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PREFACE,

50 M E Verfes, it may be aé/éf”‘v d,
772 1he ijZa wing Collettion, wwere
avrote wupon the Scheme of the ]l{; tick
Divines. And thefe, 'tis own’'d, we baa
once in great Feneration, as the beft
Explainers of the Gofpel c?f CHRIST.
But awe are mnow convinced that ave
therein greatly err’d: not knowing the
Scriptures, neither the Power of GOD.
And becaufe this is an Error awbich many

ferzazzs Minds are fooner or later expofed

fo, and which indeed moft eafily beféts
z‘ba/é who feek the LORD j‘ESUS

i Sincerity ; we believe ourfelves indif-

penfably obliged, in the Prefénce of GOD
and Angels, and Men, to (/e’clczre wherein
A 2 we

b



1V The PREFACE.

we “'zzj)ﬁrebe;zd thofe Writers, Notf (o
zeach the Truth as it 15 1n JEsUs.

2. And firft, we apprebend them to lay
Another Foundation. They are carefull
zndeed to pull down our owwn Forks, and
to prove, that by the DEEDs of the Law
fhall no fleth be juftified. Bur wbhy
25 this€ Only, to eftablifh our own
Righteoufnefb 22 the place of our own
Works., They [peak largely and well, a-
gainft expecting to be accepted of GOD
for our Firtuous _zfﬁz'am > And thern
zeach, That'we are to be accepted, For
our Virtuows Habits or Tempers. Still
the Ground of our Acceptance is placed
in ourielves, The Difference is only this :
Common Writers fuppofe we are fo be
Juftified, for the S (zke of our OQutward
Righteoufnefs. Thefe fuppofe we are to
be juflsfied, jfor the Sake of our Inward

Rz gbz‘eozf/?ze s:  Whereas in truth, we
are no more juftified, for® the ﬁz/ee of
one than of the. other. For wneither
our own Inward nor Outward Righteou/~

nefs, is the Ground of our Fuftification.
H olz;zq/ff of Heart, as well as Holinefs of
Lzife, is nor the Caur ife, Out the Effec? cy"
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it.  The Sole Caufe of our Acceptance wwith
GOD (or, That for the Sake of wvbich
on the Accoxnt of <whbich ave are accepted)
15 the Rightconfinefs and the Deaih of
CHRIS ‘T, who fulfilled GOIX's Law,
and dicd in our Stead. And even the
Corzdition of i, 1s not (as thev fuppofe )
our Flolinefs either of Heart or Lijc: But
our Fairh Alone s Faith contradiftingu/l’d
 from Holinefs as we/Z as from Good FForis.

Other Fourdation therefore can no Man lay,

without being an Adverfary to CHRIST
and bis Gofpel, tha Faith Alone, Faith,

though neceflarily producing both, yet not

including  either Good W orl’s or Holz-
nefs. _

3. But fuppofing them to bave Loid the
Foundation right, the Manner of building
thereon which they advife, is quite oppo-

h - fite to that prefcribed by CHRIST. He

- -
[ T T — " Y L S T | ._.'E Fro & w— o -

commands fo'build up one another. They
advife, ¢ Lo the Defert, o z‘/Je De/erf
“ and GOD will build you up.” . Num-
berlefs are the Commendations that " occur
i all their Writings, not of Retirement
intermix’d with Ca;zwr/m‘z on, but of an
zm‘zre Seclufion - from Men,. + perbaps Jor
A 3 Months:
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Monthbs or Years) in order fo purify the
Sowl.  Whereas, according to the “fudg-
ment of owr Lord, and the Writings of
bis Apofiles, it is only awben awe are knit
together, ¢haf awe have Nourithment
from Him, and increafe with the In-
creale of Gobp. Neither is there any
trime, when the aveare/t Member can [ay
to the [lrongeff, or the flrongeft fo the
qveakeft, ‘I have no need of Thee.”
Accordingly - our Blefled Lord, avhen. bis
Difciples wvere in their aweakeft State,
fent them forth, not alone, but T'wo by
Two. When they avere firengther’d «
fittle, not by Solitude, but by abiding with
biriz and one another, be commanded then:
fo wait, not [féparate but being aflem-
bled together, for the Promife of the
Father. _And they-were all with one
Accord -in one Place, wben they re-
cerved the Gift of the Holy Ghaff. Ex-
frefs mention is made iz the fame Chapter,
that when there were added unto them
Three Thoufand Souls, all that believed
were together, and continued ftedfaftly
not onzly in the Apoftles Doclrine dut alfo
in fellowfhip and in breaking of Bread
and in praying with one Accord. A-

greeable
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agreeable to awbich is the Account the
Great Apoftle gives, of the Manner which
be bad been taught of GOD, for the
perfe¢ting of the Saints, for the edi-
fying of the Body of CuRrisT, evern
to the end of the World. And accordz?zg
(o St. Paul, all wbho wwill ever come, in
the Unity of the Faith, unto a per-
fe¢t Man, unto the Meafure of the
- Stature of the Fulnefs of CurisT,
mzz/f fogether grow up into him. From:
whom the whole Body fitly join’d to-
cther and compacted (or flrengther’d)
by that which every joint f{upplieth,
according to the effectual Working in
the Meafure of every part, maketh
Increafe of the Body, unto the Edi-
tying of itelf in Love. Epbefians iv.
15, 10.

4. So avdely difiant is the Manner of
Building wp Souls in CHRIST wzzzrr/Jz‘
oy St. Paul, from that taught by “the
Nyfticks I  Nor do they dzﬁer as to the
Foundation, or the Manner of Building
thereon, more than they do with Regard
20 the Sz;per/frzzé?zw For the Relj 01072
z‘bcje Autiors wa’d edify us in, & Soli-
A 4 fary
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rary Religion. If Thou acilt be Per-
ﬁ’é? fay they, ¢ trouble ot thyfelf a-
“ bout Outward Works. It is better fo
““ qvork Firtues in ihe Will, He Fath
‘““ attan’d the True Refignation, avho
““ bath eftranged himfel / /‘;ﬂam all Out-
“ orard IVO;%J that GO D may work
““ tnacardly i 7 i, awithout any fir ?zzzzg
“ to OQutward Things. Thefe .are tie
“ true Worflipters, ko w07 /f ?p GOD
“ n Spirit and in Truth.’ " Con-
templation is «wvith them, the fzz Ifilling
of the Law, even a C ozzz‘emp/zzrzwz that

‘““ confifts 112 a Ceffation of all Wazf*&s ”?

Diretily o p(f fe 10 this is z‘be’ Goffel
of C HRIST. Solitary Religion zs 7ot
t0 be found there. ¢ Holy Solitaries” is
a Phrafe no mcre confiftent awirh the Go-
Jpel than IHoly Adulterers. The Gofpel
of CHRIS T fireevs of 110 Religicn, but
Sccial s 10 Holinefs but  Social Hcizmﬁ_.
TFaith working by Love, 75 the length
and breadch and depth and Feight of
Chriflran Perfecizon.  This Command-
ment have we frommn CH R 1sT, that
he ‘who l:ve Gop, love his Brother
alfo + . And that we mmfzfeﬂ our Love,

by
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by doing good unto all Men; elpe-
cially to them that are of the Houife-
hold of Faith. Aud iz truth, avho-
foever loveth bis Biethren nof in Ford
only, out as CHRIST lved b, cai-
not Our be zealous of Good Works.
He jeels 1 bis Soul a burning, wreftlefs

Defire, of ftending and being [pert for
them. My Father, il he /ﬂy work-
eth hitheito and I work, And at all
poffible Opportunities, be is, like bis Ma-
Jler, going about doing good.

6. Thus then is the Way : -Walk Xe 12

1t, whofoever ¥e are that have believed 112
his Name., ¥e know, Other Foundation
can no Man lay, than that which is laid,
even Jesus CurisT, X2 feel that by
Grace Ye are faved thro Faith; faved
from Sin, by CHRIST form’d- in  your
Hearts, and from Fear, by his Spirit
bearing Witnefs with your Spirit, that
Ye are the Sons of Gop. Yz are taught
of GOD, not to forfake the aflembling
of yourfclves together, as the Manner
of {ome is; but to inftruct, admonifb,
exhort, reprove, comfort, confirm and-
every Way build up one another. h‘Ye
| ave.
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have an Unction from the Holy One,
that teacheth you to renounce any otber or
higher Perfettion, than Faith working
by Love, Fa:th zealous of Good Works,
Faith as it hath opportunity doing good
unto all Men. As Ye have therefore
received JEsus CurisT the Lorp, {o
Walk ye in Him: Rooted and built
up in Him, and ftablfly’d in the Faith
and abounding therein more and more.
Ounzly, beware lelt any Man {poil you
thro’ Philofophy and vain deceit, after
the tradition of Men, after the rudiments
of the World, and not after CHR1sT.
Lor Ye are complete in Him. He 1s
Alpha and Omega, the beginning and
the ending, the firft and the laft. Only
continue in Hzm, grounded and {ettled
and be not moved away from the Hope
of the Gofpel: And when Curist,
who 1s our Life, thall appear, then

fhall Ye al{o appear with him in Glory!

T H K
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SACRED POEMS.
PART L

Evvrovris’ Hymn to the Creator,

U THOR of Being, Source of Light,
With unfading Beauties bright,

K YA Fulnefs, Goodnefs, rolling round

‘T"hy-own fair Qrb without a Bound :

W hether T hee thy Supplicants call

‘T'ruth, or Good, or One,or All, - -

E7 or fao 3 'Thee we hail

E{lence that can never fail, |

Grecian or Barbaric Name, ST

"T"hy ftedfaft Being ftill the fame,

"I'hee, "when Morning greets the Skies
With rofy Cheeks and humid Eyes ;
"I"hee, when fweet-declining Day
Sinks in purple Waves away ;

T"hee will I {ing, O Parent Fove
And teach the World to praife apd love, |
B ~ Yonder

—

- W o
b T I
-2‘}“‘ Tt
ra LI
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Yonder azure Vault on high,

- ¥ onder blue, low, liquid Sky,

Earth on its firm Bafis plac’d,

And with circling Waves embrac’d,

All, Creating Pow’r confefs,

All their mighty Maker blefs.

‘T"hou fhak’{t all Nature with thy Nod,

Sea, Earth and Air confefs the (God :

Yetdoes thy pow’rful Hand {uftain

Both Earth and Heaven, both Firm and Main,

Scarce can our daring T hought arife.
- “T'o thy Pavilion in the Skies ;

Nor can Plato’s {elf declare

‘&'he Blifs, the Joy, the Rapture there,.
‘Barren above Thou doft not reign,

But circled with 4 glorious T rain,
;T he Sons of God, the Sons of Light,
Ever joying In thy Sight :

{ For Thee their filver Harps are ftrung,)
¥ver beauteous, ever young,

Angelic Forms their Voices raife,

And thro’ Heay’n’s Arch refound thy Praife,

‘T he Feather®d Souls that {fwim the Air,
And bathe in liquid Ether there,
‘The Lark, Precentor of their Choir
Leadmg them higher ftill and higher,
Liften and learn ; th’ angelic Notes
Repeating in their warbling T hroats:
And ere'to foft Repole thev o0,
T'each them to their Lords below :
On the green Turf, their mofiy Neﬂ'
T he Ev’ning Anthem fwells their Breaﬂ:
T hus like thy Golden Chain from high,

Thy Praife umtes the Earth and oky.
| | Source
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Sourceof Light, T'hou bidft the Sun
On his burning Axles run ;
T he Stars like Duft around him fly,
And fhew the Area of the Sky.
He drives fo {wift his Race above,
Mortals can’t perceive him move :
So fmooth his Courfe, oblique or {trait,
Olympus thakes not with his Weight,
As the Queen of folemn MNight
Fills at his Vafe her Orb of Light,
Imparted Luftre ; T hus we {ce,
"I"he folar Virtue fhines by "I'hee,

Eirefione we’ll no more,
Imaginary. Pow’r, adore
Since Qil, and Wool, and chearing Wiine,
And Life-fuitaining Bread 1s thine.

‘Thy Herbage, O Great Pazn, fuftains
"T"he Flocks that graze our Att:c Plains ;
T he Olive, Withfrefh Verdure crown’d,
Rifes pregnant from the Ground ;

At thy Command itfhoots and {prings,
And a thoufand Bleflings brings,
Minerva, only 1s thy Mind,
Wifdom, and Bounty to Mankind.
‘T"he fragrant T hyme, the bloomy Rofe,
Herb and Flow’r and Shrub that grows
On Theflulran Tempe’s Plain,
Or where the rich Sabeans reign,
“I"hat treat the T afte or Smell or Sight,
For Food, for Med’cine or Delizht ;
Planted by thy Parent Care,

- Spring and {mile and flourifh there.

- O ye Nurfes of foft Dreams,
Reedy Brooks and winding Streams,
B2 . O
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Or murm’ring o’er the Pebbles fheen,
Or {liding thro’ the Meadows green,

Or where thro” matted Sedge you creep,
“T'ravelling to your Parent Deep :

Sound his Praife, by whom you rofe,
“That Sea, which neither ebbs nor flows,

O ye immortal Woods and Groves,
"W hich the enamour’d Student loves ;
Beneath whofe venerable fhade,

For Thought and friendly Converfe made,
¥Fam’d Hecadern, old Hero, lies, ~

W hofe Shrine is thaded from the Skies,
And thro’ the Gloom of filent Night
Proje&s from far its trembling Laght ;
You, whofe Roots defcend as low,

As high in Air your Branches grow ;
Your leafy Arms to Heav’n extend,

Bend your Heads, in Homage bend ;
Cedars and Pines that wave above,

And the Qak belov’d of Fowve.

Omen, Monfter, Prodigy,
Or nothing are, or Fove from Thee!
"W hether various Nature play,
Or re-invers’d thy Will obey,
And to Rebel Man declare
Famine, Plague or Wafteful War,
Laugh, ye Profane, who dare defpife
‘T'he threatning Vengeance of the Skies,
W hilft the Pious, on his (Guard, -
Undifmay’d is ftill prepar’d :
T.ife or Death, his Mind’s at reft,
Since what Thou fend’ft muit needs be beft,

1

- 4

No
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No Evil can from Thee proceed :
*T'is only Suffer’d, not Decreed.
Darknefs is not from the dun,

Nor mount the Shades till heis gone :
Then does Night obfcene arife

From Erebus, and fill the Skies, *
Fantaftic Forms the Air invade,
Daughters of Nothing and of Shade.

Can we forget thy Guardian Caic,
Slow to punifh, prone to fpare!
T hou brak’{t the haughty Perfian’s Pridey
That dar’d old Qcean’s Pow’r deride ;
Their Shipwrecks ftrew’d th’ Eubean Wave,
At Marathon they found a Grave.
O ye bleft Greeks who there expir’d,
For Gieece with pious Ardor fir’d,
W hat Shrines or Altars fhall we raife
To fecure your Endlefs Praife ¢
Or need we Monuments fupply,
T'o refcue what can never die!

And yet a Greater Hero far
(Unlefs Great Socraies could err)
Shall rife to blefs fome future Day,
And teach to live, and teach to pray.
Come, Unknown Inftru¢tor, come!
Qur leaping Hearts fhall make "I'hee room 3
"Fhou with Feve our Vows fhalt fhare,
Of Fove and T hee We are the Care.

O Father King, whofe heav’nly Face
Shines {ferene on All thy Race,
‘We thy Magnificence adore, .
And thy well-known Ald implore:
Nor vainly for thy Help we call ;

Nor can we want : For thou art All!
‘ B3 SOLITUDE
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SoLITUDE. From the Latin.

OLITUDE! where {hall I find

"T"hee, pleafing to the thoughtful Mind !

Sweet Delights to T hee belong,
Untafted by the vulgar T hrong.
Weary of Vice and Noife flee,
Sweeteft Comforter, to T hee.

Here the Mild and Holy Dove

Peace infpires and Joy and Love.
‘Thy unmolefted, {ilent Shade

No tumultuous Sounds invade : _
No Stain of Guilt 1s feen in T hee,
‘I"o foil thy fpotlefs Purity,

Here the fmiling Fields around
Softeft Harmony refound.

Fiere with Angel Quires combin’d,
T he Lord of his own peaceful Mind
Glides thro® Life, from RBufinefs far,
And noify Strife, and eating Care.
[Here retir’d from Pomp and State |
('T'he envy’d "Torment of the Great)
innocent he leads his Days,

Far from giddy T hirft of Praife,
Fere his Accounts with ftudious Care
Pfeparing for the laft great Bar,

" He weeps the Stains of Guilt z aWay,

And ripens for Eternal Day.

Hoarded Weaith defire who pleafe,
‘Tow’rs and gilded Palaces.
Fraudlefs Silence may I find,

oolitude and Peace of Mind ;



-
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To all the bufy World unknown,
Seen and lov’d by God alone.

Ye Rich, ye Learn’d, ye Great, confels .
This in Life is Happineis,
T'o live (unknown to all abroad)

To mylelf only and my (zoD.

The Myfery of Life.
I.

O many Years I’ve feen the Sun,
And call’d thefe Eyesand Hands my own,
A thoufand little A&ts I’ve done
And Cl""ldhood have and Manhood known :
O what is Life ! and this dull Reound
T'o tread, why was a Spirit bound ?

II.
So many airy Draughtsand LGes,
And warm EXCU:ﬁO“IS of the Mind,
Have illI’d my Soul with grea Deﬁgm,
W hile Praélice gmvel’d far behind :
O what is T'hought! and where withdraw
"F’he Glories which my Fancy faw?

117,

S0 many tender ]oys and Woes
Have on my quiv’ring Soul had Pow’r;
Plin Life with height’ning Paflions rofe,
T he Boaft or Burden of thelr Hour:
O what is All we feel | why fled
"Thofe Pains and Pleafures o’er my Head ¢

B 4 | ';SE;
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Sor1iTUuDE. From the Latn,

OLITUDE! where fhall I ind

) ‘T hee, pleafing to the thoughtful Mind !
Sweet Delights to "T"hee belong,
Untafted by the vulgar T hrong.
Weary of Vice and Noife I flee,
Sweeteft Comforter, to T hee.
Here the Mild and Holy Dove
Peace infpires and Joy and Love,
‘Thy unmolefted, f{ilent Shade
No tumultuous Sounds invade : ~
No Stain of Guilt is feen in T hee,
‘T"o foil thy fpotlefs Purity.
Here the fmiling Fields around
Softeft Harmony refound.
Fiere with Angel Qt_;ures combin’d
‘T he Lord of hls own peaceful Mmu
Glides thro’ Life, from Bufinefs far,
And noify Strife, and eating Care.
{ere reti’d from Pemp and State
('The envy’d 'T'orment of the Great)
innocent he leads his IJays,
Far from giddy T hirft of Praife.
Flere his Accounts with ftudious Care
Pfeparing for the laft great Bar,
He weeps the Stains of Guilt away,
And ripens for Eternal Day.

Hoarded Weaith defire who pleafe,
"T'ow’rs and gilded Palaces.
Fraudlefs Silence may I find,
Sohtude and Peace of Mmd
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To all the bufy World unknown,
Seen and lov’d by God alone.

Ye Rich, ye Learn’d, ye Great, confels
T his in Life is Happineis,
Tolive (unknown to all abroad)

T'o myfelf only and my (zoD.

The Bdyftery of Lzfe.
1.

G many Years I’ve feen the Sun,
And call’d thefe Eyesand Hands my own,
A thoufand little Acts I’ve done
And Childhood have and Manhood known :
O what 1s Life ! and this dull Recund
T"o tread, why was a Spirit bound ?

iT.
So many airy Draughtsand Lines,
And warm Excurfions of the Mind,
Have ilI’d my Soul with great Defigns,
W hile Praétice grovel’d far behind :
O what is T hought ! and where withdraw
"L'he Glories which my Fancy faw?

i17.

So many tender Joys and Woes
Have on my quiv’ring Soul had Pow’r;
Plain Life with height’ning Paffions rofe,
T he Boaft or Burden of their Hour:
O what is All we feel | why fled
"Thofe Pains and Pleafures o’er my Head ¢

B 4 -0
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IV.
So many human Souls Divine,
Some at one Interview difplay’d,
Some oft and freely mixt with mine,
In lafting Bonds my Heart have laid:
© whatis Friendfhip ! why impreft
On my weak, wretched, dying Breaft?

V.

So many wondrous Gleams of Light,
And gentle Ardors from above
Have made me fit, like Seraph bugl‘rt,
Some Moments on a Throne of Love:
O what is Virtue ! why had I,
Who am fo low, a Tafte {o high ?

VL%

i're long, when Sov’reign Wifdom wills,
My Soul an unknown Path fhall tread,
And ftrangely leave, who ftrangely fills
T'his Frame, and waft me to the Dead :
O what is Death 7——"tis Life’s laft Shore,
W here Vanities are vain no more;
Where all Purfuits their (Goal obtain,
And Life is all retouch’d again ;
Where in their bright Refult thall rife .
d"houghts, Virtues, Friendfhips, Griefs and Joys.

E P I-
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EPITATZPH.

S K not, who ended here his Span 7

His Name, Reproach and Praife, was Man.,
Did no great Deeds adorn his Courfe ?

No Deed of His, but thew’d him worfe :

One T hing was great, which Gob fupply’d,
He fuffer’d Human Life—and Dy’d.

What Points of Knowledge did he gain ?
T'hat ILife was facred all-——and Vam

Sacred how high, and vain how low ?
He knew not here, but dy’d to know.

e aeiTry

VirTUE. Altered from Herbert.

I.
g‘w EE'T Day, fo cool, fo calm, fo bright,
- ‘T'he Bridal of the Earth and Sky :

‘T'he Dew fhall weep thy Fall to Night,
For Thouf with all thy Sweets muft die!

IIL
Sweet Rofe, fo fragrant and fo brave,

Dazling the raﬂl Beholder’s Eye
Thy Root is ever in its Grave,

And T hou with all thy Sweets muﬂ: die ! ' |
Ny "x I"H." P "’

s
Sweet Spring, o beauteous and fo gayy s
Storehoufe ‘where Sweets uhnumber’d lies ..

Not long thy fading Glories ftay,
-+ But Thou with all thy Sweets muft die !

b s Only |
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, IV,
Only a Sweetand Virtuous Mind,
When Nature all in Ruins lies,
When Earth and Heav’n a Period find,
Begins a Life that never dies !

LTpon [iff mng to the Vibrations of @ Clck.

EN{’cru&ive Sound I' I’m now convinc’dby Thee
Time in its Womb may bear Infinity.

How the paft Moment dies, and throbs no more!
"W hat Worlds of Parts compofe the rolling Hour!
‘T'he leaft of thefe a ferious Care demands ; 3

For tho” they’re little, yet they’re Golden Sands:
By fome great Deeds diftinguifh’d all in Heav’n,
For the fame End to me by Number giv'n!
Ceafe, Man, to lavifh Sums thou ne’er haft told !
Angels, tho™ Deathlefs, dare not be fo bold!

DoomspAy. Frome Herbert,

I.
€ COME to. Judgment, come away *

(Hark, I hear the Angel fay,-
Summoning the Duft to rife)

«¢ Hafte, refume, and lift your Eyes;
¢¢ Hear, ye Sons of Adam, hear,
k< Man, before thy Goo appear !

Comg
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11.

Come to Judgment; come away !
‘T his the Laft, theDreadful Day.
Sov’reign Author, Judge of all,
Duft obeys thy quick’ning Call,
Duift no other Voice will heed:
T hine the Trump that wakes the Dead,

I1]1.

Come to Judgment, come away |
Lingring Man no longer ftay ;
T hee let Larth at length reftore,
Pris’ner in her Womb no more;
Burit the Barriers of the T'omb,
Rife to. meet thy inftant Doom L

IV.

Come to Judgment, comeaway !
Wide difperft howe’er ye ftray,
Loftin Fire, or Air, or Mam,
Kindred Atoms meet again ;
Sepulchred where’er ye re{’c

:Mlx’d with Fifh, or Bird, or Beait.

V.
- Come to J’udgmenf: come away !

Help, O CHRIsT; thy 'Work’s Decay

Man is out of Qrder hurl’d,

Parcel’d out to all the World

Lord, thy broken Concert raife,,

And the Mufick fhall be Praife,

ig

SPIRIS
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SPIRITUAL SrLumMBER. From the
(German.

I.

G T hou, who all things canit controul,

Chafe this dead Slumber from my Soul 3
With Joy and Fear, with Love and Awe
{ive me to keep thy perfeét Law.

IT

O may one Beamn of thy bleft Light

Pierce thro’, difpel! the Shades of Night :
"T'ouch my cold Breaft with heav’nly Fire,
Wiith holy, conq’ring Zeal infpire.

III.

For Zeal I figh, for Zeal I pant ;
Yet heavy is my Souland faint:
With Steps unwav’ring, undifmay’d
Giveme in all thy Paths to tread.

1V

With out-firetch’d Hands, and fireaming Eyes
Oft I begin to grafp the Prize ;
I groan, I ftrive, I watch, I pray:
But ah! how foon it dies away !

_ V.
T he deadly Slumber foon T feel
' . Afrefh upon my Spirit {leal :
Rife, Lord ; ftir up thy quick’ning Pow’r,
And wake me that I fleep no more,

—r

Single
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VI

Single of Heart O may I be,
Nothing may I defire but Thse:
Far, far from me the World remove,
And all that holds me from thy Love!l

Z F A L.

I

D EAD asIam, and cold my Breaft,
Untouch’d by T hee, Celeftial Zeal,
How fhall I {ing th’> unwonted Gueft:
How paint the Joys I cannot feel ?

IT.

Affift me T hou, at whofe Command
T he Heart exults, from Earth fet free !
"T'1s Thine to raife the drooping Hand, .
"I"hine to confirm the feeble Knee.

I11.

"T'is Zeal muift end this inward Strife,

(Give me to know T hat Warmth Divine !
‘T'hro’ all my Verfe, thro’all my Life

"T'he Aétive Principle fhall fhine.

IV

Where fhall we find its 11igh Abode?

. 'T'o Heav’n the Sacred Ray afpires,
W ith ardent Love embraces Gop,

Parent and Object of its Fires,
‘ ‘I'here
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V.
"T'here its peculiar Influence known
In Breafts Seraphic learns to glow 3
Yet darted from th’ Eternal "I"hrone,
It fheds a chearing Light below.

V1.
T hro’ Earth diffus’d, the Ative IFlame
Intenfely for Gop’s Glory burns,
And always mindful whence 1t came,
To Heav’n in ev’ry Wifh returns. -

VII.

Yet vain the fierce Enthufiaft’s Aim
"' With This to fanctify his Caufe ;
‘T'o skreen beneath this Awful Name

T he perfecuting Sword he draws.

VIII.
In vain the mad Fanatick’s Dreams
To This myfterioufly pretend ;
On Fancy built, his airy Schemes

Or flight the Means, or drop the End,
1X.

Where Zeal holds on its even Courfe,
Blind Rage, and Bigotry retires ;
K nowledge aflifts, not checks its Force,
And Prudence guides, not damps its Fires,
X.
Refiftiefe then it wins its Way 3
Yet deigns in humble Hearts to dwell:

T'he humble Hearts confefs its Sway,
And pleas’d the ftrange Expanfion fecl,

X1,
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XI.

Superior far to mortal "T"hings,

In grateful Extaly they own,
{Such antedated Heav’n it brings,)

T hat Zeal and Happinefs are one.

XII.
Now vary’d Deaths their Terrors {pread,
Now threat’ning T houfands rage —1n vain!
Nor Tortures can arreft its Speed,

Nor Werlds its Energy reftrain.

X IIT.
That Energy, which quells the Strong,
Which cloaths with Strength the abject Weak,

Loofes the ftamm’ring Infant’s 'T'ongue,
And bids the Sons of T hunder fpeak.

X1V,
While Zeal its heav’nly Influence fheds,
What Light o’er Adofes’ Vifage plays!
It wings th’ immortal Prophet’s Steeds,
And brightens fervent Szephen’s Face.

XV,
Come then, bright Flame, my Breaft infpire;
To me, to me be Thou but giv’n,
Like them I’ll mount my Car of Fire,
Or view from Earth an op’ning Heav’'n,

XVI.
{Come then, if mighty to redeem,
CHR1sT purchas’d thee with Bloed Divine ¢
Come, Holy Zeal! For Thou thro’ Him,
Jzsus Himfelf thre™ Thee 1s Mine! o
. | - ] _ ,’,j
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On Reading Mon/*. de RENTY’s Life.

| WE deem theSaints, from mortal Flefh releas’d,
W ith brighter Day,and bolder Raptures bleit:

senfe now no more precludes the dlﬂi’lnt T"hought,

And naked Souls now fcel the (Gop they fought,

Butthy greatSoul,which walk’dwith Gop onEarth

Can {carce be nearer by that fecond Birth:

By Change of Place dull Bodies may improve,

But Spmts to their Blifs advance by Love.

"T"hy Change infenfible brought no Surprize,

Ynur’d to Innocence and Paradife :

Tor Earth, notHeav’n, thou thro’ a Glafs dxdf’c

view, ‘

‘T Ike GGlafs was Love; and T.ove no Evil knew,%

But in all Places only Heav’n did {hew. -
Can{t'T hou Lovemore, when from a Body freed,

Which fo much Life, fo little had of Need ! |

So pure,- 1t feem’d for T"his alone defign’d,.

“I"o ufher forth the Virtues of the Mind ! -

From Nature’s Chain,from Earthly Drofs fet {ree,

One onl}r Appetlte remaincd in Thee :

"I"hat Appetite it mourn’d but once deny’d,

For when it ceas’d from ferving Gop, it dy’d.

" YaniTy. From Herbert,
T

HE _flcet Aftron’mer- travels o'ér -
'T'he Spheres with his fagacious Mind,
~ "Their Stationis views from Door to Door,

. As if to purchafe he defign’d : )
"T'hro’
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T hro’ all their circling Orbs he goes,
And all their mazy Wandrings knows.

11

The nimble Diver with his Side
Cuts thro’ the working Waves his Way,
'T'o fetch the Pearl which Gop did hide
On purpofe from the View of Day,
That He might fave his Life, and hers
Whofe Pride the coftly Danger wears.

111
The fubtle Chymift can diveft

Gay Nature of her various Hue ;
Stript of her thoufand Forms, confeit
She ftands, and naked to his View:
At Diftance other Suitors {tand;
Her inmoft Stores wait his Command.

1V. |

What has not Man fought out. and found,

But Gop? Who vyet his glorious Law
Plants in us; mellowing the Ground

With Show’rs and Froft, with LLove and Awe.
Poor, bufy, foolifh Man ! For Death

In Fire, and Atr, and Sea, and Land,
T hro’ Heav’n above, and Earth benecdth

T hou fecek’ft; but mifleft Life at ha_.nd..

FAREWELL 7o he WORLD.
Erom the ¥rench.

I

. WT ORLD adi:eu, | ".[:hou real Cheat !

Oft have thy deceitful Charms
| Fill’d
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FilPd my Heart with fond Concelt,
Foolith Hopes and falfe Alarms.:

Now I fce as clear as Day,

How thy Follies pafs away.

IT.
Vain thy entertaining Sights,
Falfe thy Promifes renew’d,
All the Pomp of thy Delights.
Does but flatter and delude:
‘Thee 1 quit for Hcav’n aboves,

Object of the nobleft Love.

I11.
Farewell Honour’s empty Pride !
Thy own nice, uncertain Guft,
1f the leaft Mifchance betide,
Lays thee lower than the Duft:
Worldly Honours end in Gall,
Rife to Day, to Morrow fall

IV. -
Foolith Vanity farewell,

More inconftant than the Wave!
Where thy foothing Fancies dwell,
Pureft T'empers they deprave:
He, to whom 1 fly, from T hee
Jesus CurisT fhall fet me free.

