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 For the Grace of Gob that brmgetb Salwatzau unto
AvrvL MEN bhath appeared ; Tedﬂ:mg us; that ' -
denying Ungodlinefs and twarldly I.z{ﬂ.r, we fhoutd-.
live foberly, righteoufly,” and godly in this prefint
World; laohag Sfor that bleffed Hope, and the .
glorions Appearing of the great GOD, anll our *
Saviour jffsus CuRisT; awh ga-v? Him- "
. Jelf for us, that he might vedeem us from ALL .
-IN1QuITY, and purify unto Himfelf a pecu-
liar Pesple, wealous of Good Works. Tic. ii.
i, tz, 13, l4. ' . _
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PREFACE.

the Chriflian Perfeftion (theSubjelt of

A& Many of the following Verfes) may
chicfly arife from a Mifapprebenfion of the.

Nature of it.  We williugly alloxv, and continually
declare, thereis No fuch Perfeiion in this Life, &s-
implies either & Difpenfation from Doing Good 'and

. PERHAPS the General Prejudice againft

aetending all che Ordinances of GOD ; or @ Froedom ™
Jrom Ignorance, Mifake, Temptation, and a Thou-

%ﬂﬁrﬁﬁﬁﬂ wcceffarily comnelZed with Flefo and.

2. Firft, ave not only allow, but easneftly con-’

tend, (as for the Faith once deliver'd to the
Saints) That there is no Perfection in _this Life.

wbhich implies any Difpenfation from attending All .

tbe Ordinances of GOD or from doing Good unto;
All Men, while we have Time, 24’ *{pecinlly
unto the Houthold of Faith.  dnd ahofoever they
ave who bave teught otherawife, awe are convinced
are not taught of GOD. We dare nat reccive,
them, neither bid them GOD fpeed, leaff awe be
Partakers of their evil Deeds. e bolicve that:

wot only the Babes in CurisT, awbo bave newly’

Sfound Redemption in His Blood, byt thafe alp who,
are grown up untg Perfe&t Men, unto the Mea-
fure of the Statuw of the Fulnefs of CurisT, gra

indifpanfably obliged (and that they are obliged thare- .

20, is their Glory &id Crown of Rejoicing) wi¥fk
as they bave Opportunity to ear Dreadl. iR
Wine, in Remembrance of Hims 7o fearch: il
Scriptures ; .4y Fafling (as avcll as Tegsperancel) 1a

kesp their Bodies under, and ing them i’ “
.l : 2 R T 40>
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v The PreFaAcE.

Subje&tion : And abowe all to pour out their Souls
in Prayer, both Secretly, andin the Great Con-
gregation. .
3. We, Secondly, believe, and therefore fpeak,
and that unto All Men, and with much Affurance,
That there is no {uch Perfeétion in this Life, as im-
‘plies an Entire Deliverance, either from Ignorance
or Mifiake, in Things not effential to Salvation, or
JSrom manifold Temptutions, or from numberlefs In-
Sirmities, avherewith the Corruptible Body, more or
lefs, prefles dowon the Soul.  This is the fame thing
wbich awe have fpoken from the Beginning, If any-
teach otheraife, they are not of us. e cannot-
Jond any Ground in Scripture to fuppofe, That any
Inbabitant of an Houfe. of Clay, is awholly exempt
either from Bodily Imfirmities, or from Ignorance of .
many things; or to imagine Afg; is incapable of Mi- .
. flake, or of falling into divers Temptations. No;

the Difciple is not above his Mafter, nor the Ser-

vant above his Lorp. It is enough' that every
" one who is Perfe, fhall be as his Mafter.

4. But awhat then, it may be afked, Do you
mean by Oné that is Perfe&, or, One that is as
his Mafter ? We mean, One in whom is the Mind-
. which was in CHR1s T, andwho fo walkethas He -
walked ; @ Man that hath clean Hands and a pure:
Heart; or that is cleanfed from all Filthinefs of
Flefh and Spirit: Oxe in whom there is no Occa-

"+ fion of ftumbling, and whke accerdingly, doth not

commit Sin.  To declare this a Little more particu--

larly, awe underfland by that Scriptural Expreffion .

a Perfe& Man, One in whom Gob bath fulfilled

. bis faithful Word, From all your-Filthinefs, and
from all your Idols will I cleanfe you—-1I will

alfo fave you from All your Uncleannefles. We

underfland hereby, One awhom GOD bath Sanétified

throughout, ever in Body, Soul and Spirit: One
nwho walketh ini the Light, as He is in the Light,
_ inawhkom is no Darknefs at all; the Blood oé]asus
‘ HRIST




The PREFACE. v
Currst His Son, baving cleanfed him from all

Sin,

5. This Man can now teftify to all Mankind, 1
am crucified with CHrisT ; neverthelefs I live ;
yet I live not, but Curist liveth in me. He is
Holy, as GOD who called him is Holy, &oth in
Lifz and in all Manner of Converfation. He
loveth the Lorp his GOD with all his Heart, and
ferveth Him with all his Strength. He loveth
his Neighbour (every Man) as himfelf; yea, as
Curist loved Us: Them in particular that de-
{pitefully ufe him and perfecate him, éecaufe they
know not the Son, neither the Father. [Indeed
bis Soul is all Love, fill' d with Bowels of Mercies,
Kindnefs, Meeknefs, Gentlenefs, Long-fuffering.
And bis Life agreeth thereto, full of the Werk of
Faith, the Patience of Hope, the Labour of
Love. .4nd whatloever he doth, either in Word

~or Deed, be doth it all in the Name, in the Love .

and Power of the Lorp Jesus. In a Word,
He doth the Will of GOD on Earth, as it is done
in Heaven.
6. This it is to be a Perfe@& Man, #o be Sandli- -
fied throughout, created anew in Jesus CHrIsT!

. Even *° to bave a Heart fo All-flaming awith the

“ Love of GOD, (to ufe Archbifoop Usher's Words)
¢ as continually to offer up every Thought, Word,
“ and Work, as a Spiritaal. Sarrgﬁre, aaeplabfr
“ unto GOD thre* Curisr.” I every Thought
of our Hearts, in cvery Word of our Tongues, &x
every Work of our Hands, To fhew forth His: -

3

Praife who hath called us out of Darknefs info:: .,
his marvellous Light! O that both ave, and all” "

avko feek the Lorp JEsus ik Sincerity, ma_y tbu.r*. -
be made Perfé& in Onel ;

S L Co
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’ ~ Part L.

X The Fortieth Chapter of Isaran..

3 et | OMFoORT, ye Minifters of Grace,
LSy Comfort the People of your Lorp, -
Oh! lift ye up the Fallen Race, .
And - chear them by the Gofpel
‘Word.

2 Go, into every Nauon, go! S
to their trembling Hearts, and cry,
7 Glad Tldmgs unto All we fhew ;
Ferufalem, thy GOD is nigh.

3 Accomplifh’d is thy Legal War,
The Mantle o’er thy Sins is fpread;
v Th GOD the Punifhment hath bore,
Thy GOD the Debt hath more than paid.

4 Ponith’d Thou art for He hath dy’d,
(The Merit of His Death is Thine)
Abfolv’d, and freely Juftify’d,
And cloath’d in Rxghteonﬁtefs Divine.

7
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2  Bywuns ond SacreD Porms.

¢ Hark in the Wildernefs a Cry,
A Voice that loudly calls, Prepare!
~  Prepare your Hearts, for GOD is nigh,
And means to make His Entrance there.

6 'The Lorp your GOD fhall quickly come:

Sinners repent, the Call obey;
. Open your Hearts to make Him Room,
Ye Defart-Souls, prepare his Way.
»- The Lorp fhall clear his Way thro All,
»-+  Whate’er obftruts, obftruts in vaing
The Vale fhall rife, the Mountain fall,
Crooked be firait, and Rugged plain.

8 Nature-perverfe-and rough fhall -yield,

Th’ Afpiring droop, the Abjeét dare ;
“  Alike by Sovereign Grace compell’d
Defpair fhall hope, and Pride defpair.

9 When All into Subjetion braught
“ Level fhall lie, and humbly.lew,
‘Who captivated every Thought,
* His Glory then the Lorp fhall fhew.

2o The Glory of the Lorp difplay’d
. 'Together All Mankind fhall view ;

+”And what his Mouth in Truth hath faid, |

His own Almighty Hand fhall do. -
Y Parril

! Withering as Grafs is Humankind,
And fleeting as the fhort-liv’d Flowers
The Goodlinefs to-day we find .
To-morrow fades, and is mo more.

2 Man, foolifh Man his Virtue thews,
2 Whichora Moment charms eur Eyes,




Hymns and Sacrep Porms.

The Sin-convincing Spirit blows,
Whithers the Flower, and fades, and dies.

3 Die the gay Flower of Human Pride :
The Word of GOD fhall ftand fecure A
The Word of GOD fhall #ill abide, -
And firm from Age to Age endure.

4 Sion afcend the Mountain-Top,
Ferufalem, the Grace proclaim ;
Herald of GOD, thy Voice lift up,
And ftrongly fhout the Saviour’s Name,

§ Good Tidings thew to Fudab'’s Race,
Publith throughout the Earth abroad
Good Tidings of Redeeming Grace,
And cry to All, Behold your GOD|

6 Behold the Lorp your GOD fhall come,
And bow the World to His Command :
His out-firetch’d Arm fhall make Him Room:
Who can His out-ftretch’d Arm withftand ?

7 Lo! an exceeding great Reward, - .
Himfelf, to Humbled Souls He gives ;
-He fills whom firft He hath prepar’d,
And Allin All for ever lives.
8 Shepherd of Souls, his tender Care
. Shall kindly for his Plock provide ;
The Lambs He in his Arms fhall bear,
And fweetly in his Bofom hide.

9 His Sheep He fhall prote&, and feed,
¢ Bind up the Maim'd, fupport the Weak ;
The Great with Young fhall géntly lead,
And feek the Loft, and heal the Sick.

» : Paret
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4 Hymns and Sacrep Porwms,
/?’ Part HI, -

1 Nor doth his Love eclifpe his Might,
" Or leffen his Majeftick Powers,
"Though ftooping from his Glory’s Height;
Who is fo great a GOD as Qurs!’

2 He in the Hollow of his Hand
Meafur’d the vaft unbounded Main ;
"The wide-extended Heavens He fpan’d :
Infinity his Arms contain. '

3 He meeted out the Earth, and pois'd &

. The Mountains, hung on Empty Space,
When all the Mormning -Stars rejoic’d,
And fhoated their Creator’s Praife.

4 Creation’s Line his Wifdom laid, :
He grafp’d the Chaos with his Fift ; {

Sea, Air, and Earth, and Heaven He weigh'd, -
And bad th’ Exa& Machine confift.

¢ Who with the Great Omnifcient GOD, R
“Angel or Man in Council join’d,
To Him the Way of Judgment thew’d, .
Or taught that All-informing Mind ? ‘

aavamy

6 He high enthron’d above All Height
A Partner in His Work difdains;

In Power and Knowledge Infinite )

The Self-directed Spirit reigns. !

» See the vaft Tribes that crowd the Face
Of Earth, the Iflands f{catter’d wide;
Survey the whole of Human-Race,
Their Wealth, their Number, and their Pride?

8 Light as the Balance-Duft, and fmalt -
"I'o Him as the Minuteft Grain,

Their

-

A
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Their Millions into Nothing fall,
“¢ Or fwell to be difcern’d in vain.

9 The Nations with their GOD compare
(A Drop with the unfathom’d Sea)
They vanifh All, diffolv’d in Air,
And loft in His Immenfity.

10 Lighter than Vanity, and lefs
han Nothing, He on All Jooks down
Nor can their Services appeafe
His Wrath, or mitigate his Frown.

11 Lebanon brings her Stores in vain,
Nor all her Cedars can afford,
Not all her Beafts for Sinners flain,
An Offering worthy of their Lowp.

12 Nothing the Creature Adds to Him,
From whom their borrow’d Being flow’d,
Who Self-Sufficient and Supream
Exifts, the One Eternal GOD.'

X Pasr IV.

1 Say then, Ye Waormas of Earth, to-wham

Will Ye your glorious GOD compare}
Vainly thro' all his Works ye roam,

And find Jruovan’s kacnefs there.

2 The vile Idolater heliés
His Image with a Golden Shrme,
To counterfeit the Godhead tries;
And Stocks and Stonesbecome Divige,

3 Man his own Deity reveres Yo

By Self-delight, and Scmeaeem. ’

Whate'er the Sinner or fears,
Defires, or loves, is OD to an e

. % 4 Bat .



6 Hymns and SAcrED Poewms,

4 But have Ye not his Being known,
And dearly feen by Nature’s Light, -
Have not the Antient Fachers thewn,
And You-confefs’d The Intinite!

The Heavens his Glorious Power proclaim,
Th’ Invifible on Earth is fhew’d,

Nature is written with His Name,
And All Things fpeak their Builder GOD.

6 Creation to his Law fubmits,
- His Rule He over All maintains,
High on the Globe of Heaven He fits,
And undifturb’d for ever reigns. .

Th’ Inhabitants of Earth from thence,
As Grafhoppers his Eye beholds:
His Hand, and Power and Providence

The Curtain of the Heavens ynfolds.

8 *Tis He who firetch’d them out, ’tis He
 Who ftill the wide Pavillion fpreads,
That blue Etherial Canopy,

And draws it o'er his Creatures Heads.
Princes, and Kings, that dare withftand-
Their uncontroul’d Creator’s Sway,
Shall fink beneath his Mighty Hand,

And fall, and fade, and die away.

-9

10 Planted a while, or fown below,
Their Stock accurft fhall ne’er take Root3
The Lorp upon their Pride fhall blow,
Wither the Flower, and blaft the F. Tuit.

11 Say then, ye abje&t Worms, to whom
. ‘Wil ye your Glorious GOD compare }
Who fhall His Holinefs prefume _ :
To match, or who His Power fhall dare ? L'lf
R : 12 Lift

e, e ..

-
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12 Lift up your Eyes-to Things on high,- .
Nor fix on Earth your groveling Thoughts,
Who built yon azure vaulted Sky?
Who fpoke thofe beauteous Orbs from Nought ?

13 Gop only Wife, and Great and Strong,
Made them to run their Heavenly Race;
(Knowledge, and Might to Gop belong,
Honour, and Majelty, and Praife.) .

14 Their radiant Hofts He marfhals right,
Their Nature, Names, and Number kpows ;
He bids them in their Courfes fight,
And blaft their Great Creator’s Foes.'

15 They hear; and Each his Will performs, |
And lo! to Man they ever call,
¢ Lift up your Eyes, ye abjeét Worms, :
¢ Adore the Glorious Caufe of All! -

/Y ParT V.

1 The World He made He fill fuftains,
Why then doft Thou, O Liael, fay,

- My Gopb forgets his People’s Pains,
His Facob 1s a Caftaway.

2 Repent Thee of thy peevith Hafte,
Recall the rath defponding Werd, ,
No more complain, ¢ The Hour is paft,
¢ And I have wearied out my Lerp.

3 Haft Thou not heard, haft Thou not known
The Everlafting Gop, thatlaid -~ . -
The Earth’s Foundations, rules alone,
Nor faints to bear the World He made? -
: gl
4 JEHOV AH is Unchangeable, ’
His Ways, and Thought, are not as»Ours,H
. B ~ . ] e



‘8  Hymns and Sacrep Porwms.
He chears the languid Souls that faﬂ, »
And quickens all their drooping Pewers.

5 Gently He lifts the Fallen up, .
“He gives them Faith, and Faith’s Increafe,
Revives their feeble, dying Hope, | :
And fills with Love, and Joy, and Peace.

6 Blafted the Vigour of the Young
Shall fade, and fuddenly decay ;
The Bold, and Confident, and Strong,
Shall fear, defpair, and die away.

7 But They, who wait upon the Loro,
Shall furely find his Promife true,
Receive the Quickning Powerful Word,
And born of Gob their Strength renew.

¢ "Their willing Souls from Sin fet free,
Shall fwiftly in his Statutes move,
Shall walk in Glorious Liberty,
Shall fly upon the Wings of Love.

With Eagle’s Wings their Souls fhall rife,
Steady and ftrong to Heaven foar,
Regain on Earth their Native Skies,
And faint, and fall, and fin no more.

-9

X The Sixty-third Chapter of Isa1au.
[ The Firf Part alter’d from Mr. Norris.] -

1 Y O Common Vifion This I.fee,
In more than Human Majefty,
- Who is this Mighty Hero, who
With glorious Terror on his Brow ?
% # - 2. Hi.

. Nt m— e
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2 His deep’dy’d crimfon Robes outvie
The Bluthes of the Marning-Sky,
Lo! how Triumphant He appears,
And Viory in his Vifage wears !

3 How ftrong, how flately does He go'!
Pompous, and folemn in his Pace,
And full of Majefty his Facer:

Who is this mighty Hero, who?

4 'Tis I, who to my Promife ftand ; -
I, who Sin, Death, Hell, and the Grave
Have foil’d with this All-conquering Hand: *
*Tis I, the Lozp, mighty to fave. '

§ Why wear’ft Thou then this crimfon Die,
Say, Thou All-conquering Hero, why?
Why do thy Garments look all red,
Like them. that ip the Wine-fat tread ?

6 The Wineprefs I alone have trod,
That pondrous Mafs I ply’d alone,
And with me to affift was none:

A Tafk worthy the Son of Gop !

7 Angels ftood trémbling at the Sight,
Enrag’d I put forth all my Might,
And down the Engine prefs'd; the Force
Put frighted Nature out of Courfe ;

8 The Blood gufh’d out, and chequer’d o’er
My Garments with its deepeft Gore,
With glorious Stains bedeck’d I ftood,
And writ my Vi&ory in Blood. -

9 The Day, the Signal Day is come,
Vengeance on all my Foes to take, .
The Day, when Death fhall have its Doom, g
And the dark Kingdom’s Pawers fhall {hake.
. B2 .- o ol
n
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T look’d who to affift ftood by :

Trembled Heaven'’s Hoft, nor ventur’d nigh:
Ev’n to my Father did I look

In Pain: my Father me forfook.

Awhile amaz’d I was to fee
None to uphold, or comfort me:
Then I arofe in Might array’d,
And call’d my Fury to my Aid:

My Single Arm the Battle won,
And ftrait th> acclaiming Hofts above,
Hymn'd in new Songs of Joy and Love,
JEHOVAH, and his Conquering Son.

/y .Parr II

I too will magnify the Lorp,
And emulate the Angels Lays,
His Loving-kindnefles record
In Sounds of Everlafting Praife.

For All He hath on Us beftow'd -
This only Tribute can I bring,

.Extol the Mercies of my GOD,

His Multitude of Mercies fing. '

How Good to Ifrael’s Chofen Race!
Wlo, who can All his Goodnefs tell!

So rich in unexhaufted Grace;

. His Riches are Unfearchable.

Surely, He faid, mine own they are,
My People will not faitllefs prove,

My Children will not flight my Care,
Or difappoint a Father’s Love.

Sweetly He firove their Hearts to gain,
He woo’d them to embrace His Will.

- They
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They never ask’d his Help in vain
But found a Prefent Saviour fhill.

6 Dear as the Apple of his Eye
In all their Griefs He kindly griev’d;
The Angel of his Prefence nigh '
From all the fav’rite Nation faved.

7 He refcued when to Evil fold, .
He fnatch’d them from inpending Harms, .
Carrigd them all the Days.of old,
Safe in his Everlafting Arms,

8 He magnified his Saving Power, -
" Call'd them his utmoft Grace to prove ;.
With infinite Compaffion bore '
The Objeéts of his tend’reft Love.

But Oh! they foon forfook their GOD ;.
The faithlefs and rebellious Race

In devious Paths of Evil trad,
And griev’d the Spirit of his Grace.

1o They vex'd; and forc’d his Wrath to rife -
His Vengeance fell fo long delay’d :
Conftrain’d the Rebels to chaftife,
He pour’d his Judgments on their Head.

11 His Mercy then He call'd to mind, -
He call'd to Mind the antient Days
When Only Merciful, and kind
He fmiled on the Peculiar Race,

12 Where is He Now—their GOD, their Guide |*
(He taught their Hearts the Powerful Plea);
" Where is He Now, their Hearts replied, ‘
Who brought his People from the Sea ?- -
4 B 3 o 13 Whe



4 Holy, and Juft, we cry to Thee,
|

"1z Hvywmns and Sacrep Porms,
13 Who have plac’d a Shepherd o'er the reft
And gave him Wifdom from above,
And breath’d into his peaceful Breaft
The meek, mild Spirit of His Love.

14 Them by the Hand of Moyfes led,
His Power, and Goodnefs to proclaim,
Beyond the Bounds of Time to {pread
JEHOVAH?’s Everlafting Name.

15 Tho Lorp of Hofts in All appear’d,
He {mote the Sea with My/fes* Rod,
His Glorious Arm aloft He rear'd:
. The parting Sea confefs’d its GOD.
16 He brought them thro’ the wondrous Way,
The Deep was dry at His Command,
Secure_they march’d in firm Array,
Nor ftumbled, till they reach’d the Land.

17 Smooth as the gen’rous nurtur’d Beaft
Into the verdant Vale goes down, :

To bring them to That Promis’d Reft, : ’
His Spirit gently led them on. ’

18 Thus didft Thou guide thy chofen Race,
That every Tongue might fpeak thy Fame,

And Earth, and Heaven confpire to praife
The GOD of Jfrael's Glorious Name.

/( Parr IIL

1 GOD of Eternal Majefty,
High as Thou art, from Heaven look down,

Behold us from thy Glorious Throne !

2 Where is thy Strength to conquer Sin? .
Thy Zeal to fave a fallen Race? |
. Thy
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Thy Bowels founding from within ? )
Thy Mercies, and thy Pasd’ning Grace ?

3 Thy Pity, and Patemal Care,
The tender Yearnings of thy Heart,
Are they reftrain’d? Is Fury there ?
Ah no! Thou fill our Father art.

4 Doubtlefs Thou art our Father ftilf,
.__ Though Abrabam his Seed difowns
Debas’d by Sin, though Jfae/
Renounces his Degenerate Sons.

5§ Our Lorp, and our Redeemer now
Thou art, and will be ftill the fame,
Our Everlatting Father Thou o
JEHOVAH is thy Glorious Name.

6 Why then, O Lorb, 'if Ours Thou art,
Why haft Thou fuffer’d us to rove
Withdrawn thy Spirit from our Heart,
And left us-to our Want of Love?

7 Why haft Thou hid thy lavely Face,
And caus’d us from thy Paths to err?
Abandon’d by Reftraining Grace
Our Hearts, were harden’d from thy Fear.

8 Yet, Lorp, for Thee again we mourn:
Now let our Prayers thine Aid engage,
Now for thy Servant’s fake return,
And chear thy drooping Heritage.

9 The Land we fondly deem’d our own .
(Alas, how fhort a Time enjoy’d!): .
“Our Adverfaries have o’erthrown, . D
And trampled on the Houfe of Gon.™ -,

"~ 10. Yot
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1o Yet we Are Thine, though difpofleft,

And Outcafts frem the Premis’d Land,
"They never have thy Sway confefs’d,
Or yielded to thy juft Command.

11 We, We are call’d by thy Great Name,

Accept our Plea, thine Ear inclige,.
Thine, Lorp, we are, renew thy Claim,
Receive, and feal us ever Thine.

¥ GO D’'s Hufbandry.

.

re

From the German.

IGH on his Everlai’dng Throne,.
The King of Saints his Works furveys,

Marks the dear Souls He calls His own,

And fmiles on the Peculiar Race.
He refts well-pleas’d their Toil to fee,.

Beneath his eafy Yoke they move,
With all their Heart and Strength agree

In the {weet Labour of his Love.

2 His Eye the World at once looks thro’,.

A vaft uncultivated Field!
Mountains and Vales, in ghaftly fliew,’
A barren uncouth Profpet yield.
Clear’d of the Thorns by Human Care,
A few lefs hideous Waltes are*feen,
Yet fill they all continue bare, .
And not one Spot of Earth-is Green.

3 See where the Servants of thexr Gon, R
A bufy Multitude, appear,

For “.sus Day and Nl ht employ’d,
His Heritage they toil to clear. ~  *

The
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The Love of Curist their Hearts conftrains,
And ftrengthens their unwearied Hands,

They fpend their Sweat, and Blood, and Pains,
To cultivate: Lrmanuel’s Land.

4 Alarm’d at their fuccefsful Toil,
Satan and his wild Spirits rage,
They Labour to tear up and fpoil,
And blaft the rifing Heritage.
In every Wildernefs they fow
The Seed of Death, the Carnal Mind,
They would not let One Virtue grow,
Or leave One Seed of Good behind.

5 Yet ftill the Servants of their LorD
Look up, and calmly perfevere,
Supported by the Mafter’s Word, .
The Adverfe Powers they fcorn to fear ;
Gladly their happy Work purfue:
The Labour of their Hands is feen,
Their Hands the Face of Earth renew,
Diverfified with chearful Green.

6 Wheree'er the faithful Workers turn,

The Steps of Induftry appear,

They labour the dry Wood to burn,
They labour with unwearied Care

The Fruits of Sodom to tread down,
To root up each Accarfed Seed,

By Satan, and his Servants fown,
And plant the Gofpel in its Stead.

7 To dig the Ground, they All beftow

Their Lives ; from every foften’d Clod
They gather out the Stones, and fow

Th’ Immortal Seed, the Word of GOD.
They water it with Tears and. Prayers,

They long for the returning Word,
Hagpy, if All their Pains and Cares
. Can bring forth Fruit to pleafe their Lorp.

3
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-8 Jesus their Toil delighted fees,

Their Induftry vouchfafes to crown,
He kindly gives the wifh’d Increafe,
_ And fends the promis’d Blefing down: "
The Sap of Life, the Spirit’s Powers
He rains inceflant from above,
He all his Gracious Fulnefs fhowers,
To perfe@ their great Work of Love.

9 He profpers all his Servants Toils :
But of Peculiar Grace has chofe
A Flock, on whom his kindeft Smiles,
And choiceft Bleflings He beftows:
. Devoted to their Common Lorp,
True Followers of the Bleeding Lamb,
By GOD belo:’d, by Men abhor'd ——

And HERNHUTH is the Fav’rite Name! :

10 Here many a Faithful Soul is found,
With Myftick Power of Love endu’d,
Full of the Light of Life, and crown’d
. A Kingand Prieft to ferve his GOD.
With flaming Zeal for Curist they thine,
Their Body, Seul, and Spirit give, :
To CurisT their Goods and Blood refign,
For Curisy they freely die and live.

11 What can we offer our Good Lorp _
( Poor Nothings!) for his boundlefs Grace I
Fain would we his Great Name record, .
And worthily fet forth his Praife. e
Dear Obje of our growing Love,
T'o whom eur more than All we owe,,
Open the Fountain from above,
And let it our full Soul o’erflow.

1z So fhall our Lives thy Pewer proclaim,.
Thy Grace for every Sinner free,,

*Till
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*Till All Mankind {hall learn thy Name,
Shall all ftretch cut their Hands to Thee.
Open a Door which Earth aud Hell '
May ftrive to fhut, but firive in vain:
Let thy Word richly in us dwell,
And let our Gracious Fruit remain, -

LT ' R
13 Oh! multiply thy Sower’s Seed,
And Fruit we every Hour fliall béar, .
Throughout:the World thy Gafpel ipread,
Thine everlafting T'ruth declate ; Co
We All in perfett Love renew’d
Shall know the Greatnefs of thy Power,
Stand in the Temple of our GOD -
As Pillars, and go out np more.

pd quifz’@ H&pe Believing in Hope, . -
. Pfalm Ixxvii. 10. '

1 HAVE Mercy, Lorp, thy Wrath remove,
Nor let thy Judgments weigh me down,
I cannot live without thy Love, :
I canriot ftand beneath thy Frown,

2 Wilt Thou not once'thy Fate difplay,
And dart a Ray of Heavenly Light,
Still muft I urge my chearlefs Way,
And mourn throughout my long-liv’d Night!

3 Lo! in my Prayer I ever moumn,
Vext with the fad Remains of Sia, .
Broken, and bruis’d, and rack’d, and torn,
How fhiall 1 bear this Hell within?

4 This Unbélief, 'thefe cruel Fears,

Diftracing Doubts, and torturing Pain,
»g oQDts, an ourg '_W}?ilc
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While Thou art filent at my Tears ; -
Thon fee'ft them ever flow in vain,

5 And muft I yield to black Defpair,

In vain on Thee for Mercy call,
Tempted above what I can beas! -
And wilt Thou fuﬁ'er me to fall !}

6 Never again “difelofe thy Facc, -
Or fhew me the Atoning Bloed 2" .
Have I exhaufted All thy Grace?
Hath GOD forgotten to be Good -

.7 For ever is thy Mercy gone,

Thy Truth, and Faxthfu!nefs and Love .

Doth angry Ju ttice rule alone?
Have I no Advocate above !

8 Then pour thy Vengeance on my Head,
And quench the {moaking Flax in me,
Break (if Thou cantft) a Bruifed Reed,
And caft me out who come to Thee.

9 Jesvu, I come my Doom to meet,
A Sinner whom Thou wilt riot fpare :
But I will perith at thy Feet,
 The firft that ever penlh'd There.

¥ Genefs iii. 15.

" Tawill put Enmity betaveen thee and the Woman, and

bmmn thy Seed and her Seed, &c\

oD of Trath; and Power and Love, .

Father, F riend of All Mankind,
Let on me thy Spirit move, . . -
Influence my feeble Mind ;

*"T'wixt
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*Twixt the Serpent’s Seed and me
Prevalently .interpofe,

Break the fatal Amity,
Make us everlafting Foes.

2 Sin hath poifon’d All my Soul,
Sin the Serpent’s Curfed Seed :
No one Part in me is whole;
Yet will I the Promife plead,
Promife of All-faving Grace,.
Promife of an Inward Power,
Able to redeem the Race,
Me, and all Men to reftore.

3 Breath the Breath of Simple Life,

Oh! be Abel/ born in me

(Previous to the Legal Strife)
Innocent Simplicity :

Give me Childifhnefs t’oppofe
To the Subtle Serpent’s Art;

Childifhnefs no Evil knows,
Give me, Lorp, a Simple Heart;

4 Or if Pride hath This deftroy’d
Turn’d into Self-Righteoufnefs,
Let the Law fupply the Void,
© Seth (a) fucceed in Abel’s Place.
Deeply Root thy Law within
Parent of the Wretched Man: (4)
Check my Forwardnefs to Sin,
Forcibly by Fear reftrain.

5 Bind in me the Strong Man bind
' With the Fetters of the Law, )
Curb, and-thwart the Carnal Mind, - -
. Keep the. Man of Sin in Awe,
Enemy to all that’s Good,
Never will He quite give place ;

19

<

(2) P A Pofitivi Law. (b) wisk Enos. i €: Miferable.

He
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He can only be fubda’d
By the Senfe of Pard’ning Grace.

6 Tell me, Jesus died for Me,

Shew fome Token of his Love ;
Love and Sin can ne’er agree,

Love fhall ftill the fironger prove:
Love in the Firlt Meafure give,

Sin fhall then no longer fway,
Flefh may for a Seafon firive,

I the Spirit fhall obey.

7 Patiently I then fhall wait
: For the Woman’s Nobleft Seed,

Jesus CurisT the MicutTy Hare,
Bruifer of the Serpent’s Head ;

O reveal thy Son in me,
Bring the Perfe@ Nature in,

Now deftroy the Enmity,
Now confume the Man of Sin

.8 Adam, Fleth, and Self, and Pride,
Antichrift, Perdition’s Son,
Let him not in me ablde,
Caft him out, and re fn alone ;
»  Slay the Dragon in the
' Make my Soul thy pure Abodc,
. Fill'd with all the Dei
Swallow'd up, and loit in GOD.

TR EATR A0 e T, T Vs

Moriar ut Te videam!

V Let me die that I may fee The"

.

S -

ey

Y

et

1 Thou, who know’ ﬁ what is in. Man, T
Who fearcheft out the Reins and, Heart, g

Me, Jesu, to Myfelf explain,. - .~ . -
A Ray of Heavenly Light nnpart. Ly

..

'Imparf -
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Impart Thyfelf, Thou Real Light, <
And manifeft my Nature’s Nighe.

*2 Caufe me, O GOD, Myfelfto know,
The Depth of Wickednefs within,

Th? exceeding Sinfulnefs of Sin :
Such Power belongs to Thee alone ; .
Shew me, that Sin and [ are One.

&\L.. Shew me, ‘my inmoft Subftance thew,
-
\

3 Senfelefs alike of Sin and Thee,
" My unawaken’d Soul remains,
Faft bound in Sin, ‘and Mifery
I flamber on, nor feel my Chains,
Nor tafte nor fee how Good Thou art,
For fiill the Veil is on my Heart,

4 Oh! might my Heart at leaft relent,
And feel the Guilty Mountain-Load | .
Oh ! that Thy powerful Word might rent
" The Veil, and let me into GOD 3
The Glories of thy Face difplay,
The Brightnefs of Eternal Day !

§ I'know the Terms: I cannot fee ,
Thy blifsful Face, and live — in Sin:
A Flaming Sword preferves the Tree.
Of Life, leaft Self thould enter in;
It keeps out Self, and every Way
It tutns, the Man of Sin to flay.

6 Be it according to thy Word,
Ready to meet my Doom I am,
Oh! let me Rufh upon that Swerd,
And feel the Sin-confuming Flame ;
Live only Car1st in me, not I ;
O let me fee thy Face and die|

7 Die all of Self to live no more,
Die'the Old Man no more to rife ;
- C 2 Me:
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Me to Thine Image here reftore,
Receive me to thy Paradife,

(Whence I may never more remove)

‘The Paradife of Perfet Love.

A Paffion-Hymn.

E that pafs by, behold the Man!
The Man of Griefs condemn’d for You !
The Lamb of GOD for Sinners flain
Weeping to Calvary purfue.

2 See how his Back the Scourges tear
While to the bloody Pillar bound !
The Ploughers make long Furrows there
Till all hxs Body is one Wound,

1' $ The Abjes fpit upon that Face

Which Prophets with’d in vain to fee,
! On which the Angels lov’d to gaze,
' Pleas’d with his Milder Majefty.

4 Ador'd by Angels, Mock’d by Men, .
Speechlefs the Form of Guilt He wears,
Revil'd He anfwers not again,
But meekly all their Infults bears.

5 Nor can He thus their Hate affwage,
His Innocence to Death pirfu’d,
Mufi fully glut their ntmoft Rage ;
Hark! how they clamour for his Blood!

6 'To us our own Barabbas give,
Away with Him (they loudly rcy)
‘Away with Him, not fit to live,
The vile Seducer crucify.

7. Againit .
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| 7 Againft his GOD the Creature calls:
Accus’d and fentenc’d by the Breath
Himfelf infpir’d, their Maker falls:
The Lorbp of Life is doop1’d to Death.

8 His facred Limbs they ftretch, they tear,
With Nails they faften to the Wood
His facred Limbs —expos’d, and bare,
Or only cover’d with his Blood. |
! 9 See there! His Temples crown’d with Thorns }
His bleeding Hands extended wide,
His ftreaming Feet, transfixt and torn!
The Fountain guthing from his Side !

10 Where is the King of Glory now!
The everlafting Son of GOD !
Th’ Immortal hangs his languid Brow,
Th’ Almighty faints beneath his Load !

11 Beneath my Load He faints; and dies:
I fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown ;
I caus’d thofe Mortal Groans, and Cries, *
- 1 kill’d the Father’s Only Son. :

t2 Oh! Thou dear fuffering Son of GOD,
How doth thy Heart to Sinners move!
Help me to catch thy precious Blood,
Help me to tafte thy Dying Love.

13 Give me to feel thy Agonies,
One Drop of thy fad Cup aff®d :
I fain with Thee wou’d fympathize,
And fhare the Sufferings of my Lorp.

14 'The Earth could et her Centre quake,
-~ "nConvuls’d, while her Creator died;
O-let my inmoft Nature fhake,

* . And die with Jesus Crucified. - :
C3 1y At

S N L
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15 At thy laft Gafp the Graves difplay’d .
Their Horrors to the upper Skies ;
Oh! that my Soul might burft the Shade,
And quickned by thy Death, arife, -

y 16 The Rocks could feel thy powerful Death
' And tremble, and afunder part :
O rent with thine Expiring Breath
The harder Ma.rble of my Heart.

ST LS

17 My Stony Heart thy Voice fa/l rent, A‘
Thou wilt, I truft, the Veil remove,
My inmoft Bowels {hall refent
“The Yearmngs of thy Dying Love

Thy Death hath bought the Grace for me;
"This is my whole Defire, To live;

i 18 The Grace I furely fhall receive,
§
} % To live, and then to die in Thee,

Defiring to love.

L
% 1 YHAT fhall I do my GOD to love,
\ My Saviour, and the World’s to praife?
Whofe Bowels of Compaflion move
To me and all the Fallen Race ;
Whofe Mercy is divinely free
For All the F allen Race, and Me.

2 I'long to know and to make known
: The Heigth and Depth of Love Divine,
. The Kindnefs Thou to me haft thewn,
o Whofe every Sin was counted Thine:
My GOD for me refign’d his Breath,
- He died, to fave my Soul from Death.

i 3 An Souls are Thine: and Thou for All
o "The Ranfom of thy Life haft given, -
. o
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To raife the Sinner from his Fall,

And bring him back to GOD and Heaven,
Thou All the World haft died to fave,
And All may thy Salvation have.

4 How fhall I thank Thee for the Grace,
On me, and All Mankind beftow’d!
O that my every Breath were Praife,
O that my Heart were fill’d with GOD!
My Heart would then with Love o’erflow,
And all my Life thy Glory fhew.

5 See me, O Lorb, athirft and faint,
Me weary of forbearing fee,
And let me feel thy Love’s Conftraint,
Ard freely give up All for Thee.
True in the Fiery Tryal prove,
And pay Thee back thy Dying Love.

. _ANQTHER.

1 LOVE, I languith at thy Stay, .
O I pine for Thee with lingring Smart,"
Weary, and faint thro’ long Delay, :

When wilt Thou come into my Heart ?
From Sin and Sorrow fet me free,
And {wallow ap my Soul in Thee!

2 Come, O Thou Univerfal Good,

Balm of the Wounded Confcience, come,
The hungry, dying Spirit’s Food,
The weary, wandring Pilgrim’s Home,
 Haven to take the Shipwreck’d in,. ' -
My Everlatting Reft from Sin.

3 Be Thon, O Love, whate’er I want,

Support my Feeblenefs of Mind,
Relieve the Thirfty Soul, the Faint -
Revive, illuminate the Blind,
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The Mournful chear, the Dyooping lead,
And heal the Sick, and raife the Dead.

4 Come, O my Comfort and Delight,
My Strength and Health, my .Shield and Sun,
My Boaft, and Confidence, and Might,
My Joy, my Glory, and my Crown,
My Gofpel-Hope, my Calling’s Prize,
My Tree of Life, my Paradife.

5 The Secret of the Lorp Thou art,
The Myfery fo long unknown,
CHrisT in a pure and perfe&t Heart, g
The Name infcrib’d in the White Stone,
The Life Diyine, the Little Leaven,
~ My pretious Pear], my prefent Heaven.

ANOTHER.

3 L OVE Divine, what haft Thou done I
. Th’ Immortal GOD hath died for Me?
The Father’s Co-Eternal Son
Bore all my.Sins upon the Tree ;
Th'Immortal GOD for Me hath dred !
My Lorp, my Love is Crucified !

. 2 Behold Him All ye that pafs by,
" .. “The Bleeding Prince of Life and Peace,
" - Come fee, ye Worms, your Maker die, _
‘And fay, Was ever Grief like His |
Comeé feel with me his Blood applied: =~ . -
My Lorp, my Love is Crucified!

