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| A N D

S A C R E D PO E. M.S.

I. The Trial of Faith.

CHRIST alſo ſuffered, leaving us an Example.

| 1. OME, O my Soul; the Call obey,

Take up the Burthen of thy Lord I

His Praćtice is thy Living Way,

Thy Guide his pure unerring Word,

The lovely perfect Pattern read,

And haſte in all his Steps to tread.

z What did my Lord from Sinners bear?

| His Patience is the Rule for me:

- Walking in Him I cannot err: "

r And lo! the Man of Griefs I ſee,

º Whoſe Life One Scene of Sufferings was,

: Quite from the Manger to the Croſs. . . .

- -

-

* *

A-2 * . Here
* * * *



4. HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs.

3 Here then my Calling I diſcern,

('Tis written in Afflićtion's Book)

My firſt, and lateſt Leſſon learn,

For Nothing here but Sufferings look,

I bow me to the Will Divine, . . . . .

To ſuffer with my LoRD be mine.

4. To ſuffer as my Lord I come:

How did the Lamb his Wrongs endure?

Chamo'rous, and warm ** or meek, and dumb "

Did He by Force his Life ſecure?

His injur’d Innocence defend;

Or bear his Burthen to the End?

- 5 Did He evade the Pain, and Shame,

Impatient of unjuſt Diſgrace?

Did He throw off the imputed Blame?

Did He from Spitting hide his Face?

Did He to Man for Succour fly;

Or offer up Himſelf, and die?

6 When Nature ſunk beneath her Load,

Would He the dreadful Cup decline?

Proſtrate, and bruis'd, and ſweating Blood,

“Father, thy Will be done, not mine,”

He ſpeaks, and meets his Enemies,

And gives them Power Himſelf to ſeize.

7 The Word, which ſtruck them to the Ground,

Could it not ſtrike them into Hell?

Whom all the Hoſts of Heaven ſurround,

He will not Force by Force repel,

Put up, He cries, thy needleſs Sword,

Nor ſtain the Meekneſs of thy Lord.

8 He chides his raſh Diſciple’s Zeal,

Accepts nor Man's nor Angel's Aid:

Vouchſafes his wounded Fae to heal: -

The Hands, that had his Murtherers made,

*- He

-

t
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5

He ſtretches out; He lets them bind

The Hands that could unmake Mankind.

9 Doth He in Deed or Word gain-ſay,

Or aſk or ſtruggle to be freed?

They lead the ſpeechleſs Lamb away:

To Scorn, and Pain, and Death they lead

The ſpeechleſs Lamb; reſign'd unto

The utmoſt Earth and Hell could do.

io O that I might like Him withſtand,

Like Him mine Innocency clear,

Like Him reſiſ the Ruffian-band,

Like Him refuſe the Croſs to bear,

Like Him the Perſecutor fly;

Like Him ſubmit to live, and die?

II.

H Y M N II.

1 TESU, thy Record I receive,

J With lowly ſelf-miſtruſting Fear:

As many Days as here I live,

So many muſt I ſuffer here:

In all my Maſter's Steps to go,

To ſuffer is my Lot below.

2 Thy Spirit witneſſes to mine,

I muſt thy daily Croſs endure:

I know the Warning is Divine:

The Word of Promis'd Pain is ſure;

Afflićtions all my Steps attend,

And but with Life my Griefs ſhall end.

3. Whate'er the Rage of Fiends, and Men,

Can by Divine Permiſſion do,

I come expecting to ſuſtain:

It muſt be ſo, for GoD is true;

- A. 3 And
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i

And God hath ſpoke the faithful Word,

“ The Servant ſhall be as his LoRD.

4 Maſter, if Thee the World blaſphem’d,

Will they not ſcorn, and caſt out me?

I ſhall be more and more contemn'd,

I ſhall be more and more like Thee,

*Till all-conform'd to Thee I am,

And honour'd with thine utmoſt 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, oppreſt, deſpis'd, abhorr'd,

And perſecuted with my Lord!

6. They will, Thyſelf haſt ſaid, they will,

With mortal Hate my Life purſue,

As helpleſs Sheep thy People kill,

Service to God by Murder do,

Offer Thee Human Sacrifice,

And glut Thee with thy Martyrs Cries.

7 With fledfaſt Faith for This I wait,

To bear th’ inevitable Croſs,

A Sharer in thy low Eſtate,

Afflićied as my Maſter was,

I muſt on Earth thy Treatment find,

The Scorn, and Outcaſt of Mankind.

8 I feel it ſettled in my Heart,

Fixt in my inmoſt Soul I feel

A looking for that better Part,

A ſure Freſage of promis'd Ill,

Of all my Saviour bore beneath,

Sorrow, and Shame, and Bonds, and Death. .

- |II.



Hymns and Sacred PoEMs. 7

III.

H Y M N III.

1 OME then, my Jesu, from above,

| Endue me with thy conſtant Mind,

Inſpire me with thy patient Love, -

Thou bleeding Saviour of Mankind,

My Faith increaſe, my Heart prepare,

And arm, and bid me all Things bear.

2 Mine utter Helpleſheſs I own,

And every Moment more than ſee;

Thou knowſt I cannot ſtand alone,

My Strength to bear is all from Thee,

Mine all-ſufficient Strength be Thou,

And lo! I come to ſuffer Now!

3 Thy Power into my Heart inſpeak,

And lo! I come to meet thy Pain,

To turn like Thee the other Cheek,

All Wrong and Violence to ſuſtain,

Never againſt my Foes to ſtand,

But ſink beneath their bruiſing Hand.

4 I will not take the proffer'd Sword, • *

Or ſtoop to feeble Man for Aid: -

Lead me away with CHR 1st my Lord,

To Scorn, or Bonds, or Slaughter lead,
A Follower of that filent Lamb f

The Man whom now ye ſeek, I am.

--

5 Come, threatning World, thy Priſoner take,

I will not from my Maſter fly,

Jesus in Life or Death forſake,

But ſtay, with Him to live, and die;

Before his Foes my Lord I own,

And tell you all, that I am one. His
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6 His Servant and Diſciple ſee,

Reſolv'd his Weal, or Woe to ſhare;

A Galilean ſeize in me,

And let me as my Maſter fare,

Convićt (for I my Crime confeſs)

Of following after Righteouſneſs.

IV,

H Y M N IV.

i ES, Thou dear Lamb-like Son of God,

Y Whom now with Eyes of Faith I view,

Thou knowſt, I in thy Steps have trod,

And would to Calvary purſue,

Thro' all thy Paſſion's Stages run,

*Till Thou pronounce the Word 'Tis done?

2 Thy Spirit breathe into my Breaſt,

Spirit of patient Charity,

And lo! I meet the fiery Teſt,

To Priſon go, and Death with Thee,

Anticipate the dreadful Hour,

And ſtand in thine Almighty Power.

3 A Witneſs of thy Truth I ſtand,

Arraign'd at Man's Unrighteous Bar,

In vain my Anſwer they demand,

My Silence ſhall thy Truth, declare,

A Sheep before the Shearers dumb,

To anſwer as my Lord I come.

4 Falſely accus’d I hold my Peace,

The Judge Supream doth all Things know,

I want no Reſcue, or Releaſe, -

No Juſtice I expect below,

Nor Mercy, more than Jesus found,

The Man to yonder Pillar bound.

- O what.
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-

-

5 O what a piteous Sight is there!

His tender Hands are tied behind,

His Back their cruel Scourges tear,

Yet no Complaint, or Sigh we find;

Or if He groans in all the Smart, -

'Tis for the Hardneſs of their Heart. . . . .

6 My Pattern here I plainly ſee,

A Voice is in thy ſtreaming Blood,

It bids me bear the Scourge like Thee,

Like Thee commit my Cauſe to GoD,

Like Thee th' injurious World oppoſe,

Like Thee avenge me of my Foes. .

V.

H Y M N V.

i TILL let me on my Pattern gaze,

How meek and motionleſs He ſtands!

They ſpit upon his ſacred Face,

They buffet with unhallow'd Hands,

They bow the Knee, preſent the Reed,

And mock whom they have doom'd to bleed.

2 No Anſwer yet? No late Reply

To clear his fuffering Innocence?

So tamely will the Guiltleſs die,”

Die for his guilty Foes Offence,

Die, that his Murtherers may live!

“Father (He gaſps in Death) forgive!

3 Silent for Them, for Them He pleads,

And ſpends in Prayer his lateſt Breath,

To purge a ſinful World He bleeds,

o bleſs them dies a curſed Death,

Expires into the Arms Divine—

Jesu, was ever Love like Thinel. . . . . .

O might
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4 O might it now my Heart conſtrain,

My every riſing Thought controul,

Sweeten the Cup of Grief, and Pain,

And melt, and meeken all my Soul,

Conform me to the Crucified,

My God, who for his Murtherers died.

5 Love only can the Conqueſt win,

And make me as my Lamb-like God:

Thro' Love I conquer all their Sin,

And ſtrive refifting unto Blood,

Strive to ſecure the glorious Wreath,

Reſiſting, 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 Croſs my Head,

When i its utmoſt Virtue prove,

Made perfect by All-patient Love.

VI.

H Y M N VI.

I Aviour of All, what haſt Thou done,

What haſt Thou ſuffered on the Tree ?

Why didſt Thou groan thy Mortal Groan,

Obedient unto Death for me?

The Myſtery of thy Paſſion ſhew,

The End of all thy Griefs below.

2 Thy Soul for Sin an Offering made

Hath clear'd this guilty Soul of mine,

Thou haſt for me a Ranſom paid,

To change my Human to Divine,

To cleanſe from all Iniquity,

And make the Sinner all like Thee,

- Pardon.
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3 Pardon, and Grace, and Heaven to buy,

My bleeding Sacrifice expir'd:

But didſt Thou not my Pattern die,

That by thy Glorious Spirit fir’d,

Faithful I might to Death endure,

And make the Crown by Suffering ſure?

4 Thou didſt the meek Example leave, -

That I might in thy Footſteps 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 Paſſion ſhare.

5 Thy every perfect Servant, LoRD,

Shall as his patient Maſter be,

To all thine Inward Life reſtor'd,

And outwardly conform'd to Thee,

Out of thy Grave the Saint ſhall riſe,

And graſp thro’ Death the glorious Prize.

6 This is the ſtreight, and royal Way,

That leads us to the Courts above;

Here let me ever, ever ſtay,

"Till on the Wings of perfeót Love,

I take my laſt triumphant Flight,

From Calvary’s to Sion's Height. *

VII.

H y M N VII.

r N D did my Lord on Earth endure

Sorrow, and Hardſhip, and Diſtreſs,

That I might fit me down ſecure,

And reſt in ſelf-indulgent Eaſe,

His delicate Diſciple I -

Like Him might neither live, nor die!
º

-

1Maſter,
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2 Maſter, I have not learnt Thee ſo:

Thy Yoke, and Burthen I receive,

Reſolve in all thy Steps to go, .

And bleſs the Croſs by which I live,

And curſe the Wiſdom from beneath,

That ſtrives to rob me of thy Death.

3 Thy holy Will be done, not mine,

Be ſuffer'd all thy holy Will:

I dare not, Lord, the Croſs decline,

I will not loſe the ſlighteſt Ill,

Or lay the heavieſt Burthen down,

The richeſt jewel of my Crown.

4 Sorrow is ſolid Joy, and Pain

Is pure Delight, endur'd for Thee,

Reproach and Loſs 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 loſt,

Hidden from Earth, but found in GoD,

To ſuffer is to triumph moſt,

The higheſt Gift on Man beſtow'd,

Seal of my ſure Election This,

Seal of mine everlaſting Bliſs.

6 The Touchſtone, and the Proof of Grace,

The Standard of Perfection here,

The Meaſure of my Heavenly Place,

When CHR1st and all his Saints appear,

The Mark Divine, by Jesus Art

Imprinted on my faithful Heart.

7 O might it deeper fink (but give

Me Strength thy ſtrongeſt Love to bear)

Fain would I die with Thee to live,

Fain would I all thy Paſſion ſhare;
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To me thy Thorny Crown be given

On Earth, thy glorious Crown in Heaven.

VIII. . . . ;

* H Y M N VIII. . . .

* IT muſt be ſo; Thou ſayſ it muſt! .

True is thine acceptable Word,

* -
-

hey will from their Communions thruſt

---

* "The fiftFéiº, ,
º ; and vex, and ſcourge, and bind

S. The .#e Friends, and Patrons of Mankind.

2 Full of the wicked One, and born º

After the Fleſh; they will purſue.

With reſtleſs Hate, and cruel Scorn

The Souls whom Thou haſ form'd anew, "

• The Saints begotten from above, -

Born of the Spirit of thy Love.

3 Who would the Life of God regain,

- And Thee for their Example take,

— They too the Honour ſhall obtain,

And perſecuted for thy Sake,

Thy Confeſſors their Seál ſet to,

True Witneſſes that God is true.

2.4 Who only ſeek in Thee our Reſt, . . . . -

2 * Are we not now a Proverb made, . . |
Revil'd, rejected, and opproſt, e. * -

By Brethren, and by Friends betray'd,

By bittereſt Houſhold-Foes purſued, -

Hated of all that love not God

5 Since firſt we heaven ward turn'd our Face,

Expos'd, and out-rag’d all Day long,

An helpleſs, poor, afflicted Race, -

• For doing Good, we ſuffer Wrong.
Vol. II. * * B We
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- |

We ſuffer Shame, Diſtreſs, and Loſs, -

And wait for all thy glorious Croſs.

6 The Scriptures they in vain deny,

The World unknowingly fulfil,

Burſting thro' Nature's cloſeſt Tie,

The Brother ſhall the Brother kill,

The Son ſhall ſtop his Father's Breath,

The Parent drag his Child to Death.

7 No Pity, or Human Regard

We in our ſavage Foes ſhall find,

For all their Cruelties prepar'd :

From Thoſe who caſt thy Words behind

Juſtice, alas! we look for none; -

Our Help is all in CHRIST alone. -

8 Holpen by Him to ſuffer more,

From Strength to Strength we meekly go;

And when we gain the perfect Power,

The World their utmoſt Rage ſhall ſhew,

And when we all thy Life retrieve,

Shall count us then not fit to live.

IX. -

H Y M N IX.

I ESU, thy Legacy I take,

The Pattern Thou haft left behind, * ,

To ſuffer all Things for thy Sake, * * *

Thy patient, meek, ſubmiſſive Mind

I long throughout my Life t' expreſs,

And copy all thy Righteouſneſs. --

2 I will not point Thee out the Way, -

Or raſhly this, or that require, * ~ *

I dare not for Afflićtion pray;

But, Lord, Thou knowſt my Heart's Deſire,
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Which pants for full Conformity,

And ſtruggles to be all like Thee.

3 I thirſt to drink my Maſter's Cup,

Thy fiery Baptiſm 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 ſuffering Son of God.

4. My Soul, with juſt Ambition fir’d,

Hath languiſh'd to be great in Thee,

Hath oft to Calvary.aſpir’d,

Honour'd the Ignominious Tree,

And envied Thoſe, who earlieſt bear

Thy Croſs, and longeſt ſuffer there.

5 Who now to every Ill ſubmit,

Foremoſt of all thy Saints they ſtand,

Who ſuffer moſt, with Jesus fit,

Exalted at their Lo RD's Right-hand,

While here on Earth, they reign above,

Triumphant on a Throne of Love.

X.

H Y M N X.

r OW long Thou ſuffering Son of Gop,

| I Shall Sinners take thy Name in vain,

Start from the thorny narrow Road - .

Of ſacred ſalutary Pain,

Fondly preſume to call Thee, Lord,

But tremble to obey thy Word?

2 The Man that will thy Follower be,

Thou bidſt him ſtill himſelf deny,

Take up his daily Croſs with Thee,

Thy ſhameful Death rejoice to die,
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And chuſe a momentary Pain,

A Crown of endleſs Life to gain."

3 But who the dreadful Word receive,

Or gladly take thy Burthen up?

We dare not, Lord, the Truth believe,

But footh'd with a ſelf flattering Hope

To feeble Man for Succour run,

The Crown enſuring Croſs to ſhun.

4. A thouſand Ways and Means we try,

The Croſs of none Effect to make,

To Egypt we for Chariots fly,

Shelter in Human Laws we take,

Aſſur'd the World will do us Right,

And Satan againſt Satan fight.

5 Fools that we are, and ſlow of Heart,

Our richeſt Portion to refuſe,

The patient Saviour's Better Part,

The Labour, and Reward, to loſe,

The faireſt Prize to Sufferers given,

The largeſt Recompence in Heaven.

6 But Oſ ſuffice the Seaſon paſt

That we thy Saying have abhorr'd,

Diſdain'd thy Paſſion's Cup to taſte,

And ſtrove to be above our Lord ;

To thy ſweet Yoke at length we bow,

And meekly come to ſuffer Now.

7 Or let us here on Tabor ſtop,

Thy glorious Face awhile to ſee,

Or climb yon adverſe Mountain's Top,

The Height of rugged Calvary;

To Calv’ary we with Joy repair,

And die to find our Saviour there. º

XI
*
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—

XI.

H Y M N XI.

ELP, gracious Lord, the Time is come

Of ſuffering for thy righteous Cauſe,

I ſee, I ſee thy People's Doom,

To' endure with Thee the Sacred Croſs,

And now my own Convićtions fear,

And tremble at the Trial near.

The Fleſh, alas! Thou knowſt is weak,

Nor can the lighteſt Croſs ſuſtain,

Convince'd, on Earth I muſt not ſeek

A Reſcue from Reproach, or Pain,

Or put the hallow'd Cup aſide,

But bow with Jesus crucified.

Call'd to Diſtreſs, and patient Grief,

Have I not made Thy Portion mine?

I have: I look for no Relief,

No Leſſening of my Lot Divine,

But hold Thy rigid literal Word,

A fimple Follower of my Lord

Let jews their ſlighteſt Wrong repay,

And fiercely Eye for Eye require:

More excellent the Chriſtian Way,

We will not call for vengeful Fire,

Evil reſiſt in Word or Deed,

But cloſe in all Thy Footſteps tread.

Let others human Succour ſeek,

With all their Powers the Croſs 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.

B 3 To
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6 To ſuffer all Things for Thy Sake,

My Calling this I humbly own;

Nor will from Thee the Matter take,

But truſt my Cauſe to Thee alone:

My Help is all laid up above,

My only Refuge is Thy Love.

7 The Word,"the awful Word, is true,

Howe'er my feeble Fleſh may fail,

I ſhould my patient Lord purſue,

The utmoſt Rage of Earth and Hell,

Meek, as the Lamb of God endure,

And die to make my Calling ſure.

XII.

The Inward Croſs.

I My dear Maſter, and my Lord,

Good is Thine acceptable Will,

I yield Obeiſance to Thy Word,

I come, Thy humbled State to feel,

My Calling here I plainly ſee,

To bear, and bleed, and die with Thee.

2 Sufferer for Sin my Maſter was,

A Man of Griefs, enur'd to Woe,

I bow me to Thine inward Croſs,

Sad Fellowſhip with Thee I know:

Thou for Another's Sin didſt groan,

And ſhall not I lament mine own

3 Yes, Lord, I drink thy bitter Cup

Of Grief, Aſtoniſhment, and Pain,

I fill thy ſore Afflićtions up,

I faint thy Burthen to ſuſtain,

* . . . . .

My
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My Spirit ſweats Thy Sweat of Blood,

And gaſping calls “My God, my God tº

4 My Spirit by Thy Pangs is torn,

While Thou art pleas'd my Faith to try; .

For Thee diſconſolate I mourn, - . . . .

And ſtill repeat thy bitter Cry,

“My God, my God, I cry like Thee,

Ah! why haſt Thou forſaken me!

5 Abandon'd to the Tempter's Power,

Still on Thy daily Croſs I bleed,”

*Till all the Rage of Hell is o'er,

*Till all my Nature's Life is dead;

Then, then my utmoſt Wiſh I have,

And ſink into my Saviour's Grave.

6 I fink with Thee, with Thee to riſe,

Thy quickning Spirit to regain,

To' inſure my Calling's Heavenly Prize,

And ſuffer with my Lord to reign,

Thy Reſurrečtion's Power to prove,

And live the Life of perfect Love.

XIII.

Lure ix. 23. And he ſaid to (* them) all. If

any Man will come after me, let him deny him

Jeff, and take up his Croſs daily, andfollow me.

1. Aster, I own thy lawful Claim,

Thine, wholly Thine I long to be,

Thou ſeeſt at laſt I willing am, . . . . . . .

Where'er Thou goeſt to follow Thee,

Myſelf in all Things to deny;

Thine wholly, Thine to live and die.

* The Word “them” is not in the original.

Whate'er
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2 Whate'er my finful Fleſh requires

For Thee I chearfully forego,

My Covetous and vain Deſires,

§ Hopes of Happineſs below,

My Senſes, and my Paſſion's Food,

And all my Luſt of Creature-Good.

3 Pleaſure, and Wealth, and Praiſe no more

Shall lead my captive Soul aſtray,

My fond Purſuits I all give o'er,

Thee, only Thee reſolv'd t'obey,

My own in all Things to reſign,

And know no other Will than Thine.

4 Reaſon, blind Leader of the Blind,

No more my ſinking Soul ſhall ſtay,

The Wiſdom of the carnal Mind

That Broken Reed I caſt away,

And ſtand by truſting in thy Might,

And follow thy unerring Light.

5 The Beaſt, and Devil I deny,

Senſual, and Animal Delight,

The Wanton and the Curious Eye,

Be clos'd in everlaſting Night;

My Learned Luſt be caſt afide,

And all my Filth of Self and Pride.

6 Henceforth I will not Comfort take,

Or Pleaſure in Myſelf but Thee,

Myſelf I chearfully forſake,

From Self I would at once get free,

I would not live, whate'er is (I,)

But O' my God, muſt + Iſaac die!

+ Not neceſſarily ; not always: yet if God call

for him, ‘we muſt be ready to ſacrifice our Iſaac,

or Joy in Himſelf.

My
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7 My Joy in Thee, my Pure Delight, .

So long defir’d, ſo late beſtow'd,

The Comfort of thy Bliſsful Sight, - *.

The Offspring and the Gift of God, . . .

The ſweet Refreſhments of thy Grace,

The Glimpſes of thy heavenly Facel

8 O the inſufferable Loſs!,

To lay my Gifts and Comforts down,

To nail my Iſaac to the Croſs,

Before thy Feet to caſt my Crown,

Jesus, my Jesus to reſtore

All Earth and Heaven can give no more.

9 Yet will I offer in thy Might

This only Offering worthy Thee,

Give up my ſpiritual Delight,

My Taſte of glorious Liberty,

Thine to Thyſelf I render back,

Thy All for Thee l now forſake.

Io All Power is Thine in Earth and Heaven,

All Fulneſs dwells in Thee alone;

Whate’er I had was freely given,

Nothing but Sin I call my own,

Other Propriety diſclaim,

Thou only art the great I AM.

11 Wherefore to Thee I all-reſign,

Being Thoc art, and Good, and Power, .

Thy only Will be done, not mine; . .

Thee, Lord; let Earth and Heaven adore,

Flow back the Rivers to their Sea,

And let our All be loſt in Thee. -

XIV. --

i. This Agony of Grief!

O When ſhall it all be paſt?
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Surely God will ſend Relief,

And reſcue me at laſt:

Comforter of all that mourn,

Jesus ſhall my Peace reſtore,

Root out of my Fleſh the Thorn,

And bid me weep no more.

2 Thrice, three thouſand, Times have I

For ſpeedy Reſcue pray'd,

Can the GoD of Love deny

His kindly promis’d Aid:

Shall I never, never knew

Full Releaſe from Sin and Pain,

Firſt of all the Sons of Woe

That aſk'd his Help in vain.

3 No, Thou gracious God and true,

Thy Promiſe cannot fail,

Thou at laſt ſhalt bring me through

The Toils of Sin and Hell:

This from Thee ev'n now I have—

If Thou art not always nigh,

If Thou canſt not, wilt not, ſave,

Let me forever die.

XV.

I My only Eaſe in Pain,

O my only Joy in Grief,

Hear me ſecretly complain,

Sigh for permanent Relief,

Burthen'd more than I can bear,

Still with earthly Paſſions torn,

Let me tell Thee all my Care,

Let me in thy Boſom mourn.

Jesus

.
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2 Jesus, why doſt Thou delay

Thy poor Priſoner to releaſe, -

All my Sin to take away, 2. tº

All my Soul to fill with Peace? -

Surely, LoRD, I would be free, . . .

Would from every Evil fly: - * * *-

Set my Heart at Liberty,

Give me Love, and let me die.

3 Nothing do I ſeek below,

LoRD, I dare to Thee appeal,

Thou my tempted Soul’doſt know, -

All I fear, and all I feel: º,

Nothing here but Sin 1 dread, - -

Nothing here but Love I crave:

Let me reſt my weary Head,

Let me find a quiet Grave.

4 Grant me firſt The Reſt from Sin,

Then permit me to depart,

• Thou who ſeeſt this War within,

Thou who readſt this troubled Heart.

When it doth to Sin incline,

O the Agony I bear!

This unworthy Heart of mine

Would I not in Pieces tear? ----

5. Wherefore then, Thou gracious God,

(Let me yet again inquire)

Doſt Thou leave me to my Load, , , ,

Still deny my Beſt Deſire? * º *
Why doſt Thou to help forbear, -

Heedleſs of my Griefs and Fears,

Deaf to my continual Prayer,

Silent at my ceaſeleſs Tears?

6 What Thou doſt I know not Now,

But my Soul on Thee I caſt,

To thy ſecret Counſel bow,

Sure to know the whole at laſt,
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Sure thine utmoſt Grace to know,

Sure to prove thine utmoſt Will,

Throughly ſanétified below,

Caught up to thy Heavenly Hill.

xvii.

The lºft Wiſł.

i O do, or not to do; to have,

- I Or not to have, I leave to Thee:

To be, or not to be, I leave:

Thy only Will be done in me:

- All my Requeſts are loſt in One,

Father, thy only Will be done.

2 Suffice that for the Seaſon paſt -

Myſelf in Things Divine I ſought, * ,

For Comforts cried with eager Haſte, -

And murmur'd that I found them not:

I leave it now to Thee alone,

Father, thy only Will be done.

3 Thy Gifts I clamour for no more,

Or ſelfiſhly thy Grace require

An evil Heart to varniſh o'er;

Jesus the Giver 1 deſire,

After the Fleſh no longer known:

Father, thy only Will be done.

4. Welcome alike the Crown or Croſs;

Trouble I cannot aſk, nor Peace,

Nor Toil, nor Reſt, nor Gain, nor Loſs,

Nor Joy, nor Grief, nor Pain, nor Eaſe,

Nor Life, nor Death; but ever groan,

Father, thy only Will be done.

xviii.

.
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XVII.

t OCK of everlaſting Love,

C Into thy Clefts I flee,

Never, never to remove

I build my Houſe on Thee;

On thy Dying Love I ſtand, -

Hearthy Words, and keep them too,

Duteous to thy kind Command,

By Works my Faith I ſhew."

2 Made unto Salvation wiſe, .

And freely ſav'd by Grace,

Thee, on whom my Soul relies,

My faithful Soul obeys:

Faithful, and obedient ſtill,

Let me not be put to Shame,

Coming now to endure thy Will,

And ſuffer for thy Name.

3 Lo! the Rains deſcend, o'erflow,

And to a Deluge ſpread,

Winds, and Storms, and Tempeſts blow,

And beat upon my Head:-

Satan drives the furious Blaſt,

Floods of Wickedneſs affail,

Stands my Houſe on Jesus faſt;

That Rock can never fail.

4 Higher let the Torrent riſe,

The Tempeſt louder roar,

Satan, ſtorm with all thy Lies,

And uſe thine utmoſt Power,

Firm I ſtand the general Shock, .

Never from my Baſis move, .

Built, and 'ſtabliſh'd on The Rock

Of everlaſting Love. - +

VoI. II. C - XVIII.
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XVIII. . . . . . "

I HEE, Jesus, full of Truth and Grace," .

Our Saviour we adore, -- " . .

Thee in Afflićtion's Furnace praiſe, . . . .

And magnify thy Power. . . . , º I

Thy Power in human Weakneſs ſhewn, ; , ,

Shall make us all entire ; - --

We now thy guardian Preſence own,

And walk unburnt in Fire.

2 Thee, Son of Man, by Faith we ſee, , , ,

And glory in our Guide, - - - -

Surrounded, and upheld by Thee,

The Fiery Teſt abide.

The Fire our Graces ſhall refine,

'Till moulded from above

We bear the Charaćter Divine,

The Stamp of perfect Love.

º

For the Brotherhood.

*: , ; ; ; –,
-

-

-

r EAD of thy patient Church beneath,

Attend the faithful Prayer we breathe

In thy own Spirit's Power,

And by thy Grace protećt, and keep,

Thy little Flock of helpleſs Sheep -

In every trying Hour.

a Our Brethren, and Companions dear, .

Who ſuffer in thy Kingdom here, … ... A
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Preſerve in their Diſtreſs, ..

Support us by that glorious Hope,

And bring, O bring us quickly up

Out of the Wilderneſs. -

3 The Lion roaring for his Prey, " º ſ -

Ah! do not ſuffer him to ſlay

One Soul that would be thine: ' ' ' ' ' ' '

To Us the Wiles of Satan ſhew,

And arm us 'gainſt our Helliſh Foe

ln Panoply Divine." * -

By Human Wolves incompaſt 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 Boſom keep.

But above all thy Power diſplay,

To ſcreen us in eur evil. Da

And from Ourſelves defend;

Subdue, deſtroy our Foes within,

And ſave the Tempted Soul from Sin, --

And ſave us to the End.

O for thy great and glorious Name,

The dire Reproach, the guilty Shame

The curſed Thing avert,

In all th’ Aſſaults of Senſe and Pride

Continue on thy People's Side, - . . . .

And guard the feeble Heart. . . . . .

-

*

-

*-.

No more may we to Sin ſubmit,

But trample it beneath our Feet

With holy Rage and Scorn,

"Till each is more than Conqueror,

And All obtain the perfect Power, , . "

And All to GoD return." . . . .”

-- * - C z XX.
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*-

XX,

A NoT H E R.

I HOUGop of Love, and Truth, and Po

Guard us in the Evil Hour, * ,

By ſore Temptation tried, . . . . .

Shelter thy poor, afflićted Flock,

And in the Clefts of Iſrael's Rock -

Our trembling Spirits hide. . . . . .

2 Long as the War ſubſiſts within, " " " '

Save, O ſave us, Lord, from Sin,

The Luſting Fleſh ſubdue; . . .

The Spirit's ſtronger Luſt exert,

And watch o'er every helpleſs Heart,

'Till Thou haſt made it New.

3 For this we ſtrive, for this we pray,

Take the Stumbling block away,

The curſed:Thing remove, -

Uphold, and make our Footſteps ſure, sº

And let us ſtand, and walk ſecure -

In humble Faith, and Love. -

4 Sin, only Sin we deprecate, ". . . . . . .

Fill us with a perfect Hate

Of that thy Soul abhors;

O let us every Sineſchew

'Till all are brought victorious thro’, v . . .

And more than Conquerors. . . . . .

XXI.

ANoT H E R.

cTILL, Lokº, weak, and urg-The file'

tº Aſk according to thy Will,

wer,”

2.
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And urge our ſtrong Requeſt:

Preſerve thy little Flock from Sin,

And keep, 'till Thou haſt brought us in

To thine Eternal Reſt.

2. Ah! do not ſuffer us to ſtay, - - -

Thee our Maſter to betray,

And ſhamefully deny :

But (for Thou knowſt our treacherous Heart)

Command us ſooner to depart,

And Innocently die.

3 Be jealous for thy glorious Name, - ... 8

Never let the Heathem blame

The Truth for our Offence;

But rather now Confirm us Thine,

And let us all our Souls reſign,

And fly this Moment hence.

4 Canſt Thou deſpiſe our Fear and Pain,

Suffer us to try invain

Beneath the Load we bear *

Our Load of Pain and Fear remove,

And anſwer 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 Requeſt:

We ſhall not live to fall away,

But taken from the evil Day

With Him forever reſt:

XXII.

T OME on, my Partners in Diſtreſs,

My Comrades thro’ the Wilderneſs,
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Who ſtill your Bodies feel, -

A while forget your Griefs, and Fears, ~

And look beyond the Vale of Tears *

To that celeſtial Hill. -

2 Beyond the Bounds of Time, and Space,

Look forward to that happy Place,

The Saints ſecure Abode, -

On Faith's ſtrong Eagle Pinions riſe, --

And force your Paſſage to the Skies, *

And ſcale the Mount of God.

3 See, where the Lamb in Glory ſtands,

Incircled with his radiant Bands,

And join th’Angelic Powers,

For all that Height of glorious Bliſs

Our everlaſting Portion is,

And all that Heaven is Ours.

4 Who ſuffer for our Maſter here,

We ſhall before his Face appear, -

And by his Side fit down: i

To Patient Faith the Prize is ſure, -

And all, that to the End endure

The Croſs, ſhall wear the Crown. . )

5 Thrice bleſſed bliſs-inſpiring Hope! - - - -

It lifts the fainting Spirits up, . . .

It brings to life the Dead:

Our Conflicts here ſhall ſoon be paſt,

And you and I aſcend at laſt

Triumphant with our Head.

6 That great Myſterious Deity

We ſoon with open Face ſhall ſee:

The Beatific Sight . -

Shall fill the Heavenly Courts with Praiſe,

And wide diffuſe the golden Blaze ~ *

...Qf Everlaſting Light. - * ,

- -- - - - The

:

!
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8 In Hope of that Extatic Pauſe, .

7 The Father ſhining on his Throne, {

The glorious co eternal Son,

The Spirit one and ſeven,

Conſpire our Rapture to compleat, -

And lo! we fall,before his Feet, . -

And Silence heightens Heaven.

Jesus, we now ſuſtain thy Croſs, -

And at thy Footſtool fall, - a

*Till Thou our hidden Life reveal,

"Till Thou our raviſh'd Spirits fill, . 3

And GoD is All in All.

, ºr .

.

XXIII. . . . .

Déſiring to pray. . . . .

r That I could but pray! . . .

How gladly ſhould I bear .
The Burthen of this Evil Day r

With the Support of Prayer!

Happy, could I but tell .

To GoD my inward Woe,

My Depth of Wickedneſs reveal, - .

My Height of Trouble ſhew. * *

2 Alas, He knows it all, .

My whole of Sin and Grief;

Yet O, for Help I cannot call,

I cannot aſk Relief: .

Mountains on Mountains riſe, " …

And quite block up the Way; . . . .

O that I could but lift my Eyes, - - -

O that I could but pray! - **

- -
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3 I ſtruggle ſtill, and fain

I would throw off my Load,

Stir myſelf up, and ſtrive again.

To apprehend my God:

Farther He doth from me,

And farther ſtill depart;

In vain I bow my feeble Knee,

But not my ſtubborn Heart.

4 My Heart, alas, is dead,

Or unconcern'd it ſleeps,

Or ſtarts, of its own Wiſh afraid,

And contradicts my Lips;

Or with Suggeſtions fraught

Too horrible to bear,

Breaks off the Suit, to 'ſcape the Thought

Of blaſphemous Deſpair.

Ah, whither, or to whom .

Shall I for Succour fly!

My Saviour bids the Weary come,

Yet do I not draw nigh:

I would (but all in vain)

To Him my Wants diſplay:

My Heart abhors the fruitleſs Pain,

I cannot, cnnnot pray.

6 But ſhall. I then depart,

And caſt away my Hope,

Tyield to a wretched,. faithleſs Heart,

And give my Saviour up?

No, no! that killing Thought

Is worſe than all I feel;

Still let me ſeek, tho' clean forgot, .

And want my Saviour ſtill.

7 Dead as I am to God, - *

s I will not Him forego, -

But patiently take up my Load,

And ſuffer all my Woe:

.
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Forever will I lie, -

Before his Mercy Seat,

Tho' not allow’d with Mary I

To waſh, and kiſ, his Feet.

8 In quiet, calm Diſtreſs “r , " " :

Will I my Croſs ſuſtain, - . . . . .

Content to figh for Happineſs,

And ſtrive to pray, Invain

Unleſs He from his Throne

The ſpeechleſs Mourner hear,

The deep, unutterable Groan, -

The loudly-filent Tear. . . . . .

He hears, He hears it. Now!:

The Anguiſh not-expreſt,

The Struggle of my Soul to bow,

And fall upon his Breaſt ! . . . .

Silence a Voice hath found, - -

A Cry is in the Void, . . . . .

Thro' Earth and Heaven my Woes reſound,

And pierce the Ears of God. . . - -

1o Believing againſt Hope, . . .” - T

I will expect his Grace, . .

Thro' all the Clouds of Sin look up, . . . .

And wait to ſee his Face: * - - - -

Forgotten tho' I ſeem,

He knows what I would ſay;

The Darkneſs is not dark to Him,

The Night is clear as Day. . . . .”

1 1 I dare no longer doubt . . . . . .

His Readineſs to ſave; ** - .

Will Jesus therefore caſt me out, -

Becauſe no. Good I have? .

To Sinners truly poor

Will God Himſelf deny 1.

He cannot caſt me out—no more - ..

Than He again can die!
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XXIV.

H Y M N II.

ESU, full of Grace for me, -

Help my Soul's Infirmity; ! {

Grant the Supplicating Grace,

Give the Power to ſeek 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 aſk thine Aid;

By thy Spirit's Breath incline

This unyielding Heart ef mine;

Now the Rock in ſunder rend,

Now ejećt the filent Fiend,

Power into my Soul convey,

Sigh the Pitying Ephphatha "

3 O my God, how long ſhall I

Coldly with my Lips draw nigh,.

Lift my Eyes with uſeleſs Pain,

Drop their weary Lids again,

Feebly ſtruggle to declare

The ſad Meaning of my Prayer,

Give the fruitleſs Labour o'er,

Gaſp for Utterance no more! .

4 Help a poor and needy Soul, - - - - - -

Make the Wilderneſs a Pool,

Pour thy Spirit from above,

Bleſs me with a Flood of Love;

For thy Mercy Sake alone

Let the Miracle be done;

Take my Heart of Stone away,

Give me Will, and Power to pray.

º

{|
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XXV.

HY M N III.

Thou Father of Compaſſions,

O Thou God of Mercies hear, -

Send the Spirit of Supplications,

Send the gracious Comforter:

Have reſpect to Jesus’ Merit,

To thy Church the Gift impart,

Send Him Now; the Pleading Spirit

Pour into thy People's Heart. .

If we have thro' Him found Faveur,

If for Us He ever prays,

Now in Honour of our Saviour,

Grant the all-commanding Grace;

Stir us up to Prayer unceaſing, --

Let us all the Promiſe claim,

Wreſtle for the mighty Bleſfing,

For the New, Myſterious Name.

Send our long-defir'd Mºffas,

Us to teach thy perfect Way;

Faithful, fervent as Elias,

Let us in the Spirit pray,

Let the Power to Us be given,

(Weak and helpleſs as we are)

Power to ſhut, and open Heaven,

All th’ Omnipotence of Prayer.

HY M N IV.

-

-

t ESU, Thou ſovereign Lond of All,

The ſame thro' One Eternal Day,
4 = + : Atte

-*

- –
, , º, .

XXVI. -- c. */

* * * *

nd
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Attend thy feebleſt Followers Call,

And O! inſtruct us how to pray;

Pour out the ſupplicating Grace,

And ſtir us up to ſeek thy Face. .

2 We cannot think a gracious Thought,

We cannot feel a good Defire, -

"Till Thou who call’dſt a World from Nought,

The Power into our Hearts inſpire;

And then we in thy Spirit groan, -

And then we give Thee back thy own.

3 Proceeds from Thee the Wiſh to pray,

The longing Wiſh which now we feel; . r

But O! we know not what to ſay,

We would, but cannot, Lord, reveal -

The Load our fainting Spirits bear,

Or tell Thee all our Wants in Prayer.

4 Loſt in a Labyrinth of Sin,

Long have we wandred to and fro,

. The Wilderneſs hath ſhut us in;

And only Faith the Way can ſhew,

And only Prayer can lend the Clue,

To guide our weary Footſteps thro’.

5 Tormented, deſtitute, diſtreſt,

Scatter'd in the dark, cloudy Day,

We labour for That Farther Reſt,

And fain would force our Hearts to pray,

And ſtrive and pant with endleſs Care -

To heave away the Mountain-Bar.

6 Doſt Thou not, Lord, our Trouble ſee,

Our fore, unprofitable Pain?

A thouſand Times we bow the Knee,

Approach. Thee with our Lips invain,

Preſent with lifted Hands and Eyes,

An heartleſs, lifeleſs Sacrifice.

* - - A thou.

-
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7 A thouſand Times o'erwhelm'd with Woe,

We groan impatient at thy Stay,

Ready to let the Promiſe go,

Ready to caſt our Shield away, • *

The fruitleſs Labour to forbear,

And fold our Arms in ſad Deſpair.

---

8 Jesu, regard the joint Complaint

Of all thy tempted Followers here,

And now ſupply the common Want,

And ſend us down the Comforter,

The Spirit of ceaſeleſs Prayer impart,

And fix thine Agent in our Heart,

9 To help our Soul's Infirmity, , i

To healthy fin-fick People's Cáre, -

To urge our GoD-commanding Plea, ;

And make our Heart an Houſe of Prayer, -

That promis'd Interceſſor give,

And let us now Thyſelf receive. |
t

*

:

}

º

-

Io Come in thy Pleading Spirit down,

To Us, who for thy Coming ſtay;

Of all thy Gifts we aſk but One,

We aſk the conſtant Power to pray:

Indulge us, Lord, in this Requeſt,

And, if Thou canſt, deny the reſt.

- xxvii.

H Y M N V.

I HepHERD Divine, our Want relieve

- In this our evil Day, - -

To all thy Tempted Followers give

The Power to watch and pray.

Vol, IT, - TY Long
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2 Long as our Fiery Trials laſt,

Long as the Croſs we bear,

O let our Souls on Thee be caſt

In never-ceaſing Prayer.

J - - -

3 The Spirit of Interceeding Grace . . . . . .

Give us in Faith to claim,

To wreſtle, ’till we ſee thy Face,

And know thy hidden Name. --

4 "Till Thou the perfeót Love impart,

*Till Thou Thyſelf beſtow, -

Be This the Cry of every Heart

I will not let Thee go, -

5 I will not let Thee go, unleſs

Thou tell thy Name to me, ...

With all thy great Salvation bleſs,

And make me all like Thee.

º

6 Then let me on the Mountain-Top

Behold thine open Face, . . .

While Faith in Sight is ſwallow'd up, i.

And Prayer in endleſs Praiſe. -

XXVIII.

H Y M N VI.

Luke xviii. 1. Men ought always to pray, and

\ not to faint,

1. OME, ye Followers of the Lord,

In Jesus Service join;

Jesus gives the ſacred Word,

The Ordinance Divine;

Let us his Command obey,

And aſk, and have whate'er we want,

Pray we, every Moment pray,

And never, never, faint.
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2 Place no longer let us give

To the Old Tempter's Will,

Never more our Duty leave,

While Satan cries Be fill?

Stand we in the Antient Way, :

And here with God ourſelves acquaint, " " ' " ' "

Pray we, &c. * . . . . .
- : , , , , . . . . . f. , ' " '

3 Be it Wearineſs and Pain " " tº

To ſlothful Fleſh and Blood, -

Yet we will the Croſs ſuſtain, . . . .

And bleſs the welcome Load,

All our Griefs to God diſplay,

And humbly pour out our Complaint;

Pray we, &c.

4. Let us patiently endure,

And ſtill our Wants declare;

All the Promiſes are ſure

To perſevering Prayer:

"Till we ſee the perfect Day,

And each wakes up a ſinleſs Saint, - -

Pray we, &c.

Pray we on, when all-renew'd,

And perfeóled in Love,

*Till we ſee the Saviour-God

Deſcending from above,

All his heavenly Charms ſurvey,

Beyond what Angel-Minds can paint,

"Pray we, &c.

º
6 Pray we, in the Realms of Light

*Till we behold his Face, º

Faith ſhall there be loſt in Sight,

And Prayer in endleſs Praiſe,

Bleft thro' one eternal Day,

Poſſeſt of all that God can grant;

There we need not, cannot pray,

For Heaven is all we want.
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XXIX.

on the Loft of his Friend.

AKE theſe broken Reeds away!

On the Rock of Ages I

Calmly now my Spirit ſtay,

Now on Christ alone rely,

Every other. Prop refign,

Sure the Sinners Friend is mine.

Fly, my Friends, with treacherous Speed,

Melt as Snow before the Sun,

Leave me at my greateſt Need,

Leave me to my God alone,

To my Help which cannot fail,

To my Friend Unchangeable.

O! how conſtant is my Lord,

While I to his Promiſe cleave!

True, and faithful to his Word,

Me my Lord will never leave,

None ſhall us by Violence part,

None ſhall tear me from his Heart.

Keep me them, my Lord, my Love,

Keep me cloſe to thy dear Breaſt,

Till Thou take me up above,

i

"Till I gain the Heavenly Reſt,

Seated on thy glorious Throne,

With Thyſelf forever One.

wº-----

XXX.

H Y M N II.

LORY to the Awful GoD !

Objećt of thy kindeſt Care,
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Thankful I adore thy Rod, - ºr-------

Bleſs Thee for the Griefs. I bear,

Griefs which all my Steps attend,

Haſten on the Joyful End. . . . * - 5

--- * *

2 O how wonderful thy Love, , - …---- '

Moſt benign, when moſt ſevere! 3.

All thy Rivals to remove, - ... * ,

All my Hopes of Comfort here, . . . . .

Forcing me to feel, and ſee, - r

All on Earth is Vanity. -

. . .

... < … -

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, 'till I

Sink into thy Arms, and die.

4- "Till that welcome Hour I ſee,

Brood I o'er my hoarded Grief,

Hug my ſacred Miſery,

Wretched above all Relief,

Smile I with ſuperior Pain, .

Earth, and all its Joys diſdain.

5. What a mighty Bleſſing This!

Peace on Earth I cannot know,

Cannot taſte a Moment’s Bliſs,

Stript of all.l priz'd below;

Shall I of my Loſs complain?

Only Heaven is greater Gain.

--

-----------T-

XXXI.

H-Y M N III.

1D'º Tenant of Clay, "º

In ſolemn Aſſurance ariſe, ºn 3.2

D 3

--- * -- * ***** ** -- re
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Thy Treaſure of Sorrow ſurvey,

And look thro' it all to the Skies:

That Heavenly Houſe is prepard

For all who are Sufferers here,

And wait the Return of their Lord,

And long for his Day to appear.

2 Who ſuffer in Jesus's Shame,

Shall triumph in Jesus's Love:

A Child of Afflićtion I claim .

My ſure Habitation above,

My Seal of Ele&tion is This,

His Marks in my Body I bear;

My Fulneſs of Infinite Bliſs,

My Crown of Rejoicing is there.

3 There all the Tempeſtuous Blaſt

Of bitter Afflićtion is o'er,

The Spirit is landed at laſt,

And Sorrow, and Shame are no more,

Temptation, and Trouble are gone,

The Trial is all at an end—

And there I ſhall ceaſe to bemoan

The Loſs of my Brother, and Friend.

4 "Tis there I ſhall meet him again

Whoſe Burthen thro’ Life I muſt bear,

No longer the Cauſe of my Pain,

No longer a Fugitive there:

Here only the World could divide,

Here only the Tempter could part,

And turn the Unwary aſide,

And poiſon the Innocent Heart.
-

- - - --
-

5 Then let me with Meekneſs attend

The Word that ſhall ſummon me home,

The Days of my Pilgrimage end,

And bury my Griefs in the Tomb;

Sº, ºr, X. The

º

J
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6 The Tears ſhall be wip'd from my Eyes, ºr '-

When Him I behold with the Bleſt,

Who haſten'd my Soul to the Skies, -

And follow'd me into my Reſt. ; :

- xxxii. ºº **, *, * *
*

HY M N IV.
. . . ... º. f. - - -

r My beſt, my only Friend,

Ever conſtant, kind, and true,

Let my Days of Mourning end, “ . . . . .

Let me bid the World adieu, , . . . .

From its Vice and Vanity

Take, O take me up to Thee. , , . . .

2 Weary of my Friends below,

Friends that quickly-melt away, sº a .

Friends, that ſaint to ſhare my Woe, tº

Friends, that promiſe and betray, , , ,

--

Let me quit the faithleſs Kind, :... ? -

Truth in Thee alone to find. * : ;

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

Snatch me from the Weeping Vale, tº

Bear me to the World above: "… . .

There at Reſt the Weary are, . . . .

Vext with no falſe Brethren there. …, nº

4 Jesu, Lord, when ſhall it be?, ...,

End of all my Wiſhes Thou, -

set my fruggling spirit free."
Haſten to my Reſcue now: … ºo'ſ . ."

Bid me to the Mountain fly, . . . . . . .”

Get me up this Hour, and die. . . …a tº

, - XXXIII.

gº

* *
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XXXIII. . . ;

HY M N V.

I R if thy great Will ordain - - - --

In the Vale my longer Stay,

Let me ceaſe from wretched Man,

Caſt the Broken Reed away,

Give my vaineſt Labour o'er,

Look for Faith in Man no more.

