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SACRED POEMS.

x4

L. The Trial of Fuith.

CHRIST alfo fuffered, leaving us an Example.

! ® ~~OME, O my Soul; the Call obey,
Take up the Burthen of thy Lorn!
His Pradtice is thy Living Way,
Thy Guide his pure unerring Word,
The lovely perfe&t Pattern read,
‘ And hafte in all his Steps to tread.

2 What did my Lorp from Sinners bear?
His Patience is the Rule for me:
! Walking in Him I cannot err: ™"
- And lo! the Man of Griefs I fee,
- 'Whofe Life One Scene of Sufferings was,.
Quite from the Manger to the Crofs. ~ _ «.

Ayz. v . Mefe
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4 Hywmns and Sacrep Poems.

3 Here then my Callin gl difcern,
(*Tis written in AfRi%ion’s Book)
My firft, and lateft Leffon learn, .
For N othing here but Sufferings look
I bow-me.to the Will Divine; . -
To fuffer with my Lorp be mine.

4 To fuffer as my Lorp I come: .
How did the Lamb his Wrongs endure?
Clamo’rous,~and warm?“or meek; and dumb®
Did He by Force his Life fecure?
His injur’d Innocence defepd;
Or bear his Burthen to the End?

~ 5 Did He evade the Pain, and Shame,
Impatient of unjuft Difgrace?
Did He throw off the imputed Blame?
Did He from Spitting hide his Face?
Did He to Man for Succour fly;
Or offer up Himfelf, and die?

6 When Nature funk beneath her Load,
Weuld He the dreadful Cup decline?
Proftrate, and bruis'd, and {weating Blood,
<« Father, thy Will be done, not mine,”
He fpeaks, and meets his Enemies,
And gives them Power Himfelf to feize.

2 The Word, which ftruck them to the Gmund
Could it not ftrike them into Hell?
Whom all the Hefts of Heaven furround,
He will not Force by Force repel,
Rut up, He cries, thy needlefs Sword,
Nor ftain the Meeknefs of thy Lorn.

8 He chides his rath Difciple’s Zeal,
Accepts nor Man’s nar Angel's Aid:
Youchfafes his.wounded Fde to heal:
The Haads, that had his Murtherers n‘ladel,-I
(-}
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He ftretches out; He lets them bind
‘The Hands that could unmake Mankind.

9 Doth He in Deed or Word gain-fay,
Or afk or ftruggle to be freed?
"They lead the fpeechlefs Lamb away:
To Scorn, and Pain, and Death they lead
The fpeechlefs Lamb; refign’d unto.
‘The utmoft Earth and Hell could do,

10 O that L might like Him withfand,
Like Him mine Innocency c/ear,
Like Him r¢f/# the Ruffian-band,
Like Him refufe the Crofs to bear,.
Like Him the Perfecutor fy;
Like Him fubmit to live, and die?

II.
HYMN IL

r YESU, thy Record I receive,
J With lowly felf-miftrufting Fear:
As many Days as here T live,
So many mautt I fuffer here:
In all my Mafter’s Steps to go,
To fuffer is my Lot below..

2 Thy Spirit witnefles to mine, .
I mutft thy daily Crofs endure:
I know the Warning is Divine:
"The Word of Promis’d Pain is fure;
Affiitions all my Steps attend,
And but with Life my Ggiefs fhall end.

3 Whate’er the Rage of Fiends, and Men, .
Can by Divine Permiffion do,
I come expetting to fuftain:
It muft be fo, for Gop is true; .
- A g And.
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‘And Gop hath fpoke the faithful Word,
¢¢ 'The Servant fhall be as his Logp.

4 Matfter, if Thee the World blafphem'd,
Will they not fcorn, and caft out me?
I fhall be more and more contemn’d,
I fhall be more and mere like Thee,
*Till all-conform'd to Thee I am,
And honour'd with thine utmoft Shame. -

5 If Thee th’ ungrateful World could hate,
Thou Friend, and Lover of Mankind,
Shall I not feel their Anger's Weight,
Shall I not all their Malice find,
Hated, oppreft, defpis’'d, abhorrd,
And perfecuted with my Loxp!

6 They will, Thyfelf haft faid, they will,
With mortal Hate my Life purfue,
As helplefs Sheep thy People kill,
Service to Gop by Murder do,
Offer “Thee Human Sacrifice,
And glut Thee with thy Martyrs Cries.

7 With ftedfaft Faith for This I wait,
To bear th’ inevitable Crofs,
A Sharer in thy low Eftatey
Afllifted as my Mafter was,
I muft on Earth thy Treatment find,
The Scorn, and Outcaft of Mankind.

8 I feel it fettled in my Heart,
Fixt in my inmoft Soul I feel
A looking for that-beteer Part,
A fure Frefage of promis’d Ill,
Of all my Saviour bore beneath,
Sorrqw, and Shame, and Bonds, and Death. .

- HE
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“IIL.
‘HYMN IIL

1 OME then, my Jesu, from above,
C Endue me with thy conftant Mind,
Inipire me with thy patient Love,
Thou bleeding Saviour of Mankind,
My Faith increafe, my Heart prepare,
And arm, and bid me all Things bear.

Mine utter Helplefnefs I own,

And every Meoment more than fee; -
Thou knowft I cannot ftand alope,

My Strength to bear is all from Thee,
Mine all-fufficient Strength be Thon,
And lo! I come to fuffer Now!

Thy Power inte my Heart infpeak,
" And lo! I come te meet thy Pain, -
To turn like Thee the other Cheek,
All Wrong and Vielence te fuftain,
Never againft my Foes to ftand,
But fink beneath their bruifing Hand. -

I will not take the proffer’d Sword,
Or ftoop to feeble Man for Aid:
Lead me away with Curi1st my Lorbp,
To Scorn, or Bends, ar Slaughter lead'
A Follower of that filent Lamb
The Man whom now ye feek, I am.

Come, threatning World, thy Prifoner take, -«
I'will not from my Mafter fly,
Jesus in Life or Death forfake,
But ﬁay, with Him te live, and'die;
Before his Foes my Lorp I own,
And tell you ail, that I am One. .
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6 His Servant and Difciple fee, -
Refolv’d his Weal, or Woe to fhare;
A Galilean feize in me,
And let me as my Matfter fare,
Conviét (for I my Crime confefs)
Of following after Righteoufnefs.

IV.
HYMN IV.

1 ES, Thou dear Lamb-like Son of Gob,
- Whem new with Eyes of Faith I view,
Thou knowft, I in thy Steps have trod,
And would to Calvary purfue,
Thro’ all thy Paffion’s Stages run,
>Till Thou pronounce the Word Tis done!

2 Thy Spirit breathe into my Breaft,
Spirit of patient Charity,
And lo! I meet the fiery Teft,
To Prifon go, and Death with Thee,
Anticipate the dreadful Hour,
And ftand in thine Almighty Power:

3 A Witnefs of thy Truth I fland, °
Arraign’d at Man’s Unrighteous Bar,
In vain my. Anfwer they demand,
My Silence fhall thy Truath declare,
A Sheep before the Shearers dumb,
To anfwer as my Lozp I come.

4 Falfely accus’d I hold my Peace,
' The Judge Supream doth all Things know,.
I want no Refcue, or Releafe, -
No Juftice I-expect below, -
Nor Mercy,—more than Jesus found,
The Man to yonder Pillar bound,
o L ' O what: -
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5 O what a piteous Sight is there!.
His tender Hards are tied behind,
His Back their cruel Scourges tear,
Yet na Complaint, or Sigh we find ;
Or if He groans in all the Smart, . .
*Tis for the Hardnefs of their Heart. , . .

6 My Pattern here'I plainly fee,
* A Vaice is in thy fireaming Bload,
It bids me bear the Scogrge like Thee,
Like Thee commit my Caufe to Gobp,
Like Thee th’ injurious World oppo/e,
Like Thee avenge me of my Foes.

P B ” 5 —-re

. 'V.
HYMN V.

i TILL let me¢ o my Pattern gase, .
S How meek and motionle(s He ftands!
They fpit upon his facred Face,
They buffet with unhallow'd Hands,
They bow the Kneg, prefent the Reed,
And mock ‘whom thgy have deom’d to bleed.

2 No Anfwer yet? Na laie Reply .
To clear his fiffering Innocence? ;
So tamely will the Guiltlefs die,» . :
Die for his guiley Foes Qffence,
Die, that his Murtherers may live! ‘
¢ Father (He gafps in Death) forgive! . =

3 Silent for Them, for Them He pleads,
And fpends in Prayer his latef} Breath,
To purge a finful World He bleeds, . .
o blefs them dies a curfed Death, . .
Expires into the Arms Divine—
Jesu, was ever Love like. ThineJ .. .- . .
-l ) O might

-
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» 4 O might it now my Heart conftrain,
My every rifing Thought controul,
Sweeten the Cup of Grief, and Pain,
And melt, and meeken all my Soul,
Conform me to the Crucified,
My Gop, .who for his Murtherers died.

5 Love only can the Conqueft win,
And make me as my Lamb-like Gop:
Thro’ Love I conquer all their Sin, .
And. ftrive refifting unto Blood,
_Strive to fecure the glorious Wreath,
Refifting, by.enduring Death.

6 O might I now thy Love retrieve,
And fink among the happy Dead,
Into thine Hands my Spirit give,
And bow upon thy Crofs my Head,
When 1 its utmoit Virtue prove,
Made perfe& by All-patient Love.

VI._
HYMN VI

1 Aviour of All, what haft Thou done,
What haft Thou fuffered on the Tree?
Why didft Thoua groan thy Mortal Groan,
Obedient unto Death for me?
‘The Myftery of thy Paffion thew,
The End of all thy Griefs below.

2 Thy Soul for Sin an Offering made
Hath clear’d this guilty Soul of mine,
"Thou hatt for me a Ranfom paid,
To change my Human to Divise,
'To cleanfe from all Iniquity,
And make the Sinner gll like Thee, :
) : ' Pardon.
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3 Pardon,. and Grace, and Heaven to buy,
. My bleeding Sacrifice expir'd:
But didit Thou not my Pattern die,
That by thy Glorious Spirit fir'd,
Faithful I might to Death endure,
And make the Crown by Suffering fure?

4 Thou didft the meek Example leave, -
That I might in thy Footfteps tread,
Might like the Man of Sorrows grieve,
And groan, and bow with Thee my Head,
Thy Dying in my Body bear, )
And all thy State of Paffion fhare.

5 Thy every perfe& Servant, Lorbp,
Shall as his patient Mafter be, °
To all thine Inward Life reftor’d,
And outwardly conform’d to Thee,
Out of thy Grave the Saint fhall rife,
And grafp thro’ Death the glarious Prize.

6 This is the ftreight, and royal Way,
That leads us to the Courts above;
Here let me ever, ever flay,
"Till on the Wings of perfe€t Love,
I take my laft triumphant Flight,
From Czlvary’s to Sion’s Height. .

VII.
. H YMN VIIL
P ND did my Lorp on Earth endure
Sorrow, and Hardfhip, and Diftrefs,
That I might fit me down fecure, )
And reft in felf-indulgent Eafe, .
His delicate Difciple I .
Like Him might neither live, nor die!
L]

.

Mafter,
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2 Matfter, I have not leart Thee fo:
Thy Yoke, and Burthen I receive,
Refolve in all thy Steps to go, .
And blefs the Crofs by which I live,
And curfe the Wifdom from beneath,
That ftrives to rob me of thy Death.

3 Thy holy Will be done, not mine;
Be fuffer’d all thy holy Will:

I dare not, Lorp, the Crofs decline,
I will not /ofz the flighteft 11,

Or lay the heavieft Burthen down,

The richeft Feavel of my Crown.

4 Sorrow is folid Joy, and Pain
Is pure Delight, endur’d for Thee,
Reproach and Lofs are glorious Gain,
And Death is Immortality ;
And who for Thee their All have given,
Have nobly barter'd Earth for Heaven.

5 Saved is the. Life for Jesus loft,
Hidden from Earth, but found in Gob,
To fuffer is to triumph mott, :
The higheft Gift on Man beflow’d,
Seal of my fure Ele@ion This,
Seal of mine everlafting Blifs.

6 The Touchllone, and the Proof of Grace,
The Standard of Perfettion here,
The Meafure of my Heavenly Place,
When Curist and all his Saihts appear,
The Mark Divine, by Jesus Art .
Imprinted on my faithful Heart.

7 O might it deeper fink (but give
Me Strength thy firongeft Love-to bear)
Fain would I die with Thee to live,
Fain would I all thy Paflion fhare;
To-




Hnms and SACRBD Pokiis. 13

To me thy Thormy Crown be gived
On Earth, thy glorious. Crown in Hea.ven

o o VIII SRR
T " HYMN. VIII. .
”";!T muft be fo; Thou fayft it mu&J

True is thine #coeptable: Word, -
hey will from thelr Commumons thru& )
- The faithful F ollgwers of their [Qom), ;., o
?}lﬁet, and vex;: “and: fecurge, and bind ;
LW e Fnends, and. I’atrons of Mzmkmd I

. ? F ull of the w!&&& Olse, and born -
) After the £lefhy they avid-purfue’
With reftlefs Hate, and ¢ruel Scorn
The, Souls whont-Thou Kaft:form'd anew, -
. "Fhe Saints bégotten frém above, -
Bom of the Spirit of thy Love, '

I | Who fwoxlu' the eré of Gcm regain,
* © And Thee for their Example:take, .
—Zhey toa the Honour fhall obtain,
And perfecuted for thy SaLe,
*P'hy Confeflors their Seal fet to, -
Tru¢ Witneffes that Gop is true.

57 4. Who only TeeL in Thee our Rett,: :
4 _f‘ ‘Are:we not nowv a Proverb ma.dc /
Revil'd, rejefed, 2ndiapprott,: ’
By Brethren, and by Friends’ bctray d,
_By bittereft Houfhold-Foes puriied, -
Hated of all that love not Gon? -

5 Smce firfe'we heaven -ward turn'd our Face, -
Expos'd, and out-rag’d all Day long,
An helplefs, poor; affticted Rage, -« . - -
> Fer domg Good, we fulfer Wmng :
‘Vor. II B We
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We fuffer Shame, Diftrefs, and Lofs, <
And wait for all thy glorious Crofs.

6 The Scriptures they in vain deny, }
The World unknowingly fulfil,
Burfting thro’ Nature's clofeft Tie,
~ The Brother fhall the Brother kill,
The Son fhall ftop his Father’s Breath, 4
The Parent drag his Child to Death.

7 No Pity, or Human Regard
We in our favage Foes fhall find,
For all their Cryelties prepar'd;
From Thofe who caft thy Words behind
Juttice, alas! we look for none;' . | ‘
Our Help is all in CurisT alone. |

8 Holpen by Him to fuffer more,
From Strength to Strength we meekly go; \
And when we gain the perfe& Power,
The World their utmoft Rage fhall thew,
And when we all thy Life retrieve,
Shall count ys then not fit to live.

IX. \
HYMN IX.

1 YESU, thy Legacy I take, !
The Pattern Thou haft left -behind, ¢ .
‘T'o fuffer all Things for thy Sake, . i
Thy patient, meek, fubmifive Mind J
T long throughout my Life t’ exprefs,
And copy all thy Righteoufnefs. -

2 I will not point Thee out the Way,
Or rafhly this, or that require, e
I dare not for Afilition pray; -
But, Lorp, Thou knowit my Heart's Defire,

Which ]I
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Which pants for full Conformity,
And firuggles to be all like Thee.

3 I thirft to drink my Mafter’s Cyp, -
Thy fiery Baptifm to know, - .
To take thy hallow’d Burthen up, *
Companion of the Man of Woe, . =~
| To tread where’er the Lamb hath trod,
One with the fuffering.Son of Gop. -

4 My Soul, with juft Ambition fir'd,
Hath languifh'd to be great in Thee,
- Hath oft to Calvary-afpird, )
Honour’d the Ignominious T'ree,
And envied Thofe, who earlieft bear
Thy Crofs, and longeft fuffer there.

5 Who now to every Ill {fubmit,
Foremoft of all thy Saints they ftand,
Who fuffer moft, with Jesus fit, -
Exalted at their Lorp’s Right-hand,
. While here on Earth, they reign above,
’ "Triumphant on a Throne of Love. :

, X
g HYMN X.

B OW long Thou fuffering Son of Gopj

H Shall Sinners take thy Name in vain,

Start from the thorny narrow Road -

Of facred. falutary. Pain, o
Fondly prefume to call Thee, Lorp,

But tremble to obey thy Word?

2 The Man that will thy Follower be,

Thou bidft him ftill himfelf deny,
Take up his daily Crofs with Thee,
-Thy fhameful Death rejoice to die;
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And chufe a moméhtarfr Pain, ~
A Crown of endlefs Life-to-gain.: )

3 But who the dreadful Word receive,
Or gladly take thy Burthen up?

We dare not, Lorp, the Truth beli&e; .

But footh’d with a felf-flattering Hope
'To feeble.Man for Succour run,
The Crown-eafuring Crofs to fhun.

4 A thoufand Ways'and Meass we try, "
The Crofs of none Effeé&t to make,
To Egyp: we for Chariots fly,
Shelter in Human Laws we take,
Affur'd the World will do us Right,
And Satan againft Satan fight.

s Fools that we are, and flow of Heart,
Our richeft Portion to refufe,
The patient Saviour’s Better Part,
~ The Labour, and Reward, to lofe,
The faireft Prize to Syfferers given,
The largeft Recampence in Heaven.

6 But O! fuffice thé Seafon paft -

That we thy Saying have abhorr’d,

Difdain’d thy Piffien’s Cup to tafte,

And ftrove to bg above our Lorp;
To thy fweet Yoke at length we bow,
And méekly comme fo fuffex Noav.

7 Or let us here on Tabor fop, X
Thy glorious Face awhile to fee,
Or climb yon adverfe Mountain’s T'op,
The Height of rugged Calvary;
To Calv’ary we with Joy repair,
And die to £ind our Saviour tliere. -

e

. W e -

DS ) N S ] R S
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e

XI.
HYMN XL

1 ELP, gracious Lorp, the Time is come
H Of fuffering for thy righteous Caufe,
fee, I {ee thy People’s Doom, -
To’ endure with Thee the Sacred Crofs, :
And now my own Convi&ions fear,
And tremble at the Trial near.

2 The Fleh, alas! Thou knowft is weak,
Nor can the lighteft Crofs fuftain,
Convince’d, on Earth I muft not feek
A Refcue from Reproach, or Pain, ' .
Or put the hallow’d Cup afide,
But bow with Jesus crucified.

3 Call'd to Diftrefs, and patient Grief,
Have I not made Thy Portion mine?
I have: I look for no Relief,
No Leflening of my Lot Divine,
But hold Thy rigid /itera/ Word,
A fimpie Follower of my Lorp!

4 Let Feaws their flightet Wrong repay,
And fiercely Eye for Eye require:
More excellent the Chriftian Way,
We will not call for vengeful Fire,
Evil refift in Word or Deed,
But clofe in all Thy Footfteps tread.

5 Let others human Succour feek,
With all their Powers the Crofs evade,
We learn to turn the other Cheek,
We look to Thee alone for Aid; .
In Suffering all we cannot err,

We cannot follow Thee too far.
B3 , To
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6 To fuffer all Things for Thy Sake,
My Calling this I hambly own;
Nor will from Thee the Matter take,
But truft my Caufe to Thée alone:
My Help is all laid up.above,
My only Refuge is Thy Love.

9 The Word,*the awful Word, is true,
Howe’er my feeble Fleth may fail,
I fhould my patient Lorp purfue,
The utmoft Rage of Earth and Hell,
. Meek, as the Lamb of Gop endure,
And die to make my Calling fure.

-

\ XII.
© The Inward Crofs.

1 My dear Mafter, and my Lorbp,
Good is Thine acceptable Will,
I yield Obeifance to Thy Word,
I come, Thy humbled State to feel,
My Calling here I plainly fee,
To bear, and bleed, and die with Thee.

2 Sufferer for Sin my Mafter was,
A Maan of Griefs, enur’d to Wae,
I bow me to Thine inward Crofs,
Sad Fellowlhip with Thee I know:
Thou for Another’s Sin didft groan,
And tfhall not I lament mine own? .

4 Yes, Lorp, I drink thy bitter Cup
Of Grief, Aftonifhment, and Pain,
I fill thy fore AffliGtions up,
"I faint thy-Burthen to {uftain, .
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My Spirit fiweats Tﬁy Sweat of Blood,
And gafping cills « My Gop, my'Gop I

4 My Spirit by Thy Pangs is tom, = S
While Thou art pleas’d my Faith to trys -
For Thee difconfolate I mourn, . - T
And ftill repeat thy bitter Cry, o
« My Gob, my Gob, I cry like Thee,
Ah! why haft Thou forfaken me!

5 Abandon’d to the Tempter’s Power,
Still on Thy daily Crofs I bleed,"
*Till al the Rage of Hell is o%r,
*Till all my Nature’s Life is dead;
“'Then, then my. utmoft With I have,
And firtk into my Saviour’s Grave.

6 I fink with Thee, with Thee to rife,
Thy quickning Spirit to regain,
To’ infure my Calling’s Heavenly Prize,
And fuffer with my Loro to reign,
Thy Refurretion’s Powet to' prave,
And live the Life of perfe&t Love.

XIII..

Luee ix. 23. And be faid 2o (* ;’bem) all, If
any Man will come after mey let bim deny bim-
Jelf, andd take ap bis Crofs daily, and follow me.

1 Aster, I own thy lawful Claim,
Thine, wholly Thine I.long to be,:
Thou feeft at laft I willing am, . . .. .
Where’er Thou go'eft to follow Thee,
Myfelf in all Things to deny; .
Thine wholly, Thine t6 live and die. . .

* The Word  them” is not in;_tk O;igiiql.,
g Whate’er
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2 Whate’er my finful Flefh requires
For Thee I chearfully forego,
My Covetous and vain Defires,
y Hopes of Happinefs below,
My Senfes,” and my Paflion’s Food,
And all my Luft of Creature-Good.

3 Pleafure, and Wealth, and Praife no more ’
Shall lead my captive Soul aftray,
My fond Purfuits 1 all give o’er,
Thee, only Thee refolv’d t’obey, .
My own in all Things to refign,
*And know no other Will than Thine.

4 Reafon, blmd Leader of the Blind,
No more my finking Soul fhall Ilay,
The Wifdom of the carnal Mind
That Broken Reed I caft away,
And ftand by trufting in thy Might,
And follow thy unerring Light.

5 The Beaft, and Devil I deny,
Senfual, and Animal Delight,
The Wanton and the Curious Eye,
Be clos’d in everlafting Night;
My Learned Luft be caft afide,
And all my Filth of Self and Pride.

6 Henceforth I will not Comfort take,
Or Pleafure in Myfelf but Thee,
Myfelf I chearfully forfake,
From Self I would at once get free,
T would not live, whate’er is (I,)
But O!' my Gob, muft 4 ffaac die! .

+ Net neceffarily ; not always: yet if Gov call
Jor kim, we muft be ready 2o jacr:ﬁce owr Ifaac,

or Joy in Himfelf. -
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0 Tuis Agony of Grief!
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My Joy in Thee,. my Pure Delight.

- So long defird, fo latebeﬁow’d,’

The Comfort of thy Blifsful Sight,
The Offspringand theGift of Gob,.

‘The {weet Refrefhments of thy Grace, - o

"The Glimpfes of thy heavenly Face!

O the infufferable Lo L, : :
To lay my Gifts and Comferts-down,,
To nail my Jfaac to the Crofs,: ,
Before thy Feet to caft my Crown,
Jesus, my Jesus to teftore !

All Earth and Heaven can give no more;, |

Yet will I offer in thy Might .
This only Offering worthy Thee,
Give up my fgiritual Delight,
My Tafte of glorious Liberty,
Thine to Thyfelf I render back,
Thy All for Thee 1 now forfake.

-

All Power is Thine in Earth-and Heaven,

All Fulnefs dwells.in Thee alone;
‘Whate’er I had was freely given,
Nothing but Sin I call my own,
Other Propriety difclaim,
Thou only art the great I A M.

Wherefore to Thee P all'refign,

Being Thot art, and Good, and Powe,r,,,.

Thy only Will be done, nor mine;

Thee, Lorp; e Earth and EHeaven adore,

Flow back the Rivets to their Sea,

-And let our All be'loft in Thee.

0y

XIV.-

MWhen fhall it all be paft?
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- Surely Gop will fend Relief,
And refcue me at laf}:
Comforter of all that mourn,
Jesus fhall my Peace reftore,
Root out of my Flefh the Thorn,
And bid me weep no more.

2 Thrice, three thoufand, Times have I
For {peedy Refcue pray’d,
Can the Gop of Love deny
His kindly promis’d Aid?
Shall I never, never knew
Full Releafe from Sin and Pain,
Firft of all the Sons of Woe
That afk’d his Help in vain.

3 No, Thou gracious Gop and true,

Thy Promife cannot fail,

Thou at laft fhalt bring me threugh
The Toils of Sin and Hell :

This from Thee ev’n now I have —
If Thou art not always nigh,

If Thou canft not, wilt not, fave,
Let me forever die.

XV.

1 O My only Eafe in Pain,
O my only Joy in Grief,
Hear me fecretly complain,
Sigh for permanent Relief,
Burthen'd more than I can bear,
Still with earthly Paffions torn,
Let me tell Thee all my Care,
Let me in thy Bofom mourn.

]x—:s'tn

——
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2 Jesus, why doft Thou delay

- Thy poor Prifoner to releafe,

All my Sin to take away, . o
All my Soul to fill with Peace?

Surely, Lorp, I would be free, C
Would from every Evil fly: TS

Set my Heart at Liberty,
Give me Love, and let me die.

3 Nothing do I feek below,
. Lorp, 1 dare to Thee appeal,
Thou my tempted Soul’doft know,
All I fear, and all 1 feel= '
Nothing here but Sin T dread, " -
Nothing here bt Love I'crave:
Let me reft my weary Head, .
Let me find a quiet Grave.

4 Grant me firft The Reft from Sin,
Then permit me to depart,
* Thou who feeft this- War within,
‘Thou who readft this troubled Heart,
When it doth to Sin inchine,
. O the Agony I bear!
This unworthy Heart of mine
Would I not in Pieces tear?

5 Wherefore then, Thou gracious Gonb,

(Let me yet again inquire)

Doft Thou leave me to my Load, —
Still deny my Beft Defire? R

Why doft Thou to help forbear, -
Heedlefs of my Griefs and Fears,

Deaf to my continual Prayer, )
Silent at my ceafelels Tears?

6 What Thou doft I know not Now,
But my Soul on Thee I caft,
To.thy fecret Counfel bow,
~ Sure to know the whole at laft,
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Sure thine utmoft Grace to know, -
Sure to prove thine utmoft Will,
Throughly fan&ified below,
Caught up to thy Heavenly Hill.

- XVIL
The laft Wifk.

1 O do, or not to do; to have,
Or not to-have, I leave to Thee:
To be, or not to be, Ileave: -
Thy only Will be done in me:
_All my Requefts are loft in One,
Father, thy only Will be done.

2 Suffice that ‘for the Seafon paft o
Myfelf in Things Divine I fought, ..
For Comforts cried with eager Hafte, ’
And murmur’d that I found them not:
T leave it now to Thce alone,
Father, thy only Will be done.

3 Thy Gifts I clamour for no more,
Or felfithly thy Grace require
An evil Heart to varnith o'er;
Jesus the Giver I defire,
Atter the Fleth no longer known:
Father, thy only Will be done.

4 Welcome' alike the Crown or Crofs;
‘Trouble I cannot afk, nor Peace,
Nor Toil, nor Reft, nor Gain, nor Lofs,
Nor Joy, nor Gricf, nor Pain, nor Eafe,
Nor Life, nor Death; but ever groan,
Father, thy only Will be done. T
. XVIII.,

L
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XVIL -

T OCK of everlafting Love,
.. Into thy Clefts I flee,
Never, never to remove
I build my Honfe. onThee;
On thy Dying Love I-Rand,” . - .
Hear thy Words, and keep them too,
Duteous to thy kind Command, -
By Works.my Faith I fhew.-

2 Made unto Salvation wife, .
And freely fav'd by Grace,
Thee, on whom my Soul relies,
My faithful Soul obeys:
Faithful, and obedient ftill,
Let me not be<put to Shame,
Coming now to’endure thy Will,
And fuffer for thy Name,
3 Lo! the Rains defcend, o’erflow, !
And to a Deluge fpread,
Winds, and Storms, and Tempefts blow,
And beat upon my Head -
Satan drives the furiods Blaft,
Floods of Wickednefs aflail, -
Stands my Houfe on Jesus fait;
That Rock can never fail.

4 Higher let the Torrent rife,
‘The Tempeft louder roar,
Satan, florm with all thy Lies,
And ufe thine. utmoft Power,
Firm I ftand the general Shock, .
Never from my Bafis move, .
Built, and ’fablifh’d on The Rock
Of everlafting: Love. :

Vou.II. C . XVIIL
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. XVIIL

HEE, Jesvus, full of Truth &Bd«GﬂCb“ .

Our Saviour we adore, . - .. .
Thee in Afliction's Furnace pm{e. I
And magnify thy Power. ; . P
Thy Power in human Wea.knefs fhewn, iR
Shall make us all entire 5 o
We now thy guardian Prefence own,
And walk unbumt n F iwe. :

-\

2 Thee, Son of Man, by Futh we fee,

And glory in our Guide, . . ..

Surrounded and upheld by Thcc, .
- The Fiery Teft abide.

The Fire our Graces fhall reﬁne
*Till moulded from above* .

We bear the Chara&ter Divine, .
The Stamp of perfe&t Love, .

For tbe Bratberbood.

E AD of thy pauent Church beneath,
Attend the; faithful Prayer we. brea.dle
In thy own Spirit’s Power,
And by thy Grace protett, and keep, -
"Thy linle Flock of helpl¢fs Sheep -
In every trymg Hour: ,

2 Our Brethren;- ~and Compamons dear,

Who fuffer in thy kmgdomheu l;\P .'
re-

o NP e St Wi . o s
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Preferve in their Diftrefs, -
Support us by that glorious Hope,
And bring, O bring.us qmokly up

Out of the Wildernefs. ~

3 The:Lion: reating for his Prey, C
Ah! do not fuffer him to- flay "_'
One Soul-that would be thiné: - -+ " -
To Us the Wiles of Satan thew, HRAR
And arm us “gainft oar Hellitk Foe
In Panoply Divine.”

N ',&::.vq

4 By Human Wolves meompaﬁ round
~ Let none without the Fold be found
Of all thy Lambs or Sheep:
From worldly Rage and Malice hide, "
And keep us ever by thy Side,
And in thy Bofom keep.

5 But above all thy Power difplay;
To fcreen s in our evil Day
And from Qurfelves defend ;
Subdue, deftroy our Foes within, ’
And fave the Tempted Soul-from Siny - -~ -
And fzave us to the End.

& O for thy great and g!oﬁous Name,
The dire Reproach, the guilty Shame
‘The curfe Thmg avert, -
In all th® Affaults of Senfe and Prlde )
‘Continue oh thy People’s Side, -- = ¥ v
Axd gdard the feeble Heart. - = - -5 .

7 No more may we to Sin fubmit,
But trample it beneath. our Feet - - -
With holy Rage and Seorn,
*Till each is more than Conqueror,
And All obtain the perfe Power, -

. qAndAllto(_:‘vonrgq:n.‘ : A XX.
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- XX,
ANOTHER, -
HOU Gop of Love, and Truth, lndPow'ere»
Guard us in the Bvil: Hour, Co
By fore Temptation.tried, - . * -
Shelter thy poor,- afitited Hock '

And in the Llefts of Hracl’s Rock -
Our trembling Spirits hide. . _

- .

2 Long as the Waar fubfifts withisi, -~~~ ** * %
Save, O fave'us, Lorp, from Sm, LT
" The Lutting Fleth fubdue s -
The Spirig's ﬁrouger Luft exert, . =
And watch o’er ¢very helplefs Heart, =~ -
’Till Thou haft made it New. - .

e

3 For this we frive, for this we'pray, - kN
Take the Stumblingblock away,
The curfed:Thing remove, - - .
Uphold, and make our Footfteps furc,.-' *
And let us ftand, and walk fecure- = -}
In humble Faith, .and Love: L

4 Sin, only §in we deprecate;,.~.: = - T - T )
Fill us with a perfect Hate - .
Of that thy Sopl abhorss,
O let us every Sin:efchew . ;.. . v
*Till all are bropght.vitorious-throty - . .- - 3
And more than Conquerers; .- ... -

XXE
ANOTHEK

TILI., Lorp, we akk, du;v T €6, ﬁ:h
) Alk accordmg to t{ny}V ax} e b

- -
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And urge our ftrong Requett:
Preferve.thy little Flock from Sin,
And keep, "till Thou haft brought us in
To thine Eternal Reft. -

2 Ah! do ot fuffer us to flay, -

Thee our Mafter to betray,
And fhamefully deny:
But (for Thou knowft our- treacherous Heart)
Command us fooner to depart, :
And Innocent}y die.

3 Be jealous for thy glorious Name,
Never let the Heathen blame™
The Truyth for our Offence;
But rather mrow Confirm us Thine,
And let us all our Souls refign,
And fly this Moment hence.

4 Canft Thou defpife our Fear and Pam,
Suffer us to ery invain
Beneath the Load- we bear ¥
Our Load of Pain and' Fear remove,
And anfwer by the Fire of Love
Our Agonizing Prayer.

5 *Tis done! He hears his Spirit’s Cry, -
Surely now we feel Him nigh
To grant his own Requeft:
We fhall net live to fall:away;.
But taken from the evil Day
With Him forever reft:

XXII.

OME om my Partuiers in- Diftrefs;
My Coxm'ades thro the Wildemefs, w
Ci3

-
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Who ftill your Bodies feel, :
A while forget your Griefs, and Fears,
And look beyond the Vale of Tears -

To that celeftial Hill.’

2 Beyond the Bounds of Time, and Space,
- Look forward to that happy Place,
The Saints fecare Abode, -
On Faith's ftrong Eagle Pinions rife,
And force your Paffage to the Skies, .
And fcale the Mount of Gop. |

3 See, where the Lamb in Glory ftands,
Incircled with his radiant Bands,

And join th® Angelic Powers, o
For all that Height of glorious Blifs
Our everlafting Portion is,

And all that Heaven is Ours.

4 Who fuffer for our Mafter here, -

We fhall 'before his Face appear, :
- And by his Side fit down: i

To Patient Faith the Prize is fure,

And all, that to the End endure

_ The Crofs, fhall wear the Crown. =,

g Thrice blefled blifs- infpiring Hope!
It lifts the'fainting Spirits up, :
It brings to lifé the Dead: -
Our Confliéts here fhall foon be paft,
And you and I afcend at laft
Triumphant with our Head.

6 That great Myfterious Deity
We foon with open Face fhall fee:
The Beatific Sight . . .
Shall fill the Heavenly Courts with Praife,

And wide diffufe the golden Blaze -~ -

- Qf Everlafting Light,

. . <

.

A} '> )
The

A
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7 The Father fhining on his Throne,
‘The glorious ¢o-eternal Son,

‘The Spirit one and {even,
Confpire our Rapture to compleat,
And lo! we fall;before his Feet, .

And Silence heightens Heaven. .

8 In Hope of tha.t Extatic Paufe,
Jesus, we now fuftain thy Crofs,
And at thy Foetftool fall,
>T'ill Thou our. hidden Llfe reveal,
*Till Thou ouy ravifh’d Spirits fill,
And Gop i is All in Al

ta] .

{

.. XXIIL
Défiring t pray.
-3 Tuat I could but pray!

How gladly fthould I bcar
" The Burthen of this Evil Day -

With the ‘Support of Prayer' -
. Happy, could I but tell .

To Gop my inward Woe, -
My Depth of Wickednefs reveal,
My Height of Trouble fhew.

2 Alas, He knows it all; B
My whole of Sin and Grief;
Yet O, for Help I cannot call,
I cannot afk Relief*
Mountains oh Mountains rife,
And quite block up the Way;
O that I could but lift my Eyes,
O that I could-but yrayl

P2l
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I firuggle #till, and fam

I would throw off my Load,

Stir myfelf up, and firive again:
To apprehend my Gob:
Farther He doth fram-ms,.
And farther ftill depart ;:

In vain I bow my feeble Knee,
But not my-ftubborn Heart. -

My Heart, alas, is dead,
Or unconeern'd: it fleeps,
©Or ftarts, of its own Wifh afraid,
And contradiéts my Lips;.
Or with Su%geftions fraught
Too horrible to-bear,.

Breaks off the Suit, to 'fcape the Thought:

Of blafphemous-Delpair.

5. Ah, whither, or to whom .
Shall I for Succour fly!
My Saviour bids the Weary come,
" Yet de I not draw nigh:
I would (but all in vain)
To Him my Wants difplay :
My Heart abhors the fruitlefs Pain,
I cannot, cannot pray.

6 But fhall.I then depart,
And caft away my Hope,

¥icld to a wretched,: faithlefs Heart,.
And give my Saviour up?
No, no! that killing Thought
Is worde than all I feel;

Still let me feek, tho’ clean forgot,.
And want my. Saviour fill.

Dead as I am to Gov,

: A twill not Him forego,
“But'patiently take up my Load,
~ " And fuffer all my Woe: -

[ N
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Forever will I ie, i
Before his Mercy Seat,

‘Tho' not allow’d with Murp. I -

To wafh, and kxfs hxs Feet‘ ' 

8 Inquiet, calm Diftrefs- * = -

Will I my ‘Crofs fuftain, -
Content to figh for Happinefs, "
And ftrive to prsy,——ln vam' -
Unlefs He from his Thrope -
The fpeechlefs "Mourner hear,
Thc deep, unuttcrable Groan,
_ The loudly filenc Tear,

He hears, He hears it Naow!:

The Anguith pot-expreft,
The Struggle of my Sou] to bow, -

And fall upen his Breaft! - -

Silence a Vice hath found,

A Cry is in the Void,

‘Thro’ Earth and Heaven 2' Woes refonnd _

And pierce the Ears of Gop.

10 Believing agdirift Hope, ST

-~

I will expett his Grace, ° o

Thro! all the Clpuds of Sin look up,
And wait to fee-his Face:- - -
Forgotten tho’ I feem, . .
He knows-what I would fay;

‘The Darknefs is pot. dark to me, .

.The Night is clear as Day. .~ -

1t I dare no longer doubt
His Readinefs to fave; = doe
‘Will Jesus therefore caft me out,” -
Becaufe no, Good I have? .
To Sinners truly poar
Will Gop Himfelf deny !
He cannot caft me ont—no inore "
" . Than He again can die!

I3
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XXIV,
"HYMN 1L
¢ FESU, full of Grace for me, -’
! Help my Soul's Infirmity ;'
srant the Supplieating. Grace,’
Give the Power to feek thy Face:
Hear a feeble Sinner groan,

- Burthen!d with an Heart of Stone;
‘Take the Heart of Stone away,

Give me Will, and Power to pray. -

2 Once again revive the Dead,
Stir me up to afk thine Aid;
By thy Spirit’s Breath incline -
‘This unyielding Heart of mine;
Now the Rock in-funder rend; - ~
Now ejedt the filent Fiend,
Power into my Saul convey,
Sigh the Pitying Ephphatha

3 O my Gob, how long fhall I
Coldly with my Lips draw nigh,.
Lift my Eyes with ufelefs Pain,.
Drop their weary Lids again, -
Feebly ftruggle to declare :

#The fad Meaning of my Prayer, -
Give the fruitlefs Labour o’er,
Gafp for Utterance no more! -

4 Help o poor-and needy Soul; ~ - - -

Make the Wildernefs a Poal,

Pour thy Spirit from above,

Blefs me with a Flood of Love;-
Bor thy Mercy Sake alone

Let the Miracle be done;

Take my Heart of Stone away,
Give me Will, and Power to pray.

- . 8

—
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XXV.
HYMN I

R Trovu Fatherof Compaflions, .~ '~ - - :

g "’ . .
O Thou Gop of Mercies hear,-
Send the Spirit of Supplications, = - T
Send the gracious Comforter: - v
Have refpett to Jesus® Merit, -
To thy Church the Gift impart,.
Send Him Now; the Pleading Spirit
Pour into thy People’s Heast, . . -

2 If we have thro’ Him found Faveur, -

If for Us He ever prays,
ow in Honour of our Saviour, .
Grant the all-commanding Grace;

Stir us up to Prayer unceafing, -
Let us all the Promife claim;

Wreftle for the mighty Bleffin ,
For the New, Myfterions e,

3 Send our long-defir'd Mefias,

Us to teach thy perfe&t Way;
Faithful, fervent as Elias,
, Let us in the Spirit pray, T
Let the Power to Us be given, -
(Weak and helplefs as we are) o I

Power to fhut, and open Heaven; - |
All th’ Omnipotence of Prayer. - -

e
5.

o Gy

- XXVI. . 4&« I / . -
HYMN IV. - o

t YESU, Thou fovereign Lonp of All, T
J The fame thro’® One Eternal Day, A !

pa
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Attend thy feebleft Followers Call,
And O! inftruét us how to pray;

Pour out the fupplicating Grace,

And ftir us up to feek thy Face.!:

2 We cannot think a gracious Thought,
We cannot feel a good Defire, .-
*Till Thou who calP’dft a World from Nought, *
The Power into-our Hearts infpire; .-
And then we in thy Spirit groan, ' .
And then we give Thee back thy own. -
3 Proceeds from Thee the With to pray,
The longing With which now we feel; .
But O! we know not what to fay,
We would, but cannot, Lorp, reveal
The Load our fainting Spirits bear,
Or tell Thee all our Wants in Prayer.

4 Loftina Labyrinth of Sin, ‘
. -Long have we wandred to and fro,
. The Wildernefs-hath fhut usin; « - - -
And only Faith the Way can fhew, :
And only Prayer can lend the Clue, :
To guide our weiry Footfteps thro’.

5 Tormented, deftitute, - diftreft, - .
. Scatter’d in the dark, cloudy Day, t
We labour for That Farther Reft, . :

And fain would force our Hearts to pray,
And ftrive and pant with endlefs Care
To heave away the Mountain-Bar.

|
{
6 Doft Thou not, Lorp, our Frouble fee, . }
Our fore, unprofitable Pain? ¢
A thoufand Times we bow thé Knee, !
Approach Thee with our Lips invain, . . - ;.
Prefent with lifted Hands and Eyes, i
An heartlefs, - lifelefs Sacrifice, - T
o . A thou-

»
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7 A thoufand Times o’erwhelm'd with Woe,

We groan impatient at thy Stay,
Ready to let the Promife go,

Ready to caft our Shield away,
‘The fruitlefs Labour to forbear,
And fold our Arhs in fad Defpair.

8 Jesvu, regard the joint Complaint

Of all thy tempted Followers here,
And now fupply the common Want,

And fend us dqwn the Comforter,
‘The Spirit of ceafelefs Prayer impart,
And fix thine Agent in opr Heart,

9 To help our Soul’s Inﬁﬁnfty,

To heal thy fin-fick Peopte’s Cite, -
To urge our Gop-commanding Plea,

And make our. Heart an Hoofe of Prayer, .

That promis’d Intesceffor give,.
And let us now Thyfelf receive.

1o Come in thy Pieadin%Syirit down,

To Us, who Jor thy Coming flay;
Of all thy Gifts we atk but One, )

We afk the conftant Power to pray:
Indulge us, Lorp, in this Requeft,
And, if Thou canft,” deny the reft.

37
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* . XXVIL
HYMN V.

1 Heruerp Divine, our Want relieve

In this our eyil Day,
To all thy Tempted Followers give
The Power to watch and pray.

Vou, II. " D
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2 Long as our Fiery Trials laft,
Long as the Crofs we bear,
O let our Souls on Thee be caft
In never-ceafing Prayer.

4 N N ’e
3 The Spirit of Interceeding Grace . -
Give us in Faith to claim,
To wreftle, 'till we fee thy Face,
And know thy hidden Name.

4 °Till Thou the perfet Love impart,
"Till Thop Thyfelf beftow,
Be This the Cry of every Heart
I will not let Thee go.

5 I will not let Thee go, unlefs
Thou tell thy Name to me, ..
With all thy great Salvation blefs,
And make me all like Thee.

6 Then let me on the Mouncam—Top
Behold thine open Face, . :
While Faith in Sight is fwallow’d up,
And Prayer in endlefs Praife.

XXVIIL.
HYMN VI -

LUk xviii. 1. Men ought always to pray, agd

. not to fainty
1 OME, ye Followers.of the Lorp,
In Jesus Service join}
JEesus gives the facred Word,
The Ordinance Divine;
Let us his Command obey,
And atk, and have whate’er we want,
Pray we, every Moment prays
And never, never faint,

P A S
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2 Place no longer let us gwe
To the Old Tempter's Wilt,
. Never more dur Duty Ieave,
While Satan cries Be
. Stand we in the Antient ay,
And here with Gop burfelves acquaint’ T
Pray we, E.‘fc. '

£t

3  Be it Wearinéfs and Pa?n :
To flothful Flefh and Blood,

Yet we willthe. Crofs fuftain, *© ' '. :

And blefs the welcome Load,
All eur Griefs to Gop difplay,
And humbly pour out our Complaitit ; -
Pray we, &c..

4 Let us patiently endure, :
And ftill onr Wants declare;
All the Promifes are fure
To perfevering Prayer =
"Till we fee the perfe&t Day,
And, each wakes up a finlefs Samt,
Pray we, &

_ Pray we-on, when all—renew’d
And perfefled in Love,
*Till we fee the Saviour-Gop
Defcending from above,
All his heavenly Charms furvey,
Beyond what Angel-Minds can paint,
“Pray we, .

6 Pray we, in the Realms of Light *

*Till we behold his Face,
Faith fhall there be loft in Sight,
- And Prayer in endlefs Praife,
Bleft thro’ one eternal Day,
Poflett of all that Gop can grant;
: There we need not, cannot pray,
For Heaven'is all we want. ©

39
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XXX,
On the Lofs of bis Friends.

¥ TAnE thefe broken Reeds away !
On the Rock of Ages I’ .
Calmly now my Spirit ftay, o
Now on Curist alou¢ rely, -
Every other, Prop refign,
Sure the Sinners Friead is mine.

2 Fly, my Friends, with treacherous Speed,
Melt as Snow before the Sun,’
Leave me at my greateft Need,
Leave me to my Gob alone,
“To my Help which cannot fail, -
* To my Friend Unchangeable.

3 O! how conftant is my Lorp,
While I to his Promife cleave!
T'rue, and faithful to his Word,
- Me my Lorp will never leave, - -
None fhall"us by Violence part,
None fhall tear me from his Heart.

4 Keep me thew,  my-Loxo, my Love; . .°
Keep me clofe to thy dear Breaft,
*Till Thou-take me up above, ..
*Till I gain the Heavenly Reft, -~
Seated on thy glorious Throne,
With Thyfelf forever One. -

e -

XXX.
HYMN I

1 LORY to the Awful Gop? . .
Obje& of thy kindeft Care, .. = °

STV,
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Thamkfal I-adore thy Rod,~
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Blefs Thee for the Griefs. I bear,
Griefs which all my Steps attend,

Haften on the Joyful End.. ..

ar

2 O how wonderful thy Love, -

Moft benign, when maft fevere! :

All thy Rivals to remove,
All my Hopes of Comfort here,.
Forcing me to feel and fee,.
_ All on Earth is Vamty

3 Long as in the Vale I live,
"~ Calmly in the Vale I mourn,
Thankfully my Lot receive, .
*Till I to thy Arms return,
Hardned in my Grief, ull I
Sink into thy Arms,.and die:

4 "Till

that welcome Hour I fee,

Brood I o’er my hoarded Grief,.
Hug my facred Mifery, -

Wretched abeve all Relief,
Smile 1 with fuperior Pain, |
Earth, and all its Joys difdain.

5 What a mighty Blefling This!
Peace on Earth I cannot. know,.

Cannot tafte 2 Moment’s Blifs,

Stript of all.l priz'd below ;

Shall
Qnly

I of my Lofs complain ?
Heaven is greater Gam‘ o

AT nane

‘D

XXXI.
HYMN IL

Isconsorare Tenant of Clay, -+~

In folemn” Aflurance: arife, .
D3

4
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Thy Treafure of Sorrow furvey,

And look thro’ it all to the Skies:
That Heavenly Haufe is prepar'd

For all who are Sufferexs here,

And wait the Return of their Lorp,
.~ And long-for his-Day to appear.

2 Who fuffer in stus s Shame,

Shall triumph in JEsus’s Love:
A Child of Afflittion I claim ,

My fure Habitation above,
My Seal of Eleion is This,

His Marks in my Bedy I bear;
My Fulnefs of Infiaite Blifs,

My Crown of Rejoicing is there.

3 There all the Tempeftuous Blagt -
Of bitter Aflli¢tion is o’er,
The Spirit is landed at laft,
And Sorrow, and Shame are nd mere,
Temptation, apnd Trouble are gane,
The Trial is all at an end—
And there I fhall ceafe to bemoan
The Lofs of my Brother, and Friend.

4 "Tis there I fhall meet him again
Whofe Burthen thro® Life I muft bear,
No longer the Caaofe of my Pain,
No longer a Fugitive there :
Here only the World could divide,
Here only the Tempter could part,
And turn the Unwary afide,
And poifon the Innocent Heart.
® . - PP

8 'Then let me with Meeknefs attend

The Word that fhall fummon me home,

The Days of my Pilgrimage end,
And bury my Gricfs in the Tomb;

v L

The

e
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6 The Tears flmit-bewip'd from'mg Eyes,” '+
" When Him I behold with the Bleft, =~

' Who haften’d my oul to the Skies;, = -
And follow’d me into my Reft. b

HYMN IV, .50
X My beft, my only Friend, - -
Ever conflant, kihd, aasd tree; . -
Let my Days of- Mowning end; - -+ 1~ ' 7
Let me bid the World adiet,« . . .
From its Vice and Vanity
Take, O take me-up-to. Thee.: -

2 Weary of my Friends below,
Friends that quickly -ntelt-away, .- -+
Friends, that faint to thare my Woe; . -
Friends, that promifeand. betray,

Let me quit the faithlefs Kind, S

‘Truth in Thee alqne 10 find.

3 O that now my Spirit might fail,
Suddenly from Earth remove! &

Snatch me from the Weeping Valey. . . i i .

Bear me to the World abave:
‘There at Reft the Weary are, S
Vext with no fal{e.Bu;hren therg. ... =™

4 Jesv, Lorp; when ﬂmllwbe? 0 : ,.‘-‘ .

End of all my Withes ﬁ’{‘h,ou, S
Set my ftruggling Spirit free, .~ v a3 0

Haften to my Refoue pows ... ..o'/ .« 7
Bid me to the Mountain fly, T
Get me up this Hous,and die. . . vrod v
it = ) i xxxln'
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XXXIL . - .

CHYMN V.

r R if thy great Will ordain Sev o
In the Vale my longer Stay, .
Let me ceafe from wretched Man,
Caft the Broken Reed away,
Give my vaineft Labour 6’er,
Look for Faith in Man no more. -

A

2 Pafs away the empty Shade,
Idle Dream of Friendfhip here;.
Let the fond Idea fade,
Let the Vapour difappear :
Human Friends, I give you up,
Thou, O CurisT, art all my Hope.

