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I. The Twenty-ſixth &ptºr of -

Is A 1 & H.

:
P A RT'ſ.

r HE Day, the Goſpel Day draws rear,

When Sinners ſhall their Voices raiſe,

- Sing the New Song with Heart fincore,

Triumphant in the Land of Praiſe.

2 Glory to God! they all ſhall cry:

Who is ſo great a God as Ours!

We have a City ſtrong and high,

Salvation is for Walls and Towers,

9 3 Salvation to our Souls brought in,

Salvation from our guilty Stains,

Salvation from the Power of Sin,

Salvation from its laſt Remains,

> - A z Secure
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-

4 Secure from Danger, as from Dread,

We never ſhall be put to Shame,

Who hither have for Refuge fled;

For Jesus is our City's Name.

5 Open the Gates, and open wide,

Let every faithful Soul go in;

Open for all the Juſtified,

Who keep the Truth that frees from Sin.

6 Who hold the Truth in Righteouſneſs,

And hear their Lord's Commands, and do,

Into the City.Gates ſhall preſs,

And all in CHR1st be Creatures New.

7 They who the Will Divine have done,

The Promiſe ſhall thro' Grace receive,

... And gain their Qalling's glorious Crown,

:::A;d free from Siniſt Jesus live.

8 Yes; ‘LöRT, thy Word for ever ſtands,

And ſhałł fron Age to Age endure,

To Us:who own-thy mild Commands,

Tºyºorking.Faith the Word is ſure.

9 Who Thee remembers in Thy Ways,

And follows after Holineſs,

Becauſe on Thee his Mind he ſtays,

Him Thou wilt keep in perfect Peace.

Io Who truſt to be redeem'd from Sin,

And all thy holy Will to prove,

Thy open Arms ſhall take him in,

And root and 'ſtabliſh him in Love.

11 Truſt in the Lord, ye Sons of Men,

The LoRD Almighty to redeem ;

Your Faith in Him ſhall not be vain,

He ſaves whoever truſt in Him.

1

|
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12 His Saving Power no Limits knows,

. In Strength and Goodneſs infinite;

Satan and Sin his Arm o'erthrows,

And bruiſes them beneath our Feet, -

13 He brings them down who dwell on high,

Humbles each vain aſpiring Boaſt,

Bulwarks and Towers, that threat the Sky,

He fells, and levels with the Duſt.

14. He lays the lofty City low,

O'erturns, and brings it to the Grounds

His Hands deſtroy the Inbred Foe,

And all the Strength of Sin confound.

15 That haughty Babylon within

Shall to Believing Souls ſubmit :

They ſhall not always ſtrive with Sin

But tread it down bištáth their Fºet.: ; ; ; ;

16 Satan's Strong-Holds o'erthrown.ſhall-be,

The Poor ſhall on their Ruh's tread,

Lead captive their Captivity. . . . . . .

From all their Sins for ever freed. … ºf

17 This is the Triumph of the Juſt,

Whoe'er on Thee their Spirit ſtay,

Shall find the GoD in whom they truſt;

PERFEction is their Shining Way.

18 Moſt holy, pure, and perfeół Thou,

Juſt of Thyſelf, and Goodalone,

Doſt all thy Children's Paths allow,

When cleans'd, and fanétified in One.

A 3. P A R T II.
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P A R T II.

i Awaken'd by thy Threatnings, Lord,

We long have ſeen our loſt Eſtate,

And ſtill we hang upon thy Word,

And ſtill for full Redemption wait. -

2 "Tis all our Soul's Deſire to know

Thy Lovelineſs, and to proclaim,

To perfect Holineſs below,

And ſhew forth all thy glorious Name.

3 Thee with my Spirit have I deſir'd,

And mourn'd throughout the live-long Night,

To Thee my early Soul aſpir'd;

And ſtill I want thy bliſsful Sight.

4 Silſilº I kingáiſi fºr th; Grace,

. . Añd groin in fain.tribe:renew’d,

And all within-ºne ſeeks thy Face,

Andall Iſſºries-ºut for God.

5.Tºši. firſt awoke,

Ånd firſd with Hºërrors from above,

We ſunk beneath thine Anger's Stroke,

And trembled, 'till we felt thy Love.

3 Sinners ſhall hearthy threatning Rod,

Break off their Sins, and ſtand in Awe,

For when thy Judgments are abroad,

The guilty World will learn thy Law.

ºr But neither Threats nor Smiles can move

* The Wretch ſelf-harden'd, ſelf-deſtroy'd;...t

Who ſlights thy Wrath, will ſpurn thy Love,

And make thy tender Mercies void.

He

º
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8 He in the Land of Uprightneſs

Rejects the Grace he might receive,

He will not learn the Way of Peace,

He will not come to Thee, and live.

9 He will not taſte thy Pard'ning Grace,

Thy bleeding Love he will not ſee,

Behold his GoD in Jesu's Face,

Or own the Suffering Deity.

1o Lord, when thine Hand is lifted up,

They will not ſee, nor underſtand;. -

- But they ſhall ſoon be forc'd to ſtoop,

And feel thy Sin-avenging Hand:/.

11 Who now their Helliſh Malice ſhew,

And in thy People Thee defy,

Malign thy little Flock below,

- And touch the Apple of thine Eye;

12 Confounded for their envious Hate

They ſoon ſhall prove thine utmoſt Ire,

And tremble, and confeſs too late

Our God is a Conſuming Fire.

13 Judgment for thoſe who ſlight thy Grace;

But Peace Thou wilt for Us ordain,

Thou haſt inclin'd us to embrace

Thyſelf, and bid our:Fruit remain.

14 O Lord, our God, (when all-renew'd

And perfected in Love, we ſay)

We were by other Lords ſubdued,

And baſely yielded to their Sway.

15 Long did our Luſts and Paſſions reign,
And rul’d us with an Iron Rod;

But lo! we now their Yoke diſdain;

And yield us Servants to our God.
Redeem'd
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16 Redeem'd from all Iniquity,

Thine all-vićtorious Grace we own;

Worſhip and Power aſcribe to Thee,

And live and die to Thee alone.

17 Thro' Thee thy Goodneſs we proclaim,

We glory in thy Gracious Power,

And boaſt us of thine only Name,

And ſpeak, and think, of Sin no more.

18 Our old uſurping Sins are dead,

Thou haſt the lawleſs Tyrants ſlain,

Buried, no more to lift their Head;

No, never ſhall they riſe again.

19 No Spark of Sin is left alive,

No leaſt Remains, or ſmalleſt Seed ;

That they might never more revive,

The Son hath made us free indeed.

zo Thou all their Mem'ory haſt eras'd,

Their Being utterly deſtroy'd,

Their Name eternally defac'd,

And fill'd our ſinleſs Souls with Gop.

P A R T III.

1 God of all Power, and Truth, and Grace,

Thou haſt increas'd the Holy Seed,

Thou haſt increas'd the Choſen Race,

The Souls from Sin for ever freed.

2 Thou in thy Saints art glorified,

Thou haſt in Them thine Image ſhewn;

Shepherdleſs Souls they wandred wide,

'Till call'd and perfected in One.

All:

*
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3 All we like Sheep have gone aſtray,

To Earth's remoteſt Bounds remov’d,

*Till Jesus ſhew'd Himſelf.The Way,

And kindly chaſten’d whom He lov’d.

4. To Thee we in our Trouble turn'd,

Conſtrain'd thy Chaſtiſements to bear,

We then our Sin and Folly mourn'd,

And pour'd out all our Soul in Prayer.

5 As Women, when their Time draws nigh,

Cry out in ſore Diſtreſs, and Pain,

So have we travail'd, in Thine Eye,

And ſtruggled to be born again.

6 In Anguiſh, Agony, and Grief,

For Years our lab'ring Souls have been,

Nor could we bring Ourſelves Relief,

Nor could we ſave Ourſelves from Sinºw

7 Our Toil, and Strife avail'd us not,

Abortive prov'd our Hope, and vain,

For we have no Deliverance wrought,

For yet we were not born again.

8. The World did not before us fall,

We wanted ſtill the Vićtory,

The mighty Faith that conquers All,

And makes the Soul for ever free.

9 But They who ſunk in Self-deſpair,

Death's Sentence in themſelves receive,

The quickning Voice Divine ſhall hear,

And dead with CHRIST, withCHR1st ſhall live,

1o The Spi'rit that rais'd Him from the Dead,

‘My mortal Body ſhall inſpire,

Shall 1aiſe us all with CHRIST our Head,

And hallow and baptize with Fire.

- Awake,
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I I

1 2

I 3

I 4

15

16

17

18

-

Awake and fing, ye Souls that dwell

Indignant in the Shade of Death,

Our Lord, who burſt the Gates of Hell,

Shall bear you from the Gulph beneath.

As Herbs reviv'd by vernal Dew

Spring from the Earth, and flouriſh fair,

Ye all ſhall riſe with Verdue new,

And Fruit unto Perfection bear.

The Hour ſhall come, the Goſpel-Hour,

When all \hat wait, his Power ſhall prove,

His Reſurrection’s Glorious Power,

And live the Life of Faith and Love.

They from the Death of Sin ſhall riſe,

Preventing here the General Doom,

When CHR 1st the Lord ſhall bow the Skies,

And all Mankind to Judgment come.

The Earth ſhall then caſt out its Dead,

While all who periſh’d Unforgiven,

Horribly lift ºn their guilty Head,

And riſe, to be ſhut out from Heaven.

Come, little Flock (my People now

My Iſrael, if thy Heart be clean)

Enter into thy Chamber Thou,

Exclude the World, the Hell of Sin.

Betake thee to the ſecret Place,

Safe in my Tabernacle reſt,

O hide thee for a little Space,

Be ſhelter'd in thy Saviour's Breaſt,

Reſt, 'till the Storm is all o'er-paſt,

For lo! the Lord from Heaven ſhall come,

Judgment to execute at laſt,

And ſeal the guilty Sinner's Doom. Th

^ - e
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19 The Sea ſhall then its Dead reſtore,

The Earth ſhall then diſcloſe her Blood,

Shelter their Carcaſes no more,

Or ſcreen them from an Angry God.

20 Dragg'd from their Graves, they then ſhall call

On Rocks their quickned Duſt tº entomb,

And bid the burning Mountains fall,

To hide them from the Hell to come.

21 The Wrath is come, the Curſe takes Place,

The Slaves of Sin receive their Hire,

And puniſh’d from my Glorious Face,

They ſink into Eternal Fire.

II. IsAIAH xxvii. v. 1, to 6. &c.

i HE LoRD of Hoſts, th’Almighty Lord

Shall puniſh in that vengeful Day,

Shall with his Spirit's two-edg’d Sword

The piercing crooked Serpent ſlay.

2 Leviatham, that Subtle Fiend,

That Soul-infinuating Foe,

Jesus ſhall make his Malice end,

And root out all our Sins below.

3 Jesus ſhall make us free indeed,

Redeem from all Iniquity,

And cruſh the helliſh Serpent's Head,

And ſlay the Dragon in the Sea.

4. The Sea is calm’d, the Troubled Soul,

In which he did his Pattime take, -

The Sinner now by Faith made whole, .

Can never more his GoD forſake.

- Sing
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5 Sing to the Church in that glad Day,

(The Church is join'd to Thoſe above,

When all their Sins are waſh'd away,

And they are perfected in Love:

6 Partakers of the Life Divine,

When Grace the full Salvation brings)

Sing ye, a Vineyard of Red Wine,

A Vineyard for the King of Kings!

7 I keep it, I th' Almighty Lord

My Spirit every Moment pour,

Deſcends the Water and the Word,

The gracious never-ceaſing Shower.

8 I water it with Heavenly Dew,

Satan, and Sin I chaſe away,

I water it, and keep it too,

I watch my Vineyard Night and Day.

9 Fury is not in Me; to All,

To All my Mercies freely move:

Who would reſiſt my Gracious Call,

Or ſpurn the Bowels of my Love

1o Who againſt Me would madly dare,

To ſet the Thorns and Briers in Fight !

Through all I would my Paſſage tear,

And trample on their feeble Might.

11 The Soul that will not taſte my Love

Shall periſh by my righteous Ire,

My vengeful Indignation prove,

And feel me a Conſuming Fire.

12 But rather let him freely take

A Power from Me to turn and live;

Peace with his God he then ſhall make,

And CHRIST into his Heart receive.

My

.
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13 My Son from All, who come to Him,

Shall every Spot of Sin remove,

From All Iniquity redeem,

And root and 'ſtabliſh them in Love.

14 Grafted in Him, they All ſhall ſhare

The Life, and Fatneſs of the Root,

And every holy Temper bear,

And fill the World with Golden Fruit.

15 The Trees of Righteouſneſs ſhall riſe,

Water'd each Moment from above,

And bear the Fruits of Paradiſe,

The Glorious Fruits of Perfeót Love.

III. The Forty-fourth Chapter ºf

ISAIAH.

H ET now, my choſen Servant, hear,

The Lord hath to his Iſrael ſaid,

Who form'd thee from the Womb, is near,

To help, and ſave the Souls He made.

2 jacob, receive the Word Divine,

Bid all thy Fears and Doubts depart;

jeſurum, I have call'd thee mine,

My Servant, and my Son thou art.

3 On every Soul that thirſts for Grace,

I will the Living Water ſhower,

I will on all thy gaſping Race

The Fulneſs of my Spirit pour.

4 The Grace ſhall on thy Sons deſcend,

, Thro' all ſucceeding Ages flow,

And all who on my Truth depend,

Th’ Indwelling Comforter ſhall know.

BVol. I. The
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5 The holy Seed ſhall ſoon ſpring up,

(Water'd each Moment from above)

In tender Awe, and blooming Hope,

And flow'ry Joy, and ripen'd Love.

6 Faſt by the Streams of Paradiſe,

With never fading Verdure fair,

The Trees of Righteouſneſs ſhall riſe,

And Fruit unto Perfection bear.

7 In different States the ranſom'd Race

Their ſtill-increaſing Faith ſhall ſhew,

The Babes ſhall riſe from Pard'ning Grace,

And into Youths, and Fathers grow.

8 The Leaſt ſhall ſay, The LoRD's I am,

He bought with Blood this Soul of mine:

Another ſhall the Bleſſing claim,

While wreſtling with the Man Divine.

9 Prevalent now with God and Man,

Sinners ſhall all my Grace aſſert,

Jacob ſhall the New Name obtain,

And Iſrael be, when pure in Heart.

Io Thus ſaith the LoRD of Earth and Heaven,

The King of Iſrael and his God,

Who hath for All a Ranſom given,

And bought a guilty World with Blood :

1 : I am from all Eternity,

To all Eternity I am :

There is none other GoD but Me,

J E Hov AH is my Glorious Name.

12 The Riſe and End, the Firſt and Laſt,

The Alpha and Omega I ;

Who could like Me ordain the Paſt,

Or who the Things to come deſcry

º,

Wilcre
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13 Where is the wiſe, fore-knowing Man,

Who hath to Me my Model ſhew'd,

Preſcrib'd the great, Eternal Plan,

Or boldly taught the Omniſcient God

14 Stand forth the Self-inſtrućted Seers,

(Who ranſack Time's dark, burthen’d Womb)

Foretell th’ Events of diſtant Years,

And ſhew Mankind the Things to come.

15 Fooliſh is all their Strife, and vain

T'invade the Property Divine;

'Tis Mine the Work undone t'explain,

To call the Future Now is Mine.

16 Fear not, my own peculiar Race,

I have to Thee my Counſel ſhew’d,

The Word of ſure prophetic Grace,

And told thee all the Mind of GoD.

17 Ye are my Witneſſes, to You

My Name and Nature is made known,

Ye only can your Seal ſet to, -

That I am GoD, and GoD alone.

P A R T II.

1 Thou, only Thou my Servant art,

I call'd thee by my Grace alone,

I faſhion'd, and prepar'd thy Heart,

And now I claim thee for my own.

z Who to my Righteouſneſs ſubmit,

Shall all my great Salvation ſee,

The Poor I never will forget,

Or caſt him out who comes to me.

B 2. Thy:

5.
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3 Thy Sins, which like a wide-ſpread Cloud

Darken'd the Face of angry Heaven,

Lo! I have blotted out with Blood :

Thy Sins are all thro' Grace forgiven.

4 I, the bright Sun of Righteouſneſs,

Have chas'd the Darkneſs all away;

Return to Me, who bought thy Peace,

Rejoice to ſee my Goſpel-Day.

5 Ye Heavens rejoice In Jesus his Grace,

Let Earth make a Noiſe, And eccho his Praiſe!

Our All loving Saviour Hath pacified God,

And paid for his Favour, The Price of his Blood.

6 Ye Mountains, and Vales, In Praiſes abound,

Ye Hills, and ye Dales, Continue the Sound,

Break forth into Singing Ye Trees of the Wood,

For Jesus is bringing Loſt Sinners to God.

Atonement He made For Every One, [done,

The Debt He hath paid, The Work He hath

Shout all the Creation, Below and above,

Aſcribing Salvation To Jesus his Love.

8 His Mercy hath brought Salvation to All,

Who take it unbought He frees them from Thrall,

Throughout the Believer His Glory diſplays,

And perfects for ever The Veſſels of Grace.

9 O Iſrael, hear, thy God hath ſaid,

The Voice of thy Creator own, *

I am the Lord, who all Things made,

And ſtill ſtretch out the Heavens alone.

1o I hung the Earth on empty Space,

And ſtill in equal Poife ſuſtain;

I make, and mar, pull down, and raiſe,

And Lord of my Creation reign. I th

the

.
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1:1. I the weak Sons of Men o'er-rule,

Their Tokens and their Schemes o'erthrow,.

Baffle their Strength, their Wiſdom fool,

On all their blaſted Projects blow.

12 I the Diviner's Skill confound,

From Sinners I their Purpoſe hide, - -

Level their Babels with the Ground,

And torture, and diſtraćt their Pride.

13 I ſtop the Wiſe, and drive them back,

Croſs and defeat their ſureſt Aim, .

Their Knowledge Fooliſhneſs I make,

And turn their Glory into Shame.

14 But I my Servants Word fulfill,

My Meſſengers Divine I own;

Who ſhew the Counſel of my Will, -

Their Word ſhall ſtand, and Theirs alone.

1 5 I ſpeak th’Irrevocable Word,

Which never Unaccompliſh'd dies;

JERUsA LEM ſhall be reſtor'd,

Thy Ruins from the Duſt ſhall riſe.

16 Ibid th’ Unfathom'd Deep be dry,

I bid the Streams their Courſe forſake,

My Will to Kings I ſignify,

And CY RUs for my Servant take.

17 He ſhall perform my Word of Grace,

Whate'er my Love benign hath will'd,

My Shepherd He ſhall Salºm raiſe,

And all her des’late Waſtes rebuild.

- ** = .
-

18 He, He ſhall bid the Temple riſe,

Type of my CY RUs from above, -

Who builds the Church to touch the Skies,

In Symmetry of Perfett Love. -

*... I - - - - - B 3. --- . . . . . -IV, The
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IV. The Fifty-firſt Chap. of Isaiah.

EARKEN to Me, who ſeek the Lamb,

Who follow after Righteouſneſs;

Look to the Rock, from whence ye came,

The Father of the Faithful Race:

Behold, and in his Footſteps tread:

I call'd him by my Grace alone,

And bleſs'd, and multiplied his Seed,

Believers in the Promis'd Son.

Children of faithful Abraham Theſe,

Who dare expect Salvation Here,

The Lord ſhall give them Goſpel-Peace,

And all his hopeleſs Mourners chear:

Shall ſoon his fallen Sion raiſe,

Her waſte, and des’late Places build,

Pour out the Spirit of his Grace,

And make her Wilds a fruitful Field.

The barren Souls ſhall be reſtor'd,

The Deſart all-renew’d ſhall riſe,

Bloom as the Garden of the Lord,

A fair terreſtrial Paradiſe.

Gladneſs and Joy ſhall there be found,

Thankſgiving, and the Voice of Praiſe,

The Voice of Melody ſhall ſound,

And every Heart be fill'd with Grace.

Hearken to Me, my Choſen Race,

My own peculiar People, hear,

Whoe'er the Goſpel-Word embrace,

Look to be pure and perfect here,
* … A Law

.

.
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8 A Law ſhall ſoon from me proceed,

A Living Life-infuſing Word,

The Truth that makes you free indeed,

Th’ Eternal Spirit of your LoRd.

9 My Mercy will I cauſe to reſt, - *

Where all may ſee their Sins forgiven, . .

May riſe no more by Guilt oppreſt, -

And bleſs the Light that leads to Heaven.

Io My Righteouſneſs ſhall ſoon appear;

Already is the Grace gone forth,

The Grace that brings Salvation near,

And offers all my Pard'ning Worth.

11 Mine Arms ſhall judge the World below,

The Iſles on me ſhall humbly wait,

And long, thro’ me reſtor'd, to know

The Glories of their firſt Eſtate.

12 Not on an Arm of Fleſh, but Mine,

Their ſteady Confidence ſhall be,

Pardon, and Peace, and Power Divine,

All, all they ſhall expect from me.

13 Lift up your Eyes, the Heavens ſurvey,

And look upon the Earth below,

The Heavens like Smoak ſhall paſs away,
The Earth its final Period know.

14 Vaniſhes hence whate'er is ſeen,

The Breath of Life ſhall all expire,

The Earth, and all that dwell therein

Shall periſh in That Fatal Fire.

15 My Righteouſneſs ſhall ſtand Alone,

My Saving Grace ſhall never move,

The Baſis cannot be o'erthrown, . *

The Truth of my Eternal Love, ... . . .
*… & - Hearken
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16 Hearken to Me, ye Souls who know

The Righteouſneſs which Faith imparts,

And lovingly Obedient ſhew

The Law engraven on your Hearts.

17 Fear not the Taunts of ſhort-liv'd Man,

His feeble Calumnies deſpiſe,

Impotent all his Rage, and vain,

The Threatner, while he threatens, dies.

18 Periſhing as the Garb they wear,

Your Enemies ſhall fade away,

Their Breath ſhall vaniſh into Air, -

The Worm ſhall on their Carcaſs prey.

19 God only is Unchangeable,

My Righteouſneſs remaineth ſure,

My great Salvation cannot fail,

But ſhall from Age to Age endure.

P A R T II.

1 Arm of the Lord, awake, awake!

Thine own immortal Strength put on,

With Terror cloath'd the Nations ſhake,

And caſt thy Foes in Fury down.

2. As in the Antient Days appear,

The ſacred Annals ſpeak thy Fame,

Be now Omnipotently near,

Thro' endleſs Ages ſtill the ſame.

3 Thy Tenfold Vengeance knew to quell,

And humble haughty Rahab's Pride,

Groan'd her pale Sons thy Stroke to feel,

The firſt-born Victims groan'd, and died.

The

-
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4 The wounded Dragon rag'd in vain,

While bold thine utmoſt Plague to brave,

Madly he dar'd the parted Main,

And ſunk beneath th' O'erwhelming Wave.

5 He ſunk; while Iſrael's Choſen Race

Triumphant urge their wondrous Way;.

Divinely led, the Fav'rites paſs -

Th’ Unwatry Deep, and emptied Sea.

6 At Diſtance heap'd on either Hand,

Yielding a ſtrange unbeaten Road,

In Chryſtal Walls the Waters ſtand,

And own the Arm of Iſrael’s God.

7 That Arm which is not ſhorten’d now,

Which wants not now the Power to ſave;

Still preſent with thy People Thou

Bear'ſt them thro’ Life's diſparted Wave.

8 By Earth and Hell purſued in vain,

To Thee the ranſom'd Seed ſhall come,

Shouting their Heavenly Sion gain,

And paſs thro’ Death triumphant Home,

9 The Pain of Life ſhall there be o'er,

The Anguiſh, and diſtraćting Care,

There Sighing Grief ſhall weep no more,

And Sin ſhall never enter there.

Io Where pure Eſſential Joy is found, ---

The Lord's Redeem'd their Heads ſhall raiſe,

With Everlaſting Gladneſs crown'd,

And fill'd with Love, and loſt in Praiſe.

PART
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P A R T III.

1 I, even I am He that chear

My People in Diſtreſs and Pain;

How weak thy Heart, O'Man, to fear,

Thy feeble Fellow Reptile Man!

2 Withering as Graſs he fades, and dies :

Yet haſt Thou been of Man afraid,

Thoughtleſs of God, who Earth and Skies

Hath built, and keeps the Worlds He made.

3 Th’ Oppreſſor's Rage Thou cvery Day

Haſt fear'd, and trembled at his Power,

As Man like God thy Soul could ſlay,

As Hell were ready to devour.

4. But where is all his furious Boaſt,

His idle Wrath, and Threat’ning vain?

Spite of the World and Satan's Hoſt,

Thou doſt, Thou ever ſhalt remain.

5 The Captive Exile pines for Eaſe,

And trembles leſt his Bread ſhould fail,

Groans in the Pit for his Releaſe, -

Leaſt Death conſign his Soul to Hell.

6 But I the Lo RD, thy Saviour am,

Divider of the roaring Sea,

The LoRD of Hoſts is ſtill my Name;

Mine Arm is now ſtretch'd out for Thee.

7. My Son I have for Sinners given:

Help upon thee, my Son, I place;

Go, plant the new-made Earth and Heaven,

And bring me back the Ranſom'd Race.

Thee.

|
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8 Thee have I ſhadow’d with my Hand,

In Thee Divine and Human join'd,

My Meſſenger of Peace ordain'd,

My Gift of Life to all Mankind.

9 Thee more peculiarly I give,

To Souls who for Redemption groan,

Say to the Dying Sinner, Live,

To Sion ſay, Thou art mine own |

P A R T IV.

1 Awake, jeruſalem, awake, * - -

Thou that haſt drunk the Trembling Cup,

The Slumber from thy Spirits ſhake, -

Beneath thy mighty Woes ſtand up.

2 Thou that haſt drunk the deadly Wine

Of Pain, Aſtoniſhment, and Fear,

The laſt ſad Dregs of Wrath Divine;

Awake, and ſee thy Saviour near.

3 Of all her Sons whom ſhe brought forth,

Of all her Sons whom Sion bred,

Not One can help her by his Worth,

Not One can his weak Mother lead.

4. Not One attempts with pious Care

To guide her in the Paths of Peace: ,

Ah! who ſhall Sion's Burthen bear,

Ah! who ſhall bid thy Sufferings ceaſe,

5 Famine, and Sword, have laid thee Waſte;

Sin, the Deſtroying Angel's Sword .

Throughout thy des late Land bath paſt,

Join'd with a Famine of the Word.

By
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6 By whom ſhall I thy Sorrows chear?

As a wild Bull thy Sons lie bound,

And ſtruggling in the Hunter's Snare,

And bellowing thro' their Spirit's Wound.

7 Fainting in all the Streets they lie,

O'erwhelm'd beneath their guilty Load,

Rebuk'd by Him they dar'd defy,

Full of the Fury of thy God.

8 Wherefore to Thee the Lord hath ſaid,

(Oppreſt and drunk with Wrath Divine)

The LoRD thy God, who deigns to plead

His People's deſp'rate Cauſe, and Thine;

9 Lo! I thy Soul have freely lov’d,

I have diſplay'd my Mercy's Power,

The Cup out of thy Hands remov’d,

And Thou ſhalt never taſte it more.

to Mine Indignation's dreadful Cup

The Portion of thy Foes ſhall be,

They, they ſhall all the Dregs drink up:

The Cup of Bleſſing is for Thee.

11 Thee, Sion, Thee: So long compell'd

To ſtoop at the Oppreſſor's Frown,

Enſlav'd by Man, and forc’d to yield,

When Sin, or Satan cried, Bown down.

12 Poor Vaſſal to rebel afraid,

Thy Baſeneſs bow'd to every Luſt,

As Clay Thou haſt thy Body laid,

And mix'd thy Spirit with the Duſt.

13 But I, the righteous Lord, on All

That tread thee down will Vengeance take,

My Fury on thy Sin ſhall fall,

Mine Arm an End of Sin ſhall make.

It's
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14 It's Being with it's Power deſtroy,

The Inward Stumbling-block remove,

And fill thee with unfading Joy,

And crown thee with Eternal Love.

V. The Sixty-firſt Chap. of Isa IAH.

HE Spirit of the LoRD my God

(Spirit of Power, and Health, and Love).

My Father hath on me beſtow'd,

And ſent me from his Throne above.

Prophet, and Prieſt, and King of Peace,

Anointed to declare his Will,

To miniſter his Pard'ning Grace,

And govern every Soul I heal.

To Sinners bruis'd, and meek, and poor,

Good Tidings of great Joy tº impart,

Sinners Incurable to cure,

And bind up every Broken Heart.

The Royal Edićt to proclaim,

Redemption for the Captives found,

Mercy for All in Jesu's Name,

And Liberty to Spirits bound.

Sinners, obey the Heavenly Call,

Your Priſon-Doors ſtand open wide,

Go forth, for I have ranſom'd All,

For every Soul of Man have died.

The LoRD hath ſent his Only Son,

To preach his Acceptable Year,

To make the joyful Tidings known

Of Vengeance, and Deliverance near.

Vol. I. C Tº avenge
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7 T'avenge them of their Tyrant-Foe,

From Sin, and Satan's Power to turn,

The Gift of Righteouſneſs beſtow,

And kindly comfort all that mourn.

8 To help their grov'ling Unbelief,

Beauty for Aſhes to confer,

The Oil of Joy for abject Grief,

Confident Joy for ſad Deſpair.

9 "Tis Mine the drooping Soul to raiſe,

To reſcue All by Sin oppreſt,

To cloath them in the Robes of Praiſe,

And give their weary Spirits Reſt;

to To make them Trees of Righteouſneſs,

The Planting of the Lo RD below;

Planted in Honour of his Grace,

They here ſhall to Perfection grow.

1 They all ſhall ſpread the Goſpel Hope,

Soon as my Righteouſneſs they have,

Shall raiſe the guilty Sinner up,

And ſav'd themſelves their Brethren ſave.

12 Workers with God, they now ſhall rear

The Church, that long in Ruins lay,

Her deſolate Eſtate repair,

Her antient Piety's Decay,

13 with Zeal, and heavenly Wiſdom fill'd,

The faithful Labourers ſhall work on,

Build the old Waſtes, the Cities build,

The Souls by Satan broken down,

14 Strangers ſhall ſerve at your Command,

Beneath your ſacred Burthens bow,

Labour for you, and till your Land,

And gladly held the Goſpel-Plough. h

- The
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The Alien's Sons your Vine ſhall dreſs,

And feed your little Flock and keep,

Themſelves your little Flock increaſe,

And play among your Lambs and Sheep.

Ye all my Glory ſhall declare,

The Choſen People of your Gop,

Mine Image and Inſcription bear,

When waſh'd from all your Sins in Blood.

A Royal Race of Prieſts Divine,

Ye all ſhall miniſter my Grace,

In Prayers and Free will offerings join, -

And Sacrificial Songs of Praiſe. -

To You the Gentile World ſhall flow,

Their Glory and their Wealth reſign,

Lords are ye now of All below,

For All is yours, when Ye are Mine.

With me is full Redemption found,

Ye more than Juſtified ſhall be,

Much more than Sin ſhall Grace abound,

My People ſhall be All like Me;

Shall glory in my ſaving Name:

I will remove the foul Diſgrace,

And ſwallow up their guilty Shame,

And all their Sins with Blood efface.

Their Glory ſhall their Shame exceed,

When ſav'd from all Indwelling Sin,

Doubly redeem’d, and free indeed,

Their Conſcience, and their Heart is clean.

They now of Double Grace poſſeſt,

Shall all their Souls in Thanks employ,

Receiv'd into my Perfect Reſt.

And crown'd with Everlaſting Joy.

C 2. PART
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P A R T II.

* For I the righteous Lord, and true,

Can only Righteouſneſs approve;

My People all are Creatures New,

And I in Them my Image love.

* I hate the Souls that preach a Lie,

And ſtumble the Believing Race,

My Truth and Holineſs deny, - -

T' exalt my Juſtifying Grace. /

3 That rob Me of my Utmoſt Power,

Which would their Boſom-Sin remove, -

And hug it to their lateſt Hour,

In Honour of my pard'ning Love.

4. But will I not confirm my Word,

The Purpoſe of my Soul fulfil:

The Servant ſhall be As his Lord,

For who can croſs my Sovereign Will?

5 I Will, that they ſhould Holy be,

Myſelf will lead them by the Hand,

Into the Truth, the Liberty,

The Glorious Reſt, the Promis'd Land.

6 Patience its perfect Work ſhall have,

They ſhall be all entire and whole,

I will to all Perfection* ſave, -

And fill their Body, Spirit, Soul.

7 Thus will I make the Covenant ſure,

From them it never ſhall depart,

Who feel, while pure as God is pure,

My Love, my Nature in their Heart.

/

* it; r. Traſlizé.
!

Their
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8 Their Seed by Chara&ers Divine

Shall be among the Gentiles known,

And in a Land of Darkneſs ſhine,

When all are perfected in One.

9 Whoe'er behold their Heavenly Grace,

Their Glory ſhining from within,

Shall own them the Peculiar Race,

Whom God hath bleſt from all their Sin.

1o My Soul doth magnify the LoRD,

(Then every Choſen One ſhall cry)

Waſh'd by the Water and the Word,

I triumph in the Lord Moſt High.

i I My God hath ſav'd me from All Sin,

His Everlaſting Righteouſneſs

Into my new-born Soul brought in,

And fill'd with heavenly Joy and Peace.

12 The Righteouſneſs of Saints ſwear,

Which He the King of Saints hath wrought,

Salvation from all Guilt, and Fear,

From Pride, and Every Evil Thought.

13 Jesus my Garments hath put on,

Hath cloath'd me with the Milk-white Veſt,

And ſanctified thro' Faith alone,

And in his glorious Image dreſt.

14. He now mine inmoſt Soul hath turn'd,

And bid me in his Nature ſhine,

With every Perfect Gift adorn'd,

And all my Graces are Divine.

15 With Faith, and every Grace beſide

He hath endow'd me from above,

My Lamb hath deck'd me like a Brides.

And my Beſt jewel is His Love.
C 3 For

-
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16 For as the Plants in Gardens grow,

Or cultur'd Lands their Product yield,

The LoRD his Righteouſneſs ſhall ſhew,

The Treaſure in the Goſpel-Field.

17 Surely th’ Incorruptible Seed

Shall in our Earthly Hearts take Root,

Spring up in Works, its Branches ſpread,

And Holineſs its Golden Fruit.

18 The Lord our God ſhall give th' Increaſe,

Shall Matter for his Glory find,

And lo! the Perfect Righteouſneſs

Springs forth to gladden all Mankind.

VI. The Sixty-ſecond Chapter of

ISAIAH.

i OR Sion's Sake I will not ceaſe

In Agony of Prayer to cry,

No, never will I hold my Peace,

*Till God proclaim Salvation nigh:

2 Worthy in her great Saviour's Worth.

"Till Sion doth illuſtrious ſhine,

And as a burning Lamp goes forth

The Blaze of Righteouſneſs Divine.

3 Thy Righteouſneſs the World ſhall ſee,

The Gentiles on thy Beauty gaze,

And all the Kings of Earth agree

In wond'ring at thy Glorious Grace.

Thy
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4 Thy Glorious Grace what Tongue can tell?

The Lord ſhall a New Name impart,

Th’ Unutterable Name reveal,

And write it on his People's Heart.

5 Sion, for Thee thy God ſhall care,

And claim thee as his juſt Reward,

Thee for his Crown of Glory wear,

The Royal Diadem of thy LoRD.

6 Outcaſt of GoD and Man no more, w

No more forſaken and forlorn,

Thy deſolate Eſtate is o're,

For GoD ſhall comfort all that Mourn,

7 The widow’d Church ſhall married be,

And ſoon a num’rous Offspring bear:

Thy every Son ſhall comfort Thee,

And cheriſh with a Huſband's Care.

3 Thy duteous Sons to Thee ſhall cleave,

The barren Woman that keeps Houſe,

Nor ever more the Boſom leave

Of their dear Mother and their Spouſe.

9 The Lord Himſelf thy Huſband is,

He bought, and claims Thee for his own,

Thy God delights to call thee His,

Fleſh of his Fleſh, Bone of his Bone.

to The Joy that ſwells a Bridegroom's Breaſt,

When glorying o're his long-ſought Bride,

Shall ſwell thy God, of Thee poſſeſt,

Of Thee, for whom He liv'd and dy'd.

11 Prophets to Thee thy Lord hath rais'd,

O holy City of our God,

Hath on thy Walls his Watchmen plac'd,

And with a Trumpet-Voice endued.

They
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12 They cry, and never hold their Peace,

His Promiſe Day and Night they plead,

"Till God from all thy Sins releaſe,

And make thee like thy glorious Head.

13 Call on Him now, ye Watchmen call,

Cry ye Remembrancers Divine,

Give Him no Reſt, who died for All,

'Till all in his pure Worſhip join :

14 "Till God appear the faithful Gop,

And make jeruſalem a Praiſe,

- And ſpread thro' all the Earth abroad,

And 'ſtabliſh her with perfect Grace.

15 The Lord by his Right-hand hath ſworn,

- The Arm of his Almighty Power,

No more ſhalt Thou to Sin return,

Thy En’my ſhall no more devour.

16 Satan, the World, and Sin too long

Have robb'd the Children of their Bread,

Poor lab’ring Souls they ſuffer'd Wrong,

Nor ſaw their Legal Toil ſucceed.

17 They ſow'd the Ground, and did not reap,

Pianted, and did not drink the Wine:

But I will comfort All that weep,

And fill the Poor with Food Divine.

18 No more ſhall ſtrange Deſires conſume

Their holy, pure and conſtant Joy,

The Waſter Pride no more ſhall come,

Their Gifts and Graces to deſtroy.

19 Surely the Faithful Seed at laſt

The Labour of their Hands ſhall eat,

Shall praiſe the Lord, and more than taſte.

The Heavenly Everlaſting Meat.

- They



HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs. 33

20 They all ſhall fit beneath the Vine,

In calm inviolable Peace,

And drink within my Courts the Wine,

My Courts of Perfect Holineſs.

2 I Go thro’ the Gates ('tis GoD commands)

Workers with God, the Charge obey,

Remove whate'er his Work withſtands,

Prepare, prepare his People's Way.

22 Their even Courſe let Nothing ſtop,

Caſt up the Way, the Stones remove,

The High and Holy Way caſt up,

The Goſpel-Way of Perfect Love.

23 Liſt up for all Mankind to ſee

The Standard of their Dying God,

And point them to the ſhameful Tree,

The Croſs all-ſtain'd with hallow'd Blood.

24. The Lord hath glorified his Grace, -

Throughout the Earth proclaim'd his Son,

Sayye to All the Sinful Race,

He died for all your Sims tatone.

25 Sion, thy Suffering God behold,

Thy Saviour and Salvation too,

He comes, He comes, ſo long foretold,

Cloath’d in a Weſt of bloody Hue.

26 Himſelf prepares his People's Hearts,

Breaks and binds up, and wounds and heals,

A Myſtic Death, and Life imparts,

Empties the Full, the Emptied fills.

27 He fills whom firſt He hath prepard,

With Him the perfect Grace is given,

Himſelf is here their great Reward,

Their future and their preſent Heaven.

*... They
-
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They now the Holy People nam’d,

Their glorious Title ſhall expreſs,

From all Iniquity redeem’d,

Fill'd with the Lord their Righteouſneſs.

A Choſen, ſav'd, peculiar Race,

Sion, with all thy Sons Thou art,

Elect thro' Sanétifying Grace, -

Perfečt in Love, and pure in Heart.

A People glorious all within,

Now, only now, and not before,

Born from above Thou canſt not fin,

And GoD can never leave thee more.

VII. An Hymn fºr SERIousNEss.

THOU God of glorious Majeſty,

To Thee againſt Myſelf, to Thee

A Worm of Earth I cry,

An half awakend Child of Man,

An Heir of endleſs Bliſs or Pain,

A Sinner born to die.

Lo! on a narrow Neck of Land,

"Twixt two unbounded Seas I ſtand

Secure, inſenſible: -

A Point of Life, a Moment's Space

Removes me to that Heavenly Place,

Or ſhuts me up in Hell. -

O GoD, mine inmoſt Soul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtful Heart

Eternal Things impreſs,

Give me to feel their ſolemn Weight,

And tremble on the Brink of Fate,

And wake to Righteouſneſs.

Bºre
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4 Before me place in dread Array

The Pomp of that tremendous Day,

When Thou with Clouds ſhalt come

To judge the Nations at thy Bar:

And tell me, Lord, ſhall I be there

To meet a joyful Doom

5 Be this my one great Buſineſs here, Z 4, 2 / *

With ſerious Induſtry, and Fear, .../424,~~~~}
My future Bliſs tº inſure, * 2–2, 2 cº ***,

Thine utmoſt Counſel to fulfil,

And ſuffer all thy righteous Will,

And to the End indure.

tº Then, Saviour, then my Soul receive,

Tranſported from the Vale, to live,

And reign with Thee above,

Where Faith is ſweetly loſt in Sight,

And Hope in full ſupreme Delight,

And everlaſting Love.

VIII. The BEATITUDEs.

MATT. v. 3—12.

HO believes the Tidings? Who

Witneſſes that GoD is true?

Sees his Sins and Follies more

Than the Sands upon the Shore;

Sees his Works with Evil fraught,

All his Life a conſtant Blot;

Sees his Heart of Virtue void,

Alien from the Life of God;

Taſtes in every tainted Breath

Pride, and Self, and Sin, and Death! -

Who, ah, who deſerves to feel

Never-ending Pains in Hell?
e Con
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Conſcious owns the juſt Deſert

Of his Life, and of his Heart?

Trembling views his long-ſought Hire, r

Vengeance of Eternal Fire?

Who hath fruitleſs Toil beſtow'd

To appeaſe the Wrath of God

Vain is all thy Toil and Care,

Vain all Nature's Treaſures are,

More to buy One Soul it coſt, * … ... K
~!

-

More to ſave a Spirit loſt.

What then wilt thou, Canſt thou do?

Canſt thou form thyſelf anew :

Canſt thou cleanſe a filthy Heart,

Life to the Dead Soul impart?

Canſt Thou thy loſt Powers reſtore,

Riſe, go forth, and Sin no more ?

Never, never can it be,

GoD alone can ſet Thee freel

GoD alone the Work hath done,

Fought the Fight, the Battle won:

God alone the Price hath paid,

All thy Sins on Him were laid.

Happy Soul, from Guilt ſet free,

Jesus died for Thee, for Thee!

Jesus does for Thee atone,

Points Thee to th’ Eternal Crown,

Speaks to Thee the Kingdom given,

Kingdom of an Inward Heaven,

Glorious Joy, unutter'd Peace,

All vićtorious Righteouſneſs.

Why then do thy Fears return?

Yet again why doſt thou mourn?

Whence the Clouds that round thee roll:

Whence the Doubts that tear thy Soul?

Why are all thy Comforts fled?

“Sin revives, and I am dead.”

Dead

-
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Dead alas! thou art within,

Still remains the Inbred Sin,

Dead within thou ſurely art,

Still unclean remains thy Heart;

Pride and Self are ſtill behind,

Still the earthly Carnal Mind,

The untam'd rebellious Will,

Foe to Good, inſlav'd to Ill;

Still the Nature unrenew’d,

Alien from the Life of GoD.

Mourn awhile for God thy Reſt,

God will ſoon pronounce Thee bleſt,

Soon the Comforter will come,

Fix in Thee his conſtant Home,

With thy Heart his Witneſs bear

Strong, and permanent, and clear:

All thy Griefs ſhall then be gone,

Doubt, and Fear no more be known,

Holy Love thy Heart poſſeſs,

Silent Joy, and ſtedfaſt Peace,

Peace that never can decay,

Joy that none can take away.

Happy Soul, as Silver tried,

Silver ſeven Times purified,

Love hath broke the Rock of Stone,

All thy Hardneſs melted down,

Wrath, and Pride, and Hatred ceaſe,

All thy Heart is Gentleneſs.

Let the Waves around thee riſe,

Let the Tempeſt threat the Skies,

Calm Thou ever art within,

All unrufled, all ſerene:

Thy ſure Anchor cannot fail,

Enter'd now within the Veil;

Glad this Earth thou canſt reſign:

The New Heavens and Earth are Thine.

Vol. I, ID Why
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Why then heave again thy Sighs,

}}eir of all in Earth and Skies :

Still thou feel'ſt the Root within,

Bitter Root of Inbred Sin;

Nature ſtill in Thee hath Part,

Unrenew’d is ſtill thy Heart,

Still thy Heart is unrenew’d,

Alien from the Life of GoD :

Hence with ſecret earneſt Moans,

Deep unutterable Groans,

Day and Night thy ceaſeleſs Cries

To the Mercy-Seat ariſe;

“ Come, Thou holy GoD and true!

“ Come, and my whole Heart renew;

“ Take me now, poſieſs me whole,

“ Form the Saviour in my Soul,

“ In my Heart thy Name reveal,

“ Stamp me with thy Spirit's Seal,

Change my Nature into Thine,

In me thy whole Image ſhine:

Bow thine Ear, in Mercy bow,

“ Fill me with thy Fulneſs now.

Happy Soul, thy Suit is won,

As Thou wilt it ſhall be done.

«

««

4.

& .

Happy Soul, who now renew’d,

GoD in Thee, and Thou in GoD,

Only feel it within thee move

Tenderneſs, Compaſſion, Love,

Love immenſe, and unconfin'd,

Ilove to All of Humankind,

Love, which willeth All ſhould live,

Love, which All to All would give,

Love, that over All prevails,

Love, that, never, never fails : -

Stand ſecure, for Thou ſhalt prove

All th’ Eternity of Love.

Happy
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Happy Soul, from Self and Sin

Clean, ev’n as thy Lord is clean,

God hath made thy Footſteps ſure,

Purified as He is pure.

God thou doſt in all Things ſee;

God is All in All to Thee;

Heaven above, and Earth abroad,

All to Thee is full of God.

Happy Soul, whoſe Aétive Love º

Emulates the Bleſt above, f

In thy every A&tion ſeen, ,

Sparkling from the Soul within :

Thou to every Sufferer nigh,

Heareſt, not in vain, the Cry

Of the Widow in Diſtreſs, \

Of the Poor and Fatherleſs | \

Rayment Thou to all that need, /

To the Hungry deal'ſt thy Bread,

To the Sick Thou giv'ſt Relief,

Sooth'ſt the hapleſs Priſoner's Grief,

The weak Hands thou lifteſt up,

Bid'ſt the helpleſs Mourners hope,"

Giv'ſt to Thoſe in Darkneſs Light,

Guid'ſt the weary Wanderer right,
- Break'ſt the roaring Lion's Teeth, i

Sav'ſt the Sinner's Soul from Death; . /

Happy Thou, for God doth own

Thee, his well-beloved Son.

Let the Sons of Belial rage,

Let all Hell its Powers engage,

Brand with Infamy thy Name,

Put Thee to an open Shame; - -

Let Earth's Comforts be with-drawn,

Parents, Kindred, Friends be gone;

Naked didſt Thou hither come 2

Naked let them ſend thee home :

D 2 Happy,
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Happy, O thrice happy Thou, /

Seal’d unto Redemption now!

Let thy Soul with Tranſport ſwell >

Glorious and Unſpeakable; |

All in Earth Thou well haſt given,

God is thy Reward in Heaven.

-

-

IX.

Hymns for one convinc'd of Unbelief.

I N D have I meaſur'd half my Days,

And half my Journey run,

Nor taſted the Redeemer's Grace,

Nor yet my Work begun?

2 The Morning of my Life is paſt,

The Noon almoſt is o'er,

The Night of Death approaches faſt,

When I can work no more.

O what a Length of wretched Years

Have I liv'd out in vain!

How fruitleſs all my Toils and Tears!

I am not born again.

4 Evil and ſad my Days have been,

And all a painful Void,

For ſtill I am not ſav'd from Sin;

For ſtill I know not God. -

Darkneſs He makes his ſecret Place,

Thick Clouds ſurround his Throne:

Nor can I yet behold his Face,

Or find the GoD UNKNowN.

A Gos
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6 A God that hides Himſelf He is,

Far off from Mortal Sight,

An Inacceſſible Abyſs

Of uncreated Light.

7 Far off He is, yet always near,

He fills both Earth and Heaven,

But doth not to my Soul appear,

My Soul from Eden driven.

8 O'er Earth a baniſh'd Man I rove,

But cannot feel Him nigh;

Where is the Pardning God of Love,

Who ſtoop'd for me to die?

9 I ſought Him in the Secret Cell,

With unavailing Care,

Long did I in the Deſart dwell,

Nor could I find Him there.

1o Still every Means in vain I try,

I ſeek Him far and near,

Where’er I come, conſtrain'd to cry

My Saviour is not here.

11 God is in this, in every Place:

Yet O ! how dark and void

To me! 'tis one great Wilderneſs,

This Earth withgut my God!

12 Empty of Him, who all Things fills,

'Till He his Light impart!

"Till He his glorious Self reveals,

The Veil is on my Heart.

13 O Thou who ſeeſt and knowſt my Grief,

Thyſelf unſeen unknown,

Pity my helpleſs Unbelief,

And take away the Stone.

D 3 Regard
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14 Regard me with a gracious Eye,

The long-ſought Bleſſing give,

And bid me, at the Point to die,

Behold thy Face and live.

15 A darker Soul did never yet

Thy promis'd Help implore:

O thatF. my Lord might meet,

And never loſe Him more

16 Now, Jesus, now the Father's Love

Shed in my Heart abroad,

The Middle-Wall of Sin remove,

And let me into Go D.

- X.

H Y M N II.

I , UTHOR of Faith, to Thee I cry,

A To Thee who wou'dſt not have me die,

But know the Truth and live:

Open mine Eyes to ſee thy Face,

Work in my Heart The Saving Grace,

The Life Eternal give. -

2 Shut up in Unbelief I groan,

And blindly ſerve a GoD Unknown,

"Till Thou the Veil remove,

The Gift unſpeakable impart,

And write thy Name upon my Heart,

And manifeſt thy Love.

3 I know the Work is only Thine,

The Gift of Faith is all Divine;

But if on Thee we call,

Thou wou'dſt the Benefit beſtow,

And give us Hearts to feel, and know

That Thou haſt died for All. Thou
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4 Thou bidſt us knock, and enter in,

Come unto Thee, and reſt from Sin,

The Bleſſing ſeek, and find;

Thou bidſt us aſk thy Grace, and have,

Thou canſt, Thou wouldſt, this Moment ſave

Both me, and All Mankind.