• *

2 Paſs away the empty Shade,

Idle Dream of Friendſhip here;.

Let the fond Idea fade,

Let the Vapour diſappear:

Human Friends, I give you up,

Thou, O CHR1st, art all my Hope.

3. Only Thou canſ never be

Wearied out with my Complaint- -

Cruſh'd by my own Miſery, -

Oft as at thy Feet I faint,

Thou my Grief doſt more than ſhare,

Thou doſt all my Burthen bear.

4 Never will thy Patience fail,

Neyer leave me in Diſtreſs,

Though my Enemies prevail,

Though my Miſeries increaſe,

Though Thou doſt my Follies ſee, -

Though my Faults are known to Thee.

; Weak, and wayward as I am,
Naked, indigent, and blind,

Thou doſt hide my guilty Shame,,

Kindly caſt my Sins behind,

Freely, my Backſlidings heal,

Love the faithleſs Sinner ſtill,

Sinning
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6 Sinning on ſo oſt, ſo long, -

Though I did thy Spirit grieve,

Patient Love endur'd the Wrong,

Love refus'd his Spoils to leave;

Though I would from Thee depart,

Love purſued, and broke my Heart,

7 Let me then on Thee rely, . . º

All thy faithful Mercies prove,

*Till I meet Thee in the Sky,

*Till I join the Church above,

Love me, love me to the End,

Be my Everlaſting Friend.

xxxiv.

H.Y. M. N. VI.

l My condeſcending Lorp,

How haſt Thou to Earth ſtoop'd down! .
Sinners vile and ſelf-abhor'd

Thou doſt for thy Brethren own;

O the Grace on Man beſtow'd,

Man is call'd the Friend of GoD !

--

2 What can I defire beſide?

Jesus for my Friend I claim,...."

Jesus is my faithful Guide,

Happy in his Love I am, .

Fulneſs of Delight I prove

In his All-ſufficient Love.

3 From the faithleſs Sons of Men,

Saviour, to thy Arms I flee,

Sweetly on thyº lean,

Find my Happineſs in Thee, -

Happineſs that cannot fail, ' ". .

Gloriouſly unchangeable.
While
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4. While I thus my Soul recline

On my dear Redeemer's Breaſt,

Need I for the Creature pine,

Fondly ſeek a farther Reſt,

Still for Human Friendſhip ſue,

Stoop, ye Worms of Earth, to you!

5 Jesus, Thee alone I know,

Monarch of my ſimple Heart,

Thou my only Friend below,

Thou my Heavenly Portion art,

Here, and in Eternity, , , , , , ,

Thou art all in all to me. " -

XXXV.

H Y M N VII.

I ATHER, take thy Plague away,

And give me back my Peace,

In the dark and cloudy Day

I ſhew Thee my Diſtreſs:

Fear, Rebuke, and Blaſphemy

Beſet my Soul on every Side:

See, the helpleſs Sinner ſee,

For whom thy Son hath died.

2 Earth and Hell their Counſel take.

Thy Servant to devour,

Do not, Lord, my Soul forſake,

Nor leave me to their Power;

Be not Thou mine Enemy,

Nor in thy fierce Diſpleaſure chide;

See, the helpleſs Sinner ſee,

For whom thy Son hath died.

* -

Let

s|

|
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4, Let the gathering Storm deſcend,

Let the triumphant Foe -

Sweep away my deareſt Friend,

My every Good below, -

Vent his utmoſt Rage on me,

So Thou my God art pacified; . .

See, the helpleſs Sinner ſee

For whom thy Son hath died. -

- - - : º, … •

5 Lord, I will not deprecate

The utmoſt Sufferings here, . - - -

Let the World condemn, and hate,' " " -

If Thou in Mercy clear: . -

Let them ſet their Brand on me,

So Thou pronounce me juſtified; * . -

See, the helpleſs Sinner ſee, " ' " ".

For whom thy Son hath died.

* -- i.

ºr ºr , - - -

XXXVI. For Midnight. . .

H Y M N VIII. 2

I T this ſolema Noon of Night,

Lo! I riſe to fing thy Praiſe,

All thy Judgments, Lord, are right,

True, and holy all thy Ways: . .

Dark, and grievous though they be,

Juſt are all thy Ways to me.

-

2 Glory to the God unknown? - * . "

Chaſten’d from my infant Years, - * *

Thy afflićtive Love I own, … --

Mingle Praiſes with my Tears, - - -

Bleſs Thee for my Troubles paſt, - *

Calmly wait to feel the laſt. - - -

Thee I awfully adore, -

Bruis’d by thy ſevereſt Rod;

Strengthen
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Strengthen me to ſuffer more,

Still increaſe my heavieſt Load,

Child of Sorrow from the Womb

Send me weeping to the Tomb.

4 Still in Wearineſs, and Pain,

Will I a ſad Vigil keep,

Lift my mournful Eyes again,

Only wake, to pray, and weep,

To my Midnight Taſk return,

Bleſs Thee for my Power to mourn.

5 O how gracious is thy Love,

Thus to ſtrip me of my Joy!.

All my Comforts to remove,

All my Idols to deſtroy,

Forc’d by Streſs of Miſery

Happineſs to ſeek in Thee. - - - -

6 Wounded in the tendereſt Part, ,

Spoil'd of all my Friends below,

Can I thank Thee from my Heart,

Bleſs the Hand that deals the Blow * * *

LoRD, beneath thy Hand l bow;

What Thou doſt I know not now.

7 Yet I can thy Mercy praiſe,

Doom'd my Chaſtning here to feel

That I with the Godleſs Race -

May not be adjudg’d to Hell;

LoRD, for this my Thanks receive,

Wretched out of Hell, I live.

8 Of his earthly All bereft

Should a Living Man complain?

Or have I a Bleſfing left?

Take that Bleſfing back again,

Now my lateſt Good remove,

Give me but at laſt thy Love.

XXXVII.
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3.

XXXVII. . .

H Y M N Ix.

Bitter, bitter Loſs! .

My Boſom-Friend is gone, .

My Life, and Comfort was

Wrapt up in Him alone:

My Eyes and Heart's Defire is fled,

The Intercourſe is o'er, - -

My Boſom-Friend to me is dead,

He loves my Soul no more.

To Satan's Malice left,

By Human Furies torn,'

Of all my Joys bereft, .

For none but This I mourn;

As Rachel obſtinately grieve, . "

Diſconſolate 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 impart … .

The Med'icine of his Love?

His only Love can be my Balm,

My wounded Spirit eaſe; ,

His only Voice the Storm can calm,

And bid my Sorrows ceaſe.

O wouldſt Thou, Load, appear,

And anſwer to my Cry,

Thy hopeleſs Mourner chear,

Thy balmy Blood apply.

Vol. II, E

t

From
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From Thee, the God of pardning Love,

I never would depart,

But ſeek my whole Delight above,

And give Thee all my Heart.

5 Were I from all my Pain

Miraculouſly freed,

Might I receive again

My Iſaac from the dead,

He ſtill ſhould on thine Altar lie,

'Till both tranſlated were,

And met each other in the Sky,

And met the Saviourthere!º º
--

*

XXXVIII. Jonan's Gard

H Y M N X.

I HERE is the Gourd, that ſudden roſe

Toſkreen a weary Pilgrim's Head,

To' aſſuage the Violence of my Woes,

And bleſs me with its cooling Shade,

Make all my Cares, and Sorrows ceaſe,

And turn my Anguiſh into Eaſe?

2 A Worm hath ſmote my Verdant Bower,

And lo! how ſoon it fades away!.

It could not ſtand the Morning Hour,

Or bear the ſcorching 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 no Relief:

No Pauſe, or Interval of Woe,

No Reſpite, or Suſpenſe of Grief,

My ſhort-liv'd Happineſs is o'er,

...And Human Friendſhip is no more.
--

* .

~

... --

"The
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* 4 The fiery Sun's direéteſt Ray,

The Veh’ement Wind's ſevereſt Blaſt

JBeat on me in this Evil Day:

o might I now complain my laſt, ºf
Now, now lay down my fainting Head,

And weary ſink among the Dead! . . . . ;

5 Better for me to die, than live

An uſeleſs Life of Grief and Pain: ,

O wouldſt Thou, Lord, my Spirit receive!

But purge it firſt from, every Stain,

From all my Foes, and Friends ſet free,

And then receive me up to Thee.

: -

XXXIX.

H Y M N XI. -

1. O "Tis Enough! my God, my God,

Thy Hand with-hold, thy Wrath forbear;

Spare, for I hear the ſpeaking Rod,

Thy Prodigal in Mercy ſpare,

And in thy Gracious Arms embrace,

And kiſs the Sorrow from my Face.

2 My every Idol I reſign,

#; §Aiai. Love compell'd;

Jesu, the Vićtory is thine,

Hardly at laſt I yield, I yield

With every Creature-Good to part,

I give Thee All this worthleſs Heart.

3 with ſolemn Dread my Life, my Fame,

My Friend I on thy Altar lay,

All Human Help, and Hope diſclaim,

And meekly wait the welcome Day,

D 2
That



52 Hymns and Sacred PoEMs.

That ſhall my weary Soul releaſe,' '
And lull me in eternal Peace.

4 O might I now thy Goodneſs taſte,

And know the Pardning God is mine,

Calmly lament, and groan my laſt,

Into thy Hands my Soul reſign,

And plunge into the Depths above,"

The Ocean of thy Heavenly Love .

- -

-----—
-

-

HY M N XII. --------- -

l HY ſhould a Living Child of Man

- Beneath the Scourge repine,

Or dare with impious Grief to' arraign

The Righteouſneſs Divine?.

Why ſhould I murmur at my Load,

- And farther ſtill rebel, -

So lightly chaſten’d by my Gop,

And not thruſt down to Hell?

2 What are the foreſt Plagues I bear.

To thoſe the Damn'd ſuſtain

What is my Temporal Deſpair -

To their eternal Pain? . . . .

My Sins demand their dreadful Hire, .

My Sins for Vengeance call,

And ſhort of that infernal Fire

'Tis Grace and Mercy all, ºr - - - -

; what though my soul with Shame is filrd,
My Heart o'erwhelm'd with Dread,

What though my tender Joys are kill'd, º

What

*...* And every comfort fied; † . .

º: * -

-

2

..

R

|
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- - - .

* -, -

What though my darling Iſaac I

Am forc'd to offer up, . . . . . . . * *

And live, when all my Bleſſings die, . . .

And drink the bittereſt Cup: . . -

- º i ..? * , ) i.

Shall I reſent my flighted Love, . . . .

Or mourn my murther'd Fame, . . . . . . )

Worthy the Hate of All above, ... . . .

And everlaſting Shame! . .

The Loſs of One weak, faithleſs Friend . ."

Still, ſtill ſhall I bemoan, *-

When God, whoſe Favours never end, -

May yet be all my own 2

God of my Life, to thy Decree

I humbly now ſubmit,

Accept my Puniſhment from Thee,

And tremble at thy Feet: - -

Whate'er thy Will inflicts I take, }

"Till all thy Plagues are paſt;

But while my Soul I render back,

O give me Peace at laſt.

YLI.

H Y M N XIII. -

Thankſgiving to Godfor his Diſappºintments.

OD of my Life, how good, how wiſe . .

G Thy Judgments on my Soul have been!

They were but Mercies in Diſguiſe, . . .

The Painful Remedies of Sin:

How different now thy Ways appear,

Moſt merciful when moſt ſevere! ---

Since firſt the Maze of Life I trod, ... .

Thou not hedg’d about my Way, ...

- R. 3. * * - My
. . . . . ;
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My worldly vain Deſigns withſtood, ºf

And robb'd my Paſſions of their Prey, .

With-held the Fewel from the Fire, * .

And croſs'd my every fond Defire? . . .

3 Trouble, and Loſs, and Grief, and Pain: " : " ,

Have crowded all my Forty Years; . .

I never could my Wiſh obtain, . ... -- -

And own at laſt with joyful Tears . . . .

The Man whom God delights to bleſs, " . ."

He never Curſes with Succeſs. * * *

4 How oft didſt Thou:my Soul with-hold, , ,

And baffle my Purſuit of Fame, - - -

And mortify my Luſt of Gold, * * * > . . . . ;

And blaſt me in my ſureſt Aim, º 'º ‘

Withdraw my Animal Delight,
- .

And ſtarve my groveling Appetite? ~ * *
- - . . . .”

5 Thy Goodneſs, obſtinate to ſave, - -

Hath all my airy Schemes o'erthrown, . .

My Will Thou wou'dſt not let me have; º;

With bluſhing Thankfulneſs I own

I envied oft the Swine their Meat, --

But could not gain the Huſks to eat.

6 Thou would not let thy captive go, . . . .

Or leave me to my carnal Will,

Thy Love forbad my Reſt below,. . .

Thy patient Love purſued me ſtill, *

And forc'd me from my Sin to part, Tº

And tore the Idol from my Heart.

7 Joy of mine Eyes, and more belov'd

(Forgive me, gracious GoD) than Thee,

Thy ſudden Stroke far off remov’d, . . . . .

And ſtopp'd my vile Idolatry,

And drove me from the Idol's Shrine, - . . . .

And caſt me at the Feet Divine. . . . . But
- -

i. *-
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. 8 But can I now the Loſs lament, e... º.

Or murmur at thy friendly. Blow'?" . ,

Thy friendly Blow my Spirit hash rent,...s.

From every ſeeming Good below;...".-- " -

º'º - . . .

.
-

Thrice happy Loſs, which makes me ſee -:My Happineſs is all in Thee... 2-t

'ſ to ; 5:5:...i.aº

9 How ſhall I bleſ, thy thwaring Love,

So near in my Temptation's Hour!' ..."
It flew my Ruin to remove, , , . . . . . . .

It ſnatch'd me from my Nature's Power, .
Broke off my Graſp of Creature Good, " . .

And plung'd mein th’Atoming Blood..... aſ:

1o See then at laſt I all reſign, ... . . . . º:

I yield me up thy lawful Prey: . . . . "

Take this poor, long ſought Soul of mine, i.
And bear me in thine Arms away, . . .

Whence I may never more remove," " " . .

Secure in thy Eternal Love. - -

---- ~~

. . . . . XLII. º.
* * * --

- -

- - - - - - , ,

Written, when under Reproacă.

--

I OMy Galilean King, ºr º “… . .

Can Iglory in this Shame? -

Can I this Diſhonour bring, º 'º . . . . ."

As a Suffering for thy Name?ºº'

Lord, Thou knowſt, and Thou alone,

All our Hearts to Thee are knowni’ ºr ºria

In thy Sight my Spirit ſtands: - - - , -

Have I not from Qutward Vice . * * * *

Waſh'd, in Innocence, my Hands, ".

From the great Tââſgreſſiºn free? . . . .

, Lorp, I dare appeat to 'Filee, * * * *

Naked, and without Digvie º sº.

&

- -

jº º . . . .

3.

º
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3 Inwardly like other Men,

Wholly born in Sin I am:

• Only Thou didſt ſtill reſtrain

For the Honour of thy Name;

Kept by thine Almighty Grace,

Thee I render all the Praiſe.

4 Nought have I whereof to boaſt,

Only Sin to me belongs,

Scorn of the Philiffine Hoſt,

Subjećt of the Drunkards Songs,

Mark of Phariſaic Zeal,

All the Virtuous Rage of Hell.

5 Maſter, is it not for Thee?

If I ſuffer for thy Cauſe,

Bleſs the Sacred Infamy,

Crown the Scandal of thy Croſs,

Now the peaceful Anſwer give,

Let me now thy Love receive.

6 Me if Thou hadſ never ſent,

Satan's ſtrongeſt 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 ſhake?

7 LoRD, my Time is in thy Hand:

Judg'd in Man's unrighteous Day,

Let me in thy, Judgment ſtand,

When the Wicked melt away,

Vindicate thy Servantºthere,

Clear me at the laſt great Bar!

º

*

XLIII.
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XLIII. -

* ANot HER... ." ...

- - -

- nº &

..ºr . . ººº

Hou Man of Grief, I ſain would be
Perfectly conform'd to Thee : . . . . .

-

-

n

Beſtow the Patient Power, ºr "

The Meekneſs of my injur'd Lamb, rº

And arm me for the fiery Hour” -

of Suffering for thy Name. . . . .- . - -

- * * * * *
- - - - - - - -

-

Unknown to Men; and meanly born, . "

Happy Object of their Scorn, " . . . . .
- - - - -

* *

Content to live obſcure, . . . . . . . .

And all Things, but thy Favour, need, . . .

And want, as my great Maſter poor, . . . .

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

When call'd to teſtify thy Grace, -

Set as Adamant my Face, . ... • - - - -

My ſtedfaſt Heart prepare : " - s

Rejećted, and abhorr'd of Men, º' "

O might I all thy Burthen bear, - .

And glory in thy Pain. . . . * * *
t - - - - - - - : * : *, *- :

Such Honour all thy Saints poſſeſs, --

Sufferers for Righteouſneſs: ". . . . . . . . I

Such Honour I have here; .

But O! thy Righteouſneſs I want, ſº : " , "...

I want tº Endure 'till Thou appear, sº ". . .

And never, never faint. ” ... . .'''
• . . ." ... . * , t , tº 3. … * *

Give me to triumph in thy Shame, --

Branded with a Madman's Name, ' ' ". . .

A falſe, deceiving Liar, . . .

A Wine-bibber, and Glutton took " " ' " "

I riſe in ſacred Scandal higher,

*** And all thy Steps purſue.
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iO

i I

The World that mock'd, and ſlander'd Thee,

Let them ſcorn and blacken me,

Pervert my Good to Evil,

(The Lot my Lord did firſt receive)

And falſely cry He hath a Devil,

And is not fit to live." - r-e-

By Boſom-Friends betray'd, forſook,

Let me to my Pattern look,

No Human Help deſire,

But ſtand, ſecure without Defence,

And force the Heathen Judge t'admire

My ſpeechleſs Innocence.

Let all in Satan's Counſel join,

jews and Gentiles both combine,

People and Prieſts conſpire

To drive me to my Heavenly Home,

And hoary Caiphas require

The vile Blaſphemer's Doom.

Happy, forever happy I,

Sentenc'd on thy Croſs to die!

But ſhall a Sinner dare

Aſpire to ſuch a glorious Grace?

Thou knowſt I would thy Paſſion ſhare,

And die to ſee thy Face.

I would for Thee my Life refign,

Suffer in the Strength Divine;

Thro' Love's Almighty Power;

Would tread the Path my Jesus trod, -

And calmly meet the fiery Hour,

Refifting unto Blood.

Ah! let it not my Lord diſpleaſe,

That I long for my Releaſe!

Thy
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-"

Thy Mind to me be given, : : * *

Thy Spirit breathe within my Heart, “ .

And let my Soul, by Violence driven,

Into thy Arms depart. – º tº .
- --> - --> -- * * *

Among the ſlaughter'd Souls might I ~ *

Underneath the Altar cry, -

How long Thou True, and Holy, sº * -

Doſt Thou delay tº avenge our Blood! . . .

Come, Lord, and glorify us fally, -

The Martyr'd Saints of God. . . . . . *

- XLIV. . . .

. Deffring DEATH. . .
O languiſh for his native Air, j. A.

Can the poor, wandring Exile ceaſe ?

The Tir'd his Wiſh of Reſt forbear?

The Tortur'd help deſiring Eaſe ?

The Slave no more for Freedom fight

Or I no longer pine to die?

As ſhipwreck'd Mariners defire -

With eager Graſp to reach the Shore,

As Hirelings long to obtain their Hire, *

And Veterans wiſh their Warfare o'er,

I languiſh from this Earth to flee,

And gaſp for Immortality. . . . . .

To Heaven I lift my mournful Eyes, - .

And all within me groans How long?

O were I landed in the Skies! * . .

The bitter Loſs, the cruel Wrong * * *

Should there no more my Soul moleſt,

Or break my everlaſting Reſt.

-



X

£o HYMNs and SACRED PosMs.

4. No Faithleſs Friend ſhall there be found'

To mock me with his Offers vain,

By deep Ingratitude to wound,

To cauſe, and then upbraid my Pain,

To leave me at my greateſt Need,

Or trample on my finking Head. - - -

5 In that jeruſalem above, ... ." -

No Pain the happy Spirit meets,

No Senſe of ill-requited Love, . " - -

No ſad Complaining in their Streets;

Crying, and Curſe, and Death are o'er;

~ And there Temptation is no more. -

6 O could I break this Fleſhly Fence,

Drop all my Sorrows in the Tomb,

On Angels Wings remove from hence,

And fly this happy Moment home,

Quit the Dark Houſe of mouldring Clay, , ;

- -
And launch into Eternal Day!

XLV.

HY M N II.
*

T SoRRow Fu l-Soul, .

- Thy Meaſure is full, - *

Thy Cup it runs o'er, - .

On Earth Thou cant ſorrow, and ſuffer no more.

2 My Comfort is fled,

My Joy is all dead,

Extinguiſh'd my Hope,

And never again I on Earth ſhall look up.

3 In patient Diſtreſs.

From the Creature I ceaſe, -

Diſdain.

||
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9.

Diſdain the Relief,

Which can neither remove, nor diminiſhmy Grief.

4 From the Things that are ſeen,

From the Children of Men, ''

To the Comforts I fly,

To the Joys, andthe Pleaſures that never ſhall die.

5 From the World I remove

To a City above,

Whoſe Baſis ſtands faſt,

And long as the Heavenly Founder ſhall laſt.
*

6 No mournful Complaints

In a City of Saints,

No Evil, or Sin,

No Want, or Temptation can ever breakin.

7 No Curſe to annoy,

No Death to deſtroy,

No Trouble, or Care,

No Anguiſh, or Sorrow, or Crying is there.

8 The King of the Place

Shall ſhew me his Face;

The Rapturous Sight

Shall fill me with pure and unfading Delight.

9 O thrice bleſſed Hope! .

Even now it lifts up - -

My Soul to the Skies, - [Eyes.

And wipes for a Moment the Tears from my

ao The Vale I look thro' .

To the Glory in view,

That Eternal Reward

For All, who endure to the End with their Lord.

‘Vol. II. F For
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- 11 For that Heavenly Prize

The Croſs I deſpiſe,

"Till with Life I lay down

The Burthen, thro' which I inherit the Crown.

3.

- ;

XLVI.

H Y M N III.

| I REAT Author of my Being,

j Who ſeeſt mine inward Care,

The Ills of thy decreeing

Enable me to bear,

The Juſtice of thy Sentence"

ith meekeſt Awe to own,

And ſpend in deep Repentance

My laſt expiring Groan.

2 The Grief beyond expreſſing

To me, to me impart,

I aſk this only Bleſſing

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 ſacred Melancholy

I would thro’ Life abide,

And wail my Days of Folly,

My Years of Sin, and Pride,

Far from the Paths of Pleaſure,

Diſdaining all Relief,

Would count my mournful Treaſure,

And hug my Hoard of Grief,

\

-

—

º:

º

º||

.

{

*
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4. Be this my conſtant Care

From all Delight to flee,

And ſuffer None to ſhare

My ſacred Miſery;

No Succour, or Compaſſion

Of feeble Man I crave,

No Earthly Conſolation,

Or Refuge—but the Grave.

5 The Friend, whom once I wanted

To mitigate my Woe,

Revok'd as ſoon as granted,

I calmly now forego,

My lateſt Strife is over,

The fleeting Good to ſtay,

Nor would I, Lord, recover,

whom Thou haſ ſnatch'd away.

6 Thou knowſt my Heart's Defire

Is only to be gone,

And filently retire,

And live, and die alone:

No ſweet Companion near

To catch my lateſt Sighs,

My dying Words to hear,

Or cloſe theſe weary Eyes.

7 Only Thou God of Power,

Thou God of Love attend,

In that deciſive Hour,

When Pain with Life ſhall end:

Thou only bear my Burthen,

And help my laſt Diſtreſs,

And give me back my Pardon,

And bid me die in Peace.

3 O for thy Jesus’ Merit,

The Forfeiture reſtore,

And land my fainting Spirit

On yonder happy Shore.
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in Safety waft me over,

And harbour in thy Breaſt,

And let me there recover

Mine Everlaſting Reſt.

XLVII.

HY M N IV.

t O the Fountain of thy Blood

With trembling Haſte I fly,

Waſh me, O my Pardning God,

From Crimes of deepeſt Die,

Purge my every Crimſon Stain,

And give my burthen'd Conſcience Baſe, .

Turn me to my Reſt again, º

And bid me die in Peace.

2 None of all thy Gifts below

Do I, O Lord, defire,

Grant me but thy Love to know,

And quietly expire, -

From my Sin's, my Body's Chain

This weary wretched Soul releaſe,

Turn me, &c.

3 If Thou canſ, the Whole remit -

Of what I feel, and fear,

Send me up out of the Pit

Of temporal Deſpair:

All the ſad Arrears of Pain

Diſcharge by thy own Righteouſneſs,

Turn me, &c.

4 Let the Puniſhment ſuffice

I have already borne,

Wipe the Sorrow from my Eyes,

And bid me now return ;

Me

---
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}

Me a wretched ſinful Man

Redeem from all my Sinfulneſs: --

Turn me, &c. . . . . . . .

Weak, and coward asI am,” ºv :

--I dare no longer live:

Hide me from my Grief, and Shame,

And to Thyſelf receive:

Might I now the Port obtain,

Might all theſe Storms and Sorrows cea

Turn me, &c. . . . . . . . . . ,

6 Plunge me in the purple Tide

--

• *, *,

ſe!

* ,

**

Of thy Atoning Blood,

Take me, Lord, into thy Side,

And bring me pure to GoD: , , ,

If Thou haſt not died in vain, .

The Purchaſe of thy Paſſion ſeize,

Turn me to my Reſt again,

And bid me die in Peace.

r

* * *** **s----- -

XLVIII. A laying dºwn.

Hy MN v.
- - *-* *

12 YHEN ſhall I lay down my Head.

On my ſofteſt, Earthen Bed,

Have the Reſt I fain would have,

Sink into the quiet Grave!" tº

2 when ſhall I my Haven find,

Leave my Cares, and Griefs behind, , , , 3.

Gain the Good for which I weep, . . . . . ."

Cloſe mine Eyes in laſting Sleep! *

, , , , , * * , - - - * f.

3. Might I now eſcape away, -- - - - -

Quit the Tenement of Clay, " .

Take my unſuſpected Flight, . . . .

"Steal into the World of Light. - -
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4. Only this do I defire,

Change, and O! my Soul require,

Come, my Lord, and Saviour come,

Now prepare, and take me home. . .

5 Now pronounce the welcome Word,

Pardon, and receive me, LoRD,

Now the hallowing Blood apply,

Bid me lay me down, and die.

6 Work a ſudden Work of Grace,

Cut it ſhort in Righteouſneſs,

Liken'd to the Saints in Light,

Call me hence this happy Night.

7 Save me now from all my Fears,

Let me pour my lateſt Tears, -

E’er I ſee th' approaching Morn,

Bid my Spirit to God return; -

8 Breathleſs leave this heavy Clod,

Faint into the Arms of God,

Glide in bliſsful Dreams away,

Wake in Everlaſting Day.

XLIX.

H Y. M. N. VI.

1. HOU wretched Man of Sorrow,

Whoſe Eyes all Day o'erflow,

Indulge thy Grief, and borrow

The Night for farther Woe;

In ceaſeleſs Lamentation

Thy ſolemn Moments ſpend,

And groan thy Expectation,

That Pain with Life ſhaliend.

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

, -

ſ

l---

-s
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2 "Till then in fixt Deſpair

Of all Relief I live,.

My utmoſt Burthen bear;

And Now retire to grieve,

To taſte my only Pleaſure,

In ſecret Sighs complain, -

Augment my mournful Treaſure,

And aggravate my Pain.

3 To Pain, and Grief inur'd -

I from the Womb have been. . .

And all the Rage endur'd, --

And all the Shame of Sin, ...

Wandred my Forty Years

Throughout the Deſart wide,

And in ten thouſand. Fears - - -

Ten thouſand Deaths have died.

4 Eternal Death's ſad Sentence

I ſtill, alas, receive,

With fruitleſs, vain Repentance.

For Final Mercy grieve;

The Ago'ny of Temptation.

I every Moment feel, . . . . . . - 2.

As doom'd to Deſperation,

As ruſhing into Hell.

5 My Comforts all are blaſted,

My Comforter is gone: `

The Joy which once I taſted, ,
O that I ne'er had known lº

The Gourd which footh'd my Anguiſh, y-,
Is wither'd o'er my Head, a , , ,

And faint with Griefº * * *

To fink among the Dead.

6. From all I ſuffer here,

(If God my Sins forgive)

- -

* ...

-**

From all I feel, and fear, i... . . . . . ;

sº I there redeem'd ſhall live:

:

:

•

:

I

- **

A.

º
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No Serpent to deceive me,

No Sin to ſtain my Thought,

No Loſs, or Wrong to grieve me,

Where all Things are forgot.

No Heart-diſtraćting Paſſion

Is there to break my Peace, -

But Joy without Ceſſation, - --

And Love without Exceſs:

Of Paradiſe ſecure,

I ſhall no longer mourn;

The Bliſs is full, and ſure,

The Roſe without a Thorn.

8 Safe on the happy Shore,

My Soul the Storm defies,

Where Pain afflićts no more,

And Grief no longer cries:

In that celeſtial City

From all our Toils we ceaſe,

And loſe our fighing Pity

In Univerſal Bliſs.

In Hope of that Salvation

I feel a Moment's Reſt,

The Calm of Expectation

Has ſtole into my Breaſt;

I weep at Reſcue near,

I ſtruggle to be gone,

And Joy is in the Tear,

And GoD is in the Groank

1o Hear then thy own Petition, .

And ſuddenly releaſe,

And crown my ſole Ambition, ..

And let me die in Peace:

Or lengthen out my Care

To threeſcore Years and ten

But then in Mercy ſpåre,

But O! receive me Then!

2.

s
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L. In Wearineſ,

HY M N VII.

! ORN out with long Fatigue, and Pain,

Let my feeble Fleſh complain, . . . *

Or ſail beneath its Load, , , , , , , , , ,

My Spirit ſhall ſuperior riſe,

Regaining ſwift her native Skies, ... - . . . .

And ſooner reach her Gop.... . . . . . .

2 Too long this corruptible Clay. ... …

Clouded the Ethereal Ray,

And preſs'd my Spirit down, * -

A Gainer now by every Loſs, ...

I find in Wearineſs a Croſs, --

That lifts me to a Crown.

3 Of Pain I now Advantage make, --

Meekly bear it for his Sake, - *

Who ſuffer'd Death for me: . . .

To ſuffer Death for Him I wait,

And Pain ſhall open wide the Gate

Of Immortality.

4 o bleſſed Hope of laſting Peace { . . . . . .

Let me lawfully decreaſe, . . .

And ſenſibly decay:

welcome whate'er my Lord ordain,

Diſeaſe, or Wearineſs, or Pain,

To haſten me away.

5 I come, with eager Joy I come . . of

To my everlaſting Home, - *

where Toil and Sorrow end, º

where all my Stores of Grief ſhall fail, * >

And I no more in Groans bewail -->

My poor departed Friend. . . . - in
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6
In that jeruſalem above

All is Harmony and Love, ºr

And Joy without a Sting: -

The Tears are baniſh’d from our Eyes,

And not a fingle Sigh can riſe,

Where Saints forever fing. . .

7 O might I, from this Dungeon freed,

Now lay down my weary Head, -

My mournful Soul refign,

This Moment meet th' appointed Day, -

And faint, and fink, and die away

Into the Arms Divine. . .

- * *

LI.

* H Y M N VIII.

1 TESU, help thy Fallen Creature!

J Conqueror of the World Thou art,

Stronger than the Fiend, and greater

Than this poor rebellious Heart:

Power, I know, to Thee is given,

Power to ſentence or releaſe,

Power to ſhut, or open Heaven;

Thou alone haſt all the Keys.

2 Open then, in great Compaſſion,

Open Mercy's Door to me,

Out of mighty Tribulation

Bring me forth thy Face to ſee;

O cut ſhort my Days of Mourning,

Quickly to my Reſcue come,

Let me ſuddenly returning

Reach my everlaſting Home.

* * * * * - Hear

**

-
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3 Hear me, Lord, myſelf bemoaning,

Baniſh'd from my Native Place,

Languiſhing for God, and groaning

To appear before thy Face: , “...:

From this Bodily. Oppreſſion “... . ."

Set my earneſt Spirit free, r * ~ * ,

Give me now the full Poſſeſſion, -

Let me now thy Glory ſee. ... ºr . . .
** a kº

w º

4. If Thou ever didſt diſcover tº . . . .
To my Faith the Promis'd Land, º' - a

Bid me now the Stream paſs over,

On that Heavenly Border ſtand, ºn

Now ſurmount whate'er oppoſes,

Into thine Embraces fly;

Speak the Word Thou ſpakſ to Moſes,

Bid me get up, and die.

LIL

HY M N IX.

I EARY World of Sin, and Anguiſh,

How I long from Thee to fly!

Fainting for Relief I languiſh, - * *

Dying thro’ Defire to die: ... 't

O my Life, my only Treaſure,

Let me caſt it all behind, ºr x. . . . . . . . .

Now fill up my mournful Meaſure, , , ,

Now my Heavenly Canaan find. … . . .

2 Never ſhipwreck'd Mari'ner wanted . . . . )

More to reach the diſtant Shore,

Never wandring Exile panted

For his Native Country more: . . . . . .

Hear my earneſt Supplication, -

: Thou who only canſt releaſe,

--

* :

". .
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Shew me, now thy full Salvation,

Let me now depart in Peace.

3 Hear me, Lord, my Suit redouble,

*Till the Promiſe I obtain,

Ceaſe from all my Grief, and Trouble,

Everlaſting Comfort gain:

Can it be to Thee diſpleaſing,

That I fain thy Face would ſee,

Eager for the mighty Bleſſing,

All on fire to die for Thee.

Preſent with me in Temptation,

Thou my troubled Soul haſt known,

All my Sorrow, and Vexation,

All my Fear to Thee I own:

Lord, I would not live to grieve Thee,

Would not from thy Boſom ſtray,

Place me, where I cannot leave Thee,

Now tranſport my Soul away.

I,III.

H Y M N X.

MIGHT the Gracious Hand

Which into Being brought,

Tranſport me to that quiet Land,

Where all Things are forgot!

That Land of ſettled Reſt,

*Where Fear, and Grief is o'er,

And Loſs, and Pain no more moleſt,

And Sin torments no more.

This Mountain-load of Care,

This Bitterneſs of Shame,

This
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This Memo'ry—I ſhall loſe it there,

With all I feel, and Am:

In ſweet Oblivion drown'd

My Sorrows all ſhall ceaſe;

There only Peace for me is found,

A ſure Eternal Peace.

3 Idare not hope to ſee .

My Sufferings end below;

But wait the Hour that ſets me free

From Life, and all its Woe:

No Gleam of Joy ſhall ſteal *

Into this wretched Heart,

'Till God his Perfeót Love reveal,

And bid me hence depart.

4 Harden'd in juſt Deſpair - -

I hug the deſtin'd Croſs, -

The Wound incurable I bear, -

Th’Irreparable Loſs:

The Pangs thro' which I groan

On Earth ſhall never end,

For O ! Eternity alone -

Can give me back my Friend.

5 O happy, happy Hope -

(My only Hope of Bliſs) - . 1

J, even I, ſhall there look up, . . -

And ſee my Troubles ceaſe, . .

Beyond the cruel Power

Of Sin I there ſhall be,

ſ, even I, ſham reach the Shore º

Of calm Eternity. . . . . . . . . .

6 Come then, my friendly Foes,

With kindeſt Violence come,

Fill up the Meaſure of my Woes,

Haſten my Spirit home,

Vol. II. G Let
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Let Grief, and Loſs, and Shame

With Men and Devils join,

To drive a Wretch—without a Name—

Into the Arms Divine.

LIV.

HY M N XI.

On the Death of Samuel Hitchins.

r GAIN we lift our Voice

And ſhout our ſolemn Joys!

Cauſe of higheſt Rapture This,

Rapture that ſhall never fail,

See a Soul eſcap'd to Bliſs,

Keep the Chriſtian Feſtival!

2 Our Friend is gone before

To that celeſtial Shore!

He hath left his Mates behind,

He hath all theſe Storms outrode,

Found the Reſt we toil to find,

Landed in the Arms of GoD.

And ſhall we mourn to ſee

Our Fellow-Priſoner free ?

Free from Doubts, and Griefs, and Fears,

In the Haven of the Skies!

Can we weep to ſee the Tears

Wip'd forever from his Eyes?

3

4 No, dear Companion, no!

We gladly let Thee go

From a Suffering Church beneath

To a Reigning Church above:

Thou haſt more than conquer'd Death,

Thou art crown'd with Life, and Love.

Thou
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5 Thou in thy youthful Prime

Haſt leap'd the Bounds of Time;

Suddenly from Earth releaſt,

Lo! we now rejoice for Thee,

Taken to an Early Reſt, -

Caught into Eternity.

6 Thither we all repair,

That Glorious Bliſs to ſhare:

We ſhall ſee the welcome Day,

We ſhall to the Summons bow :

Come, Redeemer, come away,

Now prepare, and take us Now!

LV. For One Departing.

H Y M N XII.

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 ſtands above,

Shews the Purchaſe of his Merit,

Reaches out the Crown of Love.

Struggle thro’ thy lateſt Paſſion

To thy dear Redeemer's Breaſt,

To his uttermoſt Salvation,

To his Everlaſting Reſt:

For the Joy He ſets before Thee,

Bear a momentary Pain,

Die, to live the Life of Glory,

Suffer, with thy LoRD to reign.

G 2 LVI.
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LVI. On the Death of a Friend.

H Y M N XIII.

l AREwel Thou once a Sinner,

My poor afflićted Friend!

Thy Lord, thy Faith's Beginner,

Is now its Glorious End -

The Author of thy Being

Hath fummon'd Thee away,

And Faith is loſt in Seeing, .

And Night in endleſs Day. .

2 Thy Days of Pain and Mourning,

Thy Puniſhment is paſt,

And to thy GoD returning

Thy Soul is ſav'd at laſt:

Sav'd from a World of Evils,

With Jesus CHRIST ſhut in,

Beyond the Range of Devils,

Beyond the Reach of Sin.

3 No more o'erwhelm'd with Terrors,

Or rack'd with Doubts Thou 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 God!

4. The Waves and Storms of Paſſion

Are all paſt o'er thy Head,

From Trouble and Temptation

Thou liv'ſt forever freed:

No Loſs of Friends ſhall grieve Thee,

While all thy Eden ſhare;

They
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They cannot, cannot leave Thee,

Thy kind Companions there.

5 With Thoſe that went before Thee,

The Saints of antient Days,

Who ſhine in Sacred Story,

Thy Soul hath found its Place:

Acquainted with their Sadneſs,

While in the Weeping Vale,

Thou ſhareſt now their Gladneſs,

And Joys that never fail. -

6. Thine Earthly Courſe is ended,

Thou haſt obtain'd the Prize, &

Triumphantly aſcended

To GoD in Paradiſe:

From all thy Care and Sorrow

Thou art eſcap'd To-day—

And I ſhall mount To-morrow,

And I ſhall ſoar away.

7 Jesus, my Hope of Glory,

I owe it to thy Grace,

That I ſhall ſoon adore Thee,

And ſee Thee Face to Face:

Fulfil my Expectation,

And O ! to take me home,

With all thy great Salvation,

This happy Moment come!

LVII. ANoTHER.

H Y M N XIV.

1 HILE Angel-Quires their Harps employ,

Strung with everlaſting Joy,

A Stranger to receive,
.. G 3 Our



78 Hymns and Sacked Poems.

Our Joy with Sorrow mixt we find,

The widow’d Friends He left behind,

And innocently grieve.

5 Stript of her choiceſt Bleſſing here,

Nature drops a blameleſs Tear,

From all Impatience kept:

Calm we bewail-oar Friend remov’d,

As Jesus mourn’d for his Belov’d;

He died; and Jesus Wept 1

6 Our Loſs we ſolemnly deplore,

Not like Men who hope no more

Their'raviſh'd Friend to ſee,

Sure to o'ertake his Parted Soul,

In Grief, in Death, our Hope is full

Of Immortality.

7 Superior to ourſelves we riſe,

Struggle after to the Skies,

And antedate the Day, -

When coming in the Clouds we ſhall

The Judge of Quick and Dead with all

His Glorious Saints ſurvey.

8 Amidſt that bright:Ethereal Train

We ſhall find our Friend again,

Diſtinguiſh’d in the Throng,

Our Spirits ſhall his Spirit know,

And fing with All we lov’d below

The Lamb's Eternal Song.

. . ."

- *
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LVIII. -

HYMN xv.

On the Death ofTHQMAs Bºard, ; who was

Impreſt for a Soldier, and died in the Hoſs

pital at Newcaſtle. . . . -

1 Q OLDIER of CHRIST, adieu ! . . . .

Thy Conflićts here are paſt, ... ." .

Thy Lord hath brought Thee thro’,

And giv'n the Crown at laſt: -

Rejoice to wear the Glorious Prize, , , ,

Rejoice with GoD in Paradiſe. - -

2 There all thy Sufferings ceaſe, . . . . .

There all thy Griefs are o'er,

The Pris'ner is at Peace, -

The Mourner weeps no more; ,

From Man's oppreſſive Tyranny

Thou liv'ſt, Thou liv'ſt forever free.

3 Torn from thy Friends below . . . .

In Baniſhment ſevere, … .

A Man of Strife, and Woe, - -

No more Thou wandreſt here, . . . . .

Join'd to thy Better Friends above, . . . A

At reſt in thy Redeemer's Love. * * *

4. No longer now conſtrain'd

With Human Fiends to dwell,

To ſee their Evil pain'd, “’ “ - - - -

Their Blaſphemies to feel:. . .Angels and Saints thy Comrades are, - C -

And all adore the Saviour there. a

. * - - - - - - - - "Theº
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5 Thou canſt not there bemoan

Thy Friends or Country's Loſs,

Thro' fore Oppreſſion groan,

Or faint beneath the Croſs,

The Joy hath ſwallow'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 puſh’d Thee to the Goal,

Sent to the Souls ſupremely Bleft,

And drove Thee to thy Earlier Reſt!

7 Thou out of great Diſtreſs

To thy Reward art paſt,

Triumphant Happineſs,

And Joys that always laſt:

Thanks be to GoD, who ſet Thee free,

And gave the Final Victory.

8 Thy Vićtory we ſhare,

Thy Glorious Joy we feel,

Parted in Fleſh we are,

But join'd in Spirit ſtill:

And ſtill we on our Brethren call -

To praiſe the Common Lord of All.

9 Not for your needleſs Aid,

Not for your uſeleſs Prayers,

(Jesus for Us hath pray'd,

And all our Burthens bears)

Yet ſtill on you we call, and cry

Extol the Lord of Earth and Sky.

-

Io Thus let us ſtill maintain

Our Fellowſhip Divine,

And 'till we meet again

. . in Jesus Praiſes join,

Thus,

-
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Thus, 'till we all your#. know, .

Sing you above, and We below! . - - -

LIX. ANoTHER, ºr o

H y M N xvi. " '

I LL Worſhip and Love

A To the Father above, ---

Who hathfummon'd Another his Glory to prove:

Who in Pity and Grace --

Hath ſhortned his Race, * -

And caught up a Worm to the Sight of his Face.

--

. 2 . Our Friend is at reſt

In a Paradiſe bleſt, - -

*Which Sorrow, and Satan can never moleſt: ''

He hath ſhook off his Clay, {:

He is waſted away, -

And eſcap'd to the Regions of Permanent Day.

3 Thrice happy Remove

To a Country above,

We thitherward tend, .

We too ſhall aſcend, *

And begin the Enjoyment which never ſhall end,

4. For this do we mourn,

"Till by Angels upborn,

We again to our Heavenly Border return:

Caught up in the Air * . . . . . tº:

We ſoon ſhall be there, - - - - -

And our happy, unfading Inheritance ſhare,

2

5 What Joy ſhah abound, .

When our Brethren around - .

The Throne of our glorious Redeemer areº:
-

-
ch

c. * . .

- . . .

- *.

where Ali are employd in the Triumph of Love!

-
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When our Comrades in Pain

We embrace them again,

And in Jesus's Boſom eternally reign.

6. With loving Surprize

The whole Company cries

How ſtrangely at laſt are we met in the Skies!

What a Wonder of Grace

Tranſcending our Praiſe,

That we ſhould be ſeen in this Holieſt Place!

7 Poor Sinners below,

Acquainted with Woe,

How heavily once with our Load did we go!

In Trials ſevere
-

• How oft did we fear [here!

We ſhould never hold out, we ſhould never come

8 Fellow-Priſoners beneath,

Our ſorrowful Breath

We waſted in paſſionate Wiſhes for Death;

Our Evils ſo rife,

So painful our Strife,

And ſo long did it ſeem the ſad Moment of Life!

9 That Moment is paſt!

We are landed at laſt,

Weare ſafely arriv'd, where our Anchor was caſt:

On Immanuel's Land

With a numberleſs Band,

Of Cherubs and Selaphs exulting we ſtand.

1o For a Moment of Pain

We on Earth did ſuſtain,

An Eternal Reward we in Heaven obtain:

Who governs the Skies,

Hath baniſh'd our Sighs, [our Eyes.

And the Lamb He hath wip'd all the Tears from

No



Hymns and Sacred Poems, 83

.

1 i No uneaſy Alloy.

Shall fully our joy,

While our Harps in Immanuel's Praiſe we employ,

Not a diſſonant String

Shall be heard while we fing [King.

With the Chorus of Angels, our Saviour and

12 Our Saviour we own

Who ſits on the Throne, -

Salvation aſcribe to the FATHER and SoN 1

We are ſav'd by the Lamb! . .

Let all Heaven proclaim, [Name.

Let all Heaven bow down to The Wonderful

13 Our Jesus ſurround

With Majeſty crown'd,

And Amen to our Praiſes ye Seraphim ſound:

Lo! He ſhews us his Face

Ye Seraphim gaze,

Or fall, and adore in the Spirit of Praiſe.

14 Thus, thus let us lie,

"Till rais'd by his Eye,

Hallelujah, again Hallelujah we cry!

Progreſſively move, -

**And in Rapture improve,

And Eternity ſpend to the Praiſe of his Love.

*

LX.

, H Y M N XVII.

On the Death of Alexander White.

WHAT a Soul-tranſporting Sight

Mine Eyes To-day have ſeen,

A Spectacle of ſtrange Delight

To Angels, and to Men! - -, * ***

Nor
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Nor human Language can expreſs,

Nor Tongue of Angels paint

The vaſt myſterious Happineſs

Of a departing Saint! .

- - D -

See there, ye miſbelieving Race,

The Wiſdom from above!

Behold in that pale, ſmiling Face

The Power of Him we love.

How calmly through the mortal Vale

He walks with CHRIST his Guide,

And treads down all the Powers of Hell,

And owns the Crucified

Where is the King of Terrors where.

The Pomp of deadly Pain?

A Child of God his Frowns ean dare, '“

And all his Darts diſdain:

“The King of Fears; he greatly cries, , ,

Can never frighten me,

Who graſp thro' Death the glorious Prize"

Of Immortality. -

The Life, which in my Spirit dwells,

He never can deſtroy, -

And all the Pain my Body feels

Is ſwallow'd up in Joy.

Jesus doth all my Burthens bear:

...And gladly I commend -

The Obječts of my lateſt Care

To my eternal Friend.

Whate'er ye aſk, whate'er ye want,

My Lord ſhall richly give: ' ' ' --

The Bleſſing of a dying Saint -

On all your Souls I leave.

Come, follow to that happy Place,

Our Maſter's Joy to ſee,

For O' in one ſhort Moment's Space

Ye all ſhall reſt with me. Rejoice

- -

w
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6 Rejoice, my Friends, I go before,

To meet my happy Doom,

And tell them on the heavenly Shore,

Ye all are haſtning Home. -

For me my Father's Chariot waits,

I ſee the flaming Steeds,

And lo! the everlaſting Gates

Lift up their pearly Heads!

, 7 The bleſſed Meſſenger is ſent,

To lead me to the Throne,

Above that ſtarry 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 GoD for me was born,

Made ready for his kind Embrace,

My Spirit ſhall return. -

To-day I ſhall with Rapture ſee

The Child to Mortals given,

And kiſs the Incarnate Deity,

And keep the Feaſt in Heaven.

9 Even now the Earneſt He reveals -

Of my eternal Reſt,

Th’ immeaſurable Comfort ſwells

This weak tranſported Breaſt:

My Body fails, my Soul wants air,

And gaſps for its Remove,

So much of Heaven I cannot bear,

I am too full of Love.”

Io Thrice happy Soul! by ſpecial Grace

So highly favour'd here,

To ſound in Death the Saviour's Praiſe,

And breathe the Comforter:

Vol. II. • H
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On Earth to enjoy the bliſsful Sight

To dying Stephen given, -

And ſee his Lord enthron'd in Light,

And ſee his opening Heaven.

* That heavenly Bliſs, when Language fails,

His every Look diſplays,

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 aſcends away!

12 Without a Groan the Chriftian dies?

But not without a Word:

On me, on me, he loudly cries,

To meet our Common LoRd.