3. Only Thou canft ne‘ver be

Wearied ot with my Complaint- - -

Crufh’d by my own Mifery,

Oft as at thy Feet 1 faint,
Thou my Grief doft more than fhare,.
Thou doft all my Busthen bear.

. Never will thy Patience fail,
Neyer leave me in Diftrefs,
Though my Enemies prevail,
Though my Miferies increafe,
Though Thou doft my Follies fee,
Though my Faults are known to Thee.

5 Weak, and wayward as I'am,
" Naked, indigent, and blind,
Thou doft hide my guilty Shame,,
Kindly caft my Sins behind, '
Freely, my Back{lidings heal,
Love the faithlefs Sinner fill.

Sinning:

-
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6 Sinning on fo oft, fo long, e e e e
Though I did thy § n 'eve, -
Patient Love endur'd

Love refus'd his Spqi!s to 1me;
Though I avou/d from Thee depatt,
Love purfued andbtoke my Heatt,

2 Let me then on Thee rely, o
All thy faithful Metcies prove, .
*Till I meet Thee in the Sky,
*Till 1 join the Church abaye,
Love me, love me to the End,
Be my Everlafting Friend..

e
1.(».’

XXXIV,
HYMN VI
1 My condefcending Lorp,
How haft Thou to Earth ﬁoop’d down!
Sinners vile and felf-abhor’d .
Thou doft for thy Brethren own;’

O the Grace on Man béftow’d,
Man is call’d the Fnend o}' Gop!

2 What can I defire beﬁde? ; )
Jesus for my.Friend r dalm, A
Jesus is my faithful Guide, -~ T
Happy in his Love I am,. .
Fulnefs of Delight I prove "~ . = =,
In his All- fu,ﬁicnent Love. "~ T

3 From the faithlefs Sons of Men,
Saviour, to thy Arms I flee,
Sweetly on thy Bofom lean, o
Find my Happinefs in Thee, =~ =~
Happinefs that caniiot fail, = * . -
Qlonouﬂy unchangeable.

E}

“While
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4 While I thus my Soul reclmc
On my dear Redeemer’s Breaft,
Need I for the Creature pine,.
Fondly feek a farther Reft,
Still for Human Friendthip fue, .
Stoop, ye Worms of Earth, to you!

§ Jesus, Thee alone I Lnow,
Monarch of my fimple Heart,
Thou my only Friend below,
Thou my Heavenly Portion art,
Here, and in Eternity, =~ = .
. Thouart all in all tome, .

s

XXXV
HYMN VIL.

3 A‘I‘HER, take thy Plague away,
And give me back my Peace,

In the dark and cloudy Day

I thew Thee my Diftrefs:
. Fear, Rebuke, and Blafphemy
Befet my Soul on every Side:

See, the helplefs Sinner fee,

For whom thy Son hath dxed’l

2 Earth and Hell their Counfel take:
Thy Servant to devour,
Do not, Lorp, my Soul forfake, :
Nor leave me to their Power;. .
Be not Thou mine Enemy, =~
Nor in thy fierce Difpleafure chide;,
See, the helplefs Sinner fee, * - ’
For whom thy San hath died.

" Lét

u‘-—_...-‘-———' —
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4+ Let the gathering Storm defcend,
Let the tripmphant Foe ) o
Sweep away-my deareft Friend, =~ =~
My every Good betow, * * "
Vent his utmoft Rage on mie, ~ ~*"°
So Thou my Gobp art pacified; |
See, the helplefs Sinnérfee =
For whom thy Son hath dicd.

5  Lowrp, I'will not deprecate =~
The utmoft Sufferings here, .~ " "
. Let the World condemn; ‘4nd hate,** -
If Thou in Mercy clear: .
Let them fet their Brand on me,” " °
So Thou pronounce me juftified ; N
See, the helplefs Siner feg, " < " " *
For whom thy Son hath died.

XXXVI. For Midnight.
HYMN VII.

1 T this folemn Noon of Night, -
Lo! Irife to fing thy-Praife,
All thy Judgments, Lorp, are right,
True, and holy all thy Ways: - o
Dark, and grievous though they be, )
Jutt are all thy Ways to me. -

2 Glory to the Gob unknown! . .~ .
Chaften'd from my infant Years, -

Thy afflitive Love I own, Cee
Mingle Praifes with my Tears,
Blefs Thee for my Troubles paf,

Calmly wait to feel the lat. . -

3 Thee I awfully adore, - )
Bruis’d by thy fevereft Rod; o
: Strengthen



48  Hymws and SacrED Porsis,
S’E-"e‘ngthen me to fuffer more,

Still increafe my- heavieft Load,
Child of Sorrow from the Womb = |
Send me weeping to the Tomb: ™~ - )

4 Still in Wearinefs, ‘and Pain, )
Will I a fad Vigil keep, _ )
Lift my mournful Eyes again,’ :
Only wake, to prey, and weep;,
To my Midnight Tafk return, o
Blefs Thee for my Power to mourn. 7~

5 O how gracious is thy Love,
Thus to ftrip me of my Joy!.
All my Comforts to remove, = - _
All my Idols to deftroy, .
Forc'd by Strefs of Mifery °

Happinefs to feek in Thee. - -

6 Wounded in the tenderelt Past, -
Spoil'd of all my Friends-below,
Can I thank Thee from my Heart,
Blefs the Hand that deals the Blow ?
Lorp, beneath thy Hand 1 bew;
What Thou doft I know not now.

7 Yet I can thy. Merc[{ praife,
Doom’d my Chaftping bere to.feel
That I with the Godlefs Race :
May not be adjudp’d to Halli
Lorp, for thiy my Thanks receive,
Wretched out of Hell, I live.

8 Of his earthly All bereft
Should a Living Man complain?
Or have I a Blefling left?
Take that Bleffing back again,
Now my lateft Good remove,
Give me byt at laft thy Love.

XXXVIL
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xxan
"HYMN K.

Btﬂ'n. htter Lofs! .
My Bofom-Friend is:goms,

My Life,” and Comfort was - .
Wrapt gp in Him.alene:

My Eyes and | Heprt's-Defire 1s:ﬂed, :

The Intercgurfe is.0 gr,. . .
My Bofom-Friend $0:me:is dead, -

He loves my Soul no more.

To Sataa s Mahec left,-
By Human Furies 'tom,’
Of all my Joys bereft, -
For néne but This T mourn;
As Rachel ubihr\ately grieve, -
Difconfolate in Woe, : -
Nor will I evermore receive - °
Comfort in Things below.

I lift my broken Heart
To Him that reigns above :
« O would He once m K
The Med'icine of his. Lovel
His only Love can be.my Balm, °
My: wounded Spirit eafe; :.

_ His only Voice the Stoym can. ealﬁ, ‘ .

4

And bid my Sorrows. ceafe.

O wouldft Thou, Low, appear,.
And anfwer to my: Cry, .
Thy hopelefs Mourner chear,

Thy balmy Blood apply
Vor. II, E

o

From
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From Thee, the Gob o6f pardning Love,”
I never would depart, :
But feek my whole Delight above,
And give Thee all my Heart.

5 W‘ere'I‘ ﬁ-om all my ‘Pﬁin

Miraculoully freed, e

Might I receive:again. :
My Jfaae frv‘mgt;e dead,
He fill fhould on thine Altar He,
*Till bath tranflated ‘were, =
And met-each other in:the Sky, C
And met the Saviouri théze! -0 0 ]

XXXVII. Jonaw’s Gourd.
"HYMN X. ’
1 HERE is the Gourd, that fudden rofe
To fkreen a weary. Pilgrim’s.Hesd,
. 'To’ afluage the Violence of my Woss,
And blefs me with its cooling Shade,

Make all my Cares, and Sorrows ceafe, -
And turn my Anguith into Eafe?.

-

2 A Worm hath fmote my Verdant Bowsr,
And lo! how foon it fades away !
It could not fand. the Morning Hour, .
Or bear the fcorching Heat of Day:
My wither’d:Joy, -alas, is fled, .. -
My Fence is gone—~my Friend is dead. .

3 Dead, dead are all my Hopes below,
On Earth I look for ne Relief:
No Paufe, or. Interval of Woe, -
No Refpite, or Sufpenfe of Grief,
My fhort;liv’d Happinefs 15 o%er, |
_.And Human Friendihip is no more.

K]

The |
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4 The fiery Sun’s direGek Ray, -
The Veh’ement Wind's feumeﬁ BM
Beat on me in this Evil Day:
O might I pow cgmplain.my lsft, ... .-
Now, now lay down my faintin Head
And weary fink simung the: SR ¢

§ Better for me to die, tl;an.ﬁve e
An ufelefs Life-of Grief and Pain: . .
O wouldft Thow, Lorp, my Spi’tit receive! -
But purge it firft from, every Stain, ..
From all my Fees, and Friends fet free, :
And then receive me up:to-Thee. - - -

- XXXIX.

'HYMN XIL

'y T'1s Elough! my Gop, my Gop, * |
Thy Hand wich- hol;:lz th}l; oVXrath forbear;
Spare, for I hear the fpeaking
p#hy Prodigal in Mercy fpare,
And in thy Gracious Arms embrace,
And kifs the Sorrow from my Face.
2 My every 1dol I sefign, - :
)l'iy t;ryy Afiitting Love compell’d; :
Jesu, the Vi dig.thime,
Hardly at lat I yield, I yield
With every Creatare-Good to. part,
I give Thee All this worthlefs Heart.

Wlth folemn Dread my Life, my- Pm,
My Friend I on thy Alear lay, -
All Human Help, and Hope difclaim,
And meekly wait the wekOme Day,
R D2 That
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That fhall my weary Soul releafe, "

Andlullmemetemall’mc S

4 O might I now th{ Goodnefs ta&e "

And kriow the Pardning Gop.is'mine, © - -

Calmly lamest; and groan my fatt, - . -~ - -
Into thy Hands my Soul refign, - o

And plunge into the Depths above, "

The Ocean of thy Heavenly Love !

s P T L p

HYMN'®iL < C

HY fhould.a Living. Child of Man
Beneath the Scourge repmc,
Or dare with impious’ Grief to’ arraign
The Righteoufnefs Divine?

Why fhould I murmuy at my Load, .
-And» farther ftill rebel, - I
So lightly chaften’d by my Gop, = = 7

And not thruf down to Hell?

2 What aretbefore& Pla ueslbear e s
To thofe the Damn'd fuftain? = |
- ‘What is my Temporal Défpa:r SRR
To their éternal Pain? S
My Sins demand their dreadful Hire; = 7+ - -2
{/I Sins for Vengeaneg call; - . -
And fhort of that infernal Fire =~ U7 -~
"Tis Grace and Mcrcy all - -t O-

I3
(3

3 What though my Soul with Shame is fili'd,”
My Heart o'érwhelin'd with Dread,
WhaL though my tender- JOy“s are k:ll'd R
ny Aml every ‘Comifort fléd; - Lol

s E
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What though my darling Ifaw I
Am farc’d to offer up, - - . o
And live, when all my B!amngs dae,
And drink the bittercft Cup P .
s 0

4 Shall Irefent my flighted che, T
Or mourn my murther'd Fame, Cale )
Worthy the Hate of -All above, P
And everlafting Shame! - P
The Lof of One wnk fatthlefs: an& o
Still, ftill fhall I bemoan, :
When Gop, whofe Favours never end,’
May yet be all my own?

5 Gob of my Life, to thy Dmet

I humbly now fubmit,

Accept my Punithment from Thct,
And tremble at thy Feet: .

Whate’ e:n thy Will inflicts I take,
*Till y Pla are 3

But while my Soulg;es:endex?::ck,
o gwe me Peace at laft.

XLIL
" HYMN XBL :
Thank(giving ta Gob for bis Difappaintmests.
OD of my Life, how good, how wife .
G Thy Judgments on my ‘Soul kave beeut
‘They were but Mercies in Difguife,
The Painful Remedies of Sin; -~~~ >

How different now thy Ways appeat, _
" Moft merciful when moft fevere! R

2 Since firft the Maze of Life I troﬂ S
., ..Hal Thou net hedg’d about ay- Way, Mf

.nl
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My worldly vain De:;éns withfteod, -
And robb'd my Paflions of their Prey;
" With-held ;he Fewel from the Fire, -

And crofyd my cvery fond Defire?” LRI

3 Trouble, and Lofs, a1d Grief, and Pain - ‘.',

Have crowded all my Forty Years; - -

I never could my With obtain,-

And own at'laft with joyful Teats - -

‘The Man whom Gobo delights to blefs, ‘
He never Curfes with Sncceﬁx

4 How oft didf Thou'my Sont w:th—hold, f,,:

i

And bafle my Purfuit of Fame,

Andmomfymy Luft of Goid, "7 - ™~ .-

.

And blaft me in my fureft Aim, "
Withdraw my Animal Delight, °

And flarve my groveling Appetite? - ¢ .-

s Thy Goodnefs, obftinate to fave, .
Hath all my.airy Schemes o ‘erthrown, .
My Will Thou wou'dft not let me have;
With bluthing Thankfulnefs I own
T envied oft the Swine their Meat,
But.could not gain the Hufks to eat..

6 Thou wouldft not let thy Captive 80,
Or leave ma;to my.carnal Will,
Thy Love forbad my Reit below, " .
Thy patient Love pusfued me fill,
And foreld: me from my §in to part,.
And tore the.Ldel from. my: Heaxt

7 }OyofmmeEyes, andmombclw

(Forgive me,, gracious Gap) than Thee, E .
Thy fudden Qr;okc far off remov'd, . ' -

And ftopp’d my vile Idolatry,
And drove mie from the Idol's Shrinie, -
And caft e at the Feet Dmnu P

.

N Lo~

v

e

ro.

e
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8 But can I now the. Lofs Jament, ‘

Or murmur at thy fmendly quw?’ e "‘; B
Thy friendly Blow, my Spmt “haih | rent L
From every. feeming Good belows, " o

-~

‘Thrice happy’ Lofs, which makes me Ee e

L

. MyHapp)mfwsallm.Thee,“h .5.1,;/'?‘ .

-

9 How fhall I ble{s thy,.th\qar g ove . ', ..
So near in ny’ Temptano\gns ourl SR
It flew my Ruin to rémove, | ”

It fnatch’d. me from my Nature s?owq, o

Broke off my Grafp of Creature. Good, o
And plupg'd mein th’ Atompg Blopd Vo ais
10 See then at laft I all—regga. N . ”{ .

I yield me up thy lawful Prey® = R
Take this poor, Iong fought Soul of mx’n&," PN
And bear me in thine Arms away, ‘ ©  °
* Whence I may never more reqove, . .~ .:
Secure in thy Eternal Lowe. . !

LR UL R
<

e e
B Y T

-‘.’ ’ “XIY;}I-:’ ATt ' -
R .-;-:,.:':-l‘ |
Written, when under-Reproach, : 1

.
Tt

1 My Ga[n’mn ng, R N TS S

Can I glory in rbis *Shame? BRI

Can I thbis, Dithenour bring, " - sl
As a Suffering for thy Name? =

Lorp, Thou krowtt, and 'I‘honz”albne, i |
All our Hearts to’ Thee'a:e knoww = ln 1 |
2 Naked,. and w:dxcnt Dﬂ‘gxfe“ LI TS P4 |
In thy Sight 'my Spirit ﬁanda'- R |
Have I not from Qutward. Vice -
Wath’d, in Innocence;. my: !-I“anda, o |
From the great Tranfgre‘ﬂﬁn frec? TS |
,Loxn, I dare Appeat 1o "Fheel i 3% o Liiks
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3 Inwardly like other Men,
Wholly born in Sin I am:
- Only Thou didft fill reftraim
For the Honour of thy Name;
Kept by thine Almighty Grace,
Thee I render all the Praife.

4 Nought have I whereof to boaft,
* Only Sin to me belongs,
Scorn of the Philiftine Hoft,
Sobje& of the Drunkards Songs,
Mark of Pharifaic Zeal,
All the Virtoons-Rage of Hell.

5 Mafter, is it not for Thee? -
If I fuffer for thy Caufe,
Blefs the Sacred Infamy,
Crown the Scandal of thy Crofs,
Now the peaceful Anfwer give,
Let me now thy Love receive.

6 Me if Thou hadft never fent, .
Satan’s firongeft Holds to> o’erthrow,
Would he thus his Malice vent,
Stir up all his Powers below,
Make me as his Children black ;
‘Would he his own Kingdom fhake?

7 Lorp, my Time is in thy Hand:
Judg’d in Maals unrighteous Day,
Let me in thy, Judgment ftand,
When the Wicked melt awny, -

Vindicate thy Servan®there,
Clear me at the lalt great Barl

E
g -

,.
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o XEAL Q s
And'mmg. R )

[N u~n:,;.

HOU Man of Ghefs, I fain would be R
Perfeftly conform’d to Thee: . -
Beftow the Patient Power,” *~ * "'~ *

The Meeknefs of my injur'd- Lamb, ‘
And arm me for:the fiery Hour &~ * - _
Of SuEermg for thy Name g‘ oo

Sl b

Unknown to Men, and meanly bom, -

Happy Obje& of. their Scorn;, - S

Content to live obfcure; © - -
And all Things, but thy Favouar;- need -
And want, as-my great Mafter: pom' s
APlatetohymyHend R

When call’d to telhfy thy Gmce, A
Set as Adamant my Face;, . . ;
Myﬂrd&ﬁﬁezrt‘pnpafe“ P
Rejedted, and abhorr’d of Men, ~ - '
Omrghtlallthy ‘Burthen bedr, © © L.
Andglorymthyl’aln e '_ 5

Such Honour all t.hy Saints’ pdﬁ’éﬁ, -

Sufferers for Righteoufnefs: .. . .. . ©

Such Horour I have here;-* .+

But O! thwahtcoufncstwant, PR

T want ¢ Exdure; ullThou.app SR
Andhever, nevcr:fatu AN T f:-;i
Give me to trmmph m thy Shame, R
Branded thh a Madqmns Name, . .. ..
A falfe, ¢ eceivigg, Liaf, -~ . "
A Wine-bibber, ‘and Ghittom toogr = * " ©

.I nfe in facred Scandal higher,

:* .And all thy Steps purfut.

.12
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6 The World that mock’d, and flander’d Thee,
Let them fcom and blacken me,
Pervert my Good to Evil,
(The Lot my Lorp did firft receive)
And falfely cry He hath a Devil,

. A‘ﬁiskngt‘ﬁt(tﬂrliVO.\'. N

7 By Bofom-Friends betray’d, forook,
Let me to my Pattern look,
No Human Help defire,
But ftand, fecurg without. Defence, )
And force the Heathen Judge t* admire

- My fpeechlefs lnnocence..

8 Let all in Saran’s Counel join,
Feaws and Gentiles both combine,
People and Pricfts confpire
To drive me to my Heavenly Home,
And hoary Caiphas require
The vile Blafphemeor’s Doom,

9 Happy, forever happy 1,
Sﬂl:;’t'enc‘d on thypg¥qfs to die!
But fhall a ‘Sinner dare
Afpire to fuch a glorious Grace?
Thou knowft 1 «wou/d thy Paflion fhare,
And die to fee thy Face.

10 I would for Thee my Life refign,
Saffer in the Strength Divine;
Thro’ Love’s A%mighty Power;
Would tread the Path my Jesus trod,’
And calmly meet the fiery Hour,
Refifting unto Blood.

11 Ah! let it ot my Lorp difpleafe,
That 1 long for my Releafe!

- e

. Thy
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’l‘hmeitomebogwdn, AR

Thy Spirit breathe wichin my Heart, ~ .

And let my Soul,. by V:olence dnvdn, :
Into thy. Arms. depu-c ENR RS

Among the ﬂaughter’d Souls-mnght 1- -
Underneath the Altar cry,
How long Thou:Trde, and Holy, * -
Doft Thou delay ¢ avenge ouriond!” -

Come, Lorp, and glerify us felly, -~ -
Tbe Martyr‘d Smnts ofGoo. R
. v Tt
. XEW. I
| Difring DEATH. .
ale] langu:(h for Jhis native Air,” - r A
Can the poor, wandting Exile ceafe ?

The Tir'd his foh of Reft forbear?
The Tortur'd help defiring Eafe ?
The Slave no more for Freedom figh?

Or I no longer pine to die?

As ﬁupwreck“& Manners defire . 4

With eager Gralp to reach the. Shore,
As Hirelings long to’ obtain their Hire :
And Veterans with their Warfare® o’er, -t
I languifh from this Earth to'flee, .
And gafp for Immortahty SRR
To Heaven I lifi’ mly mp\n’nful Byes; " >
And all within me greans Hoav Iang?
O were I landed in the Skies!
The bitter Lofs, the cruel Wron’g o
Should there no more. my Soul molet,

_-Or break my everlafting Reﬁ

\



<
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4 No Faithlefs Friend thall there be found
To motk me with his Offers vain, -
By decp Ingratitude to- wound, '
To caufe, and then ppbraid my Pain,
To leave me at my greateft Need,
Or tramplé op thy ﬁ%k

§ In that j‘m:falm above, .. - ‘
No Pain the happy Spirit meet's, o
No Senfe of ill-requjted Love, .~ - -~
No fad Complaining in their Streets . I
Crymg, and Curfe, and Death are o’er;
" Ard there ‘Pemptation is o more. -

EEY

6 O could I break this Plefhly Fence,
Drep all my Sorrows in the Tomb,
On Angels Wings remove from hepce,
And fly this happy Moment home,

Quit the Dark Houfe of mjouldring Clay, ~ : -

And lmmch into Eternal Day'

- .

XLV,
. HYMN IL

[}

" SorrowruL Soul, .
; “Thy Meafure is full -
“Thy Cup it runs o’er,
On Earth Thou can& forrow, and fuﬁ'er no more.

P My Comfert is fied,
My Joy is all dead,
Extinguifb’d my Hope,:
And never agam I on Earth fhall ook up.

3 . l'n panent Diftrefs . .
From the Creature'I ceafe, .
Difdain

ing. Hud ’ Lo

- -

gV
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Difdain the Relief,
Which can neither rémove, nor diminith my Grief.

4  From the Things that are feen,
From the Children of Men,
To the Comforts I fly,
To the Joys, and the Pleafures that never thall die.

From the Werld I remove

To a City above,

Whofe Bafis ftands faft,
And long as the Heavenly Founder fhall 1aft.

i

6  No moutnful Complaints

In a City of Saints,

No Evil, or Sit,
No Want, or Tcmptatlon can ever break;n

7 'No Curfe to annoy,

No Death to deftroy, -

No Trouble, or Care, '
No Anguifh, or Sorrow, or Crying is there.

8  The King of the Place
Shall fhew me his Face;
The Rapturouns Sight
Shall fill me with pure and unfading. Delight. .

9 _ O thrice blefled-Hope!
Even now it lifts up . S
My Soul to the Skies, - [Eyes.
“And wipes for a ‘Moment the Tears from my

40 The Vale I Took thro’

To the Glory in view,
That Eternal Reward
For All, who endure to the End with their Lorp.

“Vou. II. F For
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- 11 For that Heavenly Prize
‘The Crofs I defpife,
*Till with Life L lay down

-4
7

The Burthen, thro’ which I inherit the Crown.

XLVL
HYMN NI
t (G REAT utor of my Being,

Who feeft mine inward Care, - -

The Ills of thy decreeing
Enable me to bear, S
The Juftice of thy Sentence ' =
With meekeft Awe to own,’
And fpend in deep Repentance
My laft expiring Groan.

2 The Grief beyond exprefimg
To me, to me impatt,
I afk this only Blefling- -
An humble broken Heart:
The Spirit of Contrition
'O might I now receive,
For all my Soul’s Ambition
Is worthily to grieve.

3 In facred Melancholy »

I would thro® Life abide,

And wail my Days of Folly,

- My Years of Sin, and Pride, -

Far from the Paths of Pleafure,
Difdaining all Relief,

Would count my mournful Treafure,
And hug my Hoard of Grief,

\

L e,

>,

“Be
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N
4. Be this my conftant Care ‘
From all Delight to flee,
And fuffer None to fhare
My facred Mifery;
No Succour, or Compafiion
Of feeble Man I crave,
No Bartlity Confolation, -
Or Refuge—but the Grave. .

.

R A
—

5 The Friend, whom once I wamted-

To mitigate my Woe,.
Revok'd as foon as granted,

I calmly now forega, . . LT
My lateft Strife is over, _ v

he fleeting Good to ftay, ’

Nor would I, Lorp, recover, -

Whom Thou haft fnatch'd away.

6 Thou knowft my Heart’s Defire R
- Is only to be gone, S
And filently retire, ‘ o
And live, and die-alone: - . - | -
No fweet Companion near. . . 3
To catch my lateft Sighs, = . ,
My dying Words to hear, -
Or clofe thef¢ weary Eyes.

2 Only Thou Gop of Pewer; - S
Thou Gob of Love attend, . , ;

. In that decifive Hour, " .
When Pain with Life fhall end:

Thou only bear my Burthen, . .. -~ .
And help my laft Difivefs, = . e

And give me'back my Pardon, oL
And bid me die in Peace:

~J

.

. 8 O for thy Jesus’ Merit,
The Forfeiture reftore,
And land my fainting Spirit
.On yonder happy Shore,
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In Safety waft me over,
And harbour in thy Breaft,
And let me there recover
Mine Everlafting Reft.

CXLVIL ..

HYMN IV. -

1 O the Fountain of thy Blood
With trembling Hafte I fly,
Wath me, O my Pardning Gob, :
From Crimes of deepeft Die,
Purge my every Cyimfon Stain,

_And give my burthen’d Conftience Eafe,

Turn me to my Reft again,
And bid me die in Peace.

2 None of all thy Gifts below
Do I, O Lorp, defire,
Grant me but thy Love to know,
And quietly expire, o
From my Sin’s, my Body's Chain
This weary wretched Soul releafe,
Turn me, e, o

3 If Thou canft, the Whole remit
Of what I feel, and fear,
Send me up out of the Pit
Of temporal Defpair :
All the fad Arrears of Pain . . =~ -
Difcharge by thy own Righteoufnef,
Turn me, {Fe. - EE

4 Letthe Punifhment fuffice
. I have already borne,
Wipe the Sorrow from my Eyes,
And bid me now return;

5

. . . Y . .. ) .
JRS— \&.__.ﬁ.._.—dk-___‘.._-——"&»‘_..__——‘..———-ﬁ'k—‘_—-‘wﬁs.‘ L
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Me a wretched finful Man
Redeem from all my Sinfulnefs:
Turn me, &', e e

Weak, and C°W”d581'a§n;"" P

[T

. .i

P {.dz"emmhw-“-- e b ie .

Hide me from Gngf. amd Shame,
And to Thyft Teceivé:
Might I now the Port obtain,

Might all thefe Storms and Sorrows ccafe'

Tumme, . o s

6 Plunge me in the pnrplc Txde o
Of thy Atoning Blood, .
Take me, Lorp, intp thy Side, .
And bring mpunetoGon. e
If Thou haﬁ not died in-vain, .
The Purchafe of thy Paflion feize,
Turn me to my Reft again,
And bid me die in Peace

XLVIII Az‘ laymg dm;bz.'
HYMN v

s v ea a

¥ HEN fhall I lay down my Head-

On my foftefty Eatthien Bed, -
Have the Reft I fain would have, .-
Sink into the qunet'Grave'

2 When fhall I my Havdw ﬁnd‘,»v s
Leave my Cares; and Grisfy. behnd,
Gain the Good for which I weep, .
Clofe mine-Eyes in laﬁh’ng Slrcep!

3 Might I now efcape away,
Quit the Tefiement of Clay;~ ~« =
Take my unfufpefted Flight; . . .-
*Breal into the World %f Light.
3

Only:
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4 Ouly this do I defire, B
Change, and O! my Soul require, .
Come, my Lorp, and Saviour come,
Now prepare, and take me home.

s Now pronounce the welcome Word, -
Pardon, and recéive me, Lorp, "~ = "1
Now the hallowing Bléod apply; ** -
Bid me lay me down, and die.. . .-

6 Work a fudden Work of Grace, '~ -
Cut it fhort in Rightcoufnefs, .
Liken'd to the Saints in Light,
Call me hence this bappy Night..

7 Save me now from all my Fears, - ‘
Let me pour my lateft Tears, '
E’er I fee th’ approaching Morm,
Bid my Spirit to Gop réturn;~  © -

g Breathlefs leave this heavy Clod,

_ Faint into the Arms of Gop, '
Glide in blifsiful Dreams away, - -
Wake in Everlafting Day. ~

XLIX.
HYMN VL

) HO'U wretchied Man of ‘Sotrow,.
Whofe Eyes all Day o’erflow, -
Indulge thy Grief, and borrow™ -~
The Night for farther: Woe;.
I ceafelefs Lamentation
Thy folemn Moments fpend,
And groan thy ExpeQation, o
"That Pain with Life fhall end: ~ - =
L N 'Tin

P

e e ot ' - r
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2 "Till then in fixt Defpair

Of all Relief I live,.
My utmoft Busthen bear;

And Noaw retire to grieve, '
To tafte my only Pleafure,

In fecret Sighs complain, _ ..
Augment my moumfu{

And aggravate my Pam.

3 To Pain, and Griefinur'd .~ *°

I from the Womb_ have been, . - -

And all the Rage endur'd,. LT
And all the Shame of Smr ST

Wandred my Forty Years .
Throughout the Defart wide,

And in ten thoufand Fears . . -
Ten thoufand Death‘s have died,.

4 Eternal Death’s fad Sentencc
I ftill, alas, recewe,
With frmtlefs, vain Repemanca
~ For Final Mercy grieve; .
The Ago'ny of Temptation. ;

I every Moment feel,.c. . .. .= " .

As doom™d to Defperatxon,.
As ruthing into Hell..

; My Comfosts all are blafted,.
My Comforter is gone:
The Joy which once I tafted,
- Togm {ine er had known!’
'he Gouyd, which fopth’d Anguﬁi;
Is wither'd. o’er my: | H'ea‘;“f
And faint with Grief I la nn'h.
To fink among, the Dc:i

6 From all I fuffer hcre, o
(If Gop my Sins forgive:
From all I feel,.and ?;sr ) ;
. I there redcem’d {hall lives

Treafure,, Co

BRI g

-
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No Serpent to deceive me, = ~ =
No 8Sin to ftain my Thought,

No Lofs, or Wrong to grieve me ,
Where all Things are forgot. >

(7 NoHiatidifiratling Pafion -~ "t

4

7

Is there ‘to breakk my Peace,” -+ - ¢
But Joy without Ceflation; e
And Love without Excefs:

Of Paradife fecure, =~ - - .7

I fhall no longer mourn;
The Blifs is full, and fure,
The Rofe without a Thomn. *

g Safe on the happy Shore,
My Soul the Storm defies, -
Where Pain afflits no more,
And Grief no longer cries:
In that celeftial City S
From all our Toils we ceafe,. - .
And lofe our fighing Pity
In Univerfal Blifs.

g In Hope of that Salvation

I feel a Moment’s Reft,.

The Calm of Expeftation .
Has ftole inté my Breaft;

I weep at Refcue nedr, -
I ftruggle to be gone,

And Joy is in the Tear,
And Gob is in the Groanl- -

K .
10 Hear then thy own Petition,.

And fuddenly releafe, R

And crown my fole Ambition,,
And let me die in Peace: -
Or lengthen out my Care v -
To threefcore Years.and ten,. Ceo
LBut then in Mercy fpare, S

But O! receive me Then! . L.
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L. In Wearinefs,”
HYMN VIL ‘

] ORN out with lopg Fatigue, and Pain, .

Let my feeble Flefh complain, . . °

Or fail beneath its Loady - . . ., .- :

My Spirit fhall fuperior rife, .. . . |

Regaining fwift her native Skies, . . . . .
And fooner reach her Gop.. .

T

2 Too long this corruptible Clay. . .. -
Clouded the Ethereal Ray,
~ And prefs’d my Spirit down,.
A Gainer now by every Lofs, -
I find in Wearinefs a Crofs,
That lifts me to a Crown.

3 Of Pain I now Advantage make, ’
Meekly bear it for his Sake,
Who fuffer’d Death for me:
To fuffer Death.for Him L wait,
And Pain fhall open wide the Gate
Of Immortality. o

4 O blefled Hope of lafting Peacef .
Let me Jawfully decreafe, .
And fenfibly decay :
Welcome whate’er my Load ordain, = *.
__ Difeafe, or Wearingfs, o¢ Pam, =~
To baften me away. =~

-5 I come, with eager Joy I come .~ o
To my everlafting Home, . L
Where Toil and Sorfow end,” "~ . "~
Where all my Stores of Grief fhall fail, = ° _
And I no more in Groans bewail o
My popr departed Friend. ' i~

L AT
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6 In that Ferufalem above:
All is Harmony and Leve, -
And Joy Wwithout'a Sting: -
The Tears are banifh’d fronr our Eyes,
And not a fingle Sigh can rife,
. Where Saints forever fing, -

7 O might I, from ‘thgbuééeon M o

- Now lay down my weary Head,
My mournful Soul refign, -

This Moment meet th’ appointed Dsy,

And faint, and fink, and die away
Into the Arms Divine. -

¢

_ L1,
: HYMN VIIL

1 YESU, help thy Fallen Creature!
Congque’ror of the World Thou att,

Stronger than the Fiend, and ¥
Than this poer rebellivus Heart:

Power, I know, to Thee is given,
Power to fentence or releafe,

Power to fhut, os open Heaven;
Thou alone haft all the Keys.

2 Open then, in great Compaffion,

Open Mercy’s Door to me,

Out of mighty Tribulation -
Bring me forth thy Face to fee; -

O cut fhort my Days of Mourning, . -
Quickly to my Refcue come,

Let me fuddenly returaing . . -
Reach my ¢verlafting Flome.

iaa

P

- Hear

. s s/ S et st Nttt el AR o, * it e s .
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3 Hear me, Larp, myfelf bemoaaing.
Banifh'd from my: Native Place, -
Languithing for Gop, and groamng
To appesr beforethy Faces - ° . - -
From this Bodily.Opprefion: - /.0 ©
Set my earneft Spitit:free, . - < - -
Give me now the full Pofleflion, ) .
Letmcnowthyﬁdoryfee. st T

4 If Thou ever dxdﬂ: dﬁhvar T
To my Faith the Rromis’d Land.
Bid me now the Stream pafs over,
On that Heavenly Borider ftand;.
Now furmount whate'er oppofes,
Inte thine-Embraces-fly; R
Speak the Word Thou fpakﬁ to Mﬁ:,
Bid me get up, and die.

B =L
HYMN IX.

1 EARY World of Sin, and Anguith,
‘ How I long ﬁ'om~Thee to ﬂy'

 Fainting for Relief I languifh,
Dying thro’ Defire to-die: . s

O my Life, my only Treafure,
Let me caft it all -behind,. - 5. :

Now fill up my mousnful Maﬁne, '
Now my Heavenly Camann find, - .

2 Never ﬁupwrecj;’d Mari’nu- wamad IRV
More to reach the diftant Shore, -
Never wandring Exile panted .
For his Native Codatéymorss:
Hear my earneft Suopplication, - O .
"z Thou who only canft releafe, Sherw
: €
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Shew-me,now thy full Salvation,
Let me now depart in Peace.

Hear me, Lorp, my Suit redoable,
*Till the Promife I obtain, ’
Ceafe from all my Grief, and Trouble,
Everlafting. Comfort gain:
Can it be to Thee difpleafing,
That I fain thy Face would fee,
Eager for the mighty Blefling,
All on fire to die for Thee.

4 Prefent with me in Temptation,
Thou my troubled Soul haft known,
All my Sorrow, and Vexation,
All my Fear to Thee Iown:’

Lorv, I would not live to grieve Thee,
Would not from thy Bofom ftray,
Place meé, where I cannot leave Thee,

Now tranfport my Soul away.

- LI,
HYMN X.

Micur the Gracious Hand

Which into Beinﬁal;rought,
‘Tranfport me to that quiet Land,
Where all Things are forgot!
That Land of fettled Reft,
Where Fear, and Grief is o’er,

And Lofs, and Pain no more molett,
And Sin torments no more.

2 This Mountain-load of Care,
This Bitternefs of Shame, -

.

:

et N S N N e it “tane >
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This Memo’ry—1I fhall lofe it there,
With all I feel, and Am:
In fveet Oblivion drown’d
My Sorrows all thall ceafe;
Thkere onty Peace for me is found,
A fure Eternal Peace.

3 I dare not hope to fee .
My Sufferings end below; -
But wait the Hour that fets me free .
From Life, and all its Woe: -
No Gleam of Jay fhall fieal -
Into this wretched Heart,
*Till Gop his Peife&t Love reveal, .
And bid me h(:lnce depar'.

4 Harden'd in juft Defpair
I hug the deftin’d Crofs, -
The Wound incurable I bear,
Th’ Irreparable Lofs:
The Pangs thro’ which I grean
On Earth fhall never end,
For O! Eternity alone . ,
Can give me back my Friend.

5 O happy, happy Hope
(My only Hope of Blifs) .

I, even I, fhall there look up,
And fee my Troubles ceafe,
Beyond the cruel Power
Of Sin I there fhall be, .

1, even I, fhall reach the Shore -

Of calm Eternity..

6  Come then, my friendly Foes,
With kindeft Violence come,

Fill up the Meafure of my Woes,-
Haften my Spirit home,

VYou. II. G

Let



74 HyMNs and Sacrep PoEms.

Let Grief, and Lofs, and Shame
With Men and Devils join,

To drive a Wretch—without 2 Name—
Into the Arms Divine.

LIV.
HYMN XL

On the Death of Samuel Hitchins.

1 G AIN we lift our Voice
And fhout our folemn Joys!
Caufe of higheft Rapture This,
- Rapture-that fhall never fail, -
See a Soul efcap’d to Blifs,
Keep the Chriftian Feltival!

2 Our Friend is gone before
To that celeftial Shore!
He hath left his Mates behind,
He hath all thefe Storms outrode, '
Found the Reft we toil to find,
Landed in the Arms of Gob.

3 And fhall we mourn to fee
Our Fellow-Prifoner free?
Free from Doubts, and Griefs, and Fears,
In the Haven of the Skies!
Can we weep to fee the Tears
Wip'd forever from his Eyes?

No, dear Companion, no!
We gladly let Thee go
From a Suffering Church beneath
To a Reigning Church above:
Thou haft more than conquer’d Death,’
Thou art crown’d with Life, and Love.

e N\t __ 4




HymNs and SaAcrED PoeEms. 75
Thou in thy youthful Prime
Haft leap’d the Bounds of Time;
Suddenly from Earth releaft,
Lo! we now rejoice for Thee, _

‘Taken to an Early Reft, )
Caught into Eternity, . !

6  ‘Thither we all repair, | _
That Glorious Blifs to fhare:
We fhall fee the welcome Day,
We fhall to the Summons bow :
Come, Redeemer, come away,
Now prepare, and take us Now/! -

o

LV. For One Departing.
HYMN XII

't H APPY Soul, thy Days are ended,
All thy mourning Days below:
Go, by Angel-Guards attended,
To the Sight of Jesus go!
Waiting to receive thy Spirit,
Lo! the Saviour ftands above,
Shews the Purchafe of his Merit,
Reaches out the Crown of Love.

2 Struggle thro’ thy lateft Paffion
To thy dear Redeemer’s Breaft,
To his uttermoft Salvation,
To his Everlafting Reft:
For the Joy He fets before Thee,
Bear a momentary Pain, B
Die, to live the Life of Glory,
Suffer, with thy Lorbp to reign.

G2 LVI.
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LVI. On the Death of a Fricnd,

CHYMN XIIL

1 AreweL Thou onge 2 Sinner,
My poor aflited Friend!
Thy Lorbp, thy Faith’s Beginwer;
Is now its Glorieus End 1} - :
The Author of thy Being
Hath fummon'd Thee away,. . .
And Faith is loft in Seeing, -
And Night in endlefs Day. -

2 Thy Days of Pain and Meuming;, -
) '{‘hy lzunifhment is paft,
And to thy Gop returning
Thy Soul is fav’d at laft:
Sav'd from a World of Evils, -
With Jesus Curist fhat in, -
Beyong the Range of Devils, -
Beyond the Reach of Sin.

3 No more o’erwhelm’d with Terrors,

1Or rack’d with Doubts Thoa art,

No more th’ Almighty’s Arrows
Transfix thy bleeding Heart: .

No more thy wounded. Spirit
Faints under its full Load,

Or cries What Man can bear it, ~
The heavy, Wrath of Gop!

4 The Waves and Storms of Paffion
Are all paft o’er thy Head,
From T'rouble and Temptation
Thou liv'ft forever freed:
No Lofs of Friends fhall grieve Thee,
While all thy Ediz fhare;

They

-~
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They cannot, cannot leave Thee,
Thy kind Companions there.

5 With Thofe that went before Thee,

‘The Saints of antient Days,

Who fhine in Sacred Story, s
Thy Soul hath found its Place:

Acquainted with tbeir Sadnefs,
While in the Weeping Vale,

Thou fhareft now their G]adneﬁ,
And Joys that never fail.

6 Thine Earthly Courfe is ended,
Thou haft obtain’d the Prize, {
Triumphantly afcended
T'o Gob in Paradife:
From all thy Care and Sorrow
Thou art efcap’d To:day—
And I fhall mount To-morrow,
And I fhall foar away.

7 Jesus, my Hope of Glory,

I owe it to thy Grace,
That I fhall foon adore Thee,

And fee Thee Face to Face: * ~ °
Fulfil my ExpeQation, -

And O! to take me home, -
With all thy great Salvation,

This happy Moment come!

LVIL ' ANOTHER,
HYMN XIV.

HILE Angel -Quires their Harps employ,
Strung with everlafting Joy,

A Stranger to receive,
.G 3 Qus
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(.)u~rijoy with Sorrow mixt we find,
The widow’d Rriends He left behind,
And innocently grieve.

5 Stript of her choiceft Blefling here,
Nature drops a blamelefs Tear,
From all Impatience kept:
Calm we bewail-odr Friend remov'd,
As Jesus mourn’dfor his Belov'd;
He died; and Jesus Wepe! -

6 Our Lofs we folesmnly deplore,
Not like Men who hope no more
Their'ravith'd Friend to fee, '
Sure to o’ertake his Parted Soul,
In Grief, in Death, our Hope is full
Of Immortality. -

-7 Superior to ourfelves-we rife,
Struggle after to the Ski¢s, - =
And antedate the Day, - :
When coming in the Clouds we-fhall

The Judge of Quick and Dead with all - -

His Glorious Saints furvey.

8 Amidft that bright ‘Rtheresl ‘Train
We fhall find our Friend -#gain,
Diftinguifh’d in-the Thréng,
Our Spirits fhall his Spirit dneww,
And fing with All we lov'd below
The Lamb’s Eternal Song.

1 —
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‘g

pvm.
HYMN xv.
On the Death o THQM.A.S BEARD, wba was:

Impreft gr a Soldicr, and died in t.be H of2
pital at ewcaftle., | .

1 OvupiEr of CurisT, adxeu* s
Thy Conflifts here are paft, . ." R
Thy Loro hath brought ‘Thee thro’;, -
And giv’n the Crown at laft: oo
Rejoice to wear the Glorious Prize, R
Re joice with Gop in Paradxfe.

2 There all t’hy Sufferings ceafe,
There all thy Griefs are o%er,
The Pris’ner is at Peace, -
The Mourner weeps no more ;.

From Man’s oppreflive Tyranny .~ -.%
Thou liv't, Thou Liv'ft forever free. .
3 Tom from thy Friendsbelow =~ - 1, ., =
In Bapifhment fevere; - - .
A Man of Strife, and Woee, -
No more Thau wandreft here, . . &
Join’d to thy Better Friends above, TN

At reft in thy: Redeemer s Love, - ¢ At

4  No longer. now conftrain’d  « -
With Human Fiends to dweﬂ
To fee their. Evit pam‘ﬂ,
Their Blafphemies to fee}' ' , -
Angels and Saints-thy Comrades ase, -t
And all adore the Savmur thcrc b

.-

. -
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§  Thou canft not there bemoan
Thy Friends or Country’s Lofs,
Thro” fore Opprefiion groan,
Or faint beneath the Crofs,
The Joy hath {wallow’d up the Pain,
And Death is thy Eternal Gain.

6  What hath their Malice done
‘ Who hurried hence thy Soul?
‘When Half thy Race was run,
* They pufh’d Thee to the Goal,
Sent to the Souls fupremely Bleft, '
And drove Thee to thy Earlier Reft!

7  Thou out of great Diftrefs
To thy Reward art paft,
Triumphgpt Happinefs, =
And Joys that always laft:
Thanks be to Gop, who fet Thee free,
And gave the Final Victory.

8 Thy Vi&ory we fhare,
Thy Glorious Joy we feel,
Parted in Fleth we are, ’
But join’d in -Spirit ftill :
And ftill we on our Brethren call
To praife the Common Lorp of All.

Not for your needlefs Aid,
Not for your ufelefs Prayers,
(Jesus for Us hath pray’d,
And all our-Burthens bears)
Yet flill on you we call, and cry =~ -
Extol the Lorp of Earth and Sky.

10 Thus let us fiill maintain
Our Fellowthip Divine,
And ’till we meet again
i wl,n Jisvs Praifes join,

- —— -
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Thus, *till we all your Raptures know, .
Sing you above, and We below! ., .

s

LIX Anornnk.

: HYMN XVI.

LL Worthip and Love
, To the Father above,
Who hath famsion’d Another kis Glory'to pro\(e :
Who in Pity and Grace )
Hath thortned his Race,

{

And caught up a Worm to the Slght of his F ace. :

.2 Our Fnend is at reft P

- In a Paradife bleR,
“Which ‘Sorrow, and Samn can never moleft:’
He hath thook off his Clay,
He is wafted away,
And efcap’d to.the Reégions of Permanent Day..

3 Thrice happy Remove -
To a Country above,

We thitherward tend,.
We too fhall afcend, ?
And begin thc En;oyment which never Ihall end

4  For this do we mourn, L
"Till by Angels upbern, )
‘We agnin to our Heavenly Border remm' ot
Caught up in the Air | -
‘We foon fhall Be there, '

0 (S5

" And our happy, unfading 1nhentance ihare. R

5 Wha; Joy fhall zbound, .
©" 'When our Brethsen ardund
The Tlmme of our glorious Redeemer are f{);ﬁ:l;

C

" "Where All are em‘ploy’d in theTrmmph of Love!
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When our Comrades in Pain
We embrace them again,
.And in Jesus’s Bofom eternally reign.

6 With loving Surprize -
The whole Company, cries

How ftrangely at laft are we met in the Skles'
What a Wonder of Grace
Tranfcending our Praife,

That we {hould be feen in this Holieft Place! -

7  Poor Sinners below,
Acquainted with Woe,
How heavily once with our Load did we go!
In Trials fevere .
+ How oft did we fear [here!
We fhould never hold out, we fhould never come

8  Fellow-Prifoners beneath,
Our forrowful Breath
We wafted in paffionate Withes for Death;
Our Evils fo rife,
So painful our Strife,
And fo long did it feem the fad Moment of Life!

9 ‘That Moment is paft!
We are landed at laft,

‘We are fafely arriv’d, where our Anchor was ca.(l
On Immanuel’s Land
With a numberlefs Band,

Of Cherubs and Se:aphs exulting we ftand.

10, For a Moment of Pain

We on Earth did fuftain,
An Eternal Reward we in Heaven obtain:

Who governs the Skies,

Hath banifh’d our Sighs, [our Eyes.
And the Lamb He hath wip'd all the Tears from

No




{l

HymNs and SaAcRED PoEms. 83

11 No uneafy Alloy.

_ Shall fully our Joy,
While our Harps in Zmmanuel's Praife we employ, .
Not a diffonant String
Shall be heard while we fing [King.
With the Chorus of Angels, our Sav.lonr and

12 Our Saviour we own

“'Who fits on the Throne,
Salvation afcribe to'the FaTHgR and Sonl

We are fav’d by the Lamb! =

Let all Heaven proclaim, [Name.
Let all Heaven bow down to The Wonderful

13 Our Jesus furround
“With Majefty crown’d,
And Amen to our Praifes ye Seraphim found :
Lo! He fhews us his Face!
* Ye'Seraphim gaze,
Or fall, and adore in the Spmt of Praife.

14 ‘Thus, thus let us lie, )
Tl rais’d by his Eye, -
Hallelujah, again Hallelujah we cry!
Progreflively move, _
- And it Rapture improve, o
And Etemity fpend to the Praife of his Love

LX.
, HY M'N XVIL .
On the Death of Alexander White.

\ WHaart a Soul-tranfporting Sight -
Mine Eyes To-day have feen,
A SpeQacle of ftrange Delight

To Angels, and to Men! :
T ' Nor
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Nor human Language can exprels,
Nor Tongue of-Angels paing
The valt myfterious Happinefs
Of a departing Saint!

3 See there, ye mifbelievitg Race,
The Wifdom from abpve!
Behold in that pale, {miling Face
The Power of Him we love,
How calmly through the mortal Vale:
He walks with énm sT his Guide,
And treads down all the Powers of Hell,
"And owns the Crucified !
S SRR ST
4 Where is the King of Terrors? .where. ‘
The Pomp of deadly Pain?
A Child of Gop his-Frowns eandare;
And all his Darts difdain:
¢« The King of Fears; he greatly cries, : .
Can never frighten me,
Who grafp thro’ Death the glorious Prize-
Of Immortality. '

5 The Life, which in my Spirit dwells,
He never can deftroy, :
And all the Pain my Body feels
Is fwallow’d up m Joy.
Jesvus doth all my Burthens bear:
.And gladly I commend- -
The Objeéts of my lateft-Care
T'o my eternal Friend..
6 Whate'er ye afk, whate'er ye want,
My Lorp thall richly give:
The Blefling of a dying saint -
On all your Souls 1 leave.
Come, follow to that happy Place,
Qur Matfter’s Joy to fee,
For O! in one fhort Moment’s Space
Ye all fhall reft with me, Rejoice

o~ 1
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6 Rejoice, my Friends, I go before,

‘To meet my happy Doom,

And tell thém on the heavenly Shore,
Ye all are haftning Home.

For me my Father's Chariot waits,
I fee the flaming Steeds,

And lo! the everlafting Gates
Lift up their pearly Heads!

. 7 The bleffed Meflenger is fent,

To lead me to the Throne,
Above that ftarry Firmament,
Above that glimmering Sun.
The Angel beckons me away
‘To fairer Worlds on high:
And let me now the Call obey,
And lay me down, and die.

8 At this thrice welcome Time of Grace,

When Gop for me was born,

Made ready for his kind Embrace,
My Spirit fhall return.

To-day I fhall with Rapture fee
The Child to Mortals given,

And kifs the Incarnate Deity,
And keep the Feaft in Heaven.

9 Even now the Earneft He reveals .

Of my eternal Reft,

Th’ immeafurable Comfort fwells
This weak tranfported Breaft:
My Body fails, my Soul wants air,

And gafps for its Remove,
So much of Heaven I cannot bear,
1 am too full of Love.”