5 Be it according to thy Word,

Now let me find my Pard'ning Lord,

Let what I aſk be given;

The Bar of Unbelief remove, --

Open the Door of Faith and Love,

And take me into Heaven.

XI.

HY M N III.

I UT of the Iron Furnace, Lord,

To Thee for Help I cry,

I liſten to thy Warning Word,

And would from Egypt fly. . . . .

2 Long have I bow'd to Sin's Command,

But now I would be free, -

'Scape from the dire Oppreſſor's Land,

And live, O God, to Thee.

3 Haſt Thou not ſurely ſeen my Grief?

Haſt Thou not heard me groan:

O haſten then to my Relief,

In pitying Love come down.

4. From Pharaoh, and th’ Egyptian's Power

Redeem a Wretched Slave;

Thou canſt redeem me in this Hour,

Thou wilt the Sinner ſave.

Now,
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5 Now, Lord, relieve my Miſery,

Stretch out thy mighty Hand,

Drown all my Sins in the Red Sea,

And bring me ſafe to Land.

6 Strength in the Lord my Righteouſneſs,

And Pardon I receive,

And holy Joy, and quiet Peace

The Moment I believe.

XII. At Waking.

H Y M N IV.

GAIN my mournful Sighs

A Prevent the riſing Morn,

Again my wiſhful Eyes

Look out for His Return:

I weep, and languiſh for Relief,

And long my Lord to find,

But wake alas ! to all the Grief,

And Load I left behind.

2 O Depth of ſad Diſtreſs,

When ſhall my Sorrows end?

When will the Prince of Peace

Declare Himſelf my Friend?

Or muſt I thus for ever cry

In hopeleſs Miſery,

My God, my God, and Saviour, why

Haſt Thou forſaken me!

3 Is there no Balm of Love

Within thy Boſom found,

My Anguiſh to remove,

And heal my Spirit's Wound?

|

:

|
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Or wilt Thou, Lord, my Cure diſclaim,

Who Need of Healing have

Becauſe the Sinner's Chief I am,

Wilt Thou refuſe to ſave

4. Moſt helpleſs is my Soul

Of all the Sin-ſick Race,

Thou therefore make it whole,

In Honour of thy Grace:

More Honour will thy Grace receive

By freely pardning me,

Than if ten thouſand Sinners live,

Converted all to Thee.

Come then, and ſhew thine Art,

Phyſician moſt Divine,

Bind up my Broken Heart,

Pour in thy Oil and Wine,

Into my Heart the Spirit pour

Of Love, and Joy, and Peace,

To perfeót Health my Soul reſtore,

To perfect Holineſs. -

, XIII.

H Y M N V.

HAT Tongue alas! can tell

The Trouble and the Grief,

The Shame and Fear I feel,

In hopeleſs Unbelief!

In ceaſeleſs Groans

My Soul bemoans

Its perfect Miſery:

Thou Pardning God,

Remove my Load,

Or at thy Feet I die.

why
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z Why ſhould I longer live

In Unavailing Pain?

Thy Will is not to grieve

The helpleſs Sons of Men:

Send from above

Thy Saving Love,

And take me up on high,

Thou Pard'ning God,

Remove my Load,

Or at thy Feet I die.

3 What ſhall a Sinner ſay

Thy Pity to incline

In Jesu's Name I pray

Forgive this Soul of mine,

For Jesus' Sake

Compaſſion take,

And freely juſtify,

Thou Pardning God,

Remove my Load,

Or at thy Feet I die.

4 Father of Mercies hear,

" In Anſwer to my Moan,

Thy helpleſs Mourner chear,

And give me to thy Son;

*Till Thou reſtore

My Peace and Power,

This ſhall be all my Cry,

Thou Pardning God,

Remove my Load,

Or at thy Feet I die.
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XIV.

H Y M N VI.

i OW long, Thou hidden God unknown,

Wilt Thou thy mournful Creature ſee,

Diſtreſt, and Dark; yet wandring on, -

And blindly feeling after Thee,

Thee, whom I cannot yet attair,

Thee, whom I ſeem to ſeek in vain.

2 An Outcaſt from thy bliſsful Face,

Stranger to Peace, and Faith, and Power,

I aſk, nor have thy Pardning Grace,

I knock at Faith's unopen'd Door,

Nor can I yet admitted be,

But ſtill the Door is ſhut to me.

3 What is it makes my Saviour ſtay,

So ſtrong, and ready to redeem?

Can Jesus will th’ unkind Delay,

Or caſt me out who come to Him,

Or not the Secret Bar remove,

If ſtill I ſtop his Pardning Love?

4 He will, I dare believe, He will -

His Way into my Heart prepare:

But let me wait thy Leiſure ſtill,

My paſſionate Complaints forbear,

And give my raſh Impatience o'er,

And murmur for Relief no more.

5 When my Relief ſhall moſt diſplay

Thy Glory in thy Creature's Good,

Then, Saviour, take the Veil away,

Sprinkle me with th' Atoning Blood,

The
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The Power of Living Faith impart,

And breathe thy Love into my Heart.

XV.

H Y M N VII.

I ESU, the promis'd Strength ſupply,

Support my feeble, fainting Mind,

Nor let me in the Winter fly,

But ſeek, 'till I Acceptance find,

But aſk, 'till I am ſav'd from Sin,

And knock, 'till Mercy takes me in.

2 Sufficient is the Seaſon paſt,

That I have griev'd thy gentle Dove,

Flew out in unbelieving Haſte,

And clamour'd for thy pardning Love,

And rav'd, and murmur'd to be free,

As GoD were bound to wait on me.

3 In baſe Miſtruſt of finding God,

No more thy Goſpell deny,

Sit down content beneath my Load,

Or with the World of Liars cry,

“We need not know our Sins forgiven,

“ ºr feel his Love, the Pledge of Heaven.

4 I muſt, I ſhall be born again,

And perfect Holineſs below;

For this I wait in patient Pain,

Nor is it Mine the Times to know,

But Thou haſt died to ranſom me,

And all my Soul is caſt on Thee.

*

XVI.
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XVI.

H Y M N VIII.

I TH o U hidden GoD Unknown,

Hearthy fallen Creature's Cry,

Now recall thy Baniſh’d One,

One who would on Thee rely:

But 'till Thou thy Spirit give,

LoRD, I never can believe.

2 Dead in Sin too long I was,

Blindeſt when I ſaid I ſee;

Thou haſt magnified thy Grace,

Shew'd my Want of Faith and Thee,

Shone into my Nature's Night,

Bad me wait to ſee thy Light.

Stript of all my boaſted Power

Now myſelf I cannot ſave,

Cannot haſten the glad Hour;

Only This from Thee I have,

Sin and Unbelief to feel,

Both, alas! Invincible.

3

4 Conſcious of my Unbelief,

Sweetly now for Thee I mourn,

Taſte the Bleſſedneſs of Grief,

To my mighty Fortreſs turn,

Priſoner I of Goſpel. Hope

For Thyſelf to Thee look up.

Token of thy richeſt Grace

I my Poverty receive,

Sure Thou wilt unveil thy Face,

Sure Thou wilt the Bleſſing give,

Faith that ſeals my Sins forgiven,

Faith the Earneſt of my Heaven.

V o L. I. - E. -

5

XVII.
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XVII.

H Y M N IX.

THO U of whom I oft have heard,

Heard with the Hearing of the Ear,

But never truly lov’d, or fear'd,

But never found Thee preſent here,

Come to my poor, my faithleſs Heart,

And kindly tell me who Thou art.

A Spirit dark, and damn'd I am,

Sorrow and Sin and I are One,

Weigh’d down with Grief, and Guilt and Shame,

Out of the Deep I cry and groan,

Nor know I where Relief to find;

Shew me Thou Saviour of Mankind.

No ſmalleſt Motion can I make,

Toward Heaven, and Happineſs, and Thee;

But ſave me for thy Mercy Sake,

Thy Mercy moſt divinely free

Be on this harden'd Rebel ſhew’d,

In Honour of the Dying Go D.

The Cauſe is all in Thee alone,

It lies within thy tender Breaſt,

To Hell in Anger ſend me down,

Or give my lab'ring Spirit reſt,

Redeem me from th’ Infernal Grave,

And ſhew forth all thy Power to ſave.

Look not on me, a Beaſt, a Fiend,

All-Wrath, all-Paſſion, and all-Pride,

But ſee Thyſelf, the Sinner's Friend,

The Son of Man, the Crucified,

The GoD that left his Throne above,

The bleeding Prince of Peace, and Love.

- |
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6 Why did thy Love ſubmit to die,

If not to ſave Apoſtate Man,

Ah! let thy Bowels anſwer, Why

Made capable of mortal Pain,

Did GoD his precious Life reſign,

If not from Death to ranſom Mine !

7 Thy only dying Love I plead,

Stronger than Death thy Love to me:

If Thou cou’dſt ſuffer in my Stead,

Thou canſt from Sin and Miſery

My poor expiring Soul lift up,

And bid the Chief of Sinners hope.

8 Ev’n now Thou bidſt my Fears depart,

I hope to know my Sins forgiven,

I hope to find Thee in my Heart,

And taſte that Antepaſt of Heaven,

I hope to feel thy Blood applied,

Since Thou for me, for me haſt died.

XVIII.

H Y M N X.

i EA CE, doubting Heart! hath God begun,

And brought me to the Birth in vain?

Will Jesus leave his Work undone,

Or ſlight his Sin-fick Creature's Pain,

My Want of Faith ſo kindly ſhew,

And not the precious Gift beſtow :

2 Away my fond and needleſs Fears,

That I ſhall ſeek, and never find,

Shall loſe, my unavailing Tears

O'er-look'd of God, and left behind,

Shall ſue for Grace, unanſwer'd I,

'till I in Egypt die!
And groan, 'till E * - Who
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Who ever aſk'd for Help in vain,

Or weary ſunk beneath his Load,

Or knock'd, but could not Entrance gain?

Or hopeleſs died in ſeeking God,

Nor could at laſt Acceptance meet,

But periſh'd at his Saviour's Feet?

His Truth and Love are on my Side,

And ſtand engag’d to make me bleſt,

I ſhall be freely juſtified,

I ſhall obtain the Promis'd Reſt,

With Eyes of Faith my Jesus ſee,

And feel that He hath died for me.

XIX. Deſiring to lºve.

TILL, Lord, I languiſh for thy Grace,

Unveil the Beauties of thy Face,

The Middle-Wall remove,

Appear, and baniſh my Complaint,

Come, and ſupply mine only Want,

Fill all my Soul with Love.

Accurſt without thy Love I am,

I bear my Puniſhment, and Shame,

And droop my guilty Head,

Unchang'd, unhallow'd, unreſtor'd,

I do not love my bleeding LoRD ;

No other Hell I need.

O conquer this rebellious Will,

(Willing Thou art, and ready ſtill,

Thy Help is always nigh)

The Stony from my Heart remove,

And give me, Lord, O give me Love,

Or at thy Feet I die.

º

Whi
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4. Whither, ah! whither ſhould I go

Nothing is worth a Thought below ;

Yet while on Earth I ſtay,

O let me here my Station keep,

And waſh thy Feet with Tears, and weep,

And weep my Life away.

5 To Thee I lift my mournful Eye,

Why am I thus? O tell me why

Cannot I love my GoD 2

The Hindrance muſt be all in me,

It cannot in my Saviour be,

Witneſs that Streaming Blood!

6 It coſt thy Blood my Heart to win,

To buy me from the Power of Sin,

And make me love again;

Come then, dear Lord, thy Right aſſert,

Take to Thyſelf my ranſom'd Heart,

Nor bleed, nor die in vain.

XX. -

H Y M N II.

I HOU lovely Lamb, who on the Tree

Shed'ſt thy laſt Drop of Blood for me,

My Sufferings to remove,

Low in the Duſt I lie, and mourn,

That I can make 'Thee no Return

For all thy Waite of Love.

2 "Tis all thy loving Heart's Defire,

That I thy Fulneſs ſhould require,

And with my Mis’ry part;

Thy Spirit ſtrives to ſet me free,

The Father's Wiſdom ſpeaks in Thee,

“My Son give me thy Heart.”

E 3 What
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3 What is it, Lord, that keeps me back?

What is it which for thy dear Sake

I would not Now forego?

Pleaſure, or Wealth, or Life, or Fame *

Thou knowſt, no more my Wiſhes aim

At Happineſs below.

4 I dread the Human Face Divine,

I want no other Love than Thine,

All-lovely as Thou art:

I view thy Creatures with Diſdain:

Tear them away, let Jesus reign

The Monarch of my Heart.

I would not, LoRD, my Soul deceive,

Willing I ſeem my All to leave,

So I might purchaſe Thee:

What is it then that holds me ſtill

My own, my own, and not the Will

Of Him who died for me.

It muſt be ſo; in me alone

It ſtands; ſome curſed Thing unknown

Compels my Lord to ſtay;

I will not ſuffer Him to ſave,

Some Myſtery of Sin I have,

That bars the Saviour's Way.

Shame on my Soul! the dire Diſgrace

Covers with guilty Shame my Face,

And preſſes down my Soul;

Hardly compell'd, I now confeſs,

I love, and cheriſh my Diſeaſe,

And will not be made whole.

8 The Saviour GoD of Love I clear,

Who juſtifies is always near,

And
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And waits his Grace to ſhew,

But I, the ſtubborn Rebel I,

Far from his Arms of Mercy fly,

And will not Jesus know.

9 Here then beneath my Curſe I ſtoop,

I give my falſe Pretenſions up,

Death's Sentence I receive,

Guilty before my God I am,

I juſtify the Angry Lamb,

He would have had me live.

Io I would not live, and therefore go,

Self-plung'd in Gulphs of endleſs Woe,

I go to Second Death;

And let me now to Tophet fall,

Unleſs the God, who died for All,

Still ſpreads his Arms beneath.

XXI.

H Y M N III.

I SA viour, caſt aº Eye,

A Sinner at thy Feet I lie,

And will not hence depart,

"Fill Thou regard my ceaſeleſs Moan;

O ſpeak, and take away the Stone,

The Unbelieving Heart:

2 *Till Thou the Mountain-Load remove,

I groan beneath my Want of Love;

O hear my bitter Cry:

Without thy Love I cannot live,

Give, Jesu, Friend of Sinners, give

Me Love, or elſe I die.

3 Doſt Thou not all my Sufferings know,

Doſt Thou not ſee mine Eyes o'erflow,
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My lab’ring Boſom move?

Why do I all this Burthen bear?

Need I to Thee the Cauſe declare *

Thou knowſt, I cannot love.

4. This is my Sin and Miſery,

I always find thy Love to me,

Seal’d by thy precious Blood,

And yet I make Thee no Return,

I only for my Baſeneſs mourn,

I cannot love my God.

5 The World admire my myſtic Grief,

And torture me with vain Relief,

And cruel Kindneſs ſhew ;

They bid me give my Wailings o'er,

And weep and vex myſelf no more

For One they never knew.

6 My Father's Children feel my Care,

With kind Concern my Croſs they bear,

And in my Sorrows join;

The ſuffering Members ſympathize,

And grieve my Griefs, and ſigh my Sighs,

And mix their Tears with mine.

7 But all in vain for me they grieve,

Their Sufferings cannot mine relieve,

Or mitigate my Pain:

No Anſwer to their Prayers they ſee,

And prevalent with God for me

They ſeem to pray in vain.

8 Thou then, O God, Thine Hand lay to,

And let me all the Means look thro’,

And truſt to Thee alone,

To Thee alone for all Things truſt,

And ſay, (let me be ſav'd or loſt)

Thine only Will be done.

XXII.
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XXII.

H Y M N IV.

JESU, let me kiſs thy Name !

All Sin alas! Thou knowit I am,

But Thou all Pity art;

Turn unto Fleſh my Heart of Stone,

Such Power belongs to Thee alone,

Turn into Fleſh my Heart.

A poor unloving Wretch to Thee

For Help againſt Myſelf I flee;

Thou only canſt remove

The Hindrances out of thy Way,

And ſoften my unyielding Clay,

And mould it into Love.

O let thy Spirit ſhed abroad

The Love, the perfect Love of God,

In this cold Heart of Mine !.

O might He now deſcend, and reſt,

And dwell forever in my Breaſt,

And make me all Divine.

What ſhall I do my Suit to gain?

O Lamb of GoD, for Sinners ſlain,

I plead what Thou haſt done :

Didſt Thou not die the Death for me?

Jesu, remember Calvary,

And break this Heart of Stone.

Take the dear Purchaſe of thy Blood,

My Friend, and Advocate with God,

My Ranſom and my Peace,

Surety, who all my Debt haſt paid,

For all my Sins Atonement made,

The LoRD my Righteouſneſs.

Why
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6 Why didſt Thou leave thy Throne above,

But that the Secret of thy Love

Might to my Soul be known

Haſt Thou not giv'n Thyſelf for me,

That I might only live to Thee,

Might die to Thee alone?

7 Be it according to thy Will,

In me thy Myſtic Love reveal,

And All in Earth and Heaven

Shall own that I their Love outvie:

There's none can love ſo much as I,

None hath ſo much forgiven.

XXIII.

H Y M N W.

I Love Divine, how Sweet Thou art!

When ſhall I find my willing Heart

All taken up by Thee!

I thirſt, and faint, and die to prove,

The Greatneſs of Redeeming Love,

The Love of CHRIST to me.

2 Stronger his Love than Death or Hell;

Its Riches are Unſearchable;

The firſt born Sons of Light

Deſire in vain its Depth to ſee,

They cannot reach the Myſtery,

The Length, and Breadth, and Height.

3 Gop only knows the Love of God;

O that it now were ſhed abroad

In this poor ſtony Heart!

For Love I figh, for Love I pine:

This only Portion, LoRD, be mine,

Be mine this Better Part,

O that _z
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4 O that I could forever ſit,

With Mary at the Maſter's Feet!

3e This my happy Choice,

My only Care, Delight, and Bliſs,

My Joy, my Heaven on Earth be This

To hear the Bridegroom's Voice.

5 O that with humbled Peter I

Could weep, believe, and thrice reply

My Faithfulneſs to prove,

Thou knowſt (for All to Thee is known)

Thou knowſt, O Lord, and Thou alone,

Thou knowſt that Thee I love.

6 O that I could with favour’d John

Recline my weary Head upon

The dear Redeemer's Breaſt!

From Care, and Sin, and Sorrow free

Give me, O Lord, to find in Thee

My Everlaſting Reſt.

7 Thy only Love do I require,

Nothing in Earth beneath deſire,

Nothing in Heaven above; - -

Let Earth, and Heaven, and all Things go,

Give me thy only Love to know,

Give me thy only Love.

XXIV.

H Y M N VI.

I T H ou, who haſt redeem'd of old,

And bidſt me of thy Strength take hold,

And be at Peace with Thee, -

Help me thy Benefits to own,

And hear me tell what Thou haſt done,

O dying Lamb, for me. O
ut
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2 Out of Myſelf for Help I go,

Thy only Love reſolv'd to know,

Thy Love my Plea I make:

Give me thy Love; 'tis all I claim:

Give for the Honor of thy Name,

Give for thy Mercy's Sake.

3 Canſt Thou deny thy Love to me?

Say, Thou Incarnate Deity,

Thou Man of Sorrows, ſay:

Thy Glory why didſt Thou inſhrine

In ſuch a Clod of Earth as Mine,

And wrap Thee in my Clay ?

4 Antient of Days, Why didſt Thou come,

And ſtoop to a poor Virgin's Womb,

Contračted to a Span:

Fleſh of our Fleſh why waſt Thou made,

And humbly in a Manger laid,

The new-born Son of Man?

5 Why didſt Thou in this Vale of Tears,

For more than Thirty mournful Years,

A Life of Sufferings lead :

Why did thine Eyes with Tears o'erflow?

Why wouldſt Thou chuſe to want below

A Place to lay thy Head?

6 Love, only Love, thy Heart inclin'd,

And brought Thee, Saviour of Mankind,

Down from thy Throne above:

Love made my God a Man of Grief,

Diſtreſs'd Thee fore for my Relief:

O Myſtery of Love!

7 To fill my Soul it emptied Thee,

It made Thee poor, that I might be

Enrich'd

-
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I O

Enrich'd with every Grace:

Love made Thee to thy Father cry,

And hid his Face from Thee, that I

Might always ſee his Face.

Quite from the Manger to the Croſs

Thy Life One Scene of Sufferings was,

And all ſuſtain'd for me:

O ſtrange Exceſs of Love Divine!

Jesus, was ever Love like Thine!

Anſwer me from That Tree'

If Thou cou’dſt ſtoop for me to die,

Surely Thou wou'dſt that I, ev’n I,

Thy Death's Effect ſhould prove;

Then help me for thy Mercy's Sake,

To weep, believe, and pay Thee back

Thy dear expiring Love.

Bećauſe Thou lov’dſt, and di’dſt for me,

Cauſe me, my Jesus, to love Thee,

And gladly to reſign

Whate’er I have, whate’er I am;

My Life be all with Thine the ſame,

And all thy Death be mine.

XXV. For a Dying Unconverted Sinner.

OW, Sinner, now what is thy Hope P

Canſt Thou with Confidence look up,

And ſee the Angel night -

Is Death a Meſſenger of Peace?

And doſt Thou long for thy Releaſe?

And art thou fit to die?

Say, if prepard for Death thou art,

What means that fault'ring of thy Heart,
Vol. I. F That



62 Hy MNs and SAcRed PoEMs.

3

S

7

That inly-ſtifled Groan:

Why ſhrinks thy Soul with guilty Fear,

And loudly warn'd of Judgment near

Starts from a GoD Unknown

Whither, ah! whither muſt thou go?

Poor dying Wretch, thou doſt not know,

Doubtful ſo near thine End;

Doubtful with whom thou firſt ſhalt meet,

Who firſt thy parting Soul ſhall greet,

An Angel, or a Fiend.

Where wilt thou Eaſe, or Comfort take

Now to thy harmleſs Life look back,

From outward Vice ſo free;

Bring all thy Works, and ſeeming Good

To ballance with thy guilty Load,

And let them plead for Thee.

Alas! they cannot buy thy Peace,

The Rags of thy own Righteouſneſs

They cannot ſcreen thy Shame:

Full of all inward Sin thou art,

Anger, and Luſt, and Pride of Heart;

And Legion is thy Name.

Now let thy beſt Endeavours plead,

Now lean upon that feeble Reed;

Thou who haſt liv'd ſo well!

Thy dying Weight it cannot bear,

But breaks, and leaves thee to Deſpair,

And lets thee ſink to Hell.

Now wilt thou mock the Sons of God,

Who felt the Saviour's ſprinkled Blood,

And own'd their Sins forgiven!

Tell them, their Peace they cannot feel,

The Glorious Hope, the Spirit's Seal,

The Antepaſt of Heaven.

Haſt

~-
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3 Haft thou receiv'd the Holy Ghost

Poor Chriſtleſs Soul, undone, and loſt,

Already damn'd thou art:

Now tell thy Lord, It cannot be;

He did not buy the Grace for Thee,

To dwell within thy Heart.

9 His Inſpiration mow blaſpheme,

to

r i

L 2

And call it all a Madman's Dream,

That God in Man ſhould dwell;

Th’ Enthuſiaſtic Scheme explode,

That Souls ſhould here be fill'd with GoD :

Go laugh at Saints in Hell! .

Ah! no; thy Laughter ceaſes there,

Doom'd with Apoſtate Fiends to ſhare

The Unbeliever’s Hire;

There thou ſhalt die the Second Death,

And gnaw thy Tongue, and gnaſh thy Teeth,

And welter in that Fire.

Alas! thy gracious Day is paſt:

The Wrath is come: what Hope at laſt

The Sentence to repeal?

No longer thy Damnation ſleeps,

The Soul from off thy quivering Lips

Is ſtarting into Hell.

But if thou Nothing haſt to plead,

Behold in this thy greateſt Need

An Advocate is nigh;

Aſk Him to undertake thy Cauſe,

The Man that hung upon the Croſs,

And deign'd for Thee to die.

See Him between the Dying Thieves,

His Grace the parting Soul relieves

1. 3

F 2 Ev’n.
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Ev’n at its lateſt Hour:

Aſk, and his Grace ſhall reach to Thee,

“Jesus, my King, remember me,

“ Diſplay thy Mercy's Power.”

14 “ Thee for my Lord, and Gop I own,

' With Pity ſee me from thy Throne,

“And though my Body dies,

“My Soul, if Thou thy Spirit give,

“My happy Soul to Day ſhall live,

“ With Thee in Paradiſe.”

ANotHER.

H Y M N XXVI. .

I A” muſt Thou periſh in thy Blood,

A wretched Soul that knows not GoD,

A Child of Satan Thou!

Thy Foes, and Fears, and Sins prevail;

Arreſted by the Pains of Hell,

Where is thy Refuge Now!

Caught in the Toils of Death thou art,

All-unrenew’d and foul thy Heart,

And fill'd with guilty Fear:

See there! the King of Fears is come!

Prepare to meet thine inſtant Doom,

Before thy God appear.

2

3 Vain are thy Tears and late Remorſe;

The Tyrant fits on his pale Horſe,

Devourer of Mankind,

Attended by a ghaſtly Train,

Sorrow, Aſtoniſhment, and Pain,

And Hell comes cloſe behind.

4 Ready to pierce thy trembling Heart,

The griſly Terror ſhakes his Dart,

And
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And Hell expects its Prey !

Ready a Troop of Devils ſtands

To take thee from the Monſter's Hands, ~

And hurry thee away.

What Hope, or Help remains for Thee?

Poor deſp'rate Soul, and can it be

• That Thou ſhould'ſt Mercy find?

Aſk him, who ſpilt his precious Blood,

To buy, and bring thee back to God,

To ranſom All Mankind.

Call, on the Name of Jesus call,

Aſk, If He did not die for All,

That All might turn and live

Call on Him in this lateſt Hour;

Hell is not readier to devour,

Than Jesus to forgive.

Sufficient is his Grace for Thee:

Straitned for Time He cannot be;

Thy dying Groan He hears:

Jesus is mighty to redeem;

A Day, -a Moment's Space, with Him.

Is as a thouſand Years.

Call on Him, and He yet ſhall ſave,

“Redeem my Spirit from the Grave,

The Gulf that yawns beneath,

Jesu, reverſe my fearful Doom,

O ſnatch me from the Wrath to come,

The Everlaſting Death.

“Sprinkle thy Blood upon my Heart;

One Drop, if Thou the Grace impart,

Shall move my Guilty Load,

From every Spot of Sin ſet free;

Speak All-atoning Blood for me,

Cry in the Ears of God!
-: E 3 gº. Father,

*

f
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10 “ Father, if now Thou hearſt it cry,

Now let it in my Heart reply,

And ſhew my Sins forgiven;

Thou canſt—Thou Doſt –this Moment ſave

'Tis finiſh'd! I my Paſsport have—

Lead on, lead on to Heaven!

XXVII. Fºr a Sick Friend ºn

Darkneſs.

* OME, Lord, come quickly from above,

The Object of thy Bleeding Love

Is ſick, and wants thine Aid ;

Lover of every helpleſs Soul,

O let thy Pity make him whole,

Whoſe Mind on Thee is ſtay’d.

2 His only Truſt is in thy Blood,

Thou Sinner's Advocate with GoD,

Thou All-atoning Lamb,

The Virtue of thy Death impart,

Speak Comfort to his drooping Heart,

And tell him all thy Name.

3 Give him thy pardning Love to feel,

And freely his Backſlidings heal,

Repair his Faith's Decay;

Reſtore the Sweetneſs of thy Graae,

Reveal the Glories of thy Face,

And take his Sins away.

4 Speak, Lo RD, and let him find Thee near,

O bid him now be of good chear,

Declare his Sins forgiven,

Return, Thou Prince of Peace, return,

Thou Comforter of All that mourn,

And look him into Heaven.

- - - HYMN
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3.

XXVIII.

ANoºhER.

LoRD, our Strength and Righteouſneſs,

Our Hope, and Refuge in Diſtreſs,

Our Saviour, and our God,

See here, an helpleſs Sinner ſee,

Sick, and in Pain he gaſps to Thee,

And waits to feel thy Blood.

In Sickneſ, make Thou all his Bed,

Thy Hand ſupport his fainting Head,

His feeble Soul defend;

Teach him on Thee to caſt his Care,

And all his Grief and Burthen bear,

And love him to the End.

If now thy Will his Soul require,

O fit as a Refiner's Fire,

And purge it firſt from Sin;

Thy Love hath quicker Wings than Death;

The Fulneſs of thy Spirit breathe,

And bring thy Nature in.

If in the Vale of Tears thy Will

Appoints him to continue ſtill,

O ſan&tify his Pain,

And let him patiently ſubmit,

To ſuffer as thy Love ſees fit,

And never once complain.

5 O let him look to Thee alone,

(That all thy Will on him be done

His only Pleaſure be)

Alike reſign'd, to live, or die,

As moſt thy Name may glorify,

To live or die to Thee.

- XXIX.
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XXIX. For One in Doubt.

H! woe is me, condemn'd to bear

The living Death of lingring Hope;

In vain I labour to deſpair,

To give my Life, my Saviour up,

Still on the Rack of Doubt I lie,

Nor can I live, nor can I die.

Is there a Soul on this Side Hell,

So fallen, and ſo foul as Mine!

But Ol 'tis juſt whate'er I feel

I dare not at my Doom repine,

More I deſerve, if more can be,

His Plagues are all too light for me.

Yet let me urge my One Requeſt,

Moſt foul, and fallen as I am,

I aſk not, Lorp, Relief and Reſt,

But end, or plunge me in my Shame,

Now, Saviour, now conclude the Strife,

And turn the Scale for Death, or Life.

Ah! do not let me longer live

Stretch'd on this Rack of Doubt and Fear,

Againſt, or with me Sentence give,

My Judge, or Advocate appear,

Now, let me Now thy Pleaſure feel,

And riſe to Heaven, or ſink to Hell.

XXX.

H Y M N II.

f: TILL, O Lord, for Thee I tarry,

Full of Sorrows, Sins, and Wants;

Thee, and all thy Saints I weary

With my ſad but vain Complaints;
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Sawn aſunder by Temptation,

Tortur’d by diſtraćting Care,

Kill'd by Doubts ſevere Vexation,

Sorer Evil than Deſpair.

Will the Fight be never over?

Will the Ballance never turn ?

Still 'twixt Life and Death I hover,

Bear what is not to be borne;

Who can bear a Wounded Spirit?

Whither muſt my Spirit go?

Shall I Heaven or Hell inherit?

Let me die my Doom to know.

All in vain for Death I languiſh,

Death from his Purſuer flies:

Still I feel the gnawing Anguiſh,

Feel the Worm that never dies:

Still in horrid Expectation **

Like the Damn'd in Hell I groan,

Envy them their ſwift Damnation, :

Fearful to inhance my own.

Jesus, ſee thy fallen Creature,

Fallen at thy Feet I lie,

Aét according to thy Nature,

Bid the Sinner live or die;

Of my Pain fill up the Meaſure,

If Thou canſt no more forgive:

If Thou in my Life haſt Pleaſure,

Speak, and now my Soul ſhall live.

XXXI.

H Y M N III.

OD of my Life, to Thee I raiſe

(I fain would raiſe) my Soul to Thee:

If I have liv'd out Half my Days,

And ſuffer'd Hálf my Miſery, Thy
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Thy Grace preſerv'd me to this Hour;

I glorify thy Gracious Power.

2 Evil alas! Thou knowſt, and few

My Days of Pilgrimage.have been,

With Thankfulneſs, and Pain I view,

My Thirty Years of Grief and Sin–

Yet O' forgive this eager Sigh,

This gaſping of my Soul to die.

3 I do not, dare not, Lord, miſtruſt

Thy Power, or Readineſs to ſave ;

But let me now return to Duſt,

But let me find an Early Grave,

Cut off a Length of Wretched Years,

And die—from all my Sins and Fears.

4 Long have I drank the Bitter Cup

Of Trembling, Agony, and Grief;

So ſhort my Intervals of Hope,

So few my Moments of Relief,

I fear leaſt all my Bread ſhould fail,

And Amalek at laſt prevail.

5 Like Hagar's Son I lift mine Hand

'Gainſt every rebel Soul of Man,

Adverſe to all the World I ſtand,

The World who triumph in my Pain,

And ever for my Halting wait,

The Obječt of their endleſs Hate.

6. A Man of Strife to all the Earth

Me hath my hapleſs Mother borne,

Unconſcious of the Spirit's Birth;

Where'er my blaſted Eyes I turn,

Suffering and Sin is all I ſee,

Pure Sin, and unmixt Miſery.

* Still

!
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7 Still the long Hour of Darkneſs laſts,

And Satan's Tyranny prevails,

So thick his fiery Darts he caſts,

My Spirit every Moment fails, .

While in the Toils of Death I lie,

And from the Den of Lions cry.

8 Low in the deepeſt Dungeon laid,

Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery,

Of Fiends, and Man, and Self afraid,

I ever haſten to be free, -

I ſee them ready to devour,

And tremble at their baleful Power.

9 Nor won, nor loſt, ſubſiſts the Fight,

Hovers in even Poiſe the Scale,

Shudders my Soul with dread Affright, -

And quivering hangs 'twixt Heaven and Hell;

This Doubtſ 'tis more than I can bear,

'Tis worſe, 'tis Heavier than Deſpair.

1 o O Saviour, looſe me from my Pain,

O Jesus, bid my Troubles end,

Bear not that healing Name in vain,

But ſhew Thyſelf the Sinner's Friend,

Apply the Blood that bought my Peace,

And give my wounded Spirit Eaſe.

1 1 Thy only Blood can be my Balm,

And heal the mortal Wounds of Sin,

Thy only Word my Soul can calm,

And lay the Storm that works within,

Now, Lord, rebuke the Winds and Seas,

And ſpeak me into perfect Peace.

12 Or (for I know not what is beſt)

Still let me bear my guilty Load,

But be my Everlaſting Reſt,

But bring me, as Thou wilt, to God,
When
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When all his Waves and Storms are o'er,

And Sin, and Sorrow are no more. "

XXXII.

H Y M N IV.

I Thou that doſt in Secret ſee,

O Regard a dying Sinner's Prayer,

Out of the Deep I cry to Thee,

Save, or I periſh in Deſpair.

2 Shorten the Days of Inbred Sin,

Speak tēſaging Paſions Peace,
Allay this fiºricane within,

Bid all my inward Conflicts ceaſe.

3 When ſhall the Fiery Trial end?

When ſhall I live, and ſin no more?

Wilt Thou not, Lord, my Soul defend,

'Till all the Tyranny is o'er

4. Weeping to Thee I lift mine Eyes,

Mine Eyes which fail with looking up,

For Thee my Heart laments and fighs,

Sick with Defire, and lingring Hope.

5 A daily Death I die thro' Fear

That I no more ſhall ſee my God,

No more the Voice of Mercy hear,

But faint, and periſh in my Blood.

6 O that I could but ſurely know

If I at laſt ſhall Mercy findſ

For what am I reſerv’d below !

Tell me, Thou Saviour of Mankind.

That
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7 That Hope is in my End declare;

And let me want thy chearing Grace,

For Seventy Years content I bear

The Hidings of thy bliſsful Face.

8 Let others walk with Thee in Light,

But bleſs me with one parting Ray,

And e'er I cloſe mine Eyes in Night,

Give me to ſee thy perfect Day.

XXXIII.

Penitential Hymns.

s Aviour, Prince of Iſrael's Race,

See me from thy lofty Throne,

Give the ſweet relenting Grace,

Soften this obdurate Stone,

Stone to Fleſh, O God, convert,

Caſt a Look, and break my Heart.

2. By thy Spirit, Lord, reprove,

All mine inmoſt Sins reveal,

Sins againſt thy Light and Love

Let me ſee, and let me feel,

Sins that crucified my GoD, .

Spilt again thy precious Blood.

3 Jesu, ſeek thy wandring Sheep, *>

Make me reſtleſs to return,

Bid me look on Thee, and weep, º

Bitterly as Peter mourn, - .

*Till I ſay, by Grace reſtor'd, }

Now Thou knowſt, I love Thee, Lord...'

4. Or if yet I muſt not hope

c. For the Pardning Love of GoD,
Vol. I. G Make
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Make my ſtubborn Spirit ſtoop .."

Under it's own guilty Load,

Let me fink by Sin oppreſt,

Weary wiſh, and groan for Reſt.

Shake my inmoſt Soul with Fear,

Let me as the Goaler cry, - -

Trembling at Damnation near, .

How ſhall I the Judgment fly, H.

Who the Way teſcape will ſhew, -

What muſt a loſt Sinner do?

Might I in thy Sight appear

As the Publican diſtreſt, *

Come, not daring to draw near,

Smite on my unworthy Breaſt,

Groan the Sinner's Only Plea,

God be merciful to me !

O that I in Mary's Place -

Might before the Saviour lie, |
Fear to ſee thy ſmiling Face,

Bluſh to meet thy gracious Eye,

Still the ſolemn Taſk repeat,

Weep, and waſh, and kiſs thy. Feet.

Doth thy Juſtice ſtill withſtand, º

Sternly cry It muſt not be, |

"Till I bear thy bruiſing Hand,

Suffer all my Miſery :

Lo! I to the Sentence bow; . º

Make, O make me Wretched Now!

Lay thy Hand upon my Soul,

Bruiſe me with thy righteous Rod,

Wound and never make me whole, -

"Till my Spirit returns to God, - º

Grant me then the late Relief,

Save me as th’ Expiring Thief. -

- ... " Then
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no* remember me for Good

& Paffing thro’ the Mortal Vale,

Shew me thy Atoning Blood,

While my Strength and Spirit fail,

Give my Gaſping Soul to ſee

Jesus crucified for me! . .

1 1 On the Margin of the Grave,

In that laſt deciſive Hour,

Let me find thy Power to ſave,

All thy Sanétifying Power,

See Thee with my cloſing Eyes,

Die into thy Paradiſe.
---.”

XXXIV.

H Y M N II.

n W ILL the Pardning God deſpiſe

A poor Mourner's Sacrifice,

One who brings his All to Thee,

All his Sin and Miſery 1

z Saviour, ſee my troubled Breaſt,

Heaving, panting after Reſt,

Jesu, mark my hollow Eye,

Never clos'd, and never dry.

3 Liſten to my plantive Moans,

Deep uninterrupted Groans,

Keep not Silence at my Tears,

Quiet all my Griefs and Fears.

4 Good Phyſician, ſhew thine Art,

Bind Thou up my broken Heart;

Aches it not for Thee, my God,

Pants to feel thyº Blood?

- 2
Guſhing
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5 Guſhing from thy wounded Side

Might I feel it now applied,

Wou'dſt Thou in my laſt Diſtreſs

Heal, and bid me die in Peace?

6 Jesus, anſwer all thy Name, -

Save me from my Fear, and Shame,

Sunk in deſp'rate Miſery,

Sinner's Friend, remember me.

- *

7 By thy Bonds my Soul releaſe,

By thy Pain mine Anguiſh eaſe,

By thy Bloody Sweat, I pray,

Waſh my Inbred Sin away.

8 Quicken by thy parting Breath,

By thy Life-inſpiring Death,

Save me, by thy Burial ſave, ,

Hide me in thy quiet Grave.

9 Skreen my faint devoted Head,

Write me free among the Dead,

With thy pardning Mercy bleſt

Take me to my endleſs Reſt.

xxxv.

HY M N III.

i ESU, I call Thee by the Name

J On which my Hopes would fain rely:

Undone without thy Help I am,

Without thy Help for ever die.

2 Throughout my fallen Soul I feel

Thy only Name hath Power to ſave:

Quench with thy Blood this Inbred Hell,

Redeem me from th’ Infernal Grave.

Chief
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3 Chief of Apoſtate Spirits, I groan

My Senſe of deepeſt Guilt to Thee,

Of all th’Incarnate Fiends not One

So Deviliſh, or ſo Damn’d as me. ,

4 I know, t' alleviate my Pain,

To leſſen and remove my Load,

Impoſſible it is with Man;

But Thou art the Almighty God.

*~-----------

-

5 Is there a Thing too hard for Thee?

A Caſe beyond thy Mercy's Power

An Ill Thou canſt not remedy?

A Sinner Thou canſt not reſtore ?

6 Can there a Malady be found,

By Love Divine incurable?

Or is my Spirits mortal Wound,

Too deep for Thee to ſearch, and heal?

7 Is there on Earth a Loſs too great

For all thy Fulneſs to repair?

Is there a Soul ſo near the Pit,

x

That Thou no more canſt ſave it there 2
-----

. … * *

8 My Soul in Sin ſo rooted ſtands,

No Common Miracle can move,

I know, my Spirit's Cure demands

Thy whole Omnipotence of Love.

9 But whether Thou haſ ever heal’d

A Spirit ſo deſperate as mine

It lies, alas! from me conceal’d

In loweſt Depths of Love Divine.

no My feeble Heart cannot conceive

... Such Greatneſs of Redeeming Power,

Yet fain I would, I would believe

That Thou canſt me, ev'n me, reſtore.

G 3 I hepe.
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I I I hope Thou able art to cleanſe

The worſt and fouleft Sinner me,

And ſuddenly tranſport me hence,

And ſnatch this Moment up to Thee.

12 Yet O! I doubt thy Gracious Will,

And ſcarce to ſue for Mercy dare,

Held on the Rack, and tortur’d ſtill

With Pangs ſeverer than Deſpair.

13 My God, my God, what ſhall I ſay,

But ſtill my one Requeſt repeat!

O might I now eſcape away,

And die lamenting at thy Feet!

14 O let it not my Lord diſpleaſe,

That ſtill I urge my One Requeſt,

Languiſh in Pain for laſting Eaſe,

And weary long to be at Reſt.

15 Still art Thou filent at my Tears?

O were thy Waves and Storms o'erpaſt !

Pardon my Sins, remove my Fears,

And bid me weep, and groan my laſt.

16 Jesu, in Honour of thy Name

Hope in my End O let me prove,

And quickly Thee in Death proclaim

Th' Almighty God of Pardning Love.

XXXVI.

H Y M N IV.

t FATHER of All,

On Thee let me call,

On Thee let me wait, 'till uprais'd from my F
alſ:

My



Hymns and Sacred Poems. 79

My Burthen of Pain - *

With Meekneſs ſuſtain, -

And never revolt, or provoke Thee again.

2 Meer Mercies they are

- The Judgments I bear, -

If ſav'd from the Gulph of eternal Deſpair: * :

All Thanks be to Thee, --

In my End if there be -: *

Any Hope of Acceptance, or Pardon for me.

3 In patient Diſtreſs

My Soul I poſſeſs,

*Till Life and Afflićtion together ſhall ceaſe;.

'Till the Anguiſh and Smart

- Hath broken my Heart, ſpart.

And the Mourner is ſuffer'd in Peace to de

4. *Till then I forego - --

All Comfort below, [know:

And no other Companion but Sorrow will

My Companion and Guide

With me ſhall abide - - -

And only in Death ſhall be torn from my Side.

A Stranger to Hope

I the Meaſure fill up, -

And drink the laſt Dregs of the Penitent Cup.

In Trouble's Exceſs

My Wiſhes ſuppreſs,

* My pining Defires of a ſpeedy Releaſe.

6 If ſuch be my Doom,

To ſuffer I come, -

To ſuffer an Age within Sight of a Tomb, ,

To continue in Fear, --

With Comfort ſo near,

And live out the Days of my Puniſhment here.

'Accepting



8o HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs.

7 Accepting my Pain,

I no longer complain,

But wait, 'till at laſt I the Haven obtain;

"Till the Storms are all o'er,

And afflićted no more -

On a Plank of the Ship I eſcape to the Shore.

XXXVII.

H Y M N V.

1 Jesus, the Reſt

Of Spirits diſtreſt,

Receive a loſt Sinner that flies to thy Breaſt:

Long toſt on a Sea -

Of Trouble, I flee

To find an Aſylum, and Pardon in Thee.

2. Heavy laden with Sim

For Years I have been, [in:

And haraſs'd to Death with the Tempeſt with

- The Cauſe I confeſs

Of my Outward Diſtreſs,

And feel that in Sin I can never have Peace.

3 Compell'd tho’ I am

To call on thy Name,

Yet give me not up to my Sorrow and Shame,

To the Evil I fear,

The Puniſhment near,

The righteous Reward of my Wickedneſs here.

4. With penitent Sighs -

I lift up mine Eyes, Skies:

And groan for an Anſwer of Peace from the

This
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This Aching and Smart,

- I know, ſhall depart, [Heart.

; : '. If the Lamb will but ſprinkle his Blood on my

!--TOne Drop of thy Blood -----

º: i Shall remove all my Load,

And bring me again to my Pacified Gob;

- | One Drop ſhall o'erthrow

My Accuſer and Foe, [o'erflow.

| And make my glad Heart with the Comfort

6 Come then at my Call, -

\ Thou Saviour of All, [Thrall,

w And redeem me again from my Sorrow and

\ From all Evil ſet free, -

º: ; Who haſt anſwer'd for me,

And O' let me live, let me die unto Thee!

:

-

XXXVIII.

º:

-

i. H Y M N VI.

I Jesus my Hope, -

£, -
For me offer'd up, [Top,

Who with Clamour purſued Thee to Calvary's

The Blood I have ſhed

For me let it plead, [er's ſtead.

|t, | And declare, Thou haſt died in thy Murder

2. Thy Blood, which alone
e. - For Sin could atone,

For the infinite Evil I madly have done,

That only can ſeal

i; . - My Pardon, and fill

t My Heart with a Power of obeying thy Will.

5 -- Come

y
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Come then from above,

The Stony remove, [Love: {

And vanquiſh my Heart with the Senſe of thy

Thy Love on the Tree

Diſplay unto me, - |
And the Servant of Sin in a Moment is free.

4. Neither Paſſion nor Pride

Thy Croſs can abide, [Side:

But melt in the Fountain that ſtreams from thy

The wonderful Flood

Waſhes off my foul Load, [God.

And purges my Conſcience, and brings me to

5 Now, now let me know

It's Virtue below, . [Snow,

Let it waſh me, and I ſhall be whiter than | |

Let it hallow my Heart,

And throughly convert, [Thou art.

And make me, O Lord, in the World as º

6 Each Moment applicd

My Weakneſs to hide, A

Thy Blood be upon me, and always abide, !

My Advocate prove

With the Father above, [Love.

And ſpeak me at laſt to the Throne of thy

XXXIX.

H Y M N VII. At Night.

1 -- Lº Sinners poſſeſt ſ
Of Pardon be bleſt, f

And welcome with Joy the ſoft Seaſon of Reſt,

• Let Innocence ſleep,

My Station I keep,

My Buſineſs on Earth is to watch and to weep. !

A Mour- º,
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2 A Mourner for Sin

Thro' Life I have been: [clean?

O when ſhall my Heart and my Conſcience be

If Tears could efface

The guilty Diſgrace, [ſhould be Seas.

Mine Eyes ſhould be Fountains, mine Head

3 - If my Blood could atone -

For what I have done, [Groan:

Even now would I ſpend it, and groan my laſt

But my Dying were vain, -

Only Jesus's Pain, - [Stain.

Only Jesus's Blood. can waſh out the foul

4. It's Virtue I tried,

When I felt it applied,

And new that for me my Redeemer had died.

But I quickly gave way ".

In the cloudy dark Day,

And fell to Temptation an Indolent Prey,

5 That Covenant-Blood

Under Foot I have trod, [God:

And again I have murder'd the meek Son of

My Sin I declare,

My Puniſhment bear, -

And quake on the Edge of Eternal Deſpair.

6 : And ſhall I complain

Of a Moment of Pain, ſtain?

Which here for my Sins I am doom'd to ſuſ

No, Lok D, I ſubmit,

And fall at thy Feet, . . .”

Only let me not ſink to the Bottomleſs Pit. .

7 . I bow to the Rod,

To my temporal Load,

And fall into the Hands of a Merciful GoD :

Thy
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Thy Juſtice revere,

But with Anguiſh and Fear

I beg I may have all my Puniſhment here.

8 With Tears of Defire,

I humbly require, ſpire:

That in wailing for Sin, all my Breath may ex

Only while I remove

To the Country above,

O bleſs me at laſt with the Taſte of thy Love,

XL.

H Y M N VIII.

I H ! Woe (eternal Woe) is me

To Sin and Satan join'd?

What ſhall I do, or ſay to Thee

Preſerver of Mankind?

My firmeſt Promiſes are void,

My ſtrićteſt Vows are vain,

Again I have myſelf deſtroy'd,

For I have finn'd again.

2 And ſhall I dare mine Eyes lift up,

And ſtill for Mercy ſue

What Poſſibility of Hope

That I ſhou'd e'er prove true

Thou knowſt, I every Means have tried,

And all in Jesus' Name,

Faſted, and pray'd, and wept, and cried,

But ſtill remain the ſame.

3 Rivers of real Tears I ſhed,

... (And ſtill mine Eyes run o'er)

And proſtrate at thine Altar pray'd

That I might fin no more.

- I burn

-{
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I burn'd with Sin-deteſting Zeal, • *

My ſolemn Vows renew’d,

And long'd, Thou knowſt, I long'd to ſeal,

The Covenant with my Blood.

4 Beyond the World and Satan's Power

I wiſh'd for Wings to fly,

And languiſh'd for the welcome Hour,

And groan’d and gaſp'd to die:

Struggled to give my Spirit back,

That I might ſin no more,

Myſelf impatient to forſake,

And reach the happy Shore.

5 Thoſe Longings were they not ſincere?

And flow'd they not from Thee?

Why am I then entangled here

In Sin and Miſery :

Ah! wherefore didſt Thou let me live

To ſee this woeful Day,

Again thy Gracious Spirit to grieve,

Again to fall away?

6 But ſhall my bold Preſumption dare

Arraign the God of Grace?

Mercy, and Truth thy Dealings are,

And righteous all thy Ways.

For me, my ſtubborn Will to bow,

What cou’dſt Thou more have done?

The Fault, (if yet I know not how,)

Is all in me alone. -

7 O'erwhelm'd again with guilty Shame

With Sins redoubled Load,

Whom have I but myſelf to blame?

I muſt acquit my GoD.

I wander o'er thy Judgments Maze,

And cry in painful Doubt,

Unſearchable are all thy Ways,

And paſt my finding out!
Vol. I. H So
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8 So be it then, I ſink into

The fathomleſs Abyſs,

If CHRIST at laſt his Mercy ſhew,

And whiſper I am His;

One Ray of Heavenly Light impart,

Before I hence remove,

And ſpeak Himſelf into my Heart

The God of Pardning Love.

XLI.

H Y M N IX.