He calls me by my worthleſs Name,

My Soul he beckons home:

And lo! in Jesus' Hands I am,

And lo! I gladly come!

13 Witneſs my undiſſembled Tears,

If here I wiſh to ſtay,

Or rather to ſhake off my Fears,

And corruptible Clay.

Witneſs the Searcher of my Heart,

Whoſe Abſence I bemoan,

And pine, and languiſh to depart, . . . . .

And ſtruggle to be gone.

14 Lord, if Thou didſt indeed inſpire

Thy Servant's dying Breaſt,

And fill him with thine own Deſire,

That I with Thee might reſt;

Thine own Deſire in me fulfil,

Thy perfect Love diſpenſe,

And freely my Backſlidings heal,

And Now tranſport me hence.

º

..
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LXI. - * *

Hymns of Interceſſion.

I EAD of thy Church, whoſe Spirit fills,

H And flows thro’ every Faithful Soul,

Unites in myſtic Love, and ſeals -

Them One, and ſimplifies the whole;

2 Leſs than the leaſt of Saints, I join

My Littleneſs of Faith to Theirs,

O King of All, thine Ear incline,

Accept our much-availing Prayers.

3 Come, Lord, the Glorious Spirit cries,

And Souls beneath the Altar groan,

Come, Lord, the Bride on Earth replies,

And perfeót all our Souls in One.

4 Pour out the Promis'd Gift on All,

Anſwer the Univerſal Come,

The Fulneſs of the Gentiles call,

And take thine Antient People home.

To Thee let all the Nations flow,

Let all obey the Goſpel-Word,

Let all their bleeding Saviour know,

Fill'd with the Glory of the Lord.

6 O for thy Truth and Mercy Sake,

The Purchaſe of thy Paſſion claim,

Thine Heritage the Gentiles take,

And cauſe the World to know thy Name.

7 Thee, Lord, let every Tongue confeſs,

Let every Knee to Jesus bow:

H 2 of All
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O! All-redeeming Prince of Peace,

We long to ſee thy Kingdom now.

8 Haſten that Kingdom of thy Grace,

And take us to our Heavenly Home,

And let us Now behold thy Face:

Come, glorious GoD, to Judgment come!

LXII.

H Y M N II,

I Thou our Huſband, Brother, Friend,

Behold a Cloud of Incenſe riſe,

The Prayers of Saints to Heaven aſcend,

Grateful, unceaſing Sacrifice.

2 Regard our Prayers for Sion's Peace,

Shed in our Hearts thy Love abroad;

Thy Gifts abundantly increaſe,

nlarge, and fill us all with God.

3 Before thy Sheep, Great Shepherd, go,

And guide into thy perfect Will;

Cauſe us thy hallow'd Name to know,

The Work of Faith with Power fulfil.

4 Help us to make our Calling ſure,

O! let us all be Saints indeed,

And pure as God Himſelf is pure,

Conform'd in all Things to our Head,

5 Take the dear Purchaſe of thy Blood;

Thy Blood ſhall waſh us white as Snow,

Preſent us ſam&tified to God,

And perfeóted in Love below.

That

|

:

-
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6 That Blood which cleanſes from All Sin,

That Efficacious Blood apply, -

And waſh, and make us throughly clean,

And change, and wholly ſanétify.

7 From All Iniquity redeem,

Cleanſe by the Water and the Word,

And free from every Touch of Blame,

And make the Servants as their Lord,

8 Waſh out the deep, Original Stain,

And make us glorious all within,

No Wrinkle on our Souls remain,

No ſmalleſt Spot of Inbred Sin.

9. Then, when the perfeót Life of Love

The Bride and all her Children live,

Come down, and take us from above,

And to thy Heaven of Heavens receive:

LXIII.,

H Y M N III.

I Most compaſſionate High-Prieſt,

Full of all Grace we know Thou art

Faith puts its Hands upon thy Breaſt,

And feels beneath thy panting Heart;

2. Thy panting Heart for Sinners bleeds;

Thy Mercies, and Compaſſions move;

Thy groaning Spirit interceeds,

And yearn the Bowels of thy Love.

3 Hear then the pleading Spirit's Prayer,

(The Spirit's Will to Thee is known),

For all who now thy Sufferings ſhare,

...And ſtill for full Redemption groan.'

-* H 3.

ar.
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4 Poor tempted Souls, with Tempeſts toft,

And Strangers to a Moment's Peace;

Diſconſolate, afflićted, loſt,

Loſt in an howling Wilderneſs.

5 Torn with an endleſs War within,

Vex'd with the Fleſh and Spirit's Strife,

And ſtruggling in the Toils of Sin,

And agonizing into Life.

6 O' let the Priſoners mournful Cries

As Incenſe 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 impatient to be free:

Call home, call home thy baniſh'd ones!

Lead captive their Captivity |

8. Shew them the Blood that bought their Peace,

The Anchor of their ſtedfaſt Hope;

And bid their guilty Terrors ceaſe,

And bring the ranſom'd Priſoners up.

9 Out of the Deep regard their Cries,

The Fallen raiſe, the Mourners chear ;

O Sun of Righteouſneſs, ariſe,

And ſcatter all their Doubt, and Fear !

to Pity the Day of feeble Things:

O! gather every halting Soul,

And drop Salvation from thy Wings,

And make the contrite Sinner whole,

11 Stand by them in the fiery Hour,

Their Feebleneſs of Mind defend;

And in their Weakneſs ſhew thy Power,

And make them patient to the End.

... .Y.: O! ſa

-
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12 Ol ſatisfy their Soul in Drought; -

Give them thy ſaving Health to ſee, .

And let thy Mercy find them out; - -

And let thy Mercy reach to me.

13 Haſt Thou the Work of Grace begun,' ' ' ' ' '

And brought them to the Birth invain? "

O let thy Children fee the Sun! --

Let all their Souls be born again.

14 Relieve the Souls whoſe Croſs we bear, }

For whom thy ſuffering Members mourn;

Anſwer our Faith’s effectual Prayer:

Bid every ſtruggling Child be born.

15 Hark, how thy Turtle-Dove complains,

And ſee us weep for Sion's Woe!

Pity thy ſuffering People's Pains;

Avenge us of our inbred Foe. -

16 Whom Thou has bound, O Lord, expel,

And take his Armour all away;

The Man of Sin, the Child of Hell,

The Devil in our Nature ſlay.

17 Him, and his Works at once deſtroy,

The Being of all Sin eraſe,

And turn our Mourning into Joy,

And cloath us with the Robes of Praiſe.

18 Then, when our Sufferings all are paſt,

O! let us pure and perfect be,

And gain our Calling's Prize at laſt, a

Forever Sanétified in Thee,
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LXIV.

H Y M N IV.

I. UTHOR of Faith, we ſeek thy Face,

For All who feel thy Work begun;

Confirm, and ſtabliſh them in Grace,

And bring thy feebleſt Children on.

2 Thou ſeeſt theirWants,Thou knowſt their Names: :

Be mindful of thy youngeſt Care;

Be tender of thy new-born Lambs, -

And gently in thy Boſom bear.

3. The Lion roaring for his Prey,

~ With ravening Wolves on every Side;

Watch over them to tear, and ſlay,

If found one Moment from their Guide.

4 Satan his thouſand Arts eſſays, *

His Agents all their Powers employ,

To blaſt the blooming Work of Grace, -

The Heavenly Offspring to deſtroy.

5 Baffle the crooked Serpent's Skill,

And turn his ſharpeſt Dart aſide;

Hide from their Eyes the Deviliſh Ill, *-

O ſave them from the Plague of Pride.

6 The Dreaming, Wiſionary Fiend - :

Unmaſk, and drag to open Light,

And let his wild Illuſions end, -

And chaſe him to eternal Night. -

7 In Safety lead thy little Flock,

From Hell, the World, and Sin ſecure;

And ſet their Feet upon the Rock,

And make in Thee their Goings ſure.

- ----- From



HYMNs and Sacred PoEMs. 93

:

8 From Idol-loves, and vain Defires

O God, thy little Children keep,

And fill their Hearts with Holy Fires,

And lull them in thy Arms to ſleep.

9 There let them lie ſecure, and take +

Their Reſt, and never thence remove, --

*Till in thy Likeneſs they awake, - -

The glorious Likeneſs of thy Love. -

-

- LXV.

For the Fallen.

l Hepherd of Iſrael, hear

Our ſupplicating Cry,

And gather in the Souls ſincere,

That from their Brethren fly;

Scatter'd thro' devious Ways

Collect thy feeble Flock,

And join by Thine Atoning Grace,

And hide them in the Rock.

2 Thou every Simple Heart

With Pity doſt behold:

Ah! bring again whom Satan's Art

Hath ſever'd from the Fold;

The Souls far off remov’d,

Whoſe Burthen ſtill we bear,

Ah! give them back ſo dearly lov’d, -

To Faith's Almighty Prayer. - º

3 Weſtedfaſtly believe

Such Power belongs to Thee,

Thou canſt the lawful Prey retrieve,

And ſet the Captives free,

- Canſt
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Canft bring the Wanderers back,

So perfectly reſtore,

That Satan never more ſhall ſhake,

Shall never touch them more.

4 O wou'dſt Thou end the Storm,

That keeps us ſtill apart;

The Thing impoſſible perform,

And make us of One Heart;

One Spirit, and One Mind,

The ſame that was in Thee;

O might we all again be join'd

In perfect Charity.

5 Jesu, at thy Command, .
We know it ſhall be done:

Take the two Sticks into thy Hand, *

The Two ſhall then be One;

One Body, and one Fold,

We then ſhall ſweetly prove,

And live in Thee, like Thoſe of old,

The Life of ſpotleſs Love.

God of all Power, and Grace,

Set up thy Bloody Sign,

And gather Thoſe, that ſeek thy Face,

And by thy Spirit join:

Thy few remaining Sheep

In Britain's Paſtures bred,

United to Each other keep,

United to their Head.

7 The Soul-transforming Word

In Us, ev'n Us fulfil: ,

Join to Thyſelf, our Common Lord,

And all thy Servants ſeal;

Confer the Grace unknown,

The Myſtic Charity:

As Thou art with thy Father One,

Unite us all in Thee.
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8 So ſhall the World believe

Our Record, Lord, and Thine,

And Thee with thankful Hearts receive

The Meſſenger Divine,

Sent from his Throne above,

To Adam's Offspring given,

To join, and perfect us in Love,

And take us all to Heaven.

LXVI. For a ſick. Friend.

HY M N v1.

l EE, Lord, with Pity ſee - -

The Object of thy Love, -

And help his Soul's Infirmity,

And all his Griefs remove,

Support the tottering Clay

That weighs his Spirit down,

And lead him thro' this Thorny Way

To that Eternal Crown.

2 Yet now in Life detain

His Soul for Sion's ſake,

In Mercy lift him up again,

And to his#. give back:

In Anſwer to our Cry,

Thy choſen Servant raiſe, -

And ſend him forth to teſtify -- - -

The Goſpel of thy Grace. -

3 Regard thy Faithful Ones, ". . .

Who all his Burthen bear,

And hear in Us the Earneſt Groans,

The Spirit's filent Prayer;

The
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The Prayer that oft hath ſtay'd

The Saints in their Remove,

And in the Vale their Souls delay'd,

To’ inhance their Joy above.

4. According to thy Will

If now thy Spirit prays,

The Prayer of Faith the Sick ſhall heal,

And lengthen out his Days:

Thou knowſt the Spirit's Mind

To Us, O Lok D, unknown;

But lo! we wait on Thee, reſign'd,

'Till all thy Will be done.

LXVII. ANOTHER.

H Y M N VII.

EE, Lord, the Objećt of thy Love,

And O come quickly from above,

The Bleſſing to impart,

Him to Thyſelf by Faith unite,

And in large bloody Letters write

Forgiveneſs on his Heart,

2 Feeble, and languiſhing 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 our Spirits whole.

3 Lo! in the Arms of Faith and Prayer

To Thee his fin-ſick Soul we bear,

And place beneath thine Eye;

Pronounce the Comfortable Word,

And ſpeak him. Now to Health reſtor’d,

And freely Juſtify.

Thou

º
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4 Thou Son of Man, with equal Eaſe

The Body's and the Soul's Diſeaſe

Canſt in a Moment heal,

Canſt from his Bed of Sickneſs raiſe,

And by thine Inſtantaneous Grace

His preſent Pardon ſeal.

5 But that the faithleſs World may know

Thou canſt forgive our Sins below,

Before we reach the Skies,

The double Miracle repeat,

Abſolve the Sinner at thy Feet,

And bid his Body riſe.

6 Body, and Soul at once reſtore,

And bid him teſtify the Power, ,

That ſhews his Sins forgiven,

Bid him by Faith take up the Bed,

On which thy ſacred Limbs were laid, .

And bear his Croſs to Heaven.

LXVIII.

For a Backſlider in Deſpair.

H Y M N VIII.

1 CEE, Lorn, with tendereſt Pity ſee

A wandring Sheep, cut off from Thee,

And from thy People driven,

A Fallen Soul that did rum well;

Arreſt her on the Brink of Hell,

And ſnatch her up to Heaven.

-
-

2 Her to the Throne of Grace we bear,

And ſtrive, in Agony of Prayer,

To tear her from the Foe:

Vol. II. I Break,
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Break, Jesu, break the Licn's Teeth,

And pluck her from the Toils of Death,

And let the Captive go.

3 Is She ſo near the Burning Lake,

That Thou no more canſt bring her back,

Canſt ranſom her no more ?

Nay, but Thou able art to ſave

A Soul within the Gaping Grave,

And bid the Deep reſtore.

4 Stir up, O Lord, thine utmoſt Power,

And pluck her in This Gracious Hour

Out of the Fowler's Snare, ... "

Command th’Accuſer to depart,

And kill the Worm that gnaws her Heart,

The Viper of Deſpair.

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.

5 Canſt Thou reječt thy Spirit's Cry?

Canſt Thou thy Bride, Thyſelf deny?

Nay, but Thou ſhalt not reſt,

No, never will we let Thee go,

"Till She again thy Mercy know,

And ſink upon thy Breaſt. - *... . .

Extend thine Arms, and take her in,

A weary Fugitive from Sin,

To ſhew thy utmoſt Power,

Now, LoRD, from Satan's Bond releaſe,

And freely give Her back her Peace,

And bid her ſin no more.

LXIX.
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LXIX. For a Backſlider.

H Y M N IX,

From thine own no longer ſtay,

Whom Thou lov'ſt is fick of Pride,

Sick, for whom Thyſelf haſt died. . "

2 See the Soul whoſe Fall we weep,

Come, and wake him out of Sleep,

Lull'd in Self-ſecurity,

Halting 'twixt the World and Thee,

3 Hear our Faith's effectual Prayer,

Snatch him from the Fatal Snare,

Now thy ready Help ſupply,

Come, before our Brother die.'

4 Aſk, (Thyſelf haſt ſaid) and have:

Save him then, in Mercy ſave,

Grant the Grace for him, we claim,

Life we aſk in Jesus Name.

; Jesu, call to mind thy Word,

Give him to our Faith reſtor'd,

Freely his Backſlidings heal,

On his Heart his Pardon ſeal.

6 Make him as the troubled Sea, "º

*Till he find his Reſt in Thee, .

Bind, and then his Soul releaſe,

Bid him then depart in Peace.

I 2

l ASTER, come, no more delay,

-

**

LXx:
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LXX. For the Wavering.

H Y M N x.

t E E, Lorn, our Wavering Brethren ſee, --

Ready to leave thy Church and Thee,

Beguil'd by helliſh Art,

O ſave them, ſave them from the Snare,

Watch o'er thine own with jealous Care,

And keep their feeble Heart. -

2 O do not quit thy gracious Hold,

Nor let them ſtraggle from the Fold

In Danger's trying Hour;

Thine Arm in their Behalf diſplay,

Bear them on Eagles Wings away

Beyond the Tempter's Power.

3 Why ſhould a Child of Thine give Place

To Satan, with his Angel-Face? . .

Jesu, the Cloud diſpel, -"

Give them to ſee his ſpecious Lies,

And ſtrip him of his fair Diſguiſe,

And all his Depths reveal.

4. Apprize them of the Ruin near,

Fill all their Soul with Sacred Fear,

With Wiſdom from above

Their unſuſpicious Heart inſpire,

Surround them as a Walk of Fire, - .

And wrap them in thy Love.

s Thy Love, that found the wanding Sheep,
O! let it ſtill in Safety keep

Theſe Children of our Prayer;

In Anſwer to our faithful Cry,

Preſerve them, 'till they reach the Sky,

. . . And own thy People there!

LXXI.

-

.

t

|

|
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LXXI. For the Tempted.

H Y M N XI.

EEK, patient Son of God and Man, .

With us in our Temptation ſtay; ..

Our fainting, feeble Minds ſuſtain, - - -

And keep throughout the Evil Day;

The Evil Day of Doubts, and Fears,

And Fightings, 'till thy Face appears.

We have not an High-prieſt in Thee,

Who cannot our Afflićtions feel;

The Tempted Soul's Infirmity

With kind Concern affects Thee ſtill ;

Touch'd with our every Grief Thou art,

And bleeds for Us thy pitying Heart.

For Us, by Men and Fiends diſtreſt,

For Us by various Paſſions torn,

Who toil to enter into Reſt,

Who for thy Second Coming mourn,

And fill thy Sacred Sorrows up,

And drink thine Agonizing Cup.

Companions to the Man of Woe,

O! let us ſtill, with Thee abide;

Tempted, alas! to let Thee go,

And ſtart from the Command afide,

By every Wind of Dočtrine driven,

To ſeek a Broader Way to Heaven. ”

! Yes, Lord, with deepeſt Shame we own

Our Wearineſs of all thy Ways,

Our Haſte to throw thy Burthen down,

Nor bear the Hidings of thy Face,

Nor wait ’till Thou create us new,

And give the Crown to Conqueſt due.
º I 3 . . . We



ro2 Hy MNs and SACRED PoE Ms.

We fear'd to wait thy Leizure, LoRD,

Or make the Crown thro' Sufferings ſure,

Nature the Killing Word abhor'd,

Nor would we to the End endure,

But ſnatch a cheap fallacious Peace,

And reſt in fancied Holineſs.

Ah! do not let thy Sheep depart,

Wide-ſcatter'd, in the Cloudy Day,

But croſs th' Angelic Tempter's Art,

But ſpoil the Lion of his Prey,

Nor let us from our Hope remove,

Our Goſpel Hope of perfect Love.

Us, and our Brethren in Diſtreſs,

Patient within thy Kingdom keep,

Sure all thy Fulneſs to poſſeſs,

Our Harveſt in the End to reap,

Thy finleſs Nature to retrieve,

And glorious in thine Image live.

LXXII.

H Y M N XII.

Aviour, to Thee we humbly cry:

The Brethren we have loſt reſtore,

Recall them by thy Pitying Eye,

Retrieve them from the Tempter's Power,

By thy vićtorious Blood caſt down,

Nor ſuffer him to take their Crown.

Beguiſd, alas, by Satan's Art

We ſee them now far off remov’d,

The Burthen of our bleeding Heart,

The Souls whom once in Thee we lov’d,

Whom ſtill we love with Grief, and Pain,

Andweep for their Return in vain.

-

In

|

-
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3 In vain, 'till Thou the Power beſtow, .

The double Power of quickning Grace,

And make the Happy Sinners know :

Their Tempter with his Angel-Face,

Who leads them Captive at his Will, , ...

Captive—but Happy Sinners ſtill:

4 O woudſt Thou break the fatal Share

Of Carnal ſelf-ſecurity, ~

And let them feel the Wrath they bear,

And let them'groan their Want of Thee,

Robb'd of their falſe Pernicious Peace,

Stript of their fancied Righteouſneſs.

5 The Men of Careleſs Lives, who deem

Thy Righteouſneſs accounted Theirs,

Awake out of the Soothing Dream,

Alarm their Souls with humble Fears,

Thou jealous God, ſtir up thy Power,

And let them ſleep in Sin no more.

6 Long as the Guilt of Sin ſhall laſt,

Them in its Miſery detain,

Hold their Licentious Spirits faſt,

3 *

Bind them with their own Nature's Chain,

Nor ever let the Wanderers reſt,

*Till lodg’d again in Jesus Breaſt.

+

LXXIII. -

HY M N XIII. -

1 CYPHE FHERD-Divine, at whoſe Command

I ſeek the wandring Souls of Men, , ,

Supported by thy Chaſtning Hand,

ToThee I groan mine inmoſt Pain,

To Thee pour out my ſad Complaint,

And ſweetly on thy Boſom faint. . . . .

. .

"f

- * Thou

* -

-
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2. Thou only knowſt the Load I bear,

For every weak and wavering Sheep:

For them 1 in thy Bowels care,

For them in ſecret Places weep,

And tremble at their Danger nigh, .

And daily mourn, and daily die.

3 I mourn for Thoſe that did run-well,.

But now have left the Narrow Way,

Have loſt 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 baffled by his ſoothing Lie,

Poor blinded Souls, they call Thee Lorb, .

But all thy Kingly Power deny,

Thy Perfect Power to root out Sin,

And bring the Heavenly Nature in.

5 Remov’d from the ſure Goſpel Hope,

They vilely caſt their Shield away,

Their Calling's glorious Prize give up, -

Down the ſmooth Path of Pleaſure ſtray,

Blaſpheme the Grace they will not prove,

And ſpurn the Pearl of Perfect Love.

6 Lull'd in Imaginary Peace, -

Rich in a Fancied Faith they reign,

And fold their Arms, and take their Eaſe, .

And ſettled on their Lees again

All Inward Holineſs diſclaim,. . . .

Since CHRIST was meek, and Chaſt for Them.

7 Thy Righteouſneſs to cloak their Sin

They claim with Lips and Hearts impure, -

Unchang'd, unhallow'd, and unclean,

They fancy their Salvation ſure,
- tº ºf - • * . . . Wrapt

º
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Wrapt up in Fleſhly Liberty,

Happy in Sin, but not in Thee. . . . . .

8 Ah! wou'dſt Thou, Loºp, once more awake

Their Souls out of the Dead Repoſe, -

Their Babel Schemes in Pieces ſhake, --

And give them back the Spirit's Throes,

The ... ſubſtantial Peace,

The Strife for Real Righteouſneſs. - - -

9 My Heart's Defire, and Prayer to Thee -

Is, that they may be ſav'd at laſt, ---

Tho' toſt on Error's Stormy Sea, . . .

Late on the Rock of Ages caſt,

In Pieces let them daſh their Pride,

And fink—into The Crucified! … . .

1o Who will not be by Love conſtrain'd,

O bring them by thy Judgments back,

Regard the Prayer of Faith unfeign'd,

And ſave them for thy Mercy's Sake;

Anſwer our lab’ring Heart's Defire,

And ſave them by Afflićtion's Fire.

LXXIV.

HY M N XIV.

r "H! Lord, regard my endleſs Woe,

Remove at laſt the Load I bear,

I will not, will not let Thee go, .

Without an Anſwer to my Prayer,

But grieve, ’till Thou ſuppreſs my Sighs,

And dry the Fountains of my Eyes.

2 Ceaſeleſs I mourn my Children loſt, -- - - -

The Children whom thy Grace had giv'n,

Or to and fro by Satan toſt, + .

By every Wind of Doğtrine driven,

y
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Or hamper'd in the Toils of Hell—

Poor helpleſs Souls, that did run well!

3 Part by their own Inventions led,

Down the broad Path of Pleaſure ſtray,

In Egypt hide their guilty Head,

And happy by the Fleſhpots ſtay,

Indulge their ſenſual 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,

But bound in Luſt, or Avarice

Eternity for Time forego, -

And ſeek their baſe Delight below. *_

5 Stumbling on Shame's Offenſive Rock,

-Others have left the Thorny Road,

Thy People, and thy Cauſe forſook,

And prudently denied their God,

Secur'd an Honourable Name,

And loſt their Souls, to keep their Fame.

6 How many to th' Angelic Foe

Have weakly fall'n an Eaſy Prey,

And let their Holy Calling go,

And wandred down a Smoother Way,

Charm'd by his Antinomian Lore,

To watch, and pray, and ſtrive no more 1 -

Ah! Lord, the grievous Havock ſee, ---

Which Satan of thy Church hath made,.

And ſet once more the Priſoners free, -

By Pride into his Toils betray'd,

Cnce more the keen Convićtion dart,

And break the Self-deceiving Heart.

-

O! for,

-
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8 Ol for the Honour of thy Name,

Releaſe the Slaves to Evil ſold,

Again with heavenly Fire inflame . .

The Souls whoſe Love is waxen cold, ".

And fix, and ſtabliſh us in Grace,

The Mon’ments of thy Perfect Praiſe.

LXXV.

H Y. M. N. XV.

t He PHERD of Souls, lay to thine Hand,

And vindicate thine Injur’d Cauſe,

The Troublers of thy Flock withſtand,

The Foes, and Haters of thy Croſs,

Who cauſe thy Little Ones to ſtray,

And lead them down an Eaſier Way.

2 Thy poor, oppreſt Diſciples, Lord,

In Peril 'mongſt falſe Brethren ſee,

And O' thy timely Help afford

To Us, that look for Help in Thee,

Who hearſt the Tempted Soul's Complaint,

And giveſt Power to All that faint. .

3 We beckon'd to our Friends for Aid,

Our Partners in the Other Ship: --

They came; our eaſy Truſt betray'd,

They came—to fink us in the Deep,Our Veſſel 'gainſt their own to break,’ ” º •.

And then to gather up the Wreck.

Deceitful Workers, in thy Name, -

With Guile they catch the fimple Heart,

The feeble Followers of the Lamb . -

They make them from thy Paths depart,

Remove

- z

-
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Remove from their high Calling's Prize,

And rob them of their Paradiſe.

5 Deceiving, and deceiv'd, they glide -- .

Down the ſmooth Stream of Carnal Peace,

The Gate thro' which they paſs is Wide,

And broad their Path of Righteouſneſs,

No Strife, no Conflict, and no Care,

No Croſs, or Holineſs is there.

6 Perfect at once, and pure, and clean,

Yet foul, imperfect, and impure,

They fin, and bleſs themſelves in Sin,

And boaſt of their Salvation ſure:

Saviour, the fond Deluſion ſhew,

• For O! they know not what they do.

7 Alas, for Them, that will not know

The Load abhors their Sacrifice,

Who weak, unſtable Souls o'erthrow,

And on their Brethren's Ruin riſe,

Offer Thee Fraud, and Robbery,

And fawn, and lie, and ſteal for Thee.

8 Forgive them, Lord, but O' reſtrain,

No longer let their Guile proceed:

O might they their Firſt Love regain, .

And fimply in thy Statutes tread,

Their Faith by their Obedience prove,

And riſe with us to perfect Love.

LXXVI.

Hymns for The Perſecuted.

r ESU, the growing Work is Thine,

And who ſhall hinder its Succeſs?

In vain the Alien Armies join,

Thy glorious Goſpel to ſuppreſs, t
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! And vow, with Satan's Aid, to o'erthrow ... ',

The Work thy Grace revives below.

, 2 The wary World, as 7ulian wiſe,

- Wiſe with the Wiſdom from beneath,

A while its milder Malice tries,

| And lets theſe mad Enthuſiaſts breathe,

Breathe to infect their pureſt Air,

| And ſpread the Plague of Virtue there.

3 Wondring the calm Deſpiſers ſtand, . . . -

- And dream that They the Reſpite give,

Reſtrain’d by Thine o'er-ruling Hand,

They kindly ſuffer us to live,

Live, to defy their Maſter's Frown,

And turn his Kingdom up fide down.

4 Still the Old Dragon bites his Chain,

Not yet commiſſion'd from on high,

Rage the fierce Phariſes in vain,

Away with them the Zealots cry,

And hoary Caiaphas exclaims,

And Bonner dooms us to the Flames.

5 But our great God, who reigns on high,

Shall laugh their haughty Rage to ſcorn,

Scatter their Evil with his Eye,

Or to his Praiſe their Fierceneſs turn;

While all their Efforts to remove

His Church, ſhall ſtabliſh her in Love.

'6 Yes, LoRD, Thy Promiſe. Word is true,

Our ſacred Hairs are number'd All,

Tho' Earth, and Hell our Lives purſue,

> Without thy Leave we cannot fall:

And if Thou ſlack the Murtherer's Chain,

We ſuffer but with Thee to reign.

Vol. II, • * K. Our
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8 Our Sufferings ſhall advance thy Cauſe,

And blunt the Perſecutor's Sword, * -

Diſpread the Vićtory of thy Croſs, -

'. glorify our Conqu'ring LoRD; -

Evil ſhall work for Sion's Good: *

Its Seed is ſtill the Martyrs Blood. ...,

LXXVII. . . . .

For the Brethren at Wedneſbury. '

HY M N II. . . . .

I EAR dying Lamb, for whom alone."

We ſuffer Pain, and Shame, and Loſs,

Hear thine afflićted People groan,

Cruſh'd by the Burthen of thy Croſs,

And bear our fainting Spirits up,

And bleſs the bitter, ſacred Cup.

2 Drunkards, and Slaves of lewd Exceſs,

Bad, lawleſs Men, Thou knowſt, we liv'd:

The World, and we were then at Peace, -

No Devil his own Servants griev'd,

Evil we did, but ſuffer'd none;

The World will always love its own.

3 But now we would thy Word obey,

And ſtrive to eſcape the Wrath Divine,

Expos'd to All, an helpleſs Prey,

Bruis’d by our Enemies, and Thine,

As Sheep 'midſt ravening Wolves we lie,

And daily grieve, and daily die. . . . . . i.

- . - nº º

4 Smitten, we turn the other Cheek, 1... xi

Our Eaſe, and Name, and Goods forego,

Help, or Redreſs no longer ſeek

Jn any Child of Man below;

t

* . ‘. .” The

&
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The Powers Thou didſ for Us ordain,

For Us they bear the Sword invain. . . . . .

5 But wilt Thou not at laſt appear, , , , , ,
Into thine Hand the Matter take? . .

We look for no Protećtion here,

But Thee our only Refuge make, -----

To Thee, O righteous Judge, appeal,

And wait thine Acceptable Will.

º
6 Thou wilt not ſhut thy Bowels up,

Or Juſtice to the Oppreſt deny;

Thy Mercy's Ears Thou canſt not ſtop

Againſt the mournful Priſoners Cry, ſº

Who ever make our humble Moan, º

And look for Help to Thee alone.

7 Then help us meekly to ſuſtain

The Croſs of Man's Oppreſſive Power,

To ſlight the Shame, endure the Pain,

And calmly wait the welcome Hour,

That brings the fiery Chariot down,

And whirls us to our Heavenly Crown.

LXXVIII.

For the Brethren at the Devizes.

Hy M N III. -

1 TESUS of Nazareth, took down

On Thoſe Thou call'ſt thy Fleſh and Bone,

Thy ſuffering Members here: -

Ariſe, in their Defence ariſe,

And now, in all the Heathens Eyes,

On Iſrael's Part appear.

- K z Thy

*
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Thy weakeſt Confeſſors defend,

And let them on Thyſelf depend

For Help in their Diſtreſs:

Support, confirm the Feeble Mind, -

And keep them all on Thee reclin'd, - -

And keep in perfect Peace. > *

Let none forſake the Fold, and fly, -

Let none thro' Fear their Lord deny, -

But ſtand the Fiery Hour,

The Greatneſs of thy Mercy prove, - i.

The Truth of thy redeeming Love,

And all-ſufficient Power.

Let none unwarily give Place -

To Satan, with his Angel. Face, -

And yield their Souls to ſell,

To ſell their Conſcience, and their Gop, . . .

Or weary leave the Narrow Road,

And go for Eaſe—to Hell.

Still may they on the World look down,

Superior to its Smile and Frown, -

Its Threats and Promiſes;

The Tempter tread beneath their Feet,

And Thee, where Satan keeps his Seat,

In Life, and Death confeſs.

Now, Saviour, now their Fears remove,

The Senſe of thy redeeming Love

Abundantly impart,

To All whoſe ſacred Love we feel;

The Prayer of Faith this Moment ſeal

On every Panting Heart,

~ * .

-

. .

LXXIX
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LXXIX. For one in Priſºn.

HY M N IV.

I Saviour of Sinners diſtreſt,

The Sighs of thy Captive attend,

And ſuccour, and ſet him at reſt,

And ranſom his Soul to the End:

Our Brother, whoſe Burthen we bear,

Whom into thy Hands we reſign,

Preſerve with thy tendereſt Care,

And ſeal him eternally Thine.

2 Afflićted, and hated of Men,

Of Thee, and thy Servants belov’d,

We ſee him with Pity and Pain,

From all his Companions remov’d;

Whom preſent in Spirit we find,

Him abſent in Body we mourn,

And long to be perfeótly join'd,

And pray for his Happy Return.

3 O Father, who heareſt the Prayer,

Preſented in Jesus's Name,

The Peaceable Anſwer declare,

Confirm'd in the Blood of the Lamb;.

We pray Thee, for Jesus's ſake

The Priſoner of Jesus retrieve,

And give us his Confeſſor back,

And All to thy Glory receive.

LXXX. Another.

H Y M N W.

I. EAR, o Lord, the ceaſeleſ. Prayer

- The ſuffering Members groan,

K
3 Lod.



t
114. HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs.

-

Lo! we all the Burthen bear, -----

And grieve the Grief of One:

Pray we, Jesus, in thy Name,

Give Him to thy Church reſtor'd,

Him whom now in Faith we claim,

The Priſoner of the Lord. º

2 All together bound with Him . . .

We for Deliverance cry: -

Thou art mighty to redeem,

Thy Help is ever nigh:

Who againſt thy Power can ſtand?

Jesu, Lord, the Matter take

Into thine Almighty Hand,

And ſend our Brother back.

3 Now into his Dungeon ſhine,

And ſweeten his Diſtreſs,

Fill his Heart with Love Divine, .

And keep in perfect Peace;

Let his Mind on Thee be ſtay’d,

Lull him in thy Arms to reſt,

Bid him lean his weary Head

On his Redecmer's Breaſt.

4 Keep him, 'till th’ appointed Hour

Thy Glory to diſplay,

Then put forth thy. Kingly Power,

And make an open Way;

From his Sins, and Bonds releaſe,

Stamp him with the Stamp Divine,

Thou thy lawful Captive ſeize,

And ſeal him ever Thine.

J

º

LXXXI.
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LXXXI.

HYMN vi.

1 TTEAR, O Thou Strength of Iſrael, hear

Thy poor, afflićted People's Cry,

From Satan, and his Legions near, -

To Thee our only Help we fly;

All Human Confidence reſign,

Nor truſt in any Arm but Thine.

----------

2. Not One of all the Rich, or Great,

Or Noble, on our Side is ſtem,

They ſhrink to bear thy Croſs's Weight;

They ſeek the Praiſe that comes from Men, .

Thine Honour ſell, to ſave their own,

And leave us to our God, alone.

3. Expos'd we ſeem to Satan's Will, - -

As Sheep 'midſt ravening Wolves we lie,

Our Foes have learnt the Art to kill,

By Legal Wrong they doom to die

The faithful Followers of our Lord,

And ſlay them as with Ammon's Sword. .

4. In haſte to fill their Meaſure F. -

And bring thy Plague on all the Race,

Their Ears againſt thy Calls they ſtop,

Rejećt the Goſpel of thy Grace,

Slaughter againſt thy People breathe, --

And drag thy Meſſengers to Death. … t

5. But wilt Thou not thy Cauſe maintain, , ;

Thy helpleſs, injur'd People right?

Yes, Lord ; our Faith ſhall not be vain,

Our Faith in thy all-ſaving Might

Shall bring the promis'd Succours down,

And win the Fight, and take the Crown. Tho

-** - ū
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6 Thou wilt, we ſtedfaſtly believe,

Thy glorious Arm at laſt diſplay,

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.

LXXXII.

HYMN VII.

t Ejorce, ye happy Saints,

Who only Jesus know,

Whom Vice and Folly Paints

As Monſters here below,

Rejoice in the Divine Applauſe,

The Honour from above,

And glory in your Maſter's Croſs,

And triumph in his Love.

2 Ye Wiſe and Pious Few,

Whoſe Names the World blaſpheme,

They therefore know not you

Becauſe they know not Him:

Strangers, approv'd of God alone,

To all their Wrongs ſubmit,

And let them ſpurn, and tread you down

As Clay beneath their Feet.

3 Tis thus ye learn to be - -

True Followers of the Lamb,

Who died upon the Tree,

That ye might do the ſame:

With humble Thankfulneſs receive

The Scândal of the Croſs,

The Grace not only To believe,

But ſuffer for his Cauſe, ".
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-

4. By Fools accounted mad,

Of his Reproach poſſeſt;.

He bids your Hearts be glad,

Your Lord declares you bleſ: -

Exult in your deſpis'd Eſtate,

Enjoy the Token given, - - -

For O! beyond Conception great

Is your Reward in Heaven.

LXXXIII.

Hy M N viii.

John xvi. 1, 2, 3, 4.
º -

i Aster, we call thy Word to mind,

Thy Truth and Faithfulneſs we find

Our ſure Support, and Stay: -

The Time is come, by Thee foretold,

Like Sheep we are to-Slaughter ſold,

And made to Wolves a Prey.

2 The World, who take thy Name in vain,

Afflićt our ſhrinking Fleſh with Pain, .

... Our feeble Spirits grieve, *

The Chriftian World with furious Zeal,

Out of their Synagogues expel; .. -

And murmur that we live.

• *

--

3. They load us with Reproach, and Shame,

As loathſome Hereticks diſclaim,

And from thine. Altars chaſe; .

Aſſur'd they do Thee Service good,

And merit much, who ſhed the Blood

Of ſuch a pois'nous Race.

Becauſe our God they have not knownr.

Nor Thee his meek, pacific Son,

-

... I
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They all theſe Evils do;

Born ofthe Fleſh with cruel Scorn

They vex us of the Spirit born,

And would to Death purſue.

5 In every Place, in every Age, -

The reſtleſs Perſecutor's Rage

Continues ſtill the ſame;

Reform'd in ſhew, refin'd in Ill,

The Heathen World, is Heathen ſtill,

And Chriſtian but in Name. -

6 Beneath their Anger's utmoſt Weight

We riſe, we glory in their Hate,

That Token of thy Love;

Thou, Lord, haſt ſaid, It muſt be ſo,

And lo! thro' great Diſtreſs we go

To greater Joys above.

º:

LXXXIV.

HyMNs for the Watch-Night.

1 HOU Judge of Quick and Dead,

Before whoſe Bar ſevere

With holy Joy, or guilty Dread

We all ſhall ſoon appear;

Our caution'd Souls prepare

For that tremendous Day,

And fill us Now with watchful Care,

And ſtir us up to pray.

2 To pray, and wait the Hour,

The awful Hour unknown,

When robe'd in Majeſty, and Power,

Thou ſhalt from Heaven come down,

Th:
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Th’ Immortal Son of Man,

To judge the Human Race,

With all thy Father's dazling Train, º'

: º,With all his Gloriº Grace.

3 To damp our Earthly Joys, º

To increaſe our gracious Fears,

Forever let the Archangel's Voice

Be ſounding in our Ears,

-

- - - -

ºn , , 2 tº *

-

. . . A 3’

tº nº º

The ſolemn Midnight Cry," " '

“Ye Dead, the Judge is come,

“Ariſe, and meet Him in the Sky,

“And meet your Inſtant Doom.

O! may we thus be found

Obedient to his Word,

Attentive to the Trumpet's Sound,

And looking for our Lord:

O! may we thus inſure

Our Lot among the Bleſt,

And watch a Moment, to ſecure

An Everlaſting Reſt. . . .

--- vº.

. . . . . .

º

, , ; }

LXXXV.

Hy MN II.

r A H, what a Wretch am I
-

-

--

I cannot watch one Hour: * *

The roaring Lion ſtill is nigh,

And ready to devour:

A conſtant Watch. He keeps,

He eyes me Night and Day,

And never ſlumbers, never ſleeps,

Leſt He ſhould loſe his Prey.

- - - -

A.

• * *

-----

- * * *
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2 The World are always nigh,

And for my Halting wait,

The Philiſtines in Ambuſh lie,

On me to wreck their Hate:

They watch my every Turn,

They mark where’er I go,

Their Malice not to ſleep hath ſworn,

"Till it hath,kill'd their Foe.

3 The Delilah within

Ready each Moment ſtands

To give me up, faſt bound by Sin,

Into their cruel Hands:. . .

I ſlight my Saviour's Aid,

Take my Deſtroyer's Part,

And ſtill am falling, ſtill betray'd

By my own faithleſs Heart.

How weak my Heart and blind,

That I can think of Eaſe,

Can Comfort for a Moment find

In ſuch a State as this!

Can fold my Arms to ſleep,

Nor Pain, nor Horror feel,

While finking ſwift into the Deep,

And dropping into Hell.

Gracious Redeemer, ſhake

This Slumber from my Soul,

Say to me now, Awake, Awake, -

And CHRIST ſhall make thee whole:

Lay to thy mighty Hand, -

Alarm me in this Hour,

And make me fully underſtand

The Thunder of thy Power.

6 Give me on Thee to call,

Always to watch and pray,

Left I into Temptation fall,

And caſt my Shield away:

-

Foy
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For each Aſſault prepar'd,
And ready may I be, r

Forever ſtanding on my Guard,"

And looking up to Thee. . "

7 O! do Thou always warn

My Soul of Evil near, -

When to the Right or Left I turn,

The Witneſs let me hear,

“Come back; this is the Way:

Come back, and walk herein:”

O may I hearken, and obey,

And ſhun the Paths of Sin.

8 I would from every Sin

As from a Serpent fly,

Abhor to touch the Thing Unclean,

And rather chuſe to die.

I would, I would my laſt

This very Moment breathe,

Would die, that I may never taſte

Of Sin, and Second Death. -

9 Thou ſeeſt my Feebleneſs,

Jesus, be Thou my Power:

My Help, and Refuge in Diſtreſs,

My Fortreſs and my Tower:

Cauſe me to truſt in Thee,

Be Thou my ſure Abode,

My Horn, and Rock, and Buckler be,

My Saviour, and my God. "

1o Myſelf I cannot ſave,

Myſelf I cannot keep; -

But Strength in Thee I ſurely have,

Whoſe Eyelids never ſleep.

My Soul to Thee alcne -

Now therefore I commend;

Thou, Jesus, having lov’d Thine own,

Shalt love me to the End, - -

Vo L. II. L LXXXVI.
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LXXXVI.

HY M N III. . . .

J. I am the Man that have known --

I, Diſtreſs by the Stroke of his Rod:

And ſtill thro' the Anguiſh I groan,

And pine for the Abſence of God:

The Happy in Jesus, may ſleep:

But O'till in me He appears,

Be this my Employment to weep,

And water my Couch with my Tears.

2 Or rather, if any are nigh,

Forlorn, and afflićted like me,

All Night let us lift up our Cry,

And mourn his Appearing to ſee,

(As Watchmen expecting the Morn)

Look out for the Light of his Face,

And wait for his Mercy's Return,

And long to recover his Grace.

3 His Grace to our Souls did appear, - -

And brought us Salvation from Sin; , ,

We felt our Emmanuel here, -

... Reſtoring his Kingdom within:

But O ! we have loſt Him again,

His Spirit hath taken its flight,

Our Joy, it is turn'd into Pain,

Our Day it is turn'd into Night.

4 O what ſhall we do to retrieve
... The Love for a Seaſon beſtow'd' º -

*Tis better to die than to live . . .

Exil'd from the Preſence of God:

With Sorrow diſtraćted, and Doubt,

With palpable Horror oppreſt, .

The City we wander about, , .

And ſeek our Repoſe in his Breaſt.
3.

s

{
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6 The Joy, and Deſire of our Eyes, - - º

--------

5 Ye watchmen of Iſrael, declare

If ye our Beloved have ſeen,

And point to that Heavenly Fair,

Surpaſſing the Children of Men: -

Our Lover and Lord from above, * * I
Who only can quiet our Pain, . . . . .

Whom only we languiſh to love,

O where ſhall we find Him again! --

The End of our Sorrow and Woe, . . . ."

Our Hope, and our Heavenly Prize, -

Our Height of Ambition below;

Cnce more if He ſhew us his Face,

He never again ſhall depart,

IXetain’d in our cloſeſt Embrace,

Eternally held in our Heart.

LXXXVII.

H.Y. M. N. IV.

I Jesus, the Reſt - -

Of Spirits diſtreſt, -

In whom all the Children of Men may be bleſt,

The Bleſſing deſign'd -

For the whole of Mankind,

Give us in the Love of thy Spirit to find.

2 For this do we keep

A ſad Vigil, and weep, . . . . . -

The Fruit of our Tears that in Joy we may reap;

While ſent from above

The Comfort we prove,

The unſpeakable Gift of thy ranſoming Love.

3. Our Brethren we ſee -

By Mercy ſet free, [Thee:

They have found the abundant Redemption in
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Thy Tenders of Grace

They gladly embrace,

And tell of thy Goodneſs, and live tothy Praiſe.

4. But ſtill we remain - *

In Bondage and Pain,

Unable to bear, or to ſhake off our Chain;

In the Furnace we cry,

Come, Lord, from the Sky,

Make haſte to our Help, or in Egypt we die.

5 O Jesus, appear

Thy Mourners to chear,

Our Grief to aſſuage, and to baniſh our Fear:

Thy Priſoners releaſe,

Vouchſafe us thy Peace, [ceaſe.

And our Troubles and Sins in a Moment ſhall

6 That Moment be Now ;

The Petition allow, --

Our preſent Redeemer, and Comforter Thou,

The Freedom from Sin, ...

The Atonement bring in, [clean.

And ſprinkle our Conſcience, and bid us be

7. Thy Bleſſing of Grace

Now let it take place,

The Dew of thy Mercy deſcend on our Race;

Thy Spirit, O God,

Pour out on the Croud,

And water us all with a Shower of thy Blood H.

*

LXXXVIII.

H Y M.N. V.

1 . ATHER of Mercies, hear!

-- - Who didſt of old ſend down

&
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An Heavenly Meſſenger,

With Tidings of thy Son:

Shepherds, who watch'd their Flocks by Night,

They firſt believ'd the Word,

And ſang, o'erwhelm'd with Heavenly Light,

The Birth of CHRIST, the Lord.

2 To Men of fimple Heart

The Saviour ſtill reveal,

The welcome News impart

Of Joy unſpeakable;

To Us, who here our Stations keep;.

To Us a Child be given,

Who wait to find, while Others ſleep,

The Lord of Earth and Heaven.

3 With pure, celeſtial Day

Our raviſh’d Souls ſurround,

Or let the heavenly Ray

Within our Hearts be found:

Let all thy ranſom'd Sons of Grace

Th’Angelic Army join,

And chaunt in ceaſeleſs Songs of Praiſe,

The Majeſty Divine.

4 Glory to God above

For his Redeeming Plan,

And Peace on Earth, and Love

Benevolent to-Man:

We juſtly own the Glory His,

With Heaven's acclaiming Powers; .

For O! the Benefit and Bliſs, º

Is all forever Ours! *

* g. ºr ºº' --

º

º

I 3 Lxxxix.
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LXXXIX.

H Y M N VI.

ESUS, my Maſter, and my Lord,I

| I would thy Will obey,

umbly receive thy warning Word,

And always watch, and pray.

My conſtant Need of Watchful Prayer

I daily ſee, and feel,

To keep me ſafe from every Snare

Of Sin, and Earth, and Hell.

2 Into a World of Ruffians ſent,

I walk on hoſtile Ground,

Wild human Beaſts, on Slaughter bent,

And ravening Wolves ſurround.

The Lion ſeeks my Soul to ſlay,

In ſome unguarded Hour,

And waits to tear his ſleeping Prey,

And watches to devour.

3 But worſe than all my Foes, I find

The Enemy within, -

The Evil Heart, the Carnal Mind,

My own infidious Sin: -

My Nature every Moment waits

To render me ſecure,

And all my Paths with Eaſe beſets,

To make my Ruin ſure.

4. But Thou haſt given a loud Alarm,

And Thou ſhalt ſtill prepare

My Soul for all Aſſaults, and arm

With never-ceaſing Prayer.

Thou wilt not ſuffer me to fleep,

Who on thy Love depend,

But ſtill thy faithful Servant keep,

And ſave me to the £nd.

−

&
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XC.

H Y M N VII.

r ESUS, beſtow the Power,

Who gaveſt the Command:

Unwearied on Thyſelf, my Tower,

Enable me to ſtand; ... --

Chearful to undergo . -

Whole Nights of ſweet Diſtreſs,

And watch againſt my Three-fold Foe,

*Till all my Conflićts ceaſe.

2 Bid me of Men beware,

And to my Ways take Heed,

Diſcern their every Secret Snare,

And circumſpectly tread.

O might I calmly wait,

Thyš. from above,

And ſtand againſt their open Hate,

And well-diſſembled Love.

3 My Spirit, LoRD, alarm,

When Men and Devils join,

Againſt the Wiles of Satan, arm

In Panoply Divine.

O may I fix my Face

His Onſets to repel, . . .

Quench all his Fiery Darts, and chaſe

The Fiend to his own Hell.

4. But above all afraid * , ,- º

Of my own Boſom-Foe,

Still let mé ſue to thee for Aid, " . . "

To Thee my Weakneſs ſhew, e. ,

Hang on thine Arm alone

With Self-miſtruſting Care,

And deeply in the Spirit groan

The never-ceaſing Prayer...e., ... … r. ". .
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5 Give me a Sober Mind,

A quick-diſcerning Eye

The firſt Approach of Sin to find,

And all Occaſions fly.