3+Is Crucified for Me and You, :
To bring us Rebels near to GOD ;
Believe, believe the Record true :
We All are bought with Jesu’s Blood ;.

- " Puidon

3

Padud
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Pardon for All flows from his Side,
My Lorp, my Love is Crucified.

4 Then let us fit béneath 'his Crofs, -
And gladly catch the Healing Stream,
All Things for Him account but Lofs,
And give up all our Hearts to Him ;
Of Nothing fpeak or think befide :
My Lorp, my Love is Crucified !

‘ X Salvation by Grace.

1 YESU, Great Redeemer, hear
A feeble Sinner’s Cry,
Thou in my Behalf appear,
| And bring Salvation nigh: "
To my Lorp what fhall I fay?
Saviour, I of Thee have need ;-
Take, O take my Sins away,
And make me free indeed. .

2 Thee All-lovely as Thou art,
Should I pofefs to love, . .
Surely my rebellious Heart
| The Falthood would cﬁfprove
Thee my Heart cannot obey

. 'Till from Every Evil freed: ' , AN

Take, O take, &c.

3 Should T fay, that Ought in Me
Of Good doth now abide,-
Self condemn’d I now fhould be ;°
) My All is Self anc} Pride. ~
Guilty, guilty muft I fay, - e
lilltgt}ung;l Lorp, have I to plead R
Take, O take, &e.
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4 No Defire, or Will have I
Thy Mercy to embrace,
From thine Arms of Love I fly,
And flight thy proffer’d Grace: -
But Thou didft my Ranfom pay,
But thy Blood for Me was fhed ¢
Take, O take, &c.

5 Thy Salvation to obtain,
Out of Myfelf I go,
| Freely Thou muft heal my Pain,.
* Thy unbought Mercy fhew:
For Myfelf I cannot pray ;
Let thy Spirit interceed :
Take, O take, &c.

6 Not becaufe I willing am,
On me this Grace be fhew'd s
Bat Thou art th® Atoning Lamb,
" Therefore apply thy Blood ;
i Therefore, Lorp, np more delay,
Therefore heal my Soul, and lead, -
Take, O take my.Bins away, -
And make me free-indeed.

Before the SACRAMENT.

g J ESU, at whofe Suprean; Command

We thus approach to GOD,
Before us in thy Vefture ftand,.
Thy Vefture:dipt in Blood.

2 Obedient to thy gracious Word

We break the Hallow’d Bread,

""" Commemorate Thee, Our Dyiag Lowrp,

“And truft on Thee to feed.

3. Now
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"3 Now, Saviour, now Thyfelf reveal, - T
And make thy Nature known,
Affix the Sacramental Seal,
And ftamp us for Thine own.

4 The Tokens of thy Dying Love, ° -
O let us all receive,

And feel the Qlckmng Spirit move, |

And fenfibly believe.. |

§ The Cup of Bleﬂing bleft by Thee,
A Let it thy Blood impart ;
*  The Bread thy Myftic Body be,
) And chear each languid Heart.

6 The Grace which fure Salvation brings
Let us herewith receive ;
Satiate the Hungry with Gooed Things,
'The Hidden Manna give.

% The Living Bread fent down from Heaven -
In us vouchfafe to be:
Thy Fleth for All the World is given,
And All may live by Thee.

& Now, Lorp, .on Us thy Fleth bcﬂ:ow, - . |
And let us drink thy Blood, ’ |
Till all our Souls are fill’'d below
With alt the Life of GOD..

/f’ .dﬁ‘er a j‘ourney |

e'LORY to GOD ‘whofe gracious Care |

’ Doth all my Steps attend, - T
T, oughout the Way my Weaknefs bear,,

s And bring me to the End.

: ,

r' > “
- Thona

#
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2 Thou Lorp, 'haft fav’d both Man and Bcaﬁ’,
{ How excellent thy Name !..
While underneath thy Wings I reft,
Thy Goodnefs I proclaim.

3 Still (for I pat my Truft in Thec) Lo
All Evil turn afide, e

f Cover my Heiplef: Head, and be -
Mine Everlaftiny Guide.

4 Lead me, till my few evil Years 0 . .
Of Pilgrimi ge are o’er; Tt

) But eer | le.ve this vale of Tears,

" O bid me fir no more.

v

- Pfalm 1i.
Maée me a Clean Heart, O G o] D -

FOR an Heart to pra1 fe my GOD
An Heart from Sin fet freed
An Heart that always feels thy Blood
So freely fpilt for Me .

2. An Heart refign’ & fubmlﬂive, ‘meek,
. My dear Redeemer s Throne,
. Where only Currst is heard to fpga.k
 Where Jesus reigns alone.

' 3 An humble, lowly, contrite Heart, T

Believing, true, and clean,

. - - Which reither Life nor Death can part
e From Him that dmﬂs-wzdﬁﬁJ ,

!

it :4 .An ‘Heut in Every 'I"hought rencw’d

And fll.of Love Dlvme, o J'
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Perfe, and right, -and pure and good,
A Copy, Lorp, of Thine.

§ Thy tender Heart is fill the fame,
And melts at Human Woe :
Jesu, for Thee diftreft I am,
I want thy Love to know.

6 My Heart, Thou know'ft, can never reft,
Till Thou create my Peace,
Till of my Eder repoflett,
From Self, and Sm I ceafe.

# Fruit of thy gracious Lips, on Me
Beftow that Peace unknown, |
The Hidden Manna, and the Tree
Of Life, and the White Stone.

8 Thy Nature, deareft Lowrp, impart,
Come quickly from above;
Write thy new Name upon my. Heart,:
Thy New, Beft Name of Love.

3

4,/ . v -
© APrRAYER for HumiLIiTY.

MY Heart, what muft I do!
Shall the Self-admiringFiend .
§till my Helplefsnefs purfue?.
Shall his Malice never end
¢ Still the ftubborn Sin remains,
Still the Thorn is in my Sidé,
S$till I groan to feel my Chains,
Sorely buffetted by Pride.

y2 Vamty, the Serpent-Seed
Poxfomng all my Good I find;

D .
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Stealing on -with filent Tread
Vanity lurks clede behind.

{ As the Subftance by the Shade,

Groce I find by Pride purfued:
Grace is Pride’s Occafion made,
Evil ever cleaves to Good.

3 Pleas’d in borrow’d Plumes to fhine,

f

Nature arrogates a Shiare, -
Mixes in the Work- Divine,

Bold the Godhead’s Form to wear ;
Proudly in Her Beauty trufts,

Heavenly Charms as Hers difplays,
Falfely, blafphemonily boafts,

Varnifh'd, deck’d, and Hd by Grace.

4 When the boafted Grace is gone,

Humbled in the Duft [ lie,
- Poor, forfaken, and alone,
From the Deep.on GOD I ery.
" Seeing there my- Lofs of GOD,
Proud I am my Lofs to fee,
Proud to find that I am proud,
"Proud of my Humility.

5 O the Strength of Inbred-Sit:!

Who can Vanity fubdue?
From a Creature all unclean’

, :
E Who cair bring a Creature New?

Jesu, LORD, Al] Power is Thine,
Nothing is too hard for Thee,

Greater than this'Heart of Mine,
Surely Thou canﬁ humble me.

6 O begin; the Way prep‘arr

- 5’ - Pride and Unbelief confound :

‘ Far away my Fig-Leaves tear,
Throughly fearch my Spmt’s Wound :

Caft
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Caft me down and+keep me poor,
All my weak Supports remove,

Lay the Deep Foundation fure,
Humble me by Faith and Love.

7 Take my Broken Reeds away,
) Every vain fallacious Reft,
All on which my Soul I ftay,. ,
{ All that keeps me from thy Breaft:
| Strip me, empty me of all ;
Joylefs, chearlefs would [ be,
So I might on Jesus fall,
Fall, and lofe Myfelf in Thee.

O that I bad Wings like a Dove,"
Jor then would I flee away, and =
be at refi. Pfalm lv. 6. L

T OTHAT I had the Silver Wings

| Of the Mild, Holy Dove,

¢ To bear me far from Earthly Things,
And every Creature-Love!

2 Then would I fwiftly fly away
f To CurisT, and be at reft,
On Him my flutt’ring Spirit flay,
Ang hide me in His Breaft.

3 Jesu, my Hiding-Place, to Thee -
w not how to fly, -
f Long have I firuggled 10 be free,
Nor found Deliverance nigha

4 Full oft in fruitlefs,’ fond Defire - -
y I t0 the Defart ran, ' ' .
D= ‘ Bus
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1 But could not from Myfelf retire, -
Or *fcape the Inner Man. .

5 1 took the Morning’s Wings, and fled
! For Reft to Worlds unknown;
Sin found me in the fecret Shade, .
And claim’d me for Its own.

6 O who fhall bid this Self depart,
! Phis World of Sin exclude, .
Empty, and make my peaceful Heart
An holy Solitude !

7 °Tis not the Defart, or the Cell
Can hide me from my Pain,
I carry with me my own Hell,
While Self and Pride remain.

8 Baffled, o’ercome I yield at laft,
"I yield to Self-defpair,
--' My unavailing Strife is paft,. .
And void returns my Prayer.

9 I cannot pray, I cannot praife,
For Grace I cannot call,
"I cannot JSfeel my Want of Grace,
Ny Soul is ftript of all.

10 A vile, unworthy Worm, my Eyes
, _ Idare not lift to Heaven,
{ Let Him, who fces me from the Skies,
Speak if I am forgiven. .
11 Or let my Loro fill hold his Peace;.
~ And do as feems Him good,
| Forfake me in my laft Diftrefs,
And leave'me i1 my Blood.

12. If |
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12 If He can find it in His Heart
His Fury let Him pour
On me, and from my Soul depart,
And never love me more.

13 I leave it afl to Him alone,
It lies within His Breaft,
| His Will, his only ‘Will be done,
Let me be Curft, or Bleft.

X ANOTHER

1 Mhicient GOD, whofe Eyelids try
The Self-deceiving Sons of Men, .
To Thee how fhall I dare draw nigh,
A Man of Lips and Heart uncléean! < .
Thou know’ft, I mean not what I fay,
Thou know’ft, I only feem to pray.

3 Doubtlefs Thou art of purer Eyes
Than to behold Iniquity,
And all my Nature naked lies,
And all my Thoughts appear to"Thee;
No Fig-Leaves from Thy Sight can hide
My Filthinefs of Self, and Pride.

3 O my Abominable Heart! . - - - -
Its Secrets all to Thee are known, . o
‘The Sin from which I cannot part,
The Sin that claims me for its own';
Thou feeft it All; my Nature’s Shame
Fhou feeft, what I fhould die to Name.

4 The foul ReproachI groan to bear,
. And vainly ftruggle to get free: . |
Yet flill I breath a tainted Air, o
(Tainted, alas! by Sinand Mg} N\ -

"And wifh'd for Wi:éi to flee away, - _‘ ‘

1AndeverintheD t ftay. . .-

D3 5.9
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§ O that I had a Cottage there -
To lodge a poor Way-faring Man!
- Far from the World of Noife, and Care,
Of Grief, Anxiety, and Pain,
O could I frém my People roam,
And be, where none but GOD could come!

6 Me as a Bowl if now He turn,
To foreign Climes with Violence tofs,
I would not for a Moment mourn
My Kindred, or my Country’s Lofé;
A voluntary Exile I
Would there confent to live and dye.

7 O might I have my One Requeft, y
My fend and foolith Heart’s Defire,
And get me hence, and be at reft,
| Into the deepeft Shades retire,
% . Be clean forgot, and out of Mind =
\ O.where fhall I the Defart find !

A
3 -

« " 8 Can Earth afford that Secret Place
Long have I fought it out in Vain,
And fled before the Human Face,
Anddrag’d todiftant Worldsmy Chain;
Yet ftill I found the Carnal Mind,
1 could not leave Myfelf behind.

* @ *Tis vain, Ifind, from Self to flee
For Reft, to Earth’s remoteft Bound :
* The Decp cries out, *Tis not in Me!
* . Happinefs is not to be found,
Save only, JEsus, in Thy Breaft:
* Thou art the Soul’s Eternal Reft.

20 But how fhall I to Thee attain, .
"© Thee, whomp I finfully purfue,
“Unprofitable I, and vain!
J+ “Thy Glory is not in my View :

ca AR reWER YW LT L S

. ‘What
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What fhall I fay, thy Grace to win?
My very Prayer is turn’d to Sin.

11 Nothing in me thy Grace can move,
A Wretched Man of Sin I am; ™
But Thou art Good, but Thou art Love
. And Jesus is thy healing Name:
Oh! for thy Name, and Mercy’s Sake;.
‘The Sinner to thy Bofom wake;

12 Do as Thou findeft in thy Heart,.
Reje& me, Saviour, or receive,
Bid me from Thee to Hell depart,
Or bid me come to Thee, and live;
I truft-my Soul to this alone,

Let all thy Wil on me be done. -~

37

X A Poor SINNER.

3 H O W happy is the Man
| Who fees his Mifery,
Who ever feels his Nature’s Chain,
Nor murmurs to be free!

Who waits in Patient Hope,.

And languithing for Home
With chearful Confidence looks up,

And fays, My Lorp.will come.

2 He neither hopes nor fears
Evil, or Good below,. ,
But fighs for GOD, and lets his Tears
In fecret Silence flow. .

Stript of his Joy, he grieves
uiet, and meek, and ﬁill;"
‘The Matter to his Father leaves, C
And bids Him wask His Will.

. _3,‘B.=. ,
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4

. 5

In calm, fubmiffive Grief
He fuffers his Diftrefs,

He cannot {natch undue Relief,
Or with his Mifery lefs:

¢ My Father’s Will is good,
(The Patient Mourner cries)

« He never gives 2 Stone for Food,
¢ Or flights his Children’s Snghs

O that I thus refign’d

Might bear my Nature’s Load, |
O that in me were fuch a Mind

To legve the ch to.GOD1

 With Him to- traft my: Caufe, N
And quietly endure,
"Fill He remove the Hallow*d Crofs,
And all.my Sicknefs cure.

I would but Thou canft-tell)
I would be finmble, Loro,
My Burthen every Moment feel,

-~ And tremble at thy Word :

6

r.l

I would be #eipt of All, -

" And calmly wait-thy Stay,
Poor at thy Feet, and helplefs fall,

And weep my Life away.

I would be t‘ruiy- i,
Nor fet a Time to Thee,

' But a& according to thy Will,

And fpeak, and think, and be.

" I would with Thee be: One,

And till tl;e Grace is-given,
IpCeﬁ'a.nt pray, Thy Will be done
Eanh,-as tis*in-Heaven.

e o
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The Heart is deceitful above all
things, and defperately wicked;

who can know it ¢ Jurem. xvil. g.

MY falfe deceitful Heart,

{ Delperately falfe thou art,
Foul as Hell, whep.fair in Shew ;
Who can all the Mazes know ?

He the Stars may reckon o’er,

Tell the Sands that bound the Shore,
Count the Drops that make the Sea,
Comprehend Eternity. . -

2 Foolifh Heart, unjuft and vain?
Pride was never made for Man:
Glory doft thou ftill purfue ;

7 Glory all to GOD is due.

What hatt thou whereof to boaft?
GOD alone is good and juft;
Only His be all the Praife,

What we are, we are by Grace. '

3 Wretched Heart with Woes opprel!' s
Ever roving after Reft;
Wilt thou fill pretend to own

, Blifs is found in GOD alone ?

» While thy foolith Wifhes go

After empty Jays below,
Falfe imaginary Eafe,
Dreams of Creature-Happinefs. -

4 Stony Heart,” which Nought can move'
Thou canft-neither fear nor love :

v Threats, and Promifes are vain,
Give thee neither Joy, nor Pain:
All alike it feems to thee '
Perfett Blifs, or Mifery,
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Joys; or Woes unfpeakablz,
Life or Death and Heaven or Hell,

§ Wav'ring, frail, inconflant Heart,
O how blmd and weak thou art!
~Weak as he]plefs Infancy,

XY Blina thy Helplefsnefs to fee,
'To thine own Corruptions blind,
More inconftant than the Wind,
Wav’ring as a fhaken Reed,
Cold, and dark, and doubly dead.

6 Stubborn Heart, ungrateful, hard,
With a red-hot Iron fear'd !

Carnal Heart, immertt in Sin,

X All a Cage of Birds undean, .
Downward all thy Motioas tend ;
Luf, the Reaft, or Pride, the Flend,
Shew thee, ﬁnce thy Total Fall,

: Earthly, fenfual, Devthh All

7 Faithlefs Heart ! be This thy Gn&'

Groan beneath thine Unbelief:
Unbelief, thé Damning Siv, .
- Keeps thee all unclean, unclean,
Aggravates thy heavy Load,
% not let thee come to' GOD
_Siffers not his-Grace to move,
Robs Him of his Truth and Love.

8 Faithlefs Heart, to Jesus bow, .

Suffer Him to fave thee now!

- No —— Thou wilt not now belleve,
¥ Wilt not take what GOD would nge“

Thou refufeft to be free, - - -

All the Hindrance is in thee;

- Thto thy own rebellious Will,

Bound thou art, and Faithl_:ﬁﬁm;g .

9 Omy

bea -
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9 O my Lorp, what muft [ do?

-

Only Thou the Way canft fhew, =

Thou cantt-fave me in this Hour,
I have neither Will nor Power*
GOD if over All Thou art, -
Greater than the Sinful Heart,
Let it new on me be thewn,
Take away.the Heart of Stone.

10 Take away my .Da'rling:Sin,,

Make me willing to be clean,
Make me willing to. receive

What thy Goodnefs waits to.giwe ; -

Force me, Larp, .with AM.to -part,
Tear thefe Idols from my Heart,

All thy Power on me be.fhewn, . : E y

Take away the Hearr: of ‘Stone, c

11 Jesu, mighty to renew; : -
Work in me to-will, and do,
Turn my Nature’s rapid Tide,
Stem the Forrent of-my Pride,
Stop the Whirlwind. of ‘my Will,
Speak, and bid the Sun ftand il ;
Now thy Love Almighty fhew,
Make ev’n e a Creature New. '

12 Arm of GOD,x thyStvength puton; .

Bow the Heaveus, .and come down,
All mine Unbelief. o’erthrow,
Ly th’ afpiting Mountain low ;
Conquer thy worlft Foe in me,

Get Thyfelf .the Vidory,

Save the: Viléftof the:Race,

Force me 4o be-fav'd by Grace.

AN

41
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and blind, and naked,

v Wretched, and m;’/ér‘aéle,: and poor, |

« IO ICH, and Increas’d with Goods I was

Abundant, in my Virtuous Store,.
In Wifdom rich, and Strength, and Grace ;
So rich, I needed Nothing more:
Alas! my GOD, I could not fee
That fill I needed All in Thee.

2 Thanks to thy Grace, if I begin
My Wretchednefs at length to know,
If now, in Part convinc’d of Sin,
I groan beneath my Weight of Wee ;
Surely at laft I more than fee
That Sin is perfe&t Mifery.

5 Stript of my boafted Gifts, I fal

A Begger at thy Mercy’s Doer:
I afk an Alms; for Grace I call;
Poor, beyond all Expreflion poer:

If one Good Thought thy Heaven ceuld buy,

Alas! not One Good Thought have I,

4 How dark and dreary is my Heart{
-Dark as the Chambers of the Grave :
So blind, ’till Thou thy Light impart, -
I cannot fee thy Power to fave ;
Or know, ’till Thou the Veil remove,
That I am Sin, and GOD is Love. -

* ¢ My Fig-Leaves now are caft afide,

The Rags of my. Self-Righteoufnefs :
From Thee my.Shame I cannot hide,
My Spirit finks in Deep Diftrefs ;
How fhall I in thy Sight appear,
Or bear Myfelf, when Thou art near!

i

6. &
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6 A Monfter to Myfelf I am,
Self-loathing at thy Feet I lie:
How thall I bear this Load of Shame!
How fhall I meet thy piercing Eye!
I faint and fink, and dje away
At thy infufferable Day.

7 Mountains, and Récks on you I call,
My Nakednefs of Soul to fkreen ;
. Fall, on my Guilty Nature fall,
And hide me from the Hell of Sin}
Alas! my Soul, it cannot be :
The Hell of Sin remains in Thee.

8 O GOD! (but fhall T dare to pray #)
O Jesus! Son of GOD and Man,
* Pity a finful Worm, and ftay
My Grief and mitigate my Pain ;
" Cover my Shame, remove my Load
Of Sin, for Thou haft blafh’d in Blood. .

9 Or rather, if it be thy Will,
- __Conform me fully to thy Death,
Now let me All. my Vilenefs feel,
Now let me render up my Breath,
And bow my Head, and die with Thee,
For Shame that Thou hatt died for Me,

ANOTHER.

1 WRetched, helplefs, and diitreft,
Ah ! whither fhall I fly!
Ever gafping after Rett,
I cannot find it nigh: ) .
Naked, fick, and poor, and blind, -
Faft bound in $in, and Mifery, . _—_—
Friend of Sinners, let me find T
My Help, my All in Thee.

E o 2'W1|.
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2 Who my Mifery can relate,
My Depth of Woe reveal ?
. I have left my firft Eftate,
X In haplefs Adam fell :
Driven out of my Abode
I now have loft my Perfe& Blifs,
Fallen, fallen out of GOD,
And banifh’d Paradife,

-3 1amall unclean, unclean,

Thy Purity I want,

My whole Heart is fick of Sin,
And my whole Head is faint :

Full of putrifying Sores,

Of Bruifes, and of Wounds, my Soul

Looks to Jesus ; Help implores,

And gafps to be made whole.

4 In the Wildernefs I firay,
My foolifh Heart is blind,
Nothing do I know ; the Way
. Of Peace I cannot find ;
Jesu, Lorp, reftore my Sight,
And take, O take the Veil away,
Turn my Darknefs into Light,
My Midnight into Day.

5  Naked of thine Image, Lorp,

Forfaken, and alone,

Unrenew'd, and unreftor’d
I have not Thee put on:

Over me thy Mantle fpread,

Send down thy Likenefs from above,

Let thy Goodnefs be difplay’d, .

And wrap me in thy Love.

6 Poor, alas! Thou know’ft I am,
And would be poorer ftill,
See my Nakednefs, and Shame,
' And all my Vilenefs feel:

L K
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No Good Thing in me refides,
My Soul s all'an aching Vaid,

Till thy Spirit here abides,

. And I am filI’'d with GOD.

7 Jesus, full of Trath and Grace,
In Thee is all I want:
Be the Wanderer’s Refting-Place,
A Cordial to the Faint;
Make me rich, for I am poor,
In Thee may I my Eden find,
To the Dying Health reftore,
And Eye-fight to.the Blind.

+ .8 Cloath me with thy Holinefs,
Thy meek Humility,
Put on me my Glorious Dref,
Endue my Soul with Thee;
Let thine Image be reftor'd,
' Thy Name, and Nature let me prove,
R With thy Fulnefs fill me, LoRD,
And perfet me in Love.

45

; : A Weflcbme to the Cross.

1 L L hail the Saviour’s Hallow'd Crofs,
By which I daily die within!
All Things for Thee I count but Lofs,
¥ _ Enter my Soul, and work out Sin;
Here let thy Mortal Virtue move,
And crucify my Creature-Love,

2 Wither my Strength, deftroy my Witl,
Stain all the Glory of my Pride,
w My Appetites, and Paflions kill,
. Be to my Whole of Self applied,
Implunge me in the Depth beneath,’
- And fpeak to all my Nature Death.

E 2 3.0
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3 O that I now with All could part,
Cut off the Hand, pluck out the Eye!
x Jesus, Thou greater than my Heart,
Thine cfficacious Death apply,
Now for Thyfelf prepare the Way,
Breath, and the Sinful 4dam flay.

4 Thou know’ft what keeps me out of Thee,
. Naked I in thine Eyes appear,
Reveal the Thing I would not fee,
Th’ Accurfed Thing that harbours here,
O tear it hence, altho’ the Smart,
The killing Anguifh break my Heart.

§ Thou fee'ft, alas! I am not dead,
My Nature’s Life in me is whole,
y Again the Rebel lifts his Head,
And Self bears down my ftruggling Soul,
This Thorn, I feel it in my Side
"Th’ unconquerable Strength of Pride.

6 Still do I live, not CurisT but I,
" The Inbred Sin I groan to bear,
Y Jesvu, with Thee I long to die,
The fuffering ‘of thy Crofs to fhare,
" Sweet Fellowfhip with Thee to have :
Bury me Saviour, in thy Grave.

7 There let me lay my Burthen down
In {weet Forgetfulnefs of Care,
X "The Crofs fhall bring me to the Crown,
The Dead thy Praifes fhall declare, .
When all renew’d in Love [ fhine,”
Partaker of a Life Divine.

In
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¥ B TEMPTATION.

1 YESU, hear a Sinner’s Prayer,
J Lo! I flee unto Thee,
Caft on Thee my Care.

2 If,O i.onn, I have found Favour
In thy Sight, Be my Might,
Be my loving Saviour.

3 _ To my Soul in fore Temptation
Let thine Aid Be convey’d, - '
Shew me thy Salvation.

4  Curist the Tempted, hear my Crying,
Sinner’s Friend, Succour fend, )
See, my Soul is dying.

5 . Lorp, I cannot ceafe from Sinning
Till Thou art In my Heart,
Ending as beginning.

6 _ Every Moment am I falling
Into Hell, Till Thou feal .
My Effe€tual Calling. -

7 _ Alpha and Omega, fave me: 4
Enter in, Bid my Sin,
Bid my Nature leave me.

" 8 Jesu, for thy Love I'languith:
Only Love Can remove -
All my Grief, and Anguith. <
9 I thall all in Thee inherit,
Thirft no more, if Thou pour
Into me thy Spirit.

M
7.

VE 3 10, JEsu's,
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10 Jesu's Love than Sin is ftromger ;
When I prove Jesu’s Love, :
I fhall fin no longer.

11 Faithful to thy Spirit’s Leading
I fhall reft On thy Breaft.
Find my long-fought Eden.

12 Neither Life nor Death fhall fever;
When Thou art In my Heart,
‘Thou art there for ever.

Y AxoruEr.

1 YESU, gentle, loving Lamb,
J Leét me call Thee by thy Name,
Saviour, I have need of Thee,
yAs Thou art So may I be,

2 Save me, Lorp, from Sin and Fear, ,
Bring the Great Salvation near,
Bring into my Soul thy Peace,

' Everlafting Righteoufnefs.

1 i-Meto fave if Thou haft died, =
" Sdve me from this Self and Pride ;

i . All the Plague of Sin remove,
. Caft it out by perfect Love.

| .. 3 Séeme the Reverfe of Thee,
i Only Sin and Mifery;
- " .Make me willing to receive
;. All the Grace Thou haft to give..

O fupply my every Want,

.Feed a tender Sickly Plant,
Day and Night my’ Keeper be,
Every Moment water me. - .

3
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6 Hide me, deareft Saviour, hide
Let me never leave thy Side;
Oh! ’tis Hell from Thee to part,
Prefs me clofer to thy Heart.

7 When thy Love is my Defence,
Sin fhall never pluck me thence, -
‘When my Heart with Love runs o’er,
Sin can never enter more.

8 Only Love can end the Strife, -
Give nie Love, and take my Life,
Do not, Lorp, my Suit deny, .. )
Give me Love, and let me die. "~ - S

Looking unto FESUS. .-

AMB of GOD for Sinners Slain, = .
To Thee I feebly pray, o Ty
Heal me of my Grief and Pain, o
O take my Sins away : S
From this Bondage,” Lorp, releafe, EREUREN
No longer let me be oppreft : - R
. Jesus, Mafter, feal my Peace, -+
And take me to thy Breaft.

2 ( Haft Thou not invited All oLy e T

Who groan beneath their Sin ? S

Y Weary I obey thy Call, ‘ R

/ And come to be made clean: DR

Give my burthen'd Confcience eafe, LS

O grant me now the promis'd Reft: . . ..
Jesus, Mafter, &c. o

3 x’ Wilt Thoa caft a Sinner out
, _ Who humbly comes to Thee?
: No, my GOD, I cannot doubt,
i Thy Mercy 1sforMe o

[
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% Let me then obtain the Grace
" ‘And be of Paradife pofleft:
Jesus, Mafter, &c.

¢  Full of Pain and Sinam T,
I ever bear my Shame,
Waiting till my Lorp pafs by,
And call me by my Name:
Surely now my Pain He fees,
And T thall quickly. be releas’d
Jesus, Matler, &c.

§ _ Worldy Good I do not want, -
Be that to Others given,
Only for thy Love. I pant,
. My All in Earth and Heaven;
- 'This the Crown I fain would feize,
The Good wherewith I would be bleft:
Jesus, Mafter, &c.

7*  This Delight I fain would prove,
And then refign my Breath,
Join the Happy Few, whofe Love
Was mightier than Death:
Let it not my Loro difpleafe,
That I would die to be thy Gueft;
Jesus, Mafter, feal my Peace,
" And take me to thy Breaft.

IRERN

"f “In DouBT.

N HE Children to the Birth are come,
L But Oh! they have not Might
To Burft theBarriers of the Womb,
And ftruggle into Light:

" 2 My feeble Soul gives o’er the Strife,
. Juft as it fees the Skies,
Fails in the very Gate of Life, .
. Sinks back again, and diss..
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3 I faw the Port of Jesu’s Breaft,
But while I entered in,

A Whirlwind fwept me from my Reft,
And plung’d me into Sin.

4 What fhall I do, or whither turn?
Defpairing of Relief,
I only can my Ruin mourn
With unavailing Grief.

5 Ah woe is me ! to.Evil fold,
And fallen back from Grace!
I never, never fhall behold
The dear Redeemer’s Face.

6 Better, that I had, never felt
My Saviour’s Blood applied ;
Lefs aggravated were my Guilg,
Had I in Egyps died.

7 Better that I had never known
The Way of Righteoufnefs,
Than to break off the Courfe begun,
And leave th’ unfinifh’d Race.

8 Ah! wherefore did I everctake,
If I muft quit the Field;
Maft thamefully at laft turn back,
And caft away my S}ueld? Ve

9 But fhall I throw on GOD the Blame ?
Or daringly complain
Becaufe I moft unfaithful am,
And make His Mercies vain ?

10 No, Lorp, thy Truth and Grace I clcar.
For Years thy Spirit ftrove,
Faithful to me thy Mercies were,
And infinite thy Love. . .

11 Far |

.

Nee
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21 Far be it from my wretched Heart
To charge my Death on Thee,
To fave me now Thou ready art,
If fav’d I now would be.

12z Whether or no my Heart of Stone
Will yield to be renew’d,
Sufficient is thy Grace I own,
I juftify my GOD.

13 This Record do I leave behind,
‘Whether I ftand or fall, -
Sinners, Ye All his Grace may find,
His Grace is free for All.

,{/ For the SPIRIT of PiiAYER.

Py HA'T fhall I do te ’fcape the Hell
That burns me up within!
Satan, and all his Hofts I feel
In this ndwelling Sin. -

2 It mocks my Strength, - prevents my thht,
. Stilt mtxmately nigh: &:
" Impoffible it is to fight,
‘Impoffible to fly. ~ ° -

‘4 One only Refuge there remams,

But that I cannot find, .
. So faft thefe grievous, ﬂefhly Chams, _
" My flothful Spirit bind.

4 Montter of Sin! How can it be
That I fhould #ill delay!
Jrsvs I know would fet me free,’
- Would I to Jesus pray.

g "He bxds me atk, and T fhall have:
I know it; and forbear ;

- Affir’d he would the Sinner fave,, :

~ - Inanfwer to nszmyer. )

N
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6 He pities now my fad Eftate,
And gladly would relieve, :
But Oh! I cannot —-- will not —.ait
Till He the Blefling give.

7 He waits that He may gracious be,
To All his Bowels move :
Fury, O GOD, is not in Thee, .
But all thy Heart is Love,

8 Then help me to receive thy Word,
Help me on Thee to call, ‘
Have Patience with me, deareft Lorp,
And I will pay Thee all,

9 On me for Good this Token they,
. Pronounce the Ephghatha,
And let my Heart in rayer o’erflow,
And let me always pray.

10 A Time to Thee T will not fet, e
Nor charge Thee with Delay ;.= - .
Do with me, Lorp, as feems Thee meet,
But let me always pray.

11 Thou art not flack touching thy Word,
Content I am to:ffay, e
To wait the Leifure of my Lorp, .
But let me always pray. o
12 Though in my Flefh I feel the Thorn,
No more will I complain,
Let me but in thy Bofom mourn,
. And tell Thee all my Paig.

13 Come Joy, or Grief, come Life or Death, ~ °
- For this I'take no Care, . DR

" . But when I render up my Breath, . .

Let my laft Breath be Prayer. =0 - 00

A . Going
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Going into a Place of DANGER.

g H! but muft I, Larp, return
Into the dreadful Flight,
: Bear what is not to be born,
! Again drag’d out to Light!
| I a weak and helplefs Worm
Orly fhall thy Caufe betray, .
Perith in Temptation’s Storm,
A Final Caftaway.

2 Didft Thou only bid me leap .,
i Into a burning Fire,
' Caft me down the threatning Steep,
§ Or now my Soul-require,
¢ Gladly would I now comply,
s Plunge ito the Depths beneath,
} Ruth into the Flames, and die
To ’fcape the Second Death.

3 O Almighty GOD of Love,

Thy Holy Arm difplay,

Send me Succour from above
In thismy Evil Day; . -

Arm tmy Weaknefs with thy Power ;
Woman’s Seed appear within:

Be my Safeguard, and my Tower

. Againft the Face of Sin. '

4 Could I of thy Strength take hold,
And always feel Thee near,
- Stedfaftly, divinely bold
.My Soul wou’d fcorn to fear :
- Nothing fhould my Firmnefs fhock :
"Though the Gates, of Hell affail,
‘Were T built -upon the Rock,’
They reéver.could prevail.

5'Rock
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5 Rock of my Salvation, hatte,
Extend thy ample Shade,
Let it over me be caft,
And fkreen my gaked Head:
Save me from the Trying Hour,
Thou my fure Protetion be,
Shelter me from Satan’s Power,
~Till I am fixt on Thee.

6 Set upon Thyfelf my Feet,

And make me furely ﬁand

From Temptation’s Rage and Heat
Cqyer me with thy Hand :

Let me in the Clift be placed,
Never from my Fence remove,

In thine Arms of Love embracd,
Of Everlaﬁmg Love.

For one convinced of Inordmaz‘e

X - Afection.

1 OE is me' that Wretched Man :

' More than‘my GOD I prize! -~

Well I know them void and vain, ’
! Yet pant for Earthly Joys:

Downward ftill my Wifhes move,

Though fairer than Earth’s Sons Thou art:
Touch me, Jesus, with thﬁ}.ove, .
And vindicate my Heart."

2 Happinefs is not in Me,
Theugh every Creature cry,
Still the Airy Form I fee

Wheree'r I turn mine Eye; S
After Shadows fill T rove, N
Nor can I with my Idols part: " -, -
Touch me, Jesus, &c. T T
F 3. Bumin'g
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3  Buming with unhallow’d Fires,
'Thou fee’ft, my tortur’d Breaft
Pines away with low Defires,
¢ - _Stranger to Joy and Reft:
:  How fhall I this Death remove,
How tear away th’ inrooted Dart?
Touch me, Jesus, &c.

4  Poifon now o’erflows my Cup,
Fills me with thrilling Pain,
Drinks my Blood, and Spirits up,
, And throbs in every Vein;
Yet I fear thy Grace to prove,
I dread for Thee with All to part:
Touch me, Jesus, &c.

GOD arife, Thou jealous GOD,
And all thy Fqes fubdue, B
Claim the Purchafe of thy Blood,
Create my Soul anew ;
Let it now no longer rove,
Now let me tafte how Good Thou art:
Touch me, Jtsus, &c.

6  Saviour, purify my Soul,
* As Thou my GOD art pure,
Make my wounded Spirit whole,
And all my Sicknefs cure;
From Thee never let me move,
Thou my fufficient Portion art:
- Touch me, JEsus, &¢

From all Filthinefs of Fleth

And Spirit make me clean,
Stamp thine Image, Lowrp, afrefh,

.And purge me from All Sin’
"Fhee my GOD, my All I prove,

Ah! never-more from ine depart;

Fil, O Jesu, with thy Love

My vindicated Heart.

7

" Let
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) f Let me die with the Philiftines,

r‘NIHERE is my Strength, my Faith, my
\ GOD. gth, my ny

My Confidence of Boafting now!

Born down by Sin’s revolting Load,
Beneath its Iron Yoke I bow,

Again Indignantly I groan;

My Strength, my Faith, my GOD is gone,

2 Departed is the Lorp from me,
- Weak as another Man I am,
Spoil’d of my Power and Liberty .
I bear my Punifhment and Shame ;
The World their feeble Foe defpife,
Their God hath put out both mine Eyes.

57

3 Into their Hands by Sin betray’d,
(The Sin I cherith’d in my Breaft)
Low in the deepeft Dungeon laid,
Fetter’d in Brafs, by Guilt oppreft;
A Slave to Satan I remain,
And bite, but cannot burft my Chain.

4 Now to their Idol’s Temple brought,
A Sport I am to Fiends and Men,
They {et my Helplefsnefs at nought,
They triumph in my Toil and Pain:
Th* Uncircumcis’d lift up their Voice,
And Dagon’s Worlhippers rejoice.

§ Remember me, O Lorp, my GOD,
If ever I could call Thee Mine;
Though now I perith in my Blood,
And all my Hopes of Heaven refign,
Yet liften to my lateft Call,
Nor fuffer me Alone to fall,

[P EE

- . . F 2 H . 6-0
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6 O caft not out my Dying Prayer, .
Strengthen me with thy Spirit’s Might
This only once: I.pray Thee, hear,
Avenge me for my Lofs of Sight,
+Avenge it on mine Enemies,
«For they have put out both mine Eyes.

A
7 Blind as I am, with both my Hands
The Pillars let me feel, and feize
On which the Houfe of Dagon ftands,
The Pillars of Self-Righteoufnefs:
8 Tisdone; with all my Might I bow:
Help me, O GOD, and help me now.

8 Now let the pondrous Ruin fall,
And cruth the World, and Satan’s Head,
O let it now o’erwhealm us All: ”
Since I muft fink among whe Dead;
Since I can neither fight nor fly,
Let me with the Philflines die |

X After a Relapfe into STN.

1 ESU, wherewith fhall I draw mear,
What fhall I for Acceptance bring ?
How in my Judge’s Sight appear
A Rebel ’gainft my GOD and King !
Loudly my Sins for Vengeance cry,
And Juftice wills that I fhouid die.

2 Summon’d to anfwer at thy Bar, - |
I come, but Guilty, Guilty plead!
Did I not all thy Judgments dare ?
On ail thy tender Mercies tread?
Death’s Sentence juftly I receive,
I am not worthy, Larp, to live.

-~

3 Then .
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'3 Then let me every Gaod refign,
And give my forfeit Bleffings back ;.
My Gi(%s and Bleflings were not mine,
Thou, only Thou, the Glory take:
I might have heard thy frequent Call,
I might have ftood, tho’ now I fall.

4 Long did thy Loving Spirit firive
To win me over to my Good ;
The Spark of Grace was kept alive,
For Years amidft Temptation’s Flood :
I now have finn’d it all away,
And ended is my Gracious Day.

§ An Alien from the Life Divine,
The Cevenant of ‘Promis’d Grace,
Saviour, no more I call Thee Mine ;
An Outcaft from thy Blifsful Face, -
Without or Faith, or Joy, or Hope
I give (but muft I give) Thee up!

6 Yes: with my Shield of Faith I part,
My Hope is loft in juft Defpair,
Love is not in my ftony Heart,
It cannot be, while Sin is there ;
My vain Pretenfions Sin difproves ;.
He Cannot fin who-JEsus loves.