I TAY, Thou inſulted Spirit ſtay,

Tho' I have done Thee ſuch Deſpite,

Nor caſt the Sinner quite away,

Nor take thine everlaſting Flight.

2 Tho' I have ſteel'd my ſtubborn Heart,

And ſtill ſhook off my guilty Fears,

And vex'd, and urg’d Thee to depart

For forty long rebellious Years:

3 Tho' I have moſt unfaithful been,

Of All who e'er thy Grace receiv'd,

Ten thouſand Times thy Goodneſs ſeen,

Ten thouſand Times thy Goodneſs griev'd:

4. Yet O ! the Chief of Sinners ſpare,

In Honour of my great High-Prieſt,

Nor in thy righteous Anger ſwear

T'exclude me from thy People's Reſt.

5 This only Woe I deprecate,

This only Plague, I pray, remove,

Nor leave me in my Loſt Eſtate

Nor curſe me with this Want of Love.

If

|
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6 If yet Thou canſt my Sins forgive,

From Now, O Lord, relieve my Woes,

Into thy Reſt of Love receive,

And bleſs me with the calm Repoſe.

.7 From Now my weary Soul releaſe,

Upraiſe me by thy gracious Hand,

And guide into thy perfeót Peace, -

And bring me to the Promis'd Land.

XLII. Invitation to Sinners.

i L.L ye that paſs by,

TA. To Jesus draw nigh:

To you is it Nothing that Jesus ſhould die

Your Ranſom and Peace

Your Surety He is,

Come, ſee if there ever was Sorrow like His,

2 For what you have done

is Blood muſt atone: •

The Father hath puniſh'd for you his dear Son.

The Lord in the Day

Of his Anger did lay [away.

Your Sins on the Lamb; and He bore them

3 He anſwer'd for All,

O come at his Call,

And low at his Croſs with Aſtoniſhment fall. :

But lift up your Eyes - -

At Jesus's Cries:

Impaſſive He ſuffers, Immortal He dies.

4. He dies to atone - - * *.

For Sins not his own; [done.

Your Debt He hath paid, and your Work He hath
- - H 2 . Ye

\
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Ye All may receive

The Peace He did leave,

Who made Interceſſion “My Father forgive!

5 For You, and for me

He pray'd on the Tree,

The Prayer is accepted, the Sinner is free,

The Sinner am I,

Who on Jesus rely,

And come for the Pardon GoD cannot deny.

6 My Pardon I claim,

For a Sinner I am,

A Sinner believing in Jesus's Name.

He purchas'd the Grace,

Which now I embrace: [Place.

O Father, Thou knowſt He hath died in my

His Death is my Plea,

My Advocate ſee, [for me.

And hear the Blood ſpeak that hath anſwer'd .

Acquitted I was,

When He bled on the Croſs, [Cauſe.

And by loſing his Life. He hath carried my

XLIII. Jesus CHRIST, the ſameye

fierday, to-day, and for ever,

t Gop, to whom in Fleſh reveal’d,

The Helpleſs all for Succour came,

The Sick to be reliev'd, and heal’d,

And found Salvation in thy Name;

z With Publicans, and Harlots I,

In theſe thy Spirit's Goſpel Days

To Thee, the Sinner's Friend draw nigh,

And humbly ſue for Pardning Grace.

Thou

-
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3 Thou ſeeſt me wretched, and diſtreſt,

Feeble, and faint, and blind, and poor:

Weary I come to Thee for Reſt,

And ſick of Sin, implore a Cure,

4 My Sin's Incurable Diſeaſe

Thou Jesus, Thou alone canſt heal,

Inſpire me with thy Power, and Peace,

And Pardon on my Conſcience ſeal.

5 A Touch, a Word, a Look from Thee

Can turn my Heart, and make it clean,

Purge the foul Inbred Leproſy,

And ſave me from my Boſom Sin.

6. Lord, if Thou wilt, I do believe,

Thou canſt the Saving Grace impart,

Thou canſt this Inſtant now forgive,

And write my Pardon on my Heart,

7 My Heart, which now to Thee I raiſe,

I know Thou canſt this Moment cleanſe,

The deepeſt Stains of Sin deface,

And drive the Evil Spirit hence.

3 Be it according to thy Word,

Accompliſh nowº in me,

And let my Soul, to Health reſtor'd,

Devote its little All to Thee.

XLIV.

H Y M N II.

1o TESUS, thy far-extended Fame

My drooping Soul exults to hear:

Thy Name, thine All-reſtoring Name

Is Muſick in a Sinner's Ear. -

- H 3 E}rawn.

- *
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º

2 Drawn by the Evangelick Sound,

I follow with the helpleſs Crowd:

Mercy, they ſay, with Thee is found,

And full Redemption in thy Blood.

3 Sinners of old Thou didſt receive,

With comfortable Words, and kind,

Their Sorrows chear, their Wants relieve,

Heal the Diſeas'd, and cure the Blind:

4 Whoever then thine Aid implor’d,

Sick, or in Want, or Grief, or Pain,

Thy Condeſcending Grace ador'd,

Nor ever ſought thy Help in vain.

5 And art Thou not the Saviour ſtill,

In every Place, and Age the ſame?

Haſt Thou forgot thy gracious Skill,

Or loſt the Virtue of thy Name?

6 Faith in thy changeleſs Name I have;

The good, the kind Phyſician Thou

Art able Now our Souls to ſave,

Art willing to reſtore them Now.

7 Tho' ſeventeen Hundred Years are paſt

Since Thou didſt in the Fleſh appear,

Thy tender Mercies ever laſt,

And ſtill thy healing Power is here.

8 Wou'dſt Thou the Body’s Health reſtore,

And not regard the Sin fick Soul?

The Sin-ſick Soul Thou lov'ſt much more,

And ſurely Thou ſhalt make it whole.

9 The wondrous Works in jeury wrought

Thon cant, Thou wilt, on me repeat,

On me, by Faith divinely brought

To fall, and worſhip at thy Feet,

Here .
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Io Here will I ever, ever cry,

Jesus, thy healing Power exert,

Balm to my wounded Spirit apply,

And bind Thou up my broken Heart.

11 My ſore Diſeaſe, my deſp'rate Sin

To Thee I mournfully confeſs;

In Pardon, Lord, my Cure begin,

And perfect it in Holineſs.

12 That Token of thine utmoſt Good

Now, Jesu, now on me beſtow,

And purge my Conſcience with thy Blood,

And waſh my Nature white as Snow.'

YLV.

H Y M N III.

ELP, Gracious Lord, my deep Diſtreſs

To Thee with Anguiſh I reveal,

Who every Sickneſs, and Diſeaſe

Doſt ſtill among thy People heal. .

s

2 O wouldſt Thou undertake for me,

Exert thy healing Art Divine!

My complicated Malady

Mocks every other Help but Thine.

3. A ſecret, ſlow, internal Fire

Conſumes my Soul with lingring Pains,

The reſtleſs Fever of Deſire

Throughout my fallen Nature reigns.

4 Jesu, this Eagerneſs of Praiſe,

This raging Thirſt of Creature-Good,

Allay with thy refreſhing Grace,

Extinguiſh with thy balmy Blood. See
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5 See the poor Patient at thy Feet,

And now the Gracious Wonder ſhew :

I long thy healing Touch to meet,

I gaſp thy Pardning Love to know.

7 Now, Saviour, now the Fever chide,

The Virtue of thy Name exert,

The Fierceneſs of Deſire and Pride

Rebuke, and bid my Sin depart.

8 Soon as thy Hand the Balm applies,

My dying Soul from Sin ſet free

With inſtantaneous Health ſhall riſe,

And gladly ſerve thy Saints and Thee;

9 The Servant of thy Church below,

With All who know their Sins forgiven,

Pardon'd I in thy Peace ſhall go,

And walk, and run, and fly to Heaven.

- - -

XLVI.

HYMN IV.

h THou, whom once They flock'd to hear,

Thy Words to hear, thy Power to feel,

Suffer the Sinners to draw near, ' ' '

And graciouſly receive us ſtill.

2 They that be whole, Thyſelf haſt ſaid,

No Need of a Phyſician have: " '

But I am ſick, and want thine Aid,

And aſk thine utmoſt Power to ſave.

3 Paſt human Help I long have been,

With every Soul-Diſeaſe oppreſt;

Weary of Life thro’ Pain and Sin,

And only Thou canſt give me Reſt.

- - - - -
Thy
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4 Thy Power, and Truth, and Love Divine

The ſame from Age to Age endure:

A Word, a gracious Word of Thine

The moſt inveterate Plague can cure.

5 Thy Garment, O Thou Pardning God,

Affords the Deſp'rate Soul Relief,

Dries up the Fountain of my Blood,

And heals at once my Sin and Grief.

6 Touch'd by Thine All-reſtoring Hands

I find a Soul-ere&ting Power,

Suddenly loos'd from Satan's Bands

I ſtand—Inclin'd to Earth no more.

7 Helpleſ; howe'er my Spirit lies,

(And long hath languiſh'd) at the Pool,

A Word of Thine ſhall make me riſe

Shall ſpeak me in a Moment whole.

8 Eighteen, or Eight and Thirty Years,
Or Thouſands are alike to Thee:

Soon as thy Saving Grace appears,

My Plague is gone, my Heart is free.

9 Come then, dear Lord, my Sins forgive,

My complicated Sickneſs heal,

Thou knowſt, I would in Thee believe,

I would thy Pardning Mercy feel.

1o Make This the Acceptable Hour,

Come, O my Soul's Phyſician Thou,

Diſplay thy Juſtifying Power,

Ånd ſhew me thy Salvation Now!

~. ~
r

XLVII,
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XLVII. Waiting fºr Redemption.

1 H O is the Trembling Sinner, who

- V V That owns Eternal Death his Due,

Waiting his fearful Doom to feel,

And hanging o'er the Mouth of Hell!

2 Peace, troubled Soul, Thou needſt not fear,

Thy Jesus cries, Be of good chear,

Only on Jesu's Blood rely,

He died, that Thou mightſt never die.

XLVIII.

H Y M N II.

t Guilty Soul, by Sin oppreſt,

A Weary of Wandring after Reſt,

Wretched, and bare, and poor, and blind,

I now my Want of all Things find.

z All Things I want, but One is nigh,

My Want of all Things to ſupply:

Pardon, and Peace, and Liberty,

Jesus, I all Things have in Thee.

XLIX.

H Y M N III.

f ESU, thy Word for ever lives,

A new Accompliſhment receives

In
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5

In Sinners loſt like me;

Thy Word doth all my Soul expreſs,

In every Pićture of Diſtreſs

I read my Miſery.

Written for me the Goſpel-Page,

The Word of God from Age to Age

Stedfaſt remains, and ſure:

Thou ſhewſt my Wants; but help them too,

Thy Miracles of Healing ſhew,

And let me read my Cure.

Thy Servant, Lord, in Torment is,

The Palſy, Sin is my Diſeaſe,

My Better Half is dead:

O cauſe me thy free Grace to feel,

And by thy Love my Numbneſs heal,

Thy quickning Spirit ſhed.

I am not worthy, Lord, that Thou

To ſuch an abject Worm ſhouldſt bow,

Or enter my poor Soul:

But only Speak the Gracious Word,

And I ſhall be at once reſtor'd,

And perfectly made whole.

A Begging Bartimeus I, \ ^

Naked, and blind for Mercy cry, /*

If Mercy is for me,

Jesu, thou Son of David hear,

Stand ſtill, and call, and draw me near,

And bid the Sinner ſee.

/

A Leper at thy Feet I fall; - - - X

And ſtill for Mercy, Mercy call,

Till I am purg'd from Sin; - º

With Pity ſee my deſp'rate Caſe, -

And Ol put forth thy Hand of Grace,

And touch my Nature clean.
Borne
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7 Borne by the Prayer of Faith Ilie,

And long to meet thy pitying Eye,

And feebly gaſp to Heaven;

O make in me thy Power appear,

And anſwer, Son, be of good chear,

Thy Sins are all forgiven.

8 O Son of Man, thy Power make known,

That all with me may gladly own -

Thou canſt on Earth forgive,

Bid me take up my Bed, and go,

Cauſe me to walk with Thee below,

- And then to Heaven receive.

L.

H Y M N IV.

1 ESUS, Thou All-redeeming Lord,

-
Who preacheſt ſtill the Goſpel-Word

In theſe thy Spirit's Days,

My helpleſs Soul with Pity ſee,

And ſet me now at Liberty

By Juſtifying Grace.

2. Where two or three thy Preſence claim, J

Aſſembled in thy ſaving Name, -

Thy ſaving Power is near :

Sure as Thou art in Heaven above,

Thou in the Spirit of thy Love,

And God in Thee is here.

3 See then, with Eyes of Mercy ſee

My deſp'rate Grief, and Miſery, -

My
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7

My fore Diſtreſs, and Pain,

In all the Impotence of Sin

My Fallen Soul for Years hath been,

And bound with Satan's Chain.

My ſtrong Propenſity to Ill

My carnal Mind and crooked Will

To only Evil prone,

My downward Appetite I find,

My Spirit, Soul, and Fleſh inclin'd

To Earth, and Earth alone.

Myſelf alas! I cannot raiſe,

Or lift my Heart in Prayer, or Praiſe,

Or rectify my Will,

I own, cut off from Human Hope,

To lift a Fallen Spirit up

With Man Impoſſible.

But O' Thou ſeeſt my deſp'rate Caſe:

Pronounce the Word of Pardning Grace:

And call me, LoRD, to Thee,

Inſpeak the Power into my Heart,

And ſay this Moment, Loos'd thou art

From thine Infirmity.

Lay but thine Hand upon my Soul,

And inſtantaneouſly made whole

My Soul by Faith ſhall riſe,

Shall riſe by Faith and upright ſtand,

And anſwer all thy juſt Command

In all its Faculties.

Strait as the Rule, the written Word,

My Soul in Righteouſneſs reſtor'd

Thine Image ſhall retrieve,

That antient Rečtitude Divine,

And in a Land of Darkneſs ſhine,

And to thy Glory live.

VoI. I. I A Child
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9

io

I I

A Child of Faithful Abraham I,

On thy Redeeming Love rely

For Life and Liberty;

And ought I not the Grace t'obtain,

Releas'd from Sin and Satan's Chain,

Who truſt on only Thee.

Thine, Jesus, Thine alone I am;

And ought I not my Lord to claim,

With all thy Righteouſneſs?

I ought—I do thy Love receive,

And now Thou doſt my Sins forgive,

And bid my Bondage ceaſe. 2

The Sabbath of my Soul I ſee,

The Day of Goſpel-Liberty,

No more inthrall'd, oppreſt;

And lo! in Holineſs I riſe,

To claim the Reſt of Paradiſe,

And Heaven's Eternal Reſt?

LI. Hymns for Onefallen from Grace.

HOW ſore a Thing and grievous

Is it from our God to run!

When we force our God to leave us,

Wretched are we and undone:

Are we not our own Tormentors,

When from Happineſs we fleet

Yes; our Soul the Iron enters,

Sin is perfect Miſery.

I the bitter Cup have taſted;

Still I drink the mingled Gall,

Still my Soul by Sin lies waſted,

Unrecover'd from its Fall:

Still
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Still beneath his Frown I languiſh:

God, from whom I would depart,

Leaves me to my Grief and Anguiſh,

Gives me up to my own Heart.

3 Plague and Curſe I now inherit,

Fears, and Wars, and Storms within,

Pain, and Agony of Spirit,

Sin chaſtiſing me for Sin,

Weeping, Woe, and Lamentation,

Vain Defire, and fruitleſs Prayer,

Guilt, and Shame, and Condemnation,

Doubt, Diſtraćtion, and Deſpair.

4 Ye who now injoy his Favour,

Huſband well the precious Grace,

Never loſe, like me, your Saviour,

Never break from his Embrace:

Do not by your Lightneſs grieve Him;

Youthful Luſts and Idols flee,

Little Children, never leave Him,

Never loſe your God like me,

5 Puniſh'd after my Demerit,

Dives-like on You I call ;

Leſt my Portion you inherit,

Take Example by my Fall;

Leſt your Joy be turn'd to Mourning,

Leſt ye come into my Hell;

Liſten to the ſolemn Warning,

Keep the Grace from which I fell.

6 Dead to Praiſe, and Wealth, and Beauty,

Caſt on CHRIST, your every Care,

Walk in all the Paths of Duty,

Praying, watching unto Prayer:

Pray; and when the Anſwer's given,

When ye find the Paſſage free,

When your Faith hath open'd Heaven,

Faithful Souls, remember me!
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LII.

H Y M N II.

R1Ev'd with the Penal Want of Grace,

And baniſh'd from my Father's Face,

Far from the Paradiſe of Love,

O'er Earth's bleak Wilderneſs Irove.

A wandring diſcontented Cain

I of my Puniſhment complain,

Burthen'd with more than I can bear,

In all the Sadneſs of Deſpair.

For Years I have my Vileneſs ſeen,

A Man of Lips and Heart unclean,

Yet can I no Deliverance ſee,

No End of Sin and Grief for me.

Ah! what avails it now, that I

Could once to Christ my Lord draw nigh,

Knew He had borne my Sins away,

And ſaw the Dawning of his Day!

That ſudden Flaſh of Heavenly Light

Which once broke in upon my Night,

Has made my Darkneſs viſible,

And left me to a deeper Hell.

Ah! what avail'd the ſhort-liv'd Power,

The Triumph of one Lucid Hour !

Again enthrall'd, and doubly curſt

I am, and viler than at firſt.

My Luſts have re-uſurp'd the Sway,

And forc'd my ſtrugling Soul tobey;

My ſtrugling Soul in Sin remains,

Indignant, as a King in Chains.

O! how
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8 O! how ſhall I the Rebels ſhun,

Or whither for Deliverance run ?

I neither can refift nor fly:

O might I here fink down, and die!

9 Thou Lord, who haſt the Keys of Death,

Take back my miſerable Breath,

From all my Fears, and Sins releaſe,

And bid me now depart in Peace.

io Before I all thy People ſhame,

And bring Reproach on thy great Name,

Redeem me from the foul Offence,

And ſnatch—this Moment ſnatch me hence.

11 One only Good I here would have,

The Bleſſing of a quiet Grave;

All my Requeſts are loſt in One—

I aſk for Death, and Death alone.

12 Eager I urge my ſole Requeſt,

I cannot, no I cannot reſt,

But evermore my Wiſhes breathe,

And ſpend my Soul in Groans for Death.

13 For this my ſtreaming Eyes o'erflow,

My Boſom heaves with endleſs Woe:

For this to Thee I ever cry,

Ah! Saviour, ſuffer me to die!

14 Receive my gaſping Spirit home,
Seize, ſnatch me from the Ill to come,

Now, give me now my Heart's Defire,

And let me at thy Feet expire.

I 3 - LIII.
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LIII.

H Y M N III.

Allen from thy Pardning Grace

F How ſhall I for Mercy cry?

How preſume to ſeek thy Face,

1, the deep Revolter II

Hard'ned in my Sins I am,

Conſcience I, alas! have mone,

Loſt my Senſe of Guilt and Shame:

All my Heart is turn'd to Stone. .

Now I fin without Remorſe,

Greedily my Death drink down,

Now I as the headlong Horſe

Violently in Sin ruſh on;

Shipwreck'd is my Faith and Hope,

All my Pangs, I find, are o'er,

Doubly dead, and rooted up;

Godly Sorrow.is no more.

Once I cou’d lament my State,

At the Feet of Jesus caſt,

Now my Sins have loſt their Weight,

All that bleſſed Grief is paſt.

Conſcience ſear'd no longer cries;

Senſeleſs I of Ruin near

See my Doom with ſtony Eyes,

Eyes that cannot drop a Tear.

O that I at once had gone

Singly damn'd to my own Place

O that I had never known

CHR 1st the Way of Righteouſneſs!

Leſs
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Leſs my Puniſhment had been, . .

Had his Blood been ne'er applied,

Had I periſh’d in my Sin, -

Unconcern'd in Egypt died.

5 Deſp'rate Soul, what muſt I do,

Damn’d I am while here I breathe:

Who ſhall now deliver? who

Can redeem me from this Death

Jesus, Thou art ſtill the Way,

Now as Yeſterday the ſame,

Could I but for Mercy pray,

Coming as at firſt I came.

6 Fallen as I am once more,

Friend of Sinners, look on me,

To my loft Eſtate reſtore,

Let me know my Miſery,

Ilet me now, ev’n now Begin, -

As when firſt I ſought thy Face,

Saw the Sinfulneſs of Sin,

Felt the Want of Pardning Grace.

7 Give me back my guilty Load,

Give me back my earneſt Moans,

Reſtleſs Thirſtings after God,

Deep, unutterable Groans,

Plaintive Wailings, humble Fears,

Griefs, which Tongue could not declare,

All the Eloquence of Tears,

All the Prevalence of Prayer.

8 Saviour, Prince, enthron'd on high,

Penitence and Peace to give,

Caſt, O caſt a pitying Eye,

Breathe, and theſe dry Bones ſhall live.

I ſhall at thy Word repent,

Let but thy good Spirit blow,

* My hard Heart ſhall then relent,
Water from the Rock ſhall flow, Look



104 HYMNs and SAcRED Poems,

9 Look with That Soul-piercing Look,

2

(Full of Goodneſs as Thou art)

Look, as when thy Pity broke

Poor unfaithful Peter's Heart!

Kindly for my Sin upbraid

Me who have my Lord denied,

Him, who ſuffer'd in my Stead,

Him, who for his Murderer died.

io Jesus, Maſter, dying Lord,

Infinite thy Mercies are,

Let me be again reſtor'd, -

Once again thy Bleſſing ſhare. - -

And that I the Grace may keep,'

Never more my Lord deny,

Bid me now, this Moment, weep,

Weep, believe, and love—and die!

LIV.

H Y M N IV.

EARY of my ſad Complaining

Muſt I with my Saviour part?

Yield, that Sin ſhould always reign in

This poor feeble wretched Heart!

Muſt I give the Conteſt over,

Muſt I ſink beneath my Load,

Calling on the Earth to cover

A deſpairing Sinner's Blood?

No, I will not ceaſe from Crying,

Not 'till Tophet takes me in,

Still I pray, tho' finking, dying,

Save me, ſave me, Lord, from Sin,

Bring"

-
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Bring me thro' my ſore Temptation;

Or if I muſt ſee the Pit,

Periſh in thine Indignation,--

Let me periſh at thy Feet.

LV.

H Y M N V.

I Aviour, caſt a pitying Eye,

Bid my Sins and Sorrows end :

Whither ſhould a Sinner fly? -

Art not Thou the Sinner's Friend?

Reſt in Thee, I gaſp to find, -

Wretched I, and poor, and blind.

2 Swallow'd up in ſad Deſpair,

. In the loweſt Deep I lie:

Wilt Thou, Lord, caſt out my Prayer?

Canſt Thou diſ-regard my Cry?

Hear my lamentable Moan,

Liſten to my dying Groan.

3 Didſt Thou ever ſee a Soul

More in Need of Help than mine?

Then refuſe to make me whole,

Then with-hold the Balm Divine:

But if I do want Thee moſt;

Come, and ſeek, and ſave the Loſt.

4 Haſte, O haſte to my Relief,

From the Iron Furnace take,

Rid me of my Sin and Grief,

For thy own ſweet Mercy Sake,

Set my Heart at Liberty,

Shew forth all thy Power in me.

Me,



106 HYMNs and SAcRED PoeMs.

5 Me, the vileſt of the Race,

Moſt unholy, moſt unclean,

Me the fartheſt from thy Face,

Sink of Miſery and Sin,

Me with Arms of Love receive,

Me, of Sinners Chief, forgive.

6 Jesus, on thy only Name

For Salvation I depend,

In thy Gracious Hands I am,

Save me, ſave me to the End:

Let the utmoſt Grace be given,

Save me quite from Hell to Heaven.

LVI.

H Y M N VI. .

1 ROM the Jaws of black Deſpair,

From the Belly of this Hell,

LoRD, I ſend my mournful Prayer;

If Thou canſt, my Doom repeal,

If Thou canſt, again forgive,

Speak, and bid the Sinner live.

2 Thou haſt kng withdrawn thy Grace,

Thou haſt puniſh’d Sin by Sin:

E'er thine utmoſt Wrath take Place,

E'er the Gulph is fixt between,

Hear mine agonizing Cry,

O forgive, and let me die!

3 Let my Puniſhment be o'er,

Grant my wretched Heart's Defire,

Let me die, to fin no more,

* . Let me at thy Feet expire,

Now thy Pardning Love impart,

Sprinkle now, and break my Heart.

*

!
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4 Do not let me live to Sin,

O remove the Mountain-load,

Quench the Hell I feel within

By thine All-atoning Blood,

Bear me on the Purple Wave,

Waft me to the ſilent Grave.

LVII.

HY M N VII.

l RETch that I am, what Help, or Hope

Of Reſcue is for me!

Have I not fill'd the Meaſure up

Of mine Iniquity?

2 Have I not fought againſt my God,

(Alas no longer Mine)

Refus’d to hear the Threatning Rod,

And dar'd the Wrath Divine?

3 From Him I farther ſtill have ſtray'd,

Still more rebellious been,

Of Faith a dreadful Shipwreck made,

And added Sin to Sin.

4 Wileſt of all th’Apoſtate Race

I have his Love withſtood,

And finn'd againſt his Pardning Grace,

And trampled on his Blood.

5 That Blood, which ſpeaking once for me

My Heart and Conſcience heard:

But harden’d now my Heart I ſee,

My Conſcience now is ſear'd.

More
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6 More deſp'rate in my damn'd Eſtate,

And more inſlav'd I am,

Than when I by the Fleſh-pots ſat,

And wallow'd in my Shame.

7 No Power to ſtand againſt my Sin,

No Will, alas ! have I;

But yield to every Thought unclean,

And greedily comply.

8 Draughts of Iniquity I drink,

From Sin to Sin I fall;

Whate'er I do, or ſpeak, or think,

Or am, is Evil All.

9 What ſhall I do? by Guilt oppreſt,

Shall I in Egypt dwell?

Alas! in Sinning to ſeek Reſt,

Is to ſeek Reſt in Hell.

10 Shall I believe, Who made the Eye

My Folly doth not ſee,

“Sin in his own He paſſes by,

He winks at Sin in me '’

11 Ah! no; my Spirit's deſp'rate Wound

I cannot ſlightly heal;

No Peace is for the Wicked found,

The Sea is troubled ſtill.

, 12 The Storm of Sin can never ceaſe,

• The Tumult in my Breaſt,

Unleſs the Lord create my Peace,

----- And ſpeak me into Reſt.

13 This is my only Hope (might I

Preſume to call it mine) .

My Soul, tho' at the Point to die,

Would live by Grace Divine.

The
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: *4 The Grace I have abus'd, alone

Can Help and Comfort give,

Would Jesus hear my Dying Groan,

And bid the Sinner live.

15 Ah! Lord, if I again may dare

For Mercy to look up,

Snatch from the Whirlpool of Deſpair,

And give me back my Hope.

16 Jesus, the Forfeiture reſtore,

º On me the Grace beſtow,

On Even Ground to ſtand once more

Againſt my Mortal Foe.

17 To Day, while it is call'd to Day,

My ſtubborn Soul convert,

Strike the hard Rock, and ſtrike away

The Stony from my Heart.

18 O bid me look on Thee, and mourn

For all my Follies paſt,

: Or let me Now to Duſt return,

And ſin and breathe my laſt.

LVIII.

H Y M N VIII.

q Over'd with Guilty Shame,

O whither ſhall I fly?

Full of the Curſe of Sin I am,

With no Deliverance nigh;

My Puniſhment is now

Greater than I can bear,

Beneath the Weight I faint, and bow,

And ſink into Deſpair.

Vo L. I. K Drunken,
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2 Drunken, but not with Wine,

I ſtagger to and fro, -

The bitter Cup of Wrath Divine

Doth all my Soul o'erflow ;

Intangled in a Net

As a wild Bull I lie, -

And ſtruggle with my Pain, and fret,

And wiſh in vain to die.

3 O who ſhall Help afford,

Or eaſe my Miſeryl

Full of the Fury of the Lord,

O who can Pity me!

The Sin-avenging Rod

I every Moment feel,

The Arrows of Almighty God,

The Antepaſt of Hell.

4. I lift my weary Eyes,

And drop their Lids again,

No Hope, no Anſwer from the Skies,

No Reſpite of my Pain

For ever clos'd I ſee

The Door of Faith and Prayer,

Nothing, alas! remains for me

But Blackneſs of Deſpair.

I throw mine Eyes around

That witneſs huge Diſmay,

No ſecret Place for me is found

From Sin to 'ſcape away:

Ah! woe is me, conſtrain’d

With human Fiends to dwell,

Held down, and horribly detain'd

Amidſt the Toils of Hell.

5

6 O Earth, Earth, Earth attend

(Since Heaven rejects my Prayer)

Open thy Mouth, and kindly end

My Agony of Deſpair,
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Of Guilt, and Shame, and Sin,

Of Fear, and Grief unknown;

Open thy Mouth, and take me in,

And ſwallow up Thine own,

7 Cover, O Earth, my Blood,

And never more diſcloſe

A Wretch that flies to Thee, purſued

By human, helliſh Foes: -

O that I could but fall,

And die out of their Power,

Die into Nothing Now—die All—

_ And Sin—and Be no more!

LIX.

H Y M N IX.

I OOR, wretched Heart, by Sin oppreſt,

And wilt Thou never be at Reſt,

And muſt Thou always grieve!

Ah! woe is me, I ſtill complain,

And groan to bear my Iron Chain;

In Sin, in Hell I live.

:

2 Encompaſt by the Dogs of Hell

Sin, only Sin without I feel,

Sin only reigns within;

Sin always meets my blaſted Eyes,

Sin is the Worm that never dies,

And all my Soul is Sin.

3 O'erwhelm'd with horrible Affright,

I ſhudder at the Monſter's Sight,

And know not where to fly;

O for thy Pity's Sake remove,

Take, ſeize me, Saviour, from above,

* - N die.
. ...And give me, Now£ * My
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4 My vehement Soul cries out for Death!

Bury me in the Depth beneath,

Air, Earth, or Sea, er Fire!

But ſave me from the Great Offence,

And let me keep my Innocence,

And without Sin expire. -

* : * *

5 O that I could my Soul reſign,

And fairly loſe whate'er is mine,

Step o'er the Griefs between,

And ſnatch the Death, for which I call,

Or let me into Nothing fall,

To 'ſcape the Hell of Sin.

6 Struggles my Soul, and gaſps for Eaſe

In more than mortal Agonies,

A Living Death I bear:

I wiſh—I ſtrive—but cannot die;

Still in the Flames of Sin I lie,

The Tophet of Deſpair.

7 I need not fear the Burning Pool, . . . .

Already kindled in my Soul ".

The Wrath Divine I feel,

With not one Drop of Comfort nigh

To cool my Tongue, I howl, and cry,

Tormented in this Hell.

8 O Hell of Sin! thy fiery Rage

Not many Waters can affwage,

Not all the Ocean's Flood,

Thy Flames would, ſpite of all, increaſe: .

What then can make thy Burnings ceaſe?

A Drop of Jesu's Blood. - **
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LX.

H Y M N X.

1 TAxe away thy Rod,

A Dying Sinner ſpare! .

My Puniſhment Almighty God,

Is more than I can bear:

I haſte to my own Place,

From Sin to Sin I fall,

Abandon'd by reſtraining Grace;

Yet I deſerve it all.

2 My juſt Deſert is more,

If more on Earth can be,

My Sin requir'd it long before

That Thou ſhou'dſt caſt off me,

Shou'dſt take my Pardon back,

Cut ſhort my Gracious Day,

Forget; and utterly forſake,

And caſt me quite away.

3 Jesus—but O' at laſt

He ſhuts his Mercy’s Door;

My Doom is fixt, my Hour is paſt;

He anſwers me no more;

My Days extinct, my Hope

Cut off, my Heart is Stone,

The Meaſure of my Sin fill'd up,

And Peace for ever gone.

4. The Sin-avenging God

His fiery Wrath darts in,

Adds Woe to Woe, and Load to Load,

And chaſtens Sin with Sin:

K 3 The
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3.

The Pangs of Hell. I taſte,

The bitter trembling Cup;

His Arrows in my Soul ſtick faſt,

And drink my Spirits up.

O horrid, horrid Stateſ

O Depth of hopeleſs Woe!

Why do I in this Torture wait,

And not the Utmoſt know?

Why do I lingring ſtand,

And not Myſelf relieve?—

It muſt be God that ſtops my Hand,

And forces me to live.

But is it poſſible

That God ſhould care for me!

Then may He yet my Doom repeal,

And end my Miſery.

He may for Jesu's Sake:

Jesus, the Sinner's Peace,

Into thy Hands the Matter take,

And all my Griefs ſhall ceaſe.

Save me! I aſk not how *

But ſave me in this Hour:

O ſnatch me from Deſtrućtion now,

Nor let the Foe devour:

I aſk not inſtant Reft,

But let me bear my Load,

And find at laſt my Saviour's Breaſt,

And fink into my God.

This is my utmoſt Hope

(When all thy Wrath is paſt,

When I have drunk the Poiſon up,)

To taſte thy Love at laſt;

When I have borne my Shame,

And ſuffer'd all my Sin,

Open thine Arms, Thou lovely Lamb,

And take the Sinner in

...”

Iº
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If Hope be in my End,

I all Things elſe refign:

Yet on thy Sufferings I depend,

And not, O Lord, on mine.

But let me hide my Face,

And ſink into the Duſt,

*Till Thou at laſt reſtore thy Grace,

And freely ſave the Loſt.

ro The Reconciting Word

I would not Now receive;

If I had call'd, and heard my Lord,

I ſhould not dare believe:

No, no, it is not meet

That I ſhould Comfort gain:

Still let me lie at thy dear Feet,

And ſuffer all my Pain.

1.I Be it a Vale of Tears

Where’er I live below,

Throughout my evil Days, or Years,.

Still let mine Eyes o'erflow.

But e'er I end my Race,

Bid me thy Mercy prove,

And let my lateſt Breath be Praiſe,

My lateſt Paſſion. Love.

º

LXI. º

H Y M N XI.

r :7HY (in the Duſt I aſk) O why,

Good Gop, haſt Thou mySoulforſook?'

Abandon'd me in Sin to die, -

Blotted my Name out of thy Book,

Caſt out my unavailing Prayer,

And left me in the Fowler's Snare?

Jºid:
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2 Did I not oft beſeech Thee, Lord,

To take me from this Evil Day,

To ſlay me with thy Mercy's Sword

To ſweep me far from Earth away,

And hide me in the quiet Tomb,

Where Sin could never, never come!

3 Yet O' my Enemy hath found,

And forc'd his Slave again to yield;

My Spirit feels the mortal Wound, ---

And all my Hopes of Death are kill'd;

In ſad Deſpair of Reſt I grieve,

And ſtill I fin, and ſtill ſlive.

4 Why did I not refign my Breath,

Before this laſt, this foul Offence?

Sin hath defrauded me of Death,

While God delay'd to ſnatch me hence;

O God of Love, the Doubt explain, i -

Why have I liv'd to fin again?

5 In Judgment doſt Thou here reprieve, -

That I may all my Sin fill up?

A Mon’ment of thy Juſtice live *-

Why am I then conſtrain'd to hope,

Why do I ſtill for Mercy groan,

And trembles ſtill my Heart of Stone?

6 O this inexplicable Doubt! -- ---- -

My Prayer was heard, and yet I fell:

Thy Judgments are paſt finding out,

Thy Ways are all unſearchable !

This only do I know, 'Tis mine

To fin; to pardon Sin is Thine.

Aſſiſt me then to come once more,

And take the freely proffer'd Grace,

Me to thy Favour, LoRD, reſtore,

Me with thine Arms of Love embrace,

And
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And hear me in thy Boſom breathe.

My paſſionate Defires of Death.

& Still do I urge my ſole Requeſt,

In Horror of offending Thee,

Snatch me to my Eternal Reſt,

Before the Evil Day I ſee,

Save from more than mortal Pain,

Nor let me live to ſin again.

9 Wou'dſt Thou not rather have me fly

From Earth, than ſtay to loſe thy Love?

Die, and not ſin, than fin and die?

O take me to thy Reſt above, " *

Now, Lord, my ſtruggling Soul ſet free,

Renew, and bid me die in Thee. -

LXII.

- H Y M.N. XII.

2. THAT my Load were gone, -

| That I my Wiſh might have,. . . . .

Be ſav'd from Sin, and then fink down . . .

Into a quiet Grave! -

Where Grief and guilty Care

Can never more moleſt: .

The Wicked ceaſe from troubling there. * ,

The Weary are at Reſt. - º -

2. O that I now could find ºr

A Place to lay my Head; ... . . ;

Be clean forgot, and out of Mind.. " " ' ".

And free among the Dead! . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

O that the Hour were come! " ' "

That I my Head might bow, ' , ,

And gain the Harbour of the Tomb, , ,

And yield my Spirit Now!
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3 Who that hath ever known

The Bitterneſs of Sin,

Would not for full Redemption groan,

And die to be made clean? -

But all in vain our Hope

By Death to be ſet free,

Unleſs we after God wake up,

And here his Glory ſee.

4. How then dare I preſume,

Unchang'd, and unrenew'd,

To wiſh for Death—to meet my Doom

And periſh in my Blood!

Ev’n now (but God denies

My fooliſh Heart's Defire)

I ſhould be lifting up my Eyes

In everlaſting Fire.

5 Ah! gracious Lord, forgive

My unbelieving Haſte;

My Time is in thy Hand, I leave

It all to Thee at laſt:

I do at laſt comply, - -.

My ſtubborn Will refign;

Chuſe Thou for me to live, or die,

And let thy Choice be mine.

6 Still hide from me thy Face,

But give me Strength to bear

The guilty Load, the dire Diſgrace,

The Sadneſs of Deſpair:

Still let me groan beneath

A Nature all unclean,

And drag the Body of this Death, º

And feel this Hell of Sin.

t -

7 Why ſhould a Man complain,

Beneath the vengeful Rod 1

'Tis all my Due, the Renal Pain, . . . .

The Abſence of my God;
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An heavier Doom than This

My Sin deſerves to feel,

The Darkneſs of the great Abyſs,

8

The hotteſt Flames of Hell.

With Patience then I yield

To bear my lighter Doom,

And wait ’till all my Time's fulfill'd,

And my laſt Change is come;

Only when all is paſt,

In Pity think on me,

And ſave me as by Fire at laſt,

t

2

And let me die in Thee.

LXIII.

H Y M N XIII.

I have caſt off his Yoke,

Broke thro' all the Threats Divine,

Thro' all the Mercies broke:

I have turn'd to Sin again,

The Sin that claims me for its own;

Sin, and Shame, and Guilt, and Pain,

And Hell, and I are One.

O My God, no longer Mine!

Where is now my Strife and Care

And Vows from Sin to fly?

Where the Anſwer of that Prayer,

“O rather let me die!

“Let me quit this wretched Life,

“And die, that I may fin no more–

I have ſinn'd, and all my Strife,

And all my Hope is o'er.

s * Would
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3 Would to God, that I had died,
E’er I the Deed had done,

Mock'd afreſh, and crucified,

And trampled on his Son!

All in vain I wiſh, and pray,

It is, and cannot but have been:

Who can call back Yeſterday,

Or nullify my Sin?

4. With a Diamond's Point it ſtands

Engraven on my Heart,

Wrote by Mine, and Satan's Hands,

It mocks the Eraſer's Art:

Deep as Hell's Foundations driven

Into my Soul the Marks remain:

Is there Dew in that fair Heaven

To purge ſo foul a Stain?

5 Dare I lift again mine Eyes,

And aſk th’ atoning God,
What his ſpeaking Blood replies,

His Sin-expurging Blood?

Is it all thy Blood can cleanſe,

And melt ſo foul an Heart of Stone:

Mercy's whole Omnipotence

May here be fully ſhewn.

6 Me if Thou canſt ſtill reſtore, -

Now, Lord, my Doom repeal,

Bid me ſtand as heretofore,

As I had never fell:

If ſuch Power be in thy Blood,

Now, now repeat my Sins forgiven,

Draw me thro' the Cleanſing Flood,

And ſnatch me up to Heaven.

º

LXIV.
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LXIV.

HY M N XIV.

ESUS, let thy pitying Eye

Call back a wandring Sheep,
Falſe to Thee like Peter I

Would fain like Peter weep:

Let me be by Grace reſtor'd,

On me be all Long-ſuffering ſhewn;

Turn, and look upon me, Lord,

And break my Heart of Stone.

Saviour, Prince enthron'd above,

Repentance to impart, -

Give me thro’ thy dying Love

The humble contrite Heart:

Give what I have long implor’d,

A Portion of thy Grief Unknown;

Turn, and look, &c.

In reſtoring Love again,

O Jesus, viſit me,

Give me back that pleafing Pain,

That bleſſed Miſery:

Now thy tendering Grace afford,

And make me Thine afflićted One:

Turn, and look, &c.

Harder than the flinty Rock

My ſtubborn Heart remains,

*Till I feel thy Mercy's Stroke,

I only bite my Chains,

Sinning on, though Self-abhor'd,

As Devils in their Chains I groan:

Turn, and look, &c.

Vol. I. L For
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5

6

7

8

For thine own Compaſſion's Sake

The Gracious Wonder ſhew,

Caſt my Sins behind thy Back,

And waſh me white as Snow;

If thy Bowels now are flir’d,

If now I would myſelf bemoan, '

Turn, and look, &c.

See me, Saviour, from above,

Nor ſuffer me to die, -

Life, and Happineſs, and Love

Drop from thy gracious Eye;

Speak the Reconciling Word,

And let thy Mercy melt me down;

Turn, and look, &c.

Look, as when thine Eye purſued

The Firſt Apoſtate Man,

Saw him weltring in his Blood,

And bad him riſe again;

Speak my Paradiſe reſtor'd,

Redeem me by thy Grace alone:

Turn, and look, &c.

Look, as when thy Pity ſaw

Thine Own in a Strange Land,

Forc'd to obey the Tyrant's Law,

And feel his heavy Hand:

Speak the Soul-redeeming Word,

And out of Egypt call thy Son;

Turn, and look, &c.

Look, as when thy Weeping Eye

The Bloody City view’d,

Thoſe, who ſton’d and doom'd to die

The Prophets, and their God:

I deſerve their ſad Reward,

But This my Gracious Day I own:

Turn, and look, &c.

Look
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10 Look, as when thy Grace beheld

The Harlot in Diſtreſs,

Dried her Tears, her Pardon ſeal’d;

And bad her go in Peace:

Foul like Her, and Self-abhor'd,

I at thy Feet for Mercy groan:

Turn, and look, &c.

1 I Look, as when condemn'd for Them

Thou didſt thy Followers ſee, -

“Daughters of jeruſalem,

Weep for yourſelves, not Me!”

Am I by my God deplor’d,

And ſhall I not Myſelf bemoan:

Turn, and look, &c.

| 12 Look, as when thy languid Eye

Was clos'd that we might live,

Father (at the Point to die

My Saviour gaſp'd) forgive!

Surely with that Dying Word

He turns, and looks, and cries 'Tis done!

O my bleeding, loving Lord, -

Thou break'ſt my Heart of Stone!

LXV.

H Y M N XV.

* HOW happy are They,

Who the Saviour obey,

º And have laid up their Treaſure above,

Tongue cannot expreſs

The ſweet Comfort, and Peace

Of a Soul in its earlieſt Love. . .

*

t

- L z That
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2 That Comfort was Mine,

When the Favour Divine

I firſt found in the Blood of the Lamb;

When my Heart it believ'd,

What a Joy it receiv'd,

What a Heaven in Jesus his Name?

3 'Twas an Heaven below

My Saviour to know;

The Angels could do Nothing more

Than fall at his Feet,

And the Story repeat,

And the Lover of Sinners adore.

4. Jesus all the Day lon

Was my Joy and my $ng: - -

O that All his Salvation may ſee!

He hath lov'd me, I cried,

He hath ſuffer'd, and died,

To redeem ſuch a Rebel as me.

5 On the Wings of his Love

I was carried above

All Sin, and Temptation, and Pain;

I could not believe

That I ever ſhould grieve,

That I ever ſhould ſuffer again.

6 I rode on the Sky

(Freely juſtified Iſ)

Nor envied Elijah his Seat;

My Soul mounted higher

In a Chariot of Fire,

And the Moon it was under my Feet,

7 O the rapturous Height

Of that holy Delight,

*

Which
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Which I felt in the Life-giving Blood!

Of my Saviour poſſeſt

I was perfectly bleſt, - -

As if fill'd with the Fulneſs of God. . .

P A R T II.

3 Ah, where am I now!

When was it, or how

That I fell from my Heaven of Grace?

I am brought into Thrall,

I am ſtript of my All,

I am baniſh’d from Jesus his Face.

9 Hardly yet do I know

How I let my Lord go,

So inſenſibly ſtarting aſide,

When the Tempter came in

With his own ſubtle Sin,

And infected my Spirit with Pride.

icº But I felt it too ſoon,

That my Saviour was gone,

Swiftly vaniſhing out of my Sight;

My Triumph and Boaſt

On a Sudden were loſt, -

And my Day it was turn’d into Night.

1. I Only Pride could deſtroy

That innocent Joy, -

And make my Redeemer depart:

But whate'er was the Cauſe,

1 lament the ſad Loſs,

For the Veil is come over my Heart.

L2 Ah! Wretch that I am!

I can only exclaim,

L 3 Like:



• 126 HYMNs and SAcRED PoEMS,

Like a Devil tormented within, ..

- My Saviour is gone,

And has left me alone

To the Fury of Satan and Sin.

13 Nothing now can relieve,

Without Comfort I grieve, * *

I have loſt all my Peace and my Power:

No Acceſs do I find

To the Friend of Mankind;

I can aſk for his Mercy no more.

14 Tongue cannot declare

The Torment I bear

(While no End of my Troubles I ſee).

Only Adam could tell º

On the Day that he fell,

And was turn'd out of Eden like me.

15 Driven out from my God,

I wander abroad,

Thro' a Deſert of Sorrows. Irove;

And how great is my Pain,

That I cannot regain

My Eden of Jesus his Love!

16 I never ſhall riſe

To my firſt Paradiſe, - - - *

Or come my Redeemer to ſee:

But I feel a faint Hope,

That at laſt. He will ſtoop,

And his Pity ſhall bring Him to me.

-

LXVI.
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LXVI.

tº . .

H y M N xvi.ºr ºf

i Jesus, my Hope, ºf

O when withºliſt up ºf

A loſt Sinner that lies at thy Feet? ºf

If Thou caſt out my Prayer, -

I ſhall die in Deſpair, • * :

And ſink into the bottomleſs Pit.

2 Thou knowſt my ſad Caſe, . .

. I am fallen from Grace, -

And poſſeſt by a Spirit Unclean;

I have loſt all my Power,

I am every Hour

Dropping into the Tophet of Sim.

3 How weak was my Heart

With my Saviour to part,

Who had ſprinkled me once with his Blood!

Yet I threw off his Yoke,

And preſumptuouſly broke -

From the Arms of a merciful Gop.

4. Now I languiſh in vain

Thy Love to regain,

But find for Repentance no Place:

Thou haſt left me to mourn, --

And I cannot return, ‘. . . . . . . . .

Or recover thy forfeited Grace.

Ah! what ſhall I ſay?

I have ſquander'd away

My Portion of Mercy Divine;

- I have fin’d in thy Sight,

I have done Thee deſpight,

And gone back to my Huſks, and my Swine,

-
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6 Nothing is there in me

Thy Glory can ſee,

But the Fulneſs of Paſſion and Pride;

My Heart is unclean,

My whole Nature is Sin,

In the Confines of Hell I abide.

O how ſhall I move. •

Thy Compaſſion and Love

To confider my deſperate Grief? -

I can only confeſs

My Sin and Diſtreſs,

And go out of Myſelf for Relief.

3 To the Fountain I go,

Which ſo freely did flow

In Pardons from Jesus his Side:

O my Saviour, and God,

Let the Water and Blood

Be again to my Conſcience applied.

9 Do not look upon me

But as ranſom'd by Thee;

Remember, O Lord, what Thou art:

A meer Sinner I am,

But I call on thy Name,

I appeal to thy pitiful Heart.

Now, now let me die,

At thy Feet while I lie,

Delight, if Thou canſt, in my Death,

But I ſurely ſhall feel,

E’er I fall into Hell,

That the Arms of thy Love are beneath.

{{* A - LXVII.

º*
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:

LXVII.

HY M N xvii.

r O Wretched Man of hopeleſs Grief!

What ſhall I do, or whither fly

Shut up in Sin, and Unbelief,

Afraid to live, afraid to die,

In Bitterneſs of Soul I mourn,

And rue the Day that I was born.

2 Is there no Balm in Gilead found?

Is there no kind Phyſician there,

To heal my Spirit's deſperate Wound,

To mitigate my ſad Deſpair? . .

No Word to aſſwage my Miſery,

No Promiſe of Relief for me?

3 Where is the helpleſs Sinner's Friend ?

Where is the weary Wanderer's Reſt?

Wilt Thou not bid my Sorrows end?

* Wilt Thou not calm my troubled Breaſt,

And ſhew forth all thy gracious Art,

And ſtamp Forgiveneſs on my Heart?

4 I know not how thy Love will deal

With ſuch a poor, backſliding Soul;

Yet let me hope thy Blood to feel,

Hope againſt Hope to be made whole,

And humbly ſtill thy Grace defire,

And weeping at thy Feet expire.” . . . ." .

LXVIII.

\
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*

LXVIII.

H Y M N XVIII.

r Mercy Divine!

When ſhall it be mine!

'Tis Mercy alone

Can ranſom a Soul ſo entirely undone!

2 So fallen from Grace,

So far from his Face

Who brought me to God, [Bloodſ

And ſprinkled me once with his Life-giving

3 Baſe Wretch that I am!

With Sorrow and Shame

The Sin I confeſs [and Peace.

Which robb'd me of all my ſweet Comfort

4. Ah, how could I grieve

His Spirit, and leave

A Saviour ſo kind,

Who labour'd ſo long a loſt Sinner to find?

5 I follow'd an Heart

Ever prone to depart

From Jesus my Lord, [Word.

And threw off his Yoke, and reječted his

6 I thwarted his Will,

My own to fulfil,

To Nature gave Way,

And ſuffer'd my Luſts to recover their Sway.

7 I left my Firſt Zeal,

- And inſenſibly fell,

" . And



*
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And ſtarted aſide, .