16 Thrice happy Soul! by fpecial Grace
So highly favour’d here,
To found in Death the Saviour’s Praife,
And breathe the Comforter:
Vou. I -H

85
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- a
On Earth to’ enjoy the blifsful Sight
To dying Stephen given, -
And fee his Lorp enthron’d in Light,
And fee his opening Heaven,

&1 That heavenly Blifs, when Language fails,

His every Look difplays,

And every Smile divinely tells
The Raptures of the Place.

The Glory, while he lays it down,
Shines thro’ the finking Clay,

And lo! without a parting Groan,
The Soul afcends away! ’

12 Without a Groan the 'C/nr':‘{liarx'dies!

But not without a Word: -

On me, on me, he loudly cries, °
To meet our Common Lorp.

He calls me by my worthlefs Name,
My Soul he beckons home:

And lo! in Jesus’ Hands I am,’
And lo! I gladly come?!

13 Witnefs my undiffembled Tears,

If here I with to flay, -

Or rather to fhake off my Fears,
And corruptible Clay.

‘Witnefs the Searcher of my Heart,

- Whofe Abfence I bemoan,

And pine, and languith to depart,
And ftruggle to be gone.

14 Lorp, if Thou didft indeed infpire

Thy Servant's dying Breaft,

And fill him with thine own Defire,
That I with Thee might reft;

Thine own Defire in me fulfl,
Thy perfe&t Love difpenfe,

And freely my Backflidings heal,
And Now tranfport me hence.

- -

~
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T

LXL B
Hywmns of Intercefon..
1 EAD of thy C}xumh, whofe épirif fills, '
I l And flows thro’ every Faitliful Soul,

Unites in myftic Love, and feals .
Them One, and fimplifies the whole;

2 Lefs than the leaft of Saints, I join
My Littlenefs of Faith to Theirs,
O King of All, thine Ear inclire,
Accept our much-availing Prayers.
3 Come, Lorp, the Glorious Spirit cries,
And Souls beneath the Altar groan,
Come, Lorp, the Bride on Earth replies,
And perfe& all our Souls in One.

4 Pour out the Promis’d Gift on All,
Anfwer the Univerfal Come,
'The Fulnefs of the Gentiles call,.
And take thine Antient People home.

5 To Thee let all the Nations flow, .
~ Let all obey the Gofpel-Word,
Let all their bleeding Saviour know,
Fill'd with the Glory of the Lorp.

6 O for thy Fruth and Mercy Sake, ‘
The Purchafe of thy Paffion claim,,
Thine Heritage the Gentiles take,
And caufe the World to know thy Name:

7 Thee, Lorp, let every Tongue confefs,.
Let every Knee to Jesus bow:

i H:2 o! All-
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O! All-redeeming Prince of Peace,
We long to fee thy Kingdom now.

8 Haften that Kingdom of thy Grace,
And take us to our Heavenly Home,
And let us Now behold thy Face: v
Come, glarious Gop, to Judgment come!

LXIL
'HYMN IL -

3 Trov our Hufband, Brother, Friend,
O Behold a Cloud- of Incenfe rife,
The Prayers of Saints to Heaven afcend,
Grateful, unceafing Sacrifice.

2 Regard our Prayers for Sion’s Peace,
Shed in our Hearts thy Lave.ahroad.
“Thy Gifts abundantly increafe, ,
nlarge, and-fill us all with. Gop.

3 Before thy Sheep, ‘Great Shepherd, go,
And guide into thy ﬁrfeé‘t Wwill;
Caufe us thy hallow’d Name to know,

The Work of Faith withr Pawer fulfil.

4 Help us to make our Callin fure,
O! let us.all be Saints indeed,
And pure as Gop Himfelf is pure,
Conform'd in all Things to our Head.

Take the dear Purchafe of thy Bleod;
Thy Blood fhall wath us white as Snow,

Prefent us fan&ified to Gob, . .
And perfeited in Love below.

That

—_
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& That Blood which cleanfes from All Sin,.
That Efficacious Blood apply,

And wath, and make us throughly clean,: S

And change, and wholly fan&tify. *

7 From All Iniquity redeem,
Cleanfe by the Water and the ' Word,-
And free from ‘every Touch of Blame,

And make the Servants as their Eowrp: -

8§ Waih out the deep, Original Stain,.
And make us glorious all within,

No Wrinkle on our Souls remain,
No {malleft Spot of Inbred Sin.

g Then, when the perfeét Lifé of Love-
The Bride and.al! her Children live;
Come down, and take us from above,

And to thy Heaven of Heavens receive:

LXHL.
HYMN III,
O MosT compaffi fonate Hij igh-Prieft,

Full of all Grace we know Thoa art;

Faith puts its Hands upon thy Breaf,
And feels beneath thy panting Heart;

2 Thy panting Heart for Sinners bléeds ;
Thy Mercues, and Compaﬁions move ;
Thy groaning Spirit interceeds,”
And yéarn the Bowels of thy Love.

3. Hear then the pleading Spirit’s Prayer, .
(The Spirit’s Will to Thee is knowny ,
Fer all who now thy Sufferings fhare,
And il for full Redemptien groan.-
I

1 3
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4 Poor tempted Souls, with Tempefts toft, T

And Strangers to a Moment’s Peace;
Difconfolate, affliCted, loft, v
Loft in an howling Wildernefs.

§ Torn with an endlefs War within, - Cus

Vex'd with the Flefh and Spirit’s Strife,
And ftruggling in the Toils of Sin, o
And agonizing into Life. . .

6 O! let the Prifoners mournful Cries
As Incenfe in thy Sight appear!
Their humble Wailings pierce the Skies,
If hap'ly they may feel Thee near.

7 The Captive Exiles make their Moans, .. - -,

From Sin impatent to be free:
Call home, call home thy banifh’d ones!
Lead captive their Captivity |

8 Shew them the Blood that bought their Peace, .
The Anchor of their ftedfaft Hope;
And bid their guilty Terrors ceafe,
And bring the ranfom’d Prifoners up.

@ Out of the Deep regard their Cries,
The Fallen raife, the Mourners chear ;
O Sun of Righteoufnefs, arife,
And fcatter all their Doubt, and Fear!

to Pity the Day.of feehle Things: - -
OL gather every halting Soul,-
And drop Salvatiop from thy Wings, o
And make the coutrite Sinner-whole, - 1

11 Stand by them in the fiery Hour,
Their Feeblenefs of Mind defend ;
And in their Weaknefs thew thy Power,
‘And make them patient to the End,
SN O! fa.

T e
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12 O! fatisfy their Soul in Drought;
Give them thy faving Health to fee,

And let thy Mercy find them out;
And let thy-Mercy reach to me. = -

13 Haft Thou the Work of Grack: begun, A

And-brought them to the Birth invain? *

O let thy Childrén fee the Sun!’ a
Let all their Souls be boin again.

14 Relieve the Souls whofe Crofs we bear, = '
For whom thy fuffering Members moum;
Anfwer our Faith’s eﬂ'eé’tudl Prayer:
Bid every ftruggting Child be bom.

15 Hark, how thy Thrtle-Dove complains;,
And fee us weep for Sion’s Woet ‘
Pity thy fuffering People’s Pains;
Avenge us of our inbred Foe.

16 Whom Thou has bound, O Lérs, etpe,
And take liis Armour all away;
The Man of Sin, the Child of Hell,
" ‘The Devil iri our Nature flay:

1,
y

#7 Him, and his Works at once défiroy,
‘The-Being of dll Sin erafe; .
And turn our Mourring into Joy, .
And cleath us with f.he Robes of Paaife, -

18 Then, when our Suierings all- my‘&, e

O! let us pure and perfett be,
And gain our Calling's Prize at: M, Y
Forever Saniified in Thee: .

g

P T
LXIV.

~
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LXIV.
"HYMN IV.

3 UTHOR Jof Faith, we feek thy Face,
For All who feel thy Work begun;
Confirm, and ftablith them in Grace,
And bring thy feeblet Children on.

2 Thou feeft their Wants, Thou knowft their Names :.
Be mindful of thy youngeft Care;.
Be tender of thy new-born Lambs,
And gently in thy Bofom bear.

3 The Lion roaring for his Prey,
~ With ravening Wolves on every Side;: -
‘Watch over them to tear,. and flay, i
If found one Moment from their Guide:

4 Satan his thoufand Arts eflays,
His Agents all their Powers employ,
To blaft the bleoming Work of Grace, .
The -Heavenly Offspring to deftroy.

5 Baffle the crooked Serpent’s Skill,
And turn his fharpeft Dart afides

Hide from their Eyes the Devilith I, -

O fave them from the Plague of Pride.

6 The Dreaming, Vifionary Fiend -
Unmatk, 3nd drag to epen-Light,_
And let his wild 1llufions end,

And chafe him to eternal Night. - -

# In Safety lead thy little Flock, .
From Hell, the World, and Sin fecure;
And fet their Feet vpon the Roek,
., And make in Thee their Goings fure.
o ok From
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8 From Idol-loves, and vain Defires

O Gob, thy little Children keep,
And £l their Hearts with Holy Fires,
And lull them in thy Arms to flecp.

9 There let them lie fecure, and take -
Their Reft, and never thence remove,
*Till in thy Likenefs they awake,
The glorious Likenefs of thy Love.

d

: - LXV.
For the Fallen.

] Heearep of pae/, hear -
Our fupplieating Cry,
And gather in the Seuils fincere,
hat from their Brethren flys
Scatter'd thro’devious Ways
Colle&t th{ feeble Flock, -
And join by Thine Atoning Grace,
And hide thémin the Rock,

2 Theu every Simple Heast
With Pity doft behold:

Ah! bring again whom ‘Saran’s Art
Hath fever'd from the Fold;
The Souls far off remov'd,
‘Whofe Burthen ftill‘we-bear,

Ah! give'them back fq dearly lov'd,

To Faith’s Almighty Prayér.
3 We ftedfafily believe

Such Power belongs to Thee,
‘Thou canft the lawful Prey retrieve,

And fet the Captives free,
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Canft bring the Wanderers back,
So perfettly reftore,

That Satan never.more fhall fhake,
Shall never touch them more.

4 O woudft Thou end the Storm, -
That keeps us ftill apart;

‘The Thing impoffible perform,
And make us of One Heart;
One Spirit, and One Mind,
‘The fame that was in Thee;

O might we all again be join'd
In perfect Charity.

§  Jssu, atthy Command,
We know it fhall be done:

Take the two Sticks into thy Hand,. v

The Two fhall then be One; .

One Body, and one Fold, -

We then fhall {weetly prove,
And live in Thee, like Thofe of old,.

The Life of fpotlefs Love.

Gob of all Power, and Grace,
Set up thy Bloody Sign,

And gather Thofe,. that feek thy Face,
And by thy Spirit join:
Thy few. remaining Sheep
In Britain’s Paftures bred,

United to Each other keep,

United to their Head,

7  The Soul-transferming Word
In Us, ev'n Us fulfil: ‘

Join to Thyfelf, our Common Lorbp,.
And all thy Servants feal;
Confer the Grace unknown,
The Myftic Charity :

As Thou art with thy Father One,,

* * Uhaite us all in Thee.

NS

-
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8 So fhall the World believe -
Our Record, Lorp, and Thine,
And Thee with thankful Hearts receive
The Meflenger Divine,
Sent from his Throne above,
__To Adam’s Offspring given,
To join, and perfe& us in Love,
And take us all to Heaven.

7

LXVL. For afick Friend.

HYMN VI
1 EE, Lorp, with Pity fee

?,

The O::ch& of thy Love, = -

And help his Soul’s Infirmity,
And all his Griefs remove,
Support the tottering Clay

That weighs his Spirit down, - 3
- And lead him thro’ this Thorny Way

To that Eternal Crown.

2 Yet now in Life detain
" His Soul for Sion’s fake,
In Mercy lift him up again,
And to his Fricn£ give back:
In Anfwer to our Cry,
Thy chofen Servant raife, -
And fend him forth to teftify
The Gofpel of thy Grace.

3 - Regard'thy Faithful Ones,”
Who all his-Burthen bear, - !

And hear in Us the Earneft Groans,”
The Spirit’s filent Prayer; =

The

~
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The Prayer that oft hath ftay’d
The Saints in their Remove,

And in thé Vale their Soals delay’d,
To’ inhance their Joy above. -

4  According to thy Will
If now thy Spirit prays,

‘The Prayer of Faith the Sick fhall heal, --
And lengthen out his Days:
Thou knowft the Spirit’s Mind
To Us, O Lorp, unknown;

But lo! we wait on Thee, vefign'd,
"Till all thy Will be done.

i

LXVII. ANOTHER,
HYMN VIL

EE, Lorp, the Ohjeét of thy Love,
And O/camig quickly from above,
The Blefling, 1o impart, .
Him to Thyielf by Faith unite,
And in large bloody Letters write
Forgivenefs on his Heart,

2 Feeble, and languithing in Pain,
He only longs thy Love to gain,
That Medicine of the Soul:
Jesus, thy pardning Love reveal,
And give him Now the Balm to feel,
Which made oxr Spirits whole.

3 Lo! in the Arms of Faith and Prayer
To Thee his fin-fick Soul we bear,
" And place beneath thine Eye;
Pronounce the Comfortable Word,
And fpeak him Now to Health reflor’d,
And freely Juftify.
Thou
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4 Thou Son.of Man, with equal Eafe
The Body’s and the Soul’s Difeafe
Canft in a Moment heal,
Canft from his Bed of Sicknefs raile, :
And by thine Ipftantaneous Grace -
His prefent Pardon feal.

§ But that the faithlefs World may know
Thou cantt forgive our Sins be/ew,
Before we teach the Skies, =
"The double Miraclé repeat,’
Abfolve the Sinner at thy- Feet,
And bid his Body rife.

6 Body, and Soul at once reﬂ:orc,
Aud bid him teftify the Power, |
* That fhews his Sins forgiven,
Bid him by Faith take up the Bed,
On which thy facred Limbs were laid,
And bear hts (.ro& to Heaven.

‘ LXVIII..
For a Backflider in Dcﬁmr.
" HYMN VIHIL

1 EE, Loan‘, ‘with tendereft Pity fee
S A wandrmg Sheep, cut off from Thee,
And from thy People driven, °
A Fallen Squl that did run well;"
Atrreft her on the Brink of Hel,
And fnatch her up to Heaven.

2 Her to the Throne of Grace we bear,
And ftrive, in Agony of Prayer,
To tear her from the Foe:
Vor. II. 1 Break,
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Bréak, ]esﬁ, break thé Lion’s Teeth,
And pluck her from the Toils of Death,
And let the Captive go.

3 Is She fo near the Burning Lake, - :
That Thou no more canft bring her back, =~ -
Canft ranfom her no more? _
Nay, but Thou able art to fave
A Soul «within the Gaping Grave,
And bid the Deep reftore.

4 Stir up, O Lorp, thine utmoft Power,
And pluck her in This Gracious Hour
Out of the Fowler’s Snare,
Command th’ Accufer to depart,
And kill the Worm that gnaws her Heart,
~ The Viper of Defpair.

" g For Her the plaintive Turtle moans,
For Her the pleading Spirit groans,
And lo! thy Saints agree
Touching this Thing, in Faith to-claim
A Pardon, Jesus, in thy Name,
A Pardon full and free. -

6 Canft Thou reje&t thy Spirit’s Cry ?
Canft Thou thy Bride, Thyfelf deny?
Nay, but Thou fhalt not reft,
No, never will we let Thee go,
*Till She again thy Mercy know,
And fink upon thy Breaft. :

7 Extend thine Arms, and take herin, .
A weary Fugitive from Sin, . .. .
To fhew thy utmoit Power,
Now, Lozp, from Safan’s Bond releafe,
And freely give Her back her Peace,
And bid her fin n¢' more. -

LXIX.
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LXIX. Fot a Backflider.
HYMN IX.

- From thine own nolonger ftay,
Vhom Thou lov’ft is fick of Pride,
Sick, for whom Thyfelf hatt died. =~

2 See the Soul whofe Fall we weep,
Come, and wake him out of Sleep,.
Lull'd in Self.fecurity, -

Halting twixt the World and Thee.

3 Hear our Faith’s effe&tual Prayer,
Snatch him from the Fatal Snare,

" Now thy ready Help fupply,
Come, before onr Brother die.’

4 Atk, (Thyfelf hatt'faid) and have:
Save him then, in Mercy fave,
Grant the Grace for him.we claint,
Life we atk in-Jesus Name.

5-Jesv, call to mind thy Word,

Give him to our Faith reftor'd,
Freely his Backflidimgs heal,
'On his Heart his Pardon feal.

6 Make him as the troubled Sea, =
*Till he find his Reft in Thee,

Rind, and then his Soul releafe,
Bid him thendepart in Peace. .

R

12

1 MAS’FER, come, no more delay, '

LXX:
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LXX, Far'.tbe Wavering.
HYMN X.

t EE;,A ]i;oib;( our Wavering Brethren fve, -

Ready to leave thy Church and Thee,
Beguil'd by hellith Art, .

O fave them, fave them from the Spare, |

Watch o’er thine own with jealous Care,
And keep their feeble-Heart.

2 O do not quit thy grici'ous Hald,
Nor let them ftraggle from the Fold .
In Dangei’s trying Hour;” =~
Thine Arm in their Behalf difplay,
Bear them on Eagles Wings away
Beyond the Tempter’s Power.

4 Why fhould a Child of Thine give Place

To Satan, with his Angel-Fa¢e? - -
Jesu, the Cloud difpel, ) .
Give them to fee his {pecious Lies, . - .
And ftrip him' of his fair Difguife,

Arxid all his Depths reveal.

4 Apprize them of the Rujn near, .
Fill all their Soul with Sacred Fear,
With Wifdom from above =
Their unfufpicious Heart infpire,
Surround them as 3 Walk of Fire; .. -
And wrap them in thy Love. -

Thy Lov:e,‘ that found the w:an@iring ShCQP.

Ol let it fill in Safety keep
Thefe Children of our Prayer;
In Anfwer to our faitliful Cry,
Preferve them, “till they reach the Sky,
- .. And own thy People there!

LXXI.
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- LXXI For tlve.Tem]-bz‘éd.”
. HYMN XL

T EEK, patient Son of Gop and Man,
With us in our Temptation ftay 5
Our fainting, feeble Minds fuftain, e
_ And keep throughout the Evil Day;
The Evil Day of Eoubts, and Fears, .
And Fightings, ’till thy Face appears.

2 We have not an High-prieft in Thee,
Who cannot our Afflitions feel;” -
The Tempted Soul’s Infirmity -
With kind Concern affe&s Thee flill;
Touch’d with our every Grief Thou art,
And bleeds for Us thy pitying Heart.

3 For Us, by Men and Fiends diftreft,
For Us by various Paffions torn,
Who toil to enter into Rett,
Who for thy Second Coming mourn,
And fill thy Sacred Sorrows up,
And drink thine Agonizing Cup.

4 - Companions to the Man of Woe,
O! let us ftill; with Thee abide;
Tempted, alas! to let Thee go,
And ftart from the Command afide,
" By every Wind of Dottrine driven,
‘To feek a Broader Way to Heaven. ™

5 Yes, Lorp, with deepeft Shame we own
Our Wearinefs of all thy Ways, ‘
Our Hafte to throw thy Burthen down,
Nor bear the Hidings of thy Face,
Nor wait 'till Thou create us new,
And give the Crown to Conqueft due.
. T Is S We
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6 We fear'd to wait thy Leizure, Lorp,
Or make the Crown: theo” Sufferings fure,
. Nature the Killing Word abhor'd,
Nor would we to the End andure,
But fnatch.a cheap fallacipus Peace, - '
And reft in fancied Holinefs. T

7 Ah! do not let thy Sheep depart, - -
. Wide-featter'd, in the Cloudy Day,
But crofs th* Angefic Tempter's Art,
But fpoil the Lion of his Prey,: -
Nor let us from our Hope remove,
Our Gofpet- Hope' of perfe&-Love.

8 Us, and our Brethren in Diftrefs, -
Patient within thy Kingdom keep,
Sure all thy Fulnefs to poflefs, - -
Our Harvett in the End tg reap, .
Thy finlefs Nature to retrieve, . _
And glorious in thine Image live.

LXXII.

HYMN XIL .
1 (“Aviour, to Thee we humbly ery: - .
The Brethren we have loft reﬁorg,_ _ .

Recall them by thy Pitying Eye,’

Retrieve them from the T'empter’s Power,
By thy vi€orious Blood caft down,
Nor fuffer him to take their Crown.

= Beguil'd, alds, by Sazan’s Art: :
We fee them now far off remov'd, o
The Burthen of our hleeding Heart, 8
The Souls whom once in Thee we lov'd, '

Whom ftill we love with Grief, and Pain,
Ard weep for theis Return in vain. - Ik
FEENE ¥ . n
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3 In vain, "till Thou the Power beftow,. . .+ =
The dowble Pewer of quickning Grace, ~
And make the Happy Sinners know o
Their Tempter with his Angel- Facc, L
" Who leads theém. Captive at his Will, -
Captive—but Happy Smntr} filk: ;

4 O woudft Thon break the fatal Share
Of Carnal felf- {ecurity, _
And let them f2e/ the Wrath they bear, Lo
And let them’groan their Wattt of Thee,
Robb'd of their falfe Permicious Peace,
Stript of their fancied Righteoufnefs.

§ The Men of Carelefs Lives, who deesm
Thy Righteoufnefs accounted Theirs,
Awake out of the Soothing Dream,
Alarm their ‘Souls with humble Fears,
"Thou jealous Gop, ftir up thy Power,
And let them fleep in Sin no more.

6 Long-as the Guitt of Sin fhall 1aft, -
Them in‘its Mifery detain,
Hold their Licentious Spirits faft,
Bind: themi with their own Nature’s Chain,
~ Nor ever lét the Wanderers reft, '
>Till lodg’d again in JESUS Breatt,

R} ,,~' S e

LXXIII
H M N XIIL

HEfnzm-Dm‘ne, at whofe Command
1 feek the wandris; [% Souls of Men,. -,
Supported by thy- Chaftning Hand,

To Thee 1 groan mine inmoft Pam, :
To Thee pour out my fad Complaint, y
And fweetly on thy Bofom faiat. ; - . "I‘!;

i ) ou
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2. Thou only knowft the Load I bear, - -
For every weak and wavering Sheep:
For them 1 in thy Bowels care,
For them in fecret Places weep,
And tremble at their Danger nigh, .
And daily mourn, and daily die.

3 I mourn for Thofe that did. run-well;.-
But now have lefi the Narrow Way,
Have loft their former Love, and Zeal,.
And fainted in their Evil Day,
And weakly giv'n to Satan Place,
To Satan with his Angel -Face. .

4 Beguil'd, alas, of their Reward, .
And bafled by his foothing Lxe,

“Poor blinded Souls, they call Thee Lorb,.
But all thy Kingly Power deny,

Thy Perfe& Power to root out Sin,

And bring ‘the Heavenly Nature in.

Remov’d from the fure Gofpel-Hope, -
They vilely'caft their Shleld away, -
Their Calling’s glorious Prize give up,
Down the finooth Path of Pleafure firay,
Blafpheme the Grace-they will not prove,
And fpurn the Pearl of Perfe& Love.

6 Lull'd in Imaginary Peace, . . -
Rich in a Fancied Faith they relgn,
And fold their Arms, and take their Eafe, .
And fettled on their Lees again -
All Inward Holinefs difclaim,- - :
Since CHRIST was meek, and Chaft fﬂr Thm
7 Thy nghtcoufnefs to cloak their Sin -
They claim with Lips and Hearts impure, . -
Unchang’d, unhallow’d, and unclean,
They fancy their Salvanon fure,
B N N e . WraPr
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‘Wrapt up in-Flefhly Liberty,: -
Happy in Sin but net‘in»'Fhee R
8 Ah! wou'dft Thou, Lbilb, onee more awakt
Theis Soul.out: of the Dead R -
The:r Babel Schemes in Pieces e

ve trem back the Spirit’s Throes,
The Labourfor fubfantial-Peace,.
The Strife for Real Rnghteoufaefs.

9 My Heart’s Deﬁre, and Prayer to Thee

-Is, that they may be fav’d-at laf,
Tho’ toft on Error’s-Stormy Sea,
Late on the Rock of Ages caft,
In Pieces let them dathitheir Pride,
And fink—ints. The Crucified! - - -

10 Who will aot'be by Love conftrain’d,
O bring them by thy Judgments bzek,
Regard the Prayer of ‘Faith unfeign'd, .
And fave them for thy Mercy’s Sake,
Anfwer our lab’ring ‘Heart’s Defire, -
And fave ehemfby Affition’s Fire.

LXXIV

HYMN XIV. ‘ .
H1 Lon», ugardrm)uendlefs Woe, - -

‘Remove at laft the Load I bear,
1 will not, . -will met let Thee g, N
Witheut an Anfwer to my: Prayet,
But grieve,. il Fhou fupprefs my Sighs,
And dry the Fountams of - my Eyes. -

2Ceafekfslmummy0hzldualok, St -

‘The Children whom thy Grace had ng 'y
Or to dnd fro-by Satan toft, . -
- By every Wind of Datrine dnven.

-
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Or hamper'd in the Toils of Hell—
Poor helplefs Souls, that did run well!

3 Part by their own Inventions led,
Down the broad Path of Pleafure ftray,
In Egype hide their guilty Head,
And happy by the Flefhpots ftay,
Indulge their fenfual Heart’s Defires,
And mock at what thy Law requires.

4 Choak’d by the Thorns of Worldly Care-
Others give up their Calling’s Prize, .
No Fruit unto Perfection bear, o
But bound in Luft, or Avarice
Eternity for Time forego, "
And feek their bafe Delight below.. '

§ Stumbling on Shame’s Offenfive Rock,
~Others-have left the Thorny Road,
Thy People, and- thy. Caufe forfook,
And prudently denied their Gop,
Secur’d an Honourable Name, :
And loft their Souls, to keep their Fame: -

6 How many to th’ Angelic Foe
Have weakly fall’'n an Eafy. Prey,
And let their Holy Calling go,
And wandred down a Smoother Way,
Charm’d by his datéinonian Lore,
‘To watch, and pray,- and firive no mére! - ~

‘7 Ah! Lorp, th:e‘.gric\:rou.s Havock-fee,

Which Satan of thy Church hath made,,

And fet once more the Prifoners free, . -
By Pride into his Toils betray’d,

Once more the keen Conviction dart,

And break the, Self-deceiving Heart. .

«

0! for,
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8 O! for the Honoar of thy Name,
Releafe the Slaves to Evil {old,
Again with heavenly Fire inflame -
The Souls whofe Love is waxen cold, ~~
And fix, and ftablifhi us in Grace, .
The Mon’ments of thy Perfect Praife. -~

_ LXXV.
"HYMN XV.

1 Heruerp of Souls, lay to thine Hand, -
And vindicate thine Injur'd Caufe, ‘
The Troublers of thy Flock withftand,
The Foes, and Haters of thy Crofs,
Who caufe thy Little-Ones to fray, -
And lead them down an Eafier Way,

2 Thy poor, oppreft Difciples, Lorp, *
In Peril *mongf falfe Brethren fee,
And O! thy timely Help afford
To Us, that look for Help in Thee, -
Who hearft the Tempted Soul’s Complaint,
And giveft Power to All that faint, - ’

3 We beckon'd to our Friends for Aid,
Our Partners in the Other Ship:
They came; our eafy Trut betray’d,
They came-—to fink us in the Deep, ° )
Our Veflel 'gaint their ownr to- break, ™« * "~ -
And then to gather up the Wreck. o

4 Deceitful Workers, in thy Name, T
With Guile they catch the fimple Heart,
The feeble Followers of the Lamb = .
They make them from thy Paths depart,
' _Remove

T e 2k s et e
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Remove from their high Calliag’s lnae,,
And rob them of their Paradile. -

5 Deceiving, and. deceiv'd, they gl.lle L
Down the fmooth. Stream of Carsal Peacc,
The Gate thro> which they. pafs. is Wide, .
And broad their Path of Righteoufnefs,
No-Strife, ro Conflict, and no Care, -
No Crofs, or Holinefs is there.

6 Perfect at once, and pure, and clean,
Yet foul, imperfect,. and impure,
They fin, and blefs themfelves in Sm,
And boaft of their Salvation fure:
Saviour, the fond Delufion thew,
~ For O! they know not what' they do.

7 Alas, for Them,t that i/t not know
The Loap abhoss thewr Sacrifice, -
‘Who weak, unftable Souls o’erthrew,
And on their Brethren’s Ruin rife,
Offer Thee Fraud, and Robbery,
And fawn, and. he, and fteal for Thce. ‘

.8 Forgive them, Lorp, but O! reﬁram,

No longer let their-Guile procecd:- . e

O might they their Firft Love regain, |
And fimply in thy Statutes tread;

Their Faith by.their Obedience prove; -

And rife with us to perfect Love. :

4

LXXVI.
Hymns for The Perfecuted,
ESU, the growing Work is Thine;
And who fhall hinder its:Succefs ?

1n vain the Alien Armies join,
‘Thy glorious Gofpel to fupprefs,
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L And vow, with Satan's Aid; to’o'erthrow
The Work thy Grace revives below.

2 The wary World, as Fulian wife,
‘Wife with the Wifdom from beneath,
A while its milder Malice tries,
And lets thefe mad Enthufiafts breatbe,
Breathe to infef their pureft Air,
And fpread the Plague of Virtué there.

e e

3 Wondring the calm Defpifers ftand,
Amd dream that They the Refpite give,
Reftrain’d by Thide o’er-ruling Hand,
They kindly fuffer us to live,
Live, to defy their Mafter’s Frown,
And turn his Kingdom up-fide down.

4 Still the Old Dragon bites his Chain,
Not yet commiflion’d from on high,
Rage the fierce Pharifees in vain,
Away with them the Zealots cry,
And hoary Caiaphas exclaims,’
And Bonner dooms us to the Flames.

[ e aiid

e e

| § But our great Gop, who reigns on high,
Shall laugh their haughty Rage to fcorn,
Scatter their-Evil with his Eye, = - '
\ Or to0 his Praife their Fiercenefs turn;
! While all their Efforts td remove
! His Charch, fhall ftablifh her in Love.

6 Yes, Lorp, Thy Promife: Word is true,
Our facred Hairs are number’d All,
Tho® Earth, ‘and-Hell our Lives purfue,
~  Without thy Leave we cannot fall:
And if Thou flack the Murtherer’s Chain,
We faffer but with Thee to reign.

YoL.II. > K- . Our
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8 Our Sufferings fhall advance thy Cavufe,
And blunt the Perfecutor’s Sward, o
Dil'Xread the Victory of thy Crofs, ’
nd glorify our Conqu'ring Lorpy -
Evil fhall work for Sion’s Good : ot
Its Seed is ftill the Martyrs Blood. . ,

CLXXVH. - .-
For the Brethren at Wedne{buty. ;

. . HYMN I

1 EAR dying Lamb, for whom alone- ~
p We fuffer Pain, and Shame, and Lofs,’
car thine afflited People groan, - - "'
Crufh'd by the Burthen of thy Crofs,
And bear our fainting Spirits up, s
And blefs the bitter, facred Cup.

-2 Drunkards, add Slaves of lewd Excefs,
Bad, lawlefs Men, Thou knowft, we livd:
‘The ‘World, and we were then at Peace, ™
No Devil his own Servants griev’d,
Evil we did,. but fuffer’d none;
The World will always love its own.

5 But now we would thy Word obey,
And firive to’ efcape the Wrath Divine,
Expos'd te All, an he]plefs Prey,
Bruis'd by our Enemies, and Thine,
As Sheep "midft ravening Wolves we lie,
And daily grieve, and-daily die.- -+ : "I 3%
4 Smiitten, we turn the other Cheek, . .. 14
Our Eafe, and Name, and Goods forega,
Help, or Redrefs no longer feek.. :
In any Child of Man, pelows

»
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The Powers Thou didtt for Us ordain,
For Us they bear the Sword invain, .-

§ But wilt Thou not at laft appear, =~ . .-
Into thine Hand the Matter take? . - . ..

We look for no Prote&tion here,
..But.Thee our only Refuge-meke; -
To Thee, O righteous Judge, appeal,

And wait thine Acceptable Will

6 Thou wilt rot thut thy Bowels up,
Or Juftice to the Oppreft deny;
‘Thy Mercy’s Ears Thou canft not ftop
Againft the mournful Prifoners Cry, .- ¢
Who ever make our humble Moan, = ;.
- And look for Help to Thee alone. co

7 Then help us meekly to fuftain : S
The Crof of Man’s Oppreflive Power, . - -
To flight the Shame, endure the Pain,
And calmly wait the welcome Hour,
‘That brings the fiery Chariot down, :
And whirls us to our Heavenly Crown. -

LXXVIL |
For the Brethren at the Devi,.ie's, :
CCOHYMN ML

2 YESUS of Nawareth, Yook down
On Thofe Thou call’ft thy Fleth and Bone,
Thy fuffering Members here: o
Atrife, ‘in their Defence arife, ‘
And now, in all the Heatheas Eyes,
_On [fraels Parteppear. - '~ - :
- Kz Thy
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Thy weakeft Confeffors defend,
And let them on Thyfelf depend
For Help in their Diftrefs: .
Support, confirm the Feeble-Mind; - '
And keep them all on Thee reclin’d, -
And keep in perfect Peace. .

Yo

. Let none forfake the Fold, and fly, .
Let none thro" Fear their Lo deny,.
But ftand the Fiery Hour,
The Greatnefs of thy Mercy prove, - .
The Truth of thy redeeming Love,.
And all-fufficient Power.

Let norie unwarily give Place . . Lo
To Satar, with his Angel-Face,. -
And yield their Souls to fell,
To fell their Confcience, ‘and their Gop,. -~ -
Or weary leave the Narrow Road, . - '
And go fos Eafe—to Hell, _ 2

" Still may they on the World look down, .
Superiar to its Smile and Frown, ‘
Its Threats and Promifes; ‘
The Tempter tread beneath their Feet,
And Thee, where Sazan keeps his Seat,
In Life, and Death confefs.

Now, Saviour, now their Fears remove,,

The Senfe of thy redeeming Lave .. .-
Abundantly impart,

To All whofe Tacred Love we feel;

The Prayer of Faith this Moment feal
Qn every Panting Heart.” -

-

1
. -
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T LXXIX.
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LXXIX. For One in Prifon.
HYMN 1v.

] Saviour of Sinners diftreft,
The Sighs of thy Captive attend,
And fuccour, and fet him at reft,
And ranfom his Seul to the End:
Our Brother, whefe Burthen we bear,
Whom into thy Hands we refign,
Preferve with thy tendereft Care,
And feal him eternally Thise.

2 Afflited, and hated of Men,
Of Thee, and thy Servants belov'd, .
We fee him with Pity and Pain,
. From all his Companions remov'd ;
Whom prefent in Spirit we find,
Him abfent in Body we mourn,
+And long to be perfe@ly join'd,
And pray for his Happy Return.

" 3 O Father, who heareft the Pfayer,

Prefented in Jesus's Name,
The Peacedble Anfwer declare,- o
Confirm'd in the Blood of the Lamb;. -
‘We pray Thee, for Jesus’s fake
The Prifoner of Jesus retrieve,.
And give us his Confeffor back, -
 And Al to thy Gloty receive.

LXXX. ANOTHER.
_HYMN V.
T EAR, ‘O Lorp, the ceafelefs Prayer.

Led.

-



114 HymnNs and Sacrip Porms.

.- Lol we all the Busthen beary — —~——— _ -
And grieve the Grief of One: -
Pray we, Jesvs, in thy Name,

Give Him to thy Church reftor'd,
Him whom now in'Faith we-claim,
The Prifoner of the Lorp, oo ( ‘

2 All tdgether bound with Him . =,
We for Deliverance cry:

Thou art mighty to redeem,

Thy Help is ever nigh: . )

Who againft thy Power can ftand ¢
Jesu, Lorp, the Matter take.

Into thine Almighty Hand,

And fend our Brother back.

5 Now into his Dungeon fhine,

And fweeten his Diftrefs,

Fill his Heart with Love Divine, .
And keep in perfe&t Peace; -

Let his Mind on Thee be ftay’d,
Lull him in thy Arms to reft, .

Bid him lean his weary Head
On his Redecmer’s Breaft.

4 Keep him, ’till th’ appointed Hour
. Thy Glory to difplay, .
Then put forth thy. Kingly Power, .
And make an open Way;
From his Sins, and Bonds releafe, .
Stamp him with the Stamp Divine, .
Thou thy lawful Captive feize, '
And feal him ever Thine.

~a
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LXXXL
 HYMN VL. ..
s HE AR, O Thou Strength of Jarl, hear
Thy poor, aflicted People’s Cry, |,
— From Satan, and his Legions near,. ..
To Thee our only Help we fly; B

All Human Confidence refign,
Nor truft in any Arm but Thine.

2. Not Oze of all the Rich; or Great, -
Or Noble, on our Side is Seeny
They fhrink to bear ‘thy Crofs’s Weight;
They feek the Praife that comes from Men, .
Thine Honour fell, to fave;their own,
And leave us to. our Gobp.alone.

3 Expos’d we feem to Saran’s Will, - T
As Sheep *midft ravening Wolves we lie, .
Our Foes have learnt the 4r¢ to kill,
By Legal Wrong they-doom to die
The faithful Followers of our Loz,
And flay them as with dmmon’s Sword. -

4-In hatte to fill their Meafure uF, S
And bring thy Plague on all the Race;.
Theit, Ears againft thy Calls they. ftop, -
Rejeét the Gofpel of thy Grace, ~ -
Slanghter againt thy People breathe,
And drag thy Meflengers to Death. -

57 But wilt Thou not thy Caufe maintain, . -
Thy helplefs, injur'd People right?
Yes, Lorp; our Faith fhall not be vain, -

Our Faith in thy all-faving Might :
Shall bring the.promis'd Syccours down, \
And win the Fight, and take the Crown..

<«
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6 Thou wilt, we ftedfatly believe,
Thy glorious Arm at fatt difplay,
Out of the Toils of Hell retrieve,
And take us for thy lawful Prey,
Call home thy Flock to Exile driven,
- And lead us to thy Fold in Heaven.

LXXXIL
HYMN VIL

: Ejozce, ye happy Saints, ’
R Wheo only Jesus know,
Whom Vice and Folly Paints
As Monfters here below,
Rejoice in the Divine Applaufe,
The Honour from above,
And glory in yeur Mafter’s Crofs,
And triumph in his Love.

2z Ye Wife and Pious Few,
Whofe Names the World blafpheme,
They therefore know not you
Becaufe they know not Him: .
Strangers, approv’d of Gop alone, .
To all their Wrrongs fubmit,
And let them fpurn, and tread you down
As Clay beneath their Feet. ‘

3 Tis thus ye learn to be .
True Followers of the Lamb,.
Who died apon the Tree, '
That ye might do the fame:
With bumble Thankfulnefs receive
T'he Scandal of the Crofs,
The Grace not only To believe,.
But fuffer for his Caufe.” .



A -

-~

N

. HYMNs and-Sacrep PoEms.’

4 By Fools accourited mad," -
Of his Reproach pofeft;. -
He bids your Hearts be glad

Your Lorp declares you bleft:- - ‘

Exult in your defpis'd LEftate,
Enjoy the Token given, U
For O! beyond: Conception great
Is your Keward :in Heaven,

- -

"L',X'XXHL o
THYMN vono 5
fouu xvie 15 2,3, 4 .
Asnx, we call thy Word to’ mmd

Thy Truth and Faithfulnefs we ﬁnd .

- Our fure Support, and Stay: .
The Time is come, by Thee foretold,
Like Sheep we-are to-Slanghter fold;,

And made to Wolves a Prey.

2 The World, who take thy N, lame’in -vau!;
Affli& our fhrinking Flefh with Pain,
" Our feeble Spitits grieve, -
The Chriftian World with' furious Zeal
Qut of their Synagogues expel;
_ And murmur that we Rve.

A
‘

As loathféitie Hereticks difelaiim,
And from thine Altars cbafe;

Affur’d they do Thee Service good,

And smerit rilich; who fhied thie Blbod
Of fuch a pois'nous Race.

3 They load us thh Reproach, ‘and’ Shame,

PR

4 Becaufe our Gop they'-have not knewnp. -

» Nor Thee his meek, pacific Son,,

-

-
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They all thefe Evils do;
Born of the Fleth with cruel Seozn
They vex us of the Spirit bom; .
"~ And would to Death,purfue. :

§ In every Place, in every Age,.
The reftlefs Rerfecutor’s Bage
" ‘Continues ftill the fame; -
Reform’d in fhew, refin'd in 11, - o
‘The Heathen World, is Heathen &ill, * -
And Cbriftian but in Name.

6 Beneath their Anger's utmoft Waeight
We rife, we glory in their Hate,

That Token of thy Love; -
Thou, Lorp, haft faid, It muft be fo,
And lo! thro’ great Diftrefs we.go

To greater joys above, -

LXXXIV.
Hxy mNs for-the Watch-Night.

1 HOU Judge of Quick and Dead,
) Before whofe Bar fevere :
With holy ]?]{, or guilty Dread .
We all fhall foon appear;
Our caution’d Souls prepare
For that tremendous Day, i .
- And fill us Now with watchful Care, -
And ftir us up ta pray. '

2 To pray, and wait the Hour,
The awful Hour unknown, =
When robe’d in Majefty, and Power,
‘Thau fhals from Heaven came down, T
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- Th’ Immortal Senof Man, = "+ * -
, To judge the Human Race, -
With all thy Father’s dazling Train, -
With all his Glorios Grace, - oo

. A BN Jooak
3 Todamp our Earthly Joys, -~ T .
To’ increafe our- gracious Fears, " "
Forever let the Archangel’s Voice: e
Be founding in our Ears, AR
The folemn Midnight Cry, ' " - o

“ Ye Dead, the Judge is come,”
& Arife, and meet Him in the Sky, I ¢
“ And meet your Inftant Doom, ~ ° L

4  O! may we thusbe found' - oo
Obedient'to his Word, - = - - L
Attentive to the Trumpet's $ound; S
And looking for our Lorp: o
O! may we thus infure
©ur Lot among the Blegt,
And watch a Moment, to fecore
An Everlafting Reft. © -

LXK,
HYMN IL . %

L H, what a Wretch am §? - S
I cannot watch one Hour:
The roaring Lion fk ismigh,: = . ¢ R
And ready to devour: o eh
A conftant Watch He keeps, -
He eyes me Night'and Day, - - k
And never flumbers, never {leeps,,
Left He fhould lofe his Prey.

-

I
 The
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2 The World are always nigh,
And for my Halting wait,
“The Philiftines in. Ambufh lie,
On me to wreck their Hate:
They watch my every Turn, A
They mark wherz'er 1 go, oz
‘Their Malice not to fleep hath fworn,
*Till it hath kill’d their Foe.

3 The Delilab within
Ready each Moment ftands -

To give me up, faft bound by Sin, = . . "~
Into their.cruel Hands: . R
I flight my Saviour’s Aid,
Take my Deftroyer's Part,

And ftill am falling, ftill betray’d
By my own faithlefs Heart.

How weak my Heart and blind,
That I can think of Eafe,
Can Comfort for a Moment find
In fuch a State as this!
Can fold my Arms to {leep,
Nor Pain, nor Horror feel,
‘While finking fwift into the Deep,
And dropping into Hell.

Gracious Redeemer, fhake -
This Slumber from my Soul,

Say to me now, Awake, Awake, . - -
And Curist fhall make thee wholet
Lay to'thy mighty Hand, T
Alarm me m this Hour,

And make me fully underftand
The Thunder of thy Power.

6 Give me on Thee to call,
Always to watch and pray,
Left I into Temptation fall,
And caft my Shield away: E
or

N



P = T

N e —— —— T —y S— — — o —— P — o g iy M—— g \—

Hymns and SAcrRep PoEms. 121

- For each Affault prepar’d,
And ready may b be, - - -

" Forever flanding oh my Gdard, "

And looking up tQ Thes: .*

O! do Thou always warn

My Soul of Evil near, .
‘When to the Right ot Left I turn, -

The Witnefs let me hear,

¢« Conte back; this is the Way:

Come back, and walk Kerein:™
O may I hearken, and obey,

And thun the Paths of Sin.

8 I would from every Sin
As from a Serpent fly,
Abhor to touch the Thing Unclean,
And rather chufe to die.
I would, I would my laft
This very Moment breathe,
Would die, that I may pever tafte
Of Sin, and Second Death.” * -

9  Thou feelt my Feeblenefs, -
. Jesus, be Thou my Power:

My Help, and Refuge in Diftrefs,
My Fortrefs and my Tower:
Caufe me to truft in Thee,
Be Thou my fure Abode,

My Homn, and Rock, and Bickler be,
My Saviotr, -and my Gon. -

10 Myfelf I cannot fave,
Myfelf I cannot keep; A
But Strength in Thee I furely have,
Whofe Eyelids never fleep.
My Soul to Thee alcne '
Now therefore F commend ;
Thou, Jesus, having lov’d Thine own, .
Shalt love me to the Ead. C
“Vor II. L LXXXVI.
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LXXXVI.

CHYMN ..

1 I am the Man: that have known
> Diftrefs by th& Stroke of his Rod+
And ftill thro® the Anguith I groan, -

And pine for'the Abfence of Gop:- - -

‘The Happy in Jesus, may fleep:
But O 'till in me He appeart,P '
Be this my Eniployment to weep,
And water my Couch with my Tears.

2 Or rather, if any arenigh, - .
Forlom, and aflited like me, .
All Night let us lift up our Cry,
And mourn his Appearing to fee, '
(As Watchmen expetting the Morn)

Look out for the Light of his Face,

"‘And wait for his Mercy’s Returp,
And long to recover his Grace.

3 His Grace to our Souls did a péér, .

And brought us Salvation from Sift; _ )

We felt our Emmanuel here,
. Reftoring his'Kingdom within:
But O! we have loft Him again,
His Spirit hath taken its flight,
Our Joy, ‘it is turn’d into Pain,

Our Day it isturn’d into Night,

4 O what fhall we do to retrieve
.The Love for a Beafon beftow'd! ~ °
*Tis better to die than'to live

Exil'd from the Prefence of Gop: = ’.

‘With Sorrow diffracted, ‘and Doubt,
With palpable Horror oppreft,
'The City we wander about,

- ‘And feck ows Repofe in his Breaft. A

M o
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5 Ye Watchmen of ]jrael declare
" Ifye our Beloved have feen,
And point to that Heavenly Fair, .
Surpaffing the Children of Men: ]
Our Lover and Lorp from above, - g
‘Who oply can quiet our Pain, - . =’
Whom only we languith to:love, -
O where ﬂullweﬁndﬂmagam!

6 The Joy, and Defire of our Eyes,
The End of our Sorrow and Woe, -
©Our Hope, and our Heavenly Prize, -
Our Height of Ambition below ;
Once more if He fhew: us his Face,
He never again fhall depart,
. Detain’d in.our clofeft Embrace,.
Eternally held in our Heart.

LXXXVIL
HY MN. IV.

'S  Jesvus, the Reft-
Of Spirits diftreft,
In whom all the Children of Men may be- bleﬁ
The Blefling defign'd o
For the whole of Mankind,
Give us in the Lovaof thy prm to find.

2 For this do we keep-
Fh A fad Vigil, Tand weep,. -
e Fruit of our Tears that in Joy we ma:
While fent from. abiove Joy Y R‘P'
The Comfort we prave,
The unfpeakable Gift of thy ran{ommg Love.

3 Our Brethren we fee .
By Mercy fet free, . [Thee.
They have found the abundan Redemyuon i
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Thy Tenders of Grace
"They gladly embrace,
And tell of thy Goodneﬁ and lxve toﬁxy mee

4 But fill ‘we remain . -
In Bondage and Pain,

Unable to bear, or-to thake off our Chain ;
In the Furdace we cry;
Come, Lorp,-from-the Sky,

Make hafte to our Help, or in Agypt we die.

O Jesus, appear
Thy' Mourners to chear,
Our Grief to affuage, and to banith our Fear: .
Thy Prifoners releafe,
Vouchfafe us thy Peace, “[ceafe.
And our Troublcs and Sins in a Moment fhall

6 'That Moment be Now;: -
‘The Petition allow,

Our prefent Redeemer,. and.Comforter Thou,
The Freedom from Sm, .
The Atonement bring in, - - [clean.

And fprinkle our Cenfcience, and- bid. us he

7~ Thy Blefling of Grace
*  Now let it take place, - i
The Dew of thy Mercy defcend on, our Race,
Thy Spirit, O Goo,
Pour out on the-Croud,

And water us all with 3 Showcr af th) Bleodt.

LXXXVIII

HYMN Yy.

1 . E AT HER of Mercies, hear! o
. Who didft of old fend down .

~
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An Heavenly Meffenger,
With Tidings of thy Son:
Shepherds, who watch'd their Flocks by Night,.
They firft believ’d the Word,
And fang, o’erwhelm’d with Heavenly Light,
The Birth of CurisT,. the Lozp. o
2 To Men of fimple Heart
The Saviour ftill reveal,
The welcome News impart-
Of Joy unfpeakable;
To Us, who here our Stations keep;-
To Us a Child be given,
‘Who wait to find, while Others fleep,
The Lorp of Earth and Heaven.

3  With pure, celeftial Day
Our ravifh’d Souls furround,
Or let the heavenly. Ray
Within our Hearts be found ::
Let all thy ranfom’d Sons of Grace
Th’ Angelic Army join,
And chaunt in ceafelefs Songs of Praife,
The Majefty Divine.

4 Glory to Gop above:
For his Redeeming Plan,
And Peace on Earth, and Love
Benevolent to-Man :
‘We juftly own the Glory His, .
With Heaven’s acclaiming Powers; .
For O! the Benefit and Blifs,
Is all forever Ours!
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. LXXXIX.
. HYMN VL

1 YESUS, py Mafter, and my Lorp,

J I would thy Will obey, o
umbly receive thy warmning Word,
And always watch, and pray.

My conftant Need of Warchful Prayer
I daily fee, and feel,

To keep me fafe from every Snare
Of Sin, and Earth, and Hell.

2 Into a World of Ruffians fent,
I walk on hoftile Ground,
Wild human Beafts, on Slaughter bent, .
And ravening Wolves furround. o
The Lion feeks my Soul to flay, o
In fome unguarded Hour,
And waits to tear his fleeping Prey,
And watches to devour. =

3 But worfe than all my Foes, I find

The Enemy within, =~ - -

The Evil Heart, the Carnal Mind,
My own infidious Sin: o

My Nature every Moment waits.
To render me fecure,

And all my Paths with Eafe befets,
To make my Ruin fure. ‘

4 Bat Thou haft given a lond Alarm, o

And Thou fhalk ftill prepare* - -

My Soul for all Affaults, and arm -
With never-ceafing Prayer.

Thou wilt not fuffer me to fleep,
Who on thy Love depend,

But fill thy faithful Servant keep,

- And fave me to.the nd. -

N
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. XC. |
HYMN VIl

.

N ESUS, beftow the Power, -

Who gavett the Command: °

Unwearied on Thyfelf, my Tower.
Enable me to ftand;
Chearful to_undergo

Whole Nights of fweet Diftrefs,

And watch againgt my Three-fold Foe, '

*Till alf® my Conﬂléts ceafe.