V.
Never fhall my wand’ring Mind
Follow after fleeting "1 oys,
Since in Gop alone I find
Solid and f{ubftantial Joys:
Joys that never overpait,

"T'hro’ Eternity fhall laft. '
! T.oxrd,
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V1.

ILLorD, how happy is a Heart
After "I"hee while it afpires!
'True and faithful as T hou art,

T'hou fhalt anfwer its Defires s
It fhall {fec the glorious Scene
Of thy Everlaiting Reign.

GippinNEess. From Herbert,

I.
O What a Thing is Man! from Reft
How wxdely dlﬁant and from Pow’rl}
oome twenty fev’ral Men at lealt
He feems, he is, each fev’ral Hour.
I1.
Heav’n his fole T reafure now he loves;
But let a tempting T"hought creep in,

His Coward Soul he foon reproves,
That ftarts t’ admit a pleafing Sin.

II1.

Fager he rufhes now to Wal,
Inglorious now diflolves in Eafe:

Wealth now engroffes all his Care ;
And lavifh now he {corns Increafe.

IV.
A ftately Dome he raifes now:
- But foon the Dome his Change fhall feel s
Sec, level lies its lofty Brow,
Cru.{h’d by the "Whlrlwmd of his Will.
. O wlat
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V.
O what were Man, if his Attire
Still vary’d with his varying Mind !
If we his ev’ry new Delire
Stamp’d on his alt’ring Form could find.

VI
Could each one fee his Neighbour’s Heart,
Rrethren and Social made 11 vaimn,
All would disband and range apart,
And Man deteft the Ivionfter Man.

V1I.
If Gop: refufe our Heart to turn,
Vain will his firft Creation be:
O make us daily ! Or we {fpurn .
Qur own Salvation, Lord, and Theel

Fo a FrRienD 2 LoV E,

ACCEPT, dear Youth, a {ympathizing Lay,
"FThe only Tribute pitying Lovecan pay.
"T'ho’ vain the Hope thine Anguifh to aflwage,
Charm down Defire,or calm fierce Paflion’s Rage;
Yet {till permit me in thy Griefs to grieve,
Relief to offer, if I can’t relieve 3
Near thy fick Couch with fond Concern t> attend,
And reach out Cordials te my Dying Friend.

Poor haplefs Youth! what Words can eafe thy
Pain, -
When Reafon pleads, and Wifdom cries in vain!

Can
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Can feeble Verfe impetuous MNature guide,

Or {tem the Force of biind Afteltion’s Tider

If Reafon checks, or Duty difaliows,

¢« Recafon, youcry, and iduty are my [oes:

¢¢ Religion’s Dictates mettedlual prove,

¢« And Goon Himieit’s Imperanence in Love,
What art Thou, Love? "T'hou firange my{le-

rious 111,

Whom none aright can know, ¢ho” all can feel,

From carelefs Sloth thy duii Iixilience flows,

And feeds the Fountain whence iticlt arofe:

Silent its Waves with baleful influence roll,

Damp the young Mind, and £k th? afpiring Soul

Poifon its Virtues, all its Pow’rs reftrain, ,

And blaft the Promife of the future Man.

To Thee, curft Fiend, the captive Wretch con-

ficn’d,
¢ His Paffions rampant, and his Reafon blind,
Reafon, Heav’n’s great Vicegerent, dares difown,
And place a Foolifh Idol in its T hrone:
Or wildly raife his frantic Raptures higher,
And pour out Blafphemies at thy Defire.
At thy Defire hé bids a Creature thine,
e decks a Worm with Attributes Divine 3
Hers to Angelic Beauties dares prefer,
£¢ Angels are painted fairto look like Her!
Before her Shrine the lowly Suppliant laid,
Adores -the Idol that Him{elf has made :
From her Almighty Breath his Doom receives,
Dies by her Frown, as by her Smile he lives.
supreme fhe reigns in all-fufficient State,
“T'o her he bows, from her expeéts his Fate, g
¢ Heay’n in her Love, Damnation in her Hate.
He rears unhallow’d Altars to her Name, |

Where Luft lights up a black, polluted Flame ;
- Where

— ——tmn —mh L [ I
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W here Sighs impure, as impious Incenfe rife, 3y
Himlfelf the Prieft, his Heart the Sacrifice : z
And thus(Gob’s Sacred Word his Horrid Pray’r 5

{upplies,
e¢ Center of All Perfection, Source of Blifs,

¢¢ In whom thy Creaure lives and moves and is,
¢¢ Save, orl perifh ! hear my humble Pray’r,
<¢ Spare thy poor Servant—Q in Mercy fpare.

*¢ "T"hou art my Joy, on Thee depends my T ruft,
«¢ Hide not thy Face, nor frown meinto Dufit.
¢¢ Send forth thy Breath, andrais’d again Ifee
¢« My Joy, my Life, my Final Blifs in T hee,.
< ForTheel Am: for Thee I All refign,

¢¢ Be Thou my One thing Needful, Ever Minc|

But O forbear, preflumptuous Mufe forbear,
Nor wound with Rant profane the Chriftian Ear:
A juft Abhorrence in my -Friend I fee,

He. {tarts from Love, when I.ove’s Idolatry

‘¢ (Give me thy Heart, >” if the Creator cries,

¢¢ *T"is'giv’n the Creatux_‘e,” ‘W hat bold Wretch

replies ?

Not fo my Friend—he wakes, he breaths again,

And ““Reafon takes once morethe flacken’d Rein.”

In vain rebellious Nature claims a Part,

‘W hen Heav’nrequires, he gives up All his Heart:

( ¢ For Love Divine no Partnerthip allows,

<¢ And Heav’n averfe rejects divided Vows )

Fixt tho’ fhe be, he rends the Idol thence,

Nor lets her Pow’r exceed Omnipotence.

Commands his GDD, ¢« Cut ofF th off'endmg

- ‘Hand ? ” '

He hears, Obedient to hlS GOD s - Command

¢ Pluck out thine Eye,”” let the Redeemer fay ;

He tears, and cafts the bleeding Orb away.
¥ictorious
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Viftorious now to Nobler Joys afpires,
His Bofomn, touch’d with more than Earthly Fires:
He leaves rough Paflion for calm Virtue’s Road,

Gives Earth for Heav’n, and quits a Worm for
Gonb.

1 Tin. v. 6.

She that liveth in Pleafure, is Dead while
She liveth.

H O W haplefs is th’ applauded Virgin’s Lot,
Her Gobp forgetting, by her Gob forgot!

Stranger to 'I'ruth, unknowing to obey,

In Error nurft, and difciplin’d to ftray ;

Swoln with Self-will, and principled with Pride,

Senfe all her Good, and Paffion all her Guide:

Pleafure its Tide, and Flatt’ry lends its Breath,

And fmoothly waft her to Eternal Death |

A Goddefs Here, fhe fees her Vot’ries meet,
Crowd to her Shrine, and tremble at her Feet ;
She hears their Vows, Believestheir Life and Death
Hangs on the Wrath and Mercy of her Breath ;
Supremeé in fancy’d State fhe reigns her Hour,
And glories in her Plenitude of Pow’r:

Herfelf the Only Objeét worth her Care,
Since zll the kneeling World was made for Her.

For Her, Creation all its Stores difplays,
The Silkworms labour, and the Diamonds blaze:

Alr, Earth, -and Sea confpire to tempt her T'afte,
And ranfack’d Nature furnithes ¢he Feaft.. |

Life’s gaudieft Pride attras her wiiling Eyes,
And Balls, and T heaters, and Courts arife :
Italian
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Jtalian Songlters pant her Ear to pleafe,
Bid thg firft Cries of infant Reafon ceafe, %

Saveher fromT hought, and lull her Soul to Peace,

Deep funk in Senfe th’ imprifon’d Soul remains,

Nor knows its Fall from Gop, nor feels its
Chains :

Unconfcious ftill, {leeps on in Error’s Night,
Nor ftrives to rife, nor ftruggles into Light :
Heav’n-born 1n vain, degen’rate cleaves to Earth,
(No Pangs experienc’d of the Second Birth)
She only Faln, yet Unawaken’d found,
While All th’ enthrall’d Creatian groans around.

Joun~N xv. 18, 109.

1.
HERE has my flumb’ring Spirit been,
So late emerging into Light ?
>0 imperceptible, within,
T'he Weight of this Egyptian Night |

1I.
‘Where have they hid the ZORLD fo long,

So late prefented to my View?
Wretch! tho’ myfelf increas’d the T hrong,
Myfelf a Part I never knew.

I17.
Secure beneath its Shade I fat,
T'o me were all its Favours thown :
I could not tafte its Scorn or Hate ;
Alas, 1t ever lov’d its Qwn!

JESUS;
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IV.
JEsus, if half difcerning now, |
From Thee I gain this glimm’ring Light,
Retouch my Eyes; anoint them Thou, |
And grant me to receive my Sight,

V.
O may I of thy (Grace obtain
The World with other Eyes to fee :
Its Judgments falfe, its Pleafures vain,

Its Friendfhip Enmity with "T'hee,

VI.
Delufive World, thy Hour is paft, Y
The Folly of thy Wildom fhew !
It canpot now retard my Hafte,
I leave thee for the Holy Few,

VII
No ! Thou blind Leader of the Blind, -7

I bow my Neck to Thee no more ;- |
I caft th Glones all behind,- R
And {flight thy Smiles, and dare thy POW £,

VIII.
Excluded from my Saviour’s Pray’r,

Stain’d, yet not hallow’d, with his Blooc!
Shalt Thau my fond Aﬁ'e&lon fhare, @ ..

Shalt T hou divide my Heart with Gop 2’

- IX.
No! The’ it rouze thy utmoﬂ: Rage,
Eternal Enmity 1 vow: . X
‘T'ho’ Hell with thine its Pow’rs engage,,

Prepar’d I meet your Onfet now.' ., .,
C | Load
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X.
i.0ad me with Scorn, Reproach and Shame s
My patient Maftér’s Portion give ;
As evil {till caft out my Name,
Nor fuffer fuch a Wretch to live,

X1.
Det to thy Seal that T am His 3
Vile as my Lord I long to be:
My Hope, my Crown, my Glory this,
Dying to conquer Sin and Thee!l .

HymvmN o CONTEMPT.

1.
WElcome, Contempt! Stern, faithful Guide,
Unpleafing, healthful ¥ood?

Hail pride-fprung Antidote of Pride,
Hail Evil turn’d to Good !

iI.
"T'hee when with awful Pomp array®d
Iil-judging Mortals fee,
Perverfe they fly with coward Speed,
Yo Guilt they fly from "Thee.

1I1.
Yet if One haply longing ftands -
‘T'o choofe a Nobler Part,
Ardent from Sin’s enfnaring Bands
&9 vindicate his Heart

Prefent
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1V.
Prefent to end the doubtful Strife,
Thy Aid he foon fhall feel;
Confirm’d by T hee, tho” warm in Life,
Bid the vain World farewell,

| V.

Thro’ Thee he treads the thining Way
T hat Saints and Martyrs trod,

Shakes off the Frailty of his Clay,
And wings his Soul for Gob.

V1.
His Portion Thou, he burns no more,

W ith fond Defire to pleafe ;
The fierce, - diftraéting Conflict’s o’er
And all his Thoughts are Peace.

VII.

Sent by Almighty Pity down,
T'o Thee -alone ’tis giv’n
W ith glorious Infamy to crown
T he Favourites of Heav’n.

VI1II.

With -Thee Heav’n’s Fav’rite Son, when madé

Incarnate, deign’d t’ abide;
‘T'o Thee he meekly bow’d his Head,
He bdow’d his Head, and dy’d.

- IX,
And fhall T ftill the Cup decline,
His Suff’rings difefteem,
Difdain to make this Portion ming
. -When fan&lify’d by Iéim.?
. e
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X.
Or firm thro’ Him and undifmay’d,
Thy fharpeft Darts abide?
Sharp as the T horns that tore his Head;

"I'he Spear that pierc’d his Side.

X1.
' §egm= finice with T hee my Lot is cait,

I blefs my Gop’s Decree,
Fmbrace with Joy what He embrac’d,

And live and die with "T'hee !

X I1T.
2o when before th’ Angelic Hoi}
To each his Lot is giv’'n,
Thy Name fhall be in Glory loft,
" And Mine be found in Heav’nn!

The Acony. JFrom Herbert,

i.
V AIN Man has meafur’d Land and Sea,
Fathom’d the Depths of States and Kings,
£er Earth and Heav’n explor’d his Way :
Yet there are T wo vail fpacious things,
Fo meafure which doth more behove, . |
Yet few that found them! Sin and :Love,

11
TV ho would know Sin, let him repaiy -
~ To Calvary: There fhall he fee -
A Man fo pain’d, that all his Hair, . .+

. His Skin, his Garments bloody be! |
: S T b
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Sin 1s that Rack, which forces Pain
To hunt its Food thro’ ev’ry Vein.

III.
Wouldft thou know Love? behold the Gow,
T he Man, who for.thy Ranfom dy’d :
Go tafte the facred Fount that flow’d
Faft-ftreaming from his wounded Side !
Love, is that Liquor moit divine,
Gobp feels as Blood but I as Wv"mc

The THANKSGIVING. From the fame,

I.
O Klnﬂf' of Grief, ( how ftrange and true

The Name, to JEsUs only duel)
How_., Saviour, fhall I Grieve for T'hee?

Who in All Griefs preventeft me. -
.

T'hen let me vie with Thee in Love,
And try who there fthall Conq’ror prove.
Giv’ft Theu me Wealth? I will 1eﬂ:ore
All back unto T hee by the Poor,

. I11. |
Giv’ft Thou me Honour? All fhall fee
'T'he Honour doth belong to T hee :
A Bofom-Friend? If falfe he prove
"To Thee, I will tear thence his Love.

- IV.
T hee thall my Mufick find : each String

Shall have his Attribute to Sing.; |
.. C 3 And
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And ev’ry Note accord in T hee,
‘T'o prove one Gop, one Harmony.

V.

Giv’ft Thou me Knowledge? Tt fhall ftill
Search out thy Ways, thy Works, thy Will:
Yea I will fearch thy Book, nor move
‘T'ill I have found therein thy Love.

V1.

‘T hy Love I will turn back on Thee:
O my dear Saviour, Victory! |
"Then for thy Paflion, I for That
Will dose=alas, I know not what!

The REPR1ZAL. From the fame.

, I*
'KWELL have I weigh’d 1t, Lord, and find
Thy mighty Paffion mocks my Skill :
"T"ho’ I die for T hee, 1’m behind ;
My Sins deferve the Death to feel,

II.
O were I innocent, that I
- Might bring T hee Off’rings pure and free !
otill my Attempt thy Wounds defy, 7
For they require me dead for T hee,

I11.
Yet will T fhare the Conqueft too:
_ 'Tho’ I can do againft Thee noughts
In Thee, O Lord, I'will fubdue
‘T'he Man that.once againft Thee fought |
MATTINS,
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MatTTins. From the [ame,

I.

I Cannot open, Lord, mine Eyes,
But "T"hou art ready {till to chlm.
My Morning Soul in Sacrifice:
‘T hine then the foll’wing Day I am.

I1.
My Gop, what is a Human Heart ?
Silver or (Gold, or precious Stone ;

Or Star, or Rambow or a Part
Of All, or all thy World in One

I1I.
My Gop what is 2 Human Heart ?
‘T'hou foft’neft it with heav’nly Dew,

Thou pour’ft upon it all thy Art,
As all thy Bufinefs were to woo,

IV.
To ferve his Gop, is Man’s Eftate ;
"This glorious T ask asks all his Care::
tle did not Earth and Heav’n create,
But may know Him by whom they are,

v

Teach me at laft thy Love to know —
"T"hat T his new nght which now I fee
May both the Work and Workman fhow :.

A Sun-beain lifts me then to T hee .

€ 4 EmMrroy-
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EMPLOYMENT., From the farme.

I.

HE Flow’r now blooms, now hangs its Head,
So fleets my fhortliv’d Day !
O may my ufeful Fragrance fpread
Before I fade away! -

IT. o :
W hat tho’ the ‘T hrone I then thould fill
At the Great Day, were mine ?

T he Sweetnefs, which thy gracious Skilt
Diffus’d, 'its Praife were "Lhine.

111
Let me not languifh then, and fpend
- A Life dead to thy Praife,
As is the Duft to which I tend
By fure tho' flow Decays!

1V.
All things are bufy round but I:
Nor Honey with the Bees,
Nor Scent with Flow’rs, nor Husbandry
Have 1 to water thele,

W
I am no Link of thy great Chain,
A cumbrous, fruitlefs Weed :
O mend my Mufick! Give one Strain
Ev’n to my ufelefs Reed!

T he
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The EL1xX1R. From the [ame,

I

"T*EACH me, my Gop and King,

In All things T hee to fee;
And what I do in any "Thing,
To do it as for T hee!

IT.

To fcorn the Senfes” Sway,
While {till to ‘T hee I tend :
In all T do, be T'hou the Way.,,
In all be 'Thou the End..

I11.

A Man that looks on Glafs,.:
On That may fix his Eye ;
Or unoppos’d may thro’ it pafs,
And Heav’n behind defcry..

IV.
All may of Thee partake !
Nothing fo fmall can be,
But draws, when a&ted for thy Sake,

Greatnefs and Worth. from T hee.-

V.
If done t’ obey thy Laws,.
Ev’n Servile Llabours fhine s
Hallow’d 1s Toil, if this the Caufe;.
"T'he meaneft Work Divine.

C 5

T h”
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VI.
‘T'h’ Elixir This, the Stone
"That All converts to Gold:
For that which Gob for His doth own,
Cannot for lefs be told.

GRrRAcCE before MEAT.

1. ;
FOuntain of Being, Sourceof Good !
At whole Almighty Breath

"I'he Creature proves our Bane or Focd,,
Difpenfing Life or Death :

II.
‘T hee we addrefs with humble Fear,
Vouchfafe thy Gifts to crown ;.
Father of All, thy Children hear,
And {end a Blefling down..

1.
€ may our Souls for ever pine
Thy Grace to tafte and fee 3
Athirft for Righteoufnefs Divine,.
And hungry after T hee!

IV.
- For this we lift our longing Eyes,
We wait the gracious Word ; - h
Speak—and our Hearts from, Earth fhall rife,
And feed upon the Lord, N

' /fwtbeﬁ,
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M
Another.

I.
ENﬂav"d to Senfe, to Pleafure prone,
Fond of Created -(Good;
Father, -our Helplefnefs we owi,
And trembling tafte-our Food.

- IL
Trembling we tafte: for ah! no more
T'o Thee the Creatures lead ;
Chang’d they exert a Fatal Pow’r,
And poifon while they feed.

~ I1I. .
Curft for the Sake of wretched Man,
They now engrofs him whole, -
With pleafing Force on Earth detain,
And fenfualize *his Soul.

' IV.
Grov’ling on Earth we {till .muit le
Till Curist the Curfe repeal 5
“Fill CarisT defcending from: on high
InfeCted Nature heal. . _

V. .
Come then, our Heav’nly Adam, come!
"Fhy.healing Influence give; -
Hallow our Food, reverfe our Doom,
And bid us eat and live. '
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- . VL :

‘T'’he Bondage of Corruption break !
For this our Spirits groan ;

Thy only Will we fain would feek 3
O fave us from our own.

V1I.
Turn the full Stream of Natme S Tlde
T.et all our Aéions tend °
"T'o Thee their Source; thy Love the Guide,
Thy Glory be the End. |

VIII.
Farth then a. Scale to Heav’n fhall be,
Senfe thall point out the Road ;
‘T'he Creatures then fhall lead to "I'hee,,
And all we tafte be Gop |

ot

GRACE gfter MEAT.

L.

BEmg of Beings, Gob of Love,
To Thee our Hearts we raife 3
hy all-fuftaining Pow’r we prove,

And gladly fing thy Praife..

I
Thine, wholly thine we-pant to be,.
Our Sacrifice receive; '
Made, and preferv’d, and fav’d by Thee,,
Lo Thee Qurfclves we gwea -

) Eeav'n-
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I11.

Heav’nward our ev’ ry Wifh afpires ¢

For all thy Mercy’s Store
T he fole Return thy Love requires,
Is that we ask for morec.

IV.

For more we ask, we open then
Our Hearts t” embrace thy Will:
Turn and beget us, Lord, again,
With all thy Fulnefs fill!

V.
Come, Holy Ghoft, the Saviour’s Love
Shed in our Hearts abroad ;

So fhall we ever live and move,
And Be, with CurisT, in Gobp.

On CLEMENS ALEXANDRINUS’S De-
Jcription cgf a Pezﬁc’i Chriftian,

T.
HERE from afar the finifh’d Height
Of Holinefs 1s {een:
But O what heavy T'raéts of T oil,
What Deferts lie between N

IE.. .
Man for the Simple Life Divine
What will it coﬂ: to break
Ere Pleafure foft and wily Pride

No more within him fpeak ?
' * W hat
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I11.
What lingring Anguifh muit corrode
The Root of Nature’s Joy ?
What f{ecret Shame and dire Defeats.

The Pride of Heart deftroy?

1V,
Learn Thou the whole of Mortal State
In Stilnefs to {uftain
Nor footh with falfe Delights of Earth.
Whom Gobp has doom’d to Pain,

~, V.

‘Thy Mind now Multitude of T houghts;
Now Stupor fhall diftrefs;

"T"he Venom of each latent Vice
Wild Images imprefs,

VI.
Yet darkly fafe with Gop thy Soul
His Arm {till onward bears,
‘'T"ill thro’ each Tempeft on her Face
A Peace beneath appears.

V1I.

. ?Tis in that Peace we fee and ac¥

By Inftin&s from above;
With finer Tafte of Wifdom fraught,,
And myftic Pow’rs of Love,

VIILI.
Yet ask not in mere Eafe and Pomp

Of Ghoftly Gifts to fhine:
“T'ill Death the Lownefles of Man.

And decent Griefs are Thine.
AFFLICTION,
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ArrricTioN. From Herbert,

{

I.
WHEN firft T hou didft entice my Heart
"T'o Thee, I thought the Service braves
So many Joys I for my Part
Set down ; befides what I might have
Out of my Stock of natural Delights,
Augmented by thy gracious Benefits.

1L
I view’d thy Furniture fo fine,
So gay, fo rich; and All for Me!
Strongly it fpoke the Hand Divine,
And lur’d my ravifh’d Soul to T'hee.
Such Stars I counted mine: both Heav’nand Earth
Paid me my Wages in a World of Mirth.

' I11.
W hat Pleafures could I want who ferv’d
A King, where Joys my Fellows were?
Still my fond Hopes no Place referv’d
‘For pining Grief, or anxious Fear :
Thus did my {fimple Scul thy Yoke embrace,
And made herYouth and Fiercenefs feek thy Face.

- IV.
At firft Thou gav’{t me Sweetnefles, |
- And ftrew’dft with Flow’rs the narrowWay:
Smoothly my Soul funk down to Peace,
My ev’ry joyous Month was Aay.
But with my Years Sorrow did twift and grow.

And made a Party unawares for Woe,
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V.

My Flefh chaftis’d with tort’ring Pain
M Soul, and Sicknefs clave my Bones;
Pale Agues dwelt in ev’ry Vein,
And fadly tun’d my Breath to Groans.
Sorrow was all my Soul; I fcarce perceiv’d;

But by the Pains 1 {uffer’d, that I liv’d.

VI.

Health’s flowly-lingring, vain Return
,( A far feverer Lofs attends;
Sudden my ravifh’d Life I mourn,.
I lofe it in my dying Friends..
Defencelefs now, my ev’ry Comfort fled,
While Grief’s whole Sea is empty’d on my Head,

V1I. ‘
How Thou wilt now thy Servant ufe,.
Not one of all my Books can fay..
On thy ignobler Works I mufe,
And wifh like them my Gobp t’obey:
Bleft, could I emulate the Iifelefs Mafs,
Flow like the Stream, or ﬂourifh like the Grafs,

e VIIF _. - .
Yet muft I, tho® 0ppreﬂ: fuibmit
' Strongly my Mis’ry te fuftain—
Or I will now the Service quit,
And. ftrait fome other Mafter gain—
~ Ah' my dear Lord, tho’ I'am clean forgot,
" T.et me not love Thee, if I love Thee not ).

FraiLTY,
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Fraivty. From the fame,

L.
LORD, how .in Silence I defpife
The giddy Worldling’s Snare !

This Beauty, Riches, Honouy, T oys

Not worth a Moment’s Care.
Hence painted Duft, and gilded Clay !

You have no Charms for Me:
Delufive Breath, be far away !

I wafte no 'Thought on thee.

IL.
But when abroad at once I view
Both the World’s Hofts and T hine !
Thefe fimple, fad, afili¢ted, few,
Thefe num’rous, gay and fine:
Loft my Refclves, my Scorn is paft,
I boaft my Strength no more;
A willing Slave they bind me fait
With unrefifted Pow’r.

I11.
O brook not this; let not thy Foes
Profane thy hallow’d .Shrine:
Thine is my Soul, by facred Vows
Of ftri&eft Union Thine !
Hear then my juft, tho’ late Requelt,
Once more the Captive free;
Renew thy Image in my Breaft,
And claim my Heart for T hee.
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The Corrar. From the Jame.

1.
NO more, I cry’d, fhall Grief be mine,
I will throw off the Load;

No longer weep, and figh, and pine
To find an Abfent Gob.

I1. o
Free as the Mufe, my Wifhes move,
"T'hro® Nature’s Wilds they roam :
Loofe as the Wind, ye Wand’rers rove,

And bring me Pleafure home!!

T1E.
Still fhall T urge with endlefs “Toil,
Yet not obtain my Suit?
Still fhall I plant th’> ungrateful Soil,
Yet never tafte the Fruit?

IV.
Not {o, my Heart! — for Fruit there is,
Seize it with eager Hafte;

Riot in Joys, diffolve in Blifs,
And pamper ev’ry Tafte.

v

On Right and Wrong thy Thoughts ne more
In cold Difpute employ ;

Forfake thy Cell, the Bounds pafs o’er,,
And give a Loofe to Joy.

£ onfcience
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V1.

Confcience and Reafon’s Pow’r deride,
Let ftronger Nature draw,

Self be thy End, and Senfe thy Guide,
And Appetite thy Law.

VII.
Away, ye Shades, while light T rife,
I tread you all beneath !

Grafp the dear Hours my Youth fupplies,
Nor 1dly dream of Death,

VIII.
Whoe’er enflav’d to Grief and Pain,
Yet ftarts from Pleafure’s Road,
Still let him weep, and ftill complain,

And fink beneath his Load—
I1X.

But as I rav’d, and grew more wild
And fierce at ev’ry Word,
Methought .1 heard One calling ¢¢ Child ! *?
And I reply’d —<¢ My Lord 1 ”

GRrACcCE. From the fame.

‘ I.
MY Stock lies dead, and no Increafe
Does thy Paft Gifts improve :
O let thy Graces without ceafe
Drop gently from above.

If
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IT.
If ftll the Sun fhould hide his Face,
Earth would a Dungeon prove,
T'hy Works Night’s Captives: O let Grace
Drop gently from above,

I11.
T he Dew unfought each Morning falls,
Lefs bounteous 1s thy Dove ?
‘The Dew for which my Spirit calls,
Drop gently froin above,

IV.
Death is ftill digging like a Mole
My Grave, where’er I move;
Let Grace work too, and on my Soul.
Drop gently from above.

V,

Sin is ftill {preading o’er my Heart
A Hardnefs void of Lovey -

Let {uppling Grace, to crofs her Art,
Drop gently from above;

- - VI. -

O come; for Thou doft know the Way !
Or 1f "I hou wilt not move,

"T'ranflate me, where I need not fay
Drop gently from above.

GRrRATE-
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GRATEFULNESS. = From the fame..

I.

T H O U, who haft giv’n fo much to me, -
cive a grateful Heart :
See how thy Beggar works on T'hee

By acceptable Art!

I1.

He makes thy Gifts occafion more ;
And fays, 1f here he’s croft,

All Thou. haft giv’n him heretnforea '
Thyfelf, and AH_IS loft.

111
But Thou didft reckon, when at firft

Our Wants thy Aid did crave,
What it would come to at the worft

Such needy Worms to fave.,

IV
Perpetual Knockings at thy Door,

Tears fullying all thy Rooms ;
{ift upon Gift; much would have more,

And @ill thy Suppliant comes,

Yet thy unweary’d Love went ong 5
Allow’d us- all our Noife; . .
Nay T hou ‘haft dignify’d 2 Groan,

And made a Sigh thy Joys.

- d—

‘Wherefore
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VL

Wherefore I cry, and cry again,
Nor canit Thou quiet be,
Till my repeated Suit obtain

A Thankful Heart from T hee.

VII.

Hear then, and T hankfulnels impart
Continual as thy Grace;

O add to all thy Gifts a Heart |
Whofe Pulfe may be thy Praife?

The METHOD, From the fame.

LAment, unhappy Heart, lament !
Since (Gop refufes {till

“T'o hear thy Rray’r, fome Diﬁ:c:ntent ‘
Unknown muit cool his Will,

. 11, ,
Doubtlefs thy heav’nly Father could
Give All thy Suit does move ;
For He is Pow’r: And {ure He would
Give All; for He is Love.

- - III.

Go then the fecret Caufe explore,
Go fearch thy inmoft Soul:

Let Earth divide thy Care no more,

- ~ince Heav’n requires the Whole,
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IV.
Ha! What do I here written fee ?
It tells me ¢ Yefterday
Cold I prefer’d my carelefs Plea,
And only feem’d to Pray >,

V. .
Buf ftay—=What read I written there ?
¢¢ Something I would have done;
His Spirit mov’d me to forbear,
Yet boldly 1 went on,”

| VLI
Then bend once more thy Knees and pray,
Once more lift -up thy Voice: -
Seek Pardon firft; and Gop will fay
€ Again, Glad Heart, rejoice, *

Grieve notr the HorLyvy SPiRrIT,
Erom the fame,

I.
AN D art thou griev’d, O Sacred Dove,
When I defpife .or crofs thy Love?
Griev’d for 2 Worm ; when ev’ry Tread
Crufhes, ‘and leavés the Reptile dead !

~Then Mirth be ever banifh’d hence,
~Since Thou art pain’d by my Offence 3
I fin not.to my Grief alone,

The Comforter within doth groan..
o ‘Then
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I11,
Then weep my Eyes, for Gop doth grievef
Weep, foolifh Heart, and weeping live:
‘T'ears for th¢ Living Mourner plead,
But ne’er avail the hopelefs Dead.:

IV,

Tord, I adjudge myfelf to Grief,
‘To endlefs Tears without Relief: -
Yet O! ¢ exaét thy Due forbear,
And fpare a feeble Creature, fpare!

. V.

Still if T wail not, (ftill to wail
Nature denies, and Flelh would fail)
Lord, pardon—-for thy Son makes good
My Want of T'ears, with Store of Blood.

The S1GH. From the [ame.

I. , -
MY Heart did heave, and there came forth
“ 0O Gon!?” .
By that I knew that Thou waft in the Grief,
(Making a Golden Sceptre of .thy Rod)
'T'o guide and govern it to my Relief.
Hadft T hou not had a more than equal Part,

Sure the'unruly Sigh had broke my Heart,

1I,. - -
But fince thy. Will' my Bounds of Life aflign’d,
‘Thou know’ft my Framé: -and if a fingle Sigh
Ask fo much Breath, what then remains behind!
. Why ! if fome Years-of Life. together HY,TI
Lo 1€
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The {wiftly-wafting Sigh then only is
A Gale to bring me fooner to my Blids!