Still may I cleave to Thee,.

And never more depart,

But watch with Godly Jealouſy

Over my Evil Heart.

6 Thus let me paſs my Days

Of Sojourning beneath,

And languiſh to conclude my Race,

And render up my Breath,

In humble Love and Fear,

Thine Image to regain,

And ſee Thee in the Clouds appear,

And riſe with Thee to reign.

XCI.

H.Y M N VIII.

1 HARK, how the Watchmen cry!

Attend the Trumpet's Sound,

Stand to your Arms; the Foe is nigh,

The Powers of Hell ſurround:

Who bow to CHR 1st'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 Enſign of your GoD,

In Jesu's Name I lift it up,

All-ſtain'd, with hallow'd Blood:

His Standard-bearer I

... To all the Nations call,

**
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Let all to Jesu's Croſs draw nigh; , ,

He bore the Croſs for all. . .

3 Ye who his Call obey, s:

Behold the Banner ſpread

To cover in the Evil Day , ,

His faithful Soldier's Head: " . . . . .

Be ſtrong in Jesu's Might;

The Panoply Divine * * -

Put on, beneath this Standard fight, . . . . ;

And conquer in This Sign. -

:

- * - - • *.' )

4 Go up with Christ, your Head,

Your Captain's Footſteps ſee, . . . .

Follow your Captain, and be led . . . . .

To certain Vićtory: , . . . . . . . . .”

All Power to Him is given, ... ... .

... He ever reigns the ſame,

Salvation, Happineſs, and Heaven

Are all in Jesu's Name. -

Ye now have took the Field,

And fearleſly march on,

Fight the good#. hold faſt your Shield,

*Till Satan is-caſt down, ; :

Caſt down he ſoon ſhall be, * . . .

He ſhall, he ſhall ſubmit, -

Compell'd with all his Hoſt to flee - - -

Or bruis'd beneath your Feet.

6 Only have Faith in God,

= In Faith your Foes affail, 2 -:

Not wreſtling againſt Fleſh and Blood, -

. But all the Powers of Hell: . . .

From Thrones of Glory driven, . .

By flaming Vengeance hurl’d, º

They throng the Air, and darken Heaven, , ;

, And rule the lower World.

-º-

Angels
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7 Angels your March oppoſe,

Who ſtill in Strength excel,

Your ſecret, ſworn, eternal Foes,

Countleſs, inviſible;

With Rage that never ends, -

Their helliſh Arts they try,

Legions of dire malicious Fiends, --

And Spirits enthron'd on high.

8. On Earth th’ Uſurpers reign, -

Exert their baleful Power, - .

O'er the poor fallen Sons of Men - -

They tyrannize their Hour.

But ſhall Believers fear? - - -

But ſhall Believers fly r ------ - - - - - -

Or ſee the Bloody Croſs appear,

And all their Powers defy?

Jesu's tremendous Name,

Puts all our Foes to flight!

Jesus the meek, the Angry Lamb

A Lion is in Fight: .

By all Hell's Hoſt withſtood,

We all Hell's Hoſt o'erthrow,

And conquering them thro' Jesu's Blood,

We ſtill to conquer go.

1o Our Captain leads us on,

He beckons from the Skies,

He reaches out a ſtarry Crown,

And bids us take the Prize;

“Be faithful unto Death,

“Partake my Vićtory,

“And Thou ſhalt wear this glorious Wreath,.

“And Thou ſhalt reign with me.

11 "Tis thus the Righteous Lorn. -

To every Soldier ſaith, - -

Eternal Life is the Reward

: "Of all-vićtorious Faith:
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| Who conquer in his Might

The Vićtor's Meed receive,

And claim a Kingdom in his Right, sº . .

Which God is bound to give.

a 2 But let us all abide . . . . ."

Throughout the glorious War, ſº

*Till every Soul is ſanétified, . . . . . . .

And more than Conqueror;

*Till every perfect one - * * :

To Heavenly Joys remove, - -

And fit with Jesus on his Throne . . .

Of everlaſting Love. . . . .

XCII.

Hºy M N IX.

s APTAIN, Gop of our Salvation,

Night and Day

2 Will we pay

Thee our Adoration:

All Day long our Lips confeſs Thee,
All the Night - --a -

Our Delight

Is in Songs to sleſ, Thee.

2 Whom thy Dying Love o'er-powers, * - - - -

Loſt in Thee

Happy We

| Never count the Hours:

Love, our One delightful Leſſon,

Love and Joy

Still employ

º Every gracious Seaſon.
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3 Rivals of the Heavenly Quire,

Lo! we riſe . .

To the Skies, " "

Higher ſtill, and higher:

There we have our Converſation, ..

Talk with Gop,

Him whoſe Blood

Purchas'd our Salvation.

4. We like all thy Hoſt adore Thee:

Reſtleſs They

Night and Day - -

Render Thee the Glory.

Author of our every Bleſſing, -

God of Grace, -

Thee we praiſe

Never, never ceaſing.

5 This be here our whole Employment,

*Till we claim,

Thro' thy Name, . . .

All thy Love's Enjoyment;

*Till we drink the Chryſtal River,

Drink and fing : -

To our King, -

Sing and ſhout forever.

XCIII.

HY M N x.

1 TESUS, God of our Salvation, --

Give us Eyes Thyſelf to ſee,

Waiting for thy Conſolation, , -

Longing to believe on Thee:

Now vouchſafe the ſacred Power,

Now the Faith Divine impart,

Meet us at this ſolemn Hour,

Shine in every drooping Heart.

Anna
-
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2 Anna-like within the Temple,

Simeon-like we meekly ſtay;

Daily with thy Saints aſſemble,

Nightly for thy Coming pray:

While our Souls are bow'd before Thee,

While we humbly ſue for Grace,

Come, thy People's Light and Glory,

Shew to All thy Heavenly Face.

3 If to us thy Sacred Spirit

Hath the Future Grace reveal’d,

Let us by thy Righteous Merit,

Now receive our Pardon ſeal’d;

To Eternal Life appointed,

Let us thy Salvation ſee,

Now behold the Lord's Anointed,

Now obtain our Heaven in Thee.

XCIV.

Hy M N xi.

Who thy Voice begin to know,

y 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,

. Cloſe in-all thy Footſteps tread.

1. Jº; guard thy gather'd Sheep,

a

2 In thy Pilgrimage with Men,

(Objećts of thy conſtant Care)

Thou didſt all their Griefs ſuſtain,

Labring, watching unto Prayer: -

ol. II. . . . . M -- Thou

v.
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Thy Tenders of Grace

They gladly embrace,

And tell of thy Goodneſs, and live tothy Praiſe.

4. But ſtill we remain

In Bondage and Pain,

Unable to bear, or to ſhake off our Chain;

In the Furnace we cry,

Come, Lord, from the Sky,

Make haſte to our Help, or in Egypt we die.

5 O Jesus, appear

Thy Mourners to chear,

Our Grief to aſſuage, and to baniſh our Fear: .

Thy Priſoners releaſe,

Vouchſafe us thy Peace, [ceaſe.

And our Troubles and Sins in a Moment ſhall

6 That Moment be Now ;

The Petition allow, --

Our preſent Redeemer, and Comforter Thou,

The Freedom from Sin,

The Atonement bring in, [clean.

And ſprinkle our Conſcience, and bid us be

7. Thy Bleſſing of Grace

Now let it take place,

The Dew of thy Mercy deſcend on our Race;

Thy Spirit, O God,

Pour out on the Croud,

And water us all with a Shower of thy Blood |

*

LXXXVIII.

- H Y M N V.

1 ATHER of Mercies, hear!

... " Who didſt of old ſend down
An

{
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An Heavenly Meſſenger,

With Tidings of thy Son:

Shepherds, who watch'd their Flocks by Night,

They firſt believ'd the Word,

And ſang, o'erwhelm'd with Heavenly Light,

The Birth of CHRIST, the Lord.

2 To Men of fimple Heart

The Saviour ſtill reveal,

The welcome News impart

Of Joy unſpeakable;

To Us, who here our Stations keep;.

To Us a Child be given,

Who wait to find, while Others ſleep,

The Lord of Earth and Heaven.

3 With pure, celeſtial Day

Our raviſh’d Souls ſurround,

Or let the heavenly Ray

Within our Hearts be found:

Let all thy ranſom'd Sons of Grace

Th' Angelic Army join,

And chaunt in ceaſeleſs Songs of Praiſe,

The Majeſty Divine.

4 Glory to God above

For his Redeeming Plan,

And Peace on Earth, and Love

Benevolent to-Man:

We juſtly own the Glory His,

With Heaven's acclaiming Powers; .

For O' the Benefit and Bliſs, -

Is all forever Ours!

is Lxxxix.

-
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LXXXIX.

HY M N VI.

1 TESUS, my Maſter, and my Lord,

| I would thy Will obey,

umbly receive thy warning Word,

And always watch, and pray. - -

My conſtant Need of Watchful Prayer

I daily ſee, and feel,

To keep me ſafe from every Snare -

Of Sin, and Earth, and Hell. - -

2 Into a World of Ruffians ſent,

I walk on hoſtile Ground, .'

Wild human Beaſts, on Slaughter bent,

And ravening Wolves ſurround.

The Lion ſeeks my Soul to ſlay,

In ſome unguarded Hour, -

And waits to tear his ſleeping Prey,

And watches to devour.

3 But worſe than all my Foes, I find -

The Enemy within, * . . -

The Evil Heart, the Carnal Mind, -

My own infidious Sin: - -

My Nature every Moment waits

To render me ſecure, -

And all my Paths with Eaſe beſets,

To make my Ruin ſure. - -

4. But Thou haſt given a loud Alarm, -- -

And Thou ſhalt ſtill prepare - -

My Soul for all Aſſaults, and arm º

With never-ceaſing Prayer.

Thou wilt not ſuffer me te fleep, y

Who on thy Love depend,

But ſtill thy faithful Servant keep,

And ſave me to the £nd.
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XC. ,

H Y M N VII.

I ESUS, beſtow the Power,

Who gaveft the Command:

Unwearied on Thyſelf, my Tower,

Enable me to ſtand; ... --

Chearful to undergo . - *

Whole Nights of ſweet Diſtreſs,

And watch againſt my Three-fold Foe,

'Till all my Conflićts ceaſe.

2 Bid me of Men beware, -

And to my Ways take Heed,

Diſcern their every Secret Snare,

And circumſpectly tread.

O might I calmly wait,

Thy§. from above,

And ſtand againſt their open Hate,

And well-diſſembled Love.

3 My Spirit, LoRD, alarm, .

When Men and Devils join,

Againſt the Wiles of Satan, arm

In Panoply Divine.

O may I fix my Face

His Onſets to repel, . . .

Quench all his Fiery Darts, and chaſe

The Fiend to his own Hell.

4 But above all afraid. . . . . . . . .

Of my own Boſom-Foe,

Hang on thine Arm alone . . . .

With Self-miſtruſting Care,

And deeply in the Spirit groan

The never-ceaſing Prayer...e., ...

- -

w *.

* * *

Still let me ſue to Thee for Aid,

To Thee my Weakneſs ſhew, , **

. .

*

. . ºv

“,

*

-

… *.
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5 Give me a Sober Mind,

A quick-diſcerning Eye

The firſt Approach of Sin to find,

And all Occaſions fly.

Still may I cleave to Thee,.

And never more depart,

But watch with Godly Jealouſy

Over my Evil Heart.

6 Thus let me paſs my Days

Of Sojourning beneath,

And languiſh to conclude my Race,

And render up my Breath,

In humble Love and Fear,

Thine Image to regain,

And ſee Thee in the Clouds appear,

And riſe with Thee to reign.

XCI.

H.Y. M. N. VIII.

1: HARK, how the Watchmen cry!

Attend the Trumpet's Sound,

Stand to your Arms; the Foe is nigh,

The Powers of Hell ſurround:

Who bow to CHR1st'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 Enſign of your GoD,

In Jesu's Name I liſt it up,

All-ſtain'd, with hallow'd Blood:

His Standard-bearer I

To all the Nations call,
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Let all to Jesu's Croſs draw nigh; . . .

He bore the Croſs for all. :

3 Ye who his Call obey, s:

Behold the Banner ſpread --

To cover in the Evil Day ... . . . . . .

His faithful Soldier's Head: " . . . . .

Be ſtrong in Jesu's Might;

The Panoply Divine a -

Put on, beneath this Standard fight, ' ' ' " :

And conquer in This Sign. -

4 Go up with Christ, your Head,

Your Captain's Footſteps ſee, - -

Follow your Captain, and be led . . . .

To certain Vićtory:, . . . . . . . . .”

All Power to Him is given, ... ... .

... He ever reigns the ſame, ---

Salvation, Happineſs, and Heaven

Are all in Jesu's Name. -

Ye now have took the Field,

And fearleſly march on,

Fight the good#. hold faſt your Shield,

*Till Satan is caſt down, *

Caſt down he ſoon ſhall be, * . ;

He ſhall, he ſhall ſubmit, -

Compell'd with all his Hoſt to flee - - -

Or bruis'd beneath your Feet.

6 Only have Faith in God,

- In Faith your Foes affail, a --

Not wreſtling againſt Fleſh and Blood, -

- But all the Powers of Hell: . . . .

From Thrones of Glory driven, . .

By flaming Vengeance hurl’d, º

They throng the Air, and darken Heaven, , ;

And rule the lower World.

Angels
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7 Angels your March oppoſe,

Who ſtill in Strength excel,

Your ſecret, ſworn, eternal Foes,

Countleſs, inviſible;

With Rage that never ends,

Their helliſh Arts they try,

Legions of dire malicious Fiends, ---

And Spirits enthron'd on high.

8 Qn Earth th’ Uſurpers reign, -

Exert their baleful Power, :

O'er the poor fallen Sons of Men -

They tyrannize their Hour.

But ſhall Believers fear? --

But ſhall Believers fly ----- - - -- - -

Or ſee the Bloody Croſs appear,

And all their Powers defyi

9 Jesu's tremendous Name,

Puts all our Foes to flightſ

Jesus the meek, the Angry Lamb

A Lion is in Fight:

By all Hell's Hoſt withſtood,

We all Hell's Hoſt o'erthrow,

And conquering them thro' Jesu's Blood,

We ſtill to conquer go.

to Qur Captain leads us on,

He beckons from the Skies,

He reaches out a ſtarry Crown, -

And bids us take the Prize; -

“Be faithful unto Death,

* Partake my Vićtory,

“And Thou ſhalt wear this glorious Wreath,. . .

“And Thou ſhalt reign with me.

in 'Tis thus the Righteous Lorn. -

To every Soldier ſaith, - -

Eternal Life is the Reward

Of all-vićtorious Faith:

\
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Who conquer in his Might

The Vićtor's Meed receive,

And claim a Kingdom in his Right,

Which God is bound to give.

a 2 Butlet us all abide - . º

Throughout the glorious War,

And more than Conqueror;

*Till every perfect one

To Heavenly Joys remove,

And fit with Jesus on his Throne

Of everlaſting Love.

*Till every Soul is ſanétified, *

!

XCII.

H Y M N IX.

i APTAIN, Gop of our Salvation,

C Night and Day

Will we pay
Thee our Adoration: a

All Day long our Lips confeſs Thee, , . . .

All the Night

Our Delight -

Is in Songs to bleſ. Thee.

Loſt in Thee . .

Happy We

Never count the Hours:

Love, our One delightful Leſſon,

Love and Joy

Still employ ... . . .

Every gracious Seaſon.

. . . . . . . * *

2

t

2 Whom thy Dying Love o'er-powers,

º

Riva,
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3 Rivals of the Heavenly Quire,

Lo! we riſe . .

To the Skies, " "

Higher ſtill, and higher:

There we have our Converſation, ..

Talk with God,

Him whoſe Blood

Purchas'd our Salvation.

4. We like all thy Hoſt adore Thee:

Reſtleſs They

Night and Day - -

Render Thee the Glory.

Author of our every Bleſſing,

- God of Grace, - - )

Thee we praiſe - *

Never, never ceaſing.

5 This be here our whole Employment,

"Till we claim,

Thro' thy Name, . . . . .

All thy Love's Enjoyment; .

*Till we drink the Chryſtal River,

Drink and fing : - - -

To our King, - -

Sing and ſhout forever.

—

XCIII. . . . . . .

HY M N x.

1 TESUS, God of our Salvation, --

Give us Eyes Thyſelf to ſee,

Waiting for thy Conſolation, , - - -

Longing to believe on Thee: .

Now vouchſafe the ſacred Power,

Now the Faith Divine impart,

Meet us at this ſolemn Hour,

Shine in every drooping Heart.

Anna- *
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2 Anna-like within the Temple,

Simeon-like we meekly ſtay;

Daily with thy Saints aſſemble,

Nightly for thy Coming pray:

While our Souls are bow’d before Thee,

While we humbly ſue for Grace,

Come, thy People's Light and Glory,

Shew to All thy Heavenly Face.

3 If to us thy Sacred Spirit

Hath the Future Grace reveal’d,

Let us by thy Righteous Merit, .

Now receive our Pardon ſeal’d;

To Eternal Life appointed,

Let us thy Salvation ſee,

Now behold the Lord's Anointed,

Now obtain our Heaven in Thee.

*

XCIV.

H Y M N XI.

1 TES US, guard thy gather'd Sheep,

Who thy Voice begin to know,

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,

. Cloſe in all thy Footſteps tread.

2 In thy Pilgrimage with Men,

(Objećts of thy conſtant Care)

Thou didſt all their Griefs ſuſtain,

Lab'ring, watching unto Prayer:

vol. II. . . . . . M Thou
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Thou whole Nights in Prayer didſt ſpend

On the Mount for Us employ'd,

Prompt the Helpleſs to defend, - *-

Prevalent with Man and God.

3. By no private Wants compell'd, . . .

Only Love inſpir'd thy Breaſt, . . . . . '

Love thy ſteady Hands, upheld, , , , , , ,

Love inforc'd the kind Requeſt: . . . .

And ſhall we refuſe to join, .. . . . . ."

We who all the Good receive, . . . . . .

Reap the Fruit of Toil Divine,

By the Prayer of Jesus live!
º

-

4 Nay, but in thy Strength we riſe,

Nightly to the Mountain go, … * * * *

Breathe our Wiſhes to the Skies, . . . . . .

For the ſleeping Crowd below; º

Pray, my watchful Brethren, pray,

Full of Wants, and Sins, and Fears,

Wreſtle 'till the Break of Day,

"Till the Saving Grace appears.

Jesus, hear our Midnight Cry,

Execute thy Love's Deſign, ... .

Bring thy great Salvation nigh,

Claim a ranſom'd World for Thine, . . . . .

Take the Purchaſe of thy Blood, -

(Blood that ſpeaks our Sins forgiven)

Let it bring us near to God, , , , ,

Let it pray us up to Heaven!

S

* * * -

* tº a

..., XCV.
* -

. . * *...

Hy MN XII.

I o Thee, the True Eternal Light,

At this awful Noon of Night, O

- - ur
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Our longing Souls aſcend,

For Thee we watch, for Thee we pray,

And haſten to the joyful Day,

When all our Toils ſhall end.

2 The joyful Day we ſoon ſhall fee,

With no ſad Obſcurity

Attended, or purſu’d,

No dark Eclipſe ſhall intervene,

Nor gloomy Grief pollute the Scene,

Or ſtain the Day of God,

3 The Day of God ſhall then be Ours,

Numbred with the Angel-Powers,

And Souls on Earth forgiven,

We in the New Jeruſalem

Shall all our happy Manſions claim,

The Citizens of Heaven.

4. We all ſhall ſee the golden Blaze

Of that high and lofty Place,

And breathe the purpled Air,

It needs nor Sun, nor Candle's Light,

Divinely fair, divinely bright,

For CHRIST the Lamb is there.

5 By Faith we new the Veil look thro’,

Now a Glimpſe of Glory view,

And bleſs the opening Ray,

Far, far aboyé all Heighth we ſoar,

The Depths of Deity to explore

In everlaſting Day.

+~.
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I

2

-n

xcVI.

H Y M. N. XIII.

H%. happy, gracious Loºp, are Wes.

Divinely drawn te follow Thee,

Whoſe Hours divided are ... . -

Betwixt the Mount and Multitude; a

Our Day is ſpent in doing Good, . . . . . . .

Our Night in Praiſe and Prayer. . .

With us no Melancholy Void, , , .

No Moment lingers unemploy'd, -

Or unimprov’d below ; * * *

Our Wearineſs of Life is gone, -

Who live to ſerve our GoD alone, -

And only Thee to know. … … …

3 The Winter's Night, and Summer's Day

4. With all who chant thy Name on high,

Glides imperceptibly away, , ; -***

Too ſhort to ſing thy Praiſe, -

Too few we find the happy Hours, --

And haſte to join thoſe heavenly Powers . . . .

In everlaſting Lays.

And holy, holy, holy cry, * : *-

A bright harmonious Throng, -

We long thy Praiſes to repeat, - - -

And reſtleſs fing around thy Seat - - - -

The New Eternal Song. . . -

XCVII.

Hymn xiv.

EET and right it is to ſing

..I.V. i - At every Time and Plate:
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Glory to our Heavenly King,

The God of Truth and Grace:

Join we then with ſweet accord,

All in one Thankſgiving join,

Holy, holy, holy, Lord,

Eternal Praiſe be Thine ! ...”

2 Thee the firſt-born Sons of Light

In choral Symphonies

Praiſe by Day, Day without Night,

And never, never ceaſe: --

Angels, and Archangels all

Sing the Myſtic Three in One,

Sing, and ſtop, and gaze, and fall

O'erwhelm'd before thy Throne.

-:

3 Vyeing with that happy Quire.

Who chaunt thy Praiſe above,

We on Eagles Wings aſpire,

The Wings of Faith and Leve:

Thee they fing with Glory crown'd,

We extol the ſlaughter'd Lamb,

Lower if our Voices ſound,

Our Subjećt is the ſame.

4. Father, God, thy Love we praiſe,

Which gave thy Son to die,

Jesus full of Truth and Grace -----

Alike we glorify,

Spirit,ë. Divine,

Praiſe by All to Thee be given,

*Till we in full Chorus join,ºr "

- And Earth is turn'd to Heaven.

** M 3 *... .xcyHI
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XCVIII.

H y M N xv. . . . .

1 TOIN all ye ranſom'd Sons of Grate,

The holy Joy prolong, . . . . . . .

And ſhout to the Redeemer's Praiſe " ' " " -

A ſolemn Midnight Song.

2 Bleſſing, and Thanks, and Love, and Might . .

-

Be to our JesusÉ. - -:

Who turns our Darkneſs into Light,

Who turns our Hell to Heaven. -

---- - * * * * * **, *, * * *

Thither our faithful Souls he leads, . " .

Thither He bids us riſe; . . . . . . . .

With Crowns of Joy upon our Heads,

To meet Him in the Skies.

4. To ſeal the Univerſal Doom, º

The Skies He ſoon ſhall bow— º –

But if Thou muſt at Midnight come, º

o let us meet Thee Now?" * *

--~~~ **–

ºf . , XCIX.

Hy MN xvi. . . .

1. ALL aloud on Jesu's Name, , , . . .

Watchmen of jeruſalem, t , , , , ; cf.

Ye, that by our Lokp's Command . . .

On her ruin'd Rampart ſtand, * - … . . .

Pay and Night your Care expreſs,

Never, never hold your Peace,

For a gracious Anſwer cry,

ºrge, and force Him to reply,
- * Well

--- - -

º
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:

2 well maintain the Poſt-affign'd, ----------

Put your faithful God in mind,

Inſtantly the Promiſe plead, . .”

*Till the Word of Grace proceed,

Never ſuffer Him to reſt," " . "

Till He anſwer your Requeſt, , , , , , º, ºr ;

ºriº, sºil.” 'º';
Fix his conſtant Preſence there. . . ...

- * * *

3 Set for this if, Loºp, I am, . - * : *

Let me now the Promiſe claim,. . . . . . . . .

Let my faithful Brethren join, . . . .

All Remembrancers Divine, . . .

All who Sion's Burthen bear,. . . . . . . . .

Join ye in the Fervent Prayer, -- -- -

*Till his utmoſt Truth we prove,’ --> *

Edified in perfect Love. - - - - -

4 Jesus, Head, and Lord of all, ºf . . .

Anſwer to our midnight Call,

Our jeruſalem repair, - -

Build again thy Houſe of Prayer . . .

Now thy antient Wonders ſhew, . . . . . ;

Raiſe a glorious Church below, . . . .

Sion from her Ruins raiſe, - ! {

Spread throughout the Earth her Praiſe. . . .

5 Spread throughout the Earth thine own,

Fully by thy People known;

Let us with thy Luſtre ſhine,

Pillars in the Dome Divine, - -

Maſter of the Building.Art, ºn 3 : * * * *

'Stabliſh every faithful Heart, : “...' ...

Finiſh thy great Work of Grace, ºn 3 ºr , ;

Perfeót us in Holineſs. . "tºº :: ***, *, *, * *

**** tº ºr tº: , ; ;

tº . . . . . . . . . . . .e.,

§ ..., - - - - tº … +

- * … * …* is . .

tº jº C. h.

*-r

*
:
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C. Innocent Diverſions.

H Y M N XVII.

I. NOME let us anew º

Our Pleaſures purſue:

For Chriſtian Delight -

The Day is too ſhort; let us borrow the Night. . .

In ſanétify'd Joy ---

Each Moment employ,

To Jesus's Praiſe,

And ſpend, and be ſpent in theTriumph of Grace.

2 The Slaves of Exceſs,

Their Senſes to pleaſe

Whole Nights can beſtow,

And on in a Circle of Riot they go:

Poor Prodigals, They

The Night into Day

By Revellings turn,

And all the Reſtraints of Sobriety ſcorn.

3 The Drunkards proclaim

At Midnight their Shame,

Their Sacrifice bring,

And loud to the Praiſe of their Maſter they fing: ;

The Helliſh Deſires

Which Satan inſpires,

In Sonnets they breathe, -

And ſhouting deſcend to the Manfions of Death.

4. The Civiller Croud, -

In Theatres proud, ---

Acknowledge his Power,

And Satan in Nightly Aſſemblies adore:

To the Maſque and the Ball

They fly at his Call;
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Or in Pleaſures excel, --

And chaunt in a Grove • to the Harpers of Hell.

5 And ſhall we not ſing

Our Maſter and King

While Men are at reſt, - -

With Jesus admitted at Midnight to feaſt?

Here only we may . . .

With Innocence ſtay,

The Enjoyment improve,. . . . . . .

And abide at the Banquet of Jesus's Love,

6 In Him is beſtow'd . . . . . . . . . .

The Spiritual Food, , . -

The Manna Divine, - -

And Jesus's Love is far better than Wine:

With Joy we receive ... . .

The Bleſſing, and give . .

By Day and by Night, -

'All Thanks to the Source of our endleſs Delight.

, - '

* -

-- - -

7 Our Concert of Praiſe -

To Jesus we raiſe, -

And all the Night long --

Continue the New Evangelical Song:

We dance to the Fame

OfJesus's Napie, a

The Joy it imparts,

Is Heaven begun in qur Muſical Hearts,

8 Thus, thus we beſtow --

Our Moments below, .

And finging remove,

With all the Redeem'd to the Siour above: -

There, there ſhall we ſtand . . . ~~

With our Harps in our Hand, º:

Interrupted no more,

And eternally ſing, and rejoice, and adore, ºr

-- -
-

-:

--

* Ranelagh's Gardens, Vaux-Hall, &c.
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CI.

Hy M N xviii.

I E Virgin Souls ariſe,

With all the Dead awake,

Unto Salvation wiſe, -

Oil in your Veſſels take,

Upſtarting at the Midnight Cry,

Behold the Heavenly Bridegroom nigh.

2 He comes, He comes to call

The Nations to his Bar,

And raiſe to Glory All

Who fit for Glory are;

Made ready for your full Reward,

Go forth with Joy to meet your Lord.

3. Go meet Him in the Sky

Your Everlaſting Friend,

Your Head to glorify

With all his Saints aſcend,

Ye Pure in Heart, obtain the Grace

To ſee without a Veil his Face.

4 Ye that have here receiv'd

The Unétion from above,

And in his Spirit liv'd

Obedient to his Love,

Jesus ſhall claim you for his Bride;

Rejoice with all the Sanétified. º'

5 Rejoice in glorious Hope . .

Of that great Day Unknown,

When all ſhall be caught up

And ſtand before his Throne,

Call'd to partake the Marriage Feaſt,

And lean on our Immanuel's Breaſt. -
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*3

2

6 The Everlaſting Doors

Shall ſoon the Saints receive,

Above thoſe Angel Powers

In glorious Joy to live:

Far from a World of Grief, and Sin,

With God eternally ſhut in. . . . . .”
-

, - . "
*.

7 Then let us wait to hear º 'º -

The Trumpet's welcome Sound, -

To ſee our Lord appear tº * * * *

Watching let us be found; -

When Jesus doth the Heavens bow,

Be found—as Lord thou find'ſt us. Now.

CII. . .

H Y M N XIX. -

INNER's look up, by Grace forgiven,

Behold an open Door in Heaven,

Attend, ye Souls in Jesus found,

The Saviour's Voice, the Trumpet's Sound.

Hither come up, He cries, and fee

The Secrets of Eternity.

Riſe, in the Spirit's Rapture, riſe

To yon bright Throne above the Skies,

To Him who fits ſublime thereon,

In Colour like a Sardine Stone,

And ſcatters, as the Jaſper's Rays,

The Glories of his dreadful Face.

Tremble; yet Ol 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 ſeen, ... r. º. tº 5 -º

Delightful, and eternal Green, 4.

*
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7

Turn as He will, the Eyes Divine

Muſt ever meet that ſacred Sign, .

Sign of his Covenanted Grace,

Confirm'd to all our ranſom'd Race,

Who fing the great Redeemer's Love, .

Triumphant with that Hoſt above. -

Near the Moſt-High, on either Hand

Behold a Venerable Band l

Twenty and Four on Seats behold!

Inrobed in White, and crown'd with Gold,

With Jesu's Joy ſupremely bleſt,

Inthron'd in Everlaſting Reſt!

God over All his State maintains,

And high amidſt his Antients reigns,

Voices are heard, and Thunders roar,

And loud proclaim his awful Power,

And waving Flames of Lightning ſhine,

Thick-flaſhing from the Throne Divine.

Burning before the Sovereign Sire

Are Seven Lamps of Living Fire,

His Miniſterial Spirits they,

Who ever in his Preſence ſtay,

The pureſt Effencesº - -

The brighteſt Flames of Heavenly Love.

Fronting the Throne a Chryſtal Sea

Rolls on its perfeót Purity,

Laverº: Grace, - -

It juſºy holds thy middle Space,

For hone approach the Holy God,

Tim throughly waſh’d in Jesu’s Blood.

Between the Saints, and Holy One,

Around his Seat, and plac'd thereon,

Four Emblematic Creatures ſhine,

Replete with Eyes and Powers Divine,

And

º

º
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t

ro

1 I

I 2

And all the various Virtues ſhew’

Of Jesu's Miniſters below."

The Lion bold their Heart diſplays,

The lab’ring Ox their Strength of Grace,

The Man their Mind diſcreet humane,

The Eagle doth their Speed explain,

Wherewith they ſoar aloft, to gaze

On the bright Sun of Righteouſneſs!

Spangled with Eyes before, behind,

(Fit Emblem of a Watchful Mind)

The fix-wing'd Meſſengers appear,

And full of inward Eyes ſevere,

Themſelves with ſtrióteſt Search to ſcan,

*Till modell'd by the Perfect Plan.

GoD they extol above the Sky,

And holy, holy, holy cry,

Who was, and is, and ſtill ſhall be

In Eſſence One, in Perſons Three,

By all inceſſantly ador'd,

Omnipotent, eternal LoRD.

13 Soon as in Hymns the myſtic Four

The Everlaſting God adore,

The Elders proſtrate at his Seat

His glorious Attributes repeat,

The Source of all their Bleſſings own,

And caſt their Crowns before his Throne,

14 Honour, and Might, and Majeſty,

Who gaveſt All that is to be,

Thou, Lord, art worthy to receive:

And lo! for this in Heaven we live,

. With all thy Creatures to commend

Qur Source, Support, and Glorious End!

Vol. II. N H Y M N S



*
…
*

-
-
-
-

·

|
-|
-
|
-

*
*
·

|
-
·

·

|
-

-
-
-
-
-
+
）

-
-
-
-

·

*

}{
'

+

-
-
-
-
|
-

-
-
-
-
-
•

•
•
•

•
•

•
.
•
v

·

·
*

|
-
-

-

|
-

|
-

|
-

·

|
-

-
-

|
-

-
-
-
-

»

·
-

-
-
-
-

|
-
|
-

|
-
·

|
-

|
-

|
-
·

|
-

~
~
~
~
.
-
-
.
-
-

-
-
-
-

·
/
*
*

•
！
！
・

-

·

·
|
-

|
-
|
-

|
-

|
-

·

·|
-

·

|
-

|
-
·

|
-

|
-

|
-

|
-

|
-

-
|
-

→

·|
-

-
-
-
-

-
-
,

-
-
-
-|
-

|
-

*
·

·



t

H Y M N S

SACR E D POEMS.

P A RT. II.

CIII.

HYMNs for Thoſe that wait for Full

Redemption. -

i SAviour from Sin,

If mine Thou haſt been, [clean;

And ſprinkled my Conſcience, 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 ſhall reſt,

Or be perfeótly bleſt, - [Breaſt:

While the Tempter hath left any Hold in my

Thou haſt looſen’d the Chain,

Thou haſt ſoftned the Pain,

Yet my Sorrow, as long as my Sin, muſt remain.

N 2 From
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• * *-,

3 . From ačtual Blame, . . . . .

I am ſav'd by thy Name, [am;

But mourn, 'till Thou ſave me from all that I

"Till more than ſubdued,

'Till entirely renew'd [thy Blood."

Both my Heart, and my Nature are waſh'd in

r - - -

4 : My Pardon is ſure, -

" If I dºways endure; " -- ----

But ſtill I expečt Thee to perfect my Cure:

With Trembling and Fear, * - *

While Sin is ſo near,

I paſs the ſhort Time of my Pilgrimage here,

5 Fain would I be clean,

And all-holy within,

I-thirſt for thine utmoſt Salvation from Sin:

Thou ſtill doſt reſtrain; --

But how great is my Pain, - -

When I do not commit it, to feel that f Can. -

6 For This do I wail

Thro' the ſorrowful Vale, . . . . . ſpel;

"Till my Sin and my Trouble at once Thou ex

This, this is my Load, . . .

Tho' abſoly’d by thy Blood, . . . .I am capable ſtill of offending my God. ' t

7 Come, Jesus, and cleanſe .

My Inbred Offence,

O take the Occaſion of Stumbling from hence,

The Infection within,

The Poſſible Sin • . . . -

Extirpate, by bringing thy Righteopºeſ in.

- - + . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . --

8 . By all Thou haſt done " " ' ". .

For me to atone, a - -

By all Thou haſt ſuffer'd to make me Thine own,

‘. - w - - - - By

<

~

º

º

:

o
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By All which Thou art,

I beſeech Thee, convert,

And renew, and eternally reign in my Heart.

CIV.

H Y M N II.

r Thou gentle Lamb of GoD,

O Hearthy ranſom'd Follower pray,

Waſh me in thy cleanſing Blood,

Bear my Inbred Sin away;

All the Curſe, the Plague remove,

All the Hell of Creature-Leve.|

2 Take the Guilt and Power of Sin,

* Take its curſed Relicks hence;

Make me throughly pure within

By thy Love's Omnipotence;

Let me all thy Nature have,

Feel thine utmoſt Power to ſave.

3 Bounds I will not ſet to Thee,

Shorten thine Almighty Hand:

Save from all Iniquity,

Let not Sin's Foundations ſtand,

Every Stone o'erturn, o'erthrow;

I believe it may be ſo.

4 Wilt Thou lop the Boughs of Sin,

Leaving ſtill the Stock behind?

No, thy Love ſhall work within,

Quite expel the Carnal Mind,

Root and Branch deſtroy my Foe;

I believe it /*all be ſo.

N 3 CW.-



ºf 50 HYMNs and Sacked Poems.

. . . . HY M N III. .

r EING of Beings, God of Love,

High-ſeated on thy dazling Throne,

Pity, and draw me from above,

Raiſe, and bring home thy Baniſh'd Son.

--

: º, . . . . * *

2 I am not as from Thee I came:

Out of my ſecond Chaos call:

Fallen alas! from Thee I am; . . .” --

O God, redeem me from my Fall.

3 Laid in the loweſt Deep of Sin; …

Inſlav'd to vain and baſe Deſires,

Senſibly dead, and dark within,

Fit Fewel for Infernal Fires;

4 An Outcaſt from thy bliſsful Face,
-

Broke off from God, and ſcatter'd wide,

Moſt fallen of that fallen Race,
-

For which thy only Son hath died... . .

5 Father of Mercies, hear my Cry, - .

This, only This is all my Plea, -

Jesus the Juſt hath bow'd the Sky,” :* -

Thy Son hath died, hath died for me.

6 Jesus hath undertook my Cauſe, .

Finiſh'd the great Redeeming Plan,

Humbled to Deáth my Saviour was, :

And ſtoop'd to raiſe his Creature Man.

2. By Love, meer pitying Love, inclin'd.

He caught my Nature in its Fall,

A Common Head of all Mankind,

Aſſum'd the Fleſh, and Guilt of All.

- Father,

º
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3 Father, Thou knowſt He boight my Peace,

My Life, and Health, and Liberty, , ; , ,

My preſent, and eternal Bliſs; x - - -

He purchas'd AllThou art for me. . . . . . .

9 Aſſur'd thy Fulneſs to receive,. . . *

With earneſt, calm Deſire I wait,

For all Thou haſt in CHRIST to give, .

The Glories of my firſt Eſtate, .

o I truſt Thy Image to regain, … . . . . -

... Whate'er Thou haſt to Sinners given, . . .

All, all I ſhall in CHR rst obtain, , i.

Pardon, and Paradiſe, and Heaven. . . . .

t-- * * * *- : - - - - --- - - -

CVI. -

H Y MN.IV. . . . . . .

- APPY Soul, that ſafe from Harms . . .

Reſts within his Shepherd's Arms! : -

Who his Quiet ſhall moleſt, - - -

Who ſhall violate his Reſt? . . . . . . . . j

Jesus doth his Spirit bear, … . . . . . . .

Jesus takes his cvery Care, . -

He who found, the wandring. Sheep,

Jesus ſtill delights to keep -- . . * . . . . .

3 Dogs, and Wolves in vain appear, --—

Roaring Lions ſtill are near,

Ravening Wolves unmov’d he ſees

Howling in the Wilderneſs.

4 Calm he eyes them fiom above,

Safe in his Protećtor's Love, : ..." ---

There he reſts, and undiſmay’d ... . º

Drops his Arms, and hangs his Head... O th

- - - - -
-

º
-

º

&

2
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to

1.

O that I might ſo believe,

Stedraſtly to Jesus cleave,

On his only Love rely,

'Smile at the Deſtroyer nigh!

Free from Sin, and ſervile Fear,

Have my Jesus ever near,

All his Care rejoice to prove,

All his Paradiſe of Love.

Jesu, ſeek thy wandring Sheep,

Bring me back, and lead, and keep,

Take on Thee my every Care,

Bear me, on thy Boſom bear.

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, ’till all thy Life I know, - -

Perfeót in my Lord below,

Gladly then from Earth remove,

Gather'd to the Fold above.

O that I at laſt may ſtand

With the Sheep at thy Right-Hand,

Take the Crown fo freely given,

Enter in by Thee to Heaven!

CVII.

HY M N V.

ESU, my Hope, my Joy, my Reſt,

Indulge me in this one Requeſt,

Thou know'ſt what I would ſay,

- - My
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:

*

-

My every Want to Thee is known, " . . . .” "

Thou hear'ſt th' unutterable Groan, . . . . .

Thou hear'ſt thy Spirit pray. , - . * *

>

Give me The Thing Thou longſt to give,

The Thing for which Thou here didſt live

A Life of Grief and Pain; .

Give me the dearly-purchas'd Good, ... cº ".",

Bought with thy Heart's laſt Drop of Blood,

Nor live, nor die in vain. : . . . . . * *

Give me what God to Thee did give, -

The Grace Thou didſt for me receive, " : * > . .

When all thy Pangs were o'er; -

Send down thy Spirit from above, *-

Spirit of Power, and Health, and Love,

And let me fin no more. - -

-

- . . . . --

I aſk nor Joy, nor Life, nor Eaſe,

I aſk not Earthly Happineſs,

But Purity within; , ,

On Others, Lord, thoſe Gifts beſtow, ' "

But let me ceaſe from Sin'below, -

But let me ceaſe from Sin.' " -

- -y

Haſten to grant my ſole Requeſt, .

. Take me into that Second Reſt,

That glorious Liberty,

And let me then my Soul reſign, -

Receiv'd into the Arms Divine, - . . . . . .

Forever loſt in Thee. -

-

CVIII.

Sun ſland thou ſtill upon Gibeon.
* -

HY M N VI."

RM of the Lord, awake, ariſe, - º

A. And ſave a Soul that hangs on Thee,
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Put on thy Strength, and bow the Skies,

And work thy antient Work in me,

Thy Grace Miraculous diſplay,

The rapid Courſe of Nature ſtay.

My jo/ºua, bid the Sun ſtand ſtill, *

Suſpend the Storm in mid Career, -

Arreſt the Torrent of my Will, - i.

Reſtrain me from the Sin I fear, .

The Power of Loving Faith impart,

And fix my poor unſettled Heart.

Jesus, my Conſtant Jesus ſtand

Betwixt my Boſom-Sin and Me: - -

Nature ſubmits to thy Command, -

All Things are poſſible to Thee;

Thou infinite in Love and Power,

Preſerve me, that I fin no more.

—

CIX.

Hy M N VII.

Gal. v. 17. The Fleft luffeth againſ the Spirit,

but the Spirit againſt the Fle/4 (and theſe are

contrary the one to the other) that ye may not

do the things which ye would.

W 7 HILE Pride and Self remain within, …

While ought of the Old Adam lives,

The fleſhly Principle of Sin

Againſt the Spirit luſts, and ſtrives;

We groan our evil Heart to feel,

Children in CHRIST, and carnal ſtill.

But God is to his Promiſe juſt,

And arms us with Sufficient Grace,

The Spirit exerts a ſtronger Luſt,

We need not once to Sin give place;

|
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! we a not yield to fied and blood,

Or do the Things which Nature wou'd.

3 Who in the Spirit walk, and live,

Their fleſhly Luſts ſhall not fulfill;

O God, thy Saying we receive, -

And wait to prove thy perfeół Will, tº

To Sin we will no longer bow, * -

It ſhall not have Dôminion Now.

4. It ſhall not always vex us here, - - -

| But loſe its Being with its Reign;

Thou, Lord, ſhalt in our Fleſh appear,

And Sin ſhall then no more remain;

The Devil's Works deſtroy'd ſhall be, , , ,

And all our Souls be fill'd with Thee.

—º —

CX.

H Y M N VIII.

1 TESU, come, my Hope of Glory,

J Purify Me, that I

; May with Saints adore Thee.

2 Big with earneſt Expectation,

Still I fit at thy Feet,

Longing for Salvation.

3 My poor Heart vouchſafe to dwell in,

Make me Thine, Love Divine,

By thy Spirit's Sealing.

Give me, Lord, thy Holy Spirit,

Let me ſee All in Thee,

All in Thee inherit.

Thou
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5 Thou haſ laid the ſure Foundation: . . . "

Q my Hope, Build me up, . . . . . . . . . .

Finiſh thy Creation. * - -,

6 From this Inbred Sin deliver,

Let the Yoke. Now be broke, '. x -

Make me Thine for ever. . . . -

7 Partner of thy perſea Nature, ". . . . . . . .
Let me be Now in Thee

A New Sinleſs Creature. . . . . . . . .

8 Perſea when I walk before Thee,
Soon, or late, Then tranſlate . . .

To the Realms of Glory. - -

9 Then the Bliſsful sight be given, - -- -

Then to gaze On thy Face - -

This be All my Heaven. :
** - .

- . . .

- - - - - - - - - - - -
- w - -

CXI. . . . . . . .

HYMN IX,
. . . . . - - - - -

-

- -

Luke i. 68, &c. . . . . .

1 To List be the Lord! by Earth and Heaven

B For ever bleſt be ſºael's GoD ! -

imſelf He hath to Sinners given,

His Son. He hath on All beſtow'd.

2 GoD was in CHRIST, and dwelt with Men,

The Father ſent, his only Son,

To bring us to his Arms again,

And make a ſinful World his own.
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3 He to Himſelf hath reconcil'd

The Whole of Adam's Rebel Race,

The World by Sin deſtroy'd, defil'd, -

May all be cleans'd, and ſav'd by Grace.

4 Jesus for Us our God rais'd up,

. Jesus Almighty to redeem,

The Nation's Joy, Deſire, and Hope,

Who all may now be ſav'd thro' Him.

5 Salvation is in Jesu's Name,

The Lord of David, and his Son;

To ſave a World from Heaven He came,

To perfect all our Souls in One.

6 The Father hath his Word fulfil'd,

The Prophecies of Antient Days,

Honour'd his Meſſengers, and ſeal’d

The Records of his promis'd Grace.

7 He by the Holy Men of old, . . ;

His Prophets ſince the World begun,

The great Salvation hath foretold,

Salvation in his Dying Son.

8 Salvation from our Foes within,

From Death, and Hell, and Satan's Chains,

Salvation from the Power of Sin,

Salvation from its Laſt Remains.

9 His Word for ever ſhall endure, º

His Word doth now on Us take place, º

He made it to our Fathers ſure, -*

The Promiſe of his perfect Grace.

, o The Cove'nant of Redemption He,

The faithful GoD, hath call'd to mind,

The Cove’nant from All Sin to free

The captive Souls of All Mankind.

Vo L. II. - O The
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* I The Oath he hath to Abraham ſworn,

That all Mankind ſhould in his Seed

Be bleſt, and find a Power to turn,

And live from Sin for ever freed.

12 Yes, with a ſolemn Oath the Lord

Hath Us, ev'n Us, engag’d to bleſs,

To free, and hallow by his Word,

And cleanſe from all Unrighteouſneſs,

13 From all our Foes, our Sins redeem,

The * Poſſible Offence remove,

And make us pure, and all like Him,

Renew'd, and perfected in Love.

14 Perfeót in Love, that caſts out Fear,

We here ſhall his Commands fulfil,

Walk in the Light, and ſee Him here,

And anſwer all his Righteous Will.

1 5 In all his glorious Image bright

We here ſhall ſerve Him all our Days,

And then with Saints in Heavenly Light

Record his everlaſting Praiſe.

CXII. All Things are poſſible to him

that believeth.

H Y M N X.

I LL. Things are poſſible to Him,

That can in Jesu's Name believe:

LoRD, I no more thy Truth blaſpheme,

Thy Truth I lovingly receive;

I can, I do believe in Thee,

All Things are poſſible to me.

* i. e. The Paſibility of offending.

The
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*

2 The moſt Impoſſible of all,

Is, that I e'er from Sin ſhould ceaſe;

Yet ſhall it be: I know, it ſhall:

Jesus, look to thy Faithfulneſs!

If Nothing is too hard for Thee,

All Things are poſſible to me. -

.

3 I without Sin on Earth ſhall live,

Ev’n I, the Chief of Sinners I:

Thy Glory, Lord, to Thee I give,

O God of Truth, Thou canſt not lie;

What Thou haſt ſaid ſhall ſurely be:

All Things are poſſible to me.

4 Though Earth and Hell the Word* ſay,

The Word of GoD can never fail:

The Lamb ſhall take my Sins away,

'Tis certain, though Impoſſible;

The Thing Impoſſible ſhall be:

All Things are poſſible to me.

; When Thou the Work of Faith haſ wrought,

I here ſhall in thine Image ſhine, -

Nor ſin in Deed, or Word, or Thought;

Let Men exclaim, and Fiends repine,

They cannot break the firm Decree:

All Things are poſſible to me.

6 Th'unchangeable Decree is paſt,

The ſure predeſtinating Word,

That I, who on my Lord am caſt, -

I ſhall be like my Sinleſs Lord: . . . .

'Twas fixt from all Eternity: : ,-

All Things are poſſible to me. * 3: .

- *

7 Thy Mouth, O Lord, hath ſpoke, hath ſworn

That I ſhall ſerve Thee without Fear, a

Shall find the Pearl which Others ſpurn,

Holy, and pure, and perfect here,

O 2 The
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The Servant As his Lord ſhall be:

All Things are poſſible to me.

All Things are poſſible to Gop,

To CHR 1st the Power of GoD in Man,

To me, when I am all renew’d,

When I in CHR1st am born again,

And witneſs, from All Sin ſet free,

All Things are poſſible to me.

CXIII. This is the Vićiory!

H Y M N XI. .

URRounded by an Hoſt of Foes,

Storm'd by an Hoſt of Foes within,

Nor ſwift to fly, nor ſtrong to’ oppoſe,

Single againſt Hell, Earth, and Sia,

Single, yet undiſmay’d I am:

I dare believe in Jesu's Name.