2 Bid me of Men beware,
And to my Ways take Heed,
Difcern their every Secret Snare,
And circamfpecly tread:
1§ht I calmly wait,
uccours from above,
And ﬁand againft their open Hate,
And well-diffembled Love.

3 My Spirit; Lorp, alarm, :
When Men and Devils join,

Againgt the Wiles of Sarex, arm .

In Panoply Divine, -

O may I fix sy Face

His Onfets to repel, .

Quench 3l his Fiery Darts, , and Me

The Fiend to his ewn H;eﬂ.

4 But above all 3fraid 4'

Of my own Bofom-Foe,

Still let me fuecty Thee foy Aid,

To Thee my Weskaefs thew, o

Hang on thine Arm alone

With Selfmiftrating Care, . . |

And deeply in the Spirit groan

The never-ceafing Prayes,.., .. .

)

——
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s Give me a Sober Mind,
A quick-difcerning Eye

The firft Approach of Sin to find,.
And all Occafions fly.
Still may I cleave to Thee,.
And never more depart,

But watch with Godly Jealoufy-
Over my Evil l‘{nn

6  Thus let me pafs my Days
Of Sojourning beneath,
And:languifh to conclude my Race,.
And render up my Breath,
In humble Love and Fear, .
“‘Thine Image to regain, .
And fee Theemi‘fthe ‘Clouds appear,
And rife with Thee to reign.

XCI..
HYMN VIIL

1 H ARK, how the Watchmen cry!"

Attend the Trumpet’s Sound,
Stand to your Arms ;- the Foe is nigh,
The Powers of Hell furround :
‘Whe bow torCarist’s Command
Your Arms and Hearts 5
The Day of Battle is at handl,mwc‘
Go forth to Glorious War. .

2 See on the Mountain’s Top~
The Endign of ybur Gop,

In Jesu's Name I lift it up,
All-fain’d. with hallow’d Blood ;-
His Standard. bearer. I
To.all the Nations ¢all,.

N

~



T ey

T AWTTEEEEEAN T T TN TR e .\

HymMws and Sacrzp PegmMs. 129

Let all to Jesu’s Crofs diaw mglu CA -
_ He bore the Crofs for al. R -

3 Ye who his Call obey, .
Behold the Banner {pread

To cover in the Evil Day - o
His faithful Soldneu Head: - )
Be ftrong in Jesu’s Might;
The Panoply Divine- - o ‘

Put on, beneath this Standand- ﬁghy 2
And conquer in This Sign. - o

4 go upcthh Caresr, your Hoad, .
our acamuFomﬂapsfet, F
Follow your (?apmn, ang be led :
To certain Vidlory: , PR TR RN
All Power to Him is gwqp. e
.He ever reighs the fame, _
Salvation, Happinefs, and Heayen -~ -
Are all in fusu’s Num .

Ye now have took the Fx;ld,
And fearlefly march on,
Fight the good Fight, hold faft your Sheld.
*Till Satan is-caft down, - ;
Caft down he foon fhall be; o
He fhall, he fhalt fubmit, - '
Compell'd with all his Hoft to flee. ~ -~ .
Or bruis’d'hemth your F ect.

6 Only have‘ Faith in Goo, e

= InFaith your:Foes affail, - - . ..

Not wreftling againft Fleth and Blood. -

gut all the ?owe;s é)f He(l‘l o
rom Thrones of Gl r -

By flaming Vengemc‘:);mﬂ?n' : -

They throng the Air, and darken Helm; -

g

., And rule the. lower World
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7  Angels your March oppofe,
Who ftill in Strength excel,
Your fecret, fworn, eternal Foes,
Countlefs, invifible; -
‘With Rage that never ends,
Their hellith Arts they try,
Legions of dire malicious Fiends,
And Spirits enthron'd on high.

8 On Earth th’ Ufu reign, )

Exert their baleful Power, : :
Q’er the poor fallen Sons of Men
They tyrannize tlieir Hour.

But fhall Believers fear?

- ‘Butfhall Believersfly? - T

Or fee the Bloody Crofs a]?nr;

And all their Powers defy?

9 gzw’s tremendous Name,
uts all our Foes to flight!

Jesus the meek, the Angry Lamb

A Lion is in Fight:

By all Hell’s Hoft withftood,

We all Hell’s Hoft o’erthrow, )
And conquering them thro’ Jesu’s Blood,.

We ftill to conquer go.

to Our Captain leads us on,
He beckons from the Skies,.
He reaches out 2 ftarry Crown,
And bids us take the Prize;:
¢ Be faithful unto-Death,. _
¢ Partake my Vi&ory, ,
« And Thou fhalt wear this glorious Wresth,. -
¢ And Thou fhalt reign with me.

rt  ’Tis thus the Righteous Lorn, A
To every Soldier faith, ‘

Eternal Life is the Reward

"¢ 'Of all-viQorious Faith:
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‘Who conquer in his. Mighe .
The Victor’s Meed receive,

And claim a Kingdom in his nght. B o
Which Gob is bound togm:.

[ 12 Butletusa]labxde S
Throughout the glorious Wa.:, Sl
*Till every Soul is fan&tified,. . .
And more than Conqueror,
°Till every perfed ane.- .
To Heavenly Joys remaove, .
And fit with ]nsus on his Throne . . |
Ofwerlaﬁmg Love, . . .

"~ XCIL
H"Y M'N IX. -

. ArTalx, Gop of our Salvanon, o
Night and Day :
Will wepay
Thee our Adoratipn : |

All Day long ouf Lips confefs Thee, e

All the Night - -
Our Delight o
~ Is in Songs to blefs Thee.

Loftin Thee
Happy We. ,
Never count the Hours: .
Love; ‘our Ot dehghtful Leffon,
Love and Joy
Still employ
Every gracious Seafon,

2 Whom thy Dymg Love oer-powcrs, o o

Rwa!s

ERYE
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3 Rivals of the Hedvenly Quire,
Lo! wetife -
To the Skies,
Higher fill, ‘and higlier: -
There we have our Converfatian, . . . .
Talk with Gop, * . .
Him whofe Blocd ~ '
Purchas’d our Salvation,

4 We like all thy Hoft addre Thee: o
Reftlefs They ~ - :
Night and’
Render Thee the Glory.
Author of our every Blefling,
— Govof Grace,
Thee we praife
Never, never ceafing. -

5 This be-here our wholp: Employment,
*Till we claim, :
Thro' thy Name, - , -
All thy Love’s Enjoyment ;
*Till we drink the Chryftal River,
Drink and fing . - -
To ow King, . - .

Sing and fhout forever.

XCIL . . | .
HYMN X. .
1 YESUS, Gob of our Salvation, --
Give us Eyes Thyfelf to fee,
Waiting for thy:Confolation, -
Longing to believe on Thee’ R
Now vouchfafe the facred Power,
Now the Faith Divin¢ impart,
Meet us at this folemn Hour,
Shire in every drooping Heart.

Anna-
.
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2 Anna-likg within the Temple,
Simeon-liké we meekly fay;.
Daily wi]th thy Sé,ircx:ts aflemble,
Nightly for thy Coming :

Whilg ouz Soulsbire bow’d ll'::f"}c;re Thee,
While we humbly fue for Grace,
Come, thy People’s Light and Glory,
Shew to All thy Heavenly Face.

3 If to us thy Sacred Spirit. .
Hath the Fuguaré Grace reveal'd,
Let us by thy Righteons Merit, - -
Now receive dus.Barden feal'ds . -
‘To Eternal Life appointed,
Let us thy Salvation {ee,
Now behold the iorp’s Amdinted, :
Now obtain qur Heaven in Thee.

. PO

"~ XCIV.
HYMN XL

1 ESUS, guard thy gather’d Sheep,
Who thy Voice bggin to lmow,P
ay and Night in Safety keep,
Help us after“Thee to go:
Eyeing Thee with fixt Regard,
By thy Word and’Spirit led,
Walk we in the Works prepar'd,
.Clofe in-all thy Footfleps tread.

2z In thy Pilgrimage with Men,
(Objedts of thy conitant Care)
Thou didft all their Griefs fuftaid,
Lab'ring, watching unto. Pra}yer: .

Vor. im. .-+ ™ - Theu
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Thy Tenders of Grace -
They gladly embrace, - -
And tell of thy Goodnefi, and live to thy Praife.

4  But ftill 'we remain
In Bonddge and Pain, _
Unable to bear, or.to Thake off our-Chain;
In the Furace we cry;, - -
Comie, Lorp,- from-the Sky, .
Make hafte to our Help, or in kgypt we die.

O Jesvs, appear
Thy Mourners to chear,
Our Grief to affuage, and to banith our Fear: .
Thy Prifoners releafe,
Vouchfafe us thy Peace, [ceafe.
And our Troubles and Sins in a Moment fhall

6 That Moment be Now;. . .
The Petition allow, .

Our prefent Redgemer,. and.Comforter Thou,
The Freedom from Sin, .,
The Atonement bring in, * ~ [clean.

And fprinkle our Confcience, and bid. us be

Thy Blefling of Grace

Now let it take place, - : ’
The Dew of thy Mercy defcend on, our Race;

Thy. Spirit, O Goo, ' P

Pour out on the Croud, )

And water us all with a Shower af thy Bloodt.

LXXXVIIL
.HYMN V..

1 ATHER of Mercies, hear!
e | Who didft of old fend down

~~
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An Heavenly Meffenger,
With Tidings of thy Son:
Shepherds, who watch’d theu- Flocks by Night,.
They firft believ’d the Word,
And fang, o’erwhelm’d with Heavenly Lxght,
The Birth of CurisT,. the Lozp.

2 To-Men of fimple Heart
The Saviour-ftill reveal,
Tlgfwelcomepl:kev:; im
Joy unfj le;
To Us, who here our Stations keep;-
To Us a Child be given,
Who wait to find, while Others fleep,
The Lorp of Earth and Heaven.

3. With pure, celeftial Day
Our ravifh’d Souls furround,
Or let the heavenly. Ray
Within our Hearts be found::
Let all thy ranfom’d Sons of Grace
Th’ Angehc Army join,
And chaunt in ceafelefs Songs of Praife, -
The Majefty Divine.

4 Glory to Gop above:
For his Redeeming Plan,
And Peace on Earth, and Love
Benevolent to-Man:
We juftly own the Glory His,.
With Heaven's acclaiming Powers; -
For O! the Benefit and Blifs,
Is all forever Ours!

G

Lz . LXXXIX.

.
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. LXXXIX.
’ HYMN VL

1 YESUS, my Mafter, and my Lozp, '

J I would thy Will obey, =~
umbly receive thy waming Word,
And always watch, and pray.

My conftant Neged of Wartchful Prayer
I daily fee, and feel, '

To keep me fafe from every Snare
Of Sin, and Earth, and Hell.

2 Into a World of Ruffians fent,

I walk on hoftile Ground,

Wild human Beafts, on Slaughter bent,
And ravening Wolves furround.

The Lion feeks my Soul to flay,
In fome unguarded Hour,

And waits to tear his fleeping Prey,
And watches to devour. "~

3 But worfe than all my Foes, I find

The Enemy within, =~ = "~ - -

The Evil Heart, the Carnal Mind,
My own infidious Sin: T

My Nature every Moment waits
To render me fecure,

And all my Paths with Eafe befets,
To make my Ruin fure.

4 But Thou haft given a iond Alarm,

And Thou fhak ftill prepare* -

My Soul for all Affaults, and arm: -
With never-ceafing Prayer.

Thou wilt not fuffer me te flcep,
Who on thy Love depend,

But fill thy faithful Servant keep,

" Aol fave me o the §ad. -

N
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. .

. XC.
HYMN VIIL
T ESUS, beftow the Power,
Who gquﬁ the Command:

Unwearied on Thyfelf, my Tower.
Enable me to ftand; )
Chearful to_undergo . '
Whole Nights of fweet Dxﬁref's,

And watch againft my Three-fold Fee,

*Till alf® my Conﬂx&s ceafe.

2  Bid me of Men beware,
And to my Ways take Heed,
Difcern their every Secret Saare,
And circamfpectly tread:
§ht I calmly wait,
uccours from above,
And ﬁand againtt their open Hate,
And well-differsbled Love.

3 My Spirit, Lorp, alarm, -
When Men and Devils join,

Againét the Wiles of Sarax, arm
In Panoply Divine, - :
O'may I fix my Face ... .
His Onfets to repel, .

Quench gll his Fiery Darts, and sbafe
The Fiend to his ewn Hell.

4 But above 3l gfeaid ';;,.‘;' '

Of my own Bofom- Foe,

Still let me fuetp Thee for Aid, y
‘ To Thee my Weekpefs thew, , ...

Hang on thine Arm alone . -
With Self-mifteuiting Care, . .
And deeply in the Spirit groan

The never-cegfing Prayer..., .. . . T

PRma y

)
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Give me a Sober Mind,
A quick-difcerning Eye

The firt Approach of Sin to find,.
And all Occafions fly. -
Still may I cleave to Thee,.
And never more depart,

But watch with Godly Jealoufy
Over my Evil Heart.

6  Thus let me pafs my Days-

Of Sojourning beneath,
And:languith to conclude my Race,.
And render up my Breath,’

}Il‘l humble Love and .Fear,

"Thine Image to regain, . )
And fee Thee in the Clouds appear,

And rife with Thee to reign.

XCI..
HYMN VIIL

1 ARK, how the Watchmen cry!
H Attend the Trumpet’s Sou.md‘:ry
Stand to your Arms ;- the Foe is nigh,
The Powers of Hell furround ;
Wheo bow to-Crrist’s Command
Your Arms and Hearts prepare;
The Day of Battle is at hand,
Go forth to Glorious War.

2 See on the Mountain's Top-
The Enfign of ybur Gob,

In Jesu’s Name I lift it up,
All-flain’d. with hallow’d Blood :-
His Standard-bearer. I -
To all the Nations ¢all,.

-
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Let all to Jesu's Crofs draw nighy - = - -
. He bore the Crofs for aH‘g s

3 Ye who his Call chey, .
Behold the Banner {;

To cover in the Evil Day - R
His faithful Soldier’s Haad& et
Be ftrong in Jesu’s Might;
The Panoply Divine - . -~ :

Put on, beneath dus Standand ﬁght; 5
And conquer in This S&u o

4 Go up with Caiast, your Hond, .
Your Captam s Footleps fee,  : -

Follow your Captain, and bﬂ d .
To certain Vidlory: , PP T
All Power to Him is gwqp. Ve s
.He ever reighs the fame, .

Salvanon, Happmefs, and Heayen - -
Areall in fEsu’s Nunc .

~

Ye now have took the Fxcld,
And fearlefly march on,
Fight the good Fight, hold faft your Shdd,
YTill Satan is-caft down, »
Caft down he foon fhall be, .
He fhall, he fhalt fubmit, - ‘
Compell'd with all his Hoft to flee. -~ -~ -
Or bruis’d beneath your Feet.

6 Only havg Faith in Goo, o

= In Faith your:Foes affail, - - . .

Not wreftling agdinft Fleth and Blood. -

- But all the Powers of Hell: o
From Thrones of Glory driven, .

By flaming Vengeance hurl’d,
They throng thie Air, and darken Hum; e

T

., And rule the. lovur World
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7  Angels your March oppofe,”
Whgo ftill in Strength Pol::el,
Your fecret, fworn, eternal Foes,
Countlefs, invifible; -
With Rage that never ends,
Their hefli{h Arts they try,
Legions of dire malicious Fiends, o
And Spirits enthron’d on high.

8  On Earth th’ Ufu reign, )
Exert their baleful Power, o s
Q’er the poor fallen Sons of Men
They tyrannize their Hour. -
But fhall Believers fear?
- But-fhall Betieversfiy
Or fee the Bloody Crofs a%pcu, A
And all their Powers defy ¥

9 gssu's tremendous Name,.
uts all our Foes to flight!
Jesus the meek, the Angry Lamb
A Lion is in Fight:
By all Hell's Hoft withftood,
: We all Hell’s Hoft o'erthrow, .
And conquering, them thro® Jesu’s Blood,.
We #till to conquer go. 1

to  Our Captain leads us on,
He beckons from the Skies,.
He reaches out a flarry Crown,
And bids us take the Prize;:
¢ Be faithful unto Death,.
¢ Partake my Victory, :
¢ And Thou fhalt wear this glorious Wreath,.
¢ And Thou fhalt reign with me,

=t Tis thus the Righteous Logn, =~ = -
To every Soldier faith, S

Eternal Life is the Reward

1" 'Of all-viQorious Faith:.

N
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Who conquer in his Might-

! The Vicor’s Meed receive,

' And claim a Kingdom in his Right, - o
thchGonxsboundtogwe. T

12 But let usall abide = - .. -

Throughout the glonous Wagg:, - -

*Till every Soul is fan&ified, . Coa.
And more than Couqueror.
*Till every perfet ane -
To Heavenly Joys remove,

And fit with Jesus on his. Throne
Of everlafting Love,

[

.

'XCIL

HYM'N IX.

B — e e e — gy~ - -

3 Artalx, Goo of our Salvatnon, o
Night and Day :
4 Will we pay’_ o )
Thee our Adoration: '
All Day long our Lips confefs Thee,
All the Night -
Our Delight A
_ Is in Songs to blefs Thee.

2 Whom thy Dymg Love o’er-powers,
Loftin T .
Happy We ,
Never count the Hours: .
Love, “our our Ori¢* delightful Lefion,
Love and Joy
§till employ
’ Every gracious Seafon, L
Rwa!s ’

N SORNTY]
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3 Rivals of the Hedvenly Quire,’
Lo! wetife -~ - )
To the Skies, ™
Higher fill, ‘and higher:- - - -
There we have our Converfatian, = .
Talk with Gon, * ) .
Him whofe Blood " '
Purchas’d our Salvation,

4 We like all thy Hoft addre Thee: .
Reftlefs They -~ ;
Night and’ Jéy
Render Thee the Glory.
Author of our every Blefling,
= Govoof Grace,
‘ Thee we praife
Never, never ceafing. -

5 This be-here our wholp: Employment,

Till we claim, :
Thro’ thy Name, - , .

All thy Love’s Enjoymexgt ;

*Till we drink the Chryftal River,

Drink and fing ~. -
To ous Kingy . >

Sing and fhout forever.

[4

XCHL . . . .
HYMN X. .
1 YESUS, Gob of our Salvation, ..
J Give us Eyes Thyfelf to fee,
Waiting for thy*Confolation, R S
Longing to believe on Thee’ .
Now vouchfafe the facred Power,
Now the Faith Divin¢ impart, -
Meet us at this folemn Hour,
Shire in every drooping Heart.

Anna-

.
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2 Armna-likq within the Temple,
Simeon-like we meekly flay;
Daily with thy Sajnts affemble,
Nightly for thy Coming pray :

‘While our Souls are bow’d befor'e Thee,

While we humbly foe for Grace,
Come, thy People’s Light and Glory,
Shew to All thy Heavenly Face.

3 If to us thy Sacred Spirit, .
Hath the Fuguré Grace reveal'd,
Let us by thy Righteons Merit, - -
Now receive o Parden feal'ds -
To Eternal Life appointed,
Let us thy Salvation fee,
Now behold the Lorp’s Amvinted, :
Now obtain qus Heaven in Thee.

£33

© o oxew.
HYMN XL

1 ESUS, guard thy gather'd Sheep,
Who thy Voéice bggin to know,P
ay and Night in Safety keep,
Help us after“Thee to go:
Eyeing Thee with fixt Regard,
By thy Word and’ Spirit led,
Walk we in the Works prepar'd,
.Clofe in-all thy Footfeps tread.

z In thy Pilgrimage with Men,
(Objedts of thy conftant Care)
Thou didft all their Griefs fuftaib,
Lab’ring, watching unto. Prayer:

Vor. L.« .+ ™M

Theua
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Thou whole Nights in Prayer didt fpend-
On the Mount for Us employ’d,

Prompt the Helplefs to defend,
Prevalent with Man and Gon.

3 By no private Wants compell’d, . + -

Only Love infpir’d thy Brca&, e e !
Love thy fteady Hands.upheld, ~

Love inforc’d the kmd R;egucﬂ .
And fhall ave refufe to jojn, - . L4

We who all the Good receive, + - -+ -+
Reap the Fruit of Toil Divine,

By the Prayer of Jesus live! = - .-

4 Nay, but in thy Strength we rife, '
Nightly to the Mountain.go, -
Breathe our Withes to the Skies, . -
For the fleeping Crowd below ;
Pray, my watchful Brethren, pray,
Full of Wants, and Sins, and Fears,
Wreftle 'till the Break of Day,
*Till the Saving Grace appears.

5 Jesus, hear our demght Cry,
Execute thy Love's Defign, ...
Bring thy great Salvation nigh,
Claim a ranfom’d World for Thine, . . '~ =
Take the Purchafe of thy Blood, - oo
(Blood that fpeaks our Sins forngen)
Let it bring us near to Goo,
Let it pray us yp to Heavenl

LXCYE
HYMN XII

O Thee, the 'I‘i-ue Eternal 'L ght,
At this awful Noon of Night, - o
: N ur
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Our longing Souls afcend,
For Thee we watch, -for Thee we pray,
And haften to the joyful Day, - '
When all our Toils fhall end.

2 The'joyful Day we foon fhall fee, ' o
With no fad Obfcority -~ 5 = ¢
_Attended, or-purfird;, - -
No dark Eclipfe fhalV intervene, .
Nor gloomy Grief pollate the ‘Scene,
%r ftain the Day of Gop, .

3 The Day of Gop fhall then be Ours; - ° = -
Numbred with the Angel-Powers,
And Souls on Earth forgiven, -~ -
We in the New Ferufalem = A
Shall all our happy Manfions claim,.
The Citizens of Heaven.

4 We all fhall-fee the golden Bhase
Of that high and. lofty Place, -
And breathe the purpled Air,
It needs nor Sun, nor Candle’s Light,
Divinely fair, divinely bright,~ - -
For Curist the Lamb is there, - -

5 By Faith we new the Veil look thro’,
Now a Glimpfe of Glory view, .
And blefysthe opening Ray,
Far, far abovz‘ all Heighth we {dar, = = -
The Depths of Deity. to explore. -
In everlafting Day.  ~

: ‘r%
%q .
Lot e, o

.

Mz . XCVIL
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- - » A

,XCﬂ@“
HYMN XIII. -

1 HOW happy, gracious Lowa, kre We.
Divinely drawn te follow Thec, 7

Whofe Hours divided arg -

Betwixt the Mount and M.alnwd:;

Our Day js fpenvin deing Good, - * -
Our Night in Praife and Pmytn -

2 With us po Melancholy ¥oid,: . :
No Momcna:ﬁlgem unemploy’d,
Or unimpeny’d below;. .
Our Wearinefs of Life is gone, .
Who live tg ferve-our Gop doae,
And only Thee ro know. ... ..

3 The Winter's: &ht, aimd Smm'u'sbay S
Glides xmpercepnbly qvuy, .
Too fhort.t0: ﬁbﬁe -
Too few we find ¢ happy Houu,
And hafte to join thofe Ahemly Powers

In everlafting Lays.

With all s#ho chant thy Name on h;gh,
And holy, holy, hely cty, . -
A bright harmeonious Throng, -
We long thy Praifes to repeat,
And reftlefs fing around thy Seat = - . -
The New Etcrnal SOI)!: W

XCVIL
HYMNXWI

EET and right it is to fing
M At every Time;ahd Place
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Glory to our Heavenly King,
The Gop of Truth and Grace:

Join we then with fweet accord,
All in one Thankfgiving join,

Holy, holy, holy, ‘Lorvp, -
Eternal Praife be Thine!:

2 Thee the firft-born Sens of Light
In choral Symphonies o
Praife by Day, Day without Night, ~
And never, never ceafe: = .|
Angels, and Archangels all
Sing the Myftic Three in One,
Sing, and ftop, and gaze, and fall
O’erwhelm’d before thy Throne.

b

3 Vyeing with that happy Quire-
Who channt thy Praife above,.
We on Eagles Wings afpire,
The Wings of Faith and Lawe:
Thee they fing with Glory crown'd,
We extol the flaughter’d. Lamb,
Lower if our Veices found,
Our Subje& is the fame.

4 Father, Gop, thy Love we praife, o
Which gave thy Son to die, T
Jesus full of Truth and Grace el
Alike we glorify, : ‘ T
Spirit,. Coml%rter Divine,’ SN
Praife by All'to Thee be given, NS
Till we in full Chorus join; - *-= 7 % =1
_.And Earth s tum'd to Heaven.

-
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g =y

14

L xevar -
HYMN XV." ",

OIN all ye ranfom'd Sons of ane, S

The holy Joy prolong, . '

_ ‘And fhout to the Redeemer’s Praife’
A folemn M.ldmght Song.

2 Blefing, and Thanks, and Love, and Mlght
" Beto our JEsus given, -
Who turns our Da i%ne{s into Light, °
Who turns our Hell to Heaven v

Thither our faithful Sonls he leada,
Thither He bidsus rifes * ' " . .

With Crowns of Joy upon our Heaﬂ'
To meet Him in thc Skles

To feal the Univerfal .Doom, Co
The Skies He foon {hall bow— - S
But if Thou muft at Midmight céme, Cosd
O let us meet Thee Noav ! Nt 3

Ny L XCIX. .
HYMN XVY.

1 ALL aloud on Jmsu’s: Namc,» S
Watchmen of Jertsfalews, ¢ - - .
Ye, that by our LonsConmand} doo
On her ruin’d Rampast fland, Ce
Day and Night your.Care exprefs,
Never, never hold your Peace,
For a gracious Anfwer ory, =«
U:ge,‘ and force Him to rephy:’
Well

[ -~ "
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mmﬂae?o&aﬁgn"“
Pat your faithful Gop in mind,
Inftantly the Promife ‘plead, -~
*Till the Word of Grage proceed,
Never fuffer Him tb ré#t,”
>T'ill He anfwer your Reque
>Till our Sien Hey re;m-:q &’L >
Fix his conftant Pufmem

Set “for this if; . Loan, Iaru,
Let me now the Promife clm,
Let my faithful Bretiften, join, -
All Remembrancers Divine,
Al whoiSier*s Birthen bess, -
Join ye in the Fervent Prayer,

Edified in perfe& Lowe, "+ :

Jesus, Head, aodbowb ofall. .

Anfwer to our midnight Cal,
Our Ferufalem repair, = .

Build again thy Houfe of Puyw,, o
Now thy antient Wondess fhow, - -- - -
Raife a glorious Church below, -

Sion from her Ruias’

saife, .
Speead throughout the Baxch hui?auﬁ. -
‘throughout. th‘ Farthi diine m, A

ully by thy People known ;
Let us with thy Luflre thine, -
Pillars in the Dome Divine,
m'h ddl@ Hiing Mt, oo
*Stablith every faithful Hcart,

Finih hy great Work of Gty e
Perfedt us m Hohncfs. RN

~

BN

*Till his utmoft Trush we: -prm- ST
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C. Innocent Diverfions.
HYMN XVIIL
3 NOME let us anew '
Our Pleafures purfuc: '

For Chriftian Delight

The Day is too fhort; let us barfow the nght
In fan&tify'd Joy
Each Moment employ, .
To Jesus’s Praife,

And fpend, and be fpent in the TnumPh of Grace.

2 The Slaves of Excefs,.
Their Senfes to pleafe
Whole Nights can beftow,
And on in a Circle of Riot they go:
Poor Prodlgals, They-
The Night into Day .
By Revellings turn,
And all the Reftraints of Sobriety fcorn.

The Drunkards proclaim .-
At Midnight their Shame, ‘
Their Sacrifice bring,

And loud te the Praife of tbeir Mafter they fing:
The Hellifh Defires
Which Saran infpires, A
In Sonnets they breathe,

And fhouting defcend to the Manfjons of Death.

4 The Cwlller Cmd,
In Theatres proud,
Acknowledge his Power,
And Satan in Nightly Affemblies addre:
To the Maique and the Ball
They fiy athxs Call; = ..
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__ Orijn Pla.(‘ures excel, -
‘And chaunt in a Grove* to the Harpers of Hell.

5 And fhall we not fing- - -
Our Mafter and King -

--

While Men are at- reﬂr, R -

With Jesue ndmitted.at. demghtw f’ﬁl
Here only wemay .. . ..
With Innogence ﬁay, ..-» .

. ',_“

The Eanjo t impro
And abide at the xugaqn« ofjst &Lote,,

6 InHim kbe&ow’d ST -
The Spiritgal Foorl . '
"The Marina Djvine,

And Jesus’s Love is fhfhmthﬂ the. .

’ With Jo x:ecq:vg L A
The Ble and g
By Day and by N1 ht, -t

“All Thanks to the Source of our eaﬂd’s. Dphgb.

7  Our Concert of Praifs
To Jesug we raife, . - , )
And all the Night long Cor
Continue the New Evangelical. Song
We dance to the Fame

3]

ijnsvs sNage, . -
The Joy jt impars,
Is Heaven begun in gur Mnﬁtal Hm
8  Thus, thus we beflow o -7

Our Moments below,
“And finging remove,

Wxth all the Redeean'd tp the &wr above £
There, there hall we fland . =~
With our Harps i m onr Hand_, .
Interrupied np mo :

And eternally. {spg, and Tejoice, tmd adore.

.;,..a‘!‘ .

D Ranlagb’: Gnrdem, an-Hall, &c. o
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CL

HYMN XL

| O E Virgin'Souls arife, - -
Y With all the Dead awake,
Unto Salvation wife, - - -
Oil in your. Veffels-take,
Upftarting at the Midnight Cry,

Behold the Heavenly Bridegroom nigh.. o

2 He comes, He comes to call
The Nations to his Bar;
--And raife to Glory All
Who fit for Glory are;
Made ready for your full Reward,

Go forth with Joy to meet your Lorp.

3 Go meet Him in the Sky
Your Everlafting Friend,

Your Head to glorify = -~ -~

With all his Saints afcend, -
Ye Pure in Heart, obrain the Grace
‘To fee without a Veil his ‘Face,

4  Ye that have here receiv’d
The Un&ion from above,
And in his Spirit livdd - - -
Obedient to his Love,

JEsus fhall claim you for his Bride; - )

Rejoice with all the Sanétified.

§  Rejoice in glorious Ho .
Of that great Day Unknown,

When all fhall be caughc up -~ -
And ftand before his Throne,
Call'd to partike the Marriage Feaft,
And lean on our Jmmatixe!’s Breaft. -

. The
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6  The Everlafting Doors
Shall foon thé Saints receive,
Above thofe Angel Powers
In glerious Joy to hiver
Far from a World of Grief, and Sin,
‘With Gop etcmally ihnt in:’ Lo

7  Then let us wait to- hear S
" The Trumpet's welcome Sound,
To fee our Lorp appear -
Watching let us be found ;-
When Jesus doth the Heavens bow,
Be found—as Lorp thou find’ft us Now."

cn.'
‘ HYMN xrx

C Inners look up, by Grace forg:v
S Behold an open Daor in Hcaven,en‘

Attend, ye Souls:in- Jesus found, :

The Saviour’s Voice; the Trumpet’s Sonnd :
Hither come up, He eried, and fee :
The Secrets of Eternity.

Rife, in the Spirit’s Rapture, rife -
To yon bright Throne -above the Skies,
To Him who fits fublime thereon, - :
In Colour like a:Sardine Stone, -

And fcatters, as the Jafper’s Rays, ‘.

'The Glories of his dreadful Face,

Tremble; yet O! with Love draw near, -

The Showery Bow forbids your Fear;

The Throne it.quite incircles round,

(And Grace on every Side is found,’) -
In Colour like an Emerald {een, - S R
Delightful, and eternal Green. :

- -
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4 Turn as He will, the Eyes Divige
Muft ever meetthat facred Signg
Sign of his Covengnted Guace, : ..
Confirm'd to all our ranfom’d Race,
Who fing the great: Redeemer’s Love, .
Triumphant with thag. Hof above.. .

5 Near the Moft-High, on either Hand
Behold a Vencrable Band ! _
Twenty and Four on Seats behold! )
Inrobed in White, and crown’d with Gald,
With Jesu’s. Joy fupremely bleft,

Inthron'd in Everlalting Ret|

6 Gob over All his $tate maintains,
And high amidft his Antients reigns,
Voices are heard, and Thuynders roar,
And loud proclaim his awful Power,
And waving Flames of Lightning fhine,
Thick-flathing from the Throne Divine,

7 Burning Before the Savereign Sire
Are Seven Lamps of Living Fire,
His Minifterial Spirits they,,
Who ever in bis Prefefice flay,
The pureft Effences abov:l, L
‘The brighteft Flames of Heavenly Love.

§ Fronting the Throne a Chsyftal Sea

Rolls on its pexfeét Purity,

Laver fﬁixgﬁify’;ag Grace,

It juf?y holds the' middle Space,

For hone appr the. Holy.Gap, .

"I‘i’l throughty wafh’'d in JEsu’s Blood.
"’9’ BetLveeq}:‘l;p Saints, and Holy One,

Around }i$ Seat, and plac’d thereon,

Four Emblegatic Creatures fhine,
Replete with Eyesand Powers Divine,
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And all the various Virtues thevr
Of Jesu’s Minifters below.*

The Lion bold their Heart difplays,

"The lab’ring Ox théir Strength of Grace;
‘The Man their Mind ‘difcreet humane,
The Eagle doth their Speed explain,’
Wherewith theyYoar aloft, to gaze

On the bright Sun of Righteoufnefs!

Spangled with Eyes before, behind,
(Fit Emblem of a Watchful Mind)

The fix-wing’d Meflengers appear,

And full of inward Eyes fevere,
‘Themfelves with, ffriéteft Search to {can,
*Till modell’d by the Perfe&t Plan.

Gob they extol above the Sky,
And holy, holy, holy cry,

Who was, and is, and ftill fhall be
In Effence One, in Perfons Three,
By all inceflantly ador’d,

Onmnipotent, gternal Lorp.

13

Soon as in Hymns the my#ftie Four-

The Everlafting Gob adore, ‘

The Elders proftrate at his Seat

His glorious Attributes repeat,

The Source of all their Blefiings own,
And caft their Crowns before his Throne.

14 Honour, and Migixt; and Majefty,

Who gaveft All that is to be,
Thou, Lorp, art worthy to receive:
And lo! for this in Heaven we live,

. With all thy Creatures to commend

Qur Source, Support, and Glorioys End!

Vou. II. N HYMNS
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CIII.

Hymns for Thofe that wait for Full
Redemption. :

1 Saviour from Sin,
If mine Thou haft been, [clean;
And fprinkled my Confcience, and bid me be
With thy Servant, while tried
In the Furnace, abide,
And O! let me never be torn from thy Side.

2 I never fhall reft, )
Or be perfettly bleft, ‘ [Breaft:
While the Tempter hath left any Hold in my
. Thou hatt loofen’d the Chaip, -
Thou baft feftned the Pain,
Yet my Sorrow, as long as my Sin, muft remain.
Nz~ From
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3 . From actual Blame, N )

‘T am fav'd by thy Name, ' [am 3

But mourn, 'till Thou fave me from all that I
*Till more than fubdued, .

“ "Till entirely renew'd - [thy Blood."

Both my Heart, and my Nature are wafh'd in

4: My Pa.rdon is fure,,

)

IFT dlviys enduve;. = e - =
But ftill I expect Thee to perfect my Cure‘
With Trembling anil Feat,

‘While Sin is fo near,

I pafs the fhart, Time of. ;qy legnmage here‘
Fain would I be cl:an,b =
And all-holy within,

I-thirft for thine utmoft Salvation from Sin:
Thou ftill doft reftrain; -
But how great is my Pain, -

When I 4 not commit jt, ‘to feet that‘i‘C&rr

6 For This do I wml
-Thro’ the forrowful Vale, _ - [pels
"Tilt my Sin and my Trouble at onte Fhou' ex-
This, this is my Load, . .
Tho’ abfolv’d by thy. Blood e
I am capaHe ftill of offending my’ Gon, !

(,Gme, JEsvus, ‘and cleanfe -,
My Inbred Offence,
(0] tal.e the Occafion of Sfuinblmg from hence,
The-Infeftion within, '~
'The Poffible Sin
Exurpate, by brmgng,thy Rmhteoufnefs fn

"By all Thou haft dorie™ ‘7' T -
For me to atone, ;
By all Thou haﬁ fuﬂ'er'd to, make me Thme own,

.'. - - n - ) B)’

-

~ e

~

— et
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By All which Thou art,,
I befeech Thee, - conyert,
And renew, and eternally reign in my Heart,

. —

v

CIV.
HYMN IL
3 O Trou gentle Lamb of Gob,

Hear thy ranfom’d Follawer pray,
) Wath me in thy cleanfing Blood,

A T Ty G — " g——— =

Bear my Inbred Sip away;
A All the Curfe, the Plague remove,.
f All the Hell of Creatyre-Leove.
z Take the Guilt and Power of Sin,
» Take its curfed Relicks henee;

Make me throughly pure within.
By thy Love’s Omnipotence;.

Let me a]l:thy Nature have,

Feel thine utmoft Power to fave..

3 Bounds I will not fet to Thee, -
Shorten thine Almighty Hapd
Save from all Iniquity,
Let not Sin’s Foupdatipns ftand,.
Every Stone ¢’erturn, q'erthrow;
1 believe it may be fo.

4 Wilt Thoy.lep the Boughs of Sin,.
Leaving fill the Stock behind ¥
No, thy. Love fhall work withjn,.
Quite expel the Carnal Mind,
Roat and'Branch deftroy my Foes
I believe it fa/l be fo.

N 3 - C¥.

-——-—.v.-—,-————~—\\’——\.————.,<’___-'.- -
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. .HymNoL o
T BEING of Beings, Gop of Lové,
High-feated on. thy dazling Throne,
Pity, and draw me from above,
Raife, and bring home thy Banifh’d Son.
2 I am not as from Thee I cames’ “° "
Out 6f my fecond Chaos calt: -
Fallen alas! frem Thee'Iam' . "= <1
O Gop, redeeni me from my Fall. " -

RN

3 Laid in the loweft Deep of Sin; -
Inflav’d to vain.and bafe Defires, . .
Senfibly dead, and dark within, . =
Fit Fewel for Infernal Firess:

4 An Outcaft from thy blifsful Face, o
Broke off from Gop," and-featterd wide;, * !
Mot fallen of that fallew Race; - - -
For which thy only Son hath dieds- -, .

s Father of Mercies, hear my Cry, -
This, only This is all'my’Plea, * -
Jesus the Juft hath bow’d the Sky, = *' _
Thy Son hath died;’ Hath died for me.

6 Jesus hath undertook my Caufe, .
Finifh'd the great Redceming Plan;
Humbled to Deith tity-Saviour was, .
And fteop'd'to raife his' Creature ‘Marr.

2 By Love, meer pitying Love; inclin’d- -
He caught my Nature in its Fall,.
A Common-Head of all Mankind,
- Affum’d the Fleff, asd Guilt of AllL

Father,
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5 Father, . Thou knowft He bojight iny Péace;: -
My Life, ‘and Health,. 4nd 14beiy, « "
My .prefent, gnd eternal Blifs;y - - . - .

He purchas’d All. Thou.art far me. - .. .:

~1

» Aflurd thy Fulpefs to Teceive,. .- = .-, .~
With eameft, calm Defire I wait, i

For all Thou haft in CurisT to give, .

The Gleries of my ﬁrﬁ:;ERq,t,‘e, o ..

o I truft Thy Image toreghing -~ .* © . ~ -
.. Whate’eg“Lhou hatt to Sinners given, .
All, all I fhall in, CrrsT obtaipe. . 1. . .

Pardon, and Paradife,:.and Heaven. - = |

[

S e e o s

.o
HYMNIV. .. . .

- APPY Soul, thatfafe frot Mafins ..~ -
Refts within ‘his Shepherd’s Amms!, <
Who his Quiet.fhalb:molet, . . . -
Who. fhall violate his Reft2 . .- . _. ... ;

Jesus doth his Spirit beaf,- .. = 1. "

Jesus takeshis'every Care, .. = -

He who found, the wandring.Sheep;.. -

Jesvus ftill delightsto-kegpe s- . 0 (1 1

3 Dogs, and Wolves-in vain-appeaty - -~ ——
Roaring Lions flill are near,

. Ravening Wolves. unmov’d he fees:
Howling in the Wildernefs. -

4 Calm he eyes them from above,.
Safe in Kis Prote®or’s Leve; . . ° = .
There he refts, and. undifmay’d |’

Drops his Agms,. and. hangs his Head. ..

~
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§ O that I might fo believe, -
Stedfaftly tp Jasus cleave,
On his only Love: rely, -
‘Smile at the Deftroyes nigh!

6 Free from Sin, and fervile Fear,
Have my Jgsvs ever near,
All his Care rejuice to prove,
All his Paradife of Love.

7 Jesu, feek thy wandring Sheep;
Bring me back, and lead, and keep,
‘Take on Thea-my every: Care, .
Bear me, -on-thy Befom bear. .

8 Let me know my Shepherd’s Voice,
More, and more in Thee rejoice;
More, and more of Thee receive,
Ever in thy Spirit live:

¢ Live, “ill afl thy Life E'know,
Perfet in my Loan below, ,
Gladly then from Earth remove,
Gather'd to the Fold above.

yo O that I at laft may fand '
With the Sheep at thy Righs-Hand, -
Take the Crown fo freely given,
Enter in by Thee to Heaven!

CVII.
HYMN V.
1 YESU, my Hope, my ]th, my. Refli,

Indulge me in this one Requett,

Thou kaew'ft whys I weuld fay,

e

T

e

e -l L o
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My every Want to Tbee‘la known, SRR
Thou heag’ft th> unusterable- Groa*n,

Thoa hear'h thy Spirc pray. - ;“ !

2 Give me The Thmg Thou long’ﬂ’ to’ gwe;
The Thing for which Thou liere dxdﬁ hve
A Life of Grief and'Pain; ~ -
Give me the dearly-purchas’d Good, -~ =~
Bought with thy Heart's laft Drop of 31003
Nor live,. nor dxe in vain, = "

3 Give me what GOD to Thee dld nge, ‘

The Grace Thou didft for me receive;” .~ 7= °

When all thy Pangs were o’er;
Send down thy Sp)rmfrom above, . - -
Spirit of Power, and’Health, ‘and Love,
And let me. fin no mdre -

4 I afk nor ]oy, nor Llfe, nor Eaﬁe,
‘I afk not Earthly Happinefs,
But Purity within;. ‘
On Others, Lorb, 'thcferfts beﬁow,
Bat let me ceafe-from Sm’below,
But let me ceafe from Sm

5 Ha&en to grant my fole Requeﬂ .
. Take me into that Second Réft, ~
That glorious: Liberty,
And let me then my Soul reﬁgn,
Receiv'd ifto the Ims Piwing,
Forever loﬁ in Thee

« -

'CVIII' o

Sun /Iaml thou ﬁzl] upon Glbeon.;

H YM N VT y
1 A M of the Lorp, awake, anfe,

And fave-a Soul that-hangs en Theé, .

-

-
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Pat on thy Swength, and how the Skies,
And work thy antient Wark ia me,

Thy Grace Mirgeulous difplay,

The rapid Courfe of Nature gay.

My Fofbua, bid the Sun fand fiill,
_ Sufpend the Storm in.mid Caseor,
Arreft the Torrent-of my Will,
Reftrain me from the Sin [ fear,
The Power of Loving Faith impart,.
And fix my poor unfettled Heart.

Jesus, my Conflant Jesus fland -
Betwixt my. Bofom-Sin and Me: o
Nature fubmita te thy Command, :
All Fhings are poffible. to Thee;
Thou infinite in Love and Pawer,
Preferve me, that I fin no more.

- X
HYMN VIL

Gav. v. 17. The Flefp lufieth againft the Spirity
but the Spirit againft the Flefp (and thefe are
contrary the one to the other ) that ye may not
do the things awhich ye would.

HILE Pride and Self remain within, =
While ought of the Old Adam lives,
The flefhly Principle of Sin

Againft the Spirit lufts, and ftrives;
We groan our evil Heart tp feel,
Children in CurisT, and carnal ftill. .

2 But Gop is to his Promife juft,

And arms us with Sufficient Grace,
The Spirit exerts a flronger Luft,

'We need not ange ta Sin give placss

U S SRSy POy Ry B L

-
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We 4 not yleld to Fleth and Blood,

53

Or do the Things which Natute wou'd, »

3 Who in the Spirit walk, and live,
Their flethly Lufts thall not fulfiil ;
O Gop, thy Saying wereceive, .

+~ And wait to prove thy pedfe&'Will, = . -

‘To Sin we will no longer bow, -
It Mhall not have Daision Now; =
R

4 It fhall not alaways wex-us hetey - - - -
But lofe its Being with its Reign;
Thou, Lorp, thalt in our FlefH appesar,
And Sin fhall then mo more rethain ;
‘The Devil’s Works deftroy’d fhall be;
And all our Souls be filI'd with Thee.

ek it identd

CX.
HYMN VIIIL

1 YESU, come, my Hopé of Glory,
Purify Me, that I ;
May with Saints adore Thee.

2 Big with earnéft ExpeQation,
- Stll I fic at thy Feet,
Longing for Salvation. .

3 My poor Heart vouchfafe to dwell in,

Make me Thine,. Love Divine, -
By thy Spirit’s Sealing.

4 Give me, Lorp thy Holy Spirit,
Let me fee Afl in Thee,
All in Thee inherit.

. Thod
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§ Thou haft laid the fure Fp(ﬂduzbh‘ Sy
O my 4 tlpe,-Buidmgnp; IR
Finifh thy Creauon. .

6 From this Inbred Sm dehver, ) “

>

Let-the Yoke:Now be broke, ~ h > o

Make me Thipe for. ever. -

7 Partner-of thy'pgsfe&;Natuxé; ‘ e
Leét me be Now in Thee
A New Sinlefs Creature

8 Perfeat when I walk before Thee,
Soon, or late, "Then tranflate -
To the Realma of Glory

@ Then the lefsful Sight be given,
Then to gaze On thy Face ..
This be All my Hea.ven -

- -~

..

HYMNIX -

Lvu iy 6&, oo -

List. be the LORD‘ by Earth and Heaven
p For ever bleft be Jewel’s Gon!- '
im{elf He, hath to Sinners given,
- His Son’ He ‘hath on All beﬁow’d

2 Gob was in C'musr, and dvklt with Men,
The Father fen;‘ his only Son,
'T'o bring us'td ‘his- Arms again,
And make a_{infuk World hxs owit.
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3 He to Himfelf hath reconcil'd
The Whole of Adam’s Rebel Race,
The World by Sin deftroy’d, defil'd, .
May all be cleans’d, and fav’d by Grace.

4 Jesus for Us our Gop rais'd up,
- . Jesus Almighty to redeem,
The Nation’s Joy, Defire, and Hope,
Who all may now be fav'd thro’ Him.

5 Salvation is'in Jesu’s Name,
The Lorp of Dawid, and his Son;
To fave a World from Heaven He came,
To perfeét all our Souls in One.

6 The Father hath his Word fulfil'd,
The Prophecies of Antient Days,
Honour’d his Meflengers, and feal'd
The Records of his promis’d Grace.

7 He by the Holy Men of old,
His Prophets fince the World begun,
The great Salvation hath foretold,
Salvation in his Dying Son.

8 Salvation from our Foes within,
From Death, and Hell, and Sata#’s Chains,
Salvation from the Power of Sin,
Salvation from'its Laft Remains.

9 His Word for ever fhall endure,
His Word doth now on Us take place,
He made it to our Fathers fure,
The Promife of his perfet Grace.

30 The Cove'nant of Redemption He,
The faithful Gop, hath call’d to mind,
‘The Cove’nant from All Sin to free
The captive Souls of All Mankind.
Vou. II. . o The
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11 The Oath he hath to Abrabam {worn,
That all Mankind fhould in his ‘Seed
Be bleft, and find a Power to turn,
And live frem Sin for ever freed.

12 Yes, with a folemn Oath the Lorp
Hath Us, ev'n Us, engag'd to blefs,
To free, and hallow by his Word,
And cleanfe from all Unrighteoufnefs,

13 From all our Foes, our Sins redeem, -
The * Poflible Offence remove,
And make us pure, and ali like Him,
Renew’d, and perfetted in Love.

14 Perfe&t in Love, that ¢afts out Fear,
We here fhaH his Commands fulfil,
Walk in the Light,  and fee Him here,
And anfwer all his Righteous Will.

15 In all his glorious Image b}ight
We here fhall ferve Him all our Days,

And then with Saints in Heavenly Light

Record his everlaﬂ:ing l_’raife.

CXII. Al Things are poffible to him

that bcfliwet/.».
HYMN X.

1 LL Things are poffible to Him,
That can in Jesu’s Name believe:
Lorp, I no more thy Truth blafpheme,
Thy Truth I lovingly receive;
I can, I do believe in Thee,
All Things are poffible to me.

* i, e. The Pofhbility of offending.

The

| DRI, PR N S, S )
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2 The moft Impofiible of all, o
Is, that I e’er from Sin fhould ceafe;
Yet fhall it be: I know, it fhall: '
Jesus; leok to thy Faithfulnefs!
If Nothing is too hard for Thee,
All Things are poflible.to me,

'3 I without Sin on Earth fhall live, -
Ev’n I, the Chief of Sinners I:
Thy Glery; Lorp, to Thee I give,
O Gob of Truth, Thou.canft not lie;
What Thou hatt faid fhall furely be:
All Things are poffible. to me,

- 4 Though Earth and Hell the Word %ain fay; -,
The Word of Gob can never fail : o,
The Lamb fhall take my Sins away,
*Tis cértain, though Impofiible ;
The Thing Impofiible fhall be:
All Things are poflible to me.

When Thou the Work of Faith haft wrought,
I here fhall in thine Image fhine, .

Nor fin it Deed, or Word, or Thought;. .
Let Men exclaim, and Fiends repine,

They cannot break the firm Decree:

All Things are poffible to me.

6 Th’ unchangeable Decree is pafl,
. The {ure predeftinating Word,
That I, who on my Lorp am caft, ;
I fhall be like my. Sinlefs.Lorps . _ & .
*T'was fixt from all Eternity: . ST
All Things are poffible.to me.

7 Thy Mouth, O Losn, hath fpeke, hath fwopx
That I fhall ferve Thee without Fear,,
Shall find the Pearl which Others fpusa,.. ...
Holy, and pure, and perfect here, . . -
02 The
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The Servant As his Lorp fhall be:
All Things are poflible to me.

8 All Things are poffible to Gop,
To Curist the Power of Gop in Man,
To me, when I am all renew’d,
When I in Cur1sT am born again,
And witnefs, from All Sin fet free,
All Things are poffible to me.

CXIIL. This is the Victory!

HYMN XI.-

X SUuovnuzb by an Hoft of Foes,
Storm’d by an Hoft of Foes within,
Nor fwift to fly, nor ftrong to’ oppofe,
Single againft Hell, Earth, and Sia,
Single, yet undifmay’d I am:
1 dare believe in JEsu’s Name.

2 What though a thoufand Hofts engage,
A thoufand Worlds, my Soul to thake,
I have a Shield fhall quel! their Rage,
Shall drive the Alien Armies back,
Pourtray’d it bears a bleeding Lamb:
T dare believe in Jesu’s Name.