7 No Choice, Endeavour, or Defire,
Motion, or Will have I to twrn;
Extinguifh’d is the trembling Fire,
Which once in me began to burn:
What have I now whereof to boaft >
My All is gone, my GOD is loft.

8 See then the Sinner fiript of all,
A Foe, and Hater of his GOD,
Defpairing, Self-condemn’d I fall, - -
Of every Spark of Goodnefs void; o
N F 3. - I can-
"
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I cannot now for Mercy groan,
Or offer Thee an Heart of Stone.

6 My Mouth is flopt, and guilty now,
Before my Judge I am become,
} Lo! at thy Judgment-Seat I bow,
O GOD of Love, pronounce my Doam,’
And if thy yearning Heart permit,
Now, Saviour, Slay me at thy Feet!

)( The BACKSLIDER.

1 QURELY in the Lorp we have
] Both Strength and Righteoufnels ;
Jesus mighty is to fave
y : The Sinner in Diftrefs, : .
Jesu’s Bleod on which we ftay,
Cleanfes us from every Stain,
Takes the Guilt of Sin away,
Nor lets the Power remain.

2 Why then, O my Saviour, why
(If mine indeed Thou art)
Am 1 thus? a Sinner I,
~ And fill unclean of Heart?
‘Why doth Sin my Heart divide?
Whence this grievous Tyranny,
. All this Hell of Self and Pride,’
) If Thou haft fprinkled me ?

'3 Did I not believe and feel
Through Faith my Sins forgiven ?
Was ¥ not caught up from Hell,
And ftrangely rais’d to Heaven?
Yes! I once could call Thee Mme,
" Felt my Saviour’s Blood applied,
Cloath’d in :Righteoufnefs Divine,
- I ogce was Juftified

4 What

r
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4 What alas! I once haye been Thon
Nothing avails me'now; "~ . 7 ¢
I the Servant am of Sin, -~ -
While to its Yoke I bow:
While the Love of Sin remains,
CurisT in me can never dwell, " *
CurisT with Beliel never reigns, '
Nor mixes Heaven with He].l

5 Can unholy Adtions fuit . . . . . .-
With One that is in Thee? =~ - . -
. Jesu, Thou hatt faid, the Fryit .. Lo
Muft anfwer to the Tree: . . .: P
If the Tree (the Heart) were Good

Evil 'Thoughts it could not bear, ~ -~ - .1: 2 -

Could not be by Sin fubduw’d;- -
If Thou, my GOD wert there.

6 Can the felf-fame Fountain yiéld - ' ' .. =
Both bitter Streams and fweeer %
Ina Soul by Jesus+filld .~ -
Can Satan find a Seat? |
No, my Lorp, I am not clean,”
Am not inwardly renew’d,
Am not (for I fill can fin) -
I am not born of GOD. .

7See,Ig1veupa]latM,,,. f'.‘.‘~!£ . S
My boafted Gifts difclaim, . : TR
Truﬂ no more in Graces paft, . . i1 -
But now condemin’d: tam: - "
Nothing do I bring:to The, S
That I may thy Mercy move, R -
No one Spark remains inme - .. . ..
Of Faith, or Hope, or Love.

8 If but one Good T‘mught could buy
Thy Grace, and Hedven' win,

Loxp, not one Geod Thought have I R
My Al is Self, and Sin; o
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Full of Guilt and Mifery,
Saviour, at thy Feet I fall,
See, the Unbeliever fee,
The Sinner Stript of All #

9 Let me never, never more

My wretched Soul deceive,
Dream that I have Life, before
I hear thy Voice and live :
Let me, humbled in the Duft,
Wait to tafte how Goed Thou art,
See, and feel, but never truft
My own deceitful Heart.

10 O that I could truly wait

The Di&ates of thy Will,
Calmly mourn my finful State, .
Till Thou fhalt fay “ Be fll !
¢ The Loft Sheep to fave I came,
¢ The Backflider to reftore ;
¢ Sinners [ do not condemn ;
" ¢ Depart, and Sin no more, >*

X AnNoTHER.
1 H! the dire Effe®s of Sin!

What Tongue can fully tell

All that I have felt within,
Since firft from Grace 1 fell!
Still Thou feeft my Stormy Breaft.
My Soul is as the troubled Sea,
Never, never can I reft,
Till I believe in Thee.

2 O the Load my Spirit bcar.s,

The Mountain of my Grief¥
Full of cruel Doubts and Fears,
Of racking Unbelief:

‘Did

hs -~
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Did I ever Thee behold ?
Thee did I ever truly know ?
I can neither keep my Hold,
Nor let my Saviour go. " *

3 Did I not my Sou! deceive '
With groundles Hopes of Heaven?
‘ Did I, Lorp, indeed believe,
’ And was I once forgiven?"
Still I afk, but no Reply: .
O bid me, bid me come to Thee:
Son of David, hear my Cry,
If Mercy is for me.

4 Hear me ftill Myfelf bemoaa,

A Bullock to the Yoke

Unaccuftom’d I ruth on .
O that my Heart were broke!
Long I after Thée have mourn’d;

And ftill unpitied I complain, .
Turn me, and I'fhall be turn’d,

And never fii again,

5 Me Thou woud't not difregard, =~ '

Were 1 indeed fincere,
But my Heart alas! is hard,
And void of Love, and Fear;
Seldom can 1 lift mine Eyes,
« Or offer Thee an hearty Groan';
Take, if Thou woud’ft have me rife,
O take away the Stone.

ANOTHER. .
1 JL! my dear, loving Loxp, .
A o 'Thee what fhall I fay ?
Behold I tremble at thy Word, .
And fearce prefume to pray: .
Did , o

!

' "l'cnl
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Ten thoufand Wants have I,
Alas! I all Things want,

And Thou haft bid me always cry,
Andnever, never faint.

2 Yet now, Thou know’ft, I fear,
I fear to afk thy Grace,
So often have I, Lorp, drawn near,
* And mock’d Thee to thy Face:

With all Pollutions ftain’d,
Thy hallow’d Couats I trod,

‘Thy Name and Temple I propha.n d,
And dar’d to call Thee GOD. -

3 Nigh with my Lips I drew,
My Lips were all unclean,
Thee with my Heart I never knew,
-~ My Heart was full of Sin;

Far from the Living GOD,

As far as Hell from Heaven,
The Purity I ftill abhor’d,

Nor look’d to be forgiven.

4 My Nature I obey’d,
My own Defire purfu’d,
And ftill a Den of Thieves I made
The hallow’d Houfe of GOD;

‘The Worfhip He approves
To Him I would not pay ; -

My Selfifh Ends, and Creature-loves
Had ftole my Heart away.

5 My Sin and Nakednefs
I ftudied to di f‘.u.(
Spoke to my Sou ﬂattermg Peace,
And put out mine own Eyes;

In
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In Fig-Leaves T appear’d,

Ngr with my Form would part,
But ftill retain’d a Confcience fear'd,

An hard,’ deceitful Heart.

6A foodly, Formal Saint
long appear’d in Sight,
_ By Self and Satan taught to paint
My Tomb, my Nature, White:

The Pharifee within
Still undifturb’d remain’d,

The firong-Man arm’d with Guilt of Sin
Safe in his Palace reign'd. ,

7  But O! the jealous GOD - T g
In my Behalf came down, :
Jesus Himfelf the ftronger fhew’d,
And claim’d me for His own:

My Spirit He alarm’d,

And brought into Dnﬁrefs, :
He fhook, and bound the firong Man, arm’d

In his Self-nghteoufnefs '

8 Faded my Virtuous Shew,
My Form without the Power,
The Sin-convincing Spirit blew, '
Andblafted every Flower;

My Mouth was flopt, and Shame
Cover’d my guilty Face, -

I fell on the Atoning Lamb,
And I was favd by Grace.

y Part 11

ET foon my wretched Heart -
. To Folly turn’d’ again.
How could I, Loxrp, from Thce dcpart,

And make thy Memy vain? .
. *Twas
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*Twas Pride my Soul betrayd, .. - - -

Iloft my Poverty, - '
An Idol of thy Gifts I made,

And lov’d them more than Thee.

2 Thy perfe@ Comelinefs, - . . R
In which my Soul did fhine, .. .. =~
Dazzled my Eyes?. thy glpnous Drels
I fondly counted Mine: .., ..
With facrilegious Boaft ™ - N
I fpread mine own Renown, Co
And in thy Beauty put-my - ruft,
" . And call it all my own.

3 I thought not of my GOD, - o

Nor call’d to Mind the Day B

When naked, -foul, and in my Blood
And loath'd of Al T lay. e

None caft a pxtymg Fye,

" None could Affiftance give,
Till Jesus gracioufly pafs’d by,

And bad the Sinner live. = ~

PRSI

© "~ 4 Why did I This forget, o ‘ ) .
ST So foon retufn to Sin? - L
How weak my Heart that cquld fubm.lt,, "4
" And let the Mxﬁ:luef m!

Ifel],alas!thro.?nde,~ oo

.- Ineeded not thy Blood, wr "0 :.o o
07 - Aswhen I felt it firft, and cry’dy =i ¢ F Lnls
‘... -Thou art my Latp,. myGOD'l

5 OthatIonceagam Covwece om0
7. 7. My Lorp, my GOD could aryl © L.
R ) DoitThounotonmyS‘man&Rmﬁﬂ e 1

L Sull caﬁapxtymg Eye?... T
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Thy Mercy flill isfree ;
For aggravated Guilt,

For Sinners foul and black as.me
Thy precious Blood was fpilt.

6  Thou feeft me loft in Shame,

7

2

But Thou cantt ftill forgive ;
Polluted in my Blood I am, K
But Thou canft bid me live,

O fpeak’ the Gracious Word,
"Thy Mercy let me prove;

Stand ftill, and look upon me, Lorp,
Make this the Time of Love,

" Jesu, if Thou haft died
My worthlefs Soul to wins
pread over me thy Skirt, and hide
My Nakednefs and Sin; :

Impute thy Righteoufnefs,
Wath away all my Blood, -
Adorn me now with every Grace,

And feed, and fill with GOD.

A Prayer for Refloring Grace. - -+
ES U, "Friend of Sinners, hear, - - '
Yet once again I pray,
From my Debt of Sin fet clear,

For I have nought to pay:
Speak, O fpeak the kindlf?{elezfe,

" A poor, backiliding Soul reftore :

Love me freely, feal my Peace, : Soai T

And bid me fin no more, T T

For my Selfithnefs, and Pride, ,

. . Thou haft withdrawn thy Grace,
Left me long to wander wide
An Outcaft from Gthy Face,
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But T now my Sins confefs,
And Mercy, Mercy I implore:
Love e freely, &c.

3 Though my Sins as Mountains rife,
And {well, and reach to Heaven;
Mercy is above the .Skies,
I may be till forgiven ; *
Infinite iy Sins-increafe,
But greater 15 thy Mercy’s Store:
Love me treely, -&c.

P R St JOMSNISIIP-L ROy PR D

¢ Sin’s Deccitfulnefs hath fpread
" An Hardnefs o’er my Heart,
i But if thou thy Spirit fhed, |
T The Stony thall depart:
P Slicd thy Love, thy ‘T'endernefs,
And jct me fecl the Sofi’ning Power :
Love me freely, &c.

! 5 I'rom th’ oppreflive Power of Sin
. My ftruggling Spirit free,
-+ . Perfect Righteoufnefs bring in,
. ..~ Unipotted Purity.:
" - ‘Speak, and all this War fhall ceafe,
:-And Sin fhall give its Raging o’er:
© "Lovc me freely, &c.

& For this only Thing I pray,
‘And this will 1 require,
. Take the Power of Sin away,
. Fill me with chaft Defire ;
* Perfect me in Holinefs,

e B Thme Image to my Soul reftore :

i E ‘Love me frecly, feal my Peace,
- N And bxd me fm no more.

..:i: ' "‘ . : A BN

A

T

'ANGTHERS
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o~ ANOTHER. -

THAT I was as heretofore,
When warm in my: Firft Love,
I only liv’d my Lorp t’ adore,
And feek the Things above !

2 Upon my Head his Candle fhone,
And lavifh of his Grace,
With Cords of Love He drew me op,
And half unveil’d his Face. -

3 Butter and Honey did I eat, . : ;
And lifted up on high .
I faw the Clouds beneqtn my Feet, o
And rode upon the Sky.. . ‘

4 Far, far above all Earthly Things -
Triumphantly I'yode,
I foar’d to Heaven on Eagles Wings, R
And found, and ta.lk’d with GOD » B

§ Where am I 1ow' from what an Hélght
Of Happinefs caft down! ] SRR
The Glory fwallow’d up in Night, - T
And faded is the Crown. R

6 My Firft Eftate I could not keep, . -~ = =~ . ..
Fallen thro’ Pride I am, . o
Implung’d in Sin’s profoundeft Deep, e
And Ioft in guilty Shame. . S

2 Forlorn, forfaken, and alone,
Naked and void of GOD,
My feeble Soul ean fcarcely groan
A Dying I:babod !

8 Aht' woe:sme! my ]oyrs fled, .
' Vam{h’d my Glorious Boaft,
, G2
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¥ My Hope cut off, my Life is dead,
~ My Paradife is loft!

9 Thro’ the wide World of Sin and Woe
A banifh’d Man I roam,
But cannot find my Reft below,
But cannot wander Home.

10 O GOD, Thou art my Home, my Reft,
For which I f igh in Pain,
How fhall I *fcape into thy Breaft,
My Eden how regain?

P

11 Vengeance Divine is always near;
Wheree’er my Steps I turn,
I fee the Cherubim dppear,
I fee thine Anger burn.

1
]
i

12 When longing oft to be reftor’d,

I would to Eden flee,
Thine Anger, as a Flaming Sword,
_ Preferves the Sacred Tree.

13 What fhall I do? *Tis worfe than Death
To live without thy Grace ;

I yield, I yield Thee up my Breath,
+ So I may fee thy Face.

v ‘14 A Sinner in thine Hands I am,
: ‘. No farther let me fly,
" ‘But rufh upon that Sword of Flame,
" Ard.in thy Prefence die.

‘35 Nothmg alas! have I to plead,

.+ s+ 1amnot fit to live:

S Yetif thy Jutice ftrike me dead,
.~ Thy Mercy fhall revive.*

36' This is the Way to find my Lonn, :
- Thy Self haft made # known :
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Be it acé:ording to thy Word:
On me thy Will be done.

17 Slay me, and I fhall live indeed,
With thy Dead<4en ari’e,
From all the Life of Nature freed,
In Love’s fweet Paradife.

18 Now, Lorp, thy Death, thy Life bnng in,
While at thy Feet I bow,
Enter at once, and caft out Sin,
Deftroy, and fave me Now.

After a RECOVERY.

LORD and is thine Anger gore,
And art Thou pacified ? :
After all that I have done,
Doft Thou no longer chide?
Infinite thy Mercies are,
Beneath the Weight I cannot mave,.
O! ’tis more than I can bear | .
The Senfe of pardoning Love!

2 Let it fill my Heart conftrain,

And all my Paflions fway,

Keep me, leaft I turn again g
Out of the Narrow Way; =~ .. '~

Force my Violence to be fill, Lo

Captivate my every Thought, ° :

Charm, and melt, and change my Wﬂl

And bring me down to Nought. - -

3 If I have begun once more
Thy fweet Return to feel,
If ev’n now I find thy Power-
Prefent my Soul to heal, IR
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Still, and quiet may I lie, '
Nor ftruggle out of thine Embrace, .
Never more refift or fly
From thy purfuing Grace.

4 To thy Crofs, thine Altar, bind

Me with the Cords of Love,
Freedom let me never find

From my dear Lorp to move:
That I never, never more .

May with my much-lov’d Mafter part,

To the Pofts of Mercy’s Door-

O nail my willing Heart.

5 See my utter Helplefsnefs,

And leave me not alone,

O preferve in perfett Peace,
And feal me for thine own;

More, and more thy Self reveal,

‘Thy Prefence let me always find,

‘Comfort, and confirm, and heal

My feeble, Sin-fick Mind.

6 As the Apple of an Eye
Thy weakeft Servant keep,
Help me at thy Feet to lie,
And there forever weep :
Tears of Joy mine Eyes o’er flow
" *That I have any Hope of Heaven;
Much of Love I ought to know,
For I have much forgiven.

7 Now I feem to tafte thy Love
As for a Moment’s Space,

But I cannot faichful prove

" To thy reftoring Grace ;

{ Cannot in Temptation fland,

i My own frail Soul I cannot keep,- -
*If thou once withdraw thine E-Iand, v
I fink into the Decp. . 8 Now,
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8 Now, this Inftant Now, if Sin
: Were knocking at my Heart,
t I fhould let the Tempter in,
And bid my Lorp depart;
But Thou wilt not let me fall,
_Thou wilt not froni my Weaknefs move,
Till I more than conquer All*
Thro’ thy Redeeming Love.

ANOTHER,

1 O ON of GOD, if thy Free Grace
Again hath rais’d me up,
Call’d me ftill to feek thy Face,
- And gave me back my Hope:
Still thy gracious Help afford,
And all thy Loving-kindnefs fhew ;
Keep me, keep me, deareft Lorp,
And never let me go.

2 Feebly if I now begin
After my Fall to rife,
Save me from my Bofom-Sin,
My worft of Enemies;
Let me fully be reftor’'d, =
And caufe me All thy Power to know ;
Keep me, keep me, &c, v

3 By me, O my Saviour, ftand
In fore Temptation’s Hour,
Save me with thine out-ftretch’d Hand,
And fhew forth All thy Power :
O be mindful of thy Word,
Thine All-fufficient Grace beftow ;
Keep me, keep me, &c.

4 Give me, Lorp, an holy Fear, ,
Ard fix jt in my Heart,
“That I may from Evil near
With timely Care depert,

73
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" Sin be more than Hell, abhor'd,
Till Thou deftroy the Tyrant-Foe:
Keep me, keep me, &c.

§ Never let me leave thy Breaft,
From Thee my Saviour ftray ;
Thou art my Support, and Reft,
- My true and living Way,
My exceeding great Reward,
In Heaven above, and Earth below:
Keep me, keep me, &c.
6 Never let me go, till I
Upborn on Wings of Love,
f  Gain the Regions of the Sky,
! And take my Seat above, )
See Thee by All Heaven ador’d,
{ And all thy Glorious Fulnefs know :
Keep me, keep me, deareft Lowrp,
And never let me go.

A Groaning for REDEMPT 10N,

1 £ JEsU, fill, fill hatt T
Beneath the galling Yoke of Sin?
‘Wilt Thou not claim me for thine own,
" And fpeak the Word, and make me clean?
My Load is more than I can bear:
Where is the Friend of Sinners? where?

2 s there no -Balm in Thee to heal

The Anguith of a Sin-fick Soul?

" . Dot Thou not know the Pangs I feet?

.. Doit Thou not fee the Billows roli?
My-Soul is all a troubled Sea, ‘
I cannot find my: Reft in Thee.

-3 Bot
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3 But wilt Thon let thy Foe devour
And take me 3s his lawful Prey:
But muft I fink beneath the Power
Of Sin, and fall a Caftaway ?
Forbid it Love! and fave (if Thou
Art Love indeed) O! fave me Now!

4 °Tis not the Punithment I dread,
Harden’d I feem, and cannot fear
Thy Wrath abiding on my Head,
Or deprecate thy Judgments near ;
But refcue me from Satan’s Power,
Save me from Sin, I atk no more,

5 I afk not Senfible Delight,
The Joy and Comfort of thy Grace,
Still let me want thy Blifsful Sight,
Let me go mourning all my %)ays 3
With trembling Awe thy Ways adore 3
But fave me, that I fin no more.

6 Rather than fuffes me to fin, ,
. Now, Lorp, my fpotted Soul require ;
I know that I am all unclean, '
And Thon a Sin-confuming Fire;
I cannot Now in Heaven appear;
Nothing unclean fhall enter there.

7 Yet now I chufe to breathe my laft,
Rather than tarn to Sin again :
On Thee my Soul unchang’d I caft,
And foul with-eyery finful Stain, -
‘I plunge me in a Sea Unknown,

Without thine Utmoft Grace—Undone?

.8 Thou Cantt cut fhort the Work, and heal
The Sinner in a Moment’s Space ;
Be it according to thy Will,
I leave it to thy Secret Grace,
- ¥ venture all on this Laft Hour, "
And die, that I may fin no more.

75
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Part IL
1 YESU, Thou knowft my Simplenefs
My Faults are not conceil'g -lronf’Thee,
A Sinner in my laft Diftrefs,
To thy dear Wounds I fain would flee,

And never, never thence depart,
Clofe fhelter’d in thy Loving Heart.

2 How fhall I find the Living Way, :
Loft, and confus’d, and dark, and blind !
. Ah! Lorp, my Soul, is gone aftray,
Ah ! Shepherd, feck my Soul, and find,
And in thine Arms of Mercy take,
And bring the weary Wanderer back.

3 Weary and fick of Sin I am,
- Thateit, Lorp, and yet I love;
* When wilt Thou rid me of my Shame?
When wilt Thou all my Load remove?
Deftroy the Fiend of Inbred Sin,
. And fpeak the Word of Power, Be clean?

. 4 My Jesus, why doft Thou delay

An helplefs dying Soul to heal ? -
What fhall I.to my Jesus fay?

Doft Thou not all my Sufferings feel ?
Ah! tell me if unmov’d Thou art:
How doft Thou find it in thy Heart?

5 What means this fruggling in my Breaft,
If Thine is fteel’d againft my Prayer?
" If Thou art deaf to my Requeft, '
Why do I groan my Sin to bear?
Surely it is thy Spirit’s Groan:
I do not grieve; ‘or weep alone.
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6 I feel that Thou would’f have me live,
And waiteft now thy Grace to thew:
When I am willing to receive '
The Grace, I all thy Life fhall know;
And Thou art ftriving now with me,
To get Thyfelf the Vi€lory.

7 O Lorp, if Iat laft difcern,
That I am Sin, and Thou art Love,
If now o’er me thy Bowels yearn, -
Give me a Token from above,
And conquer my rebellious Will,
And bid my murmuring Heart, Be ftill.

8 Sin only let me not commit,
(Sin never can advance thy Praife)
And lo! I lay me at thy Feet,
And wait unwearied all my Days, : ’
Till my appointed Time fhall come,
And Thou fhalt call thine Exile home.

¢ Ah! tell me, that I fhall not fin;
Affur’d of this, I afk no more:
The Kingdom when Thou wilt, bring in,
Thine Image as Thou wilt reftore ;
But do not fuffer Sin to reign; . .
Tell me I ne’er fhall fin again. : B

10 Or if I atk T know not what,
The Knowledge of a future Grace, -
If This can only Then be wrought,
When pure in Heart I fee thy Face,
; O pierce, and fill me Now with Fear
Of Sin, and Hell forever near.

11 O put thy Fear within my Heart,
That I may tremble at thy Word,
Nor ever from thy Paths depart, o
¢ - Or dare to fin againft the Loz, - Tiﬁ

li .~-\V\\

e
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f Till I the Promis’d Seed receive,
Let I/hmael before Thee live.

82 [ afk according to thy Will,
O keep me till the Grace is given,
Till I thy Holy Law fulfil
On Earth, as Angels do in Heaven,
{ Thine utmoft Salvation prove, :
Made perfet in Almighty Love.

Parr III.

1 REAK ftubborn Heart, and figh no more
B To mock me with a Shew of Good,
{ To make me think the Confli& o’er,
The Strength of Inbred Sin fubdu’d;
Or let me ceafe from Every Ill, 4
Or bear the Nether-Mill-ftone fhill.

2 Away my flatt’ring Hopes, and Fears,
The Tranfports of my fhort-liv’d Grief,
Away my unavailing Tedrs,
Nor mock me with your vain Relief;
Diffembling Tears, ’tis paft your Art
T'o melt the Marble of my Heart.

3 My Heart, which now to GOD afpires,
The following Moment cleaves to Duft,
Zl My firm Refolves, my Good Defires,
( My holy Frames——no more I truft,
Poor feeble broken Reeds, to You:
My Goodnefs melts as Morning-Dew.

4 Hardly convinc’d, I own at laft,
No Will to Good abides in me;
f My lateft Rag away I caft,
i The Rag of my Sincerity:
> I bear my double Sin, and Shame,
Beaft, Beaft, and Legion is my Name.

5 Full
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5 Full of Concupifcence and Pride,
Fit Fewel for Eternal Fire,
With Virtuous Shew I ftrive to hide
The Bafenefs of impure Defire ;
Conceal’d it lies, yet not fupprefts
'The Devil blufhes for the Beaft,

6 I flart from the Contempt of Men,
But fhamelefs in his Sight appear
By whom my every Thought is feen ;
My Heart is harden’d from his Fear,
Nor care I from his View to hide
My fouleft Filthinefs of Pride.

7 O what a loathfome Hypocrite
Am I! A Child of Wrath and Sin,
An Heir of Hell, a Son of Night, -
An Outward Saint, a Fiend within, -
' A painted Tomb, a Whited Wall, .-
A Worni, a Sinner ftript of All,

8 Lay to thine Hand, O GOD of Grace,
O GOD, the Work is worthy Thee
See dt thy Feet of all our Race ‘
The Chief, the vileft Sinner fee,
And let me all thy Mercy prove,
Thine Utmoft Miracle of Love.

9 Speak ; and an holy Thing and clean
Shall ftrangely be brought out of Me, -
My Ethiop-Soul fhall change her Skin, ~ -
Redeem’d from All Iniquity, o
I, even I fhall then proclaim, ,
The Wonders wrought by Jesu’s Name, - -

~

10 Thee I fhall then forever praife, o
In Spirit and in Truth adore, - e

LR

While all I am declares thy Grace, . |
And bomn of GOD I fin no more, +

rd
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The pure and 'Heavenly Nature ffme, :
And Fruit unto Perfettion bear.

Part IV.

t QAVIOUR from Sin, I wait to prove
- That Jesus is thy Healing’ Name,
'To lofe, when perfetted in Love,
Whate’er I have, or Can, or Am;
. 1 flay me on thy faithful Word, -
2 ‘The Setrvant fhall be As his Lorp.

2 Anfwer that gratious End in me : _
For which thy precious Life was given,
- Redeem from All Iniquity, "
- Reftore, and make me meet for Heaven;
~ Unlefs Thou purge my Every Stain,
Thy Suffering, and my Faith is vain.

© 3. *Tis not a vain Releafe from Sin,
‘Its Guilt and Pain, my Soul requires,
I want a Spirit of Power within, _
Thee, Jesvs, Thee my Heart defires,
.1 1* And-pants, and breaks to be renew’d,
i .t And wafh’d in thine All-cleanfing Blood.

: 4 Didft Thou not in the Flefh appear,
_Sin to condemn, and Man to fave? °.
‘That perfect Love might caft out Fear’ - :
. ., 'That I thy Mind in me might have, ; i
" " 1n Holinefs fhew forth thy Praife, -
R Anq ferve Thee all my finlefs Days.

~ 4. Didlt Thou not die, that I might live
" No longer to Myfelf, but Thee? .
‘Might Body, Soul, and Spirit give - -
. T'o Him who gave Himfelf for Me? .~ | '
- Come then, my Mafter and my GOD, - i 7. '
’Take the dear Purchafe of thy Blood. -+ . .. ‘

N
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6 Thine own petuliar Servant claim
For thine own Truth and Mercy’s Sake,
Hallow in me thy Glorious Name, -
Me for thine own this Moment take,
And change, and throughly siunfy
Thine only may I live, and die.

We bave not an High-Prieft which
cannot be touched with the Feeling
( of our Infirmities, &c. Heb iv 1 15

Compaflionate High-Prieft,
Full of Truth and Grace for me, :
Mark the Heavings of my Breaf, ) ot
‘ See my Sin and Mifery! - : :

Surely All to Thee is known

Tho’ Thou doft not yet appear,
Noted is my every Groan,

Counted is my every Tear,

* 2 T have not a Prieft unmov’d

With the Feeling of my Woe,
Who Himfelf was never prov’d, _ AR

Who my Sufferings cannot know : ER I
! Touch’d moft fenfibly Thou art A

With my Soul’s Infirmities, :

Still the Saviour’s gentle Heart B * R

Doth with Sinners,Sympathize. oot

3 ‘Tho’ He now tnumphant reigns,
Still as in his Days of Fleth, e
All his Agonies and Pains I ALY
,{ In our Souls He feels afrefh: B
: Tho’ exalted toa Throne, T
" Thou doft in our Sorrows fhare, R
‘Thou hatt not forgot Thine own:
Thine own Fleth and Blood we are,

K3
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4 Friend of Swner:, in thy Heart,
Tell me, doth there not remain
One unarm’d and tender Part,
Capable of Human Pain? .
Lonn, I wait for the Reply :
Groan an Anfwer from within,
Telt me, Comforter, that I,
* I.fhall be redeem'd from Sin.

§ Hoping aga.mﬁ Hope I wait
or Redemption in thy Blood :
Hd me in.my loft Eftate, ~
ake away my.heavy Load.
“Save me from this Tyranny,
. O bring near the joyful Hour,
"From All Sin my Spirit free,
\§ . All the Guilt, and all the Power.
\\' 6 Grant, O grant my laft Requett,
Nothmg do I atk bcﬁde,
« ive my Spirit Reft,” -
(% from Self, and Reft from Pride:
- g Brmg into thy Perfe&t Peace,
A .Give me Faith to enter in,
- Let me.with thy People ceafe :
R : From my own dead Works of Sm.

: o .7 Power I want, a Conftant Power
Sl My own Evil tg efchew,
: “‘ ‘I‘ﬂl my Heart can fin no more,
©+=* "Till T am a Creature New; -
Let ‘me in thy Wounds abxde, '
Till the Perfect Grace is givens
ﬁ:ve me This, T afk befide :
Nodnng or in Earth or Heaven.

—
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A PRAYER fir Per/f'ms Join'd in .
¢ - Fellowfhip.

RY us, O GOD, and fearch the Ground
Of every Sinful Heart,
‘Whate’er of Sin in Us is found,
O bid it All depart. :

z When to the Right or Left we firay,
Leave us not Comfortlefs,
But guide our Feet into the Way
of everlaﬁmg Peace. -

3 Help us to help each other, Lorp, * =~ . .;
Each other’s Crofs to bear, ; ,
Let each his friendly Aid aﬂ’ord
And feel his Brother s Care. -

4 Help us to build each other wp, =

Our little Stock improve, - A

Increafe our Faith, confirm ur Hope, : :
And perfe&t us in Love. , SR

3 Up into Thee, our Living Head, @~ = 5 -
-Let us in all Things grow, Ly
Till Thou haft made us free indeed, R
And Sinlefs here below : S

€ Then when the Mighty Work is wrought IS T
Receive thy Ready Bride, . :
Give us in Heaven an happy Lot
~ With All the San&lﬁed :
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Part II.

1 JESU All Power is given to Thee,
Command our inward Parts,
‘Tum as the Rivers of the Sea
Our hard unyielding Hearts,

2 Our Hearts are to Ourfelves unknown,
Till Thou the Veil remove,
.\ . Open, enlarge, and melt them dowh
\§ By thy Victorious Love

'h 3 Thee, at thy Word we come {0 meet,
,‘ , " :And humbly to confefs,
- ‘While lowly profirate at thy Feet,

Our utter Sinfulnefs:

o‘: 8. O let us faithfully obey
\ .+ 'The Counfel of thy Will, '
.And each to each our. Faults diﬁ)lay,
'.. e . Our every Thonght reveal.

R 3 OuriFig-leaves all be caft afide,
s Let no Self- foothmg Art '
. ; ‘ _‘ConCeal the Luft, t’ indulge the Prile
“Of a foul Hellih Heart. :

6 Open a Wmdow in our Breaft,
;- That each our Heart may fee,
Amd let no-Secret be fuppreft,

Smce all are known to Thee.

2 Remove the Sins w}uch we declare,
-'The Burthen of our Soul,
And hear the miutual faithful Prayer,
** Which makes the Sioner whole.

,,,,,,
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8 To All, thro’ Faith which is in Thee, .
A perfe& Soundnefs give,
And let us from All Sin fet free
The Life of Jesus live.

Parr IIL j |

3 OD of our Life, at thy Command — |

We now our Sins confefs, § : |

In Nakednefs of Spirit fland, . = { |
And fhew our fore Difeafe. = .

2 GOD of our Health, mthygreatName T ‘
We now perform thy Will, ot o '
Regard our Prayer, admit our Claim, s
Our fin -fick Spirits heal, . . o |
3 Forgive the_ Sins thro’ which we. groan, '
Which we no loriger hide,. . { l
Our Filthinefs of . Fleth we. ow::, L
Our Filthinefs of Pride.

4 The Devilith and the Brutal Lutt -
To Thee we now confefs,
Cleanfe us, O faithful GOD, and ;uﬁ,
From All Unnghteoufnefs. .

RN
‘

§ Then fhall we to thine only Name @
The Praife and Glory give, N
The Greatnefs of thy Power proclaim  \J. " - .-
To us-ward who heheve. .
I

6 'Then let or Earth or Hell oppofe,

- We will affert thy Power, A

And witnefs to 2 World of - Foes,
That we Can fin no more.

s et

);, ’ o
.\ ,A .
. ‘ k—« TN
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¢
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ParT IV,

3 YESU, united by thy Grace,
And each to each endear’d, . -
ith Confidence we feck thy Face, !
And know our Prayer is heard.

2 Still let us own our Common Lorp,
And bear thine eafy Yoke,

A Band of Love, a Threefold Cord
" Which never can be broke.

3 Make us into One Spirit drink,
 Baptize into thy Namre,

" Aud let us always kindly think,

* And fweetly fpeak the fame.

" Let.all our Hearts agree,
.- And ever towards each other move,
: And ever move towards Thee.

-5, T, Thee infeparably join'd,

“Liet all our Spirits cleave,

- O anay we all the Loving Mind

.- .‘That was in Thee receive. . - - .. .

& T'his is the Bond of Perfeftnefs,

-.:: Thy Spotlefs Charity,
+ Olet us (fill we pray) poflefs
*The Mind that was in Thee.

7 Grant this, and then from All below .

_.. Infenfibly remove ; : -
"Our Souls their Change fhall fcarcely know, - -
Made perfect firft in-Love, R
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8 With Eafe our Souls thro’ Death fhall glide
Into their Paradife,
’ And thence on Wings of Angels ride
‘ Triumphant thro’ the Skies. :

9 Yet when the fulleft Joy is given, -
- The fame Delight we prove, '
In Earth, in Pa.rad1fe, in Heaven -
Our Allin All s Love.

X At Waking.

I VER and Guardian of my Sleep. ' :

To praxfe thy Name I wake, - -~ . . _

8till, Loap, thy helplefs Servant keep ' T |
For thy own Mercy’s Sake. I |
|
\
|

3 The Blefling of another Day
I thankfully receive: ..
O may I only Thee obey,
And to thy Glory live. -

(Y

, 3 Vouchfafe to keep my Soul from Sm,
.~ Its crnel Power fufpend, -
*  Till all this Strife and War thhm
In perfect Peace fhall end.

4 O refpite me from Self and Pride,
Curb, and keep down my Will, -
My Appentes and Paflions chide, .
And bid the Sea Be ftill.

§ Upon me lay thy hty Hand,
My Words and Tho hts re[h'am, ‘
Bow my whole Soul to thy Command,
Nor let my- Faith b¢.vain. ,
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€ Prifoner of Hope, I wait the Hour
t Which fhall Salvation bring,
When all ¥ am fhall own thy Power,
And call my Jesvs King,

7 Thou wilt, I fledfafly believe,- - -
Thou wilt the Captive free, .
Freedom, full, Perfe& Freedom glvc, .
And more than Vi&tory.

8 Tho’ now to Every Sin inclin’d,
. I fhall' be as Thou art,
! " Lowly as thine fhall be my Mind,-
And meek and pure my Heart.

9 Anger, and Luft Thou wilt expel,
And Pride by ftronger Grace,
They can in me no longer dwell,
When Jesusfills the Place.

[ {-] Thy Prefence, Lorbp, the Place fhall fill,
* .. My Heart fhall be thy. Throne,
~" ¥ TThy holy, juft, and perfe@ Will
© ¢ Shall in my Fleth be done,
ll T thank Thee for the Future Grace,
o .. And now in Hope rejoice,
"+ In Confidence to fee thy Face,
’ And always hear thy Voice:

32 I have the Thmgs I afk of Thee,
, What fhall I more require?
! That ftill my Soul may reftlefs be, : : *
And only Thee deﬁre : , :

13 Or let me (if I more would have):
; " This laft Defire fubmit, e s
‘ Andlye, till Thou feeft good to rave, S
Expe&mg at thy Feet. o
14 Thy

e i
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14 Thy only Will be done, not Mine,
But make me, Lorp, Thy Home,
Come awben Thou wilt, I That reﬁgn,
But O! my jasus, come!

Pfalm cx. 1.

1 THE Lorp unto my Lorb hath faid,
] Sit Thou, in Glory fit, _ S
Till T thine Enemies have made .
To bow beneath thy Feet,

2 Jesu, my Lorp, mighty to fave,
What can my Hopes withftand,
When Thee my Advocate I have

En%t GOD*?Right Hand? .

3 I fear nor Earth nor Sin,, nor Hell o
And Death’ hath foft hig Sting, R

{ In vain a While thy Foes rebel, C
ThOujssthartmmeg ..-' R

4 Nature is fubje& to thy Word
All Power to Thee is given,
The uncontroll’d Almighty Lorp
Of Hell, and Earth, and Heaven.

§ And fhall my Sins thy will oppofe? o
Jesvu, thy Right maintain, - Sl

O let not thine ufurping Foes Lo -
In me thy Servant relgn -

6 Mafter, on Thee my Soul is flay’d,
Thou wilt not quit thy Claim,
Thou only haft my Ranfom paxd
And only. thme I am,
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7 Come then and claim e for thine own,
Saviour, thy Right affert,
Come, gracious Loz, fet up thy Throne,
And reign within my Heart. :

8 The Day of thy great Power I feel,
: And pantfor Liberty,
} I loath Myfelf deny my Will,
And give up All for Thee.

9 I hate my Sins, no longer Mine,
For I renounce them too:
My Weaknefs with thy Strength 1 join,
' Thy Strength fhall All { ubdue.

10 Our common Foes, who Thee defy'd, .
I! Agd would not own thy Sway,
Envy', ang Sloth, Defire, and Pride,
- And Hate, and Anger flay.

e ‘n “Thy Enemwc deftroy in mine,

t .y Pronounce their fpeedy Doom, .

.1 ":In Vengeance {peak, in Brightnefs fhi
The Man of Sin confume

i :z So fhall T biefs thy pleaﬁng Sway,
: And fitting at thy Feet
’I‘hy Laws with all my Heart obey,
With all my Soul fubmit.

: 13 Sol‘hallldo thnyllbelo\v, '
: - As Angels do above,
The Vn-tue of thy Paffion fhew,
“The Trinmphs of thy Love.

- ;4 ThyLove theConqueﬁmorethmm,
: J ’I‘oagmlgmpréwgch)m, .
EsUs, e King, Conqueronrc
wdowpto]ssszame ‘S"% -
15 TQ

N




e ———

Hymns and Sacrep Porms. ox

15 To Thee fhall Earth and Hell-fubmit,
And every Foe fhall fall, °
Till Death expires beneath thy Feet,
And GOD is All in All!

Come unto Me all you that 'labour,
and are heavy laden, and I will
give you Reff. Mat, xi. 28,

1 OH! that my Load of Sin were gone!
Oh! that I could at laft fubmit
At Jesu’s Feet to lay it down,
To lay my Soul at Jesu’s Feet'!

2 When fhall mine Eyes behold the Lamb,
The GOD of my Salvation fee! . -
Weary, O Lorp, Thou know’ft I"am,
Yet ftill I cannot come-to Thee.