What though a thouſand Hoſts engage,

A thouſand Worlds, my Soul to ſhake,

I have a Shield ſhall quell their Rage,

Shall drive the Alien Armies back,

Pourtray'd it bears a bleeding Lamb:

I dare believe in Jesu's Name.

Me to retrieve from Satan's Hands,

Me from this evil World to free,

To purge my Sins, and looſe my Bands,

And ſave from All Iniquity,

My Lord and God, from Heaven he came:

I dare believe in Jesu's Name.

4 Salvation in his Name there is,

Salvation from Sin, Death, and Hell,

Salvation into Glorious Bliſs,

How great Salvation who can tell!

.
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But All He hath for Mine I claim:

I dare believe in Jesu's Name.
** - * *

H y M N XII. . .

MATT. xi. Come unto me—Learn of me, &c.

|

cxlv.

|

OVELY Lamb, I come to Thee, ,i

Thou haſt oft invited me;

Surely now I would be bleſt,

Give me now the Promis'd Reſt.

| 2 All my Buſineſs and Concern. . . . ;

Is of Thee, my Lamb, to learn; -

Shew me thy firſt Leſſon ſhew,

Now alas! I nothing know.

3 Gentle Thou, and meek in Heart,

All Humility Thou art;

Full of Wrath, and Pride I am,

How unlike my lowly Lambº!

4. But Thou canſt my Soul transform,

; Humble an aſpiring Worm,

My unbroken Spirit break,

Make the Angry Leopard meek.

Thou canſt make me as 'Thou art, :

Sink the Proud, and tame the Wild,

Change me to a little Child. - .

6 Turn me, LoRD, and turn me Now, -

To thy Yoke my Spirit bow;

Grant me Now the Pearl to find.

Ofa meek and quiet Mind, ... " -

O 3 Calm,

:

i

|

5 Thou art greater than my Heart,

|

ſ
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7 Calm, O calm my troubled Breaſt,

Let me gain that Second Reſt,

From my Works for ever ceaſe,

Perfected in Holineſs.

8 Soon, or later then remove,

* Take me to my Reſt above:

All's alike to me, ſo I

In my LoRD may live, and die.
-

*... -->
-

-

CXV.

H. Y M N XIII.

t Y Jesus, my Lamb,

I truſt in thy Name,

And all thy unſearchable Riches I claim.

2 For me Thou haſt died,

Thy Blood is applied;

I am come to the Fountain of Jesus's Side.

3 The Earneſt I prove,

Thy Spirit doth move, [Love.

And melt my hard Heart with a Spark of thy

4. Yet can I not reſt,

*Till perfectly bleſt

I lean every Moment on Jesus's Breaſt.

What Tongue cannot tell - -

In Believing I feel, - [Seal?

The Pledge and the Witneſs; but where is the

6 The Seal is ſecure, -

And keeps my Heart pure:

This, this is the Proof I ſhall always endure.

For

t

t
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7 For this do I call **

On my Jesus, my All;

O tell me by Love that I never ſhall fall; .

8 That I never ſhall fin :

O waſh my Heart clean: [in.

Now, Lord, thy Immoveable Kingdom brin

is

9 Thy Nature impart, ,

My Soul to convert, [my Heart.

And 'ſtabliſh the Thing Thou haſt wrought in

1o My Alpha is here,

Thou always art near,

But in me, my LoRD, The Omega appear.

11 Thy Gifts that are paſt * . . .

. Behind me I caſt: [Laſt.

The Beginning, and Firſt, be the End, and the

12 Now, now let me feel,

Thou in me doſt dwell;

To the Day of Redemption, O Comforter, ſeal.

13 Return from above -

In the Spirit of Love, [move.

And the Mountain of Sin by thy Preſence re

". . .

... 1; Then ſhall I be clean,

14 For This do I pray, -

Nothing elſe can I ſay,

But, Take the Occaſion of Stumbling away.

And live without Sin, " . . . [within.

"Till the Life of my Jesus breaks out from

16 My Body that dies

With Advantage ſhall riſe, [Skies.

And be faſhion'd like his, when we meetin º:

4.



164 HYMNs and SACRED Poems.”

17 In the Skies we ſhall meet;

Who am now at thy Feet,

I at thy Right Hand in thy Kingdom ſhall ſit:-

18 I the Glory ſhall ſee

Thou haſt purchas'd for me,

And inherit my Heaven of Heavens in Thee.

CXVI.

H Y M N XIV.

ESU, caſt a pitying Eye,

Humbled at thy Feet I lie,

Fain within thy Arms would reſt,

Fain would lean upon thy Breaſt;

Thruſt my Hand into thy Side, - - - - -

Always in the Cleft abide, -

Never from thy Wounds depart, -

Never leave thy bleeding Heart. . . .

Surely I have Pardon found, -

Grace doth more than Sin abound, -

God, I know, is pacified,

Thou for me, for me haſt died: - -

But I cannot reſt herein, *

All my Nature ſtill is Sin, - -

Comforted I will not be, * *

*Till my Soul is all like Thee. - - .*

See my burthen'd, fin-ſick Soul,

Give me Faith, and make me whole, *-

Finiſh thy gréat Work of Grace, - S

Cut it ſhort in Righteouſneſs: -

Speak the Second Time, Be clean,

Take away my Power to fin,

Now the Stumbling-block remove,

Caſt it out by perfect Love. ' - -

. . . Nothing

2
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4. Nothing leſs will I require,

Nothing more can I deſire;

None but CHRIST to me be given,

None but CHRIST in Earth, or Heaven.

O that I might now decreaſe I

O that all I am might ceaſe !

Let me into Nothing fall, -

Let my Lord be All in All! ---------.

CVII.

H Y M N xv.

1 TESU, my good and faithful Lord,

To Thee with Confidence I fly;

Thang upon thy changeleſs Word,

The Truth itſelf can never lie;

I have the Promiſes I claim,

Whate'er I aſk in Jesu's Name.

2 The Word thy bleſſed Lips hath paſt,

Aſk, and ye ſhall the Grace receiye,

Seek, and be ſure to find at laſt,

Knock, and I will Admittance give;

Ye ſhall whate'er ye aſk obtain,

Ye cannot ſeek my Face in vain.

3 O Jesus, full of Truth, and Grace,

Thy Love and Faithfulneſs I plead,

Thine all containing Word embrace,

Thou knowſt alas, I all Things need,

But only One I now implore;

I aſk, that I may fin no more.

CXVIII.
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3

CXVIII.

H Y M N XVI.

ET thee behind me, Fiend! no more

To Fleſh or Thee I credit give;

The Snare is broke, the Charm is o'er,

In Jesus I at laſt believe;

Whate’er I want, whate'er I claim,

Is mine thro' Faith in Jesu's Name.

Faith aſks Impoſſibilities,

Impoſſibilities are given;

And I, ev'n I, from Sin ſhall ceaſe,

And live on Earth the Life of Heaven;

I dare believe thro' Jesu's Power,

That I, ev'n I, ſhall ſin no more.

Thy every faithful Promiſe, Lord,

I bring to bear againſt my Sin,

Thy Pardning, and thy Hallowing Word,

Thy Power, and Will to make me clean,

Thy Truth, and Love, are on my Part,

And all Thou haſt, and all Thou art.

. CXIX.

HY M N XVII.

HAT is the Reaſon of my Hope,

My Hope to live and fin no more?

After his Likeneſs to wake up,

And God in Spirit, and Truth adore,

To ſerve Him as the Hoſts above

In perfeót Peace, and perfect Love?

Faith



HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs. 167

2 Faith in the Blood of CHR is ºr I have ;

He freely lov’d, and died for me:

Sinners He came from Sin to ſave,

From All, from All Iniquity;

Without the Camp He deign'd to die,

Us by his Blood to ſanctify. -

3 His Blood ſhall ſam&ify throughout

My Spirit, Soul, and Body here:

Becauſe He died, I cannot doubt,

Becauſe He died, I cannot fear;

His Blood ſhall make me pure within,

His Blood ſhall cleanſe me from all Sin.

4 He wills, that I ſhould holy be,

He promiſes to make me clean,

His Oath confirms the ſure Decree;

The Remnant, and the Root of Sin

The God of Truth hath ſworn to ſlay,

And take its Being all away.

5 God hath ordain'd, that I ſhould ſee

In perfect Holineſs his Face,

Retrieve his Image here, and be

Forever ſančtified by Grace;

His Truth, and Power, and Mercy join,

The Will, and Word, and Oath Divine. -

6 Here then my Foot of Faith ſtands ſure,

And Earth, and Hell in vain deny;

I ſhall be pure as God is pure, -

Holy as God is holy I, --

Perfect, as God is perfect, riſe, -

And take my Manſion in the Skies.

3.&&. *

cxx.
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CXX.

H Y M N XVIII.

I IGHT of Life, Seraphick Fire,

Love Divine, Thyſelf impart,

Every fainting Soul inſpire,

Shine in every drooping Heart,

Every mournful Sinner chear,

Scatter all our guilty Gloom;

Son of God 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 leſs:

Thou art all our Heart's Deſire,

All our Joy, and all our Peace,

Whom but Thee have we in Heaven,

Whom have we on Earth but Thee?

Only Thou to Us be given,

All beſides is Vanity;

Grant us Love, we aſk no more,

Every other Gift remove;

Pleaſure, Fame, and Wealth, and Power,

Still we all enjoy in Love.

7

CXXI.

H Y M N XIX.

r God, was ever Heart like Mine!

So fick of every ſore Diſeaſe,

So falſe, ſo contrary to Thine,

So full of deſperate Wickedneſs!

.
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z Se weak, ſo impotent, ſo blind,

So earthly, ſenſual, deviliſh All! .

What Words of Horror can I find

To pićture out my Total Fall?

3 My Total Fall. I never knew,”

"Till I had taſted of thy Grece,

Thy Spirit then the Veil withdrew,

And ſhew'd the Inbred Monſter's Face.

4. The Man of Sin, the Myſtery

Of Wickedneſs Thou haſt reveal’d,

(Sure Pledge of Good!) my Plague I ſee;

My Plague I know, ſhall all be heal’d!

5 A perfeót Soundneſs Faith ſhall give,

A perfect Holineſs below; . . . .

Jesu, I in thy Blood believe, ,

Thy Blood ſhall waſh me white as Snow...

6. The Loſs I by the firſt ſuſtain . . . . ~

The ſecond Adam ſhall repair:

I ſhall the Life of God regain, . . . . . .

The Image of the Heavenly bear. . .

7 Let Others from Themſelves remove, .

And chaſe Salvation far away;

But Thou canſt perfect me in Love,

Canſt perfect me in Love to-day.

8 Let Others madly hug their Chains,

Their Idol of Inbeing Sin;

I cannot plead for Sin's Remains,

When Thou haſt ſaid, Ye ſhall be clean.

9 If Thou haſt Power and Will to ſave,

Sav'd to the utmoſt I ſhall be,

The Fulneſs of the Godhead have;

For all the Godhead is in Thee.

*

Vol. II. P CXXII
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CXXII.

H Y M N XX.

1, TESU, Thou Strength of all that turn

The Battle to the Gate,

Behold us for thy Glory burn,

"And for thy Kingdom wait.

2 O that thy Foes were all ſubdued,

In Bonds of Love confin'd,

And forc'd to own th' All-cleanſing Blood,

That flow'd for all Mankind.

3 Captain of our Salvation, hear,

Saviour of Human Race,

Appear, in thy own Cauſe appear,

And vindicate thy Grace.

4 Thy Grace for All divinely free

Doth every Sinner call;

Thou draweſt All Men unto Thee, -

For Thou haſt purchas'd All.

5 Lo! here we are, thy Truth to prove,

To witneſs Thou art good,

To aſſert thine Univerſal Love,

And All-redeeming Blood.

6 Thy Blood from All Iniquity

Redeems, and makes us clean;

From Pride, and Self its ſets us free,

From All Indwelling Sin.

7 The Spirit's Living Law it writes

Upon our Inward Parts,

Our new-born Souls to GoD unites,

And purifies our Hearts.

*
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8 It keeps our Mind in perfect Peace,

- Thy Kingdom it brings in,

Thine Everlaſting Righteouſneſs,

And makes an End of Sin.

9 This Sovereign Antidote expels

The Poiſon from our Veins;

Our old congenial Sickneſs heals,

And purges all our Stains.

ſ

io A perfeót Soundneſs it imparts,

Deſtroys the Carnal Mind,

l And forms in all believing Hearts

The Saviour of Mankind.

1 1 Come then, dear Lamb, for Sinners ſlain,

Bring in the cleanſing Flood;

Apply, to waſh out every Stain,

Thine efficacious Blood.

12 O let it ſink into our Soul

Deep as the Inbred Sin,

Make every wounded Spirit whole,

And every Leper clean.

13 Thy Sanétifying Word is ſure;

LoRD, we our Sins confeſs,

Faithful and Juſt, O make us pure

From All Umrighteouſneſs.

14 Such Power belongeth unto Thee,

Thy Saying we receive;

We ſhall be pure in Heart, and ſee

Thy Smiling Face, and live.

15 LoRD, we believe, and with calm Zeal

For this our Faith contend,

Waiting till Thou Thyſelf reveal,

And hoping to the End.

-- P 2 Our
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16 Our high, and holy Calling's Prize

We earneſtly purſue;

Nor fear we, leaſt our Thoughts ſhould riſe,

Above what Thou canſt do."
-

17 Thy Goodneſs, O all-gracious Lord,

- ls equal to thy Power;

And we ſhall try thy utmoſt Word,

And we ſhall fin no more.
- *

,

18 Thou willeſt, and it muſt be done,

That we ſhould holy be;

And we ſhall live to Thee alone,

And we ſhall die to Thee: -

CXXIII. For any who think they

have already attained.

H Y M N XXI.

&I MNI poºrENT, Omniſcient Lord, -

Preſent in Heaven, and Earth, and Hell,

- Spirit, and Soul-dividing Word,

Searcher of Hearts unſearchable,

Behold us with thine Eyes of Flame,

And tell me what by Grace I am.

2. We would not our own Souls deceive, -

Or fondly reſt in Grace Begun:

Thy wiſe diſcerning Unction give,

And make us know as we are known;

Search, and try out our Hearts, and Reins,

And ſhew if Sin in us remains. - - -

Thou only knowſt what is in Man;

Ev’n now we taſte the Heavenly Powers;

3 Thy Thoughts and Ways are not as Ours, - º

But tell us, Are we born again? -
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Are we redeem'd from Inbred Sin?

What ſaith the Oracle within

4 Shine on the Work Thyſelf haſt wrought,

If Thou haſt wrought the Work in me:

Or ſhew us, if we know Thee not:

Am I, my God, ſtopt ſhort of Thee?

The powerful, quick Convićtion dart,

And ſhine in every naked Heart.

5 Thou woud'ſt not have thy Children ſtray,

Thou never canſt miſlead the Blind;

If brought into thy perfect Way,

O let us now the Witneſs find,

And ſhout to hearthy ſpeaking Blood,

And eccho to the Voice of God.

6 Touching this Thing we all agree,

- Father, to aſk in Jesu's Name,

That each his true Eſtate may ſee:

| In Faith we now the Promiſe 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 helpleſs Spirits right,

That All may ſee thy perfect Day,

May all thy glorious Fulneſs prove,

Thy Depth of Everlaſting Love.

CXXIV. Another.

H Y N M XXII.

| r OME, Thou Omniſcient Son of Man,

Diſplay 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’ accurſed Thing

Far from our Souls 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 Lord, divide,

And Joints and Marrow part.

Look thro' us with thine Eyes of Flame,

The Clouds and Darkneſs chaſe;

And ſhew me what by Sin I am,

And what I am by Grace.

5 We would not of our Ourſelves conceive

Above what Thou haſt done;

But ſtill to Thee the Matter leave,

"Till Thou ſhalt make it known.

6 We would not, Lord, Ourſelves conceal,

But walk in Open Day;

We pray Thee, all our Sin reveal,

And purge it all away.

7 Whate'er offends thy Glorious Eyes

Far from our Hearts remove,

As Duſt before the Whirlwind flies,

Diſperſe it by thy Love.

8 Then let us all thy Fulneſs know,

From every Sin ſet free:

Sav'd, to the utmoſt ſav'd below,

And perfeółly like Thee.

º

CXXV.
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cxxv.

H y M N xxiii.

PHILIP. iii. 13.

I Cº. E, let us who to Christ are join'd,

Forgetting ſtill the Things behind,

This only Thing perfiſt to do,

Our Calling's glorious Prize purſue.

2 Our Works, and Gifts, and Graces paſt,

All, all behind our Back be caſt,

This, only This remembred be,

Jesus hath died for us; for me.

3 He died, that We to Him might live,

Might all his. Righteouſneſs receive,

Fulneſs of Love, and Health, and Power;

He died, that We might fin no more.

4. He ſhed his Blood to waſh us clean

From all Unrighteouſneſs, and Sin,

To ſave from All Iniquity;

Jesus hath died for us; for me.

; He died that we might be made whole,
Holy in Body, Spirit, Soul,

Might do his Will like Thoſe above, .

Renew’d in all the Life of Love. -

6 Lay the Foundation then no more,

Reach forth unto the Things before,

On to the Prize undaunted preſs,

And ſeize the Crown of Righteouſneſs.

7 we ſhall the End of Faith attain,

The Uttermoſt Salvation gain,

(Our
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(Our Calling's Hope, our Calling's Prize,

The Tree of Life in Paradiſe.)

8 Shall taſte the Manna of his Grace,

And pure in Heart behold his Face,

Our Jesus ſhall Himſelf impart,

And cleanſe, and fill the Sinleſs Heart,

9 His Nature to our Souls make known,

And write the Name in the white Stone,

We all ſhall all his Fulneſs prove,

And find the Pearl of perfect Love.

CXXVI.

H Y M N XXIV.

EPHEs. iv. 8, 11, &c.

t ET all Mankind in CHR1st rejoiceſ

- The LokD is riſen for You, and me,

Aſcending with a merry Noiſe,

He captive led Captivity.

2 Our Jesus is gone up on high,

And Gifts He hath receiv'd for Men,

He ſends his Spirit to purify.

Our Souls from every finful Stain.

Teachers He gives our Souls to feed,

The Word of Truth and Grace tº impart,

Diſpenſers of the Living Bread,

And Paſtors after his own Heart.

4 He makes them apt to teach, and guide

The Flock with Wiſdom from above,

"Till all are wholly ſančtified

Thro' Faith, and perſeded in Love.
The

:
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5 The glorious Miniſtry Divine

For This He did on Earth ordain,

Nor can He miſs of his Deſign,

Or ſend his Meſſengers in vain.

6 They, under Him, his Church ſhall build,

And lead his feebleſt People on,

'Till all our Souls with God are fill'd,

For ever ſančtified in One.

7 Believing on our Common Lord,

*Till we his Image here regain,

Experiencing his utmoſt Word, º

And brought unto a perfect Man.

8 'Till farther ſtill by Faith we go,

And nearer view the Opening Skies,

And more and more like CH R1st below,

To all his glorious Stature riſe.

9 That Higheſt Point of Love Divine,

To All That Heaven we here arrive,

And then our parting Souls reſign,

And ceaſe at once to grow, and live.

1o This is his Acceptable Will,

That We on Earth ſhould holy be,

The Fulneſs of his Spirit feel,

And live from Sin for ever free.

11 No more in our Imperfeót State,

Feeble, and Babes in Christ no more,

But Strong in Him, and truly great,

And fill'd with all his Love and Power.

12 Children we liv'd, alas! too long, -

Toſt to and fro with every Wind,

And many a falſe, deceitful Tongue .

Subverted our unſtable Mind.

Car

\
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_`

13 Carried about from God's own Ways,

At every ſmooth Seducer's Will,

We left the Channels of his Grace,

And ſlothfully at laſt ſtood ſtill.

14 With Speeches fair, and glozing Lies -

They watch'd, and ſtrove to caſt us down,

Remove us from our Calling's Prize,

O'erturn our Faith, and take our Crown. "

15 But let us now the Promiſe prove,

And perfect Holineſs below,

Hold faſt, and ſpeak the Truth in Love,

And up to CHR1st in all Things grow.

16 We all ſhall gain what we purſue,

Be pure in Heart, and Saints indeed,

Grafted in Christ, and Creatures new;

The Members ſhall be like their Head.

17 From Him the Quickning Spirit flows, *

And lo! the Social Members join,

The well-compačted Body grows,

And ſwells with Energy Divine.

18 By That which every Joint ſupplies

The whole doth ſtill increaſe, and move,

*Till all-compleat the Body riſe,

And perfectly built up in Love.

CXXVII.

H Y M N XXV.

r OME let us ariſe,

And aim at the Prize,

The Hope of our Calling on this Side the Skies.

By

º
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*

2. By Works let us ſhew

That Jesus we know,

While ſteadily on to Perfection we go. .

3 But may we not ſtrive,

Yet never arrive

To be Saints, or to live without Sin, while alive?

4 - No, no, never fear,

If we look for Him here,

But our Uttermoſt Saviour in Us ſhall appear.

5 We dare not believe,

That GoD can deceive,

And never intend what He promis'd to give.

6 He hath ſaid, from all Sin

Ye here ſhall be clean,

All-holy, all-pure, and all glorious within,

We reſt on his Word,

We ſhall here be reſtor'd

To his Image; the Servant ſhall be as his Lorp.

8 Our Faith is not vain,

We are ſure to regain

The Nature Divine of the Heavenly Man.

9 Then let us not ſtop,

But continue in Hope

Rejoicing, 'till All in his Image wake up;

1o His Purity ſhare,

His Charaćter bear,

And the Truth of his hallowing Promiſe declare.

11 Thus, thus let us ſtay,

And wait for the Day

When the Angels are ſent to condućt us away.

When
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12 When with, Joy we remove

. To our Brethren above, . . . . -

And fly up to Heaven in a Chariot of Love.

cxxviii.

H Y M N XXVI.

LL Glory, and praiſe To Jesus our Lord,

A. We witneſs his Grace, And Life-giving.

Word,

Poor Juſtified Sinners His Goodneſs we prove,

The weakeſt Beginners In Jesus his Love. . . .

His Love we proclaim, And publiſh abroad,

The Blood of the Lamb Hath brought us toGoD :

He purchas'd our Pardon, Who died in our ſtead,

The uttermoſt Farthing Our Surety hath paid.

He died from All Sin Qur Souls to redeem,

And we ſhall be clean, And finleſs thro' Him,

The End of his Paſſion Accompliſh’d ſhall be,

And all his Salvation We ſhortly ſhall ſee.

Then let us go on, "Till Jesus appear,

And give us the Crown Of Righteouſneſs here;

*Till juſtified fully His Promiſe we prove,

All happy, and holy, And perfect in Love."

A.

CXXIX.

H Y M N xxvii.

E Servants of GoD, who truſt in his Son,

And feel that his Blood For All did atone,

Your Songs of Thankſgiving Delightfully raiſe,

And praiſe Him by Living to Jesus his Praiſe. .
Believe

<!

2.

!
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-

*

.

2 Believe on his Name, "Till inwardly clean

Ye live without Blame, Ye live without Sin;

Go on to Perfeótion, Thro' Jesus his Power,

Make ſure your Election, And Sin is no more.

Cxxx.

HY M N XXVIII.

John i. 12. As many as received him, to them

gave he Power to become the Sons of God, even

to them that believe on his Name.

1 TESUS, in thine All-ſaving Name

We ſtedfaſtly believe,

nd lo! the promis'd Power, we claim,

Which Thou art bound to give:

Power to become the Sons of God,

An all-ſufficient Power,

We look to have on Us beſtow'd

A Power to fin no more.

2 We yield to be 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 GoD and Man,

Both in One Perſon join'd,

To finiſh the Redeeming Plan,

To reſcue all Mankind. -

3. On both thy Natures we rely,
Neither can ſave alone;

The God could not for Sinners die,

The Man could not atone. .

The Merit of a Suffering God

Hath bought our perfect Peace,

It ſtamp'd the Value on that Blood,

Which fign'd our Soul's Releaſe. *

Vol. II. Q_ Thy
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4 Thy pretious Blood hath waſh'd away

The Univerſal Sin;

And every Child of Adam may

Have all thy Life brought in.

Thy Office is To teach, and Bleſs,

To' Atone, and Sanétify;

Ready the Spirit of thy Grace

Thy Merits to apply.

5 To Thee, O Christ, the Praiſe we

Thy threefold Funètion fing,

The Lord's Anointed One receive,

Our Prophet, Prieſ, and King.

Thou, only Thou, our Wiſdom art,

Our Strength and Righteouſneſs;

Sprinkle, Inform, and Rule our Heart,
Vićtorious Prince of Peace.

* . . . .

-

---

6 Fooliſh, we come to learfi of Thee, -

Guilty, to be forgiven,

Roor, ſinful Worms to be made free "

From Sin, and fit for Heaven.

Teach us the perfect Will of God,

For us, and in us pray;

Waſh us in thine all-cleanſing Blood;

Thy Kingly Power diſplay.

7 Thy Kingly Power in Us exert,

Our rebel Heart ſubdue ; - -

More than ſubdue our rebel Heart,

Thine utmoſt Virtue ſhew.

Shew us thy Sanétifying Grace, , .

And take our Sin away ; , , ,

Its Being utterly eraſe, -

All, all its Relicks ſlay.

3 Jesu, we in thy Name believe,

Which Fiends and Men deny,

Tººhem we dare not credit give . . .
*Who give our GoD the Lie.

give,

tº iºtt i

tº ºn 1

- ºr - I - I

I

* > .

•

-'

º
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ſ

Jesus, the Power of Jesu's Name

Our finleſs Souls ſhall feel; * *

w -

Lord, we believe Thee ſtill the ſame

An utmoſt Saviour ſtill. . . . . . . . . ;

- is ºf , ; , t , t , º, . . . .

9 Thou wilt to Us thy Name impart, a, , ,

Thou bear'ſt it not in vain : 2 tº ºf £ºf

WhatThou art call'd, Thou ſurely art, , , ,
* . Saviour of ſinful Man. -

Into thy Name, thy Nature, we . . . .” -- .

Aſſuredly believe, . . "

Jesus from Sin, Thee, only Thee . . . . . .

ſ Our Jesus we receive. -

io Our Jesus Thou from future Woe,

| From preſent Wrath Divine,

Shalt ſave us from our Sins below,

And make our Souls like Thine.

s Jesus from all the Power of Sin,

From all the Being too,

Thy Grace ſhall make us throughly clean,

And perfectly renew. . .

11 Jesus from Pride, from Wrath, from Luſt,...

Our Inward Jesus be, a tº . . . .

From every evil Thought we truſt . . . . . . .

To be redeem'd by Thee. * -- .

When Thou doſt in our Fleſh appear, .

We ſhall the Promiſe prove,

Sav'd into All Perfeótion here, -

Renew'd in finleſs Love. . . . . ;

12 Come, O Thou Prophet, Prieſt, and King,... .

Thou Son of God, and Man, , , , ,

Into our Souls thy Fulneſs bring,

Inſtruct, Atone and Reign. - -

Holy, and Pure, as Juſt, and Wiſe,

We would be in thy Right, -

Leſs than thine All cannot ſuffice, , , ,

We graſp the Infinite. " . . . ."

!

.

º * Q-2 -

-
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Ånd ſhall we trample on thy Blood. . . . . . .
And ſay, “ It cannot ma ; tıştfeam, * * ,

4 : The Flemi, weak, and will prevail;
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Our Jesus Thee, Entire, and Whole "

With willing Heart we take; . .

Fill ours, and every ſaithful Soul

For thy own Mercy's ſake:

We wait to know thine Utmoſt Name, --

Thy Nature's Heavenly Powers, * * * *

One undivided CHR1st we claim, . " " ' -

And All Thou art is Oars. . .''

!--

***

º

—

CXXXI. Let God be true, and every
: Man 'd Liar. º . . . . .” -

fiy M.Nxxxix. '

N D haſt Thou died, Ó Lamb ofGon. -

To take away our Inbred Sin? " ..

*

... The Truth on Earth we cannot know, .

“There's no Perfection here below? "

From Aliquity tº five..." . . . . . . .
To cleanſe from All Umrighteouſneſs, " . . .

Thy Life Thou haſt a Ranſom gave, - •

'ío make the firſt Tranſgreſſion ceaſe, -

To finiſh Sin, my LoRD was ſlain, - -

But died (the Faithleſs cry) invain.

“ Invain was He in Fleſh reveal’d, " " -

... For Sin can never be deſtroy'd; … .* We cannot by hisi. be heal’d, . . t

... we cannot wholly five to Góp; . . . {
« No, though He died to have it done, l

“we cannot live to God alone.”

“We all have our Infirmities, “ .
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• Live without Sin! Impoſſible !

“With God Impoſſible is This: *

• At leaſt He will not ſanctify,

* He will not cleanſe us—’till we die.

Poor, abjećt Souls l they tell Thee, Lorb,

Thou ſhalt not in their Life-time ſave;

Thou never canſt fulfil thy Word, -

Before they drop into the Grave;

But when their Sins no more Can ſtay,

Thou then mayſ, take their Sins away.

: )

The Great Salvation Thou haſt wrought,

They cannot, will not yet receive,

Or bear the intolerable Thought,

While living, without Sin to live;

They keep it to their lateſt Breath,

Sinners in Life, and Saints in Death.

alº

Saints with Holineſs are They,

Ele&t without Ele&tion's Seal,

They Do, yet cannot, fall away; - -

In CHRIsr, and yet in Sin they dwell:

Their Freemen are to Evil ſold,

Their Creatures New are Creatures old. --

Sinners, and Saints at once they are,

They ſend forth bitter Streams and ſweet;

Good Trees, yet Evil Fruit they bear,

And CHR 1st in Them and Belial meet :

Their pure in Heart are all unclean,

And born of God they can't but fin.

No Promiſe can their Wiſdom find

Of ſinleſs Holineſs below ; -

To Sin, and yet to Jesus, join'd : " .

And on they to Perfection go, - *

To what they never can attain, .

As GoD had bid them ſeek invain. . .

Q_3 * * : " Ah!

* * * * * * -
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Io Ah! fooliſh Man, where are thine Eyes,

To ſearch for the Meridian Sun!

Thou canſt not ſee thy Calling's Prize,

Thou will not love thy GoD alone;

Blind thro’ the Love of Sin, thou art,

And ſtill the Veil is on thy Heart.

O that the Veil might now be rent! .

Give up your Sins, ye faithleſs Race,

To part with All for CHRIST conſent,

Accept the Offers of his Grace,

His holy Will ſubmit to prove, . .

And take the Crown of Perfect Love.

*

-

CXXXII.

H y M N xxx.

N D ſhall we then abide in Sin,

Nor hope on Earth to be ſet free?

Hath Jesus bled to waſh us clean,

To ſave from all Iniquity, ,

And can He not his Blood apply,

And cleanſe, and ſave us—'till we die?:

Alas! if Their Report be true,

Who teach that Sin muſt ſtill remain,

If Sin we ſcarcely can ſubdué,

But never Full Redemption gain,

Where is thy Power, Almighty LoRD

Where is thine Everlaſting Word?

- tº... . . .

Where is the Glorious Church below,

From every Spot and Wrinkle free!

The Trees that to Perfeótion grow,

The Saints that blameleſs walk with Thee,

Adorn'd in Linnen white and clean,

The Born of GoD that Cannot ſin! "

:

- *

* --> Where

~

\
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4. Where are in CHRrst the Creatures New;

The Mon’ments of thy Saving Power,

The Witneſſes that God is True,

The Pillars that go out no more,

Th' Election of Peculiar Grace,

The choſen Prieſts, the Royal Race?

5. Where are the Spirits to Jesus join'd,

Freed from the Law of Death and Sin?”

The Saviour's pure and ſpotleſs Mind?

The Endleſs Righteouſneſs brought in?

The Heavenly Man, the Heart Renew’d,

The Living Portraiture of God

6 The Spirit of Power, and Health, and Love,

The Pledge, the Witneſs, and the Seal,

Th’ unerring Unétion from above,

The Glorious Gift Unſpeakable,

n . .

----

The Hidden Life, the wide-ſpread Leaven,

The Law fulfilled in Earth and Heaven!

7 Can the Good God his Grace deny?

Th' Almighty God want Power to ſave?

Th’ Omniſcient err? The Faithful lie?

All, all thy Attributes we have; -

Thy Wiſdom, Power, and Goodneſs join

To ſave us, with an Oath Divine. -

3 Lord, we believe, and reſt ſecure,

Thine utmoſt Promiſes to prove,

To riſe reſtor'd, and throughly pure, - -

In all the Image of thy Love, sº

Fill'd with the Glorious Life Unknown,

Forever ſanctified in One. . . … - . .
- * ---

. . . . . .

-

* = . . . -
exxxiii.
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CXXXIII.

H Y M N XXXI.

I Risoners of Hope, ariſe,

And ſee your Lord 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 God,

Believe, He cries, Believe.

2 The Reconciling Word

We thankfully embrace,

Rejoice in our Redeeming Lord,

A Blood-beſprinkled Race:

We yield to be ſet free,

Thy Council we approve,

Salvation, Praiſe aſcribe to Thee,

And glory in thy Love.

3 Jesus, to Thee we look,

"Till ſav'd from Sin's Remains,

Rejećt the Inbred Tyrant's Yoke,

And caſt away his Chains:

Our Nature ſhall no more

O'er us Dominion have;

By Faith we apprehend the Power,

Which ſhall forever ſave,

4. In ſure and ſtedfaſt Hope

To be redeem'd below,

On to the Holy Mountain's Top

We all exulting go:

---

. We

!

s

.
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… We ſhall the Prize receive,

We ſhall be all renew'd, " " -

Regain thine Image here, and live

The finleſs Life of Gon.

—

CXXXIV. . . . .
-----------, … . . .

HY M N xxxii, i.

I Jesus, at thy Feet we wait, x. º º

'Till Thou ſhalt bid us riſe,..., .

Reſtor'd to our Unfinning State, , , , ,

To Love's ſweet Paradiſe. * : *- : º, . .

2 saviour from Sin we Thee receive, -" - -

From All Indwelling Sin,

Thy Word, we fedfaſtly believe,

Shall make us throughly elean.

3 Still we continue in thy Word,

Our Faith by Works we ſhew,

Expecting to be As our Lord,

And all the Truth to know. . . . . .

4. The Truth that makes us free indeed, , ,

The Living Truth Divine, --

The glorious Fulneſs of our Head

Shall in-his Members ſhine. . .

5 Low D, we believe; and wait the Hour

That brings the Promis'd Grace,

When born of God we fin no more,

But always ſee thy Face.

6 Since Thou wou'dſt have us free from Sin,

And pure as Thoſe above,

Make haſte to bring thy Nature in,

* And perfect us in Love.

* - “..."

The
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7 The Counſel of thy Love fulfil,

Come quickly, gracious Lord, -

Be it according to thy Will, - * -

According to thy Word. -

8 According to our Faith in Thee, - - - - -

Let it to Us be done;" "

Oh! that we all thy Face might ſee,

And know as we are known lº

9 Oh! that the Perfect Gift were given,

The Love diffus’d abroad,

Oh! that our Hearts were all an Heaven

Forever fill'd with GoD !

CXXXV. * º ->

H Y N M xxxiii. -

* T E SUS comes with all his Grace,

Comes to ſave a Fallen Race:

Object of our Glorious Hope,

Jesus comes to lift us up.

2 Let the Living Stones cry out,

Let the Sons of Abraham ſhout,

Praiſe we all our lowly King,

Give Him Thanks, rejoice, and fing.

3 He hath our Salvation wrought,

He our captive Souls hath bought;

He hath reconcil'd to God, -

He hath waſh’d us in his Blood. , -

-

º

4. We are now his lawful Right, r

Walk as Children of the Light;

We ſhall ſoon obtain the Grace

Pure in Heart to ſee his Face. -

Free

. . . .”
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5 Free from Sin we here ſhall live,

Here the End of Faith receive,

The Salvation of our Soul,

º

Perfectly in Christ made whole.

y 6 We have not believ'd in vain, ...

| We ſhall ſurely here obtain

l Full Redemption in his Blood...

We, ev'n We ſhall be like God.

We his Life on Earth ſhall live,

y We his Image ſhall retrieve, * : *

Pure as the firſt finleſs Man,

Modell'd by the perfect Plan.

f 8 We ſhall gain our Calling's Prize, ----

After GoD we all ſhall riſe,

Fill'd with Love, and Joy, and Peace,

Perfeded in Holineſs.

. Let us then rejoice in Hope,

| Steadily to CHR1st look up,

- Truſt to be redeem'd from Sin,

Wait ’till He appears within.

io Fools, and Madmen let us be,

Yet is our ſure Truſt in Thee, . . - -

Faithful is the Promiſe-Word,

We ſhall all be As our Lord.

Let thy every Servant ſay,

I have now receiv'd the Power,

Born of GoD I ſin no more!

2&S)”, “ . .

- - - - -

: ; ".
-

11 Haſten, Lord, the perfect Day, -

|

!

&
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CXXXVI.

H Y M N XXXIV.

t OME let us rejoice In confident Hope

Of hearing the Voice That raiſes us up,

All inwardly glorious, And holy, and clean,

And more than vićtorious O'er Hell, Earth, and

Sin.

2 The Power of our Lord Doth all Things ſubdue, -

We ſhall by his Word Be faſhion'd anew ;

Our Souls and our Bodies Shallbow to his Reign,

The Weakneſs of God is Far ſtronger than Men.

3 Men, Devils agree To tell us in vain

Poor Sinners like Thee Muſt always complain,

“My Leanneſs, my Leanneſs, My Hmbeing Load,

“TheWeakneſsof Men is Far ſtronger than God,

4. But Jesus ſhall ſhew His Fulneſs of Power,

And perfect below, And throughly reſtore

Our Souls to his Nature (If ſtill we purſue)

And ſeal the New Creature Eternally New.

5 The Blood of the Lamb Shall waſh our Hearts

clean,

His Nature and Name Is Freedom from Sin;

This is the Foundation Immoveably ſure,

His mighty Salvation Shall always endure.

CXXXVII.

H Y M N XXXV.

r ET All in thy great Praiſe agree,

x O Saviour of Mankind, Our

s
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;

Qur Saviour to the utmoſt Thee

We ſoon expect to find.

2 Saviour from Sin we Thee receive,

From all Indwelling Sin; - - -

Thy Blood, we ſtedfaſtly believe, *

Shall make us pure within. * *

.
3 We cannot reſt in Sin ſubdued,

Or look for endleſs Wars; -

We ſhall be Conquerors thro' thy Blood,

And more than Conquerors.

.

- - -

*** *

4 Let Others plead for Sin's Remains, . " ' "

Their dear, Inbeing Sin, - -

If all thy Blood can waſh our Stains,

We ſhall be throughly clean. s

5 We dare avow the Goſpel-Hope, a

And wait the Truth to prove,

After thy Likeneſs to wake up, - -

Renew’d in ſinleſs Love.

* -
-

-
*—

" ... CXXXVIII.

H Y M N xxxvi.

I ALv ATI on is in Jesu's Name

S For All who Him receive:

To ſave the World from Heaven He came,

That every Soul might live.

*

2 Thro' Grace we take the purchas'd Grace,

We anſwer to his Call,

The Saviour of Mankind embrace,

My GoD who died for All.

Vol. II. R fis
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3 His Blood, we know, hath bought our Peace, -

We have no Hope beſide, -

By his Imputed Righteouſneſs

We all are juſtified.

4. Sav'd from the Guilt and Power of Sin, º 'º -

For Jesu's Sake forgiven, .- : * * * * *

We truſt to have the Grace brought in, ºf

The New-created Heaven. : º

5 Forgetting ſtill the Things behind, 3.

To'ward the High Prize we preſs, -

And look the pretious Pearl to find, tº

The perfect Holineſs. . . . . . - -

6 We ſhall be wholly ſanāified, . . … …

As many as CHRIST receive,

As ſure as He for Us hath died,

He in our Hearts ſhall live.

CXXXIX. . . .
- H Y M N xxxvii. --

r HE Babes in CHR1st ſhould Nething know

But Jesus Crucified:

Let us, 'till dead to All below, .

In thoſe dear Wounds abide.

2 Then let us follow on, to prove . . . . .

His Reſurre&tion's Power,

Wait to be perfeóted in Love, sº . . .

To riſe, and fall no more! -

3 JESU, our Life, in Us appear,

Who daily die thy Death,

Reveal Thyſelf the Finiſher,

. .” Thy quickning Spirit breathe.
… .º Unfold

!

-
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yſ

.

4. Unfold the Hidden Myſtery,

The Second Gift impart,

Reveal Thy glorious Self in me,

In every waiting Heart. - - -

5 We ſhall attain what we purſue, , -3 tº r, tº 4

Unleſs our Faith is vain; ºr ºr -t, -

If Thou art Good, if Thou art True,

We ſhall the Prize attain;

6 Partake on Earth the Heavenly Bliſs, -

And pure and holy be, º

And perfect as thy Father is, -

And One with God in Thee,

CXL. --

HYMNs for Widows.

r Thou, who pleadſt the Widow's Cauſe,

Who only canſt repair my Loſs,

And ſweeten all my Woe,

- Diſtreſt, diſconſolate, forlorn

Let me in thy dear Boſom mourn,

Nor other Comfort know.

2 A Deſo'late Soul, Thou knowſt, I am,

For Thou haſt call'd me by my Name,

Thy poor Afflićted One,

Haſt in the Fiery Furnace tried,

And choſe 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 Thine: -

º, ºne- R 2. With
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With ſtreaming Eyes The Hand I ſee,

And bow me to the juſt Decree,

And bleſs the Love Divine.

Still would I pour my mournful Tears,

And all my ſolemn Days, or Years,

In ſacred Sadneſs ſpend; -

Inſtant in ſtrong effectual Prayers,

'Till Death releaſe me from my Cares,

And Faith in Viſion end.

For this I in thy Spirit groan,

Forſaken, comfortleſs, alone

I would with GoD abide, -

Cut off from Man, to Jesus cleave,

And never for a Moment leave

My Heavenly Bridegroom's Side.

Allow, dear Lord, the Widow's Plea,

And Oh! ſhut up my Soul with Thee,

Againſt the Nuptial Feaſt;

Make ready for that glorious Day,

And then thy ſpotleſs Bride convey

To thine Eternal Reſt,

CXLI.

H Y M N II.

ET Heathens murmur and complain,

I reſt me here, It is the LoRD

Calls for my Heart's Defire again; -

His Will be done, his Name ador'd!

Who firſt the Pretious Bleſſing lent,

He juſtly hath reſum'd His Own,

I yield Him back with full Conſent:

Thy Name be prais'd, thy Will be done.

Thy
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:

•

Thy Mercy in the Stroke I ſee,

Enter into my God's Deſign, . .

From every fond Engagement free,

Thou wou'dſt my Heart ſhould all be Thine.
*-

Thou wou'dſt that I from Man ſhould ceaſe,

Thou haſt my Earthly Lord remov’d,

That all my Soul might Thee confeſs

My only, as my Bºff-belov’d.

Thy Will I chearfully obey,

From every Creature-Good retreat;

And deſolate delight to ſtay

An happy Mourner at thy Feet.

Devoted to my God below,

My All of Bliſs in Thee I have,

No other Love reſolv'd to know,

No other Bride-bed but the Grave.

CXLII.

H Y M N III.

APPY State of Widowhood'

H State of.Us that mourn to GoD,

Who from all our Comforts torn,

Only live to pray and mourn.

Meaneſt of the Number I

For my old Companion ſigh,

Patiently my Loſs deplore, º

Weep for One who weeps no more.

Me my Conſort hath outrun,

Out of Sight He now is gone,

He his Courſe hath finiſh’d here,

Firſt come to the Sepulchre.

- R 3 Fol
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4. Following on with earneſt Haſte,

'Till my mourning Days are paſt,

I my Partner's Steps purſue.

. I ſhall ſoon be happy too;

5 Find the Eafe for which I pant,

Gain the only. Good I want,

Quietly lay down my Head,

Sink into my Earthen Bed. . . .

6 There my Fleſh ſhall reſt in Hope,

*Till the quicken'd Duſt fly up,

"Till to glorious Life I riſe,

Meet my Huſband in the Skies.

CXLIII.

H Y M N IV. .

I HOU, Lord, who haſt raviſh'd away

The Joy of mine Eyes with a Stroke,

To Thee in my Trouble. I pray,

To Thee for my Comfort I look:

No Help upon Earth can I ſee,

And deeply diſconſolate mourn,

The World is a Deſart to me,

'Till Jesus, and Edin return.

z Thy Favour alone can ſupply

The Place of all other Relief,

The Pity that drops from thine Eye

Aſſwages and quiets my Grief:

A Widow in Want and Diſtreſs, .

If Thee my Defender I prove,

I ſweetly recover my Peace,

And calmly rejoice in thy Love.

Now

.

-



HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs.
* 199

!

-

Now therefore a Spirit receive,

Reſolv’d upon Thee to depend,

And wholly to Thee let me live,

My only Unchangeable Friend:

Preſerve me a Widow indeed,

"Till call'd to my laſting Abode,

From Sorrow eternally freed,

And rapt, to the Boſom of God.

- - -

CXLIV.

H Y M N V.

EEP, ye Common Mourners, weep, "

Tell aloud your ſhallow Woe,

Silent all my Griefs, and deep

In an Even Current flow,

"Till they reach the Peaceful Sea,

Loſt in Calm Eternity. …

Wiſely let me mourn my Dead,

Live according to his Will,

In the Saviour's Footſteps tread,

All my Calling's Works fulfil,

Aćt thro’ Life the Decent Part,

Give to God my Broken Heart.

Happy Soul! What will. He now?

(God and He deſire the ſame)

Wills He I ſhould ſet my Brow,

Glory in my Maſter's Shame,

Him with ſimple Faith confeſs,

Stand with Jesus’ Witneſſes!

Would He I ſhould cloſer cleave

To the Souls that cleave to God

Still into my Heart receive -

All who know th’ Atoning Blood, i.º.
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Only in the Saints delight,

Walk with CHRIST and Them in White?

Teach me, O my Guide, my Friend,

Heavenly Counſelier Divine,

To thy ſecret Purpoſe bend

This Obedient Heart of mine,

Make thine utmoſt Pleaſure known,

All thy Will on me done.

Lead me into every Deed

Which for me Thou haſt 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.

H Y M N VI.

I HOU very Preſent Aid

In Suffering and Diſtreſs,

The Soul, which ſtill on Thee is ſtay'd,

Is kept in perfeót Peace;

The Soul by Faith reclin'd

On his Redeemer’s Breaſt,

Midſt raging Storms exults to find

An Everlaſting Reſt.

2 Sorrow and Fear are gone,

Whene'er thy Face appears,

It ſtills the Sighing Orphan's Moan,

And dries the Widow's Tears,

It hallows every Croſs,

It ſweetly comforts me,

And makes me now forget my Loſs;

And loſe Myſelf in Theč. Peace
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3 Peace to the troubled Heart,

Health to the fin-ſick Mind,

The wounded Spirit's Balm Thou art,

The Healer of Mankind:

In deep Afliction bleſt --.

With Thee I mount above, . . . .

And ſing, triumphantly diſtreſt, ... " '

Thine All-ſufficient Love.

4 Jesus, to whom I fly,

Doth all my Wiſhes fill,

In vain the Creature-Streams are dry,

I have the Fountain ſtill

Stript of my earthly Friends

I find them All in One,

And Peace, and Joy, that never ends,

And Heaven, in CHRIST alone!

-r— –

CXLVI.

H Y M.N. VII.

My tendor hearted Lord, º - -

How ſhall I thy Grace commend? . .

True I find Thee to thy Word,

Thee I find the Widow’s Friend;

Neareſt in our greateſt Need,

Preſent at thy Mourner's Call, -

Thou, O God, art Love indeed, º

Thou, O CHR1st, art All in All.

Of my Earthly All bereav'd,

Thou haſt call’d, and look'd Qn me, º

Me, alas, in Spirit griev'd, . -

Me o'erwhelm'd with Miſery,

By my Other Self forſook,

Poor, diſconſolate, diſtreſt

Thou into thine Arms haſt took,

- Made me on thy Boſom reſt. " . Shaki
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Shall I then my State bemoan,

Mournful State of Widowhood?

Can I call Myſelf alone,

Happy, happy in my GoD ! .

Long with ſtormy Troubles toſt,

I have now my Port obtain'd,

Have an Earthly Huſband koſt,

Have an Heavenly Huſband gain'd.

Join'd to me my Maker is, -

With me ſtill my Lord ſhall ſtay,

Keep the Covenant of Peace,

Peace, which none can take away:

Never ſhall thy Truth depart,

Never ſhall thy Grace remove,

Thou haſt claſp'd me to thine Heart,

Lov’d with an Eternal Love.

CXLVII.

HY M N VIII.

APPY We who truſt in Jesus!

Jesus turns our Loſs to Gain: .

Still his Balmy Mercies eaſe us, -

Sweeten all our Grief and Pain:

When He calls our Friends tº inherit

All the Glories of the Bleft,

He aſſures the Widow’d Spirit

Thou ſhalt quickly be at Reſt.