3 Me to retrieve from Satax’s Hands,
Me from this evil World to free, .
To purge my Sins, and loofe my Bands,
And fave from All Iniquity,

My Lorp and Gop, from Heaven he came:

I dare believe in Jesu’s Name.

4 Sklvation in his Name there is,
Salvation from Sin, Death, and Hell,
Salvation into Glorious Blifs,
How great Salvation who can tell! -

<

L -

-
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But All He hath for Mine I claim:
I dare believe in Jesu’s Name. -

HYMN XII

)

i CXIV. .
’ MaTr. xi. Come unto me—Learn o;f me; &¢.
OVELY Lamb, 1 come to Thee, )

Thou hatt oft mv\ted me;
Surely now I would be bleft,
Give me now the Pramis’d Reft.

2 All my Bufinefs and Cancern, Sy
Is of Thee, my Lamb, to leamn; v
Shew me thy firft Leflon fliew,
'& Now alas! I nothing know.

3 Gentle Thou, and meek in Heatt,
All Hamility FThou art;
Full of Wrath, and Pride I am,
How unlike my lowly Lamb!

4 But Thou cankt my Sout cransform,
Humble an afpiring Worm,
My unbroken Spirit break,
Make the Angry Leopard meek.

5 Thou art greater than my Heart,
Thou canft make me as 'Thou art, . S0
Sink the Proud, and tame the Wildy o
Change me to a little Child. .

To thy Yoke my.Spirit bow ;
Grant.me Now the Pearl to find.
Of a meek and quiet Mind, B
i O3 Calm,

! 6 Turn me, Lorp, and tura me¢ Now, . . vy
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7 Calm, O calm my troubled Breaft,
Let me gain that Second Reft,
From my Works for ever ceafe,
Perfe&ted in Holinefs.

8 Soon, or later then remove,
~'Take me to-my Reft above:
All's alike tome,. fo 1
In my Lorp may live, and die.

CXV.
HYMN XIII . ...'

1 Y Jesus, my Lamb,.
I truft in thy Name, .
And all thy unfearchable Riches I c!alm., -

2 For me Thou haft died,
Thy Blood is applied ;
_I'am come to the Fountain of Jesus's Side. -

3 The Earneft I prove, .
Thy Spirit doth move, [Love.
~ And meit my hard Heart ‘with a Spark of thy

4 Yetcan I not reft,
*Till perfectly bleft
I lean every Moment on Jesus's Breaft.

What Tongue cannot tell
: In Believing I feel, ' [Seal?
The Pledge. and the Wxtneﬁs' but where is. the

6  The Seal is fecure, N
And keeps my Heart pure'
"This, this is the Proof I Ihall always endure.

FOt

_-"‘a-—.-..f\_ Y R
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7  For this do { aall.
On my Jesus, my All; o
O tell me by Love that.I never fhall fa.ll, .o

8 That I never fhall fin:
O wath my Heart clean: . .. [in;
Now; Lorp, thy Immoveable. ngdom br;ng

9~ Thy Nature impart, :
My Soul to convert,  [my Heart

" And 'ftablith the Thing Thou haft -wrought in

* 11 Thy Gifts that are paft o
Behind me I caft: . [Laft. -

PN

10 My Alpha is here,
Thou always art near,
But in me, my Lorp, The Omega appear.

BN

The Beginning, and Firft, be the End, ‘and the

12 Now, now Tet me feel, )
Thou in me doft dwcll :
To the Day of Redempuon, (o} Comfomr, feal.

13 Return from above : :
* In the Spirit of Love,” = [move.

14 For This do I pray,
Nothing elfe can fa¥
But, Take the Occafion o Stumblmg away.

., 15 Then fhall I be clean,

And live without Sin, * [wnbm.

"Till the Life of my stus bre:ks out from
16 My Body that dies =~ . '
With Advantage fhall rife, = [Skies.

And be fathion'd like his, when we meet if tix:

By

" And the Mountain of Sin’ by thy f’refence re-
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17 v In the Skies we fhall meet ' o
Who am now at thy Feet,

I at thy Right Hand in: thy Kingdom ﬂlailﬁv‘

18 I the Glory fhall fe¢
Thou haft purchas’'d for me,
And inheri¢ my Heaven of Heavens in Thee..

CXVL
HYMN XIV.

ESU, caft a pitying Eye,
J Humbled at thy Feet 1 lie,

Fain within thy Arms would reft,
Fain would lean upon thy Breaft;
Thraft my Hand into thy Side,
Always in the Cleft abide,

Never from thy Wounds depart,,
Never leave thy bleeding Heart.

Surely T have Pardon found,

Grace doth more than Sin abound,

Gop, I know, is pacified,

Thou for me, for me haft died : o

But I cannot reft herein, «
All my Nature ftill is Sin,

Comforted I will not be,

"Till my Soul is all like Thee.

See my burthen’d, fin-fick Soul, .
Give me Paxth and make me whole,
Finith thy great Work of Grace, . o <
Cat it fhort in Rxgh*eoufnefs :
Speak the Sccond Time, Be clean,
Take away my Power to fin,

Now the Stumbling-block remove,,

AN

.. Caft it out by perfett Love.

Nothing
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4 Nothing lefs will I require,
Nothing more can I defire;
None but Curisr to me be given,
None but Curist in Earth, or Heaven.
O that I might now decreafe!
O that all I am might ceafe !
Let me into Nothing fall, :
Let my Lorp be Allin ALl . . .. ... ..

CVIL.
HYMN XV.

1 YESU, my good and faithful Lorp,
J To Thee with Confidence I ly; -
1 hang upon thy changelefs Word,
The Truth itfelf can never lie;
I have the Promifes I claim,
Whate'er I afk in Jesu’s Name.

2 The Word thy blefled Lips hath paft,
Ak, and ye fhall the Grace receive, -
Seek, and be fure to find at laft,
Knock, and I will Admittance give;
Ye fhall whate’er ye atk obtain,
Ye cannot feek my Face in vain.

3 O Jesus, full of Truth, and Grace,
Thy Love and Faithfulnefs I plead,
Thine all-containing Word embrace,
Thou knowtt alas, I all Things need,
) But only One I now implore; C
I afk, that I may fin no more.

CXVIIL.
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- CXVIHL
HYMN XVI. ,

1 ET thee behind me, Fiend! no more
To Fleth or Thee I credit give;
“The Snare is broke, the Charnx is o'er, - °
In Jesus I at laft believe;
Whate’er I want, whate’er I claim,
Is mine thro' Faith in Jesu's Name.

2 Faith afks Impoflibilities,
Impofiibilities are given;
And I, ev’n I, from Sin fhall ceafe,
And live on Earth the Life of Hetven;
I dare beligve-thro’ Jesu’s Power;
That I, ev'n.I; fhall fin ric more.

3 Thy every faithful Promife, Lowrp,
I bring to bea¥ againft nwy Sin,
Thy Pardning, and thy Hallowing Word,
Thy Power, and Will to make me clean,
Thy Truth, and Leve, are on my Part,
And all Thou hatt, and all Thou are.

. CXIX.
HYMN XVIL

1 H AT is the Reafon.of my Fope,
My Hope to live and fim no more?
After his Likenefs to wake up; »
And Gob in Spi'rit, aid Truth adore,
“To ferve Him as the Hofts gbove
In perfet Peace, and perfett Love?

Faith
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2 Faith in the Blood of Curist I have;
He freely lov’d, and died for me:
Sinners He came from Sin to fave,
From All, from All Iniquity;
Without the Camp He deign’d to die,
Us by his Blood to fanéhfy

3 His Blood {hall fan&xfy thmughout
My Spirit, Soul, and Body here:
Becaufe He died, I cannot doubt,
Becaufe He died, I cannot fear;
His Blood fhall make ‘me pure within,
His Blood fhall eleanfe me from-all Sm

4 He wills, that I fhould hely'be,
He promifes to- make me clean,
His Oath confirms the fure Decree
The Remnant, and the'Root of Sin
The Gop of Truth hath fworn to flay,
And. take its Bemg all away.

‘s Gob hath ordam’d that I hould fee
In.perfet Holinefs his Face,
Retrieve his Image here, and be -
Foréver fantified by Grace; *
His Truth, and Power; and Mercy join,

167

The Will, and Word, and Oath ‘Divine, —

6 Here then my Foot of Faith ftands fure,
And Earth, and Hell in vain deny;
I fhall be pure as Gop is pure, -
Holy as Gonb is holy I,
Perfe&, as Gov is perfe& rife,
And take my Manfion in the Skies.

h@%. s

CXX.



168 Hywmns and SACRED PoEMs. |

- CXX.
HYMN XVIIL

1 IGHT of Life, Seraphick Fire,
; Love Divine, Thyfelf impart,
\very fainting Soul infpire," =~ = = "~
Shine in every drooping Heart,
Every mournful Sinner chear,
Scatter all our guilty Gloom;
Son of Gob appear, appear,
To thine Human Temples come.

2 Come in this accepted Hour;
Bring thy Heavenly Kingdom in;
Fill us with the Glorious Power
Rooting out the Seeds of Sin:
Nothing more can we require,
We will covet nothing lefs:
Thou art all our Heart’s Defire,
All our Joy, and all our Peace.

3 Whom but Thee have we in Heaven,
Whom have we on Earth but Thee?
Only Thou to Us be given,
All befides is Vanity;
Grant us Love, we alk no more,
Every other Gift remove;
Pleafure, Fame, and Wealth, and Power,
- 6till we all enjoy in Love.

CXXIL
HYMN XIX.

1 Gop, was ever Heart like Mine!
So fick of every fore Difeafe,
So falfe, {o contrary to Thine,
So full of defperate Wickednefs!
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2 Se-weak; fo impotent, {o blind,
) So earthly, fenfugl, devilifh All! -
L ‘What Words of Horfor can-1 find
To piture out my Tatal.Fall?

3 My Total Fall.-I never knew, -
- "Till'T had tafted of thy Grece,
Thy Spirit then the Veil withdrew,.,
. And fhew’d the ‘Inbred Monfter’s Face. ~*

4 The Man of Sin, the Myftery '
Of Wickedriels Thou haft reveal’d,
(Sure Pledge of Good!) my Plague I fee;
My Plague I know, fhall all be heal’d!

i 5 A perfe& Soundnefs Faith thall give,

i A perfe&t Holinefs below; .

Jesu, Lin thy Blood believe, =~ . .
Thy Blood ‘halt wafh me white as Show., =

6 The Lofs I by the firft fuftain- + . -
The fecond Adam fhall repair:
I fhall the Life of Gop regain, . =
The Image’ of the Heavenly bear.

7 Let Others from Themfelves remove, .
And chafe Salvation far away; .
But Thou canft perfet me in Loye,
Canit perfet me in Love to-day,

8 Let Others madly hug their Chains,
Their Idol of Inbeing 8in;... « - .
I cannot plead for Sin’s Remains, =
When Thou hatt faid, Ye fhall be clean.

9 1f Thou haft Power and Will tofave,
Sav'd to the utmoft I fhall be, = o
The Fulnefs of the.Godhead have; . '
( For all the Godhead is in: Thee. :
»

Yor. II. ' P CXXII-

-
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CXXII.
"HYMN XX.

1. YESU, Thou Strength of all that turn
J The Battle to the Gate,
Behold us for thy Glory burn,
"And for thy Kingdom wait.

2 O that thy Foes were ‘all fubdued,
In Bonds of Love confin'd,
And forc'd to own th’ All- cleanﬁng Blood
. That flow’d for all Mankind.

3 Captain of eur Salvatmn, hear,
Saviour of Human Race,
Appear, in thy own Caufe appear,
And vindicate thy Grace.

4 Thy Grace for All divinely free
Doth every Sinner call; ’
Thou draweft All Men unto Thee, ,
For Thou haft purchas’d All

5 Lo! here we are, thy Truth to prove,
To witnefs Thou art good,
To’ affert thine Univerfal Love,
And All-redeeming Blood.

6 Thy Blood from All Iniquity
Redeems, and makes us clean;
From Pride, and Self its fets us free,” -
From All Indwelling Sin.

 The Spirit’s Living Law it writes
Upon our Inward Parts,
Qur new-born Souls to Gob unites,
. And purifies our Hearts. : I
4

AN
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8 It keeps our Mind in perfect Peace,
Thy Kingdom it brings in,
Thine Everlafting’ Righteoufnefs,
And makes an End of Sin.

9 This Sovereign Antidote expels -
The Poifon from our Veins;
Our old congenial Sicknefs heals,
And purges all oar Stains,

10 A perfet Soundnefs it imparts,
Deftroys the Carnal Mind,
And forms in all believing Hearts
The Saviour of Mankind.

' 11 Come then, dear Lamb, for Sinners flain,

Bring in the cleanfing Flood;
Apply, to wafh out every Stain,
Thine efficacious Blood.

32 O let it fink into- our Soul
Deep as the Inbred Sin, v
Make every wounded Spirit whole,
. And every Leper clean.

33 Thy San&ifying Word is fure;
: Lorp, we our Sins confefs,
Faithful and Juft, O make us pure
From All Unrighteoufnefs.

t4 Such Power belongeth unto Thee,
Thy Saying we receive ; ‘

‘We fhall be pure in. Heart, and fee
Thy Smiling Face, and live.

15 Lorp, we believe, and with calm Zeal -
For this our Faith contend,

{ . Waiting 2till Thou Thyfelf reveal,

And hoping to the End.
.. P2

L d

7

[

 Our
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16 Our high, and holy Calling’s Prize
We earneftly purfue; -
Nor fear we, leaft our Thoughts fhould rife, -
Above what Thou canft-dp." - i

17 Thy Goodnefs, O all-gracious Lorp,
- 1s equal to thy Power; '
And we fhall try thy utmoft Word,

And we fhall fin no more. - -

18 Thou willeft, and it muft be done,
That we fhould holy be;
And we fhall live to Thee alone,
And we fhall die'to Thee: -

CXXIIL For anywho think they
bave already attained.
HYMN XXIL

1 MyirorENT, Omnifcient Lorn,

Prefent in Heaven, and Earth, and Hell,

+  Spirit, and Soul-dividing Word,
Searcher of Hearts unfearchable,
Behold us with thine Eyes of Flame,
And tell me what by Grace I am: *

2 We would not aur.ewn Souls deceive,
Or fondly reft in Grace Begun:
Thy wife difcerning Unction give,
And make us know as we are known;
Search, and try out our Hearts, and Reins,
And fhew if Sin in us remains. C

3 Thy Thoughts and ‘Ways -are not.as Ours,

Thou only knowft what is in Man;

"Ev’n now we tafte the Heavenly Powers§
But tell us, Are we born again?

ST R
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Ar;, we redeem’d from Inbred Sin?
‘What faith the Oracle within?

4 Shine on the Work Thyfelf haft wrought,
If Thou haft wrought the Work in me:
Or fhew us, if we know Thee not:
Am I, my Gop, ftopt fhort of Thee?
The powerful, quick Convittion dart,
And fhine in every naked Heart.

§ Thou waoud'ft not have thy Children firay,
Thou never canft miflead the Blind;
If brought into thy perfect Way,
O let us now the Witnefs find,
And fhout to hear thy {peaking Blood,
And eccho to the Voice of Gobp. :

6 Touching this Thing we all agree,

Father, to afk in Jesu’s Name,,
That each his true Eftate may fee :

In Faith we now the Promife claim;
Now, now for Jesu's Sake reveal
Our Inward Heaven, or Inward Hell.

7 Send forth thy pure, unerring Light,
Jesus, the Truth, the Life, the Way,
- And guide our helplefs Spirits right,
That All may fee thy perfe&t Day,
May all thy glorious Fulnefs prove,
Thy Depth of Everlafting Love.:

CXXIV. 4AN0THE.R.
HYNM XXIIL

] OME, Thou Omnifcient Son of Man,
Difplay thy Sifting Power;
Come with the winnowing Spirit’s Fan,
And throughly purge the Floor.
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2 The Chaff of Sin, th’ accurfed Thing
Far from our Soals be driven ;
The Wheat into thy. Garner bring,
And lay- us up for Heaven.

3 Now let us by thy Word be tried,

Search out our Reins and Heart,

Spirit, and'Soul, O Lorp, divide,
And Joints and Marrow part.

4 Look thro’ us with thine Eyes of Flame,

The Clouds and Darknefs chafe;
And fhew me what by Sin I am,
And what I am by Grace.

5 We would not of our Ourfelves conceive

Above what Thou haft done;
But ftill to Thee the Matter leave,
*Till Thou fhalt make it known.

6 We would not, Lorp, Ourfelves conceal,

But walk in Open Day;

We pray Thee; all our Sin reveal, - -

And purge it all away.
, Whateler offends thy Glorious Eyes

Far from our Hearts remove,

As Duft before the Whirlwind flies, - -

Difperfe it by thy Love.

8 Then let us all thy Fulnefs know,
From every Sin fet free:

Sav’d, to the utmoft {2v’d below,
And perfeQly like Thee.

CXXV.

~o

. .
-



(,

Hym~s ard SacrED PoEMs. 1yg

- CXXV.
HYMN XX
“PHiLIe. il 130
1 COME, let us who to Curist are join'd,
Forgetting fill the Things behind,

"This only Thing perfitt to do,
Our Calling’s glorious Prize purfue.

2 Qur.Works, and Gifts, and Graces pally .. -
All, all behind our Back be caft, )
This, only This remembred be,

Jesus hath died for us; for me.

3 He died, that We to Him might live,
Might all his, Righreoufnefs receive,.
Fulnefs of Love, and Health, .and Power; -
He died, that We might fin no more.

4 He fhed his Blood-to wath us clean
From all Unrighteoufnefs, and Sin,
To fave from All Iniquity;

Jesus hath died for-us; for me.

5 He died that we might be made whole,
Holy in Body, Spirit, Soul, - - -
Might do his Will like Thofe above, .
Renew’d in all the Life of Love. '

6 Lay the Foundation then no more,
Reach forth umto the Things before,
On to the Prize undaunted prefs, =
And feize the Crown of Righteonfhefs.

2 We'fhall the End of Faith attain,
The Uttermoft Salvation gain, = -

(Our _

b4
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(Qur Calling’s Hope, our Calling’s Prize, -
The Tree of Life in Paradite.)

8 Shall tafte the Manna of his Grace,
And pure in Heart behold his Face,
Our Jesus fhall Himfelf impart,

And cleanfe, and fill the Sinlefs Heart,

9 His Nature to our Souls make known,
And write the Name in the white Stone,,
We all fhall all his Fulnefs prove,

And find the Pearl of petfect Lave.

CXXVI.
HYMN XXIV.

ErHEs. iv. 8, 11, &Fc.

i ET all Mankind in Crr1st rejoice!
) The Lorb is rifen for You, and me,
Afcending with a merry Noife,
He captive led Captivity.

2 Our Jesus is gone up on high,
And Gifts He hath receiv’d for Men,
He fends his Spi’rit to purify - :
Our Souls from every finful Stain.

g Teachers He gives our Souls to feed,
The Word of Truth and Grace t’ impart,
Difpenfers of the Living Bread,
And Paftors after his own Heart.

4 He makes them apt to teach, and guide
The Flock with Wifdom from above,
*Till all are wholly fan&ified .
Thro® Faith, ‘and perfected in Love.
o The

.

N
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5 The glorious Miniftry Divine
For ‘This He did on Earth ordain,.
Nor can He mifs of his Defign,
Or fend his- Meflengers in vain.

6 They, under Hm, his'Church-fhall build,
And lead his feebleft People. on, .-
*Till all our Souls with Gop -are fill'd,
For ever fandlified in One.

7 Believing on eur Common Lorp,
*Till we his Image here'regain, -
Experiencing his utmoft Word,
And brought unto a perfe& Man.

8 'Till farther fill by Faith we go,
And néarér view the Opening Skies,
And mere and more like CurisT bélow,
To all his glorious Stature rife.

9 That Highett Point of ‘Love Divine,
To All Tthat Heaven we here artive,
And then our parting Souls refign, -
And ccafe at once to.grow, ‘and live.

_ 10 This is his Acceptdble Will,

That We on Earth fhould holy be,
The Fulnefs of his Spirit-feel,

And live from Sinfor ever free.

11 No more in our Tmperfe& State,
Feeble, and Babes in'Cuwrrst-no more,
But Strong in Him, and truly great,
And £ill'd with sl his Love and Power.

12 Children we liv'd, alas! too long, ; :
Toft to and fro with every Wind,  ° N
And ‘many a fale,’ deceitfol Totigue - . -~ -«

e ——

———

Subverted our unftable Mind.

Car-
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13 Carried about from Gon’s own Ways,
At every fmooth Seducer’s Will,
We left the Channels of his Grace,
And flothfully at laft ftood fi//.

4 With Speeches fair, and glozing Lies -
*_ They watch’d, and firove to caft us down,
Remove us from our Calling’s Prize,
O’erturn our Faith, and take our Crown. *

15 But let us now the Promife prove,
And perfe&t Holinefs below,
Hold faft, and fpeak the Truth in Love,
And up to ChrisT in all ‘Things grow.

16 We all fhall gain what we purfue,
Be pure in Heart, and Saints indeed,
Grafted in Curist, and Creatures new;
The Members fhall be like their Head.

17 From Him the Quickning Spirit flows,
And lo! the Social Members join,
The well-compatted Body grows,
- And fwells with Energy Divine.

18 By That which-every Joint fupplies '
The whole doth ftill increafe, and move,
*Till all-compleat the Body rife,
And perfeétly built up in Love. -

- CXXVIL
HYMN XXV.
T OME let us arife,
And aim at the Prize,

The Hope of our Calling on this Side the Skies.

By

R U VIR S
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2 By Works let us thew .
That Jesus we know,
While fteadily on to Perfeition we go-

3~ But may we not ftrive,
Yet never arrive
‘To be Saints, or tolive without Sin, while alive ?

4¢ No, no,\ never fear,
If we look for Him here, " -
But.our Uttermoft Saviour in Us fhall appear.

5  We dare not believe,
That Gop can deceive,
And never intend what He promis’d to give.

6 He hath faid, from all Sin
. Ye here fhall be clean,
All-holy, all-pure, and all-glorious within,

7 Wereft on his Word, -
We fhall here be reftor’d ,
To his Image ; the Servant fhall be as his Loz».

8 Our Falth is not vam,
We are fure to regain
The Nature Divine of the Heavenly Man.

9  Then let us not ftop,
But continue in Hope
Rejoicing, *till All in his Image wake up;

1o His Purity {hare,
His Chara&er bear, '
And the Truth of his hallowing Proxmfc declare

11 Thus, thus let us ftay,
. And wait for the Day
When the Angels are fent to conduét us away.

Whea
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1z When with, Joy we remoye
- To our Brethren above;,, = :
And fly upte Heaven in a Chariot of Lave.’

CXXVIL
HYMN XXVL

1 LL Glory, avd ptaife Ta JEsus onr Lorp,
We witnefs this Graee, And. Life-giving.

" "Word, :
Poor Juftified Sinners His Goadnefs we prave,
The weakeft Beginners In Jgsus his Love.. -

IS

. ¥
2 His Love we proclaim, And publifh abroad,
The Blood of the Lam} Hathbroaght us toGop
He purchas'd our Pardon, Who died in our ftead,
The uttermoft Farthing Our Surety hath paid.”

3 He died from All Sin Our Souls to-redeemy’
And we fhall be clean, And finlefs thro’ Him,
The End of his Paflion’ Accomplifh’d fhall be,
And all his Salvation We fhortly thall fee.

4 Then let us go on, *Till J EsUS appcar,. -

And give us the Crown Of Righteoufnefs beres .

*Till juftified fully His Promife we prove,
All happy, and holy, And perfett in-Love.’

P

CXXIX.
 HYMN XXVIL
. 1 E Servants of Gop, Who traft in his Son,

And feel that his Bloed For All did atone; -

Your Songs of Thank{giving Delightfully. raife,
And praife. Him by Living to. Jesus his Praife. .
Believe

A

PR S———
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2 Believe on his Name, *Till inwardly clean
Ye live without Blame, Ye live without Sin;
Go on to Perfe@tion, Thro’ Jesus his Power,
Make fure your Ele&tion, Aad Sia is no more.

-

CXXX.
HYMN XXVIIL .
Jouni. v2. s many as received bim, to them -

gawe be Power to become the Sons of Gop, evem
20 them that believe on bis Name.

1 ESUS, jn thine All-faving Name
We ftedfaflly believe,
nd lo! the promis’d Power. we claim,
Which Thou art bound to give:
Power to become the Sons of Gobp,
An all-{ufficient Power, -
We look to have on Us beftow'd
~ A Power ¢o fin no more.

2 We yield to he redeem’d from Sin,

The Life Divine to.live,

Open our Hearts to take Thee in;
And all thy Grace receive.

Thee we receive as Gop and Man,
Both in One Perfon join'd,

To finith the Redeeming Plan,
To refcue all Mankind. -

3 On both thy Natures we rely,
* Neither can fave alone;
The Gob could not for Sinners dic,
The Man could not atone.
ThedMerit of a Suffering Gop
Hath bought our perfett Peace,
It ftamp'd the Value on that Blood,
Which fign'd our Soul's Releafe, -
Vou. . QU Thy
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4 Thy pretious Blood hath wafh'd away 1

The Univerfal Sin; - A
And every Child of Adam may
Have all thy Life brought in.

Thy Office is To teach, apd Ble{s,

To’ Atone, and"San&x( o e
. Ready the Spirit of thy L
Thy Merirsto'ap?ly‘ - ', o ~ !

§ To Thee, O Curist, the Praxfe we nge,
" Thy threefold Fun&ion fing,
"Fhe Lorp’s Anointed One redeive,
Our Prophet, Prief, and King.
Thou, only Thou, our Wifdom art.

Our Strength and Rxgntecufnefs ; ’ W
Sprinkle, Inform, and ule “ouf Heart, T } R J

Vi&orious Prmcc of' Pcace . _
6 Foolith, we come to Iearn ofThee, coi
Guilty, to be forgiven, .

Roor, finful Wornts to bé made free o

, From Sin, and fit for Heaven. - - ST,
Teach us the perfe@t Will of Gop, .~ ¢
For us, and in us pray; Co A

Wath us in thine all-cleanfing” Blood,
Thy Kingly Power difplay.

7 Thy Kingly Power in Us exert,

Our rebe] Heart fubdue;

More than fubdue our rebel Heart,
Thine utmoft Virtue thew. '

Shew us thy San&lifying Grace, S
And take bur Sin away;

Its Being utterly erafe, ~ :
All,- all its Relicks ﬂay

8 Jesu, wein thy Name believe,
Which Fiends and Men deny.

To Them we dare not Credit give
*Who give our Gob the Lle ’
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jzsus, the Power of Jesu’s Name-
Our finlefs Souls fhall feel; . . . .
Lorp, we believe Thee ftill the. fame, .
An utmoft Saviour ftill. . ;-
9 Thou wilt to Us dxy Name nnpa.rt,
Thou bear't it not in vain §

83 «

What Thou art call'd, 'rhoufureiy arty, 1

Saviour of finful Man

Into thy Name, thy Nature, we. .. . -« -~

Afluredly believe, .
Jesus from Sin, . Thee, only The;
Our Jesus we. receive.

10 Our Jesus Thou from futare Wae, .

-

T e T e o pe— e g

e R

From prefent Wrath Divine,
Shalt faveé us from our Sins below;
And make our Souls like Thine.
Jasus from all the Power of Sin,
From all the Being too T
Thy Grace fhall, make ni,rxroughly clea.n,
And perfe@ly renew.

33 JEsus from Pride,” from Wrath, from Luft,, .
Our Inward Jesus be,
From every evil Thought we truﬁ
To be redeem’d by Thee.

Ky

A S

When Thoudoft in our Fleth appear, . | A

We fhall the Promife prove,
Sav'd into All Perfe&tion bere,
Renew’d in finlefs Love.

1z Come, O Thou Prophet, Prieft, and’ sz.

Thou Son of Gop, and Man, . |
Into our Souls thy Fulnefs bring,
Infiru&, Atone and Reign.
‘Holy, and Pure, as Juft, and W:fe,
We would be in thy Right,
Lefs than thine All cannot {ufﬁc:,s

:

_ We grafp the Infinite. L ’, \Qﬁz
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~ And fhal} we trample on thy Blood,” * -
© "7 And fay, “ It canttot make-tstfears,”

4 ¢« 'The Fleth is weak, and will prevail;

184~ HymnNs ‘and SACHED Porass.
Our Jssus Thee, Entire, and Whole -~

With willing Heart we take;
Fill ours, and every faithiful Soul
For thy ewn Mercy’s fake:
We wait to know thine Utmoft Name,
Thy Nature’s Fleavenly Powers,
One undivided Cug1st we claim,
And AR Thowartis Oars. = '~

TP

CXXXI.Let Gob be frzée,ﬁg’d e'very

CHYMN 0K,
AND haft Thou died, O Eamb of G,

To take away our Inbred $in?

« Tht Truth on Earth we cannot know,
« There’s no Perfetion here below ¥

From Al Triquity to favé, |

op’«“

r

RS S

To cleanfe from Alt Unirighteotfnefs,

Thy Life Thou haft a2 Ranfom gave,

To make the firff Tranfgreflion ceafe,’

To finith 8in, my Lorp was flain,

Bt died (the Faithlefs cry) invain, =~ :

¢ [nvain waé.He in Fleth reveald;” =

" « For Sin can,never be deftroy’d;
« We cannot by his Stripes be heal’d,

« We cannot wholly five to Gopt ~*

« No, though He died to have it done,
« We cannot live to Gop alone.” .~

« We all have our Infirmities; -

« Live

s

"~
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¢ Live without Sin! Impofiible! —

« With Gop Impoffible is This: . o
¢ At leaft He will not fan&lify, .
e He will not cleanfe us—till we die. .~

§ Poor, abje Souls! they tell Thee, Lorp, °

Thou fhalt not in their Life-time fave;
"Thou never canft fulfil thy Word, o
Before they drop into the Grave;
Bat when their Sins no more Can flay,
‘Thou then may/t take their Sins away.

6 'The Great Salvation Thou haft wrought,

They cannot, will not yet receive,

Or bear the’ intolerable Thought,

Wahile living, without Sin to live; -
‘They keep it to their lateft Breath,
Sinners in Life, and Saints in Death.

P e

7 Saints with,Holinefs are They,
Ele& without Ele&tion’s Seal,
They Do, yet cannot, fall awa¥1
In CarisT, and yet in Sin t
Their Freemen are to Evil fold,
Their Creatures New are Creatures Old. .~ -

ey dwell: - -

8 Sinners, and Saints at once they are,
They fend forth bitter Streams and f{weet ;
Good Trees, yet Evil Fruit they bear,
And Curist in Them and Belial meet: *
Their pure in Heart are all unclean,
And born of Gop they can’t but fiu.

No Promife can their Wifdom find
Of finlefs Holinefs below; _ )
To Sin, and yet to Jesus, join'd:
And on they to Perfetion go, .
To what they never can attain,
As Gop had bid them feek invain, ' = " °
R Qs 7 Am!
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10 Ah! foolifh Man!, where are thine Ey"én,

To fearch for the Meridian Sun!

Thou cantt not fee thy Calling's Prize, -

Thou i/t not love thy Gop alone;-
Blind thro’ the Lave. of Sin.thou art, . ..

_ And filt the Veil is on thy Heart, -

11

O that the Veit:might now be rent! |
Give ap your Sins, ye faithlefs Race,

To part with All for CurisT confent, .

Accept the Offers of his Grace,-
His holy Will fubmit to prove, ~ . .
And take the Crown of Perfett Love.

CXXXIL. .
"HYMN XXX. R
ND fhall we then abide in Sin,.

Nor hope on Earth to be fet free?

Hath Jesus bled to warth us clean,
To fave from all Iniquity, .
And can He. not his Blood apply,
And clean(e, and fave ys —'till 'we die?-

Alas! xf Thesr chort be true,

Who teach that Sin muft ftill rema:n,
If Sin we fearcely. can fubdue,

But néver Fu/l Redemption gain,
Where is thy Power, Almighty Lorp} -
Where is thine Evcrl’aﬁ'ng ‘Word ?

Where is thc Glorious Church below, -
From every Spot and Wrinkle free!
The Trees thdt to Perfe&tion grow, =

The Saints that blamelefs walk with Thee,

Adorn’d in Linnen whzte and clean,
Tke Born of Gob that Cannot fln! -

L5 Where

(PR

o
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4 Where are in Cunrst the Creatares News:
The Mon’ments of thy Saving Power, -
The Witneffes thag Gon is True, ‘
The Pillars that go out no more,
Th’ Eleftion of ‘Peculiar Graew, = -
The chofen Priefts, the Royal Race? - -

5 Where are the Spirits 10 Jesws jein'd, "

Freed from-the Law of Death and Sin ¥ - -

1

The Saviour’s pure and fpotlefs Mind # - - -

The Endlefs Righteoufnefs broughs in?
The Heavenly Man, the Heart Renew’d, -
The Living Portraiture of Gop ?

6 The Spirit of Power, and Health, and Love,
_The Pledge, the Witnefs, and the Seal,
Th’ unerring Unéion from above,
The Glorious Gift Unfpealtable,

The Hidden Life, the wide-fpread Leaven, -

The Law fulfilled in Earth and Heaven!

7CantheGoodG.o:¥hisGracedeny?- : '-3

Th’ Almighty Gop want Power to fave ?
Th’ Omnifcient err? The Faithful lie?

All, all thy Attribates we have; . - -
Thy Wifdom, Power, and Goodnefs join

To fave us, with an Oath Diyine. .

8 Lorp, we believe, and reft [e;;uté;‘“. .
Thine utmoft Promifes to prove,

To rife reftor’d,. and throughly pure, - ‘ , -

In all the Image of th{ Love, -
Fill'd with the Glorious Life Unknown, _

Forever fanétified in Oge, - - .
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CXXXIII.
© HYMN XXXI

1 Risoners of Hope, arife,
And fee your Lorp appear;
Lo! on the Wings of Love He flies, -
And brings Redemption near!
Redemption in his Blood
He calls you to receive ;
Come unto me, the Pardning Gop,
Believe, He cries, Believe.
2 The Reconciling Word
We thankfully embrace,
Rejoice in our Redeeming Lorp,
A Blood-befprinkled Race:
We yield to be fet free,
Thy Council we approve,
Salvation, Praife afcribe to Thee,
And glory in thy Love.

Jesvs, to Thee we look,

*Till fav'd from Sin’s Remains,
Reje&t the Inbred Tyrant's'Yoke, -
And caft away his Chains:

Our Nature fhall no more
O’er us Dominion have;

By Faith we apprehend the Power,
Which fhall forever fave,

4 Infure and ftedfaft Hope
-"To be redeem’d below,
On to the Holy Mountain’s Top
We all exulting go:

e e e S

~.
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.. We fhall thé Prize recexve,

We fhalL be all renew'd,” R
Regain thine Image, here, and hvc

The finlefs Life.of-Gom:

'y

T

CXXXIV

e

"HYMN xxxw b

JEsus, at thy Feet:we wau;

*Till Thou thalt hid us ufe, . t
Reftor'd to our U Sca.tg, e
To Love’s fweet P X

2 Suviour fromr- Srm we Thee receive,
From All Indwelling; Sia,
Thy Word, we ftedfaitly belfeve,
Shall makgmc throughly elean.

3 Still we continue in thy Word,.
Our Faith by Works we thew,
Expetling to be As gur Lowp, - . .
_ And all the Truth to-ksew. . .. - ..

4 The Truth that melkes us. free mdecd,
The Living Trath Pivise,- .. -~
The glorious Fulnes of our Head . -
Shall in-his Mmbcnﬂmt. E

5 Lorp, we belleve; and vme the Hour
That brings the Promis’d Grace,.
When born of Gop we fin-20 more, .
But always fee thy Face.

6 Since Thou wou'dft have us ﬁ'ee from Sm, !

And pure as. Fhofe above,’
Make hafte to bring thy Nature i i,
, And perfe® us in Lave. -

PR G
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7 The Counfel of thy Love fulfil,
Come quickly, gracious Lorp,
Be it according to thy Wiil,
According to thy Word.

8 According to our Faith in Thee, .
Let it to Us be done’; -
Oh! that we all thy Face might fee,
And know as we are known! -

9 Oh! that the Perfe& Gift were given,

[l

The Love diffus’d abroad,
Oh! that our Hearts were all an Heaven
Forever filI'd with Gop! '

CXXXV‘ By
HYNM XXXIIIL.

1 YESUS comes with all his Grace,
J Comes to fave a Fallen Race:"
Objett of our Glorious Hope,
JEsus comes to lift -us up.- ‘

2 Let the Living Stones cry out,
Let the Sons of Abrabam fhout,
Praife we all our lowly King,
Give Him Thanks, rejoice, and fing.

3 Fle hath our Salvation wrought,

He our captive Souls hath bought; - >

He hath reconcil’d to Gop, .
He hath wath'd us in his Blood. _'

4 We are now his lawful Right, ,
Walk as Children of the Light;
We fhall foon obtain the Grace
Pure in Heart to fee his.Face, . .

e Free

P

*
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§ Free from Sin we here fhall live,
Here the End of Faith receive,
‘The Salvation of ‘our Soul,
Perfely in Curist mn.de whole.

6 We have not behev’d in vam. o
We fhall fnrel] here gbtain. T
Full Redemptxon in his Blood, ;, .
We, ev'n We fhall be like Gop.

o
We his Life on Earth fhall hve.
We his Image fhall retrieve, . . .
‘Pure as the firft finlefs Man, _
Modelld by the perfeds Plan.

We thall gam our Callmg s Pnze

8 Afier Go we all fhall site,
Fill'd with Love, and Joy, and Peace,
Perfe&ed in Holmefs :

9 - Let us then l'eJOICC in Hope, .
Steadily to Curist look np, .
Truft to be redeem’d from Sin, .-
Wait *till He appears within.

o Fools, and Madmen let s be,
Yet is our fure Truft in. Thee, = -
Faithful is the Promife-Woxd,
We fhall all be As our Lorb.

g Hatten, Lorp, the. perfe& Day,
Let thy every Servant fay,- :

I have now receiv’d: t.h¢~Pow¢r. A«l et s et

Born of Gob I fin no more!

CXXXVI.
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CXXXVI.

HYMN XXXIV.

1 OME let us rejoice In econfident Hope
Of hearing the Voice That raifes us up,
All inwardly glorious, And holy, and ¢lean,
And more than viQorious Q’er Hell, Barth, and
' Sin.

2 The Power of our Loxp Doth all Things fubdue,

We fhall by his Word Be fathion’d anew ;
Our Souls and our Bodies Shall bow to his Reign,
The Weaknefs of Gop is Far ftronger than Men.

3 Men, Devils agree To tell us in vain
Poor Sinners like Thee Muft always complain,
¢« My Leannefs, my Leannefs, My inbeing Load,
¢¢ TheW eaknefs of-Men is Far ftronger than Gob,

4 But Jesus fhall fhew His Fulnefs of Power,
And perfe&t below, And throughly reftore
Our Souls to his Nature (Ifftill we purfue)
And feal the New Creature Eternally New.

5 The Blood of the Lamb Shall wath our Hearts
. clean,
His Nature and Name Is Freedom from Sin;
This is the Foundation Immoveably fure,
His mighty Salvation Shall always endure.

CXXXVII.
HYMN XXXV,

1 ET All in thy great Praife agree,
& O Saviour of Mankind, A Our

¢

- —e
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Qur Saviour to the utmof Thee o
We foon expe& to find. b

2 Saviour from Sin weThee receive;-
From all Indwelling Sin; .
Thy Blood, we ftedfaftly believe, -~ - e
Shall mzke us pure within. L

3 We cannot reft in Sin Subdued,.
Or look for endlefs Wars; .
We thall be Conquerors thro’ thy Bloed,
And more than Conquerors i .
Cey e ey,
4 Let Others plead for Sin’s Remams, L
Their dear, Inbeing Sin, '
If all thy Blood can wath our Stains,
We fhall be throughly clean.

s We dare avow ‘the Gofpel-Hope, -
- And wait the Truth to prove,
After thy Likenefs to wake up,
Renew’d in fmlefs Love ~

0

&

' CXXXVHIL
H YM N XXXVI

ALvVATION is in Jesu’s Name _
For All who.Him receive: . - SPREE
To fave the World from Heaven He came,
That every Soul might live. »

2 Thro’ Grace we take the pnrchas’d Grace,
We anfwer to his Call, @ -
The Saviour of Mankmd embrace,
My Gobp who died for All.

You Il R C flie
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3 His Blood, we know, hath bought-our Pm
We have no Hope befide,
By his Imputed nghteoufneﬁs
We all are juftified. :

4 Sav’d from the Guilt and Power o£Sin,~ T
For Jesu’s Sake forgiven, - et
We truft to have the Grace brought i m,- R
The New-created Heaven. ! - -~ -

§ Forgetting ftill the Things behind,
To'ward the High Prize we prefs, =~ .
And look the pretious Pearl to ﬁnd, RS

The perfe& Holinefs. . - S .

6 We fhall he wholly fan@tified, . . ... ..
As many as CHRrIsT receive,
As fure as He for Us hath died, -
He in our Hearts fhall live.

CXXXIX. - - .

- - HYMN XXxXvir. -~
HE Babes in Cr1st fhould Nothmg know
But Jesvs Crucified :
Let us, till dead to All below, -
In thofe dear Wounds abide.

2 Then let us follow.on, to prove .
His Refurreétion’s Power, g
Wait to be perfeted in-Love, - -
To rife, and fall no more'

g Jesu, our Llfe, in Us appear,
Who daily die.thy Death, -
Reveal Thydelf the Finither,:
« Thy quickning Spirit breathe, -
S F - Unfold

a—

. e S — e &

1S
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4 Unfold the Hidden Myftery e
The Second Gift impart, ’ P
. Reveal Thy glorioas Self in me, -
In every waiting Heart. -

5 We fhall attain what we pusfue, © - ! /- 4
Unlefs our Faithis vam;- - -~ o
If Thou art Good, if Thow art True, -
We fhall the Prize attains - S

6 Partake on Earth the Heavenly Blifs,
And pure and holy be, S
And perfe&t as thy Father is,
And One with Gob in Thee.

CXL.
HyMNs for Widows. -

3 Trou, who pleadft the Widow’s Caufe,
Who only canft repair my Lofs,
And {weeten all my Woe, ‘
: Diftreft, difconfolate, forlorn
Let me in thy dear Bofom mourn,
Nor other Comfort know.

2 A Defo’late Soul, Thou knowft, I am,
For Thou haft ca’d me by my Name,
Thy poor Affiicted One, :
Haft in the Fiery Furnace tried,
And chofe a Mourner for-thy Bride,
When all my Joys were gone.

3 The Soul whom more than Life I lov'd, -
Thy jealous Mercy hath remov'd, -

To make me wholly Thing: - .

a R 2 With
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With ftreaming Eyes The Hand I fee, © "~

And dow me to the jut Decree,
And blefs the }.ove Dlvme

Sull would T pour my mournful Tears,

And all:my folegwn Days,- or Years, :

In facred Sadnefs fpend;: .- © .
Inftant in firorig effeQual Prayers,

*Till Death reledfe me from my Cares, . .

And Falth in V:ﬁon end

For this I in thy Spmt,groan, :
Forfaken, comfortlef3, -alone
I would with Gop. abide, .
Cut off from Man, to Jesus cleave,
And never for a Moment leave
. My Heavenly Bridegroom’s Side.

Allow, dear Lorbp,* the Widow’s Plea,

And Oh! fhut up my Soul with Thee,
Againft the Nuptial Feaft;

Make ready for that glorious Day,

And then thy fpotlefs Bride convey °
To thine Etemal Reft, - - .

i

B 4

',CXLI.
HYMN II

E'T Heathens murmur and complain,
I reft me here, It is the Lorp
Calls for my Heart's Defire again; -
His Will be done, pis Name ador’d!

Who firft the Pretious Blefling lent,
. He jiftly hath refum’d His Own, - ~
I yield Him back with full Confent:

‘ iThy Name be prais’d, thy Will be done'.r

At —

N .
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-3 Thy Mercy in the Stroke I fee,

Enter into my Gob’s Defign,
From every fond Engagement free,
Thou wou'dft my Heart fhould all be Thme

4 Thou wou’d& that I from Man fhould ceafe,
Thou haft my Earthly Lord remov’d,
That all my Soul might Thee confefs
My only, as my B:f-belov’d.

5 Thy Will I chearfully obey,
From every Creature-Good retreats
And defolate delight to ftay .
An happy Mourner at thy Feet.

6 Deévoted to my Gon below,
My All of Blifs in Thee I have,
No other Love refolv’d to know,
No other Bride-bed but the Grave.

CXLII,
HYMN IIL

 APPY State of Widowhood !
State of ,Us that mourn to Gopb,
Who from all our Comforts torn,
Only live to pray and mourn.

2 Meaneft of the Number I
For my old Companion figh,
Patiently my Lofs deplore, °
Weep for One who weeps no mere.

3 Me my Confort hath outrun,
Out of Sight He now is gone,
He his Courfe hath finifh’d here,

Firft come to the Sepulchre. : 3
i R 3 Fol-
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4 Following on with earneft Hafte, -
*Tifl my mourning Days are paft,
1 my Partner’s Steps purifue,
I thall foon be happy too;

5 Fipd the Eafe'for which I pant,
Gain the only. Good 1 want,
Quietly lay down my Head, °
Sink into my Earthen Bed. . |

6 There my Flefh fhall reft in Hope,
*Till the guicken'd Duft fly up,
*Till to glorious Life I rife,

Mect my Hufband in the Skies.

CXLIIL
HYMN IV. .

‘e

X HOU, Lorp, who hatt ravifh’d away
The Joy of mine Eyes with a Stroke,

To Thee in my Trouble I pray,
To Thee for my Comfort 1 look:
No Help upon Earth can I fee,
And deeply difconfolate mourn,
The World is'a Defart to me,
*Till Jesus, and Eden return.

2 'Thy Favour alone can fupply
The Place of all other Relief,
The Pity that drops from thine Eye
 Affwages and quiets my Grief:
A Widow in Want and Diftrefs, .
If Thee my Defender I prove,
1 fweetly recover my Peace, -
And calmly rejoice in thy Love.

Now

oL S _‘-"'L.
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Now therefore a Spirit receive,
Refolv'd upon Thee to depend,
And wholly to Thee let me live,
My only Unchangeable Friend:
Preferve me a Widow indced,
"Till call’d to my lafting Abode,
From Sorrow eternally freed,
And rapt,to the Bofom of Gon.

~.'399

~ CXLIV.
HYMN V.

EEP, yé Common Moutners, weep, g

Tell aloud your fhallow Woe,

Silent all my Griefs, and deep

In an Even Current flow, :
*Till they reach the Peaceful Sea,
Loft in Calm Eterpify.

Wifely let me tourn my Dead,
Live according to his Will,
In the Saviour’s Footfteps tread,

All my Calling’s Woiks fulfll,
A& thro’ Life the Decent Part,
Give to Gop my Broken Heart.

Happy Soul! What «v://s He now?
(Gop and He defire the fame)
Wills He I fhould fet my Brow,
Glory in my Mafter’s Shame,
Him with fimple Faith confefs,
Stand with Jesus’ Wiineflest

Would He I fhould clofer cleave
To the Souls that cleave to Gon?
Still into my Heart receive -
All who know th’ Atomng Blood,
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Only in the Saints delight,
Walk with Curist and Them in White?

Teach me, O my Guide, my Friend,
Heavenly Counfelier Divine,
To thy fecret Purpofe bend
‘This Obedient Heart of mine,
Make thine utmoft Pleafure known,
All thy Will on me done.

Lead me into every Deed
Which for me Thou haft prepar’d,
Me with all thy Children lead
To my infinite Reward,
‘To my Friend that waits above,
To my Throne of Glorious Love.

CXLV.
HYMN VL

H HOU very Prefent Aid .
In Suffering and Diftrefs,

The Soul, which ftill on Thee is ftay’d,

Is kept in perfe& Peace;

The Soul by Faith reclin’d

On his Redeemer’s Breatt,
Midf raging Storms exujts to find-

An Everlafting Reft.

2 Sorrow and Fear are gone,
Whene'er thy Face appears,
It fills the Sighing Orphan’s Moan,
And dries the Widow’s Tears,
It hallows every Crofs,
It fweetly comforts me,
And makes me now forget my Lofs;
And lofe Myfelf in Thee. - Peace
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3 Peace to the troubled Heart,
Health t0 the fin-fick Mind,

The wounded Spirit’s Balm Thou art,
The Healer of Mankind:
In deep Affliction bleft
With Thee I mount above,

And fing, triumphantly diftreft,
Thine All-fufficient Love.

4 Jesus, to whom I ﬂy,
oth all my Withes fill,
In vain the Creature-Streams are dry,
1 have the Fountain ftill
Stript of my earthly Friends
I find them Al in One,’

And Peace, and Joy,; that never ends, .

And Heaven, in Curist alone!

203
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.CXLVL.
HYMN VIL
My tender hearted Lorp, H

How: fhall I thy Grace commend?

True I find Thee to'thy Word,
Thee I find the Widow’s Fnend

Neareft in oiur, greateft Need, - -
Prefent at thy Mourner’s CalI.

Thou, O Gop, art Lové indeed,
Thou, O CyrisT, art All m,All.

Of my Earthly All bereav’d, *
Thou hatt call’d, and look’d Qn me,
Me, alas, in Spmt grievd, -
Me o’erwhelm’d with: foery, "
By my Other Self forfook,
Poor, difconfolate, dittreft
‘Thou into thine Arms haft took,
-»- Mfade me on thy Bofom reft, - g

& .
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3 Shall I then my State bemoan,
Mournful State of Widowhood?
Can I call Myfelf alone,
Happy, happy .in my Gon!.
Long with ftormy Troubles.toft,
I have now my Port obtain’d,
Have an Earthly Hafband loft,

Have an Heavenly Huthand gain'd.

4 Join’d to me my Maker is, T
With me ftill my Lorp fhall ftay, °

Keep the Covenant of Peace,
Peace, which none can take away:
Never fhall thy Truth depart, ;
Never fhall thy Grace remove,
Thou hatt clafp'd me to thine Heast,
Lov’d with an Eternal Love.

‘CXLVIL
, HYMN VIL
1 APPY We whe truft in Jesus

Still his Balmy Mercies eale us,
Sweeten all our Grief and Pain:
‘When He calls our Friends t’ inherit
All the Glories of the Bleft,
He aflures the Widow’d Spirit

Thou fhalt quickly be at Reft.

2 For their Dead, the Heathen mourning

No Relief like This can have,
Hopelefs of their late Returning

From the All-devouring Grave:
But the Goo of Confolation

Whifpers better Things to me,
I fhall fhare the Full Salvation, .

I the Church above fhall fee.

;-
Jesus turns our Lofs to Gain:

..

.Tﬁo’
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3 Tho' my Flefh and-Spitit languifh,

Can I of my Lot complain!

Sure at laft to’ out-live the Anguith,
Sure to find my Friend again: .

Ranfom’d from .2 World of Sorrow,
He to-day is taken home, :

1 fhall be releas’d to-morrow ;
Come, my full Redeemer, come!