111,
Thy Life on Eartlh was Grief: to this Thou ftili
Art conftant, while thy fuff’ring Majefty
Touch’d with my Mis’ry, feels whate’er I feel,
- Adopts my Woes, and daily grieves in me,
Thy Death was but begun on Calvary ;
Thou ev’ry Hour doft in thy Members die !

ity

The FLoweRrR. From the fame.

| I |
'RVHILE fad my Heart, and blafted mourns,
How chearing, Lord, are thy Returns,
How f{weet the Life, the Joys they bring !
Grief in thy Prefence melts away.
Refrefh’d 1 hail the gladfome Day,
As Flow’rs falute the rifing Spring.

II.
Who would have thought my wither’d Heart
Again fhould feel thy fov’reign Art, |
A kindly Warmth again fthould know?
Late like the Flow’r, whofe drooping Head
oinks down, and.:{feeks its nattve Bed
To fee the Mother-Root below.

) - IIL
‘T'hefe are thy Wonders, Lord of Pow’r,
Killing and Quick’ning ! One fhort Hour
Lifts up to Heav’n, and finks to Hell:

D Thy:



o . Hymns and SaAcrED PoEwms.

“Thy Will fupreme difpofes All;
{We prove thy Juftice in our ¥ all
| Thy Mercy in our Rife we feel

. 1V.
D that my Lateft -Change were o’er!
;O were' 1 plac’d wheré ‘Sin no more
With its Attendant Grief, could come?
Stranger to Change, I then fhould rife
Amidf{t the Plarts of Paradife, -
And flourifh in Eternal Bloom.

V.
‘Many a Spung fince here T grew,
I feem’d my Verdure to renew,

And higher ftill to ri{fe and higher:
-Water’d by Tears, and fan’d by Sighs,
*' _I our’d my Fragrance thro’ the Skies,
And heay’ nward ever {gem’d t” afpire.

VI.
:But ‘while T grow, as Heav’n were mine,
‘Thine Anger comes, and-I decline;
Faded my Bloom, my Glory loit :
‘Who can the deadly Cold fu{tam,
AOr ftand beneath the chilling Pain
“‘When blafted by thine Anger’s Froft : ?

VII .
~ _And now in Age I bud again,

O nce more I feel the Vernal Rain,
‘T'ho’ dead fo oft I live and write:
Sure I but dream ! It cannot be

“That I, my Gop, that I am He
On Whom thy "Tempefts fell all Night!

Thel




Hymns and SaAcrED Porms., 5%

VIII.
Thefe are thy Wonders, Lord of Love,
.Thy Mercy thus delights to prove
We are but Flow’rs that bloom and dic!
Soon as T his faving Truth we {ee,
Within thy Garden plac’d by T hee,
Time we furvive, and Death defy,

-

DeserTION, From the faic.

: R
OY of my Soul, when Thou art gone,
And I (which cannot be) Alone ;
(It cannot, Lord ! for I on T hee

Depend, and T hou abid’{it in me.)

IT. |
But when Thou doft the Senfe reprcis,

Th’ extatic Influence of thy Grace ;
Seem to defert thy lov’d Abode, -
And leave me funk beneath my lL.oad:

I1II. -

O what a Damp and deadly Shade,
What Horrors then my Soul invade!
Lefs ghaftly low’rs the gloomieft Night
Than the Eclipfe that veils thy Light.

| 1V.
O do not, do not thus withdraws
Left Sin furprize me void of Awe,
And when T hou doft but-{hine lefs clear,
Say boldly, That Thou art not here, =~
D a T how
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V.

‘T'hou, Lord, and only T hou canft tell
How dead the Life which then I feel;
Purfu’d by Sin’s infulting Boaft,

“I'hat <¢ }-may feek == but T'hou art loft!*

V1.

1 half belicve (the deadly Cold
Does all my Pow’rs fo faft infold)
"I"'hat Sm fays true. But while I grieve,
Again 1 fee thy Face, and Live!

ATrRuE HymMmN., From the Jame.

I.
MY Joy, my Life, my Crown of Blifs,
My Heart was mufing all the Day,
Fain would it fpeak ; yet only this,
‘“ My Joy, my Life, my Crown,” could [y

1I.
Few as they are, and void of Art,
Yet {light not, Lord, thefe humble Words:
Fine is that Hymn which fpeaks the Heart,
"I'he Heart that to the Lines accords.

111,

He, who requires his Creature’s Time,
And all his Soul, and Strength and Mind,

{Complains, if Heartlefs lows the Rhymre,
What makes the Hymn is {till -behind -

T
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| IV.
The fcanty' Verfe Himfielf fupplies,
Let but the fervent Heart be mov’d 3
And when it fays with longing Sighs
<« could I love!” Gop writeth ¢ Lov’d!”

The TEMPER, Frpm the fame,

I.
O. Lord, how gladly would my Rhymes
Engrave thy Love in Steel, |
{f what my Soul doth feel fometimes,
My Soul might ever feel f

II. -
T'ho’ there were forty Heav’ns or niores o
Sometimes I mount them all;
Sometimes I hardly reach a Score,, - :
Sometimes to Hell I fall,

II1.

Rack me not to fuch vaft Extent 5
‘Thefe Lengths belong to Thee
‘The World’s too little: for thy Tent,.

A Grave too big for me.

1V.

O mete not Arms with’Man, nor ftretch -
A Worm from Heav’n to Hell !

Strive not with- Duft, nor let a Wretch:
Thy Pow’r Almighty feel,

D 2 1 Yet
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V.
Yet take thy Way : thy Way is beft ;
Grant or deny me Eafe:

‘T"his 1s but tuning of my Breaft,
T'o make the Mufick pleafe.

VI
Rife I to Heav’n, or fink to Duft,

In both, thy Hands appear ;

‘T'hy Pow’r and Love, my Love and Truft
Make One Place Ev’ry where ]

Lah

Q-Z?é’ ﬁfﬂﬁ'n

I,
E 'T" cannot be !l . Is this. the Heart -
That fwelled fo late with mighty Joy ?

Lord, if Thou needs muft ufe thy Dart,
Spare thy own Gifts, and Sin deﬁroy..

I11.
T he Greater World knows. no Decay ;
But thy Dwmer World of Grace |
A new Creator .ev’ry Day -
"T'hou fuddenly doﬂ: rear -or rafe,

, II1I,

Set up :thy Kingdom in my Heart, .
That all my Pow’rs. thy Sway.may own :

For ah! my Lord, if -T'hou-depart,-- . -~
Straxt rebel Nature mounts thy Throne,

T ho




Hymns and SAcrRED PoEMS. 54

Tho’ Heav’n-be mov’d, may I remain:
Stedfaft, and centred firm on T hee:
Here fix th Court, and {till maintain:

A ﬁandmﬂ' Ma_]e{’cy in mel

BITTER-SWEERT. From the fame.

I
AI—I mv dear, angry Lord,
Since T hou doft love, yet {trike,
Caft down, and yet thy Hcl aftord,
Sure I will do the llkG.

IT.
I will complain, yet pralﬁs,
Bewail, and yet approve, . .
“And all my mournful,. joyful Days
I will lament, and love.

A HYMN jbr MIDNIGHT‘.- |

I |
WHILE Midnight Shadcs the Earth o *erfpr cad,.
And veil the Boflom of the Deep,.
Nature reclines her weary Head,
And Care refpires and Sorrows fléep :
My Soul ftill: aims at Nobler Reﬁ
Afplrlng to: her Saviour’s Brea{’c

D 4. Aid
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I1.
Aid me, ye hov’ring Spirits near,
Angels and Minifters of (Grace ;
Who ever, while you guard us here,
Behold your Heav’nly Father’s Face !
Gently my raptur’d Soul convey
‘T'o Regions of Eternal Day,

I11.
Fain would I leave this Earth below,
Of Pain and Sin the dark Abode;
‘Where thadowy Joy, or folid Woe
Allures, or tears me from my Gob:
Doubtful and Infecure of Blifs,
since Death alone confirms me His.

1V.
Till then, to Sorrow born I figh,
And gafp, and languifh after Homejs
Upward I fend my {treaming Eye, -
Expecting till the Bridegroom come:
Come quickly, Lord! T hy own receive,
Now let me fee thy Face, and live,

: V. .
Abfent from Thee, my exi’d Soul
Deep in a Flefhly Dungeon groans ;.
Around me Clouds of Darknefs roll,
And lab’ring Silence fpeaks my Moans:
Come quickly, Lord! Thy Face difplay,
And look my Midnight into Day.

VI.
Error and Sin, and Death are o’er
1f T hou reverfe the Creature’s Doom ;
Sad, Rachel weeps her Lofs no more,
if Thou the Gop, the Saviour come:
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Of Thee pofleft, in Thee we prove
The Light, the Life, the Heav’n of Love.

After confidering fome of bis Friends..

I.
W HY do the Deeds of happier Men
Into. a- Mind return,
Which can, oppreft by Bands of Sloth, .
With .no fuch Ardors burn?¢

11.
Gop of my Life and all my Pow’rs; .
The Everlafting Friend !
Shall Life fo favour’d in its Dawn,,
Be fruitleis in its End!.

I11. . ’

To Thee,. O Lord, my tender Years
A trembling Duty paid,

With Glimpfes of the mighty Gob -
Delighted and afraid.- |

e 1V..
From Parents’ Eye, and Paths of Men,
‘Thy Touch I ran to.meet ;
It fwell’d the Hymn, and feal’d the Pray’r, .
>T'was. calm, and f{trange, and {weet!

| V. __

Oft when beneath’ the Work of Sin
Trembling and dark I {tood, |

And felt the Edee of eager T hought, -
And felt -the kindling Blood: 7
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T VL
Thy Dew came down-——-—my Heart was Thm

It knew nor Doubt nor Strife ;
Cool now and peaceful as the Grave.;

And ftrong to Second Life.

VIE.
Full of Myielf ‘¥ oft forfook '
'T’he Now, the T ruth, and T hee,
For fanguine Hope, or - fenfual Guit,:’
Or earth-born.Sophiftry:

VIII.
‘T'ke Folly thriv’d, and came in Slghr‘:
‘T'oo grofs for Life to bear ;
I fmote the Breaft' for Man too ba{'ej, |
I {mote —and Gop was there !

IX.
Still will I hope for Voice and Strength:
T'o glorify thy Name; '
“I'ho’ I muft die to all that s Mine,
And fuffer All my Shame. .

RerLiGious Di1scourse..

T O fpeak for Gop, tofound Religion’s Praife,
Of facred Paflions the wife Warmth to raife ;.
T infufe the Contrite wifh to Conqueft nigh,.
And point the Steps my/{terious as they lie; -
‘T'o feize the Wretch in. full Career of Luﬂ‘

And footh the filent Sorrows of the Juft:

B

Who
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Who would not blefs for T his the Gift of Speechs,:
And in the Tongue s Beneficence be:rich?

But who muft talk ? Not the mere modern Sage’
Who fuits the foften’d Gofpel to the Age ;
Who ne’er to raife degen’rate Practice fh Wes,
But brings the Precept down to Chriftian’s Lives.-
Not He, who Maxims from cold Reading took,
And never {faw Himfelf but thro’ a Book :
Not He, who Hafty in-the Morn of (race,
Soon finks extinguifh’d as a Comet’s Blaze..
Not He, who ftrains in Scripture-phrafe t’ abound
Deaf to the Senfe, who {tuns us with the Sound ;-
sut He, who Silence loves 3 and never dealt:
In the falfe Commerce of a T'r uth Unfelt

Guilty you fpeak, if fubtle from within®
Blows on your Words the Self-admiring Sm A
If unrefolv’d to choofe the Better Part, .

Your forward Tongue belies your languid Heart,-
But then fpeak fafely, when your peaceful Mind-
Above Self—feekmg bleft,- on Gob-reclin’d,
Feels Him at.once fuwgeﬁ unlabour’d Senfe,
And ope a Sluce of fiveet Benevolence. .
Some high Behafts of Heav’n you then fulfil,
Sprung, from his nght your Words, and 1fﬂ'umg'
by his W ll..

Nor yet exp eé"c fo M ﬁzmlly long, .
Till Certain Imp:ratzon loofe your 'Tongue :

- Exprefs the Precept runs,- ¢ Do good to ally ™

Nor adds, < Whene’er youfind an inward Call.”*

"Tis Gop commands: no farther Motive feck,

Speak or without, or with Rela&ance {peak::

To Love’s Habitual Senfe by Adéts afplre,

And kindle, till you catch the Gofpel-Fire.
Difcoveries
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- Difcoveries immature of T'ruth decline,

Nor proftitute the Golpel Pearl to Swine.
Beware, too rafhly how you fpeak the whole,
“The Vilenefs, or the T'reafures of your Soul.

If fpurn’d by fome, where weak on Earth you lie,
If judg’d a Cheat or Dreamer, where you fly ;
Here the Sublimer Strain, th® exerted Air
Yorego; you’re at the Bar, not in the Chair.

"I"o the pert Reas’ner if you {peak at all,
Speak what within his Cognizance may fall :
Expofe not T'ruths Divine to Reafon’s Rack,
Give him his own belov’d Ideas back,
Your Notions till they look like His, dilute ;
Blind he muft be—but fave him from Difpute !
But when we’re turn’d of Reafon’s noontide Glare,
And ‘T hings begin to fhew us what they are,
More free to fuch your true Conceptions tell ;
Yet graft them on the Arts where they excel.
If fprightly Sentiments detain their Tafte;
If Paths of various Learning they have trac’d ;
If their cool Judgment longs, yet fears to fix :
£ire, Erudition, Hefitation mix.

All Rules aredead : *tis from the Heart you draw

‘The living Luftre, and unerring Law.
A State of T hinking in your Manner fhow,
Nor fiercely foaring, nor fupinely low:
Others their Lightnefs and each inward Fault
Quench in the Stilnefs of vour deeper T hought,
Let all your Geftures fixt Attention draw,,
~And wide around diffufe infeftious Awe;

- Prefent with Gop by Recolleétion feenn,
Yet prefent, by your Chearfulnefs, with T hens.

Without
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W ithout Elation Chriftian Glories paint,

Nor by fond am’rous Phrafe aflume the Saint.,
Greet not frail Men with Compliments untrue,
With fmiles toPeace confirm’d and Conqueft due,
There are who watch t”adore the Dawn of Grace,
And pamper the young Profelyte with Praife:
Kind, humble Souls I T hey with a right good W ill
Admire his Progrefs—till he ftands ftock ftill..

Speak but to T hirfty Minds of things Divine,
Who ftrong for T hought, are free in yoursto join,
The Bufy from his Channel parts with Pain,
The Lanquid.loaths.an Elevated Strain :

With thefe you aim-but at good-natur’d Chat,
Where all, except the Love, is low and flat.

Net one Addrefs will diff’tent T empers fit.
The Grave and Gay, the Heavy and the Wit.
Wits will fift you ;. and moft Conviction find
Where leaft ’tis urg’d, and.feems the leaft defign’d.
Slow Minds are merely paflive ; and forget
‘T'ruths not.inculcated : to thefe repeat, }
Avow your Counfel, nor abftain from Heat.

Some gentle Souls, to gay Indiff’rence true,
Nor hope, nor fear, nor think the more for you,
et Love turn Babbler here, and Caution fleep,
Blufth not for fhallow Speech, nor mufe for deep;
‘Thefe to your Humour, not your Senfe attend,
"T'is not th* Advice that fways them, but the

Friend. -
Others have large Recefles in their Breaft,
With penfive Procefs all they hear digeft:
Here well-weigh’d Words with waryForefight fow,
For all- you fay will {ink, and ev’ry Seed will

OTOW.
| At
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At firft Acquaintance prefs each T'ruth fevere,
Stir-the whole Odium of your Charaéter:
L.et harfheft Doétrines all your Words engrofs,
And Nature bléeding on the Daily Crofs.
"Then to youtfelf th’ Afcetic Rule enjoin,
"To others ftoop furprizingly benign ;
Pitying, if from T hemfelves with Pain they Part,
If ftubborn Nature long holds out the Heart.
"T"heir Qutworks now are- gain’d ; forbear to prefs
T he more you urgé thein, you prevail the lefs;
Eet Speech lay by its Roughnefs to oblige,
Your {peaking Life will carry on the Siege:
By your Example {truck,. to Gob they fErive
‘I'o live, no longer to 'T"hemfielves alive,

"T"o pofitive Adepts infidious yield,
T’ enfure the Conqueft, feem to quit the Field :
Lirge in your Gr ants be their Opinion fhown:
Approve, amend-—-—and wind it to your own,
Couch in your Hints, if more refign’d they hear,
Both what they will be foon, and what they are:
Plealing' T hefe Words now to their confcious Breatft,
‘T"h’ antici patincr Voice hereafter bleft.

In Souls u{’c wak’ the Paths of L:crht to choofe,
Conw&mns keen, and.Zeal of Pray’r infufe.
Let them .love Rules ;. till freed from Paflion’s
Reign,

"T1H blamelefs Mor al Rec?cltude they gain.

But left reform’d from each Extremer Ill,
They fhould but Civilize old Nature fill,.
‘The loftier Charris and Ernergy difplay
Of Virtue model’d by the Godhead’s Ray ;

The Lineaments Divine, Perfection’s Plan,
And all the Grandeur of the Inner Man.
Commences
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Commences thus the Agonizing Strife :

Previous to Nature’s Death, and fecond Life:
Struck by their own mc]ement piercing Evye,

T heir feeble Virtues blufth, fubfide and die;
They view the Scheme that mimick Nature made,
A fancy’d Goodnefs, and Religion’s Shade ;

With angry Scorn they now reject the whole,
Unchang’d their Heart, undeify’d their Soul ;

Tl Indwnatlon {leeps away to Faith,

And GOD s own Pow’r and Peace takc root in fa-
cred Wrath..

Aim lefs to T'each than Love. T heWork begun
In Words, is crown’d by artlefs Warmth alone.
Love to your Friend a Second Office owes,
Yourfelf and Him before Heav’ns Foot{tool throws:
You place his Form as Suppliant by your Side,
(A hel plefs Worm, for whom the Saviour dy’d)
Into hlS Soul call down th’> Eternal Beam,

And longing ask to fpend, and to be {pent for Him.

Man's MepLEY. From Herbel_'t.,

H AR K how the Woods with Muﬁck ring, -
How fweet the feather’d Minftrels fing !
They have Their Joys, .and Man bas His:
Yet, if we Judfre our State aright, .
T'he prefent is' not Man’s Dehcrht
Hereafter brmgs his Pelfe& Bllfs.

. “II.
This Life belongs to Things of Senfe,
Juftly to this They make Pretence;
R _ - Angels
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Angels poflefs the Next by Birth:
Man,. grov’ling glormus Man alone-
Angel and Brute unites in one,
While this Hand Heav’n, -that-touches Earth:

III. .
Glorious in Soul, he mounts and flies, -
Grov’ling in Flefh, he finks and dies:
His T reafure holds in Earth confin’d — -
T'he Body’s Calls forbid to hear,
Born to regard with lift’ning Ear-

T he D1&ates of his nobler Mind. .

IV.
Not but his gracious Mafter here

Allows and bids -him tafte the Cheer:

As Birds, that drinking lift. their Head, .
T'hankful like them he bids him drink,
And of thofe Streams of Pleafure think

"T'hat ever chear th’ Immortal Dead, .

His Joys are Double — And his Pains ;-

W hile of Two Winters He- complains, .
"T"he Brute Creation feels but One:

Round, and Within him Tempefts roll ;

Froft chills his Veins, and "I"hought his Seul ;
Two Deaths he. fears, .and He alone.

VI..
Yet ev’n the fharpeft heavieflt Grief’
May with it bring. its own Relief,

If right his State the Suffrer wmghs
Hapypy ‘the Man, who finds the Art
“T'o turn, by Thankfulnefs of He'u'r,

His double Pains to double Pralfe

o ., MIiseRrY,
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MiseRrRY. From the fame.

1. -
LORD, let the Angels praife thy Name,
Man -is a Feeble, Foolifh thing!
Folly and Sin play all his (GGame,
Still burns his Houfe, He {till doth {ing:
To-day he’s here, to Morrow gone,
The Madman knows it~and fings on.

IT.
How canft T hou brook his Foolifhinefs 2
When heedlefs of the Voice Divine,
Himfelf alone he feeks to pleafe,
And carnal Joys prefers to T hineg
Eager thro’ Nature’s Wilds to rove,
Nor aw’d by Fear, nor charm’d by Love.

- 111,
What firange Pollutions does he wed,.
Slave to his Senfes and to Sin!
Naked of Gop, his Guilty Head
He {trives in Midnight Shades to skreen:
- Fondly he hopes from Thee to ly,
Unmark’d by -thine all-feeing- Eye.

IV.

- The beft of Men to Evil yield,

~ If but the {lighteft T'rial come ;

They fall, by T hee no more upheld :
And when AfHiction calls them home,.

Thy gentle Rod they fcarce endure,

And murmur to accept their Cure..

e

Wayward
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Angels poflefs the Next by Birth:
Man,. -grov’lmg glonous Man alone-

Angel and Brute unites in one,
While this Hand Heav’ n, -that -touches Earth.

III.
Glorious in Soul, he mounts and flies, -
Grov’ling in Flefh, he finks and dies:
His Treafure holds in Earth confin’d —-
T'he Body’s Calls forbid to hear,
Born to regard with lift’ning Ear-
T he D.t&ates of his nobler Mind. .

1V.
Not but his gracious Mafter here
Allows and bids -him tafte the Cheer :
As Birds, that drinking lift. their Head, .
T "hankful like them he bids him drink,
And of thofe Streams of Pleafure think
"I’hat-ever chear th’ Immortal Dead.

His Joys are Double — And his Pains ;
While of T'wo Winters He- complams; .
T he Brute Creation feels but One:
Round, and Within him Tempefts roll;
Froft chills his Veins, and "I"hought his Seul ;
‘T'wo Deaths he. fears, .and He alone.

VI..
Yet ev’n the fharpeft heavieflt Grief’
May with it bring its own Relief,
If right his State the Suft’rer weighs

Happy the Man, who finds the Art
“T'o turn, by Thankfulnefs of Heart,

His doublc Pdms to double Przufe
. - MISERY,
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MiseERrRY. From the fame.

1. -
LORD, let the Angels praife thy Name,
Man -is a Feeble, Foolifh thing!
Folly and Sin play all his (Game,
Still burns his Houfe, He {till doth fing:
To-day he’s here, to Morrow gone,
The Madman knows it=—and fings on.

I1.
How canft Thou brook his Foolifhnefs ¢
When heedlefs of the Voice Divine,
Himfelf alone he feeks to pleafe,
And carnal Joys prefers to Thineg
Eager thro’ Nature’s Wilds to rove, -
Nor aw’d by Fear, nor charm’d by Love.

- II11.
What ftrange Pollutions does he wed,
Slave to hLis Senfes and to Sin !
Naked of Gop, his Guilty Head
He f{trives in Midnight Shades to skreen:
Fondly he hopes from Thee to ly,
Unmark’d by -thine all-fecing Eye.

IV,
The beft of Men to Evil yield,
If but the flighteft T rial come ;
They fall, by T hee no more upheld :
And when Afiétion calls them home,.
Thy gentle Rod they fcarce endure, . -
And murmur to accept their Cure.

—

W :;.y ward
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V [
Wayward they hafte, while Nature leads,
T efcape T hee ; but thy Gracious Dove
Still mildly o’er their Folly fpreads
The Wings of his expanded Love:
'Thou bring’{t them back, nor fuff’reft thofe
Who Would be, to Remain thy Foes.

VI.
My Gop, thy Name Man cannot praife,
All Brig htnefs T"hou, all Purity !
‘T he Sun' in. fiis: Meridian Blaze:
Is Darknefs, if compar’d to T hee.
O how fhall finful Worms proclaim,
Shall Man prefume to fpeak thy Name ¢

- VII.
Man cannot ferve "Thee: AIl his Care.
- Engrofs’d by grov’lmg Appetite,
Is ﬁxt on Earth; his Treafure there, .
His Portion, and his bafe Delight :
He ftarts from Virtue’s thorny Road,
Alive to Sin,. but dead to Gop !

V-III..
Ah foolifh Man, where are- thine Eyes
Loft in a Crowd of Earthly Cares:
‘T'hy Indolence negleéts to nfe, |
While Husks to Heav’n thy Soul prefers 3

Carelefs the {tarry Crown to feize,
By Pleafure bound, or lull’d by Eafe.

IX. TEE
To Gop, thro® all Creation’s Bounds
T’ unconfcious Kinds their-Homage bring’
His Praife thro’ Ev’ry Grove:-refounds,

Nor know the W arblers whom they- ﬁng-'
‘ But
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But Man, Lord of the Creatures, knows
The Source from whence their Being flows.

-

X.

He owns a Gop —but eyes him not,,
But lets his mad Diforders reign:
They make his Life a conftant Blot, ™
And Blood Divine an Off ’ring vain,
Ah Wretch! thy Heart unfearchable,
Thy Ways myfterious who can tell!

XI.
Perfe& at firft, and bleft his State, .
Man in his Maker’s Image fhone ;
In Innocence divinely great
He liv’d; he liv’d to Gop alone:
His Heart was Love, his Pulfe was Praife,
And Light and Glory deck’d his Face.

XII.
But alter’d now and fa/z heis, |
Immerft in Flefth, and dead within
Dead to the ‘Tafte of native Blifs,
And ever finking into Sin:
Nay by his wretched Self undone.
Such is Man’s State—and fuch my owsn /

The SINNER. From the _/z};?ée;,.

| I.

'; WHEN all-the Secrets of my Heart. -
i .  With Horror, Lord,.I fee, ~
* Thine is, Ifind,.the {malleft Part, ..
¢ T'ho’ All be dueto Thee, - .. «-
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T hy Footiteps {carce appear within,
- But Lufls a countlefs Crowd
Th’immenfe Circumference is Siiy¥,

A.Point is all my Good.

IT.

O break my Bords, let Sin enthrall
My ftruggling Soul no more;

Hear thy falPn Creature’s feeble Call,
T'hine Lmage-O reftore! .

And tho’ my Heart fenfelefs and hard
T'o Thee can {carcely groan,

Yet O remember, gracious Lord,

- ‘Thou once didft write in Stone!

S

REPENTANCE. JFrom. the fame.

I,

LO R D, T confefs my Sin is'great, - -
Great'is my Sin! O gently treat

"T"hy tender Flow’r, thy fading Bloomy

Whofe Life’s ftill aiming at a Tomb:

Y. | -
Have Mercy, Lord! Lo I confefs
I feel, I mourn my Foolithnefs:
O fpare me, whom thy Hands have made,
A with’ring Leaf, a fleeting Shadec.

I11.

Sweetert at length- this bitter Bowl
Which Thou haft pour’d’inte my Soul! -
O tarry not! -If ftill Thou ftay, =
Here fets in Death my fhort-liv’d Day.. -

o When
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IV.

When Thou for Sin rebukeft Man,
His drooping Heart is ‘fill’d with Pain;
Blafted his Strength, his Beauty too
Confumes away as Morning Dew.

V.
When wilt Thou Sin and Grief deftroy

That all the broken Bones may joy ;
And at thy all-reviving Word
Dead Siriners rife, and praife the Lord?

CoMPLAINING., From the fame.

1. .
TH OU, Lord, my Pow’r and Wifdom art,
O do not then reject my Heart !
Thy Clay that weeps, thy Duit I am
‘That calls, O put me not to Shame !
IT1.
Thy Glories, I.ord, in all things {hine,
T hine is the Deed, the Praife 1s.T hine:

A fecble helplefs Creature.l
Do at thy Pleafure live or die,

| 11X, - |
Art Thou All Juftice? —fthews thy Word
Thro’ Ev’ry Page an Angry Lord?
Am I all Tears? —1Is this to live?
Is all my Bufinefs here, to grieve?

Fill
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1V.

Fill not my Life’s fhort Hour with Pain:
Or, O contra& the Wretched Span ;
So fhall I mount from Sorrow free,

And find Relief and Heav’n in Theef

HomMmE. LFrom the Jane.

1.

F ATNT i1s my Head, and {ick my I—Teart,,
‘While Thou doft ever, ever ﬂ:ay

Fixt in my Soul I feel thy Dart,
Groaning, I feel it nght and Day :
Come, Lord, and thew Thyfelf to me;,

Or take, O take me up to Thee!

11.

Can{’c Thou VVlth—hOld thy healmn- G.'-,}_;,uje:lr
So kindly lavith of thy Blood
When f{wiftly trickling down thy Face,

For Me the purple Current ﬂow’dl
Come Lord, and fhew, &9’;

I11..

W hen: Man was. loft, LOVE look’d about,
To fee what Help in Earth or Sky:
In vain ; for none appear’d without,

The Help did in thy Bofom hc'
Come, Loxd, &,

T hert
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IV.

There lay thy Son: but left his Reft
T'hraldom and Mis’ry to remove
From thofe, who Glory once pofieit,
But wantonly abus’d thy L.ove,

Lome, Lord, &e.

V.
He came ~---- O my Redeemer dear!
And canit T hou after this be ftrange?
Not yet within my Heart appear !
Can Iove like Thine or fatl or change ?
Come Lord, &c.

V1.
But if Thou tarriet, why muft I?
My Gop, what is this World to me
This World of Woe ---- hence let them fly,
‘The Clouds that part my Soul and T hee,

Lome, Lord, &c,

VII.
Why fhould this weary World delight,
Or Senfe th’immortal Spirit bind ¢
Why thould firail Beauty’s Charms invite,
The trifling Charms of Womankind ?
Come, Lord, &.. '

'_ | VIII.
A Sigh Thou breath’ft into my Heart,
And earthly Joys I view with Scorn :
Far from my Soul, ye Dreams depart,
Nor mock me with your vain Return !
Lome, Lord, &, .
- - Horrow

—
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IX.
Sorrow and Sin, and Lofs and Pain
Are all that here on Earth we fee ;
R eftlefs we pant for Eafe in vain,
In vain «--- till Eafe we find in T hee,

Come, Lord, &c.

X.
Idly we talk of Harvefts here,
Eternity our Harveft is:
Grace brings the great Sabbatic Year;
W hen ripen’d into Glorious Blifs.
Come, Lord, &c.

. XT. )
O loofe this Frame, Life’s Knot untie,
T hat my free Soul may ufe her an ;
Now pinion’d with Mortality,
A Weak entangled, wretched Thing !

Come, Lord S

XII.
Why thould I longer ftay and groan ?
T he moft of me to Heav’n is fled :
My T'houghts and Joys are thither gone;

‘T'o all below I now am dead.
Come, Lord, &c.

XIII.

Come, deareft Lord! my Soul’s-Defire
- With cager Pantings gafps for Home :
T hee, Thec my refilefs Hopes require ;

My Flefh and Spirit bid T hee. come!
Come, Lord, and fhew T hyfelf to me,

- Or ;_ake, O take me up to [ hee!
" LONGING.
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LoNGING. ZFrom the fame.

L.
I'T H bending Knees, and aking Eyes,
Weary and faint, to Thee my Cries,
To Thee my Tears, my Groans I fend
O when fhall my Complainings end ?

II.

Wither’d my Heart, like barren Ground
Accurft of Gop; my Head turns round,
My T hroat is hoarfe: I faint, I fall,

Yet falling ftill for Pity call.

111.
. Eternal Streams of Pity flow
From Thee their Source to Earth below :
Mothers are kind, becaufe 'T'hou art,
Thy Tendernefs o’erflows their Heart.