Betray'd into Paſſion by Slackneſs and Pride:

8 My Folly return’d

To Egypt, and burn'd

For Senſual Delight, -

And did my adorable Saviour deſpite.

9 Thro' Selfiſh Deſire

I made Him retire,

(Though loath to depart)

And leave a divided idolatrous Heart.

lo He left me alone

In Nature ſunk down,

'Till awaken'd again

I felt all the Weight of mine Enemy's Chain.

I-1 I felt it; and ſtill

My Burthen I feel,

My Puniſhment bear, -

And hardly to hope for Forgiveneſs I dare.

I 2 So ſoon I abuſe

His Mercy, and loſe

The tendering Power, -

Plung’d deeper in Sin and Diſtreſs than before.

r

13 Ah, what ſhall I do?

He only muſt ſhew

Whoſe Pity can find

A Cauſe in Himſelf to be gracious and kind.

14 Whoſe Mercies, exceed

My Offences, and plead . . .

Unwearied for me; [Sea.

Whoſe Love is a boundleſs and bottomleſs

15 My Refuge is This
Unexhauſted Abyſs; For
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\

16 Forſaken of all,

Lord, into thy Ocean of Mercy I fall.

Here, Jesu, am I

Determin'd to lie,

Thy Goodneſs to prove,

And if I am loſt, to be loſt in thy Love.

LXIX.

H Y M N XIX.

Now my fallen Soul reſtore,

ow my guilty Conſcience clear,

Give me back my Peace and Power;

Stone to Fleſh again convert,

Write Forgiveneſs on my Heart.

r J. SU, I believe Thee near:

2 I believe thy pardning Grace

As at the Beginning, free:

Open are thy Arms to'embrace

Me, the worſt of Rebels me;

All in me the Hindrance lies,

Call'd I ſtill refuſe to riſe.

3 Still my carnaſ Mind withſtands,

Still I madly hug my Chain,

Start from thy extended Hands,

Will not be receiv'd again,

Backwards caſt my wiſhful Eye,

Linger ſtill from Sin to fly.

4 Yet for thy own Mercy Sake,

Patience with thy Rebel have,

Me thy Mercy's Witneſs make,

Mon’ment of thy Power to ſave,

Make

.

~
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Make me willing to be free, * ... ... :

Reſtleſs to be ſav'd by Thee.

* - - - - -

5 Now the gracious Work begin, 1.

Now for Good ſome Token give,

Give me now to feel my Sin, J. -

Give me now my Sin roleave, -- - - -

Bid me look on Thee, and mourn, -

Bid me to thy Arms return. -

6 Take this Heart of Stone away,

Melt me into gracious Tears, -

Grant me Power to watch and pray, * … .

'Till thy lovely Face appears, -

'Till thy Favour I retrieve, - -

"Till by Faith again I live.

-*--

| LXX.

H Y M N xx.

º i TILL, O Lamb, to Thee I pray,

I, the vile Backſlider I,

Take, O take my Sins away,

Haſte thy balmy Blood to apply,

Bid the Power of Sin depart,

Drop thy Blood upon my Heart. ,

, 3 Weary, weary, and oppreſt

Shall I come to Thee in vain

Wilt Thou, Lord, deny me Reſt,

Canſt Thou leave me to my Pain, ; -

Cruſh'd by my own Miſery, . . .

Periſhing for Want of Thee? . . . . .

Vol. I. M LoRD,
-

-
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3 Lord, I cannot let Thee go, a

'Till Thou give me back my Peace;

Wilt Thou not the Grace beſtow

Wilt Thou not my Sins diſmiſs? - -

From the Guilt and Power ſet free, - ... ."

Juſtify the damn'd in me! . . . a .

* -t- ºn " : -, - - :

4 If Thou all Compaſſion art, , , ;

If to me thy Bowels move,

Trouble, and make ſoft my Heart, -

Melt it by thy Pardning Love, -

Now from all my Sins releaſe,

Looſe, and bid me go in Peace. --.

LXXI.

H Y M N XXI.

I OW ſhall a loſt Sinner in Pain

Recover his forfeited Peace?

When brought into Bondage again

What Hope of a ſecond Releaſe?

Will Mercy itſelf be ſo kind ---, -

To ſpare ſuch a Rebel as me?

And O ! can I poſſibly find -

Such plenteous Redemption in Thee?

3 O Jesus, of Thee I enquire

If ſtill Thou are able to ſave,

The Brand to pluck-out of the Fire º

And ranſom my Soul from the Grave? •º

The Help of thy Spirit reſtore, -

And ſhew me the Life-giving Blood,

And pardon a Sinner once more,

And bring me again unto GoD.

. . . . . O JE sus,

-
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3 O Jesus, in Pity draw near,

Come quickly to help a loſt Soul,

To comfort a Mourner appear,

And make a poor Lazarus whole:

The Balm of thy Mercy apply,

(Thou ſeeſt the ſore Anguiſh I feel)

Save, Lord, or I periſh, I die,

O ſave, or I ſink into Hell! :--

I ſink if Thou longer delay -

Thy pardoning Mercy to ſhew,

Come quickly, and kindly diſplay -

The Power of thy Paſſion below, -

By all Thou haſt done for my Sake

One Drop of thy Blood I implore:

Now, now let it touch me, and make

The Sinner a Sinner no more.

—

LXXII.

HY M N XXII.

URN, Thou Friend of Sinners, turn

On my Soul thy gracious Eye,

Let me for thy Glory mourn,

For thine injur'd Honour cry:

Melt me by thy Pitying Look,

Me who have my Lord forſook.

a'

Come Thou greater than my Heart,

Come, and now the Stone remove,

Now the Bitter Grief impart, * -

Grief at having griev'd thy Love,

Thee ſo faithleſsly denied, -

Thee ſo often crucified!

M 2 Worldly
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3 Worldly Grief be far away, …

Trouble at my Sufferings here!

Huge Afflićtion, ſore Diſmay, - ... "

Burning Shame and racking Fear, - -

Theſe are but my lighteſt Load: * -

I have finn’d againſt my Gop. . … * *

• *. tº 1 : **

4 O that This might ſwallow-up - . . . º'

All my Pains, and Griefs, and Fears!

I have made my God to ſloop, º f * * *

Made Thee loſe thy precious Tears,

Made Thee ſhed thy Blood again, -

Die ten thouſand Times in vain. . . . .

* * * * * * > - - - - - - - -

5 Help me, O Thou Man of Woe, ºr nº :.

Now to feel my Miſery:

Now the Gracious Token ſhew, . . . . . .

Let me now lament for Thee,

Grieve for all that I have done,

Weep for thy dear Sake alone.

º - - -

- * -

6 Hence let all my Troubles riſe, . .”

Hence let all my Sorrows flow,

Stream the Fountains of my Eyes, - . . . . .

Heave my Breaſt with endleſs Woe,

Feel my Fleſh the Killing Smart, º

Fail my Spirit, and break my Heart! :-

-

LXXIII.

HY M N XXIII. º'

My God, my God forgive:

All thy Wrath I cannot bear, * : * ~ *

Cannot ſuffer on, and live:

* - If thy Purpoſe is to ſpare,

If

º
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If Thou canſt ſo greatly ſave,

Now redeem me from the Grave.

2. See thy Creature moſt diſtreſt,

Stretch'd upon the Rack of Fears,

Mark the Earthquake in my Breaſt,

Mark the Torrent of my Tears,

All my Pangs unſpeakable
See, and OT vouchſafe to feel. ºr .

3 O Thou gracious Son of God,

O Thou loving Man of Grief,

Lighten now my Mountain-load,

Now afford me ſome Relief;.

In my End if Hope there be,

If Thou yet canſt pardon me.

4 Quench this cruel Hell of Doubt,
All this Unbelief remove:

Wilt Thou caſt a Sinner out,

One that hangs upon thy Love,

Feebly gaſping after Grace,

Canſ. Thou drive me from thy Face?

5 Break not off my weakeſt Hold,

Do not to my Haters leave,

To my fierce Oppreſſors ſold

Once again my Soul retrieve,

For thy Truth, and Mercy Sake

Caſt my Sins behind-thy Back.

6 Might I find thy Pardning Love,

Then I all Things could ſuſtain,

Glory (if my God approve,)

In the Frown of hoſtile Man,

Bleſs the Sacred Infamy

Scorn’d by Man and priz'd by Thee:

M 3 LXXIV,
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- *

LXXIV.

H Y M N XXIV. * * *

God thy Righteouſneſs we own,

O Judgment is at thy Houſe begun,

With humbleſt Awe thy Rod we hear,

And guilty in thy Sight appear,

We cannot in thy Judgment ſtand,

But fink beneath thy mighty Hand.

Our Mouth as in the Duſt we lay,

And ſtill for Mercy, Mercy pray,

Unworthy to behold thy Face,

Unfaithful Stewards of thy Grace,

Our Sin, and Wickedneſs we own,

And deeply for Acceptance groan.

X

We have not, Lord, thy Gifts improv’d, *

But baſely from thy Statutes roy'd, .

And done thy loving Spirit Deſpite, -

And finn'd againſt the cleareſt Light, -

Brought back thine agonizing Pain, -- in

And nail'd Thee to thy Croſs again. . . .

4. Yet do not drive us from thy Face,

A ſtiff-neck'd, and hard-hearted Race,

But O! in tender Mercy break

The Iron Sinew in our Neck, ,

The ſoftning Power of Love impart, - -

And melt the Marble of our Heart. . . ."

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

. . . . - “. . . LXXV.
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l

LXXV.

H Y M N XXV.

•

º HAT ſhalf an helpleſs Sinner do. *30
Who long from God have fell?

Satan, the World, and Sin purſue,

And hunt me down to Hell.

2 Intangled in the Fowler's Snare,

The Toils of Sin I lie,

Bound with the Fetters of Deſpair,

And wiſh, and fear to die.

3 Out of the Deep I cry, and mourn

In hopeleſs Miſery,

My Breaſt with raging Paſſions torm.

Is all a troubled Sea.

Whate'er a Chriftleſ, Soul can wound

I feel, I feel it here;

But not a Fiend in Hell is found

So fierce as Guilty Fear.

5 Abandon'd to the Fury's will,

I prove her utmoſt Power,

And twice ten thouſand Deaths I feel,

Yet live to ſuffer more.

6. With me the ghaſtly Spectre walks.

In every ſecret Shade,

In all her horrid Forms ſhe ſtalks

Around my ſleepleſs Bed. * * * *

3

-

-

. . .
-

ºr 1

She ſeizes, holds, and weighs me down, . . . .

Strangles my infant Hope,

Harrows me with her chilling Frown,

And drinks my Spirits up. -

-

-

* -

The
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8 The World ſhe ſets in fierce Array,

The Murtherers of my Fame,

Anticipates the dreadful Day,

And blazons all my Shame.

9 My every Weakneſs ſhe bewrays.

And ſwells into a Crime,

Torments me with ſevere Diſgrace,

Torments—before my Time.

to My poor deſpairing Soul ſhe racks

With agonizing Smart,

Her Whip of knotted Vipers ſhakes,

And tears my bleeding Heart.

11 She mocks my unavailing Cry,

When cruſh'd beneath my Load,

Where’er I look, where’er I fly,

Preſents an angry God.

12 The burning Pit ſhe open throws,

The Helliſh Miſery,

And tells me, theſe Eternal Woes

Are all reſerv'd for me.

13 My Soul ſhrinks back—but O! to whom * ,

Or whither ſhall I run?

Will GoD the Juſt reverſe my Doom,

And hear my Lateſt Groan:

i4 His Anger moſt of all I fear,

And dread to meet his Eye,

Yet Of unleſs I find Him near,

I muſt for ever die.

15 See then I at thy Feet once more

My guilty Spirit caſt,

Here (if Thou wilt not yet reſtore)

Reſolv'd to groan my laſt.
-

- LXXVI.

>
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LXXVI. : " . . . .
l is -- .

- H y M N xxvi. "

1 IN Trouble I ſeek Thee, O God, X’
Compell'd by the Burthen I bear,

Conſtrain'd by the Stroke of thy Rod * *

I pour out a Penitent Prayer: . . . -

Ah! do not abhor my ſad Moan, -

º:

º

Extorted, alas! by Diſtreſs, Tº rºº I

But hear, and with Pity look down, * >
And ſend me an Anſwer of Peace. , ** 1:

- - - - i.

z What muſt a poor Prodigal do - 1.

Thy forfeited Grace to regain?

My Trouble I only can ſhew, i.

And tell Thee my Sorrow and Pain:

I only for Mercy can cry, - -

And groan with the Senſe ofmy Load. ' ". . .

Save, Lord, or I periſh, I die, . . . . .

I die in my Sins, and my Blood.

3 I own, I have finn'd in thy Sight, …

Have finn'd againſt Knowledge and Love,

And done thy good Spirit Deſpite; -

Yet look on my Surety above!

His Paſſion alone is my Plea, , - - - -

His free inexhauſtible Grace: , , , , , º'

My Advocate anſwer'd for me, * * * *

&:

And Jesus hath died in my Place..."º ; :

4 O Father of Mercies reſtore, ... .º

For Jesus's Merits alone, * - ,º *

And heal a Backſlider once more, , ºf

And give me again to thy Son ‘. . . . . .

tº 2.2.1 - - If
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If ſtill Thou art able to ſpare

If Infinite Mercy Thou art,

Reply to my Penitent Prayer,

And whiſper thy Peace to my Heart.

v

LXXVII.

H. Y. M. N. XXVII.

I- That the Love of GoD,

Which once I ſweetly felt,

Again were ſhed abroad, - -

This Stony Heart to melt! . . .

Love only can the Conqueſt win, * - - -

My deſp'rate Soul reſtore,

And ſave me from the Guilt of Sin,

And ſave me from the Power.

2 This baſe unworthy Breaſt

I ſmite, alas! in vain,

But cannot find thy Reſt,

-- But cannot love again,

"Till Thou the Spirit of Holineſs

The Loving Spirit ſend,

To heal my Wounds, and ſeal my Peace,

And bid my Sorrows end.

3 Confider, gracious Lord, "

How ſhort my Time below,

And now repeat the Word,

And looſe, and let me go;

From Sin, the World, and Satan's Chain

My ſtruggling Spirit free,

And let me find my Peace again,

And live, and die in Thee.

LXXVIII.
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LXXVIII.

HY M N Lxxviii.

ºt THAT I could repent, -

- --- With all my Idols part, - .

nd to thy gracious Eye preſent

An,humble contrite Heart!

An Heart with Grief oppreſt

At having griev'd my God,

A troubled Heart that cannot reſt

*Till ſprinkled with thy Blood! -

2 Jesu, on me beſtow

The penitent Defire,

With true Sincerity of Woe,

My aching Breaſt inſpire;

With ſoftning Pity look,

And melt my Hardneſs down,

Strike with thy Love's effectual Stroke,

And break this Heart of Stone.

O for thy glorious Name

My flinty Boſom move,

And let me feel my Load of Shame,

And groan my Want of Love:

Low in the deepeſt Deep

My humbled Spirit lay,

And give me there to cry, and weep

My penſive Life away.

4 Abſorb’d in ceaſeleſ, woe,
No Interval i crave,

But ſoftly all my Days to go, º

And mourning to the Grave;

*Till all my Pains are paſt,

And Thou my Soul require:–

But let me ſee thy Face at laſt, -

º, And in thy Arms expire.
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LXXIX.

H Y M N XXIX. . .

Racious GoD, what ſhall I do?

Never will my Heart prove true?

Never firm or conſtant prove,

Never keep thy Pardning Love?

All my Vows are broke again,

All my Purpoſes are vain,

IJſeleſs all my watchful Fears,

Loſt my unavailing Tears! -

How did I thy Help implore,

Beg that I might fin no more,

Strive in Agony of Prayer,

Death itſelf to Sin preferſ

Yet my Enemy hath found,

Dealt the oft-inflićted Wound,

All my Hopes again deſtroy'd,

Kill'd the tender Life of God.

Deeper plung'd in Guilt and Shame,

Whom, alas! have I to blame?

Can I, who to Sin gave Place,

Charge thy inſufficient Grace!

No, thy ſlighted Grace I clear,

Thou to help wert always near,

But I ceas'd to watch and pray,

Slacken'd, ſunk, and fell away.

Shall I then the Strife give o'er,

Never ſue for Mercy more,

To my fearful Doom ſubmit,

Sink content into the Pit?

No,
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*

No, thy Mercy anſwers, No!

Mercy will not let me go,

Still thy yearning Bowels cry,

“Wherefore wilt Thou ſin, and die?”

Lord, to Thee what ſhall I ſay?

Shall I promiſe ſtill to obey?

Aggravate my Guilt and Pain,

Make, to break my Vows again?

LoRD, I know not what to do!

Only Thou the Way canſt ſhew:

When, and as Thou wilt reſtore,

Lift me up to fall no more.

"Till that welcome Day I ſee,

Let me ſorrow after Thee,

Weeping at thy Footſtool lie,

Still for Mercy, Mercy cry,

Cry, or make my Speechleſs Moan,

Groan the Spirit's deepeſt Groan,

Gaſp thy Favour to retrieve,

Die to ſee thy Face—and live!

Lxxx.

HY M N XXX.

ATHER, I in thy Strength ariſe

From my dead Sleep of Sin,

And lift with Shame my guilty Eyes,

And groan to be made clean. - -

Unworthy to be call'd thy Son,

Yet a good Hope I feel,

Thou never wilt Thyſelf diſown,

Thou art my Father ſtill.

Vol. I. N

*

The
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3 The Father of my dying Lord,

And therefore mine Thou art,

Thy Bowels are in Jesus ſtir’d, -

And full of Love thy Heart.

4 That Fulneſs of thy Pitying Love

To me in CHR1st reveal,

Again my Unbelief remove,

Again my Pardon ſeal. • * ,

5 The Word of Reconciling Grace

I long to feel applied:

O let me ſee thy ſmiling Face,

And know Thee pacified.

6 Thy Prodigal in Christ receive,

The Forfeiture reſtore,

Forgive, for Jesus Sake forgive,

And bid me ſin no more.

LXXXI.

H Y M N XXXI.

r Jesus, full of Truth and Grace,

O Shew forth thy Truth and Grace on me,

On me let all thy Will take Place,

Speak the kind Word, and ſet me free

From Sin and Satan's Iron Chain;

O give me back my Peace again.

2 Would I not in thy Name believe?

Thy Name is all I want to know:

Thou canſt, Thou canſt my Sin forgive,

This Moment touch me white as Snow,

This Moment my Backſlidings heal,

: And ſpeak the gracious Word, “I will!” -

Willing

".
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3 Willing to ſave, I know, Thou art,

Thy Love is equal to thy Power:

Why then doſt Thou far off depart,

Why doſt Thou let the Foe devour,

My Prayer caſt out, my Suit repel,

And leave me in the Toils of Hell!
- w

4. Whate'er in me obſtrućts the Way,

Art Thou not ready to remove

My Luſts and Appetites to ſlay,

And crucify my Creature-Love,

The ſacred Willingneſs to infuſe, -

The Power Eternal Life to chuſe? -

; Why am I then, ah!, ſhew me why

This weak, intangled, wretched Thing?

Afraid to live, afraid to die?

Nor Death nor Life have loſt their Sting;

A living Death, alas! I bear,

Cut off from Hope, and from Deſpair. .

6 A Myſtery of Grief, and Sin,

Out of the Deep I cry to Thee,

End, Jesus, end this War within,

Set my ſad Soul at Liberty;

My groaning Soul on Thee I caſt,

Redeem, and let me groan my laſt.

LXXXII.

H Y M N XXXII.

º

t THAT I could revere

My much-offended God!

O that I could but ſtand in Fear

Of thy afflićting Rod!

N 2 - The

º:
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The Rod I long have borne,

O may I dread the Pain,

And never more to Folly turn,

And never fin again!

2 Remember my Diſtreſs, -

The Wormwood and the Gall, i

For Help againſt my Wickedneſs - ".

On Thee I humbly call: * ,

Whom Mercy cannot draw

Thou by thy Threatnings move, ,

And keep an abjećt Soul in awe, -

That will not yield to Love. . . . . . . .

Shew me the Naked Sword

3 Impendent o'er my Head,

And let me tremble at thy Word,

And to my Ways take heed,

With Sacred Horror fly -

From every finful Snare,

Nor ever in my Judge's Eye

My Judge's Anger dare.

Thou great, Tremendous God,

The Conſcious Awe impart,

The Grace be now on me beſtow'd,

The tender fleſhly Heart:

For Jesu’s Sake alone

The Stony Heart remove,

And melt at laſt, O melt me down

Into the Mould of Love.

4.

x,&x. * ,

LXXXIII.
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LXXXIII.

H Y M. N. XXXIII.

i - LL-good, Almighty God,

How can thy Creature be

So long oppreſt beneath his Load

Who groans for Help to Thee? .

My Soul how canſt Thou leave :

To ſtruggle with its Chain, , ,

To ſtrive againſt my Sin, and grieve,

And grieve and ſtrive in vain?

2. Surely the Hindrance lies

In me, in me alone;

Thee only Juſt, and True, and Wiſe,

And Merciful I own: -

Why then doſt Thou delay.

The Hindrance to remove, .

And kindly force my ſtubborn Clay

To take the Stamp of Love? .

3. Doſt Thou, to break my Pride,

Refuſe to heal my Wound, -

And let me ſtill in Sin abide, -

That Grace may more abound?

Ah no l thy Purity

My Sin wou'd never chuſe, -

Thou canſt not, LoRD, to humble me,

The Help of Satan uſe.

4. Doſt Thou refuſe to hear

The Object of thy Hate,

. The Veſſel of thy Wrath ſevere,

The hopeleſs Reprobate *

N 3.

º

Why
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Why then am I with-held

From blaſphemous Deſpair?

Why am I thus again compell'd

To plead with Thee in Pray'r?

Righteous in all thy Ways,

Doſt Thou thy Grace reſtrain, -

To avenge the Quarrel of thy Grace, -

"By me receiv'd in vain? - * -

But at my greateſt Need -

Have I no Friend above,

No Advocate my Cauſe to plead

Before the Throne of Love?

6 My Saviour prays for me,

Yet no Relief I feel,

Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery,

Unſav'd, unhappy ſtill;

Who ſhall the Cauſe declare,

The ſecret Bar reveal!

Paſt finding out thy Judgments are,

Thy Ways unſearchable. . . . .”

7 Here then I lay me down

In Darkneſs, Grief, and Shame;

A Sinner, O Thou GoD Unknown, -

But in thy Hands I am :

My ſole Diſpoſer Thou,

And what Thou doſt with me,

And what my End, I know not Now,

But leave it all to Thee.

x,&

LXXXIV,
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Lxxxiv. - - - -

HY M N XXXIV.

n THAT I cou’d repent,

O that I cou’d believe!

Thou by thy Voice the Marble rent, º -

The Rock in ſunder cleave;

Thou by thy two-edg’d Sword

My Soul and Spirit part, , , ,

Strike with the Hammer of thy Word,

And break my ſtubborn Heart.

2 Saviour and Prince of Peace,

The double Grace beſtow,

Unlooſe the Bands of Wickedneſs,

And let the Captive go:

Grant me my Sins to feel,

And then the Load remove,

Wound,and pour in myWounds to heal,

The Balm of Pardning Love.

3 Or, if Thou wilt, keep back

That joyous Senſe of Grace,

But let me now my Sins forſake,

And hate all evil Ways;

Hate with a perfect Hate

Whatever thwarts thy Will,

And groan beneath my Guilty Weight,

And bear my Burthen ſtill.

4 Do with me as Thou wilt,

But leave me not to increaſe

. My Debt of old-contračted Guilt,

My Load of Wickedneſs:

A

º

Save
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º

Save me from farther Sin,

From farther Miſery,

And fix a mighty Gulph between

The Curſed Thing and me.

For thy own Mercy Sake,

The Curſed Thing remove; ...,

And into thy Protećtion take

The Priſoner of thy Love:

In every Trying Hour

Stand by my feeble Soul, -

And ſkreen me from my Nature's Power

'Till Thou haſt made me whole.

6 This is thy Will, I know,

That I ſhou’d holy be, - .

Shou'd let my Sin this Moment go,

This Moment turn to Thee i. -

O might I Now embrace . "

Thine all-ſufficient Power,

And never more to Sin give Place, ºf

And never grieve Thee more!"

LXXXV.

HY M N XXXV.

r LAS, it muſt be ſo! . . .

I mournfully confeſs,

The only Cauſe of Pain and Woe.

Is Sin and Wickedneſs: -

Conſtrain’d at laſt I am

To yield my full Belief,

And own “that Vice ingenders Shame, --

“And Folly, broods o'er Grief.

2 The Righteous God and true

Hath made his Juſtice known;

Becauſe his Will I would not do,

* * He leaves me to my own.

i
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His long-rejećted Grace

At laſt He takes away,

And now I cannot ſeek his Face,

And now I cannot pray.

3 Without a Gracious Thought,

Without a Wiſh of Good,

I only have the Thing I ſought,

And reap what firſt. I ſow'd:

Pain in its Cauſe I choſe,

The Sorrow and Diſtreſs,

And all the Miſery that flows

From wilful Wickedneſs.

4 Why then ſhou'd I complain

Beneath my Penal Load,

Or kick againſt the Pricks in vain,

Or murmur againſt God?

To his Vindićtive Will,

At laſt I meekly ſtoop,

And eat the Bitter Roll, and fill

My mournful Meaſure up.

5 The Heavineſs of Soul,

The pining Want of Reſt,

The Thoughts that in my Boſom roll,

And tear my troubled Breaſt,

The Temporal Deſpair

That gnaws my Heart within,

'Tis leſs than I deſerve to bear,

'Tis all the Fruits of Sin. -

6 Sorrow, and Loſs, and Shame,

And Soul-diſtraćting Fear

May juſtly now their Captive claim,

And ſeize and keep me here:

My Strugglings all are paſt,

My Hopes of Comfort ceaſe—

But let them, Lord, revive at laſt,

Butlet me die in Peace.



154 HYMNs and Sacred PoeMs.

LXXXVI.

H y M N xxxvi.

t Ather, I ſeek thy Face,

Which once with Joy I ſaw,

But quickly forfeited thy Grace,

And loſt my filial Awe:

By Sin, alas, beguild!

Beneath thy Frown I grieve;

Pity thy moſt rebellious Child,” “

And, if Thou canſt, forgive.

2 I know thy Juſtice wills

That I ſhould ſuffer here,

And lo! my troubled Spirit feels

Thy righteous Wrath ſevere:

Left to myſelf, 'I groan

In vain thy Face to ſee,

My Penal Want of Grace bemoan,

My Penal Want of Thee.

3. In all my Griefs below

The fatal Cauſe I read, ".

Thy Juſtice aims each vengeful Blow.

At my faint, guilty Head; -

In every Touch of Pain

I feel a Stroke of Thine,

And chaſten’d by the Rod of Men

Revere the Rod Divine.

4 Thy awful Righteouſneſs

I in thy Plagues revere, -

Stript of my Power, and Joy, and Peace

And every Comfort here:
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The Loſs of Friends, and Fame,

The Wormwood, and the Gall,

The Bitterneſs of Grief, and Shame,

My Sins procur'd it all.

5 Yet what is all I bear ) -- .

To what my Sins require, -

That Blackneſs of extreme Deſpair,

That everlaſting Fire!

LoRD, I with Thanks receive :

Whate'er on Earth I feel, .

'Tis Mercy all that here I live,

A Sinner—not in Hell.

6 Here let me ſtill remain

(If ſo thy Will decree)

In quiet Grief, and ſilent Pain,

And patient Miſery:

Let me my Burthen bear,

While in the Vale beneath,

And die ten thouſand Times for Fear.

Of that Eternal Death.

7 Yet, O my God, at laſt

The worſt of Sinners ſave,

When all my Penal Woes are paſt,

Redeem me from the Grave:

That Grave of Souls accurſt

O may I never ſee, -

But ſave in Death the Chief, the Worſt

Of Sinners ſave in me.

x,&x.

LXXXVII.
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LXXXVII.

H Y M N XXXVII. .

OVE Divine for Thee I languiſh,

L Only Thou canſt heal my Care,

Only Thou canft eaſe my Anguiſh,

Mitigate my ſad Deſpair:

Nothing in this low Creation

Can my Wretchedneſs remove,

All is Sorrow and Vexation,

Anguiſh all but Jesu's Love.

Reſtleſs Grief, and Pain unceaſing

Juſtly now the Sinner claim: `

Sin hath curſt my every Bleſſing,

Turn'd my Glory into Shame,

Poiſon'd my ſincereſt Pleaſure,

Fill'd my Soul with helliſh Smart,

Robb'd me of my Heavenly Treaſure,

Forc'd the Saviour from my Heart.

O my much offended Saviour,

May I ſtill implore thy Grace?

Hope again to obtain thy Favour,

Hope again to ſee thy Face?

Never, Lord, ſhall I believe it,

*Till Thou doſt the Power impart,

Force my Conſcience to receive it,

Pardon ſtampt upon my Heart.

LXXXVIII. After a Recovery.

HY ſhould the LoRD a Worm purſue

With endleſs Offers of his Love?

Not all thy Mercies can ſubdue,

Not all thy Benefits can move. The
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The Wretch from Evil to depart,

Or melt my Adamantine Heart.

| 2 If now the ſtricken Rock relents,

And Waters of Contrition flow,

My Heart again to Sin conſents,

And cloſes with the Tempting Foe;

Open I tear my Wounds, with Pain–

I fin, repent, and fin again.

3 I cannot perſevere in Good,

I cannot perſevere in Ill:

Oft to Repentance vain renew'd,

Conſtrain’d a ſhort-liv'd Power to feel,

I neither can deſpair, nor hope,

Nor keep my Lord, nor give Him up.

4 Ev’n now the Momentary Grace

Inclines my Vileneſs to return:

Unworthy to behold thy Face,

Low at thy Feet I fain would mourn,

In Chains of Penal Darkneſs ſtay,

And weep a thouſand Lives away.

5 If Thou canſt pardon me once more,

Once more ſo great Compaſſion ſhew,

My Tears of Love I ſtill will pour;

And ſpend my Life in ſacred Woe,

I never, Lord, will ceaſe to grieve,

| I never can myſelf forgive.

6 Gladneſs and Joy far off remove

To weep be all my calm Relief,

Tº indulge in Honour of thy Love,

Mine utmoſt Avarice of Grief,

To vindicate thine injur'd Grace,

And die to ſee thy ſmiling Face.

Vol. I. O O might
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7 O might I as the Harlot lie - - -

At thoſe dear Feet transfixt for mes

Afraid to meet his pitying Eye,

Aſham'd the Pardning God to ſee!"

The God, beneath whoſe Love I fall,

Forgives my Sin, yet knows it All.

8 His Pardning Love my Heart conſtrains,

He lets me kiſs his bleeding Feet;

(That Blood hath waſh'd away my Stains)

Still will I the dear Taſk repeat,

His Feet by Sin no longer tear,

But waſh, and wipe them with my Hair.

9 This only Labour ſhall employ

My every Moment here below;

To weep for Him be all my Joy,

For Him whoſe Blood for me did flow:

And He, who hath, my Sins forgiven,

Shall wipe away theſe Tears in Heaven.

LXXXIX.

Hº Y M N II.

1 \{X7 EARY of Wandring from my God,

And now made willing to return,

I hear, and bow me to the Rod,

For Him, not without Hope, I mourn:

I have an Advocate above,

A Friend before the Throne of Love.

2 O Jesu, full of Pardning Grace,

More full of Grace than I of Sin;

Yet once again I ſeek thy Face.

Open thine Arms and take me in,

And freely my Backſlidings heal,

And love the faithleſs Sinner ſtill,

Thou
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3 Thou knowſt the Way to bring me back,

My fallen Spirit to reſtore;

O for thy Truth and Mercy Sake, * - - -

Forgive, and bid me fin no more, .

The Ruins of my Soal repair, * .

And make my Heart an Houſe of Prayer. º. i

4 The Stone to Fleſh again convert,

The Veil of Sin once more remove,

Drop thy warm Blood upon my Heart,

And melt it with thy dying Love: -

This Rebel-Heart by Love ſubdue, . . .

And make it ſoft, and make it new. . .

5 Give to mine Eyes refreſhing Tears,

And kindle my-Relentings Now,

Fill all my Soul with filial Fears,

To thy ſweet Yoke my Spirit, bow,

Bend by thy Grace, O bend, or break

The Iron Sinew in my Neek.

6 Ah! give me, Lord, the tender Heart,

That trembles at the Approach of Sin,

A godly Fear of Sin impart,

Implant, and root it deep within,

That I may dread thy Gracious Power,

And never dare offend Thee more.

*

XC: - - - -

Hy MN III.

1. Thou meek, and injur'd Dove,

Wherefore doſt Thou ſtrive with me?

Me, who ſtill abuſe thy Love,

Me who grieve, and fly from Thee!

Thee why ſhould I longer grieve?

Leave me Lord, thy.Rebel leave.

- - Q 2. Well.
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2 Well Thou knowſt, if now my Heart

Melts to feel thy ſoftning Grace,

Ready am I to depart,

Thine to quit for Sin's Embrace;

Take thy Mercy back again, -

Wherefore ſhou'dſt Thou ſtrive in vain?

3 O that I might never feel

One Defire or Drawing more;

Rather than provoke Thee ſtill,

Now let all the Strife be o'er,

Drive me from thy Bliſsful Face,

Let me go to my own Place:

4 Or if thy unwearied Love

Will not yet the Rebel leave,

Stronger let thine Influence prove,

Let me double Grace receive,

Give me more, or give me leſs,

Fix my Doom, or ſeal my Peace.

XCI.

H Y M N IV.

I MY Advocate above,

Feel I yet again thy Prayer?

8top the Torrent of thy Love—

Love beyond what I can bear!

Wileſt of the Rebel-Race

Doſt Thou ſtill my Soul reprieve,

Still purſue me with thy Grace?

How ſhall I thy Grace receive!

2 Saviour, doſt Thou bid me riſe,

Doſt Thou give me back my Hope

Can I lift my guilty Eyes?

Dare I, after all, look up?

o de
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O depart from me, depart,

I am, Lord, a ſinful Man,

Leave me to my wretched Heart,

Let me ſuffer all my Pain." ' * -

3 What have Fiends to do with Thee?

Leave me all my Hell-to-bear, “’

Squander not thy Grace on-me, -

Give me over to Deſpair:

No; Thou wilt not looſe thy Hold,

No; Thou wilt not quit thy Claim;

Sold to Sin, to Satan ſold,

Loſt, and damn'd—yet Thine I am.

4. Overwhelm'd with Pardning Grace,

Jesus, at thy Feet I lie,

Dare not ſee thy ſmiling Face,

Tremble at thy Mercy migh;

I, a Child of Wrath and Hell,

How can I look up to Heaven!

Lord, I faint thy Love to feel,

Bluſh, and die to be forgiven.

5. After all that I have done,

Saviour, art Thou pacified?

Whither ſhall my Vileneſs run?

Hide me, Earth, the Sinner hide,

Let me ſink into the Duſt,

Full of Holy Shame adore;

Jesus Christ, the Gºd, the Juſt, ..
Bids me go, and fin. Ore.

6 O confirm the gracious Word,

Jesu, Son of God and Man,

Let me never grieve Thee, Lord,

Never turn to Sin again:

*Till my All in All Thou art, -

*Till Thou bring thy Nature in,

Keep this feeble, trembling Heart,

:Save me, ſave me, Lord, from Sin.

O 3.
Do.
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7 Do not ſuffer me to live,

To provoke thy glorious Eyes,

Thee by Sin again to grieve,

Thy rich Mercy to deſpiſe. - -

Rather now, take back my Breath, - --

Rather now my Soul require, . . . . . . .” -º

Let me fly from Sin to Death, º .

Let me at thy. Feet expire. ~ * : * * * * *

XCII,

HYM N v.

r What an evil Heart have I, º

So cold, and hard, and blind, -

With Sin ſo ready to comply, - - -

And caſt my God behind! . . * *

2 So apt his Mercy to forget,
-

So ſoon diſſolv’d in Eaſe, . . .

So falſe, ſo full of all Deceit, -

And deſperate Wickedneſs! . . . . . . . . .

3 Long have I murmur'd to be clean,

From all Iniquity,

But knew not that I lov'd my Sin,

And would not be ſet free.

4. Oft when the pleaſing Ill drew nigh,

And God fore-ſhew'd my Fall, -

I would not from Temptation fly, . . . . . . .

Or heed the Spirit's Call. -- - -

5 His warning Voice I would not mind,

But turn'd mine Ear away,

And lingring ſtood, 'till Sin ſhould find

And ſeize its willing Prey. *

* vº. - Oft

*

.

º
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6. Oft have I aſk'd for Help, afraids - " " -o- tº

Leſt God my Voice ſhould hear, " . . .

While with deceitful Lips, I ſaid. . . . . . .

Th’ Abominable Prayer. - " - . . .

7 Oft, when He would not let me yield, ºr

But ſtopt me by his Grace, º 'º -º º'

I rag'd from Sin to be with-held, is is ºr 2.

And burſt from his Embrace. -

8 When after each foul ſinful Fall,

I would have All given up,

He would not let me give up All,

But forc'd me ſtill to hope.

9 Infinite, unexhauſted Love! . . . . . . g .

Jesus and Love are One: -- . . . .

If ſtill to me thy Bowels move, ... . . . . . . . . .

They are reſtrain'd to None. .

io If me, ev'n me Thou yet canſt ſpare,

Fury is not in Thee; - -

For All thy tender Mercies are,

If Mercy is for me.

11 What ſhall I do my God to love, º

My loving God to praiſe! , , --

The Length, and Breadth, and Height to prove,

And Depth of Sovereign Grace!

12 Thy Sovereign Grace to All extends, “ . . . . .

Immenſe and unconfin'd, , . . . …”

From Age to Age it never ends, ... . . .

It reaches All Mankind. ºf . ,

13 Throughout the World its Breadth is known,

Wide as Infinity, ... ! -- - º

So wide, it never paſs'd by One, . . . .”.

Or it had paſs'd by me. . . . : . . . .

* . My

i
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14 My Treſpaſ, is grown up to Heaven,
But far above the Skies,

In Christ abundantly forgiven.

I ſee thy Mercies riſe. . . - - - -

15 The Depth of All redeeming Love
- What Angel-Tongue can tell! -

O may I to the utmoſt prove

The Gift unſpeakable! " " -

16 Deeper than Hell, it pluck'd me thenee, .

Deeper than Inbred Sin, -

Jesus his Love my Heart ſhall cleanſe,

When Jesus enters in. . . . . .

17 Come quickly then, my Lorp, and take

Poſſeſſion of Thine own, -

My longing Heart vouchſafe to make

Thine everlaſting Throne.’’ * 2: . . . .

18 Affºrt thy Chim, receive thy Right, º 'º.
Come quickly from above, -

And ſink me to Perfeótion's Height,

The Depth of Humble Love. --

** -

• * , XCIII.

H Y M N VI.

i ATHER, and can it be

That Thou ſhouldſt ſtill forbear,

Shou'dſt ſtill reprieve and ſuffer me - -

Who all thy Threatnings dare?

Who all thy Mercies ſpurn,

A deep Revolter I,

And ever to my Vomit turn,

As reſolute to die,

Soon

.

r

--

--

-

• I
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6

Soon as thy ſlighted Grace

Doth on thy Rebel call,

And yet again begin to raiſe

The Sinner from his Fall;

I weep, and watch, and pray:

And weary of the Pain,

Forget my God, and fink away,

And plunge in Sin again.

Yet O Thou wilt not quit

A Wretch that flies from Thee,

Thee though I evermore forget, -

Thou ſtill remembreſt me; -

Ten thouſand thouſand Times

Thou doſt my Sins paſs by:

Thy Mercies riſe above my Crimes,

And will not let me die.

O unexhauſted Grace,

O Love unſearchable!

I am not gone to my own Place,

I am not yet in Hell!

Earth doth not open yet

My Soul to ſwallow up;

And hanging o'er the yawning Pit

I ſtill am forc'd to hope.

I hope at laſt to find

The Kingdom from above,

The Settled Peace, the Conſtant Mind,

The Everlaſting Love;

The Sanétifying Grace

That makes me meet for Home:

I hope to ſee thy Glorious Face

Where Sin ſhall never come. '

What ſhall I do to keep

The bleſſed Hope I feel?

Still let me pray, and watch, and weep,

And ſerve thy Pleaſure ſtill.
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Q never may I grieve . .

My kind long-ſuffering Lord,

But ſtedfaſtly to Jesus cleave,

And anſwer all thy Word,

7 Loºp, if Thou hat beflowd

On me this gracious Fear, . - - -

This Horror of offending God,

Q keep it always here;

And that I never more . .

May from thy Ways depart, “ . .

Enter with all thy Mercy's Fower, * -

And dwell within my Heart. . . . .

xcIv.

Hy MN vn.

r Jº; Shepherd of the Sheep,

Pity my unſettled Soul,

Guide, and nouriſh me, and keep, ,

"Till thy Love ſhall make me whole:

Give me, perfeót Soundneſs give,

Make me ſtedfaſtly believe.

2 Jesus, I behold Thee now;

But my ever-roving Eye

Loſes Thee, I know not how, * -

Soon I faint, fall back, and die; wº w

Doubt again my Heart affails, ,

Unbelief again prevails. . . . .”
* . . .

3 I am never at One Stay, ºr . . . º. º. . .

Changing every Hour I am,

But Thou art, as Yeſterday, º - -

Now, and evermore the ſame; * ~ *

Conſtancy to me impart, * . . . . . . . . . .

Stabliſh with thy ‘Grace my Heart. -------

:

º
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T

4 Lay thy weighty Croſs on me, , . . .

All my Unbelief controud: l

"Till the Rebel ceaſe to he,

Keep him down within my Soul:

That he never more may move,

Root, and ground mefaſtin Love. . . -

5 Give me Faith to hold me up

Walking over Life's rough Sea;

Holy purifying.Hope * , , ,

Still my Soul's ſure Anchor be:

That I may be always Thine,

Perfeót me in Love Divine.

6 This the high the heavenly Prize:

Perfect Love when I attain,

I ſhall never quit the Skies,

I ſhall never fall again,

Pure as the Atoning Blood,

Stedfaſt as the Throne of God.

xev.

H. Y. M. N. VIII. . . .

21 My old, my Boſom-Foe,

Rejoice not over me!

Oft Times Thou haſt, laid me low;

And wounded mortally;

Yet thy Prey thou cou’dſt not keep,

Jesus, when I loweſt fell,

Heard me cry out of the Deep,

And brought me up from Hell. '

2 Fooliſh World, thy Shouts forbear,

"Till thou haſt won the Day:

Could thy Wiſdom keep me there,

When in thy Hands I lay : If
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If my Heart to Thee incline,

CHR1st again ſhall ſet it free:

I am His, and He is mine

To all Eternity.

3 Satam, ceaſe thine empty Boaſt,

And give thy Triumphs o'er;

Still Thou ſeeſt I am not loſt,

While Jesus can reſtore:

Though thro' thy Deceit I fall,

Surely I ſhall riſe again;

Christ my King is over all,

And I with Him ſhall reign.

4 O my three-fold Enemy,

To whom I long did bow,

See your lawful Captive ſee,

No more your Captive now:

Now before my Face ye fly,

More than Conque'ror now I am,

Sin, the World, and Hell defy

In Jesu's powerful Name.

XCVI. The Bloody Iſſue cured.

r OW ſhall a Sinner come to God?

A Fountain of polluted Blood

For Years my Plague hath been,

From Adam the Infection came,

My Nature is with his the ſame,

The ſame with his my Sin.

2 In me the ſtubborn Evil reigns,

The Poiſon ſpreads throughout my Veins,

A loathſom fore Diſeaſe, -

Makes all my Soul, and Life unclean,

My every Word, Work, Thought is Sin,

And deſp'rate Wickedneſs.

Long
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3 Long have I liv'd in Grief and Pain,

And ſuffer'd many Things in vain,

And all Phyſicians tried; - -

Nor Men nor Means my Soul can heal,

The Plague is ſtill ineurable,

The Fountain is undried.

4. No Help can I from theſe receive,

Nor Men nor Means can e'er relieve, . . .

Or give my Spirit Eaſe;

Still worſe and worſe my Caſe I find;

Here then I caſt them all behind,

From all my Works I ceaſe.

-

5 I uſe, but truff in Means no more, , - -

Give my ſelf-ſaving Labours o'er, . . .

Th’ unequal Taſk forbear; * - - -

My Strength is ſpent, my Strife is paſt,

Hardly I give up all at laſt, - - -

And yield to Self-deſpair. . .

6 I find brought in a Better Hope,

Succourthere is for me laid up,

For every helpleſs Soul;

Salvation is in Jesu's Name,

Could I but touch his Garment's Hem,

Ev’n I ſhould be made whole.

7 His Body doth the Cure diſpenſe,
His Garment is the Ordinance i.

In which He deigns to' appear; -- -

The Word, the Prayer, the Broken Bread,

Virtue from Him doth here proceed,

And I ſhall find Him here.

3 I follow’d with the thoughtleſs Throng,

And preſs'd, and crowded Him too long,

Vol. I. - p - And
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Io

13

And weigh’d Him down with Sin;

But Him I did not hope to touch, -

never us’d the Means as ſuch, - - - -

Or look'd to be made clean.

The Spirit of an healthful Mind -

I waited not in them to find, º

The Bread that comes from Heaven;
-

Beyond my Form I did not go, * . .

. The Power of Godlineſs to know, -

And feel my Sins forgiven.

But now I ſeek to touch my LoRD,

To hear his Whiſper in the Word, . . . . . .

To feel his Spirit blow; -

To catch the Love of which I read, ; , ; --

To taſte Him in the Myſtic Bread, , i. º.

And all his Sweetneſs know. - -

'Tis here, in Hope my God to find,

With humble Awe I come behind,

And wait his Grace to prove;

Before his Face I dare not ſtand,

But Faith puts forth a Trembling Hand,

To apprehend his Love.

Surely his Healing Power is nigh;

I touch Him Now! By Faith ev'n I,

My Lord, lay Hold on Thee:

Thy Power is preſent now to heal,

I feel, thro' all my Soul I feel

That Jesus died for me.

Iſſues from Thee a purer Flood, . . ." .

The poiſon'd Fountain of my Blood

ls in a Moment dried;

The ſovereign Antidote takes Place,

And I am freely ſav'd by Grace,

And I am juſtified.

I glory

º
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*4 I glory in Redemption found:

Jesus, my Lord, and God, look round,

The Conſcious Sinner ſee; -

'Tis I have touch'd thy Cloaths, and own

The Miracle thy Grace hath done, . . . .

On ſuch a Worm as me:

. .” + r. - - ****

Behold me proſtrate at thy Feet, -

And hear me thankfully repeat º

The Mercies of my God; º

I felt from Thee the Medicine flow,

I tell Thee all the Truth, and ſhew.

The Virtue of thy Blood.

With lowly reverential Fear

I teſtify, that Thou art near

To All who ſeek thy Love;

Saviour of All I Thee proclaim;

The World may know thy Healing Name,

And all its Wonders prove.

Speak then once more, and tell my Soul,

Sinner, thy Faith hath made Thee whole,.

Thy Plague of Sin is o'er;

Be perfected in Holineſs,

Depart in Everlaſting Peace,

Depart, and Sin no more.

XCVII. The Tempest.

ND are our Joys ſo quickly fled! .

A We who were fill'd with Living Bread,

With calm Delight and Peace, *

Conſtrain'd into the Ship we go,

And now the boiſt’rous Violence know.

Of ſtormy Winds and Seas.

P 2. To
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To ſhipwreck our weak Faith and Hope,

Satan hath ſtird a Tempeſt up,
Prince of the lower Air;

The World he ačtuates and guides,

He in that troubled Ocean rides,

And reigns Deſpotic there. . . . . .

* ... 1: *

The World obedient to their Gop, º
... tº

Rage horribly, and ſtorm aloud,

The Waves around us roll;

---

-

But fiercer ſtill the Storm within, ... . . .
While Floods of Wickedneſs and Sin

O'erwhelm the Tempted Soul. .

Ev’n now the Waves of Paſſion riſe, . . .

And work, and ſwell, and touch the Skies,

Or bear us down to Hell; -

Toſt in a long tempeſtuous Night, -

While not one Gleam of chearful Light,

Or Ray of Joy we feel. * - -

But lo! in our Diſtreſs we ſee

The Saviour walking on the Sea!

Ev’n now He paſſes by ;

He ſilences our clam’rous Fear, ºr 4

And mildly ſays “Be of good Chear,

Be not afraid, 'Tis I?’” * --

“”Tis I who bought you with my Blood,

'Tis I, who bring you waſh'd to God,

'Tis. I the Sinner's Friend,

'Tis I; in whom ye Pardon have, “ . .

Who ſpeak in Truth, mighty to ſave,

And love you to the End.

Ah! Lord, if it be Thou indeed,

So near us in our Time of Need, -

* > . . .

>
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So good, ſo ſtrong to ſave;

Speak the kind Word of Power to me,

Bid me believe, and come to Thee”

Swift-walking on the Wave.

He bids me come! His Voice I know,

And boldly on the Water go, • *

To Him my God and LoRD, ºn

I walk on Life's tempeſtuous Sea: -

For He who lov’d, and died for mes

Hath ſpoke the powerful Word.

Secure on liquid Waves I tread,

Nor all the Storms of Paſſion heed, .

While to my Lord I look;

O'er every fierce Temptation bound, .

The Billows yield a Solid Ground,

The Wave is firm as Rock.

But if from Him I turn mine Eye,

And ſee the raging Floods run high,

And feel my Fears within,

My Foes ſo ſtrong, my Fleſh ſo frail, ,

Reaſon, and Unbelief prevail, .

And ſink me into Sin l,

Sinking on Him for Help I call,

Save, Lord, or into Hell I fall,

O ſnatch me from my Doom;

Stretch out thy Hand, and aſk me why, ,

Why doſt Thou doubt, or fear, when I,

Thy Lord have bid thee come *

Lord, I my Unbelief confeſs,

My little Spark of Faith increaſe,

And I ſhall doubt no more;

But fix on Thee my ſteady Eye,

And on Thine outſtretch’d Arm rely, .

"Till'all the Storm is o'er.

- P 3 Jesu, .
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13 Jesu, in Us Thyſelf reveal, º

The Winds are huſh'd, the Sea is ſtill, º

If in the Ship Thou art;

O manifeſt thy Power Divine, * -

Enter this finking Church of Thine,

And dwell in every Heart. i. ss

14 Comein, come in, Thou Prince of Peace, A

And all the Storms of Sin ſhall ceaſe,

And fall no more to riſe; * - - -

We then, if Thou with us remain,

Our Port ſhall in a Moment gain,

And anchor in the Skies.