4 In the Kingdom of thy Patience: -
Well Thou knowtt I daily die;
Out of mighty Tribulations -
“Take me up to Reft-on high;
From my fanétified Diftrefles '
Now, or when Thou wilt, retrieve,
Grant me but in Thine Embraces
After all my Deaths to live.

‘CXLVIHI,
HYMN IX.

2 AIL holy, holy, holy Lorn, _

: Myfterious Three in One, SR
For ever be thy Name ador'd, :
Thy Will for ever done!

For this alone on Earth I wait, )
To glorify my Gep; - ~ '

Admitted to the High Eftate
Of facred Widowhood. :

2 O may Iin thy Strength fulfil
My awful Charaéter; ’
And prove thine Acceptable Will,
And do thy Pleafure here:
The Children unto Thee reftore,
Whom Thou to me haft given, ;
_-And rule my Houfe with all my Powyer, . -
- -And train them up for Heaven. - - -
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3 Be this my Hofpitable Care,
The Stranger to receive,
The Burthen of thy Church to bear,
And all their Wants relieve ;
My Labour of unwearied .Love:.
With Pleafure to repeat,
‘My Faith upon thy Saints approve,

And gladly wath their Feet. . . . .. -

4 The Servant of thy Servants blefs’
With aétive earneft Zeal,
And every Work of Righteoufnefs
I (hall with Joy fulfil; .
Mixt with their Guardlan Angels tend
The Heirs of glorious: Grace, -

And ftill like Them to Heaven afcend,.

And ftill behold thy. Face. --

5 Happy might'I the Grace receive ~ =

Which thy True Widows fhare,
With Gop in clofe Communion live
A Life of Faith and Prayer,
In Thee my only Friend conﬁde, _
Delightfully alone,” ’
And Defolate in Prayer abide
*Till all my Courfe is run.

A& Surely I now rely on Thee,
Within thine Arms I am,

And truft the Glorious Face to fee
Of my triumphant Lamb.

I know the Prayer of Faith is heard,

I feel the Anfwer given,
And hafte, by Holinefs prepar’d,
“To meet my Lonn in - Heaven

-

CXLIX.

A s o N m— " —— e A
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CXLIX.
HYMN X. i -

[ Y everliving Lorp,
Thy Faithfulnefs I own,
Call'd by thy Providence and Word
To truft on Thee alone,.”
My Faith by Works to fhew,
And #till on Thee to call,

~ And witnefs, as to Heaven I go,

That Gop is All in All

2 Already, Lorp, I feel
Thou haft my Lofs repair'd, i
With Thee I now in Eden dwell,
And wait my full Reward ;
My Joy, my Portion Thou
Haft knit my Heart to Thee;
My Maker is my Hufband now,
"And’fhalljforever be.

3 I dare in Thee confide,
I in thy Mercies reft,

Thou wilt not let me leave thy Side,
Or wander from thy Breaft:
Beyond the Reach of Sin,

The World, and Hell’s Alarms,

‘Thy Love fhall keep me fafe .within
Its Everlafting Arms.

4 Long as on Earth I ftay,
It fhall be all my Care
With-Thee to wreftle Night and Day
In never-ceafing Prayer;”

Vou. II, - My
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My Life, like Anna, I -
“Will in thy Temple {pend,

*Till taken to the Church on high,
Where Prayer in Praife fhall end.

' CL.
HYMN XI

] Haxks be to Gop alone
~Who comforts the Diftreft!
His faithful Word I own, )
Which fpeaks the Mourner Bleft:
A Daughter of Afliction, I
On JEesus caft my Care,
And for my Native Country figh,
And for my Kindred there. .

2 My Company is gone
Over the Stream before, .
And lo! I baften on .
To yon Eternal Shore:
That happy Sharer of my Heart
I there again fhall find,
Where Time and Death can never part
The Souls in Jesus join'd,

3 I quickly fhall o’ertake :
My dear departed Friend,
Receiv’d for Jesus fake
To Joys that never end:
Ev’n now I tafte the Blefled Hope
Thre’ Jesu’s Paflion given,
It fwallows all my Sorraws up, :
And turnsthis Earth to Heaven. -

Sl

“When

N
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4  Whom next to Goo I love,
He beckons me away,
To folamnize above
Our fecond Bridal-Day : ’
I.come, my longing Soul replies, — -
To Jesu’s Arms I come,
. And force my Paffage to the Skies, -
And fly triumphant home.

CLL.
' HYMN XIL

1 ISE, my Soul, the Dawn appears

R Of that Eternal Day!
Quit in Hope the Vale of Tears,

And mount, and foar away!
Darting thro* this lower Air,

- Quick as a Seraphic Flame, .

Rife, the Marriage feaft to fhare, .

The Marriage of the Lamb.

2 In the Wedding-Garb of Love
By Heavenly Pity dreft,
I fhall foon fit down above -
At that Celeftial Feaft;
To my Elder Brethren join’d,
I fhall there my Partner fee,
In the Arms of Jeses find
> The Soul that twinn’d with me.

3 There we fhall with Tran{port meet, .
And fee our Saviour’s Face,
Mofes’, Jrsu’s Song repeat, -
In Extafy of Praife:
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I

Bright as His our Bodies are,
Like the Head the Members fhine,
All our open Foreheads bear
The Glorious Stamp Divine.

4 With the High and Lofty One
We dwell in Blifs Supreme,
Share the Pleafures of his Throne,
And tafte the Chryftal Stream,
Banquet-on Angelic Food,
FaTHer, Sox, and Serrrr know,

Drink the Joys .that flow from Gop,

And fhall forever flow.
CLIL .-
HYMN XIII

1 L L Worfhip and Praife
Are Jesus’s Due,
So plenteous in Grace
So faithful and true!
In great Tribulation
His Fulnefs I prove, v
His Strength of Salvation,
His Riches of Love. :

2 As forrowful I,
Yet always rejoice,
My Lowbp is fo nigh,
So charming his Voice:
‘He whifpers, and fills me
‘With Comfort and Peace,
And keeps, ’till He feals me
Eterpally His.

AfliGted

Y ——t e e o o e @
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3 Afflicted, and griev'd, : .
Forlorn, and diftreft, . - )
He kindly receiv'd,
And lull’d me to reft:
He will not forfake me, .
My Heavenly Head,
Bat tarry, and make me :
A Widow indeed.

4 Betroth’d to the Son -
Of Gopo, I abide, .
Till Jesus come down .
And challenge hig Bride, -
To.all his Salvation
With Triumph receive, .
In full Confummation -
Of Glory to live, -

-

- CLIII.
HYMN XIV..

1 Yy EST, my troubled Spirit, reft, .
So leng with Tempefts toft!
Gob hath caught Him to his Breaft,
Hath found whom I have loft; .
Loft as for a Moment’s Space,
"Till I after Him repair,
To.that happy, happy Place,
And claim my Hufband there. -.

Z Can a True Believer doubt -
If Souls each other know ?
Surely I fhall ind Him out
Whom mott I priz'd below:
Later, bat at laft, remov’d
T fhall then my Wifh obtain,
Meet Him with my Beft-belov’d, -
. And never part again.
S3 Happy -
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4 Happy Both, no Matter then

Which of us went before,

Both at Jesus Side are feen,
And live to die no more,

Both our Golden Harps employ,
Vocal with our Saviour’s Name,

Both The Blifsful Sight enjoy,
The Prefence of the Lamb.

4 Who can tell the folid Blifs
Which in this Hope I prove?
We fhall fee Him as He is
The Glorious Goo of Leve,
We fhall fink with all his Hoft; -
All that know th’ Atoning Blood,

Sink, o’erwhelm’d, o’erpéwer’d, and loff, -

And fwallow’d up in-Gop. o

A e

-CLIV,
_HYMN XV.
1 BO is. This, that now comesup~™

[~ Out.of the Wildernefs, N
Leaning on her Strength, her Hope, -~
Her darling Prince of Peace!
On her Lorp, and Well belov’d
Sweetly She delights to reft:
Never fhall She be remov’d, !
Who leans on Jesus Breaft. -

2 See that Happy Soul in me
- By Faith on.Crrist reclin’d!
Reft from all my Mifery
‘In Jesus’ Love I find:
I a'defolate Mourner was,
Wandered Earth’s wide Defart o'er,
- *Till I found Him on the Crofs,
And now 1 weep no more,

Y -

—_——
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3 Me He call’d, a Wcoman grievd
A Wife in Youth. forfook, -
Kindly all my Waats reliev’d,
And all my Burthens wok: .
' Me He call’d his Love,- his Bride,
« See, thine Heavenly Hufband fee, .;
« I am by my Father’s Side,
¢« And Thou fhalt fic by:me..

4 True, and faithful is my Lorp,
Infallible my Hope,
Lo! I hang upon his Word,.
"Till Jesus take me up:
. Come, his Lowing Spirit cries
Haftning on the Joyful Day,.
Come, the longing Bride replies,.
My Jesus, come away! . .

CLV.
HYMN XV

¥ YOME; ye Real Widows, come © '
All that feek your Heavenly- Homa,.'

All who now with Griefs oppreft

Languith for Eternal Reft;

Caft away your anxieus Care, .

For the Nuptial Day prepare,

Strong in Hope’s Aflurance rife,

Meet the Bridegroom in the Skies.:

2 Lo! He in the Clouds- defcends,
Girt about with. Heavenly: Fnends, D
Dawid's Everlafting. Son,
Sitting on his Ivory Throne!
See th’ Imperial Danner fpread,. -
Flaming with a Cximfon Red,
To the well-known Enfign ﬁow, S
‘To the Crofs ye bore below. . - . . - Where
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3 “Where are Jesu's Witneffes,
Thofe who dar’d their Lorp confefs!
Jesus knows, and calls them forth,
Openly declares their Worth,
Thefe my faithful Servants were,
Gloried my Reproach to bear, .
Bearers of the Bloody Tree,
Treated in the Wosld like me,

4 Thefe are They that own’d my Name,
Triumph'd in their Mafter’s Shame,
Gladly counted all Things Lofs, -
Nobly fuffer’d for my Caufe:

Scorn’d of All they kept my Word,
Fools and Madmen for their Lorp, .
Firm againit a World they ftood,
Strove refifting unto Blood. - :

g Angels all, the Men behold, -
Purchas’d and redeem’d of old,
Once my Confeflors beneath,

True, and faithful unto-Death!
Cover'd o’er with glorious Scars,
Each the Bleeding T'oken bears, .
Each difplays the Shepherd’s Sign—
Father, fee! they all are Mine!

6 Come, ye then, my Servants dear,
Find your happy Manfions here,:
Come ye of my Father bleft,
Celebrate the Marriage-feaft,
Take your infinite Reward,

From Eternity prepar’d,
All your Heavenly Joy receive,
Kings with me forever live!

CLVL
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. CLVL
HYMN XVII

B HERE fhall T reft mywea.r Head o
Vv Where thall I find affur’d Relief?
Deferted at my greateft Need, - -
Confign’d to {olitary Grief, :
‘No kind Companion nigh, with whom
To weep, a.nd walt txll Cquort comef

a Mine Eyes and Heart 8 Deﬁ:e is gone,
And now no more my Burthen ihares,
I mourn unpitied and-alone,
I bear my Complement of Cares,
I fink beneath th’ unequal Load,
I faint—into the Arms of Gop.

3 His everlafting Arms receive :
The Maurner in her laft Diftrefs,
He tells me, ¢ I forever live,
In me, thy Lorp, Thou fhalt have Pcace,
Be of good Cheer, my Mourner Thoun,
Thy Maker is thy Hufband now.

4 I hear, I feel the balmy Word,
And turn again unto my Reff,. .
I blefs my all-fufficient Lorp,
I lean on my Redeemer’s Breaft,
And fmile at Diflolution near, .
And joyful drop the mended Tear.

5 My mourning Days {hall quickly end,

And Time commence Eternity,

My fpotlefs Soul fhall foqn afcend,

And Face to-Face its Saviour fee,
While not one plaintive Groan or Sigh
Is heard in all the joyous Sky.

- ) Amid&
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Amidft the Storms of Life I ftand
Unfhaken on The Rock of Peace,

*Till caught up to that Heavenly Land,
Ifeemy Jesus as He is, =~ =~

And fing, with all our glorious Friends,

The Marriage-Song that never ends.

CLVIL

HYMN XVIIL

1 ESUS, my Strength, my Peace,.
My Refuge in Diftrefs,
Now incline thy gracious Par,
Now regard a Mourner’s Call,
Now in my Behalf appear,
Shew Thyfelf my Gop, my AlL .

2 Thou only canit relieve
And comfort Them that grieve+
Turn my Mifery into Blifs, IR
Of my Earthly Alt bereft -~ -~
Bid me acquiefce in This, - 2
Happy ftill, that Gob is left: T

3  From all of Woman born -
May I to Jesus turn,
Fairer than the Sons of Men
Thee my happy All I fee, .
Fulnefs of Delight obtain, 7
Happinefs compleat in Fhee. -

4-  Of Thee alone pofleft’
I am, I muft be bleft,
Author, Sum of my Defires,
None but Curist Thou hearft me cry,
None but Curist my Heart requires,
" None but. Curisy in Earth or.Sky.

Wy
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‘s Above the Reach, of Care
My quiet Spirit bear,
Bear me on thine Eagle-Wings
To thofe happy Realms above, -
‘Where my old Companion fings,
High enthron’d in Glorious Love. -

6 Nor would I Him o'ertake, -
" Or fee but for thy Sake:

‘Thou my vaft, my fole Reward,
For thy only Love I care,

Heaven is Hell without my Lorp,
Hell is Heaven, if Thou art there!

v

CLVIIL On the Death of a Widow.
HYMN XIX.

1 #~IVE Glory to Jesus our Head,
G With All that incompafs his Throne!
A Widow, a Widow indeed,

A Mother in Jfrael is gone:
The Winter of Trouble 1s paft,
The Storms of Aflli&tion are o'er,
Her Struggle is ended at laft, .
And Sorrow and Death are no more.

2 The Soul hath o’ertaken her Mate,
And caught Him again in the Sky, = 4
Advanc'd to her happy Eftate, .~ -
And Pleafure that never fhall die,
Where Glorified Spirits by, Sight
Converfe in their holy Abode, .
As Stars in the Firmament bright,
And pure as the Angels of Goo,

Tt ". '..5(:" Iﬁm,d
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4 Inflam’d with Seraphical Love,

Combin’d in a Manzner unknown,

Not given in Martiage above,
Or given to Jesus alone,

‘The Juft, who admitted by Grace
That firft Refurretion attain,

With Rapture each other embrace,
And One with the Deity reign.

¢ O Heaven! whit a Triumph is there,

Wehile all in his Praifes agree,

His beautiful Charater bear, »
And fhine with the Glory they fee!

The Glory of Gop and the Lamb
(While all in the Extafy join)

Darts into their Spirityal Frame,
And givgs The Enjoyment Divine.

> ‘In loud Hallelujahs they fing,
*  And Harmony ecchoes his Praife,
When lo! the Celeftial King
Pours out the full Light of his Face !
The Joy neither Angel nor Saint
Can bear fo ineffably great,
But fee! the whole Company faint,
And Heaven is found—at his Feet|

" CLIX. On the Death of Mrs. ANNE
JENKINS.

HYMN XX. ' .

APPY Soul, enjoy thy Gain,

Thy greateﬁ Gain To die,

_From our Vale of Grief, and Pain,
- Remov’d to Worlds on high, .
. : Thou

o

S
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"Thou the glorious Fight haft won,
Ended well the doubtful Race,
All th’ allotted Service done: °
Thy Works fhall fpeak thy Praife.

2 Ever careful to abound
In Fruits of Righteounfnefs,
Siill Thou labour'dft to be found
In Gop’s appointed Ways,
Walking on with Curist in white,
- Virtues thy Companions wese,
Praife thy permanent Delight,
And all thy Bufinefs Prayer.

3 True to thy great Mafter Thou,
And zealous for his Caufe,

Simply didft ¢hy Faith avow,

And glory in his Crofs; .

By the foving Spirit Spirit led, -

-- By the Sayings of thy Lorbp,

Thou in all his Steps didft tread,
And keep his written Word.

4 Long the wily foothing Foe
Thy fteady Virtue tried,
Vainly urg’d Thee to forego,
And caft the Means afide,
Worfhip more refin’d and pure,
Still the Si/ent Tempter thew’d,
Still thy Foot ftood faft and fure
In the Old Paths of Gob.

5 Nevar once waft Thou betray'd
Into the Serpent’s Snare,-
‘While He labour’d to diffuade -
8o much of Praife and Prayer:
« Friends be flill (He foftly cried)
Outward Praife your Gop offends:”
«s Friends fing on (thy Zeal replied)
The Song that never ends.”
Vou. Il T Such
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6 Such thy fair _Example was,
The fame in Life and Death,
Love's{weet Tatk, and Prayer,and mee
Imploy’d thy lateft Breath, -
Prompt to fuccour the Dxﬁreﬁ -
Glad the Tempted Soul to chear, R
Pity mov'd thy Dying Breaft,
And dropp'd thy lateft Tear.

7 Thou in Jesuls Words and Ways

Exhortedft us to’ abide,

Witnefs of the Perfe&t Grace,
Arnd wholly fantified: - -

All his Promifes fulfill’'d,
All his Gifts ta Thee were given,

Pardon’d here, renew'd,"and feal’d,
And fully ripe for dieaven.

8 Pure into the Hands of Gop
Thou didft thy Soul refign, -
Fitted for that high Abode,
And Fellowfhip Divine:s '
Oh! how fweet thy parting Word,
Laft of all Thou fpak’ft below,
« Keep me, keep me, deareft Lorp,’
And never let me go!”’

CLX.
H Y M N XXI.

1 E happy Souls, no longer toﬁ,
Like us on Life’s Tempeftuous Sea,

Who cannot now be: fhipwreck'd, loﬁ
Safe-landed in Eternity,
Are Mortals banifh’d from your Mmd
Or thmk ye of your Friends behind ? -
Rdeas’d

_—————— -

-~
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2 Releas'd from all your Wants and Cares,
What Commerce can ye have with Men?
Ye need not now our ufelefs Prayers;
Nor will we afk your Succour vain,
One only Advocate we own,
And truft in Jesu’s Help alone.

3 Yet (for He bids us keep in view
Your attive Faith, and patient Hope)
As ye your Lorp, we follow you,
And wait for Him to take us up,
Our clofeft Fellowship to’ improve,
Our Fellowthip with Saints-above.

4 "Till then we bold your Memory dear,
Which now relieves our drooping Heart: -
Like Us ye mourn’d and fuffer'd here,
Like Us ye languifh’d to depart,
And labour'd on with painful Strife,
And drag'd the heavy Laad of Life.

s The Warld caft out your. Name like Qurs,
And counted you not fit to live:
Expos'd to all th’ Infernal Powers,
Ye dar'd your Mafter’s Lot receive,
Beneath his Crofs rejoic’d to bow, -
And drank the Cup we drink of Now.

6 Tempted, detain'd in fore Diftrefs,
With all our Fiery Trials tried,
Loft in this howling Wildernefs,
Troubled, perplex’d on every Side,
¥Ye pray’d—in Groans at Jesu’s Stay,
And ftill complain’d—ye-:could not pray.

- » Ye felt the cruel tortu’sing Fear

Which now our Soul afunder faws,
The Doubt ye fhou'd not perfevere,
But fcandalize the Saviour’s Caufe, ‘
- T 2 Dif-
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Difgrace, and fhame the Friends of Gop,’

Agpd fall, and perifh in your Blood.

Men of like Paflions once ye were

With Us, who ftill Ourfelves bemoans
This Inbred Sin ye groan’d to bear,

And hop’d Relief from Death alone,
As Death alone could purge the Stain,
And Curist had fhed his Blood invai.

But, Oh! your Evil Day is paft, :
Accomplifh’d is your Warfare here,
And more than Congquerors at laft
Our f3d defponding Hearts ye chear,
Ye bid us ftill your Steps purfue, -
And we thall more than conquer too.

Encomp‘aﬂ: with fo great a Cloud.
Of Witgefles, who fpeak tho’ dead,
We caft afide our every Load, .

_And follow where our LorD hath led,

* With Patience run th* Appointed Race,

And die to fee his Glorious Face.

CLXL
The Marks of FA1TH.

1 O W can a Sinner &now
His Sins on Earth forgivent
How can my Saviour,” fhew
" My Name infcrib’d in Heaven?
‘What we ourfelves have felt, and feen,
‘With Confidence we tell,
And publith to the Sons of Men
The Signs Infallible.

St s wn mm— ..
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2z We who in Curist believe
That He for us hath died,
His unknown Peace receive,
And feel his Blood applied :
Exults for Joy our rifing Soul,
Difburthen’d of her Load,
And {wells, unutterably full
Of Glory, and of Gop.

3  His Love, furpaffing far
The Love of all beneath
We find within, and dare
The pointlefs Darts of Death:
Stronger than Death, or Sin, or Hell
The myftic Power we prove, :
And Conquerors of the World we dwelt
In Heaven, who dwell in. Love.

4  The Pledge of Furure Blifs
He now to us imparts,
His gracious Spirit is
The Earneft in our Hearts:
We antedate the Joys above,
We tafte th’ Eternal Powers,
And #now that all thofe Heights of Love,
And all thofe Heavens are Ours,

5 'Till He our Life reveal,
We reft in Curist fegure:
His Spirit is The Seal,
Which made our Pardon fure:
Our Sins his Blood hath blotted oug, -
And figh’d our Soul’s Releafe: - °
And can we of his Favour doubt, " -
Whofe Blood declares us His?

6  We by his Spirit prove,’

23y

And know the Things of Gop, ~ ~

T 3

The



w22  HyMNB and SACRED Poims.

The Things which of his Love -
He hath en us beftow’d:. oo
Our Gob to Us his Spirit gave,
And dwells in Us, we &nowv,
The Witnefs in ourfelves we have,.
And all his Fruits we fhew.

7  The meek and lowly Heatt,
Which in our Saviour was,
He doth to us impart,
And figns us with his Crofs:
Our Nature’s Courfe is turn’d, our Mind
Transform’d in all its Powers,
And both the Witneffes are join’d, -
The Spirit of Gop with Ours..

8  Whate'er our Pardning Lorn - - 3
Commands, we gladly do,.
* And guided by his ordy, ~
We all his, Steps purfue:
His Glory is our {fole Defign,
We live our Gobp to pleale,
. And rife with Filial Fear Divice S
To perfe& Holincfs. o

CLXIL
"HYMN IL

OW fhall a Slave releaft
From his oppreffive Chain. .
Diftinguith Bafe, and Reft -
From Wearinefs, and Pain?
Can He his Burthen borne away
Infallibly perceive? o
Or 1 before the Judgment-Day
My pardori’d Sin believe? )
© .. . . Redeem'd

e
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-2 Redeem’d from all his Woes,
Out of his Dyngeon freed,
Afk, how the Prifoner knows
That He is free indeed!
How can He tcll the Gloom of nght
«From the Meridian Blaze ?
Or I difcern the Glorious nght,
That fireams from Jesu’s Face? =
3 The gafping Patient lies
In Agony. of Pain!
But fee Him light arife, .
Reftor'd to Health again!
And doth He certainly receive,
The Knowledge of his Cure!
And am I Confiious that I live2
And is my Pardon Thre ?

4 A Wretch for Years confign'd
To hopelefs Mifery, .
The happy Change muf# find,
From all his Pain fet free:
And muft not I the Difference know
- Of Joy, and anxious Grief, n
Of Grace, and Sin, of Weal, and qu;
- Of Faith, and Unbelief? .
Yes, Lorp, I now perceive, )
. And blefs Thee for the Grace, -
Thro’ which redeem’d .1 live
To fee thy fmiling Face:
Alive I am, who once.was dead, ,:
And freely Juftified; 3
I kmow thy Blood for me was fhed )
I feel it mow apphed. P

6 By Sinno longer bound
The Prifoner is fet free, .
T'he Loft again is found .~ . ., . -
© In Paradife, in ‘Thee: In
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In Darknefs, Chains, and Death I was,
But lo! to Life reftor’d,

Into thy wondrous Light I pafs,
The Freeman of the Lorp.

#»  In Comfort, Power, and Peace
Thy Favour, Lorp, I prove,
In Farth, and Joy’s Increafe,
And felf. abafing Love:
Thou doft my pardon’d Sin reveal,
My. Life, and Heart renew;
The Pledge, the Witnefs, and the Seal
Confirm the'Record true.

8  The Spirit of my Gop
Hath certified Him Mine,
And all the Tokens fhew'd
Infallible, Divine:
Hereby the pardon’d Sinner knows
His Sins on Earth forgiven,
And thus my faithful Saviour fpeaws
My Name infcrib’d in Heaven.

o

CLXIIIL
HYMN IIL

3 ‘H! foolith World, forbear
Thine unava:lmg Pain,
Nor needlefsly declare
Our Hope, and Labour vain:
‘Tell us no more,* We cannot know
On Earth the Heavenly Powers,
Or tafte the Glorious Blifs below,
Or feel, that Gop is Ours.

2 So ignoraat of Gop,
In Sin brought up, and bomn,

Ye

e s bt P ettt s e N
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Ye Fools, benot fo proud,
Sufpend your idle Scorn: :
For Us who have receiv’d our Sight -~ ~
Ye fain would Judges be,
And make s think, there is no Lxght,
Becaufe _you cannet fee

3 'The fame in your El'teem, ,
Falthood and Truth ye join,
The wild Pretender’s Dream,
And real Work Divine: .
Between the Subftance, ‘and the Shew -
No Differénce You can’ find,
For Colours all, full well we know,
Are equal to the Blind.

4 Wherefore from Us depart,
And to each other tell
¢« We cannot on our Heart
‘The written Pardon feel:”
A Stranger to the Living-Bread
Ye may beguile, and cheat,
But Us you never can perfuade,
That Honey is not fweet.:

. CLXIV.
"HYMN IV. - -

1 HO of the Great, or Wife
Hath our Report believ'd! =~ -
Alas! they clofe their Eyes, ) )
Nor will be undeceiv'd:
The World cry out, in needlefs anht, .
<« Your rath Attempt forbear -
« To lift us to Prefumption’s Height
« Or plunge us in Defpair. » .

« Who-
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2 ¢ Whoever feck to know
¢ Their Sins on Earth forgiven
¢ Or fink in hopelefs Woe,
¢ Or rife to Madnefs driven.”
They fafely chufe the Middle Way,
Aware of each Extream,
The only Prudent Men are They,
And Wifdom dies with Them.

3  The Sayings of our Lorp
Their Folly dares defpife,
Above the written Word,
To their own Ruin, wife:
The written Word, by which we fteer
From all Miftake fecure,
It bids us make our Calling bere
And our Ele&tion fure.

4 It bids the Weary come,
And find in Curist .t’hein Rett,
Invites the. Wanderer home ;
To his Redeemer’s Breaft;

It ftirs us up to knock, and pray, -

And feek the Pardping Gopo,
*Till Jesus take our Sins away,
And wafh us in his Blgod.

It proffers Happinefs
5 g‘o All whg%are believe,
And promifes a Peace,
Which Man can never give;
‘With full Affurance of Belief
Commands us to draw ‘near, .
And tafte the Joy that cafts out Grief,
The Love that cafts out Fear.

6 Water of Lifé Divine.
Its bids us freely take,
And myftic Milk and Wine
For Jesu’s only Sake:

- The

. . ot /-

et i T

-

——P— T .



f— e ——_——

HyMxs and SAcRED "Pogms. 227

“The Holy Ghoft, the Comforter
To all who atk is.given,

- That Seal of our Salvation here,

That Antepaft of Heaven..

7  But flill the Wiorld refufe-
An Heaven begun below,
And vainly fear to’ abufe-
~_The Grace they never know:
"The Grace their Pride will not receive
They impioufly deny;
And in their Sins fecurely live, .
And defperately die.. :

~ CLXV.
HYMN V.

1 YET hear; ye Souls that cleave

To Earth and Mifery,
The joyful News receive,’
And yield to-be fet free;
Redeem’d from Pride, and guilty Shame,
The Grace of Jesus ‘prove,
The Virtue of your Savieur’s Name,
The humbling Power of Love. ‘
2 His Bilod by Faith applied = .
Shall wath you white as Snow, -
And all the Juftified ™ - C
Themfelves and Jesus know:  * -
Who honour Gop, themfelves defpife = *
With deep Humility, . =~ :
And none fo vile in their own Eyes - .
As Thofe that Jssus fee. :

.5 He never will infnare, -

* Or by his Gifts deftroy: - & .-
. The
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The Obje&ts ‘of his Care,
The Veflels of his Joy:
His Mercy fhall with lowly Fear
Your faithful Souls abafe,
And make you in the Duft revere
The Pardning Gop of Grace.

4 His Truth, and Love, a.ndPgwerj.

Shall his own Gifts maintain;
But may ye not implore
The Saviour’s Grace in vain?
What if ye feek, and never find
The Pardon in his Blood #— .
What if the Saviour of Mankind
Be neither Juft, nor Good!—

5 Hath He not fpoke the Word,
¢ Who atk fhall all receive!”
Believe our faithful Lorbp,
Ye abje&t Souls believe!
The Hellith Doubt reje&, difclaim, -
And on our Gob rely,
Our Gop continues ftill the fame, -
Nor can Himfelf deny.

6 We now affix our Seal
That Gop is Good, and True,
His faithful Love we feel,
And ye may feel it too: -
We know, ye All the Grace may take,
Ye All the Truth may prave,

And twice Ten Thoufand Souls we ftake |

On Jesu’s Faithful Love.

B

CLXVI.

"
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crxvy, &% 0
For the Fear of Gobp.

1 OD of all Grace, and Majefty,
Supremely Great, and Good,
If I have Favour found with Thee,
Thro’ the Atoning Blood;
The Guard of all thy Mercies give,
And to my Pardon join !
A Fear, leaft I fhou’d ever grieve
The Gracious Spirit Divine.

2 If Mercy is indeed with Thee,
May I obedient prove, !
Nor e’er abufe my Liberty,
Or fin againft thy Love: .
This choiceft Fruit of Faith beftow
On a poor Sojourner,
And let me pafs my Days below
In Humblenefs and Fear.

Rather I wou’d in Darknefs mourn
The Abfence of thy Peace,
Than e’er by light Irreverence turn '
Thy Grace to Wantonnefs :
Rather I wou’d in painful Awe
Beneath thine Anger move,
Than e’er reje&t the Gofpel-Law
Of Liberty and Love.
4 But Oh! Thou wou’dft not have me live
In Bondage, Grief, and Pain,
Thou doft not take Delight to grieve
The helplefs Sons of Men:
Thy Will 1s my Salvation, Lorp,
And let it now take Place,
And let me tremble at thy Word
Of Reconciling Grace. .
Vou. Il. U Still
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‘5 Still may I walk as in thy Sight,

My ftri&t Obferver fee, .

And Thou by reverent Love unite
My Child-like Heart to Thee.

Still let me, 'till my Days are paft,
At Jesu's Feet abide, .

So fhall He lifc me up at laft,
And feat me:by his Side.

. CLXVIL

For a Tender Confcience.
x Luicary Gov of Truth and Love,

In me thy Power exert, )
The Mountain from my Soul remove,
The Hardnefs from my Heart:
My moft obdurate Heart {ubdue,
In Honour of thy Son,
And now the gracious Wonder fhew,
And take away the Stone.

2.1 .want a Principle within,

Of jealous, godly Fear,

A Senfibility of Sin,
A Pain to feel it near:

I want the firft Approach to feel
Of Pride, or fond Defire,

To catch the Wandrings of my Will,
And quench the kindling Fire.

From Thee that I no more may part,
No more thy Goodnefs grieve,
The filial Awe, the flethly Heart,
The tender Confcience give,
Quick as the Apple of an Eye,
O Gobo, my Conlcience make:

3

Awake

——————

o
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Awake my Soul, when Sin is nigh,
And keep it fill awake. '

4 If to-the Right, or Left I ftray,

That Moment, Lorp, reprove,
And let me weep my Life away
For having griev’d thy Love:
Give me to feel an idle Theought -
As aftual Wickednefs,
And mourn for the minuteft Fault. -
In exquifite Diftrefs. - -

- §: O may the leaft Omiffion pain.

4

My well-inftruéted Soul, .
Ard drive me to the Blood again,
Which makes the Wounded whole: -
More of this tender Spirit, more
Of this Aflition fend,
And fpread the Moral Senfe all o'er, .
*Till Pain with Life fhall eénd.

CLXVIII,
- I is Gow wbich aorketh in Jou both to will axd.
tods. Phil i1 13.

& YNATHER, to Thee my Soul I lift, . :

¥ My Soul on Thee depends,
Convinc'd, that every perfe&t Gift
From Thee alone defcends.
Mercy and Grace are Thine alone,
And Power and Wifdom too,
Without the Spirit of thy Son
We Nothing Good can do.

2 We cannot fpeak one ufeful Word, .

One holy Thought conceive,
Unlefs, in Anfwer to our Logp,.
_ Thyfelf the Blefling give:
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His Blood demands the Purchas’d Grace, -
His Blood’s availing Plea -

Obtain’d the Help for all our Race,
And fends it down to .me.

3 'Thou all our Works in Us haft wrought, -
Our Good is all Divine, -
The Praife of every virtuous Thought, -
_ Or righteous Work, is Thine:
From Thee, thro’ Jesus, we receive
The Power on Thee to call, -
In whom we are, and move, and live,
Our Gob is All in AlL ‘ ‘

CLXIX.
H YMN IL

1 HOW empty then the Former Boaft,
The Impotence of Pride,
When in Ourfelves we put our Truft,
And on our Warks relied : :
. Strong in our Liberty of Will,
Our Nature’s Noble Powers,
We vow’d to fcale the Heavenly Hill,
And feize the Crown as Ours.

2 The Strefs of our Salvation, we
On Human Efforts laid :
Or if fometimes we mention’d Thee,
And flightly afk’d thine Aid, )
Our own Autempts, we thought, fhould gain -
For us the glorious Prize,
Our meritorious Toil and Pain
Sheuld Lift us to the Skies.

Y S ..——ﬁ-‘..._'..f‘__'-
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3~ Our own Defires, tho® weak, fincere,
Our own Endeavours fiood, .
To’ atone for oar Tranfgreflions here,
In Place of Jesu’s Blood. = .
Alas for Us! we knew not then
His Blood and Righteoufhefs,
Thro® which alone the Sons of Men
May all be fav'd, by Grace:

CLXX..
"HYMN IIL

) UT now, my gracious Gop, thy Love
- Hath taught me better Things:

My All is given me from above,

From Thee Salvation fprings.
Freely thy Love delights to fave,

And ranfoms without Price;
Mercy Thou wilt on Sinners have, -

And not our Sacrifice.

2 Jesus for me the Wineprefs trod, -

He paid our Debt alone,

He bought our Pardon with his Bload, -
And did for Al atone.

We Nothing think, -or fpeak, or do, -
Thy Favour to procure:

But when my Heart believes Thee true,
The Grace to e is fure.

3 "Tis not of Him. that wills or runs,
That labours or defires:
In Anfwer to my Saviour’s Groans,
Thy Love my Breaft infpires:
‘The meritorious Caufe I fee,
That precious Blood Divine,
And I, fince Jesus died for me,
Shall live forgver Thine. )
U 3 " CLXXI.
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CLXXI. Thank(giving for Deliver-

ance from Pain.

] IVER of Life, and Strength renew'd,
G I blefs, thy Balmy Name, - o
Heal'd by the Virtue of thy Bloed

My Healer I proclaim.
Jesus, Thou canft with equal Eafe
Pronounce my Siris forgiven,
And bid me rife, and go in Peace,
And bear my Crofs to Heaven.

2 Thrown, as an ufelefs Veflel, by, .

A Lump of Pain I lay,

My Saviour caft a pitying Eye,
And mov'd his Saints to pray:

‘The Prayer of Faith hath-chas’d the Pain,
Put all my Grief to flight,

And rais’d my feeble Flefh again,
And cloath’d my Soul with Mighe.

'3 I now with all my Brethren join

To double Health reftor’d,

I glory in the Strength Divine, -

.. I glory in the Lorbp.

"The Strength Thou doft Thyfelf impart
1 for "T'hyfelf employ,

And give Thee back a thankful Heart
Which taftes thy Gifts with Joy.

4 Take all my Heart, my Thanks, my Love;

But O! my Friends repay,

‘Who brought the Blefling from above,
And fave them at That Day.

Ten thoufand, thoufand Bleflings fhower
On my Companions dear,

And keep them by thy Mercy’s Power,
"Till Thou, ous Life, appear.

e« N N " i
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s "Happy, might I obtain the Grace
My happier Friends to fee,.

Adorn’d with Robes of Rxghteouﬁ'lefs,
And Palms of Vi&ory! = -

Happy might I with Them be found
The meaneft of the Throng, -

And fing the glorious Throne around
Thine own eternal Songt

N S

CLXXII. Tkenk/giving for a Deli~
verance from szpwreck

L L Praife to the Lorp, -

A Who rules with a Word

‘The untra&table Sea,
And limits its Rage by his ftedfaft Decree: °

Whofe Providence binds,,

Or releafes the Wmds,

And compels them again - )
At his Beck to put on the Invifible Cham.

2 Even now He hath heard
Our Cry, and appear'd :
On the Face of the Deep,

And commanded the Tempett itsdiftance tokeep:
His Piloting Hand
Hath brought us to Land,
And no'longer diftreft,

We are joyful again in the Haven to reft.

3 O that all Men would faife~ Sk
His Tribute of Praife,. i ’
His Geodnefs declare,.
And thankfully fing of his Fatherly Carc!
With Rapture approve
His Dealings of Love, .
And the Wonders proclaim : k
Perform’d by the Virtue of Jeeus’s Na.md
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4 Thro’ Jrsus alone
He delivers His own, -
And a Token deth fend" [End-

That his Love fhall dire&t us,-and fave to the.

With Joy we embrace

The Pledge of his Grace, -

In a Moment outly .
Thefe Storms of Afliion,; and land in the Sky,

- C€LXXIIEL
After Deliverance from Temptation.
1 #~VLORY,. Honour, Thanks, and Praife
..F Fo Jesu’s conquering Name! '
Scarcely fav’d I am by Grace,
Yet fav’d by Grace I am;
Pluck’d from the Devourer’s Teeth,.
Lo! I lift my joyful Eyes,.
From the Gates of Hell, and Death.
To Life Eternal rife.

2 Yes, the Lion is once more:

Defrauded of his Prey,

Though he thruft at me full fore, .
I.am not fail’'n away ;

Satan long’d my Soul to feize,
Would like Wheat have fifted me,.

Jesus pray’d, and kept me his,.
And his I ftill fhall be. ‘

3 He from Sin who'faved the now,-
Is ready ftill to fave:
Jesus, at thy Feet I bow,
And Strength in Thee T have,
Blefs Thee for my Trials paft,
Truft thy conflant Aid to prove,
Allany Care, my Soul I caft
*On thy redeeming Love.
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4 Jesus, in thy Saving Name o

I fedfaftly believe, :

All the Help I humbly claim,
Which Thou art rais’d to give:

Still into thy Bofom take,
O my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

Love me for thy Mercy’s Sake,

- And love me to the End, = - i

CLXXIV. After aDeliverance from
Death by the Fall of an Houfe. -,

‘1 LORY and Thanks to Gop we give!

Our Sacred Hairs are number’d all, .
Not One, we find, without his Leave, ‘
Not One unto the Ground can fall.

2 How bleft whom Jesus calls his own,
How quiet, and fecure from Harms!
The Adverfary caft us down,
The Saviour caught us in his Arms,

3 "Twas Jesus check’d his firaitned Chain,
And curb'd the Malice of our Foe,
Allowd to touch our Flefh with Pain,
No farther could the Murtherer go.

*T'was Jesus rais’d our Bodies up,
And ftronger by our Fall we ftand;
Our Life is hid with Cur1st our Hope,
Hid in the Hollow of his Hand. .

We reft in his Prote&ion here;
But languifh for the Final Day,

‘When Curist fhall in the Clouds appear,
And Heaven and Earth fhall pafs away.
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6 The great Archangel’s Trump fhall found, -
(While twice ten thoufand Thunders roar
Tear up the Graves, and cleave the Grounng,‘
And make the greedy Sea reftore.

7 The greedy Sea fhall yield her Dead,
The Earth no more her Slain conceal,.
Sinners fhall lift their guilty Head, - . I
And fhrink to fee a yawning Hell. '

8 But we who now our Lorp confefs,
" And faithful to the End endure,

Shall ftand in Jesu’s Righteoufnefs,
Stand as the Rock of Ages fure.

9 We, while the Stars from. Heaven fhall fall,
And Monntains are on Mountains hurl’d,,
Shall ftand unmov’d amidft them all,.
And fmile to fee a burning World,

ro See the celeftial Bodies roil o
In Spires of Smoak beneath our Feet!"
They fhrivel as & Parchment Scrowd!
The Elements melt: with fervent Heat!"

31 The Earth and all the Works therein
Diffolves by raging Flames deftroy’d,.
While We farvey the awful Scene,
And mount aheve the Fiery Void.

12 By Faith we how tranfcend. the Skies,.
And op that. ruin’d World look dows,.
By Love above all Height we rife, -
And fhare the Eyerlafting Throne.

CLXXV.

- A
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CLXXV.

Written in going to Wakefield ta anfuwer @
* Charge of Treafon, L

3 YESU, in This Hour be near,"

J On thy Servant’s Side appear,

Call'd thine Honour to maintain,
Help a feeble Child of Man. -

2 Thou who at thy. Creature’s Bar,
Didft thy Deity declare,
Now my Mouth and Wifdom be,
Witnefs for ‘Thyfelf in me.

3 Gladly beforé Rulers brought,

Free from Trouble as from Thought,
- Let me Thee in Them revere,

Own thine awful Minifter.

4 All of Mine be c4ft afide, ,
Anger, Fear, and Guile, and Pride,
Only give me from above,

Simple Faith, and humble Love.

5 Set my Face, and fix my Heart,
Now the promis'd Power impart,
Meek, fubmiffive, and refign'd
Arm me with thy conftant Mind.

6 Let me trample on the Foe, ' Co
Conquering, -and to conquer go, ~ * ... ot
*Till above bis World I rife,

Judge th’ Accufer in the Skies.

R CLXXVI.
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CLXXVI. Afterwards.

1 r HO that trufted in the Lorp
' Was ever put to Shame?
Live, by Heaven and Earth ador’d,
Thou All vitorious Lamb: :
Thou haft magpnified thy Power,
Thou in my Defence haft ftoad,
Kept my Soul in Danger’s Hour,
And arm’d me with thy Blood.

2 Satan’s Slaves againft me rofe,

And fought my Life to flay;
Thou haft baffled all my Foes,

And fpoil’d them of their Prey’;
Thou haft caft th® Accufer down,

Haft maintain’d thy Servant’s Right,
‘Made mine Innocency known,

And clear as Noonday-Light.

3 Evil to my Charge they laid,
And Crimes I never knew;
But my Lorp the Snare difplay’d,
And drag’d the Fiend to view;
Glar'd his bold malicious Liel =
Satan, fhew thine Art again,
Hunt the pretious Life, and try,
To take my Soul.invain.

4 Thou, my great Redeeming Gobn,

My Jesus flill art near,

Kept by Thee, nor fecret Fraud,
Nor open Force I fear; C

Safe amidft the Snares of Death,
Guarded by the King of Kings,

£Glad to live, and die beneath
The Shadow of thy Wings.

/ ~

CLXXVIIIL
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CLXXVIII,
Seek ye firft, the Kingdom of Gov, and bis Righ-

teoufnefs, and all thefe Things foall be added .
unto you. Matt. vii. 33. -

1 HE Earth is the Lowp’s, And all it con- "
© tains, ]
The Truth of his Words Forever remains:
The Saints have 2 Mountain Of Bleflings in Him,
His Grace is the Fountain, His Peace is the
Stream. ' "
2 To Him our Requeft We now have made known,
‘Who fees what is beft For Each of his ewn:
Our beathcnifb Care We caft it afide,
He heareth the Prayer, And Gob fhall provide.

3 Fhe Modeft and Meek This Earth fhall poflefs:
The Kingdom who feek Of Jesus’s Grace,
That Power of his Spirit fhall joyfally own,
And all Things inherit In Virtue of One. -

4 Whatever we need His Bounty fhall give,
" And hallow the Bread We daily receive; -
We live by his Blefling (That Bread from above)
All Fulnefs poffefling %n Jasws’s Love.

CLXXIX.
On a Jfourney.
1 QAviour, Friend of loft Mankind,
Now thy Love we call to mind,

Us Thou haft in Mercy fought,
Us unto Thyfclf haft brought.

- ¥or. IL. w Long,
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2 Long, too long we went aftray,
Wanderers from-the Narrow Way,
Down a broad Deftructive Road,
Far from Peace, and far from Gob..

3 We the Paths of Dea,";h pm-fued‘
With the thoughtlefs' Multitude,
Worldly Good was all our Aim,

"Pleafure, Power, and Wealth, and Fame. ‘

4 But thy tender Pity faw,
Stopp’d us by a Sacred Awe,
Us our fatal Error thewd, .
Turn’d, and brought us back to Gop.

§ Walking in thy pleafant Ways,
Humbly flill we fue for Grace,
Thy direing Aid implore;

"Never let us wander more:

Left again we.ftart_ afide,
Lorp, be Thou our conftant Guide,
Kindly take us by the Hand, '

Lead us to the Promis’d Land.
CLXXX.
ANOTHER.
t OME All, whoe’er have fet

Your Faces Sion-ward,
In Jesus let us meet,

And praife our Common Lorp, -

In {IB sus let us ftill walk on,
»Till All appear before his Throne.

S

Nearer

e —— e
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2 Nearer and nearer ftill
We to our Country come,
To that Celeftial Hill,
The weary Pilgrim’s Home,
‘The New Ferufalem above,
The Seat of Everlafting Love.

3 The ranfom’d Sons of Gop-
AlLearthly Things we.fcorn,
And to our high Abode
With Songs of Praife return,
From Strength to Strength we ftill proceed,
With Crowns of Joy upen our Head.

4  The Peace and Joy of Faith
We every Moment feel,
Redeem’d from Sin, and Wrath,
And Death, and Earth, apd Hell,
‘We to our Father's Houfe repair,
To meet our Elder Brother there.

Our Brother, Saviour, Head,
Our All in All is He;
And in his Steps who tread,
We foon his Face fhall fee,
Shall fee Him with our Glorious Friends,
And then in Heaven our Journey ends.

CXXXI.

ANOTHER.:’

1 OME, let us anew’
Our Journey purfue,
With Vigour arife, A
And prefs to our Permanent Place.in the Skies.

W o2 of
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2  Of Heavenly Birth,
Tho’ wandring on Earth,
This is not our Place,
But Strangers and Pilgrims ourfelves we confefs.

3 At Jesus’s Call |
' We gave up our All;
And ftill we forego
For Jesus’s Sake onr Enjoyments belmv

4 No longing we find
For the Country behind, )
But onward we move,

And fill we are fecking a Country above.

§ A Country of Joy
Without any AHoy,
We thither :
Our Heart, and our Treafure already are there.

6 We march Hand in Hand
To Immanuel's Land ;
No Matter what Chear
We meet with oa Earth; for Eternity’s near.

7  The rougher our Way,
The thorter our Stay,
The Troubles that come
Shall come to our Refcue, aadha&enmhom

8  The fiercer the Blaft,
The fooner 'tis paft,
The Tempefts that rife
Shall glorioufly hurry our Souls te the Skies. -

CLXXXIT.

e~
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- CLXXXIL

At the Baptifm of Adults.

OME FATHER, Son, and HoLy GHOST
Honour the Means Injoin’d by Thee,
Make good our Apoftolic Boaft,
And own thy Glorious Miniftry.

‘We now thy Promis’d Prefence claim,
Sent to difciple All Mankind,

Sent to baptize into thy Name:
We now thy Promis’d Prefence find.

Fatner in Thefe reveal thy Sow, .
In Thefe for whom we feek thy Face,
The hidden Myflery make known,
The Inward, Pure, Baptizing Grace.

Jesu, with Us Thou always art,
Effeftuate now the Sacred Sign
‘The Gift Unfpeakable impart,
And blefs thine Ordinance Divine.

Eternal SeiriT, defcend from high,
Baptizer of our Spirits Thou,
The Sacramental Seal apply,
And witnefs with the Water Now.

Oh! that the Souls baptiz’d hercin,
May now thy Truth and Mercy feel,
May rife, and wafh away their Sin—
- Come, HoLy GHosT, their Pardon feal.

- .-

[

W 3 CLXXXIIL
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CLXXXII].

ANOTHER.

ATHeRr, Sox, and HorLy GrosT,
. In folemn Power come down,

Prefent with thy Heavenly Hoft

Thine Ordinance to crown:
See a finful Worm of Earth!

Blefs for Her the Laving Flood,
Plunge Her by a Second Birth

Into the Depths of Gob.

Let the Promis’d Inward Grace
Accompany the Sign,

On her new-born Soul imprefs
The glorious Name Divine :

FaTuew, all thy Love reveal,
Jesus all thy Mind impart,

Hory GHosT, renew, and dwell
Forever in her Heart.

]

CLXXXIV.

Hymn for the King{wood Colliers.

ET all Men rejoice By Jesus reftor’d!
L We lift up our Voice, And call Him Our
Lorp, - :
His Joy is to blefs us, Aund free us from Thrall,
From all that opprefs us He refcues us all.

Him Prophet, and Xing, and Prieft we proclaim,

We triumph, and fing of Jesus’s Name:

Poor Idiots He teaches 'T'o fhew forth his Praife,

And tell of the Riches of Jesus’s Grace, N
o
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3 . No Mutter how doll The Scholar whom He
Takes into his Schoal, And gives Him to fee:
A wonderful Fafhion Of Teaching He hath,
And wife to Salvation He makes us thro® Faith.

4 The wayfaring Men, Tho' Fools, fhall not ftray, -
His Method fo plain, So eafy his Way:
The Simpleft Believer His Promife may prove,
And drin ﬁ of the River of Jgsus’s Love.

5 Poor Outcafts of Men Whofe Seuls were defpifed,, -
And left with Di{dain, By JEsus are prized;
His Gracious Creation In us He makes known,
And brings us Salvation, And calls us His own.

' CLXXXV.
ANOTHER.

Y Brethren belov’d, Your Calling ye fee:
In Jesus approv'd, Ne Goodnefs have

No Rlches or Ment No Wifdom or Mlght,
But all Things inherit Thro® Jesus’s Right.

2 Our Gop would net have One Reprobate die:
Who all Men would fave Hath no Man pafs'd by :
His boundlefs Compaflion On Sinners doth call;
He offers Salvation Thro’ Mercy to All.

3 Yet not man); Wife His Summons obey ;
And Great ones defpife So Vulgar a Way;
And Strong ones will never Their Helplefnefls
own,’
- Or ftoop to find ‘Favour Thro Mercy alone.

i

And
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4 And therefore our Gop The Qutcafts hath chofe,

His Righteoufnefs fhew’d To Heathen like us:
When Wife ones rejected His Offers of Grace,
His Goodnefs elected The Foolith and Bafe.