3 Mark the hard TFravail of my Soul, ,. -~ '
With Pity view my lab’ring Breaft, ¢ T
O give me Faith to make me whole,
And {peak my Mifery into Reft.
4 Reft formy Soul Tlong to find; - - ~F
Saviour of All, if Mine Thou art; :
Give me thy meek and lowly Mind,
And ftamp thine Image on my Heart.

5 Break off the Yoke of Inbred Sin,
And fully {et my Spirit free: .
I cannot refl, il pure within,
Till I am wholly loft in Fhee." ~

6 Faiu wouid I'learn of Thee, my GOD,
Thy light and eafy Burthen prove, ,”
The Crofs a1 ftain’d with hallow'd Blood, -
;. The Labour of thy Dyling Love: « - = *
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7 'This Moment would T take it up,
And after.my dear Mafter bear,
, With Thee*afcénd to Calvary’s Top,
- And bow my , and fuffer there.
A

8 I would: but Thou muft give the Power,
My Heart from Every Sin releafe;;
Bring near, bring near the joyful Hour,
And fill me with thy Perfect Peace.

9 Come, Lorp, the drooping Sinner chear,
Nor let thy Chariot-Wheels delay,
Appear it my poor Heart, appear,
My GOD, my Saviour come away.

10 One Deep unto another cries,

When fhall I fce my Jesu’s Face!

.. 11 The Hireling longeth for his Hire ——

But only Punithment is Mine,
My Merits are Eternal Fire
But Heaven and Happinefs are Thine.

12 Give me thy Life, for Thou my Death -
: i Haft fwallow’d up in Vitory,

Quicken’d me with thy Lateft Breath,
And died, that I might live to Thee.

“13 ’I‘lns, only This is all my Hope,

;. And doth my finking Soul fuftain,

1 Thy faithful Mercies hold me up,
:: H My Saviour did rot die in vain.

. 4 Anfwer thy Death’s Defign in ) Me,

i ''The Guilt, and Power of Sin remove, V,
’. Redeem from All Iniquity,
; . Renew, and perfeét me in Love.

My Mifcry, Lorp, implores thy Grace:
When wilt Thou.hear, and bow the Skies!.

- This.




o

HymNs and Sacrep Poems. o5

This is a faithful Saying, and wor-
thy of all Acceptation, that Chiift

Jetus came into the World, to fave
Sinners. 1'Tim. i. 1 5

' JESU, Sin-atoning Lamb,
l JEsu, Lover of thy Foe,
t me feel thy Sovereign Name,
{ __Let meall its Virtue know :
{ Hear my Cry opt of the Deep,
Hafte, and help a friendlefs Soul, -
Seek, and fave a wand’ring Sheep,
- Make a fin-fick Sinner whole, .~

2 Burthen’d am I, and oppreft,
Till Thou doft remove my Load: .

( Weary, till Thou give me Reft, -
Guilty, till T feel thy Blood.

! See me, a Meer Sinner fee, .
Miferable, poor,-and blind, .

Till I lofe my All in Thee,

Till in Thee my All I find.

3- What have I thy Grace to move ? . -
Beaft and Devil is my Name, o
GOD T hate, and Sin I love,
Sin I love, and Sin I am.
[ Yet I mean thy Grace to try; -
Sinners if Thou canft receive,
Here I am, their Captain I;
Wouldft Thou have me die or live

4 Thou the Potter, I the Clay,
. Notbing have K Lorp, to plead,
i Nothing have I, Lorb, to fay:

Bid mé.live, or ftrike me dead.

Y

- R

Iz . Lican~ -
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I cannot in Judgment ftand:
¢ Raife; or flay me with thy Breath;
{ Guilty I thall feel thine Hand, :
Guilty of Eterrial Death.

§ Trembling I expe&t my Fate,
If Thou as my Judge appear;
If Thou art my Advocate,
Jesus, What have I to fear?
‘ Jesus is the Sinners Friend,
Sinners JEsUs came to fave;
Jesus, I on Thee depend,
" Peace, and Power in Thee I have.

6 I the Golden Scepter fee
(Self-defpairing as 1 was)
Now, ev’n now reach’d out to me,
+ Ireceive thy Pard’ning Grace.
- Of thy Grace I cannot doubt;

74 Sinners to thy Wounds who fly,

"Thou in no wife wilt caft out:
+ Lo! Icome, The Sinner I!

. 7 Thou fhalt make me white as Snow,
" Tho’ my Soul be black as Hell.

" Never from thy Crofs I go,

: Safe within thy Wounds I dweH.

: Other Refuge have I none,

None do [ defire befide ;

Friend of Sinners, I am One,

. Save me, who for Me hatt died,

- Believe in the Lor'D JEsus and

thou fbalt be faved. Aéts xvi. 31.
1. HAT fhall I do, my GOD, myGOD?
t I afk in- Jesu’s Name. -
* ). Unfan@tified, and unrenew’d S
“flﬁlll remain the fame, - 2. Sin -
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2 Sin, only Sin in me I find ;
I cannot fubjeé be !
To thy Command ; my Carnal Mind
Is Enmity to Thee. -

3 But thou can'ft wath the Leper clean,

The Stone to Fleth Convert, i
Can’ft make the Ethiop change his Skin,
And purify my Heart.

4 Then only, when by Grace renew’d, -
My Will with Thine tall fuic: ~ |
O make the Tree of Nature good,
And good fhall be its Fruit,

5 I firive in all I do to pleafe
With endlefs Grief and Pain, [
But cannot, Lorp, from finning ceafe,
Till I am born again. '

6 With Thee my Virtue is but Vice;

My Good is Specious 1ll, |

*Tis Self, *tis Nature in Difguife,. i
And I am.Carnal flill,

——

7 No Work of mine,.or Word, or Thought-¢
Thy Judgment can abide, - ‘
Thy Glory, Lorp, I never fought,
For all my Soul is Pride. .

8 What have I then wherein to truft?

How muft I come to Thee? \

Foul as I am, condemn’d and lof,.
Thy Son hath died for Me.

g Jesus hath died that T might live;.
Might live to GOD alone,
In Him Eternal Life reccive,.
. And be in Spirit One.
. - - L3 . 1o Saviour,
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10 Saviour, I thank Theé for the Grace,
The Gift nypcakable, .

And wait, with Arms of Faith t’embrace
And all thy Love to feel.

11 My Soul breaks out in firong Defire
The Perfet Blifs to prove,
My longing Soul is all on Fire
To be diffolv’d in Love.

12 Give me Thyfelf, from every Boaft,
*  From every Wifh fet free:
Let all I am in Thee be loft,
But give Thyfelf to Me.

13 Thy Gifts, alas! cannot fuffice,
Unlefs Thyfelf be given,
-Thy Prefence makes my Paradife,
And where Thou art is Heaven,

_ The WoMAN of CANAAN.

I ORD, regard my earneft Cry,.
- A Potfherd of the Earth,
A poor guilty Wotm am I,
« A Canaanite by Birth:
. Save me from this Tyranny,
- Brom all the Power of Satan fave,

Mercy, Mercy upon me
* Thou Soh of Dawid have.

" 2 §till Thou anfwereft not a Word
-~ To my repeated Prayer;
a f Hear thine own Difciples, Lorp,
: Who in:my Sorrows fhare ;
O let them prevail with Thee
~ . |'To grant the Blefling which I crave:
‘. Mercy,. Mercy upon me

RN

"Thou Son of David have, = 3
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3  Send, O fend me now away,
By granting my Requetft,
Still I follow Thee, and pray, * I
And will not let Thee reft;
Ever crying after Thee, ‘
Till Thou my Helplefsnefs relieve,
Mercy, Mercy upon me
Thou Son of David have.

4 To the Sheep of Jigels Fold :
Thou in thy Fleth waft fent, S .

But the Gentiles now behold ‘ !

. :

In Thee their Covenant.
See me then, with Pity fee,
A Sinner, whom Thou cam’ft to fave;
Mercy, Mercy upon me ,
Thou Son of Dawid have.: -

§  Still to Thee, my GOD, I come, o §
" And Mercy I implore, S -

Thee (but how fhall I prefume) : '

Thee trembling I adore, p

Dare not ftand before thy Face, . 4

But lowly at thy Feet I fall, - : :

Help me, Jesu, fhew thy Grace: - - .
Thy Grace'is free for Alls S

¥
gl
6  Still I cannot part with Thee, » . ' 4 jf‘
I will not let Thee go, S : %
Mercy, Mescy unto me, - . R 1
O Son of Dawid thew, - - U
Vileft of the finful Race, S b
On Thee importunate [ call, S e l
Help me, Jesu, thew thy Grace: TR
- Thy Grace is free for Al SR 3
7 Nothing am I in thy Sight, - : Cg
Nothing have I to plead ; S G

Unto Dogs it is not right S SRS
_ To caft the Children’s Bread: T SR ;
Yet the Dogs the Crumbs may{egﬁ. C e e e l
- That from their Matter’s ‘Table fallf%-5. . BT L
Let tie Fragments be my Meat: .= 0 ', i
TLy Grace is free for All IR ‘
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8 Give me, Lorp, the Vittory,

My Heart’s Defire fulfil,

Let it now be donc to me s
According to my Will ; {

Give me living Dread to eat,

And fay, in Anfwer to my Call,

¢ Canaanite, thy Faith is great,

¢ My Grace is free for All.”

9 .If thy Grace for All is free,
Thy Call noww let me hear,
Shew this T'oken upon me,
" And bring Salvation near;
Now the Gracious Word repeat,
The Word of Healing to my Soul, _ ;
< -Canaanite, thy Faith is great,. ’
¢ Thy Faith hath made Thee whole.’*

- TkePooL of BETHESDA.

ESU, take my Sins away, {
J And make me know thy Name,,

Thou art now, as Yefterday, '

And evermore the fame:

Thou my Ttue Bethefda be ;
. I know within thy Arms is Room,.
o= 7 All the World may unto Thee,

: Their Houfe of Mercy, come:.

. w2 See the Porches open wide ¥
T Thy Mercy All may prove,.
- { All the World is juftified
: By Univerfal Love.

.4 Halt, and wither’d when they lie,
. \And fick, and impotent, and blind,

"1 Sinners may in Thee efpy

- The Saviour of Mankind,;

SN

-3+ See:
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See me lying at the Pool,
And waiting for thy Grace:
O come down into my Soul, -
Difclofe thy Angel-Face,
If to me thy Bowels move:
If now Thou doft my Sicknefs feel,
. Let the Spirit of thy Love
The helplefs Sinner heal.

4 Sick of Anger, Pride, and Luft,

And Unbelief I am;

Yet in Thee for Health I truft
In Jesu’s Sovereign Name.

Were I taken into Thee, ,

Could I but ftep into the Pool, ;

I from every Malady -

Should be ut once-made whole.

Perfons Thou doft not refpe&,
Whoe’er for Mercy-call

‘Thou in no wife wilt reje&,
Thy Mercy is for All;

Thou wou’dit freely All reftore,

{Would all the gracious Seafon find)

Fill with Goodnefs, Love, and Power,

And with an Healthful Mind.

¢ Mercy then there is for Me
) (Away my Doubts and Fears)
Plagu’d with an Infirmity
For more than Thirty Years.
JEsu, caft a pitying Eye, S
Thou long haft knownmy defperate Cafe, - ',
P.or, and helplefs here I Le, L
And wait the Healing Grace. B
Long hath thy Good Spirit ftrove - . . 7 -+
7 With my diftemper’d Soul; . B R
But I ftill refus’d thy Love L i
And would not be made whole: -

5
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Hardly now at laft I yield,
I yield with all my Sins to part;
Let my Soul be fully heal'd,
And throughly cleans’d my Heart.

-8  Sin is now my fore Difeafe,
But, tho” I would be free,
When the Water troubled is,
There is no Help for me:
Others find a Cure, not I,
In Thee they wafh away their Sin,
- I, alas! have no Man nigh
«  To put my Weaknefs in.

9  Pain, and Sicknefs, at thy Word,
And Sin and Sorrow {lies,
Speak to me, Almighty Lorb,
And bid 'my Spirit rife,
Bid me take my Burthen up,
‘The Bed on which Thyfelf didtt lie,
" When on Calvary's fteecp Top
My Jusus deign’d to die.

20 Bid me bear the hallow’d Crofs, ‘
Which Thou haft born before, : o
-1 Walk in all thy Righteous Laws,
g And go and fin no more, ’
Y Leaft the heavieft Curfe of ali
y The vile Apoftate’s Curfe I prove 5
To the hotteft Eell they fall
Who fall from Pard’ning Love.

1t But Thou canft preferve from Sin,
) And ftablith me with Grace, .
i Keep my helplefs Soul within :
t - Thy Arms thro’ all my Days: -
4 -Jesu, I on Thee alone
, For perfevering Grace depend ;
i Love me frcely, love thine own,
¢ " And love me to the End. .
SO The

.
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The Good SAMARIT AN.

I OE is me! what Tongue can tell
v " My fad affli¢ted State !

Who my Anguith can reveal,
Or all my Woes relate !
. Fallen ameng Thieves I am,
And they have robb’d me of my GOD,
Turn’d my Glory into Shame,
And left me in my Blood.

2 GOD was once my Glorious Drefs,
And [ like Him did fhine, ;
Satan of His Righteouinefs )
Hath fpoil’d this Soul of Mine ; E
By the mortal Wound of Sin
*Twixt GOD and me the Parting made:: f.
Dead in Adam, dead within,
My Soul is Wholly dead.

3 I have loft the Life Divine,
And when this Outward Breath
To the Giver I refign,
Mauft die the Sccond Death.
Naked, helplefs, itript of GOD,
And 2t the latelt Gafp I lie:
Who beholds me in my Blood,
And faves me e’er I die?

4  Lo! the Prieft comes down in vain,
And fees my fad Diitrefs,
Sees the State of Fallen Man,
But cannot give me Eafe:
Patriarchs and Prophets Old .
Oblerve my wretched, defp’rate Cale,
Me expiring they behold,
But Jeave me as I was.

v
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5 - Lo! the Levite me efpies,

? And ftops to view my Grief,
Looks on me, and bids me rife,

! But offers no Relief: )

¢ All my Wounds he open tears,

¢ And fearches them, alas! in vain, .

‘ Fill’d with Anguith, Griefs, and Fears,

He leaves me in my Pain. :

6 O ThouGood Samaritan,
In Thee is all my Hope,
Only Thou canft fuccour Man,
* _ And raife the Fallen up:
Hearken to my Dying Cry,
My Wounds compailionately fee,
Me a Sinner pafs not by
Who gafp for Help to Thee.

7 Still Thou journey’ft where I am,
And ftill thy Bowels move,
Pity is with Thee the fame,
- And all thy Heart'is Love:
- Stoop, to a poor Sinner ftoop,
And let thy Healing Grace abound ;
.Heal my Bruifes, and bind up
My.Spirit’s every Wound.

§ Saviour of my Soul draw nigh,
o In Mercy hafte to e,
At the Point of Death I lie,
And cannot come to Thee:
. ‘Now thy kind Relief afford,
"T'he Wine and Oil of Grace pour in,
. 'Good Phyfician, fpeak the Word,
 And heal my Soul of Sin.
: ,;;:',97.: Pity to my dying Cries
* ...% »  Hath drawn Thee from above,
. " Hovering over me with Eyes
., .. Of Tendernefs and Love:

 Now

—— e — e e
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Now, ev’si now I fee thy Face,
The Balm of Gillead I receive;
Thou hatt fav’d ‘me by thy Grace,
And bad the Sinner live.

10 Surely now the Bitternefs ,
Of Second Death is paft:
O my Life, my Righteoufnefs,
On Thee my Soul is caft ;
Thou haft brought: me to thine Inn,
And I am of thy Promife fure, , -
Thou fhalt cleanfe me from All Sin; ' {
And all my. Sicknefs cure. > .

It Perfe& then the. Work ‘begun, S ' !
And make the Simer whole, :
All thy Will on me be done,
My Body, Spirit, Soul: -
Still preferve me fafe from Harms,
And kinaly for thy patient Care,
Take me, Jrsu, to thine Arms,
And keep me ever there.

Groaning for REDEMPTION,

1 ORD, I confefs my Sins to Thee, . . -~ RS g
My Sins beyond Expreflion great; { o
Faft bound in Sin and Mifery, : i , EEREPRT |
My Spirit faats beneath the Weight, | - .
And ftruggles to throw off the Load, o :
But cannot, cannot come to GOD,,

2 O how fhall I the Anguifh bear _
Of Inbred Sin’s envenom’d Dart? {
The Mifchief hence I cannot tear, - AR
*Tis enter’d deep into my Heart, fe
It’s Poifon drinks my Spirits up, S . |
Alidqucnchesmylaﬁ_8§a;kofHopc._ IRUARRE T &
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3 O wretched Man, what muft I1do?
I neither can refift or fly ;
/ Hell, Earth, and Sin my Soul purfue,
I cannot énd my, Saviour nigh :
Unhappy I fhall one Day fall,
Shall perith by the Hand of Sau/.

" 4 Me from Perdition what can fave!,
Juttly my GOL) His Help denies
No Ewil I abhor, and have
/ No Fear of GOD before my Eyes;
Self-harden’d in my loft Eftate,
All Sin I love, all Good I hase.

§ Whither, ah whither fhall I go?
"The Snares of Death my Soul fusround,
/ 'The Floods of chkedne,fs @'erflow, _‘,
And defp’rate is my Spirits Wound,
The Worm that never dies [ fee), ™ .-
Arrefted by the Pains of Hell.

€ O could I but efcape away,
And fteal into the filent Tomb, -
Defraud the Lion of his Brcx. -
J And at my lateft Hour o’ercome,
That Hour I now would prefent have, -
‘Would now rejoice to find a Grave.

7 O GOD, behold my troubled Breaff,
Yet once again I Thee implore,
Indulge me in my laft Requett,
And let me die, and fin no more.
Now, letme pw Now lay down my Head,
From Pain, and Sin forever freed.

. g OGOD, regbed my bitter Cry,
. I groan to be redeem’d from Sin,
'/ To Thee I lift my weeping Eye,
Cpen thine Arms and take'me in 5
- T'o Thee my lab'ring Soul I bow,
Requue it, O require xt Now. :

AN

/

<

—————— -
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9 I know it'is not now renew’d,  ~ '
I am not fit thy: Face tofee
But truft, the Virtue of thy Blood * ¢
In my laft Hour fhall work ‘'on me
Some Miracle of Grace Unknown,
Without a Miracle Undone.

10 My GOD, I cannot let Thee go,
Without an Anfwer to my Prayer: f
O tell me, that it fhall be fo,
I foon fhall lofe in Death my Care,
Where Fiends and Sins no more moleft,
And weary Spirits are at reft.

11 I doubt not, Lorp, but there remains -
A Reft from Sin'and Sotrow bere, -~
Thy Peo%le hereiare freed from Pains,
From roubles Doubts, and Guilt and Feat;
* Bat let me hence this Moment fly,
Save me from Sin, ‘and let me die.

12 I only waij this glad Hour,
*Tis nefs here below,’ }
Send dow? into my Soul the Power, *~
And-let me die thy Love to know,
Reniéw ‘me, and 'withdraw my Breath,
Give Power o'er $in, and Inftant Death

PartII.

ORGIVE me, O long-fuffering GOD, .
! The Hurry of my peevith Grief,

Tho' fainting underneath my Load, , /»
And ftagg’ring oft thro’ Unbehef
Thee for my Lorp I fain wou'd own,

And fay, Thine only Will be done.

2 Forgive.me' then my Follies paft, .
The fond Impatience of my Prayers, o .
My rath Complaints, and eager Hatfte, o

- My faithlefs Doubts, and fruitlefs Cares,
Kz Thow
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Thou know’ft, till Thou thy Life bring in,
I cannot, cannot ceafe from Sin. -

3 The Captive Exile makes his Moan, -
And haftens to be loos’d' from Pain,
The Pain thro® which I ever groan,
The Dread leatt I'fhould tum again,
Left all my Bread of Life thould fail,
And I fink down Unchang’d to Hell.

4 “That dreadful Thought comes thundring back,
And falls a Mountain on my Head,
«  Nor can, nor will I Comfort take
In hearing Satan’s Fattors plead,
I cannot hug, like Them, my Chain,
Or reft, if Sin in me remain.

5 In vain they bid me blindly fly,
. ‘And catch at-thy Unknown Decree,
¥ In vain they bid me dream, that I
Was chofe from all Eternity :
Alas! I want Ele&tion’s Seal,
For I am all Unholy fill.

6 Tell me no more, ye Carnal Saints,
¢ The Beft muft always ftrive with Sin,
;- GOD will not anfwer A/ your Wants,
¢ GODwill not make you ¢hroughly clean,
¢ Sin muft have fome Unhallow’d Part, .
¢ CHrIsT cannot fill up AlI the Heart.”

7 Can Life, and Death together dwell ?
: . Can CHrist with Belial e’er agree? -

- - » Darknefs with Light, and Heaven with Hell ?
Can both at once have Place in me?

Can I be Curist’s and Sin’s Abode,

-A Den of Thieves, and Houfe of GOD? - -

8 No, Jesus, no! ThouHoly One, =~

. When Thou fhalt come into my Heart,
. Iknow that Thou wilt reign Alone, -~
.- .And Sin forever thall depart, -~ *'Thy
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Thy Love fhall caft out all my’Fear
Leaft Sin fhould come, when :;‘hou art here,

¢ In patient Hope for this I wait;
Till all old Things are paft away,
Till Thou fhalt all Things new create,” ./
And I behold thy Pexfe&t-Day,
The Mark of niine Eleétion fhew, .
And be in CrisT a Creatyre new.

Part III.

T MNISCIE NT, Omniprefent King,
O The true, and merciful, and juft,
To Thee my laft Diftrefs I bring, ~
To Thee my defperate Caufe I truft,
I give my fond Cémplainings o’re
I fet my GOD a Time no more, -

2 My Time, O GOD, is in thine Hard,
Thou know’ft my Feeblénefs of Soul,.
Able Thou art to make me ftand, 4
Thon can’ft this Mement fpeak me whole,
Or keep me thus till my Laft Hour,
To thew forth All thy Saving Power.

3 Ileave it all to "Thee alone, SR
Thy Counfellor I cannot be, “
To Thee thy every Work is known,
. And fecret Things belong to Thee, -
. 'Thy Manner, and thy Time is beft: {
Bat let me enter into Reft.

4 The Hireling longeth for his Hire,
The Watcher for the Break of Day,

But, O my reftlefs Heart’s Defire, . / e

. Let me not murmur at thy Stay;
Be ftopt my Mouth, and fail my Tongue,
But let thy Spirit groan, How Jong!

K 3 ;Thi‘._
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§ The Thing Thou doft I know not now, _
But ¥ thall know, hereafter, Lorp:
To thy dread fovereign Will I bow,
/ Thy Will be done, thy Name ador’d:
A& for the Glory of thy Name:
Lo! in thy gracious Hands I am.

6 AQ for thine own and Sion’s Sake,
o And let thy Will in me be done
| If but One Soul may Comfort take
By hearing me fo deeply groan,
Still let me all my Burthen feel,
And groan, and weep, and fuffer ftill.

’

7 If but one Tempted Soul may find
Relief by my afflicted State,
. X would be patient and refign’d,
Still in the Iron Furnace wait; | :
Still let the Sin, the Grief, the Pain, ~
The Thorn in my weak Flefh remain. .

8 Stil let my bleeding Heart be torn,
If ather bleeding Hearts it chear:
J Difconfolate for Thee I mourn,
My Nature’s Crofs confent to bear,
L . 'To languith for my Lorp’s Delay,
And weep a Thoufand Lives away.

Part IV.

g B-EHO LD, ye Souls that mourn for GOD,
- And take ye Comfort from my Grief,

~ Be ftrengthen’d by my grievous Load,
: { Let my Diﬂ:xelz be your Relief, _

With mine your Tears and Sorrows join,
* And lofe by mixing them with Mine.

-

zlam
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2 ] am the Man who long: -have known .

109

The Strength and Rage of Inbred Sin; .

My Soul is dead, my Heart is Stone,
A Cage of Bu-ds and Beafts unclean,

A Den of Thieves, a dire Abode

Of Dragons, but no Hqufe of GOD

31 dare not fpeak, I cannot fbew B
The Depths of Satan harbour’d there,
“The Horrors of Infernal Woe, *

Who can- conceive but Thofe that feel
Indwelling Sin, Indwelling Hellt

4 A Stranger intermeddleth not
With our inexplicable Grief, - |
"Tis paft.the Reach of Human Thought _
The Torture of this Unbelief, :
The ftruggling Groan, the Paﬂion loud,
The Heart that fays, Thete is no GOD

5 ButhllHenotatlaﬁa

pear
And make his Power and Godhead knownf

f

Surely he fhall the Mourner chear,
And make the Broken Heart his Throne,

Shall break it firft, and then bind up:

In Hope beheve ye agam{t Hope

6 Comfort, ye meﬁers of Gmce»,
Comfort my People, faith our GOD?}
Ye foon fhall fee his fmiling Face,
His Golden Sceptre, not his Rod,
And own when now the Clouds remove,
He only chaften’d whom He lov’d.

7 Who fow in Téars in Joy fhall reap,
The Lorp fhall comfort All that-mourn ;
Who now go on our Way and weep,
With ]oy we doubtlefs fhall return.

-

-~ The black and- Blafphemous Defpair; -
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And bring our Sheaves with vakt Hcreafe,
And have our Pruit to Holinefs, ’

8 Then let us Patiently attend,.
And wait the Leifure of our Lorp:.
Ve Surely we All fhall in the End
’ Experience his Abiding Word, . .
Shall All his Gracious Power declare, -
And Fruit'unto Perfettion bear. . -

My Lorp and my GOD!
1 O THOU, whom fain my Soul would love,.
Whom I would gladly di¢ to knew,
‘This Veil of Unbelief remove, v
And fliew me, all thy Geodnefs thew: -
Jesu, Thyfelf in me reveal, :
Tell me thy Nathe, thy Nature tell

2 Haft Thou been with me, Lorp, fo long,
Yet Thee my Lorp, have I not known ¥
I'cliim Thee with a faultring Tongue,
I pray Thee in a feeble Groan :
Tell me, O tell me whe Thou art,
And fpeak thy* Name into my Heart..

3 If how Thou talkeft by the Way
With fuch an Abje&t Worin as Me,. -
- Thy Myfteries of Grace difplay,
-Open mine Eyes that I imay fee,
That I may underftand thy Word,
And now ery out, It is the Lorp!

4 I know Him by thofe Prints of Love, -
His hleeding Wounds are open wide,
" Thro® Faith I handle Him, and prove,
I thruft thy Hand into his Side,
I feel the {prinkling of His Blood — "
Jesv, Thou art my Lorp my GOD}F |
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A The lii. Chapter of Ifaiah,
1 WAKE, Ferufalem, awake, I
A No longer in thy Sins lie down,

The Garment of Salvation take,
Thy Beauty, and thy Strength put an.

2 By impious Feet no longer trod,
Thy GOD fhall cleanfe thy every Stain,
O Holy City of thy GOD,_ ' :
Thou fhalt not bear His Name.in vain, o

3 Shake off the Duft that blinds thy Sight
And hides the Promife from thine Eyes,” " -
Arife, and ftruggle into Light ;
Thy Great Deliverer calls, Arife!

4 Shake off the Bands of fad-Defpair,
Sion aflert thy Liberty. .. . = |
Look up, thy broken Heart prepare,
And GOD fhall fet the Captive free. -

5 For thus the Lorb your GOD hath faid,
Ye all have fold your felves for Nought,
A Ranfom (not by you) is paid, *
Receive your Liberty unboughe. .

6 My Peoglé have been long oppreft, | . . .
: (No Glory thence redounds to-me;} . -
Long have I feen them fore diftreft, .
Griev'd at my People’s Mifery.
o . 7 They
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7 They groan’d beneath the Tyrant’s Chain,
] Sin rul’d them with, an Iron Rod,
The fuffering Abjeéts howl'd for Pain,
They groan’d, but:dusft not groan to GOD.

8 Th’ Oppreflors with infulting Boaft :
My T'ryth and Saving Power contemn’d,
My Worfhip, and my Praife was loft,
. My Name was every Day blafphem’d.
9 For This my Jealoufy is ftir’d,
And fhall a great Deliverance thew,
My Peaple thall confefs their Loep, .
My Faithfulnefs and Mercy know.

. 10 Surely they All thall know my Name,
' They all my Attribates fhail prove:: .
I am, what I amcall’ds Lam . R
Juftice, and Truth, and Power, and Love.

S x. Paret I
1 OW besitiful His Feet appear -

High on the Mountain-tops, who brings

Glad Tydings of Saleation near, - .
_ Salvation from the King of Kings¥

'® Who publifhes the joyful Sound,
Proclaims a Peace "twixt Earth and Heaven,
A Ranfomn for the Sinner found, =~ '
GOD reconcil’d, and Man forgiven.

. 3 That fays to Jpacl's Mournful Race, . -

' ~© . Awake, anfe, fhake off thy Chains,

: Believe the Word of Gofpel-Grace, oo

E' .. Thy GOD, thy great Redeemer feigns, .

T

-4 Thy

e o
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4 Thy Watchmen fhall the Voice lift up,

Shall fing with gladfome Melody,
‘Objet of all their oy and Hope,

When Eye to Eye, their Lorp they fee.

$ Him, Eye to Eye, fhall they behold,
Shall fhout to fee the Saviour come,
To fave a World redeem’d of old, ,
To bring the weary Capnves home. g L

6 Break forth into ]oy, Your Comforter fmg,
Ye Sinners employ Your All for your King,
Rejoice ye wafte Places, Your Saviour proclaim,
Beftow all your ‘Praifes, And Lives on His Name.

7 For Jesus the Lorp Hith comforted Man,
The Sinner reftor’d; Nor fuffer’d in vain, L
"T'o bring tis to Heaven When rais'd from our Fall,
Hls Life he hath given A Ranfom for A!]

8 His Arm he hath bar’d, His Mercy and G,raoe
Hath Pardon prepar’d For all the Loft Race:
His abfolute Merit Difplay*d in our Sight,

We All may inherit, And claim as our Right.

9 The Gentiles fhall hear The Life giving Call, |
His Grace.fhall a pear, Angd vifit them All:
The Cotmmion Salvation To All-dpth belong, -
To every Nation, And People, and Tongue

‘ ,\( ParcT III. .
EPARTye Ranfom'd Souls, depart, o
‘The Hoyfe of Bondage quit; be clean' v

Call’d to be Saints, be pure in Heart,
: Abhor the lo«t)lfeme Touch of Sm

<
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2 Veflels of Mercy, Sons of Grace, . 7
Be purg’d from every finful Stain,

Be like your Loro; his Word embrace,
Nor bear his hallow’d Name in vain.

3 For not as Fugitives that try . .© -
By hafty Flight t'efcape the Fee, .=
Ye from the Power of Sin fhall fly, - E
But calmly in full Triumph go. ’

4 The Lorp fhall in your Front appear,
And lead the pompous Triumph on;
His Glory ihall bring up the Rear,
And perfect what his Grace begun.

5 Behold the Servant of my Grace, -
: My Son hall heavenly Wifdom fhew, .
Deal ‘gently with the Sin-fick Race, - -
And minifter my Life below. =~

‘6 His mighty Arm, his high Right-Hand,
.. Still the Preheminence fhall have, :
Shall bow the World to His Command,
~ And magpify his Power to fave. -

7 Vilelt of all the Sons 6f Men a
: Him in his Days of Flefh they view'd,
His Body mangled, torn with Pain,
‘His Vifage mart’d with Tears and Bloed. = -

8 The Wotld on Him they doom’d to die,
With frefh Aftonifhment fhall gaze,
- Amaz’d their Saviour to defcry,. -
~+ - O’repower’d with his flupendous Grace.

9 ';‘I‘he fuffering Sin-atoning GOD 2
' " Shall kindly raife them from their Fall,

Sprinkle the Nations with his Blood,

““ " And tell them, He hath died for All
v : . - 1o The

-
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10 The Nations fhall receive his Word,
And Kings to his Command fubmit,
The Lords of Earth fhall call Him Lorp,
And lay their Crowns before his Feet.

11 Fountain of Power, when He is near
* The Gods of Earth are Gods no more,
Poor Guilty Worms they bow, they fear,
And fall, and filently adore.

12 Children of Wrath and Slaves of Sin
They now fhall fee their loft Eftate ;
Shall fee the Blood that makes them clean =~ - -
The Power that makes them truly Great.

13 Shall now, in Jesus taught to truft, -
Accept the Grace on All beftow’d,
This their Beft Title, and their Boaft,
Servants of CurisT, and Sons of Gob,

4

Wreflling Jacos.

1 OME, O Thou Traveller unknown,
Whom ftill I hold, but cannot fee,
My Company before is gone,
yAndTPam left alone with Thee,
With Thee all Night I mean to ftay,
And wreflle till the Break of Day.

2 I need not tell Thee who I am,
- My Mifery, or Sin declare,
Thyfelf hatt call’d me by my Name, _
Look on thy Hands, and read it there, "~~~ -
But who, I atk Thee, who art Thou, . . .,
Tell me thy Name, and tell me now? o

;:';"":‘I L . . I‘“‘
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5 In vAin Thou ftruggleft to get free,
I ngver will unloofe my Hold : i
Are'Thou the Man that died for me? -
The Secret of thy Love unfold; - | -
Wreflling I will not let Thee go,
Till I thy Name, thy Nature know.

4 Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal
Thy new, unutterable Name?
Tell me, I fill befeech Thee, tell,
To know it Now refolv’d [ am;
Wreftling I will not let Thee go,
Till I thy Name, thy Nature know.

§ *Tis all in vain to hold thy Tongue, e
Or touch the Hollow of my Thigh:
/‘ Though every Sinew be unftrung,
* Out of my Arms Thou fhalt not fly;s
Wereftling I will not let Thee go,
Till I thy Name, thy Nature know.

" & What tho’ my fhrinking Fleth complain,
.~ And murmur to contend fo long,
I rife fuperior to my Pain,
-WHen I am weak then I am ftrong,
And when my All of Strength fhall tail,
I fhall with the Gop-man prevail.

-« My Strength is gone, my Nature dies,
I fink beneath thy weighty Hand,
' / Faint to revive, and fall to rife;;
, Ifall, and yet by Faith I ftand,
I ftand, and will not let Tkee go,
‘Till I thy Name, thy Nature know.

3 Yield to me Now — for I am weak 3
... But confident in Sclf-defpair:’
Speak to my Heart, in Bleflings fpeak,
.. Be conquer’d by my Inftant Prayer, .
P - Spcuk,

2o
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/ Speak, or Thou never-hence fhalt move,
| And tell me,. if thy Name is LovE.

9 'Tis Love! 'tis Love! Thou diedft for Me,
I hear thy Whifper in my Heart:
- The Morning breaks, the Shadows flee :
Pure Universar Love Thouart,
To me, to All thy Bowels move,
Thy Nature, and thy Name is Lovk.

10 My Prayer hath Power with Gop ; the Grace
Unfpeakable I now receive, ‘
Thro® Faith I fee Thee Face to Face,
I fee Thee Face to Face, and live:
In vain'I have not wept, and ftrove,
Thy Nature, and thy Name is LovE:

11 I know Thee, Saviour, who Thou art,
Jesus the feeble Sinner’s Friend ;
Nor wilt THou with the Night depart,
But ftay, and love me to the End;
Thy Mercies never fhall remove, '
Thy Nature, and thy Name is Love.

12 The Sun of. Righteoufnefs on Me -
Hath rofe with Healing in his Wings,
~ Wither’d my Nature’s Strength ; from Thee
. My Soul its Life apd Succour brings,
My Help is all laid up above ;
Thy Nature, and thy Name is'LovE,

13 Contented now upon my Thigh
I halt, till Life’s fhort Journey end s
All Helplefsnefs, all Weaknefs I,
-On Thee alone for Strength depend,
Nor have I Power, from Thee, to move;
T'hy Nature, and thy Name is Lovs.

Lz - - Lame
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14 Lame as I am, I take the Prey, = .
Hell, Earth, and Sin with Eafe o’ercome;
I leap for Joy, purfue my Way,
And as a2 bounding Hart fly home,
Thro® all Eterity to prove ‘
Thy Nature, and thy Name is Love.

A THANKSGIVING.

O What fhall I do My Saviour to praife,

So faithful and true, So plenteous in Grace 3
So firong to deliver, So good to redeem

The weakeft Believer that hangs upon Him.

How happy the Man whofe Heart is fet free,
The People that can Be joyful in Thee!

Their Joy is to walk in the Light of thy Face,
And il they are talking of Jesus’s Grace.

Their daily Delight fhall be in thy Name,
They thall as their Right thy Righteoufnefs claim:

Thy Righteoufnefs wearing, and cleans’d by thy

Blood, . .
Bold fhall they appear in the Prefence of Gob.

. For thou art their Boaft, Their Glory and Power ;
And | alfo truft To fee the glad Hour,
My Soul’s New Creztion A Life from the Dead,
‘The Day of Salvation That lifts up my Head.

For Jesus my Lorp Is now my Defence,

. I'truft in His Word, None plucks me from thence:
Since I hav: found Favour He all things will do,
My King and my Saviour fhall make me anew.

6 Yes, Lorp, I fhall fee The Blifs of Thiné own,
Thy Secret to me Shall foon be made known, |
: . ‘For

o — T

— e
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For Borrbw dnd:Sadnefs I Joy fhall réceive, >
And fhare in the Glddgefs Of All that believe.

.- .. ANQTHER.

J Afiift us to fing Thy Mercy and Love, |
So fweetly. 0’erflowing, ‘So plenteous the Store,
Thou ftili art beftowing, And giving us more.

O Gopb of our Life;, We hallow thy Name ;

Our Bufinefs and Strife Is Thee to proclaim;
Accept our Thankf{giving For Creating Grace,
The Living, the Living Shall fhew forth thy Praife.

Our Father and Lorp Almighty art Thou ;
Preferv’d by thy Word, We worfhip Thee now,
The bountiful Donor of All we enjoy,

O Heavenly King, Look down from abave, - :

Our Tongues to. thine Honour and Lives we em- -

. v fploy.
But O above all Thy Kindnefs we praife,

From Sin and from Thrall Which faves the Loit *

Race, .

Thy Son Thou haft given ‘A World to’ rcdeem; .
And bring us to Heaven Whofe Truft'is in Him.

Wherefore of thy Love We fing and rejoice,
With Angels above We lift up our Voice:
Thy Love each Believer Shall gladly adore,
For ever and ever When Time is no more.

ANOTHER.

Y Father, ﬁuy Gon, I long for thy Leve,

O fhed it abroad, Send Curist from
above ;

" My Heart ever fainting He only can chear,

-

And a&l Things are wanting Till Jesus is there.

—

L3 - 'O whi
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O when fhall my Tongue Be fill'd with thy Praife,
While all the Day long I publifh thy Grace,
Thy Honour and Glory To Sinners forth fhew,
‘Till Sinners adore Thee, And own Thou art True,

Thy Strength and thy Power I now can smdm :
Preferv’d every Hour Thro’ Jesus his Name;

For Thou art ftill by me, And holdeft my Hand,
No Il can come nigh me, By Faith while I fland.

My Gos is my Guide, Thy Mercies abound,

On every Side They compafs me round:

Thou fav'ft me from Sicknefs, From Sin doft re-
trieve, .

And ftrengthen my Weaknefs, And bid me Be-

lieve.

Thou heldeft my Soul In Spiritual Life,

My Foes doft controul, And quiet their Strife:

Thou ruleft my Paffion, My Pride, and Self-will,

To fee thy Salvation Thou bidft me — Stand .
il . .

I ftand and admire Thine out-firetched Arm,
I walk thro® the Fire, And fuffer no Harm,
Affauked by Evil, I fcorn to fubmit,

‘The World and the DevHl Fall under my Feet.