For their Dead, the Heathen mourning

No Relief like This can have,

Hopeleſs of their late Returning

From the All-devouring Grave:

But the God of Conſolation

Whiſpers betterThings to me,

I ſhall ſhare the Full Salvation,

I the Church above ſhall ſee. . . .

-

º

Tho'
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3 Tho' my Fleſh and Spirit languiſh,

Can I of my Lot complain!

Sure at laſt to out-live the Anguiſh,

Sure to find my Friend again:

Ranſom'd from a World of Sorrow,

He to-day is taken home,

I ſhall be releas'd to-morrow;

Come, my full Redeemer, come!

4. In the Kingdom of thy Patience

Well Thou knowſt I daily die;

Out of mighty Tribulations

Take me up to Reſton high;

From my ſančiified Diſtreſſes

Now, or when Thou wilt, retrieve,

Grant me but in Thine Embraces

After all my Deaths to live.

CXLVIII.

HYM N IX.

3. AIL holy, holy, holy Lord,

-

Myſterious Three in One,

For ever be thy Name ador'd,

Thy Will for ever done!

For this alone on Earth I wait,

To glorify my God; * *

Admitted to the High Eſtate

Of ſacred Widowhood.

2 O may I in thy Strength fulfil

My awful Character;

And prove thine Acceptable Will,

And do thy Pleaſure here:

The Children unto Thee reſtore,

Whom Thou to me haſt given,

And rule my Houſe with all my Power, . . .

- And train them up for Heaven.

* .
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3 Be this my Hoſpitable Care,

The Stranger to receive,

The Burthen of thy Church to bear,

And all their Wants relieve;

My Labour of unwearied Love

With Pleaſure to repeat, -

My Faith upon thy Saints approve,

And gladly waſh their Feet. . . . . .

4 The Servant of thy Servants bleſs

With ačtive earneſt Zeal,

And every Work of Righteouſneſs

I ſhall with Joy fulfil; - -

Mixt with their Guardian Angels tend

The Heirs of glorious Grace, -

And ſtill like Them to Heaven aſcend,

And ſtill behold thy Face. . .

5 Happy might I the Grace receive

Which thy True Widows ſhare,
With GoD in cloſe Communion live

A Life of Faith and Prayer,

In Thee my only Friend confide,

Delightfully alone,

And Deſolate in Prayer abide

*Till all my Courſe is run.

A5 Surely I now rely on Thee,

Within thine Arms I am,

And truſt the Glorious Face to ſee

Of my triumphant Lamb.

I know the Prayer of Faith is heard,

I feel the Anſwer given,

And haſte, by Holineſs prepar’d,

To meet my Lord in Heaven.

x,&23.x.



HYMNs and SAcRED Poems. 205

CXLIX. .

HY M N X.

I Y everliving Lord,

Thy Faithfulneſs I own,

Call'd by thy Providence and Word

To truſt on Thee alone,’’

My Faith by Works to ſhew,

And ſtill on Thee to call,

And witneſs, as to Heaven I 30,

That God is All in All.

2 Already, Lord, I feel

Thou haſt my Loſs repair’d,

With Thee I now in Edin dwell,

And wait my full Reward;

My Joy, my Portion Thou

Haſt knit my Heart to Thee;

My Maker is my Huſband now,

And ſhall forever be.

3 I dare in Thee confide,

I in thy Mercies reſt,

Thou wilt not let me leave thy Side,

Or wander from thy Breaſt:

Beyond the Reach of Sin,

The World, and Hell's Alarms,

Thy Love ſhall keep me ſafe within

Its Everlaſting Arms.

4 Long as on Earth I ſtay,

It ſhall be all my Care

With Thee to wreſtlé Night and Day

In never-ceaſing Prayer;

Vol. II. S : My
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My Life, like Anna, I

Will in thy Temple ſpend,

*Till taken to the Church on high,

Where Prayer in Praiſe ſhall end.

CL.

H Y M N XI.

I HAN Ks be to GoD alone

Who comforts the Diſtreſt?

His faithful Word I own,

Which ſpeaks the Mourner Bleſt:

A Daughter of Afilićtion, I -

On Jesus caſt 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 haſten on

To yon Eternal Shore:

That happy Sharer of my Heart

I there again ſhall find,

Where Time and Death can never part

The Souls in Jesus join'd.

3 I quickly ſhall o'ertake

My dear departed Friend,

Receiv'd for Jesus ſake

To Joys that never end:

Ev’n now I taſte the Bleſſed Hope

Thro' Jesu's Paſſion given,

It ſwallows all my Sorrows up,

And turns'this Earth to Heaven.

sº ſº.

When

. . . . ºf - - -

-- * .
* -

i
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4. Whom next to God I love,

He beckons me away,

To ſolemnize above

Our ſecond Bridal-Day:

I come, myº,Soul replies,

To Jesu's Arms I come,

And force my Paſſage to the Skies,

And fly triumphant home.

CLI. '

H. Y. M. N. XII.

1 TD ISE, my Soul, the Dawn appears

R Of that Eternal Day!

Quit in Hope the Vale of Tears,

And mount, and ſoar away!

Darting thro' this lower Air,

Quick as a Seraphic Flame,

Riſe, the Marriage feaſt to ſhare,

The Marriage of the Lamb.

2 In the Wedding-Garb of Love

By Heavenly Pity dreſt,

º I ſhall ſoon fit down above

At that Celeſtial Feaſt;

To my Elder Brethren join'd, **

I ſhall there my Partner ſee, -

In the Arms of Jesus find

> The Soul that twinn'd with me.

3 There we ſhall with Tranſport meet,

And ſee our Saviour's Face,

| Moſes’, Jesu's Song repeat,

In Extaſy of Praiſe:

S 2 : Bright
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Bright as His our Bodies are,

Like the Head the Members ſhine,

All our open Foreheads bear

The Glorious Stamp Divine.

With the High and Lofty One

We dwell in Bliſs Supreme,

Share the Pleaſures of his Throne,

And taſte the Chryſtal Stream,

Banquet on Angelic Food,

FATHER, SoN, and SPIRIT know,

Drink the Joys that flow from GoD,

And ſhall forever flow.

CLII. . .

H Y M N XIII.

LL Worſhip and Praiſe

Are Jesus's Due, -

So plenteous in Grace
So faithful and true !

In great Tribulation

His Fulneſs I prove,

His Strength of Salvation,

His Riches of Love.

As ſorrowful I,

Yet always rejoice,

My Lord is ſo migh,

So charming his Voice:

He whiſpers, and fills me

With Comfort and Peace,

And keeps, 'till He ſeals me

Eternally His.

* > . . - Afflićted
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3 Affićted, and griev'd, - •

Forlorn, and diſtreſt, -

He kindly receiv'd,

And lull'd me to reſt:

He will not forſake me,

My Heavenly Head,

But tarry, and make me . . . . . . . .

A Widow indeed. - - -

4 Betroth'd to the Son

Of God, I abide,

*Till Jesus come down :

And challenge his Bride, .

To all his Salvation

With Triumph receive,

In full Conſummation

Of Glory to live.

CLIII.

HY M N XIV.

i EST, my troubled Spirit, reſt,

So long with Tempeſts toſt!

God hath caught Him to his Breaſt,

Hath found whom I have loſt; ..

Loſt as for a Moment's Space,

"Till I after Him repair,

To that happy, happy Place,

And claim my Huſband there.

2 Can a True Believer doubt

If Souls each other know *

Surely I ſhall find Him out

Whom moſt I priz'd below:

Later, but at laſt, remov’d

I ſhall then my Wiſh obtain,

Meet Him with my Beſt belov’d,

And never part again.

S 3 Happy
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3 Happy Both, no Matter then * .

Which of us went before,

Both at Jesus Side are ſeen,

And live to die no more,

Both our Golden Harps employ,

Vocal with our Saviour's Name,

Both The Bliſsful Sight enjoy, . . . .

The Preſence of the Lamb. -

4 Who can tell the ſolid Bliſs

Which in this Hope I prove!

We ſhall ſee Him as He is

The Glorious God of Love,

We ſhall ſink with all his Hoſt; .

All that know th’ Atoning Blood,

Simk, o'erwhelm’d, o'erpower'd, and loſt,

And ſwallow’d up in Gop.

CLIV.

. H Y M N xv.

l HO is This, that now comes up

Out of the Wilderneſs, •

Leaning on her Strength, her Hope,

Her darling Prince of Peace!

On her Lord, and Well belov'd

Sweetly She delights to reſt:

Never ſhall She be remov’d,

Who leans on Jesus Breaſt. -

2 See that Happy Soul in me * -

By Faith on CHR1st reclin'd?

Reſt from all my Miſery

In Jesus' Love I find:

I a deſolate Mourner was,

Wandered Earth's wide Deſart o'er,

"Till I found Him on the Croſs,

And now I weepno more. Me

.*
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3 Me He call'd, a Woman griev'd,

A Wife in Youth forſook,

Kindly all my Wants reliev'd,

And all my Burthens took: .

' Me He call'd his Love, his Bride,

“See, thine Heavenly Huſband ſee,

“I am by my Father's Side, - -

“And Thou ſhalt fit by me.

4 True, and faithful is my Lord, . . . . .

Infallible my Hope, -

Lo! I hang upon his Word,

"Till Jesus take me up:

Come, his Lowing Spirit cries

Haſtning on the Joyful Day,

Come, the longing Bride replies,

My Jesus, come away!

CT.V.

H Y M N XVI.

r OME, ye Real Widows, come

All that ſeek your Heavenly Home,

All who now with Griefs oppreſt,

Languiſh for Eternal Reſt; " -

Caſt away your anxious Care,

For the Nuptial Day prepare,

Strong in Hope's Aſſurance riſe,

* Meet the Bridegroom in the Skies.

2 Lo! He in the Clouds deſcends,

Girt about with Heavenly Friends,

David's Everlaſting Son, -

Sitting on his Ivory Throne

See th' Imperial Banner ſpread,

Flaming with a Crimſon Red,

To the well-known Enſign flow,

To the Croſs ye bore below. . . . . . . Where
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3 Where are Jesu's Witneſſes,

Thoſe who dar'd their Lord confeſs!

Jesus knows, and calls them forth,

Openly declares their Worth,

Theſe my faithful Servants were,

Gloried my Reproach to bear,

Bearers of the Bloody Tree,

Treated in the World like me.

4 Theſe are They that own'd my Name,

Triumph'd in their Maſter's Shame,

Gladly counted all Things Loſs,

Nobly ſuffer'd for my Cauſe:

Scorn'd of All they kept my Word,

Fools and Madmen for their Lord, .

Firm againſt a World they ſtood,

Strove reſiſting unto Blood.

5 Angels all, the Men behold,

Purchas'd and redeem'd of old,

Once my Confeſſors beneath,

True, and faithful unto Death!

Cover'd o'er with glorious Scars,

Each the Bleeding Token bears,

Each diſplays the Shepherd's Sign—

Father, ſee! they all are Mine!

6 Come, ye then, my Servants dear,

Find your happy Manfiens here,

Come ye of my Father bleſt,

Celebrate the Marriage-feaſt,

Take your infinite Reward,

From Eternity prepard,

All your Heavenly Joy receive,

Kings with me forever live!

ºn lº

--

--º

-

!

CLVI.



`--

---
-

`-- º

.

º

HYMNs and SACRED PoeMs. 213 --

CLVI.

H y M N XVII.

i HERE ſhall I reſt my weary Head, a

Where ſhall I find aſſur’d Relief?

Deſerted at my greateſt Need,

Confign'd to ſolitary Grief, * -

No kind Companion nigh, with whom

To weep, and wait ’till Comfort come!

2 Mine Eyes and Heart's Defire is gone,

And now no more my Burthen ſhares,

I mourn unpitied and alone,

I bear my Complement of Cares,

I fink beneath th' unequal Load,

I faint—into the Arms of God.

3 His everlaſting Arms receive

The Mourner in her laſt Diſtreſs,

He tells me, “ I forever live,

In me, thy Lord, Thou ſhalt have Peace,

Be of good Cheer, my Mourner Thou,

Thy Maker is thy Huſband now.

4 I hear, I feel the balmy Word,

And turn again unto my Reſt,

I bleſs my all-ſufficient Lord, -

I hean on my Redeemer's Breaſt,

And ſmile at Diſſolution near,

And joyful drop the mended Tear.

5 My mourning Days ſhall quickly end, º

And Time commence Eternity,

My ſpotleſs Soul ſhall ſoon aſcend,

And Face to-Face its Saviour ſee,

While not one plaintive Groan or Sigh

Is heard in all the joyous Sky.

- - Amidſt
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->

Amidſt the Storms of Life I ſtand

Unſhaken on The Rock of Peace,

*Till caught up to that Heavenly Land,

I ſee my Jesus as He is,

And fing, with all our glorious Friends,

The Marriage Song that never ends.

CLVII.

H Y M N XVIII.

I ESUS, my Strength, my Peace,

My Refuge in Diſtreſs,

Now incline thy gracious Ear,

Now regard a Mourner's Call,

Now in my Behalf appear,

Shew Thyſelf my God, my All.

2 Thou only canſt relieve

And comfort Them that grieve:

Turn my Miſery into Bliſs, -

Of my Earthly Alf bereft

Bid me acquieſce in This,

Happy ſtill, that God is left. * .

:

3. From all of Woman born

May I to Jesus turn,

Fairer than the Sons of Men

Thee my happy All I ſee,

Fulneſs of Delight obtain,

Happineſs compleat in Thee. - -

4. Of Thee alone poſſeſt

I am, I muſt be bleſt,

Author, Sum of my Defires,

None but CHR1st Thou hearſt me cry,

None but Christ my Heart requires,

None but Christ in Earth or Sky.

Above
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t

5 Above the Reach,of Care

My quiet Spirit bear,

Bear me on thine Eagle-Wings

To thoſe happy Realms above,

Where my old Companion fings,

High enthron'd in Glorious Love.

6 Nor would I Him o'ertake, -

Or ſee but for thy Sake:

Thou my vaſt, my ſole Reward,

For thy only Love I care,

Heaven is Hell without my Lord,

Hell is Heaven, if Thou art there!

CLVIII. On the Death of a Widow.

H Y M N XIX.

I IVE Glory to Jesus our Head,

G With All that incompaſs his Throne !

A Widow, a Widow indeed,

A Mother in Iſrael is gone:

The Winter of Trouble is paſt,

The Storms of Afflićtion are o'er,

Her Struggle is ended at laſt,

And Sorrow and Death are no more.

2 The Soul hath o'ertaken her Mate,

And caught Him again in the Sky,

Advanc'd to her happy Eſtate,

And Pleaſure that never ſhall die, -

Where Glorified Spirits by Sight it.

Converſe in their holy Abode, --

As Stars in the Firmament bright, ,

And pure as the Angels of God.

Inflam'd

‘.

*...* * * * . . g . .

S
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& Inflam'd with Seraphical Love,

Combin’d in a Manner unknown,

Not given in Marriage above,

Or given to jesus alone,

The Juſt, who admitted by Grace

That firſt Reſurrečtion attain,

With Rapture each other embrace,

And One with the Deity reign.

4. O Heaven! what a Triumph is there,

While all in his Praiſes agree,

His beautiful Charaćter bear,

And ſhine with the Glory they ſee!

The Glory of God and the Lamb

(While all in the Extaſy join)

Darts into their Spiritual Frame,

And gives The Enjoyment Divine.

In loud Hallelujahs they fing,

- And Harmony ecchoes his Praiſe,

When lo! the Celeſtial King

Pours out the full Light of his Face

The Joy neither Angel nor Saint

Can bear ſo ineffably great,

But ſee the whole Company faint,

And Heaven is found—at his Feet!

CLIX. On the Death of Mrs. ANNE

JEN KINs.

H Y M N XX. r

I APPY Soul, enjoy thy Gain,

Thy greateſt Gain To die,

From our Vale of Grief, and Pain,

Remov’d to Worlds on high, -

- Thou

:

!

i

||
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Thou the glorious Fight haſt won,

Ended well the doubtful Race,

All th’ allotted Service done:

Thy Works ſhall ſpeak thy Praiſe.

2 Ever careful to abound

In Fruits of Righteouſneſs,

Still Thou labour'dſt to be found

In God's appointed Ways,

Walking on with CHR1st in white,

Virtues thy Companions were,

Praiſe thy permanent Delight,

And all thy Buſineſs Prayer.

3 True to thy great Maſter Thou,

And zealous for his Cauſe,

Simply didſt thy Faith avow,

And glory in his Croſs;

By the Loving Spirit Spirit led,

By the Sayings of thy Lord,

Thou in all his Steps didſt tread,

And keep his written Word.

4 Long the wily ſoothing Foe

Thy ſteady Virtue tried,

Vainly urg’d Thee to forego,

And caſt the Means aſide,

Worſhip more refin’d and pure,

Still the Silent Tempter ſhew'd,

Still thy Foot ſtood faſt and ſure

In the Old Paths of GoD.

Never once waſt Thou betray'd

Into the Serpent's Snare,

While He labour'd to diſſuade

So much of Praiſe and Prayer:

• Friends be ſtill (He ſoftly cried)

Outward Praiſe your God offends:”

* Friends ſing on (thy Zeal replied)

The Song that never ends.”

Vol. II. T Such
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6 Such thy fair Example was,

The ſame in Life and Death,

Love's ſweetTaſk, and Prayer, and Praiſe

Imploy'd thy lateſt Breath,

Prompt to ſuccour the Diſtreſt,

Glad the Tempted Soul to chear,

Pity mov'd thy Dying Breaſt,

And dropp'd thy lateſt Tear.

7 Thou in Jesu's Words and Ways

Exhortedſt us to' abide,

Witneſs of the Perfeół Grace,

And wholly ſanétified:

All his Promiſes fulfill’d,

All his Gifts to Thee were given,

Pardon'd here, renew'd, and ſeal’d,

And fully ripe for Heaven.

$ Pure into the Hands of GoD

Thou didſt thy Soul reſign,

Fitted for that high Abode,

And Fellowſhip Divine:

Oh! how ſweet thy parting Word,

Laſt of all Thou ſpak'ſt below,

“Keep me, keep me, deareſt Lord,

And never let me go!”

*

CLX.

H Y M N xxi.

i Yº happy Souls, no longer toſ,
º

Like us on Life's Tempeſtuous Sea,

Who cannot now be ſhipwreck'd, loſt,

Safe-landed in Eternity, -

Are Mortals baniſh'd from your Mind,

of think ye of your Friends behind?

Releas'd

:
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:

-

2 Reſeas'd from all your Wants and Cares,

What Commerce can ye have with Men?

Ye need not now our uſeleſs Prayers;

Nor will we aſk your Succour vain,

One only Advocate we own, -

And truſt in Jesu's Help alone.

3 Yet (for He bids us keep in view

Your adive Faith, and patient Hope)

As ye your Lord, we follow you,

And wait for Him to take us up,

Our cloſeſt Fellowſhip to improve,

Our Fellowſhip with Saints above.

4 "Till then we hold your Memory dear,

Which now relieves our drooping Heart:

Like Us ye mourn’d and ſuffer'd here,

Like Us ye languiſh'd to depart,

And labour'd on with painful Strife,

And drag'd the heavy Load of Life.

5 The World caſt out your Name like Ours,

And counted you not fit to live:

Expos'd to all th’Infernal Powers,

Ye dar'd your Maſter's Lot receive,

Beneath his Croſs rejoic'd to bow,

And drank the Cup we drink of Now.

6 Tempted, detain'd in ſore Diſtreſs,

With all our Fiery Trials tried,

Loſt in this howling Wilderneſs,

Troubled, perplex'd on every Side,

Ye pray’d—in Groans at Jesu's Stay,

And ſtill complain’d—ye could not pray.

7 Ye felt the cruel tortu'ring Fear

Which now our Soul aſunder ſaws,

The Doubt ye ſhould not perſevere,

But ſcandalize the Saviour's Cauſe,

- T 2 1Diſ.
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IO

Diſgrace, and ſhame the Friends of God,

And fall, and periſh in your Blood.

Men of like Paſſions once ye were

With Us, who ſtill Ourſelves bemoan; •

This Inbred Sin ye groan'd to bear,

And hop'd Relief from Death alone,

As Death alone could purge the Stain,

And Christ had ſhed his Blood invań.

But, Oh! your Evil Day is paſt,

Accompliſh'd is your Warfare here,

And more than Conquerors at laſt

Our ſad deſponding Hearts ye chear,

Ye bid us ſtill your Steps purſue,

And we ſhall more than conquer too.

Encompaſt with ſo great a Cloud,

Of Witneſſes, who ſpeak tho’ dead,

we caſt aſide our every Load, … . -

And follow where our Lord hath led,

With Patience run th’ Appointed Race,

And die to ſee his Glorious Face.

CLXI.

The Marks of FAI TH.

t OW can a Sinner know

H His Sins on Earth forgiven f

How can my Saviour," ſhew

My Name inſcrib'd in Heaven?

What we ourſelves have felt, and ſeen,

With Confidence we tell,

And publiſh to the Sons of Men

The Signs Infallible.

We
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2. We who in CHR1st believe

That He for us hath died,

His unknown Peace receive,

And feel his Blood applied:

Exults for Joy our riſing Soul,

Diſburthen’d of her Load,

And ſwells, unutterably full

Of Glory, and of Gop.

3 His Love, ſurpaſſing far

The Love of all beneath

We find within, and dare

The pointleſs Darts of Death:

Stronger than Death, or Sin, or Hell

The myſtic Power we prove, -

And Conquerors of the World we dwell

In Heaven, who dwell in Love.

4. The Pledge of Future Bliſs

He now to us imparts,

His gracious Spirit is

The Earneſt in our Hearts:

We antedate the Joys above,

We taſte th’ Eternal Powers,

And know that all thoſe Heights of Love,

And all thoſe Heavens are Ours.

5 'Till He our Life reveal,

We reſt in CHR isT ſecure :

His Spirit is The Seal,

Which made our Pardon ſure :

Our Sins his Blood hath blotted out, , ;
And ſign'd our Soul's Releaſe: , ,

And can we of his Favour doubt,

Whoſe Blood declares us His

6 We by his Spirit prove,

And know the Things of Gop,

T 3 The
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The Things which of his Love -- *

He hath on us beſtow'd :

Our God to Us his Spirit gave,

And dwells in Us, we know,

The Witneſs in ourſelves we have,

And all his Fruits we ſhew.

-

7 The meek and lowly Heart,

Which in our Saviour was,

He doth to us impart,

And ſigns us with his Croſs:

Our Nature's Courſe is turn'd, our Mind.

Transform'd in all its Powers,

And both the Witneſſes are join'd,

The Spirit of God with Ours.

8 Whate'er our Pardning LoRD -

Commands, we gladly do,

"And guided by his Word,

We all his Steps purſue:

His Glory is our ſole Deſign,

We live our God to pleaſe,

And riſe with Filial Fear Divine

To perfect Holineſs.

CLXII.

H Y M N II.

OW ſhall a Slave releaſt

From his oppreſſive Chain

Diſtinguiſh Eaſe, and Reſt

From Wearineſs, and Pain?

Can He his Burthen borne away

Infallibly perceive?

Or I before the Judgment-Day

My pardon'd Sin believe?

i

Redeem’d,

s

f
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. . . . . In Paradiſe, in Thee:

z Redeem'd from all his Woes,

Out of his Dungeon freed,

Aſk, how the Priſoner knows

That He is free indeed! -

How can He tell the Gloom of Night

. From the Meridian Blaze? --

Or I diſcern the Glorious Light,

That ſtreams from Jesu's Face? . . .

3 The gaſping Patient lies

In Agony of Pain

But ſee Him light ariſe, . . .

Reſtor'd to Health again!

And doth He certainly receive,

The Knowledge of his Cure!

And am I Conſcious that I live 2

And is my Pardon ſure ?

4. A Wretch for Years conſign'd

To hopeleſs Miſery,

The happy Change muſt find,

From all his Pain ſet free:

And muſt not I the Difference know

- Of Joy, and anxious Grief,

Of Grace, and Sin, of Weal, and Woe;

Of Faith, and Unbelief? -

Yes, LoRD, I now perceive, -

And bleſs Thee for the Grace, -

Thro' which redeem'd I live

To ſee thy ſmilitig Face:

Alive I am, who once was dead, :

And freely Juſtified; , . . .

I know thy Blood for me was ſhed,

I feel it now applied. . . . .

6 By Sin no longer bound,

The Priſoner is ſet free, . .

The Loſt again is found
º” . . . .

:
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In Darkneſs, Chains, and Death I was,

But lo! to Life reſtor'd,

Into thy wondrous Light I paſs,

The Freeman of the Lord.

7 In Comfort, Power, and Peace

Thy Favour, Lord, I prove,

In Faith, and Joy's Increaſe,

And ſelf-abaſing Love:

Thou doſt my pardon'd Sin reveal,

My Life, and Heart renew;

The Pledge, the Witneſs, and the Seal

Confirm the Record true.

8 The Spirit of my God

Hath certified Him Mine,

And all the Tokens ſhew'd

Infallible, Divine:

Hereby the pardon'd Sinner knows

His Sins on Earth forgiven,

And thus my faithful Saviour ſkews

My Name inſcrib'd in Heaven.

CLXIII.

H Y M N III.

1. H! fooliſh World, forbear

Thine unavailing Pain,

Nor needleſsly declare

Our Hope, and Labour vain:

Tell us no more,” We cannot know

On Earth the Heavenly Powers,

Or taſte the Glorious Bliſs below,

Or feel, that God is Ours.

2 So ignorant of GoD,

In Sin brought up, and born,
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-

*

Ye Fools, be not ſo proud,

Suſpend your idle Scorn:

For Us who have receiv'd our Sight

Ye fain would Judges be,

And make us think, there is no Light,

Becauſe you cannot ſee. - - , ,

3 The ſame in your Eſteem, -

Falſhood and Truth ye join,

The wild Pretender's Dream,

And real Work Divine:

Between the Subſtance, and the Shew

No Difference 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 U; you never can perſuade,

That Honey is not ſweet.

-

CLXIV.

H Y M N Iv. .

I HO of the Great, or Wiſe

Hath our Report believ'd' -

Alas! they cloſe their Eyes,

Nor will be undeceiv'd : . . . . . . .

The World cry out, in needleſs Fright, , ,

“Your raſh Attempt forbear

“To lift us to Preſumption's Height... .

“Or plunge us in Deſpair, ;

« Who
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2. “Whoever ſeek to know -

“Their Sins on Earth forgiven

“Or fink in hopeleſs Woe, * .

“Or riſe to Madneſs driven.”

They ſafely chuſe the Middle Way,

Aware of each Extream,

The only Prudent Men are They,
And Wiſdom dies with Them.

3 The Sayings of our Lord

Their Folly dares deſpiſe,

Above the written Word,

To their own Ruin, wiſe: - *

The written Word, by which we ſteer • *

From all Miſtake ſecure,

It bids us make our Calling here

And our Election ſure.

t
-

4. It bids the Weary come,

And find in CHR1st their Reſt,

Invites the Wanderer home

To his Redeemer’s Breaſt; -

It ſtirs us up to knock, and pray, an

And ſeek the Pardning God,

"Till Jesus take our Sins away,

And waſh us in his Blqod.

--

5. It proffers Happineſs

To All who dare believe,

And promiſes a Peace,

Which Man can never give;

With full Aſſurance of Belief

Commands us to draw near, -

And taſte the Joy that caſts out Grief,

The Love that caſts out Fear. *

6 Water of Life Divine

Its bids us freely take,

And myſtic Milk and Wine

For Jesu's only Sake: The

|
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The Holy Ghoſt, the Comforter

To all who aſk is given,

- That Seal of our Salvation here,

That Antepaſt of Heaven.

7 But ſtill the World refuſe.

An Heaven begun below,

And vainly fear to abuſe

The Grace they never know:

The Grace their Pride will not receive

They impiouſly deny,

And in their Sins ſecurely live,

And deſperately die. -

CLXV.

H Y M N V.

1 ET hear, ye Souls that cleave

To Earth and Miſery,

The joyful News receive,

And yield to be ſet free;

Redeem'd from Pride, and guilty Shame,

The Grace of Jesus prove,

The Virtue of your Saviour's Name,

The humbling Power of Love.

2 His Bºbd by Faith applied

Shall waſh you white as Snow,

And all the Juſtified tº

Themſelves and Jesus know:

Who honour God, themſelves deſpiſe

With deep Humility, -

And none ſo vile in their own Eyes --

As Thoſe that Jesus ſee. - -

3 He never will inſnare,

Or by his Gifts deſtroy. . . .

-
The
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The Objećts of his Care, -

The Veſſels of his Joy:

His Mercy ſhall with lowly Fear

Your faithful Souls abaſe,

And make you in the Duſt revere

The Pardning God of Grace.

His Truth, and Love, and Power --

Shall his own Gifts maintain;

But may ye not implore

The Saviour's Grace in vain?

What if ye ſeek, and never find -

The Pardon in his Blood?— *-

What if the Saviour of Mankind

Be neither Juſt, nor Good!—

5 Hath. He not ſpoke the Word,

“Who aſk ſhall all receive!”

Believe our faithful Lord,

Ye abjećt Souls believe!

The Helliſh Doubt rejećt, diſclaim,

And on our GoD rely,

Our GoD continues ſtill the ſame,

Nor can Himſelf deny.

6 We now affix our Seal

That God is Good, and True,

JHis faithful Love we feel,

And ye may feel it too:

We know, ye All the Grace may take,

Ye All the Truth may prove,

And twice Ten Thouſand Souls we ſtake .

On Jesu's Faithful Love.

s

CLXVI.
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cLxvi. “

For the Fear of Go D.

i OD of all Grace, and Majeſty,

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, leaſt I ſhou'd ever grieve

The Gracious Spirit Divine.

2 If Mercy is indeed with Thee,

May I obedient prove,

Nore'er abuſe my Liberty,

Or fin againſt thy Love:

This choiceſt Fruit of Faith beſtow

On a poor Sojourner,

And let me paſs my Days below

In Humbleneſs and Fear.

Rather I wou'd in Darkneſs mourn

The Abſence of thy Peace,

Than e'er by light Irreverence turn

Thy Grace to Wantonneſs:

Rather I wou'd in painful Awe

Beneath thine Anger move,

Than e'er reject the Goſpel-Law

Of Liberty and Love.

4. But Oh! Thou wou'dſt not have me live

In Bondage, Grief, and Pain,

Thou doſt not take Delight to grieve

The helpleſs Sons of Men:

Thy Will is my Salvation, Lord,

And let it now take Place,

And let me tremble at thy Word

Of Reconciling Grace.

Vol. II. U

a ſº

Still
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5 Still may I walk as in thy Sight, *.

My ſtrict Obſerver ſee, -

And Thou by reverent Love unite

My Child-like Heart to Thee.

Still let me, ’till my Days are paſt, -

At Jesu's Feet abide, - - - -

So ſhall He lift me up at laſt, ---

And ſeat me by his Side.

CLXVII.

r

2

For a Tender Conſcience.

LMIGHTY God of Truth and Love,

In me thy Power exert, -

The Mountain from my Soul remove,

The Hardneſs from my Heart:

My moſt obdurate Heart ſubdue,

In Honour of thy Son,

And now the gracious Wonder ſhew,

And take away the Stone.

-

..I want a Principle within, - - -

Of jealous, godly Fear,

A Senſibility of Sin,

A Pain to feel it near:

I want the firſt Approach to feel

Of Pride, or fond Deſire,

To catch the Wandrings of my Will,

And quench the kindling Fire.

From Thee that I no more may part,

No more thy Goodneſs grieve,

The filial Awe, the fleſhly Heart,

The tender Conſcience give,

Quick as the Apple of an Eye,

O God, my Conſcience make:

+ Awake

:

J

+

-
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Awake my Soul, when Sin is nigh,

And keep it ſtill awake.

4. If to the Right, or Left I ſtray,

That Moment, Lord, reprove,

And let me weep my Life away

For having griev'd thy Love:

Give me to feel an idle Thought

As ačtual Wickedneſs,

And mourn for the minuteſt Fault.

In exquiſite Diſtreſs.

5: O may the leaſt Omiſſion pain.

My well-inſtrućted Soul,

And drive me to the Blood again,

: Which makes the Wounded whole:

More of this tender Spirit, more

Of this Afflićtion ſend, .

y And ſpread the Moral Senſe all o'er,

*Till Pain with Life ſhall end.

CLXVIII.

It is Gop which worketh in you both to will and

to do. Phil. ii. 13.

1. TNATHER, to Thee my Soul I lift, *

* My Soul on Thee depends, -

Convinc'd, that every perfect Gift

- From Thee alone deſcends.

Mercy and Grace are Thine alone,

And Power and Wiſdom too,

Without the Spirit of thy Son

We Nothing Good can do.

2. We cannot ſpeak one uſeful Word,

One holy Thought conceive,

Unleſs, in Anſwer to our Lord, .

Thyſelf the Bleſſing give:

U 2. His:
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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 ſends it down to me.

3 Thou all our Works in Us haſt wrought,

Our Good is all Divine, ... --

The Praiſe 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 God is All in All.

CLXIX.

H Y M N II.

I OW empty then the Former Boaſt,

The Impotence of Pride,

When in Ourſelves we put our Truſt,

And on our Works relied:

Strong in our Liberty of Will,

Our Nature's Noble Powers, -

We vow'd to ſcale the Heavenly Hill,

And ſeize the Crown as Ours.

2 The Streſs of our Salvation, we

On Human Efforts laid:

Or if ſometimes we mention'd Thee,

And ſlightly aſk'd thine Aid,

Our own Attempts, we thought, ſhould gain *

For us the glorious Prize,

Our meritorious Toil and Pain

Should lift us to the Skies.

. . . Our

->
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3

2

3

- Our own Deſires, tho' weak, ſincere,

Our own Endeavours ſtood,

To” atone for our Tranſgreſſions here,

In Place of Jesu's Blood.

Alas for Us! we knew not then

His Blood and Righteouſneſs,

Thro' which alone the Sons of Men

May all be ſav'd, by Grace.

:

CLXX.

HY M N III.

E) UT now, my gracious God, thy Love

De Hath taught me better Things:

My All is given me from above,

From Thee Salvation ſprings.

Freely thy Love delights to ſave,

And ranſoms without Price;

Mercy Thou wilt on Sinners have, .

And not our Sacrifice.

Jesus for me the Winepreſs trod, .

He paid our Debt alone,

He bought our Pardon with his Blood, .

And did for All atone.

We Nothing think, or ſpeak, or do, .

Thy Favour to procure:

But when my Heart believes Thee true,

The Grace to me is ſure.

: 'Tis not of Him that wills or runs,

That labours or deſires: º

In Anſwer to my Saviour's Groans, *

Thy Love my Breaſt inſpires:

The meritorious Cauſe I ſee, - - *

That precious Blood Divine,

And I, fince Jesus died for me,

Shall live forever Thine.

- -- U 3 - CLXXI.

:
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CLXXI. Thankſgiving for Deliver

ance from Pain.

1. IVER of Life, and Strength renew'd,

- I bleſs, thy Balmy Name, .

- Heal’d by the Virtue of thy Blood

My Healer I proclaim.

Jesus, Thou canſt with equal Eaſe

Pronounce my Sins forgiven,

And bid me riſe, and go in Peace,

And bear my Croſs to Heaven.

2 Thrown, as an uſeleſs Veſſel, by, .

A Lump of Pain I lay,

My Saviour caſt 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 Fleſh again,

And cloath'd my Soul with Might.

3 I now with all my Brethren join

To double Health reſtor’d,

I glory in the Strength Divine,

I glory in the Lord.

The Strength Thou doſt Thyſelf impart

I for Thyſelf employ,

And give Thee back a thankful Heart

Which taſtes thy Gifts with Joy.

4 Take all my Heart, my Thanks, my Love;

But O' my Friends repay,

Who brought the Bleſſing from above,

And ſave them at That Day.

Ten thouſand, thouſand Bleſlings ſhower

On my Companions dear,

And keep them by thy Mercy's Power,

'Till Thou, our Life, appear.

.

|

.
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5 Happy, might I obtain the Grace

My happier Friends to ſee, -

Adorn'd with Robes of Righteouſneſs,

And Palms of Victory!

Happy might I with Them be found,

The meaneſt of the Throng, . . .

And fing the glorious Throne around * *

Thine own eternal Song! -

CLXXII. Thankſgiving for a Deli

verance from Shipwreck.

i. LL Praiſe to the Lord,

Who rules with a Word

The untraćtable Sea,

And limits its Rage by his ſtedfaſt Decree:

Whoſe Providence binds,

Or releaſes the Winds,

And compels them again
-

At his Beck to put on the Inviſible Chain.

2 Even now. He hath heard .

Our Cry, and appear'd

On the Face of the Deep,

And commanded the Tempeſt its diſtance tokeep:

His Piloting Hand

Hath brought us to Land,

And no longer diſtreſt,

We are joyful again in the Haven to reſt.

3 O that all Men would raiſe . . .

His Tribute of Praiſe, - -

His Goodneſs declare,

And thankfully fing of his Fatherly Care!

With Rapture approve

His Dealings of Love,

And the Wonders proclaim

Perform'd by the Virtue of Jesus's Name?
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4 Thro' Jesus alone *

He delivers His own,

And a Token doth ſend [End:

That his Love ſhall direct us, and ſave to the

With Joy we embrace

The Pledge of his Grace, .

In a Moment outfly

Theſe Storms of Afflićtion, and land in the Sky.

CLXXIII.

After Deliverance from Temptation.

n LORY, Honour, Thanks, and Praiſe

To Jesu's conquering Name!

Scarcely ſav'd I am by Grace,

Yet ſav'd by Grace I am;

Pluck'd from the Devourer's Teeth, .

Lo! I liſt my joyful Eyes,

From the Gates of Hell, and Death.

To Life Eternal riſe.

2 Yes, the Lion is once more

Defrauded of his Prey,

Though he thruſt at me full ſore,

I am not fail’n away;

Satan long'd my Soul to ſeize,

Would like Wheat have fifted me,.

Jesus pray'd, and kept me his, -

And his I ſtill ſhall be.

3 He from Sin who ſaved me now,

Is ready ſtill to ſave:

Jesus, at thy Feet I bow,

And Strength in Thee I have,

Bleſs Thee for my Trials paſt,

Truſt thy conſtant Aid to prove,

All my Care, my Soul I caſt

"On thy redeeming Love.
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4 Jesus, in thy Saving Name - *

I ſtedfaſtly believe,

All the Help I humbly claim,

Which Thou art rais'd to give:

Still into thy Boſom take,

O my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

Love me for thy Mercy's Sake, *

• And love me to the End. - *º

CLXXIV. After a Deliverance from

Death by the Fall of an Houſe. ,

I LORY and Thanks to God 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 bleſt whom Jesus calls his own,

How quiet, and ſecure from Harms!

The Adverſary caſt us down,

The Saviour caught us in his Arms.

3 "Twas Jesus check'd his ſtraitned Chain,

And curb’d the Malice of our Foe,

Allow'd to touch our Fleſh with Pain,

No farther could the Murtherer go.

4 "Twas Jesus rais'd our Bodies up,

And ſtronger by our Fall we ſtand;

Our Life is hid with Christ our Hope,

Hid in the Hollow of his Hand.

We reſt in his Protećtion here;

But languiſh for the Final Day,

When CHRIST ſhall in the Clouds appear,

And Heaven and Earth ſhall paſs away.

The
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6 The great Archangel's Trump ſhall ſound,."

(While twice ten thouſand Thunders roar)

Tear up the Graves, and cleave the Ground,

And make the greedy Sea reſtore.

7 The greedy Sea ſhall yield her Dead,

The Earth no more her Slain conceal,

Sinners ſhall lift their guilty Head, *

And ſhrink to ſee a yawning Hell. -

8 But we who now our Lord confeſs,

And faithful to the End endure,

Shall ſtand in Jesu's Righteouſneſs,

Stand as the Rock of Ages ſure.

9 We, while the Stars from Heaven ſhall fall,

And Mountains are on Mountains hurl’d,

Shall ſtand unmov’d amidſt them all,

And ſmile to ſee a burning World.

ro See the celeſtial Bodies roll -

In Spires of Smoak beneath our Feet!

They ſhrivel as a Parchment Scrowl!

The Elements melt with fervent Heat!

1.1 The Earth and all the Works therein

Diſſolves by raging Flames deſtroy'd,

While We ſurvey the awful Scene,

And mount above the Fiery Void.

12 By Faith we now tranſcend the Skies,

And on that ruin’d World look down,

By Love above all Height we riſe,

And ſhare the Everlaſting Throne.

x&

-

CLXXV.
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CLXXV.

Written in going to Wakefield to anſwer a

Charge of Treaſon. - - -

* TESU, 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, º

Didſt thy Deity declare, -

Now my Mouth and Wiſdom be,

Witneſs for Thyſelf in me.

3 Gladly before Rulers brought,

Free from Trouble as from Thought,

Let me Thee in Them revere,

Own thine awful Miniſter.

4. All of Mine be caſt aſide,

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, ſubmiſſive, and reſign'd

Arm me with thy conſtant Mind.

6 Let me trample on the Foe,

Conquering, and to conquer go, “… *

*Till above his World I riſe,

Judge th’Accuſer in the Skies.

tº º CLXXVI.

s

3.
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CLXXVI. Afterwards.

r HO that truſted in the LoRD

- Was ever put to Shame?

Live, by Heaven and Earth ador'd,

Thou All vićtorious Lamb: -

Thou haſt magnified thy Power,

Thou in my Defence haſt ſtood,

Kept my Soul in Danger's Hour,

And arm'd me with thy Blood.

2 Satan's Slaves againſt me roſe,

And ſought my Life to ſlay;

Thou haſt baffled all my Foes,

And ſpoil'd them of their Prey;

Thou haſt caſt th’Accuſer down, -

Haſt 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 Lord the Snare diſplay'd,

And drag'd the Fiend to view;

Glar'd his bold malicious Liel

Satan, ſhew thine Art again, , .

Hunt the pretious Life, and try,

To take my Soul invain.

4 Thou, my great Redeeming God,

My Jesus ſtill art near,

Kept by Thee, nor ſecret Fraud,

Nor open Force I fear;

Safe amidſt the Snares of Death,

Guarded by the King of Kings,

Glad to live, and die beneath

The Shadow of thy Wings.

CLXXVIII.

/>

j

-
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CLXXVIII.

Seek ye firſt, the Kingdom of God, and his Righ

teouſneſs, and all theſe Things /all be added.

wnto you. Matt. vii. 33. ---

t HE Earth is the LoRD's, And all it con

tains,

The Truth of his Words Forever remains:

The Saints have a Mountain Of Bleſſings in Him,

His Grace is the Fountain, His Peace is the

Stream.

2 To Him our RequeſtWe now have made known,

Who ſees what is beſt For Each of his own:

Our heathcmi/% Care We caſt it aſide,

He heareth the Prayer, And God ſhall provide.

3 The Modeſt and Meek This Earth ſhall poſſeſs:

The Kingdom who ſeek Of Jesus's Grace,

That Power of his Spirit ſhall joyfully own,

And all Things inherit In Virtue of One.

4. Whatever we need His Bounty ſhall give,

And hallow the Bread We daily receive;

We live by his Bleſfing (That Bread from above)

All Fulneſs poſſeſſing In Jesus's Love.

CLXXIX.

On a journey.

1 CIAviour, Friend of loſt Mankind,

Now thy Love we call to mind,

Us Thou haſt in Mercy ſought,

Us unto Thyſelf haſt brought.

- Vol. II. W Long,
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2 Long, too long we went aſtray,

Wanderers from the Narrow Way,

Down a broad Deſtrućtive Road,

Far from Peace, and far from God.

3 We the Paths of Death purſued -

With the thoughtleſs Multitude, -

Worldly Good was all our Aim,

Pleaſure, Power, and Wealth, and Fame.

4. But thy tender Pity ſaw,

Stopp'd us by a Sacred Awe, -

Us our fatal Error ſhew’d,

Turn'd, and brought us back to GoD.

5 Walking in thy pleaſant Ways,

Humbly ſtill we ſue for Grace,

Thy dire&ting Aid implore;

Never let us wander more:

Leſt again we ſtart afide,

LoRD, be Thou our conſtant Guide,

Kindly take us by the Hand,

Lead us to the Promis'd Land.

CLXXX.

ANoT H E R.

Your Faces Sion-ward,

In Jesus let us meet, *

And praiſe our Common Lord, *

In Jesus let us ſtill walk on,

*Till All appear before his Throne.

I Cº. All, whoe'er have ſet

* s, ". ' Nearer
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! 2. Nearer and nearer ſtill

We to our Country come,

To that Celeſtial Hill,

The weary Pilgrim's Home,

The New Jeruſalem above,

The Seat of Everlaſting Love.

3 The ranſom'd Sons of God

All earthly Things we ſcorn,

And to our high Abode

With Songs of Praiſe return,

From Strength to Strength we ſtill proceed,

With Crowns of Joy upon our Head.

4. The Peace and Joy of Faith

We every Moment feel,

Redeem'd from Sin, and Wrath,

And Death, and Earth, and Hell,

We to our Father's Houſe repair,

To meet our Elder Brother there.

5 Our Brother, Saviour, Head,

Our All in All is He;

And in his Steps who tread,

We ſoon his Face ſhall ſee,

Shall ſee Him with our Glorious Friends,

And then in Heaven our Journey ends.

CXXXI.

ANoT H E R.

I OME, let us anew

Our Journey purſue,

With Vigour ariſe,

And preſs to our Permanent Place in the Skies.

w 2 Of



244 HYMNs and SAcRED PoeMs.

2 Of Heavenly Birth,

Tho' wandring on Earth,

This is not our Place,

But Strangers and Pilgrims ourſelves we confeſs.

3 At Jesus's Call

- We gave up our All;

And ſtill we forego

For Jesus's Sake our Enjoyments below.

4. No longing we find

For the Country behind, -

But onward we move,

And ſtill we are ſeeking a Country above.

A Country of Joy

Without any Alloy,

We thither repair,

Our Heart, and our Treaſure already are there.

6 We march Hand in Hand

To Immanuel's Land; -

No Matter what Chear

We meet with on Earth; for Eternity's near.

7 The rougher our Way,

The ſhorter our Stay,

The Troubles that come

Shall come to our Reſcue, and haſten us home.

8 The fiercer the Blaſt,

The ſooner 'tis paſt,

The Tempeſts that riſe

Shall gloriouſly hurry our Souls to the Skies.

CLXXXII.
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CLXXXII.

At the Baptiſm of Adults.

OME, FATHER, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Honour the Means Injoin’d by Thee,

Make good our Apoſtolic Boaſt,

And own thy Glorious Miniſtry.

We now thy Promis'd Preſence claim,

Sent to diſciple All Mankind,

Sent to baptize into thy Name:

We now thy Promis'd Preſence find.

FATHER in Theſe revealthy Son,

In Theſe for whom we ſeek thy Face,

The hidden Myſtery make known,

The Inward, Pure, Baptizing Grace.

Jesu, with Us Thou always art,

Effectuate now the Sacred Sign,

The Gift Unſpeakable impart,

And bleſs thine Ordinance Divine.

Eternal SP1R1T, deſcend from high,

Baptizer of our Spirits Thou,

The Sacramental Seal apply,

And witneſs with the Water Now.

Oh! that the Souls baptiz'd hercin,

May now thy Truth and Mercy feel,

May riſe, and waſh away their Sin—

Come, Holy Ghost, their Pardon ſeal.

-º-, ºr * *

º

W 3 CLXXXIII.
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CLXXXIII.

ANoT H E R.

Ather, Son, and Holy Ghost,

In ſolemn Power come down,

Preſent with thy Heavenly Hoſt

Thine Ordinance to crown:

See a ſinful Worm of Earth !

Bleſs for Her the Laving Flood,

Plunge Her by a Second Birth

Into the Depths of God.

Let the Promis'd Inward Grace

Accompany the Sign,

On her new-born Soul impreſs

The glorious Name Divine:

FATHER, all thy Love reveal,

Jesus all thy Mind impart,

Holy Ghost, renew, and dwell

Forever in her Heart.

CLXXXIV.

HYMN for the Kingſwood Colliers.

ET all Men rejoice By Jesus reſtor'd?

L We lift up our Voice, And call Him Our

LoRD,

His Joy is to bleſ, us, And free us from Thrall,

From all that oppreſs us He reſcues us all.

Him Prophet, and King, and Prieſt we proclaim,

We triumph, and ſing of Jesus's Name:

Poor Idiots He teaches To ſhew forth his Praiſe,

And tell of the Riches of Jesus's Grace.

- No

º

:
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3. No Matter how dull The Scholar whom He

Takes into his School, And gives Him to ſee:

A wonderful Faſhion Of Teaching He hath,

And wiſe to Salvation. He makes us thro' Faith.

4 The wayfaring Men, Tho' Fools, ſhall not ſtray,

His Method ſo plain, So eaſy his Way:

The Simpleſt Believer His Promiſe may prove,

And drink of the River of Jesus's Love.

Poor Outcaſts of Men Whoſe Souls were deſpiſed,

And left with Diſdain, By Jesus are prized;

His Gracious Creation In us He makes known,

And brings us Salvation, And calls us His own.

CLXXXV.

ANo T H E R.

Y Brethren belov'd, Your Calling ye ſee:

In Jesus approv'd, No Goodneſs have

We : -

No Riches or Merit, No Wiſdom or Might,

But all Things inherit Thro' Jesus's Right.