§ To baffle the Wife, and Noble, and Strong,
He bad us arife, An impotent Throng:
Poor ignorant Wretches We gladly imbrace
A Prophet that teaches Salvation by Grace.

6 The Things that were not His Mercy bids lve; -

His Mercy unbought We freely receive,
His Gracious Compaflion We thankfully prove,
And all our Salvation Afcribe to his Love.

CLXXXVI,
The Phyfician’s HYMN.

1 Hysician, Friend of Human-kind,
Whofe Pitying Love is pleas’d to find
A Cure for every Ill;
By Thee rais'datp, by Thee beftow’d
'To do my Fellow Creatures Good,
I come to ferve thy Will.

2 I come, not like the fordid Herd,
Who mad for Honour, or Reward,
Abufe the Healing Art:
Nor Thirft of Praife, nor Luft of Gain,
But kind Concern at Human Pain,
And Love conftrains my Heart.

3 On Thee I fix my fingle Eye,
Thee only feek to glorify,

And make thy Goodnefs known,
Refoly’d if Thou my Labours blefs,
To give Thee back my whole Succefs,

To praife my Gobp alone,

—'I\ ..
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4 The Friendly Properties that flow,
Thro’ Nature’s varipys Works, 1 know
The Fountain whence they came,
And every Plant, and every Flower'
Medicinal derives its Power
From Jesus’ Balmy Name.

& Confiding in that Name alone,
JBsus, I'in thy Work go on,
To tend thy Sick and Poor,
Difpenfer of thy Med’cines I;
But Thou, the Blefing muft fupply,
But Thou muft give the Cuare.

6 For this I humbly wait en Thees
‘The Servant of thy Servants fee
Devoted to thy Will, '
- Determia’d in thy Steps to go, o
And help the fickly Sons of Woe,
‘Who groan thy Help to feel,

7 Afllited by thy gracieus Hand,
They now may juttly all déemand
My Inftramental Care;
Thy Patients, Loxp, fall &1l be mime;
And to my weak Attempts 1 join
My firong effectual Prayer.

8 O while Thou giv'ft their Bodies Eafe,
Convince them of their worft Difeafe,
‘The Sicknefs of the Mind,
And let them groan by Sin oppreft,
*Till Coming unto Thee for Reft, -
Reft to their Souls they find.

With Thefe, and every fin-fick Soul,
I come Myfelf to be made whole,
And wait the Soversign Word ;
Thau canft, I know, Thou def forgive:
S : ut
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But let me without Sinning live,
To perfe& Love reftor'd.

10 Myfelf, alas, I cannot heal,
But Thou fhalt every Seed expel
Of Sin out of my Heart,
Thine utmoft faving Health difplay,
And purge my Inbred Plague away,
And 'make me as Thou art.

31 °Till then in thy bleft Hands I am,
And ftill in Faith the Grace I claim .
To all Believers given :
Perfeét the Cure in me begun;
And when my Work on Earth is done,
Receive me up to Heaven.

CLXXXVIIL

An Hymn for a Mother.

1 ATHER of All, whofe Sovereign Will
F Hath call’d thy Servant to fulfil .
The fof2er Parent’s Part,
With Gifts and Graces from above,
With calmeft Care, and wifeft Love
Inftrut my fimple Heart.

2z Oh! may I every Moment fee
The End for which alone to me
Thou haft my Children given,
A blefled Inftrument Divine - . - E
Thro’ Thee to make, and keep them Thine,
And train them up far Heaven. -

3 My Firft Conéem their Souls to rear,
And principled with godly Fear
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In Virtue's Paths to lead,
"The Hunger after Thee t’ excite,

And ftir them up with all their Might

To feek the Living Bread.

4 Be this dear Lorp, my Chief Defire,

That every Child may ftill afpire
To thofe pure Joys above,

Lay up their Heart and Treafure there,
Content on Earth with Mary’s Share,

And bleft in Jesus Love.

5 If anxious bere For their Succels,
A Momentary Happinefs
I labour to fecure,

How fhould it all my Powers engage

‘Their never-failing Heritage
Their endlefs Blifs ¢ infurg?- --

6 If for their Bodies I provide,

And from the flighteft Suffering hide

The Suckling on my Knee,
Shall I by my Negleét expofe
‘Their dearer Souls to fearful Woes

Thro’ all Eternity? :

7 Shall I the haughty With infill,

Or give them up to their .own Will,

nd every vain Defire?
As kind the Pagan Parent was,
‘Who made his Sons and Daughters
To Molock thro’ the Fire, . -

8 Expos’d in this bleak Wildernefs
To pining Want or fad Diftrefs
Could I my Offspring fee? -,
Could I the heavier Burthen bear
To fee them void of facred Care, -
And loft for Want of Thee?

ph

251
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9 Thou, Lorp, the fatal Ill prevent,
And guard whom Thou te me haft lent,
And guide them by thine Eye;
Convert—or to Thyfelf receive, -
And let them to thy Glory live,
Or Innocently die! ~ ~

CLXXXVIIIL

.For an Unconverted Child.

t Hou Gop, that hearft the whifper'd Prayer,
Regard a mournful Mether’s Care
For her poor theughtlefs Son:
Anxious, diftreft, Thou knowft I live,
And fill in fecret Places grieve
For Follies not my own.

2 Tan I my éwn dear Child forget,
Or fee without the laft: Regret
His wild diforder'd Ways,
His Enmity to Things Divine, - a
His League with I“'Ine%I, his Feafts with Swine,
His total Want of Grace? )

3 Son of my Womb, to Evil fold,
Him I with fireaming Eyes behold
Intirely dead to Thee, ,
Carelefs, fecure on Tophet’s Brink,
Ready with all his Sins to fink- - - -
Into Eternity. .

4 But will his defperate Madnefs go
Self doom’d to Everlafting Woe,
Content, infenfible?
What Heart can bear the dreadful Thought!-
And have I into- Being brought, - .-
And borne a Child for Hell!



T T e e

HyMNs and SACRED PoEMS. 253

5 Forbid it, O moft gracious Goo!
With Pity fee Him in his Blood,
For Jesus fake alone, ‘
Regard my endlefs Griefs and Fears,
Nor let the Son.of all thefe Tears
Be finally undone. ‘

6 Fulfil at laft my Heart’s Defire,
And pluck the Brand out of the Fire,
And fave Him by thy Grace,
So fhall I manifeft thy Name,
With All I have, and All I am,
Devoted to thy Praife. ’

7 My Son I will to Thee reftore,
And anxious for the World no more,
Catt all my Care on Thee,
T and my Houfe will ferve the Lorp,
And wait, obedient to thy. Word,
Thy Glorious Face to fee.

CLXXXIX. -
The True Ufe of Musick.

3. IsTED into the Caufe of Sin,
Why fhould 2 Good be Evil?

Mufick, alas! too long has been.
Preft to obey.the Devil :

Drunken, or kewd, or light the Lay.
Flow'd to the Soul's Undoing,

Widen'd, and firew’d with Flowers the Way
Down to Eternal Ruin.

2 Who on the Part of. Gop will rife,

Innocent Sound recover,

Vau. II. X : Fly
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Fly on the Prey, and take the Prize,
Plunder the Carnal Lover,

Strip him of every moving Strain,
Every melting. Meafure,

Moufick in Virtue's Caufe retain,
Refcue the Holy Pleafure?

3 Come let us try if Jesv’s Love -
Will not as well infpire us: .
This is the Theme of Thale above,
This upon Earth fhall fire us. -
Say, if your Hearts are tun’d to fing,
Is there a Subject greater?.
Harmony all its Strains may bring,
-~ Jesuse's Name-is-fweeter:”

4 Jesus the Soul of Mufick is;

His is the Nobleft Paffion:

Jesus’s Name is Joy and Reace,
Happinefs and Salvation:

Jrsus’s Name the Dead can raife,
Shew us our Sins forgiven,

Fill us with all the Life of Grace,
Carry us up to Heaven.

5 Who hath a Right like Us to fing,
Us whom his Mercy raifes ?

Merry our Hearts, for CurisT is King, .

Chearful are all oar Faces:
Who of his Love doth-once partake -
He evermore rejoices: = . - -
Melody in our Hearts we make,
Melody withi our Voices: .

6 He that a fprinkled Conicience hath, .
He that in Gob is merry,

Let him fing Pfalms, the Spirit faith,
Joyful, and never weary,

Offer

e ™ o

et
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Offer the Sactifice of Praife, °
Hearty, and never ceafing,

Spiritual Songs and Anthems raife,
Honour, and Thanks, and Bleﬁ'mg..

Then let us in his Praifes join,
Triumph in his Salvation,
Glory afcribe to Love Divine,
Worthip, and Adoration:

Heaven already is begun,
Open’d in Each Believer ;
Only believe, and fill fing.-on,

Heaven is Ours forever.

CXC.
ANOTHER..

Towill fing aith the Spirit, .and I will fing awith
the Underflanding alf, + Cor. xiv. 15,

*ESUS, Thou Soul of all our Joys,
' For whom we now 'lift up our Voice, .
And all our Strength exert,
‘Vouchfafe the Grace we humbly claim, .
Compofe into a Thankful Frame,
And tupe thy People’s Heart. .

. While in the Heavenly Work we join, .

Thy Glory be our fole Defign,
Thy Glory, not our own:

Still let us keep our End in view,

And ftill the Pleafing Tatk purfue,
To pleafe our Gob alone.

-The fecrét Pride, the fubtle Sin
" Oh! let it never more fteal in,

T offend thy glorious Eyes, ,
. ) XL 2. ’ TO‘ '
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To defecrate our hallow'd Strain,
And make our folemn Service vain,
And mar our Sacrxﬁce "

4 To magmfy thy awful Name,
To fpread the Honours of the Lamb,
Let us onr Voices raife, * - i
Our Souls and Bodies Powers unite, -
Regardlefs of our own Delight,
And dead to Human Praife.

§ Still let us on our Guard be found, :
And watch againft the Power of Sound,. .
With facred Jealoufy;
- Left haply Senfe fhould damp our Zeat, -
And Mufick’s Charms bewitch and fteal
Our Heart awayfrom Thee.

6 That harrying Strife far off remove,
That noify Burft of Selfith Love,
Which fwells the Formal Song;
The Joy from out our. Heart arie,
And {pcak, and fparkle in our Eyes,v
And vibrate on our Tongue

7 Thee let us: praife our Common LoRrp,
And fweetly join with one Accord,
Thy Goodnefs to proclaim: °
Jesus, Thyfelf in us reveal,
And all our Faculties fhall feel
Thine harmonizing Name.

8 With calmly revcrentxal Joy .
We then fhall all our Lives employ
In femng forth thy Love, )
And raife in Death our Triumph higher; -
And fing with all the Hcavenly. Choir
That endlefs Song Above. "’

.CXCL.

\

-~
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CXCI.
On bis Birtb-day.

' - WAY with my Fears!
_The glad Merning appears, -
‘When an Heir of Salvation was bosn! -
From Jenovasu I came, .
For his Glory I am, v
And to Him I with finging return; .

2z No grievous Alloy
Shall diminifh the Joy

I to Day from my Maker receive :
"Tis my Duty to praife
His unfpeakable Grace,

And exulting in Jesus to live.

3 Thy Jesus alone
The Pountain I ewn -
Of my Life and Felicity here, .
And chearfully fing
My Redeemer and King,
>Till his Sign in the Heavens appear. -

4  With Thanks I rejoice
In thy Fatherly Choice -
Of my State and Condition below ;
If.of Parents I came,
Who honour’d thy Name, -
*Twas thy Wifdom appointed it fo. :

5 I fing of thy Grace -
From my earli¢ft Days

Ever near to Allure, and Defend::
Hitherto Thou haft been
My Preferver from Sin, .

And I know Thou wilt fave to the End.
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6 Oh! the infinite Cares,

And Temptations, and Snares
Thy Hand hath conduted me thro’!
Oh! the Bleflings beftow’d

By a bountiful Gob,. .
And the Mercies eternally New!

7  What a Mercy is This,
What an Heaven of Blifs!
How unfpeakably Happy am I,
Gather'd into the Fold;
With thy-People inroll d
With thy People to lue, and to die!

8 How rich in the Friends
Thy Providence fends
To help my Infirmity on!
What a Number I fee,
Who could fuffer for me,
And ranfom my Life with their own!

9 Oh! the Goodnefs of Gop
Imploying a Clod
His Tribute.of Glory to raife!
His Standard to bear,
. And with Triumph declare.

ﬁis unfearchable Riches of Grace! h

10 Oh! the fathomlefs Love, .
That has deign’d to approve,

And profper the Work of my Hands!
With my Paftoral Crook
I went over the Brook, : »

And behold! I am fpread into Bands.. "

11 Who, I afk, in. Amaze,
Hath begotten me Thefe?

And inquire, irom what Quarter they came?

— .~
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My full Heart it replies
They are borp from the Skies,
And gives Glory to Gon, and the Lamb.

12 All Henour, and Pralfe. L

To the Father of Grace,, .. .. . .
To the Spirit, and Son I return,

The Bufinefs purfue "

He hath made me to do, - -
And rejoice, that I ever was born.

13 In a Rapture of Joy
My Life I employ,. . :

The Gobp of my Life to proc]axm
*Tis worth living for This,
To adminifter Blifs,.

And Sa}vanon in ]x-:sus s Na.me.

14 My Remnant of Days.
I {pend in his Praife

Who died the whole World to redeem ;
Be they many, or few,
My Days are his Due,

And they all are Devoted to Him.

CXCII.
Hvymns for Chriftian Friends..

Rienpsuip Divine! thy Praife I fing,.
Defcendant of the Heavenly King,
Thou faireft of th’ Angelic Kind,
Thou Copy of the Perfet Mind,
Indulg’d poor Mortals from above,
To teach our Hearts that Gop is Love.

Thee,
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: Thee, thine Ally, the heav’n-born Mufe ..

Throughout this lower World purfaes, .
Thy lovely Liceaments to trace, ‘
And point Thee to the Fallen Race,

If haply fome thy Charms may fee, .
And Paradife Regain'd in Thee.

But who on Earth with Thee is bleft,
And where doth facred Friendthip reft?
Shall we to Palaces repair?

Alas! thy Name alone is there, -

Thou canft not dwell with Polith’d Art, -

Or harbour in a felfith Heart.

Thou never didé the Wicked join,

Or caft thy Pearls to Worldly Swine,
Howe’er they teuch with Lips prophane,
And take thy hallow’d Name in vain:

- 'Who will not to their Maker bend,

¢ Who fear no Gop can leve no Friend.

:Seldom alas! thy filken Cord .
Hath bound a Subjeét to his Lowrp: -
For how can Contraries be join'd, .
An humble with an haughty Mind, .
Or Two fo different in Degree,
Defcend, arife, and meet in Thee?

.- Falfely to Thee the Great pretend,
Not all their Gold can buy a Friend,
Who fancy Thee their eafy Spoil, -
Attratted by an-high-born Smile:
‘Thou wilt not yield thy Treafures up,
To crown their Impudence of Hope.

- Thee to procure how fond.their Boaft!
The Beggars cannot bear the Coft:
Nor will the flatter’™d Worms fubmit
To. }'ay_their Honour at thy Feet,

Give

e P
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Give up their Life, to Friendfhip’s Claim,
Or facrifice their Dearer Fame.

8 Strangers to Truth, how can it be, .
That fuch fhould bear it all from Thee?
And therefore banifh’d-from their Sight,
Thou takft thine everlafting Flight,

Nor ftoopft again to Souls {o mean, ,
When Pride has fixt the Gulph between,.

9 Far from the World thy calm Retreat,

The Needy Rich, and Vulgar Great,
Who mourn their Impotence of Power,
And want Relief amidft their Store,

For thy Support the Wretches figh,

And pine undone for Love’s Supply.

10 Poor.is the Man by Slaves ador'd,

Of kneeling Worlds the friendlefs Lord =
A thoufand barter’d Worlds t’ obtain
The Blefling of a Friend, were Gain;
Yet None the Blefling can beftow,

But He who died to fave his Foe..

51 That happy Man whom Jesus loves, .

And with peculiar Smiles approves,

On Him the Angel fhall defcend,

And Gob fhall blefs him with a Friend,
To none but Chofen Veflels given,
Thofe higheft Favourites of Heaven,

 CXCIIL
HYMN IIL
1 OOLISH World, who canft not find

Friendfhip in a Chbriffian Mind !
« Where
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¢ Where the Heart {o. many Share,
No Peculiar Love is there:” -
Idly doth thy Malice rage, °
Bafiled by the Sacred Page,
Vainly-would thy Maxims prove
Gonb Incapable of Love.

2 Gob of All-redeeming Grace,
Hath He not his Chofen Race?  ~~
Dare ye hence his Love deny,
Feign He pafs’d One Sinner by ¥
Some if He hath doubly bleft,
Hath He therefore curs’d the reft?-
No, like Rain his Bleflings fall,
Loving is our Gop to All.

3. Taught of Gob, like Him we love
All to whom his Bowels move ;
Pity, and Good-Will we find
To the whole of Human Kind:
But the Saints, who walk in white,,
Thefe are all our Saul's Delight,
Thefe we feek, in Thefe we reft,,
Moft defire, and love the beft.

4 Yet of Thefe if Gop’s Decree
Single out a Soul for me,
Give me to his tendereft Care, .
Bid Him all my Burthens bear,,
Each for Each if Jesus ufe,
Shall we dare the Grace refufe
Shall we not the Blefling own,
Glad that all his Will is done?-

& Is it not his Will to join.
" Spirits in a Bond Divine,
Kit in Friendfhip’s clofet Tie,
Each with Each to live and die?:

e

-
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Did He not infpire; approve
Fomathan and Dawid's Love?
Had not Gobp his Fav'rite One,
Jesus his Beloved Jobn?

-6 Happy Soul, above the reft!
Leaning on thy Saviour’s Breaft,
Thou the dear Difciple art,

Ever clofeft to his Heart,

‘Thou doft all his Secrets know,
Choiceft of his Friends below,
Call'd peculiarly to preve .

CHrist is Gop, and Gob is Love?

2 Jesu, Lover of Mankind,
Grant me thy Extenfive Mindy
Head of the Believing Race,
Give me thy Peculiar Grace,

’  Give it to my deareit Priend,
Make him faithful to the End,
Root, and ’ftablith him in Thee;
Save my Other Self; and me.

8 Let it in our Souls be feen
‘Thy Unbounded Love to Men,
Shew in Us how Geod Thoy art,
Stamp thy Image on our Heart,
Call us out thy Witnefles,
Bid us all thy Life exprefs,
All the Happinefs above,
All the Heighth of Chriftian Love.

CXCIV.

HYMN IIL

1 ATHER, at thy Footftool fee
Two who now are One in Thee, -
: Draw
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Draw us by thy Grace alone,
Give, O give us tg thy Son.

Jesus, Friend of Humankind,
Let us in thy Name be join'd,
Each to Each uniteand blefs,
Keep us flill in perfet Peace.

Heavenly, All aIluri'ng Dove, °
Shed thine over-fhadowing Love,
Love, the Sealing Grace impart, "
Dwell within our §ing1e Heart.

FaTuer, Son, and HoLy GuosT,
Be to us what 4dam loft, =

Let us in thy Imape rife, = -

Give us back our Paradife, -

Made like the firft happy Pair,
Let us here thy Nature fhare,
Holy, pure, and perfe& be,
Tranfcript of the TRINITY.

Foremoft of created Fhings,
Neareft the great King of Kings,
Standing as at firft we ftood,
Made a little les than Gop!

~ CXCv.
HYMN IV.

Urnor of Friendfhip’s Sacred Tie,
Regard us with a gracious Eye,
Two Souls whom Thou haft join’d in One,

Join’d by the Unétion from above
In Eonds of pure Seraphic Love,
United in thy Love alone.

C e —t
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Searcher of Hearts unfearchable,
To Thee, great Gop, we dare appenl,
To Thee we dare our Caufe commend ;
Thou knowft our Simplenefs of Heart,
And as Thou didft the Grace impart,
O keep us, keep us to the End.

Our Friendthip fan&ify, and gaide,
Unmixt with Selfithnefs, and Pride,
Thy Glory be our Single Aim:

*In all our Intercourfe below

Still let us in thy Footfteps go, .
And never meet but in thy Name,
Fix on Thyfelf our Single Eye;
Oh! may we on Thyfelf rely
For all the Help which Each conveys,
The Help as from thy Hands receive,
And fill to Thee all Glory give,

263

All Thanks, all Might, all Love, all Praife.

Whate’er Thou doft on One beftow,
Let Each the doubled Blefling know,

Let Each the common Burthen bear,
In Comforts, and in Griefs agree,

‘And wreftle for his Friend with Thee

In all th’ Omnipotence of Prayer.
Qur mutual Prayer accept, and feal,

. In both thy glorious Self, reveal,

Both with the Fire of Love baptize;
Thy Kingdom in our Souls reftore,
And keep, ’till we can fin no more,

"Till both ig all thy Image rife.

Witnefles of th’ all-cleanfing Blood,
Long may we work the Works of Gob,
And do thy Will like Thofe above,
Tﬁether fpread the Gofpel-Sound,
And fcatter Peace on All around,

And Joy, and Happinefs, and Love,
Vou. II. Y ,

True
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True Yoke-fellows, by Love compeil'd ™ ™
"To labour in the Gofpel-Preld,
Our All let us delight to fpend
In gathering in thy Lambs and Sheep,
Aflur'd that Thou our Souls wilt keep, -~ - —5
Wilt keep us faithful to the End. - -4
§ And if it be thy Sovereign Will,
Jesus, our Hearts Defire fulfil,

Thou knewit, dear Lorp, what we wo{;{d fays

‘To Thee the Matter we {abmit,
But if thy Wifdom deems it fit, -
Oh! call us bath at once away.
Let both at orce the Summons hear, - -
And blefs the welcome Meflenger,
The Angel of thy lateft Grace:
Let both at once eur Souls refign
> Into thofe Gracious Hands of Thine,
And fee at ence thy Glorious Face.-

6 In Thee together let us die,
Together mount above the Sky, o
- Smooth-wafted on the Angel’s Wings, -
Together take the ftarry Crown,
-And fit with Thee triumphant down,

Affeffors of the King of Kings; -

Together on. thy Fulnefs fealt, -
In Thee, and in each other bleft,

The Social Joys of Heaven improve,
Sing the New Song which ne’er fhall end,
And jointly in thy Praifes fpend

An everlafting Age of Love.

CXCVI.

Tos
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~ CXCV.
HYMN V.
3 ATHER of Lights, to Thee I lift
I: My humbly thankful Heart and Eyes,
Giver of every perfe&t Gift,
Accept my grateful Sacrifice ;

I own thy Mercies never-end:
O Gonb, I'blefs Thee for my Friend.

2 'Thou only didft the Gift beftow, -
Thou knowft it came unfoughs from Thee:
Thy Will appointed Him to go,
And comfort One in Mifery,
In all my Griefs to claim his Part,
And bear me on his faithful Heart.

3 Thou only didft our Spirits join -
In Bonds of everlafting Love:
I own, and blefs the Work Divine,
The Work of thy defcending Dove;
From Heaven He {uddenly came dowa,
And made our Souls for ever One.

4 Hovering o’er both his Wings He fpread,
And breath’d his Love into our Breaft, -
The Ground of Heavenly Friendthip laid,
And each to each He {weetly bleft,
He knit ¢h' indiffeluble Tie,
And with That Soul I live, and die.

5 My Firft of Comforts here below,
My Chief of all created Good,
Thro> Him the Grace I furely know
On me, for Jesus Sake, beftow’d,
Receive the Blefling from above,
And fee my Lorp’s Refle@ted Love.

" Y2 - The
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6 The Gob of Love hath touch’d his Breaft,
And fill'd with fofteft Sympathy,
With Pity not to be expreft, . .
Pity for fuch a Worm as mie: "
He loves me by Myfelf abhor'd,
Loves.in the Bowels of my Lorp.

7 Prefent in Spirit, howe’er disjoin"d -
. In Fleth, He cairies me to Gop, =
Supports my. Feeblenefs of Mind, .~ = -
And more than fhares my Nature’s Load,
He mentions me in all his Prayers, ’
In Faith’s Almighty Arms He bears.

8 When weary oft I faint, and droop,
And Amalek; prevails in Fight, . .
My Hands He, under Gop, Lfts-up,
And prays me ftrong in Jesu’s Mights
His Prayer my finking Spiric ftays,
And arms the Minifter of Grace,

9 Snatch’d from ten thoufand Snares I prove

The Power Divine that fet me free:
The Channel of thy Grace I love,
But give the Glory all to Thee:

Thou, Father, Thou the Work haft done; -

Ador'd be thy great Name alone.

10 I dare not, Lorp, the Gift refufe,
The Gift, howe’er transfer’d, is Thine:
If Thou vouchfafe a Worm to ufe,
I blefs the Ordinance Divine,
And at thy Hand the Grace receive,
Which Gop, and only Gop, can give.

e

L
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CXCVI.
HYMN VI

Ountain of Good, from Thee alone
Our every Gift and Comfort flows,
‘Whate'er we fondly call our own
- Thy freely fireaming Grace beftows, -
Thy Bleﬁing; all thro’ CurisT defcend,
Our Heavenly and eternal Friend.

2 Meanett of all thy Sons, on me,
On me Thou haft a Gift beftow’d,
Dearer than Life, or Liberty,
And only lefs belov'd than Gopo,
I take the Friend thy Grace has given,
And blefs h'im, till we meet in Heaven. -

3 Thither He flill points out my Way,
And arms my Soul with mighty Prayers,
Stands by me in the evil Day,
And all my Griefs and Burthens: bcars, :
Bleft Minifter of Grace Divine;
But all the Glory, Lorp, is Thine.

4 Thou only doft the Power transfer,
Thro® which a Worm fupports-the Weak,
Thou only doft my Spirit chear
By Words which He reccives'to-fpeaks -
Thy fecret Hand in all I fee, ]
And render 4ll the Praife to Thce.

5 What tho” my every lucid Hour,
My every Comfort here below, "
My All of Hope, or Peace, or Power
Thro’ this, this only, Channel ﬂow,

Y3
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“The Help which on our Earth is done™ "
Thou doft it, Loan, and Thou alone.

6 Thou didft at firft the Grace impart,
The tender Charity Divine,
Will'd him to.bear me on his Heart,
And love me with a Love like Thine,
Puze beavenly Love, on Earth unknown,
A Stream that iffues from thy Throne.

 And can I, deareft Lorp, not love

A Soul Thyfelf indear’ft to me?

So like the blefled Spirits above, .
So reftlefs to be all like Thee,

So long delir'd, fo latc beftow’d, -

So honour'd, and belov'd of Goo!

8 But (for I know my wretched Heart
Would ftill thy nobleft Gifts abufe)
A fecond Benefit impart, '

And t me Grace thy Grace to ufe,

From 3l the Drofs of Nature free,
Give me to-love that Soul for Thee.

6 O may I never, never feck
. My own Delight, my own Applaufe,
Ready thy Gifts to render back,. .
To nail my Jaac to the Crofs,
My All of Comfort to refign,
.And fay, Thy Wlll be done, not mine. -

10 Refrain my Soul, and keep it- low, !
Wean'd as a Child from Creatute: good, -
Thee, only Thee, refolv'd to know,
My Jrsus, and thy fprinkled Blood:
All other. Comforts I difdain,
And more than: All in Thee I gain, ~

' What
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11 What are thy Gifts; ¢ompar'd t Theel -
A Beam from*that bright-fhining $un,’
A Drop from that unfathom’d Sea!
Fountain of Life, and Love anknawn,
Into thy Depths, O Gop, I fall:
O Gop, Thou art mine All in All.

CXCV1Y, -

HYM N Vn
EE, stu, fee that much lov'd Souf
For whom thy. pretious Life vds given, j_ .

Hafte to fenew, and make him whole,
And fill hrm now with/all thy Hesvcn. R

LS}

¢

2 Now, Savxour, now (1f after Gon
I afk) the Second Gift impart, .
And fhed thy glorious Love abroad,
And give hxm the pure finlefs Heart

3 Remove the Stumblmg block thhm, :
The Pofble Offénce remeve,. -~ . ~ 7 -+
Say to his Soul, .« Thou Canft- not fing :
Forever fav’d by perfoft Love.”..: S

PRI

4 Anfwer on me Thme own Requeﬁ,
Anfwer in Us thy Spirit’s Groan, -~
Speak Him into thy People’s Reft, * -
And tefkhis- mmo& Soul 'Tis donﬂ.
5 When Inbf-ed Sin is all deﬁroy’d
Long let him here thy Witnefs livey
In Love’s Angelic Tatk epiploy’d, .
And free what H.e receives to give.

e Greatelt
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6 GreateﬁyofAﬁOletAhim»be,. B OO
And ever in thy Footfteps g0, o
And gladly minifter to Thee, .
A Servant of thy Church below.

7 Let him thro] thing Almighty Name

A Father in our Jrael rife,

Cherifh the Followers of the Lamb,
‘And nurfe them "till they reach the Skies.

8 Thus may He ftll his Faith approve,
And make the Lambs his tendereft Care,
"The Little ones that lifp thy Love
Delighted in his Arms to bear.

9 Jesu, fulfil his. Heart’s Defire, ,
And gather in thy Lambs and Sheep,
Bid them imto thy Fold retire, .. ..
And far from Sin and Danger keep.

10 Far from the World 4 Place:provide,
Ev’n in this howling Wildernefs,
And in thy SanGuary hide )
"The Veflels of thy perfe Grace.

11 Who the good Right of Faith have. fought,.

And found The:Love that cafts our.fear,
Within the facred Verge be brought,
And reft from all their Labours bere.

12z In Anfwer to thy Spirit’s Prayer . e
Now let the Polifh'd Pillars rife, )
Firm as thg Throne of Gon, .and bear
Thy Glorious Temple to the Skies.

carsl o

m
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- CXCVIIL
HY MN VIII

1 Tnou whofe fpecial Grace
Did kindly condefcend -
Of all the Chofen Race
To fingle out a Friend,

To fhower on Him above the reﬁ

Thy richeft Favours down, :
And prcfs him clofeft to thy Breaft - -

Thy beft-beloved :7olm ’ : R

2 I hft m Heart to Thee, .
hee, who knowft the whole,
Its deare& Arm!‘y o
For One Diftinguifh’d- Son}
The foft unutterable Love -
Wherewith I One embrace~
With gracious Smiles behold, approve,
And turn it to.thy Praife.

<

3 'To Thee, and thy great Name
My whole AffeGtion turn,
And let the hallow’d Flame
For thy pure Glory burn; -
From all idolatrous Excefs,
From Earthly Drofs refine, -
And on my fimple Heart imprefs
Thc. Charager Dwme

4 No moré may T provoke
My Gob to-jealoufy," -
Or to thy Creature look
For what proteeds from Thee:
Fountain of Life, and Joy, and Peace
Thee may I always own; - ’ .
-pud find my Total Happigefs, - -~ "~ - -
“-Laid up in Gob alone.
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§° My All of Comfort here,
Whoe’er the Grace tran{mit,
To Thee may I-refer, - -
And worfhip st thy-Feet, -
From Thee may I my Partner take
(That Pretious Lioan of Thine)

And wait thy Call t0 give him back, | i

And blefs the Name Divine.

6  On Thee, my Gon, on Thee
Alone would 1.depead, .
And tafte £y Love, and fee
Thy Image, in my Friend,
My Bofom-Friend at thy Démand
I promife to reftore; - . .
But let us meet at thy Right-hand,
And praife Thee evermose !

CXCIX.
HYMN IX.

1 YESUS, with kindeft Pity fee N
J T'wo Souls that would be One ia Thee,
If now Accepted in thy Sight,

Thou doft our upright Hearts unite,
Allow us, while on Earth to prove,
The nobleit Joys of Heavenly Love.

2 Before thy glorious Eyes we fpread .
The Wifth which doth from Thee proceed,
Our Love from Earthly Drofs refine,
Holy, Angelical, Divine S
Thze let it its great Author thew, .
Ard back .w tire pure Fountain flow. i

3 A Drop of that vnbounded Sea” - .
O Goo, réforb it into, Thee, ] .
R AR .-',Ww‘
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‘While both our Souls with reftlefs Strife

Spring up into Eternal Life,

And loft in endlefs Raptures prove
Thy whole Immenfity of Love, -

A Spark of that Etherial Fire, -
Still let it to its Soyrce afpire,

‘To Thee in every Wifh retarn;’
Intenfely for thy Glary burn,

‘With both our Souls fly up to Thee
And blaze thro’ all Eternity!

CC. .
HYMN X.

Y Jesus, 'my-All,

Thy Name I confefs, .

My Freedom in Thrall, -
My Help in Diftrefs,
Thy boundlefs Conrpaflion
The Cordial did fend,
The ftrong Confolation

Convey'd in a Friend.

.The Hallow'd Delight
With Thanks I receive, .-

And give Thee thy Right,
In Praifes I give:

‘The Blifs-giving Power
And Glory be Thine,

The plentiful Shower
©Of Bleflings is mige.

3 I now on the Scale

Of Friendfhip arife,
The Kingdom affail,
-And prefs to the Skies,_

To



. 296 HyMns and SACRED PoEMs.

To Joys never ending - -
My Comforts improve,

From Earthly afcending
To Heavenly Love.

4 Thy Goodnefs I tafte,
Thy Goodnefs proclaim,
And joyfully hafte
To fup with the Lamb; ,
Together invited = . ~
Our Lorp we purfue, -
With Viﬁ;)ur upited
We fight our Way thro'.

5 Caught up in the Air
I foon fhall sfcend,
The Kingdom to fhare  °~
With Thee and my Friend,-
(On Earth, to Each other,
In Heaven, well knawn)
And I with my Brother
Shall fit on thy Throne.

CCL.
HYMN XL
HAT fhall I do my Gob to love,

-And Comforts without End!
Let all my grateful Soul embrace
His rich ineftimable Grace

Vouchfaf'd me in a Friend.

2 My Formcr Friend (forever dear,

Forever mention’d with a Tear)
Did long ago depart: .

Who pours his Bleflings from above,

- o

— P
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On Honour’s Fatal Gilboa
He vilely caft his Shield away, .
And broke my faithful Heart..

But lo! when Forathan was dead,

I found an Hy/ba: in his Stead, .
Reftorer of my Peace,

A Friend in all my Conflifts tried,

‘Who never parted from my Side,
Or left me in Diftrefs.

A Minifter of Heavenly Love,
InPaths that tend to Joys above
My Shining Pattern treads:
He meets me ftill in Jesu’s Name,
And back to Him from whom He came,
My thankfu] Spirit leads.

"Friend of my Soul, its Griefs He fhares,

Confirms my Hands by mighty Prayers,
And props my feeble Knees;

On Earth He helps me to look down,

And bids me feize with Him the Crown
Of Life, and Righteoufnefs.

Oh! might I rife by Love reftor’d,

And following Him, as He his Lorp,
Thefe Storms of Care outfly,

This Cloudy Atmofphere tranfcend,

. And claim, and gra{p my happy Friend -

In purer Worlds on high!

CCILI.
HYMN XII
EE, dearclt Lorp, thy Servant fee,

And gracioufly approve
Z .

Vou. II. My
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My Other Self, and next to Thee
The Object of my Love:

The Love, wherewith my Heart runs o'er,
I dare to Thee prefent,

Thine All-indulging Grace adore,
And blefs thine Infirument.

2 My Gifts and Camforts all, I know,
From Thee alone defcend ;

Thou only cou’dft on me beftow
So true, and kind a Friend.

Caft in one Mould by Art Divine
Our blended Souls agree,

And pair’d above our Spirits join
In Sacred Harmony.-

.

3 As fent, to blels me, from above

Thy Creature I receive,

To turn my utmoft Strength of Love
On Him for whom I live;

To raife, and help my Weaknefs on,
Th’ Angelic Power is given,

He comes in'Human Form fent down,
And guards my Soul to Heaven.

4 Thankful from thy bleft Hands I take

Th’ Ineftimable Loan,

And ftand prepar’d to give Him back,
To render Thee Thine own:

I dare not to thy Creature cleave,
Thy Creature, Logp, recall,

Thy Glory ftill to Thee 1 give,
That Thou art All in AlL

B

CCIIL
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CCIIL
HYMN XIIIL

I HOU Gob of Truth and Laove,
We feek thy Perfet Way,
Ready thy Choice t’approve,
Thy Providence t’ obey,
Enter into thy wife Défign,
And fweetly lofe our Will in Thine.

2 Why haft Thou caft our Let
In the fame Age and Place,
Or why together brought
To fee Each other’s Face,
‘To join with fofteft Sympathy,
And mix our friendly Souls in Thee?

3 Didft Thou not make us One,
That Both might One remain,
‘Together travel on,
- And bear each other’s Pain,
*Till Both Thine utmoft Goodnefs prove,
And rife renew’d in perfe& Love.

4  Surely Thou didft unite
Our kindred Spirits here,
That Both hereafter might
Before thy Throne appear,
Meet at the Marriage of the Lamb,
Ang all thy Glorious Love proclaim. °

5§ Then let us ever bear
The bleffed End in view,
And join with mutual Care
To fight our Paffage thro’; :
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And kindly heiﬁ Each other on,
*T1ill Both receive the Starry Crown.

6 O might thy Spirit feal
Our Souls unto That Duy,.
With all thy Fulnefs fill,
. And then tranfport away, -+
Away to our Eternal Reft,
Away to our Redeemer’s Bm\h‘.

2 There,. only there we fhall
Fulfil thy great Defign,
And in thy Praife with all
Our Elder Brethren join, :
And hymn in Songs which nevey enal
Our Heavenly Everlaﬁmg Friend.

- CcCIv.
UHYMN XIV.

1 OME, let us'arife,
And prefs to the Skies,
The Summons obey,
My Friend, my Beloved, and haften away!"
The Mafter of All
For our Service doth call,
And deigns to approve

With Smiles of Acceptance our Labour of Lovet

2 His Burthen who bear,,
We alone can declare

How eafy his Yoke, égrovoke B
ch other

While to Love, and Good Works we
By Word and by Deed,
The Bodies in Need,
. The Souls to relieve,
And freely as Jesus hath given to give,

-~
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3  Then let us attend :
Our Heavenly Friend,
In his Members diftreft,

With Want, or Afli&tion, or Sicknefs oppre[l-
The Prifoner relieve, :
The Stranger receive,
Supply all their Wants,

And fpend, and be fpent in Affifting his Saints:

4  Thus while we beftow
Our Moments below,
Ourfelves we forfake,
And Refuge in Jesus’s Righteoufnefs take:
His Paflion alone
The Foundation we own,
And Pardon we claim,
And Eternal Redemption in JEsus’s Name.

CCV.
HYMN XV.

OD of all good Gifts the Donor,
Gop, whofe Mercies never end,
Thee with Lips and Heart I honour,
Blefs Thee for my Darling Friend,
Thankful at thy Hands recewving,
Ever longing to fulfil
All thy wife Defign in giving,
All my Father’s welcome Will.

If for This th® Uniting Spirit |
Hath on me his Burthen laid,
Give me joyfully to bear it,
Him with all my Prayers to aid:
Fill my Heart with Supplication,
Let in me thy Bowels move,
Softnels of Divine Compaflion,
Tenderncfs of Heavenly Love.
. Z 3 ~ Sams.
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3 San&ify our mutual Care,
More and more let it increafe,

Strengthen us hereby to fhare

- Every Tempted Soul’s Diftrefs:
Stir us up to Toil unceafing,

- Lay on Both the Common Load,.
Make our Love a General Blefling,
- Tum it all to Sion’s Good.

4 While with juft pecatiar Kindnefs

We Each other’s Souls embrace,

Save us from that Doting Blindnefs,
Fatal to our Fallen Races

From the mean contrafting Paffion
Keep us free, and unconfin'd,

Raife our Generous Inclination,
Fix our Love on all Mankind. -

5§ As a wide-extended River,

Let thy Love our Hearts o’erflow,.

Pureft Love that lafts for ever,

- Reaching every Soul below;

Love that doth with free Election -
Some beyond the reft approve,

Blefs us with thy whole Affettion,.
Special, Univerfal Love. -

CCV1.
HYMN XVI.

1 UTHOR of the Peace Unknown,
Lover of my Friend and me,
Who of Twain haft made us One,
One preferve us fill in Thee,
All our heigthen'd Bleflings blefs,
Crown oar Hopes with full Succefs,

Center
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2 Center of our Hopes Thou art,
End of our enlarg’d Defires:
Stamp thine Image on our Heart, -
Fill us now with holy Fires,
Cemented by Love Divine,
Seal our Souls for ever Thine.

3 All our Works in Thee be wrought,.
Level'd at one common Aim,
Every Word, and every Thought
Purge in the Refining Flame,
Lead us thro’ the Paths of Peace.

On to perfe& Holinefs.:

4 Letus both together rife,
To thy glorious Life reftor'd,. -
Here regain our Paradife,
Here prepare to-meet our Lorp,.
Here enjoy the Earneft given,
Travel hand in hand to Heaven.

CCVIL
HYMN ‘X'VII.

1 OW happy the Pair,
Whom JEsus unites
In Friendfhip to fhare
Angelic Delights,
Whofe chaft Converfatior.
Is coupled with Fear,
Whofe ¢ re ExpeCtation
Is Hevinefs beie! -

2z My Jesus, my Lorp,
~ Thy Grace I commend
So kind to aftord
My Weaknefs a Friend!
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Thy only Good-pleafure
On me hath beftow’d

An Heavenly Treafure,
A Servant of Gobo.

3 Appointed by Thee,
We meet in thy Name,
And meekly agree :
To follow the Lamb,
To track thy Example,
The World to difdain,
And conftantly trample
On Pleafure and Pain.

4 Rejoicing in Hope

We humbly go on,
And daily take up

The Pledge of our Crown,
In Doing and Bearing

The Will of our Lorp,
We ftill are preparing

Te meet our Reward.

5 The Heavenly Prize

Is ever in view,

*Till both fhall arife,
Created anew;

That Firft Refurre&tion /
We pant to attain,

Go on to Perfeétion,
And fuffer to reign.

6 O Jesus, appear,
o longer delay
To fanétify here,
And bear us away :
The End of our Meeting
On Earth let us fee,
Triumphantly fitting
In Glory with Thee. , . -
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CCVII.
‘HYMN XVIIL

OLY faniifying Dove, o

Gob of Truth, and Gob of Lovs,,
On my feeble Soul defcend, - ' :
On my deareft Earthly Friend.
Come, and all our Wants fupply,.
Now the Pardon'd fan&ify,
Now our little Faith increafe,
Fill us npw with perfect Peacé.

Lead us ‘Thou our confiant Guide,.
Witnefs in our Hearts abide,

Earneft of the Joys to come, .
Make our Souls thy glorious Home::
Every pretious Promife feal,

All the Depths of Gep revealy

Keep us to that happy Day,

Bear us on thy Wings away.

3 If Thou didft the Grace impart,,

Mad'ft us of one Mind and Heart, .
Still our friendly Souls unite
Partners in the Realms of Light;
Let us there together foar,

Quickly meet to part'no more,
There our ravifh’d Spirits join,
Mingled, loft in Love Divine.

CCIX. At Parting.
"HYMN XIX.
X LORD, we thy Will obey,

And in thy Pleafure reft,,
~ - We:
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1
We, only we, can fay
Whate’er is, is Beft,
Joyful to meet, and glad to part,
Affur'd We ftill are One in Heart.

2 Hereby we {weetly know
Our Love proceeds from Thee,
We let Each other go, v
From every Creature free,
And cry, in Anfwer to thy Call,
Thou art, O CurisT, our All in AllL

3 Our Hufband, Brother, Friend,
Ouar Counfeller Divine,
Thy Chofen Ones depend .
On no Support but Thine;
Our Everlafting Comforter,
We cannot want, if Thoa art here,

4  Still let us, deareft Lorbp,
Sit loofe to All below,
And to thy Love reftor'd -
No other Comfort know,
Stand faft in Glorious Liberty,
And live and die wrapt up in Thee.

CCX.
HYMN XX.

X HOU Heavenly Love, from whom
I All holy Paffions come,
Hear my Faith’s availing Cry,
v Now the peaceful Anfwer fend,
Author of the Social Tie,
Giver of my Bofom- Friend.

~o.

o AL A
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2 My Bofom-Friend receive, -
Whom back to Thee I give:
Swrengthen’d by thy Spirit’s Power,
Him I chearfully refign,
Him I thankfully reftore,
Leave Him in the Arms Divine.

3 Far from the Soul remov’d,
Whom next to Thee I lov'd,
Still I bear him on my Heart,
To thy tendereft Care commend :
With us both if Now Thou art,
Be our Everlaftirig Friend.

4  With us thro’ Life abide,
And to thy Glory guide,
Give us, Lorbp, if not below,
Give us foon to meet above,
All the Dignity to know,
All the Heighth of Heavenly Love.

5 My longing Soul prepare
To meet my Brother there;
Him to fee at thy Right-hand,
Fair in Lovelinefs Divine,
With him in thy Sight to ftand,
With him in thy Praife to joih.

6  For this Immortal Hope
I freely give him up:
Only keep us to that Day —
Or if more I may requeft,
Let me frf elcape away,
Let me find an earlier Reft.

7 My Refidue of Days .
Add to his lengthen’d Race:
Or if Mercy hath ordain’d '
Both at once fhould take our Flight, . L
' . et
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Let us fuddenly afcend,
Now obtain The Blifsful Sight.

8 Now; or whene'er thy Will
Shall call us to the Hill:
Only give us.Hearts to pray
*Till thine Arms receive us home,
‘Come, Redeemer, come away,
King of Saints ‘T'riamphant, come.

‘CCXL
HYMN XXIL
HOU Son of Gon, whofe flaming Eyes,
Mark every With and Thought that rife:

In this poor troubled Heart, )
Difclofe, drag out to open Light
All Things difpleafing in thy Sight,

And bid them all depart.

2 Wretched, and void of Goo, aud blind,

-~ Woudft Thou that I thould Comfort find
And Eafe in Aught below?

Or rather bear my utmoft Load,

And fhrink front every Creature-Godd,
And only Jesus know ? » :

g Spite of Myfelf refolvd t' obey,

I tear the dear Right-eye away,
If it my Lorp offend;

I bow me to the Will Divine,

My Life, and more than Life refign,
I give Thee back my Friend.

u Thy Will be done, whate’er it be,
Thy blefled Will concerning me

Iaw-

[y T
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I awfully adore: =~~~ -
If Thou demand my only Prep.
I'yield, I yield—to give -him up,

And fee his Face 1o o€y -

! .

289

5 Mo more; ’till that}hxicewelcome Day, - -

When Earth and Heaven fhall pafs away

Before thy Glorious Face:
We then fhall Both to Thee repair,
And catch each other in the Air,
And fly to thy Embrace.

6 For this I part with Him below,
Let us but meet above, and 4noaw
Each other in the Throng,
Partake the Heavenly Bridal Feaft,
And fing reclining on thy Breaft
The Lamb’s Eternal Song.

| CCXII.-
HYM N.: XXIT, -

1 OME the Heavenly Peace Divine,
C Enter this fad Heart of mine, -
Come the everlafting Reft,

Vifit my Companion’s Breatt,
Dwell within my Other Soul,
Let our Social Joy be full,

z Whom thy Grace to me hath lent,
Lorp, T at thy Throne prefent,
Obje&t of my tendereft Care,
Mention Him in every Prayer,
Inftant afk, that Both may be
One, for ever One, in Thee.

"Vou. II. A a

‘What
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3 What Thou doft on One confer = .
Let us both delight to fhare, R
Both the heightend Blefling tafte,.
Both to thy Embraces hatte, - . . .
Sweetly on thy Bofom prove
All the Pleafantne(s of Love. ...

4 Let us thus withm* even Pace
Meafure out our quiet Days,
Calmly thro’ the Valley glide,
Led by our Celeftial Guide,
Lovely in our Lives beneath,
Not divided jn our Death, -

CCXIIL.
HYMN XXIIL

1 yESUS, tothy Preferving Care
My choiceft Blefling I commend,
Receive, and in thy Bofom bear

The Soul, whom Thou haft made my Friend.

2 My Friend! by Pitying Grace beftow’d
On Me, a Man of Woe and Strife,
To lighten my fevereft Load,

And footh the Pain of irkfome Life.

-3 My former defp*rate Wound to heal, -
To draw the dire invenom’d Dart,
The Sting of injur’d Love expel,
And drive the Vipers from my Heart.

o

4 Thou, Lorp, by Him, and Thou alone
Hait forc’d me to let go my Pain, -
Haft chear’d thy long-forgotten Son,
And turn’d me'to my Reft again,

Thro’

<



Hymns and SacrED PoEms. 291

§ Thro® Him Thou hatt refio’d my Hope,
(The Hope my Madnefs caft away)
Strangely reviv'd, and ftir'd me-up,
And forc’d my Heart again to pray.

6 And can I the dear Soul forget-
The Choiceft Inftrument Divine,
And not my inftant Suit repeat ~ -~
That all his Heart may ftill be Thine._

7 Mutt I from Him {o much receive A

(To Thee afcribing all the Praifey - '

Yet want the Bleffednefs To give, '
To minifter thy Heavenly Grace.

8 O that I might his Burthen bear,
Imploy my All to do him Good,
My utmoft Strength, my total Care,
My Life, my latelt Drop of Blood !

9 If I may be fo greatly bleft,
Thy Bleflings to my Friend to deal, -
This Moment breathe into his Breatft,
And fill him with- celeftial Zeal.

10 Ten thoufand Bleflings on his Head! '
" Ten thoufand Goods in One impart,
Thy Spirit with thy Love be fhed,
And dwell forever in his Heart.

CCXIV.
HYMN XX1V.

b 4 ATuer of Mercies hear,
And fend the Blefling down,
In Anfwer to. this faithful Prayer
Prefented thro’ thy Son:
Aaz The
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The Friend, whom for His fake ' -
Thou haft on me beftow'd,

Into thy Arms, thy Bofom take,;
And fill his Soul with.Gop. .

2 Ev'n now his Heart infpire -~
With Wifdom from above, S
And pure Delight, and chafte Defire, -
And everlafting Love: o
Him of thy Pardning Grace .
. This Moment certify,
And make him meet to fee thy Face,
And reign above the Sky

3 Do for Him, deareft Lonn,

Above what I can fay, ’ .

And keep, to all thy Love reﬁor’d
His Soul againft That Day!
To Him with Glory crown’d.
The higheft Throne be given,

" But let me too in Heaven'be found, -~ -7 7

Found at his Feet i Heaven!

CCXV.
HYMN XXV.

Arr-loving Lamb,
O IcallonthyName, T
Thy Grace for my draoping Companion I claim:
Whofe Burthen I bear,
And wreftle in Prayer,
*Till all thy Salvauon to Him Thou declare
2 Thou knowﬁ hlS D:ﬁneﬁx
For the Senfe of thy Grace, - . -
The permanent Stght of thy Heavenly Face: -
- is
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. His Sofrow controul,
" Speak Peace to his Soul,
And pronounce him Accepted, and perfeily whole.

If fometimes He believes,
And Ais Saviour receives,
Yetagainoverwhelm'd at thy Abfence He grieves 3
Allow his Requett, )
Forever to reft, |
Forever to lean on his Jesus’s Breaft.