I wrefle not now, But trample on Sin,

For avith me art Thou, Ang fhall be avitkin,
While fironger and ftronger In Jesus his Power,
I go on to conguer, ‘Fill Sin is no more.

c

Ky
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HyMN %o the TRINITY.

OD of unexhaufted Grace
Of everlafting Love,
Ove ower'd before thy Face
, and dare not move: . /‘
What haft Thou for Sinners done !
For fo poor 2 Worm as me!
Thou haft given thine only Son,
To bring us back to Thee.

2 Suffering, Sin-atoning Gov,.
Thy hallow’d Name I blefs;
Jesus, lavith of thy Blood, -
To buy the Sinner’s Peace ! o
Guthing from thy facred Veins
Let it now my Soul o’erflow,
Purge ont all my finful Stains, =~ "~
nd wath me white as Snow,

Hovry Guosr, fet to-thy Seal,
The Life of Jesus breathe,

The deep Things of Gop reveal, . ... ..

Apply my Saviour’s Death: Wl
With the Father and the Son. et
Soon as One in Thee-I am, q s
All my Nature fhall make known .. .. -
The Glories of the Lamb. SR

4 FaTuer, Sow, and HoLy GHosT,. i

Thy Godhead we ado
Join with the Friumphant Hoft

Who praife Thee evermore: . v * T
Live by Heaven and Earth ador’d,” =~ 7%

Thtee in Qne, ‘and One in Throe, L A

HDIY’ HOI}', HOly LOKD, . - '-. ]:‘ o -

' AllGlorybetoThee RTINS
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" On bis VBIR'VI‘H'-DAY.

H O FT have I turft my Natal Day, . :
While firugg’ling in the Legal Smfe, .
And wifh'd for Wings to fly away, :
/ And murmur’d-to be held in Life: ~ .
But Oh! my Blafphemies are o’er,. R
I curfe my Day, my Gop no more.

2 His Grace, which I abus’d fo long,
Hath This, and all my Sins forgiven, -
/1 now have learnt a better Song,
I chearfully look up to Heaven, . .
With Joy upon my Head return, . . oo
And blefs the Day that I was bora. . )

3 How could I, Lorp, thy Goodnefs gneve,
How could I do Thee fuch Defpight ?
. /‘ At laft I thankfully receive
The Gift of thy Continued Light;
No longer I thy Favours {purn,
‘But blefs the Day- that I.was born. o

4 Fountain of Life, and a!l my Joy,
Jesu, thy Mercies I embrace, .
The Breath Thon giv’t, for Thee employ,
And wait to tafte thy Perfett Grace,
No more forfaken, and forlorn,
1 blefs the Day that I was born.

5 Since firft I felt by Grace remov’d
- .- My Sin’s intolerable Load, . ’ ;
Long in the Wildernefs I rov'd, .
And groan’d to live without my Gop; |
1 cannot now, as hopelefs, mourn,
But blefs the Day that I was bom
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6 The Tyranny of Sin is paft,
And tho’ the Carnal Mind remains,
My guiltlefs Soul on Thee is caft, /
I neither hug, nor bite my Chams,
Prifoner of Hope to Thee I turn,
And blefs the Day that I was born,

v Preferv’d thro’ Faith by Power Divine,
A Miracle of Grace I ftand,
I prove the Strength of Jesus mine:
Jesus, upheld by thy Right Hand,
Tho® in my Flefh I feel the Thom,
I blefs the Day that I was born.

8 Weary of Life thro’ Inbred Sin
I was, but now defy its Power 3
‘When as a Flood the Foe comes in,,
My Soul is more than Conqueror,
I tread him down with holy Scorn,,
And blefs the Day that I was born..

9 Born from ahove, I foon fhall praife L

Thy Goodnefs with a thankful Tongue;, /’w
Record the Vifory of thy Grace, v
And teach a liftning World the Song,
While many, whom to Thee I turn,
" Shall blefs the Day that I was horn.

10 Come, Lorp, and make me Pure within,, .
O let me now be born of Gap, ’
Live to declare [ cannoT Sinl~
Or if 1 feal the Truth with Blood,
My Soul from out the Body torn,
Shall blefs the Day that I was bomn..

Jou.
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- JoB xix, 25,

1 Y KNOW that my Redeemer lives, -
He lives, and on the Earth fhall ftand,
And tho’ to Worms my Fleth he gives,
My Dutt lies number’d in His Hand.

2 In This Reanimated Clay
I furely fhall behold Him near,
Shall fee Him at the Latter Day
In all his Majefty appear.

3 I feel what then fhall raife me up,
Th® Eternal Spirit lives in me ;
This is my Confidence of Hope
That Gobp I Face to Face fhall {ee.

4 Mine own and'not Another’s Eyes-
The King fhall in his Beauty view, =
I fhall from Him receive the Brize, -
And wear the Crown to Victors due.

- ' A Funeral HY M N,
(Ufed firft for Mrs. EL1zaseTn HooPER.)

g OME, to the Houfe of Mourning corne,
k The Houfe of ferious, folemn Joy, "~
" Let us, till all are taken home,
' Our Lives in Songs of Praife employ.

2 Accomplith’d is our Sifter’s Strife,
Her happier Soul is gone before,
/" Her Struggle for Eternal Life,
‘Her Glorious Agony is o’er.

-

The

s ma—
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3 The Captive Exilé is releas’d, . .
Is with hér:Lorp-in Paradife, =~ - °
Of perfect Paradife poffett, o
And waiting for the Heavbnly Prize::

4 In her no Spot of Sin.remain’d; - .
To fhake her Confidence in Gop, A
The Vict’ry here the more than gain’d, ¥

Triumphant thre? her'Saviom’s Blood.-

5 She now the anht-df’ Faitl hath ibught P

Finifh’d and won'the Chriftian Race,’ :

She found on Earth. the 'Lorp fhe foug]rt,
And now beholds Him Facé to Face, -

v

6 She died in fure and ﬁedfaﬁ Hope, :

By Jesus wholly fanQtified, W

Her perfect Spirit 1he gave up, L -
And fusik into His- Arms, and daed

7 Thus may we All our Parting Beeath' .
Into the Saviour's Hands refign —— "
O Jesu! let me die Her Death,
And let Her Latter-End be Mmc!

ANOTHBR

1 RAW near, ye Strantrers to out. Gno, :
And tafte with Us. the:Hepvenly Powers, -
O that His Love were fhed abroad !
O that Your Hearts were all fike Qars! = »

2 Come fee, how: Chriftians wail their Dead!
Come fhare in our myflerious Blifs; - .» v~

On Satan, Sin, and Death to tread, . | ' |
O! what an Happinefs is This ! P

Though.
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" 3 Though once Ye intermeddled not
With the firange Madnefs of oar Joys,
Ye All may be to Eden brought,-
And heighten our Triumphant Noife.

4 With Tears of Joy our Eyes o’erflow
At parting with our deareft Friend,
"From Us we gladly let her go
To Pleafures that fhall never end.

s We know iri whom we have believ'd,
Our Faith in JEsus is not vain ;
v 'To All who have their Lorb receiv’d
Tolive is Curist, to die is Gain,

.. - 6 Our Sifter's Flefh fhall tarn to Dutt,
Her Sacred Duft in Hope fhall fleep,
¥ - 'The Temple of the HoLy Guost

The fill-ind welling Gop fhall keep.

9 Triumphantly fhe laid it down
For Time to wafte, and Worms devour ;
In Weaknefs and Dithonour fown,
Till rais’d in Glory and in Power,

8 A Body natural it lies, i
. A Lifelefs Lump of mouldring Clay,
"% But Spiritual it foon fhall rife,
No more to perifh or decay.

9 This Corruptible Body foon
J Shall all incorruptible be,
This Mortal quickly fhall put on
Its Robes of Immortality.

“10. The terrible, All-conquering King
4 Shall then a final Period have:
Say.then, O Death, where is thy Sting,
Where is thy Viftory, O Grave? .

v

..-The

-
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11 The Sting of Deatli, our Sin, is gone,
Scatter’d are all our guilty Fears ;
Thanks be to Gop, thro’ Curist alone, ¥ .
* Who makes us more than Conquerars.

12 Gob only doth the Vi&tory give, ‘
He fhall our Glorious Flefh reftore, v
His many Sons to Heaven receive, :
Where Time and Death fhall be no more.

AxoTHER.

Thef. iv. 13. &e.
1 ET the World Iament their Dead,
As forrowing without Hope,
When a Friend of ours is freed,
We chearfully look up,
Cannot murmur or complain, R
For our Dead we cannot grieve; - “.. - -
Death to them, to Us is gain:
In JEsus We believe.

2 We believe, that CurisT our Head
For Us refign’d His Breath,
He was numbred with the Dead, iy
And dying conquer’d Death; - -
Burft the Barriers of the Tomb :
Death could Him no loniger keep,
He is the Firft-fruits become
Of Thofe in Him that fleep. - =

3 Gobo, who Him to Life reftor’d,
Shall all His Members raife,
Bring them quicken’d with their Lorp ;
The Children of His Grace. v
‘We who then on Earth remain, R
.- Shall not fooner be brought home; -
. All the Dead fhall rife again
"T'o meet the General Doom, .
S 4 JEsus,.
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4 Jesus, faithful t6 his Werd,

Shall with 2 Shout defcend,

All Heaven's Hoft their Glorious Lorp
Shall pompoufly attend : »

/ Chrift fhall come with dreadful Noife,

Lightnings {wift, and Thanders loud,

With the great Archangel’s Voice,
And with the Trump of Gop.

§ Firft the Dead in Chrift fhall rife,

Then We who.yet remain

Shall be caught up to the Skies,

v And fee'our Lokn ag#in ;

We fhall meet Him in the Air,

All wrapt up to Heaven fhall be,
- Find, and love, and praife Him there

To all Eternity.

6 Who can tell the Happinefs
~ 'This Glorious Hope affords! ,
‘Joy unutter’d we pofiefs » ‘
./ In thefe reviving Words ; :
Happy while on Earth we breathe,
Mightier Blifs ordain'd to know,
Trampling down Sin, Helland Death
- To the Third Heaven we go.

ANOTHER.

1 Lessixc, Honour, Thanks, and Praife,
Pay we, gracious Goo, to thee,
Thou in thine abundant Grace - -
Giveft us the Victory :
True and faithful to thy Word
Thou hatt glorified thy Son,
" s Jesus Curist our dying Lord,
- He for Us the Fight hath won,

2 Lot

A —
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2 Lo! the Prifoner is releaft,
Lighten’d of his Flefhly Load,
Where the Weary are at Reft
He is gather’d into Gop!

Lo! the Pain of Life is paft, .
All his Warfare now is o’er,
Death, and Hell behind are caft,

Griéf and Suffering are no more.

3 Yes, the Chriftian’s Courfe is run,
* Ended’is the Glorious Strife, -
Fought the Fight, the Work is done,
Death is fwallow’d up of Life;
Born by Aungels on their Wings
Far from Earth the §pirit flies,
Finds his Gop, and fits and fin
Triumphing in Paradife. -

4 Join we then with one Accord
In the new, the jeyful Song;
Abfent from our loving Lorp
We fhall not continue long :
We fhall quit the Houfe of Clay,
. We a better Lot fhall fhare, ] '
‘We fhall fee the Realms of Day,
Meet our Happy Brother there !

§ Letthe World bewail their Dead,

Fondly of their Lofs complaints .

Brother, Friend, by JEsus freed, -
Death to Thee, to Usis Gain; -

‘Thou art entred into Joy: - .
Let the Unbelievers mourn,

We in Songs eur Lives employ,
Till we allto Gob return,

‘Mz  AvorH:s.
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ANOTHER.

1 Ark! a Voice divides the Sky!
: Happy are the Faithful Dead,
In the Lorp who fweetly die,
They from all their Toils are freed.
Them the Spirit hath declar’d
Bleft, unutterably bleft,
JEsus is their great Reward, -
Jesus is their Endlefs Reft.

2 Follow’d by their Works they go
Where their Head had gone before,
Reconcil’d by Grace belggs o
Grace had open’d Mercy’s Door :
Juttified thro’ Faith alone,
Here they Anew their Sins forgiven,
"Here they laid their Burden down,
Hallow'd, and made fit for Heaven.

3 Who can now lament the Lot
Of a Saint in Cur1sT deceas’d?
" Let the World who know us not
Call us hopelefs and unblefs’d:
-When from Flefh the Spirit freed
Haflens homeward to return, -
Mortals cry A Man is Dead!
Angels fing A: Child is bom !

- 4 Born into the World above
They our happy Brother greet,

Bear him to the %‘hrone of Love,

~ Place him at the Saviour's Feet:

Jesus fmiles, and fays Well done,

-7 Good and Faithful Servant Thou,

Enter, and receive thy Crown,
. Reign with Me Triumphant now.

5 .Ahkgels“

e
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§ Angels catch th® Approving Sound,

Bow, and blefs the juft Award,

Hail the Heir with Glory crown’d
Now rejoicing with his Lord

Fuller Joys ordain’d to know,
‘Waiting for the General Doom,

When th’ Archangel’s Trump fhall blow
¢ Rife ye Dead, to Judgment come.”

131

Y After the Funeral.

3 OMmE, let us who in CurisT believe,
With Saints and Angels join,
Glory, and Praife, arg Bleffing give,
And Thanks to Love Divine.

2 Our Friend in fure and certain Hope
Hath laid his Body down ;
He knew that Cxr1sT fhall raife him up,
And give the Starry Crown.

3 To All who His Appearing Love
He opens Paradife. -t
And We fhall join the Hofts above,.
And we fhall grafp the Prize,

4 Then let us wait to fee the Day,

To hear the joyful Word, ¢

To anfwer, Lo! we come away,
We die to meet our Lorbp.

A Miduight Hymx.

Y EARKEN to the-Solemn Voice,
The awful Midnight Cry,
- . Waiting Souls; rejoice, rejoice, .
" And fee the Bridegroom nigh:

»il
[

w S
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Lo! He comes to keep his Word ; .
Light and Joy his Looks impart,

Go ye forth te meet your Lorp,
And meet Him in your Heart,

2 Ye who faint beneath the Load

Of Sin, your Heads lift up,

See your dear, Redeeming Gob,
He comes, and bids you hope :

In the Midnight of your Grief,
Jesus doth His Mourners chear,

Now he brings you fure Relief:
Believe, and feel Him here. -

3 Ye whofe Loins are girt, ftand forth!
Whofe Lamps are burning bright,
Worthy in your Saviour’s Worth,
To walk with CurisT in Light:
Jesus bids your Hearts be clean,
‘Bids you All his Promife prove ;
JEsus comes to caft out Sin,
And perfe& you in Love,

4 Happieft Souls, (if fuch are here,)
. Who have attain’d the Prize, -
.+ Wait ye till your Lorp appear,
: J{ " Defcending from the Skies :
Y Still forget the Things behind,

Toward your Thrones of Glory yrcfs,
Stop not, till above ye find

The Crown of Righteoufnefs.

‘5 Wait we all in patient Hope -
*+ Till Curist the Judge fhall come,
We fhall foon be All caught up
_'To meet the General m ;
* . "In an Hour to Us unknéwn, R
As a Thief in deepeft Night,
- Carast fhall {uddenly come down
© - With all his §aints in Light.

6 Huppy | |
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-6 Happy He, wham Cari1s7 fhall find,
Watching to fee Him comne,
Him the Judge of all Mankind
Shall bear trinmphant home :

Who can anfwer to His Word ? .
Which of you dares meet his Day !
Rife, and come to Judgment,——Lowrp,

I rife, and come away! "

Ano'rnn

1 OFT have we pafs’d the Guilty nght
In Revellings and frantick Mirth :
~ The Creature was our fole Delight,
Our Happinefs the Things of Earth ;
But O! fuffice the Seafon paft,
We chufe the Better Part at laft.

2 We will not clofe our wakeful Eyes,
We will not let our Eyelids fleep,

- But humbly lift them to the Skies.

“ And all a folemn Vigil keep: \.‘;;
So many Nights on Sin beftow'd, o

. Can we not watch One Hour for Gon? ‘;{

Y

L

3 We can, dear Jesu, for Thy fake, - ,
Devote our Every Hour to thee: Y

N

. Speak but the Word, our Souls hall wake .- -
e And figg with chearful Melody, s
Thy Praife fhall our glad Tongues emyloy, -
And every Hcart Eﬂl dance for. Joy. '

4 Dear Obje& of our Faith, and Love, -
We liften for thy welcome Voics,
~ Our Perfons, and our Works approve, .

! Apd bid us in Thy Strength rejoice; * Pa

Now let us hear the Midnight Ciy, - :
: And thout to find the Bridegroom nigh.

\( IR o ssmu:

n
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§ Shout in the midft of us, O King
Of Saints, and let our Joys abound,
Let us rejoice, give Thanks, and fing,
And triumph ih Redemption found :
We afk for every waiting Soul ;
O let our glorious Joy be full.

6 O may we All triumphant rife,
With Joy upon our Heads return
And far above thefe nether Skies ’ /
By Thee on Eagle’s Wings upborn,
Thro’ all yon radiant Circles move,
And gain the Higheft Heaven of Love,

Y Lorp, what is Man!

] FAT HER of Uncreated Light,
Fountin of Life, and Source of Power,
"+ We tremble at thy Glory’s Height,
And loft in filent Praife adore.

2 Truly Thou art a Secret Gop,

‘¢ 'That hid’ft Thee in the deepeft Shade,
Thy inacceflible Abode o
Thou haft in Cloud, and Darknefs made.

3 Darknefs and Clouds furround thy Throne;
And veil the Brightnefs of thy Face,
Still we revere a Gop unknown,
A Bottomlefs Abyfs of Grace.

4 Who, whe can 2lf thy Counfel fee,
Thine Uttermoft Perfetion prove,
Fathom the Depths of Deity, -
The Myft’ry of Redeeming Love !

,""s'Y.et
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§ Yet haft Thou in the Gofpel-Glafs
The Beamings of thy Glory fhewn,
Before us made thy Goodnefs pafs, S0
And firongly flamp’d it.on thy Sen. .. -,

6 Thy Judgments all our Thoughts tranfcend, -
Thy Love is written on our Hearts, .
Thy Love in part we coniprehend,
Love, only Love we know Thau art.

7 Angels, behold the Bleeding Lamb,
Your Gob for guilty Sinners flain,
Confefs the Power of Jesu’s Name; -
Angels, bow dewn, and worthip Man.

8 See, where enthron’d in Curist we fit,
We who the Ranfom’d Nature fhare!
Hell, Earth, and Heaven to Man fubmit; .
To Me,for Lin CurisT am there! .

9 Amazing Height of Jesu’s Love! . s
Lorp, what is Man’s diftinguith’d Ra.ce,
Exalted in. th Flefh above
The Angels that behold thy Facel

i

10 O when fall all thy Members rife . . - .

To perfe& Life in Thee reftor’d,’ _
Caught up to meet Thee in the Skies, -
And be foreyer with the Loro!

11 'Who now our fcanty Offerings bring,

And praife thée with a ffammering Tongue, S

We foon triumphantly thall fin
The New, the Everlafting Song.

12 Come, Lorp, we groan to.fee thy Day, -
Come, Son of Man, with Gléry crOWn’d'
"The Banner of thy Crofs difplay,’

Defcend;: and bid the Trampet found!
I bave
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I bave aBa dpt{/?n to be b tzzed with-
" how am T ﬁraztned till it

"“ be accamplifbed! . Luke, xii. sa.

all; an

A_ N'Inward Baptifm of Fire

Wherewith to be baptiz’d I have; .

*Tis all my longmg Soyl’s. Defire,
This, osily 'I'his my Soul can fave,

2 Straitned I am ¢!l this be done:
Kindle in me the Living Flame, . -
Father, in mé reveal thy Sop,
Baptizé me ipte Jisu’s Name.

3 Transform my Nature into Thine,
Let all my Powers Thine Imprefs feel,
Let all my Soul become Divine,
‘And ftamp me with thy Spirit’s Seak. -

4 Defer’d my Hope, and fick my Heart ;
'O when {hall I thy Promife prove,
Sét to my Seal that true Thou art, -
Thy Nature, and thy Name is Loyet

§ Love, mighty Love, my Heart o’erpower;

Ah! why doft thou fo long delay ?
.Cut fhort the Work, bring near-the How,
And let me fee thy Perfe& Day..

6 Behold for Thee I ever wait, .
" Now let ig me thine Image fhine,
Now the New Heavens and Earth cnate,
. And plant with Righteoufnefs Divinc. -

9 If with the wretched Sons of Men .
It ftill be thy Delight to Live,
Come, Lorp, heget my-Soul again, :
, Thyfelf thy. ngd: ning; Spint give,

-
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8 With irie He @wélls, and"bids Thes éorie,

Anfwer thine own effeétual Prayer,

Eder my Heart, and fix thine Home, .

Thine Everlalhng Prefence thiere.

‘Tbe Goop FIGHT,

Mnirorent Lowrp, My Saviour and Kin
Thy Succour afford, “Thy "Righteoufnels

Thy Promifes bind Tnhgee Campaffion to have,
Now, :iow let me find Thee Almxghty to fave.
Rejoicing in Hope, And patxent in eref ’
To Tkee I look up For certain Relief,

I fear no Denial, No Danger [ fear, ’
Nor ftart from the ‘Tryal, While Jx sus ds near,

' I every Hour in Jeopardy ftand ;

But Thou art my Powér, And holdeﬁ: my Hand
While yet I am calling, Thy Succour I feel,
It faves me from falling,. Or plucks me from Hell.f ‘

O who can explain This Stiuggle for Life!”

This Travel and Pain , This Trembling and Strife!

Plague, Earthquake, and F amme, And Tum.ult '
and War -~ . :

"The wonderfal Coming of Jesus declare

For every Fight Is dreadful and loud; :
The Warriors Delight is Slaughter and Blood, :
His Foes overturning, Tl all thall exlnre, N

* But this is with Burning, And Fewel of

7

»

Yet Gop is above Meh, Devils; and Smr,

My Jesus his Love, The Battle thal win,
So terribly Glorious His Coming fhall be, = .-
His Love all vitarious Shall conqncr for Me. -

r

2 He
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7 He al] fhall break thre’, His Truth and his Grace \

Shall bring me into The Plentifl Place :
Thro’ mugh Tribulation, Thro’ Water and Fire,
Thro’ F loods of Temptation, And Flames of De-
fire,

8 On Jesus my Power-Till then I rely,
All Evil before His Prefence fhall fly,
When I have my Saviour, My Sin fhall depart,
And Jesus forever Shall reign in my Heart

Habékkuk ii. 17, ~18; 19.

Way my. Unbelieving Fear!
Fear fhall in me no more have place ;

My Saviour doth not yet appear,
He hides the Brightnefs of his Face:
¢ But'fhall I thérefore let Him go, ]
And bafely to the Tempter yield ? - o
--No,-in the Strength of Jesus, nol ‘
" Ineyer will give up'my Shield. ’ i

s mmem————— N e .

-3 Altho the Vine its Fruit deny, H
Altho’ the Olive yield no Oil, . .
. The withering Fig-tree droop aud die,
/- 'The Field illude_the Tiller’s Toil,
" The enipty Stall no Herd afford,
And perifh all the Bleating Race;
" . Yet will I triumph in the Lorb,
The Gon of my Salvation pralfe.

3 Barren altho my Soul remain,

And no one Bud of Grace appear,

_ N6 Friit of all my Toil and Pain,

¢" ~  But Sin-and only §in is here; -

. Altho’my Gifts and Comforts loft, -
My blooming Hopes cut off I fee, e

Yet will [ in my Saviour truft, , -~ ==
. And Glory, that He died for Ms. "~ " 7y SN

———— b ——— Aot o
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4 In Hope believing againft Hope,
Jesus my Lorp and Gop I claim,
Jesus my Strength fhall lift me up,
Salvation is in Jesu’s Name:
To Me He foon fhall bring it nigh,

My Soul fhall then outftrip the Wind,

~On Wings of Love mount up on high,

And leave the World, and Sin behind.

After a RELAPSE into Sin.

» 1 OD of my Salvation, hear,

And help me to believe,
Simply do I now draw near
Thy Blefling to receive ; -
Full of Guilt alas! I am, -
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee’;
Friend of Sinners, fpotlefs Lamb,
‘Thy Blood was fhed for me,

2 Standing now as newly flain,
To Thee I lift mine Eye,
Balm of all my Grief and Pain,
Thy Blood is always nigh :
Now as yefterday the fame
Thou art, and wilt for ever be :
Friend of Sinners, &c.

Vs

3  Full of Truth,. and Grace Thou art,

And here is all my Hope:
Falfe, and foul as Hell my Heart
To Thee I offer up;
Thou waft given to redeem '
My Soul from All Iniquity:
Friend of Sinners, &c.

N

-

o B

. Nothm&‘&
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"4 Nothing have I, Lorb, to pay,
Nor can thy Grace procure,
Empty fend me not away,
For I, Thou know’ft, am Poor:
- Duft and Afhes is my Name,
My All is Sin and Mifery:
Friend of Sinners, &c.

5 Without Money, without Price
I came thy Love to buy,
From Myfelt I turn my Eyes,
“The Chief of Sinners I:
Take, O take meas [am, . |
And let me lofe Myfelfin Thee: . = _.
Friend of Sinners, &c. o
6 Nogood Work, or Word, or Thought
Bring I to gain thy Grace; .
Pardon I accept unbought, .
Thy Proffer I embrace, )
Coming as at firft I came
To take, and not beftow on Thee :
.- Friend of Sinners, &c,

7 Jesu, unto.Thee my Sin-
I quietly confefs, :
./ 'Till thy Blood fhall wath me clean
“v . From All Unrighteoufnefs,
- . From the flighteft Touch: of.Blame
My Spirit, Soul, and Body free :
" Fnend of Sinners, &c.

.8 Saviour, from thy wounded Side
"+ T never will depart,
Here will I my-Spirit hide
-+ When I am'pure in Heart:
.. * - Till my Place above I claim,
" .~ 'Fhis only fhall be all my Plea,
. Friend of Sinners, fpotlefs Lamb, i
. - Thy Blood was fhed for Me. - Anxo-
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ANOTHER.

O~ ¢ have I labour’d in the Fire,
And fpent my Life for Nought, o
With Pride, and Anger, and Defire,
In Nature’s Strength I fought.

2 Baffled I fill my Foes defied,
And rofe with Courage new,
All which the Lorp commands, I cried, .
I now refolve to do.

' 3 But O! how foon from Glory driven,
‘ Down to profoundeft Hell,
As Lucifer cat down from Heaven,
From all my Hopes Ifell!

41 feIl and funk in Se]f-defpa:r,

141
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On Jesus then I caft my Care,
On Him my Anchor caft. -:

But now I'to-the Lamb --°
Look, and am fav’d! In Weaknefs ﬁrong

While arm’d with Jesu’s Name e

6 stu, to Thee I now can fly,
On-whom my Help is laid, + - -
Opprefs'd by Sins, I hft mine Eye, -
And fee the Shadows fade.

7 Soon as I find Myfelf forfook,
The Grace again is given, 5
A Sigh will reach thy Heart,-a Look

will bnng Thee down from Heaweu. ‘-“f’%

5 With Sin I ﬁnove alas! toe long, . ‘7...( .> '

(RN

CLu
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8 Believing on my Lorp, I find
A fure and prefent Aid: -
* On Thee alone my conftant Mmd
Is. every Moment ftaid.

9 Whate’er in me feems wife, or good,
Or ftrong, ' here difclaim ;
'T wath my Garments in the Blood
Of the Atoning Lamb.

10 JEsus, my Strength, my Life, my Reft,
On Thee will I depend,
*Till fummon’d to the Marriage-feaft,
Where Faith in Sxoht fhall end.

Y InDousT.
Y Father, O my Father hear

Thy weakeft Child’s xmperfe& Call!

Now as a Servant 1 appear,
And yet Thou know’ft me Heir of AII
O make me know as I am known ;
. Speak, -Father; am I not thy Son?

‘2 "Allur’d by Unrefifted Grace,

Thy Footfteps why did 1 purfue ?
Why did I ever feek thy Face? :
What Secret Power my Spirit drew
After I knew not whom to run ? -
, Speak Father; am I not thy Son?

3 From whom have ali my Bleflings flow’d ?

Who gave me thefe enlarg’d Defires ?
‘Who made me reftlefs after Gob,

- And burnt me up with Inward Fires ?
O let the Author now be fhewn, '
. Speak, Father; am I not thy Son?

' xﬁfhn

—— e
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4 Who held my fleeting Soul in Life,
And turn'd afide the Fatal Hour ?
Who, when I oft gave o’er the Strife,
Preferv’d me from the Adverfe Power,
Remov’d the Death I would not fhun?
Speak, Father? am I not thy Son;

5 When twice ten thoufand times I fell,
Who was it rais’d the Sinner up,
The Sinner finking into-Hell ?
How came 1 by this Spark of Hope ?
Who quicken’d Me, a lifelefs Stone?
Speak, Father ; am I not thy Son?

6 If Thou didft fee me in my Blood,
And bid the dying Sinner llvc, ‘
If freely I am counted Good,
O let me all thy Life receive, . g
O do not leave thy Work undone .-
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? - -

7 Led thro® the howling Wildernefs
If now I view the Promis’d Land,
Here let my weary Wandringsceafe, -
Divide the Waves with thy. Right-hand,
Bid me thro® Jordan’s Stream go on ;
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son?

8 Or if in my forlorn Eftate
Thy Will appoints me to remain,
Behold me flill content to wait - .
In Doubt, and Fear, in Grief, and Pam, .
Only when all rny Hope is gone, S
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? :

9 Alas! I know not how to pray, -
But all my Wants are known to Thee, °
" Father, infitruét me what to fay, IR
Or interceed Thyf{clf for me, o

o N

-
2
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‘Then hearken to thy Spirit’s Groan !
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son? "

If now the Bowels of thy Love
Yearn over fuch 2 Worm as me,

Send down thy Spirit from above,

- And make me clean, and fet me free,
The Promis’d Comforter fend down ;
Syeak, Father ; am I not thy Son?

If now Thou knockeft at my Heart,
Now open to Thyfelf the Door,
The Gift unfpeakable impart ;
The Kingdom to my Soul reftore,
Call home, call home thy Banifh’d One ;
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son ?

Haft Thou not made me willing, Lorp!
Do I not now my Sins confefs ?

Be jult, and faithful to thy Word,
Cleanfe me from all Unrighteoufnefs,

Finith the Work Thouy haft begun;

Speak, Father; am I not thy Son?

Hath not my Saviour died to make

The Child of Wrath a Child of Gop?
Haft Thou not pardon’d for His Sake

The Soul, for which he thed his Blood ?
And died He not for ze t’ atone?
Speak, Father; am I not thy Son?

14 I cannot reft 'till pure within ;

Tho’ He hath wath’d away my Stains,
Remov’d the Guilt and Power of Sin,

Yet while the Carnal Mind remains,
T fiill muft make my ceafelefs Moan ;
Speak, Father; am [ not thy Son?

:
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15 Or if my endlefs Groans and Sighs
Thy kind Compaffion cannot move,
Be deaf to all my Prayers and Cries,
But hear my Advocate above,
Hear him, who pleads before thy Throne,
“ Speak, Father; is He not thy Son!*

And a Man fhall be as an Hiding-
Place from the Wind, and a Co-
vert from the Tempeft: as Rivers
of Water in a dry Place, as the
Shadow of a great Rock in-a weary .
Land. Ifaiah xxxii. 2.

1 O the Haven of thy Breaft,
O Son of Man, I fly:
Be my Refuge and my Reft,
For oh! the Storm is high:
Save me from the furious Blaft,
A Covert from the Tempeft be ;
Hide me, Jesv, till o’repatt
. The Starm of Sin I fee.

2 Wglcome as the Water-fpring
§'o a dry, barren Place,
O defcend on me, and bring
Thy fweet refrething Grace :
O’re a parch’d and weary Land
Asa Great Rock extends its Shade,
Hide me, Saviour, with thy Hand,
And fkreen my naked Head.

3 In the Time of my Diftrefs
Thoun haft my Succour-been, .
In my utter Helplefsnefs L
Reftraining me from Sin ; ©o
. .- © how.
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O how fwiftly didft Thou move
To fave me¢ in the Trying Hour !
Still proteét me with thy Love,
And fhield me with thy Power.

4 Firft, and Laft in me perform
The Work Thou haft begun,
Be my Shelter from the Storm,
My Shadow from the Sun ;
Sprinkle ftill the Mercy-feat,
And bring thy Father’s Anger down,
Skreen me, Jesvu, from the Heat,
And Terror of His Frown.

§ . Let thy Merit as a Cloud
Still interpofe between,
Plead th> ‘Atonement of thy Blood
>Till I am cleans’d from Sin :
Weary, parch’d with Thiift, ard faint
*Till Thou th’ Abiding Spirit breathe,
Every Moment, Lorp, I want
The Ment of thy Dcath

‘6" Never fhall T want it left o
When Thou the Gift hat given,
Fiil’d me with thy Righteoufnefs,
And feal’d the Heir of Heaven;
* T fhall hang upon my Gonb,
*Till I thy Perfect Glory fee, -
>Till the fprinkling of thy Blood
- Shall fpeak me up to Thee.

A Poor SINNE

. Esu, my Strength my Hope,
&) On Thee I caft my Care, .
Vvah humble Canfidexce look up,
.@xd know Thou hear’it my Prayer

(e
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Give me on Thee to wait

*Till I can all Things do,
On Thee Almighty to create,

Almighty to renew. -

2 I reft upon thy Word,
The Promife is for Me,
My Succour, and Salvation, Lorbp,
Shall furely come from Thee,

But let me ftill abide,

Nor from my Hope remove,
*Till Thou my patient Spirit guide

Into thy perfe@ Love.

A Self-renouncing Will -
That tramples down and cafts behind
The Baits of pleafing Iil 5

A Soul enur’d to Pain, '

To Hardfhip, Grief, and Lofs, ~ -
Bold to take up, firm to fuftain

The Confecrated Crofs.

~ I want a Godly Fear
A quick difcerning Eye,

That looks to Thee, when Sin is near,
And fees the Tempter fly ;

- A Spirit ftill prepar’d, " -
And arm’e with jealous Care, .

Forever ftanding on its Guard,
And watching unto Prayer: -

T want an Heart to pray,
To pray and never ceafe,
Never to murmur at thy Stay,

Or wifh my Sufferings lefs.

147
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This Blefling above all,
Always to pray I want, .
Out of the Deep on Thee to call,

And never, never faint.

6 I wanta true Regard, -
A fingle fteady Aim
(Unmov’d by Threat’ning or Reward)
To Thee and thy great Name;

A jealous, juft Concern.
For thine immortal Praife,

A pure Defire that All may learn, . .
And glorify thy Grace. .

I want with all my Heart
Thy Pleafure to fulfil,

'To know Myfelf, and what Thou art,
And what thy perfe& Will,

- . Iwant, Iknow not what,.
: / I want my Wants to fee,
I want, ——alas! what want I not,
When Thou art not in me!

. o/ A PrAYER for HuMIL1TY:

S X My Father, and my Gop, - -
C O Look upon thine helplefs Child !
“Thou hatt laid afide thy Rod, .
- Thou in CHrIsT art reconcil’d :
- - Hear me then, my Father, hear, .~
. . Good, and gracious as Thou art, ..
. -Fill me with an holy Fear, V
"¢ Giveme, Lorp, an Humble Heart. -
. . R S

- et

P

§

o . O

H—— b
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2 O! ’tis all I want below,
JEsus, and Myfelf to feel,
- Only Sin, and Grace to know,
All the Good and all the Ill.
Shew me, Father, what I am,
Shew me what in CHr1sT Thou art,
.All my Glory, all my Shame;
Give me, Lorp, an Humble Heart.

3 Liften to my ceafelefs Cries,

Mean and little may I be, .

Bafe, and vile in my own Eyes,
Griev'd at my dwn Mifery, =

Shew, and then my Sicknefs cure 5
Make me kitow as I am known, .

Wound my Spirit, make me poor, -
Break, O break this Hea.rt of Stone

4 Duft and Athes is my Name,
Sinful Duft and Afhes I
Back return from whence I came,
Earth to Earth I fink, and die.
Abje&t I, yet haughty too,
‘Nothing of my own poffefs, -
Nothing of Myfelf can do,: - -

Proud of Sin, and proud of Gracez. . ‘s

5 O the Curfe, the Plague i feel: -
By the Demon Pride pnrfu'd_! :

Proud to fee I merit Hell, B Y A

Proud I am that Gobo is Good,-

_ Proud, that Thou my Works hatt wrought, R

Proud that I was Juftified,

Proud in every Word and Thought: - -

. All my Fallen Soul is Pride.

6 My own Glory Bll Tfeek, ' -~ |

Suil I covet hurnan i rarfe,
Sml urail Ldo, or xPL‘Lt\,

Thee 1 wrong, and rob th; Grace' o

149
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Nature will ufurp a Share,
Fondly of thy Graces boaft,

Needlefsly thy Gifts declare,
Needlefsly declar’d and loft.

And muft that which is fo good
Evil prove to helplefs me ?

- Poifon fhall I draw from Food,

Sin from Grace, and Pride from Thee?
O forbid it Humble Love! -
Hide me, O my Father, hide,

-Far away this Snare remove,

8

-9

Save me from the Demon Pride.

Wean my Soul, and keep it low,
Do not with thy Gifts deftroy,
Lowlinefs.of Heart beftow,
Give me This, or take my Joy :
If with me Thou wilt not flay,
Let my Comfort all depart,
Take my Joy, and Peace away,
Leave me but an Humble Heart.

Father hear, to Thee I cry,
Thee in Jrsu's Name conjure,
With my one Requeft comply,
Make me humble,” make me poor ;
This of all thy Gifts impart ;
When I am of This pofleft,
-When Thou giv'ft an Humble Heart,
If Thou Canft, withhold the reft. -

)/ ATHANKSGIVING

* Orp, and am I yet alive,
Not in Torments, not in Hell !
Stxll doth thy good Spirit ftrive,
Wxt.h the Chief of Sinners dwell! .
N R \cs 5
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Yes; I ftill lift up my Eyes,
will not of thy Love defpair,
-Still in fpite of Sin I rife,
Still to call Thee Mine I dare.

2 O the Length and Breadth of Love! .
Jesu, Saviour, can it be ?

All thy Mercy’s Heighth I prove, -
All'its Depth is feen in Me!

O the Miracle of Grace! .

P Tglsl it O;RI to-Sinners tell!
iends, and Men, and Angels gaze,
‘I am, I am out of Hell%e] ‘ga’z :

Turn afide a Sight.t* admire,
I the living Wonder am!
See a Buth that burns with Fire,
Unconfum’d amidft the Flame!
See a Stone that hangs in Air! = . .
See a Spark in Oceans dwell! . ' *
Kept alive with Death {o near,
I am, I am out of Hell'

* For the szr:t of PRAYER i

ATHER, in'the Mighty Namq
Of thy well-beloved Son,
One of all thy Gifts I claim, .
All my Wants I {peak in One,
Let me for the Promife flay,” .
Only give me Power to pray.

Senfible Dehghts on Me, _
Peace or Joy if Thou beftow, S
Thankful I receiVe from Thee, . ° * -
Or let all my Comforts go, - o
Take thine other Gifts away ;
Only give me Power to Opray
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3 See thy poor afflitted Child,
Patient, and refign’d-in Pain,
Lct me wander o’er the Wild,
Never more will I complain,
Here forever let me ftay,
Only give me Power to pray.

4 Let the Pangs that fill my Breat
Fully all'to Thee be known,
Griefs that cannot be expreft _ '
Let me tell Thee n a Groan, :
Hafle to help me, or delay,
Only give me Power to. pray.

