall {ee.

HYMN 6. C.M.
HUS faith the Mercy of the Logrb,
‘“ I'll be a Gop to thee ;-
I'll blefs thy num’rous Race, and they

Shall be a Seed to me. Gen. 17 ’,. 16

Abr’ ham believ’d the promls d Grace,
And gave his Sons to Gop;

And Waicr {eals the Blefling now,
That once was fealed with Blood.”

Thus Lydia fanthify’d her Houfe -
When the receiv’d the Word ; ——-—Aﬂs 16, 14.
Thus the believing 7ailor gave - |

"His Houfhold to the LORD

13
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Thus later Saints, Eternal Kixe,

Thine ancient T ruth embrace:
To Thee their Infant-Oftspring bring,
And humbly clain the Grace.—Mark 10. 13 14,

HYMN ~». 2 6,
ESCEND, Celefiial Dove,
In ev'ry Bolom dwell;
Upon the prefent Water move
While we the Influence feel,

Anoint with Holy Fire, ,

Baptize with purging Flames—23Mat. 3. 11.
This Soul, and with thy Grace tnlpire

In cealelefls hving Streams. -

Thy Heav'nly Unction give,
Thy Promife Lorp tulhl;

Give Pow’r thy SeixiT to receive
And Strength to do thy Will.,
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Thine Ord'nance we dbey, Lo
O meet us in the fame;

And with this Water new convey.
The Virtues of thy Name'! o

Witnels to this thy Sign;
And grant the mward-Grace; . .
Let this thy Seryantfeal’d for Thine,

I'rom hence depart in Peace!

. HYMN 8. C. M.
“}'HILE Shepherds watch’'d their Flocks by
All feated on the Ground; . | Night,
The Angel of the Lorp came down, *

And Glory fhone around,.

Fear not, faid He, for mighty D¥ead
Had {eiz'd their troubled Minds,

Glad Tidings of Great Joy, I bring
To You and all Mankind.
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Behold! in Dauid’s Town, this Day,
According to Gon's Word;
To You is born of Dawd’s Line

A Saviour, Curist the Lorp!

All Glory be to Gop on High,
And to the Earth be Peace;

Good Will henceforth to Man from Heav'n
Begn, and never ceafe!

HALLELUJAH, AMEN!