His Suit is my ownj
Myfelf I bemoan,
And doubly diftreft for the Comforter groan,
*Till in Us He refide,
And we fully confide
Inthe Blood which we feelevery Momcntapphed~

5 O weu'dit Thou appear
This Moment to chear

ThyMourners, and banith ourTrouble and Fear t
In Us, and in All
For the Blefling who call,

The Winefs implant, and redecm from our F aﬂ

6 Thy Kingdom reffore
In the Spirit of Power, ‘ [mote s
That prays; and exults, and gives Thanks ever-
Thy Nature make known,.
And perfet in One,
And reccive us as Gods to a Share of thy Throne.

CCXVL
HYMN XXVI

I Taou that on All
The Wretched doft call. -
Aag Ta
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To come, and be ,hapﬁy in Thee,
Thy Promife make good,
And fprinkle with Blood

The Heart of my Parter, and me.

2  The Blefling we want
: Thou art ready to grant,
More ready than we to requeft:
The Guilty forgive,
The Weary receive
In the Arms of thy Mercy to reft,

3  That Tafte of thy Grace,
That Glimpfe of thy Face
To thy forrowing Servants reftore:
Now, Saviour, return,
. And leave us to moum,
And lament for thy Abfence no more.

Our JEsus appear -
To thy Followers here,
‘Who commune of Thee, and are fad;
Thy Spirit afford
To unfold the Good Word, -
And our Hearts they again fhall be glad,

s The Promife apply, : o
And whifper « "Tis I, o

« Who your Sins and your Serrows have borne,
« ] have pacified Gobp,
#¢ I have bought you with Blood,

¢« To your merciful Qwner return.”

6 We come at thy Call,
Thou Redéemer of All,

By the Power of thy Rifing we rife, .
Thro’ a Paradife led, i
With Joy on our Head,

We return to our Place in the Skigs.

CCXVIR

N

—— -
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CCXVIL
HYMN XXVIL

ESUS, if frgm Thee I find
This fuddeh Call to pray, ..
uffer not my feeble Mind-

To caft,the Grace away: .

Left I quickly faint, and droop
Heartlefs, helplefs, and alone,

Stir my abfent Partner up,

And bring Him to the Throne.

Wake in Him the firong Defire
Which now for Thee 1 feel,
Touch our Lips with hallow'd Fire,
Out Breafts with heavenly Zeal,
Let us for thy Glory pant, -
And follow on thy Face to fee, -
Always pray, and never faint,
*Till both are loft'in Thee.

See us now, as Side by Side,
Before thy Mercy-Seat: . ,

Let us feel thy Blood applied, ’
And kifs thy wounded Feet,

Let our Tears inceflant flow,

*Till Both the Height of Mercy prove,

*Till the Length and Breadth we know,

And Depth of Perfe&t Love.

O that Both might foon arife
By perfett Love prepar’d,

Meet the Bridegroom in the Skies,
And find our full Reward!

TOli.Ch'_
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Touching This we both agree
To afk the Father in thy Name,
Father, make us meet to fee

The Marriage of the Lamb.

Send the Witnefs from above,
The Spirit of thy Son,
Seal of thy Eternal Love,
And Pledge of Joys unknown,
Let Him in our Hearts refide,
*Till Jesus comes in Perfon dowan :
Jesus comes— to fetch his Bride,
And crown us with his Crewn.

’

CCXVIIL.
HYMN XXVIIL -

1 RE AT Searcher of Hearte,
In our innermoft Parts -
Declare the whole Counfel Divine,
Our Eviks remove,
Our Graces improve,
And fecure us Eternally Thine.

2  On me and my Friend
The Comforter fend,

The Fountain of Bleflings unknown,
On Both let Him flow,
For we neither can know,

Or inherit a Blefling alone.

Yet, Lorp, if it be
Unpleafing to Thee
Our Onenefs of Mind and of Heart,
We call for the Sword,
We acknowledge our Lorp,
And agree at thy Bidding to part.

Thy

————

o
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4  Thy PFavour to know,
We Each' other forego,

If our Love be an Hindrance to Thine ;
Thy Counfel we take, .
And Each other forfake,

‘To recover the Friendthip Divine.

5 At Jssus’s Call”
We freely feH all -

The Delights of Reciptacal Love; -
For that Better Hope
We calmiy give up, -

And repofit our Treafure above.

6 Made perfect thro’ Woe,
From our Parting below

To our Laft happy Meeting we rife,
Our Friendthip-renew,
(For who promis’d is T'rue

And embrace evermore in the Skies.

€
<

1.1 4

KN

CCXIX. "
'HYM N XXIX.

ESUS, Lorp, whofe Only Merit
J Can the Dying Simner fave,
et me render up my Spirit,
Quickly find my long-fought Grave :
Come in this thrice welcome Hour, -
Thy fad Captive to releafe, o
Snatch me from the Adverfe Power,
Change, and bid me die in Peace. °

2 Is there in this low Credtion

-

That for which [ wifl to live? -

.y

Al
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All my Blifs and Confolation - :
Would I not from Thee receive? -

Earthly Joys I long to lofe ’em, -
Left my Saviour I offend:

Let me fink into thy Bofom,
Let me leave to Thee my Friend.

3 Him to the all-gracious Lender’

Lo! I chearfully reftore,

Thou, my Gob, be his Defender,
*Till He follows me to Shore:

Let him truft in thy Protettion,
Live from Sin and Sorrow free,

Place on Thee his whole Affe&tion, = °
Rett his happy Soul on Thee.

4 Jesus, crown thine own Defire,
Take the Soul I Thee bequeath,
His Accept, and mine Require,
Open now the Gate of Death,
Draw me thro’ the Bloody Fountain,
Clofing now my willing Eyes,
Now efcaping to the Mountain,
Let me wake in Paradife.

- CCXX.
HYMN XXX.

1 HOU Gon, that hearft the Prayer,

And doft in fecret fee,
I tell my foftelt Care,
My clofeft Grief to Thee,
To thy Divine Compaflion
I earneftly commend
My Friend in Tribulation,
My poor AfliGted Friend.

-

o
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2 Thou feeft Him fore tormented,
With Fears and .Sorrows torn,
Afraid He ne’er repented,
And griev'd for Power to mourn;
Thou hearft him deeply groaning
At thy fevere Delay,
And ftill Himfclf bemoaning,
‘He cannot, cannot pray.

5 In hellifh Toils o’ertaken,
As at the Point to die,
He fecms of Gop forfaken,
‘Nor knows that Thouart nigh: -
Throughout the Dreary Hour
Thou doft thy Servant hide;
But let him feel thy Power,
And #now Thee Pacified.

4 Thou never wilt relinquifh
Thine own in Time of Need,
The finoaking Flax extinguifh,
Or break the bruifed Reed:
The Bowels of my Saviour
Toward all the Tempted move:
But manifeft thy Favour,
..~ But fhew his Heart.thy Love. - -

5 End, Lorp, the fierce Temptation,
And bring Him thrq’ the Fire;
With Joy and Confolation
His panting Breatt infpire,
Thy Love’s Abiding Witnefs,
Thy pretious Self inpart, i
And let him tafte the Sweetnefs :
Of Jesus in his Heart,

6 By Jesus’s Dying Il\fferit, '
Kather, 1 Thee conjure

Te
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To help his fainting Spirit,
And fpeak his Pardon fure:

Or hear our Friend before Thee,
Thine Interceeding Son,

And fhew us Both thy Glory, -
And take us to thy Throne.

b {

CCXXI. In Danger of Lq/z'ng bis

Friend.
‘HYN'M XXX_I.

Racious, Lorp, how long fhall I
Tremble at thy Comforts nigh,
Tatte with Fear my-pleafant Food, -
Start from every Creature-Good ?

Kept in awe by-my own Heart,
Left thy Gifts I fill pervert,

Still thy holy Things prophage,
Turn thy Bleﬂ'mgs into Bane

Never fure was Heart kike Mme,
Heart fo contrary te-Thine; ™ -
None o wholly loft as me,

Lot in vile Idolatry.

Thus I from my Birth have been
Grace abufing into Sin,

Poorer for the Plenty given, -
Wretched thro’ the Smiles of Heaven.

6 Bat, my Lorp, I cryto Thee,
Mutt it thus forever be?

Muit I fill thy Gifts abufe,

Lofe them all, and more than lofe ?

But
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6 Shall I force Thee ftill to take

Thy Perverted Bleflings back ?
Blaft with my infeQious Breath,
Doom my fondled Joys to Death? -

Shall my moft fufpe&ted Love
Hurtful to its Obje& prove,
Soon in double Ruin end, )
Fatal to my. Deareft Friend! -

Rather let my Soul depart, =
Stop the Panting of my Heart,
Speak again my Sins forgiven,
Sweep me off — from Earth to Heaven!

B CCXXIIL
' HYMN XXXIIL

LurTerinG Soul, what doft Thou here, -
Pinion’d with a Load of Clay?
Poor, affli¢ted Sojourner,
Shake thy Wings, and fly away,
From the Mournful Valley fly,
Break the Cage, and reach the Sky.

What doth this low Earth afford
Worthy an Immortal Mind ?
Man, its miferable Lord,
Can He here his Equal find?
Fallen, yet in Ruins Great, )
Sinks the World beneath his Weight.

All on Earth is Vanity,
This I furely feel and know,
Good itfelf is 11 to me,
Seeming Joy but Real Woe,
Voi. II. Bb : - Com-
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Comforts double my Diftrefs,
Edge the Pain they cannot eafe.

4 Friendfhip Self, Celeftial Guett, -
Can fhe make me happy bere ?
Anfwer this diftrafted Breaft,
Anfwer this Foreboding Fear!
Fear to lofe outweighs my Gain, .
Heighten'd Blifs is heighten’d Pain.

5 Oh! that all the Pain were paft,
Never, never to return!
Might I but efcape at laft,
Ceaft at once to live and mourn,
Grafp thro’ Death th’ Immortal Prize,

Meet my Friend in Paradife. .
CCXXIIL
HYMN XXXIII
1 -ND mutt I give Him up?
And doth the Lorp recall

My only Joy, my latet Prop,
My Friend, my earthly Alll-
I muft—1I will —comply
~ With Jesus’ juft Demand,
I do pluck out the dear Right-Eye,
Cut off the dear Right-Hand.

2 Wherefore {hould I complain - -
In pining Difcontent, ’

If Gop requires His own again,-.. .
Refumes the Good He lent? - - -
‘The Potter, fure, has Power
Over the paflive Clay, R

And whom my Gob beftow’d this Hour,
My Gob may takeaway.

’TW” .

3 VRS P
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*Twas on thefe Terms aloge
That firft I call’d Him Mine,
And vow’d without a murm’ring Groan
The Blefling to refign:

And if my Friend He claim,

And hold me to my Word,
I blefs and magnify his Name,

And own Him for my Lorp.

The Fatal Blow I feel
Of his Almighty Hand,
My Grief commanded to conceal, -
I bow to his Command.
But Thou Haft not forbid™ * *
My fecret Teafs to flow,
And all my Griefs, from Mortals hid,
Thou doft with Pity know.

5 . Of this affurd I reft
Thou wou'dft not put to Pain
{For me if Anguifh were not beft)
This helplefs Child of Man; .
The Griev’d Thou wou’dft not grieve,
Increafe the Sufferer’s Load,
Me of fo great a Good bereave
But for my greater Good.

6 Orif, my Faith to prove,
Thou doft refume Thine own,

Thou fhalt by a ftrange Turn of Love
Reflore the Renged Loan, '
The Offering Father's Hand
Shall drop the Lifted Knife,

And ftill thy Merciful Command

Shall fave my Jfzac's Life.
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CCXXIV.
HYMN XXXIV.' :

3 OME my Pirtner in the Patience -
Of our once afflicted King, o

Out eof all thefe Tribulations

Rife with me His Praife to fing:
For that happy Day prepare,

And when our Desire comes down,
Sure as Now his Crofs we fhare, _

We fhall then obtain his Crown. "

2 When our lovely Lorp appears,
Folding us in his Embrace, "~ " "’
He fhall wipe away the Teears,
Kifs the Sorrow from our Face:
Tho® we in continual Mourni
The fhort Night of Life employ, -
Joy fhall come with CurisT returning,
" Heavenly Everafting Joy.”

7

3 O what Cordial Confolation
Doth this bleffed Hopé afford !
We thall gain his Full Salvation,
We fhall meet our Smiling Lorp: |
We fhall foon appear before Thee,
Shall the Stars and Sun outfhine,
Shout among the Sons of Glory,
All immortal, all Divine. -

ESUS, our exalted Jésus,” N
Cloath'd in Light, fhall bow the Sky,
Shall from all our Griefs releafe us, -
All our Wants at once fupply :

- P  Grief,

. PE— FORNE E
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Grief, and Curfe, and Death are over,

Pain and Sin no more molett,
‘When we once the Port recover,

Land on .our Redeemer's Breait.

§ Shall we there in plaintive Paffion

Our difaftrous Lot bewail,

There regret our Separatiqn
For a Moment in the Vale?

Or in CurIsT again united,
Heart to Heart, and Soul to Soul,,

Triumph Each in Each delighted,
While eternal Ages roll?

6 For this Hope difplay’d before us
Bear we now the deftin’d Crofs,
Waiting, ’till our Lorp reflore us, .
Amply recompence our Lofs,

Crown our Soul's fupreme Ambition, -
Bid us hand in hand afcend,. .
Rapt into the Blififul Vifion
- Of our Everlafting Friend.

CCXXV.
HYMN XXXV.

3 W AY my needlefs Fears,
And Doubts no longer Minel
A Ray of Heavenly Light appears,_.
' A Meflepger Divine: . o

Thrice comfortable Hope. ,
That calms my ftormy Breaft, - -

My Father’s Hand prepares the Cup, .
And what He wills is Bg#t.

‘Bb g i e
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2 He knows whate’et I'want,
He fees my Helplefnefs,

And always readier is to grant v

Than I to atk his Grace: -

My Fearful Heart He reads,

Secures my Soul from Harms,
And underneath his Mercy fpreads -

Its everlalting 'Arms :

3 Hereis firm Footmg, her?, S

My Soul, is folid Rock,- -

To break the Wzves of Grief and Fear, A

And Trouble's rudeft Shock: -
This only can fuftain

When Earth and Heaven remove v
O turn Thee to thy Reft-again, = 7+ =

Thy Gob's eternal Love.

To Gop agam Frum,
And fhelter in his Breaft,
His Will (let me rejoice or moum)
His Will is furely beft:
His Skill infallible,
His Providential Grace;
His Power, and Truth, that never fatI
" Shall order all my Ways.

s  The Random-Blows bf Ch:‘u’zce,
The Being I defy,

Whofe Life’s minuteft Citcumftance

Is fubje& to his'Eye:

He hears the Ravens call ;

Nor can his’ Chxldren gtieve, *
Nor can a- worthtéfs Sparrow falL .

Wu:hout my, Fa.ther s Leave !

6  Why then was I caft down,
And troubled without Caufe,

Aud trembled at the Creature’s Frown,

And fear'd the Threatned Lofs?

—— e\ A
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Shall I miftruft his Care
My Bleflings to defend,.

Or dread (who cannot lofe an Hair}
To lofe a Bofom-Friend ?
If what I wifh is Good,
And fuits the Will Divine, |

By Earth and HeH invain withftoog, .
I know it fhall be mine: "
Still let them counfel take
To fruftrate his Decreg,

" TThey cannot keep a-Blefling back o

By Heaven defign'd for me.

g8  If what my Soul requires
Evil to me would prove, oo
His Love fhall crofs my forid Defires,
His kindly-jealous Love: ~
But would 1 for his Sake
With every Rival part, -
My Life, my All, myF riend give back ¥
He knows, He knows my Heart.

Here then T doubt no more,
But in his Pleafure reft,

-
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Whofe Wifdom, Love, and Truth, and Power, -

Engage to make me bleft:
T accomplith his Defign
The Creatures all agree,
And all the Astributes Divine
Are now at work for me.

10 'To know my Final State
I at his Foot-flool bow,.
Who tells my Soul THe Hanpo
Is ox THE CurTaIN Now!
His Will the Veil withdraws,
And while I lift my Eyes,
Difcovers there a glorious Crofs, -

And raps me to the Skies,

2!

‘

orBars
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CCXXVL.
HYMN XXXVL

AIS’D to-day above my Sorraw,.
Happy Now
Shall I bow
Burthen'd for to-morrow ?
Shall I anxioufly forecafting
Still deftroy
My own Joy,
Doubtful of its lafting ?

2 Rather let me fnatch th™ Occafign,,

In the Friend
Gop doth lend,

Tafte bis Confolation;

(From his Hands-a glad Recexver,
Tafte in This
Heavenly Blifs,

Blifs that lafts farever,

3 In the Stream I drink the Fountain,

Drink, and bafte ‘
To the Feaft,

On that holy Mountain.

With the Wings of Faith.and Prayc:
Fly we on
To the Throne, -

To the Saviour there.

4 There we ﬁx aur Place of Meetmg,
Gladly come:
To our Home,
Songs of Praife repeating. -

i

A

——
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Carelefs which fhall Firft pafs over,

Since we know -
Both fhall go, -
Both the Port recover. -

5 Both fhall reach the happy Shore,
! Quickly meet
At thy Seat,

Meet, and part no more.

Who fhall there our Spisits fever?
Friends beneath,. S
Friends in Death,

Friends we live forever!

LIS

CCXXVIL
HYMN XXXVIL

1 W O are Better far than One
For Counfel, and for Fight:
How cant One be warm alone,
Or ferve his Gop aright?
Join we then our Hearts and Hands,
Each to Love provoke his Friend,
Rin the Way of His Commands,
And keep them to the End.

2 Woe to Him, whofe Spirits droop,

To Him, who falls alone!
He has none to lift him vp,” "~
And help his Weaknefs on: -
Happier We Each other keep,
We Each other’s Burthen bears
Never need our Footfteps flip,
Upheld by Mutual Prayer. -

3 Who of Twain hath rhadé us Gne
_- Maintains our Unity, '

Jesus
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“Jesus is the Corner-ftone, L
In whom we All agree;
Servants of our Common Lorp,
Sweetly of one Heart and Mind,
‘Who can break a Threefold Cord,
Or part whom Gob hath join'd?

4 Breaths as in us Both One Soul,

‘When moft diftinét in Place, .

Interpofing Oceans rall,
Nor hinder our Embrace;

Each as on 4is Mountain ftands, .o
Reaching Hearts acrofs: the Flood, . -

Join our Hearts, if not our Hands,
And fing the Pardning Gop. - - oo

§ O that All with Us might prove
The Fellowfhip of Saints!
Find fupplied in Jesu’s Love
What every Member wants!
Gain we ow high Calling’s Prize, .
Feel .our Sins thro’ Curist forgiven,
Rife, to all his Image rife,
And meet our Head in Hegven.

CCXXVIIL. Glria Patri.
’ HYMN XXXVIIL

ATHnER, Son, and Hory GuasT,,
Myfterious One and THREE,

We with thy Celeftial Hoft .

Prefume to worthip Thee;
Still Thyfelf to Thee we give,

‘Who Thyfelf to Us haft given,
Praife, and Power, and Love receive

From all in Ffrth and Heaven. -

CCXXIX.

~.
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- CCXXIX.
HYMN XXXIX.

| H! that the Flaming Chariot,
By Grace peculiar given,
Might now defcend,
And wrap my Friend,
My Friend, and me, to Heaven!
"Above this gloomy Region,
This Vale of Sin and Sadnefs,
We'd foar away
To endlefs Day,
And everlatting Gladnefs.

2 Head of thy Church Triumphant,

We long to fee thy Glory,
With Joy to rife
Beyond the Skies,

Where-all thy Hofts adore Thee.

We look for thy appearing

With vehement Expe&tation,’
And {well the Groan
‘Which from Thine own,

Runs thro’ the whole Creation.’

3 O might we Now behold Thee
In radiant Clouds defcending,
Sublime upon .
The great white Throne,
With all thy Hofts attending! -
Come in thy Glorious Kingdom,
Thou worthy Judge Eternal,
And feat us by
Thy Side, to try
And doom the Powers infernalf

Oh!
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4 Oh! woudft Thou Now receive us,
" *The Heirs of full Salvation,
To our Reward, .. . .
For us prepar'd, -
Before the World’s Foundation.”
Now, Lorp, afﬁ%n his Manfion,
Anpd Crown to Each Believer,
And det us reft,
In Thee pofleft _
Of Joy that blooms forever!

- CCXXX.
HYMN XL.

r RIEND of All who feek thy Favour,”

Us defend
To the End,
Be our Utmoft Saviour,

2 Us, who join on Earth t* adore Thge,
Guard, and love, - ’
*Till above
Both appear before Thee.

3 Fix on Thee our whole Affe&ion,
Love Divine,
Keep us Thine,
Safe in thy Prote&tion.

4 Curisr, of all our Converfation
Be the Scope,
Lift us up
To thy full Salvation.

5 Bring us every Moment nearer;
- Fairer rife
In our Eyes,
JDearer fill, and dearer.

l“
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6 Infinitely dear and pretious,
- With thy Love
From above
Evermore refrefh us.

7 Strenithen'd by the Cordial Blefling
et us hafte
To the Feaft,
Feaft of Joys unceafing.

8 Perfet let us walk before Thee,
Walk in white
To the Sight
Of thy Heavenly Glory.

9 Both with calm Impatience prefs on
To the Prize,
Scale the Skies,
Take Entire Poffeflion:

20 Drink of Life’s exhauftlefs River,
Take of Thee,
~ Life’s Fair Tree,
Eat, and live forever!

CCXXXI.
HYMN XLI
1 OME, let us afcend,
My Companion, and Friend,
To a Tafte of the Banquet above:
If thy Heart be as mine,

If for Jesus it pine,
Come up into the Chariot of Love.

2 Whoin Jesus confide,
We are bold to out-ride
The Storms of Affliction beneath, o
With the Prophet we foar
To that Heavenly Shore, .
And outfly.all the Arrows of Death.
Vou. II. Cc By
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3 By Faith we are come
To our permanént Home,
By Hope we the Rapture improve,
" By Love we ftill rife,
. And look down on the Skies;
For the Heaven-of Heavens is Love.

4  Who on Earth can conceive,
How happy we live

In the City of Gop the great King!
What a Concert of Praife:
When our Jesus’s Grace

The whole Heavenly Company fing? .

What a rapturous Song,
When the glorified Throng -
In the Spirit of Harmony join!
Join all the glad Quires
Hearts, Voices, and Lyres,
And the Burthen is Mercy Divine!

6  Hallelujah they cry
To the King of the Sky,

To the great everlafting 1 A'M;
To the Lamb. that was flain, .. .:
And liveth again,

Hallelujah to Gop, and the Lamb!

7  The Lamb:on the Throne
Lo! He dwells with his own,

And to Rivers.of Pleafure He leads,
With his Mercy's full Blaze,
With the Sight of his Face,

Our Beatified Spirits He féeds. :

8  Our Foreheads proclaim: .. -+ . 12 7
His Ineffable Name, IR
Our Bodies his Glory difplay; . . - -7
A Day without Night.* ™ -
We feaft in his Sight, . VK.
And Eternity feems as a Day{"

) CCXXXII:

N
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CCXXXII.
HYMN XLIL

At the Meeting of Friends.

¥ Aviour of finful Men,
Thy Goodnefs we proclaim,
Which brings us here to meet again,
And triumph-in thy Name!
Thy mighty Name hath been
Our Refuge, and our Tower,
Hath fav’d us from the World, and Sin,
And all th* Accufer’s Power.

2z Jesvu, take all the Praife,
That ftill on Earth we live,
Unfpotted in fo foul a Place,
And innocently grieve;
Shut up-in Sodom, we
No Pride of Anger find, -
But flill compaflionately fee
'The Bafenefs of Mankind.

We mourn, ’till Thou appear,
Along the Defart Way:
Briars, and Thorns are with us here,
‘ And we with Scorpions ftay;
Conftrain'd (alas! how long!)
With human Fiends to dwell,
Sinners of lying Lips, whofe Tongue
Is fet on Fire of Hell.

4 ‘Thro’ Calumny, and Pain,
Thro’ a long Vale of Woe,

Far from the poifonous Sons of Men,
To purer Worlds we go:
We fhall from Sodorm flee,
‘When perfeted in Love,

And hafte to better Company,
Who wait for Us above.

Ccz

The
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The Saints of Antient Days,
We fhall with them fit down,

Who fought the F xght, and run the Race,
And then receiv'd the Crown ;
Who firft feverely tried,

. And exercis'd beneath,

Brokethro’ the World, with Cm.wr theu' Guxde,

And more than conqucr’d Death ‘

6  The Prophets of the Lorp,
Who fuffer’d for his Name,
‘Who bore, by Fiends and Men abho:’d,
The Galilean’s Shame, |
They that endur’d His Crofs,
And did his Cup receive, -~ -
Of whom the World unworthy was,
Weze deem’d not fit to hive.’

7 Swept from the Earth away,

They join'’d the Heavenly Throng;
And now for us their Brethren fiay, :

And ever cry, « How longl™,

Jesus the Cry doth hear,

*And He fhall {foon return, . -
With endlefs Joy our Souls to chear,

Who for His Coming mourn.

8  Awhile in.Flefh disjoin’d, . i
Our Friends that went before

We foon-in Paradife thall find, - -~ =
And meet to part no more;. ’
In yonder blifsful Seat,
Waiting for us they are—

And, I fhall there an Hufband meet.
And-I a Parent there! - 5

Oh! what a mighty Change
Shall Jesu’s Sufferers know, '
While o’er the happy Plains we range, _ 3°
Incapable of Woe! ; .
No ill-requited Love -~ =~
. Shall there our Spirits wound,
. Ne

s
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/ No bafe Ingratitude above,
No Sin in Heaven is found.

10 ‘There all our Griefs are fpent,

~ There all our Sufferings end,

‘We cannot there the Fall lament
Of a departed Friend,

» ' A Brother, dead to Gop,

By Sin, alas! undone—
No Father there, .in Paffion loud,
Cries, Oh! my Son, my Son!

11 Nor flighteft Touch of Pain,
Nor Sorrow’s leaft Alloy
Can violate our Reft, or ftain
Our Purity of Joy:
In that Eternal Day
No Clouds or Tempefts rife;
Thefe guthing Tears are wiped away
Forever from our Eyes. ’

12 This languithing Defire
Which now for Heaven we feel
Shall there delightfully expire
In Joy Ineffable: i
The Weight of glorious Blifs
That to our Share fhall fall
Not Angel-tongues can half exprefs; .
But we fhall have it AllL

CCXXXIII. At Parting.

HYMN XLII

1 N D let our Bodies part,
To different Climes repair,
Infeparably join'd in Heart . . | .
The Friends of Jesus are: '
JEsus the Corner-Stone, .
Did firft our Souls unite;
And fill He holds, and keeps us One, .
Who walk with Him in White. .
Ccg Then
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2 Then let us fill procéed’”
In Jesu's Work below, -

And following our Triumphant Head,
To farther Conquefts go;

The Vineyard of the Lorp

Before his Labourers lies; ‘
And lo! we fee the vaft Reward.

That waits us in the Skies. .~

3 O let our Heart, and Mind-
Continually afcend, - « - " =
That Haven of Repofe to find, -
Where' all our Labours énd,
Where all our Grief is o’er,
Our Suffering, and our Painz

Who meet on that Eternal Shore . - |

Shall never part again.

4 O happy, happy Place, :
~ Where Saints and Angels meet!.
There we fhall fee each others Face,
And all our Brethren greet,
The Church of the firft-born, .

We fhall with them be bleft,

And crown'd with endlefs Joy returre. .
To our eternal Reft.

5 With Joy we fhall behold
In yonder bleft Abode

. The Patriarchs and Prophets old,
- And all the Saints of Gob;
Abrabam and Ifaac there,
And Facob fhall receive

The Followers of their Faith and Prayer, |

~ Who now in. Bodies live. . ... -
.6 We fhall our Time Benkdath
" Live out in chearful Hope,’ _
And fearlefs pafs the Vale of Death, °
And gain the ' Mountain-top:
"T'o gather home his own
o Gop fhall his Angels fend,

2

And
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And bid our Blifs on Earth begun

* 3n endlefs Triumphs end. -
PART I

1 O let us ever dwell ~ - :
On the tranfporting Thought! * .

| We fhall the Joys of JEsus feel,

Up to his-Bofom caughr; = - '~
We fhall his Glory fee, .
In filent Raptures gaze, ,

The Man that hung upon the Tree
We fhall behold his Face.

2 Shall foon behold our Gobp,
But not as Crucified;
The Lamb his Vefture dipt in Blood
At laft hath laid afide: - i
As Gop’s Eternal Son
"He now appears above,
And fits upon his dazling Throne
Of everlafting Love.. .

Is this the Man of Woe,
Whom Glorious now we fee!

The Man who- fuffer’d Want below,  --—
And Shame, and Agony!
Who here infulted was,
And Scourg’d, and Crucified,

Hung pierc’d, and Naked on the Crofs, .
And bled, and groan’d, and died!

*Tis He! the Prince of Peace!
*Tis He! the Lorp of Power! -
Whom all thefe fhining Hofts of his ' =
Their Maker-Gop adore: ~ "~ *
He fuffer’d in our ftead, . .
That we with Him might reign;.
But He fhall never bow his Head, . = .
Shall never die again, L
L
L _‘\ )

CCXXXIV,
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CCXXXIV. At meeting of Friends.
"HYMN XLIV.

FATHER receive Our heartieft Praife,
For bidding us live T'o witnefs thy Grace,

For bringing us hither Thy Goodnefs to prove, .

And triumph together In Jesus’s Love.

2 Our Confident Ttuft In Him we declare,
Thro’> Jesus the Juft Accepted we are;
Redeem’d by his Paflion, We joyfully join
To’ afcribe our Salvation To Mercy Divine.

3 Thee, Lorp, we adore, And dwell on thy Praife,
Preferv’d by the.Power of Jesus’s Grace;
Thee, Jesus, the Giver.of All we proclaim, .
And publith forever Thy Wonderful Name.

4 Thy Name is Releafe From Sarrow, and Sin,
*TisPardon, and Peace, And Goodnefs broaghtin;
1t fpeaks us forgiven, Sinks into the Sonl,

And fpreads the pure Leaven, And hallows the
whole.

‘CCXXXV.
'HYMN XLVL™ ~

1 ESU, to Thee our Hearts we lift,
Our Hearts which now with Love o’erflow,
With Thanks for thy continued Gift,
That fill thy pretious Name we know,
Retain the Senfe of Sin forgiven, ’
And wait for all our Inward Heaven.

2 What mighty Troubles haft Thou fhewn
Thy fecble tempted Followers here!
We have thro’ Fire, and Water gone,
But faw Thee on the Floods appear,
- But felt Thee prefent in the Flame, _ .
" And fhouted our Deliverer's Name.

/\
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3 When fironger Souls their Faith forfook,
And lull'd in worldly hellifh Peace,
Leap‘d defp'rate from their Guardian Rock,
And headlong plung’d in Sin’s Abyfs,
Thy Power was in our Weaknefs thewn,
And ftill it keeps our Souls thine own.

4 All are not loft, or wandred back, .
Al have not left thy Church, and Thee:
‘There are who fuffer for thy Sake,
Enjoy thy glorious Infamy, =~ -
Efteem the Scangal of thy Crofs,
And only feck Divine Applaufe. -

5 We do not fhamefully defert
Thy poer afili®ed Flock below,
Yield to the Rewverend ‘Tempter’s Art,
Or fell our Friend, to buy our-Foe,
To’ increafe the World's triymphant. Scorn,
And make our bluthing Brethren mourn.

6 The Grace which kept us to this Hour,
Shall keep us faithful'to the End,
When cloath’d with Majefty and Powcr,
.Our Jesus fhall from Heaven defcend,
“His Friends and Confeflors to own,
And feat us on his glorious Throne.

CCXXXVIL
HY M N XLVI.

1 ND are we yet ahve.
~\. And fee Each other’s Face?
Glory, and Thanks to Jesus give
For his Almighty Grace: -
Preferv’d by Power Divine:
To full Salvation here,
Again in Jesu’s Praife we join, ' -
And in hxs S)ght appear

.. What
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2  What Troubles have awe feen,
What .mighty Conflicts paft,
Fightings without, and Fears within,.
Since we aflembled laft!

Yet out of all the Lorp

Hath .bought us by his Love,
And ftill He doth his Help afford,

And hide our Life above.

3 Then let us make our Boaft
Of his Redeeming Power,

‘Which faves us to the uttermoft,
"Till we can fin no more: _
Let us take up the Crofs,
"Till we the Crown obtain,

And gladly reckon all Things lofs, _
So we may JEsus gain.

4 Jesus, to Thee we bow,
And for thy Coming wait:
Give us for Good fome Token Now
In our imperfeét State;
Ap‘ply the Hallowing Word,
Tell Each who looks for Thee,
Thou fhalt be perfe&t as thy Loro,
Thou fhalt be all like me!

CCXXXVII,

HYMN XLVIIL

1 ESUS, we look to Thee,
Thy promis’d Prefence claim,
Thou in the midft of Us fhalt be
Affembled in thy Name:
Thy Name Salvation is,
(Which now we come to prove)

Thy Name is Life, and Joy, and Peace,

And everlafting Love.

. Not
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2  Not in the Name of Pride,
Or Selfithnefs we meet,

From Nature’s Paths we turn afide,
And worldly Thoughts forget.
We meet, the Grace to take
Which Thou hatt freely given,

We meet on Earth for thy dear Sake,
‘That we may meet in Heaven.

3  Prefent we know Thou art,
But Oh! T'hyfelf reveal;

Now, Lowrp, let every bounding Héart
The mighty Comfort feel:
Oh! might thy quickning Voice .
The Death of Sin remove,

And bid our inmoft So.ls rejoice
1n Hope of perte& Love.

Thou wilt to us make known
Thy Nature and thy Name,
Us who our Utmoft Saviour own
From every Touch of Blame,
From every Word and Deed, .
From every Thought unclean,
Oar Jesus, ’till our Souls are freed
From all Remains of Sin.

CCXXXVIIL.
HYMN XLVIII.

1 LL Thanks to the Lamb Who gives us to
meet! :

' _His Love we proclaim, His Praifes repeat: .-

We own Him our Jesus Continally near,
To pardon, and blefs us, And perfe&t us here.

In Him we have Peace, In Him we have Power, ..

Preterv’d by his Grace Throughout the dark
Hour,

In
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In all our Temptation He keeps us, to prove
His utmoft Salvation, His Fulnefs of Love.

3 Thro’ Pride and Defire Unhurt we have gone,
Thro’ Water and Fire With us He went on;
The World and the Devil By Him we o’ercame,
Our Jesus from Evil, Forever the fame.

4 When we wou'd have fpurn’d His Mercy and
Grace, g
To Egypt return’d, And fled from his Face,
He hindred our Flying, (His Goodnefs to fhew)
And ftopt us by crying, < Will ye alfo go?”

5 Oh! what fhall we do, Our Saviour to love?
-'To make us anew, Come, Lowrp, from above,
The Fruit of thy Paffion, Thy Holinefs give,
Give Us the Salvation Of all that believe.”

6 Come, Jesus, and loofeThe Stammerer’sTongue,
And teach even Us The Spiritual Song,
Let us without ceafing Give Thanks for thy
Grace, - : »
And Glory, and Blefling, And Honour, and Praife.

7 Pronounce the glad Word, And bid s be free:
Ah! haft Thounot, Lorp, A Blefling for me?
ThePeace Thou haft given, This Momentimpart,
And open thy Heaven, O Love, in my Heart.

CCXXXIX.
HYMN XLIX.

1 EE, Jesu, thy Difciples fee,
The promis’d Blefling give,
Met in thy Name, we look to Thee,
Expe&ting to receive:

2 Thee we expe& our faithful Lorp,
Who in thy Name are join'd,
We wait, according to thy Word,'
Thee in the midit to find. With

I



’

—— T ————

———

HyMNs and SACRED PoEMs.

3 With us Thou art aflfembled here,
But O Thyfelf reveal,
Son of the Living Gop, appear,
Let us thy Prefence feel.

4 Breathe on us, Lorp, in this our Day,
And thefe dry Bones fhall live,
Speak Peace into our Heaits, and fay
The HorLy GuosT seceive.

Whom now we feek O might we meet!
5 Jesus the Crucified,
Shew us thy bleeding Hands and Feet,
Thou who for us batt died.

6 Caufe us thy Record to.receive,

Speak, and the Tokens thew,

« O be not faithlefs, but believe
In me, who died for You.”

7 Lorb, I believe for me, ev’n mé
Thy Wounds were open’d wide,
I fee the Prints, I more tham fee
Thy Feet, thy Hands, thy Side.

8 I canpot fear, I cannot doubt,
I feel the {prinkled Blood.:
Let every Soul with me cry out
Thou art my Lorp, my Gopl

325

CCXL.
HYMN L.

1 OME, Larp, with thy Difciples fit
Affembled in thy Name,
And let us kifs thy bleeding Feet,
And let us love the Lamb.

2 Is this the Time, fay, Jesv, fay,
Wilt Thou, O Lorbp, reftore
The Kingdom to our Souls to-day,
And bid us fin no more?
Vou. I, Dd

Now
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3 Now wilt Thou make an End of Sin,
The Kingdom of thy Peace,
The Joy unfpeakable bring in,
Th® Eternal Righteoufnefs !

4 We wait, ’till Thou the Gift impart,
The Untion from above:
Come quickly, Lorp, in every Heart
Set up thy Throne of Love.

5 Or, (for it is not Ours to know
The Times by Gob aflign’d)
Give us, ’till Thou Thyfelf beftow,
An humble patient Mind.

& Thee let us praife with one accord,
And in thy Temple ftay,

¢ Wait for the Coming of our Lorp, -
And without ceafing pray :

7 Still at Ferufalem abide
In Profpett of thy Peace,

*Till Thou fhalt in our Hearts refide, .

And Sin forever ceafe.

8 Give, when Thou wilt, the Blefling give,
The Kingdom from above,
But let us all at laft receive
The Power of perfect Love.

CCXLI. Invitation to our Abfent
Friends.

HYMN LIL

1 E Followers of the Bleeding Lamb,
Before your Lorbp appear,
On you we call in Jesu’s Name;
Be all in Spirit here. -

2 Jssu_s with us affembled is,
Him in the midt we feel, .

Come

P e e £ e P e
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Come fhare with us the glorious Blifs,
The Joy unfpeakable.

3 Come all the Members far and near,,
Whoe’er to CkRrisT are join'd,
Jesus our Common Head is here,,
Ye cannot ftay behind.

4 The Body with the Head is nigh:.
Let every faithful Soul,
Let every Joint its Strength fupply
To edify the whole.

§ °Tis done: thro’ Faith our Hands we join,.
In Jgsu's Love we meet, .
And cloath’d with Righteoufnefs Divine
The Body is compleat.

6 Then let us all at once afpire,
Our common Saviour praife, .
And higher raife our Hearts, and higher,
In Honour of his Grace:

7 His Grace which hath Salvation brought,
And rais’d us from our Fall,
His Grace which came to us unfought,,
And comes unfought to All.

8 Gob of all Grace, thy Saving Name
We thankfully confefs;
Let all the World adore the Lamb,.
The General Blefing blefs.

9 Ye that in Strength Divine excel,
Ye firft-born Church above,
Adore the Depth unfearchable.
Of All-redeeming Love, -

50 *T'ill we like You behold his Face,,
Angels, on You we call, ‘
Forever, and forevér praife - .
The Lamb, that died for AlL..

Tt

Dda CCXLIL
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CCXLIL -
HYMN LII

1 E Followers of the Lamb,
Who own the Commen Lorp,
And truft in Jesy’s Name
And hang upon his Word,
In Jesu's Sight with us appear,
Be prefent all in Spirit here.

2 Let us together wait
For the defcending Power, .
Which to our Firft Eftate ¢
Shall all qur Souls reftore,
Nor ever from the Promife move,
*Till all are perfe@ed in Love. -

3 Let us the Word hold faft -
Which we of Him have heard ;
_We fhall obtain at laft
: A great and full Reward, -
The Comforter fhall furely come,
And make us his Eternal Home.

The Father of our Lorp '
Shall fend the promis’d Grace,

Let us with one Accord
Continue in one Place,

- ‘Nor from Ferufalem depart,

But keep the Iflues of our Heart.

5 Infureand fedfaft Hope, . = ¢
In View of perfe Peace,
Let us to CurasT look up,
*Till all our Treubles ceafe;
The Lorp our Hope fhall foen return,
The Lozp fhall comfort all that mourn.

6 In Jesus we believe,
And wait the Truth to prove,
We fhall, we fhall receive
The Bleﬂing from ahave,
- o Ful-
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Fulnefs of Love, and Peace, and Power,.
And live in ChrisT, and fin no more.

7  Weall the Truth fhall know,
Who in his Word abide,,
. Be freed from Sin below,.
And wholly fan¢tified ;
We all his Witnefles fhall be,.

‘The Truth, the Truth fhall make us free.

8  Shall make us free indeed
From every Spot of Sin,
Our pure and finlefs Head
Shall bring his Nature in,
We all his Witnefles fhall be,
The Truth, the Truth fhall make us ﬁ'ee

9  The Things He hath ‘prepar
For Us, in Sight of Men,
Their Ear hath never heard,
Their Eye hath never feen,
Nor can their Carnal Heart conceive.
How glorioufly we feon fhall live.

to  Poor abjett Slaves of Sin
They madly hug their Chains,,
They will not be made be clean
From Sin’s Belov’d Remains;:
But we thy Saying, Lorbp, receive,,
And truft a Sinlefs Life to live..

1y Who for thy Coming tvait,
And hang upon thy Word,
To our Unfinning State
We fhall be hgre reftor'd,
‘Fhou fhalt the Second Time appear,
And then we all are perfe bere.

329

CCXLIH.
HYMN LIIL

ESU, foft harmonious Name, -
Every faithful Heart’s Defire,
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See thy Followers, O Lamb, : J
All at once to Thee afpire;

Drawn by thy Uniting Grace,
After Thee we {wiftly run,

Hand in Hand we feek thy Face,
Come, and perfet us in One.

2 Mollify our harfher Will, ‘
Each to Each our Tempers fuit
By thy modulating Skill,
Heart to Heart, as Lute to Lute:
Sweetly en our Spirits move, ,
Gently touch the trembling Strings,. ) !
Make the Harmony of Love,
Mufic for the King of Kings.

3 See the Souls that hang on Thee,.
Sever’d though in Fleth we are,
Join'd in Spirit all agree,
All thy only Love declare;
Spread thy Love te all around :
Hark, we now our Voices raife,
Joyful confentaneous Sound,
Sweeteft Symphony of Praife!

e —

4 Jesu’s Praife is all our Song;
While we Jesu’s Praife repeat,
Glide our happy Days along, .
Glide with Down upon their Feet:
Far from Sorrow, Sin, and Fear,
*Till we take our Seats above, .
Live we all as Angels here, :
Only fing, and praife, and love.

. e

L

CCXLIV.
HYMN LIV.
3 E Souls, that own the Commen Lorp,
Who fuffer’d once for All,

And wait with us the Hallowing Werd,
Which faves us from our Fall;

et e e T

o 1
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2 You, though in Body diftant far,

We now in Spirit meet,” -
You (for our Souls united are)
In Jesu’s Name we greet.

3 United in the clofeft Bands,
Whom Seas and Mountains part;
The Spirit more than joins our Hands,, -
~ He makes us One in Heart. '

4 Fellowthip to.the World unknown,
In Jesu’s Name we prove,
Jesus is our Chief Corner Stone,
And cements us by Love.

§ From Him our mingled Bleflings flow,.
We feel his Blood applied,
And Nothing feek, and Nothing know,.
But Jesus crucified.

6 The Mamr who hung upoh the Tree:
In every Sinner’s ftead,
Him to receive'we all agree,
And Him we call our Head.

7 To Him let every Member cleave;.
And we fhall never part, '
We cannot each the Other leave,.

When Gop hath all oar Heart.. . .. .

8 Then let us love our Lorp alone,.
"Till all his Grace we prove,
And put his'Glorious Image on,
Imparadis’d in. Love.

CCXLY.
‘HYMN LV..
Ye Followers of the Lamb,

And join with us te praife his Love;
And glorify his Name. - '

Tk LI F'T up your Hearts to Things above,.

To
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2 To Jesu’s Name give Thanks, and fing,
‘Whofe Mercies never end,
Rejoice, rejoice, the Lorp is King,
The King is now our Friend.

3 Our Bofom-Friend, and Brother too,
Our Hufband, and our Head,
Who all He bids delight to do,
And in his Footfteps tread.

4 Who for his Sake count all Things Lofs,
On Earthly Good look dewn,
And joyfully fuftain the Crofs,
"Till we receive the Crown.

§ Then let us ftir each other up,
Our Faith by Works t’ approve,
By holy purifying Hope,
And the fweet Tatk of Love.

6 Love us, though far in Fleth disjoin’d,
Ye Lovers of the Lamb,
And ever bear us on your Mind,
Wha, think, and {peak the fame.

7 You on Qur Mind we ever bear,
Whoe'er to Jesus bow, . ‘
Stretch out the Arms of Faith, and Prayer,
And lo, we reach you Now!

8 Surely we Now your Souls embrace,
With you we Now appear
Prefent before the Throne of Grace,
And You, and Curist is here.

9 Mercy, and Peace your Portion be,
To carnal Minds unknown, -
The hidden Manna, and the Tree
Of Life, and the White Stone.

30 The Bleflings all on you be fhed,
Which Gop in CHRIST imparts,

We pray the Spirit of our Head
Into your faicthful Hearts. -

Let

A o o —
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I Let all, who for the Promife wait,
The HoLY GuosT receive,
And rais’'d t6 your Unfinning State
With Gop n Eden live, )
12 Live, 'till the Lorp in Glory come,
And wait his Heaven to thare:
He now is fitting up our Home—
Go on: -we'll neet you there!

PPy TR T |

CCXLVI. Primitive Chriflianity. -
“HYMN LVL )

1 APPY the Souls who firft believd,
To Jesus, 'and each other cleavd, |
{oin’d by the Un&ion from above, ! ’
n myftic Fellowthip of Love. ‘

2 Meek, fimple Followers of the Lamb, .
They liv’d, and fpake, and thought the fame ;
Brake the Cominemoyative Bread, : .
And drank the Spirit-of their Head.

3 On Gob they caft their every Care,

Wreftling with Gop in inighty Prayer,
They claim’d the Grace, thro' JEsus given;
By Prayer they fhut, and open’d Heaven.
4 To Jesus they performd their Vows,
A little Church in every Houfe;
They joyfully confpir'd to raife
Their ceafelefs Sacrifice of Praife. .

5 Propriety was there unknown,
None call'd what he poflefs’d his own;
Where all the Common Blefling fhare,
No Selfith Happinefs was there.’

6 With Grace abandantly -endw’d;
A pure, Believing Multitude; A
They. all were of one Heast and Soul,
And only Love infpir'd the whole.
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7 Oh, what an Age of Golden Days!

" Oh, what a Choice, Peculiar Race!
Wafh'd in the Lamb’s all-cleanfing Blood,
Anointed Kings, and Priefts to Gop!

8 Where fhall I wander now to find
The Succeffors they left behind ?
The Faithful, whom I feek invain, .
Are minifh’d from-the Sons of Men.

9 Ye different Se@ts, who all declare
Lo! here is CurisT, or Curisrt is theres
-Your ftronger Proofs Divinely give,
And fhew me where The Chriftians live.

X0 Your Claim, alas! ye cannet prove,
Ye want the Genuine Mark of Love: ~
Thou only, Lorp, Thine own canft thew,
For fure Thou haft a Church below.

" 81 The Gates of Hell cannot prevail,

‘The Church on Earth can never fail:
Ah! join me to thy Secres ones,
. Ah! gather all thy Living Stones.

12 Scatter’d o’er all the Earth they lie,
*Till Thou colle® them with thine Eye,
Draw by the Mufic of thy Name,.”
And charm into a beauteous Frame.

- 33 For this the pleading Spirit groans,

v

And cries in all thy Banith®d Ones:
Greateft of Gifts, thy Love impart,
. And make us of ome Mind and Heart.,

14 Join every Soul that looks to Thee,

In Bonds of perfect Charity: .
Now, Lorp, the glorious Fulnefs give,
" And all in all forever live.

‘PART IL

1 Jesvs, from whom all Bleflings flow,
Great Build;er of thy Chyrch belqw,
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1f now thy Spirit moves my Breé.ﬁ,
Hear, and fulfil thine own Requeft,

The Few that truly call Thee Lorbp,
And wait thy San&tifying Word,

And Thee their Utmoft Saviour own,
Unite, and perfet them in one. * -

Gather them in on every Side,

And in thy Tabernacle hide;

Give them a Refting-place to find,

A Covert from the Storm, and W-xnd

O find them out fome calm Recefs,
Some unfrequented Wildernefs!

Thou, Lorp, the fecret Place prepare,
And hide, and feed the Woman there.

Thither colle& thy lxttle Flock, -

Under the Shadow of their Rock

The holy Seed, the rpyal Race,

The ftanding Mon’uments of thy Grace. .

O let themall thy Mind exprefs,
Stand forth thy Chofen Witnefles!
‘Thy Power unto Salvation fhew,
And perfect Holinefs below:

The Fulnefs of thy Grace receive,
And fimply to thy Glory live ;

Strongly reflet the Light Divine,
And in a Land of Darknefs fhine.

In Them lét all Mankmd behold
How Chriftians liv’d in Days of old;
(Mighty their envious Foes to move,
A Prgverb of Reproach—and Love.)

O make them of one Soul and Heart,
The All-conforming Mind impart ;
Spirit of Peace, and Unity,

* The Sinlefs Mind that was m Thee

Call thém into thy wondrous nght,
Worthy ta walk with Thee in Whites

L

335
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Make up-thy Jewels, Lorp, and-thety -
The Gloi‘xous Spotlefs Church below. .

a1 From evegy finfu] Wrinkle free, . - - -

Redeem’d from Al Iniquity;
The\Fellqwfhx of Sains. madokmwn.
And Oh! my Gon, might. I be One)

12 O might my Lonb;caﬁ with-Thefe,

" The leaft of Jesu’s Witnefles! .
O that my Logp, would.count me meet. -
To wath phis dear Difciples Feet!.

13 This only Thqgg do I require,. -.-
Thou know 'tis All my Hgast’s D,eﬁ:r.
Freely-what I receive to give, . . .. |
The Servang of | thy Chuzch to livea -

" 14 Afeer my lowly Lorp to go,

“And wait upon thy Saints below, ,
Enjoy the Grace to Angels. ggven, )

And ferve the Roy@l Heirs Heaven, -
15 Lonn, if I now thy Drawings feel,
" And gfk;agcqrding to thy Wi

Confirmthe Prayer, the Seal jmpart,

And fpeak the Anfwer to my Heart. . _» o

16 Tell me, or Thou thalt nover go,

"« Thy Prayer is.heard, it fhall be {0.”
The Word hath pafs’d thy Lips, agd I
_Shall with thy People iwe, an@ dxe.

‘F I'N I 5.
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