5 Grant me Comfort, er deny,
Vifit, or from me depare,
Only let thy Spirit cry; -
Abba Father, in my Heart;
Abba Father, would I fay,
~Only give me Power to pray.’

Iy

SUBMISSION.

1 Hex, my Saviour, fhall I be
‘ Perfeitly refign’d to Thee!
Poor, and vile in my own Eyes,

Only in thy Wifdom wife——, = ¢

Only Thee content to kiow,
Ignorant of all below,

" . Only guided by thy Light, .
Only. mighty in thy Might,

2 Take my Nature’s Strength away, .
... Every Comfort, every Stay, .
Cos t/\ Every Hindrance of thy Love, - -
All my Power to-a& ormove: ©~ °. '~
- Fain I would be truly 77, ~ -~ -
- Fain I would be without Will,

-
o 2
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Simple, innocent, and free,
Free from al} that is not Thee.

3 Weaken, bring me.dawn udnought, :

Captivate my every Thought,

Take the Future from my chw, ) .
Allthy Love iptendsto do; .~ /"
Let me to thy Goodnefs leave

When, and what Thou art to give,

All thy Works to Thee are known,

Let thy blefled Will be done. - -

4 Is it not enough that I
Now can Abba Father cry ?
I am now a Child of Gop,
Bought, and fprinkled with thy Blood ? //'
Lorp, it doth not yet appear,
. What I furely fhall be here, .
‘When Thou fhalt unfold the ani.
Only make me As my Lorp. -

s So I may thy, Spirit know,
Let Him as he lifteth blow:
Let the Manner be unknown,
So I may with Thee be One ;
Fully in my Life exprefs
All the Heights of Holinefs,
Sweetly in my Spirit preve
All the Depths of humble Love. -

/ For a S:ck Frzerzd

1 OEE, grac:ous Loro, with; pxtymg Eyes
) S Beneath thy Hand a Safferer ligs,
“Thy Mercy not thine Anger proves ;
And-fick he is whom stus loves.
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2 His to thine own Afflitions j join, -
Accept, exalt, and count them Thine,
Thy Paffion which remains fulfil,

And fuffer in thy Members fiill;

3 His Sicknefs feel, endure his Pain, .
His Burthen bear, his Crofs fuftain,
Grieve in his Griefs, and figh his Sighs,
And breathe his fohes to the Skm

4 Enter his Heart, poflefs him whele,.
Infpire, and attuate his Soul,
Himfelf no longer let itbe -

That fuffers, or that lives but Thee,

5 Thyfelf thro’ Sufferings perfe&t made
Conform him thus to Thee his Head,
Refine, and raife his Virtue higher,
When tried, and purified by Fire.

6 So when his Eyes behold Thee near,
And Thou his Hidden Life, appear,
Bright in thy Likenefs fhall he fhine,
And glorious all, and all Divine,

S

After a Recovery from Sicknefs.
A Ifish xxxviii, 17, 18, &,

LorY to Gop, whofe gracious Power

Is in his Creature’s Weaknefs thew’d,

szo turns afide the Mortal Hour, - -
And bids me live to praife my Gop!

2 To praife my Gobo I only live;
To Him my Refidue of Days,
His own continued Gift I give, - - -
- I only live my Gob to praife.

———— e w——
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3 In Love, and Pity tomy Soul,

Thou, Lorb, haft fnatch’d me fr&m ﬂze Grafe, :

Thy powerful Touch hath made me whole ;
O! who can as my Saviour fave ?

4 JEsu, the Saviour of Mankind,

How fhall I magnify thy Grace,
Which caft my every gm hehind,
And brought me to thy Father’s Face!.

5 Here I rejoyce to ble thy Name, -
- Thy Gogdnefs here I liye to fee: -
The Grave cannot thy Prajf¢ proclaim, = = -
The Dead can call'ap $ouls 4o Theg, .

6 The Living, He fhal] Praife thy Love; R
The Living, He thy Truth fhall own,
As I this Day delight to prove,
And make thy faithful Mercies known.

7 Let future Times thy Name confefs =
In which I {ure Salvation have, . |
And learn from me their Gop to hlefs,
So ready, 4nd fo frong to fave.

8 The Lowrp hath fav’d my Soul from Death,
Then let us fing my grateful Songs,
And render with our lateft Breath ~
The Praife that to my Lorp belongs.

~—

A Recei‘z;vz'fzg a Chriftian Friend.".

1 WE LcoME Friend, in that great Name,"
v Whence our every Blefling flows!
Enter, and increafe the Flame
Which in all our Bofoms glows.

s

O3 Sent
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2 Sent of Gop, we Thee receive:
Ve Hail the Providential Gueft!
Ifin Jesus we believe ,
Let us on his Mercies feaft.

3 Jesus is Our Common Lorp, |
He our loving Saviour is,

- By His Death to Life reftor’d,
Mifery we exchange for Blifs :

4 Blifs to Carnal Minds unknown,
O! ’tis more than Tongue can tell, -
Only to Believers known,
Glonous, and unfpeakable! -

5 Cmus'r, our Brother; and our and,
: Shews us his Eternal Love;
Never let our Triumphs end,
Till we join the Hoft above.

6 Let us walk with Curest in White,
For our Bridal-day prepare,
For our Partnerfhip in Light,
For our Glosious Meeting there!

The SALUTATION,

E a c e be on this Houfe beftow’d,
Peace on All that here refide!
Let the Unknown Peace of Gob -
With the Man of Peace abide!
Let the Spirit now come down, o
Let the Blefling now take Place!
Son of Peace, reccive tihy Crown,
Fulnefs of the Gofpel-Grace. .~

Carist,
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2 Curist, my Mafter, and my Lonn,

Let me thy Forerunner be,

O be mindful of thy Word,
Vifit them, and vifit me:

To this Houfe, and All herein,
Now let thy Salvation come, . .

Save our Souls from Inbred.Sin;
Make them thine Eternal Home:

3 Let us never, never reft
Till the Promife is fulfil’d,
Till we are of Thee poflett,
Wath’d, and fanQified, and feal’d
Till we all in Love renew’d, :
Find the Pearl that Adam loft,
Temples of the Living Gob,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoit.

At the Meeting of C/arz/lzan Friends.

1 Lory be to ‘Goo above,

Gop, from whom all Bleflings ﬂow!

Make we mention of his Love,
Publith we his Praife below ;
Call’d together by his Grace,
We are met in Jesu’s Name,, -
See with Joy each others Face,
Followers of the Bleedmg Lamb..

2 Let us then fweet Counfel take
How to make our Calling fure,
Our Ele&ion how to.make,
Paft the Reach of Hell fecure ;-
Build we each the other up,
Pray we for our Faith’s Increafe,.
Lafting Comfort, ftedfait Hope,
- Solid Joy, and fettled Peace.

‘More

.
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3 More and more let Love abonad, : )

Never, never may we reft,
- 'Till we are in Jesus found,
Of our Paradife pofieft. .
He removes the Flaming Sword,
Calls us back, from Eden driven,
To his Image here reftor’d,
Soon He takes us up to Heaven.

4 Jesu, Lorp, for this we wait,
Till thine Image we regain :
Wilt thou not our Souls create ?
+~"1  Sawiour, ‘thall our Fajth be vains? .
¥ If we do in Thee believe, o
Now the Second Gift impart,
Now th’ Abiding Witnefs give,
 Give us now the Perfe& Heart,

s Surely He will not delay,
- If we patiently endure,
Will not enipty fend away
Sinners hungry, mournful, poor. .
/ Jesus wept! aud fill doth weep,
Human Mifery to behold, =~
Pities now his wand'ring Sheep, .~
Longs to bring us to his Fold.

6 ¢ Children, have you ought to eat ?**,
(Kindly afks our Careful Gov) |
Jesu's rlethindeed is Meat,
Tirlnk indeed is JEsy’s Blopd:
Prink, and eat my Weil-belov'd,
Lean, He cries, upon my Breaft,
Till ye all, from Earth remov’d,
Share with Me the Marriage-Feaft.

A
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Az‘ Partmg

Lest be the dear, Umtmg Love
That will not let. us part.
Our Bodies may far off remove,
We ftill are join’d in Heart. -

2 Join’d in Qne Spmt to our Head,.
Where He appoints we go,
And ftill in Jesu®s Footfteps tread,
And do his Work below. . :

3 O let us ever walk in Him,
And Nothing know befide,
Nothing defire, Nothing eﬁeem.
But Jesus Crucified.

4 Clofer, and clofer let né cleave
To his belov’d Embrace,
Expett his Fulnefs to receive,.
And Grace to anfwer Grace.

5 While thus'we walk with CHRIST in Lnght
Who fhall our Souls disjoin,

159

Souls, which Himfelf vouchfafest unite

In Fellowfhip Dlvme !

6 We All are One who Him recei’ve,
And each with €ach agree,
In Him the One, The Truth, welive, -
Bleft Point of Unity ! ‘

7 Partakers of the Saviour’s Grace, ~
The fame in Mind and Heart, =~
Nor Joy, nor Grief, nor, Time, nor Place,
Nor Life, nor Death can part: ~
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8 But let us Laften to the Day
Which fhdll our Flefh reftore,
‘When Death fhall all be done away,
And Bodies part no more. .

/T: The COMMENDATION,

1 LE T the World Jament and grieve
At Parting with a Friend,
Thee we back to Jesus give,
We chearfully commend
Thee to his preferving Grage: .
Go, in full Affurance go! :
Heavenward fet thy ﬁcdfgﬂ. Face,
And only Jesus know. .

2 Jesvs, and Him Crucified
Forever bear in Mind,
Shelter in his bleeding Side
Be confident to find 5 o
Let his Truth, and Faithfuhefs
Still thy Shield, and Buckler prove,
Keep thy Sout in perfeét Peace, -
And Everlafting Love.. -

3 Love the dear Atoning Lamb,
And Us for Jesy’s Sake ;
Let us Each, in Jesu’s Name,
. Of Others mention make;
- Prefent thro’ the Spirit’s Prayer,
Abfent when in Fleth Thou art,
. To the Throne of Grace webear, - ..
We bear Thee on our Heart, -

4 To the Source of all our Good

Thy Soul we now commend,

Jesv, fprinkle with thy Blood,
And love him to the End :
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Faithfully on Thee we-call,” = .
Perfet Him, and Us in One, .
With Us, by Us, in Us All
Thy only Will be done.

. ¢« e

in Spirit. .

1 Hirst, our Head, and Common Loeo,
See the Souls that wait on Thee,

Hear us all with one Accord '
Sweetly in thy Praife agree : ' ‘

Parted tho’ in Flefh we are, .
Join'd to Thee, our Corner-Stope,

We are intimately near, .

" Prefent, and in Spirit One.

Y Though abfent in Body, yet prg/ént

2 Let us now to Thee afpire,
Who thy Life begin to know,
Let the Circulating Fire . :
Now in every Bofom glow:
Let the Incenfe of vur Vows,
From thy Golden Cenfer rife,
Fragrant thro’ the Higher Houfe,
Well-accepted Sacrifice.

3 Come ye Abfent Souls who love _ :

Jesus with a fimple Heart, S

Seek with us the Things above, o
Never from the Work depart ;-

Never let us ceafe to fing, U
‘The grear Riches of his Grace,

"Till we-all behold ‘our King
Eye to Eye, and Face to Face.

4 Quickly we thall All appear, .. .
At the Judgment:feat above,
We fhall fec our Jesus near, = * -
. Him whom now unfeen we love; ~ -
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We his dear, peculiar Ones,”
Sharers of oyr Mafter’s Blifs,

‘We fhall fit upon our Thrones,
We fhall fee Him as He is.

5 Partnero of this Heavenly Hope,
Travel qn, and meet us there, -
We thail furely be caught up,
Meet the Saviour in the Air:
Yes; Eternity’s at Hapd, o .
We fhall foon be taken home, .
With the Lamb on Sion ftand ——
Come, Defire of Nations, come!

A Entering into the Congregation.
1 OuntaIn of Life, to All below,
Let thy Salvation roll,,

Water, replenith, and o’erflow
Every believing Soul.

2 Into that happy Number, Lozrp,
Us weary Sinnérs take, B
Jesu, fulfil thy gracious Word .
For thy own Mercy s Sake.

3 Turn back our, Nature's rapid Txde, L.
And we fhall flow to Thee, : ;
While down the Stream of T'ime we ghde .
To our Etermty

4 The Well of Life to Us Thou art,
" Of Joy the fwelling Flood,
Wafted by Thee with w1llmg Hea.rt
We fwift return to Gop.
5 We foon fhall reach the boundlefs Sea,t
Into thy Lulnéfs fall, A
Be loft, and fwallow’d sp in Thee, ~ S
Our Gos, gsur Allin All, AN
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/ -
/( ANOTHER.

1 Tuou, whom all thy Saints adore,
We now with all thy Saints agree,
And bow our inmoft Souls before
Thy glorious, awful Majefty.

2 Thee King of Nations we proclaim,
‘Who would not Our Great Sovereign fear ?
We long t’ experience All thy Name,
" And now we come to meet Thee here.

3 We come, great Gop, to feek thy Face,
And for thy Loving-kindnefs wait :
And O! how dreadful is this Place! .
- "Tis Gop’s own Houfe, tis Heaven’s Gate. ™

4 Tremble our Hearts to find Thee nigh,
To Thee our trembling Hearts afpire ;
Andlo! we fee defcend from high
The Pillar, and the Flame of I'ire!

5 Still let it on th’ Affembly ftay, T
And all the Houfe with Glory fill, o
To Canaan’s Bounds point out our Way,
And bring us te thy Holy Hill.

6 There let us all with Jesus fland,
And join the General Church above, o
And take our Seats at thy Right-Hand, ..
And fing thine Everlaﬂmg Love. - i

7 Come, Lonn, our Souls are on the Wing, .
Now, on thy Great White Throne appear,
And let sy Eyes behold zy King,
And let me fee my Saviour there'

P ) 'Hymﬂ: E
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/T Hymn for the Day of PE»NTECOS"I';

1 Ejoick, rejoice ye Fallen Race,
The Day of Pentecoft is come !
Expe& the {ure-defcending Grace,
Open your Hearts to make Him Room.

2 Our Jesus is gone up on high,
For us the Blefling to receive ;
It now comes ftreaming from the Sky,
The Sgirit comes, and Sinners live.

3 To every One whom Gop fhall call
The Promife is fecurely made ;
To you far off ; He calls you All ;
Believe the Word which CurisT hath faid.

4 * The Holy. Ghoft, if T depart,
The Comforter fhall furely come,
Shall make the Contrite Sinner’s Heart
- His lov’d, his Everlafting Home.”

5 Lorp, we believe to Us and Ours
- The Apoftolick Promife given ;
We wait to tafte the Heavenly Powers,
The Holy Ghoft fent down from Heaven.

6 Ah! leave us not to mourn below,

Or long for thy Return to pine ;
Now, Lorp, the Comforter beftow,
And fix in Us the Gueft Divine.

-+ - 7. Aflfembled here with one Accord,
~ ' Calmly we wait the Promis’d Grace,
The Purchafe of our dying Lorp—
. Come, Holy Ghott, and fill the Place!

:’..'-;‘-If _
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5
¢ If every one that atks, may find,
If fill Thou art to Sinners given,
Come as a mighty rufhing Wind,
To thake our Earth come down from Heaven.

.

Behold to Thee our Souls afpire,
And languith thy Defcent to meet ;

Kindle in Each thy Living Fire,
And fix in every Heart thy Seat.

10 Wifdom and Strength to Thee belongs,

' Sweetly within our Bofoms move,

Now let us fpeak with Other Tongues
The New Strange Language of thy Love.

11 ‘Spirit of Faith, within us live,
And ftrike the Crowd with fixt Amaze,
Open our Mouths, and Utterance give .o
To publith our Redeemer’s Praile : N

12 To teftify the Grace of Gop
To-day as yefterday the fame,
And fpread thro’ all the Earth abroad
The Wonders wrought by Jesu’s Name.

AnoTHER. _
1 JRATuER of our Dying Lorp, T
Remember us for Good, o ‘
O fulfil his faithiful Word,
And hear his Speaking Blood 5
Give us That for which He prays,
Father, glorify thy Son! :
- Shew his Truth, and Power, and Grace, -
" And fend THE PROMISE down.

2 True and faithful Witnefs Thou,
O Tnrist, thy Spirit give:
Hatt" Thou not receiv’d Hm now
" Thdt'we might now receive ?
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Art Thou not our Living Head ?
Life to all thy Limbs impart,

Shed thy Love, thy Spirit thed
In every waiting Heart.

3 Holy Ghoft, the Comforter,

The Gift of Jesus, come:
Gilows our Heart to find Thee near,

And {wells to make Thee Room ;
Prefent awith us Thee we feel,

Come, O come, and iz us be,

- With us, in us live and dwell

2

3

.4.

To all Eternity.

ANOTHER.

InngRrs, your Hearts lift up,
Partakers of your Hope!
This the Day of Pentecoft,
Afk, and ye fhall all receive;
Surely now the Holy Ghoft -
Gop to all that afk fhall give.

Ye all may freely take
~ The Grace, for Jesu’s Sake; °
He for every Man hath died,
He for a{r hath rofe again ;
Jesus now is glorified,
Gifts He hath receiv’d for Men.

He fends them from the Skies
On all his Enemies ;
By his Crofs He now hath led
Captive our Captivity :
‘We thall all be free indeed,
Curist the Son fhall make us free.

Bleflings on All He pours
In never-ceafing Showers,

All
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All He waters from above, ‘ R
Offers All his Joy and Peace,

Settled Comfort, perfe& Love,
Everlafting Righteoufnefs.

5 All may from Him receive
' A Power to turn and live ;
Grace for every Soul is free,
All may hear th’ EffeGtual Call ;
All the Light of Life may fee,
All may feel He died for All

6 Drop down in Showers of Love
Ye Heavens from above!
Righteoufnefs, ye Skies, pour down,
Open, Earth, and take it in,
Claim the Spirit for your own,
Sinners, and be fav’d from Sin.

Father, behold we claim
The Gift in Jesu’s Name!
Him the Promis’d Comforter
Into all our Spirits pour;
Let Him fix his Manfion here,
Come, and never leave us more.

)( A THANKSGIVING.

3 G O D of my Salvation hear,
And help a Sinner to draw near
With Boldnefs to the Throne of Grace:.
Help me thy Benefits to fing, :
And fmile to fee me feebly bring .
My humble Sacrifice of Praife.

2 I cannot praife Thee as I would,
But Thou art Merciful, and Good & .
- P3 - I koow .
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I know, Thou never wilt defpife
‘The Day of fmall and feeble Things,
But bear me till on Eagle’s Wings
" Toall the Heights of Love I rife.

3 I thank Thee for that Gracious Tatfte,
(Which Pride would not permit to laft)
That Touch of Love, that Pledge of Heav'n :
Surely on Me my Father {mil'd,
And once I knew him reconcil’d,
And once I felt my Sins forgiven.

4 My Lorp and Gob I then could fee,
My Saviour, who had died for Me,

To bring the Rebel near to Gob =
Thou didft, Thou 4df#, thy Peace impart,
Pardon was written on my Heart

In largeft Chara&ters of Blood.

5 When I had forfeited my Peace,
*My Manners in the Wildernefs,
" Infinite Love, how didft Thou bear!
Thou wou’dft not give the Sinner up,
My Heart retain’d a feeble Hope,
And could not, durft not yet defpair.

€ Aflail'd with Doubt, and Fear, and Grief,
I fagger’d oft thro’ Unbelief,

Yet ftill Thou wouldft not let me yield,
When ftronger Souls their Lorp denied,
And fell in Heaps on every Side,

I never caft away my Shield.

7 Vileft of all the Sons of Men,
When I to Folly turn’d again,

And finn'd againft thy Light and Love,
Grace did much more than Sin abound,
Amaz’d I ftill Forgivenefs found,

And thank’d my Advaecate above.

- —_ Saviour

'\
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8 Saviour, for this I thank Thee now,
My Saviour to the utmoft Thou
Haft fnatch’d me from the Gates of Hell,
That I to a]l Mankind may prove
- Thy free, thine Everlatting Love,
Which all Mankind with me may feel.

9 The boundlefs Love that found out me,
For every Soul of Man is free,
None of thy Mercy need defpair;
Patient, and pitiful, and kind
‘Thee every Soul of Man may find,
And freely fav'd thy Grace declare.

10 A vile, backfliding Sinner I
Ten thoufand Deaths deferve to die,
Yet ftilt by fovereign Grace I live,
Saviour, to Thee I fill look up,
I fee an Open Door of Hope,
And wait thy Fulnefs to receive.

11 How fhall I thank Thee for the Grace,
The Traft I have to fee thy Face,
When Sin fhall all be purg’d away !
The Night of Doubts and Fears is paft,
The Morning-ftar appears at laft,
And I fhall fee thy Perfeét Day.

12 I foon fhall hear thy Quickning Voice,
Shall always pray, give Thanks, rejoice,
(This is thy Will, and faithful Word)
My Spirit meek, my Will refign’d,
Lowly as thine fhall be my Mind,
The Servant fhall be as his Loxrbp.

13 Already, Lorbp, I feel thy’Power,
Preferv’d from Evil every Hour,

My
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ive

{ My great Preferver I proclaim ;

Safety and Strength in Thee I have,

I find, I find Thee ftrong to fave,
And know that Jesus is thy Name,

14 By Faith I every Moment ftand,
Strangely upheld by thy Right-Hand
I my own Wickednefs efchew :
A Sinner I am kept from Sin ;
And Thou fhalt make me pure within,
And Thou fhalt form my Soul anew.

- 15 I thank Thee, whofe Atoning Blood
Each Moment interceeds with-Gobp,
Sprinkling my every Word and Thought ;
Gob hears thy Blood for Mercy cry,
- And paffes all my Follies by ;
He fees, but He imputes them not.

16 I fin in every Breath I draw,
Nor do thy Will, nor keep thy Law
On Earth as Angels do above */
Bat ftill the Fountain open ftands,
Wathes my Feet, and Head, and Hands,
Till I am perfeéted in Love.

17 Come then, and loofe, my ftammering Tongue,

Teach me the new, the joyful Song,
And perfe& in a Babe thy Praife :
T want a thoufand Lives t’ employ
In publifhing the Sounds of Joy,
" The Gofpel of thy General Grace.

18 Come, Lorp; thy Spirit bids Thee come,
Give me Thyfelf, and take me home,
Be now the Glorious Earneft given,
The Counfel of thy Grace fulfil, o
. Thy Kingdom come, Thy Perfe&t Will
Be done on Earth, as tis in Heaven.

-

A Dialogue

el

-t
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1" A D)'alogue of ANGELS and MEN,

1 4. E Worms of Earth our Gop admire,
The Gob of Angels praife:
M. Praife Him for Us, ye Heavenly Quire,
Hxs Earth-born Sons of Grace.

2 A. His Image view in Us difplay’d,
His nobler Creatuares view :
M. Lower than You our Souls He made,
But He redeem’d us too.

3 A. As Gods we did in Glory fhine, °
Before your World began:

M. -Our Nature too becomes Divine,
And Gop Himfelf is Man.

4 A. He cloath’d Us in thefe Robes of Light,
The Shadow of his Son:
M. We with tranfcendant Glory bright,
- Have Cmusr Himfelf put on.

5 A. Spirits like Him He made Us be,
A pure Ethereal Flame:
M. Join’d to the Lorp, One Spirit we
With Jsus are the fame.

6 A. We fee Him on his daz’ling Throne,
Crowns He to Us imparts:
M. To Us the King of Kings comes down,
And reigns within our Hearts. -

7 A. Pure as He did at firft create,
We Angels never fell :
M. He faves us from our,loft Eftate,
He refcues Man from Hcll

A, When
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8 4. When Others fell, we faithful prov‘d
His Love preferv’ d us true:
M. Yet own that We are more belov'd,
He never died for you.

9 A. Worms of the Earth, to you, we awn,
‘The nobler Grace is given: -
M. Then praife with Us the Great Three¢0ne,
*Till we all meet in'Heaven.

X ANOTHER.
4

O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
Glory above be given:
We'll vie with the Celeftial Hoft,
And Earth fhall rival Heaven,

" 2 Ye Angels, that in Strength excel,
To Gob your Voices raife ;
In Tenements of Clay we dwell,
Yet humbly chaunt his Praife.

3 To Him Ye Hallelujah ery
Loud as the Thunder’s Noife ;
As many Waters we reply,
And eccho back the Voice.

4 Ten thoufand times ten Thoufand, ﬁng
Ye your Creator’s Name ;
We claim Jenovan for our King,
And We extol the Lamb.

5 Ye caft your Crowns before his Throne,
And dare no longer gaze ;
* We proftrate at his Footftool own
The Wonders of his Grace.

6 Thus let us all forevervllc,
In Songs, or Silence join
T” adore the Majefty on high,
The Depth of Love Divine.

-

e . a

SR SN
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"DAviDp and GoL1ATH.

1 H O is this Gigantick Foe,
That proudly ftalks along ;
Overlooks the Croud below
In brafen Armour ftrong ?
Loudly of his Strength he boafts, - - *
On his Sword and Spear relies,
Meets the Gop of Ifrael’s Hofts,
And all their Force defies.

2 Talleft of the Earth-born Race

They tremble at his Power,

Fly before the’Montfter’s Face,
And own him Conqueror :

Who this mighty Champion is,
Nature anfwers from within,

He is my own Wickednefs,
My own Befetting Sin.

3 In the Strength of Jesu’s Name,
I with the Monfter fight,
Feeble and unarm’d I am,
But Jesus is my Might: .
Mindful of his Mercies paft,
Still I truft the fame to prove,
Still my helplefs Seul I caft
On his Redeeming- Love.

4 From the Bear and Lion’s Paws .
He hath deliver’d me ; ol
He fhall ftill mairitain my Caofe,
And ftill my Helper be; ./
‘ Gop in my Defence fhall ftand,
JEsus on my Side [ have,
From the proud Gofiath's Hand

He now my Soul fhall fave.
‘ ’ - With

-

&
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-5 'With my Sling and Stone I go
To fight the Philiftine ;
Gop hath faid, It fhall be fo,
And I fhall conquer Sin:
~ On the Promife Irely,
" Truft in an Almighty Lorbp,
Sare to win the Vi¢tory,
For He hath fpoke the Word. -

6 In the Strength of Gon I rife,
I run to meet my Foe;
Faith the Word of Power applies,
. And lays the Giant low:
. Faith in Jesu’s Conquering Name
i Slings the Sin-deftroying Stone,
- Points the Word’s unerring Aim,
And brings the Monfter down.

7 See the Promife-Word takes place,
And {mites the Giant’s Head, .
- See, he falls upon his Face,
;é‘{ He falls, and Sin is dead!”
Now I more than conquer it,
Trample on Goliath flain.:
Slain he lies beneath my Feet,
Never to rife again.

8 Willing now to be made free
From my own Sin I am,
Sav’d from all Iniquity,
From every Touch of Blame :
.Thou haft made me willing, Lorp,
" Thou alone haft turn’d my Hearst,
Now I with Goliath’s Sword
- His Head and Body part.

" 9 Sin, my frongeft Sin is dead,
.~ - Goliath is o’erthrown ;

*" Yes; he now has loft his Head;
~....'The Love of Sin is gone : _
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Fallen is their boafted Chief,

f Scatter’d are the Philiftines,
Scatter’d by a True belief
Are all my meaner Sins.

10 Rife, ye Men of Jfrael, rife,
Your routed Foe purfue,
Shout his Praifes to the Skies °
Who conquers Sin for You:
Jesus doth }or You appear,
He his Conquering Grace affords,
-8aves you, not with Sword and Spear ;
The Battle is the Lorp’s. -

11 Every Day the Lord of Hofts

His mighty Power difplays,

Stills the proud Philiftine’s Boaft,
The threatning Gittite flays:

Jfraels Gob let All below
Conquerer over Sin proclaim;

O that all the Earth might know
The Power of Jesu's Name!

12 Sin hath tyranniz’d too long
O’er Ifrael’s chofen Race,
/-Dar’d defy the feeble Throng,
v And all their Armies chafe;
Armies of the Living Gop
Bafely they to Sin did yield ;
Sin can never be deftroy’d
Till David takes the Field.

13 Love alone can match in Fight,
.. And conquer every Foe;
»/  Saul with all his Strength and Might
Can never Sin o’erthrow ;
Saul may vex (the Law reftrain)
Dawid takes the Giant's Head,
Love will never turn again
: Till every Sin is dead._ '
: T Q - Remans

e 2N
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Romans x. 6, &e.

1 ET Iin my Heart have faid. .
\Who fhall afcend on high,

Mount to Curist my Glorious Head,
To bring him froni the Sky ?

Born on Contemplation’s Wing,
Surely I fhoald find him there

Where the Angels praife their King,
And gain the Morning Star.

2 Oft I in my Heart have faid, -

Who to the Deep fhall ftoop,

Sink with CrrisT among the Dead
From thence to bring him up ?

Could I but my Heart prepare
By unfeign'd Humility,

Curist would quickly enter there,
And ever dwell with me,

9 But the Righteoufnefs of Faith
Hath taught me better Things,
“¢ Inward turn thine Eyes, (it faith
While CarisT to me it brings)
¢¢ Curisr is ready to impart,
¢ Life to All for Life who figh, -
¢ In thy Mouth, and in thy Heart,
¢ The Word is ever nigh..

- 4 Jesu, Iin Thee believe,
_ My Faith in Thee confefs ;
-, Gladly do I now receive -
The Offers of thy Grace:
‘Now thy Merits are applied,
I from all my Sins am free,
- T am, dlear, fince Thou haft died,
* And rofe again for me,

Unta -

e e et e b e e &
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5 Unto Righteoufaefs I fill . :

Believe on Thee, my Lorbp;, ) |

With my Heart believe, and feel |
Theeyfaithful to thy Word : - /

Unto full Salvation Thee ) .
With my Mouth [ ftill tonfefs,

Till the utmoft Heights I fce '

- Of perfect Holinefs.

6 Wherefore fhould I longer doubt P
I every whitam clean: -
My Salvation is wrought out, . .
I now am fav’d from Sin. ' ./’
Aathor of Eternal Grace .
Unto All'who Thee obey, ) )
1 fhall fee Thee Face to Face; ) -
- My Jesus, come away! -

Rejoicing in Hope. - -~ |
1 I.Know that my Redeemer lives,- -~~~ - . ;
And ever prays for Me: . o .
A Token of his Love he gives, L
A Pledge of L:berty s e
2 Ifind hxm hftmg up my Head, - - - - o

He brings Salvation n:ar,
His Prefence makes me free mdeed

And He will foon appear. *
3 With Conﬁdence T now look up, . o
His promis’d Aid implore, . ’ "i .
Sweetly revives my blafted Hope, A 3
And I can doubt no more. LA
: e 5 HLEN
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4 Far fpent is the Egyptian Night
/ Of Fear, and Pain, and Grief,
. And lo! I fee the Morning Light
That brings affur’d Relief.

§ The dreadful, dire, oppreflive: Hour
/ Of Tyrant-Sin is paft,
My Soul defies its Rage and Power,
My Soul on Curisr is caft.

6 The Power of Hell, the Strength of Sin
S My Jesvus fhall fubdue,
His healing Blood fhall wath me clean,
And my: Spirit new.

7 He will perforn the Work begun,
e JEsus, the Sinner’s Friend,
¢ Jesus, the Lover of his own,
Will love me to the End.

8 No longer am I now afraid; .
~ The Promife muft take Place,
v Perfet his Strength in Weaknefs made,
Sufficient is-his Grace. :

: 9 Unto Salvation kept I am,
Ve Thro® Faith, by Power Divine,
SRR Ready his Nature, with his Name,
To be reveal'd in Mine. S

- 10 He wills that I fhould holy be:
' Who can withftand His Will?
The Counfel of his Grace in me
He furely fhall fulfil,

-21 Confident now of Faith’s Increafe,
Ve I all its Fruits fhall prove,
' Subftantial Joy, and fettled Peace,
- And Everlatting Love. .

Yes,
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12 Yes, Lorp, I putmy truft in Thee,
On Thee my Soul I flay; -
I know, that Thou wilt come to me, e
And I fhall fee Thy Day.

13 Withme, I know, thy Spirit dwells,

Nor ever fhall depart,
Till iz me He Himfelf reveals,
And purifies my Heart.

14 He tells me, He will quickly’ coxne, -~
And feal me his Abode ; e
He now marks out his future Home,
The Temple of my Gob.

15 Jesu, I hang upon thy Word,
I ftedfaftly believe
Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lor.n, N
And to Thyfelf receive. -

16 Joyfulin Hope my Spirit foars
To meet Thee from above,
Thy Goodnefs thankfully adores,
And fure ! tafte thy. Love

17 Thy Love I foon expeét to find -
In allits Depth and Height, -
To comprehend th’ Eternal Mind, =~ N
And grafp the Inﬁmtc

]

And Love erefts its Throne, Ve
I then enjoy Salvation'Here, .
And Heaven on Earth begun.

19 When Gob is mine, and I am Hns o
Of Paradife poffeft, . - "~ . STk
Taafte unutternt{le Blifs, - R
Okt
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20 The Blifs of thefe that fully dwell,
) Fully in Thee believe,
*Tis more than Angel-Tongues can tell,
Or Angel-Minds eonceive.

21 Thou only knowft, whe didft obtain,
And die to make it known:
‘The Great Salvation now explain,
And perfe® us in one.

22 May I, may all who humbly wait,
S The Glorious Joy receive,
Joy above all Conception great,
Worthy of Gop to give.

23 Lorp, I believe, and reft fecure
/‘ In Confidence Divine,
Thy Promife ftands for ever fure,
And all Thou art is Mine.

ANOTHER.

T YE Sinners hear
e Prifoner of the Loxd,

And wait till CarisT appear
" According to his Word ;
Rejojee in Hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from Al our Sins be free.
2 'The Lorp Our Righteoufnefs
L9 We have long fince receiv’d,
NG - Salvation nearer is
. Than when we firft believ'd :

Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me,
‘We fhall from All our Sins be free.

3 Let others hug their Chains,
For Sin and Satan plead,
~ #And fay, from Sin’s Remains
‘Fhey never can be freed ;
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Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from All our Sins be free.

4 In Gob we put our truft;
If we our Sins confefs,
Faithful He is, and Juft
From All' Unrighteoufnefs
To cleanfe us All, both You, and Me;
We fhall from All our Sins be free. *

5§ Surely in Us the Hope
: Of Glory fhall appear:
Sinners, your Heads lift up,
And fee Redemption near ; ‘
Again, I fay, rejoice with me,
We fhall fram All our Sins be free.

6  Who Jesu’s Sufferings fhare, = :
My Fellow-Prifoners now,
Ye foon the Wreath fhall wear
On your triumphant Brow ;
Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from All our Sins be free.

7  The Word of of Gon is fure,
And never can remove,
We fhall in Heart be pure,
And perfeted in Love:
Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me,
We thall from All our Sins he free..

8  Then let us gladly brin
Our Sauihgce of Prai{%,
Let us give Thanks, and fing,
And glory in his Grace ;
Rejoice in Hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from All our Sins be free.

Romans
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-

Ve ROmam vi,

1 AW A Y vain Thoughts, that ftir thhm
Nor further can proceed !
How fhall I longer live in Sin,.
Who unto Sm am dead ?

2 Baptiz'd into my Saviour’s Name,
I of his Death partake,
Buried with Jesus Curist I am,
And I with Him awake.

3 He burft the Barriers of the Tomb,
Rofe, and regain’d the Skies :
And lo! from Nature’s Grave I come, - -
And lod with CurisT I rife.

4 A new, aliving Life I live;;
And fathion’d to his Death,
His Refurretion’s Power receive,
And by his Spmt breathe.

5 ‘Now the Old Adasm i is, I know,
With JEsus crucified,
Sin vanquifh’d by its Paflive Foe,
Kill'd my dear Lorp——and died.

6 Its Body was deftroy’d, when nail'd
With Jesus to the Tree; -
My dying Surety then prevail’d,
And I was then fet free.

7 Dead with my gracious Lorp and Gob,
‘With Him by Faith I live,
The Power He purchas’d with hxs Blood
I ovex Sin recewe.
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8 Sin fhall not have Dominion now,
Or in my Body reign ;
Beneath its Yoke I fcorn to bow,
And all its Force difdain.

9 Under the Law no.more enflav’d,
No more I groan, and grieve,
By Grace I am redeem’d and fzv’d,
And under Gracg I live.

10 1 live to Gop, who from the Dead
Hath me to Life reftor’d,
That I from Sin’s Oppreffion freed
Might only ferve my Lorp.

‘11 Jesus I ferve, to Him alone
My, thankfil Homage pay,
My only Mafter, Curist I own,
And Him will I obey.

1z To Him my Body I prefent, *
Which He will not refufe ;
_The meaneft, bafeft Inftrument
His Glory deigns to ufe.

13- Servant of Sin too long I was,
But CurisT hath fet me free;
Glory to His Vi&torious Grace
Which freely ranfom’d me.

14 For ever be His Name ador’d
For what I have receiv’d;
I have embrac’d the Gofpel-Word,
And with my Heart believ’d.

15 Faith freed me from the Iron Yoke,
The Strength of Sin fubdued,
From off my Soul the Fetters broke,
And now I ferve my Gopo.

Jesus -
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16 Jesus can to the Utmoft fave ;
On Jesus I depend;
My Fruit to Holinefs I have,
And all in Heaven fhall end.

Tte Fourth Chapter of Ifaiah.

1 Y Esuv, fulfil the Gofpel-Word,
In Us Thou beauteous Branch arife,
Arife, Thou Planting of the Lorp,
Be glorious in thy People’s Eyes.

) - 2 O Root Divine, in this our Earth

y Spring up, and yield a fair Increafe
Y The Graces of our Second Birth,
v The goodly Fraits of Righteoufnefs.

3 ’Scap’d from the World of Pride and Luft
- If now We in thy Sight remain,
N O make us holy, good, and juft,
k O let us not believe in vain,

™

Our Names among the Living ;vritc,
o~ .. Whofe Hearts are fixt on Things above,
Worthy who walk with Thee in White,
Unblameable in fpotlefs Love.

Out of our inmoft Souls expel :
~  The Filth and Stain of Inbred Sin,
" (In Us it fhall not always dwell,
" For T\l}ou hatt faid, i e fhall be clean)

o T Heses T "

6 O that the Grace were.now applied!
Bring in, dear Lorp, a purer Flood,
Opeén the Fountain of thy Side,
" And purge out all our Tainted Blood.

* Adam

e o
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7 Adam defcended from above, .
The Virtue of thy Blood impart, -
And cleanfe from every Creature-Love,
And make, O make us pure in Heart.

8 The Judging, Burning Spirit infpire,
O let Him to his Temple come, -
And fit as a Refiner’s Fire, .
And all our Sins condemn, confume.-

Sin fhall not in our Fleth remain,
The Sandtifying Word is fure, - =~ .
We fhall be purg’d from Every Stain, *
And pure as Gop Himfelf is- pure,

10 Then only can we fall no more, I
Freed from the Stumbling-Block within ; v~
Come Thou Divine, Almighty Power,” =
. And fave us from Indwelling Sin,

11 Keep us thro’ Faith to that thy Day,
And mark us ont for thine Abode,
Thy Glory over us difplay, " :
* And guard the Future Houfe of Gob.: . - -

2 Till Thou from all our Sins fhall cleanfe,
And perfe@tly renew our Heart, e
Thy Glory be our fure Defence, o
Nor ever from our Souls depart. .