IV,
Loap of my Soul, bow down thine Ear,
Hear, Bowels of Compaflion, hear!
O give not to the Winds my Pray’r:
Thy Name, thy hallow’d Name is there !

V.
Look on my Sorrows, mark them well,
The Shame, the Pangs, the Fires T feel: -

Confider, Lorp ; thine Ear incline!
Thy Son hath made my Suff’rings T hine. -

E - T'hon,
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. VI.
" Thou, JEsu, on th’accéurfed Tree
Didft bow thy Dying Head for me;
Incline it now'! ‘'Who made the Ear,
Shall hey fhall He forget to hear!

- VII. ,
See thy poor Duft, in Pity fee,
It ftirs, it creeps, it aims at Thee!
Hafte, fave it from the greedy T'omb!
Come ! ~—Ev’ry Atom bids T hee come!

| VIII. o
*T'is Thine to help! Forget me not !
O be thy Mercy ne’er forgot!
1.ock’d is thy Ear? Yet ftill my Plea
May fpeed: for Mercy keeps the Key.

IX.
- "Thou.tarrielt,- while I finky I die,
And fall to Nothing! Thou on high
sceft me Undone. Yet am I {1il’d
By Thee (loft as I am) thy Child!

X.

Dhdft ‘Thou for This forfake thy T hrone?
‘W here are thy Ancient Mercies gone ?
Why fhould my Pain my Guilt furvive,
And Sin be dead, yet Sorrow live?

Yet Sin'is dead ; And yet abide
Thy Promifes; they fpeak, they chide:
They in thy Bofom pour my Tears,

- And my Complaints prefent as "I heirs,
. | Hear 3
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XI1I.
Hear, Jesu ! hear my broken Heart!

Broken fo long, that ev’ry Part |
Hath got a Tongue that ne’er fhall ceale,

Till Thou pronounce ¢ Depart in Peace.”

XIII.
My Love, my Saviour, hear my Cry ;
By thefe thy Feet at which I lie!
Pluck out thy Dart! Regard my Sighs ;
Now heal my Soul, or now it dies.

e 9

e A __

The SearcH. From the fame.

I.
WHITHER, QO whither art T hou fled,
My Saviour and my Love?
My Searches are my daily Bread,
Yet unfuccefsful prove.
My Knees on Earth, on Heav’'n mine Eye
Is fixt; and yet the Sphere,
And yet the Center both deny
That Thou, my Gop, art there.

II.
Yet can I mark that Herbs below
. Their fragrant Greens difplay,
As if to meet T hee They did know,
While wither’d I decay.
Yet can I mark how Stars above
With confcious Luftre fhine,
Their Glories borrowing from thy Love,
While 1 in Darknefs pine. |
- E 2 | 1 fent
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I11.
I fent a Sigh to feek T hee out,
Drawn from my Heart 1n Pain,
Wing’d like an Arrow ; but my Scout
Return’d alas! in vain.

Another from my endlefs Store
I turn’d into a Groan,

Becaufe the Search was dumb before:
But ali alas! was one.

IV. !
"Where is my Gop? What fecret Place
Still holds, and hides T hee {till?
‘What Covert dares eclipfe thy Face?~—
Is it thy Awful Will?
O let not That thy Prefence bound:
Rather let Walls of Brafs,
{.et Seas and Mountains gird "I hee round,
And 1 thyo’ all will* pafs,

V..
Thy Will fo vait a Diftance 1s,
Remoteft Points combine,
Eaft touches Weft, compared to flhis,
And Heav’n and Hell conjoin.
"Take then thele Bars, thefe Lengths away,
T'urn and reftore my Soul :
Thy Love Omnipotent difplay,
Approach! and make me whole.

V1. o
When Thou, my Lorb, my Gop art nigh,
Nor Life, nor Death can move,
Nor deepeft Hell; nor Pow’rs on high

Can part me from .thy Love. .
- For
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For as thy Abfence pafles far
The wideft Diftance known,

Thy Prefence brings my Soul {fo near,.-
That Thou and I are One!

Disciprine. From the fame.

|
0 "Throw away thy Rod,
O throw away thy Wrath!
My Gracious Saviour and my Gop,
O take the gentle Path. “

I1.
Thou feeft, my Heart’s Defire
Still unto Thee is bent: .
Still does my longing Soul afpire
To an entire Confent.

S 11I.
Not ev’n a Word or Lnok
Do I approve or own,
But by the.Model of thy Book, .
‘Thy facred Book alone. .

IV.
Altho’ I fail, I weep3.
Althe’ 1T halt in pace,
Yet flill with trembling Steps I”creep-
Unto the T hrone of Grace.

V.
O then let Wrath remave -

‘For Love ‘will do the Deed !" .
Love will the Conqueft gain; with Love:

Ev'n flony Hearts will bleed. :

R | . E 3; - For

il
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| VI.
For Love 1s {fwift of Foof,
Love 1s a Man of War;
Love can refiftlefs Arrows fhoot,

And hit the Mark from far.

V1L
Who can efcape his Bow?
'T"hat which hath wrought on T hee,
W hich brought the King of Glory low
Nuft furely work on me,

VIIL
& throw away thy Rod ;
What tho’ Man Frailties hath?
Thou art my -Saviour and m?r Gobp !
O throw away thy Wrrath

DiviNe Love., From the German,

I. ‘
H O U hidden Love of Gop, whofe Height,
‘W hofe 2epth unfathont’d no Man knows,
I fce from far thy beautcous Light,
Inly I {figh for thy Repofe. .
- My H‘"‘alt is pain’d, not can 1t’be’

At Reft, till it finds Reﬁ in T Kee.
- FI.

Thy fecret Voice invites me {till

'['he Sweetnefs of thy Yeke to prove;
And fain I would ; "but tho’ my Will

Be fixt, yet. W1de my Piffions rove.., -
Yet Hindrances f’crew all.the Way; ' |

i mm at ‘T'hee, yet from Thee ftray. | ’T
T'is



Hymns and SAcrRED PoEMmSs. 49

111.

"T'is Mercy all, that Thou haft brought
My Mind to feek her Peace in Thee!
Yet while I feek, but find "I"hee not,
No Peace my wandring Soul fhall fee.
O when fhall all my Wandrings end,
And all my Steps to T hee-ward tend ¢

1V,
Is there a "Thing beneath the Sun,
'That {trives with 'T'hee my Heart to fhare
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone,
The Lord of ev’fy Motion there:
Then {hall my Heart from Earth be free,
When it has found Repofe in T'hee.

V.
O hide this SELF from me, that [
No-more, but CurisT in me may live! .
My vile Affe&ions crucify,
Nor let ‘one darling Luit furvive,
In all things nothing may I fee,
Nothing defire, or feek but Thee!

V1. Lo
O LOVE, thy Sov’reizn Aid impart,.
To fave mé from low-thoughted Care :
Chafe this Self-will thro’ all my Heart,
‘Thro® all its latent Mazes there.
Make me thy duteous Child, that I
Ceafelefs may Abba Father cry. -

| .. VIL -
Ah no! ne’er will T backward. turn::
. ~Thine wholly, thine alone I'am!” -
| E 4 Thrice

] —
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‘T hrice happy He, who views with Scorn
Earth’s Toys for Thee his conftant Flame.
O help, that I may never move

From the bleft Footiteps of thy Love!
VIII.

Each 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!
‘T'o feel thy Pow’r, to hear thy Voice,
To tafte thy Love is all my Choice I

Written in the Beginning of a Recovery
Jrom Sicknefs.

I. -
PEA CE, flutt’ring Soul I' the Storm is o’er,
Ended at laft the doubtlefs Strife :
Refpiring now, the Caufe explore
‘T hat bound thee to a wretched Life.

= 11.

When on the Margin of the Grave,
Why did I doubt my Saviour’s Art?

Ah! why miftruft his -.’V ill to fave?
What meant that Fault’ring of my Heart ¢

I1T1.
I"'was not the fearching Pain within
‘T"hat fll’d my coward Flefh with Iear;
Nor Confcience of uncancel’d Sin;

Nor Senfe of Diflolution near.. Of
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IV

Of Hope I felt no Joyful Ground,
The Fruit of Righteoufnefs alones.

Naked of CHRIsT my Soul I found,
And ftarted from a Gop unknown..

A4

Corrupt my Will, nor half fubdu’d,
Could I his purer Prefence bear ?

Unchang’d, unballow’d, unrenew’d
Could I before his Face appear ?

\'Z ¥, ,
Father of Mercies, hear my Call I~
Lre yet returns the Fatal Hour,
Repair my Lofs, retrieve my Fall,
And raife me by thy quick’ning Pow’r.. .

ViL.: r
My Nature re-exchange for Thines; -
Be Thou my Life, my Hope, my Gainz - |
Arm me in Panoply Divine,
And Death fhall {hake his Dart in vain,

VIII.

When T thy promis’d Crrrst have feen, -
And clafp’d him in my Soul’s Embrace,

Pofeft of my Salvation, T hen —

. Lhen, let'me, LoD, depart in Peace! .

*
"1'-!-.'-'

N Ty g g o L

Ej5 - dffer
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After a Réco-very from: Sicknefs,

1.
AND live I yet by Pow’r Divine?
And have I ftill my- €ourfe to run.?
Again brought back: in its Decline
"I"he Shadow of my parting Sugpx?

II.
Wondring I ask, Is This the Breaft
Struggling fo late and torn with Pain?
The Eyes that upward look’d for Reit,
And dropt their weary Lids. again !

I1LL
The recent Horrors flill appear :
O may they never ceafe to awel
Still be the King of Terrors near,

Whom late in all his Pomp- I*ifahw;

- Iv. - '
Torture and Sin prepar’d his Way,
And pointed to a yawning Tomb !
Darknefs behind eclips’d the Day,
And check’d my forward Hopes of Home.

"My feeble Flefh refus’d to bear
Its {trong redoubled Agoniess

When Mercy heard my fpeechlefs Pray’r,
And faw me faintly gafp for Eafe.

-~ | ‘ - Jusus

/!
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Vi |
Jesus to my Deliv’rance flew,
Where funk in mortal Pangs [ lay ¢
Pale Death his Ancient Cong’ror knew,,
And trembled, and ungrafp’d his Prey ¥

VII.
The Fever turn’d its backward Courle,,
Arrefted by Almighty Pow’r ;. |
Sudden expir’d its Fiery Force,
And Anguith gnaw’d my Side no more:

| VIII. .
Gop of my Life, what juft Returnv.©
Can finful Duft and Afhes giver
I only Live-my Sin to mourn,
To love my Gop I only Live!

IX.
To Thee, benign and faving Pow’r
‘I confecrate my lengthen’d Days; .
While mark’d with Bleflings, ev’ry Hour
Shall fpeak thy co-extended Praife,

How fhall T teach the World to love,
Unchang’d myfelf, unloos’d my Tongue:g
Give me the Pow’r of Faith’ to prove, .

And Mercy fhall be all my Song.

| XK :
Be All my Added Life employ’d
JI'hy Image in my Soul to fee::
Fill :with Thyfelf the Miglty Void ;
" Enlarge my Heart to compafs “T'hee !
LT E G Q give

r +
= F |
] Pl
1 - !
‘:—'ll,:"} ' .
i": IJ‘."" *
iiiii
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XII.

O give me, Saviour, give me more!
"Thy Mercies to my Sou? reveal: .
Alas! I fee their endlefs Store,
Yet Q! I cannot,. cannot feel!”

XIII.
"T'he Blefling of thy Love beftow :
For T'his my Cries fhall never fail ;
‘Wreftling I will not let Thee go,
I will not, till my Suit prevail

, XIV.

I’ weary Thee with my Complaint ;-
Eere at thy Feet for ever lie,

‘With longing fick, with groaning faint : .
O give me Love, or ellfe I die!

XV.
‘Without this beft, divineft Grace.

>"I'is Death, ’tis worfe thag Death to live; .

7I'is Hell to want. thy Blifsful Face,..

And Saints in T hee their Heav’n receive, -

XVI.. .
Come then, my Hope, my Life, my Lord,
And fix in me thy lafting Home !
Be mindful of thy gracious Word,
"I'hou.with thy promis’d Father, comel*

* XVII..
Prepare, and then poflefs my Heart,
O take me, feize me from above: .
“khee Do I love, for Gop Thou arts . -
‘L'hee Do I feel, for Gon is Lovel~

+ -
[ ]
F
3 - = i
- |l‘
+ 1
-
- o
* »
N [ ]
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A PRAYER under Convictions.,

i..
FATI—IER of Light, from whom proceeds--
Whate’er thy Ev’ry Creature needs,
Whofe Goodnefs providently nigh
Feeds the young Ravens when they cry ;
To Thee I look; my Heart prepare, .
Sugeeft, and hearken to.my Pray’r.

11. ,
Since by Thy Light Myfelf I fee .

- Naked, and poor, and void of Thee, -
Thine Eyes muft all my T 'houghts furvey, .
Preventing what my Lips would fay :

Thou feeft my Wants ; for Help they call, .
And ere I {peak, T hou know’{t them. all. .

III.
Thou know’ft the Bafenefs of my Mind
Wayward, and impotent and blind, |
Thou khow’ft how unfubdw’d my Will,
Averfe to Good, and prone to Ill:
Thou know’ft how wide my Paflions rove, -
Nor check’d by Fear, nor charm’d by Love.

- IV. -
Fain would I-know, as known by Thee;.
And feel the Indigence I fee;
Fain would I all my Vilenefs owr, .
And deep beneath the Burden groan :
Abhor the Pride that lurks within,
“Detef} and loath myfelf and Sin.

]

\-‘l FAE R Y 5
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Ah give me;. LorD, myfelf to feel,.
My total Mifery reveal: |
Ah give me, Lorp, (I ftill would fay).
A Heart to mourn, a Heart to pray 3
My Bufinefs this,, my only Care, _
My Life, my ev’ry Breath be Pray’r.

V1.

Scarce I begin my fad Complaint,
When all my warmeft Withes faints
Hardly I lift my weeping Eye,

When 2ll my kindling Ardors die;
Nor Hopes nor Fears my Bofom move,,.
For ftill I cannot, cannot love,

- . VII.
Father, I want a thankful Hearts
I want to tafte how good Thou art,
To plunge me in thy Mercy’s Sea,
And comprehend thy Love to mej
‘T he Breadth, and Length, and Depth, and Height
Of Love divinely infinite,.

VIIT.

Father, I long my Soul to raile

- And dwell for ever on thy Prarle,

‘Thy Praife with Glorious Joy to tell,
In Extafy unfpeakable; - o _
While the Full Pow’r of FariTa I know,

And reign triumphant here below, =
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The 53¢ Chapter of ISATAH,

I. W E O. hath. believ’d the Tlidings? Wha?
Or felt the Joys eoar Words imparts

- Gladly confefs’d our Revord true,,

And found the Saviour in his Heart?
Planted in -Nature’s barren Ground,

And cherifh’d by JerovAaRn’s Care,
There fhall th” Immortal Seed be found,

The Root Divine fhall flourith there!

2. See the Defire of Nations comes ;
Nor outward Pomp befpeaks Hlim near,
A Veil of Fleth the Gop afiumes,
A Servant’s Form he {toops to wear ;
He lays his every Glory by ;
Ignobly low, obfcurely mean,
Of Beauty void, in Reafon’s Lye,
The Source of Lovelinefs is feen.

——

3. Reje&ed and defpis’d of Men,
A Man of Griefs, inur’d to Woe3
His only Intimate is Pain,
And Grief is all his Life below.
We faw, and from the irkfome Sight
Difdainfully our Faces turn’d;
- Hell follow’d Him with fierce Defpight,.
And Earth the humble Object {corn’d.

" 4. Surely for Us He humbled was, L
And griev’d with Sorrows not his own: ’
Of all' his Woes were We the Caufe,
‘We fil’d his Soul with Pangs unknown:.

——

Yet
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Yet Him th® Offender we efteem’d,
Stricken by Heaven’s vindiftive Rod,
HAfRi&ted for Himfielf we deem’d,

And punifh’d by an Angry Gonb.

5. But O ! with our T ranfgreflions {tain’d,
For our Offence He wounded was ;
QOurs-were the Sins that bruis’d and pain’d
And fcourg’d, and nail’d Him to the Crofs,:
“T'he Chaftifement that bought our Peace,
‘T'o Sinners due, on him was laid :
Conlicience be ftill! “thy Terrors ceafe! '
‘T"he Debt’s. difcharg’d, the Ranfom’s paid.

6. What tho® we All as wandring Sheep
Have left our Gop, and lov’d to ftray,
Refus’d his mild Commands to keep;
And madly urg’d the downward Way; -
Father, on Him thy Bolt did fall, -
"T"he Mortal Law thy Son fulfil’d,
‘Thou laid’ft on Him the Guilt of All;
And by his Stripes we All are heal’d,

. Accus’d his Mouth He open’d not,
' He anfwer’d not by VVI'OHGE 0ppreﬂ:
Pure tho’ He was from finful Spot
What Guilt He Silently confeft!
Meek as a Lamb to Slaughter led,
- A Sheep before his Shearers dumb
‘To {uffer in the Sinner’s ftead
Behold the Spotlefs Viétim comel

8. Who could l}is_Hﬁavellly-Birthhc"leclare-
When bound by Man he filent ftood,
When Worms arraign’d Him at their Bar,

And doom’d to Death th> Eternal Gon &
Patlent
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Patient the.Sufferings to fuftain
The Vengeance to Tranfgreflors due,.
Guiltlefs He groan’d and died for Man.:

Sinners rejoice, He died for you!

9. For- your imputed ‘Guilt he bled,

Made Sin a finful World to fave;
Meekly he funk among the Dead:

The Rich fupplied an Honour’d Grave ¢
For O devoid of Sin, and free

From Actual or Intail’d Oftence,
No Sinner in Himfelf was He,

But pure and perfe¢t Innocence.

10. Yet Him th’ Almighty Father’s WillL.
With bruifing Chaftifements purfu’d,

Doom’d Him the Weight of Sin to feel,
And fternly juft requir’d his Blood,

But lo! the Mortal Debt 1s paid,
The coftly Sacrifice is.o’er;

His Soul for Sin an.Offering -made-
Revives, and He fhall die no.more,

1r. His numerous Seed He now fhall fee,
Scatter’d thro’ all the Earth abroad,

Bleft with His Immortality,
Begot by Him, and born of Gob..

Mead to his Church o’er all below
Long fhall He here his Sons fuftain

‘Their bounding Hearts his Power fhall know, .
And blefs the lov’d Meéfliah’s Reign.

12. *Twixt Gop and Them He {ftill fhall.

ftand

T he Children whom his Sire hath given,
_ " Thﬁir %
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"I"heir Caufe fhall proff)er in his Hand
- While RicHTEOUsSNESS looks down from

Heaven.
While pleas’d” He counts the Ranfom’d Race.
And calls and draws them from above;
T"he T ravail of his Soul {furveys,
And refts in. his Redeeming Love.

13. Tis done! my Juftice asks no more,
- "T'he Satisfattion’s fully made:
‘T heir Sins He in his Body bore ; ,.
Their Surety all the Debt has pald

My Righteous Servant and sy Son
Shall each Believing Sinner clear,

And All, who ftoop t’ ab_)ure their own,
Shall in HiS nghteoufnefs appear.

Y4. Them fha]l He claim His juft Defertg
Them His Inheritance receive,. |
And many a contrite humble Heart
- WIill I for his Pofleflion give.
Satan He thence fhall chafe away,
Afflert his Right, his Foes o’ercomey
Stronger than Hell, retrieve the Prey,
And bear the Spoil triumphant Home,

15. For charg’d with all their Guilt he ftood,
Sinners from Suffering to redeem,

For Them He pour’d out all his Blood,
"T'heir Subftitute, He died for "T"hem.

He died; and rofe his Death to plead,
T'o teftify 'T"heir Sins forgiven =

And {ftill T hear Him interceed,

| And {till Bre makes "I heir Clmm. to. Heaven!

HEB.
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HE B. Xii. 2-

Looking wunto JEsvus, the Author and.
Finifher of our Faith.

I.
WEARY of ftruggling with my Pain,
Hopelefs to burft my Nature’s Chain,
Hardly I give the Conteft o’er,
I feeck to free myfelf no more.
II. _

From my own Works at laft T ceafe,

Gop that creates muft feal my Peace;

Fruitlefs my Toil and Vain my Care,
And all my Fitnefs is-Defpair.,

B3¢

Lorp, I defpair myfelf to heal,
I fee my Sin, but cannot feel:
I cannot, till thy Spirit blow,
And bid th’ Obedient Waters flow.

H Iv.e

"L'is T'hine a Heart of Flefh to give,

Thy Gifts I only can receive: -

Here then to T'hee I all refign,
To draw, redeem, and feal ‘is T hine.

e V., - -
With imple Faith, to T'hee I call..
My Lighe, my Life, my LorD, my.All:
I wait “the Moving of the Pool;
! wait the Word that fpeaks me Whole,
I - Speak
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V1.
Speak gracious Lord, my Sicknefs cure,
Make my infeéted Nature pure;
Peace, Righteoufnefs and Joy impart,
And pour-Thyfelf into my Heart.

GAaL., 111, 22..

The Scripture. hath concluded. all under
Sin, that the Promifée by Faith of

Jesus CurisT might be given to them
that beliewe,

I. |
ESU, the Sinner’s Friend, to Thee.
- Loft and undone for Aid I flee;.

Weary of Earth, Myfelf, and Sin—-
Open thine Arms, and take me in.

- IT.
Pity and heal my fin-fick Soul,
>’I'is ‘'T"hou alone can{t make me whole,
¥al’'n, till in-Me thine Image fhine,
And curft I am till Thou art ‘mine.

, III.

Hear, JEsu, hear my helples Cry,
O fave a Wretch condemn’d to die! .
"T"he Sentence in Myfelf I feel,

And all my Nature teems - with Hell...

-

- When:
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) V.

When fhall Concupifcence and Pride
‘No more my tortur’d Heart divide !
"When fhall this Agony be O’er,

And the Old Adam rage no more!
V.

Awake, the Woman’s Condu’ring Seed,
Awake, and bruife the Serpent’s Head,
Tread down thy Foes, with Power cortroul

The Beaft and Devil in my Soul.

V1. ]

The Manfion for T hyfelf prepare,
Difpofe my Heart by Entring there !
’T'1s T his alone can make me clean,
’T'is 'This alone can caft out Sin,

V1I. o

Long bhave I vainly hop’d and firove
To force my Hardnefs into Love,

To give Thee all thy Laws require-
And labour’d in the Purging Fire.

VIII.

A thoufand {pecious Arts effay’d,
Lall’d the deep Adyf?ic to my Aid:
His boafted Skill the Brute refin’d,
But left the fubtler Fiend bechind.

1X.

Frail, dark, impure, I ftill remain,
Nor hope to break my Nature’s Chain:
‘T'he fond felf-emptying Scheme is-paft,
And lo! conftrain’d I yicld at lait.

93

At
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At laft I own it cannot be
‘T"hat I fhould fit Myfelf for T hee:
Here then to Thee, I all refign,
‘I"hine is the Work, and only Thine.

X1.

No more- to lift my Eyes I dare
Abandon’d to a juft Defpair;
I Have my Punifhment in View,
I Feel a thoufand Hells my Due.

' X1I.
What fhall I fay thy Grace to move?
L.orp I am Sin-—but Thou art Love:
I give up every Plea befide

< Lorp 1l am Damn’d «— but T hou haft dicd!

XII1.
While groaning at thy Feet I fall
Spurn me away, refufe my Call,
If Love permit, contract thy Brow,
And, 1f Thou canft, deftroy me. now !

Hoping for GRACE. From the German

I

MY Soul before T hee proﬁrate lies,
T'o"I'hee her Source my Spirit flies,
My Wants I mourn, my Chains I fee:

O let thy Prefence fet me fice!
| . | i of

[r—
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I1.
Loft and undone, for Aid I cry;
In thy Death, Saviour, let me die!
Griev’d with thy Grief, pain’d with thy Pain,
Ne’er may I feel Self-love again, )

111.

Jesv, vouchfafe my Heart and Will
With thy meek Lowlinefs to fill; "
No more her Pow’r let Nature boaft, -
But in thy Will may mine be loft, -

1V.

In Life’s fhort Day let me yet more
Of thy enliv’ning Pow’r implore : "
My Mind muift deeper fink in T hee,

My Foot ftand firm from Wandring free,

V.

Ye Sons of Men, here nought avails
Your Strength, here all your Wifdom fails ;
Who bids a finful Heart be clean ?

Thou only, LorD, fupreme of Men,

V1.

And well T know thy tender Love ;
‘Thou never didft unfaithful prove:
And well I know Thou ftand’ft by me,
Pleas’d from Myf{elf to fet me free.

VII.
Still will I watch, and labour {ftill
To banifh ev’ry Thought of Il ;
Tlﬂ Thou in thy good Time appear,
And fav’t me from the Fowler’s Snare.
. Already
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. - VIII. :

Already {pringing Hope I feel; _
Gop will deftroy the Pow?r of Hell:
Gop from the Land of Wars and Pain
Leads me, where Peace and Safety reign.

. IX. . *

One only Care my Scul fhall know,

Father, all thy Commands to de :

Ah deep engrave it on my Breaft,
“That I in T'hee ev’n now am bleit.

When my warm’d Thoughts I fix on T hec,
And plunge me in thy Mercy’s Sea,
‘T'hen ev’n on me thy Face fhall fhine,
And qui.:war this dead Heart of mine.

XI.

So ev’n in Storms my Zeal fhall grow ;
So fhall T thy Hid Sweetnefs know ;
And feel (what endlefs Age fhall prove)
‘That Thou, my Lorp, my Gop, art Love!

L

The DawNiNG., From Herbert.

1. -
WAKE, fad Heart, whom Sorrows drown,
Lift up thine Eyes, and ceafe to mouin;
‘Unfold thy Forehead’s fettled Frown ;
"Thy Saviour, and thy Joys return.

Awa_kea
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II.
Awake, fad drooping Heart, awakel
No more lament, and pine, and cry :
His Death T hou ever doft partake,
Partake at laft his Victory. '

- I
Arife; if thou doft not with{tand, *
CuRri1sT’s Refurrection T hine may be:
O break not from the Gracious Hand
Which, as it rifes, raifes T hee,

V. -
Chear’d by thy Saviour’s. Sorrows rife; - -
He griev’d, that T hou:mayft ceafe to grieve;
Dry with his Burial Cloths thine Eyes,
He dy’d Himf{elf, that T hou mayit live !

MaAaTTH. v. 3,
Bleffed are they that mourn.

ESU! my great High-prieft above, . .
My Friend before the Throne of Lovel
If now for Me,prevails thy Prayer,. . . . .. ¢
If now I find Thee pleading there; =~
If Thou the Secret With convey,
And fweetly prompt my ,Heart to pray, - 73
Hear; and my weak Petitions: join, - -
Almighty Advocate, to Thine! . .

| - r ""'f
, i et L
1. o - & - - - f‘rﬂ‘ i‘!i.:i_" ki

- = F
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r

F Fain

LI R
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11.

Fain would I know my utmoft 1li,
And groan my Nature’ s Weight to feel
T'o feel the Clouds that round me roll,
‘T'he Night that hangs upon my Soul..
"The Darknefs of .my Carnal Mind,
My Will perverfe, my .Paflions bllnd
ocatter’d oer all the Earth abroad,
Immeafurably far from Gob.

11

Jesu 1 ‘my Heart’s Defire obtain,
My Earneft Suit prefent and gain,
My Fulnefs of Corruption fhow,
The Kriowledge of Myfelf beftow s
A deeper Difplicence at Sin,

A fharper Senfe of Hell within,
A ftronger Struggling to get free,
A keener Appetite for T hee.

1V.

For Thee my Spirit often pants,
Yet often in purfuing famts,
Drooping it foon neglets t’ afpire,
"T'o fan the eve1-dymg Fire :
No more thy Glory’s Skirts are {cen,
“T’he World, the Crea.turc {tcals between:;
Heavenward 1o more my W ifhes 'move,

And I forget that Thou art Love '

IR V‘. -E b |

O Sovereign Love, to Thee I cry;

“Give me Thyfelf, or elfe -1 die. -
Save me from Death, from Hell fet frec;

Death, Hell, are but the Want of T hee.
ot ~ Qzlckncd
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Quickned by thy imparted Flame,
Sav’d, when pofleft of Thee, I am;
My Life, my only Heav’n Thou art:
And lo! I feel Thee in my Heart!

- The CHANGE., [From the German,

1
ESU, whoie Glory’s ftreaming Rays,
Tho’ duteous to thy high Command
Not Seraph’s view with open Face,
But veil’d before thy Prefence ftand :
How fhall weak Eyes of Flefh, weigh’d down
With Sin, and dim with Error’s Night,
Dare to behold thy awful T hrone,
Or view thy unapproached Light ?

iI.

Reflore my Sight! let thy free Grace

An Entrance to the Holieft give!
Open my Eyes of Faith! thy Face

So fhall I fee; yet fecing live.
Thy Golden Scepter from above |

Reach forth: fee my whole Heart I bow:
Say to my Soul, Thou art my Love,

My Chofen midft ten thoufand Thou.

, I11.
O Jesu, full of Grace! the Sighs
Of a fick Heart with Pity view!
Hark how my Silence fpeaks; and cries,
Mercy, Thou Gop of Mercy, fhew !
I know “T"hou canft not but be Good !
- How fhouldft T hou, L.or p, thy Grace reftrain?
PN . F 2 T hou,
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‘T"hou, L.orD, whofe Blood fo largely flow’d
‘T'o {ave me from all Guilt and Pain.

IV.
Into thy gracious Hands I fall,
And with the Arms of Faith embrace!
O King of Glory, hear my Call!
O raife me, heal me by thy Grace!
~— Now Righteous thro’ thy Wounds I am :
No Condemnation now I dread:
I tafte Salvation' in thy Name, _
Alive in Thee my Living Head !

* V.
otill let thy Wifdom be my Guide,
Nor take thy Light from me away :
otill with me let thy Grace abide,
"That I from Thee may never {tray.
Let thy Word richly in me dwell ;
- ‘Thy Peace and Love my Portion be,
My Joy t’ endure, and do thy Will,
‘T'1ll perfeét I am found in T heel
VI B
Arm me with thy whole Armour, Lorp,
Support my Weaknefs with thy Might:
Gird on my Thigh thy cong’ring Sword,
And fhield me in the threat’ning Fight.
From Faith to Faith, from Grace to Grace,
So in thy Strength fhall I go on,
Till Heav’n and Earth.flee from thy. IFace,
And Glory end what Grace begun.

L

"HYMNS
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Curist the Friend of Sinners.

1. |
HERE f{hall my wondring Soul
begin ¢
How fhall I All to Heaven afpire ¢

A Slave redeem’d from Death and Sin,

A Brand pluck’d from Eternal Fire,
How fhall I equal Triumphs raife,
And fing my great Deliverer’s Praife!

I
O how fhall I the Goodnefs tell, |
Father, which Thou.to me haft fhow’d,
That I, a Child of Wrath, and Hell,
I fhould be call’d a Child of Gopn!
Should know, thould fee} my Sins forgiven,

Bleft with this Antepaft of Heaven !
‘ * F 3 ~And
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111.

And fhall I {light my Father’s Love,
Or bafely fear his Gifts to own ?
Unmindful of his Favours prove ?
Shall I the hallow’d Crofs to thun
Refule his Righteoufnefs t’ impact
By hiding it within my Heart ?

1V.