-

-

XCVIII. G.Lo RI A PATR I.

I EJOICE with Us, ye Angel-Hoſt,

Your Songs triumphant raiſe,

To FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost

Attribute Equal Praiſe.

2 Praiſe everlaſting as his Love

With you we ſoon ſhall give,

And ſeated on our Thrones above

In Heavenly Glory live.

XCIX. ABBA FATHER I

p Lº: D, I know not how to pray,

Help mine Infirmity, 2.

Tell me, FATHER, what to ſay, , ...

And I will ſpeak to Thee: - -

* ..." Wretched,
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2

3

Wretched, poor, and helpleſs I ºf
Would fain be taken to thy-Breaſt; sº-f

ABBA FATHER, hear me cry, -

And lull my Soul to Reſt. f
-- * :- … … ºr

E’er I utter my Complaint - ||

My Wants to Thee are known;

Need I tell Thee that I want r

The Spirit of thy Son? . . . . . .

Still, alas! for This I figh,

Forlorn, forſaken, and diſtreſt: * → ; -

ABBA FATHER, &c.

r

Once I-knew,Thee reconcil'd, -

--And ſaw thy ſmiling Face, --------

Loving as a little Child,

I liſp'd my Father's Praiſe:

Now I cannot find Thee nigh,

By Clouds of Sin and Grief oppreſt:

4.

5

ABBA FATHER, &c.

Ever hoping againſt Hope, , s

I ſtruggle to believe: -

"Till thy Mercy lift me up,

Contentedly I$º -

Weeping at thy Feet I lie

That I have ſo my GoD diſpleas'd: -

ABBA FATHER, &c.
-

Tho' Thou ſeem to caſt me out,

And leave me ſtill to mourn, - - -

Yet Thou wiſt (I dare not doubt)
Thou wilt at laſt return: -

Thou canſt not Thyſelf deny, *

Of Thee I ſhall be re-poſeſt: --- * * *

ABBA FATHER, &c. f
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6 To chaſtiſe me for my Pride

Thou hideſt now thy Face:

When my Will is crucified,

I ſhall regain thy Grace;

Pain ſhall at thy Preſence fly,

Again I ſhall in Thee be bleſt:

ABBA FATHER, &c.

7 Let me from this Moment give

My fond Complainings o'er,

Unto Thee the Matter leave,

And teach my God no more;

When, and as Thou wilt comply,

But grant, O grant me my Requeſt:

ABBA FATHER, &c.

8 Perfect what Thou haſt begun,

- And love me to the End,

Send, becauſe I am thy Son,

To me thy Spirit ſend;

On the Promiſe I rely, -

Thy Manner, and thy Time is beſt:

ABBA FATHER, hear me cry,

And lull my Soul to Reſt.

C. An HYMN for Condemna

Malefactors. -
º

O let the ſorrowful Sighing of the Priſºners come

before Thee: According to the Greatneſs of thy

Power, preſerve Thou thoſe that are appointed

to die. Pſalm lxxix. I 1. _ _

I Thou that hangedſt on the Tree

Our Curſe and Sufferings to remove,

Pity the Souls that look to Thee,

And ſave us by thy dying Love.

Outcaſts
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2 Outcaſts of Men, to Thee we fly, ... I

To Thee who wilt the Worſt receive,

Forgive, and make us fit to die; -

Alas! we are not fit to live.

---

- 1

3 We own our Puniſhment is juſt, . . . . . . . ;

We ſuffer for our Evil here, tº .

But in thy Sufferings, Lord, we truſt, -

Thine, only Thine our Souls can clear.

4. We have no outward Righteouſneſs, .

No Merits, or Good Works to plead;

We only can be ſav'd by Grace; -

Thy Grace will here be free indeed.

5 Save us by Grace thro' Faith alone, - " " ' ' ' ' '

A Faith thou muſt Thyſelf impart, it.

A Faith that would by Works be ſhewn, *

A Faith that purifies the Heart. . . . .

6 A Faith that doth the Mountains move, :

A Faith that ſhews our Sins forgiven,

A Faith that ſweetly works by Love,

And aſcertains our Claim to Heaven.

7 This is the Faith we humbly ſeek,

The Faith in thine all-cleanſing Blood;

That Blood which doth for Sinners plead

O let it ſpeak us up to God!

8 Canſt Thou rejećt our Dying Prayer, t

Or caſt us out who come to Thee? . . . . . .

... Our Sins ah!, wherefore didſt Thou bear!'. "

2.

... Jesu, remember Calvary! . . . .

9 Numbred with the Tranſgreſſors Thou, º

Between the"Felons Crucified, . . .

Speak to our Hearts, and tell us now

Wherefore haſt Thou for Sinners died! . .f
* . . . . . * . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .” PCſ

*... 3:... J.
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to For Us waſt Thou not lifted up,

For Us a bleeding Vićtim made?

That We, the Abjects We, might hope,

Thou haſt for All a Ranſom paid,

11 O might we with our cloſing Eyes

Thee in thy Bloody Veſture ſee,

And caſt us on thy Sacrifice:

Jesus, my Lord, remember me!

12 Thou art into thy Kingdom come:

I own. Thee with my parting Breath,

God of all Grace, reverſe my Doom,

And ſave me from Eternal Death.

13 Haſt Thou not wrought the ſure Belief

I feel this Moment in thy Blood?

And am not I the Dying Thief?

And art not Thou my Lord, my God?

14 Thy Blood to all our Souls apply,
To Them, to me thy Spirit give,

And I (let each cry out) and I

With Thee in Paradiſe ſhall live.

CI. In Temptation.

g ESU help! Thou Sinner's Friend,

On Thee for Help I call,

Send me ſpeedy Succour, ſend,

Or into Hell I fall; .

Now, ev'n now thine Aid afford,

In Pity to a Sinner's Cries,

Save me, or I periſh, Lord, .

My Soul for ever dies.

* See
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2 See me in my laſt Diſtreſs,

And run to reſcue me, - - -

Speak to all my Paſſions Peace, . . . ;

O calm the troubled Sea; -

All my Sin's Abyſs is ſtir’d,

And high as Heaven the Billows riſe;

Save me, &c. - -

• *

--- ***

3 Yes, without thy Help I muſt

Be ſwallow'd up in Sin, -

Loſt I am, undone, and loſt,

I have my Hell within;

Self-condemºn’d and ſelf-abhor'd,

I ſink in dying Agonies; - . .

Save me, &c.

4 Dies a never-dying Death,

If Thou Thy Help delay,

Yawns the fiery Gulph beneath,

And Hell expects its Prey,

Tophet is my juſt Reward,

And always meets my blaſted Eyes;

Save me, &c.

5 Jesu, ſave me thro' thy Name,

No other Hope I have, .

Damn'd, for ever damn'd I am,

If Thou refuſe to ſave;

But my Truſt is in thy Word,

On that alone my Soul relies; , * * * * ,

Save me, &c. “ - - - - -

6 Helper of the Helpleſs Thou, ,

The friendleſs Sinner's Friend,

LoRD, on Thee I ſurely now,

On Thee alone depend.

Wilt Thou ſuffer me to die,

Abandon'd in my laſt Diſtreſs: ". . .

Jesus, anſwer to my Cry,

...And bid me go in Peace.

-, * > 1 iſ
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7 Wilt Thou bid a Sinner ſeek

Thy lovely Face in vain?

Speak, the Word of Comfort ſpeak,

And hook me out of Pain:

Bring thy great Salvation nigh,

My Soul from Inbred Sin releaſe;

Jesu, anſwer to my Cry,

And bid me go in Peace.

8 Bleft for ever be the Name

Of my Redeeming Lord!

Lifted up once more I am,

I hear the Pardning Word;

He could not Himſelf deny,

He gives my burthen’d Conſcience Eaſe,

Jesus anſwers to my Cry,

And bids me go in Peace.

CII.

HY-M N II,

3. ESU, go not far from me,

For Sin is hard at Hand,

I have none to help but Thee,

Enable me to ſtand.

Hear out of the Deep my Cry,

And help me now as heretofore;

Save me, ſave he, or I die,

I fall to riſe no more.

2 GoD of my Salvation, hear,

In this my Time of Need;

See the Day of Battle near,

And ſkreen my naked Head;

Send me Succour from on high,

And hide me 'till the Storm is o'er;

Save me, &c.

Thou
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3 Thou haſt oft my Refuge been,

And Thou art ſtill the ſame;

Snatch me from the Jaws of Sin,

O quench the violent Flame,

Bring thy great Salvation nigh,

Stir up thine Interpoſing Power,

| Save me, &c. -

4 Help on Thee, Thou mighty One,
For all Mankind is laid;

Let it now on me be ſhewn,

Be Thou my preſent Aid,

O come quickly, and ſtand by,

My Soul throughout the Trying Hour;

Save me, &c.

5 Help me now, but let me ſtill,

My Want of Help confeſs,

Hang upon thy Arm, and feel

My utter Helpleſsneſs,

Only This be all my Cry,

*Till Thou my ruin’d Soul reſtore;

Save me, ſave me, or I die,

I fall to riſe no more.

CIII.

H Y M N III.

I ELP, O help, my great Creator,

Love the Soul Thyſelf haſt made,

Burthen'd with a ſinful Nature

, Let me ſtill on Thee be ſtay’d:

What I have to Thee commended,

Saviour, wilt Thou not ſecure,

*Till the fiery Trial's ended,

'Till I as my God am pure?
Vol. I, Q_ w Hear
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2 Hear my earneſt Supplication,

Keep me in this evil Day;

With me in my ſtrong Temptation

O my kind Protećtor, ſtay.

I have no One to deliver,

No One to defend I have,

Ruin'd, and undone for ever,

If my Lord refuſe to ſave.

3 But it is thy gracious Pleaſure

To redeem me from All Sin;

Only let me wait thy Leiſure,

'Till Thou bring thy Kingdom in:

Pray, and ſerve Thee without ceaſing,

'Till the perfect Grace I prove,

Bleſt with all the Goſpel-Bleſſing,

Fill'd with all the Life of Love.

4 Hear in this Accepted Hour,

Speak, and bid the Sun ſtand ſtill,

Give me now the conſtant Power

Over my own carnal Will;

Stronger wax thy Love and ſtronger,

Let my Boſom-Sin give Place,

Let the Elder ſerve the Younger,

Nature yield to Sovereign Grace.

CIV.

H Y M N IV.

I ESUS, God of my Salvation,

J Send the promis'd Help I claim,

Bring me thro' my ſore Temptation,

Manifeſt thy Saving Name:

Art Thou not the ſame for ever?

Do not I on Thee depend?

O continue to deliver,

Save me, ſave me to the End.

:
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2 From thy feeble helpleſs Creature

Never, never, Los D, depart, -

Shew Thyſelf than Satan greater, º

Greater than my Evil Heart:

If the Fiend muſt vex me longer,

Buffet ſtill my trembling Soul,

Jesu, ſhew Thyſelf the Stronger,

Keep me, ’till Thou mak'ſt me whole.

3 Let me, while my Faith is trying,

Reft in thy Atoning Blood,

Always bear about the Dying

Of my dear Redeeming God;

*Till I all thy Life inherit,

Let me in thy Wounds abide,

Shelter there my weary Spirit;

Save me, who for me haſt died.

CV.

H Y M N V.

I. OW oft ſhall I beſeech Thee, Lord,

-
H How oft in Anguiſh pray,

e mindful of thy Promiſe, Lord,

And take my Sin away?

2 The Thorn which in my Fleſh I feel,

O bid it hence depart,

This inbred Meſſenger of Hell

Command him from my Heart.

3 Theſe cruel Buffetings of Sin

I can no longer bear,

I ſink beneath this War within,

And periſh in Deſpair.

Q_2 -
O ſave
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4 O ſave me, ſave me from this Hour,

The dying Sinner ſave, -

Nor let the greedy Pit devour,

Nor let me ſee the Grave,

5 The Grave of Hell ſtands open wide

To ſwallow up its Prey;

Jesu, preſerve my Soul, and hide,

Throughout the evil Day.

6 O ſend me from thy holy Place

The Help laid up on Thee,

Aſſure me that thy Saving Grace

Sufficient is for me.

7 Sufficient to reſtrain from Sin,

While fierce Temptations laſt,

To ſave me from the Storm within,

*Till all the Storm is paſt.

8 Is not thy Power divinely ſhewn

In Man's Infirmity?

Make all thy great Salvation known,

Perfect thy Strength in me.

9 A weaker Worm did never yet

Thy promis'd Aid implore,

O hide me from the Storm and Heat,

*Till Sin ſubſiſts no more.

Io Safe in the Lyon's Den I lie,

If Thou their Rage reſtrain;

I paſs thro' Floods, if Thou art nigh,

And in the Flames remain.

1 1 Unhurt I bear the fiery Teſt,

And in the Furnace ſhine,

That upon me the Power may reſt,

The Power of Love Divine.

Surely

<
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12 Surely I ſhall as Gold come forth,

When Thou my Faith haſt tried,

Transform'd into my Saviour's Worth,

And ſeven Times purified.

13 A Sinner now undone and loſt

My Miſery I confeſs;

I own it all, yet gladly boaſt

Of my own Helpleſsneſs.

14 The God who doth from Sin reſtrain

Shall ſoon his Arm diſplay;

His Preſence ſhall with me remain,

The Glorious Shechinah.

15 Jesus ſhall pitch his Tent in me,

And never more remove,

And I ſhall as my Maſter be,

Renew’d in ſinleſs Love.

16 Sure as I now his Croſs ſuſtain,

I ſoon his Crown ſhall wear,

The Glory of my Lord obtain,

And reign for ever there.

CVI.

H Y M N VI.

1. GoD, thy Faithfulneſs I plead,

My preſent Help in Time of Need,

My great Deliverer Thou,

Haſte to mine Aid, thine Ear incline,

And reſcue this poor Soul of mine;

I claim the Promiſe Now. -

Q-3 Thou,
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2 Thou wilt not leave me in the Snare,

Tempted above what I can bear,

With no Salvation nigh:

I may eſcape, Thou ſayſł I may;

I need not fall the Tempter's Prey,

I need not ſin, and die.

3 For thy own Truth, and Mercy Sake,

Thou wilt with the Temptation make

A Way to eſcape the Sin: -

Thou wilt in Danger's lateſt Hour

Shew forth the Greatneſs of thy Power,

And bring thy Succours in.

4 where is the Way? Ah! ſhew me where 2

That I the Mercy may declare,

The Power that ſets me free:

How can I my Deſtruštion ſhun ?

How can I from my Nature run? .

Anſwer, O GoD, for me.

5 One only Way the erring Mind

Of Man, ſhort-fighted Man could find

From Inbred Sin to fly;

Stronger than Love (I fondly thought)

Death, only Death, muſt cut the Knot

Which Love could not untie.

6 But Thou, my Lord, art rich in Grace,

Thy Love can find a thouſand Ways,

To fooliſh Man unknown;

My Soul upon thy Love I caſt,

I reſt me, ’till the Storm is paſt,

Upon thy Love alone.

7 Thy faithful, wiſe, and mighty Love

Shall ev'ry Obſtacle remove,

And .
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And make an open Way; *_ :

Thy Love ſhall burſt the Shades of Death, i

And bear me from the Gulph beneath

To everlaſting Day.

8 LoRD, I believe Thee true and good,

My only Truſt is in thy Blood;

I hear it ſpeak for me; ,

And if my Soul is in thy Hands,

And if thy Word for ever ſtands,

I ſhall not fall from Thee.

CVII.

H Y M N VII.

I O whom but Thee, Thou bleeding Lamb,

Should I for Help apply?

Still in the Toils of Death I am,

And Sin is always nigh.

2. But Thou, my Lord, art nigher ſtill

Throughout the fiery Hour,

To reſcue me from my own Will,

'Till I can ſin no more.

e

3 O were thy Suff'rings on the Tree

Into my Soul brought in!

O that thy Death might work in me

A perfect Death to Sin!

4 Me to thy ſuffering Self confirm, c4% ſº?”

The mortal Power impart, -

Pity a poor, weak, lab’ring Worm,

And waſh my guilty Heart.

º:

Thou
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5 Thou knowſton Works, and Means, and Men,

No longer I rely,

I never, never can be clean

*Till Thou thy Blood apply.

6 My only Truſt is in thy Blood,

Which purges every Stain:

Bring in, O Lord, the purer Flood,

Nor let me aſk in vain.

7 Faith in thy Blood, Thou ſeeſt, I have,

For Thou the Grace haſt given,

Thy Blood from all my Sin ſhall ſave,

And ſpeak me up to Heaven.

8 Thy Blood ſhall quench this Fire of Hell,

Which now I feel within;

Thy Blood my Sin-ſick Soul ſhall heal,

And waſh out all my Sin.

9 In Hope believing againſt Hope.

*Till then I look to Thee;

I ſee Thee, Saviour, lifted up

For all Mankind and me.

Io Determin'd Nothing elſe to know,

But Jesus Crucified,

I cannot from my Jesus go,

Or leave thy wounded Side.

#1 Thou wilt not let me hence depart,

"Till all thy Death I prove,

Redeem'd from Sin, and pure in Heart,

And perfeóted in Love.

12 The Anchor of my fledfaſt Hope

Within the Veil I caſt,

Thy dying Love ſhall hold me up,

"Till all the Storms are paſt.

Only
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13 Only becauſe Thou di'dſt for me

I truſt on This alone,

And look in Life and Death to be

With Thee for ever One.

CVIII.

H Y.M N VIII.

r God of Love, to whom I pray,

Wilt Thou let me fall away

And loſe thy Mercies paſt?

Muſt I in vain for Pardon cry,

And periſh in my Sins, and die,

Die, in my Sins at laſt?

2 Were this thy Will concerning me,

Wherefore have I follow’d Thee,

And long'd thy Love to know?

Why haſt Thou from my Earlieſt Days

Allur'd my Soul to ſeek thy Face,

If made for Endleſs Wee?

3 Why did thy Providential Power

Interpoſe in Danger's Hour,

And ſtill the Vićtim ſave *

So oft the mortal Fever chide,

And turn the Dart of Death aſide,

And mock the Gaping Grave?

Why didſt Thou in my youthful. A

4. j me from#. º:*

And ev'ry dire Offence 2

Why didſt Thou hide from Worldly Cares,

And keep in twice ten thouſand Snares

My heedleſs Innocence

why
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5. Why didſt Thou gently draw me on,

*Till I ſunk deſpairing down

In Legal Miſery :

And cried, by the Commandment ſlain,

Ah! woe is me, A wretched Man,

What Hope of Heaven for me!

6 Why didſt Thou, Lord, my Load remove,

Shew me thy Forgiving Love,

And ſpeak me§
If Thou haſt Pleaſure in my Death,

I had long fince refign'd my Breath ;

I had in Egypt died.

7 When I had forfeited my Peace,

Why in my extreme Diſtreſs

Was I ſo often heard?

Thou brought'ſt the timely Succours in,

And ſav'dſt my tempted Soul from Sin,

The Sin I lov'd, and fear'd.

8 Why haſt Thou to thy People join'd

Me, the vileſt of Mankind,

In Cordial Charity ? -

Why haſt Thou heard thy Spirit's Groans

Intreating in thy Choſen Ones

For me, O God, for me?

9 Wou'dſt Thou have ſtir'd them up to pray

• For an hopeleſs Caſtaway,

If ſuch, alas! I am

If I muſt periſh in my Blood,

Wreſtle for me they never cou’d,

Or aſk in Jesu's Name.

to A Drop of Love's Eternal Sea.

Is their kind Concern for me;

ºs.
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As ſuch I muſt receive

This Token of my Father's Grace,

His Heart o'erflows with Tenderneſs,

And GoD would have me live.

11 Me, Lord, Thou never wilt forſake,

Never let my Soul turn back,

To live the Life of Senſe;

To bring Diſhonour on thy Name,

But ſave me firſt from all my Shame,

And ſnatch my Spirit hence.

1z I feel, I now divinely feel,

Thou, O Lord, art with me ſtill,

And with me wilt abide:

*Till Life's extreameſt Ills are paſt,

And I obtain a Lot at laſt

With all the Glorified.

CIX.

HY M N IX.

1. H! tell me, Lord, for whom Ipine,

And mourn in deep Diſtreſs,

How long ſhall this weak Heart incline

To its own Wickedneſs?

How long ſhall I my Nature fear,

Yet what I loath deſire,

And melt at the Temptation near

As Wax before the Fire *

2 Thou knowſt the undiſſembled Pain

The real Grief I feel,

While dark and trembling I remain

As on the Verge of Hell.

J groan
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I groan to feel my Heart relent,

By Sin almoſt ſubdued,

And bluſh to find I could conſent

To grieve my gracious God.

3 My gracious God, how ſhall I ſhun

This Enemy within

Out of myſelf I cannot run,

To 'ſcape my Boſom-fin?

I fear in ſome unguarded Hour

Left it my Soul betray,

And give me up to Satan's Power

An unreſiſting Prey.

4 O that Thou wou'dſt ſtretch out thine Hand;

By this weak, finking Soul,

In every cloſe Temptation ſtand,

And all my Luſts controul.

The Strength of Saving Grace above

My Nature's Strength exert,

Thou GoD of all-vićtorious Love,

Thou greater than my Heart.

5 O that Thou woud'ſ root out the Thorn,

Deſtroy the Enmity,

Set me a Time for thy Return,

And then remember me.

Contračt, or lengthen out my Years,

But 'till they all are paſt,

Preſerve me from my Sins and Fears,

But fully ſave at laſt.

CX.

H Y M N X.

I ELP, Lord, to whom for Help I fly,

And ſtill my tempted Soul ſtand by,

Through
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I O HOW ſhall a Sinner perform

Throughout this Evil Day;

The ſacred Watchfulneſs impart,

And keep the Iſſues of my Heart,

And ſtir me up to pray.

My Soul with thy whole Armour arm,

In each Approach of Sin alarm,

And ſhew the Danger near;

Surround, ſuſtain, and ſtrengthen me,

And fill with godly Jealouſy,

And ſanétifying Fear.

Whene'er my feeble Hands hang down,

O let me ſee thy gathering Frown,

And feel thy warning Eye,

And ſtarting cry from Ruin's Brink,

Save, Jesus, or I yield, I fink,

O ſave me, or I die.

If near the Pit I raſhly ſtay,

Before I wholly fall away,

The keen Convićtion dart; .

Recall me with that pitying Look, ,

That kind upbraiding Glance, which broke

Unfaithful Peter's Heart. y

º
*

*

In me thine utmoſt Mercy ſhew,

And make me as Thyſelf below,

Unblameable in Grace,

Ready prepard, and fitted here

By perfect Holineſs tº appear

Before thy glorious Face.

CXI.

H Y M N XI.

The Vows he hath vow'd to the Lord *

Vol. I. R A ſin

* --
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A ſinful and impotent Worm,

How can I be true to my Word?

I tremble at what I have done,

But look for my Help from above,

The Power that I never have known, .

The Virtue of Jesus's Love.

2 My ſolemn Engagements are vain,

My Promiſes empty as Air,

My Vows I ſhall break them again,

And plunge in eternal Deſpair;

Unleſs my Omnipotent GoD

The Senſe of his Goodneſs impart,

And ſhed by his Spirit abroad -

That Love of Himſelf in my Heart.

3 O Lover of Sinners, extend

To me the Affectionate Grace,

Appear my Affliction to end, -

Afford me a Glimpſe of thy Face:

The Sight ſhall inkindle in me

A Flame of reciprocal Love,

And then I ſhall cleave unto Thee,

And then I ſhall never remove.

4 O come to a Mourner in Pain,

Thy Peace to my Conſcience reveal,

And then I ſhall love Thee again,

And fing of the Goodneſs I feel;

Conſtrain’d by the Grace of my Lord,

My Soul ſhall in all Things obey,

And wait to be fully reſtor'd,

And long to be ſummon'd away.

CXII.

H Y M N XII.

i LORY to the righteous God,

Righteous, yet Benign to me!
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Still in his Paternal Rod
His Paternal Love I ſee: .

Let Him tenderly chaſtiſe,

Let Him graciouſly reprove, * - jº

Father, all within me cries º

All thy Ways are Truth and Love,

2 Humbled in the loweſt Deep,

Thee I for my Sufferings bleſs;

| Think of all thy Love, and weep

| For my own Unfaithfulneſs:

I have moſt rebellious been,

Thou haſt laid thine Hand on me,

Kindly viſited my Sin,

Scourg'd the Wanderer back to Thee.

3 Taught Obedience to my God

By the Things I have endured,

Meekly now I kiſs the Rod,

Wounded by the Rod, and cured:

Good for me the Grief and Pain,

Let me but thy Grace adore,

Keep the Pardon I regain,

Stand in Awe, and fin no more.

|

CXIII.

- H Y M N XIII.

i UT can it be, that I ſhould prove

For ever faithful to thy Love,

From Sin forever ceaſe ?

I thank Thee for the bleſſed Hope I

It lifts my drooping Spirit up,

And gives me back my Peace.

y R 2 In

/
-

-

-

:

|
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2 In Thee, O Lord, I put my Truſt,

Mighty, and merciful, and juſt,

Thy ſacred Word is paſt;

And I, who dare thy Word receive,

Without committing Sin ſhall live,

Shall live to God at laſt."

3 No more ſhall Sin its Sway maintain,

No longer in my Members reign,

Or captivate my Heart,

Upheld by thy vićtorious Grace,

I walk henceforth in all thy Ways,

And never will depart.

4 I reſt in thine Almighty Power,

The Name of Jesus is a Tower

That hides my Life above,

Thou canſt, Thou wilt my Keeper be,

My Confidence is all in Thee,

The faithful GoD of Love.

5 While ſtill to Thee for Help I call,

Thou wilt not ſuffer me to fall,

Thou canſt not let me ſin:

And Thou ſhalt give me Power to pray,

*Till all my Sins are purg'd away,

And all thy Mind brought in.

6 Wherefore in never-ceaſing Prayer

My Soul to thy continual Care

I faithfully commend,

Aſſur'd that Thou thro’ Life ſhalt ſave,

And ſhew Thyſelf beyond the Grave

My everlaſting Friend.

t

HYMNIS

* ,

* -

t

*
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P A R T II.

cxlv.

HYMNs for BE L I Eve Rs.

t HAT am I, O Thou glorious God!

Or what my Father’s Houſe to Thee!

That Thou ſuch Bleſfings haſt beſtow'd

On me, the vileſt Reptile me!

I take the Bleſſings from above,

And wonder at thy cauſeleſs Love.

2 Me in my Blood thy Love paſs'd by,

And ſtopp'd, my Ruin to retrieve, -- ".

Wept o'er my Soul thy Pitying Eye,

Thy Bowels yearn'd, and founded, Live!

Dying, I heard the welcome Sound,

And Pardon in thy Mercy found.

- R 3 Honours
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3 Honour, and Might, and Thanks, and Praiſe

I render to my Pardning God,

Extol the Riches of thy Grace,

And ſpread thy Saving Name abroad, .

That only Name to Sinners given,

Which lifts poor, dying Worms to Heaven.

Jesu, I bleſs thy gracious Power,

And all within me ſhouts thy Name; -

Thy Name let every Soul adore,

Thy Power let every Tongue proclaim;

Thy Grace let every Sinner know,

And find with me their Heaven below.

CXV.

H Y M N II.

The Love of CHR1st conſºraineth us.

I WHAT an evil, faithleſs Heart

Have I, ſo ready to depart

From Thee, the Living God

Not all thy Threats, and Judgments move,

*Till maſter'd by thy ſtronger Love,

It will not hear thy Rod.

2 The foreſt Plague Thou haſt to ſend,

Not Sin itſelf my Soul can bend,

Or bring my Spirit down;

Sin makes me prouder than before, -

And blinds, and hardens more and more,

'Till all my Heart is Stone.

3 My ſtony Heart thy Wrath defies,

And dares againſt thy Judgments riſe,

. . . . ;
Self.
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... Self-hardned from thy Fear; .

What canſt Thou with thy Rebel do?

Try me by Love, and in my View

With all thy Wounds appear.

4 Ah! who that piteous Sight can bear!

Behold the Lamb hangs bleeding theref

There, there! on yonder Tree

Pierc'd are his Feet, his Hands, his Side f

My Lamb, my Love is crucified!

O. Ged l. He dies for me!

5 For me He meekly bows his Head,

He ſuffers in the Sinner's Stead, º

My Ruin to retrieve: -

He ſpreads his Arms to take me in,

He ſheds his Blood to purge my Sin;

He dies that I may live.

6 O Love, by thee conſtrain’d at laſt,

I yield, I yield; my Tears flow faſt,

Faſt as thy ſtreaming Blood!

Breaks at the Sight my Heart of Stone;

1 faint to hear that dying Groan, .

Why, O my God my God! —

7 O God, I can hold out no more,

My Heart reſents thy ſoftning Power,

My Heart is melting Wax;

I feel, that Thou art Love indeed,

Thou wilt not break the bruiſed Reed,

Or quench the ſmoaking Flax.

8 Thou wilt not ſlight the feebleſt Grace,

This Spark of Love thy Breath ſhall raiſe,

And kindle to a Flame;

And I, who taſte how good Thou art,

Shall ſhortly love with all my Heart

My lovely, bleeding Lamb. -

- CXVI,
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CXVI.

HY M N III.

Pouchſafe, O Lord, to keep us this Day with

out Sin. -

r OuchsAfe to keep me, Lord, this Day

Without committing Sin,

And with me let thy Spirit ſtay,

*Till He is fixt within.

2 Thou canſt from Every Sin ſecure;

And is it not thy Will

Still to preſerve thy Servant pure

From every Touch of Ill

3 Ye Advocates for Sin, and Hell,

Which of you all dares ſay,

With God this is Impoſſible

To keep my Soul this Day?

4. He can, He can, yourſelves confeſs,

Almighty is my LoRD :

But will He guard me by his Grace?

But will He keep his Word?

5 Whate'er I aſk, the Truth hath ſaid,

I ſurely ſhall receive:

I aſk to be made free indeed,

And without Sin to live.

6 Whate’er I aſk in Faith, I have,

* As ſure as God is true;

My faithful God is ſtrong to ſave,

And He is ready too.

Jesus
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7 Jesus from Sin ſhall ſave His own,

Who wait the Truth to prove:

Poor, faithleſs Souls, have ye not known

That God, my God, is Love?

8 Willing Ha is, that all ſhould live

From all their Sins ſet free:

LoRD, I thy ſolemn Word receive,

Thy Oath to reſcue me.

9 Thou canſt, Thou wilt for One ſhort Day

Preſerve me finleſs here, -

And why not then (let Satan ſay)

A Week, a Month, a Year 2

to Why wilt Thou not for all my Life

My helpleſs Soul defend,

And bear me thro’ the doubtful Strife,

And keep me to the End!

11. With Shame the fatal Cauſe I own

Of all my Sin, and Grief;

I did not ſtand by Faith alone,

I fell thro’ Unbelief,

1z I aſk'd, but never hop'd from Thee

To obtain the promis'd Power,

Or look’d from Sin to be ſet free,

Before my dying Hour.

13 But lo! with humble Faith I bow

My Soul before thy Throne:

Deliver me from Evil now ;

For Thou canſt ſave Thine own.

14 Vouchſafe to keep me, Lord, this Day,

And every Day from Sin, -

Until Thou take it all away,

And bring thy Nature in.
Safe
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15 Safe in thine all-vićtorious Love,

And confident I reſt;

What Power can from my Rock remove, .

Or tear me from thy Breaſt

16 My Soul, on Thee, O Lord, relies,

Thine Arms are my Defence;

My Soul, Hell, Earth, and Sin defies,

To come, and pluck me hence.

17 Nigh me I find my three-fold Foe,

But Thou art always nigher;

Nor will I from my Fortreſs go,

Or leave my Wall of Fire.

18 My Life is hid with CHR1st above;

Faith in thy Blood I feel,

A Faith which doth the Mountain move;

And bids the Sun ſtand ſtill.

19 The Sin-ſubduing Power Divine

Thro' Faith I ſtill receive,

It keeps this feeble Heart of mine,

While unrenew'd I live.

20 It keeps, 'till I am born again,

And find the perfect Power,

And tell the faithleſs Sons of Men

That I can fin no more.

CXVII. For the Morning.

H Y M N IV.

º HERE is my God, my Joy, my Hope,

The dear Deſire of Nations where *

Jesus, to Thee my Soul looks up,

To Thee directs her Morning Prayer,

- - And
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And ſpreads her Arms of Faith abroad,

T'embrace my Hope, my Joy, my God.

2 Mine Eyes prevent the Morning Ray,

Looking, and longing for thy Word:

Come, O my Jesus, come away, 3--"

And let my Heart receive its HoRD ;

Which pants, and ſtruggles to be free,

And breaks to be detain'd from Thee.

|3 Appear in me, bright Morning-Star,

And ſcatter all the Shades of Night; |

I ſaw Thee once, and came from far; |

But quickly loſt thy tranſient Light; -

And now again in Darkneſs pine,

"Till Thou throughout my Nature ſhine.

4 In patient Hope I now give heed

To the ſure Word of promis'd Grace,

Whoſe Rays a feeble Luftre ſhed,

Faint-glimmering thro’ the darkſom Place,

*Till Thou thy glorious Light impart,

And riſe, the Day-Star, in my Heart.

5 Come, Lord, be manifeſted here,

And all the Devil's Works deſtroy,

Now without Sin in me appear,

And fill with everlaſting Joy;

Thy Beatific Face diſplay;

Thy Preſence is the perfect Day.

CXVIII. For the Evening.

H Y M N W.

t HOU, Lord, art rich in Grace to All,

Attend my earneſt Cry,

With lifted Hands and Heart I call,

And look to feel Thee migh.
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2 O that my Prayers might now to Thee

As Clouds of Incenſe riſe,

And let my Thanks accepted be,

My Evening Sacrifice.

3 Not unto me, O Lord, the Praiſe,

But to thy Name I give,

If kept by thine Almighty Grace,

Still unconſum'd I live.

4 Thro' Thee, my GoD, thro' Thee alone

I incorrupt have been,

Thou haſt thy Power in Weakneſs ſhewn

Witholding me from Sin.

5 Reſtrain'd from my own Wickedneſs,

Thy out-ſtretch’d Arm I ſee,

And bleſs Thee for my Faith's Increaſe,

And cloſer cleave to Thee.

6. With humble Thankfulneſs I own,

Sufficient is thy Grace,

Thou who from Sin haſt kept me One,

Canſt keep me All my Days.

CXIX. At Lying down.

..H Y M N VI.

I MN 1 PRESENT God, whoſe Aid

No One ever aſk’d in vain,

Be this Night about my Ped,

Every evil Thought reſtrain;

Lay thy Hand upon my Soul, -

God of my unguarded Hours;

All mine Enemies controul,

Hell, and Earth, and Nature's Powers.

Frail
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z Frail alas! my Nature is,

Ever finking into Sin: - \
I cannot from Sinning ceaſe,

All unholy, all unclean;

Yet to Thee for Help I ſeek,

Perfect, Lord, thy Strength in me;

I am Strong, when I am weak,

Weak myſelf, but ſtrong in Thee.

Keep me then, my Saviour, keep,

"Till my Soul is all renew'd :

Thou, whoſe Eyelids never ſleep,

Guard the future Houſe of God ;

Let not Evil enter in,

Every ſelfiſh Thought avert;

Stop the Avenues of Sin,

Keep the Iſſues of my Heart.

O Thou jealous God, come down,

God of Spotleſs Purity;

Claim, and ſeize me for thine own,

Conſecrate my Heart to Thee.

Under thy Protećtion take,

Songs in the Night-ſeaſon give;

Let me ſleep to Thee, and wake,

Let me die to Thee, and live.

Only tell me I am Thine,

And Thou wilt not quit thy Right;

Anſwer me in Dreams Divine,

Dreams, and Viſions of the Night:

Bid my Soul in Sleep go on,

Reſtleſly its God deſire,

Mourn for God in every Groan,

GoD in every Thought require.

Looſe me from the Chains of Senſe,

Set me from my Body free,

Draw with Stronger Influence

My unfetter'd Soul to Thee:

Wo L. I. S
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I groan to feel my Heart relent,

By Sin almoſt ſubdued,

And bluſh to find I could conſent

To grieve my gracious God.

3 My gracious God, how ſhall I ſhun

This Enemy within

Out of myſelf I cannot run,

To 'ſcape my Boſom-fin?

I fear in ſome unguarded Hour

Left it my Soul betray,

And give me up to Satan's Power

An unrefifting Prey.

4 O that Thou wou'dſt ſtretch out thine Hand;

By this weak, finking Soul, -

In every cloſe Temptation ſtand,

And all my Luſts controul.

The Strength of Saving Grace above

My Nature's Strength exert,

Thou Go D of all-vićtorious Love,

Thou greater than my Heart.

-

5 O that Thou woud'ſ root out the Thorn,

Deſtroy the Enmity,

Set me a Time for thy Return,

And then remember me.

Contračt, or lengthen out my Years,

But 'till they all are paſt,

Preſerve me from my Sins and Fears,

But fully ſave at laſt.

CX.

H Y M N X.

I ELP, Lord, to whom for Help I fly,

And ſtill my tempted Soul ſtand by,

Through
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Throughout this Evil Day;

The ſacred Watchfulneſs impart,

And keep the Iſſues of my Heart,

And ſtir me up to pray.

2 My Soul with thy whole Armour arm,

In each Approach of Sin alarm,

And ſhew the Danger near;

Surround, ſuſtain, and ſtrengthen me,

And fill with godly Jealouſy,

And ſančlifying Fear.

3 Whene'er my feeble Hands hang down,

O let me ſee thy gathering Frown,

And feel thy warning Eye,

And ſtarting cry from Ruin's Brink,

Save, Jesus, or I yield, I fink,

O ſave me, or I die.

4. If near the Pit I raſhly ſtay,

Before I wholly fall away,

The keen Convićtion dart; .

Recall me with that pitying Look,

That kind upbraiding Glance, which broke;

Unfaithful Peter's Heart. .

5 In me thine utmoſt Mercy ſhew,

And make me as Thyſelf below,

- Unblameable in Grace,

Ready prepard, and fitted here

By perfect Holineſs tº appear

Before thy glorious Face.

º

t

º

º

k

*

º

º
*

*

,
º

*

CXI.

H Y M N XI.

The Vows he hath vow'd to the Lo RD 2

Vol. I. R A ſin

i O HOW ſhall a Sinner perform
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A ſinful and impotent Worm,

How can I be true to my Word?

I tremble at what I have done,

But look for my Help from above,

The Power that I never have known, .

The Virtue of Jesus's Love.

2 My ſolemn Engagements are vain,

My Promiſes empty as Air,

My Vows I ſhall break them again,

And plunge in eternal Deſpair;

Unleſs my Omnipotent GoD

The Senſe of his Goodneſs impart,

And ſhed by his Spirit abroad -

That Love of Himſelf in my Heart.

3 O Lover of Sinners, extend

To me the Affectionate Grace,

Appear my Affliction to end, * -

Afford me a Glimpſe of thy Face:

The Sight ſhall inkindle in me

A Flame of reciprocal Love,

And then I ſhall cleave unto Thee,

And then I ſhall never remove.

4 O come to a Mourner in Pain,

Thy Peace to my Conſcience reveal,

And then I ſhall love Thee again,

And fing of the Goodneſs I feel;

Conſtrain’d by the Grace of my Lord,

My Soul ſhall in all Things obey,

And wait to be fully reſtor'd,

And long to be ſummon'd away.

CxII.

H Y M N XII.

i LORY to the righteous God,

Righteous, yet Benign to me!

.
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Still in his Paternal Rod

His Paternal Love I ſee:

Let Him tenderly chaſtiſe, --

Let Him graciouſly reprove, 2 ºf

Father, all within me cries -

All thy Ways are Truth and Love,

2 Humbled in the loweſt Deep,

Thee I for my Sufferings bleſs;

Think of all thy Love, and weep

For my own Unfaithfulneſs:

I have moſt rebellious been,

Thou haſt laid thine Hand on me,

Kindly viſited my Sin,

Scourg'd the Wanderer back to Thee.

3 Taught Obedience to my God -

By the Things I have endured,

Meekly now I kiſs the Rod,

Wounded by the Rod, and cured:

Good for me the Grief and Pain,

Let me but thy Grace adore,

Keep the Pardon I regain,

Stand in Awe, and fin no more.

CXIII.

H Y M N XIII.

n UT can it be, that I ſhould prove

| For ever faithful to thy Love,

From Sin forever ceaſe ?

I thank Thee for the bleſſed Hope

It lifts my drooping Spirit up,

And gives me back my Peace.

/ R 2 In

|!
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2 In Thee, O Lord, I put my Truſt,

Mighty, and merciful, and juſt,

Thy ſacred Word is paſt;

And I, who dare thy Word receive,

Without committing Sin ſhall live,

* Shall live to God at laſt.-

3 No more ſhall Sin its Sway maintain,

No longer in my Members reign,

Or captivate my Heart,

Upheld by thy vićtorious Grace,

I walk henceforth in all thy Ways,

And never will depart.

4 I reſt in thine Almighty Power,

The Name of Jesus is a Tower

That hides my Life above,

Thou canſt, Thou wilt my Keeper be,

My Confidence is all in Thee,

The faithful GoD of Love.

5 While ſtill to Thee for Help I call,

Thou wilt not ſuffer me to fall,

Thou canſt not let me ſin:

And Thou ſhalt give me Power to pray,

*Till all my Sins are purg'd away,

And all thy Mind brought in.

6 Wherefore in never-ceaſing Prayer

My Soul to thy continual Care

I faithfully commend,

Aſſur'd that Thou thro’ Life ſhalt ſave,

And ſhew Thyſelf beyond the Grave

My everlaſting Friend.
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P A R T II.

CXIV.

HYMNs for BE L I Eve Rs.

t HAT am I, O Thou glorious God!

Or what my Father’s Houſe to Thee!

That Thou ſuch Bleſſings haſt beſtow'd

On me, the vileſt Reptile me!

I take the Bleſſings from above,

And wonder at thy cauſeleſs Love.

2 Me in my Blood thy Love paſs'd by,
And ſtopp'd, my Ruin to retrieve, • * ,

Wept o'er my Soul thy Pitying Eye, ‘.

º Thy Bowels yearn'd, and ſounded, Live!

| Dying, I heard the welcome Sound,

" . And Pardon in thy Mercy found.

- R 3 Honours.
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3 Honour, and Might, and Thanks, and Praiſe

I render to my Pardning God,

Extol the Riches of thy Grace, -

And ſpread thy Saving Name abroad, .

That only Name to Sinners given,

Which lifts poor, dying Worms to Heaven.

4 Jesu, I bleſ, thy gracious Power,

And all within me ſhouts thy Name; i.

Thy Name let every Soul adore,

Thy Power let every Tongue proclaim;

Thy Grace let every Sinner know,

And find with me their Heaven below.

CXV.

H Y M N II.

The Love of CHR1st conſtraineth us.

! WHAT an evil, faithleſs Heart

Have I, ſo ready to depart

From Thee, the Living God

Not all thy Threats, and Judgments move, ,

*Till maſter'd by thy ſtronger Love, -

It will not hear thy Rod.

2 The foreſt Plague Thou haſt to ſend,

Not Sin itſelf my Soul can bend,

Or bring my Spirit down;

Sin makes me prouder than before,

And blinds, and hardens more and more,

'Till all my Heart is Stone.

3 My ſtony Heart thy Wrath defies,

And dares againſt thy Judgments riſe, …".
. . ;

-
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... Self-hardned from thy Fear;

What canſt Thou with thy Rebel do?

Try me by Love, and in my View

With all thy Wounds appear.

Ah! who that piteous Sight can bear!

Behold the Lamb hangs bleeding theref

There, there! on yonder Tree

Pierc'd are his Feet, his Hands, his Side f

My Lamb, my Love is crucified!

O. Ged 1. He dies for me!

For me He meekly bows his Head,

He ſuffers in the Sinner's Stead, º

My Ruin to retrieve:

He ſpreads his Arms to take me in,

He ſheds his Blood to purge my Sin;

He dies that I may live.

O Love, by thee conſtrain’d at laſt,

I yield, I yield; my Tears flow faſt,

Faſt as thy ſtreaming Blood!

Breaks at the Sight my Heart of Stone;

I faint to hear that dying Groan, .

Why, O my God! my God! —

O GoD, I can hold out no more,

My Heart reſents thy ſoftning Power

My Heart is melting Wax; - -

I feel, that Thou art Love indeed,

Thou wilt not break the bruiſed Reed,

Or quench the ſmoaking Flax.

Thou wilt not ſlight the feebleſt Grace,

This Spark of Love thy Breath ſhall raiſe,

And kindle to a Flame;

And I, who taſte how good Thou art,

Shall ſhortly love with all my Heart

My lovely, bleeding Lamb. -

- CXVI,
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CXVI.

H Y M N III.

Wouchſafe, O Lord, to keep us this Day with

out Sin. -

1. OU chsAfe to keep me, Lord, this Day

Without committing Sin,

And with me let thy Spirit ſtay,

*Till He is fixt within.

2 Thou canſt from Every Sin ſecure;

And is it not thy Will

Still to preſerve thy Servant pure

From every Touch of Ill

3 Ye Advocates for Sin, and Hell,

Which of you all dares ſay,

With God this is Impoſſible

To keep my Soul this Day?

4. He can, He can, yourſelves confeſs,

Almighty is my LokD : -

But will He guard me by his Grace?

But will He keep his Word?

5 Whate'er I aſk, the Truth hath ſaid,

I ſurely ſhall receive :

I aſk to be made free indeed,

And without Sin to live.

6 Whate’er I aſk in Faith, I have,

* As ſure as God is true;

My faithful God is ſtrong to ſave,

And He is ready too.

Jesus
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7 Jesus from Sin ſhall ſave His own,

Who wait the Truth to prove:

Poor, faithleſs Souls, have ye not known

That God, my God, is Love?

8 Willing Ha is, that all ſhould live

From all their Sins ſet free:

LoRD, I thy ſolemn Word receive,

Thy Oath to reſcue me.

9 Thou canſt, Thou wilt for One ſhort Day

Preſerve me ſinleſs here, -

And why not then (let Saten ſay)

A Week, a Month, a Year *

to Why wilt Thou not for all my Life

My helpleſs Soul defend,

And bear me thro’ the doubtful Strife,

And keep me to the End!

I I With Shame the fatal Cauſe I own

Of all my Sin, and Grief;

I did not ſtand by Faith alone,

I fell thro’ Unbelief.

1z I aſk'd, but never hop'd from Thee

To obtain the promis'd Power,

Or look’d from Sin to be ſet free,

Before my dying Hour.

13 But lo! with humble Faith I bow

My Soul before thy Throne:

Deliver me from Evil now ; -

For Thou canſt ſave Thine own.

14 Vouchſafe to keep me, LoRD, this Day,

And every Day from Sin,

Until Thou take it all away,

And bring thy Nature in.
Safe
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15 Safe in thine all-vićtorious Love,

And confident I reſt;

What Power can from my Rock remove, .

Or tear me from thy Breaſt -

16 My Soul, on Thee, O Lord, relies,

Thine Arms are my Defence;

My Soul, Hell, Earth, and Sin defies,

To come, and pluck me hence.

17 Nigh me I find my three-fold Foe,

But Thou art always nigher;

Nor will I from my Fortreſs go,

Or leave my Wall of Fire.

18 My Life is hid with CHR1st above;

Faith in thy Blood I feel,

A Faith which doth the Mountain move;

And bids the Sun ſtand ſtill.

19 The Sin-ſubduing Power Divine

Thro' Faith I ſtill receive,

It keeps this feeble Heart of mine,

While unrenew'd I live.

20 It keeps, 'till I am born again,

And find the perfeót Power,

And tell the faithleſs Sons of Men

That I can fin no more.

CXVII. For the Morning.

H Y M N IV.

tWHERE is my God, my Joy, my Hope,

The dear Deſire of Nations where *

Jesus, to Thee my Soul looks up,

To Thee directs her Morning Prayer,

And
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And ſpreads her Arms ofFaith abroad,

T'embrace my Hope, my Joy, my God.

Mine Eyes prevent the Morning Ray, |

Looking, and longing for thy Word:

Come, O my Jesus, come away, 3-"

And let my Heart receive its HoRD ;

Which pants, and ſtruggles to be free,

And breaks to be detain’d from Thee.

Appear in me, bright Morning-Star,

And ſcatter all the Shades of Night;

I ſaw Thee once, and came from far;

But quickly loſt thy tranſient Light;

And now again in Darkneſs pine,

"Till Thou throughout my Nature ſhine.

In patient Hope I now give heed

To the ſure Word of promis'd Grace,

Whoſe Rays a feeble Luftre ſhed,

Faint-glimmering thro’ the darkſom Place,

*Till Thou thy glorious Light impart,

And riſe, the Day-Star, in Iny Heart.

Come, LoRD, be manifeſted here,

And all the Devil's Works deſtroy,

Now without Sin in me appear,

And fill with everlaſting Joy ;

Thy Beatific Face diſplay;

Thy Preſence is the perfect Day.

CXVIII. For the Evening.

H Y M N V. . .

HOU, Lord, art rich in Grace to All,

Attend my earneſt Cry, -

With lifted Hands and Heart I call,

And look to feel Thee nigh.
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2 O that my Prayers might now to Thee

As Clouds of Incenſe riſe,

And let my Thanks accepted be,

My Evening Sacrifice.

3 Not unto me, O Lord, the Praiſe,

But to thy Name I give,

If kept by thine Almighty Grace,

Still unconſum'd I live.

4 Thro' Thee, my GoD, thro' Thee alone

I incorrupt have been,

Thou haſt thy Power in Weakneſs ſhewn

Witholding me from Sin.

5 Reſtrain'd from my own Wickedneſs,

*

Thy out-ſtretch’d Arm I ſee,

And bleſs Thee for my Faith's Increaſe,

And cloſer cleave to Thee.

6. With humble Thankfulneſs I own,

Sufficient is thy Grace,

Thou who from Sin haſt kept me One,

Canſt keep me All my Days.

CXIX. At Lying down.

..H Y M N VI.

n MN 1PRESENT God, whoſe Aid

No One ever aſk’d in vain,

Be this Night about my Ped,

Every evil Thought reſtrain;

Lay thy Hand upon my Soul, -

God of my unguarded Hours;

All mine Enemies controul,

Hell, and Earth, and Nature's Powers.