13 On every Dwelling-place of Thine, = -
Create a Cloud, asd Smoke by Day, o -
And let the Fiery Pillar fhine oot
By Night, and on th’ Affembly ftay., -

14 Thro’ the long Night of Doubts and Fears,
The Day of fierce Temptation guide, .-~
And let us, till thy Face appears, =~
O Jet us in thy Wounds abide ;
- Secure
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15 Secure beneath thy Shadow fit,
In Thee a Tabernacle find, i
A Refuge from the Rain and Heat,
A Covert from the Storm and Wind. ’

16 Lead us till all our Toil is paft,
Till all thy Faithfulnefs we prove,
o/~ Andgain the Promis'd Land at laft,
The Cazaan of thy Perfe&t Love.

The Twelfth Chapter of lfaiah.

Arry Soul who fees the Day,

The Glad Day of Gofpel-Grace!
Thee my Lorp (Thou then wilt fay)
Thee will I forever praife. ’

2 Though thy Wrath againft me burn’d,
Thou doft comfort me again, : 1
All thy Wrath afide is tarn’d,
Thou hatt blotted out my Sin.

LN A

3 Me behold ! thy Mercy fpares,
Jesus my Salvation is: , ‘
Hence my Doubts, away my Fears, ,
Jesus is become my. Peace. :

« JAH, JEHOVAH ismy Loro,
3 ‘ Ever merciful, and juft, .
] 1 will lean upon his Word,

1 I will on his Promife truft.

5 Strong I am, for He is ftrong,
Juit in Righteoufnefs Divine,
He is my triumphal Song,
All he has, and Is, is mine.

Mine

AL o e s, I
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6 Mine; and Yours, whoe'er believe :
On his Name whoe’er fhall call,
Freely fhall his Grace receive ;
He is full of Grace for All.

7 Therefore fhall ye draw with Joy
Water from Salvation’s Well,
Praife fhall your glad Tongues employ,
While his Streaming Grace ye feel.

8 Bach to Each, ye then fhall fay,
Sinners, call upon his Name,
O rejoice to fee his Day, :
See it, and his Praife proclaim, .

9 Glory to his Name belongs,
Great, and marvelloas, and high:
Sing unto the Lorp your Songs,
Cry, to every Nation cry..

1o Wondrous Things the Lorp hath done,
Excellent his' Name we find,

This to all Mankind is known: e
Be it known to all Ma.nkind;;

11 Sion, thout thy Lorp and King,
Yfrael’s Holy One is He!
Give Him Thanks, rejoice, and- ﬁng,
Gmt He is, and dwells in Thee

12 O the Grace Unfearchable!
While Eternal Ages roll,
Gopb delights in Man to dwell,
Soul of each Believing Soul.

i
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X i *Rvi. 13, 14,

Lorp, my Gop, with Shame I bwn
That QOther. Lords have fway’d,
Have in my Heart fet up their Throne,
And Abje&t I cbey'd.

2 Thy Enemies ufarp’d ‘the Place, -
And robb’d Thee of thy Due,
A Slave to every Vice I was,
And only Evil knew :

3 With Sin I Joyfully comply™d,
I yielded unconttrain’d, -
Paffion, and Appetite,’ ‘and Pride,
And Self, and Nature reign’d.

4 But ended is the fhamieful Hour,

Th’ Ufurpers Reign is paft, . -
Blafted their Strength, o’ertarn’d their Powu, ‘

And I am fav'd at laft,

5 Thy Love, by whch tedeem’d I am
Forever be ador’d,
I now fhall live'to BIefs thy Name.
And call my Jesus, Lorp.

6 Thofe Othet Lérds no inére 4ré Mine,
No more their Slave am I,

. I tread them down with Strength Dmne, ‘
I all my Sins defy.

[N

2 Freed am I now, forever freed
From their Deftruive Power,
Nail'd to the Crofs they all are dead,
And fhall revive no.more.

“The
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8 The Glorious Prefence of my Gopo,
Hath all the Tyrants flain,
Their Name, their Memory is deftroy’d,
When I am Born again. o

)(‘ After a Recovery from Sicknefs.

t H'Y Will'be done, thy Name be bleft!

I am not, gracious Lorp, my own;.

Whate’er thy Wifdom fends is beft, ‘
Thy Name be prais’d, thy Will be done,

2. Earneft of Benefits behind,
Of all thy Bounty waits to give,
Pledge of a found and healthful Mind,
- My Life I at thy Hands receive.

3 Snatch’d from the Death of Sin, my Soul

Shall never fee Corruption’s Grave;
Surely thy Love fhall mike me whole,
Thy Love can to the utmoft fave,
4 Thy Love hath caft our fervile Fear,
No longer can I doubt or mourn,
To the blatk Dungeon of Defpair ~
1 never, never thall return,

Sin fhall not have Dominion now,
Or in my Mortal Body reign, ~ .
Jesus, my Lorp, my Saviour, Thou,
Thou haft the lawlefs Tyrant flain.

6 Still, O my Gop, thy Power difplay,.
Thy Kingdom to my Soul reffore, -
Thofe other Lords perfift to flay, '
And fuffer them to rife no more.

Ra
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7 If now I have Acceptance found A -
With Thee, or Favour in thy Sight, = ‘
With thine Omnipotence furround, - K
And arm me with thy ‘Spirit’s M:ght. . “\

8 O may I hear his Warning Voice, A
" And timely fly from Danger near,
With Reverence unto Thee rejoice, .
And love Thee with a Filial Fear.

o Sull hold my Soul in Second Life,
And fuffer not my Feet to {lide, .
~ Support me in the Glerions Strife, B
- And comfort me on every. Side.

10 O give me Faith, and Faith's Increafe,
Finith the Work begun in me, o
Preferve my Soul in Perfet Peace, : :
That flays, and waits, and hangs on Thee.

L

TOTE thy gracious Spirit gulde, o .
And bring me to the Promis’d Land,. o -
Where Righteoufnefs and Peace refide, :
And all fubmxt to Lovz s Command

2z A Land, where Milk and Honey ﬂow' e
- And Sprmgs of pure Delights arife :
* Delights which I fhall thortly know ;-
I fhall regain my Paradice. . . . . = ‘

‘13 1 fee it now from Pifgab’s Top, > ot
Pleafant,-and beautiful, and good o . l

In all the Confidence of Ho e
I claim the Puichafe of dfy Blood“ "

4 Of Righteoufirefs Divine pofleft, = . .
O let me grafp the Prize fonigh, - *~ = -
. Enter into the Promis™d Reft, " - -~ = - -
Enjoy thy Perfe& Love; and dxe. o l
L e Hyuys

Lo

N
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2

1 GENTLB Jesus, meek, and mild,. .
Look upon a Little Child, =
Pity my Simplicity, = -
Suffer me to come to Thee,

2 Fain I would to Thee be brought,.
Deareft Gop, forbid it not,
Give me, deareft Goon, a Place:
In the Kingdom of thy Grace.

3 Pat thy Hands upon-t’ﬁy Head, -
Let me in thine Arms be flay'd, -
Let me lean upon thy Breaff, ~

HymMns for CHILDREN..

Lull me, Iull me, Eokp, toref: "~ °

4 Hold me faft in thy Embrace, .
Let me fee thy fmiling Face,

Give me, Loro, thy Blélling give,. ~
Pray for.me, and Thall live, " -

§ I thall live the Simple Life, - ' . -0 oo

-
o year Y

Free from Sin’s uneaf; Strife, .
Sweetly ignorant ofI%,f“' R :
Innocent, and happy fill, - - -

6 O that Imay_--_nevév-kne‘)w ERRRSS I
What the Wicked People do ;. - .
Sin is contrary to Thet, ~ -

Sin is the Forbidden Tree.” s .

7 Keep me from the great Offence, '
Guard my helplefs Innocence ;

Hide me, from all Evil hide,
Self, and Stubbornefs, and Pride.

Lo ’R3
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8 Lamb of Gop, I look to Thee,
Thou fhalt my Example be;
Thou art gentle, meek and mild,
Thou wait once a little Child.

9 Fain I would be as Thou art,
Give me thy obedient Heart ;
Thou art pitiful and kind,

Let me have thy loving Mind.

10 Meek, and lowly may I be,
Thou art all Humility ; .
Let me to my Betters bow,
Subje& to thy Parents Thou.

31 Let me above all fulfil
Gop my Heavenly Father’s Will,
Never his Good Spirit grieve,
Only to his Glory live. -

12 Thou didf live to Gop alone, =
Thou didft never feek Thine own;
Thou Thyfelf didft never pleafe,
Gobp was all thy Happinefs. -

t3 Loving Jesu, gentle Lamb,
In thy gracious Hands I am, .
Make me, Saviour, what Thou art,
Live Thyfelf within my Heast,

34 I fhall then fhew forth thy Praife, =

Serve Thee alf'my happy Days; . .

Then the World fhall always fee
Curist the Holy Child, in Me.

Lavmm
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Y oot
AwM B of Gop, I fain would be
-A meek Follower of Thee,
Gentle, tra&table, and mild,
Loving as a Little Child; -

+ 2 Simple, ignorant of Il,
Guided by another’s Wnll
Trufting Him' for Heavenly Food
Cafting all. my Care on Gon.

3 Let me in thy Footfteps tread,
. Be to all the Creatures.déad, o
" Dead to Pleafure, Wealth, and Praxfe,
Poor, and humble all my Days. -

4 Prepoffefs my tender Mind,
Let me caft the World belnnd
All its Pomps and Pleafures vain-
- Help me, Saviour, to dlfdam

5 Thou my Better Portion art,
Earth fhall never thare my Heart, -

1 on all its Goods look down,” - - .,

I expe&t a Starry Crown.

6 I afpire to Things above, .

" Lorp, I give Thee all my Love, L

" I will nothing know beﬁde ¢
Jesus and Him Crucified.

7 Let the Potlherds of the Earthy
Boatft their Virtue, Beauty, Bith;
A poor, guilty Worm I am,
Ranfom'd by the Bleeding Lamb.

8 Jesu, This be a1 my Boaﬁ,
Thou hait fav’d a Sioner loft,

193
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A TThou hatt fpilt thy Noble Blopd
Me to make a Child of Gop.

9 What a Glorious Title This.
(Title to Etemal Blifs) -
Thou for me thy Life haft given,
Me to make an Heir of Heaven.

10 O enlarge my fcanty Thought .
'T'o conceive what Thon hag wrought,.
Raife my groveling Spirit up
'To my Heavenly Calling’s Hope.

11 Greaten my contrafted Mind,
Saviour Thou of all Mankind ; - :
What in Man thy.Grace gould meve ¥
O the Riches of thy Love!

12 Let thy Love pofiefs me whole,
Let it take up all say Soul;
True Magnificence impast;
Purify, and fill my Heart.

13 I defpife all Earthly T}\irﬁs o
Offspring to the King of Kings,
Gob I for my Father claim,
Jesus is my Brother’s Name :

14 Heaven is Mine Inheritance, o
I fhall foon remove from hence, .
As the Stars in Glory fhine, S
Curist and Gop, and All is Mine,

y/ 1I1..
. \ 4
1 OME et us join the Holls above, .. -
: Now in our earlieft Days,
Remember our Creator’s Love,
“And lifp our Father’s Praife. - -

 His

B T
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2 His Majefty will not defpife
The Day of feeble Things ;
Grateful the Songs of Children rife,
And pleafe the King of Kings.

3 We all his kind Protetion fhare,
Within his Arms we reft ;
The Sucklings are his Tendereft Care,
While hanging on the Breaft.

4 We praife Him with a ftammering Tongue, _‘

While under his Defence,
He fmiles to hear the artlefs Song
Of Childifh Innocence.

5 He loves to be remember’d thus,
And honour'd for his Grace, -
Out of the Mouths of Babes like us
His Wifdom perfets Praife':
6 Glory to Gop,. and Praife, and Power, -
Honour, and Thanks be given:
Children, and Cherubim adore
The Lorp of Earth and Heaven.

}/ A

1 Happy State of Infancy,
Stranger to guilty Fears,
‘We live from Sin and Sorrow free
In thefe our tender Years.

2 Jesus the Lorp our Shepherd is, -
And did our Souls redeem,
Our prefent and Etérnal Blis -~
Are both fecur’d in Him. .

3 His Mercy every Sinner claims, .
_For all his Flock He cares:

N

IEY
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The Sheep He gently leads, the Lamps,
He in his Bofom l?cars " )

4 Loving He is to all his Sons
Who hearken to his Call ;

But Us, his weak, his Little Ones,
He loves us beft of all. '

§ Ifunto us out Friends are good,
*Twas He their Hearts inclin’d:
He bids our Fathers give us Food,,
And makes our Mothers kind.

6 Then let us thank-him for his Grace,_
He will not difapprove
©Our meaneft Sacrifice .of; Praife,
Our Childifh, prattling. Love.

,—\! V. -
1 L L Thanks and Praife to Gop belong,
Oug Father. and OurFriend ;. -
Let us with Life begin the Song,
Which never more thall end.

2 All Power and Majefty are His,
" He ever reigns alone;
Our Souls He did in Mercy feize,.
And He can keep Eis Own,

3 Unfpotted from the World, and Sin,
_ In Innocence we live,
Before the Poifon works within,.
To Gob our Hearts we give..

4 Not to the vain Defires of Men
We live, but to our-Gob, -
Who died for us, and rofe again,.
To wath us in his Bleed.™ ' -
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s To Him ourearlieft Feuits we beidg,
_The Sacrifice of Praife f
All our Diverfion is to fing

The dear Redeemer’s Grice,

6 To Him we infiocetitly live,
Delight his Will to+do 3
A Pattern to you Men we ive,
A Child myy teach e'en ou.

Children ye muft-be al ain,
7 Make hatte likeé s im; .
Return ye wife, ye finful Men
To harmle{}. -Infancy, '

And blufh to hearour:
And figh to fee the Innocence
Ye have dut-liv’d fo Iong.

¥ ovL

8 Poor Men, dcknowledge go\:’r Offerice, j. -
. ; mgs o -

5 O u x, let us our good Gon proclaim,
By Earth and Heaven ador’d 3
Children are bid to praife his Name,

And -imagnify the Lorp.
z Let us with alt his Saints.agree,
With all his Hofts above,

Part of his Famﬂ‘y are We,
His Family of Lidve, -

Worthilefs are-Gur beft Offerings,
3 Our Songs are void of Art, ’ .
Yet Gob accepts the fmalleft Things
Giv'n with a Willing Heart,

.4 Us for the Sake of Curist He loves,
Who did our Souls ‘rédeem, - :
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And all our Childifh Thouglm approves,
When offer’d up thro’ Him

5 He makes us his pecnliar Care,
While by his Spirit led ;
We all his genuine Children are,
And on his Bounty feed.

6 Though Men defpife our Infancy,
" Angels attend our Ways,
They wait on Us, yet always fee
Our Heavenly Father’s Face.

Surrounded by a Fla:mng Hof,
The bright Cherubic Powcrs 3
Not all the Kings of Earth can boaft
Of fuch a Guard as Ours.

8 And while th* Angelic Army fings,
- With them we feebly join
T* extol the Glorious King of Kings,
The Majefty Divine !

’

Vv

O v e r of Little Children, Thee,
O Jesus, we adore; -
Our kind, and loving Saviour be
Both now and evermore.

2 O take us up into thine Arms, .
And we are truly bleft; '
* Thy new-born Babes are fafe from Harms
When lymg on thy Breaft.

. 3 There let us ever, ever fleep,
Strangers to Guilt and Care,

. Free from the World of Evil keep
Our tender Spirits there.

-
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4 Still as we grow in Years, in Grace
And Wifdom let us grow, )
But never leave thy dear Embrace,
But never Evil know. :

3 Strong let us in thy Grace abide,
Butignorant of Ill; - '
In Malice, Subtlety, and Pride
Let us be Children ftill.

6 Lover of Little Children, Thee,
O Jesus, we adore :
Ourkind, and loving Saviour bz
Both now, and evermore.

Avenge me of mine Adve'r;/ar)

Luke xviii.

1 Esv, Thou hatt bid us pray,
Pray always, and not faint,
With the Word a Power convey -
To utter our Complaint,
uiet thalt Thou never know,
Till we from Sin are fully freed:
O avenge us of our Foe,
And bruife the Serpent’s Head.
.
2 We have now begun to cry,
. And we will never end
Till we find Salvation nigh,
And grafp the Sinner’s Friend:
Day and Night we’ll fpeak our Woe,
With Thee importunately plead
(0] avenge us, &c.

3  Speak the Word, and we fhall be
From all our Bands releas’d, |
Only Thou canft fet us free,

. By Satan long oppreft ;
. by g é’P Now
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Now thy Power Ahmghty thew,
Arife the Woman's Conguering Seed :
O avenge us, &c,

To deftroy his Work of Sin
Thyfelf in Us reveal,
Mamfell Thy{elf within
Our Flefh, and fully dwell
With us, #n us here below ;
. Enter, and make us free mdeed
O avenge us, &¢.

Stronger than the Strong-Man Thou
His Fury canft comroul; .
Caft him out by ent’ring now,
And keep our ranfom'd Soul ;.
Satan’s Kingdom overthrow, -
On all the Powers of Darknefs tread
O avenge us, &c.

Shall He ftill the Souls enthrall
For whom thy Life was given ?
Haft Thou not beheld hm?aﬂ
As Lightning out of Heaven ?
Hitherto alfow’d to go,
He now no farther fhall proceed :
O avenge us, &c.

To-ifetver-caﬁng Cries
. Of thine Eleét attend, ,
 Send Deliverance from the Skies, °
Thy mighty Spirit fend ;
Tho® to Man Thou feemet flow,
Qur Cries Thou feemeft nat to heed
O avenge us, &c.

Come, O come All- gracxous Lonn, '
No longer now delay, :

. With
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With thy Spirit’s two-edg’d Sword
The crooked Serpent flay ;
Bare thine Arm, -and give the Blow,
Root out, and kill the Hellith Seed :
O avenge us, &c.

9 High enthron’d at Gop’s Right-Hand .-
Thou doft in Glory fit,
Till whoe’er thy Sway withftand, /’\
Indignantly fubmit ; ‘
Yes, they all fhall be brought low,
They all fhall be thy Footftool made : -
O avengeus, &c. -

10 Jesv, hear thy Spirit’s Call,
Thy Bride who bids Thee Come :
Come Thou Righteous Judge of All,
Pronounce the Tempter's Doom ;
Doom him to Infernal Wee,
For him, and for his Angels made ;
Now avenge us of oar Foe,
For ever braife his Head.

Coine, LorD JEsus!

1 H & ~, deareft Lonn; whenﬂ fhall if bé -
‘That I hall fimd my Al in Thee;-
The Fulnefs of thy Promife prove,
The Seal of thine Eternal Love!

2_ A poor, blind Child I.wander here,
If haply I may feel Thee near;. .
O dark, dark, dark (I fill muft fay)}
Amidit the Blaze of Gofpel-Day.

3 Thee, oniy Thee I fain would find, - i V .
~ I caft the World, and Fle{y behind, o
IO . Sa2 -~ TFhew,
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Thou, only Thou to me be given
Of all Thou hatt in Earth or Heaven.

4 All Earthly Comforts I difdain,
. They fhall not rob me of my Pain,
¢~ Or make me fenfelefs of my Load, -
Or lefs difconfolate for Gop.

§ Rather let all the Creatures take
Their Miferable Comforts back,
With every vain Relief depart,
And leave me to my Broken Heart.

6 Leave me, my Friends, the Mourner leave,
For Gop, and not for you I grieve ;
v My Weaknefs, O ye Stropg, defpife,
My foolifh Jgnorance, ye Wife.

2 Let all my Father's Children be
_ Still angry, flill difpleas’d with me,

~» " Difclaim, dithonour, and difown:

I would be poor, forlor, alone.

. 8- AChild, a Feol, a Thing of nought,
Abhor’d, neglefted, and forgot,

v 4 "
Contemn’d, abandon’d, and diftreft,
Till I from Mortal Man have ceas'd.

9 When from the Arm of Flefh fet free,
,-~ Jesu, my Soul fhall fly to Thee:
‘" Jesv, when I have loft my All,
My Soul fhall on thy Bofom full.

10 When Man forfakes, Thou wilt not leave,
Ready the Outcafts to receive,
Though all my Simplenefs I own, _
And all my Faults to Thee are known.

11 Ah! wherefore did I ever doubt ?
Thou wilt in no wife caft me out,

 An

& .-

-_— e e .
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An helplefs Soul that comes to Thee
With only Sin and Mifery.

12 Lorp, Iam fick; my Sicknefs cure:
I want; do Thou enrich the Poor:
Under thy mighty Hand 1 ftoop,

O lift the abjeét Sinner up ! .

13 Lorp, Iam blind; be Thou my Sight :

Lorp, I am weak, be Thou my Might:

An Helper of the Helplefs be,
And let me find my All in Thee.
X The Sams.
X Esu, what haft Thou beftow’d
On fuch a Worm as Me !
‘What Compaffion haft Thou thew’d. -
< To draw me after Thee! -
Perfeét then the Work begun,
All thy Goodnefs let me prove,
All thy Will in me be done,
Till all my Soul is Lave.

2 Not by my own Righteoufnefs, -
Or Works that I have wrought,
‘Am I fav’d ; but by thy Graee .
-~ Surpaffing human Thought.
v Nothing have I, dothing am,
Nothing I deferve but Hell :
Yet I glory in thy Name, ‘
Yet I thy Mercy feel.

3 Thou a Spark of Hallow’d Fire
To me, ev'n me haft given;
Glows for Thee my Whole Defire,
My Life, my Inward Heaven:
Dreams of Happinels below
Never more will I purfue,
esus only will I know,
‘Whofe Love is ever new.

203
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~ . "Till the Truth Itfelf impart,
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4 Thou thine Hand on me hatt laid, .

And calm’d my ftormy Will,
Nature’s rapid Tide hatt ftay’d, .
And bid my Heart be ftill :
Stablifh Thou my Heart in Peace,
Meek, and lowly may I be,
Fill with all thy Gentlenefs * .
The Soul that hangs on Thee.

Oft Thoun vifiteft my Breaft,
But O! how fhort thy Stay! N
As the Memory of a Guett, :
‘That tarrieth but a Day:
Come, and all thy Foes expel,
Fix in me thy Conftant Home,
With thy Father in me dwell,
Lorp Jesvus, quickly come ! i

Waiting for CHRIST the Prophet. .
Ro?#ET, fent from Gob above ’
. To teach his perfect Will,

‘Lo! T wait to learn thy Love,

I tremble, and am’ fill:
To thy Guidance I fubmit,
All my Soul to Thee I bow,
See me fitting at thy Feet:
Speak, Lorp, I hear Thee now.

From the idle Babler Man
Behold Iturn away, . .. . . _—
Trample on the faireft Plan : |
That human Wit can lay :

Chafe the Darknefs from my Mind,
And fhine within my Heart. -~
. ' © What
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3 What avails the Creature’s Serife, - -

When Thou, and only Thou’ '

Haft the Words of Endlefs Life !
(O could I hear them now !)

Mighty Thou in Word and Deed,
‘Thou my only Teacher be,

Thou, by thine; Anointing, lead -
A Soul that feeks to Thee.

4 Ifrom Outward Things withdraw,

No Help in Them is found :

At thy Mouth I feek the Law,
I liften for the Sound

Which fhall all my Griefs controul,
Empty me at once and fll,

Calm the Tempeft in my Soul,
And bid the Sea be'fll.

5 Ah! my Lorp, if Thou art near,
Aupd knockett at the Door,

.. Let me now my Prophet hear,

. And keep Thee out no more: -
" Be reveal’d Thou Heavenly Guett
To confume the Man of Sin,
Take Pofleflion of my Breatt, -

Come, “in my Lorp, come in.

The SaMs..

1 Hrist, my Hidden Life appear,
Soul of my inmoft Soul, . |
Light of Life, the Mourner chear,
f And make the Sinner whole.
Now in me Thyfelf difplay,
Surely Thou in all Things art 5
I from all Things turn away
To feck Thee in my Heart.

205
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Open, Lo&n, my inward Ear,
And bid my Heart rejoice,
Bid my quiet Spirit hear -
Thy comfortable Voice,
Never in the Whirlwind found,
Or where Earthquakes rock the Place;
Still, and filent is the Sound,
The Whifper of thy Grace.

From the World of Sin, and Noife, -
And Hurry I withdraw,
For the {mall and inward Voice - <«
I wait with-humble Awe:
Silent am I now, and ftill,
Dare not in thy Prefence move; . =
To my waiting Soul reveal
The Secret of thy Love.

Wifdom in a Myﬁery :

Of bleeding Love unfold ;

Teach the Leffon of thy Crofs,
" Let me die with Thee to reign, !
All Things let me count but Lofs

So I may Thee regam ’

Shew me, as my | Soul can bea.r,
The Depth of Inbred Sin, e
All the Unbeltef declare, o )
The Pride that lurks within : i
Take me, whom Thyfelf haft bougflt
. Bring into Captivity
Every high afpiring Thought’
That would not ftoop to Thee. -

- Lorp, my Time is in thy- Hancf
My Soul to Thee convert,
- Thou canf make me underftand,

- Though I am flow of Heart. “Thine

b — S ———— .

M e W
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Thine, in whom I livcs and move,
Thine the Work, the Praife is Thine,

Thou art Wifdom, Power, and Love,
And all Thou art is Mine. .

. The Same.

I Y Wiry hearken what my Lorp
I Shall fay concerning me.
Haft Thou not a gracious Word
For One that waits on Thee ?
- Speak it to my Soul, that I
May in Thee have Peace and Power,
Never from my Saviour fly, '
And never grieve Thee more.

2 How have I thy Spirit griev’d,
Since firft with me He firove 2
Obftinately difbeliev’d,
And trampled on thy Love ?
I have finn’d againit the Light,
I have broke from thy Embrace,
No, I would not, when I might,
Be freely fav’d by Grace..

3 After all that I have done
.. To drive Thee from my Heart,
Still Thou wilt not leave Thine own,
_Thou wilt not yet depart,
Wilt not give the Sinner o’er:
Ready art Thou now to fave,
Bidft me cojne, as heretofore,
That I thy Life may have.

4 O Thou meek; and gentle Lamb,
Fury is not in Thee, ‘
Thou continueft the fame,
And ftill thy Grace is free;

. 207
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Still thy Arms are open wide

Woretched Sinners to receive,
"Thou hat once for Sinners died,
That All may turn, andlive.

Lo! I take Thee at thy Word,
"My Foolithnefs I mourn,
Unto Thee, .y bleeding Lorp,
However late I turn;~ -
Yes ; Iyield, Iyield at laft,
Liften to thy {peaking Blood, -
Me with all my Sins I caft
Qn my Atening Gob.

Freely am I juftified,
And till my Heart is pure,
In thy Wounds will I abide,
From Hell; and Sin fecure :
What of Sin in me remains,
I believe Thou wilt remove,
Throughly wath out all my Stains,
And perfe€t me in Love.

DanizeL in the Den of Lions.

O D of Daniel, hear my Prayer,
And let thy Power be feen,
Stop the Lion’s Mouth, and bear
Me fafe out of his Den:  ~
Save me in this dreadful Hour; _
Earth, and Hell, and Nature join,

'All ftand ready to devour S

This helplefs Soul of mine. h .

‘No Way to efcape I fee .

The fure approaching Death,
Vain are all my Hopes to flee

= Out of the Lion's Teeth ;

In
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-In the Mire of Sin I lie,
# _In the Dungeon of Defpair,
" Hear my lamentable Cry,
O Gob of Dauniel, hear.

3 Thee I ferve, my Lonﬁ, my Gobp, .

In me thy Power difplay,
Save me, fave me, and defraud

The Lion of his Prey ;
Angel of the Covenant,

JEsus mighty to retrieve,
Let Him to my Help be fent;

In Jesus I believe.

4 Save me-for thine own great Name,

That all the World may know, -
Daniel’s Gob is ftill the fame,

And reigns fupreme below -
Him let all Mankind adore ;

Spread his glorious Name abroad,

Tremble All, and bow before
The Great, the Living Gop.

§ Abfolute, Unchangeable
O’er all his Works He reigns,
His Dominion cannot fail,
But undifturb’d remains :
His Dominion ftandeth faft, )
Is, when Time no more fhall be,
Still fhall his Dominion laft
Thro’ all Etemity.

et

6 He delivers by his Love, ‘

He refcues Souls from Death,

Signs He works in Heaven above, -
/‘ And Signs in Earth beneath;
Daniel he doth every Hour
From the Lion’s Paw retrieve,
I am fav’d from Satan’s Power,
Agd lo! by Grace I live, -

IR ‘75;
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The THREE CHILDREN 7 the
Fiery Furnace.

1 O D of Ifrael’s Faithful Three,
Who brav’d a Tyrant’s Ire, -
Nobly fcorn’d to bow their Knee,
' And walk’d unhurt in Fire; -
Breathe their Faith into my Breaft,
Arm me in this Fiery Hour,
Stand, O Son of Man, confeft .
In all thy Saving Power.

2 Lo! on Dangers, Deaths, and Snares
 I'every Moment tread, .

Hell without a Veil appears,

And flames around my Head ;
Sin increafes more and more,

Sin in all its Strength returns,
Seven Times hotter than before

'The Fiery Furnace burns.

t while Thou, my Lorp, art nigh,
3 BHTVI}'{ Soul difdainsyto fear, 8
Sin and Satan I defy
- Still impotently near; . -

Earth and Hell their Wars may wage,

Calm I mark their vain Defign,
Smile to fee them idly rage

Againft a Child of Thine.

4 Unto Thee, my Help, my Hope,
My Safeguard, and my Tower,
Confident 1 ftill look up, _
And Rill receive thy Power:
All the Alien’s Hofts I chafe,
Bleft, and fcatter with mine Eyes;
* Satan comes : I turn'my Face,
And lo| the Tempter flies !

Sin-

e e
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§ Sin in me, the Inbred Foe, _

A while fubfifts in Chains, .

But Thou all thy Power fhalt thew, ’
And flay its Laft Remains; . - *

Thou haft conquer’d my Defire,
Thou fhalt quench it with thy Blood,

Fill me with a Purer Fire,

- And change me into Gob.

o }J A THANKSGIVING, "~

1 ’TI S of thy Mercies, Lorp,
, That T'am not confum’d, -
By Gop and Men abhor'd,
To endlefs Torments doom’d :
Thy tender Mercies never fail,
And therefore I am not in Hell.

2 In vain was Tophet mov'd »
To meet me from beneath, .
For Jesu's fake belov’d
I *fcape the Second Death : .
Thy tender Mercies never fail, '
And therefore I am not in Hell.

3 Within its Mouth I was,
' And there I lay afleep,
Its Mouth. it could not clofe,
My Soul it could net keep :
Thy tender Mercies never fail,
And therefore I am not in Hell.

4 Thy Mercies found out me, T
- 'To me they firft did floop, w |
From Depths of Mifery .
Thy Mercies brought me up:
T

Thy -
&
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Thy tender Mercies #tever fail, * ' - -
And therefore I am-not in’ Hell S
i . 1. . R
5 Thy dear Preferving Graee
Each Moment I receive,
And troft to fee thy Faee,
: And without Sin to live: Lo
Thy tender Mercies‘neverfail, : - - - -
And I fhall never be in Hell,

D T S - P T

He that l ofeth bis. L{ft for any Sake
j/;all ﬁnd

BE it accordmg to thy Word! - - -
This Moment tet it-be,.. i ... ... .
O that I now, my deareft Lorbp,
Might lofe mhy - L:fe;fur Thee' Sl

2 Now, Jasv, let ehypoWerful Death
Into my Being-coe, .- . .
Siay the Old Adas with thy Breath,
. 'The Man of Sin confume. -

3. Whate er I have, or Can, m\Am,
I now would fain refign, . )
o And lofe my Natire; and- myName,
O Gop, to putdm(é Tbme .

4 With-hold whate’er my Flelh—reqmnes; .
Poifon my Pleafant Food,
Spoil my Delights, my vaifi Defircs;
My All of Creature-Good, -~

My
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5 My OM Affettions mortify, '
Nail to the Crofs my Will,
Daily, and hourly bld me dxe,
Or altogether kill,

6 Paflion, and Appente deﬁroy,
. Tear, tear this Pride away,
.~ Andall my Boaft, and idle Joy,
And all my Nature flay.

7 Jesv, my Life, appear within,
And bruife the Serpent’s Hend,
Enter my Soul, extirpate Sin,
Catt out the Curfed Seed.

8 Thou wilt, T know, Thou wilg appear,.’
o And end this inward Strife, .
Thy Harbinger proclaims Theée near,
And Death makes Way for Life.

9 Haft Thou nat made me willing, Lonn?
. Would I not die this Hour?
Then fpeak the Killing, Quickening Word,.
Slay, raife me by thy Power, =

10 Slay me, atd I il Thee fhall truff,
With thy Dead Men arife,
Awake, and fing from out-the Duft,”
Soon as this Nature dies.,

11 O let it now make Hafte to die, Lo
the Mortal Wound receive, . - -

So'fhall I Live; and yet not I,” ‘
But CurisT in-me fhall live,. . RN

1z Be it according to thy Word,
This Momeat lét i be, :
The Life I lofe for Thee my LORD,
I'find again in Thee.
B T 2 Watch
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Watch in all Things.

1 YESU, my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
On whom I caft my every Care,
On whom for all Things I depend,
Infpire, and then accept my Prayer.

2 If I have tafted of thy Grace,
The Grace that fure Salvation brings,
If with me now thy Spirit ftays,
and hovering hides me in his Wings ;

3 Still let Him with my Weaknefs ftay,
Nor for a-Moment’s Space depart,
Evil, and Danger turn away,
And keep, till He renews my Heart.

4 When to the Left or Right I ftray,

His Voice behind me may I hear,

¢ Return, and walk in CurisT thy Way,

“¢ Fly back to Curist, for Sin is near.

5 His Sacred Un&ion from above
Be fill my Comforter, and Guide,
Till all the Stony He remove,
And in my Loving Heart refide.

6 Jesv, I fain would walk in Thee,
From Nature’s every Path retreat,

. ‘Thou art my Way; my Leader be,
and fet upon the Rock my Feet.

7 Uphold me, Saviour, or I fall,
O reach me out thy gracious Hand, _
Only on Thee for Help I call,
. Only by Faith in Thee I fland.

Pierce,

et T s, e
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8 Pierce, fill me with an humble Fear,
My utter Helplefnefs reveal ;
Satan, and Sin are always near,
Thee may I always nearer feel. . -

¢ O that to Thee my conflant Mind,
Might with an even Flame afpire!
Pride in its earlieft Motions find, .
And mark the Rifings of Defire.

10 O that my tender Soul might ly . - -.
Thee firft abhor'd Approach of HI, -
Quick, as the Apple of an Eye, -
The Slighteft T'ouch of Sin to feel.

11 Till Thou anew my Soul create,’
Still may I firive, and watch, and pray,
Humbly, and confidently wait, .
And long to fee thy Perfe&t Day. .

12 My whole Regard ftill may I place
_ On the faint Ray of opening Light,
¢~ (The fure Prophetick Word of Grace )
« That glimmers thro” my Nature's Night,

13 Here let my Soul’s fure Anchor be,

. Here let me fix my wifhful Eyes,

¢+ And wait till T exult to fee )
The Day-Star in my eart arife.

¥4 My Lorp, Thou wilt riot long delay,
. This Inward Calm proclaims Thee near, .
e’ Sorrow, and Doubt are fled away,
My Lowrp fhall in my Heart appear.

15 JEsu, my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
v As I believe, fo letitbes i
O make me patient to the End, .
And then reveal Thyfelf in Me. :
' T 3 - A PraxER .
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.

APRAYERﬁr HoL1INEss.

1 VEr fainting with Defire
For Thee, O CHrist, I call,
Thee I reftlefsly require,
I want my Gopo, my All
Jesvu, dear redeeming Lorp,
I wait thy Coming from above: )
Help me, Saviour, fpeak the Word,
And perfe& me in Love.

2 Wilt Thou fuffer me to go
Lamenting all my Days?
Shall I never, never know
Thy ‘San&ifying Grace?
‘Wilt Thou not thy Light afford,
The Darknefs from my Soul remove?
Help me, Saviour, &c

3 Wretched, naked poor, and blind, -
Affli¢ted, and dlﬁreﬁ .
Settled Peace I cannot ﬁnd,
v Uninterrupted Reft,
Till my Spint is reftor d,
"And fixt my Heart on Thine above:
Help me Saviour, &c.

4  Gilts, alas! cannot fuffice,
And Comforts all are vain,
/ While One Evil Thought Can rife,
1 am not born again:
Still T am not as my Lorbp,
Thy Holy Will I do not prove:
Help me, Savmur, &c.

.

5 Wl;.)'

- L s
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§  Why haft Thou on me beftow’d
Thy free, preventing Grace:
- 'Why beheld me in my Blood,
/ And call’d to feek thy Face?
' Thou haft not my Soul abhor’d,
But ftill with me thy Spirit firove :
Help me, Saviour, &c.

6 W’}iy didft Thou my Ranfom Pay,
he Work of Faith begin?
~~Surely Thou hatt purg’d away
v The Guilt of all my Sin:
All the Guilt’s on Thee transfer’d :
And wilt Thou not the Power femove?
Help me, Saviour, &c.

7 ~ Lorp, if I on Thee believe,
They Second Gift impart,
With th’ Indwelling Spirit give
A new, a loving Heart:
If with Love thy Heart is flor’d,
If now o’er me thy Boweks move,
Help me, Saviour, &c.

8  Let me gain my Calling’s Hope, .
O make the Sinner clean; .
Dry Corruption’s Fountain up,
Cut off th’ Intail of Sin:
‘T'ake me into Thee, my Lorb,
And I fhall then no longer rove:
Help me, Saviour, &c."

9 ~ Thou, my Life, my Treafure be, .

My Portion here below, .

Nothing would I feek but Thee,
Thee only would I know ;

My exceeding great Reward,

My Heaven on Earth, my Heaven above:

Help me, Saviour, &c, : "

: - - 10 Grant
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Grant me nowtthhBtofeel
Of thofe: that are in Thee:

Son of Gob,. Thyfelf reveal,
Engrave thy Name on me;..

As in Heayen be here ador'd,

And let me now the Promife prove :

Help me, Saviour, fpeak the Word,

"~ And perfe& me in Love.

 Let this Mind be in yozz whieh was

aljé in CHRIST JEsus.

ESU, fhallIneverbe . .
Firmly grounded upon Thee?

Never by thy Woerk abide,
Never in thy Wounds refide!

2 Oh! How wavering is my Mind, -

" Toft sbout with every Wind! .

Oh! how quickly doth my Heart .
From the -Living Gop depart!: N

3 Eaﬁly I fall away;

Never am I at one Stay; ,
/ Strong in Faith I feei this Hour,
Stript the next of a!l ‘my Power.

U

_/

o 5:

PR

-4 Faith is loft i in Unbehef

Joy is fwallow’d up of Grief:
" Hope, my late Hope expires,
Goo, my angry Gon, retires.

5 Vam{hmg out of my nght )

’,A Jesvus leaves me funk in Night;

Where fhall I my Jesvus find, =
Helplcfs I, and dark a.nd blmd?

N B\ e v -

|
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6 Seck, O feek me, Lorp, again,
Let not all thy Gifts be vain,
Comfort to my Soul reftore,
Come, and never leave me more.

7 Jesu, let my Nature feel
Thou art Gop unchangeable :
JAH, JEHOVAH, Great I AM,
Speak into my Soul thy Name.

8 Fruit that I may bear, ordain; -
That my Fruit may.ftiil remain,
Make my Heart, and keep it true,
After Gop my Soul renew.

9 Grant, that every Moment I
May believe, and feel Thee nigh,
Stedfaftly behold thy Face, v
Stablifh’d with Abiding Grace. -

10 Plant, and root, and fix in me
All the Mind that was in Thee:
Settled Peace I then fhall find ;
Jesu’s is a Quiet Mind.

f11 When it doth in pe appear,
#_ I fhall nothing covet here.