No = tho> the Antient Dragon rage
And call forth all his Hofts to War,
"1"ho” Earth’s felf-righteous Sons engage;
‘I"'hem, and their God alike I dare:
Jrsus the Sinner’s Friend proclaim,
‘JEsus, to Sinners ftill the fame.

v

Outcafts of Men, to- You I call,
Harlots and Publicans, and T hieves !
Fle {preads his Arms t’embrace you all ;
Sinners alone his (Grace receives:
No Need of Him the Righteous have,
e came the Loft to feek and fave!

VLI

Come all ye Magdalens in l.uft,

Ye Ruffians fell in Murders old ;
Repent, and live: defpair and truft |

- JEsus for you to Death was fold ;
‘Tho’ Hell proteft, and Earth repine;
He died for Crimes like Yours —and Mine.

. VIL
Come O my guilty Brethren come,

Groaning beneath your L.oad of Sin! .
| | 15
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His bleeding Heart fhall make you room,
His open Side fhall take you in.

He calls you Now, invites you home—e
Come, O my guilty Brethren, come !

VIII.

For you the purple Current flow’d
In Pardons from his wounded Side :
Languifh’d for you th’ Eternal Gob,
For you the Prince of Glory dy’d.
Believe 3 and all your Guilt’s forgiven,.
Only Beliewe — and yours is Heavemn

3

On the Converfion of a Common Harlot.

ILLUKE XxXvV. 1I0.

There is _‘}‘o} in the Prefence of the An-

gels of Gop over one Sinner that re-
penteth.

I.
SI N G ye Heavens, and Earth rejoice,
Make to Gop a chearful Noife,
He the Work alone hath done,
He hath glorified his Son.

I1.
Sons of Gobp exulting rife
Join the Triumph of the Skies,
See the Prodigal is come, 1
Shoug to bear the Wanderer home!

E 4 - Strive
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I11.

Strive in Joy with Angels ftrive,
Dead She was,” but now’s" alive,
Loud repeat the glorious Sound,
Loft She was, but now 1s found !

IV

~ "I'his through Ages all along,
‘This be ftill the Joyous Song,
Wide diffus’d o’er Earth abroad,
Mufick in the Ears of Gonb.

V.

Refcued from the Fowler’s Snare,
JEsus fpreads his Arms for Her,
J&su’s Arms her facred Fence: —
Come, ye Fiends, and pluck her-thence !

V1.

- T"hence She never fhall remove,
Safe in His Redeeming Love:
"T"his the Purchafe of his Groans!
“I'his the Soul he died for once!

V1I.

Now the Gracious Father fmiles,
Now the Saviour boafts his Spoils ;
Now the Spirit grieves no more:
Oing ye Heav’ns, and Earth adore!

‘Ha[lg_lzdab. |

s A R o M.
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R oM. 1. 3.

To bim that worketh not, but 56’[56"06’2':6
on. Him that juftifieth the Ungodly, bis
Faith is counted for Righteoufnefs.

“ L
L ORD, if to Me thy Grace hath giwen,
A4 A Spark of Life, a T afte of Heaven,
The Gofpel-pearl, the Woman’s Seed,
T'he Bruifer of the Serpent’s Head ;

11.

Why fleeps my Principle Divine ?
Why haftens not my Spark to fhine?
T'he Saviour in my Heart to move
And all my Soul to flame with Love?

I1J.
Buried, o’erwhelm’d, and loft in Sin,
And feemingly extinét within,
Th’ Immortal Seed unaétive lies,
1'ke Heav’nly Adam finks and dies:

IV.

. Dies, and revives the Dying Flame.
Caft down, but not deftroy’d I am,
"Midit thoufand Lufts I {till refpire,
And tremble, unconfum’d in Fire.

V.
Suffer’d awhile to want my Gob,
T'o groan beneath my Nature’s Load,
That All may own, that All_may fee
I Ungodly jufify’d in Me,
- F 3 | AcTs
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AcTs i 4.

Wait jfor the Promife of rhe Fathers
which ye have beard of ne.

1.
AVIOUR of Men, how long fhall I
Forgotten at thy Footitool lie!
%Vafh’d in the Fountain of thy Blood,
Yet groaning ftill to be renew’d ;

II.

A Miracle of (race and Sin,
Pardon’d, yet ftill alas unclean !
"Thy Righteoufnefs is counted Mine:
When will it in my Nature fhine’?

I11.

Darkfom I ftill remain and void,
And painfully unlike my Gob,
‘T'ill ‘T'hou diffufe a brighter Ray, -
And turn the Glimm’ring into Day.

IV.
Why didft Thou the Firft Gift impart,
And fprinkle with thy Blood my Heart,
But that my fprinkled Heart mught prove,

‘The Life and Liberty -of Love?

V. -
Why didft Thou bid my Terrors ceafe,.
And {weetly All my Soul with Peace,
But that my peaceful Soul might know

‘The Joys that from Believing flow ¢ Sce
- ¢
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* VI
See then thy Ranfom’d Servant, fee,
I hunger, LLorp, I thirft for Thee!
Feed me with Love, thy Spirit give,
I gafp, in Him, in Thee to live.

VII.

‘The Promis’d Comforter imparts
Open the Fountain in my Heart;
There let Him flow with {pringing Joys,.
And into Life Eternal rife.

VIII..
There let Him ever, ever dwell,
‘The Pledge, the Witnefls, and the Seal ;
Ill glory then in Sin Forgiven,
In CurIsT my Life, my Love, my Heaven !’

Hv MmN of THANKSGIVING 70
“the AT HE R,.

I. -
HEE, O my Gop and King,.
My Father, TheeI fing!
flear well-pleas’d the joyous Sound,
Praife from Earth-and Heav’n receivey:
Loft, I now in CrRrisT am found,
Dead, by Faith in CarisT I live,.

IL.
Father, " behold thy Son,

~ In Cagrist I.am thy owm, - ‘
| f E 6. Stromgert
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Stranger long to Thee and Reft,
See the Prodigal 1s come:

Open wide thine Arms and Breaft,
Take the weary Wand’rer home,

I11.
T hine Eye obferv’d from far,
Thy Plty look’d me near:
Me thy Bowels yearn’d to fee,
Me thy Mercy ran to find,
Empty, poor, and void of Thee,
I-Iunn*ry, fick, and faint, and blind.

1V.
Thou on my Neck didit fall,
Thy Kifs forgave me all:
Still the gracious Words 1 hear,
- Words that made the Saviour mine,.
Hafte, for Him the Robe prepare,

His be Righteoufnefs Divine !

v
Thee then, my Gop and Kmﬂ‘
My Father, Thee I fing!
Hear Well-pleab’d the joyous Sound
Praife from Earth and Heav’n leceive 3
Loft, I now in CHRIsT am found,
Dead, by Faith in Carist I live.

HywMmN # the Son.

I.
O Filial Deity,

Accept my New-bom Cry | 1 q
co
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See the T'ravail of thy Soul,
Saviour, and be fatisfy’d;
'Take me now, poflefs me whole,

Who for Me, for Me haft dy’d!

11.
Of Life Thou art the Tree,
My Immortality !
Feed this tender Branch of thine,
Ceafelefs Influence derive,
‘Thou the true, the heav’nly Vine,

Grafted into Thee_ I live.

I11.
Of Life the Fountain Thou,
I know —1 feel it Now !
Faint and dead no more I droop:
‘Thou art 1n me: "['hy Supplies
Ev’ry Moment fpringing up
Into Life Eternal rife.

IV. |
"T"hou the Good Shepherd art,
From Thee I ne’er fhall part:

Thou my Keeper and my Guide,

Make me ftill thy Tender Care,

Gently lead me by thy Side,

Sweetly in thy Bofom bear,

V.
Thou art my Daily Bread;
O Curist, Thou art my Head :
Motion, Virtue, Strength to Me,
Me thy Living Member flow ;
Nourifh’d I, and fed by Thee,
Up to Thee in all things grow,

Propliet,
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VI.
Prophet, to me reveal
Thy Father’s perfeét Will.
Never Mortal {fpake like T hee,.
Human Prophet like Divine .
L.oud and ftrong their Voices be,.
Small and ftill and inward Thine?

YV1lI.
On Thee my Prieft I call,
Thy Blood aton’d for all.

Still the Lamb as {lain appears,
Still ‘T hou ftand’ft before the T hrone,

Ever off ’ring up thy Pray’rs,
Thefe prefenting. with thy own.

VIII.
Jrsu I Thou art my King,
From Thee my Strength I bring !
Shadow’d by thy mighty Hand, |
Saviour, who fhall pluck me thence?
Faith fupports, by Faith I ftand
Strong as thy (Omnipotence.

IX.
O Filial Deity,
"Accept my New-born Cry '
See the Travail of thy Soul,
Saviour,. and be fatisfy’d ;
Take me now, poflefs me whole,

Who for Me, for Me haft dy’d!

Hymu
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Hy MmN o the Hory G uos T.

I;
HEAR Holy Spirit, hear,-
My Ianrd Comforter ! @

Loos’d by T hee my ftamm’ring Tongue:
Firit eflays to praife Thee NOW,.
This the New, the Joyful.Song,
Hear it in thy Temple T hou.l

IT.
Yong o’er mry Formlefs Soul:
‘The dreary Waves did roll ;
Void I lay and funk in Night:
"Thou, the overfhadowing Doves,.
Call’dit the Chaos into LI“‘ht,
Bad’{t me Be, and live, and love.

LI,
Thee I exult to Feel,

Thou in my Heart doft dwell:
There Thou bear’ft thy Witnefs true,
Shed’ft the Love of GOD abroad 3

Ein CurrsT a Creature New,

I, ev’n I am Born of Gob!

EV.
Ere yet the Tume was come
To ﬁx in Me thy Home,
With me oft Thou dldﬂ: refide :
Now, my Gop, Thou In me art!
Here Thou ever fhalt abide ;

One we are, no more to part,
‘ Fruit
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V.
Fruit of the Saviour’s Pray’r, .
My Promis’d Comforter !
‘T hee -the World cannot receive,
T hee they neither know nor fee,

Dead is all the Life they live,
* Dark their Light, while vo.d of Thee. "

t VIt -
Yet I partake thy Grace
T'hro> Crr1sT my Righteoufnefs;
Mine the Gifts Thou doft impart,
Mine the Unétion from above,
Pardon writtén on my Heart,

Light, and Life, and Joy, and Love.

- VII.
Thy Gifts, Bleft Paraclete,
I glory to repeat:
Sweetly Sure of Grace I am,
- Pardon to my Soul apply’d,
Int’reft in the {potlefs Lamb ;
Dead for All, for me He dy’d.

VIII.
T'hou art Thyfelf the Seal ;
I more than Pardon feel,
Peace, Unutterable Peace,
Joy that Ages ne’er can move,
Faith’s Affurance, Hope’s Increafe,
All the Confidence of Love!

| - IX. .
Pledgz of thy Piomife giv’n,
My An‘epalt of Heav'n ;

N - Earnclt
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Earneft Thou of Joys Divine,
Joys Divine on Me beftow’d,
Heav’n and Curist, and All 1s mine,
All the Plenitude of Gob.

X.
Thou art My Inward Guide,
I ask no Help befide:
Arm of Gop, to Thee I call,
Weak as Helplefs Infancy !
Weak I am — yet cannot fall
Stay’d by Faith, and led by Thee!

XI.
Hear, Holy Spirit, hear,
My Inward Comforter !
Loos’d by Thee my ftamm’ring 'T'ongue
Firit eflays to praife Thee now;

This the New, the Joyful Song,
Hear it in thy Temple Thou!

PrAa1se. Fron Herbert.

|
0 King of Glory, King of Peace,
- Thee only will I love: -~
Thee, that my Love may never ceafe,

Inceflant will I move !

II.
For Thou haft granted my Requeft,
For Thou. my Cries hait heard,
Mark’d all the Workings of my Breaft,

"And haft in Mercy {par’d.
| *- W herefore
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111,

W herefore with all my Strength and Art
T'hy Mercy’s Praife I Gng ;

To Thee the Tribute of my Heart,
My Soul, my All I bring.

1V.

What tho’ my Sins againft me cry’d:
'I"hou didft the Sinner f{pare:

In vain th’® Accufer {till reply’d,
For Love had charm’d thy Ear.

V.
T hee fev’n whole Days, not one in fev’n,.
Unweary’d. will I praife,
And in my Heart, a little Heav’n,
‘T'hy Throne triumphant raife.

VL.
Boften’d and’ vanquifh’d by my Tears
T hou could’ft no more withftand,

But when ftern Juftice call’d for Fears,,
Difarm’d her lifted Hand.

Vil

Small is it in this humble fort
Thy Mercy’s Pow’r to raife::

For ev’n Eternity’s too fhort

- To utter all thy Praife.

The
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i —

The GLaNcE, From the fame.

| I
W HEN firft thy gracious Eye’s furvey,
Ev’n in the midft of Youth and Night,
Mark’d me, where funk in Sin I lay;
I felt a flrange unknown Delight.

IT.

-My Soul in all its Pow’rs renew’d
Own’d the Divine Phyfician’s Art,

So {wift the Healing Look bedew’d,
Embalin’d, o’er-ran and fil’d my Heart.

I,
Since then I many a bitter Storm
Have felt, and feeling fure had dy’d,
Had the malicious Fatal Harm:
Roll’d on its unmolefted Tide ::

But working ftill, within my Soul;
‘Thy {weet Original Joy remain’d ;

Thy Love did all my Griefs controul, -
Thy Love the Vi&ory more than gain’dl. .

V. .
If the firft Glance, but open’d. now
And now feal’d up, fo.pow’rful prove,
What wondrous T ranfports fhall we know

When glorying m thy full;eY!d: I.ove ' 3
- T YWhen:
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V1.
When Thou fhalt look us out of Pain,
And raife us to thy Blifsful Sight,
With open Face {trong to fuftain
"T"he Blaze of thy unclouded Light!

Defiring fo praife aworthily.

From the German.

I. -
M ONARCH of All, with lowly Fear

T'o whom Heaven’s Hoft their Voices raife,
Even Earth and Duft thy Bounties fhare:

Let Earth and Duft attempt thy Praife.

1L

Before tﬁy Face, O Lorp moft High,
Sinks all created Glory down :

Yet be not wroth with me, that I
Vile Worm, draw near thy awful Throne.,

R § § S
Of all Thou the Beginning art,

Of all things Thou alone the End :
On ‘Thee {hll fix my ftedfaft Heart ;
T'o Thee let all my A&ions tend.

. IV. o
Thou, LorD, ‘art Light :" Thy Native Ray
No Shade, no'Variation knows —'
On my Dark! Soul' (Y¢ ‘Clouds away_) -

+

"‘T'he Brightnefs of thy Face difclofe

T hou,
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V.
Thou, L.orD, art Love: from T hee pure Love
Flows forth in unexhaufted Streams ;
Let me its quickning Influence prove,
Fill my whole Heart with Sacred Flames.

VI.
Thou, LorD, art Good, and T hou alone :
With eager Hope, with warm Defire,
Thee may -1 ftill my Portion own,
To Thee in every T hought afpire.

- VII.
So fhall my every Power to T hee:
In Love, Thanks, Praife inceflant rife,
Yea my whole Soul and Flefh fhall be
One Holy, Living Sacrifice.

* VIII.
Lorp Gob of Armies, ceafelefs Praife
In Heaven thy Throne to Thee is given,
Here as in Heaven thy Name we raife,
For where thy Prefence Shines, is Heaven.

i i

FrReEr GRACE.
5 : EEE P .
AN D can it'be, that I fhould gain .
An Int’reft in the Saviour’s Blood ! .. i
Dy’d He for Me?— who caus’d Jhis Pain |
For Me ?—who Him 'to Death purfu’d.
Amazing Love! how can it be . .~

That Thou, my Gop, fhouldft die:for Me L
i, s
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S 11.
>Tis Myfry all! th’ Immortal dies!
Who can explore his ftrange Defign?

_‘In vain the firft-born Seraph tries

T'o found the Depths of Love Divine,
*Tis Mercy all'l Let Earth adore;
Let Angel Minds enquire no more.

- ITI.
‘He left his Father’s T hrone above, .
(So free, fo infinite his Gracel)
Empty’d Himfelf-of All but Love,
And bled for Adam’s helplefs Race:
>Tis Mercy all, immenfe and free!
For O my Gop it found out Me!

IV,
Long my imprifon’d Spirit lay,
Faft bound in Sin and WNature’s Night:
Thine Eye diffus’d a quick’ning Ray ;
I woke ; the Dungeon flam’d with Light;
My Chains fell off, my Heart was free,
I rofe, went forth, and follow’d T hee.

v
Still the fmall inward Voice 1 hear,

"I"hat whifpers all my Sins forgiv’n ;
Still the attoning Blood is near,

T hat- uench’d the Wrath of hoitile Heav 1n:
1 feel the Llfe his Wounds impart ;

I feel my_Sawpur in.my Hezut

. VI .
No Condemnation nhow.I dread, |
- JEsus, and.all in Him, is Mine:. .
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Alive in Him, my Living Head,
And cloath’d in Righteoufnefs Divine,
Bold I approach th’Eternal T hrone,
And claim the Crown, thro’ CHR IsT, my own,

The CAaALL, ‘Fmﬁz Herbert,

I. S
CO ME, O my Way, my Truth, my Life:!
A Way that gives us Breath,
A Truth that ends its Followers® Strife,
A Life that conquers Death'

I1,
Come, @ my Light, my Feaft, my Strength!
A Light that thews a Feaft ;
A Feaft that ftill improves by Length,
A Strength that makes the Gueft !

II1.
Come, O my Joy, my Love, my Heart |
A Joy that none can move ;
A Love that none can ever part,
A Heart that joys in Love!

TrRUE PR A1sE. From the Jame.

I. ‘
\ JHEN firft my feeble Verfe eflay’d,
) Of heav’nly Joys to fing,
Fancy was fum'mon’d to my Aid
Her choiceft Stores to bring. : . .
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I1.
W ith ftudy’d Words each rifing "I"hought
I deck’d, with niceft Art,
And fhlmng Metaphors I fought
"T'o burnifh ev’ry Part.

I11.
Thoufands of Notions {wift did run,
And fl’d my lab’ring Head ;
I blotted oft” what I begun,
"T"his was too flat, that dead.

iv.
"T'o cloath the Sun, no Drefs too fine
I thought, no Words too gay,
Mouch lefs the Realms that glorious fhine
In one Eternal Day.

V.
Mean while I whifp’ring heard a Friend,
¢« Why all this vain Pretence !
~ ¢¢ Love has a Sweetnefs ready penn’d,
¢“ ‘I'ake that, and fave Expence.

The D1 AL OGUE, From the fame.

1.
S A V 10U R, 1f T hy precious Love
Could be merited by mine,
Faith thefe Mountains would remove ;.
Faith would make me ever Thme
But when all my Care and Pains,”

Worth can ne’er create in Me, N
r':*-'. :".f - - Nought
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Nought by me thy Fulnefs gains ;
Vam the Hope to purchafe T hee.

I1.
C. Ceafe, my Child, thy Worth to weigh,
Give the needlefs Conteft o’er:
Mine Thou art! while thus I fay,
Yield Thee up, and ask no more.
What thy Eftimate may be,
Only can by Him be told,
Who to ranfom Wretched Thee,
Thee to gain, Himfelf was fold.

I11.

0. But when All in Me is Sin,

How can I thy Grace obtain?
How prefume T hyfelf to win?

Gop of Love, the Doubt explain =
Or if Thou the Means fupply,

Lo! to Thee I All refign!
Make me, Lorp, (I ask not why,

How, I ask not)-.ever Thine!

v, -
€. This T would— That humbly ftill
Thou fubmit to my Decree,
Blindly fubje@ting thy Will,
Meekly copying after Me :
That as T did” leave my Throne 3
Freely from my Glory part ;
Die, to make thy Heart MY OWI) e -
%, Ah! no more~ Thou break’ft my Heart »

G Subjetiion
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Subjection to CHRIsT. From the German,

I. |
ESU, to Thee my Heart I bow,
Strange Flames far from my Soul remove;
Faireft among ten thoufand T hou,

Be T"hou my Lord, my Life, my Love.

11.
All Heav’n Thou AlPfx with pure Defire
O fthine upon my frozen Breaft;

‘With facred Warmth my Heart infpire,
May 1 too thy hid Sweetnefs tafte.

I1I.
I fee thy Garments roll’d in Blood,
"Thy ftreaming Head, thy Hands, thy Side:
All hail, Thou Suft’ring, conquering Gop'!
Now Man fhall ive; for Gop hath.dy’d.

iv.
O kill in Me this Rebel Sin,
And triumph o’er my willing Breaft :
Reftore thy Image, Lord, therein,
And lead me to my Father’s Reft.

-V, 5
¥ e earthly Loves, be far away !
“Saviour, be Thou my Love alones; .

No more may Mine ufurp the Sway,
- But in me thy great Will be done !
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V1.
Yea T hou true Witnefs, {potlefs Lamb,
All Things for T hee I count but Lofs 3
My fole Defire, my conftant Aim,
My only Glory be thy Crofs!

Renouncing all for CuRI1I ST,
From the French,

| I.-
C O MZE, Saviour JEsu, -from above,
Affift me with thy heav’nly .Grace,
Withdraw my Heart from worldly Love,
And for Tyhyfelf prepare the Piace.

I,
O let thy facred Prefence fill
And fet my longing Spirit free, .
Which pants to have no other Will, .
But Night and Day to fea{t on T hee.

I1I.
While in thefe Regions here below,
No other Good will I purfue;
Ill bid this World of Noife and Show .
With all its flatt’ring Snares adieu.. |

Iv.
That Path with humble Speed Ill feek . -1
Wherein my Saviour’s Footfteps fhine,
Nor will T hear, nor will I fpeak -

| Qf any other Love than thine, .. .° . ..
. G 2 T'o
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V.
T'o Thee my Earneft Soul aipires,
‘T'o Thee I offer all my Vows,
Keep me from falle and vain Defires,
My Gob, my Saviour and my Spoufe.

- VI.
Henceforth may no profane Delight
Divide this confecrated Soul ;
Poilels it Thou, who haft the Right,
As Lord and Mafter of the whole.

VIIL.
TN ealth, Honour, Pleafure, or what elfe
T his fhort enduring World can give,
"Tempt as you will, my Heart repels,
To Crri1st alone refolv’d to live,

VIILI.
Thee I can love and T hee alone
With holy Peace and Inward Blifs ;
T'o find T hou tak’{t me for thy own,

- ) what a Happinefs is This!

r

X, ,
Nor Heav'n nor Earth do 1 defiure
But thy pure Love within my Brealt,
‘T his, this. I always will require,
And freely give up all the reft.

Thy Gifts, if calPd for, I refign,
Pleas’d to receive, pleas’d to reftore;
£5ifts are Thy Work ; it fhall be mine
‘5 be Giver enly to adore, |

Tl
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o e

" The InviTATION. From Herbert.

. 1.
C O M E. hither All, whofe grov’ling T afte
Inflaves your Souls, and lays them wafte ;
Save your Expence, and mend your Cheer
Here Gop Himfelf’s prepar’d and dreft,
Himfelf vouchfafes to be your Feaft,
In whom: Alone all Dainties are.

il.
Come hither all, whom tempting Wine
Bows to your Father Belial’s Shrine,.

Sin all your Boaft, and Senfe your Gob:
Weep new for what you’ve drank amifs,
And lofe your Tafte for fenfual BIifs

By drinking here your Saviour’s Blood.

{11,

Come hither all, whom fearching Pain,.
._ Whom Confcience’s loud Cries arraign )
. Producing all your Sins to view :

- Tafte; and difmifs your Guilty Fear,

'O tafte and fee that Gobp is here
'T'o heal your Souls and Sin {ubaue.

.- IV.
- Come hither all, whom Carelefs Joy
‘Does with alluring Force deftroy, |
While loofe ye range beyond your Bounds:
True Joy is here, that pafles quite
And all your tranfient mean Delight

Drowns’ as a Flood the lower Grounds. -
G 3 Come
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V.
Come hither all, whofe Idol-Love,

‘W hile fond the pleafing Pain ye prove,
Rai’es your foolifh Raptures high :
T'rue Love is here; whofe dying Breath
Gave Life to Us; who tafted Death,
And tafting once no more can die.

V1.
Lorp, I have now invited All,
And inftant ftill the Guefts thall call,
Still thall T All 1nvite to T hee:
For, O my Gop, it feems but right
In mine, thy meaneft Servant’s Sight,
‘T hat where AH Is, there All fhould be!

The BANQUET. From the jfame.

1.
WTElcome,- delicious Sacred Cheer,
Welcome, my Gob, my Saviour dear,
O with mé, In me live and dwell!
‘T'hine, Earthly Joy furpafles quite,
I"he Depths of thy fupremre Delight
Not Angel 'Tongues can tafte or tell.

I1.
What Streams of Sweetnefs from the Bowl
Surprize and deluge all my Soul,
Sweetnefs that is, and makes Divine !

Surely from Gop’s right Hand they flow,
¥rom thence deriv’d to Earth below

- 'I'o chear us with Immortal Wine.

S . Soon
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111.
Soon as I tafte the IHeav’nly Eread,
What Manna o’er my Soul is {hed,
- Manna that Angels never knew !
ViGtorious Sweetnefs fills my Heart,
Such as my Gob delights t’ umpart,
Mighty to fave, and Sin {fubdue.

V.
1 had forgot my Heav’nly Bitth,
My Soul degen’rate clave to Earth,
In Senfe and Sin’s bafe Pleafures drown’d ¢
When Goop aflum’d Humanity,
And fpilt his Sacred Blood for me,
To find me grov’ling on the Ground,

. V.
Soon as his Love has rais’d me up,
He mingles Bleflings'in a Cup,
And fweetly mecets my ravifh’d Tafte,
Joyous T now throw oft my lL.oad,
[ caft my Sins and Care on Gob,
And Wine becomes a Wing at laft,

VI.
Upborn on This, I mount, I fly;
Regaining fwift my Native Sky, —

I wipe my ftreaming Eyes and fec
Him, whom I feck, for whom 1 fue,
My Gop, my Saviour there I view,

im, who has done fo much for me !

- VIL
O let thy wondrous Mercy’s Praife
Ijn_fpifre and confecrate my Lays,

G 4 And
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And take up all my Lines and Life;
‘Thy Praife my ev’ry Breath emp]oy

Be all my Bufinefs, all my Joy
To ftrive in This, and love the Strife!

il eyl il

m‘-—lﬂ

Therefore avith Angels, &c.

I. *
L O R D and Gob of Heav’nly Pow’rs,
‘Thetrs—yet Oh! benignly Ours,
Glorious King, let Earth proclaim,
‘Worms attempt to chant thy Name,

11.
'Thee to laud in Songs Divine
Angels and Archangels join ;
We with 'TThem our Voices raife,
Echoing thy Eternal Praife:

I11.
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord,
Live by Heav’n and Earth adoi’d!
Full of Thee, they ever cry

Glory be to Gop moft High |

Glory bé to Gop orz bigh, e,

I.
G LORY beto Gop on high,
Gop whofe Glory fills the Sky :
Peace on Earth to Man forgiv’n,

Man the Well-belov’d of Heayv’n! |
L K Sov’reign
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1I.

Sov’reign Father, Heav’nly King!
Thee we now prefume to fing;
Glad T hine Attributes confefs,
Glorious all and numberlefs.

II1.
Hail! by all thy Works ador’d,
Hail! the everlafting J.ord!
Thee with thankful Hearts we prove
Lord of Pow’r, and Gop of Love,

IV.
CHRIsT our LorD and Gob we owii,
CHrisT the Father’s only Son!
Lamb of Gop for Sinners f{lain,
saviour of offending Man !

V.

Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow,
Hear, the World’s Attonement T hou ?
JEsu, in thy Name we pray,

Take, O take our Sins away.

V1.
Pow’rful Advocate with Gobp,
Juftify us by thy Blood !
Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow,
Hear, the World’s Attonement Thou }

- VII.

Hear ; for Thou, O CHR1IsT along
With thy Glorious Sire art One ! -
One the Holy Ghoft with Thee,

'One fupreme Eternal T hree. | x
S G s - Hymm
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HyMmn %0 CuristT. .Altered from
Dr. Hickes's Reform’d Devotions,

I.
E SU, behold the Wife from far
Led to thy Cradle by a Star, -
Bring GlftS to T hee their God and Kinz !
O gmde us by thy Light, that we
‘The Way may find, and {till to Thee
Qur Hearts, our AII for 'T'ribute bring.

I1.
Tesv, the pure, the fpotlefs Lamb,
‘Who to the Temple humbly came
Duteous the Legal Rights to pay :
O make our proud, our ftubborn Will
All thy wife, gracious Laws fulhl,
Whate’er rebellious Nature fay.

I111.
Jrsu, who on ‘the fatal Wood
Pour’dft out thy Life’s laft Drop of Blood.,
Nail’d to th’ accurfed {thameful Crofs :
O may we blefs thy Love, and be
- Ready, ‘dear LLor D, to bear for T hee
All Shame, all Grief, all Pain, all Lofs.

IV,
JEsu, who by thine own Love .ﬂain,
By thine own Pow’r took’{t Life again,
And Conquetor from the Grave didft rife:
O may thy Death our Seuls revive, - ~ .
And ev’n on Earth a new Lifegive, - ~

A glorious Life that never dies, T
JEsv;
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V.
Jesu, who to thy Heav’n again
Return’dft in Triumph, there to reign
Of Men and Angels Sov’reign King:
O may our parting Souls take Ilight
Up to that Land of Joy and Light,
And there for ever grateful {ing.

VI.
All Glory to the facred T hree,
One undivided Deity,
All Honour, Pow’r, and Love and Praife s
Still may thy blefled Name {hine bright
In Beams of uncreated Light,
Crown’d with its own eternal Rays.

On the CRUCIFIXION,

1.
BE H O LD the Saviour of Mankind
Nail’d to the thameful Tree!l
How vaft the Love that Him inclin’d

To bleed and die for T hee!l
IT

Hark how he groans! while Nature fhakes..
And Earth’s ftrong Pillars bend !

The Temple’s Veil in funder breaks,
T'he folid Marbles rend.

.. II.
“T'is done! the precious Ranfom’s paid 3
Receive my Soul, he cries ;
- o¢e where he bows his facred Head !
. e bows his. Head and dies. .
v E G 6 See
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IV.
But foon He’ll break Death’s envious Chain,
And in full Glory thine!
©O Lamb of Gop, was ever Pain,
Was ever Love like Thine!

"1 -

Part of the Lx111 Cba:pz‘er of IsatAill,
Altered jfrome My, Norris,

I.

N O common Vifion this I {ee

In more than human Majefty !
Who is this mighty Hero, who,
W ith glorious Terror on his Brow?
His deep dy’d Crimfon Robes outvie
"T"he Blufhes of the Morning Sky:

1.0, how triumphant he appears

And Vi&’ry in his Vifage bears!

- II.
How ftrong, how ftately does he go!
Pompous and folemn is his Pace,

And full of Majefty his Face,

‘Who 1s this mighty Hero, who ?

.>T'1s I, who to my Promife ftand:

I, who fin, Death, Hell, and the Grave
flave foil’d with this all-conquering Hand:
*I'is I, the LorD mighty to fave.

~ - ITL
Why wear’ft Thou then this Crimfon Dye s
Say ‘T hou all-conquering Hero, why ? Wi '
ey y
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Why do thy Garments look all red
Like them that in the Wine-fat tread F
The Wine-prefs I alone have trod,
That pond’rous Mafs I ply’d alone:
And with me to affift was none:

A Task, worthy the Son of Gon !

iV,

Angels ftood trembling at the Sight,
Inrag’d, I put forth all my Might,
And down the Xngine preft ; the Force
Put frighted NNature out of Courfe;
The Blood gufh’d out, and checquer’d o’er
My Garments with its deepeft Gore.
With glorious Stains bedeck’d I ftood,
And writ my Victory in Blood.