Frail
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6

Frail alas! my Nature is, \

Ever finking into Sin: -

I cannot from Sinning ceaſe,

All unholy, all unclean;

Yet to Thee for Help I ſeek,

Perfect, Lord, thy Strength in me;

I am Strong, when I am weak,

Weak myſelf, but ſtrong in Thee.

Keep me then, my Saviour, keep,

*Till my Soul is all renew'd :

Thou, whoſe Eyelids never ſleep,

Guard the future Houſe of God;

Let not Evil enter in,

Every ſelfiſh Thought avert;

Stop the Avenues of Sin,

Keep the Iſſues of my Heart.

O Thou jealous GoD, come down,

God of Spotleſs Purity;

Claim, and ſeize me for thine own, -

Conſecrate my Heart to Thee.

Under thy Protećtion take,

Songs in the Night-ſeaſon give;

Let me ſleep to Thee, and wake,

Let me die to Thee, and live.

Only tell me I am Thine,

And Thou wilt not quit thy Right;

Anſwer me in Dreams Divine,

Dreams, and Viſions of the Night:

Bid my Soul in Sleep go on,

Reſtleſly its God deſire,

Mourn for God in every Groan,

GoD in every Thought require.

Looſe me from the Chains of Senſe,

Set me from my Body free,

Draw with Stronger Influence

My unfetter'd Soul to Thee: -

Wo L. I. S In
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In me, Lord, Thyſelf reveal,

Fill me with a ſweet Surprize;

Let me Thee, when waking, feel,

Let me in thine Image riſe. -

Let me of thy Life partake; "

Thy own Holineſs impart:

O that I might ſweetly wake

With my Saviour in my Heart!

O that I might know Thee Mine,

O that I might Thee receive,

Only live the Life Divine,

Only to thy Glory live!

Or if Thou my Soul require,

E’er I ſee the Morning Light,

Grant me, Lord, my Heart's Deſire,

Perfect me in Love to-night;

Finiſh thy great Work of Love,

Cut it ſhort in Righteouſneſs;

Fit me for the Realms above,

Change, and bid me die in Peace.

I

cxx. An Act ºf Devotion.

H Y M N VII. .

Ehold the Servant of the Lord!

I wait thy guiding Eye to feel;

z

“To hear, and keep thine Every Word,

To prove, and do thy perfect Will,

Joyful from all my Works to ceaſe,

Glad to fulfil all Righteouſneſs. -

Me if thy Grace vouchſafe to uſe,

Meaneſt of all thy Creatures me,

The Deed, the Time, the Manner chuſe;

Let all my Fruit be found of Thee,

Let

*
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Let all my Works in Thee be wrought,

By Thee to full Perfection brought.

3 My every weak, though good, Deſign

O'er-rule, or change as ſeems Thee meet: "

Jesus, let all the Work be Thine:

. . Thy Work, O Lord; is all compleat,

And pleaſing in thy Father's Sight:

Thou only haſt done all Things right. ſ

4 Here then to Thee thine own I leave,

! I

*

Mould as Thou wilt the paſſive Clay,

But let me all thy Stamp receive,

But let me all thy Words obey,

Serve with a Single Heart and Eye, *

And to thy Glory live, and die. J

CXXI.

H Y M N VIII.

John vi. 6, 7, &c. Will ye alſº go awayP

- Lord, to whom ſhall we go? Thou haſ the

Words of Eternal Life. ~)

ESU, whither ſhall I go, C

J Thee my Saviour if I leave? -

Only Thou canſt eaſe my Woe, v.

Only Thou canſt Pardon give; * - .

None beſide can ſave from Sin, 2.

None beſide can, make me clean.

If I fooliſhly depart -

From the Ark of thy dear Breaſt, . . . .

Where ſhall my unſettled Heart

Find a Ground whereon to reſt?

Whither, or to whom ſhall I

From Myſelf for Succour fly? - -

- S 2. Shall
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-

3 Shall I back to Egypt go,

To my Vomit turn again,

To my Fleſh Corruption ſow,

Live anew in Pleaſures vain?

. No, with Sin I cannot dwell, * -

Sin is worſe than Death, and Hell. -

4 Shall I my old Toil renew,

Catch an honourable Name,

Praiſe, which comes from Man, purſue,

Idolize, and pant for Fame :

Who on Fame beſtows his Care,

Graſps a Shadow, feeds on Air.

5 Shall I go to Courts and Kings?

Courts and Kings are Vanity,

Beggarly and wretched Things,

Can they yield Support to me?

Cruſh'd by their own Grandeur's Weight,

Poorly, miſerably Great

6 Learning ſhould I ſtrive to gain,

Faireſt Fruit on Earth that grows,

Ineffectual were my Pain,

Happieſt He who Nothing knows;

Who in Queſt of vain Relief

Adds to Knowledge, adds to Grief.

7 If my God I caſt behind, -

God the Source of perfeót Bliſs,

Vain are all my Hopes to find

True, ſubſtantial Happineſs;

Search the whole Creation round,

Can it out of God be found 2

8 No; my God, if from the Way,

From the Truth if I remove,

Muſt I not forever ſtray,'

On in Error's Mazes rove,

Rove
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Rove from Peace to troublous Strife,

Rove to Death from Endleſs Life!

9 Who would go from Health to Pain,

Turn from Grace to Wickedneſs,

Freedom quit, to hug a Chain;

Grieve his Friend, his Foe to pleaſe?

Who his Saviour-GoD to ſhun,

Would to his Deſtroyer run ?

to Saviour, I with guilty Shame

Own that I, alas, am He!

Weak, and wavering ſtill I am,

Ready ſtill to fly from Thee .

Stop me by thy Look, and ſay,

Will you alſo go away?

11 You, whom I have brought to GoD,

Will you turn from God again?

You, for whom I ſpilt my Blood,

Will you let it flow in vain?

You, who felt it once applied,

Can ye leave my bleeding Side:

t

12 No, my Lamb, my Saviour, no,

(Every Soul with me reply)

From thy Wounds we will not go

Will not from our Maſter fly:

Thine is the Life-giving Word;

Thou art our Eternal LoRD.

13 Speak, and by thy Word detain
Every Soul inclin'd to ſtray;

Speak, and let thy Love conſtrain.

Every Fugitive to ſtay;

That we may no more depart,

Speak Thyſelf into our Heart.

-

-

-

-

/

S 3 CXXIX.
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CXXII.

H Y M N IX.

i N. Wearineſs ard Pain,

By Griefs and Sins oppreſt,

I turn me to my Reſt again,

My Soul's Eternal Reſt;

The Lamb that died for me,

And ſtill my Load doth bear;

To Jesu's ſtreaming Wounds I flee,

And find my Quiet there.

2 Jesus, was ever Grief,

Was ever Love like Thine !

Thy Sorrow, Lord, is my Relief,

Thy Life hath ranſom'd mine.

The Crucified appears 1

I ſee the Dying GoD !

O might I pour my ceaſeleſs Tears,

And mix them with thy Blood!

3 My Sorrows I forget

In View of Calvary;

I fall, and kiſs thy bleeding Feet, -

And pant to ſhare with Thee:

O were I offer'd up

Upon thy Sacrifice

Who would not drink that Sacred Cup,

And die when Jesus dies!

4 Thou ſeeſt my Heart's Defire,

I would thy Croſs partake;

I long to be baptiz'd with Fire,

And die for thy dear Sake;

I long to riſe with Thee,

And ſoar to Things above,

And ſpend a bleſt Eternity
In Praiſe of Dying Love. CXXIII,
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CXXIII.

s H Y MIN X.

On his BIRTH-DAY.

I OD of my Life, to Thee

My chearful Soul I raiſe,

Thy Goodneſs bad me be, .

And ſtill prolongs my Days:

I ſee my Natal Hour return,

And bleſs the Day that I was born.

2 A Clod of living Earth

I glorify thy Name,

From whom alone my Birth,

And all my Bleſſings came;

Creating and Preſerving Grace

Let all that is within me praiſe.

3 My Soul, and all its Powers,

Thine, wholly thine ſhall be,

All, all my happy Hours .

I conſecrate to Thee ;

Whate'er I have, whate’er I am -

Shall magnify my Maker's Name.

4 Long as I live beneath,

To Thee O let me live,

To Thee my every Breath

In Thanks, and Bleſſings give;

Me to thine Image now reſtore, +

And I ſhall praiſe Thee evermore.

5 Thy former Gift is vain,

Unleſs Thou lift me up,

Begetting me again

Unto a lively Hope;
O let
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O. let me know that Second Birth,

And live the Life of Heaven on Earth.

6 I wait thy Will to do -

As Angels do in Heaven,

In CHR 1st a Creature New,

Eternally forgiven;

I wait thy perfect Will to prove, -

When ſančtified by finleſs Love. -

.7 O might I ſoon attain

My holy Calling's Prize!

And grow, when born again,

And to thy Stature riſe;

From Strength to Strength, from Grace to Grace,

"Till meet to ſee thy Glorious Face. -

8 Then, when the Work is done,

The Work of Faith with Power,

Call home thy favour'd Son

At Death's triumphant Hour,

Like Moſes to Thyſelf convey,

And kiſs my raptur'd Soul away.
~

cxxiv.

The Way of Duty: the Way of Safety.

H Y M N XI.

I RE there not in the Labourer's Day

A Twelve Hours, wherein he ſafely may

His Calling's Works purſue?

Though Sin, and Satan ſtill are near,

Nor Sin, nor Satan can I fear

With Jesus in my View.

Not
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2 Not all the Powers of Hell can fright ſ r

A Soul, that walks with CHR1st in Light;

He walks, and cannot fall: | º

Clearly he ſees, and wins his Way,

Shining unto the perfeót Day, - - -

And more than conquers all, •

3 Light of the World, thy Beams I bleſs; ,

On Thee, bright Sun of Righteouſneſs,

My Faith hath fixt its Eye;

Guided by Thee, thro' All I go, r

Nor fear the Ruin ſpread below,

For Thou art always nigh.

4 Ten thouſand Snares my Path beſet,

Yet will I, Lord, the Work compleat,

Which Thou to me haſ given;

Superior to the Pains I feel,

Cloſe by the Gates of Death, and Hell,

I urge my Way to Heaven.

5 Still will I ſtrive, and labour ſtill,

With humble Zeal to do thy Will,

And truſt in thy Defence;

My Soul into thy Hands I give,

And, if he can obtain thy Leave,

Let Satan pluck me thence.

CXXV. Before any Work of Charity.

*

HY M N XII. - A

The Church's Glorious Head;

ith humble Joy I call Thee, Lord,

And in thy Foot-ſteps tread.

IJ. by higheſt Heavens ador'd,

Emp
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2 Emptied of all thy Greatneſs here

While in the Body ſeen,

Thou woudſt the Leaſt of all appear,
And miniſter to Men.

3 A Servant to thy Servants Thou

ln thy debas'd Eſtate,

How meekly did thy Goodneſs bow

To waſh thy Follower's Feet!

4 And ſhall a Worm refuſe to ſtoop,

His Fellow-Worms diſdain?

I give my vain Diſtinétions up,

Since God did wait on Man.

5 At Charity's Almighty Call

I lay my Greatneſs by,

The Leaſt of Saints, I wait on Alf,

The Chief of Sinners I. -

6 Happy, if I their Grief may chear,

And mitigate their Pain,

And wait upon the Servants here,

*Till with the Lord I reign.

CXXVI. In the Wºrk.

H y M N XIII.

I CoMe, O God, to do thy Will,

I With Jesus in my View,

A Servant of his Servants ſtill, *

My Pattern I purſue. -

2 My loving Labour I repeat, - -

Obedient to his Word, -- - -

And waſh his dear Diſciples Feet,

And wait upon my Lord.
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3 I have my Saviour always near,

On Him I now attend,

I ſee Him in his Members here,

My Brother, and my Friend.

4 Shivering beneath thoſe Rags He ſtands,

Again expos'd, and bare,

And ſtretches out his helpleſs Hands, -

And aſks my tender Care.

5 And ſhall I not Relief afford,

Put off my coſtly Dreſs,

Tear it away to cloath my Lord,

Who hides my Sinfulneſs!

6 Drink to a thirſty CHRIST I give,

An hungry CHR 1st I feed,

The Stranger to my Houſe receive,

Who here ſhall lay his Head.

7 Sick, and in Priſon will I find,

And all his Sorrows chear,

Or bring Him forth, and doubly kind

Relieve, and tend Him here.

8 In Sickneſs will I make his Bed,.

The Cordial Draught prepare,

JMy Hands ſhall hold his fainting Head

And all his Burthen bear.

9 Surely I now my Saviour ſee,

In this poor Worm conceal’d,

- Wounded He aſks Relief of me, -

Who all my Wounds hath heal’d.

Io My needy Jesus I deſcry,

And in this Obječt meet,

Sick, and in Pain I ſee Him lie,

And gaſping at my Feet.

. . . .

º
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ti Paleneſs his dying Face o'erſpreads,

His Griefs I more than ſee,

My Heart at Jesu's Suffering bleeds

With ſofteſt Sympathy. "

12 I fill my Lord's Afflićtions up, &

His welcome Burthen bear, -

And gladly drink his bitter Cup,

And all his Sorrows ſhare. .

13 Yes, Lord, with Joy, and Grief, and Love

I now behold thy Face,

My God deſcended from above

To ſuffer in my Place.

14 Thy Viſage marr'd with Tears and Blood,

Mine Eyes of Faith ſurvey,

As when on yonder Croſs my God

A bleeding Victim lay. . . . -

15 Torn with the Whips, and Nails, and Spear

Thy Sacred Body was;

O might it now to all appear

As hanging on the Croſs!

16 O that to Thee the World might bow,

And know thy Saving Name,

And ſee, and ſerve, as I do now,

And love the Bleeding Lambſ

CXXVI.

H Y M N XIV.

I ENT Le Jesu, lovely Lamb,

G Thine, and only Thine I am;

Take my Body, Spirit, Soul,

Only Thou poſſeſs the whole. -

Thou
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Thou my One Thing needful be,

Let me ever cleave to Thee:

Let me chuſe the better Part,

Let me give Thee all my Heart.

Fairer than the Sons of Men,

Do not let me turn again,

Leave the Fountain-Head of Bliſs,

Stoop to
Creature-Happineſs.

Whom have I on Earth below?

Thee, and only Thee I know:

Whom have I in Heaven but Thee?

Thou art All in All to me.

All my Treaſure is above,

All my Riches is thy Love:

Who the Worth of Love can tell, -

Infinite, unſearchable!

Thou, O Love, my Portion art,

LoRD, Thou knowſt my ſimple Heart:

Other Comforts I deſpiſe, -

Love be all my Paradiſe.

Nothing elſe can I require,

Love fills up my whole Defire:

All thy other Gifts remove;

Still Thou giv'ſt me All in Love.

CXXVII.

H Y M N XV.

ESU, my Truth, my Way,

My ſure, unerring Light,

On Thee my feeble Soul I ſtay,

Which Thou wilt lead aright;
Wol, I, T My
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My Wiſdom, and my Guide,

My Counſeller Thou art;

O never let me leave thy Side,

Or from thy Paths depart.

2 I lift mine Eye to Thee,

My lovely, bleeding Lamb,

That I may ſtill inlighten’d be,

And never put to Shame:

I never will remove

Out of thy Hands my Cauſe,

But reſt in thy redeeming Love,

And hang upon thy Croſs.

3 To Thee, when Sin draws nigh,

O let me ſtill confeſs

(While trembling to thy Wounds I fly)

My utterº :

Save, Lord "I cannot bear

This fore Temptation's Storm;

Save, or I periſh in Deſpair,

O ſave a dying Worm.

4. Still let thy Spirit, Lorp,

Soon as the Foe comes in,

His inſtantaneous Help afford,

And ſtem the Tide of Sin:

Lift up the Standard-Tree

'Gainſt my o'erpowering Foe,

And ſhew me, Thou haſt died for me,

And all my Sins o'erthrow.

5 Teach me the Happy Art

In all Things to depend

On Thee, who never wilt depart,

But love me to the End.

Still ſtir me up to ſtrive

With Thee in Strength Divine,

And every Moment, Low D, revive -

This fainting Soul of mine. Per
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6 Perſiſt to ſave my Soul

Throughout the Fiery Hour,

*Till I am every whit made whole,

And ſhew forth all thy Power;

Thro' Fire and Water bring

Into the wealthy Place,

And teach me the New Song to ſing,

When perfected in Grace.

7 O make me all like Thee,

Before I hence remove;

Settle, confirm, and 'ſtabliſh me,

And build me up in Love:

Let me thy Witneſs live,

When Sin is all deſtroy'd,

And then my ſpotleſs Soul receive,

And take me home to GoD.

CXXVIII.

H. Y M N XVI,

n Y GoD, I am thine,

/ What a Comfort divine,

What a Bleſſing to know that my Jesus is mine !

2 In the Heavenly Lamb

Thrice happy I am; [Name.

My Heart it doth dance to the Sound of thy

3 True Pleaſures abound

In the rapturous Sound;

And whoever hath found it hath Paradiſe found,

4. My Jesus to know,

And feel his Blood flow,

"Tis Life Everlaſting, 'tis Heaven below. Y

et
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5 Yet onward I haſte

To the Heavenly Feaſt;

That, that is the Fulneſs: but This is the Taſte.

6 And this I ſhall prove,

'Till with Joy I remove --

To the Heaven of Heavens of Jesus's Love.

CXXIX.

H Y M N XVII.

r Jesus, my Reſt,O How unſpeakably bleſt - t

Is the Sinner, that comes to be hid in thy Breaſt?

2. I come at thy Call,

At thy Feet do I fall, [All

And believe, and confeſs Thee my GoD, and my

3 Thou art Mary's Good Part,

The Thing Needful Thou art,

The Defire ofmy Eyes, and the Joy of my Heart.

My Comfort and Stay,

My Life, and my Way,

My Crown of Rejoicing in that happy Day.

5 Health, Pardon, and Peace

In Thee 1 poſſeſs; [leſs.

I can have Nothing more, I will have Nothing -

6 I ſtand in thy Might,

I walk in thy Light,
-

And all Heaven I claim in thy God-giving Right. *.

CXXX.
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CXXX. :

H Y M N XVIII. * I'-

r LL Praiſe to the Lamb! \ º

Accepted I am, - ; : , , | -

I am bold to believe on my Jesus's Name. º -

z Strength and Righteouſneſs,

And Pardon, and Peace, -

In the LoRD my Redeemer I ſurely poſſeſs.

3. In Thee I confide,

Thy Blood is applied; ... … [died.

For me Thou haſt ſuffer'd, for me Thou haſt

-

4 My Peace it is made,

My Ranſom is paid,

My Soul on thy Bloody Atonement is ſtay’d.

5. Not a Doubt can ariſe

Or hide for a Moment my Lord from my Eyes

\

º,

To darken the Skies,

6 I already am bleſt, *

I lean on thy Breaſt, - \ ,

And lo! in thy Wounds I continually reſt.

7 My Cup it runs o'er,

- I have Comfort and Power, ... [more?

I have Pardon What can a poor Sinner have

t

8. He can have a New Heart, -

So as never to ſtart [Thou art;

From thy Paths: He may be in the World as

9. He may be without Sin,

All holy and clean,

He may be as his Maſter, all-glorious within.
T 3 With.

º
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ro without Blemiſh, or Blot, -

Without Wrinkle, or Spot, [Thought.

Without Power to offendThee in Deed, Word, or

11. The Promiſe is ſure,

It ſhall always endure,

And I as my God ſhall be finleſs, and pure.

iz Thou again ſhalt appear

My Faith’s Finiſher,

And I in thy Love ſhall be perfected here.

13 I aim at the Prize,

- It is now in my Eyes,

To Perfection I preſs, to Perfection I riſe.

t4 I ſeek, and purſue,

I ſhall find the Pearl too,

For He who hath promis'd, is faithful, and true.

15 Thee, Lord, I receive,

And to me Thou ſhalt give

A Power without Sin, in thine Image, to live,

16 Thine Image is Love,

And I ſurely ſhall prove

That holy Delight of the Angels above.

17 Leſs cannot ſuffice

Than the Pearl of great Price:

Speak Lord, and I now in thy Likeneſs ſhall riſe:

is I am fire it haſ be,

I ſhall walk before Thee,

And be perfect as GoD, when my GoD is in me.

CXXXI.
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CXXXI.

H Y M N XIX.

i. ‘Y Jesus, my Lamb,

All Weakneſs I am, [Name.

But Strength, and Salvation are found in thy

2 I come for the Grace

Thy Father did place - -

On Thee for myſelf, and for all the loſt Race.

3 Be near to defend,

Continue my Friend;

I know Thou haſt lov'd me; but love to the End.

4 Our Safeguard Thou art,

And ſhoudſt Thou depart, -

I periſh, deſtroy'd by my own evil Heart.

5 But I truſt, Thou wilt ſtay

"Till I ſee the glad Day, ' [away.

When thy Blood ſhall have waſh'd all my Evil.

6 I have Faith in thy Blood,

It hath brought me to God,

And I in thine Image ſhall ſoon be renew'd.

7 I ſhall throughly be clean,

And all holy within;

Thine Image can harbour no Relicks of Sin.

8 Of Pardon poſſeſt,

Yet can I not reſt -

In the firſt Gift, but earneſtly covet the Beſt.

9. The Beſt I ſhall prove,

When perfett in Love,

I ſerve Thoe on Earth as the Angels above.
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Io. This, this is the Prize,

To Perfeótion I riſe,

And walk before God, 'till I fly to the Skies.

CXXXII.

H.Y. M. N. XX.

r Y Saviour, and King, *

Thy Conqueſt I fing;

Goliath is ſlain with a Stone, and a Sling.

2 Thine Arm did o'erthrow,

And laid my Sin low,

And now in thy Strength I can tread on the Foe.

3 The World, and its God,

Are more than ſubdued; [Blood.

I have Faith, O my Lamb, I have Faith in thy.

4 Thy Blood makes us clean

Both without and within, -

It conquers the World, and the Devil, and Sin.

By the Blood of the Lamb

The Martyrs o'ercame; - - -

And its Virtue is now, and forever the ſame.

6 It waſhes the Foul,

It makes the Sick whole,

And hallows, and perfects the Penitent Soul.

I have felt it applied,

The Life-giving Tide

Hath brought me to God, and in God I abide.

8 I ſhall feel it again -

Waſhing out the Old Stain: [remain f

Then away with your Spots, for not One ſhall.

*-

A
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My LoRD from above

Shall the Mountain remove,

And I then ſhall be finleſs, and perfect in Love.

CXXXIII.

H_Y M N XXI.

1 SA viour, whoſe Blood * -

For Sinners hath flow'd,

I believe Thou haſt ſuffer'd, to bring me to God.

2 My Goodneſs Thou art,

lmpute and impart ---

Thy Virtue to quiet, and hallow my Heart.

3 The infinite Store

Of thy Merit runs o'er, [more.

For me Thou haſt purchas'd Forgiveneſs, and

4. I believe Thou haſt died

To redeem me from Pride,

From Anger, Deſire, and all Evil beſide.

4 And ſhall I not live

In full Hope to receive [give *

All the Graces and Bleſfings the Lamb hath to

Can it anger the Lamb,

That I truſt in thy Name, .

My uttermoſt Jesus forever the ſame :

7. Does it injure thy Blood,

That I truſt, the pure Flood - [God?

Shall cleanſe from all Sin, and then waft me to

8 Nay, nay, but I feel

It is after thy Will

My Faith, that Thou wilt all my Sickneſſes heal.
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9 The Promiſe is ſure -

To the Helpleſs and Poor, [cure.

Their Souls,as their Bodies, Thou throughly canſt

Io Thou haſt heal’d me in Part,

And ready Thou art

To fill up my Faith, and poſſeſs my whole Heart.

11 Thou art juſt to thy Word,

And I ſhall be reſtor'd,

And holy, and perfect, and pure as my Lord.

12 In Patience I wait,

For my God to create,

And raiſe me on Earth to my former Eſtate.

13 My Faith is not vain,

I am ſure to regain

His Image, and Lord of his Creatures to reign.

14 I to God ſhall be join'd

In Heart and in Mind,

And again in my Jesus my Paradiſe find.

CXXXIV.

HY M N XXII.

I God of all Grace,

Thy Goodneſs we praiſe;

Thy Son Thou haſt given to die in our Place.

2 with Joy we approve

The Deſign of thy Love; -

'Tis a Wonder on Earth, and a Wonder above.

3 Tongue cannot explain

. That Love of God-Man,

Which the Angels defire to look into in vain,
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4. It dazzles our Eyes:

- Thought cannot ariſe,

To find out a Cauſe why the Infinite dies.

5 Or if Pity inclin'd

Him to die for Mankind,

The Ground of his Pity what Seraph can find?

6 He came from above,

Our Curſe to remove; [would love.

He hath lov’d, he hath lov’d us, becauſe He

7 Love mov'd Him to die,

And on this we rely: [why I

He hath lov’d, He hath lov'd us, we cannot tell

8 But this we can tell,

He hath lov’d us ſo well,

As to lay down his Life to redeem us from Hell.-

9 He hath ranſom'd our Race;

O how ſhall we praiſe,

Or worthily fing thy unſpeakable Grace?

I O Nothing elſe will we know

In our Journey below,

But finging thy Grace, to thy Paradiſe go.
º

11 Nay, and when we remove

To the Manſions above,

Our Heaven ſhall ſtill be to fing of thy Love,

12 Thrice happy Employ!

We there ſhall enjoy

A Fulneſs of Pleaſure that never can cloy.

13 The Heavenly Quire

With Us ſhall aſpire,

And gladly our Loving Redeemer admire. Th

- y
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14 Thy Wonders of Grace

The Angels ſhall praiſe,

Yet ever come ſhort in their loftieſt Lays.

15 We all ſhall commend

The Love of our Friend, :

Forever beginning what never ſhall end.

16 When Time is no more,

We ſtill ſhall adore

That Ocean of Love without Bottom, or Shore.

17 For this do we wait;

Come, LoRD, and tranſlate

Our Souls to their perfectly glorious Eſtate.

18 O haſten the Day!

He will not delay,

But quickly return, and condućt us away.

19 Eer long we ſhall fly º :

To the Regions on high,

For Iſrael's Strength cannot vary, or lie.

20 He ſoon ſhall appear,

He more than draws near;

Our Jesus is come, and ETERNITY's here!

CXXXV. |

H Y M N XXIII.

F wreſtle not with Fleſh and Blood,

Whoe'er to Jesu's Sway ſubmit,

Nature's Defires all are ſubdued,

And trodden down beneath our Feet.
*
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2 We that are CHRIST's have crucified

The Fleſh, and every Worldly Luſt;

And ſtill we feel the Blood applied,

And in a preſent Saviour truſt.

3 Sin ſhall not have Dominion now,

To Satan's Yoke we ſcorn to bow;

And caſt away his ſervile Chain.

4. To thoſe dear Wounds we calmly fly,

Whence Rivers of Salvation flow;

And thence, when Sin draws near, defy

A feeble, vanquiſh'd, dying Foe.

5 Redemption thro' thy Blood we have,

And Strength, and Righteouſneſs in Thee,

And ſtill we find Thee near to ſave,

And Faith is ſtill the Vićtory.

6 Thou keepeſt us in perfect Peace:

The Peace a conſtant Power imparts,

And forces Sin and Strife to ceaſe,

And rules in all believing Hearts.

7 Thy Help we every Moment feel;

We own Thee good, and ſtrong, and true.

And fill'd with Power invihcible,"

Thro' Jesus we can all Things do.

8 Thro' Thee we can in Faith abide,

And ſtedfaſt to the End endure,

And pure as GoD Himſelf is pure. s

-

Or in our Mortal Body reign, -

*Till every Soul is ſanétified, - r

| Vol. I. |U CXXXVI.
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CXXXVI.

H Y M N XXIV.

I ESU, great Shepherd of the Sheep,

To Thee for Help we fly;

Thy Little Flock in Safety keep,

For Ol the Wolf is nigh.

2. He comes of helliſh Malice full,

To ſcatter, tear, and ſlay;

He ſeizes every ſtraggling Soul,

As his own lawful Prey.

3 Us into thy Protećtion take, -

And gather with thine Arm;

Unleſs the Fold we firſt forſake,

The Wolf can never harm.

4. We laugh to ſcorn his cruel Power,

While at our Shepherd's Side;

The Sheep he never can devour,

Unleſs he firſt divide.

5 O do not ſuffer Him to part

The Souls that here agree;

But make us of one Mind and Heart,

And keep us One in Thee.

6 Together let us ſweetly live,

Together let us die, -

And each a ſtarry Crown receive,

And reign above the Sky.

7 Keep us 'till then in perfeót Peace,

And call us each to prove

An endleſs Age of Heavenly Bliſs,

An endleſs Age of Love. . . .

-, *, * CXXXVII:
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CXXXVII. Thanksgiviso.

, H Y M N XXV.

1 N Jesus's Name On Sinners I call, -

My Saviour proclaim, Who ſuffer'd for All:

My Friends and my Neighbours, Who pitied

my Pain,

Rejoice, that my Labours Have not been in vain.

2 My Pain is reliev'd, My Sorrow is paſt,

And I have receiv'd The Bleſſing at laſt,

Recover'd his Favour (So harraſs'd, and toſt)

And found in my Saviour The PA&I had Îoſt.

3 I liſt up my Voice, To Pardon reſtor'd,

And bid you rejoice In Jesus my LoRD ;

I call the Oppreſſed My Saviour to own,

I cannot be bleſſed And happy Alone.

4 Then let us agree Our Jesus to praiſe:

Come, triumph with me, And tell of his Grace;

No fear ye ſhall ſtumble By doing his Will,

Be thankful and humble, But never be ſtill.

CXXXVIII. Another.

HY M N XXVI.

1 - TOIN All in Earth, and All in Heaven,

The ſaving Sovereign Name t'adore,

The Name to dying Sinners given,

That All might live, and ſin no more. ,

2 Bow every Soul at Jesu's Name,

At Jesu's Name ye Angels bow,

Extol the great Supream I AM,

Praiſe Him thro' One Eternal Now.

U 2 Praiſe

/eace
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3 Praiſe Him ye firſt-born Sons of Light,

With Shouts your glorious Monarch own,

We have in Him a nearer Right,

For Jesus is our Fleſh and Bone.

4. Wherefore on You we ever call,

T'adore the Name to Sinners given,

To praiſe the Lamb, who died for All,

Join all in Earth, and all in Heaven.

CXXXIX.

HY M N XXVII.

1 ESUS the Conqueror reigns,

In glorious Strength array'd,

His Kingdom over all maintains,

And bids the Earth be glad:

Ye Sons of Men rejoice

In Jesu's mighty Love,

Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice

To Him who rules above.

2 Extol his Kingly Power,

Kiſs the exalted Son,

Who died, and lives to die no more,

High on his Father's Throne;

Our Advocate with God,

He undertakes our Cauſe,

And ſpreads thro' all the Earth abroad

The Vićtory of his Croſs.

3 That Bloody Bannner ſee,

And in your Captain's Sight

Fight the good Fight of Faith with me,

My Fellow-ſoldiers fight.

In
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• In mighty Phalanx join'd,

Undaunted all proceed,

Arm'd with th' Unconquerable Mind

That was in CHR 1st your Head.

4 Urge on your rapid Courſe,

Ye Blood-beſprinkled Bands,

The Heavenly Kingdom ſuffers Force,

'Tis ſeiz'd by violent Hands;

See there the Starry Crown,

That glitters thro' the Skies,

Satam, the World, and Sin tread down,

And take the Glorious Prize.

5 Thro' much Diſtreſs, and Pain,

Thro' many a Conflićt here,

Thro' Blood ye muſt the Entrance gain;

Yet Ol diſdain to fear:

Courage, your Captain cries,

- Who all your Toil fore-knew,

Toil ye ſhall have, yet all deſpiſe,

I have o'ercome for You.

6 The World cannot withſtand

Its antient Conqueror;

The World muſt fink beneath that Hand,

Which arms us for the War :

This is the Vićtory,

Before our Faith they fall;

Jesus hath died for You, and Me!

Believe, and conquer all.

Satan ſhall be repell’d;

The World's Imperious God

Shall-fly before our Sacred Shield,

Our Truſt in Jesu's Blood:

Jesus hath cleft his Crown,

Of old from Glory driven,

And caſt the bold Aſpirer down,

. As Lightning* of Heaven.

3.

*

Him,
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8 Him, and his Powers below

He bound, and Captive led,

Our Riſing Lord in open Shew

His Helliſh Spoils diſplay’d;

O'er all th’ Infernal Hoſt

. He more than Conqueror was,

And dragg'd them at his Wheels, the Boaſt,

And Triumph of his Croſs. -

9 "Twas there our Peace He bought;

Tho' mail'd to yonder Tree,

His Hands have our Salvation wrought,

And got the Victory :

He felt the mortal Dart,

The Horror-breathing King,

Shot all our Sin into His Heart, ”

And Death hath loſt his Sting.

to Death is all ſwallow'd down,

Our Sins are waſh'd away,

The Guilt, the Guilt of Sin is gone,

The Power can never ſtay.

Our Worſt, our Inbred Foe

By Jesus is ſubdued,

Our Mountain-fins melt down, and flow

And ſink into his Blood.

11 We now ſhall more than win

The Fight thro' Jesu's Name,

Conquerors o'er Hell, and Earth, and Sin

In the vićtorious Lamb;

The Lamb a Lion is,

And all his Foes ſhall ſlay,

And fly upon the Spoil, and ſeize,

And take his lawful Prey.

12 The Spirit of his Power

Into our Souls ſhall come, -

And all our Foes deſtroy, devour, **

And all our Sins conſume: • The
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The jealous Lord of Hoſts

Shall full Dominion have,

Shall all, who in His Merits truſt,

Ev’n to the utmoſt ſave.

13 Then let us all proceed,

In Jesu's Conqueſt ſhare,

Boldly march up with CHR 1st our Head,

That Thunder-bolt of War;

Jesus hath All broke thro’,

Hell, Earth, and Sin, and Death,

And we ſhall more than conquer too,

Who Jesu's Spirit breathe.

14 Thro' Faith in our dear Lord

We ſurely ſhall obtain

The Promiſe of a full Reward,

And here with Jesus reign;

We without Sin ſhall live,

Before we hence remove,

Our Heavenly Calling's Prize receive,

The Crown of perfect Love.

15 Our Souls like God rais'd up

Shall live no more to die,

Our Fleſh diſſolv’d ſhall reſt in Hope

Of Immortality:

Jesus ſhall ſoon appear,

With Royal Glory crown'd,

Our Duſt the Trump of GoD ſhall hear,

And kindle at the Sound.

16 Quicken'd by Power Divine,

We all ſhall ſee, and know

The Son of Man's triumphant Sign,

The Croſs we bore below;

Caught up we all ſhall riſe,

Our Maſter's Glory ſhare,

And take our Seats above the Skies,

And reign forever there.
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CXL.

HY M N XXVIII.

The whole Armour of GOD.

EP Hesi AN's vi.

I OLDIERs of CHR 1st, ariſe,

And put your Armour on,

Strong in the Strength which God ſupplies

Thro' his Eternal Son;

Strong in the Lord of Hoſts,

And in his mighty Power,

Who in the Strength of Jesus truſts

Is more than Conqueror.

2 Stand then in His great Might,

With all His Strength endu'd,

And take, to arm you for the Fight,

The Panoply of God;

That having all Things done,

And all your Conflićts paſt,

Ye may o'ercome thro' CHRIST alone,

And ſtand entire at laſt.

3 Stand then againſt your Foes,

In cloſe and firm Array:

Legions of wily Fiends oppoſe

Throughout the Evil Day;

But meet the Sons of Night,

But mock their vain Deſign,

Arm'd in the Arms of Heavenly Light,

Of Righteouſneſs Divine.

4 Leave no unguarded Place,

No Weakneſs of the Soul,

Take every Virtue, every Grace,

And fortify the Whole;

4.
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Indiſſolubly join'd,

To Battle all proceed;

But arm yourſelves with all the Mind

That was in CHR1st your Head.

* Let Truth the Girdle be,

That binds your Armour on,

In faithful, firm Sincerity

To Jesus cleave alone.

Let Faith and Love combine

To guard your valiant Breaſt:

The Plate be Righteouſneſs Divine,

Imputed, and Impreſt.

6 Still let your Feet be ſhod,

Ready His Will to do,

Ready in all the Ways of God

His Glory to purſue:

Ruin is ſpread beneath,

The Goſpel Greaves put on,

And ſafe thro' all the Snares of Death *

To Life eternal run.

7 But above all, lay hold

On Faith's victorious Shield,

Arm'd with that Adamant, and Gold,

Be ſure to win the Field;

If Faith ſurround your Heart,

Satan ſhall be ſubdued;

Repell'd his every fiery Dart, … .

And quench'd with Jesu's Blood. * * *

8 Jesus hath died for You! .*

What can his Love withſtand?

Believe; hold faſt your Shield; and who

Shall pluck you from his Hand? .

Believe, that Jesus reigns,

All Power to Him is given;

Believe, ’till freed from Sin's Remains,

Believe yourſelves to Heaven.
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Your Rock can never ſhake:

Hither, He ſaith, come up!

The Helmet of Salvation take,

The Confidence of Hope:

Hope for his perfect Love,

Hope for his People's Reſt,

Hope to fit down with CHR1st above,

And ſhare the Marriage Feaſt,

Io Brandiſh in Faith 'till then

The Spirit's two-edg’d Sword,

Hew all the Snares of Fiends and Men

In Pieces with the Word;

'Tis written; This applied

Baffles their Strength, and Art;

Spirit and Soul with this divide,

And Joints and Marrow part.

11 To keep your Armour bright,

Attend with conſtant Care,

Still walking in your Captain's Sight,

And watching unto Prayer;

Ready for all Alarms,

Stedfaſtly ſet your Face,

And always exerciſe your Arms,

And uſe your every Grace.

12 Pray, without ceaſing pray,

(Your Captain gives the Word)

His Summons chearfully obey,

And call upon the Lord ;

To God your every Want

In Inſtant Prayer diſplay,

Pray always; pray, and never faint,

Pray, without ceaſing pray.

13 In Fellowſhip; alone,

To God with Faith draw near,

APProach his Courts, beſiege his Throne

With all the Powers of Prayer:

-

****
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Go to his Temple, go,

Nor from his Altar move;

Let every Houſe his Worſhip know,

And every Heart his Love.

14 To God your Spirits dart,

Your Souls in Words declare,

Or groan, to Him who reads the Heart,

Th’ unutterable Prayer.

His Mercy now implore,

And now ſhew forth his Praiſe,

In Shouts, or ſilent Awe, adore

His Miracles of Grace.

1 5 Pour out your Souls to God,

And bow them with your Knees,

And ſpread your Hearts and Hands abroad,

And pray for Sion's Peace;

Your Guides, and Brethren, bear

Forever on your Mind;

Extend the Arms of mighty Prayer,

Ingraſping all Mankind.

16 From Strength to Strength go on,

Wreſtle, and fight, and pray,

Tread all the Powers of Darkneſs down,

And win the well-fought Day;

Still let the Spirit cry

In all his Soldiers, “ Come,”

*Till CHR1st the Lord deſcends from high,

And takes the Conqu'rors Home. .

-
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CXLI. :

H Y M N XXIX.

The Taking of Jericho. -

n RISE, ye Men of War,

Prevent the Morning Ray,

Prepare, your Captain cries, Prepare,

Your Captain leads the Way:

He calls you forth to fight,

Where yonder Ramparts riſe,

Ramparts of ſtupendous Height,

Ramparts that touch the Skies.

2 Who dares approach thoſe Towers?
Who can thoſe Walls o'erturn? w

The City braves all human Powers,

And laughs a Siege to ſcorn.

Who ſhall the City take,

The jericho within

Not all the Powers of Earth can ſhake

The Strength of Inbred Sin.

3 Impregnable it ſtands,

Strong, and wall'd up to Heav'n;

But God into ourjoſhua's Hands,

The Citadel hath given;

The Fortreſs and its King,

And all his valiant Men,

Our Captain to the Ground ſhall bring,

And on their Ruins reign.

4 All Power He hath to quell,

And conquer and o'erthrow,

All Pow'r in Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell,

To root out every Foe, -

. . . . Thro'

* …
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-

Thro' Him divinely bold * :

Let all his Soldiers fight,

Now of your Captain's Strength take hold,

And conquer in his Might.

5 Ye People all paſs on;

Ye Men of War ſurround

The City by your Captain won;

Attend the Trumpet's Sound: .

The Prieſts whom He hath choſe -

Paſs on before the LeRD, º

And each a Ram's-horn Trumpet blows,

The Trumpet of the Word. º

6 The Holy Ark they bear,

The Cov'nant of his Grace,

And Tydings of great Joy declare

To all the fallen Race:

They make his Mercies known,

His Promiſes they ſhew:

Go in the Track your Guides have ſhewn,

To certain Conqueſt go. -

7 In Sight of GoD proceed, -

Follow the Ark Divine,

In all the Ways and Statutes tread,

Which He hath pleas'd t'enjoin:

Pray always, faſt, and pray,

And watch to do his Will; . .

All his Commands with Joy obey,

All Righteouſneſs fulfil. :

8 With Patience perſevere,

Still in his Ways be found,

Still to the City-Walls draw near,

And Day by Day ſurround;

Continue in his Word,

On all his Means attend,

Bearing the Burthen of the Lorp,

And hoping to the End.
Vol. I. W

--

- * -

--

Arife
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9 Ariſe, your Strength renew,

Your glorious Toil repeat, -

Follow the Ark, your Lord purſue,

And for his Promiſe, wait; . . . . .

In deepeſt Silence go; -

Your jo/ºua cries, Be ſtill, . . * +

Aſſur'd his Truth and Pow'r to know,

And prove his perfeót Will.

Io Tried to the uttermoſt

His faithful Word ſhall be,

Who in the Strength of Jesus truſt,

Shall gain the Vićtory:

But wait for your Reward,

And give your Clamours o'er,

Tarry the Leiſure of your Lord,

Nor ever murmur more. , -

11 The ſolemn Day draws nigh,

When Sin ſhall have its Doom,

Faith ſees it with an Eagle's Eye, - -

And cries, The Day is come;

The ſeventh Morn I ſee,

And haſten to be bleſt,

Enjoy an inſtant Vićtory,

And antedated Reſt. * . .i f .

12 The Walls are compaſt round,

This Circuit is the laſt:

The Ark ſtands ſtill: The Trumpets found

A long-continued Blaſt:

The People turn their Eyes

On the devoted Walls;

And ſhout, the mighty joſhua cries,

ºr And lo! the City falls!

13 Its proud, aſpiring Brow

- Lies level with the Ground,

It lies, and not one Stone is now ... ."

º: Upon another found. * … . . . * * *
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The Walls are flat, the deep

Foundations are o'erthrown;

The lofty Fortreſs is an Heap,

And Sin is trodden down.

14 The Strength of Sin is loſt,

And Babylon'the Great

Is fallen, fallen to the Duſt,

Has found its final Fate.

Partakers of our Hope,

We ſeize what God hath given,

And trampling down all Sin go up,

And ſtrait aſcend to Heav'n.

15 But ſhall not Sin remain,

And in its Ruins live?

No, Lord ; we truſt, and not in vain,

Thy Fulneſs to receive:

Thy Strength and Saving Grace, -

Thou ſhalt for us employ, --

The Being of All Sin eraſe, . . .

And utterly deſtroy. " --

16 A&tual and Inbred Sim - " " '

Shall feel Thy two-edg’d Sword: -

The City is, with all therein,

Devoted to the Lord :

Thy Word cannot be broke, . "

Thou wilt thine Arm diſplay, º'-

Thou wilt with one continual Stroke - " " '

Our Sin forever ſlay. “ . . .”

;

17 Woman, and Man, and Beaſt, -

And Ox, and Aſs, and Sheep, ' ' ' '

All, all at once ſhall be oppreſt º,

By Death's eternal Sleep; -

Never to riſe again, * - -

Both Young and Old ſhall fall; sº º

Not one ſhall 'ſcape, not one remain,

But die, and periſh all. The

-
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18 The Human Beaſt and Fiend - * >

Thou, Lord, ſhalt take away, -

And make the Old Tranſgreſſion end,

And all its Relicks ſlay;

The Proud and Carnal Will,

The Selfiſh Vain Defire, ſº

Thou all our Sins at once ſhalt kill, -

And burn them all with Fire. . . .

* -

—

CXLII.

H y M N xxx. .

For the Morning.

Ather, to Thee I liſt mine Eyes,

My longing Eyes and reſtleſs Heart,

Before the Morning Watch I riſe, ... -

And wait to taſte how good Thou art, . . . .

To obtain the Grace I humbly claim, -

The Saving Power of Jesu's Name. . . . . . . .

The Slumber from my Soul I ſhake,

Warn'd by thy Spirit's inward Call,

And up to Righteouſneſs awake,

And pray that I no more may fall,

Or give to Sin and Satan Place,

But walk in all thy righteous Ways.

O wou'dſt Thou, Lord, thy Servant guard -

'Gainſt every known or ſecret Foe, :

A Mind for all Aſſaults prepar’d,

A ſober, vigilant Mind beſtow,

Ever appriz'd of Danger nigh, . . .

And when to fight, and when to fly. . . .

. . . . O never

- -

* -
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4 O never ſuffer me to ſleep; . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Secure within the Verge of Hell, , , , ,

But ſtill my watchful Spirit keep, . . . a.

In lowly Awe, and loving Zeal, , …

And bleſs me with that godly Fear, a -

And plant that guardian Angel here... sº. - -

. . . . . ;

5 Attended by the ſacred Dread, ... ..... ..., -

And wiſe from Evil to depart,

Let me from Strength to Strength proceed,

And riſe to Purity of Heart;

Thro' all the Paths of Duty move, -

From humble Faith to perfect Love.

... CXLIII. .

r H Y M N XXXI. - - -

r HOU-hidden Source of calm Repoſe,

Thou all-ſufficient Love Divine, -,

My Help, and Refuge from my Foes, " .

Secure I am, if Thou art mine, . . . . .

And lo! from Sin, and Grief, and Shame ----

I hide me, Jesus, in thy Name.

*--~~~~*-* *
. … . .”--- ~ *, * * - *

| 2 Thy mighty Name Salvation is, ºf

And keeps my happy Soul above, ºf

Comfort it brings, and Power, and Peace, *

And Joy, and everlaſting Love: y \,

To me with thy dear Name are given … . . / \

Pardon, and Holineſs, and Heaven. f

2–~ : ------ * ~ : * ºf sº º

3 Jesu, my All in All Thou art, . . . . . . .

My Reſt in Toil, my Eaſe in Pain, ºr ' ',

The Medicine of my broken Heart, , . .

In War my Peace, in Loſs my Gain, . . . .

My Smile beneath the Tyrant's Frown, … -

In Shame my Glory, and my Crown. 2

. . . . . ." w 3 In
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.*

* 4. In Want my plentiful Supply, - . . ."

- In Weakneſs my Almighty Power, ' ' '

In Bonds my perfeół Liberty, •

My Light in Satan's darkeſt Hour, . .

In Grief my Joy unſpeakable,

My Life in Death, my Heaven in Hell.

CXLIV. Befºre Work.

Hy MN xxxii. … - "

I "ORTH in thy. Name, O Lord, I go,

My daily Labour to purſue,

Thee, only Thee reſolv'd to know

In all I think, or ſpeak, or do.

2 The Taſk thy Wiſdom hath aſſign'd

O let me chearfully fulfil, -

In all my Works thy Preſence find,

And prove thine acceptable Will.

3 Preſerve me from my Calling's Snare,

And hide my fimple Heart above,

Above the Thorns of Choaking Care,

The gilded Baits of Worldly Love.

4 Thee may I ſet at my Right-hand,

Whoſe Eyes mine inmoſt Subſtance ſee,

And labour on at thy Command,

And offer all my Works to Thee.

-
*

5 Give me to bear thy Eaſy Yoke,

And every Moment watch and pray,

And ſtill to Things Eternal look,

And haſten to thy Glorious Day. .

- - - -

* - *--

• * * * * *

* :

*

For
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6

3

For Thee delightfully employ • *, *- :

Whate'er thy bounteous Grace hath given,

And run my Courſe with even Joy, , , ,

And cloſely walk with Thee to Heaven. ..

tº tº ºf
w

-

CXLV. In an Hurry of Buſineſ:-

HY M N XXXIII. : « .

ELP, Lord!' the Buſy Foe

Is as a Flood come in

Lift up a Standard, and o'erthrow ºº º 'º

This Soul-diſtraćting Sin: ºf

This ſudden Tide of Care - - -

Stem by that bloody Tree,

Nor let the riſing Torrent bear -

My Soul away from Thee." * * * *-

The Praying Spirit breathe,

The Watching Power impart,

From all Intanglements beneath

Call off my anxious Heart:

My feeble Mind ſuſtain º,

By worldly. Thoughts oppreſt: ; tº

Appear, and bid me turn again º - -

To my Eternal Reſt. * .

Swift to my Reſcue come, * -- -

Thine own this Moment ſeize, -

Gather my wandring Spirit home,

And keep in perfect Peace,

Suffer'd no more to rove -- “ . . . . . .

O'er all the Earth abroad, “ . . . . . .”

Arreſt the Priſoner of thy Love, . . . . .",

And ſhut me up in God. -
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- CXLVI. For a Family.

HYMN xxxiv. ºf

_-

ESU, Loºp, we look to Thee,
Let us in thy Name agree, .

Shew Thyſelf the Prince of Peace,

Bid our Jars forever ceaſe. . . . .

By thy reconciling Love! . . -

Every Stumbling block remove,

-

------.

- * ~ *

--

Each to Each unite, indear, -, . .

Come, and ſpread thy Banner here, ºr . . . . .

Make us of one Heart andMind,

Courteous, pitiful, and kind,
- • * *.

Lowly, meek in Thought and Word, ...

Altogether like our LoRD.

Let us Each for Other care,

Each his Brother's Burthen bear, ...

To thy Church the Pattern give, ...

Shew how true Belie,Crs live,

-- " -, - * > . . . "

Free from Anger, and from Pride, . . .”

Let us thus in God abide, .

All the Depth of Love expreſs,

All the Height of Holineſs.

Let us then with Joy remove. - : * *

To thy Family above,

on the Wing of Angels fly,

Shew how true Believers die. .
r ' ' ',

*" ºvel sº * *

•º º º 1.- . . . . . . .

- - - - -

***** . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

t

º

º:

-- -

* - *

- “… -- * *

*** *

* -

- **** ** .

. ... 3

-, - . . .

---

. . . . . .