Our God would not have One Reprobate die:

Who all Men would ſave Hath no Man paſs'd by:

His boundleſs Compaſſion On Sinners doth call;

He offers Salvation Thro' Mercy to All.

Yet not many Wiſe His Summons obey;

And Great ones deſpiſe So Vulgar a Way;

And Strong ones will never Their Helpleſneſs

OWn,

Or ſloop to find Favour Thro' Mercy alone.

. . .

And
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4 And therefore our GoD The Outcaſts hath choſe,

His Righteouſneſs ſhew'd To Heathen like us:

When Wiſe ones reječted His Offers of Grace,

His Goodneſs elečted The Fooliſh and Baſe.

5 To baffle the Wiſe, and Noble, and Strong,

He bad us ariſe, 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 live;

His Mercy unbought We freely receive,

His Gracious Compaſſion We thankfully prove,
And all our Salvation Aſcribe to his Love.

CLXXXVI.

The Phyſician's Hymn.

I HY sic. AN, Friend of Human-kind,

Whoſe Pitying Love is pleas'd to find

A Cure for every Ill;

By Thee rais'd up, by Thee beſtow'd

To do my Fellow Creatures Good,

I come to ſerve thy Will.

2 I come, not like the ſordid Herd,

Who mad for Honour, or Reward,

Abuſe the Healing Art:

Nor Thirſt of Praiſe, nor Luſt of Gain,

But kind Concern at Human Pain,

And Love conſtrains my Heart.

3. On Thee I fix my ſingle Eye,

Thee only ſeek to glorify,

And make thy Goodneſs known,

Reſolv’d if Thou my Labours bleſs,

To give Thee back my whole Succeſs,

To praiſe my God alone.

º
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4. The Friendly Properties that flow,

Thro' Nature's various Works, I know

The Fountain whence they came,

And every Plant, and every Flower

Medicinal derives its Power

From Jesus’ Balmy Name.

5 Confiding in that Name alone,

Jesus, I in thy Work go on,

To tend thy Sick and Poor,

Diſpenſer of thy Med'cines I;

But Thou, the Bleſſing muſt ſupply,

But Thou muſt give the Cure.

6 For this I humbly wait on Thee;

The Servant of thy Servants ſee

Devoted to thy Will,

Determin'd in thy Steps to go,

And help the fickly Sons of Woe,

Who groan thy Help to feel,

7 Afflićted by thy gracious Hand,

They now may juſtly all demand

My Inſtrumental Care;

Thy Patients, Lord, ſhall ſtill be mine;

And to my weak Attempts 1 join

My ſtrong effectual Prayer.

8 O while Thou giv'ſt their Bodies Eaſe,

Convince them of their worſt Diſeaſe,

The Sickneſs of the Mind,

And let them groan by Sin oppreſt,

*Till Coming unto Thee for Reſt,

Reft to their Souls they find.

With Theſe, and every fin-ſick Soul,

I come Myſelf to be made whole,

And wait the Sovereign Word;

Thou canſt, I know, Thou doff forgive:
But
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But let me without Sinning live,

To perfect Love reſtor'd.

o Myſelf, alas, I cannot heal,

But Thou ſhalt every Seed expeſ

Of Sin out of my Heart,

Thine utmoſt ſaving Health diſplay,

And purge my Inbred Plague away,

And make me as Thou art.

*

*Till then in thy bleſt Hands I am,

And ſtill in Faith the Grace I claim

To all Believers given:

Perfect the Cure in me begun,

And when my Work on Earth is done,

Receive me up to Heaven.

CLXXXVII.

An HYMN for a Mother.

I ATHER of All, whoſe Sovereign Will

F Hath call'd thy Servant to fulfil

The ſofter Parent's Part,

With Gifts and Graces from above,

With calmeſt Care, and wiſeſt Love

Inſtrućt my fimple Heart.

z Oh! may I every Moment ſee

The End for which alone to me

Thou haſt my Children given,

A bleſſed Inſtrument Divine -

Thro' Thee to make, and keep them. Thine,

And train them up for Heaven.

3 My Firſt Concern their Souls to rear,

And principled with godly Fear
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In Virtue's Paths to lead,

The Hunger after Thee tº excite,

And ſtir them up with all their Might

To ſeek the Living Bread.

4 Be this dear Lord, my Chief Defire,

That every Child may ſtill aſpire

To thoſe pure Joys above,

Lay up their Heart and Treaſure there,

Content on Earth with Mary's Share,

And bleſt in Jesus Love.

5 If anxious here for their Succeſs,

A Momentary Happineſs

I labour to ſecure,

How ſhould it all my Powers engage

Their never failing Heritage

Their endleſs Bliſs tº inſure?--

6 If for their Bodies I provide,

And from the ſlighteſt Suffering hide

The Suckling on my Knee,

Shall I by my Neglect expoſe

Their dearer Souls to fearful Woes º

Thro' all Eternity? -

7 Shall I the haughty Wiſh inſtill,

OrÅ. them up to their own Will,

nd every vain Deſire?

As kind the Pagan Parent was,

Who made his Sons and Daughters paſs
To Molock thro’ the Fire, t

2 Expos'd in this bleak Wilderneſs

To pining Want or ſad Diſtreſs

Could I my Offspring ſee :

Could I the heavier Burthen bear

To ſee them void of ſacred Care,

And loſt for Want of Thee? . .
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9 Thou, LoRD, the fatal Ill prevent,

And guard whom Thou to me haſt lent,

And guide them by thine Eye;

Convert—or to Thyſelf receive,

And let them to thy Glory live,

Or Innocently die!

CLXXXVIII.

For an Unconverted Child.

t Hou God, that hearſt the whiſper'd Prayer,

Regard a mournful Mother's Care

For her poor thoughtleſs Son:

Anxious, diſtreſt, Thou knowſt I live,

And ſtill in ſecret Places grieve

For Follies not my own.

2 Can I my own dear Child forget,

Or ſee without the laſt Regret

His wild diſorder'd Ways,

His Enmity to Things Divine,

His League with Hell, his Feaſts with Swine,

His total Want of Grace?

3 Son of my Womb, to Evil ſold,

Him I with ſtreaming Eyes behold

Intirely dead to Thee,

Careleſs, ſecure on Tophet's Brink,

Ready with all his Sins to fink - -

Into Eternity.

4. But will his deſperate Madneſs go

Self doom'd to Everlaſting Woe,

Content, infenſible *

What Heart can bear the dreadful Thought!

And have I into Being brought, --

And borne a Child for Hell!

2
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5 Forbid it, O moſt gracious Gop!

With Pity ſee Him in his Blood,

For Jesus ſake alone,

Regard my endleſs Griefs and Fears,

Nor let the Son of all theſe Tears

Be finally undone.

6 Fulfil at laſt my Heart's Deſire,

And pluck the Brand out of the Fire,

And ſave Him by thy Grace,

So ſhall I manifeſt thy Name,

With All I have, and All I am,

Devoted to thy Praiſe. -

7 My Son I will to Thee reſtore,

And anxious for the World no more,

Caſt all my Care on Thee,

I and my Houſe will ſerve the Lord,

And wait, obedient to thy Word,

Thy Glorious Face to ſee.

CLXXXIX.

The True Uſe of Musick.

I IsTed into the Cauſe of Sin,

Why ſhould a Good be Evil?

Muſick, alas! too long has been

Preſt to obey.the Devil:

Drunken, or kewd, or light the Lay .

Flow'd to the Soul's Undoing,

Widen'd, and flrew’d with Flowers the Way

Down to Eternal Ruin.

2 Who on the Part of God will riſe,

Innocent Sound recover,

Vol. II. X - Fly

º
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Fly on the Prey, and take the Prize,

Plunder the Carnal Lover,

Strip him of every moving Strain,

Every melting Meaſure,

Muſick in Virtue's Cauſe retain,

Reſcue the Holy Pleaſure?

3 Come let us try if Jesu's Love

Will not as well inſpire us:

This is the Theme of Thoſe above,

This upon Earth ſhall fire us.

Say, if your Hearts are tun'd to fing,

Is there a Subjećt greater?

Harmony all its Strains may bring,

Jesus's Name is ſweeter.

4 Jesus the Soul of Muſick is;

His is the Nobleſt Paſſion:

Jesus's Name is Joy and Peace,

Happineſs and Salvation:

Jesus's Name the Dead can raiſe,

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 raiſes? -

Merry our Hearts, for Christ is King,

Chearful are all our Faces:

Who of his Love doth once partake

He evermore rejoices:

Melody in our Hearts we make,

Melody with our Voices. .

6 He that a ſprinkled Conſcience hath,

He that in God is merry,

Let him ſing Pſalms, the Spirit ſaith,

Joyful, and never weary,

Offer
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Offer the Sacrifice of Praiſe,

Hearty, and never ceaſing,

Spiritual Songs and Anthems raiſe,

Honour, and Thanks, and Bleſfing.

Then let us in his Praiſes join,

Triumph in his Salvation,

Glory aſcribe to Love Divine,

Worſhip, and Adoration:

Heaven already is begun,

Open'd in Each Believer;

Only believe, and ſtill fing on,

Heaven is Ours forever.

CXC.

ANo THE R.

I will ſing with the Spirit, and I will ſing with

the Underſtanding alſo, I Cor. xiv. 15.

ESUS, Thou Soul of all our Joys,

For whom we now lift up our Voice,

And all our Strength exert,

Vouchſafe the Grace we humbly claim,

Compoſe into a Thankful Frame,

And tune thy People's Heart.

While in the Heavenly work we join,

Thy Glory be our ſole Deſign,

Thy Glory, not our own:

Still let us keep our End in view,

And ſtill the Pleaſing Taſk purſue,

To pleaſe our God alone.

The ſecret Pride, the ſubtle Sin

Oh! let it never more ſteal in,

T' offend thy glorious Eyes, ,

X ‘.2-. To, -
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7

To deſecrate our hallow'd Strain,

And make our ſolemn Service vain,

And mar our Sacrifice. *-

To magnify thy awful Name,

To ſpread the Honours of the Lamb,

Let us our Voices raiſe, r

Our Souls and Bodies Powers unite, ;

Regardleſs of our own Delight,

And dead to Human Praiſe.

Still let us on our Guard be found,

And watch againſt the Power of Sound,

With ſacred Jealouſy;

- Leſt haply Senſe ſhould damp our Zeal,

And Muſick's Charms bewitch and ſteal

Our Heart away from Thee.

That hurrying Strife far off remove,

That noiſy Burſt of Selfiſh Love,

Which ſwells the Formal Song;

The Joy from out our Heart ariſe,

And ſpeak, and ſparkle in our Eyes,'

And vibrate on our Tongue.

Thee let us praiſe our Common Lord,

And ſweetly join with one Accord,

Thy Goodneſs to proclaim:

Jesus, Thyſelf in us reveal,

And all our Faculties ſhall feel

Thine harmonizing Name.

With calmly reverential Joy

We then ſhall all our Lives employ

In ſetting forth thy Love, -

And raiſe in Death our Triumph higher,

And ſing with all the Heavenly. Choir

That endleſs Song Above. .

\

* -

CXCI.
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CXCI.

On his Birth-day.

I WAY with my Fears!

The glad Morning appears, .

When an Heir of Salvation was born 1.

From Jehov AH I came, .

For his Glory I am, *

And to Him I with finging return.

2 No grievous Alloy

Shall diminiſh the Joy

I to Day from my Maker receive:

'Tis my Duty to praiſe

His unſpeakable Grace,

And exulting in Jesus to live.

3 Thy Jesus alone

The Fountain I own

Of my Life and Felicity here,

And chearfully ſing

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 Wiſdom appointed it ſo.

5 I fing of thy Grace

From my earlieſt Days

Ever near to Allure, and Defend:

Hitherto Thou haſt been

My Preſerver from Sin,

And I know Thou wilt ſave to the End.
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6 Oh! the infinite Cares,

And Temptations, and Snares

Thy Hand hath condućted me thro’ſ

Oh! the Bleſſings beſtow'd

By a bountiful God,

And the Mercies eternally New!

7 What a Mercy is This,

What an Heaven of Bliſs'

How unſpeakably Happy am I,

Gather'd into the Fold,

With thy People inroll'd,

With thy People to live, and to die!

8 How rich in the Friends

Thy Providence ſends

To help my Infirmity on 1

What a Number I ſee,

Who could ſuffer for me,

And ranſom my Life with their own!

9 Oh! the Goodneſs of God

Imploying a Ciod -

His Tribute.of Glory to raiſe!

His Standard to bear,

... And with Triumph declare

His unſearchable Riches of Grace!

1o Oh! the fathomleſs Love,

That has deign'd to approve,

And proſper the Work of my Hands!

With my Paſtoral Crook

I went over the Brook,

And behold! I am ſpread into Bands.

I I Who, I aſk, in Amaze,

Hath begotten me Theſe ?

And inquire, from what Quarter they came?

My
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My full Heart it replies

They are born from the Skies,

And gives Glory to GoD, and the Lamb.

12 All Honour, and Praiſe

To the Father of Grace,

To the Spirit, and Son I return,

The Buſineſs purſue -

He hath made me to do,

And rejoice, that I ever was born.

13 In a Rapture of Joy

My Life I employ, -

The God of my Life to proclaim:

'Tis worth living for This,

To adminiſter Bliſs,

And Salvation in Jesus's Name.

14 My Remnant of Days,

I ſpend in his Praiſe

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.

HYMNs for Chriſtian Friends.

RIENDship Divine! thy Praiſe I fing,

Deſcendant of the Heavenly King,

Thou faireſt of th’Angelic Kind,

Thou Copy of the Perfect Mind,

Indulg’d poor Mortals from above,

To teach our Hearts that God is Love,

Thee,
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: Thee, thine Ally, the heav'n-born Muſe

Throughout this lower World purſues, .

Thy lovely Lineaments to trace,

And point Thee to the Fallen Race,

If haply ſome thy Charms may ſee,

And Paradiſe Regain'd in Thee.

But who on Earth with Thee is bleſt,

And where doth ſacred Friendſhip reſt?

Shall we to Palaces repair?

Alas! thy Name alone is there,

Thou canſt not dwell with Poliſh’d Art,

Or harbour in a ſelfiſh Heart.

Thou never didſt the Wicked join,

Or caſt thy Pearls to Worldly Swine,

Howe'er they touch with Lips prophane,

And take thy hallow'd Name in vain:

Who will not to their Maker bend,

“Who fear no GoD can love no Friend.

Seldom alas! thy ſilken Cord .

Hath bound a Subječt to his Lord :

For how can Contraries be join'd,

An humble with an haughty Mind,

Or Two ſo different in Degree,

Deſcend, ariſe, and meet in Thee?

Falſely to Thee the Great pretend,

Not all their Gold can buy a Friend,

Who fancy Thee their eaſy Spoil,

Attracted by an high-born Smile:

Thou wilt not yield thy Treaſures up,

To crown their Impudence of Hope.

Thee to procure how fond their Boaſt!

The Beggars cannot bear the Coſt:

Nor will the flatter’d Worms ſubmit

To lay their Honour at thy Feet,

i

Give



HYMNs and SACRed PoEMs. 261

!

}

r

Give up their Life, to Friendſhip's Claim,

Or ſacrifice their Dearer Fame.

8 Strangers to Truth, how can it be,

That ſuch ſhould bear it all from Thee?

And therefore baniſh'd from their Sight,

Thou takft thine everlaſting Flight,

Nor ſtoopſt again to Souls ſo 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 amidſt their Store,

For thy Support the Wretches figh,

And pine undone for Love's Supply.

1o Poor, is the Man by Slaves ador'd,

Of kneeling Worlds the friendleſs Lord:

A thouſand barter’d Worlds tº obtain

The Bleſſing of a Friend, were Gain;

Yet None the Bleſfing can beſtow,

But He who died to ſave his Foe.

11 That happy Man whom Jesus loves,

And with peculiar Smiles approves,

On Him the Angel ſhall deſcend,

And God ſhall bleſs him with a Friend,

To none but Choſen Veſſels given,

Thoſe higheſt Favourites of Heaven.

.CXCIII.

H Y M N II.

I O O L I SH World, who canſt not find

Friendſhip in a Chriſtian Mind!
<< Where
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“Where the Heart ſo many Share,

No Peculiar Love is there:”

Idly doth thy Malice rage,

Bafiled by the Sacred Page,

Vainly would thy Maxims prove

GoD Incapable of Love.

God of All-redeeming Grace,

Hath. He not his Choſen Race?

Dare ye hence his Love deny,

Feign He paſs'd One Sinner by ?

Some if He hath doubly bleſt,

Hath. He therefore curs’d the reſt?

No, like Rain his Bleſſings fall,

Loving is our GoD to All.

Taught of God, 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,

Theſe are all our Soul's Delight,

Theſe we ſeek, in Theſe we reſt,

Moſt deſire, and love the beſt.

Yet of Theſe if GoD's Decree

Single out a Soul for me,

Give me to his tendereſt Care,

Bid Him all my Burthens bear,

Each for Each if Jesus uſe,

Shall we dare the Grace refuſe?

Shall we not the Bleſſing own,

Glad that all his Will is done?.

Is it not his Will to join.

Spirits in a Bond Divine,

Knit in Friendſhip's cloſeſt Tie,

Each with Each to live and die?:

*…* .

s

.
-º

Did.
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:

Did He not inſpire, approve

Jonathan and David's Love?

Had not God his Fav'rite One,

Jesus his Beloved John P

6 Happy Soul, above the reſt!

Leaning on thy Saviour's Breaſt,

Thou the dear Diſciple art,

Ever cloſeſt to his Heart,

Thou doſt all his Secrets know,

Choiceſt of his Friends below,

Call'd peculiarly to prove

CHRIST is GoD, and God is Love?

Jesu, Lover of Mankind,

Grant me thy Extenſive Mind,

Head of the Believing Race,

Give me thy Peculiar Grace,

Give it to my deareſt Friend,

Make him faithful to the End,

Root, and 'ſtabliſh him in Thee,

Save my Other Self, and me.

Let it in our Souls be ſeen

Thy Unbounded Love to Men,

Shew in Us how Good Thou art,

Stamp thy Image on our Heart,

Call us out thy Witneſſes,

Bid us all thy Life expreſs,

All the Happineſs above,

All the Heighth of Chriſtian Love.

CXCIV.

H Y M N III.

ATHER, at thy Footſtool ſee

Two who now are One in Thee,

Draw
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Draw us by thy Grace alone,

Give, O give us to thy Son.

2 Jesus, Friend of Humankind,

Let us in thy Name be join'd,

Each to Each unite and bleſs,

Keep us ſtill in perfect Peace.

3 Heavenly, All alluring Dove,

Shed thine over-ſhadowing Love,

Love, the Sealing, Grace impart,

Dwell within our Single Heart.

4 FATHER, SoN, and Holy Ghost,

Be to us what Adam loſt,

Let us in thy Image riſe,

Give us back our Paradiſe.

5 Made like the firſt happy Pair,

Let us here thy Nature ſhare,

Holy, pure, and perfect be,

Tranſcript of the TRINITY.

6 Foremoſt of created Things, -

Neareſt the great King of Kings, -

Standing as at firſt we ſtood,

Made a little leſs than GoD !

CXCV.

HY M N IV.

Uthor of Friendſhip'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 Bonds of pure Seraphic Love,

United in thy Love alone. -

* . . Searcher
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Searcher of Hearts unſearchable,

To Thee, great God, we dare appeal,

To Thee we dare our Cauſe commend;

Thou knowſt our Simpleneſs of Heart,

And as Thou didſt the Grace impart,

O keep us, keep us to the End.

Our Friendſhip ſanétify, and guide, .

Unmixt with Selfiſhneſs, and Pride,

Thy Glory be our Single Aim:

In all our Intercourſe below

Still let us in thy Footſteps go,

And never meet but in thy Name.

Fix on Thyſelf our Single Eye;

Oh! may we on Thyſelf rely

For all the Help which Each conveys,

The Help as from thy Hands receive,

And ſtill to Thee all Glory give,

All Thanks, all Might, all Love, all Praiſe.

Whate'er Thou doſt on One beſtow,

Let Each the doubled Bleſfing know,

Let Each the common Burthen bear,

In Comforts, and in Griefs agree,

And wreſtle for his Friend with Thee

In all th’ Omnipotence of Prayer.

Our mutual Prayer accept, and ſeal,

In both thy glorious Self reveal,

Both with the Fire of Love baptize;

Thy Kingdom in our Souls reſtore,

And keep, 'till we can fin no more,

*Till both in all thy Image riſe.

Witneſſes of th’ all-cleanſing Blood,

Long may we work the Works of God,

And do thy Will like Thoſe above,

Together ſpread the Goſpel-Sound,

And ſcatter Peace on All around,

And Joy, and Happineſs, and Love.

YVol. II. True
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True Yoke-fellows, by Love compell'd ".

To labour in the Goſpel-Field,

Our All let us delight to ſpend

In gathering in thy Lambs and Sheep,

Aſſurd that Thou our Souls wilt keep, ºr -, .
Wilt keep us faithful to the End. . . . . ;

And if it be thy Sovereign Will, -

Jesus, our Hearts Defire fulfil, - - -

Thou knowſt, dear Lord, what we would ſay:

To Thee the Matter we ſubmit,

But if thy Wiſdom deems it fit,

Oh! call us both at once away.

Let both at once the Summons hear,

And bleſs the welcome Meſſenger, -

The Angel of thy lateſt Grace: -

Let both at once our Souls reſign

Into thoſe Gracious Hands of Thine,

And ſee at once thy Glorious Face.

In Thee together let us die,

Together mount above the Sky,

Smooth-wafted on the Angel's Wings,

Together take the ſtarry Crown,

And fit with Thee triumphant down,

Aſſeſſors of the King of Kings;

Together on thy Fulneſs feaſt, *

In Thee, and in each other bleſt,

The Social Joys of Heaven improve,

Sing the New Song which ne'er ſhall end,

And jointly in thy Praiſes ſpend

An everlaſting Age of Love.

CXCVI.
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CXCV.

H Y M N V.

r ATHER of Lights, to Thee I lift

F My humbly thankful Heart and Eyes,

Giver of every perfečt Gift,

Accept my grateful Sacrifice;

I own thy Mercies never end:

O God, I bleſs Thee for my Friend.

2 Thou only didſt the Gift beſtow,

Thou knowſt it came unſºught from Thee:

Thy Will appointed Him to go,

And comfort One in Miſery,

In all my Griefs to claim his Part,

And bear me on his faithful Heart.

3 Thou only didſt our Spirits join

In Bonds of everlaſting Love:

I own, and bleſs the Work Divine,

The Work of thy deſcending Dove;

From Heaven. He ſuddenly came down,

And made our Souls for ever One.

4 Hovering o'er both his Wings He ſpread,

And breath'd his Love into our Breaſt,

The Ground of Heavenly Friendſhip laid,

And each to each He ſweetly bleſt,

He knit th' indiſſoluble Tie, -

And with That Soul I live, and die.

5 My Firſt of Comforts here below,

My Chief of all created Good,

Thro' Him the Grace I ſurely know

On me, for Jesus Sake, beſtow'd,

Receive the Bleſſing from above,

And ſee my Lord's Refle&ted Love.

- - - Y 2 - The

|
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6 The God of Love hath touch'd his Breaſt,

And fill'd with ſofteſt Sympathy,

With Pity not to be expreſt, -

Pity for ſuch a Worm as me:

He loves me by Myſelf abhor'd, - -

Loves in the Bowels of my Lord.

7 Preſent in Spirit, howe'er disjoin'd

In Fleſh, He carries me to God,

Supports my Feebleneſs of Mind,

And more than ſhares 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 God, lifts up,

And prays me ſtrong in Jesu's Might;

His Prayer my finking Spirit ſtays,

And arms the Miniſter of Grace,

9 Snatch'd from ten thouſand Snares I prove
The Power Divine that ſet me free:

The Channel of thy Grace I love,

But give the Glory all to Thee:

Thou, Father, Thou the Work haſt done;

Ador'd be thy great Name alone.

1o I dare not, Lord, the Gift refuſe,

The Gift, howe'er transfer'd, is Thine:

If Thou vouchſafe a Worm to uſe,

I bleſs the Ordinance Divine,

And at thy Hand the Grace receive,

Which God, and only God, can give.

---
-

-

n - -

x,& X. -- ". --

- CXCVI.

*
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CXCVI.

1H Y M N VI.

OUNTAIN of Good, from Thee alone

Our every Gift and Comfort flows,

Whate'er we fondly call our own

Thy freely ſtreaming Grace beſtows,

Thy Bleſſings all thro' CHRIST deſcend,

Our Heavenly and eternal Friend.

Meaneſt of all thy Sons, on me,

On me Thou haſt a Gift beſtow'd,

Dearer than Life, or Liberty,

And only leſs belov'd than God,

I take the Friend thy Grace has given,

And bleſs him, 'till we meet in Heaven.

Thither He ſtill points out my Way,

And arms my Soul with mighty Prayers

Stands by me in the evil Day, -

And all my Griefs and Burthens bears,

Bleſt Miniſter of Grace Divine;

But all the Glory, Lord, is Thine.

4 Thou only doſt the Power transfer,

Thro' which a Worm ſupports the Weak,

Thou only doſt my Spirit chear

By Words which He receives to ſpeak;

Thy ſecret Hand in all I ſee, -

And render all the Praiſe to Thee.

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,

Y 3

-, *
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The Help which on our Earth is done
Thou doſt it, Lord, and Thou alone.

6 Thou didſt at firſt the Grace impart,

The tender Charity Divine,

Will'd him to bear me on his Heart,

And love me with a Love like Thine,

Pure heavenly Love, on Earth unknown,

A Stream that iſſues from thy Throne.

7 And can I, deareſt Lord, not love

A Soul Thyſelf indear'ſt to me?

So like the bleſſed Spirits above, ... .

So reſtleſs to be. like Thee,

So long defir’d, ſo late beſtow'd,

So honour'd, and belov'd of GoD !

º

8 But (for I know my wretched Heart

Would ſtill thy nobleſt Gifts abuſe)

A ſecond Benefit impart,

And grant me Grace thy Grace to uſe,

From all the Droſs of Nature free,

Give me to love that Soul for Thee.

9 O may I never, never ſeek

My own Delight, my own Applauſe,

Ready thy Gifts to render back, -

To mail my Iſaac to the Croſs,

My All of Comfort to refign,

Aid ſay, Thy will be done, not mine.

1o Refrain my Soul, and keep it low, -

Wean’d as a Child from Creature-good,

Thee, only Thee, reſolv'd to know, .

My Jesus, and thy ſprinkled Blood:

All other. Comforts I diſdain, - - -

And more than All in Thee I gain,

* -
- * - --

-

. . . **

-

What
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V.

11 What are thy Gifts, compar'd to Thee!".

A Beam from that bright-ſhining Stin,

A Drop from that unfathom'd Sea?

Fountain of Life, and Love unknown,

Into thy Depths, O God, I fall:

O God, Thou art mine All in All.

cxcvH.

H y M N VII.

* *

-

. . - - *r

r EE, Jesu, ſee that much lov'd Soul,

For whom thy pretious Life was given,

Haſte to renew, and make him whole,

And fill him now with all thy Heaven. . . I

- *
. . . . . . . . .

2 Now, Saviour, now (if after God

I aſk) the Second Gift impart, . . . . "

And ſhed thy glorious Love abroad, , , ,

And give him the pure finleſs Heart.

3 Remove the Stumbling block within,
The poſſible offence remove, ". . . . . .

Say to his soul, “Thou Canfi not fin,

Forever ſav'd by perfect Love.”. . . .”

4 Anſwer on Him Thine own Requeſt, . . .

Anſwer in Us thy Spirit's Groan, - -

Speak Him into thy People's Reſt, . . . .

And tell his inmoſt Soul 'Tis dong! . . .

- - - - - - -- - - - - - - - - ºr ,

5 When Inbred Sin is all deſtroy'd,

Long let him here thy Witneſs live, ‘.

In Love's Angelic Taſk employ'd, ... . . . .

And free what He receives to give.

-: , s: , Greateſt
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6 Greateſt of All O let him be, ---------

And ever in thy Footſteps go,

And gladly miniſter to Thee, -

A Servant of thy Church below.

7 Let him thro' thine Almighty Name

A Father in our Iſrael riſe,

Cheriſh the Followers of the Lamb,

And nurſe them 'till they reach the Skies.

8 Thus may He ſtill his Faith approve,

And make the Lambs his tendereſt Care,

The Little ones that liſp thy Love

Delighted in his Arms to bear.

9 Jesu, fulfil his Heart's Defire,

And gather in thy Lambs and Sheep,

Bid them into thy. Fold retire,

And far from Sin and Danger keep.

1o Far from the World A Place provide,

Ev’n in this howling Wilderneſs,

And in thy Sančtuary hide

The Veſſels of thy perfect Grace.

11 Who the good Fight of Faith have fought,

And found The Love that caſts our Fear,

Within the ſacred Verge be brought,

And reſt from all their Labours here.

12 In Anſwer to thy Spirit's Prayer

- Now let the Poliſh'd Pillars riſe, -

Firm as the Throne of God, and bear

Thy Glorious Temple to the Skies.

*** , , ; -

•e --- -

- -

-
-

- - - -

CXCVIII.
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CXCVIII.

H Y M N VIII.

I Thou whoſe ſpecial Grace

Did kindly condeſcend

Of all the Choſen Race

To fingle out a Friend,

To ſhower on Him above the reſt,

Thy richeſt Favours down, -

And preſs him cloſeſt to thy Breaſt

Thy beſt-beloved john f :

2 I lift my Heart to Thee,

To Thee, who knowſt the who

Its deareſt Amity -

For One Diſtinguiſh'd Soul:

The ſoft unutterable Love

Wherewith I One embrace

With gracious Smiles behold, approve,

And turn it to thy Praiſe. '

3 To Thee, and thy great Name

My whole Affection turn,

And let the hallow’d Flame

For thy pure Glory burn;

From all idolatrous Exceſs,

From Earthly Droſs refine,

And on my fimple Heart impreſs

The Charaćter Divine.

4. No more may I provoke

My God to jealouſy, -

Or to thy Creature look

For what proceeds from Thee:

Fountain of Life, and Joy, and Peace

Thee may I always own,

And find my Total Happineſs,

* Laid up in God alone.

le,

-
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; : My All of Comfort here,

Whoe'er the Grace tranſmit,

To Thee may I refer,

And worſhip at thy Feet, -

From Thee may I my Partner take

(That Pretious Loan of Thine) : - .

And wait thy Call to give him back, *
And bleſs the Name Divine.

- -

6 On Thee, my Gop, on Thee -

Alone would I depend, -

And taſte thy Love, and ſee

Thy Image, in my Friend,

My Boſom-Friend at thy Demand

I promiſe to reſtore;

But let us meet at thy Right-hand,

And praiſe Thee evermore

-

CXCIX.

H Y.M N IX.

ESUS, with kindeſt Pity ſee * ..

J Two Souls that would be One in Thee, *

If now Accepted in thy Sight,

Thou doſt our upright Hearts unite,

Allow us, while on Earth to prove,

The nobleſt Joys of Heavenly Love.

Before thy glorious Eyes we ſpread

The Wiſh which doth from Thee proceed,

Our Love from Earthly Droſs refine,

Holy, Angelical, Divine

Thee let it its great Author ſhew, -

And back to the pure Fountain flow. . . .

A Drop of that unbounded Sea

O God, réſorb it into Thee,
-

. . . . . . . While

!º
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While both our Souls with reſtleſs Strife

Spring up into Eternal Life,

And loſt in endleſs Raptures prove

Thy whole Immenſity of Love.

4. A Spark of that Etherial Fire,

Still let it to its Source aſpire,

To Thee in every Wiſh return,

Intenſely for thy Glory burn,

With both our Souls fly up to Thee,

And blaze thro' all Eternity! .

1 -

CC. .

H Y M N X.

Y Jesus, my All,

Thy Name I confeſs,

My Freedom in Thrall,

My Help in Diſtreſs,

Thy boundleſs Compaſſion

The Cordial did ſend,

The ſtrong Conſolation

Convey'd in a Friend.

2 The Hallow'd Delight

With Thanks. I receive,

And give Thee thy Right,

In Praiſes I give:

The Bliſs-giving Power -

And Glory be Thine,

The plentiful Shower

Of Bleſfings is mine.

3 I now on the Scale

Of Friendſhip ariſe,

The Kingdom aſſail,

And preſs to the Skies, T

o
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To Joys never ending

My Comforts improve,

From Earthly aſcending

To Heavenly Love.

4 Thy Goodneſs I taſte,

Thy Goodneſs proclaim,

And joyfully haſte

To ſup with the Lamb;

Together, invited “. . . .

Our Lord we purſue, -

With Vigour united

We §: our Way thro’.

5 Caught up in the Air
I ſoon ſhall aſcend,

The Kingdom to ſhare

With Thee and my Friend, -- .

(On Earth, to Each other,

In Heaven, well known)

And I with my Brother

Shall fit on thy Throne.

CCI.

H Y M N XI.

HAT ſhall I do my God to love,

Who pours his Bleſſings from above,

And Comforts without Endſ

Let all my grateful Soul embrace

His rich ineſtimable Grace

Vouchſaf'd me in a Friend.

2 My Former Friend (forever dear,

Forever mention'd with a Tear)

Did long ago depart: ,

On

.
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º

On Honour’s Fatal Gilboa

He vilely caſt his Shield away,

And broke my faithful Heart.

But lo! when Jonathan was dead,

I found an Hu/#ai in his Stead,

Reſtorer of my Peace,

A Friend in all my Conflićts tried,

Who never parted from my Side,

Or left me in Diſtreſs.

A Miniſter of Heavenly Love,

In Paths that tend to Joys above

My Shining Pattern treads:

He meets me ſtill in Jesu's Name,

And back to Him from whom He came,

My thankful Spirit leads.

Friend of my Soul, its Griefs He ſhares,

Confirms my Hands by mighty Prayers,

And props my feeble Knees;

On Earth He helps me to look down,

And bids me ſeize with Him the Crown

Of Life, and Righteouſneſs.

Oh! might I riſe by Love reſtor'd,

And following Him, as He his Lord,

Theſe Storms of Care outfly,

This Cloudy Atmoſphere tranſcend,

And claim, and graſp my happy Friend

In purer Worlds on high

CCII.

H Y M N XII.

EE, deareſt Lord, thy Servant ſee,

And graciouſly approve

Vol. II. Z 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 preſent,

Thine All-indulging Grace adore,

And bleſs thine Inſtrument.

2 My Gifts and Comforts all, I know,

From Thee alone deſcend;

Thou only cou’dſt on me beſtow

So true, and kind a Friend.

Caſt in one Mould by Art Divine

Our blended Souls agree,

And pair'd above our Spirits join

In Sacred Harmony.”

3 As ſent, to bleſs me, from above

Thy Creature I receive,

To turn my utmoſt Strength of Love

On Him for whom I live;

To raiſe, and help my Weakneſs on,

Th’Angelic Power is given,

He comes in Human Form ſent down,

And guards my Soul to Heaven.

4 Thankful from thy bleſt Hands I take

Th’ Ineſtimable Loan,

And ſtand prepar'd to give Him back,

To render Thee Thine own:

I dare not to thy Creature cleave,

Thy Creature, LoRD, recall,

Thy Glory ſtill to Thee I give,

That Thou art All in All.

* 2-S

&&.

- - CCIII.

|
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º

CCIII.

H Y M N XIII.

I HOU GoD of Truth and Love,

We ſeek thy Perfect Way,

Ready thy Choice t'approve,

Thy Providence t' obey,

Enter into thy wiſe Deſign,

And ſweetly loſe our Will in Thine.

2 Why haſt Thou caſt our Lot

In the ſame Age and Place,

Or why together brought

To ſee Each other's Face,

To join with ſofteſt Sympathy,

And mix our friendly Souls in Thee?

3 Didſt Thou not make us One,

That Both might One remain,

Together travel on,

And bear each other's Pain,

*Till Both Thine utmoſt Goodneſs prove,

And riſe renew'd in perfect Love.

4 Surely Thou didſt unite

Our kindred Spirits here,

That Both hereafter might

Before thy Throne appear,

Meet at the Marriage of the Lamb,

And all thy Glorious Love proclaim. "

5 Then let us ever bear

The bleſſed End in view,

And join with mutual Care

To fight our Paſſage thro’, -

Z. z. And
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And kindly help Each other on,

*Till Both receive the Starry Crown.

6 O might thy Spirit ſeal

Our Souls unto That Day,

With all thy Fulneſs fill,

... And then tranſport away, • * -

Away to our Eternal Reſt,

Away to our Redeemer's Breaſt.

7 There, only there we ſhall

Fulfil thy great Deſign,

And in thy Praiſe with all

Our Elder Brethren join,

And hymn in Songs which never end

Our Heavenly Everlaſting Friend.

- CCIV.

H y M N XIV.

1. OME, let us ariſe,

And preſs to the Skies,

The Summons obey,

My Friend, my Beloved, and haſten away!

The Maſter of All

For our Service doth call,

And deigns to approve

With Smiles of Acceptance our Labour of Love.

z His Burthen who bear,

We alone can declare - -

How eaſy his Yoke, [provoke:

While to Love, and Good Works we Each other

By Word and by Deed,

The Bodies in Need,

... The Souls to relieve,

And freely as Jesus hath given to give,

-

J

|
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2

3 Then let us attend -

Our Heavenly Friend,

In his Members diſtreſt,

With Want, or Afflićtion, or Sickneſs oppreſt:

The Priſoner relieve,

The Stranger receive,

Supply all their Wants,

And ſpend, and be ſpent in Aſſiſting his Saints:

4 Thus while we beſtow

Our Moments below,

Ourſelves we forſake,

And Refuge in Jesus's Righteouſneſs take:

His Paſſion alone

The Foundation we own,

And Pardon we claim,

And Eternal Redemption in Jesus's Name.

CCV.

H Y M N XV.

OD of all good Gifts the Donor,

God, whoſe Mercies never end,

Thee with Lips and Heart I honour,

Bleſs Thee for my Darling Friend,

Thankful at thy Hands receiving,

Ever longing to fulfil

All thy wiſe Deſign 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,

Softneſs of Divine Compaſſion,

Tenderneſs of Heavenly Love.

- Z 3 Sang
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3 Sanétify our mutual Care,

More and more let it increaſe,

Strengthen us hereby to ſhare

Every Tempted Soul's Diſtreſs:

Stir us up to Toil unceaſing,

Lay on Both the Common Load,

Make our Love a General Bleſſing,

Turn it all to Sion's Good.

4. While with juſt peculiar Kindneſs

We Each other's Souls embrace,

Save us from that Doting Blindneſs,

Fatal to our Fallen Race;

From the mean contračting Paſſion

Keep us free, and unconfin'd,

Raiſe our Generous Inclination,

Fix our Love on all Mankind.

5. As a wide-extended River,

Let thy Love our Hearts o'erflow,

Pureſt Love that laſts for ever,

Reaching every Soul below;

Love that doth with free Election

Some beyond the reſt approve,

Bleſs us with thy whole Affection,

Special, Univerſal Love.

CCVI.

H Y M N XVI.

I UTHOR of the Peace Unknown,

Lover of my Friend and me,

Who of Twain haſt made us One,

One preſerve us ſtill in Thee,

All our heigthen'd Bleſſings bleſs,

Crown our Hopes with full Succeſs,

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 perfeót Holineſs.

4 Let us both together riſe, .

To thy glorious Life reſtor'd, .

Here regain our Paradiſe,

Here prepare to meet our Lord,

Here enjoy the Earneſt given,

Travel hand in hand to Heaven.

CCVII.

HY M N XVII.

I OW happy the Pair,

Whom Jesus unites

In Friendſhip to ſhare

Angelic Delights,

Whoſe chaſt Converſation

Is coupled with Fear,

Whoſe fre Expectation

Is Holineſ; here !

2 My Jesus, my Lord,

> Thy Grace I commend

So kind to afford

My Weakneſs a Friend!

Thy
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Thy only Good-pleaſure

On me hath beſtow'd

An Heavenly Treaſure,

A Servant of God.

3 Appointed by Thee,

We meet in thy Name,

And meekly agree -

To follow the Lamb,

To track thy Example,

The World to diſdain,

And conſtantly trample

On Pleaſure 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 Lord,

We ſtill are preparing

To meet our Reward.

5 The Heavenly Prize

Is ever in view,

*Till both ſhall ariſe,

Created anew ;

That Firſt Reſurreótion

We pant to attain,

Go on to Perfection,

And ſuffer to reign.

6 O Jesus, appear,

No longer delay

To ſančtify here,

And bear us away :

The End of our Meeting

On Earth let us ſee,

Triumphantly fitting

In Glory with Thee. ,
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CCVIII.

H Y M N XVIII.

t OLY ſanctifying Dove,

God of Truth, and God of Love,

On my feeble Soul deſcend,

On my deareſt Earthly Friend.

Come, and all our Wants ſupply,

Now the Pardon'd ſanétify,

Now our little Faith increaſe,

Fill us now with perfect Peace.

2 Lead us Thou our confiant Guide,

Witneſs in our Hearts abide,

Earneſt of the Joys to come,

Make our Souls thy glorious Home:

Every pretious Promiſe ſeal,

All the Depths of God reveal, -

Keep us to that happy Day,

Bear us on thy Wings away.

3 If Thou didſt the Grace impart,

Mad'ſt us of one Mind and Heart,

Still our friendly Souls unite

Partners in the Realms of Light;

Let us there together ſoar,

Quickly meet to part no more,

There our raviſh'd Spirits join,

Mingled, loſt in Love Divine.

CCIX. At Parting.

H Y M N XIX.

I ORD, we thy Will obey,

And in thy Pleaſure reſt,
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We, only we, can ſay

Whate'er is, is Beſt,

Joyful to meet, and glad to part,

Aſſur’d We ſtill are One in Heart.

2 Hereby we ſweetly know

Our Love proceeds from Thee,

We let Each other go,

From every Creature free,

And cry, in Anſwer to thy Call,

Thou art, O CHRIST, our All in All!

3 Our Huſband, Brother, Friend,

Our Counſeller Divine,

Thy Choſen Ones depend

On no Support but Thine;

Our Everlaſting Comforter,

We cannot want, if Thou art here,

4 Still let us, deareſt Lord,

Sit looſe to All below,

And to thy Love reſtor'd

No other Comfort know,

Stand faſt in Glorious Liberty,

And live and die wrapt up in Thee.

CCX.

H Y M N XX.

I. HOU Heavenly Love, from whom

All holy Paſſions come,

Hear my Faith's availing Cry,

Now the peaceful Anſwer ſend,

Author of the Social Tie,

Giver of my Boſom-Friend.

My
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2 My Boſom-Friend receive,

Whom back to Thee I give:

Strengthen’d by thy Spirit's Power,

Him I chearfully reſign,

Him I thankfully reſtore,

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 tendereſt Care commend:

With us both if Now Thou art,

Be our Everlaſting Friend.

4. With us thro’ Life abide,

And to thy Glory guide,

Give us, Lorp, if not below,

Give us ſoon 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 ſee at thy Right-hand,

Fair in Lovelineſs Divine,

With him in thy Sight to ſtand,

With him in thy Praiſe to join.

6 For this Immortal Hope

I freely give him up:

Only keep us to that Day—

Or if more I may requeſt, * * *

Let me firſt eſcape away,

Let me find an earlier Reſt.

7 My Reſidue of Days

Add to his lengthen'd Race:

Or if Mercy hath ordain'd -

Both at once ſhould take our Flight, I

- - 26t
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Let us ſuddenly aſcend,

Now obtain The Bliſsful 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 Triumphant, come.

CCXI.

H Y M N XXI.

‘I HOU Son of God, whoſe flaming Eyes,

- Mark every Wiſh and Thought that riſe

In this poor troubled Heart,

Diſcloſe, drag out to open Light

All Things diſpleaſing in thy Sight,

And bid them all depart.

2 Wretched, and void of GoD, aud blind,

Woudſt Thou that I ſhould Comfort find

And Eaſe in Aught below :

Or rather bear my utmoſt Load,

And ſhrink from every Creature-Goâd,

And only Jesus know -

3 Spite of Myſelf reſolv'd tº obey,

I tear the dear Right-eye away,

If it my Lord offend;

I bow me to the Will Divine,

My Life, and more than Life reſign,

I give Thee back my Friend.

4 Thy Will be done, whate'er it be,

Thy bleſſed Will concerning me

{

-

I aw
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I awfully adore:

If Thou demand my only Prop,

I yield, I yield—to give him up,

And ſee his Face no more."

5 Mo more; 'till that thrice welcome Day,

When Earth and Heaven ſhall paſs away

Before thy Glorious Face:

We then ſhall 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 know

Each other in the Throng,

Partake the Heavenly Bridal Feaſt,

And fing reclining on thy Breaſt

The Lamb's Eternal Song.

CCXII.

H Y-M Nº. XXII.

I OME the Heavenly Peace Divine,

Enter this ſad Heart of mine,

Come the everlaſting Reſt,

Viſit my Companion's Breaft,

Dwell within my Other Soul,

Let our Social Joy be full.

z Whom thy Grace to me hath lent,

LoRD, I at thy Throne preſent,

Objećt of my tendereſt Care,

Mention Him in every Prayer,

Inſtant aſk, that Both may be

One, for ever One, in Thee.

Vol. II. A a What
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3 What Thou doſt on One confer

Let us both delight to ſhare, - ..."

Both the heighten'd Bleſſing taſte,

Both to thy Embraces haſte, . . . . . .

Sweetly on thy Boſom prove

All the Pleaſantneſs of Love.

4 Let us thus with think even Pace

Meaſure out our quiet Days,

Calmly thro’ the Valley glide,

Led by our Celeſtial Guide, --

Lovely in our Lives beneath,

Not divided in our Death.

CCXIII.

H Y M N XXIII.

1 TESUS, to thy Preſerving Care

J My choiceſt Bleſſing I commend,
Receive, and in thy Boſom bear r

The Soul, whom Thou haſt made my Friend.

2 My Friend! by Pitying Grace beſtow'd

On Me, a Man of Woe and Strife,

To lighten my ſevereſt Load,

And ſooth the Pain of irkſome Life.

3 My former deſp'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.

4 Thou, Lof D, by Him, and Thou alone

Hait forc'd me to let go my Pain,

Haſt chear'd thy long-forgotten Son,

And turn'd me to my Reſt again.
- Thro'
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5 Thro' Him Thou haſt reſor'd my Hope,

(The Hope my Madneſs caſt away)

Strangely reviv'd, and ſtir'd me up,

And forc'd my Heart again to pray.

6 And can I the dear Soul forget. :

The Choiceſt Inſtrument Divine,

And not my inſtant Suit repeat

That all his Heart may ſtill be Thine.

7 Muſt I from Him ſo much receive -

(To Thee aſcribing all the Praiſe) . º

Yet want the Bleſſedneſs To give, -

To miniſter thy Heavenly Grace.

8 O that I might his Burthen bear,

Imploy my All to do him Good,

My utmoſt Strength, my total Care,

My Life, my lateſt Drop of Blood!

9 If I may be ſo greatly bleſt,

Thy Bleſſings to my Friend to deaſ,

This Moment breathe into his Breaſt,

And fill him with celeſtial Zeal.

1o Ten thouſand Bleſſings on his Head

Ten thouſand Goods in One impart,

Thy Spirit with thy Love be ſhed,

And dwell forever in his Heart.

CCXIV.

H Y M N XXIV.

r ATHER of Mercies hear,

And ſend the Bleſſing down,

In Anſwer to this faithful Prayer

Preſented thro’ thy Son:

A a 2. "The
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The Friend, whom for His ſake

Thou haſt on me beſtow'd,

Into thy Arms, thy Boſom take,

And fill his Soul with God. - - -

2 Ev’n now his Heart inſpire -

With Wiſdom from above,

And pure Delight, and chaſte Deſire,

And everlaſting Love:

Him of thy Pardning Grace

This Moment certify,

And make him meet to ſee thy Face,

And reign above the Sky.

3 Do for Him, deareſt Lord,

Above what I can ſay, -

And keep, to all thy Love reſtor'd,
-

His Soul againſt That Day!

To Him with Glory crown'd,

The higheſt Throne be given,

But let me too in Heaven be found,

Found at his Feet in Heaven!
-

CCXV.

HY M N XXV. - |

I ALL-loving Lamb, -

--- I call on thy Name,
-

-

:

Thy Grace for my drooping Companion I claim:

Whoſe Burthen I bear,

And wreſtle in Prayer,

*Till all thy Salvation to Him Thou declare.

.

2 Thou knowſt his Diſtreſ, - *

For the Senſe of thy Grace,
-

The permanent Sight of thy Heavenly Faceh
- 1S--

º
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His Sorrow controul,

Speak Peace to his Soul,

And pronounce him. Accepted, and perſectly whole.

3 If ſometimes He believes,

And his Saviour receives,

Yet again overwhelm'd at thy Abſence He grieves:

Allow his Requeſt,

Forever to reſt, .

Forever to lean on his Jesus's Breaſt.

His Suit is my own;

Myſelf I bemoan, - -

And doubly diſtreſt for the Comforter groan,

*Till in Us He reſide,

And we fully confide

In the Blood which we feelevery Momentapplied.