V.

‘T'he Day, the fignal Day is come
Vengeance of all my Foes to take;
The Day, when Death fhall have its Doom,
And the dark Kingdom’s Pow’rs fhall thake.
I look’d, who to aflift ftood by:
Trembled Heav’n’s Hofts nor ventur’d nigh
Ev’n to my Father did I look
In Pain: My Father me forfook!

. VI.

A while amaz’d I was to fee -
None to uphold or comfort me: | .
Then I arofe in Might array’d,
And call’d my Fury to my Aid ;
My fingle Arm the Battle won,
And firaic th® acclaiming Hofts above
Hymn’d, in new Songs of Joy and Love,
Jebavak and his conquering Son,

| The

L e e ] wa
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The MAGNIFICAT.

I.

MY Soul extols the mighty Lord,
In Gob the Saviour joys my Heart :

‘T'hou haft not my low State abhorr’d ;
Now know I, T hou my daviour art.

11.

Sorrow and Sighs are fled away,
Peace now [ feel, and Joy and Reft:
Renew’d 1 hail the Feftal Day 3
Henceforth by endlefs Ages bleft.

111. |
Great are the Things which T hou has cione,,
How holy is thy Name, O LorbD!

How wondrous is thy Mercy fhewn
Toall that tremble at thy Word!

IV.

‘T"hy conqu’ring Arm with Terror crown’d
Appear’d the Humble to fuftain :

And all the Sons of Pride have found
T heir boafted Wifdom void and vain,

V.

"The mighty from their native Sky, . .
Caft down T hou haft in Darknefs.bound.:’

And rais’d the Worms of Earth on high. .

- With Majefty and Glory crown’d, = .- .

VI. 'The

4
]
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VI.

The Rich have pin’d amidft their Store,
Nor e’cr the Way of Peace have trod ;

Mean while the hungry Souls thy Pow’r
FilPd with the Fulnefls of their Gob.

VII.

Come, Saviour, come, of old decreed!
Faithful and true be T hou confeit:
By all Earth’s Tribes in Abrabam’s Secd
Henceforth thro’ endlefs Ages bleft.

135

PsarLm XLVI

1.

ON Gop fupreme our Hope depends,

W hofe omniprefent Sight
Ev’n to the pathlefs Realms extends

Of uncreated Night.

IT. | |
Plung’d in th’ Abyfs of deep Diftrefs,
To Him we rais’d our Cry:

His Mercy bad our Sorrows ceafe,
And £111’d our T'ongue with Joy.

III.

ThO’ Earth her apcient Seat forfarke
By Pangs convulfive torn, |

‘Tho® her felf-balanc’d Fabrick fhake,
- And ruin’d Nature mourn ;

‘T ho’
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IV.
‘T ho’> Hills be i the Ocean loft
With all their trembling I.oad,
Wo Fear fhall e’er difturb the Juft,
Or fhake his Truft in Gopb.

V.
Wations remote and Realins unknown
In vain refift his Sway ;
Forlo! Fehovah’s Voice is thewn,
And Earth fhall melt away,

V1.
F.et War’s devouring Surges rife
And fwell on ev’ry Side :
T he Lord of Hofts our Safeguard s,
And Facob’s Gop our Guide.

Psarym CXIII.

1.
YE -Priefts of Gop, whofe happy Days

Are fpent in your Creator’s Praife,,
Still more and more his Fame exprefs I
Ye pious Worfhippers proclaim .
- 'With Shouts of Joy his holy Name3,
Nor fatisfy’d with praifing, blefs.

11.

L.et Gop’s high Praifes ftill refound

Beyond old ‘T'ime’s too {canty Bound,
| And
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And thro’ eternal Ages pierce,
From where the Sun firft gilds the Streams
To where he fets with purpled Beams,

T hro’ all the wide-fireich’d Univerfe,

I11.

The various T'ribes of Earth obey

Thy awful and imperial Sway ;
Nor Earth thy Sov’reign Pow’r confines ;

Above the Sun’s all-chearmg Light,
Above the Stars, and far more bright

Thy pure ceflential Glory fhines.

IV

Whit Mortal form’d of fading Clay,
What Native of eternal Day

Can with the (Gop of Heav’n compare ?
Yet Angels round thy glorious T hrone
‘Thou ftoop’{t to view : Nor T hey alone;

Ev’n earth-born Men thy (Goodnefs fhare.

V.

The Poor T hou lifteft from the Duft 3
The Sinner, if in T hee he truft,

From Depths of Guilt and Shame T hou’lt

ratfe ;

That he, in Peace and Safety plac’d,
With Pow’r and Love and Wildom grac’d,

May fing aloud his Saviaur’s Praife.

PsAaLM
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Psainm CXVI.

' - L
T hou, who when I did complain,
Didft all my Griefs remove,
O Saviour, do not now difdain

My humble Praife and Love.

I1.
Since T heu a pitying Ear didit give
"And hear me when I pray’d,
I’]l call upon T hee while I live,
And never doubt thy Aid.

. III.
Pale Death with all his ghaftly Train
My Soul encompaft round, |
Anguith and Sin, and Dread and Pain
On ev’ry Side 1 found.

IV,
'T'o Thee, O Lorp of Life, I pray’d,
And did for Succour flee:
O fave (in my Diftrefs I faid)
‘T"he Soul that trufts.in Thee !

v

How good Thou art ! How large thy Grace!
How eafy to forgive!

T he helplefs T hou delight’ft to raife :
And by thy Love I live.

VI, Then
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V1.
Then, O my Soul, be never more
W ith anxious T houghts diftreft,
Gop’s bounteous Love doth T hee reftore

To Eafe and Joy and Reft.
V1I.

My Eyes nolonger drown’d in T ears,
My Feet from falling free,

Redeem’d from Death, and guilty Fears
O Lord, I’ll live to '1"hee|

Psarm CXVII,

1.
YE Nations, who the Globe divide,
Ye num’rous Nations {catter’d wide,
To Gop your grateful Voices raife:
To all his boundlefs Mercy’s fhown,
His T'ruth to endlefs Ages known
Require our endlefs Love and Praife.

IT.
To Him who reigns enthron’d on high,
T'o his dear Son, who deign’d to die
Our Guilt and Errors to remove;
To that bleft Spirit who Grace imparts,
Who rules in all Believing Hearts,

Be ceafelefs Gilory, Praife.and Love!

PravIR
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PRrR AY ER., From Herbert

I.
H O W f{wiftly wafted in a Sigh,
Thou Gop that hear’ft the Pray’s,
Do our Requeils invade the Sky.
And pierce thy-bending Ear 2

il.
My Suit i1s made, my Pray’r is o’er,
If I but lift my Evye;

Thou, Omniprefent, can’ft no more
Not hear, than T hou canft die,

IIT.

How fhall we T hy great Arm reverc,
W hich gives this All to be,

Connects the Center with the Sphere,
And fpans Infinity !

IV.
Whate’er our ardent Souls require,
W hate’er we wifh is there;

Thy Pow’r exceeds our Scant Defire,
And chides our partial Pray’r.

\%4

O how unbounded is Thy Love,
Which, when T hou could’ft not die,

Defcending from T hy T'hrone Above
Put on Mortality !

T hou
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V1. ;
Thou leav’{t 'T"hy Father’s blifsful Face
Our Guilt and Curfe t’aflume,
To burft the Bars that ftopp’d T hy Grace,
And make Thy Bounty Room.

VII.
Still then may Pray’r with me remain,
This my Companion be ;
So fha#l I all my Wants obtain,
Obtain all Heav’n in T hee.

TrUusT 7227 PRroviDENCE. From the
German.,

' I.
C OMMIT thou all thy Griefs
And Ways into his Hands ;
'T'o his {ure T ruth and tender Care,
Who Earth and Heav’n commands.

11.
Who points the Clouds their Courfe,
Whom Winds and Seas obey ;3
He fthall dire¢t thy wand’ring Feet,
He fhall prepare thy Way.

111.

T'hou on the LLorp rely,

. So fafe fhalt thou go on;
Fix.on his Work thy ftedfaft Eye,
~ So fhall 'FThy Work be done, N

N O
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IV.
Wo Profit canft thou gain
By felf-confuming Care ;
To Him commend thy Caufe, his Ear
Attends the fofteft Pray’r.

V.
T hy everlafting T'ruth,
Father, thy ceafelefs Love
Sees all thy Children’s Wants, and knows
What beft for each will prove.-

V1.
And whatfoe’er T hou will’{},
Thou doft, O King of Kings;
“What thy unerring Wifdom chofe
"Thy Pow’r to Being brings.

VII.
‘Thou ev’ry where haft Way,
And all things {erve thy Might ;
Thy ev’ry Aé pure Bleffing is,
"Thy Path unfully’d Light,

VIII.
‘When Thou arifelt, Lorb,
‘What fhall thy Work withftand ?
W hen all thy Children want T hou.giv’ft,
Who, who.{hall ftay thy Hand?

- IX.
Give to the Winds thy Fears;
Hope, and be undifmay’d ; - - |
Gop hears thy Sighs, and counts thy Tears,
(zop fhall lift up thy .Head.,

| T hro’
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X.
Thro> Waves and Clouds and -Storms
He gently clears thy Way ;
Wait-thou his 'Time, fo fhall this Night
Soon end in joyous Day.

X1.
Still heavy is thy Heart?
Still fink thy Spirits down ?
Caft off the Weight, let Fear depart,
And ev’ry Care be gone.

X1I.
What tho” T hou ruleft hot ?
Yet Heav’n and Earth and Hell
Proclaim, Gobp fitteth on the T hrone
And ruleth all things well !

XI1I1.
Leave to his Sov’reign Sway
T'o choofe and.to command 3
So fhalt thou wondring own,_ his Way
How wife, how I’clong his Hand.

XIV. ,
Far, far above thy T hought

His Counfel fhall appear,- |
When fully He the Work hath Wroucrht,,

That caus’d thy needlefs Fear.

. XV.
T hou feeft our Weaknefs, LoRrRn,
~ Qur Hearts are known to T hee;
O lift Thou up the finking Hand,
Confirm the feeble Knee!

143

Let
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XVL
Let us 1in Life, in Death,
T hy f{tedfaft "I'ruth declare,
And publifh with our lateft Breath
Thy Love and Guardian Care!

I AFFLICTION,

1. |
ETERNAL Beam of Light Divine,

Fountain of unexhaufted L ove,
In whom the FaATH=ER’s Glories thine,
Thro’ Earth beneath, and Heav’n above !

I1.

Jrsu ! the weary Wand’rer’s Reft;
Give me thy eafy Yoke to bear,

Wi ith ftedfaft Patience arm my Breaft,
W ith fpotlefs Loove and lowly Fear.

I11.
T hankful I take the Cup from T hee,
Prepar’d and mingled by thy Skill ;

T'ho’ bitter to the T afte it be,
Pow’rful the woundgd: Soul to heal.

IV.

Be Thou, O Rock of Ages, nigh:
o0 fhall each murm’ring T hought be gone,
And Grief, and Fear, and Care fhall fly,

As Clouds before the Mid-day Sun,
| Speak
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Ty

Vl
Speak to my warring Paffions, ¢¢ Peace ;
Say to my trembling Heart, <¢ Beftill:
Thy Pow’r my Strength and Fortrefs is,

Forall Things ferve T hy Sov’reign Will,

VI.
0O Death, where is thy Sting? Where now
T hy boafted Victory, O Grave?
Who fhall contend with Gop : Or Who
Can hurt whom Gop delights to fave?

In AFFrLIcTION, 0r PAIN,
From the German.

I L

"THOU Lamb of Gop, Thou Prince of Peace,
For T hee my thirfty Soul doth pine !

My longing Soul implores Thy Grace,
O make in me thy Likenefs fhine,

1I.
With fraudlefs, even, humble Mind,
Thy Will in all Things may I fee:
In Love be ev’ry With refign’d,

And hallow’d my whole Heart to T hee,
- I1L

When Pain o’er my weak Flefh prevails,
With Lamb-like Patience arm my Breaft ;
When Grief my wounded Soul affails,
In lowly Meeknefs may I reft,

H Clofe
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iv. -
Clofe by ‘Thy Side {till may I keep,
Howe’er Life’s various Current flow
‘Wi ith ftedfaft Eye mark ev’ry Step,
And follow 'I"hee where’er T hou go.

V
‘T'hou, LorDp, the dreadful Fight haft won :
Alone T'hou haft the Wine-prefs trod :
In me Thy ftrength’ning Grace be fhown,
) may 1 conquer through T hy Blood !

V1.
So when on Szoz "T"hou fthalt ftand,
- And all Heav’n’s Hoft adore their King,
Bhall I be found at 'T"hy Right Hand,
And free from Pain T hy Glories fing.

Another. From the Jame.

1.
ATJL Glory to th’ Eternal ‘T hree,
Of Lag ht and Love th’unfathom’d Sea !
‘W hofe boundleﬁs Pow’r, whofe faving Grace,

Reltev’d me m my deep Diﬁref's

II.
Still, Lorp, from thy exhauftlefs Store
Pure Bleffing and Salvatmn thow’r 3
‘T'1ll Earth I leave, and foar away

‘1’0o Regions of unclouded Day.
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III.
My Heart from all Pollution clean,
O purge it, tho’ with Grief and Pain:
To Thee lo! I my All refign,
Thine be my Will, my Soul be "T'hinc,

IV.
O guide me, lead me in thy Ways:
*T'is T hine the finking Hand to raife,
O may I ever lean on Thee:
"T'is Thine to prop the feeble Knece.

V.
O Father, fan&ify this Pain,
Nor let one Tear be fhed in vain!
Soften, yet arm my Breaft: no Fear,
No Wrath, but Love alone be there.

VI.
O leave not, caft me not away
In fierce T'emptation’s dreadful Day :
Speak but the Word ; inftant fhall ceafe
The Storm, and all my Soul be Peace !

Iz DESERTION or TEMPTATION..

1.
AH! my dear L.orD, whofe changelefs Love
To Me, nor Earth nor Hell can part; -
When fhall my Feet forget to rover?
Ah, what fhall ix this faithlefs Heart ?

H 2 f_Why
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- II.
Why do thefe Cares my Soul divide
- If Thou indeed haft fet me free ?
Why am I Thus, if Gop hath dy’d 3
If Gop hath dy’d fo purchafe Me?

III. :
Around me Clouds of Darknefs roll,
In deepeft Night I {hill walk on;
 Heavily moves my fainting Soul;.
My Comfort and my Gobp are gone.

iV.
Chearlefs and all forlorn 1 aroop;
- In vain I lift my weary Eye;
No Gleam. of Light, no Ray of Hope
~ Appears throughout the darken’d Sky.

V.

" My feeble Knees I bend again,

- My drooping Hands again I rear:

Vain is the Task, the Effort vain,
My Heart abhors the irkfome Pray’r.

Vi.

- Oft with thy Saints my Voice I raife,
And feem to join the taftlefs Song:

Faintly afcends th’ imperfect Praife,
O« dies upon my thoughtlefs "T'ongue.

— * -VII.. . .
. Cold, weary, languid, heartlefs, dead
To thy dread Courts I oft repair ;
By Confcience drag’d, or Cuftom led
I come; nor know that Gop is there!

Nig!
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- VIIE
Nigh with my fLips to Thee I draw,
Unconicious. at thy Altar found ;
Far off my Heart: nor touch’d with Awe,
Nor mov’d —tho’ Angels tremble round,

IX.

In All T do, Myfelf I feel,
And groan beneath the wonted T.oad,

Still unrenew’d and carnal {till,
Naked of CaHRr1sT, and void of Gon,

X.
Nor yet the Earthly Adam dies,
But lives, and moves, and fights again,
Still the fierce Guils of Paflion rife,
And rebel Nature firives to reign.

XI.
Fondly my foolith Heart eflays
T’ augment the Source of perfect BIifs,
Love’s All-fufficient Sea to raife
With Drops of Creature-Happinefs.

X]1I.
O Love! thy Sov’reign Aid impart,
And guarc{ the Gifts T hyfelf haft giv’n 2
My Portion: "Thou; .my T reafure art,
And Life, and Happinefs, and Heav’sn,

XIII.
Would ought with Thee my Withes thare,
‘T'ho’ dear as Life the Idol be, .
‘The Idol from my Breaft I’ll tear, - .
Refolv’d to feek my All from Thee, = -~
| H 3 - Whatd'er



¥50 HywmNs and SAcrRED PoE MS.

XIV.
Whate’er 1 fondly counted Mine,
To Thee, my LorD, 1 here reftore:
Gladly 1 all for T hee refign :
Give me Thyfelf, I ask no more!

JusTIFIED, buf 20f SANCTIFIED,

I. .
MY Gobp (if I may call Thee Mine

From Heav’n and T hee remov’d fo far)

Draw nighs thy pitying Ear incline,

And caft not out my languid Pray’r.
(Gently the Weak Thou lov*# to lead,

T hou lov’{t to prop the feeble Knee
O break not then a bruifed Reed,

Nor quench the fmoaking Flax in me,

1T

Buried in Sin, thy Voice I hear,

And burft the Barriers of my Tomb,
In all the Marks of Death appear,

Forch at thy Call, tho’ bound, T come,
Give me, O give me fully, LORD, "

Thy Refurrection™ Pow’r to know
Frece me indeed ; repcat the Word,

And loofe my Bands, and let me go.

HI.

Fain would I go'to Thee-my Gop, "
T hy Mercies and: mva.:"ants to tell
I feel my Pardon feal’d in Blood ;i

Saviour, “thy Liove I walt to feel,

Freed
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Freed from the Pow’r of cancel’d Sin;
When fhall my Soul triumphant prove:
Why breaks not out the Fire within
In Flames of Joy and Praife and L.ove r.

IV.
When fhsll my Eye afleét my Heart,
Sweetly diffolv’d in gracious T'ears?
Ah, Lor p, the Stone to Flefh convert !
And till thy lovely Iface appears,
Still may I at thy Footftool keep,
And watch the Smile of op’ning Heav’n ¢
Much would T pray, and love, and weep ;
I would ; for 1 have much forgiv’n,

., V.

Yet O! ten thoufand Lufls remain,

And vex my Soul abfolv’d {from Sin,
Still rebel Nature ftrives to reign,

Still am I all unclean, unclean!
Affail’d by Pride, allur’d by Senfe,

On Earth the Creatures court my Stay 3
Falfe flatt’ring Idols get ye hence,

Created Good be far away!

V1.

JEsu, to Thee my Soul afpires,

Jesu, to Thee I plight my Vows,
Keep me from Earthly bafe Defires,

My Gop, my Saviour, and my Spoufe.
Fountain of all-fufficient Blifs,

T'hou art the Good I feek below 3
Fulnefs of Joys in Thee there is,

W ithout ’tis Mis’ry all and Woe.

R H 4 Take
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V1L

‘T'ake this poor wandring, worthlefs Heart,
Its Wandrings all to Thee are known,
May no falfe Rival claim a Part,
I\Tor Sin difleize T hee of thme own.
Stir up thy interpofing Pow’r,
Save me from Sin, from Idols fave,
Snatch me from fierce 'T'emptation’s Hour,
And hide, O hide me in the Grave!

VI

I Znow Thou wilt accept me Now,
I /#0w my Sins are now forgiv’n !
My Head to Death O let me bow,
Nor keep my Life, to lofe my Heav’n,
Far from this Snare my Soul remove,
This only Cup I would decline, -
I deprecate a Creaturc-Love
QO take me, to fecure me Thme

- IX.
Or if thy Wifer Will ordain

The Trial, I would die to fhusn,
Welcome the Strife, the Grief, the Pain,

T'hy Name be prais’d, " thy WIH he do.ne?
T from thy Hand the Cup reccive,

Meekly fubmit to thy Decree, |
Gladly for Thee confent to live!

Thou, Lorp, haft liv’d, haft died for Mel

IsatAH



HymNs and SAcRED PoEms, 153

Isatan xhu 1, 2, 3.

I.
PEA CE, doubting Heart——my Gop’s I am!
Who form’d me Man forbids my ¥Fear: -
The LorDp hath call’d me by my Name,
The LorD protects for ever near:
His Blood for Me did once attone,
And {till he loves, and guards his own,

Ik.
When paﬁinn' -thto” the Watly Deep
I ask in Faith his promis’d-Aid,
The Waves an awful Diftance keep,
And fhrink from my devoted Head:
Fearlefs their Violence 1 dare”
They cannot harm, for GOD is: *there 3

- III . &
To Him, :my Eye of Falth P turn, S
And thro’ the Fire purfue my Ways .= {....
The Fire forgets its Pow’r to burn,
The lambent Flames around me play:
I own his Pow’r, accept the Sign,
And ihout to prove the Sawour Mme

IV .
Still nigh me, O my Saviour, I’cand
And guard in fierce "I'emptation’s Hour ;
Hide in tha Hollow. of thy, Hand, ..
Shew forth in me thy Saving Pow T.
Still be thy Arm. my fure Pefence, . -
Nor Earth nog Hell fhall pluck me thence. .

H 3 Szﬁcer

-
[ L !
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, - .._'V'..
oince T hou haft bid me come to Thee,
(Good as Thou art and ftrong to fave}
Pll walk o’er Life’s tempeftuous Sea,
Upborn by the unyielding Wave ;
Dauntlefs, tho’ Rocks of Pride be nmr,.
And,yawning Whirlpools of Defpair.

V1.
When Darknefs intercepts the Skies,
And Sorrow’s Waves around. me roll.
When high the Storms of Paffion rife,
And half o ‘erwhelm my {inking Souls
My Soul a {udden Calm fhall. feel
And hear a Whlfper e Peace, be {till.>"

| VII X
T'ho™ in Afﬁl&lon s :Furnace f:ned

Unhurt on Snares and Deaths: I’ll tread 3. |

Tho” Sin aflail, and Hell thrown wide
Pour all its Fhmes upor my Head,

Eike Mofes’ Bufh I’ll mount the hiﬂ'her,

And ﬂounﬂl unconfum’d in fire.t: .

:
.
K X

The BELIEVERS-SUPPORT,

From the. German,

1 -
- - L - ‘,.“'
r 1 -
1
I i
F' 4 -h’ Jl- F:

0 Thou, to whofe allufearc]ung S:ght "

T he Darknefs thineth 4s the. Light,

Search, prove my Heart'; it pants for Thee:

O burﬁ thefe Bands, and fet it free,.

Wafh
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II.

Wafh out its Stains, refine its Drofs,

Nail my Affe&tions to the Crofs !
Hallow each T hought : let all within
Be clean, as Thou, my LoRrRbD, art clean.

II1.

If in this darkfome Wild I {tray,
Be T'hou my Light, be Thou my Way :
No Foes, no Violence I fear,

No Fraud, while Thou, my Gob, art near..

v

When rifing Floods my Head o’erflow,
When finks my Heart in Waves of Woe,
Jesvu, thy timely Aid impart,

And raife my Head, and chear my Keart,

V.

"Saviour, where’er thy Steps 1 fee,
Dauntlefs, untir’d I follow T hee:.
O let thy Hand f{upport me {till,
And lead me to thy holy Hill,.

VI
If rough and thorny be my Way,
My Strength proportion to my Day:

T'ill Toil and Grief, and Pain fhall ceafe,,
- Where all is"Calm, and Joy, and Peace.

- Living'
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Living by Carist, From the German.

1.
ESU, thy boundlefs Love toc me
j INo T hought can reach, no T'ongue declarc:.
O knit my thankful Heart to T hee, |
And reign without a Rival there.
“I'hine wholly, thine alone I am:
Be Thou alone my conftant Flame.

- II.. -
9 grant that nothing in my Soul
May dwell, but thy pure Love alones
© may thy Love pofiefs me whole, -
My Joy, my Treafure, and my Crown.
strange Fires far from my Soul remove,

My ev’ry A&, Word, T hought, be Love.

III.
© Love, how chearing is thy Ray ?
All Pain before thy Prefence flies!?”
Care, Anguith, Sorrow melt away -~~~ -
- Where’er thy healing Beams arife:
© -JEsU, nothing may I fee,
~ Nothing heax, feel or think but Thee!

- IV. -
UﬂWﬁ&l’iEd-' may I :thiS, pu’pfue, N

Dauntlefs to the high Prize afpire 3
- Hourly within my Breaft renew

"I'his holy Flame, this heav’nly Fire;
And Day and Night be all my Care
I'o. guard this facred Treafure there.
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v
M fSawour, ‘T'hou thy Love to me
In Want, in Pain, in Shame, haft fhow’d
For me on the accurfed Tree
Thou pouredit forth thy guiltlefs Blood :
Thy Wounds upon my Heart imprefs,
Nor ought fhall the lov’d Stamp efface.

VI :
More hard. than Marble 1S my Heart,
And foul with Sins of deepeft Stain:

But 'T'hou the mighty Saviour art,
Nor flow’d thy cleanfing Blood in vain,

Ah! {often, melt this Rock, and may
Thy Blood wath all thefe Stams awayn

' VH *
O that my Heart, which open ﬂands, |
May catch each Drop, that torturing -Pain
Armid by my Sins, wrung from thy Hands,
Thy Feet, thy Head, thy ev’ry Vein:
That {till my Breaft may heave with -Sighs,
Still Tears of Love o’erflow. my Eyes.

- VIII croo e
O that T as.a httle Child I
May follow Thee, nor ever reft o
Till fweetly Thou haft pour’d thy mdd
And lowly Mind into .my Breaft.
Nor may we ever parted:be :- - E
Til 1 become one Spll‘lt Wlth Thee. .

f CIXD
O draw me, Saviour, after. Thee,
So ﬂlall I run. and never tire:

[

. With

a3
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With gracious Words ftill comfort me;
Be Thou my Hope, my fole Defire.

Free me from ev’ry Weight: nor Fear

Nor Sin can come, if T'hou. art here,

| X,
My Health, my Light, my Life, my Crown,
My Portion and my Treafure T hou !
O take me, feal me for thine own ;
To Thee alone my Soul I bow.
Without T'hee all is ééin ; my Mind
Repofe i1 nought but T'hee can find.,

- X1.
Howe’er 1 rove, where’er I turn,.
In Thee -alone. is all my Reft. .
Be Thou my Flame; within me burn,
" JEsu, and 1 in Thee am bleft.
‘Thou art the Balm' of Life: My Soul
Is faint; O fave, O make it whole!

oo s XTI
What in ‘thy Love poflefs:I not? -

My Star by Night, my Sun.by Day; .~
My Spring of Life when parch’d with Drought,
My Wine to chear, .my Bread to {lay,

My Strength, my Shield,. my fafe Abode;,
My Robe before the T hrone.of Gon!

oot XIHEL L
Ah Love! Thy Inflience: withdrawn: .
W hat profits: me:thatt I am . born:
All my Delight, my Joy is gone,
Nor know I Peace, till Thou return.
Thee may I feck till I attaing
- And never may we may. part. again,

bFrom
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: X1V,
From all Eternity with Love =
Unchangeable T hou haft me view’d 3
Ere knew this beating Heart to move,
‘T'hy tender Mereies me purfu’d.
Ever with me may they abide,
And clofe me 1n.on ev’ry Side.

XV.
still let thy Love point out my Way,
(How wondrousT hingsthyLove hathwrought i},
still lead me left I go aftray,
Dire&t my Work, infpire my T hought:
And when I fall, foon may I hear
Thy Voice, and know that Love is near.

XVI.
In Suff’ring be thy Love my Peace, .
In Weaknefs be thy Love my Pow’r 3
And when the Storms of Life fhall ceafe,
JEsu, in that important Hour,
In Death as Life be Thou my Guide,
And fave.me, who for me haft died !

Gon’s. Love to Mankind, From the fame,

e

S JI_ Lo IR F )
0 Gop, of Good: th*unfathom’d Sea,  : .
Who would not give his Heart.to "I hee ?
Who would not love T hee with his Might ?
O Jesu, Lover of Mankind,
Who would not his whole Soul and Mind

With all his Strength.to Thee unite?. ;
"I"hoy
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{a

II.‘ s
Thou fhin’ft with everlafting Rays;
Before the unfufferable Blaze |
Angels with both Wings veil their Eyes:
Yet free as Air thy Bounty ftreams -
On all thy Works; thy Mercy’s Beams
Diftfufive as thy Sun’s,. arife.

+ III.
Aftonifh’d at.thy frowning Brow, . |
Earth, Hell, and Heav’ns ftrong Pillars bow,
Terrible Majeﬁy is. T hine !
‘Who then .can that vaft Love exprefs
W hich bows T hee down to me, who lefs
T han nothing am, @ll T hou art mine ¥

Iv.
High-thron’d on Heav’ns. eternal Hilk,.
In Number, Weight and Meafure {tilk
Thou {weetly ord’reft all that is
And yet T'hou deign’{ft to come to me,,
And guide. my Steps that I witlr T'hee
Enthron’d rnay reign in endlefs Blifs..

T ;o - . ...V..:.-........ ‘.. -
Fountain of Good, all Blefling flows
From Thee; no Want thy Fulnefs knows ¢
What but "Thyfelf canft Thou defire?
Yes: Self-fufficient as T hou art,
"I"hou doft.defire. my worthlefs Heare,,
h:s, only thls Thou clpﬁ qumre.

- -

Primeval Beauty ! in thy Srght RS
T he firft-born, faireft Sons of: Lnght

H*"‘ il----|||
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See all their brighteft (Glories fade:
What then to me thy Eyes could turn
In Sin conceiv’d, of Woman born,

A Worm, a Leaf, a Blaft, a Shader

VII. |
Hell’s Armies tremble at thy Nod,
And trembling own th> Almighty Gop
Sov’reign of Earth, Air, Hell and Sky.
But who i1s T his that comes from far,
Whofe (Garments roll’d in Blood appear ¢

*T1s Gop made Man for Man to die !

VIII.
O Gobp, of Good th’ unfathom’d Sea,
Who waould not give his Heart to T hee?

Who would not love T hee with his Might ¢
O Jesu, Lover of Mankind, ‘
Who would not his whole Soul and Mind

With all his Strength to T hee unite.?

Gop’s Greatnefs. From the fame.

| - L
O Gop, Thou bottomlefs Abyfs,
Thee to Perfeétion who can know ¢
O Height immenfe ! what Words fuffice
Thy countlefs Attributes to fhow :
Unfathomable Depths Thou art!
O plunge me in thy Mercy’s Sea ;
Void of true Wifdom is my Heart,

With Love embrace and cover me. ;
. | ' W hile
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While Thee All-infinite I fet
By Faith before my ravifh’d Eye,
My W eaknefs bends beneath the Weight
O’erpowr’d I.fink, I faint, I die.

IT.

Eternity thy Fountain was,

W hich, like Tlee, no Beginning knew ;
‘Thou waft, ere Time began his Racc,

Ere glow’d with Stars th’ Etherial Blue:
Gireatnefs unfpeakable is Thine,

Greatnefs, whofe undiminifh’d Ray
When fhort-liv’dd Worlds are loft, fhall thine,

When Earth and Heav’n are {fled away.
Unchangeable, all-perfeét Lord,

Eflential Life’s unbounded Sea,
What lives and moves, lives by thy Word,

It lives and moves and is from T hee.