* -

-

-

-

--- • * * * º

‘.
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CXLVII. ANoTHER.
1. - -

H Y M N XXXV, -

1 EACE be to this Habitation! .

- Peace to every Soul herein! -

Peace, the Foretaſte of Salvation, - - f

Peace, the Seal of cancel"d Sin, -

Peace, that ſpeaks its Heavenly Giver,

Peace to Earthly Minds unknown,

Peace Divine, that laſts forever,

Here erect its glorious Throne!

2 On the Son of Peace deſcending,

On the Daughter of thy Grace,

Big with Comforts never ending,

Let the Promiſe now take Place:

Each receive the gracious Shower,

Each the Goſpel-Bleſſing prove,

Witneſs of thy pardning Power, .
Witneſs of thy.# Love. . . . . .

3 Now thy Love-infuſing Spirit

Shed in every Heart abroad,

Riſe, thro' thy Imputed Merit,

Every Child a Child of God!

Each receive the conſtant Witneſs,

Each obtain the joyous Reſt,

Taſte in Thee celeſtial Sweetneſs,

Cod reſiding in their Breaſt.

4 Claim for Thine each faithful Servant, “ , ”

By the reconciling Word, --

Pure in Heart, in Spirit fervent, -

Let them ſerve their Heavenly Lord,"

For thy pardning Love adore Thee

Walk in finleſs Liberty, -

Brethren to the King of Glory,

‘Friends of God, and Heirs with Thee!

z
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Viſit, Lord, with thy Salvation

Every Providential Gueſt, -

Every Friend, and kind Relation

Take into thy People's Reſt: . . . . .

Conſcious of thy ſacred Preſence. .… . . . . .

Let them feel the loving Fear, 2 * -

Cry with bliſsful Acquieſcence

GoD, the Pardning God is here! .

Prince of Peace, if Thou art near us, . . .
Fix in all our Hearts thy, Home,

By thy Laſt Appearing chear us,

Quickly let thy Kingdom come:
Anſwer all our Expectation, tº 2. '

Give our raptur'd Souls to prove
Glorious, uttermoſt Salvation,

Heavenly, everlaſting Love! . .

. . .

* . . . . . . . I

--> -- ~ *

--

. . . . . . is ºf

CXLVIII. For New-Year's-Day.

H Y M N XXXVI.º

I Th; Lord of Earth and Sky

The God of Ages praiſe,

Who reigns enthron'd on high, :

-

-- - - -

Antient of endleſs Days, . . . . . ..

Who lengthens out our Trial here, ... . . . . .

And ſpares us yet another Year. . . . . . .)

2 Barren and wither'd Trees. . . . . . . . .

We cumbred long the Ground, - .

No Fruit of Holineſs . . . . . . . . .

On our dead Souls was found; . . . . .

Yet doth He us in Mercy ſpare ... ; : ºn I

Another, and another Year. . . . . . mi zººſ

- - . . . " " 'o 2 g º or tº: , , .

... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .EWhen
*
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3 When Juſtice bared the Sword

To cut the Fig-tree down,

The Pity of our Lord

Cried, Let it ſtill alone!

The Father mild inclines his Ear,

And ſpares us yet another Year.

4 Jesus, thy ſpeaking Blood

From God obtain'd the Grace,

Who therefore hath beſtow'd

On us a longer Space,

Thou didſt in our Behalf appear,

And lo, we ſee another Year !

5. Then dig about our Root,

Break up our Fallow Ground,

And let our Gracious Fruit

To thy great Praiſe abound,

O let us all thy Praiſe declare, ,

And Fruit unto Perfection bear.

- - -

-º- 4

CXLIX. An Hourly Act of Oblation,

HY M N xxxvii.

I GOD of Almighty Love, -

By whoſe ſufficient Grace

I liſt my Heart to Things above,

And humbly ſeek thy Face;

Thro' Jesus CHRIST the Juſt

My faint Defires receive,

And let me in thy Goodmeſs truſt, .

And to thy Glory live. -- --

-

**--
- . . . - - -

2. Whate’er I ſpeak, or do, . -

Thy Glory be my Aim: . .

My Offerings all are offer'd thro'

* The Ever-bleſſed Name:

* *
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Jesus, my fingle Eye

Is fixt on Thee alone,
-

Thy Name be prais'd on Earth, on high,

Thy Will by All be done.

3 Spirit of Grace, inſpire -

... My conſecrated Heart, . .

Fill me with pure, celeſtial Fire,

With all Thou haft, or art:

My feeble Mind transform,

And perfectly renew'd

Into a Saint exalt a Worm,

A Worm into a God!

CL. - -

H Y M N XXXVIII.

I OW happy are They

- Who the Maſter obey

He calls them his Friends, _ !

And never their Joy, or their Happineſs ends.

2 At Jesus his Feet

Tranſported we fit,

And all the Day long

We tell of his Goodneſs, and fing the New Song.

3 His Goodneſs we praiſe,

His Mercy and Grace,

And zealouſly ſtrive

Who moſt his Salvation to Jesus ſhall give.

- 4 Salvation to God,

Who bought us with Blood;

Thro' Jesus his Name

Acceptance, and Pardon, and Heaven we claim.

By

~
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º

|

5 By Mercy alone * * - " - ".

He made us His own:

His Mercy is free; - -

How elſe could he love ſuch a

... : " .

Rebel as me!

6 This ſtill is the Cry, - -

He hath lov'd us, but why.

We never can tell, " ' "

* * * *

- s - * * - f

The Effects of his Paſion we only can feel. *

7 We feel it, and prayº : ". . . . . .

The World might obey

Our Saviour and King, , " . . .

Whoſe Mercy to All his Salvation would bring.

8 O that all Men would prove

His Sweetneſs of Love,

And come to receive *

The Pardon to All He ſo freely did give!

9 O that every Knee

Might bow unto Thee!

Their Ranſom and Peace,

* - -

j

Thee, Jesus, let every Sinner confeſs!

1o O haſten the Day: .

Thou hearſt what we ſay:

Thy Pleaſure be done,

And anſwer Thyſelf, for the Prayer is Thine own.

CLI.

H Y M N xxxix.

‘I Love Unknown tº - -

God's Only Son, * *

All Earth and Heaven's Defire . . . . .

Leaves for me his glorious Throne,

Doth for me expire. - -

Vo L. H. x - See,

- - - - - -

- :* -

*-

-
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2 See, Sinners, ſee

He dies for me, º

For You his Life He pours! -

Bleſſings rain from yonder Tree

In eternal Showers. . ºu -, - ºr

3 Come catch the Blood, , , , ºr

And Life of God, . . . . . . . . .
---

And loſe your guilty Fears, .

Riſe, releas'd from all your Load,

Jesus' Croſs appears!

4 Break Hearts of Stone -

To hear Him groan, . J.

To hear his Dying Prayer, º ". . . . .

Father, look with Pity down,

And my Murtherers ſpare. . . . . .

º - . ... --

5 He prays, and cries'

He bleeds, and dies'

Appeas'd by ſacred Gore

GoD accepts his Sacrifice,

Man is Curſt no more. -3 . . .

6 O matchleſs Grace |

The Prince of Peace

Th’ Immortal King of Heav'n -

Suffers in his Murtherers Place, ,

And we are all forgiven. -

º:

CLII.

** HYMN XL.

r That I cou’d f

Caſt all my Load - - -

Of Guilt and Grief and Care

- On the Sin-atoning God, . . ~~

‘Who hangs expiring there! -- ºn …

f

-----

- *

--- -

-----

s
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-

2 O that my Mind * .

On Him reclin'd, . . .

*Till all theſe Storms are o'er, . . . .

Might abiding Comfort find, -

And diſbelieve no more! . . . . .”

3 Thou ſlaughter'd Lamb, , , ºr ; ;

If Thine I am, º '... . . . .

Fulfil my Heart's Defire, ºo, tºº.

Blow the Spark into a Flame, . . . . .

And ſet me all on Fire. . . . . . . .

4 Look from the Tree, **.

As when for me * -

Thou didſt the Death endure : - . ~~

Let thy Blood the Med'cine be, is ,

And all my Sickneſs cure. -- * ,

5 Pity my Grief,

And look Relief,

The worſt of Sinners ſpare; - * *

Saviour of the Dying Thief,

Regard my lateſt Prayer.

6 Regard thy own, * - , , . . . . .

Repeat 'Tis done,

Declare my Sins forgiven, º

Ranſom'd by thy mortal Groan .

Receive me up to Heaven. ºr "

CLIII.

H Y M N XLI.

t TOW truly bleſt . . . . . . .

: The soil diſtreſ . . . .
That can pour out a Prayer ... " " ... --

- Into his Redeemer's Breaſt, - - -

And tº Hºnºr.” x 2 o
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2 O when ſhall I - tº ſº

Find Power to cry, ºr

A never-failing Power! sº

Send me Succour from the Sky
In my Diſtreſſing Hour. * ... trº

* - - - A

º *

*-

… . . . . .

3 For this alone ººo-ºº: ºf

. I make my Moan, º' - " " ' " .

But want that Grief fincere: * * * * * *

... Let me in thy Spirit groan, , ,

"Till Thou my God appear. … . . . .” --

4 Thee, Jesus, Thee . . . . . . .”

I long to ſee, -

To tell Thee my Deſire, "."

Help my Soul's Infirmity,

And grant what I require. ` º . . .

5 I aſk not Eaſe º º - :

In my Diſtreſs,

But 'till the Pain is o'er, -

Let me pray, and never ceaſe : . . . .
I aſk, I want no more. - - - - - - - , ,

6 What ſhall I ſay * * * * * *

Who cannot pray, ' ' ' '.. .

Or how my Lord conjure? A.-

Let thy Death the Grace convey, ſº

And all my Hardneſs cure. * * *

7 Canſt Thou forget

Thy Bloody Sweat, " -

Thy Agony of Paſſion, . . . . . . … ºº

Thy Extended Hands and Feet,

Thy dying Exclamation? . . - * :

. . . . . . . . g .

3 To Thee alone. . . . . . . . . . . . . ."

The Grief is known . . .

‘. . . . . . "

!
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Which Thou for me didſt bear?

Let it break my Heart of Stone,

And melt me into Prayer.

9 The Sight diſplay

Which turn'd the Day

Into a Night of Fears,

Made the Sun ſhrink in his Ray,

And ſhook the frighted Spheres.

1o Thee, Saviour, Thee

Could I but ſee

As for my Sins expire,

Surely That muſt raiſe in me *

The Penitent Deſire. -

11 Thy Body torm,

Thy Soul forlorn,

Muſt ſtrengthen my Petition,

Foree my Stubbornneſs to moura

In Tears of True Contrition.

12 Now, Eord, appear

As ſlaughter'd here,

In thy laſt Conflićt Crying—

O”Tis dome 1– I ſee Him near

My Love, my Jesus dying!

13 I feel applied

The Crimſon Tide,

That makes my Conſcience pure,

Saviour, keep me in thy Side,

And all my Heaven is ſure.

X 3 GLEY",
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C. . . . . . . . .

CLIV. - . . . • * - z

HYMN XLII.

r EJOICE, and fing,

(The Lord is King) -- -

And make a chearful Noiſe, -

To God your ceaſeleſs Praiſes bring,

Again I ſay, Rejoice. -- --

2 Ye Sons of Grace,

Your Voices raiſe,

And rival Thoſe above, f

Delight in your Redeemer's Praiſe,

And dwell upon his Love.

3 The Great I AM - ,-

From Heaven He came, -

To make that Heaven Our own: ~

Bow every Knee to JESU's Name

And kiſs the Incarnate Son.

4. The Son of God . . . . . . . . .

Pour'd out his Blood -

And Soul in Sacrifice: - ~ /

Plunge all in that myſterious Flood, , , , -

That bears you to the Skies.

; The Victim ſlain - - - - - *

Aroſe again,

Returning from the Dead: -

Ye Saints, eſſay your choiceſt Strain,

And ſhout your Living Head: º

6 Who left the Sky,

Went up on high, And
*

**

a
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And re-aſſum'd His own: º . . . . . -

Ye Saints to yon bright Regions fly,

And light upon his Throne. -

7. His Glorious Reign

He ſhall maintain;

Your Crowns from Him receive,

And live, redeem'd from Death and Pain, .

As long as God ſhall live. . . . . .

CLV. -

H y MN XLIII. º

Come, for all Things are Now ready. .

1. Q INNERS, obey the Goſpel-word,

Haſte to the Supper of my LoRD ;

Be wiſe to know your Gracious Day,

All Things are ready; Come away.

2 Ready the Father is to own,

And kiſs his late-returning Son; **

Ready your loving Saviour ſtands,

And ſpreads for You his bleeding Hands,

3. Ready the Spirit of his Love

Juſt now the Stony to remove,

T'apply, and witneſs with the Blood,

And waſh, and ſeal the Sons of GoD.

4 Ready for You the Angels wait,

To triumph in your bleſt Eſtate;

Tuning their Harps they long to praiſe

The Wonders of Redeeming Grace.

Tb2.
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5 The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

Is ready with their ſhining Hoſt,

All Heaven is ready to reſound

“ The Dead's alive, the Loſt is found !

6 Come, then, ye Sinners, to your Lord,

In Christ to Paradiſe reſtor'd;

His proffer'd Benefits embrace,

The Plenitude of Goſpel-Grace:

7 A Pardon written with his Blood,

The Favour, and the Peace of God,

The Seeing Eye, the Feeling Senſe,

The myſtic Joys of Penitence;

8. The godly Grief, the pleafing Smart,

The Meltings of a broken Heart,

The Tears that tell your Sins forgiven,

The Sighs that waft your Soul to Heaven.

9 The guiltleſs Shame, the ſweet Diſtreſs,

Th’ unutterable Tenderneſs,

The genuine meek Humility,

The Wonder, “Why ſuch Love to me!

io Th' o'erwhelming Power of Saving Grace,

The Sight that veils the Seraph's Face,

The ſpeechleſs Awe that dares not move,

And all the ſilent Heaven of Love!

CLVI.

For One that is Sick, before uſing

the Means of Recovery.

t IRTUE Divine, Balſamic Word,

All-quickning, All-informing Soul,

By whom Betheſda's Waters ſtirr'd,

Could make the various Lazars whole;
{
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---

2 Angel of Covenanted Grace, . . . . . . .
| -

| Come, and thy Healing Power infuſe,

Deſcend in thine own Time, and bleſs, `

And give the Means their hallow'd''Uſe.

3 Obedient to thy will alone, º' *

To Thee in Means I calmly fly; . . . . .

My Life, I know, is not my own, " "

To GoD I live, to God I die. . . . . . . .

4. In Heaven my Heart and Treaſure is, " ". .

Yet while I ſojourn here beneath, - -

I dare not wiſh for my Releaſe,

Or once indulge the Luft of Death.

5 Thy holy Will be ever mine; ± =

If Thou on Earth detain me ſtill, - -

I bow, and bleſs the Grace Divine, . . º

I ſuffer all thy holy Will.

6 I come, if Thou my Strength reſtore, ,-- *

*To ſerve Thee with my Strength renew'd;

Grant me but This (I aſk no more) . . *

To ſpend, and to be ſpent, for God."

- - - -

- - -

º, CLVII.

Hy M N II.

* T TAIL great Phyſician of Mankind, - ?

Jesus Thóu art from every Ill,

Health in thine only Name we find,

Thy Name doth in the Medicine heal, , ;

-

2 Thy Name the fainting Soul reſtores, *.

Strength to the lanquid Body brings, . ; :

Renews exhauſted Nature's Powers, ºr, . " '

. . And bears us as on Eagle's Wings. f . h
- * . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .'; …" º-o th:
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3 Faith in thy Sovereign Name I have,

And wait its healing Power to know,

Aſſur'd, that it my Fleſh ſhall ſave,

"Till all thy Work is done below.

4 Then, Saviour, for my Spirit call,
- i. -

My Spirit all-conform'd to Thine, ' ,

* And let this Tabernacle fall,

To riſe re-built by Hands Divine. * * *

CLVIII.

H Y M N III.

I ESU S, was ever Love like Thine, … . . . . .

So ſtrong, and permanent, and pure!

Strange Myſtery This of Love Divine, ſcure.

That Stripes ſhould heal, and Death ſhould

2 How coſtly was the Medicine, Lord,

The Medicine which thy Wounds ſupplied!

That I might live, to Health reſtor'd,

My Lamb, my good Phyſician died.

3 My Gop, my All, O CHRIST, Thou art,

On Thee for every Good I call,

Thy Death ſhall Life and Strength impart;

O CHR1st, Thou art my God, my All.

Let Others to the Creature fly,

I ſtill betake me to thy Blood,

I on thy only Blood rely * - - -

For Life, for Phyſic, and for Food.

5 Thy Blood did all my Sorrows calm,

And eaſe the Anguiſh of my Soul,

And when I aſk for Gilead's Balm,

It ſtill is near to make me whole.

. . . . . .” - 5

3.

º
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6 Thy powerful Blood can cloath again , .
My feeble Fleſh with Strength renew'd,

| Sorrow, and Malady, and Pain ,

Shall fly before thy powerful Blood. . .
w -

7 Whate'er my Heavenly Father wills, ,

Thro' Faith in Thee I ſtill receive,

Thy Blood my every Promiſe ſeals,

And quicken'd by thy Blood I live. -

- 8 Thy Blood ſhall waſh me white as Snow;

It now hath brought me near to God,

And all my Gifts, and Bleſſings flow

Thro' the dear Channel of thy Blood.

9 To buy, and make me free indeed, t t n

The Ranſom of thy Blood was given,

For me thy Blood on Earth was ſhed,

And now it interceeds in Heaven.

so It ſpeaks to God, my God, for me,

For me obtains whate'er is beſt;

And lo! the bleeding Lamb I ſee, - -

And in thy Wounds forever reſt.

2- - - - - - - -

CLIX.

For One in Pain. . . ,

DAIN, my old Companion Pain,
Seldom parted from my Side, , ; ; ;

Welcome to thy Seat again,

Here, if God permits, abide: - ... a " : ºn 2

Pledge of ſure-approaching Eaſe, . . . . .

Haſte to ſtop my wretched Breath, . . . . .

Rugged Meſſenger of Peace, . . .

Joyful Harbinger of Death.
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2 Foe to Nature as thou art, . . .

I embrace thee as my Friend.

Thou ſhalt bid my Griefs depart,

Bring me to my Journey's End:

Yes, I joyfully decay, - - -

Homeward thro' thy Help I haſte; . . . . . . "

Thou haſt ſhook the Houſe of Clay; . . . .

Surely it will fall at laſt. ' ', " " '

> * 3 Kind Remembrancer, To Thee *** --

- Many a chearful Thought I owe: . . .

Witneſs of Mortality," ' " " ' " ' " .

Wiſe thro' Thee my End I know; , "..."

warn’d by every Pai I feel ``'``"

Of my Diſſolution near ; . . .

Pleas'd the leſſening Hours I tell: . . -

Quickly ſhall the Laſt be here. " - -

; v.

4 Sacred, ſalutary Ill, - -

Thee though fooliſh Man miſcall, - <

Mingled by my Father's Skill; -

Sweet as Honey is the Gall:

Who beneath thy Preſſure groan, -

Chief of Ills who reckon Thee, *

Sin alas! they ne'er have known : -

Sin is perfect Miſery.

5 Free from Sin I ſoon ſhall live, -

Free from Sin while here below,

Only thou mayſt ſtill ſurvive,

"Till the Joys of Heaven I know, -

Of my Starry Crown poſſeſt; - -

All thy Office then is o'er, - -

When I gain the Glorious Reſt, ‘. . .

Pain and Suffering are no more.

CLX.
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-

CLX.

H Y M N II.

I N D ſhall I, Lord, the Cup decline

So wiſely mixt by Love Divine,

And taſted firſt by Thee!

The bitter Draught thou drankeſt up,

And but this ſingle, ſacred Drop

Haſt Thou reſerv'd for me.

2 Lo! I receive it at thy Hand,

And bear by thy benign Command

The Salutary Pain;

With Thee to live I gladly die,

And ſuffer here, above the Sky

With my dear Lord to reign.

3 Here only can I ſhew my Love,

By Suffering my Obedience prove;

But when thy Heaven I ſhare,

I cannot mourn for Jesu's ſake,

I cannot there thy Cup partake,

I cannot ſuffer there.

4 Full gladly then for Thee I grieve,

The Honour of thy Croſs receive,

And bleſs the happy Load:

} Who would not in thy Footſteps tread,

Who would not bow like Thee, his Head,

And ſympathize with GoD ! -

CLXI.

H Y M N III.

i ESUS, thy Sovereign Name I bleſs!

Sorrow is Joy, and Pain is Eaſe
Vol. I. Y

\



266 HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs.

To Thoſe that truſt in Thee:

All Things together work for Good,

To me, the Purchaſe of thy Blood,

The much-lov'd Sinner me.

2 A feeble helpleſs Child of Man

I ſuffer, and enjoy my Pain,

And hidden Sweetneſs prove;

With pitying Eyes, and outſtretch'd Hands

Before me ſtill the Saviour ſtands, -

In Majeſty of Love.

3 Glädly I drink thy Mercy's Cup,

I fill my Lord's Afflićtions up,

I now am truly great;

Exalted by thy kind Command,

By Sufferings plac'd at thy Right-Hand,

I in thy Kingdom fit.

4. With Thee, O CHR1st, on Earth I reign,

In all the awful Pomp of Pain;

But ſend my piercing Eyes

Th’ Eternal Things unſeen to ſee,

The Crown of Life reſerv'd for me,

And glittering thro’ the Skies.”

5 As ſure as now thy Croſs I bear,

I ſhall thy heavenly Kingdom ſhare,

And take my Seat above;

Celeſtial Joy is in this Pain,

It tells me, I with Thee ſhall reign,

In Everlaſting Love.

6. The more my Sufferings here increaſe,

The greater is my future Bliſs;

And thou my Griefs doſt tell:

They in thy Book are noted down;

A Jewel added to my Crown

Is every Pain I feel.

: ; :

- so
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7 So be it then, if Thou ordain,

Crowd all my happy Life with Pain,

And let me daily die:

I bow, and bleſs the ſacred Sign,

And bear the Croſs, by Grace Divine,

Which lifts me to the Sky.

CLXII.

ForOne in a declining State of Health.

OD of my Life, for Thee I pine,

For Thee I chearfully decline,

And haſten to decay,

Summon'd to take my Place above,

I hear the Call, “Ariſe, my Love,

My Fair-One come away!

2 Obedient to the Voice of God,

I ſoon ſhall quit this Earthly Clod,

Shall lay my Body down;

Th’ Immortal Principle aſpires,

And ſwells my Soul with ſtrong Defires

To graſp the ſtarry Crown.

The more the Outward Man decays,

The Inner feels thy ſtrengthning Grace,

And knows that Thou art mine: -

Partaker of my Glorious Hope,

I here ſhall after Thee wake up,

Shall in thine Image ſhine.

Thou wilt not leave thy Work undone,

But finiſh what Thou haſt begun,

Before I hence remove;

I ſhall be, Maſter, as Thou art,

Holy, and meek, and pure in Heart,

And perfected in Love.
Y 2 Thou
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6 Thou wilt cut ſhort thy Work of Grace,

And perfect in a Babe thy Praiſe,

And Strength for me ordain, . . -

Thy Blood ſhall make me throughly clean,

And not One Spot of Inbred Sin , , , ,

Shall in my Fleſh remain.

7 Dear Lamb, if Thou for me couldſt die, . . .

Thy Love ſhall wholly ſančify,

Thy Love ſhall ſeal me Thine;

Thou wilt from me no more depart,

My All in Life and Death Thou art,

Thou art forever mine. . -

-- - -- --

CLXIII.

H Y M N II.

H AMB, lovely Lamb, for Sinners ſlain,

Inwº, Wearineſs, and Pain

Thy tender Care I prove;

Continue ſtill thy tender Care,

My Spirit for Thyſelf prepare,

And perfect me in Love.

2 In fledfaſt Faith on Thee I call,

Saviour, and Sovereign LoRD of all,

My Brother, and my Friend;

Lead me my few remaining Days,

And finiſh thy great Work of Grace,

And love me to the End.

3 Till I from all my Sins am freed,

O may I lean my languid Head. .

. On thy dear, loving Breaſt : . . .

Thou, Jesu, catch my parting Breath,

And let me ſmoothly glide thro’ Death

To my Eternal Reſt. -*

&
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4. Saviour, bring near the joyful Hour,

The Fulneſs of thy Spirit pour,

And while I here remain,

Christ let it be that lives, not I:

Or now, permit me now to die;

To die is greateſt Gain.

5 Come then, my Health, my Hope, my Home,

My Love, my Life Eternal, come,

Me to Thyſelf receive;

Soul, Fleſh, and Spirit ſančiify,

And bid me live in Thee to die,

And die in Thee to live.

CLXIV.

H Y M N III.

I. ESU, my Hope in Life, and Death,

For Thee I ſpend my lateſt Breath,

"Till join'd to Thoſe above;

Thy faithful Mercies 1 proclaim,

I fing the Glories of the Lamb,

And gaſp thy dying Love.

2 Thy dying Love hath ſeal'd my Peace,

Hath made my Sins and Sorrows ceaſe,

And ſweetned all my Pain:

Thy dying Love ſupports me now;

And lo! with Thee my Head I bow,

And die with Thee to reign.

3 Out of the Duſt of Death I riſe,

I feel a Life that never dies,

An hidden Life Divine, -

The Earneſt of my Glorious Bliſs ;

And This is Heaven, and only This,

To know my Jesus mine,
-

Y 3 Thou
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- -

4 Thou art my own, I know Thou art,

I feel Thee, Saviour, in my Heart,

My Utmoſt Saviour Thou -

Haſt ſeal’d me to Redemption's Day;

And now I cannot fall away,

I cannot leave Thee now.

5 Divinely confident I am,

And more than conquer in thy Name

Whate'er my Hope withſtands;

Upheld by Thee I all break thro';

For who can looſe thy Graſp? For who

Can pluck me from thy Hands? -

6 Nor Death, nor Life can now disjoin,"

Nor Fiends ſhall tear my Spirit from Thine,

Nor Height, nor Depth ſhall move,

Nor This, nor any future Hour, -

Nor all the Creature’s utmoſt Power

Can part me from thy Love. -

CLXV.

For a Sick Friend.

1 OST meek, and tender-hearted Lamb,

Jesu, we call on thy dear Name,

Nor ſhall we call in vain;

In Thee we have not an High-prieſt,

Who cannot be like Us diſtreſt,

For God-with-us is Man.

2 Thou feeleſt all the Woes we feel,' '

A Sufferer in thy Members ſtill,

A Man of Griefs Thou art:

And now Thou doſt the Sickneſs bear

Of Him, for whom we make our Prayer,

And pour out all our Heart. -

º
--

al
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3 Still, gracious Lord, delight to ſhed
Thy Bleſſings on his favºrite Head, i º

Thy choiceſt Bleſfings ſhower; -

Preſerve his Mind in perfect Peace,

And when his Sufferings moſt increaſe,

O let his Joys be more. ---.

4 Give him thy meek and quiet Mind, . .

Patient, and perfectly refign'd v - " " . . . .

In all Things let him be, * . . . . º.

Nothing deſire above, beneath, -

Nor Eaſe, nor Pain, nor Life, nor Death,

But to be All like Thee.

5 Yet for thy des’late Sion Sake, -

Ah! do not now receive him back : " ...)

To thy celeſtial Quire: - - -

A burning and a ſhining Light, -

Detain him in our Land of Night, ; : *,

To ſet the World on Fire.

6 Jesu, approach, and touch his Hand,

(We aſk in Faith) and now command

The Fever to depart;

Now bid him in thine Image riſe,

Poſſeſt of his high Calling's Prize,

A pure and perfect Heart.

CXLVI.

**

H Y.M N II.,

f GoD, thy Truth, and Power declare,

We wait the Anſwer of our Prayer,

Weknow it muſt be given: *

The Prayer of Faith can never fail,

It enters now within the Veil, * ... *

And ſhuts, and opens Heaven. * *

* - ** * * * * * * . .

* †, , . . . . .
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2 Lord, we believe the Promiſe true,

The Prayer of Faith can all Things do,

When guided by thy Will;

It ſtops the parting Spirit's Flight,

Or brings it back from Realms of Light,

To ſerve thy Pleaſure ſtill. *

3 In Faith we wreſtle for that Soul: * - " -

Stir up thy Power, and make him whole,

Protraćt his happy Days,

And let him All thy Goodneſs know,

A Guardian-Angel here below,

A Veſſel of thy Grace.

4 Long may he to thy Glory live,

Thy richeſt Promiſes receive, -

Waſh'd by thy hallowing Word

From every Wrinkle, every Spot;

Sinleſs in Deed, and Word, and Thought,

In all Things like his Lord.

5 We know Thou wilt not long delay,

We have the Things for which we pray,

The Prayer of Faith is ſeal’d:

And He thine Utmoſt Truth ſhall prove,

Lov'd with an Everlaſting Love,

With all thy Fulneſs fill’d.

6 Author of Faith, thy Love we praiſe:

O what Omnipotence of Grace

Haſt Thou on Man beſtow'd

Thy Mouth, O Lord, hath ſtrangely ſaid

“Concerning Thoſe my Hands have made

Ye Worms, Command your God!”

CLXVII.
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CLXVII. s

After a Recovery. .

1 - A L L hail, Thou Lengthner of my Days!

Thy dear preſerving Love I praiſe, sº ºn 5

And thankfully receive a -º, * : ****

The Preſent of my Life reſtor'd; . . .

O may I ſpend it for my Lord, * - ". .

And to thy Glory live... ; : . . . .

2 No other End of Life I know, -

I would not live one Hour below, . . .

But to ſhew forth thy Praiſe, . . .

To ſuffer all thy gracious Will, : **:

And all thy Counſel to fulfil, , , - --"

And blazon all thy Grace.

3 For this my Soul exults in Hope,

Joyful to take her Burthen up,

And ſtill her Fleſh to bear,

Ready but now to take her Flight,

And ſpring into the Realms of Light,

And ſee thy Glory there. -

4. Yet fince thy Will ordains it ſo,

Thy Heaven I can awhile forego,

Thy Heaven itſelf for Thee:

Thy good and perfect Will to prove,

To do thy Will like Thoſe above ... • *

Is Heaven enough for me. , -- *** *

CLXVIII.

H Y M N II. 2

1. O D of my Life, thy Love I praiſe:

What Riches of reſtoring Grace
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Haſt Thou on me, on me, beſtow'd?

In anſwer to thy People's Prayer,

My Body breaths this ambient Air,

My Soul is circumfus'd with God.
-

*

2 Thou, Lord, thy Promiſe haſt fulfill'd, * -

The Prayer of Faith the Sick hath heal’d,

Thy Strength is in my Weakneſs ſhewn:

Thy Goodneſs here with Joy I ſee,

And give the Glory all to Thee;

Thine is the Work, and thine alone.

3 Thou only didſt the Souls incline,

The gracious Souls Thou calleſt Thine,

In my Diſtreſs to feel their Part:

Thy Love infus’d the tender Care,

And bad thy deareſt Children bear

My Vileneſs on their faithful Heart.

4 Thy Spirit in their Hearts did cry;

Thy Spirit would not let me die,

*Till I had thy Salvation ſeen:

Thy Spirit ſhall the Grace impart,

And change, and purify my Heart,

And make me glorious all within.

5. With me He doth ev’n now reſide,

And in me He ſhall ſoon abide, -

Spirit of Health, and Power, and Love;

I ſhall obtain the perfect Grace,

In Holineſs behold thy Face,

And ſerve Thee like thy Hoſts above.

6 The Earneſt in my Heart I feel;

Spirit of Truth, apply thy Seal,

And ſtamp me with the Stamp Divine;

Now, Lord, the glorious Grace diſplay,

And ſeal me to Redemption's Day,

And keep my Soul forever Thine.

CLXIX.



HYMNs and SAcRed PoeMs.
275

*

|

|

!

CLXIX.

For a Sick Child.

ESU, great Healer of Mankind,

Who doſt our Sorrows bear,

Let an afflićted Parent find

2 I 1

An Anſwer to his Prayer.

ook for Help in Thee alone,

To Thee for Succour fly;

My Son is ſick, my darling Son,

And at the Point to dre.

3. By deep Diſtreſs a Suppliant made,

By Agony of Grief,

Moſt juſtly might thy Love upbraid

My lingring Unbelief.

4. But Thou art ready ſtill to run,

LoRD, in thy healing Power come d wn,

And grant our Heart's Defire:

Before my Child expire.

5 Surely if Thou pronounce the Word

If Thou the Anſwer give,

My dying Son ſhall be reſtor'd,

And to thy Glory live.

6 Rebuke the Fever in this Hour,

Command it to depart;

Now, let me now behold thy Power,

7 O

And give Thee all my Heart.

ſave the Father in the Son,

Reſtore Him, LoRD, to me;

My Heart the Miracle ſhall own,

And give him back to Thee,

--> --
-
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8 I will, I will obey thy Word,

To Thee my All reſign,

I, and my Houſe will ſerve the Lord,

And live forever Thine.

CLXX. .

On the Death of a Child.

I Herefore ſhould I make my Moan,

Now the Darling Child is dead?

He to early Reſt is gone, -

He to Paradiſe is fled :

I ſhall go to Him, but He

Never ſhall return to me. -

2 GoD forbids his longer Stay,

GoD recalls the precious Loan,

GoD hath taken him away,

From my Boſom to his own;

Surely what He wills is beſt,

Happy in his Will I reſt.

3 Faith cries out, It is the Lord!

Let Him do as ſeems Him good:

Be thy holy Name ador'd,

Take the Gift awhile beſtow'd,

Take the Child, no longer Mine,

Thine he is, forever Thine.

CLXXI.

H Y M N II.

I LORY to that vićtorious Grace,

Thro' which a Worm can all Things do!

I ſtand o'erwhelm'd with vaſt Amaze,

And ſcarce believe the Wonder true;

*Tis
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-

*Tis more than Heart could e"er conceive,

I know my Child is dead—and live

Where is the paſſionate Regret,

The fond Complaint, and lingring Smart?

Can I my ſucking Child forget, -

So freely with my Iſaac part,

So chearfully my All reſign,

And triumph in the Will Divine!

* * *

Son of my Womb, my Joy, my Hope, , ,

He liv'd, my yearning Heart's Deſire,

Yet lo! I gladly yield him up,

No longer mine, if God require,

And with a ſudden Stroke remove,

Whom only leſs than God I love.

Nature would cry, My Son, my Son!

O that I now had died for Thee!

But Faith replies, His Will be done,

Who lent the Bleſſing firſt to me;

Lent, and reſumes, It is the Lo RD !

His Will be done, his Name ador'd!

* With all my Soul, O Lord, I give

The Child thy Love hath ſnatch'd away;

On Earth I would not have him live,

With me I would not have him ſtay;

The Sacrifice long fince was o'er,

I ſtand to what I gave before.

I all have left for JESU's Sake,

And ſhall I grieve to part with One !

No, if a Wiſh could call him back,

I would not have my darling Son -*.

Brought from his Everlaſting Reſt, . .

Snatch'd from his Heavenly Father's Breaſt.

º

Vol, I. Z - Paſs
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7 Paſs a few fleeting Days, or Years,

And I ſhall ſee my Child again;

When Jesus in the Clouds appears,

With Him I ſhall in Glory reign,

I and the Children He hath given,

Inſeparably join'd in Heaven.

CLXXII.

Oblation of a Sick Child.

T Ather, thy Will be done, not mine,

Thy only Will be done!

To Thee my Iſaac I reſign,

I render up my Son.

2 Without a murmuring Wiſh I give

The Child Thou gav'ſt to me;

Or let him to thy Glory live,

Or let him die to Thee.

3 I dare not deprecate the Croſs,

Or of my Loſs complain,

Aſſur'd my Momentary Loſs

Is his Eternal Gain.

4 I hear the providential Word,

I bleſs the Will Divine;

Remove him from my Boſom, Lord,

And take him up to Thine.

CLXXIII.

A Mother's Thankſgiving for the

Death of her Child.

r LL Praiſe to God on high,

Who ſets his Heart on Man,

x
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And beckons from the Sky,

And bids him turn again, - a

Gathers unto Himſelf his Breath,

And bleſſes by an early Death.

2 Ev’n now his Arms receive

The Spirit of my Child:

He gave him to Believe,

He ſhew’d him Reconcil'd,

Cut ſhort the ſudden Work of Grace,

And caught him up to ſee His Face.

3 The hallowing Spirit's Prayer

Breath'd from his ſprinkled Heart,

And cried The New-born Heir

Is ready to departſ

And Bleſſings on his Friends approve

The Faith that ſweetly works by Love.

4 His Faith is loſt in Sight,

His Prayers are loſt in Praiſe,

Amidſt the Saints in Light

He fings the Saviour's Grace,

Which ſtrangely kept his Conſcience elean,

Unſpotted in a World of Sin.

5 So early to remove .

And quit the Vale of Tears,

A Miracle of Love

Throughout his fourteen Years,

Preſerv'd his ſacred Innocence,

And ſnatch'd him uncorrupted hence.

6. Who kept his Garments white,

Hath call'd him to a Crown,

And lo! from Sion's Height

The Happy Spirit looks down,

Beyond the Range of Fiends remov’d,

Took from a World he never lov’d. º

- Z 2 ** " He
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7 . He cannot love it now,

Or feel its poiſoning Power,

To Satan's Image bow,

Whoºn all Mankind adore,

Worſhip the earn'd, or Scarlet Beaſt,

Or ſeek in Creature. Good his Reſt.

8 Nor Pleaſure ſoft can ſooth

His unſuſpecting Heart,

Or tempt his heedleſs Youth

From Jesus to depart, s

Nor Grandeur turn his Steps aſide,

That ſtately Littleneſs of Pride!

9 He cannot now aſpire

With a malicious Joy,

(While envious Paſſions fire

The fond, applauded Boy)

Ör cloak his Honourable Shame

With Emulation's ſpecious Name.

Io Ambition in his Breaſt

Shall never, never glow ;

In Garb Angelic dreſt, -

‘And deified below, -

It iſſued from the dark Abodes,

“ The Glorious Fault of Devil. Gods!

11 The Soul ſuperior ſoars -

To Heaven's unfolding Scene,

The Everlaſting Doors

- Receive the Stranger in,

And Angels hail the New-born Heir,

And Kindred Saints ſalute him there. -

12 A Royal Coronet -

Upon his Head they place,

With Stars of Glory ſet,

X 2.2. And Pearls of Heavenly Grace;

They

;

*
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They robe him in the Milk-white Veſt,

And deck him for the Marriage Feaſt.

13 They bring his Golden Lyre,

And lo! he ſtrikes the Strings,

Amidſt th' Angelic Quire

The Song of Moſes ſings,

Th' Angelic Quire, tranſported prove

Diviner Joys, and ſtronger Love.

14 He lives to die no more,

He reigns above the Sky,-

And I the Bleſfing bore,

A joyful Mother I

My darling Son have freely given

Tº exalt the Happineſs of Heaven.

CLXXIV.

E P I T A P H.

I. HREE Innocents lie buried here,

Who in their Dawn of Day

Rejoic'd before the Lord to appear,

And 'ſcaped at once away.

2 At once their Pardon they receiv'd

With Jesu's Blood applied,

His Witneſſes awhile they liv'd,

His Witneſſes they died.

3 Quicken'd at once they ſoon ſhall riſe,

Their Saviour's Joy to ſhare:

Reader, expect Him from the Skies,

And Thou ſhalt meet Him there.

Z 3 CLXXV.
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CLXXV.

Epitaph on Mrs. SusanNAWESLEY.

-

N ſure and ſtedfaſt Hope to riſe,

And claim her Manſion in the Skies,

A Chriſtian here her Fleſh laid down,

The Croſs exchanging for the Crown.

True Daughter of Afflićtion ſhe,

Enur'd to Pain and Miſery,

, Mourn’d a long Night of Griefs and Fears,

A Legal Night of Seventy Years.

The Father then reveal’d his Son, -

Him in the broken Bread made known,

She knew, and felt her Sims forgiven,

And found the Earneſt of her Heaven.

Meet for the Fellowſhip above,

She heard the Call, “Ariſe, my Love:

3 come, her Dying Looks replied,

And Lamb-like as her Lord ſhe died!

CLXXVI.

On the Death of Mrs. Elisa BETH

WITHAM.

A”. is the happy Spirit fled?

And is ſhe number'd with the Dead, ſ

Who live to GoD above 2

Make haſte, my Soul, her Steps purſue,

And fight like her thy Paſſage through,

. To yon bright Throne of Love.

<
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z By her Example fir’d I riſe,

My bliſsful Manſion in the Skies

Determin'd to ſecure; ,

And if l dare believe the Word, .

And follow her as ſhe her Lord,

The glorious Prize is ſure.

3 The ſpeaking Saint, tho’ dead, I hear, ?:

Who paſt her Time in lowly Fear, .."

Her chearful Time below:

A daily Death on Earth ſhe died,

Her JBsus, and Him crucified,

Reſolv’d alone to know.

4 Since firſt ſhe felt the ſprinkled Blood,

She never loſt her Hold of God,

She never went aſtray;

When ſtronger Souls their Lord forſook,

And ſhamefully threw off his Yoke, -

And caſt his Croſs away.
-

5 His welcome Croſs with Joy ſhe bore,

And trod the Path He trod before,

And cloſe purſu'd the Lamb :

His faithful Confeſſor ſhe ſtood,

And fimply own'd the Dying God,

And gloried in his Shame.

6 Regardleſs of their Smile, and Frown,

She calmly on the World look'd down,

With Grief, and Wonder moy'd

That every Tongue ſhould not confeſs,

And every Heart her LoRD embrace,

Whom more than Life ſhe lov’d.

-

7 With all her Heart ſhe clave to Goo,

Her Love by her Obedience ſhew’d,

In all his Statutes found,

In all the Channels of his Grace,

Her
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Her Soul rever'd the hallow’d Place,

ho

t I

And kiſs'd the ſacred Ground.

The new-born Babe deſir'd the Word,

She flew with Joy to meet her Lord,

Aſſembled with his own :

In vain the feeble Body fail'd,

The Soul its tottering Clay upheld,

And liv'd by Faith alone.

Before the Morning Watch her Cry

Prevail'd with God, and from the Sky

Brought Showers of Bleſſings down:

Her Treaſure, Heart, and Life was there,

And all her Toil and all her Care,

Tº enſure the ſtarry Crown.

For this ſhe counted all Things Loſs,

And ſtill took up her Maſter's Croſs,

Her Maſter's Joy to know :

Above the Reach of Senſe and Pride,

With Jesus fully crucified,

And dead to all below.

Her Meat his Counſel to fulfil,

Her whole Delight to do his Will,

The Taſk of Love ſincere

With daily Tranſport to repeat,

1.2

And waſh his dear Diſciples Feet,

And ſerve his Members here.

Her fervent Zeal what Tongue can tell?

Her wiſe, and meek, tho' fervent Zeal

Poor precious-Souls to win:

Her artleſs Eloquence conſtrain'd,

Her ſimple Charity unfeign'd

Compell'd them to come in.

Reſolv’d.

&

«
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Reſolv'd, her Houſe ſhould ſerve the Lord,

The Parent unto Him reſtor'd

The Children He had given,

Her Care, and them, on God ſhe caſt:

The Wife her Huſband ſav'd at laſt,

And follow'd him to Heaven. .

Awhile ſhe lay detain'd beneath,

To triumph in the Toils of Death,

The Truth to teſtify, -

To aid the Church with mighty Prayers,

And deal her Bleſſings to her Heirs,

And teach us how to die.

More than reſign'd in mortal Pain,

How joyfully did ſhe ſuſtain,

* And bleſs the welcome Load Î

“ Do what ye will with this weak Clay,

“ Yet, O! the Soul ye cannot ſtay,

“Or keep me from my God.

r

“My God hath call'd me hence, ſhe cried,

The Lamb hath now prepar'd his Bride, 2.

“And ſign'd my Soul's Releaſe;

..I reſt within the Arms Divine,

“ He is, He is forever mine, -

“ The Lord my Righteouſneſs.

g g

&&

gg

In Life and Death I bleſs his Name,

Who ſent his Servants to proclaim

“The everlaſting Word : -

That Word hath ſav'd me from all Sin;

“ And O! my Friends abide therein,

“And ye ſhall ſee my Lo R.D.

Obedient Faith in Jesu's Blood,

This is the Way that leads to God,

“That ſaves your dying Friend.

&g

&g

gg

&g

To
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19

“To Jesus and his Servants cleave,

“ His Word, and Ordinance receive,

“And ye ſhall ſoon aſcend.

“ The Gate ſhall ſoon unfold to you,'

“ The Gate I now am paſſing thro’,

“My heavenly Bliſs to ſhare:

“My mounting Soul is on the Wing,

“I hear the Saints on Sion ſing,
“ And die to meet them there!”

CLXXVII.

HYMNs for a PREACHER of the

G O S P E L.

MO S E S's W IS H. -

Exodus xxxiii. 12. to xxxiv. 9.

H ! LoRD, if Thou haſt bid me lead

A This People from their Sins to Thee,

hy am I thus? Myſelf unfreed,

Faſt bound in Sin and Miſery,

Still unredeem'd for Help I groan,

And ſtill I ſerve a GoD Unknown.

Thou haſt not to my Soul declar'd

Whom Thou wilt with thy Servant ſend;

Who ſhall the helpleſs Shepherd guard,

Who ſhall the trembling Guide defend:

Yet haſt Thou call'd me by my Name,

Accepted in thy Sight I am.

If then I have Acceptance found,

And Grace, and Favour in thy Sight,

Now let thy pard'ning Grace abound,

Now manifeſt thy cleareſt Light;
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Shew me thy Way, thy Life make known,

Thy Truth, and Goodneſs, in thy Son.

4 Ah! give me All thy Grace to know,

Thy Grace to this thy People give;

Lead them throughout their Courſe below,

And bid me in thy Preſence live;

Thy Preſence all my Steps attend:

O love me, love me to the End.

5 Go with me Thou in all my Ways,

And give my weary Spirit Reſt;

May 1, may all the Choſen Race,

Be with thy ſpecial Preſence bleſt:

Or let us never hence remove,

Without the Convoy of thy Love.

*

6 How ſhall it but by This be known

Our ſure Acceptance in thy Sight?

We have found Grace, we are Thine own,

For lo! we walk with God in Light:

Thy Preſence ſhºws the Holy Seed,

Thy Preſence makes us Saints indeed.

7 Diſtinét by Characters Divine,

Thy Sons as Prieſts, and Kings, appear,

- In thy refle&ted Light they ſhine,

And bear thy Glorious Image here,

The Election of peculiar Grace,

The pure in Heart, who ſee thy Face.

CLXXVIII.

H Y M N II.

1 God, my Hope, my Heavenly Reſt,

My All of Happineſs below,

Grant my importunate Requeſt,

To me, to me thy Goodneſs ſhew:
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Thy Beatific Face diſplay,

The Brightneſs of Eternal Day.

2 Before my Faith's inlighten’d Eyes

Make all thy gracious Goodneſs paſs:

Thy Goodneſs is the Sight I prize: -

O might I ſee thy ſmiling Face?

Thy Nature in my Soul proclaim, -n.

Reveal thy Love, thy Glorious Name. " '

3 There in The Place beſide thy Throne,

Where all that find Acceptance ſtand, .

Receive me up, into thy Son,

Cover me with thy mighty Hand;

Set me upon The Rock, and hide

My Soul in Jesu's wounded Side.

4 O put me in the Cleft, impower

My Soul the Glorious Sight to bear;

Deſcend in this accepted Hour,

Paſs by me, and thy Name declare;

Thy Wrath withdraw, thy Hand remove,

And ſhew Thyſelf—The God of Love!

CLXXIX.

H Y M N III.

º OME down, all-glorious Lord, come down,

C Stand with me on the Mountain Thou;

Thy great myſterious Name make known,

And manifeſt thy Nature Now;

Now in my inmoſt Soul proclaim

Thy Attributes, with Thee the ſame.

2 The Lord, the Lord, and God of Love,

All-merciful, all-gracious II
To Man my yearning Bowels move,

I would not have One Sinner die, But
.
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3

But ſtill purſue th’Apoſtate Race,

Long-ſuffering, full of Truth, and Grace.

Mercy I keep for all Mankind,

An infinite, exhauſtleſs Store,

A Sea unfathom’d, unconfin'd ;

To All, to All my Love runs o'er;

Sinners may All my Mercy prove; .

My firſt Great Attribute is Love. ... *

4. A pardning God of Mercy, I

5

-

I

Iniquity, and Sin forgive; "

Thoſe, only Thoſe I leave to die,

Who will not come to me, and live

Who will not in my Mercy truſt

And find me Good, ſhall find me Juſt.

The Guilty I will never clear,

But make on Them mine Anger known,

Viſit their Sin in Judgments here,

And ſcourge the Father in the Son;

My Wrath to diſtant Heirs extends,

And never, but in Jesus, ends.

CLXXX.

H Y M N IV.

O Thee, great God of Love, I bow,

And proſtrate in thy Sight adore:

By Faith I ſee Thee paſſing Now:

I have; but ſtill I aſk for more:

A Glimpſe of Love cannot ſuffice,

My Soul for All thy Preſence cries.

2 I cannot ſee thy Face, and live!

Then let me ſee thy Face, and die:

Now, Lord, my gaſping Spirit receive; "

Give me, on Eagle's Wings to fly, -

Vol. I. A a With
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With Eagles Eyes on Thee to gaze,

And plunge into the Glorious Blaze.

3 The Fulneſs of my great Reward

A bleſt Eternity ſhall be.

But haſt Thou not on Earth prepar'd

Some Better Thing than This for me?

What, but one Drop! One tranſient Sight!

I want a Sun, a Sea of Light. -

4 Moſes thy Backward Parts might view,

But not a perfect Sight obtain:

The Goſpel doth thy Fulneſs ſhew,

To Us by the Commandment ſlain;

The Dead to Sin ſhall find the Grace;

The pure in Heart ſhall ſee thy Face. .

5 More favour'd than the Saints of old,

Who now thro' Faith approach to Thee,

Shall all with open Face behold -

In CHR1st the Glorious Deity,

Shall ſee, and put the Godhead on,

The Nature of thy Sinleſs Son. .

6 This, this is our high Calling's Prize:

Thine Image in thy Son I claim,

And ſtill to higher Glories riſe,

'Till all-transform'd I know thy Name,

And glide to all my Heaven above,

My higheſt Heaven of Jesu's Love.

CLXXXI.

H Y M N V.