5 O wou'dſt Thou appear

This Moment to chear *

Thy Mourners, and baniſh ourTrouble and Feart

In Us, and in All r

For the Bleſſing who call,

The Witneſs implant, and redeem from our Fall.

6. Thy Kingdom reflore

In the Spirit of Power, - [more;

That prays, and exults, and gives Thanks ever

Thy Nature make known,

And perfeit in One,

And receive us as Gods to a Share of tky Throne.

CCXVI.

H Y M N XXVI.

I Thou that on All

The Wretched doſt call

- - A a 3 Ta.
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To come, and be happy in Thee,

Thy Promiſe make good,

And ſprinkle with Blood

The Heart of my Partner, and me.

2 The Bleſfing we want

Thou art ready to grant,

More ready than we to requeſt:

The Guilty forgive,

The Weary receive

In the Arms of thy Mercy to reſt.

3 That Taſte of thy Grace,

That Glimpſe of thy Face

To thy ſorrowing Servants reſtore:

Now, Saviour, return,

And leave us to mourn,

And lament for thy Abſence no more.

4 Our Jesus appear

To thy Followers here, -

Who commune of Thee, and are ſad;

Thy Spirit afford

To unfold the Good Word, - '

And our Hearts they again ſhall be glad.

5 The Promiſe apply,

And whiſper “”Tis I,

“Who your Sins and your Sorrows have borne,

“I have pacified God,

“I have bought you with Blood,

“To your merciful Qwner return.”

6 We come at thy Call,

Thou Redeemer of All,

By the Power of thy Riſing we riſe,

Thro' a Paradiſe led,

With Joy on our Head,

We return to our Place in the Skies.

CCXVIT.

N

º

º

|

|
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CCXVII.

H Y M N XXVII.

* I ESUS, if from Thee I find

J This ſudden Call to pray,

Suffer not my feeble Mind

To caſt,the Grace away: .."

Left I quickly faint, and droop

Heartleſs, helpleſs, and alone,

Stir my abſent Partner up,

And bring Him to the Throne.

2 Wake in Him the ſtrong Deſire

Which now for Thee I feel,

Touch our Lips with hallow'd Fire,

Our Breaſts with heavenly Zeal,

Let us for thy Glory pant,

And follow on thy Face to ſee, -

Always pray, and never faint,

*Till both are loſt in Thee.

3 See us now, as Side by Side,

Before thy Mercy-Seat: -

Let us feel thy Blood applied, -

And kiſs thy wounded Feet,

Let our Tears inceſſant flow,

*Till Both the Height of Mercy prove,

"Till the Length and Breadth we know,

And Depth of Perfect Love.

4 O that Both might ſoon ariſe

By perfect Love prepard,

Meet the Bridegroom in the Skies,

And find our full Reward!

Touch
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5

Touching This we both agree

To aſk the Father in thy Name,

Father, make us meet to ſee

The Marriage of the Lamb.

Send the Witneſs from above,

The Spirit of thy Son,

Seal of thy Eternal Love,

And Pledge of Joys unknown,

Let Him in our Hearts reſide,

*Till Jesus comes in Perſon down:

Jesus comes—to fetch his Bride,

And crown us with his Crown.

CCXVIII.

H Y M N XXVIII.

I REAT Searcher of Hearts,

In our innermoſt Parts

Declare the whole Counſel Divine,

Our Evils remove,

Our Graces improve,

And ſecure us Eternally Thine.

2 On me and my Friend

The Comforter ſend,

The Fountain of Bleſfings unknown,

On Both let Him flow,

For we neither can know,

Or inherit a Bleſſing alone.

3 Yet, LoRD, if it be

Unpleaſing to Thee

Our Oneneſs of Mind and of Heart,

We call for the Sword,

We acknowledge our Lord,

And agree at thy Bidding to part.
-

Thy
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4 Thy Favour to know,

We Each other forego,

If our Love be, an Hindrance to Thine; . .

Thy Counſel we take,

And Each other forſake, * ,

To recover the Friendſhip Divine. *

5 At Jesus's Call

We freely ſell all

The Delights of Reciprocal Love;

For that Better Hope

We calmly give up,

And repoſit our Treaſure above.

6 Made perfeót thro' Woe,

From our Parting below

To our Laſt happy Meeting we riſe,

Our Friendſhip renew,

(For who promis'd is True)

And embrace evermore in the Skies.

CCXIX.

H Y M N XXIX.

I ESUS, Lord, whoſe Only Merit

J Can the Dying Sinner ſave,

et me render up my Spirit,

Quickly find my long ſought Grave:

Come in this thrice welcome Hour,

Thy ſad Captive to releaſe, -

Snatch me from the Adverſe Power, s

Change, and bid me die in Peace.
º

2 Is there in this low Creation

That for which I wiſh to live *

“. . ." All
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All my Bliſs and Conſolation

Would I not from Thee receive *

Earthly Joys I long to loſe 'em,

Leſt my Saviour I offend:

Let me ſink into thy Boſom,

Let me leave to Thee my Friend.

3 Him to the all-gracious Lender

Lo! I chearfully reſtore,

Thou, my God, be his Defender,

*Till He follows me to Shore:

Let him truſt in thy Protection,

Live from Sin and Sorrow free,

Place on Thee his whole Affection,

Reſt his happy Soul on Thee.

4 Jesus, crown thine own Deſire,

Take the Soul I Thee bequeath,

His Accept, and mine Require,

Open now the Gate of Death,

Draw me thro’ the Bloody Fountain,

Cloſing now my willing Eyes,

Now eſcaping to the Mountain,

Let me wake in Paradiſe.

CCXX.

H Y M N XXX.

I HOU Gop, that hearſt the Prayer,

And doſt in ſecret ſee,

I tell my ſofteſt Care,

My cloſeſt Grief to Thee,

To thy Divine Compaſſion

I earneſtly commend

My Friend in Tribulation,

My poor Afflicted Friend.

Thon.

|

-
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2 Thou ſeeſt Him ſore tormented,

With Fears and Sorrows torn,

Afraid He ne'er repented,

And griev'd for Power to mourn;

Thou hearſt him deeply groaning

At thy ſevere Delay,

And ſtill Himſelf bemoaning,

He cannot, cannot pray.

3 In helliſh Toils o'ertaken,

As at the Point to die,

He ſecºns of God forſaken,

Nor knows that Thou art migh:

Throughout the Dreary Hour

Thou doſt thy Servant hide;

But let him feel thy Power,

And know Thee Pacified.

4 Thou never wilt relinquiſh .

Thine own in Time of Need,

The ſmoaking Flax extinguiſh,

Or break the bruiſed Reed:

The Bowels of my Saviour

Toward all the Tempted move:

But manifeſt thy Favour,

-- But ſhew his Heart thy Love. --

5 End, LoRD, the fierce Temptation,

And bring Him thro’ the Fire;

With Joy and Conſolation

His panting Breaſt inſpire,

Thy Love's Abiding Witneſs,

Thy pretious Self inpart,

And let him taſte the Sweetneſs

Of Jesus in his Heart.

i

6 By JEsus's Dying Meri, -

Father, 1 Thee conjure

2:..." - To
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To help his fainting Spirit, --

And ſpeak his Pardon ſure: .

Or hear our Friend before Thee,

Thine Interceeding Son,

And ſhew us Both thy Glory,

And take us to thy Throne.
*.

-

CCXXI. In Danger of Loſing his
Friend.

H Y N M xxxi.

§ RAcious, Lord, how long ſhall I

G Tremble at thy Comforts nigh,

Taſte with Fear my pleaſant Food,

Start from every Creature-Good

2 Kept in awe by my own Heart,

Left thy Gifts I ſtill pervert,

Still thy holy Things prophane,

Turn thy Bleſſings into Bane.

3 Never ſure was Heart like Mine,

Heart ſo contrary to Thine, ~~

None ſo wholly loſt as me,

Loſt in vile Idolatry.

5 Thus I from my Birth have been

Grace abuſing into Sin,

Poorer for the Plenty given, -

Wretched thro' the Smiles of Heaven.

6 But, my Lok D, I cry to Thee,

Muſt it thus forever be

Muſt I ſtill thy Gifts abuſe,

Loſe them all, and more than loſe

But

~
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Shall I force Thee ſtill to take

Thy Perverted Bleſſings back?

Blaſt with my infectious Breath,

Doom my fondled Joys to Death?

Shall my moſt ſuſpected Love

Hurtful to its Objećt prove,

Soon in double Ruin end,

Fatal to my Deareſt Friend!

Rather let my Soul depart,

Stop the Panting of my Heart,

Speak again my Sins forgiven,

Sweep me off—from Earth to Heaven!

- - - - CCXXII.

- H Y M N XXXII.

LUTTERING Soul, what doſt Thou here,

Pinion'd with a Load of Clay?

Poor, afflićted 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 miſerable 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 ſurely feel and know,

Good itſelf is Ill to me,

Seeming Joy but Real Woe,

Vol. II. B b Com
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Comforts double my Diſtreſs,

Edge the Pain they cannot eaſe.

4 Friendſhip Self, Celeſtial Gueſt,

Can ſhe make me happy here *

Anſwer this diſtraćted Breaſt,

Anſwer this Foreboding Fear!

Fear to loſe outweighs my Gain,

Heighten'd Bliſs is heighten’d Pain.

5 Oh! that all the Pain were paſt,

Never, never to return -

Might I but eſcape at laſt,

Ceaſe at once to live and mourn,

Graſp thro’ Death th' Immortal Prize,

Meet my Friend in Paradiſe.

CCXXIII.

H Y M N XXXIII.

H N D muſt I give Him up?

And doth the Lord recall

My only Joy, my lateſt Prop,

My Friend, my earthly All!

I muſt—I will—comply

With Jesus' juſt Demand,

I do pluck out the dear Right-Eye,

Cut off the dear Right-Hand.

2. Wherefore ſhould I complain

In pining Diſcontent,

If GoD requires His own again, --

Reſumes the Good He lent?

The Potter, ſure, has Power

Over the paſſive Clay, -

And whom my God beſtow'd this Hour,

My God may take away.

- -*- :
'Twas

s

*
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‘Twas on theſe Terms alone

That firſt I call'd Him Mine,

And vow’d without a murm'ring Groan

The Bleſſing to reſign:

And if my Friend He claim,

And hold me to my Word,

I bleſs and magnify his Name,

And own Him for my LoRD.

4 The Fatal Blow I feel

Of his Almighty Hand,

My Grief commanded to conceal, ''

I bow to his Command.

But Thou haſt not forbid

My ſecret Tears to flow,

And all my Griefs, from Mortals hid,

Thou doſt with Pity know.

5. Of this aſſur'd I reſt

Thou wou'dſt not put to Pain

(For me if Anguiſh were not beſt)

This helpleſs Child of Man; .

The Griev’d Thou wou'dſt not grieve,

Increaſe the Sufferer's Load,

Me of ſo great a Good bereave

But for my greater Good.

6 Or if, my Faith to prove,

Thou doſt reſume Thine own,

Thou ſhalt by a ſtrange Turn of Love

Reſtore the Rendred Loan,

The Offering Father's Hand

Shall drop the Lifted Knife,

And ſtill thyñjã Command

Shall ſave my ſaac's Life.

. . ." B. b. 2: ccxxiv.;
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CCXXIV.

HYMN xxxiv.

I OME my Partner in the Patience

Of our once afflićted King,

Out ef all theſe Tribulations

Riſe with me His Praiſe to fing:

For that happy Day prepare,

And when our DesIRE comes down,

Sure as Now his Croſs we ſhare,

We ſhall then obtain his Crown."

z When our lovely Lord appears,

Folding us in his Embrace,

He ſhall wipe away the Tears,

Kiſs the Sorrow from our Face:

Tho' we in continual Mourning

The ſhort Night of Life employ,

Joy ſhall come with CHRIST returning,

Heavenly Everlaſting Joy.' "

…

3 O what Cordial Conſolation

Doth this bleſſed Hope afford!

We ſhall gain his Full Salvation,

We ſhall meet our Smiling LoRD :

We ſhall ſoon appear before Thee,

Shall the Stars and Sun outſhine,

Shout among the Sons of Glory,

All immortal, all Divine.

4 Jesus, our exalted Jesus, --

Cloath’d in Light, ſhall bow the Sky,

Shall from all our Griefs releaſe us,

All our Wants at once ſupply:

-

-

* +

- - - - * -

- -

*

-

Grief,

º
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Grief, and Curſe, and Death are over,

Pain and Sin no more moleſt,

When we once the Port recover,

Land on our Redeemer's Breaſt.

Shall we there in plaintive Paſſion

Our diſaſtrous Lot bewail,

There regret our Separatiqn *

For a Moment in the Vale

Or in Christ again united,

Heart to Heart, and Soul to Soul,

Triumph. Each in Each delighted,

While eternal Ages roll:

For this Hope diſplay’d before us

Bear we now the deſtin’d Croſs,

Waiting, 'till our Lord reſtore us,

Amply recompence our Loſs,

Crown our Soul's ſupreme Ambition,

Bid us hand in hand aſcend,

Rapt into the Bliſſful Wifton

Of our Everlaſting Friend.

CCXXV.

HY M N XXXV.

y WAY my needleſs Fears,

And Doubts no longer Mine !

A Ray of Heavenly Light appears,

A Meſſenger Divine:

Thrice comfortable Hope

That calms my ſtormy Breaſt,

My Father's Hand prepares the Cup, -

And what He wills is Beſt.

B b 3
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2 He knows whate'er I want,

He ſees my Helpleſneſs,

And always readier is to grant * , ,

Than I to aſk his Grace: . * :

My Fearful Heart He reads,

Secures my Soul from Harms,

And underneath his Mercy ſpreads

Its everkaſting Arms.

3 Here is firm Footing, here,

My Soul, is ſolid Rock,

To break the Waves of Grief and Fear,

And Trouble's rudeſt Shock: -

This only can ſuſtain

When Earth and Heaven remove:

O turn Thee to thy Reſt again, º i :

Thy God's eternal Love. …

To God again I turn,

And ſhelter in his Breaſt,

His Will (let me rejoice or mourn)

His Will is ſurely beſt:

His Skill infallible,

His Providential Grace, * -

His Power, and Truth, that never fail,

Shall order all my Ways.

5 The Random-Blows ofChanee,

The Being I defy,

Whoſe Life's minuteſt Circumſtance

Is fubjećt to his Eye:

He hears the Ravens call;

Nor can his Children grieve,

Nor can a worthleſs Sparrow fall

Without my Father's Leave." ' "

6 Why then was I caſt down,

And troubled without Cauſe,

And trembled at the Creature's Frown,

And fear'd the Threatned Loſs?

2.
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Shall I miſtruſt his Care

My Bleſſings to defend,

Or dread (who cannot loſe an Hair)

To loſe a Boſom-Friend ?

7 If what I wiſh is Good,

And ſuits the Will Divine,

By Earth and Hell invain withſtood,

I know it ſhall be mine: - -

Still let them counſel take

To fruſtrate his Decree

They cannot keep a-Bleſſing back

By Heaven deſign'd for me.

,-i,

8 If what my Soul requires -

Evil to me would prove, . * , , ,

His Love ſhall croſs my fond Deſires, - -

His kindly jealous Love:

But would l for his Sake

With every Rival part, *

My Life, my All, my Friend give back? º

He knows, He knows my Heart.

9 Here then I doubt no more,

But in his Pleaſure reſt, --

Whoſe Wiſdom, Love, and Truth, and Power,

Engage to make me bleſt:

Tº accompliſh his Defign

The Creatures all agree,

And all the Attributes Divine

Are now at work for me.

1o To know my Final State ! .

I at his Foot-ſtool bow, - - -

Who tells my Soul The HAND of Fare " '

Is on The CURTAIN Now! -

His Will the Veil withdraws, - *

And while I lift my Eyes,

Diſcovers there a glorious Croſs, -

And raps me to the Skies, - **

---------
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CCXXVI.

H Y M N XXXVI.

s AIS’D to-day above my Sorrow,

Happy Now

Shall I bow

Burthen’d for to-morrow *

Shall I anxiouſly forecaſting

Still deſtroy

My own Joy,

Doubtful of its laſting?

2 Rather let me ſnatch th’ Occaſion,

In the Friend

GoD doth lend,

Taſte his Conſolation;

(From his Hands a glad Receiver,

Taſte in This

Heavenly Bliſs,

Bliſs that laſts forever.

3 In the Stream I drink the Fountain,

Drink, and haſte

To the Feaſt

On that holy Mountain.

With the Wings of Faith and Prayer

Fly we on

To the Throne,

To the Saviour there.

4 There we fix our Place of Meeting,

Gladly come

To our Home,

Songs of Praiſe repeating.

*

Care

~

__
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Careleſs which ſhall Firſt paſs over,

Since we know

Both ſhall go,

Both the Port recover.

Both ſhall reach the happy Shore,

Quickly meet
At thy Seat, t

Meet, and part no more.

Who ſhall there our Spirits ſever?

Friends beneath,

Friends in Death,

Friends we live forever!

CCXXVII.

H Y M N XXXVII.

WO are Better far than One

For Counſel, and for Fight:

How can One be warm alone,

Or ſerve his GoD aright?

Join we then our Hearts and Hands,

Each to Love provoke his Friend,

Run the Way of His Commands,

And keep them to the End.

Woe to Him, whoſe Spirits droop,

To Him, who falls alone!

He has none to lift him up,

And help his Weakneſs on:

Happier We Each other keep,

We Each other's Burthen bear; - - -

Never need our Footſteps ſlip,

Upheld by Mutual Prayer. . . "

Who of Twain hath made us Gne

... Maintains our Unity,
Jesus

---
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Jesus is the Corner-ſtone, - -

In whom we All agree;

Servants of our Common Lord,

Sweetly of one Heart and Mind,

Who can break a Threefold Cord,

Or part whom God hath join'd?

4 Breaths as in us. Both One Soul, .*

When moſt diſtinčt in Place, * -

Interpoſing Oceans roll,

Nor hinder our Embrace;

Each as on his Mountain ſtands,

Reaching Hearts acroſs the Flood,

Join our Hearts, if not our Hands,

And fing the Pardning God.

5 O that All with Us might prove

The Fellowſhip of Saints'

Find ſupplied in Jesu's Love

What every Member wants!

Gain we our high Calling's Prize,

Feel.our Sins thro' CHRIST forgiven,

Riſe, to all his Image riſe,

And meet our Head in Heaven.

CCXXVIII. Gloria Patri.

H Y M N XXXVIII.

ATHER, SoN, and Holy Ghost,

Myſterious ONE and THREE,

We with thy Celeſtial Hoſt *

Preſume to worſhip Thee;

Still Thyſelf to Thee we give,

Who Thyſelf to Us haſt given,

Praiſe, and Power, and Love receive

From all in Rºth and Heaven.

CCXXIX.
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- CCXXIX.

H Y M N XXXIX.

I H! that the Flaming Chariot,

By Grace peculiar given,

Might now deſcend,

And wrap my Friend,

My Friend, and me, to Heaven!

Above this gloomy Region,

This Vale of Sin and Sadneſs,

We'd ſoar away

To endleſs Day,

And everlaſting Gladneſs.

2 Head of thy Church Triumphant,

We long to ſee thy Glory,

With Joy to riſe

Beyond the Skies,

Where all thy Hoſts adore Thee.

We look for thy appearing

With vehement Expectation,

And ſwell the Groan

Which from Thine own,

Runs thro’ the whole Creation.

3 O might we Now behold Thee

In radiant Clouds deſcending,

Sublime upon

The great white Throne,

With all thy Hoſts attending!

Come in thy Glorious Kingdom,

Thou worthy Judge Eternal,

And ſeat us by

Thy Side, to try

And doom the Powers infernal.

Oh!
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4 Oh! woudſt Thou Now receive us,

**The Heirs of full Salvation,

To our Reward, - -

For us prepar’d, - --

Before the World's Foundation."

Now, Lo RD, aſſign his Manſion,

And Crown to#. Believer,

And let us reſt,

In Thee poſſeſt

of Joy that blooms forever!

CCXXX.

HY M N XL.

: RIEND of All who ſeek thy Favour,

Us defend

To the End,

Be our Utmoſt Saviour.

2 Us, who join on Earth tº adore Thge,

Guard, and love,

*Till above

Both appear before Thee.

3 Fix on Thee our whole Affection,

Love Divine,

Keep us Thine,

Safe in thy Protection.

4 CHR1st, of all our Converſation

Be the Scope,

Lift us up

To thy full Salvation.

5 Bring us every Moment nearer;

- Fairer riſe

In our Eyes,

Dearer ſtill, and dearer. In

s
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6 Infinitely dear and pretious,

- With thy Love

From above

Evermore refreſh us.

7 Strengthen’d by the Cordial Bleſſing

Let us haſte

To the Feaſt,

Feaſt of Joys unceaſing.

8 Perfeót let us walk before Thee,

Walk in white

To the Sight

Of thy Heavenly Glory.

9 Both with calm Impatience preſs on

To the Prize,

Scale the Skies,

Take Entire Poſſeſſion:

no Drink of Life's exhauſtleſs River,

Take of Thee,

Life's Fair Tree,

Eat, and live forever!

CCXXXI.

H Y M N XLI.

I OME, let us aſcend,

My Companion, and Friend,

To a Taſte of the Banquet above:

If thy Heart be as mine,

If for Jesus it pine,

Come up into the Chariot of Love.

2 Who in Jesus confide,

We are bold to out-ride

The Storms of Aflićtion beneath, -

With the Prophet we ſoar

To that Heavenly Shore, º

And outfly-all the Arrows of Death.

Vol. II. C c By
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3. By Faith we are come

To our permanent Home,

By Hope we the Rapture improve,

By Love we ſtill riſe,

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 God the great King!

What a Concert of Praiſe

When our Jesus's Grace

The whole Heavenly Company fing! .

5 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 everlaſting I AM,

To the Lamb that was ſlain,

And liveth again,

Hallelujah to God, and the Lambſ

7 The Lamb on the Throne

Lo! He dwells with his own,

And to Rivers of Pleaſure He leads,

With his Mercy's full Blaze,

With the Sight of his Face,

Our Beatified Spirits He feeds. - e.

8 Our Foreheads proclaim. . . . . sº

His Ineffable Name, -- r s , . "

Our Bodies his Glory diſplay, 3 - “T

A Day without Night. " -

We feaſt in his Sight, - .* .

,-

And Eternity ſeems as a Day! -

. . . . ccxxxii.

s
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CCXXXII.

H Y M N XLII.

At the Meeting of Friends.

r Av Iou R of ſinful Men,

Thy Goodneſs 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 ſav'd us from the World, and Sin,

And all th’Accuſer's Power. '

2 Jesu, take all the Praiſe,

That ſtill on Earth we live,

Unſpotted in ſo foul a Place,

And innocently grieve;

Shut up in Sodom, we

No Pride of Anger find,

But ſtill compaſſionately ſee

The Baſeneſs of Mankind. -

3 We mourn, 'till Thou appear,

Along the Deſart Way:

Briars, and Thorns are with us here,

And we with Scorpions ſtay;

Conſtrain'd (alas! how long!)

With human Fiends to dwell,

Sinners of lying Lips, whoſe Tongue

Is ſet on Fire of Hell.

4 Thro' Calumny, and Pain,

Thro' a long Vale of Woe,

Far from the poiſonous Sons of Men,

To purer Worlds we go:

We ſhall from Sodom flee,

When perfected in Love,

And haſte to better Company,

Who wait for Us above.

C c 2 The
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The Saints of Antient Days,

We ſhall with them fit down,

Who fought the Fight, and run the Race,

And then receiv'd the Crown;

Who firſt ſeverely tried,

And exercis'd beneath, -"

Broke thro’ the World, with CHR1st their Guide,

And more than conquer'd Death. :

6 The Prophets of the Lord,

Who ſuffer'd for his Name,

Who bore, by Fiends and Men abhor'd,

The Galilean's Shame, .

They that endur'd His Croſs,

And did his Cup receive, .

Of whom the World unworthy was,

Were deem'd not fit to live.'

7 Swept from the Earth away,

They join'd the Heavenly Throng;

And now for us their Brethren ſtay,

And ever cry, “How long! •

Jesus the Cry doth hear,

And He ſhall ſoon return, -

With endleſs Joy our Souls to chear,

Who for His Coming mourn.

8 Awhile in Fleſh disjoin'd, - -

Our Friends that went before

We ſoon in Paradiſe ſhall find, - - --

And meet to part no more; -

In yonder bliſsful Seat,

Waiting for us they are—

And, I ſhall there an Huſband meet,

And I a Parent there! “ ..' .

Oh! what a mighty Change

Shall Jesu's Sufferers know, -

While o'er the happy Plains we range, ºf

Incapable of Woe! - --

No ill-requited Love . .

Shall there our Spirits wound,

No

&

-.

-
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| No baſe Ingratitude above,

No Sin in Heaven is found.

1o There all our Griefs are ſpent,

There all our Sufferings end,

We cannot there the Fall lament

Of a departed Friend,

-----, - A Brother, dead to GoD,

By Sin, alas! undone—

No Father there, in Paſſion loud,

Cries, Oh! my Son, my Son!

11 Nor ſlighteſt Touch of Pain,

Nor Sorrow's leaſt Alloy

Can violate our Reſt, or ſtain

Our Purity of Joy:

In that Eternal Day

No Clouds or Tempeſts riſe;

Theſe guſhing Tears are wiped away

Forever from our Eyes, -

12 This languiſhing Deſire

Which now for Heaven we feel

Shall there delightfully expire

In Joy Ineffable: -

The Weight of glorious Bliſs - a

That to our Share ſhall fall

Not Angel-tongues can half expreſs; *

But we ſhall have it All.

CCXXXIII. At Parting.

H Y M N XLIII, *

i ND let our Bodies part,

To different Climes repair,

Inſeparably join’d in Heart . . . . -

The Friends of Jesus are: t

JESU's the Corner-Stone, -

Did firſt our Souls unite; * * *

And ſtill He holds, and keeps us One,
Who walk with Him in White.

, a. C c 3 Then
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2 Then let us ſtill proceed"

In Jesu's Work below,

And following our Triumphant Head,

To farther Conqueſts go;

The Vineyard of the Lord

Before his Labourers lies; -

And lo! we ſee the vaſt Reward, , ,

That waits us in the Skies.

3 O let our Heart, and Mind | --

Continually aſcend,

That Haven of Repoſe to find,

Where all our Labours end,

Where all our Grief is o'er,

Our Suffering, and our Pain:

Who meet on that Eternal Shore

Shall never part again.

4 O happy, happy Place,

Where Saints and Angels meet!

There we ſhall ſee each others Face,

And all our Brethren greet,

The Church of the firſt-born, , ,

We ſhall with them be bleſt,

And crown'd with endleſs Joy return

To our eternal Reſt.

5 With Joy we ſhall behold

In yonder bleſt Abode

The Patriarchs and Prophets old, -

And all the Saints of GoD;

Abraham and Iſaac there,

And jacob ſhall receive

The Followers of their Faith and Prayer, ,

Who now in Bodies live. . --

6 We ſhall our Time beneath

Live out in chearful Hope,

And fearleſs paſs the Vale of Death,

And gain the Mountain-top:

To gather home his own

God ſhall his Angels ſend,
× 3 × And
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And bid our Bliſs on Earth begun

in endleſs Triumphs end.

P A R T II.

1 O let us ever dwell --

On the tranſporting Thought! -

We ſhall the Joys of Jesus feel, 2 : . .

Up to his Boſom caught; : * * *

We ſhall his Glory ſee,

In filent Raptures gaze,

The Man that hung upon the Tree

We ſhall behold his Face.

2 Shall ſoon behold our God,

But not as Crucified;

The Lamb his Weſture dipt in Blood

At laſt hath laid aſide:

As God’s Eternal Son

He now appears above,

And fits upon his dazling Throne -

Of everlaſting Love. r

Is this the Man of Woe,

Whom Glorious now we ſeeſ

The Man who ſuffer'd Want below, <-

And Shame, and Agony! -

Who here inſulted was,

And Scourg'd, and Crucified,

Hung pierc'd, and Naked on the Croſs,

And bled, and groan'd, and died

4 'Tis He the Prince of Peace!

'Tis He the LoRD of Power!

Whom all theſe ſhining Hoſts of his

Their Maker-GoD adore:

He ſuffer'd in our ſtead, *

That we with Him might reign;

But He ſhall never bow his Head, . . .

Shall never die again,

-

-

--

-

-

. . . S -

'ccxxxiv.
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I

CCXXXIV. A meeting of Friend.
H Y M N XLIV.

Father receive Our heartieſ: Praiſe,

For bidding us live To witneſs thy Grace,

For bringing us hither Thy Goodneſs to prove, .

And triumph together In Jesus's Love.

Our Confident Truſt In Him we declare,

Thro' Jesus the Juſt Accepted we are;

Redeem'd by his Paſſion, We joyfully join

To aſcribe our Salvation To Mercy Divine.

Thee, Lord, we adore, And dwell on thy Praiſe,

Preſerv'd by the Power of Jesus's Grace; -

Thee, Jesus, the Giver of All we proclaim, .

And publiſh forever Thy Wonderful Name.

Thy Name is Releaſe From Sorrow, and Sin,

'Tis Pardon, and Peace, And Goodneſs broughtin;

It ſpeaks us forgiven, Sinks into the Soul,

And ſpreads the pure Leaven, And hallows the

whole.

'CCXXXV.

HY M N → XLVI.

ESU, to Thee our Hearts we lift,

Our Hearts which now with Love o'erflow,

With Thanks for thy continued Gift,

That ſtill thy pretious Name we know,

Retain the Senſe of Sin forgiven,

And wait for all our Inward Heaven.

What mighty Troubles haſt Thou ſhewn

Thy feeble tempted Followers here!

We have thro' Fire, and Water gone,

But ſaw Thee on the Floods appear,

But felt Thee preſent in the Flame, . . .

And ſhouted our Deliverer's Name.

/\

A
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3 When ſtronger Souls their Faith forſook,

And lull'd in worldly helliſh Peace,

Leap'd deſp rate from their Guardian Rock,

And headlong plung'd in Sin's Abyſs,

Thy Power was in our Weakneſs ſhewn, -

And ſtill it keeps our Souls thine own.

4 All are not loſt, or wandred back,

All have not left thy Church, and Thee:

There are who ſuffer for thy Sake,

Enjoy thy glorious Infamy,

Eſteem the Scandal of thy Croſs,

And only ſeek Divine Applauſe.

5 We do not ſhamefully deſert

Thy poor afflićted Flock below,

Yield to the Reverend Tempter's Art,

Or ſell our Friend, to buy our Foe,

To increaſe the World's triumphant Scorn,

And make our bluſhing Brethren mourn.

6 The Grace which kept us to this Hour,

... Shall keep us faithful to the End, :

When cloath'd with Majeſty and Power,

Our Jesus ſhall from Heaven deſcend,

His Friends and Confeſſors to own,

And ſeat us on his glorious Throne.

CCXXXVI.

H Y M N XLVI.

I N D are we yet alive, -

And ſee Each other's Face?

Glory, and Thanks to Jesus give

For his Almighty Grace:

Preſerv’d by Power Divine

To full Salvation here,

Again in Jesu's Praiſe we join,

And in his Sight appear.
- - - - What
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2 What Troubles have we ſeen,

What mighty Conflićts paſt,

Fightings without, and Fears within,

Since we aſſembled laſt !

Yet out of all the Lord

Hath bought us by his Love,

And ſtill He doth his Help afford,

And hide our Life above.

3 Then let us make our Boaſt

Of his Redeeming Power,

Which ſaves us to the uttermoſt,

'Till we can ſin no more:

Let us take up the Croſs, ,

"Till we the Crown obtain,

And gladly reckon all Things loſs,

So we may Jesus gain.

4 Jesus, to Thee we bow,

And for thy Coming wait:

Give us for Good ſome Token. Now

In our imperfect State;

Apply the Hallowing Word,

Tell Each who looks for Thee,

Thou ſhalt be perfect as thy LoRD,

Thou ſhalt be all like me!

CCXXXVII.

H Y M N XLVII.

I ES US, we look to Thee,

Thy promis'd Preſence claim,

Thou in the midſt of Us ſhalt be

Aſſembled in thy Name:

Thy Name Salvation is,

(Which now we come to prove)

Thy Name is Life, and Joy, and Peace,
And everlaſting Love.

. Not

-
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2 Not in the Name of Pride,

Or Selfiſhneſs we meet,

From Nature's Paths we turn aſide,

And worldly Thoughts forget.

We meet, the Grace to take

Which Thou haſt freely given,

We meet on Earth for thy dear Sake,

That we may meet in Heaven.

3 Preſent we know Thou art,

But Oh! Thyſelf reveal;

Now, Lord, let every bounding Heart

The mighty Comfort feel:

Oh! might thy quickning Voice .

The Death of Sin remove,

And bid our inmoſt Souls rejoice

in Hope of perfect Love.

4 Thou wilt to us make known

Thy Nature and thy Name,

Us who our Utmoſt Saviour own

From every Touch of Blame,

From every Word and Deed, .

From every Thought unclean,

Our Jesus, 'till our Souls are freed

From all Remains of Sin.

CCXXXVIII.

H Y M N XLVIII.

i LL Thanks to the Lamb Who gives us to

meet! -

His Love we proclaim, His Praiſes repeat: , ,

We own Him our JESUS Continally near,

To pardon, and bleſs us, And perfect us here.

In Him we have Peace, In Him we have Power, ,

Preſerv'd by his Grace Throughout the dark

Hour,

In



324 HYMNs and SACRED PoEMs. º

3

In all our Temptation He keeps us, to prove

His utmoſt Salvation, His Fulneſs of Love.

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 ſame.

4. When we wou'd have ſpurn'd His Mercy and

6

Grace,

To Egypt return'd, And fled from his Face,

He hindred our Flying, (His Goodneſs to ſhew)

And ſtopt us by crying, “Will ye alſo go?”

Oh! what ſhall we do, Our Saviour to love?

To make us anew, Come, Lord, from above,

The Fruit of thy Paſfion, Thy Holineſs give,

Give Us the Salvation Of all that believe.

Come, Jesus, and looſe"The Stammerer'sTongue,

And teach even Us The Spiritual Song,

Let us without ceaſing Give Thanks for thy

Grace, -

And Glory, and Bleſſing, AndHonour, and Praiſe.

Pronounce the glad Word, And bid us be free:

Ah! haſt Thou not, Lord, A Bleſfing for me?

The Peace Thou haſt given, This Momentimpart,

And open thy Heaven, O Love, in my Heart.

CCXXXIX.

H Y M N XLIX.

EE, Jesu, thy Diſciples ſee,

The promis'd Bleſſing give,

Met in thy Name, we look to Thee,

Expecting to receive.

Thee we expect our faithful LoRD,

Who in thy Name are join'd,

We wait, according to thy Word,

Thee in the midit to find. With
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3 With us Thou art aſſembled here,

But O Thyſelf reveal,

Son of the Living God, appear,

Let us thy Preſence feel.

4 Breathe on us, Lord, in this our Day,

And theſe dry Bones ſhall live,

Speak Peace into our Hearts, and ſay

The Holy Ghost receive.

5 Whom now we ſeek Q might we meet!

Jesus the Crucified,

Shew us thy bleeding Hands and Feet,

Thou who for us haſt died.

6 Cauſe us thy Record to receive,

Speak, and the Tokens ſhew,

“O be not faithleſs, but believe

In me, who died for You.”

7 Lord, I believe for me, ev'n me

Thy Wounds were open'd wide,

I ſee the Prints, I more than ſee

Thy Feet, thy Hands, thy Side.

8 I cannot fear, I cannot doubt,

I feel the ſprinkled Blood:

Let every Soul with me cry out

Thou art my Lord, my God!

CCXL.

H Y M N L.

I OME, Lord, with thy Diſciples fit

Aſſembled in thy Name,

And let us kiſs thy bleeding Feet,

And let us love the Lamb.

2 Is this the Time, ſay, Jesu, ſay,

Wilt Thou, O Lord, reſtore

The Kingdom to our Souls to-day,
And bid us fin no more?

Vol. II. D d Now
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3 Now wilt Thou make an End of Sin, -

The Kingdom of thy Peace,

The Joy unſpeakable bring in,

Th’ Eternal Righteouſneſs

4. We wait, 'till Thou the Gift impart,

The Unčtion from above:

Come quickly, Lord, in every Heart

Set up thy Throne of Love.

5 Or, (for it is not Ours to know

The Times by God aſſign'd)

Give us, 'till Thou Thyſelf beſtow,

An humble patient Mind.
-

6 Thee let us praiſe with one accord,

• And in thy Temple ſtay,

• Wait for the Coming of our Lord,

And without ceaſing pray:

7 Still at jeruſalem abide

In Proſpect of thy Peace,

*Till Thou ſhalt in our Hearts reſide, -

And Sin forever ceaſe.

8 Give, when Thou wilt, the Bleſſing give,

The Kingdom from above,

But let us all at laſt receive

The Power of perfect Love.

CCXLI. Invitation to our Abſent

Friends.

H Y M N LI.

1. E Followers of the Bleeding Lamb,

Before your Lord appear,

On you we call in Jesu's Name,

Be all in Spirit here.

2 Jesus with us aſſembled is,

Him in the midſt we feel,

Come

|

{
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Come ſhare with us the glorious Bliſs,

The Joy unſpeakable.

3 Come all the Members far and near,

Whoe'er to Christ are join'd,

Jesus our Common Head is here,

Ye cannot ſtay behind.

4 The Body with the Head is nigh:

Let every faithful Soul,

Let every Joint its Strength ſupply

To edify the whole.

5 'Tis done: thro' Faith our Hands we join,

In Jesu's Love we meet,

And cloath'd with Righteouſneſs Divine

The Body is compleat.

6 Then let us all at once aſpire,

Our common Saviour praiſe, -

And higher raiſe 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 unſought,

And comes unſought to All.

8 God of all Grace, thy Saving Name

We thankfully confeſs;

Let all the World adore the Lamb,

The General Bleſſing bleſs.

9 Ye that in Strength Divine excel,

Ye firſt-born Church above,

Adore the Depth unſearchable

Of All-redeeming Love.

io "Till we like You behold his Face,

Angels, on You we call,

Forever, and forever praiſe . . . . . . .

The Lamb, that died for All.,

* .

*:

D d. 2 CCXLII.
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CCXLII.

H Y M N LII,

I E Followers of the Lamb,

Who own the Common Lorp,

And truſt in Jesu's Name

And hang upon his Word,

In Jesu's Sight with us appear,

Be preſent all in Spirit here,

2 Let us together wait

For the deſcending Power,

Which to our Firſt Eſtate

Shall all our Souls reſtore,

Nor ever from the Promiſe move,

*Till all are perfected in Love.

3 Let us the Word hold faſt

Which we of Him have heard;

We ſhall obtain at laſt

A great and full Reward,

The Comforter ſhall ſurely come,

And make us his Eternal Home.

4 The Father of our Lord

Shall ſend the promis'd Grace,

Let us with one Accord

Continue in one Place,

Nor from jeruſalem depart,

But keep the Iſſues of our Heart.

5 In ſure and fledfaſt Hope,

In View of perfect Peace,

Let us to CHRIST look up, * -

*Till all our Troubles ceaſe;

The Lord our Hope ſhall ſoon return,

The LokD ſhall comfort all that mourn.

3.

6 In Jesus we believe, -

And wait the Truth to prove,

We ſhall, we ſhall receive

The Bleſſing from above,
Ful

\

º
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-

Fulneſs of Love, and Peace, and Power,

And live in CHRIST, and fin no more.

7 We all the Truth ſhall know,

Who in his Word abide,

Be freed from Sin below,

And wholly ſanétified;

We all his Witneſſes ſhall be,

The Truth, the Truth ſhall make us free.

8 Shall make us free indeed

From every Spot of Sin,

Our pure and finleſs Head

Shall bring his Nature in,

We all his Witneſſes ſhall be,

The Truth, the Truth ſhall make us free.

9 The Things He hath prepard

For Us, in Sight of Men,

Their Ear hath never heard,

Their Eye hath never ſeen,

Nor can their Carnal Heart conceive

How gloriouſly we ſoon ſhall live.

Io Poor abjećt 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, Lord, receive,

And truſt a Sinleſs Life to live.

1 L. Who for thy Coming wait,

And hang upon thy Word,

To our Unſinning State

We ſhall be here reſtor'd,

Thou ſhalt the Second Time appear,

And then we all are perfect here.

CCXLIII. +

H Y M N LIII. -

1 H E SU, ſoft harmonious Name,

Every faithful Heart's Deſire,
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See thy Followers, O Lamb,

All at once to Thee aſpire;

Drawn by thy Uniting Grace,

After Thee we ſwiftly run,

Hand in Hand we ſeek thy Face,

Come, and perfect us in One.

2 Mollify our harſher Will,

Each to Each our Tempers ſuit

By thy modulating Skill,

Heart to Heart, as Lute to Lute:

Sweetly on our Spirits move,

Gently touch the trembling Strings,

Make the Harmony of Love,

Muſic for the King of Kings.

3 See the Souls that hang on Thee,

Sever'd though in Fleſh we are,

Join'd in Spirit all agree,

All thy only Love declare;

Spread thy Love to all around:

Hark, we now our Voices raiſe,

Joyful conſentaneous Sound,

Sweeteſt Symphony of Praiſe!

4 Jesu's Praiſe is all our Song;

While we Jesu's Praiſe 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 praiſe, and love.

CCXLIV.

H Y M N LIV.

I E Souls, that own the Cemmon Lord,

Who ſuffer'd once for All,

And wait with us the Hallowing Word,

Which ſaves us from our Fall;

*

*
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l 2 You, though in Body diſtant far,

We now in Spirit meet, -

You (for our Souls united are)

In Jesu's Name we greet.

3 United in the cloſeſt Bands,

Whom Seas and Mountains part;

The Spirit more than joins our Hands,

He makes us One in Heart.

4 Fellowſhip to the World unknown,

In Jesu's Name we prove,

Jesus is our Chief Corner Stone,

And cements us by Love.

* * *

|

5. From Him our mingled Bleſfings flow,

We feel his Blood applied,

And Nothing ſeek, and Nothing know,

But Jesus crucified.

}

6. The Man who hung upon the Tree

In every Sinner's ſtead,

Him to receive we all agree,

And Him we call our Head. -

7 To Him let every Member cleave,

And we ſhall never part, -

! We cannot each the Other leave, - *

| When GoD hath all our Heart. * *

8 Then let us love our LoRD alone,

'Till all his Grace we prove, -

ſ And put his Glorious Image on, * * *

Imparadis'd in Love. - -

CCXLV.

H Y M N LV.

* 1 IFT up your Hearts to Things above, , ,

L Ye Followers of the Lamb,

And join with us to praiſe his Love,

And glorify his Name. * ...

*
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2 To Jesu's Name give Thanks, and fing,

Whoſe Mercies never end,

Rejoice, rejoice, the Lord is King,

The King is now our Friend.

3 Our Boſom-Friend, and Brother too,

Our Huſband, and our Head,

Who all He bids delight to do,

And in his Footſteps tread.

4 Who for his Sake count all Things Loſs,

On Earthly Good look down,

And joyfully ſuſtain the Croſs,

"Till we receive the Crown.

5 Then let us ſtir each other up,

Our Faith by Works t” approve,

By holy purifying Hope,

And the ſweet Taſk of Love.

6 Love us, though far in Fleſh disjoin'd,

Ye Lovers of the Lamb,

And ever bear us on your Mind,

Who think, and ſpeak the ſame.

7 You on Our 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

Preſent before the Throne of Grace,

And You, and CHRIST is here.

Mercy, and Peace your Portion be,

To carnal Minds unknown, -

The hidden Manna, and the Tree

Of Life, and the White Stone.

io The Bleſſings all on you be ſhed,

- Which God in Christ imparts,

We pray the Spirit of our Head

Into your faithful Hearts.

- - Let

..!
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:

* I Let all, who for the Promiſe wait,

The Holy Ghost receive,

And rais'd to your Unfinning State

With God in Eden live, y

12 Live, ’till the Lord in Glory come,

And wait his Heaven to ſhare:

He now is fitting up our Home—

Go on: we'll meet you there!

CCXLVI. Primitive Chriſtianity.

H-Y M N LVI. -

i APPY the Souls who firſt believ'd,

To Jesus, and each other cleav'd,

Join’d by the Unétion from above, -

In myſtic Fellowſhip of Love. -

2 Meek, fimple Followers of the Lamb, .

They liv'd, and ſpake, and thought the ſame;

Brake the Commemorative Bread, “ -

And drank the Spirit of their Head.

3. On God they caſt their every Care,

Wreſtling with God in mighty Prayer, -

They claim'd the Grace, thro' Jesus given;

By Prayer they ſhut, and open'd Heaven.

4. To Jesus they perform'd their Vows,

A little Church in every Houſe;

They joyfully conſpir'd to raiſe

Their ceaſeleſs Sacrifice of Praiſe.

5 Propriety was there unknown,

None call'd what he poſſeſs'd his own;

Where all the Common Bleſſing ſhare,

No Selfiſh Happineſs was there.

6 with Grace abundantly endu'd,

A pure, Believing Multitude;

They all were of one Heart and Soul,

And only Love inſpir'd the whole.
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7 Oh, what an Age of Golden Days

Oh, what a Choice, Peculiar Raceſ

Waſh'd in the Lamb's all-cleanſing Blood,

Anointed Kings, and Prieſts to God!

8 Where ſhall I wander now to find

The Succeſſors they left behind?

The Faithful, whom I ſeek invain,

Are miniſh'd from the Sons of Men.

9 Ye different Sečts, who all declare

Lo! here is CHRIST, or CHRIST is there;

Your ſtronger Proofs Divinely give,

And ſhew me where The Chriſtians live.

*o Your Claim, alas! ye cannot prove,

Ye want the Genuine Mark of Love:

Thou only, Lord, Thine own canſt ſhew,

For ſure Thou haſt a Church below.

The Gates of Hell cannot prevail,

The Church on Earth can never fail:

Ah! join me to thy Secret ones,

Ah! gather all thy Living Stones.

12 Scatter'd o'er all the Earth they lie,

"Till Thou colle&t them with thine Eye,

Draw by the Mufic of thy Name,"
And charm into a beauteous Frame.

13 For this the pleading Spirit groans,
And cries in all thy Baniſh’d Ones:

Greateſt of Gifts, thy Love impart,

... And make us of one Mind and Heart.

14 Join every Soul that looks to Thee,

In Bonds of perfect Charity: -

Now, Lord, the glorious Fulneſs give,

And all in all forever live.

P A R T II. *

1 Jesus, from whom all Bleſſings flow.
Great Builder of thy Church below,

,

!
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If now thy Spirit moves my Breaff, *

Hear, and fulfil thine own Requeſt.

The Few that truly call Thee Lord, * *

And wait thy Sanétifying Word, -

And Thee their Utmoſt Saviour own,

Unite, and perfect them in one. “ * *

Gather them in on every Side, - t

And in thy Tabernacle hide;

Give them a Reſting-place to find,

A Covert from the Storm, and Wind.

O find them out ſome calm Receſs, t

Some unfrequented Wilderneſs!

Thou, Lord, the ſecret Place prepare,

And hide, and feed the Woman there.

Thither colle& thy little Flock, f :

:Under the Shadow of their Rock:

The holy Seed, the royal Race,

The ſtanding Monuments of thy Grace.

O let them all thy Mind expreſs,

Stand forth thy Choſen Witneſſes!

Thy Power unto Salvation ſhew,

And perfect Holineſs below:

The Fulneſs of thy Grace receive,

And fimply to thy Glory live;

Strongly refle&t the Light Divine, , ºr

And in a Land of Darkneſs ſhine. - **-

In Them let all Mankind behold -

How Chriſtians liv'd in Days of old; -

(Mighty their envious Foes to move,

A Proverb of Reproach—and Love.)

O make them of one Soul and Heart,

The All-conforming Mind impart;

Spirit of Peace, and Unity,

The Simleſs Mind that was in Thee.

Call them into thy wondrous Light,

Worthy to walk with Thee in White;
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Make up-thy Jewels, LoRD, and ſhew -

The Glorigus Spotleſs Church below. . .

T

-

* I From every infil Wrinkle free, . . . . . .

Redeem'd from All Iniquity;

The Fellowſhip of Saints made known;

And Oh! my Goe, might I be one

12 O might my Lot be caſt with Theſe,

The leaſt of Jesu's Witneſſes! . .

O that my Lord,would count me meet

To waſh his dear Diſciples Feet! . . . . . . .

13 This only Thing do I require, -- " : " . "

Thou knowſt 'tis All my Heart's Defire,

Freely what I receive to give, . . . . . .

The Šervant of thy Church to live. . . . .

14 After my lowly Lord to go,

And wait upon thy Saints below,

Enjoy the Grace to Angels given, ,

And ſerve the Royal Heirs of Heaven. .

I 5 Loso, if I now thy Drawings feel,

And aſk according to thy Will, -

Confirm the Prayer, the Seal impart, ... .

And ſpeak the Anſwer to my Heart. . . .

16 Tell me, or Thou ſhalt never go,

“Thy Prayer is heard, it ſhall be ſo.”

The Word hath paſs'd thy Lips, and I

..Shall with thy People live, and die.

-

--

- - -3 . "

- - - -

º F I w 1. S. - * --

-

-
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