- * I11. *
'Thy Parent -Hand,; thy forming Skil

Firm fix’d this Univerfal Chain ;s
Elfe empty, barren Darknefs {till

Had held his unmolefted Reign :
Whate’er in Earth, or Sea, or Sky

Or fhuns or meets the wandring T hought,
Efcapes or flrikes the fearching Eye,

By T hee was to Perfection brought.
High is thy Pow’r above all Height :

W hate’er thy Will decrees'is done :
‘T'hy Wildom equal to thy Might

Only to Thee, O Gob, is known,

* o Ive, o o
Heaven’s Glory is thy awful Throne,
Yet Earth' partakes thy gracious'Sway s -
C alf
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Vain Man! thy Wifdom Folly own,
Loft is thy Reafon’s feeble Ray.

What his dim Eye could never fee
Is plain and naked to thy Sight ;

What thickeft IDarknefs veils, to T hee
Shines clearly as the Morning Light,

In Light T hou dwell’lt : Light that no Shade
No Variation ever kinew:

And Heav’n and Hell {ftand all difplay’d
And open to thy piercing View.

V. |
Thou, true and only Gop, lead’ft forth
T'h’ immortal Armies of the Sky:
Thou laugh’{t to {corn the Gods of Earth
‘["hou thunder’ft, and amaz’d they fly.
With down-caft Eye th’Angelick Choir
Appear before thy awful Face, |
Trembling they ftrike the golden Lyre
And thro’ Heaven’s. Vault refound thy Praife,
In Earth, in Heav’n, in all Thou art: - |
T he confcious Creature feels thy Nod,
Whofe forming Hand on ev’ry Part
Impreft the Image of its Gob.
V1. , |
Thine, Lorpn, is Wifdom, thine alones . .
Juftice and Truth before Thee ftand-;
Yet nearer to thy facred T hrone . »
Mercy with-holds thy lifted Hand.
Each Ev’ning fhews thy tender Love,
Each rifing Morn thy plenteous Grace 3 -
“ Thy waken’d Wrath doth flowly move,.
* T'hy willing Mercy flies apace.



164 Hywmns and SAcrRED Pozwms..

To thy benign, indulgent Care,

Father, this Light, this Breath we owe,
And all we have, and all we are

From Thee, great Source of Being, flow.

VII.
Parent of Good, thy bounteous Hand
Inceflant Bleflings down diftills,
And all in Air,, or Sea, or I.and
With plenteous Food and Gladnefs fills.
Alil things in T hee live, move, and are,
Thy Pow’r infus’d doth all {uftain;
Ev’n thofe thy dally Favours fhare
Who thanklefs fpurn thy eafy Reign.
Thy Sun Thou bid’ft his genial Ray
Alke on All impartial pour ;
‘T"o all who hate or blefs thy Sway
T hou bid’t defcend the fruitful Show’r.

. VIIL.
Yet while at length, who fcorn’d thy Might
- Shall feel T hee a confuming Fire,
How fweet the Joys, the Crown how bright
Of thofe who to thy Love afpire !
All Creatures praife th’ Eternal Name |
Ye Hofts that to his Courts. belong,
Cherubic Quires, Seraphic Flames,
Awake. the  everlafting Song.
I’hrice Holy, Thine the Kingdom is,
‘T’he Pow’r omnipotent is T hine,
And wheh created Nature dies

"T'hy never-ceafing Glories fhine..

Hyv MmN
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T iy il T Yy

HywMmN o fwe Titles of CHRIc T,

1
RISE, my Soul, arife
Thy Saviour’s Sacrifice!
All the Names that Love could find,
All the Forms that Love could take
JEsus in Himfelf has join’d,
Thee, my Soul, his own to make,

1T.
Equal with Gop, moft High,
He laid his Glory by:
He, th’ Eternal Gop was born,
Man with Men He deign’d t’ appear,
Obje& of his Creature’s Scorn,
Pleas’d a Servant®s Form to wear, .

| J11.
Hail Everlafting Lorb,
Divine, Incarnate Zord{
‘T'hee let all my Pow’rs confels,
T'hee my lateft Breath proclaim ;
Help, ye Angel Choirs, to blefs,
Shout the lov’d fmmanyel’s Name,

IV.
Fruit of a Virgin’s Womb
The Promis’d Blefling’s come :
CHR1sT the Fathers’ Hope of old,
Curist the #omar’s conq’ring Seed,
LCHR1sT the Saviour! long foretold,
Bora to bruide the Serpent’s Head. ..
“ | Refulgent
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V.
Refulgent from afar
See the bright Morning-ftar !
See the Day-fpring from on. high
T.ate in deepeft Darknefs rife,
Night recedes, the Shadows fly,
* Flame with Day the Op’ning Skies !

| V1.
Our Eyes on Earth furvey
The Dazling Shechinab !
Bright, in endlefs (Glory bright
Now in Flefh He ftoops to dwell
(oo of Gop, and Light of Light,
Image of th’ Invilible,

VI1I.
He fhines on Earth ador’d -
T'he Prefence of the LORD :
Gop, the mighty Gop and true,
Gobp by higheft Heav’n confeft,
Stands difplay’d to Mortal View,
G.op Supreme, for ever- bleft.

VIII.
Jesu! to Thee I bow
T'h’ Almighty’s Felloww T houl
Thou, the Father’s Only Son ;
Pleas’d He ever is in Thee,
Juft and Holy Thou alone -
Full of Grace and T ruth for Me, -

- IX.

High above ev’ry Name

Jesus; the great 1 AM 1

Bows
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Bows to }"’ESUS ev’ry Knee r
T'hings in Heav’n, and Earth and Hell,
daints adore him, Demons flee,

Fiends and Men and Angels feel.

. %
He left his Throne above
Emptied of all, but Love:

Whom the Heav’ns canpot contain

Gop vouchfaf’d a Worm ¢ appear,

LorD of Glory, Sor of Man,

Poor, and vile, and abje& here.

X1,
His own on Earth he fought,
His own receiv’d him not:
Him, a Sign by All blafphem’d,
Outcaft and defpis’d of Men,
Him they all a Madman deem’d,
Bold to fcoff the Nuazarene.

XII.
Hail Galilean King!
Thy humble State I fing
Never fhall my Triumphs end,
Hail derided Majefty,
JEsus, hail! the Sinner’s Friend,
Lriend of Publicans.— and Mel

XIII.
Thine Eye obferv’d my Pain
T hou Good Samaritan !
Spoild I lay and bruis’d by Sin,
Gafp’d my faint, ‘expiring Soul, -
Wine and Qil thy -L.ove pour’d in,
Clos’d'my Wounds, and made me Whole.H .
» . Hai
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XIV.
Hail the L ife-giving LLorD,
Divine, Engrafted Word!
Thee the L:fe my Soul has found,
T hee the Refurreltion prov’d:
Dead 1 heard the Quick’ning Sound,
Own’d thy Voice; Believ’d, and Lov’d!

XV.
With Thee gone up on high
I live, no more to die:
Firfl and Lajt, 1 feel T hee nows,
Witnefs of thy Empty Tomb, -
Alpha and Omega "I hou
Wafit, and Art, and -Art to come!

Il HyMmMN #0 CuaRIST.

I.
SAVI OUR, the World’s and Mine,
Was ever Grief like Thine !
"T'hou my Pain, my €Curfe hait took,
All my Sins were laid on 'T'hee;
Help me, LLorp 3 to Thee I look,
Draw me, Saviour, after ‘Thee,

I1. |
>T'is done! My Gobp hath died,
My Love is Crucify’d! . a
Break this ftony Heart of mine,
Pour my Eyes a ceafelefs Flood,
Feel, my Soul, the Pangs Divine,
Catch, my Heart, the ifluing Blpod.!
© 8 W he,
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. e 1§ e
" When, O my Gobp, fhall I
For ‘T hee fubmit to die? .
How the mighty Debt repay,
Rival of thy Paffion prove?
Lead me in T'hyfelf the Way, -
Melt my Hardnefs into Love,

. IV,
To T.ove is all my Wifh,
Y only live for This :
Grant me,- Lord, my Heart’s Defire,
There by Faith tor ever dwell :
This I always will require
“I'hee and only T hee to feel.

V..

Thy Pow’r 1 pant to prove
Rooted and fixt in Love,
Strengthned by thy Spirit’s Might,
Wife to fathom things Divine,

What the Length and Breadth and Height,

What the Depth of Love like T hine.

V1.

Ah! give me This to know
With all thy Saints below.
Swells my Soul to compafs T hee,
Gafps in Thee to’'live and move,
Filtd with All the Deity,
All immerft and loft in Love!

164G

111
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IIIC HyMN o CHRIST.

i.
STILL, O my Soul, prolong
"I he never-ceafing Song !
¢ arisT my T heme, my Hope, my Joy ;
His be all my Happy Days,
Praife my ev’ry Hour employ, ‘
Ev’ry Breath be fpent in Praife.

II.
His would 1 wholly be
‘Who liv’d and died for me:
L3rief was all his Lifc below,
Pain and Poverty and Lofs:

- Mine the Sins that bruis’d him {fo,
Scourg’d and nail’d him to the Crofs.

I1L.
He bore the Curfe of All,
‘A Spotlefs Criminal : |
Burden’d with a World of Guilt,
Blacken’d with Imputed Sin,
™Man to fave his Blood he {pilt,
Died, to make the Sinner clean.

IV,
Join Earth and Heav’n to blefs
The LORD our Righteoufnefs !
Myltry of Redemption ‘I his,
T'his the Saviour’s ftrange Defign,
DIan’s Offence was Counted His,
&turs is Righteoulnefs Divine.
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V.
Far as our Parent’s Fall
The Gift i1s come to All:
Sinn’d we all, and died in one?

Juft in One we all are made,

CHrisT the Law fulhll’d alone,
Dy’d for All, for All Obey’d.

V1.
In Him compleat we fhine,
His Death, his Life is Mine.
Fully am I juftify’d,
Free from Sin, and more than frees
(Guiltlefs, fince for Me He dy’d,
Righteous, fince He Liv’d for Mef

VI1I.

Jesu! to Thee I bow,
Sav’d to the Utmoft now.
O the Depth. of Love Divine!
Who thy Wifdom’s Stores can tell ?
Knowledge infinite is T hine,
All thy Ways Unfearchable !

I7%

Hywmn 0o CaR1sT the King.

I.
ESU, my Gop- and King,
Thy Regal State I fing.
Thou, and only Thou art great,
High thine Everlafting T hrone;
Thou the Sov’reicn Potentate,-

Bleft, Immeortal T hou alone,

1a | Eflay
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I1.
Effay your choiceft Strains,
T'he King Meffiah reigns'!
Tune your Harps, Celeftial Quire,
Joyful all, your Voices raife, |
Cur1sT than earth-born Monarchs higher,

Sons of Men and Angels praile,

111.
Hail your dread Loord and QOurs, .
Dominions, T hrones, and Pow’rs!.
Source of Pow’r He rules alone:
Veil your Eyes, and proftrate fall,
Caft your Crowns before his “I'hrone,
Hail the Caufe, the Lord of alll.

1V.
T.et Earth’s remoteft Bound
W ith echoing Joys refound ;
CurisT to praife let all conipire:
Praife doth all to CHRIsT belong;
Shout ye firft-born Sons of Fire,
Earth repeat the {lorious Song.

Worthy, O Lorp, art Thou
‘T hat ev’ry Knee fhould bow,
Every Tongue to T hee confels,
Univerfal Nature join
Strong and Mighty Thee to blefs, -

Gracious, Merciful, Benign!

. VI
Wifdom is due to Thee,

And Miecht and Majefty :
& - Jeity The
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Thee? in Mercy rich we prove
Glory, Honour, Praife receive,

Worthy T hou of all our Loveé,
More than all we pant to give,

VI1I.
Juftice and Truth maintain
Thy everlatting Reign.

One with thine Almighty Sire,
Partner of an Equal T hrone,
King of Hearts, let all confpire,
. Gratefully thy Sway to own.

VIII.
Prince of the Hofts of Gon
- - Difplay thy Pow’r abroad:
Strong and high is thy Right-handg
Terrible in Majefty I
Who can in thine Anger {land ?
. Who the vengeful Bolt can flee?

IX.
Thee when the Dragon’s Pride -
To Battle vain defy’d,
Brighter than the Morning-ftar
Lucifer, as Lightning fell,
Far from Heav’n, from Glory far
Headlong hurl’d to deepefl Hell.

X.
Sin felt of old thy Pow’r,
| T'hou Patient Conqueror!
Long he vex’d the World below,
Long they groan’d beneath his Reign ;
‘Thou deftroy’dft the Tyrant Foe,
- Thou redeem’dft - the Captive, Man.

i
i
|
i
|

173
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X1, .
T rembles the King of Fears
W hene’er thy Crofs appears.
Once its dreaded Force he found:
Savicur, cleave again the Sky;
Slain by an Eternal Wound
Death fhall then for ever die!

I HymMmn 2 CurisT the King.
I.

FEST, Thou art our King,

.} To Me thy Succour bring,

. Curist the Mighty One art T hou,
Help for All on Thee is laid:

This the Word ; I claim it Now,
Send me now the Promis’d Aid.

II.
High on thy Father’s T hrone, -
' O look with Pity down !
Help, O help! attend my Call,
Captive lead Captivity,

King of Glory, Lord of All,
CurisT, be Lord, be King to Me!

ITI.
1 pant to feel thy Sway
And only Thee t’ obey.
T hee my Spirit gafps to meet,

'[his my one, my ceafclefs Pray’r,
Make, O make my Heart thy Seat,
O fet up thy Kingdomr there! '

- T riumph
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IV.
Triumph and reign in Me,
And fpread thy Vidtory:
Hell and Death, and Sin controul,
Pride, and Self, and ev’ry Foe,
All fubdue; thro” all my Soul
Conqu’ring and to conquer go.

The SaviouRr ghlrified by Al. From
the German.

1.
HOU, Jesu, art our King,
T'hy ceafelefs Praife we fing :
Praife thall cur glad Tongue employ,
Praife o’erflow our grateful Soul,
While we vital Breath enjoy,
While eternal Ages roll.

11.
‘Thou art th’ Eternal Light,
"T"hat fhin’ft in deepeft Night,
Wondring gaz’d th’ Angelic T'rain
While T hou bow’dft the Heav’ns beneathy-
(Gop with Gop wert Man with Man,
Man to fave from endlefs Death.

I1I.

"T'hou for our Pain did{t mourn,.
‘I"hou haft our Sicknefs born:
All our Sins on Thee were laid;
Thou with unexainpled Grace
All the mighty Debt haft paid

Due from Adam’s helplefs Race,. °
L 4 T hou

.



176 Hymns and SaAcreDp PoE ms,

IV.
‘Thou haft o’erthrown the Foe,
Gop’s Kingdom fix’d below.
Conqu’ror of all Adverfe Pow’r, -
T hou Heav’n’s (Gates hail open’d wide.:
‘T"hou thine own doft lead fecure

In thy Crofs, and by thy Side.

\4
Enthron’d above yon Sky
T'hou reign’{t with Gop moft hlgh
Proftrate at thy Feet we fall:
Pow’r {upreme to Thee 1s giv’n;
"T"hee, the righteous Judge of all, .-
Sons of Earth and Hofts of Heav’n.
. VL
Cherubs Wlth Seraphs Jom
And 1in thy Praife combine:

All their Quires thy Glories fing :
Who fhall dare Wlth T hee to vie?

Mighty Lorp, eternal King, |
Sov’reign both of Earth and Sky ’

o

VII.
F{ai]l vencrable Train,
Patriarchs, frft-born of Men!
Hal Apoﬂ:lcs of the Lamb,
By whofe Strength ye faithful prov’d:
]om t’ extol his fdcred Name

Whom in Life and Dmth ye lov’d.

VIII. -
The Church thro’ all her Bounds

With thy high Praife refounds. _
Cenfeflors
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Confeffgrs undaunted here
Unafham’d ploclalm their King
Children’®s feebler Voices there

T'o thy Name Hofanna’s {ing.’

| IX.
’Midft Danger’s blackeft Frown
T hee Hofts of Martyrs own.
Pain and Shame alike they dare,
Firmly, fingularly Good ;
G]orylnﬂ* th}f Crofs to bear,
‘T"ill they {eal their Faith with Blood.

X,
Ev’n Heathens feel thy Pow’r,
Thou f{uff’ring Conqueror !
Thoufand Virgins, chafte and clean,
From Love’s pleafing Witchcraft free,
Fairer than the Sons of Men,
Confecrate their Hearts to T hee.

XI.
Wide Earth’s remoteft Bound

Full of thy Praife is found:
And all Heav’ns eternal Day
With thy ftreaming Glor H'1me3 :
All thy Foes fhall melt away
From th’ infufferable Beams,

- XI1. .
O Lorp, O Gob of Love,
Let Us thy Mercy prove!
King of all, with pitying Eye -
Mark the Toil, the Patns we feel :
"Midft the Snares of Death we lie,
’Midit the banded Pow’rs of Hell,

15

177

Arife,
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XIII.
Arife, f{tir up thy Pow’r
T hou deathlefs Conqueror !
Help us to obtain the Prize,
Help us well to clofe our Races
"T"hat with T hee above the Skies
Endlefs Joys we may poflefs.

A MornNniINg HYMN.

I.

€¢ SEF the Day-fpring from afar

¢¢ Uther’d by the Morning-Star ¥
Hafte ; to Him who fends the Light,
Ha]low the Remains of Night.
Souls, put on your glorious Drefs,
Waking into Righteoufnefs :
Cloath’d with CHR 15T afpire to {hine,
Radiance He of Light ‘Divine ;
Beam. of the Eternal Beam,
He in Gop, and Gop in Him
Strive we Him. in Us to fee,
‘Tranfcript of the Deity. |

II.

- Burﬂ: we then the Bands of Death,.
Rais’d by His all-quickning Breath
Y.ong we to be loos’d from Earth,
Struggling into. fecond . Birth.

Spent at length 1s Nature’s Night 3
Cur1sT attends to give us Light,
CurisT attends Himfelf to give;

€Gob. we now may fee,. and live, -
- T I
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Tho’ the Outward Man decay ;
Form’d within us Day by Day
Still the Inner Man we view,
CHRIsT creating all things New.

II1.
Turn, O turn us, LorDp, again,,
Raifer T hou of Fallen Man!
Sin deftroy and Nature’s Boaft,
Saviour T hou -of Spirits Loft!
Thy great Will 1n Us be done:.
Crucified and dead Our own,
Ours no longer let us be;
Hide us from Ourfelves in T hee!
Thou the Life, the T ruth, the Way..
Suffer us no more to ftray ;
Give us, LorD, and ever give
Thee to know, in Thee to live!

A Morning Dedication of ourfélves o
CurisT. From the German,

- 1.
ESU, thy Light again I vjew,
Again thy Mercy’s Beams I fee,
And all within me wakes, anew
To pant for thy Immenfity :
Again my T houghts to T hee. afpire
In fervent Flames of ftrong Defire.

| | 1. ‘
But O 1" what Offering fhall I give-
‘Lo Thee, the Lord of Earth and Skies §

I 6. MY
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My Spirit, Soul, and Fleth receive

A holy, living Sacrifice.
Small as it is, ’tis all my Store:

More thould{t T hou have, 1f I had more.

I11.
Now then, my Gop, Thou haft my Soul s
No longer mine, but T"hine I am:
Guard Thou thy own ; poflefs it whole,
Chear it by Hope, with LLove inflame.
"T'hou haft my Spirit; T here difplay
‘Thy Glory, to the perfect Day.

IV.
‘T'hou haft my Fleth; thy hallow’d Shrine,
Devoted folely to thy Will:
Here let thy Light for ever fhine,
T his Houfe {till Iet thy Prefence fill :
O Source of Life, live, dwell, and move

in Me, tll all my Life be Love.
V.

O never in thefe Veils of Shame,-
Sad Fruits of Sin, 1y Glorying be !

Cloath with Salvation thro’ thy Name
My Soul, and may I put on Thee!

Be living Faith my coftly Drefs,

And my beft Robe, thy Righteoufnefs!

V1. ,

Send down thy Likenefs from above,
And let This my Adorning be: )
Cloath me with Wifdom, Patience, Love,

With Lowlinefs and Purity,
’T'han Gold and Pearls more precious far,
And brighter than the Morning-Star.
| LorD,
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VII.
Lorp, arm me with thy Spirit’s Might,
Since I am call’d by thy great Name :
In Thee my wandring T houghts unite,
Of all my Works be Thou the Aim.
Thy Love attend me all my Days,
And my fole Bufinefs be thy Praife!

CHRIST p?az‘eé?z}? g and [anltifying.
From the fame.

1.
0 _}'ESU, Source of calm Re pole,
Thy Like nor Man, nor Ancrel knows,
Faireft among ten thoufand fa:r'
Even T hofe whom Death’s {fad Fetters bound,
Whom thickeft Darknefs compaft round,
Find Light and Life, if Thou appear.

I1.
Effulgence of the Light Divine,
Lre rolling Planets knew to fhine,
Ere Time its ceafelefs Courfe began ;
Thou, when th’ appointed Hour was come,
Didft not abhor the Virgin’s Womb,.
But Gop with Gop wert Man with Man.

111.
‘The World, Sin, Death oppofe in vain,
‘T'hou by thy dying Death haft {lain,
My great Deliverer and my - Gop !
In vain does the old Dragon rage,
In vain all Hell its Pow’rs engage 3

None-can withftand thy conqu’ring Blood.
Lor®
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. IV.

T.orD over all, fent to fulfil *
"T"hy gracious Father’s fov’reign Will,.
T'o thy dread Scepter will T bow :
With duteous Rev’rence at thy Feet,

Like humble Mary, lo, I fit:
Speak, LLorDp, thy Servant heareth nows:

V.

Renew thy Image, LLOrRD, in me,

Lowly and gentle may I be;
No Charms but thefe to T hee are dear :

No Anger may’{t Thou ever find,
No Prlde in my unrufiled Mind,
But Faith and heav’n-born Peace be there, .

VI.
A patient, a viétorious Mind
‘T"hat, Life and all things caft behmd
Springs forth obedient. to thy Call,.
A Heart, that no Defire. can move,
But {till t’ adore, bclieve-and love,
(sive me, my LOrRD, my Llfe, my AlL

Supplication for Grace,. From the fame.

I
0 Gobp of Gon, in whom . combine
T he Heights and Depths of Love Divine,.
With thankful Hearts to "T"hee we {ing !
"T'o 'T'hee our longing Souls afpire
In fervent Flames of ftrong Defire:

- Come, and thy facred Uncdtion .,bring-_ At
Al
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II..
All things in Earth and Air and Sea
Exift and live and move in Thee ;.
All Nature trembles at thy Voice :
With Awe ev’n we thy Children- prove-
Thy Pow’r. O let us tafte thy Love ;
So.-evermore fhall we rejoice.

II1.
O pow’rful TLove, to Thee we bow,
Objelt of all our Withes "I hou,.

(Our Hearts are naked to thine Eye)
To Thee, who from th’ Eternal T hrone-
{Cam’{t, empty’d of thy Godhead down.

For Us to groan, to bleed, to die.

IV,
Grace we implore; when Billows roll.
(Grace 1s the Anchor of the Soul ;
Grace ev’ry Sicknefs knows to heal :-
Grace can fubdue each fond Defire,
And Patience in all Pain infpire,
Howe’er rebellious Nature {well,

V.
O Love,. our ftubborn Wills fubdue,,.
Create our ruin’d. Frame anew ;
Difpel our Darknefs by thy Light ::
Into all Truth our Spirit guide,
But from our Eyes for ever hide
All things difpleafing in thy Sight.

VI.
Be Heav’h ev’n now our Soul’s Abode,
Hid be our Life with.CHR 15T in Gob,.

—_—

Cuyp
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Qur Spirit, Lor b, be One with Thine:
Let all our Works in T hee be wrought,
And fl’d with T hee be all our Thoucrht
T1ill 1in us thy full Likenefs Ihuw |

Hywmn #o the Hory GHOST,

I.
COME Horvy GnosT, all-quickning Fire,
Come, and in Me delight to reft !
Drawn by the Lure of {’cron Defire,
O come, and confecrate my Breaﬂ: :
T’he Temple of my Soul prepare,
And fix thy Sacred Prefence there !

II.
If now thy Influence I feel,
If now in ‘T'hee begin to livey
Still to my Heart 'T'hyfelf reveal,
Give me Thyfelf, for ever give.
A Point my Good a Drop my Store..
Eager I ask, and pant for more.

A §
Eager for Thee I ask and pant,
So ftrong the Principle Divine
Carries me out with {weet Conftraint,

T'ill all my hallow’d Soul be “I'hine :
Plung’d in the Godhead’s deepeft Sea,
And loft in thy Immenfity.

IV.
My Peace, my Life, my Comfort now,
My "I'reafure,-and my All Thou art |
T'rue
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True Witnefs of my Sonfhip Thou,

Engraving Pardon on my Heart:

Seal of my Sins 1in Curist forgivin, |
Earneft of Love, and Pledge of Heav n.

v

Come then, my Gob, mark out thy Heir,
Of Heav’n a larger Earnelt give,

With clearer Light thy Witnels bear ;
More fenﬁbly within me live:

Let all my Pow’rs thy Entrance feel,

And deeper {ftamp T hyfelf the Seal.

VI.
Come, Hory GrosT, all quick’ning Fire,
Come, and in me delight to reft !
Drawn by the Lure of {’crong Defire,
O come, and confecrate-'my Breaf’c
The Temple of my Soul prepare,:
And fix thy facred Prefence there!

L]
r

On the Defcent of the Hory GHosT af
Pentecoft. Altered from Dr, H. More.

| I. | .
\WHEN Curist had left his Flock below,
T he Lofs his faithful Flock deplor’d:
Him in the Fleth no more they know,
And languifh for their abfent L.orD.

I1.
Not long — for He gone up on high
Gifts to receive, and claim his Crown,
Behold them forrowing from his Sky,

- And pour’d. the Mighty Blefling :down. -
: e?
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ITI.
He, for the Prefence of his Fleth, |
"T"he Spirit’s fev'n-fold Gifts imparts,,
And living Streams their Souls refreth,
And Joy divine o’erflows their Hearts..

IV.
‘While all in fweet Devotion join’d

Humbly to wait for Gop retire,
T'he promis’d Grace in ruthing Wind

Defcends,  and cloven Tongues of Fire.

V.
Gobp’s mighty Spirit fills the Dome,.
"I"he feeble Dome beneath him fhook,,
"I'rembled the Crowd to feel him come,,
Soon as the Sons of T hunder fpoke..

VI.
Father I-.if juftly {till -we claim - --
To Us and Ours the Promife made,.
To Us be gracioufly the fame,,
~And crown with Living Fire our Head..

| VII. -
Our Claim admit, and from above
Of Holinefs the Spirit thow’r,
Of wife Difcernment, humble Love,.

And,Zeal and WUnity and Pow’r.

V1II.
The Spirit of convincing Speech
- Of Pow’r demonfiltrative impart,. -
such as may ev’ty Confcience reach
And. found. the Unbelieving .Heart.

T he
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L .

IX.
The Spirit of refining Fire:
Searching the Inmoft of the Mind,

To purge all fierce and foul Defire,
And kindle Life more pure and kind.

X.
The Spirit of Faith in this thy Day
T'o break the Pow’r of cancel’d Sin,
Tread down ‘its Strength, o’erturn its Sway,
And ftill the Conqueft more than win,

X1,
T'he Spirit breath of Inward Life

Which in our Hearts thy Laws may write s .
Then Grief expires, and Pain and Strife, -

”’I'is Nature all, and all Delight.

L X1I.
On all the Earth thy Spirit thow’r,
The Earth in Righteoulnefs renew ;
Thy Kingdom come, and Hell’s o’erpow’r,
And to thy Sceptre all fubdue.

XIII. -
Like mighty Wind, or Torrent fierce
Let it Oppofers all o’er-run,
And ev’ry Law of Sin reverfe,
‘T'hat Faith and Love may make all qne.

XIV.
Yea, let thy Spirit in ev’ry Place
Its Richer Energy declare, ~
While lovely Tempers, Fruits of Grace

‘T'he Kingdom of thy CHR1sT prepare.” -
| | Grant

oA
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XV,
Grant this, O Holy Gop, and True! .
T"he Ancient Seers T hou didft infpire:
'To Us perform the Promife due, .
Defcend, and crown us Now with Fire,

Pusricx Worswuir, From the
- German,

' | 1. |
LO (Gop i1s here! Let us adore

And own, how dreadful is this Place?
Let all within us feel his Pow’r, ,

And filent bow' before his Face.
Who know his Pow’r, his Grace who prove
Serve Him with Awe, -with Rev’rence love.

- I1.
Lo, Gop is-here! Him Day and Night
T h’ united Quires of Angels fing :
"T'o Him enthron’d above all Hcight
" Heavn’s Hofts their nobleft Praifes bring :
Difdain not, . LorRD, our meaner Song,
Who praife T hee with a ftamm’ring T ongue.

- III

Gladly the Toys of Earth we Ieave,
Wealth Pleafure, Famé, for T hee alone:

"T'o 'T"hee our Willy Soul, Flefh we give ;
O take, O feal thém for thy own. .

Thoi art the Gop; Thou art the LoRD

Be T"hou by all thy Works. ador’d ! .

. | Being
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* 1V. o
Being of Beings; may our Praife -

T'hy Courts with grateful Fragrance fill,
Still may we {tand before thy Face,

Still hear and do thy fov’reign Will,
To T hee may all- our T houghts arife, .
Ceafelefs, accepted Sacrifice! |

. V' ‘
In Thee-we move. All things of T hee

Are full, ‘T hou Source and Life of All!
Thou vaft, unfathomable Sea !

Fall proftrate, loft in Wonder, fall,

Ye Sons of Men ; for Gop is Man '
All may we lofe, fo Thee we gain!

VI
As Flow rs their op’ning Teaves difplay
And glad drink in the Solar Fire,
So may we catch 'thy ev’ry Ray,
So may thy Influence us infpire:
Thou Beam of the Eternal Beam,
‘Thou purging Fire, 'T"hou quickning Flame]

Pmyer o CHRIST écﬁre the Szzcrmfze;zt‘
From the fame.

I.
0 Thou, whom Sinners love, whofe Care
Does all our Sicknefs heal,
Thee we approach with Heart ﬁncere,
Thy Pow’r we Joy to feel.
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"I'o T'hee our humbleft T'hanks we pay

T'o T hee our Souls we bow ;

Of Hell erewhile the helplefs Prey,
Heirs of thy (lory now.

I1.

As Incenfe to thy T'hrone above
O let our Pray’rs arife!

O wing with Flames of Holy Love
Our living,. Sacrifice.

Stir up thy Strength, O LoD of Mlghf:?
Our willing Breafts infpire :.

Fill our whole Souls with heay’ nly Light,
Melt with Seraphick Fire.-

11T |
From thy blet Wounds our Life we draw 3
Thy all-atoning Blood
Daily we drink with trembling Awe;
Thy Flefh our daily Food.
Come, LorDp, thy fov’reign Aid impart,
Here make thy Likenefs fhine!

Stamp thy whole Image on our Heart,
And all our Souls be Thine!

HywMn after the Sacrament.

1.

SONS of Gobp, triumphant rife,
Shout th’ accomplifh’d Sacrifice!
Shout Your Sins in CHR 1sT forgiv’n,
sons of Gop, and Helrs of Heav’'nl
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II.
Ye that round our Altars throng,
Lif¥’ning Angels join the Song :
Sing with Us, ye Heav’nly Pow’rs,
- Pardon, Grzce, and Glory Ours!

111.
Love’s Myfterious Work is done!
Greet we now th’accepted Son,
Heal’d and quickned by. his Blood,
Joiri’d to CHR IsT, and one with Gob.