I ET hear me, for thy People hear,

If I have with my Lord found Grace,

... To every Rebel Soul appear,

And bear with the Backſliding Race ;
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Amongſt thy ſtiffneck'd People go,

And all thy patient Pity ſhew.

Forgive us for thy Mercy ſake,

Our Multitude of Sins forgive,

And for thine own Poſſeſſion take,

And bid us to thy Glory live,

Live in thy Sight, and gladly prove -

Our Faith by our Obedient Love. *

The Cov'enant of Forgiveneſs ſeal,

And all thy mighty Wonders ſhew,

Our inbred Enemies expel,

And conquering them to conquer go,

*Till all of Self and Pride is ſlain,

And not one Evil Thought remain.

O put it in our inward Parts

The living Law of perfeót Love,

Write the New Precept on our Hearts;

We cannot then from Thee remove,

Who in thy glorious Image ſhine

Thy People, and forever. Thine.

CLXXXII.

H Y M N VI.

HEPHERD of Souls, if Thou indeed

Haſt rais'd me up thy Flock to feed,

(Thy meaneſt Servant me)

O may I all their Burthens ſhare,

And gently in my Boſom bear

The Lambs redeem'd by Thee.

2 Thy Spirit ſend me from above,

Spirit of meek long-ſuffering LoveP sºng tºº. &f
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Of all-ſufficient Grace;

Indue me with thy conſtant Mind,

So good, ſo obſtimately kind

To our rebellious Race.

3. A faithful Steward of my Lord,

Give me to miniſter thy Word,

And in thy Steps to tread;

By every ſore Temptation tried,

By Sufferings fully qualified

Thy ailing Flock to lead.

4 O may thy Bowels yearn in me,

Whene'er a wandring Sheep I ſee,

*Till Thou that Sheep retrieve,

And let me in thy Spirit cry

Why, Sinner, wilt Thou periſh, why

When Jesus bids thee live?

5 My Boſom fill with ſoft Diſtreſs,

With ſympathizing Tenderneſs

For every tempted Soul:

Still would I grieve, and ſuffer ſtill,

And all their Pain and Sickneſs feel,

*Till Thou haſt made them whole.

6 But chiefly wou'd I make my Moan,

And deep beneath the Burthen groan

Of Thoſe who did run well,

But fainted in their Evil Day,

And ſwerving from the Narrow Way

By Pride, or Paſſion fell.

7 Here let me pour out all my Tears,

And ſpend in Prayer my mournful Years,

That theſe may riſe renew'd

Who have, like me, their LoRD denied,

That Theſe again may feel applied

. Thine All-atoning Blood.

* *
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8 The Love which brought Thee from the Skies, ,

And made thy Soul a Sacrifice,

Jesu, on me beſtow;

Or let me, Lord, my Life reſign

That theſe, who once were counted Thine,

Again thy Voice may know.

9 Shepherd, appear, the Great the Good,

And O ! once more remove our Load,

Repeat our Sins forgiven,

And mark the Sheep with thy New Name,

- And aſcertain our lawful Claim

To Pardon, Grace, and Heaven.

CLXXXIII.

H Y M N VII.

It Y Lord, by Sinners crucified,

. By me ten thouſand Times denied,

(And yet thy Bowels move,

And yet thy Heart relents for me)

Alas! what ſhall I anſwer Thee,

When aſk'd, if Thee. I love

l ~

| 2 How ſhall I in thy Preſence dare

Th’Abominable Crime declare,

Or ſpeak the horrid Word?

| And yet compell'd I am to own,

And cry with an Heart-breaking Groan,

I do not love Thee, Lord!

!

.

3. My baſeſt Want of Love I feel: ,

The moſt Apoſtate Fiend in Hell

Is not ſo vile as I:

A Man, a Sufferer for my Sake,

Thou never didſt their Nature take,

Nor didſt for Devils die.

A a 3. "Twas
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4 "Twas I that caus'd thy mortal Pain,

And made Thee bow the Head, in vain,

And waſte thy precious Blood:

For O ! this baſe ungrateful-Heart!

I linger ſtill with All to part, *-

I cannot love my God.

5 Not all thy Paſſion's bleeding Power, ------

Before the Acceptable Hour,

This flinty Breaſt can move:

Yet may I not to Thee appeal?

Thou knowſt I would thy Goodneſs feel,

I would my Saviour love.

6 Jesus, pronounce the ſoftning Word, - *

And make me fully willing, LoRD,

The Bleſfing to receive;

My faithleſs Heart in Love renew,

And then I ſhall, I ſhall prove true,

And to thy Glory live.

7 Then ſhall my Tongue delight to own

The Wonders Thou for me haft done,

The Bleſfings Thou haſt given, -

And gladly tell Thee o'er and o'er,

Thou knowſt, O Lord, I love Thee more

Than all thy Earth and Heaven.

3 Then ſhall I labour to approve

My firm inviolable Love,

Obedient to my God,

And guide with all my Power, and keep

The tender Lambs, and yeaning Sheep,

Which coſt my Lokd his Blood.

9 Be this my whole Imploy below,

Before thy Little Flock to go, - -

And in thy Steps to tread; - -

Shepherd of Souls, I fain would be

‘Their faithful Paſtor under Thee,

And feed as I am fed. Happy



HYMNs and SAcRED PoeMs. 295

1 O

2

Happy, could I thro’ Life declare

How dear to me thy Followers are ;

But happier ſtill might I

Like Thee my Life at laſt give back,

And ſuffer, Saviour, for thy Sake,

And for thy People die!

CLXXXIV.

H Y.M. N. VIII.

Thou great Almighty LoRD,

How can I declare thy Word,

Leaſt of all thy Servants I,

Weak as helpleſs Infancy!

Sunk in Shame, and deep Amaze,

On Thine out-ſtretch'd Hand I gaze, .

Aſk again, How can it be

The great God ſhould ſend by me!

But Thou knowſt this Heart of mine:

Fain I would the Work decline,

Moſt unworthy as I am,

Moſt unfit to bear thy Name:

O hew often have I cried,

Send by whom Thou wilt beſide:

Still I plead for my Releaſe,

Let me, Lo RD, depart in Peace.

Conſcious to myſelf, I pray

Take me from the Evil Day,

From the Thing I always fear... :

Save thy weakeſt Meſſenger;

Jealous for thine Honour be,

Do not truſt thy Cauſe to me;

Me, a Man of Lips unclean,

Me, the ſinfulleſt of Men:

---

: … "
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4. Weary, burthen'd, and oppreſt,

Stranger to Delight, and Reſt,

How can I beneath my Load

Preach Redemption in thy Blood?

Looking every fearful Day

To become a Caſt-a-way,

How ſhall I in Sorrow tell -

News of Joy unſpeakable? -- - -

5 But Thou knowſt, a ſharper Pain

Every Moment I ſuſtain,

Saviour, for thy glorious Cauſe,

Leſt by me it ſuffer Loſs.

Do not, O my Help, my Hope,

Jesus, do not give me up,

Never let me live to be

A Reproach to Thine, and Thee.

6 Jealous for thy own great Name,

Let me not be put to Shame;

Make my Perſeverance ſure,

In the quiet Grave ſecure:

Rid me of my Life, and Fear;

Safe Retreat is Conqueſt here,

Happy, and triumphant I,

Suffer'd to eſcape, and die!

CLXXXV.

H Y M N IX.

l ASTER, thy Promis'd Help I claim,

Sent forth to teſtify thy Name,

Which ſpeaks a World forgiven,

Sent forth thy Mercy to diſplay,

And teach, as taught of Thee, The Way,

The Living Way to Heaven.

* - - - Thy
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2 Thy Servant in the Goſpel, I

For all my Fellow-Servants cry,

In never ceaſing Prayer:

By Us in each hard Trial ſtand,

Support us with thine out-ſtretch'd Hand,

And all our Burthens bear.

3 Thou ſeeſt the Threatning of our Foes;

A World with reſtleſs Rage oppoſe

Thy Meſſengers, and Thee:

Beneath thy Wings our Weakneſs hide,

And turn the furious Blaſt aſide,

And end the Tyranny.

4 Thou ſeeſt, the dire malicious Fiend

Doth cloſely all our Steps attend,

And watches all our Ways:

And lo! the Powers of Darkneſs join,

Thro' us to fruſtrate the Deſign

Of thy redeeming Grace.

5 But worſe than all Thou ſeeſt within

The cruel miſbelieving Sin,

Which tempts us to depart,

Staggers our Faith, and ſhakes our Hope,

And drinks our fainting Spirits up, . -

And tears our aching Heart.

6 Thou knowſt the black deſponding Fear,

The Doubt we ſhould not perſevere

*Till all our Courſe is run,

The Conflićt in Ourſelves we have,

Leſt we the Souls of Others ſave,

And ſadly loſe our own.

7 We tremble in our evil Day, , ,

Left we Ourſelves ſhould fall away,

And periſh in our Blood:

*
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It is mine own Infirmity -

There's none hath felt it more than me, -

And ſtill I bear my Load,

8 But O Thou faithful God of Love,

The Cauſe of our Diſtreſs remove,

The Heart to Evil prone:

Our Doubts, and Fears, and Sins deſtroy,

And fill with everlaſting Joy,

And perfect us in One.

CLXXXVI. For a Lay-Preacher.

H Y M N X.

1 T THANK. Thee, LoRD of Earth and Heaven,

That Thou to me, ev'n me haſt given,

The Knowledge of thy Grace, º

(Which Fleſh and Blood could ne'er reveal)

And call'd a Babe thy Love to tell,

And ſtammer out thy Praiſe. -

2 None of the ſacred Order I,

Yet dare I not the Grace deny

Thou haft on me beſtow'd,

Conſtrain'd to ſpeak in Jesu's Name,

And ſhew poor Souls th’ Atoming Lamb,

And point them to his Blood.

3 I now believe, and therefore ſpeak, l

And found myſelf, go forth to ſeek -

The Sheep that wander ſtill; .

For theſe I toil, for theſe I care; ,

And faithfully to All declare

The Peace which All may feel.

4 My God ſupply thy Servant's Need,

"if Thou haſt ſent me forth indeed

- To
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To make thy Goodneſs known;

Thy Son in Sinners Hearts reveal,

By gracious Signs my Miſſion ſeal,

And prove the Word Thine own.

5 O for thy only Jesu's Sake,

Into thoſe Arms of Mercy take

Thy meaneſt Meſſenger,

And ever in thy keeping have,

And grant me, LoRD, at laſt to ſave

Myſelf with All that hear.

CLXXXVII.

H Y M N XI.

1. Thou whoſe gracious Word

I to the World proclaim,

Be mindful of thy Promiſe, LoRD,

Be jealous for thy Name;

- From what I always fear

My tempted Soul defend,

And keep thy meaneit Meſſenger,

And keep me to the End.

2 Thou ſeeſ this feeble Heart,

Which trembles every Day,

Leſt I myſelf from Thee depart,

And die a Caſt-away,

Left I the Occaſion give

- To all who hate thy Croſs,

And to reproach thy People live,

And to diſſerve thy Cauſe.

3 Thou knowſt the ten fold Rage

Wherewith thy Foe purſues,

The Men in our Adulterous Age

Whom Thou art pleas'd to uſe,

But
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But never, never leave

A Soul employ'd by Thee,

Nor let the ſubtle Fiend deceive,

Or ſerve Himſelf on me.

4. Rather my Spirit take

To reſt with Thee above,

For thy own Name and Glory's Sake,

For thy own Truth and Love,

Let me from Satan fly

Into the Arms Divine,

And all-renew'd this Moment die,

To live forever Thine.

- z

CLXXXVIII.

H Y M N XII.

THAT I was as heretofore

When firſt ſent forth in Jesu's Name

I ruſh'd thro’ every open Door,

And cried to All, “Behold the Lamb 1

Seiz'd the poor trembling Slaves of Sin,

And forc'd the Outcaſts to come in.

The God who kills, and makes alive,

To me the quickning Power impart,

Thy Grace reſtore, thy Work revive,

Retouch my Lips, renew my Heart,

Forth with a freſh Commiſſion ſend,

And all thy Servants Steps attend.

Give me the Faith which can remove,

And ſink the Mountain to a Plain,

Give me the Child-like praying Love,

That longs to build thine Houſe again;

The Love which once my Heart o'erpower'd,

And all my ſimple Soul devour'd.

*

I want
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4 I want an even ſtrong Deſire,

I want a calmly-fervent Zeal,

To ſave poor Souls out of the Fire,

To ſnatch them from the Verge of Hell,

And turn them to the Pardning God,

And quench the Brands in Jesu's Blood.

I wou'd the pretious Time redeem,

And longer live for This alone

To ſpend, and to be ſpent for Them

Who have not yet my Saviour known,

Fully on Theſe my Miſſion prove,

And only breathe, to breathe thy Love.

My Talents, Gifts, and Graces, Lord,

Into thy bleſſed Hands-receive,

And let me live to preach thy Word,

And let me for thy Glory live,

My every ſacred Moment ſpend

In publiſhing the Sinner's Friend.

Inlarge, inflame, and fill my Heart

With boundleſs Charity Divine,

So ſhall I all my Strength exert,

And love Them with a Zeal like Thine,

And lead them to thine open Side,

The Sheep, for whom their Shepherd died.

Or if, to ſerve thy Church and Thee

Myſelfbe offer'd up at laſt,

My Soul brought thro’ the Purple Sea

With Thoſe beneath the Altar caſt

Shall claim the Palm to Martyrs given,

And mount the higheſt Throne in Heaven.

...&#83.

Vol. I Bb CLXXXIX.
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CLXXXIX. -

for a Miniſter at his coming to

a Place.

LoRy, Loºp, to Thee we give,
Who hearſt thy People's Prayer,

Thankful at thy Hands receive -

Thy welcome Meſſenger: - … . . .

Thee we praiſe, on Thee call, , , . . .

Jesus, with thy Servant come, - - -

-Fix in Him, in Us, in All - -

Thy Everlaſting Home.

CXC.

For the ſame, at his Departure.

ORTH in thy Name, O Jesus, ſend

The Man we to thy Grace commend,

Our faithful Miniſter ſecure,

And make him to the Day endure,

When all thy Flock ſhall meet in One

Triumphant round thy Glorious Throne.

CXCI.

For a Miniſter, going forth to preach.

l ESU S, the Truth, and Power Divine,

Send forth this Meſſenger of Thine,

His Hands confirm, his Heart inſpire,

And touch his Lips with hallow'd Fire

- Be

º

i
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2 Be Thou his Mouth and Wiſdom, LoRD,

Thou by the Hammer of thy Word

The Rocky Hearts in Pieces break,

And bid the Son of Thunder ſpeak.

To thoſe who would their Lord embrace, , .

3 Give him to preach the Word of Grace,

Sweetly their yielding Boſom move, -

And melt them with the Fire of Love.

Let all with thankful Hearts confeſs

4 Thy welcome Meſſenger of Peace,

Thy Power in his Report be found,

And let thy Feet behind him ſound.

CXCII.

Written after a Deliverance.

ESUS, thy Saving Name I bleſs,

* Jº Deliver'd out of my Diſtreſs,

Thy Faithfulneſs I prove ;

I magnify thy Mercy's Power:

My Refuge in the trying Hour

Was thy Almighty Love.

Snatch'd from the Rage of cruel Men,

* Brought up out of the Lion's Den,

And thro’ the burning Flame:

Jesus, thine out-ſtretch'd Hand I ſee,

Might, Wiſdom, Strength aſcribe to Thee, ,

And bleſs thy Saving. Name. -

Hereby Thou favour'ſt me, I know,

3. Becauſe Thou wou'dſt not let the Foe .

My hunted Soul deſtroy:

B.b.2 - Better
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Better than Life thy Favour is,

'Tis pure Delight, and perfect Bliſs,

And everlaſting Joy. . . .

4 Sav'd by a Miracle of Grace,

LoRD, I with thankful Heart embrace

The Token of thy Love: - “…

This, this the Comfortable Sign,

That I the Firſt-born Church ſhall join,

And bleſs thy Name above.

CXCIII. . . .

--------- - -

A No T H E R.

i ET all the Gop of Daniel praiſe -

Almighty to redeem,

Who ſaves, as in the antient Days,

The Men that truſt in Him. - -

He hath the great Deliverance wrought,

His Angel ſent again,

And ſhut the Lion's Mouths, and brought

Us up out of their Den. : -

2 Give Glory to Elijah's God,

Elijah's GoD and Ours,

Who hath around his Servants ſtood,

With all his Heavenly Powers: . . .

Beſet we were by Satan's Hoſt, - --

In Human Shape conceal’d,

He baffled their tyrannic Boaſt,

And all their Fury quell’d.

3 That God who ſav'd the Faithful Three

Let every Soul admire: -

We too have ſeen the Deity, º,

And walk'd unburnt in Fire: . . . . . .
- . . . . » Call'd

w
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Call'd down by Faith, from Heaven He came, .

The Son of Man we knew:

He kept us in the lambent Flame, .

And ſtrangely brought us thro’.

4 The Floods with horrid Diſcord ragd, ,

And lifted up their Voice:

JehovAH on our Side engag’d,

And ſtill'd their angry Noiſe,

His Word rebuk'd the ſwelling Sea,

Nor ſuffer'd it to o'erflow,

* Hither proceed, allow'd by me, ,

5-Thou, Lord, beyond their Reach didſt bear, ,

And ſweetly hide above

The Obječts of thy Guardian Care, .

And Providential Love:

Thou didſt the Alien Hoſt defeat,

And blaſt their vain Deſign - - - -

To ſlay, or ſhamefully intreat -

A Meſſenger of Thine.

6. For this with all thy Saints we praiſe

Thy Majeſty and Power, .

And tell the Wonders of thy Grace, ,

*Till Time ſhall be no more. -

For this in Sounds of Glorious Joy.

We ſhall our Saviour own, ,

And all Eternity employ . -

In Hymns around thy Throne.

CXCIV.

After preaching (in a Church.)

1 TESU, accept the grateful Song, ºr ,

J* My Wiſdom and my Might,

- 'Tis Thou haſt loos'd the ſtammering Tongue,

| And taught my Hands to fight.-- -

B. b. 3 • Thou, .
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2 Thou, Jesus, Thou my Mouth haſt been;

The Weapons of thy War, -

Mighty thro' Thee, I pull down Sin,

And all thy Truth declare.

3 Not without Thee, my LoRD, I am

Come up unto this Place,

Thy Spirit bad me preach thy Name,

And trumpet forth thy Praiſe.

4 Thy Spirit gave me Utterance now,

My Soul with Strength endued,

Hardned to Adamant my Brow,

And arm'd my Heart with GdD.

5 Thy powerful Hand in all I ſee,

Thy wondrous Workings own,

Glory, and Strength, and Praiſe to Thee

Aſcribe, and Thee alone.

6 Gladly I own the Promiſe true

; To all whom Thou doſt ſend,

* Behold, I always am with You,

“Your Saviour to the End?

7"Amen, amen, my God and Lord,

* If Thou art with me ſtill,

I ſtill ſhall ſpeak the Goſpel-Word,

My Miniſtry fulfil.

3 Thee I ſhall conſtantly proclaim,

Though Earth and Hell oppoſe,

Bold to confeſs thy glorious Name

Before a World of Foes.

9 Jesus the Name, high over all

In Hell, or Earth, or Sky,

Angels and Men before it fall,

...And Devils fear, and fly,
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Jesus the Name to Sinners dear,

The Name to Sinners given,

It ſcatters all their guilty Fear,

And turns their Hell to Heaven.

Balm into wounded Spirits it pours,

And heals the Sin-ſick Mind;

It Hearing to the Deaf reſtores,

And Eye-fight to the Blind.

Jesus the Priſoner's Fetters breaks, .

And bruiſes Satan’s Head, *

Power into ſtrengthleſs Souls it ſpeaks, .

And Life into the Dead. -.

O that the World might taſte, and ſee

The Riches of his Grace?

The Arms of Love which compaſs me,

Would all Mankind embrace.

O that my Jesu's Heavenly Charms

Might every Boſom move

Fly Sinners, fly into thoſe Arms

Of everlaſting Love.

The Lover of your Souls is near, .

Him I to you commend,

Joyful the Bridegroom's Voice to hear,.

Who calls a Worm his Friend.

He hath the Bride, and He alone, . . . .

Almighty to redeem,

I only make his Mercies known, .

I ſend you all to Him.

Sinners, behold the Lamb of GoD, .

. On Him your Spirits ſtay; … •

He bears the Univerſal Load,

- He takes your Sins away.
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18. His only Righteouſneſs I ſhew, .

His ſaving Grace proclaim;

'Tis all my Buſineſs here below.

To cry, Behold the Lamb!

19 For This a ſuffering Life I live,

And reckon all Things Loſs;

For Him my Strength, my All I give,.”

And glory in his Croſs.

zo I ſpend myſelf, that you may know . . . . . .

The Lord our Righteouſneſs, - - -

That CHRIST in You may live, and grow,

I joyfully decreaſe. . -

21 Gladly I haſten to decay, -

My Life I freely ſpend, - -

And languiſh for the welcome Day, , ,

When all my Toil ſhall end. . . . . . .

22. Happy, if with my lateſt Breath

I might but gaſp his Name,

Preach Him to All, and cry in Death.

Behold, behold the Lamb!

Cxcv.

After preaching to the Staffordſhire.

Colliers. -

(i.L'FT up your Eyes, ye Sons of Light,

- Triumphant with my Lord, and me, .

Look on the Fields, and ſee them white,

Already white to Harveſt ſee.

Mov’d.
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2 Mov'd by the Spirit's ſofteſt Wind, -

The Sinners to their Saviour turn, -

Their Hearts are all as one inclin'd, - -

Their Hearts are bow'd as waving Corn. A

3 The Reaper too receives his.Hire, rººs . . . . it

Fill'd with unutterable, Peace; : , ; ; ; ; 3

But farther ſtill his Hopes aſpire, , , - . . . .

And labour for Eternal, Bliſs, • -------' -

4 "Till God the full Delight reveals, . . . . cz

And all the mighty Joy is given, . .

The Earneſt in his Heart he feels, ºf .

A glorious Antepaſt of Heaven,

5 The ripeſt Fruit he gathers there, ----

The Fulneſs of his vaſt Reward, º,

Ordain'd the Sower's Joy to ſhare,

And reign triumphant with his Lord.

6 Herein the faithful Word is ſhewn, . . . . .

Its juſt Accompliſhments we ſee, -

Another reaps what One hath ſown; -

The Proverb is fulfill'd in me. . . " :

7 Sent forth I am to reap the Field,

On which I had no Pains beſtow'd, .

My Lord broke up the Ground, and till’d.

And ſow'd it with the Seed of GoD.

is: tº

8 Entred into his Work I am; 1

Not unto me the Praiſe is due,

Not unto me: I all diſclaim,. . . . . . ;

God, only God, is Kind, and True,

... ºr -" " - ----

9 Who wrought the Work ſhall have the Praiſe.

Jesus hath labour'd for our Good,

He purchas'd all the Fallen Race, -

He watred all the Earth with Blood.

-- -,
-

-

His,
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to His Grace hath brought Salvation nigh,

His Grace hath roll'd away the Stone:

And now He hears theſe Sinners cry,

And deeply for Redemption groan.

#1 He hears, and He will ſoon redeem; • *

Then let us all our Voices raiſe, - *

Worſhip, and Strength aſcribe to Him, -

And Might, and Majeſty, and Praiſe. “

*2 Honour, and endleſs Thanks, and Love,

And Glory be to Jesus given, -

By Saints below, and Saints above, - - -

By All in Earth, and All in Heaven: - -

cxcVI.

After preaching to the Newcaſtle. . .

Colliers.

1. 'E Neighbours, and Friends of Jews, draw.

near ;

His Love condeſcends, By Titles ſo dear

To call, and invite you His Triumph to prove, .

And freely delight you In Jesus his Love.

.2 The Shepherd who died His Sheep to redeem,

On every Side are gather'd to Him,

The Weary and Burthen'd, The Reprobate Race,

And wait to be pardon'd Thro' Jesus his Grace.

3. The Publicans all, And Sinners draw near,

They come at his Call Their Saviour to hear,

Lamenting and mourning, Their Sin is ſo great,

And daily returning, They fall at his Feet... •
---

* -

The

s

.º
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4. The Poor, and the Blind,TheHalt, and the Lame,

Are willing to find In Jesus his Name [trieve:

Their Help and Salvation; Which ſtill they re

There's no Condemnation For them that believe.

5 The Drunkards, andThieves, and Harlots return;

For Him, that receives poor Sinners, they mourn:

The common Blaſphemer On Jesus doth call,

His loving Redeemer Who ſuffered for All.

-6 The Outcaſts of Men Their Saviour purſue;

In Horror, and Pain The profligate Crew

Cry out for a Saviour, a Saviour unknown,

And look to find Favour thro' Mercy alone.

7 They ſeek Him, and find, They aſk, and receive

The Friend of Mankind, Who bids them believe:

On Jesus they venture, His Gift they embrace,

And forcibly enter His Kingdom of Grace.

8 The Blind are reſtor'd Thro' Jesus his Name,

- They ſee their dear Lorp, And follow the Lamb;

The Halt they are walking, And running their

Race; a

The Dumb they are talking Of Jesus's Praiſe.

The Deafhear his Voice, And comfortingWord,

It bids them rejoice In Jesus their Lord,

“Thy Sins are forgiven, Accepted thou art,”

They liſten, and Heaven ſprings up in their Heart.

1o The Lepers from all Their Spots are made clean,

The Dead by his Call Are rais'd from their Sin,

In Jesu's Compaſſion The Sick find a Cure,

And Goſpel-Salvation Is preach'd to the Poor. *

11 To us, and to them, Is publiſh'd the Word;

Then let us proclaim Our Life-giving Lord,

Who now is reviving His Work in our Days,

And mightily ſtriving to ſave us by Grace.
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• 12 O Jesus, ride on "Till all are ſubdued,

Thy Mercymake known, And ſprinkle thy Blood,

Diſplay thy Salvation, And teach the new Song

--To-every Nation, And People, and Tongue:

CxcvH.

ANoTHE R.

t Gºſ to CHRrst be given -

By All in Earth and#.

CHRIST, my Prophet, Prieſt and King,

- Thee with Angel-Quires I praiſe,

Joyful Hallelujahs fing,

Triumph in thy Sovereign Grace.

2 Thou haſt the Hungry fill'd,

Thou haſt thy Arm reveal’d:

Thou in all the Heathen's Sight,

Haſt thy Righteouſneſs diſplay'd,

Brought Immortal Life to Light,

... Ranſom'd whom thy Hands have made.

3 Ev’n now, All-loving Lord, . . . .

Thou haſt ſent forth thy Word,

Thou the Door haft open'd wide

(Who can ſhut thy open Door!)

I the Grace have teſtified,

* Preach'd thy Goſpel to the Poor.

Thy Goodneſs gave Succeſs,

And bleſt it with Increaſe.

Not to me of Adam's Race

Worſt and vileſt; not to Me!

Thine is all the Work of Grace, .

All the Praiſe be paid to Thee. Stil

till
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Still at thy Feet Ilie,

The Chief of Sinners I:

Let me but Acceptance find,

Let me but thy Love partake;

Save me, Saviour of Mankind,

Save me for thy Mercy Sake.

6 On Thee for Help I call,

Without thy Help I fall,

Fall a final Caſt-away:

O forbid, forbid it Thou,

Snatch me from the Evil Day,

Save me, or I periſh Now.

7 O that ev'n I might ſhare,

The Bleſſings I declare,

Taſte the glorious Goſpel Grace,

Riſe from Sin forever free,

See in Holineſs thy Face, -

Live by Faith, and die in Thee!

8 O that the Hour were come

Which calls my Spirit home !

O that I my Wiſh might have,

Quietly lay down my Head,

Sink into an early Grave, ---

Now be numbred with the Dead!

9 Give me that ſecond Reſt,

And take me to thy Breaſt:

Only let me ceaſe from Sin,

Then the welcome Summons ſend:

Bid me now be pure within,

Bid my uſeleſs Warfare end.

Io A Man of Sin and Strife

I want no longer Life:

Heaven-ward all my Hope aſpires,

Full of Immortality,

Vol. I. C c Jesus,
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Jesus, Thee my Soul requires,

Gaſps to be diſſolv’d in Thee.

11 Yet do I This reſign,

Thy Will be done, not mine:

So I may but ſerve thy Will,

Lengthen out my wretched Span,

Let me bear my Burthen ſtill,

Bear my Sin, and drag my Chain.

12 Still let me preach thy Word

The Priſoner of the Lo RD,

Fully my Commiſſion prove,

*Till the perfect Grace I feel,

Saved and ſančtified by Love,

Stamp'd with all thy Spirit's Seal.

13 Then, Lord, when pure in Heart,

O let me then depart, -

With my Children ſee thy Face - -

(Children whom the Lord hath given)

Take above the meaneſt Place,

Leaſt of all the Saints in Heaven.

CXCVIII.

H Y M N III. º

HO are Theſe that come from far,

Swifter than a flying Cloud!

Thick as flocking Doves they are,

Eager in purſuit of GoD :

Trembling as the Storm draws nigh,

Haſtning to their Place of Reſt,

See them to the Windows fly,

To the Ark of Jesu's Breaſt!

*

Who
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2
Who are Theſe but Sinners poor,

Conſcious of their loſt Eſtate,

Sin-fick Souls, who for their Cure

On the good Phyſician wait;

Fallen who bewail their Fall,

Proffer'd Mercy who embrace,

Liſtning to the Goſpel-Call,

Longing to be ſaved by Grace.

3 For his Mate the Turtle moans,

For his God the Sinner fighs;

Hark, the Muſic of their Groans,

Humble Groans that pierce the Skies!

Surely God their Sorrows hears,

Every Accent, every Look, .

Treaſures up their gracious Tears,

Notes their Sufferings in his Book.

4. He who hath their Cure begun, ,

Will He now deſpiſe their Pain?

Can He leave his Work undone,

Bring them to the Birth in vain?

No ; we all who ſeek ſhall find, .

We who aſk ſhall all receive, ,

Be to CHRIST in Spirit join'd,

Free from Sin forever live.

CXCIX, -

H Y M N IV.

m EE how great a Flame aſpires, w

Kindled by a Spark of Grace!

Jesu's Love the Nations fires,

Sets the Kingdoms on a Blaze.

C c 2 To
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To bring Fire on Earth He came;

Kindled in ſome Hearts it is;

O that All might catch the Flame,

All partake the Glorious Bliſs!

2
When He firſt the Work begun,

Small and feeble was his Day;

Now the Word doth ſwiftly run,

Now it wins its widening Way,

More and more it ſpreads, and grows,

Ever mighty to prevail,

Sin's ſtrong-holds it now o'erthrows,

Shakes the trembling Gates of Hell.

3 Sons of God, your Saviour praiſe,

He the Door hath open'd wide,

He hath giv'n the Word of Grace; . .

Jesu's Word is glorified:

Jesus mighty to redeem,

He alone the Work hath wrought,

Worthy is the Work of Him,

Him who ſpake a World from Nought.

4 Saw ye not the Cloud ariſe

Little as an Human Hand?

Now it ſpreads along the Skies,

Hangs o'er all the thirſty Land!

Lo! the Promiſe of a Shower

Drops already from above;

But the Lord ſhall ſhortly pour

All the Spirit of his Love.

CC.

Before preaching to the Colliers in

Leiceſterſhire.

I Jºãº Thou All-redeeming Lord,

Thy Bleſſing we implore,

º

!
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Open the Door to preach thy Word,

The great, effectual Door.

2 Gather the Outcaſts in, and ſave

From Sin, and Saraz’s Power,

And let them now Acceptance have,

And know their Gracious Hour.

3 O that to theſe poor Gentiles now

The Door were open'd wide,

O that their Stiff-neck'd Souls might bow :

To Jesus Crucified 1

4 Lover of Souls, Thou knowſt to prize

What Thou haſ bought ſo dear;

Come then, and in thy People's Eyes

With all thy Wounds appear.

5 Appear, as when of old confeſt

The Suffering Son of GoD,

And let them ſee Thee in thy Weſt :

But newly dipt in Blood. .

6. The Stony from their Hearts remove,

Thou who for All haſt died,

Shew them the Tokens of thy Love,

Thy Feet, thy Hands, thy Side.

7 Thy Feet were nail'd to yonder Tree

To trample down their Sin; -

Thy Hands they. All ſtretch'd out may ſce

. To take thy Murtherers in... .

3 Thy Side an Open Fountain is, - . .

Where All may freely go,

And drink the living Streams of Bliſs, . "

And waſh them white as Snow,

C c 2 . Ready
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9 Ready Thou art, the Blood to' apply,

And prove the Record true;

And all thy Wounds to Sinners cry

I ſuffer'd This for You.

to Swearers, and Whoremongers and Thieves, i.e.

Before your Saviour fall,

Receive the Man who All receives,

And paid the Debt for All.

i I Lovers of Pleaſure more than God,

For You He ſuffer'd Pain:

Railers, for You He ſpilt his Blood;

And ſhall He bleed in vain?

12 Miſers, his Life for you He paid,

Your baſeſt Crime. He bore;

Drunkards, your Sins on Him were laid,

That ye might fin no more.

13 Ye Liars, and Blaſphemers too,

Who ſpeak the Phraſe of Hell,

Ye Murtherers all, He died for you,

He loved your Souls ſo well.

14 Ye Monſters of unnatural Vice

Too horrible to name,

To ranſom you He paid the Price,

To pluck you from the Flame.

15 Wileſt of all th’Apoſtate Race,

Who dare your God deny,

Arians, your God did in your Place,

In yours, ye Deiſs, die.

16 Haters of God, your Madneſs mourn,

And GoD will yet forgive;

To Jesus, Friend of Sinners, turn,

Who died that ye might live.

-: ** *
-

The

-

º,
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17 The GoD of Love, to Earth. He came; * *

That you might come to Heaven; *. -

Believe, believe in Jesu's Name,

And all your Sins forgiven.

18 Believe, that Jesus died for Thee; * , , ºº, º '

And ſure as He hath died, - * * *

Thy Debt is paid, thy Soul is free, ... . . . ».

And Thou art juſtified. * : *

CCI.

Written before preaching at Portland.
- g -

I OME, O Thou all-vićtorious LoRD,

Thy Power to Us make known,

Strike with the Hammer of thy Word,

And break theſe Hearts of Stone.

2 O that we all might now begin

Our Fooliſhneſs to mourn,

And turn at once from every Sin,

And to our Saviour turn.

3 Give us Ourſelves and Thee to know,

In this our gracious Day,

Repentance unto Life beſtow,

And take our Sins away.

4 Conclude us firſt in Unbelief,

And freely then releaſe, --

Fill every Soul with ſacred Grief, -

And then with ſacred Peace. . . - - :

Impoveriſh, LoRD, and then relieve, - * *

And then inrich the Poor,

The Knowledge of our Sickneſs give,

The Knowledge of our Cure.
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6 That bleſſed Senſe of Guilt impart,

And make us feel our Load,

Trouble, and waſh the troubled Heart

In thine Atoning Blood. . .

7 Our deſp'rate State thro’ Sin declare,

And ſpeak our Sins forgiven:

By perfect Holineſs prepare,

And take us up to Heaven.

CCII.

Before preaching in Cornwall.

I RUE Witneſs of the Father's Love,

Celeſtial Meſſenger Divine,

Come in thy Spirit from above,

The Hearts which Thou haſt made incline, .

Thy faithful Record to receive

That all may hear thy Voice and live.

2 Send forth the Everlaſting Word,

The Word of Reconciling Grace,

That all may know their bleeding Lord, .

The freely proffer'd Gift embrace,

Hang on the All-atoning Lamb,

And bleſs the Sound of Jesus Name.

3. Jesu, Thou only haſt the Key,

Open the great effectual Door,

Extend thy Line from Sea to Sea,

And glorify thy Mercy's Power,

Redeem the wretched Slaves of Sin,

And force thy Rebels to come in.

4. Now to thy Yoke their Spirits bow,

Thy Way into their Hearts prepare,

Be preſent with thy Servants now,

With the thy meaneſt Meſſenger,
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Who humbly at thy bidding come,

To call my Fellow-Exiles home.

5 Fiſher of Men ordain’d by Thee,

O might I catch them by thy Love'

Thy Love be firſt beſtow'd on me,

And while the pleaſing Power I prove,

My Tongue ſhall eccho to my Heart,

And tell the World how good Thou art.

6 Teach me to caſt my Net aright,

The Goſpel-Net of General Grace,

So ſhall I All to Thee invite,

And draw them to their Lord's Embrace,

Within thine Arms of Love include,

And catch a willing Multitude.

7 O might I every Mourner chear,

And trouble every Heart of Stone,

Save, under Thee, the Souls that hear,

Nor loſe, in ſeeking Them, my own,

Nor baſely from my Calling fly,

But for thy Goſpel live, and die.

CCIII.

ANOTHER.

I NchANGEA Ble Almighty Lord,

- The Promiſe of thy Help I claim,

| Intruſted with the Goſpel-Word,

| I look to find Thee ſtill the ſame.

2 To me thy powerful Preſence ſhew,

* As when thro' Thee in Ages paſt
i His Net the Human Fiſher threw,

And caught three thouſand at a Caſt. -

Long
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3 Long the loſt Souls of Men I ſought

Thro' a dark, diſmal, Legal Night,

Yet Nothing found, myſelf untaught

To caſt the Goſpel-Net aright.

4. But let the Terrors of thy Law,

The Wrath, the Curſe at laſt remove,

While with the Cords of Love I draw,

Th' Allurements of thy Pardning Love.

5 Give me to catch them by thy Grace,

Thy Grace for every Sinner free,

Incline their willing Hearts to embrace

Pardon, and Life, and Heaven in Thee.

6 Speak but the Word of Grace and Power,

And lo! at thy benign Command

I draw them to the Eternal Shore,

I bring them to the Heavenly Land.

CCIV.

After Preaching.

f OT unto me, O Lord,

- Not unto me the Praiſe,

If I with Power.have ſpoke thy Word,

And teſtified thy Grace.

Thou didſt thy Power beſtow,

Thou didſt thy Servant find,

And raiſe, and ſend me forth to ſhew.

Thy Love to all Mankind.

2 Thy Meſſenger of Peace.

I have to Sinners ſhewn

The Blood that fign'd their Soul's Releaſe,

And did for All atone: -

Thy,

*
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Thy Spirit the Word applied

And witneſs'd with the Blood,

And many a ſprinkled Rebel cried

Thou art my LoRD my God 1

3 Thou only didſt reveal,

How good in CHR 1st Thou art,

And powerfully the Meſſage ſeal

On the Believing Heart:

Thine is the Work of Grace,

LoRD, I the whole diſclaim,

All Glory, Love, and Thanks, and Praiſe

Be paid to Jesus Name. . . . .

4 Jesu, to Thee alone,

I would the Glory give:

O may I never ſeek my own,

Or Praiſe from Man receive?

Thou wilt, I firmly truſt,

My feeble Heart ſecure,

Exclude the ſacrilegious Boaſt,

And keep my Conſcience pure.

While with a ſingle Eye

I at thy Glory aim,

Thy Love ſhall ſet me up on high,

In honour of thy Name;

Until I take my Place

Among the Saints above,

A Witneſs of thy Heavenly Grace,

Thy everlaſting Love.

CCV.

l ANoTHER.

J. LoRy, and Thanks, and Praiſe

To Him that hath the Key!



324 HYMNs and SAcRED PoEMs.

Jesus, thy Sovereign Grace

Gives us the Victory,

Baffles the World, and Satan's Power,

And open throws the Goſpel-Door.

-

2. Sin, only Sin could cloſe

That Door of Pardning Love;

But ſpite of all our Foes

Thou doſt the Bar remove,

The Door again Thou openeſt wide

And ſhewſt Thyſelf The Crucified.

3 Thy Miracles of Grace

We now repeated ſee,

The Dumb proclaims thy Praiſe,

The Deaf attends to Thee,

Leaps as a bounding Hart the Lame,

And ſhews the Powers of Jesus Name.

4 The Lepers are made clean,

The Blind their Sight receive,

uicken'd the Dead in Sin,

The humble Poor believe

The Goſpel of their Sins forgiven,

With God Himſelf ſent down from Heaven.

5 Joyful again we hear

The Heart-reviving Sound,

Again the Comforter

Within our Coaſts is found,

The Saviour at the Door is ſeen,

Lift up your Hearts, and take Him in. -

6 LoRD, we the Call obey,

In Thee alone confide,

Rejoice to ſee thy Day

- To feel thy Blood applied,

Our Faith hath made us whole, we know,

And in thy Peace to Heaven we go.

-

CCVI.
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r

CCVI.

For Thoſe who begin to be awakened.

I Thou who haſt in Mercy ſought

O The Souls that went aſtray, -

And ſnatch'd us from the Pit, and brought

To ſee this Goſpel-Day:

2 Still in thy Mercy's Arms embrace

Thy Servants ſtill defend,

And carry on thy Work of Grace,

And ſave us to the End.

3 For what Thou haſt already done,

Jesus, thy Name we bleſs,

Redeem'd by thy dear Name alone

From Outward Wickedneſs.

4 Too long alas, we liv'd in Sin,

Unholy, and Unjuſt,

And wallow'd in the A&ts unclean

Of Drunkenneſs and Luſt.

5 By Anger, Malice, Hatred, Pride,

By Fraud and Falſhood we,

By Oaths and Blaſphemies defied

Thy awful Majeſty.

6 Thy Spirit of Grace we daily griev'd

By Riot, and Exceſs,

In Pleaſures and Diverſions liv'd,

In Hell/. Harmleſnºſ.

7 Lovers of Pleaſure, more than God,

We ſought the Things below,

And eagerly the World purſued,

And cared not Thee to know.

Vol. I. D d Slaves
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8 Slaves to our Luſts we all have been,

Prophan'd thy Day and Name,

Sported ourſelves with Hell and Sin,

And gloried in our Shame.

9 Deſpiſers of the Goſpel-word - -- - --

Too long alas, were we,

And in thy helpleſs Followers, Lo RD,

We perſecuted Thee.

1o Haters of Thoſe that would be Good,

Nor in our Evil join,

By Satan urg'd to ſhed their Blood

Who pointed us to Thine.

11 But O' ſuffice the Seaſon paſt:

We now our Folly, mourn,

And chuſe the Better Part at laſt,

And to our Saviour turn.

12 Our finful State we partly ſee,

But long to ſee it more,

With broken Hearts to mourn for Thee,

And tremble at thy Power. -

13 Fain would we love the God we fear,

The Lord of Earth and Heaven,

And feel the Grace of which we hear,

And know our Sins forgiven.

14 Our Sins tho' great and numberleſs,

We now at laſt believe,

O Son of Man, O Prince of Peace,

Thou canſt on Earth forgive.

15 Come then, the Saving Grace impart,

Remove the Mountain-Load,

Inſpeak thy Peace into our Heart

Which pants to feel thy Blood.

Thy

.
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:

!.

1.6 Thy Spirit let us now receive,

And Abba Father cry,

And happy in thy Service live,

And in thy Service die.

CCVII.

NAoM1 and RUTH. Adapted to

the Miniſter and People.

t URN again, my Children turn,

Wherefore would ye go with me?

O forbear, forbear to mourn,

Jesus wills it ſo to be:

Why, when GoD would have us part,

Weep ye thus, and break my Heart? “

2 Go, in Peace my Children go,

Only Jesu's Steps purſue:

He ſhall pay the Debt I owe,

He ſhall kindly deal with You;

He your ſure Reward ſhall be,

Bleſs you for your Love to me.

3 Surely you have kindly dealt

With the Living, and the Dead;

You have oft my Burthen felt,

When my Tears were all my Bread:

Jesus lull you on his Breaſt,

Jesus give you endleſs Reſt!

4. Lo! thy Siſter is gone back

To her Gods, and People dear;

Weeping Soul, a Wretch forſake,

Why ſhouldſt thou my Sorrows bear?

Turn, and let thy Troubles ceaſe,

Go, my Child, and go in Peace.

- D d 2. O is:
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5 O intreat me not to leave

Thee my faithful Guide and Friend;

Let me to my Father cleave,

Let me hold Thee to the End:

Thy own Child in CHR 1st I am,

Following Thee, as Thou the Lamb.

6 Never will I ceaſe to mourn, -

"Till my Lord thy Tears ſhall dry, :

Never back from Thee return,

Never from my Father fly:

Do not aſk me to depart,

Do not break thy Childrens Heart.

7 Where Thou go'eſt, I ſtill will go,

Thine ſhall be my Soul's Abode;

Thine ſhall be my Weal or Woe,

Thine my People and my God;

Where Thou die'ſt with Joy will I

Lay my weary Head and die.

3 There will I my Burial have,

(If it be the Maſter's Will) -

Sleeping in a common Grave,

*Till the Quickning Trump I feel,

Call'd with Thee to leave the Tomb,

§ummon'd to our Happy Doom.

9 GoD do ſo to me, and more,

If from Thee, my Guide, I part,

*Till the Mortal Pang is o'er, :

Will I hold Thee in my Heart; -

And when I my Breath refign,

Then Thou art forever Mine.

x,&x.

CCVIII.

i

:

.
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CCVIII.

Written at the Land's End.

Take Poſſeſſion of thy Home,

w thy Mercy's Wings expand,

Stretch throughout the happy Land.

1 C. E, Divine Immanuel come,

O

2 Carry on thy Vićtory,

Spread thy Rule from Sea to Sea,

Reconvert the ranſom'd Race,

Save us, ſave us, Lord, by Grace.

3 Take the Purchaſe of thy Blood,

Bring us to a Pardning GoD ;

Give us Eyes to ſee our Day, -

Hearts the glorious Truth tº obey;

4. Ears to hear the Goſpel-ſound

Grace doth more than Sin abound.

God appeas'd, and Man forgiven,

Peace on Earth, and Joy in Heaven.

5 O that every Soul might be -

Suddenly ſubdued to Thee!

O that All in Thee might know - -

Everlaſting Life below. - *-

6 Now thy Mercy's Wings expand,

Stretch throughout the happy Land;

Take Poſſeſſion of thy Home, -

Come, Divine Immanuel, come!

x,&x.
CCºx,
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CCIX. For a Perſºn called forth to

bear his Teſtimony.

I Thou who at thy Creature's Bar

O Thy Glorious Godhead didſt declare,

A true and good Confeſſion make;

Come in thy Spirit from above,

And arm me with thy faithful Love,

For thy own Truth and Mercy's Sake.

Call'd forth by Thee Thou knowſt I am,

Thy Truth and Mercy to proclaim,

Thy Godhead, and Eternal Power,

The Man whom God his Fellow owns,

Whom Angel-Powers, Dominions, Thrones.

Thro' All Eternity adore.

2 Thee, High-enthron’d above all Height,

Thee God of GoD, and Light of Light.

I come undaunted to confeſs,

With God eſſentially the ſame,

Jehov AH, JAH, the Great I AM,

The LoRD of Hoſts, the Prince of Peace,

The Sovereign, Everlaſting Lord,

The Glorious, Unbeginning Word,

The Son of GoD, the Son of Man,

God over Heaven and Earth ſupreme,

Made Fleſh thy Creature to redeem,

For me Incarnated, and Slain.

3 Slain for a ſinful World, and me,

Our Surety hung upon the Tree;

Thy Body bore our guilty Load:

My Lamb for Sin an Offering made,

The Debt of all Mankind hath paid,

And bought, and ſprinkled us with Blood. .

That Blood applied by Faith I feel,

And come its Healing Power to tell,

Thro' which I know my Sins forgiven;

A Witneſs I, that All may find
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*The Peace deſerv'd for All Mankind,

And walk with Gop, my God to Heaven.

4 I come to teſtify the Grace

My LoRD obtain'd for all our Race,

Enough ten thouſand Worlds to ſave;

Salvation is in Jesu's Name,

Which every Soul of Man may claim,

And all that ſeek the Grace, ſhall have.

Salvation from the Power of Sin,

Salvation from the Root within,

Salvation into perfect Love,

(Thy Grace to All hath brought it near)

An Uttermoſt Salvation here,

Salvation up to Heaven above.

I

5 Thy Power and Saving Grace to ſhew,

A Warfare at thy Charge I go,

Strong in the Loºp, and thy great Might,

Gladly take up the Hallow'd Croſs,

And ſuffering all Things for thy Cauſe,

Beneath that Bloody Banner fight.

A Spectacle to Fiends and Men,

To all their fierce or cool Diſdain

With calmeſt Pity I ſubmit;

Determin'd Nought to know beſide

My Jesus, and Him Crucified,

I tread the World beneath my, Feet.

6 Superior to their Smile, or Frown,

On all their Goods my Soul looks down,

Their Pleaſures, Wealth, and Pomp, and State:

The Man that dares their God deſpiſe,

The Chriſtian, He alone is wiſe !

The Chriſtian, He alone is Great!

O God, let all my Life declare -

How happy all thy Servants are,

How far above theſe earthly. Things,

How pure when waſh’d in Jesu's Blood,

How intimately One with God,

An heaven-born Race of Prieſts and Kings.

- For
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7 For This alone I live below,

The Power of Godlineſs to ſhew,

The Wonders wrought by Jesu's Name:

O that I may but faithful prove,

Witneſs to All thy pardning Love,

And point them to th’ Atoning Lamb!

Let me to every Creature cry,

The Poor, and Rich, the Low and High,

“Believe, and feel thy Sins forgiven

Damn'd, 'till by Jesus ſav'd, Thou art,

"Till Jesu's Blood hath waſh'd thy Heart,

Thou canſt not find the Gate of Heaven.”

8 Thou, Jesu, Thou my Breaſt inſpire,

And touch my Lips with hallow'd Fire,

And loſe a ſtammering Infant's Tongue;

Prepare the Veſſel of thy Grace,

Adorn me with the Robes of Praiſe,

And Mercy ſhall be all my.
Mercy for Thoſe that know not God,

Mercy for All, in Jesu's Blood,

Mercy that Earth and Heaven tranſcends;

Love, that o'erwhelms the Saints in Light,

The Length and Breadth, and Depth, and Height,

Of Love Divine, which never ends.

9 A faithful Witneſs of thy Grace,

Long may I fill th’ allotted Space,

And anſwer all thy great Deſign,

Walk in the Works by Thee prepar’d,

And find annext the vaſt Reward, …

The Crown of Righteouſneſs Divine.

When I have liv'd to Thee alone

Pronounce the welcome Word, Well dome,

And let me take my Place above,

Enter into my Maſter's Joy,

And all Eternity employ

In Praiſe, and Extaſy, and Love.

End of the Firſ; Wolume.
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