, 1V.
CHRIsT, of all our Hopes the Seal ;
Peace Divine in CHRIST we feel,
Pardon to our Souls applied :

Dead for All, for Me he died !
V.

din fhall tyrannize no more,

Purg’d its Guilt, diffolv’d its Pow’r ;
Jesus makes our Hearts his T hrone,
There he lives, and réigns alone.

V1.
Grace our ev’ry T hought controuls,
Heav’n is open’d in our Souls,
Everlafting Life is won,
Glory is on Earth begun.

VIH.
Carrst in Us; in Him we fee
Fulnefs of the Deity.
Bf:‘am of the eternal Beam ;
Life Divine we tafte in Him 1

193
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VIII.
Him we only tafte: below 3
Mightier Joys ordain’d to'‘know
Him when fully Qurs we prove,
Qurs the Heav’n- of perfect Love !

ACTs .41, &e.
I.
THE Word pronounc’d, the (sofpel-Word,
The Crowd with ‘various Hearts recew”d

In many a Soul the Saviour ftir’d, - |
Three thoufand 'yielded; and believ’d, -

11.

Thefe by th’ Apoftles’ Counfels led,
With them in mighty Pray’rs combin’ d,
Broke the commemorative Bread,

Nor from the Fellowfhip dechn d.’
I1T.

Gop from above, with ready Grace
And Deeds of Wonder, guards his Flock,
Trembles the World before - their Face,

By JEesus crufh’d, their Conqu’ring Rock.
1V,

The happy Band whom' CHR1sT ‘redeems,

One only Will, one Judgment know::
None this contentious Karth eftcems, -

Diftinétions, or Delights below.
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V.
The Men of worldly Wealth pofleft
T heir Selfifh Happinefs remove,
Sell, and divide it to the reft,
And buy the Bleflednefs of L.ove.

VI.
Thus in the Prefence of their Gob,
TEsus their Life, and Heav’n their Care,
With fingle Heart they took their Food
I-Ielﬂ'hten’d by Eucharift and Pray’r.

V1I.
Gop in their ev’ry Work was prais’d :
The People blefs’d the Law benign:
Daily the Church, his Arm had raxb’d
Receiv’d the Sons of Mercy 1n.

To be fing ar WORK,

i.
SON of the Carpenter, receive
T"his humble Work of mines
Worth to my meaneft Labour give,
By joining it to thine,

11.
Servant of all, to toil for Man

T'hou wouw’dft not, LLorp, refufe:
Thy Majefty did not difdain
To br.: cmploy’d for us.

K Thy
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111.
Thy bright Example I purfue
To Thee in all things rife, -
And all I think, or {peak, or do,
Is one great Sacrifice.

IV.
Carelefs thro” outwards Cares I goy
From all Diftraction free:
My Hands are but engag’d below,

My Heart is {till with Thee.

V.
O when wilt Thou my Life appear !
How gladly would I cry:
*Tis done, the Work thou gav’{t one here,

>Tis inifhi’d LorD --and die,

s

Another,
I.

SUmmon’d my Labour to renew,
And glad to a&t my Part,
JLorp, In th Name, my Task 1 do,
And with a {ingle Heart.

i

End of my every Action Thou!
Thyfelf in All I fee:

Accept my hallow’d Labour now ;.
I do 1t unto T hee.

——

- W hate’er
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I11.
Whate’er the Father views as T hine,
He views with gracious Eyes.
JEsus! this mean Oblation join
T'o thy great Sacrifice.

V.

Stampt with an Infinite Defert
My Work He then fhall own;
Well-pleas’d in Me, when mine T hou art,
And I His favourite Son!

e Py el g e . A

G op with wus., From the German,

1.
ET ERNAL Depth of Love Divine
JEsu, GOD—Wlth-Us, difplay’d,
How bnght thy beaming (Glories fhine!
How wide thy healing Streams are {pread
With whom doft T hou dellght to dwell ?
Smners, a vile, and thanklefs Race.
O Gop ! what Tongue aright can tell
How vaft thy Love, how great thy Grace!

I1I.

The Difates of thy Sov’reign W:ll

With Joy our grateful Hearts receive :
All thy Delight in us fulfill,

Lo! all we are to Thee we give.
To thy fure Love, thy tender Care,

Our Fleth, Soul, Spirit we refign;
O fix thy facred Prefence there,
JAnd feal th’ Abode for ever T hine. .
¥ K 2 O King
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IIL
O King of Glory, thy rich Grace
Qur fhort Defires furpaffes far!
Yea, ev’n our Crimes, tho’ numberlefs,
Lefs num’rous than thy Mercies are.
Still on T'hee, Father, may we reft!
Still may we pant thy Son to know !
“I"hy Spirit {till breath into our Breafl,
Fountain of Peace and Joy below !

1V.

O ft have we feen thy mighty Pow’r

oince from the World T hou mad’{t us free:
Still may we praife Thee more and more,

ur Hearts more firmly knit to Thee!
otill, Lorp, thy faving Health difplay,

And arm our Souls with heav’ nly Zeal

- 00, fearlefs thall we urge our Way
Thro® all the Pow’rs of Earth and Hell !

oo our Portion, From the Spanifh,

1.
0 Gop, my Gop, my All Thou art;
Ere fhmes the Dawn of rifing Day
“I'hy fov’reign Light within my Heart,
"I'hy all-enliv’ning Pow r difplay.

| I11.
For Thee my thirfty Soul.does pant,
While in this defert LLand I live:

"'And hungry as I am and faint
#2707 "Thy Love alone can Comfort give.

4

PR .
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IIT.
In a dry Land hehold I place
My whole Defire on Thee, O LorD:

And more I joy to gain thy (race
Than all Earth’s Trealures can aftord..

IV.
In Holinefs within thy Gates |
Of old oft have I fought for Thee !
Again my longing Spirit waits

That Fulnefs of Delight to {ce..

V.
More dear than Life itfelf thy Love

My Heart and Tongue thall {till employ,
And to declare thy Praife will prove

My Peace, my Glory, and my Joy.

VI,
In blefling T hee with grateful Songs
- My happy Life fhall glide away 3
‘The Praife that to thy Name belongs
Hourly with lifted Hands I’ll pay.

V1I.
Abundant Sweetnefs, while I fing
‘Thy Love, my ravifh’d Soul o’erflows,
Secure in Thee, my Gop and King,
Of Glory that no Period knows.

| V1II.
Thy Name, O Lorp, upon my Bed
Dwells on my Lips, and fires my T hought,
- With trembling Awe in midnight Shade,
I mufe on all thy Hands have wrought.

K 3 ' in
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1X.

In all T do I feel thy Aid;
‘T"herefore thy Greatnefs will 1 fing,

O Gop, who bid’ft my Heart be glad
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wing.

X.

My Soul draws nigh, and cleaves to T hee ;
‘T'hen let or Earth or Hell affail,

‘Thy mighty Hand fhall fet me free,
Yor whom T hou fav’ft, He ne’er fhall fail.

GRrRATITUDE jfor our CONVERSION.
From the German.

1. .
THEE will I love, my Strength, my Tower,
~ Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown,
‘T'hee will I love with all my Power,
In all my Works and Thee alone!
Thee will T love till the pure Fire |
¥ill my whole Soul with chaft Defire.

11

Ah! why did 1T fo late Thee know, |
T hee, lovelier than the Sons of Men !
Ah! why' did I no fooner go
To Thee, the only Eafe in Pain!
Afham’d I figh, and inly mourn
‘T'hat 1 {o late to T'hee did turn.

L‘.#.
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I11.
In Darknéfs willingly I {tray’d ; |
I fought Thee, yet from Thee I rov’d:
For wide my wandring T houghts were {pread,
‘T"hy Creatures more than Thee I lov’d.
And now, if more at length I fee,
"TI'15 thro’ thy Light, and comes from I hee.

IV.
I thank 'T"hee, Uncreated Sun,
That thy bright Beams on me have {hin’d:
I thank 'Thee, who haft overthrown
My Foes, and heal’d my wounded Mind.
I thank Thee, whofe enliv’ning Voice
Bids my freed Heart in Thee rejoice. |

) V.
Uphold me in the doubtful Race,
Nor {fuffer me again to ftray:
Strengthen my Feet, with fteady Pace
Still to prefs forward in thy Way,
My Soul and Fleth, O Lorp, of Might,
Fill, fatiate with thy heav’nly Light.

V1.
Give to my Eyes refrefhing Tears,
Give to my Heart chaft, hallow’d Fires,,
Give to my Soul with filial Fears |
The Love that all Heav’n’s Hoit infpires :
“ That all my Pow’rs with all their Might

““ In thy fole Glory may unite.

VII.
Thee will I love, my. Joy, my Crown!
‘Thee will I love, my Lorp, my Gop!
h.. - K 4 "T"hee
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"T'hee will I love, beneath thy Frown
Or Smile, thy Scepter or thy Rod.
What tho® my Flefh and Heart decay ?

‘Thee fhall I love in endlefs Day !

BorwboNEss w2 e GoOospPEL,
From the fame.

I.

HALL 1, for fear of feeble Man,

Thy Spirit’s Courfe in me reftrain?
Or undifmay’d, in Deed and Word
Be a true Witnefs to my Lorn?

I1.

Aw’d by a Mortal’s Frown, fhall I
Conceal the Word of Gop moft high!
How then before T hee thall I dare
‘T'o ftand, or how thy Anger bear?

IHL.

Shall I, to footh th’ unholy T hrong

Soften thy Truths, and fmooth my "Tongue ?
To gain Earth’s gilded Toys, or flee

The Crofs, endur’d, my Gop, by Thee?

1V.

. What then is He, whofe Scorn I dread ? -
"W hoife Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ?

A Man ! an Heir of Death, a Slave

To Sin ! a Bubble on the Wave!
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. V.
Yea Jet Man rage! fince Thou wilt fpread
T hy fhadowing Wings around my Head :
Since 1n all Pain thy tender L.ove
Wil ftill my {weet Refrefhment prove:.

V1.
Saviour of Men! thy fearching Eye
Does all my inmoft T houghts defcry :
Doth ought on Earth my Withes raife;
Or the World’s Favour, or its Praife?

V1I.
T'he Love of CurisT does me conftrain
"T'o {eek the wandring Souls of Men:
W-ith Cries, Intreattes, T'ears, to fave,
‘"o fnatch them from the gaping Grave..

VIII.
For this let Men revile my Name,
No Crofs I fhun,- I fear no Shame:
Al hail; Reproach, and welcome Pain !
Only thy Terrors, LorD, reftrain..

IX.
My Life, my Blood I here prefent ;
1f for thy T'ruth they may be fpent,
Fulfil thy fov’reign Counfel, Lorp T
"Thy Will be done! thy Name ador’d !

. X-
Give me thy Strength, O Gop of Pow’r !
‘T'hen let Winds blow, or ‘T hunders roar,,
"Fhy faithful Witnefs will I be—
»I'is ix’d ! I.can do all thro’ Thee!

K 5 AcCT
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AcTs . 29.

I.
CAP T AIN of my Salvation, hear!
Stir up thy Strength and bow the Skies
Be Thou the Gop of Battles near ;
In all thy Majefty arife !

IT.
‘T'he Day, the dreadful Day’s at hand !

In Battle cover Thou my Head:
Paft is thy Word: I here demand,

And confident expect thine Aid.

III.
Now arm me for the threatning Fight
Now let thy Power defcend from high,,
“T'riumphant in thy Spirit’s Might
So fhall I every Foe defy.

IV.
I ask thy Help; by Thee fent forth
Thy glorious (Gofpel to proclaim,
Be Thou my Mouth, and fhake the Earth,
And fpread by Me thy awful Name.

. V.
' Steel me to Shame, Reproach, Difgrace,,
- Arm me with all thy Armour -now,,
Set like 2 Flint my fteady Face,.

Harden to Adamant my Brow.

Bold:
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VI.

Bold miay I wax, exceeding bold
My high Commiffion to perform,
Nor fhrink thy harfheft T'ruths t> unfold,

But more than meet the gathering Storn.

VII.
Adverfe to Earth’s rebellious T hrong,,
Still may I turn my fearlefs Face,
Stand as an Iron Pillar ftrong,

And ftedfaft as a Wall of Brafs.

VIII.
Give me thy Might, Thou Gob of Power;
"Then let or Men or Fiends affail !
Strong in thy Strength, I’ll ffand a Tower
Impregnable to Earth or Hell. -

Congratulation to a Friend, npon Beliew=
zng i CHRIST,

I.
W HA'T Morn on Thee with fweeter Rayt

Or brighter Luftre €’er hath{
Be bleft the Memorable Day %

That gave T'hee JEsus CHR IST to nd'
Gave Thee to tafte his perfect Grace,:
-From Death to Life in Hun to. pafs [

11, _,
O how diverfify’d the Scene;, S

Smce firft that Heart began tq beat ! £
K 6 Bovak
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Evil and few thy Days have been :

In Suff’ring, and in Comfort, great,
Oft hait "T'hou groan’d beneath thy Load,
And funk~~into the Arms of Gob!

I1T.
Long "did all Hell its Pow’rs engage,
And fll’d thy darken’d Soul with Fears:
Baffled at length the Dragon’s Rage,
At Jength th’Attoning Blood appears :
‘T'hy Light is come, thy Mourning’s o’er,
ook up; for Thou fhalt weep no more?

Iv. .
Bleft be the Name that fets Thee free, -
‘T"he Name that fure Salvation brings !
"T'he Sun of Righteoufnefs on T hee
Has rofe with Healing in his Wings.
Away let GGrief and Sighing flee;
JEsus has died for T hee — for T hee!

V.

And will He now forfake his awn,
Or lofe the Purchafe of his Blood ?

No! for He looks with Pity down,
He watches over T hee for Good ;-

(racious He eyes Thee from above,

And guards and feeds T"hee with his Love.

VI.

Since T heu waft precious.in his Sight,

How highly favour’d haft Thou been!
Upborn by Faith to Glory’s Height,

"I'he Saviour-(zop thine Eyes have feen,.
“Thy Heart has felt its Sins forgiv’n,
aAnd taftes Anticipated Heav’n,.

. Still

'I'-H‘-
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VII.
Still may his Love thy Fortrefs be

And make T hee ftill his darling Care,,

Settle, confirm, and {ftablith T hee,
= On Eagle’s Wings thy Spirit bear :
Fill Thee with Heav’n, and ever fhed
His choiceft Bleflings on thy Head.

VIII.

Thus may He comfort T hee below,
Thus may He all his Graces give:
Him but in part T hou here canft know:
Yet here by Faith fubmit to live;
Help Me to ﬁtrht my Paiflage thro’,
Nor feize thy Heay’ n, till I may too..

IX.
Or if the Sov’reign wife Decree
Firft number T hee among the Bleft,,
(The only Good I’d envy Thee)
Tranflating to an earlier Reft ;
Near in thy lateft Hour may 1
Inftruét, and learn of T hee, ta die..

X.
Mixt with the Quires that hover round
And all th> Adverfe Pow’rs controul,
Angel of Peace may I be found
‘T'o animate thy parting Soul,

Point out the Crown, and fmooth thy Way

‘To Regions of Eternal Day.
XI.

¥ir’'d with the T hought, I fee T hee now .

Stedfaft

‘Lriumphant meet the King of Fears!

20
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Stedfaft thy Heart, ferene thy Brow ;
Divinely confident appears

"T'hy mounting Soul, and fpreads abroad
And fwells to be diffolv’d in Gonb.

- XI1I.
Is this the Soul fo late weigh’d down
By Cares and Sins, by Griefs and Pains?
‘W hither are all thy T'errors gone?
Jrsus for 'Thee the Vi&t’ry gains;
And Death, and Sin and Satan yield
'T’o Faith’s unconquerable Shield.

X1II.
Bleft be the Gop, that calls T hee home 3
Faithful to "Thee his. Mercies prove :
T hro’ Death’s dark Vale he bids T hee come-,_
And more than conquer in his Love ;
Robes T hee in Righteoufnefs Divine,
And makes the Crown of ‘Glory Thine!

HyMN for CarisTMAS-DAaY.

1.
HARK how all the Welkin rings
<« Glory to the Kings of Kings,
¢¢ Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild,,
¢« (Gop and Smners reconcil’d !

11.
Joyful all ye Nations rife,

Join the T riumph of the Skies,
Univerfal Nature fay

aa CHB.IST the Lorb.is born to Day!
CHRIST,
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IT].
CHrisT, by higheft Heav’n ador’d,
Cur1sT, the Everlafting Lord,
Late in Time behold him come,

Offspring of a Virgin’s Womb.

IV.
Veil’d in Flefh, the Godhead fee,
Hail th’Incarnate Deity !
Pleas’d as Man with Men t* appear
Jrsus, our Immanuel here}

- V.
Hail the Heav’nly Prince of Peace !
Hail the Sun of Righteoufnefs !
Light and Life to All he brings,
Ris’n with Healing in his Wings,

V1,
Mild he lays his Glory by,
Born — that Man no more may die,,
Born——to raife the Sons of Earth,
Born — to give them Second Birth.

VII.
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.

VIII.
Now difplay thy faving Pow’r,
Ruin’d Nature now reftore,
Now in Myftic Union join
‘Thine to QOurs, and Ours to Thine,

207

Ldan’s
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IX.
Adan’s Likenefs, LorDp, efface;.
Stamp thy Image in'its Place,
Second Adam from above,.
Reinftate us in thy Love.

X.
Iet us Thee, tho’ loft, regain,
‘T'hee, the Life, the Inner Man :
O ! to All Thyfelf impart..
Form’d in each Believing Heart,

HywmN for the EPIPHANY.

1.

SONS of Men, behold from far
Hall the long-expected Star!

Facob’s Star that gilds the Night,.

(uides bewﬂdcr’d Nature right..

11.
Fear not hence that Ill fhould flow,,
Wars or Peftilence below, ‘
Woars it bids and Tumults ceafe,
Ufthering in the Prince of Peace.

) III.
Mild He fhines on all beneath,
Piercing thro’ the Shade of Death, .
Scatt’ring Error’s wide-{fpread Night,.
Kindling Darknefs into Light.

Nations
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IV.
Nations all, far off and near,
Hafte to fee your (Gop appear!
Hafte, for Him your Hearts prepare,
Meet him manifefted there!

V.
T here behold the Day-{pring rife,
Pouring Eye-fight on your Eyes,
Gop in his own Light {urvey,
Shining to the Perfet Day.

VI.
Sing, ye Morning Stars again,
Gop defcends on Earth to reign,
Deigns for Man his Life t> employ;
Shout, ye Sons of Gob, for Joy!

HymN for EASTER-DAY,

I.
¢ HRIST the LorD is rig'n to Day, *
Sons of Men and Angels fay,
Raife your Joys and Triumphs high,
Sing ye Heav’ns, and Earth reply.

II.

Eove’s Redeeming Work is done,
Fought the Fight, the Battle won,
Lo! our Sun’s Eclipfe is oer,
Lo! He fets in Blood no more,

Vain
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111,
Vain the Stone,. the Watch, the Seal ;
CHRiIsT has burft the Gates of Hell !
Death in vain forbids his Rife:
CuRI1sT has open’d Paradife !

IV,
I.ives again our glorious King,
Where, O Death, is now thy Sting ?
Dying once he All doth fave,

Where thy Victory, O Grave?
\%

Soar we now, where Cur1sT has led ?
Following our Exalted Head,

Made like Him, like Him we rife,
QOurs the Crofs—the Grave——the Skies !

VI.
What tho’ once we perifh’d All,
Partnérs -in our Parent’s Fall ?
Second Life we All receive,
In our Heav’nly Adam live.

V1I.
Ri’n with Him, we upward move,
Still we feek .the T hings above,
Still purfue, and kifs the Son
Seated on his Father’s T hrone ;

VIIL
Scarce on Earth a T hought beftow,
Dead to all we leave below,

Heav’n our Aim, and lov’d Abode,
Hid our Life with Carist in Gobn !

Hid ;-
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IX.
Hid ; till CarisT our Life appear,

Glorious in his Members here:
Join’d to Him, we then fha]l fhine
All Immortal, all Divine!

X.
Hail the LorD of Earth and Heav’n!
Praife to Thee by both be giv’n :
"Thee we greet T riumphant now ;

Hail the Refurreflion Thou !

XI. -
King of Glory, Soul of Blifs,
Everlafting Life 1s "I'his,
Thee to know, thy Pow’r to prove,
Thus to {ing, and thus to love !

HvyMN for AscensioN-DAvY,

I.
H AIL the Day that fees Him rife,
Ravifh’d from our wifhful Eyes;
Curi1st awhile to Mortals giv’n, °
Re-afcends his native Heav’'n!

IL.
There the pompous T riumph waits,

“'Lift your Heads, Eternal Gates,
“ Wide unfold the radiant Scene,
““ Take the King of Glory in'!

L | Circled
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1L,

Circled round with Angel Powers,
T"heir T riumphant LorD, and ours,
Conqueror over Death and Sin.,

Take the King of Glory in!

IV.
Him tho’ higheft Heaven receives,
Still he loves the Earth he leaves ;
"I'ho’ returning to his T hrone,

Still he calls Man_kind his own,

V.
See ! He lifts his Hands above:! = -
See ! He fhews the Prints of Love!.
Hark! His gracious Lips beftow
Bleflings on his. Church below I

- V.
Still for us his Death he pleads s
Prevalent, He intercedes ;
Near Himfelf prepares our Place,
Harbinger of human Race.

VIL,

Mafter, (will we ever fay)
‘I'aken from our Head To-day s
See thy faithful Servants, fee!
Yver gazing up to Thee,

VIIIT.
Grant, tho” parted. from our Sight,.
High above yon azure Height,
Grant our Hearts may thither rife,,

Following 'T'hee beyond the Skies.

Ever
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| IX.
Ever upward let us move,
Wafted on the Wings of Love,
Looking when our Lorp fhall come,
Longing, galping after Fome,

. X.
T'here we fhall with T hee remain,
Partners of thy endlefs Reign,
"T'here thy Face unclouded f{ee,
¥ind our Heav’n of Heav’ns in T hee!

2173

Hymn for WHITSUNDAY.

I

(JRANTED is the Saviour’s Prayer,

- Sent the gracious Comforter ;
Promife of our parting LLor D,
JEsus to his Heav’n reftor’d:

II.

CTHRIST 3 who now gone up on high,
Captive leads Captivity,

‘While his Foes from Him receive
Grace, that Gop with- Man may live,

I1II. .
(Gop, the everlafting Gop,
Makes with Mortals his Abode,
‘Whom the Heavens cannot contain,
He vouchfafes to dwell in Man,

Never
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1V

Never will he thence depart,

"Inmate of an humble Heart s
Carrying on his Work within,
Striving till he caft out Sin.

V.
"T"here He helps our feeble Moans,
Deepens our imperfect (Groans
Intercedes 1n Silence there,
Sighs th’ Unutterable Prayer.

VI.
"Come, Divine and peaceful Guefi,
Enter our devoted Breait;

HorLv GuHosT, our Hearts infpire,
Kindle there the Gofpel-Fire.

V1I.
Crown the agonizing Strife,
Principle, and Lorbp of Life;
Life Divine In us renew,

"T'hou the Gift and Giver too!

VIII.
Now defcend and fhake the Earth,
Wake us into Second Birth;
Now thy quick’ning Influence give,

Blow —and thefe dry Bones fhall live! '

VIII.
Brood Thou o’er our Nature’s Night,
Darknefs kindles into Light;
- Spread thy over-fhadowing Wings,
" Qrder from Confufion {prings.

Pain
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X.
Pain and Sin, and Sorrow ceafe,
‘T hee we tafte, and all is Peace;
Joy Divine in T hee we prove,

Light of Truth, and Fire of Love.

GRACE before MEAT,

1.
P AREN T of Good, whofe plenteous Grace
O’er all thy Creatures flows,
Humbly we ask thy Pow’r to blefs
"T"he Food thy Love beftows.

I1.
Thy Love provides the fober Feaft :
A Second Gift impart,
Give us with Joy .our Food to tafte
And with a Single Heart.

I1I.

- Let it for Thee new Life afford,
For T'hee our Strength repair,
Bleft by thine all-fuftaining Word,

And fan&ify’d by Prayer,

Iv.
Thee let us tafte; nor toil below
For perifhable Meat :
‘T'hé Manna of thy Love beftow,
Give us thy Flefh to eat. -
Life

2\
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V.
1.ife of the World, .our Souls to feed
Thyfelf defcend from high!
Srant us of Thee the Living Bread
'T'o eat, and never die! =

Af M E A Ls.

. . I..
FATHER, our Eyes we lift to T hec,
And tafte our daily Bread:
*T'is now thy Open Hand we {ee,
And on thy Bounty feed.

11

>T'is now the meaner Creatures join
Richly ‘thy Grace to prove;

Fulfil thy primitive Defign,
Enjoy’d by thankful Love.

111.
Still, while our Mouths are fill’d with Good,
Qur Souls to T'hee we raife;
Our Souls partake of nobler Food,
And banquet on thy Praile.

~ - IV.

Yet higher {till our fartheft Aim;
T'o mingle with the Bleft, -

T attend the Marriage of the Lamb,

And Heaven’s Eternal Feaft.

- (GRACE
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GRrRACE agfter MEAT,

1.

BLEST be the Gop, whole tender Care
Prevents his Children’s Cry,

£ Whofe Pity providently near

"{g- Doth all our Wants fupply..

I1.

Ble& be the Gop, whofe Bounty’s Store
f’: Thefe chearing Gifts imparts 5

qWho veils in Bread, the fecret Power

§ T hat feeds and glads our Hearts..

II1.

Fountam of Bleflings, Source of (Good,
§ 1o Theethis Strength we owe,
Thou art-the Virtue of our Food,

. Life of our Life below. .-

'. IV.
' Vhen fhall our Souls regain the Skies?
| Thy Heav’nly Sweetnefs prove ¢ - D
fulnefs of Joys. Ihall there arife, T
| And all our Food be Love, : L

I Lnother.
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Another.

1.
E_?Ountain of all the (Good we fec

Streaming from Heav’n above,
Saviour ! our Faith we a&t on T hee,

- /And exercife our ILove.

IT.

*T'1s not the OQutward Food we eat
Doth this new Strength afford,

*T"is 'T'hou, “whofe Pr efenice makes it Meat,
T'hou the Life-giving Word.

111.

Man doth .not live by. Bread alone,
‘W hate’er T hou wilt can feed;

T hy Power converts the Bread to Stone,
And turns the Stone .to Bread...

IV,
Thou art our Food: we-tafte: ‘T hee nowp
In ‘Thee wé. move ‘and brezth, = -

QOur Bodies’ onlyLife ‘art: Thou, AEES
And all beﬁdes is Death ! B

JoHi
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Joun =xvi. 24.

Af, and ye [hall recerve, that your jfoy
/?Zc’Z_y be ﬁ.j/

I.
R ISE my Soul with Ardor rife,
Breath thy ‘W ifhes to the Sklcs,
Freely pour out all thy Mind,
oeek, and T hou art {ure to ind ;
Ready art Thou to receive?
Readier 1s thy Gob to give.

I1.
Heavenly Father, ILorRD of all,
Hear, and fhew Thou hear’ft my Call;
Let my Cries thy "I'hrone aﬂ'all
Entering Now within the Veil :
Give the Benefits I claim —
Lorp, I ask i1 Jesu’s Namel

I1I.
Friend of Sinners, King of Saints,
Anfwer my minuteft Wants,
All my largeft T houghts require,
Grant me all my Hearts Deﬁre,
Give me, till my Cup run o’re,’
All, and mfinitely more.

IV,
Meek and Iow]y be my Mind,

Pure my Heart, my Will reﬁgn df '
L 2 Keep
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Keep me dead to all below,
Only CarisT refolv’d to know,
Firm and diferigag’d and free,

Seeking all my Blifs in T hee.
V.

Suffer me no more to grieve

Wanting what T hou loncr’& to-give,
Shew me all thy Goodneﬁa, Lorp,
Beaming from th Incarnate Word,
CHRIST, in whom thy Glorics .{:hme,

Efflux of the Light Dwme .
VI.

Since the Son hath made me free,

Let me tafte my Liberty,

T'hee behold with open Face,
I'riumph in thy Saving Grace,
T'hy great Will delight to preve,,

Glory in thy perfe&t Love.

V1I.
Since the Son hath bought my Peace,
Mine Thou art, as I am His
Mine the Comforter 1 fee,
Curist is full of Grace for me:

Mine (the Purchafe of his Blood)
All the Plenitude of Gob.

VIII.
Abba, Father I hear thy Child
Late in JEsUs reconc:l’d '
Hear, and all the Graces fhower,
All the Joy, and Peace, and Pow’r,
All my Saviour asks above, -

~ All the Life and Heaven of Love,
) |

J—

I[.0RD )
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I1X.

LorDp, I will not let Thee go,

Tl 'THE Brassing Thou beftow:
| Heéar my Advocate Divine ;

. Lo! to His my Suit I join:

| Join’d to His it cannot fail —-

| Blefs me, for I #ill prevail !

X

| Stoop from thy Eternal T hrone,
dee, thy Promife calls Thee down !
High and lofty as Thou art,
Dwell within my worthlefs Heart {
Flear, a fainting Soul revive;
Here for ever walk and live.

‘ XI.
- Heavenly Adam, Life Divine,
Change my Nature into T hine:
Move and fpread throughout my Soul,
Actuate and fill the whole:. |

Be it I no longer new,
Living in the Fleth, but Thou.

X1I.

Hory GHosT, no more delay,
Come, and in thy Temple ftay ;-
Now thy Inward Witnefs bear =~
Strong and permanent, and clear;’
Spring of Life, Thyfelf impart,
Rife Eternal in my Heart |.

Is a,
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Isa. li. g, &e.

I.
A R M of the I.ord awake, awake!
Thy own immortal Strength put on.
\VWith TE‘II‘OI‘ cloath’d the Nations fhake,
And caft thy Foes,, in Fury, down.
As In the antlent Days appear ! .-
‘T"he Sacred Annals fpeak thy IFame:

Be now Omnipotently near,
"I'hro’ endlefs Aﬂ‘es {till the fame.

1L

T hy tenfold Vengeance knew to quell,

And humble haughty Rabab’s Pride.
Groan’d her pale Sons thy Stroke to feel,

The Firft-born Vi&tims- groan’d and died !
‘T he wounded Dragon rag’d im vain ;

While bold thine Utmoft Plague to brave,
Madly he dar’d the parfed Main

And funk beneath” th* ¢’ rewhelming Wave,

1T - :

He funk; while ]ﬁ*dff’s chofen Race

T rmmphant urge their wondrous Way.
DWlnely led the Favourites pafs, = = . "~

Th’ Unwatry DE&p, arid emptled SeaqL |
At Diftance heap’d on'either Hand,

Yielding a ftrange' unbeaten Roacll
In chryftal Walls the Waters ftand,

And own the Arm of Ifracl’s Gop !

F

T hat
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1V.

"That Arm which is not fhort’ned now,

Which wants not now the Power to fave.
Still prefent with thy People T hou

Bear’{ft them 'thro’ Life’s difparted Wave.
By Earth and Hell perfued in vain,

T'o T hee the ranfom’d Seed fhall come g
Shouting their Heav’nly Sion gain,

And pafs thro’ Death triumphant home.

Vv

‘T he Pain of Life fhall there bhe o’re,
The Anguifh and diftralting Care ;
‘There fighing Grief fhall weep no more,
And Sin fhall never enter T here!
Where pure, eflential Joy is found
T he LorD’s Redeem’d their Heads fhall raife,
With everlafting (Gladnefs crown’d,
And fill’d with Love, and loft in Praife !

F I NI S