2 Ifhall caft the World behind; .~ .
- Jesu’s is an Heavenly Mind. R
. A\

12 Then th’ accurfed LuRt of Praife

_ fhall in me no more have Place;. .= %

/' Pride no more my Soul thall bind;
Jesu’s is an Humble Mind.

13 Anger I no more fhall feel,

. Always quiet, always ftill; A

- Meekly on my Gob reclin’d 3
v‘ }zgv’s, is a Gentle Mind.

219
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14 1 fhall fuffer, and fulfil
Al my Father’s gracious Will,
Be in all alike refign’d ; -
- Jesu’s is a Patient Mind,

15 When ’tis deeply rooted here, -
Perfect Love fhall caft out Fear; -
Fear doth fervile Spirits bind ;
JEsu’s is a Noble Mind. . -

16 When I feel it fixe within,
v I thall have no Power to fin;
How thould Sin an Entrance find ¥
Jesu’sisa Spotlefs Mind.

17 I fhall nothing know befide
JEsus, and him Ciucified; |
I fhall All to Him be join’d;

' } JEsv’s is a Loving Mind.
.o~ 18 I fhall triumph evermere, -
= Gratefully my Goo adare,
_ Gonb fo good, fo true, fo kind;
JEesu’s is a Thankful Mind.
~

2" 19 Lowly, loving, meek, and pute
5 I fhall to the.End endure,
Be no more to Sin inclin’d ;
Jesu’s is a conftant- Mind. .

- 20 I fhall fully be reftor'd .~
To the Image of my Lorp,
Witnefling to alt Mankind,

 Jesu’sisa PerrecT Mind:

a,

wh
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If we confefsour Szm, beis fmtly’ul
and juft to forgive us our Sins,
and to cleanfe us from ALL Un-

righteoufnefs. 1 John i 9.

1 ATHER of m ing Logrp, '’
F To whom}lt {!:Zfo% Peace, - -
Trufting in thy faithfal Word,

/ Lo! I my Sins confefs., - -
For thy Truth and-Mercies Sake, -

Grant the Blefling which I claim, - = - -

Caft my Sins behind thy Back ;
I afk in Jesu’s Name.

.2 Haft Thou not revers’d my Doom? -
Thou haft; agd I believe :
Yet I ftill a Sinner come,
5~ That Thau maeyft &ill forgive :
v Wretched, mifciable, bliad, -

Poor, and :naked, andunckaﬂ,' e

Still, that I'may Mercy find, ,, ., . ;
I bring Thee nought but Sin.

3 I have always Fxjeal Need
. Of thy forgiving: Love,
Still do I the Promife plead,
That I thy Truth may prove.

PO

¢ Juft, and faithfolas-Thewdrt, - ... =~

Hear me now:my Sins-confefs,
Hear, and purify:my Heart ~
From All Unrighteoufnefs. .. -
4 Lorp, I look to-be'made clean

- From every finful Blot, .
«" All Unrighteoufnefs, and: Sia -

In Deed, and Word, :and Thought: . =

Evil
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. Evil fhall not here abide, )
Sin fhall kave no Place in me,
From th’ Iniquity of Pride
" And Self I fhall be free.

5 I fhall be redeem’d from All,
Unlefs thy Word is vain,
Here recover from my Fall,
My Eden bere regain,
. /£ Jesus fhall his Image bere
Perfeltly in me reftore,
Gob fhall in my Flefh appear,
And Sin {ubfift no more.

-+~

They that - wait on’ tbe LORD jball
renew their Strengtb

ORD, I belicve thy every Word,

L Thy Eve Promife true,

And lo! I wait on Thee, my Lorp,
Till I my Strength renew. :

2 Ifin this feeble Fle£h I may
A while thew forth thy Praife,
Jrsu, fupport the tottering Clay,
And lengthen out my Days

3 If fuch a Worm as I can fpread
The Common Saviour’s Name, -
Let Him who rais’d Thee from the Dead,
Quicken my Mortal Frame,

4 ‘Still let me live thy Blood to Thew,
thch purges every Stain, -
§lad1y linger out below .
ew more Years in Pam L

- 5. My
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§ My Time and Life are in thy Hand,
No more for Death I groan, - /
Still let the ruinous Manfion ftand, -
Till all thy Will be done.

é My Life, I know, Thou canft repair, :
And give a fronger Thread ; e
But Lorp, of This I take no Care,
For, O! my Soul is dead.

7 Health I fhall have, if That be beft, .
But what is Health to me? e
Alas! my Spirit cannot reft,
~Till it is-whole with Thee.

8 The Spirit of an healthful Mind,
~ For This I wait in Pain, v
This pretious Pearl I long to find,
And to be born again.

9 Spare me, till I my Strength of Soul,
Till I ¢thy Love retrieve,
Till Faith fhall nake my Spirit whole
And perfe& Soundnefs give.

10 Faith to beheal’d, Thou know’ft, I have,
' From Sin to be made clean,
Able Thou art from Sin to fave,
From All Indwelling Sin.

11 Surely Thou canff, I“do not doubt : ‘

Thou wilt Thyfelf impart, ,
The Bondwoman’s Bafe Son caft out, -
And take up All my Heart. - :

12 I fhall my Antient Strength renéw : R
Thy Excellence Divine, =~ . - -
(If Thou art good, if Thon art true) !
Throughout my Seul fhall fhige. . S
U ¢ ., Ifhall:

i
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13 I fhall, a weak and helptefs Worm,.
Thro’ Jesus frength’ning me,
Impoffibilities perform, = .
" And live from Sinning; free. .

¥4 For This in fledfall Hope I wait ;.
Now, Lorp, my-Soul reftore, =
Now the New Heavens-and Earth create,
And I fhall fin no more. '

The Things which areimpofible with
Moan are poffble to G 0.D...

‘ ‘ J7HaT a Myftery amI
A Myftery of Sin,
Full of all Iniquity,
; Unholy, and’unclean!
v Every Thought of all our Hearss:
Only Evil always iss-
Now, I know, my inward Parts
Are very chkednefs

2 Strip'd of every boafted. Gnacc,

©f every Shew of Giaod, -

still I'am but what T wasg™ i .. ..

. Unchang’d, and untenew’ d

" Duft and Athes is. my Neme,".
Sinful Duft and A{heal R
Bearing all my Sin and Shame, -

At Jesu’s Feet Ilie, , .. :

3 FromaThmghkemeundm, EREHE

/ A clean and holy Thing, .~ - .+ .
- Who of all the/Sons-of Men:" © * - - .. . .
v Canever hope to bring ? (:A‘ﬂ
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All our Strife at laft muft ceafe,
Al our Strength and Wifdom fail, .-
* Such a Work we muft confefs :
With Man Impafiible.

4 But fhall Human Weaknefs dare

To limit Strength Divine? -
"Feach Almighty Wifdom where

To lay the Meafuring Line ? - o
Yes; we give our Gob the Lye,

Trample on the, All-cleanfing Blood,
From a// Sin to fave, we cry,

This is too bard for Gop.

5 Still we liften to our Foe,

. His Other.Gofpel hear,

¢ No Perfettion is below: - P
¢ No Love'that cafts out Fear:

¢¢ Fear, ahd Singnuft ftill remain,
¢ Still in you maintain their Seat,

¢ Sin fometimes will always reign, ) )

% And force you to fubmit. ‘ |

. 6 Soon as Satan gives the Word, -~ ) |
WHii{ Advocates for Sin, -~ s |
itnefs with their Lying Lord, |
¢ Ye never can bey clllgan T
¢ From All Sin, wWhile here below ; ’
¢ Doadt you the Word receive,
“ Gop’s dWn Word may tell you fo,
¢ But do not you helieve L

7 Flefh and Blood cry out amain - _ .

It cannot, Cannot bef : v
All my Faith and Hope is vazn P

Fro}x'n Sin to be fet%e_e; . ! o v .

I with only Evil fraught, - x i

Full of defp’rate Wickednefs,” - '

1 who fin in Every Thought, - )
-Can I from finning ceafe? =~~~
U2 World, .



226 HywmNs and Sacrep Porwms.

¢ World, and Sin, and Satan go,
And afk my faithful Lorb,
Surely I the Truth fhall know,
e For he hath fpoke the Word:«
Whether every Perfe&t ohe
Shall not as his Mafter be,
Thou fhalt fhortly make it known,
‘\Shalt anfwer, Lorp, for me.

(-Let Gop be true, and every Man
- a Lyar.

1 O D ofall Power, and T'ruth and Love,
I a& my Faith on Thee,
Expe& thy Promifes to prove
Accomplifh’d all in me.,

2 In Hope believing againft Hope
Thy Faithfulnefs I plead,
Affor'd that Thou fhalt life me up,
And make me free indeed.

3 Thou jhalt on me thy Spirit pour,
And make the Sinner clean,
In Confidence 1 wait the Hour
When [ fhall ceafe from Sin. -

4 Itruft, that to the Life Divine
Thou wilt my Soul reftore,
And I fhall in thine Image fhine,
And I fhall fin no more.

§ Though Satan all thy Truths deny,
" He fhall no more deceive,
I cannot give my Gob the Lie,
For | fhall furely live. :
: . Though

Y
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6 'Though Men blafpheme the Liberty,
The Power they never knew,
Let every Man a Liar be,
So Gop alone be -true.

7 Though Nature fail, and F lefh and Blood
Would from the Promrfe ftart,
Gon fhall His Word accomplith, Gon
Is greater than my-Heart. -

8 Thro’ Unbelief I flagger not,
Though now my Soul is dead,
Quicken’d in Curist, from every Thoughe
Of Sin I fhall be freed. )

9 I fhall be perfeéted in Love
For thou haft fpoke the Word,
The Servant cannot be above, -
But fhall be As his Loro.

10 The Glory of thy Truth and Grace - -
To Thee, O Goo, I give, -
The vileft of the Sinful Race
I without Sin fhall five.

Thy Will be done in Earth, as it is.
z'n Heaven. :

Es v, the Life, the Trath, the Way,.
In whom I now believe,
As taught by Thee, in Faith I pray,. .
Expedting toWeceive. .

2 Thy Will by me on Earth be dore, -
As by the Quires above,
Who always fec Thee on thy Throne,.

And glory in thy Love. - IR
Y Us ‘ Falk
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3 1afk in Confidence the Grace,
That I may do thy Will,
As Angels who behold thy Face,
And all thy Words fulfil.

4 Sarely I fhall, the Sinner I, -
MShaHl:al;ctrve Thee without Fear ;
y no longer gives the Lie
To my deceitful Prayer.

_5 Thee I fhall ferve without Conflraint,
/ Shall every Moment pleafe :
‘Thofe blefled Spirits never faint,
Nor from thy Service ceafe.

6 thnThoutheWorkofFaxthhaﬁwmnght,
I fhall be pure within,
Nor fin in Deed; or Word, or Thought ; '
ForAngelsneverﬁn .

From Thee no more fhall I depart,
’ No more unfaithful prove,

Bat love Thee mthaeonﬂantﬂan

For Angels always love. .

8 Tell me no more, it Cannot be,
Ve Ye Sons of Earth and Hell :
v The Things impoffible to me,
* To Gop are poffible.

9 The Woddof Liars, and their Go» |
/ Invamdeny Thee, Lozp: . ’
¢ IhﬁennottoFldhandBlood,
1 hearken to Thy Word.

10 The Thing for which Thonlndﬁmepuy,
) Thou p mfz‘&tonge,
¢ And I fhall perfely obey,
1 without Sin fhall live. I8
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21 Iall thy holy Will fhall prove ;
I a weak finful Worm,
When Thee with all my Heart I love,
Shall all thy Law perform.

12_ The Graces of my Second Birth
" To me fhall all be given,
And I fhall do thy Will on Earth,
As Angels do in Heaven, :

The Word of our Goo fhall fand

- Sorever,

1 P Risoners of Hope, lift up your Heads,
The Day of Liberty draws near!
JEsus, who on the Serpent treads,
Shall foon in your Behalf appear ;.
The Lorbp fhall to his Temple come :
Prepare your Hearts to make Him Room }

2 We all fhall find (whom in His Word
Himfelf hath caus’d to put our Truft)
The Father of our Dying Lorn
Is ever to his Promife juft;
Faithful, if we our Sins confefs,
To cleanfe from all Unrighteoufnefs.

3 Lorp, we confefs our Sins to Thee ;
In Sin we were conceiv’d and born : .
Plung’d in the Depth of Mifery, = ¢
We never can to Thee return,
Till Thou our Fallen Souls convert,
And give the New, Believing Heart.

4 Now, if Thou Canft, withhold the Grace .
- __ From Sinners hungry, mournful, poor,

‘Who atk thy Love, who feek thy Face,

Who ever knock at Mercy’s Door, A
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o At Jesu’s Feet who humbly ke,

Refolv’d at JEsu’s Feet to die.

§ Yes, Lorp; we muft believe Thee kind,

" Thou never canft unfaithful prove :
Surely we fhall thy Mercy find,

Who afk fhall all receive thy Love,
Nor canft Thou it to me deny ;
I afk, the Chief of Sinners 1]

6 *Tis done : my Prayer hath pierc’d the Skies,

Hath reach’d my gracious Father’s Ear,

.~ He hears, He anfwers to my Cries;

My Gon fhall in my Heart appear;
He hath to me a Token given,
This inward Peace, this Taft of Heaven.

7 Wherefore of Him T make my Boat,

I triumph in his Truth, and Grace,
I in his faithful Mercies truft,

I thall with Joy behold his Face,
T fhall be foon his fixt Abode,
A Temple of the Living Goo.

8 O ye of Fearful Hearts, be frong,

Your downcaft Hands and Eyes lift upt
Ye fhall not be forgotten long ;

Hope to the End, in Jesus hope,
Tell Him, ye wait his Grace to prove,
And cannat fail, if Gop is Leve.

g Prifoners of Hope, be firong, be bold!

Caft off your Doubts, difdain so fear;
Dare to Believe;; on Curist lay hold ;

Wrelt'e with Curist in mighty Prayer,
Tell Him, We will not let Thee go,
*Till we thy Name, thy Nature know.

a——
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1o- Haft Thou not died to purge our Sin,
And rofe, thy Death for us to plead ?
To write thy Law of Love within
Our Hearts, and make us freed indeed ?
_ That we our Eden might regain,
Thou di'dft, and cou’dtt not die in vain.

11 Lorp, we believe, and wait the Hour
, _ Which all thy great Salvation brings: .
The Sp’rit of Love, and Health, and Power
~ Shall come, and make us Priefts and Kings ;
Thou wilt perform thy Faithful Word,
The Servant fhall be As his Lorp.

12 The Promife ftands forever fure,
And we fhall in thine Image fhine,
Partakers of a Nature pure, .
Holy, Angelical, Divine,
JIn Spirit join’d to Thee the Son,
As Thou art with thy Father Ore. .

13 Faithful, and true, we now receive
The Promife, ratified by Thee,
To Thee the When'and How we leave,
In Time, and in Eternity ;
We only hang upon thy Word,
The Servant fhall be As his Lorp.

Zechariah iv. 7, &c.
1 GRrEAT Mountain, who art Thou _

O Immenfe, Immoveable!
High as Heaven afpires-thy Brow,

Thy Foot finks deep as Hell :
Thee, alas! I long have known,

Long have felt Thee fixt within,
Still beneath thy Weight I groan ;

T Indwelling Sin.
hou art Indwelling Sin ‘ Thou
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2 Thou art Darknefs in my Mind,
Perverfenefs in my Will,
Love inordiniate and blind,
Which always cleaves to Il :
Every Pafiion’s wild Excefs,
Anger, Luft, and Pride Thou art,
Self, and Sin, and Sinfulnefs,
And Unbelief of. Heart,

3 Not by Human Might, or Power

Canft Thou be mov’d from hence,

But Thou fhalt flow down before
Divine Omnipotence ;

My Zerubbabel is near,
I have not believ'd in vain,

Thou, when Jesus doth appear,
Shalt firik into a Plain.

4 Curist, the Head, the Corner-6tone

Shall be brought forth in Me ;

Glory be to CurisT alone,
His Grace fhall fet me fsee:

I fhall fhout my Saviour’s Name,
Him I evermore. fhall praife,

All the Work of Grace proclaim,
Of San&ifying Grace.

5 Curist hath the Foundation laid,
And CurisT fhall build me up,
Sarely I fhall foon be made
Partaker of my Hope:
- Author of my Faith He s,
He its Finither fhall be,
Perfect Love fhall feal me His
To all Eternity.
The




Hymns and Sacrzep Poxwms.
TheSaus,

T O GreaT Mowntain, who are Thou
That dares my Gop defy!
Thou fhalt tremble, ftoop, and bow,
When JEsus but draws migh: -
When He to my Heart
Thou fhalt there no longer be,
Frem that Hour, IndwellingSin,
Thou haft no Place in me,

2 As a Grain of Muftard-feed,
If Faith in Curist I have,

From All Sin I thall be freed ;

I know, my Lorp will fave / .

Me from All Iniquity,

Faith fhall move theMouxm-lond, ‘

Catt it out into the Sea R
Of his All-cleanfing Blood. .

3 Who hath flighted, orcomtemn’d - -
The Day of feeble Things ?
I thall be by Grace redeem’d,.
"Tis Grace Salvation: brin :
Ready now my Saviour fland Sy
im I now rejoice to fee - o
With the Plummet in his ‘Hands .-
~ To build and finith me.

I right early fhall awake; -
*  And foe the Perps Day,
Soon the Lamb of Gob fhall. take
My Inbred Sin away ; LR
When to me my Lorp thall-come, -
- Sin for ever fhall depagt: .
JEsus takes up all the Roons.

<

Ina Believing Heart; SRR

Son

comes in, /

23

-

3
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§ Son of Gob, arife, arife,
And to thy Temple come, .
Look, and with thy Flaming Eyes
‘The Man of Sin confume ;
Slay him with thy Spirit, Lorbp,
{eign Thou in my Heart alone, -
Speak the San&ifying Word,
And feal me all Thine own.

Waiting for the ProMisk,

1 Rooring'Soul, fhake off thy Fears,
Fearful Soul be firong, be bold,

‘Tarry ’till the Lo Rp appears,

Never, never, quitthy Hold,
Murmar not at His Delay,

Dare not fet thy Gop a Time,
Calmly for his Coming flay,

Leave it, leave it all to Him.

2 -Fainting Soul, be bold, be firong,
- Wait the Leifure of thy Lorp, -
Though it feem to tarry long,
True, and faithful is his Word.
*~  On his Word my Soul I caft;
(He cannot Himfelf deny)
Surely it fhall fpeak at laft, .
It fhall fpeak, and fhall not lye.

3 Every one that feeks fhall find,
- Every one that afks fhall have
_ CurisT, the Saviour of Mankind,
Willing, able All to fave: :
I fhall his Salvation fee,
_ I in Faith on JEsus call,
I from Sin fhall be fet free,
. Perfeétly fet free from All. o
) - : Lory,

.

————
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4 Lorp, my Time is in thine Hand,
Weak, and helplefs as I am,
Surely Thou canft make me ftand,

I believe in Jesu’s Name :
Saviour, in Temptation Thou,

. Thou haft fav’d me heretofore,
Thou from Sin doft fave me Now,
Thou fhalt fave me evermore.

5 Wherefore fhould I doubt the Grace
Which I every Moment prove,
Sin and Satan muft give Place,

8. 235

! s
Both muft yield to ftronger Love. ¢/

Sin, and Satan rage their Hour,
But Thou All-Sufficient art,
Thou art Infinite in Power,
Thou art greater than my Heart.

6 Gladly therefore will I boaft
Of my Soul’s Infirmities,
I a Sinner, helplefs, loft,

I cannot from finning ceafe : /

Yet the Power on me doth relt ;
Now it doth from Sin fecure :

When it finks into my ‘Breaft,
Pure I am as Gopb is pure.

The SaME.

1 £\ JEsu, fall of Truth 2d Grace,
O All-atoning Lamb of Gop,
"I wait to fee thy lovely Face,

I feek Redemption thro’ thy Blood.
2 In Thee, who haft redeem’d of old

Mine, and the Souls of all Mankind,

Tho’ once to Sin and Satan fold,
Surely I fhall Redemption figd.
"W

» 'IIoId )
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3 Hold of thy Righteoufnefs I take,
Ve Thou haft exchang’d it for my Sin,
Thy fpotlels Soul as Hell feem’d black,
That mine thro’ Thee might all be clean,

4 Thou, Lorp, for me a Sinner made, ~
Ve Haft robb’d me of my Curfe and Pain,
Haft died, and fuffer’d in my Stead,
That 1 thro’ Thee might live and reign.

5 Now in thy Strength I ftrive with Thee,
My Friend, and Advocate with Gop,
Give me the Sinlefs Liberty,
Give me the Purchafe of thy Bloed.

6 Thou art the Anchor of my Hoge,
The faithful Saying I receive,
Surely thy Death fhzs%raife me up,

For Thou haft died that I may live.

7 Live without Sin! If Gop is true, )
*I thus fhall ferve Him all my Days,
»”" Shall apprehend whom I purfue, - '
And juftly triumph in his Grace.

8 Satan with all his Arts no more =

I fhall receive th® Almighty Power,
And find the Pearl of Perfeét Love.
9 Tho’ all the Advocates for Sin ~ . ..
S ‘Affert their Heath'nifh Liberty, .
- If Jesu’s-Blood Can wafh me clean,
Sin fhall not always dwell in me.

10 Though Nature gives my Gop the Lie,
I all kis Truth and Grace fhall know,
I fhall, a Sinlef¢ Sinner, I
Shall perfe&t Holinefs below. °

Me from the Gofpel’s Hope can move, -
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1 My Fleth, which cries, It cannot be,
Shall Silence keep before the Lorbp,
And Earth, and Hell, and Sin fhall flece
At Jesu’s Everlafting Word,

The SawmeE.

1 TuEe cruel Power of Sin,
How long fhall it endure! _

When, O when fhall I be clean,

And pure as Gob is pure ? o«

" From the Dead with JEsus rife,

Be in all his Blefling bleft,
Gain my Calling’s Glorious Prize,

And enter into Reft!

-

2 O might I this Moment ceafe

From every Work of Mine,
Find the perfet Holinefs,

The Righteoufnefs Divine,
Righteoufnefs which never ends ;

n Himfelf who feels it wrought,

He no more his Gop offends

In Deed,- or Word, or Thought. "

3 Unto this thrice happy State,
A110 how fhallfI attain !
my Time for this I wait,
And cannot wait in vain ; e
T fhall thy Salvation fee,
I fhall do thy Perfe& Will,
Live in glorious Liberty,
And all thy Fulnefs feel.

4 O cut fhort the Work, and make
Me now a Creature new,
For thy Truth and Mercy’s Sake,
- The Gracious Wonder thew. -
W 2 - Calt
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Call me forth thy Witnefs, Lorp,
Let my Life declare thy Power,

Born of Gop, renew’d, reftor’d, *
O let me fin no more. *

5 Fain would I the Truth proclaim

That makes me free indeed,

Glorify my Saviour’s Name,
And all its Vertues fpread :

Jesus all our Wants relieves,
Jesus, mighty to redeem,

Saves, and to the utmoft faves
All thofe that come to Him.

6 Jesu, lo! I come to Thee,

And wait to be fent forth ;

If thy Spirit fend forth me,

/ A Worm fhall thake the Earth;

I fhall thy Great Name declare,
Spread thy Vi€tories abroad,

Be the Weapons of thy War,
The Battle-Ax of Gob.

7 Perfe& then thy mighty Power
In a weak, finful Worm,
All my Sins deftroy, devour,.
And all my Soul transform ;
Now apply thy Spirit’s Seal,
_ O come quickly from above,
. Empty me of Self, and fill
With all the Life of Love.

The SameE.
1 LO R D, I glorify thy Grace,
Thy Truath, and Saving Power,
Waiting to behold thy Face,
/ And live —- in Sin no more,
I fhall fully be renew’d,
. All thy Promifes receive,
~ 'Spight of Hell, and Flefh, and Blood,
I dare at laft Believe. Can

L —— L A e e .
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2 Can the Ethiop change his Skin,.
His Spots the Leopard lofe ?
Then may I, enur’d to Sin,
The Path of Virtue chufe.
Surely in thy Strength [ may
At thy Word it fhall be fo ;
I fhall from my Heart obey,
I fhall be white as Snow.

3 I have not believ’d in vain,
The Word of Faith is fure’
How fhould Sin in me remain,
When Jesus faith, ¢ Be pure!
¢ Perfeét as your F ather is. :
" Father, is there Sin in Thee ?
Thou art Mine, with all thy Blifs,
When JEsus lives in me.

[

4 Mine is Wiidom, Power is Mine,
When Curist is in my Heart,
Thou, O Curist, art Power Divine,.
Wifdom Divine Thou art:
< Soon as Thee my Spirit feels,
Sin no more hath Place in me,
Then in me all Fulnefs dwells ;
All Fulneis dwells in Thee.

Defiring to Love.
Hee, Jesv, Thee the Sinners Friend,
I follow on to apprehend,
Renew the Glorious Strife, ,
Divinely Confidert, and Bold
With Faith’s firong Arm on Thee lay hold, ,
Thee, my Eternal Life:

2 Tell me, O Lorp, if Thine I am, - S
Tell me thy New, Myfterious Name, :
Or Thou fhalt nevér move :
No, never will I let Thee go,
*Till I thy Name, thy Nature know,

. And feel that Gop is Love.
W 3 T fee!
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3 I feel that I have Power with Gob,
Thou only haft the Power beftow’d,
And arm’d me for the Fight :
A Prince thro’ Thee Invincible,
1 pray, and wreftle, and prevail,
And gonquer in thy Might.

4 Thy Heart, I know, thy tender Heart -
Doth in my Sorrows feel its Part,
And at my Tears relent,
My Powerful Sighs Thou canft not bear,
Nor ftand the Violence of my Prayer,
My Prayer Omuipotent. ‘

Give me the Grace, the Love I claim,
Thy Spirit now demands thy Name,
‘Thou knowft the Spirit’s Will,
He helps my Soul’s Infirmity,
And ftrongly interceeds for me
With Groans Unfpeakable.

6 Anfwer, dear Lorp, thy Spirit’s Groan,
O make to me thy Nature known,
Thy hidden Name impart,
(Thy Title is with Thee the fame)
Tell me thy Nature, and thy Name,
And write’it on my Heart.

7 Prifoner of Hope, to Thee I tum,
Amnd calmly Confident I mourn,

"~ And pray, and weep for Thee :
Tellme thy Love, thy Secret tell,
Thy Myftick Name in me reveal,

- Reveal Thyfelf in me.

8 Defcend, pafs by me, and proclaim,
" O Lorp of Hoils, thy Glorious Name,
‘ o The
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The Lorp, the Gracious Lorp,
Long-fuffering, merciful, and kind,
The Gop who always bears in Mind

His Everlafting Word :

9 Plenteous He is in Truth, and Grace,
He Wills, that All the Fallen Race,
Shou’d turn, repent, and live,

His Pard’ning Grace for All is free,
Tranfgreflion, Sin, Iniquity,
-He freely doth forgive.

10 Mercy He doth: for Thoufands keep;.
He goes, and feeks the One loft Sheep,
And brings his Wanderer home ; ’
And every Soul that Sheep might be:-- -
Come, then, dear Lorp, and gather me,.
My Jesus, quickly come.

11 Take me into thy People’s Reft,.
O come, and with my fole Requeft
My Qne Defire comply,
Make me Partaker of my Hope,
_Then bid me get me quickly up,
And on thy Bofom die...

Part II. ~ '

1 OwmE, Lorp, and help me to rejoice
In Hope that I fhall hear thy Voice,
Shall one Day fee my Gop, e
Shall ceafe from all my Sin and Strife, :
Handle; and tafte the Word of Life,
And feel the Sprinkled Blood.

2 I fhall not always make my Moan, .
Or worfhip Thee a Gop Unknown, .~
But I fhall live to prove, R
Thy People’s Reft, thy Saint’s Delight,. »
The Length, and Breadth, and Depth and Height
Of All-redeeming Love. ,

’
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I cannot love thee Little, Lorbp,
Whenever by thy Grace reftor’d,
I tafte how Good Thou art :
Much I fhall love, or not at all,

Forgiven much I furely fhall
Love Thee with all my Heart.

// 3
v

4 O Glorious Hope of Perfet Love !
It lifts me up to Things Above,
It bears on Eagle’s Wings, .
It gives my ravifh’d Soul a Tafte,
And makes me for fome Moments feaft
With Jesu's Priefts and Kings.

s Rejoicing now in-Earneft Hope,
I ftand, and from the Mountain-Top
See all the Land below,
Rivers of Milk and Heney rife,
And all the Fruits.of Paradife
In endlefs Plenty grow.

6 A Land of Corn, and Wine, and Oil,
Favour’d with Gobp’s' peculiar Smile,
With every Bleffing bleft ;
There dwells the Lokp our Righteoufnefs.
And keeps His own in perfet Peace,
And Everlafing Reft.

7 O that I might at once go up,
No more on this Side Fordan ftop,
But now the Land poflefs,
This Moment end my Legal Years,
Sarrows, and Sins, and Poubts and Fears,
An Howling Wildernefs! -~ |

8 Now, O my Jsue, bring mein,
Caft out my Foes; the Inbred Sin,
The Carnal Mind remove; ’
The Purchale of thy Death divide, - -
‘And O ! with all the San&ified
Give me a Lot of Love,
Whe
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Who gave Himfelf for us, that He

X might redeem us from ALL Ini- |

7 By Sinners of a Carnal Mind,’

-

o

* When JEsus doth a Soul redeem,.

) ¥ But Curist hath died for Thee in vain,

6 The Guilt and Power with all thy Art

quity, Tit. i1, xiv, - |

1 YESU, Redeemer of Mankind, :
How little art Thou known |

Who claim Thee for their own;

"2 Who bla(pheméuﬁy call Thee Lorp ‘

With Lips, and Hearts unclean,
But make Thee, while they flight thy Word,
‘The Minifter of Sin:

3 Who madly plead for Sin’s Remains ;
While full of Slavifh Fears,
They fancy Thou haft purg’d their Stains,
And falfely call Thee Theirs.

4 O wretched Man, who dares divide
. The Pardon,. and the Peace!
In vain for Thee the Saviour died,
* Unlefs He feal Thee His.

O wretched Man, from Guilt to dream
Thy harden’d Confcience freed !

He makes it free indeed.. =
Can never be disjoin’d,
Nor will Gop bid the Guilt depart,

And leave the Power behird.

7 Faith, when it comes, breaks every Chain,,
And makes us truly free, -

Unlefs He lives in Thee.
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. 8 What is Redemption in his Blood,
o~ - But Liberty within ?
-A Liberty to ferve my Gop,
And to efchew my Sin.

9 What is our Calling’s Glorious Hope,
But Inward Holinefs ?
For This to Jesus Ilook up,
I calmly wait for This.

1o I wait, ’till He fhall touch me clean,
Shall Life, and Power impart,
Give me a Faith that roots out Sin,
And purifies my Heart,

11 This is the dear redeeming Grace,
For every Sinner free:
Surely it fhall on me take Place,
The Chief of Sinners me.

12 From all Iniquity, from Alt
He fhall my Soul redeem :
In Jesus I believe, and fhall
Believe myfelf to Him.

13 When Jesus makes my Soul his Home,
My Sin thall all depart:
And lo! He faith, ¢ I quickly come,
To cleanfe and il thy Heart.

14 Be it according to thy Word,
Redeem me from All Sin,
My Heart would now receive Thee, Lorp:
Comc in, my Lono, come in!

Deu-

~raxxt

e < e —
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Deuteronomy xxxiii. 26, &e.

1 One is like Fefburon’s Gop,
So great, fo firong, fo high,
Lo! He fpreads his Wings abroad,
He rides upon the Sky !
Jfrael, his Firft-born Son, -
Gob, th’ Eternal Gop is Thine,
See Him in thy Help come down,
The Excellence Divine.

2z Thee the Great JEnovan deigns

To fuccour and defend,

Thee th’ Eternal Gob fuftains
Thy Maker, and thy Friend ;

Sinner, what hat Thou to dread ?
Safe from all impending Harms,

Gonp hath underneath Thee fpread
His Everlafting Arms.

3 Gonbis Thine: difdain to fear _
The Enemy within, A
Gonb fhall in thy Flefh appear, .
And make an End.of Sin; . .o
Gop the Man of Sin fhall flay,
Fill Thee with Triumphantl}oy,
Gonp fhall thruft him out, and fay
Deftroy them All, deftroy. - -

4 All the Struggle ther is o'er,
And Wars and Fightings ceafe,
Ifracl then fhall fin no more,
But dwell in perfe&t Peace:
All his Enemies are gone,
Sin fhall have in him no Part,
Ifrael now fhall dwell alone
With Jesus in his Heart.

Ip‘»



246 HymMmns and Sacrep Poems.

§ In a Land of Corn, and Wine

His Lot fhall be below,

Comforts there, and RBleflings join,
And Milk and Honey flow;

Facob’s Well is in his Soul, ®
Gracious Dew his Heavens diftill,

Fill his Spir’t already full, -
And fhall forever fill.

6 Blet, O Ifracl art Thou,
What People is like Thee ?
Sav'd from Sin by JEsus now
Thou art, and ftll fhall be;
JEsus is thy Seven-fold Shield,
Jesus is thy flaming Sword,
Earth, and Hell, and Sin fhall yield
~ To Gonb’s Almighty Worbp.
. e
7 Gop's Almighty Word, fhall ftand,
Thine Enemies fhall fall,
Fade away at His Command,
And fink, and perifh All:
Lyars fhall they all be found,
All who cried ¢ It cannot be
¢ Sin fhould ever quit its Ground,
¢ And have no Place in Thee.

8 Curist fhall make Thee free indeed,
When He appears within,
Thou on Self and Pride fhalt tread,

/ On all the Strength of Sin,

Thou fhalt more than conquer it,
Thou fhalt fee it All depart,

See it dead beneath thy Feet,
No longer in thy Heart.

9 Gon, the gracious Gop and true,
Hath fpoke the faithful Word ;
He the mighty Work fhall do,
* Our Truft isin the Lorp: He
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He the Mountain fhall remove,
He the Sinner.fhall reftore,

He fhall perfect me in Love,
And I'fhall fin no more.

&

Mark xi. 22, 23, 24.

Esu, my Truft is in thy Word,
Thy PromifeI receive,
It ever ftands upon Record,
And1I in Gob believe.

2 Th Truth and Faithfulnefs I own,
Whlch I fhall fully prove,
#" Thy Power fhall all in me be fhewn,
Thing utmoft Power of Love.

* 3 Such Faith in Gop, thro’ Thee I have,
1 fhall be throughly clean,
Thou Canft, Thou Wilt the Sinner fav e,
From All his Inbred Sin.

4 Wherefore thro’ Thee to Sin I fay,
: This Mountain in my Heart, -
o ¢ Be Thou remov’d, far hence away,
Forever hence depart ! **

5 ¢ No more in me thy Being laft,
Have Thou no Place in me,

- " In Jesu's Name I fay, be caft,

Be caft into the Sea! ™

6 It fhall be fo: I do not doubt,
The Mountain fhall depart,
Sin fhall be fhortly All caft out
Of my Believing Heart.

X - Whate’er
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2 Whate'er I afk, I fhall receive :
I afk the Perfe&t Power,
That Sin no more in me may live ;
And it fhall live no more.

8 I have the Things for which I pray,
And fervently defire::
Jesu, take all my Sins away,
Baptize me with Thy Fire.

9 Iafk, that I may do thy Will,
As Angels do above,
T afk Thee all my Soul to fll
With pure, Seraphick Love.

30 Whate'er I afk in Faith I have,
As fure as Gob is true:
- From all my Sins Thou foon fhalt fave,
And all my Soul renew.

" 11 Things moft Impoffible fhall Be,

W

As fpre as Gob is Power:
And I fhall quickly be in Thee,
And I fhall fin no more.

12 Tho' Heaven and Earth away fhall pafs,
Thy Promife cannot move :
And 1 fhall tafte the Petfett Grace,
As fure as Gop is Love!

Remans iv. 16, &c.

R Arner of Jesus Curist my Lorp,
My Saviour, and my Head,
1 truft in Thee, whofe powerful Word
Hath rais’d Him from the Dead. -
' Thou

A4
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2.Thou know’t for my Offence He died,
And rofe again for Me,
Fully and freely Juftified,
That I might live to Thee.

3 Eternal Life to all Mankind
Thou hatt in Jesus given, y
And All who feek, in Him fhall find
“The Happinefs of Heaven.

" 4 All Nations of the Earth are blet

D A

249

In Him, who would reftore, - e

And take them all into His Reft,
And bid them fin no more. |

5 O Gopb, thy Record I receive,
In Adbrabam’s Footfteps tread,
And wait, expecting to receive
The Curist, the Promis’d Seed.

6 The Word i now gone forth from Thee,
It muft, it muft be done,
My Jesus fhall be form’d in me,
And I fhall have a Son. .

7 Faith in thy Power Thou feeft T have,
For Thou this Faith haft wrought,

Dead Souls Thou calleft from their Grave,,

And fpeakeft Worlds from Nought.

8 Things that aré not as tho® they were,
Thou calleft by their Name,
Prefent with Fhee the future are,
With Thee the Great I Aum.

9 In Hope againtt ail haman Hope
- Self-defp’rate I believe, ¥
Thy quick’ning Word fhall raife me up,
Thou fhalt thy Sg{irit give.
. - 2 .

Aﬁcord_; :

e

-
- " o

DRV T SR

e N

PR oy

oy ot o T

— e
Tl SN sy

-

:
|
|

)

i

14

’i




250 Hymns and SACRED PoEms.

16 According to thy faithfal Word
., Itfhall to me be done,
o And I fhall foon receive my Lorp,
And I fhall have a Son. :

11 Regardlefs now of Flefh and Blood,
Of my forlorn Eftate,
e I own my Soul is dead to Gon,
Yet for the Word I wait.

12 I count not now the tedious Years
- I have been dead in Sin,
v Bat calmly wait ’till CarisT appears,
*Till Jesus lives within.

13 The Thing furpaffes all my Thought, .
But faithful is my Lorp,
Thro® Unbelief I ftagger not,
For Gop hath fpoke the Word. ,

14 Faith, mighty Faith the Promife fees,
And looks to that alone,
Laughs at Impofiibilities,
And cries, It fhall be done.

15 To Thee the Glory of thy Power,
And Faithfulnefs I give,
I fhall in CurisT, at that glad Hour, .-
And Curist in me fhall live. -

16 Before Thee I my Heart perfuade,
W2 I know that Thou art true,
Fully affur’d what Thou haft faid,
Thou able art to do.

17 Thy Truth, and Power, and Love I plead,
On This I reft fecare, - X
v~ Toall of Faithful Sbrabam’s Seed

‘The gracious Word is fure, -
o ' : Thy

N ——
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©8 Thy Son Thou hatt en All beftow’d,
That all who Him receive
Might die to Sin, and live to- Gop,
To Gop alone might live.

19 I, even I believe in Him,
Him with my Mouth confefs,
And Faith I know in Thy Efteem
Is counted Righteoufnefs.

20 Obedient Faith that waits on Thee
Thou never wilt reprove,
But Thou wilt form thy Son in me,’
And perfe&t me in Love.

Fight the Good Fight of Faith.

1 YEsv, my King, to Thee I bow,

Enlifted -under Thy Comipand,
.Captain of my Salvation Thou
Shalt lead me to the Promis’d Land.

2 Thou haft a Great Deliverance wraught,
The Staff from off my Shoulder broke,
Out of the Houfe of Bondage brought,.
And freed me from the Egyptian Y oke.

3 Thine outftretch’d Arm was bar'd for me,

. For me by Earth and Hell purfu’d ; / ‘

- Thy outftretch’d Arm thro’ the Red-Sea -
" . Brought, and baptiz’d me in thy Blood.

4 O’er the vaft howling Wildernefs .
To Canaan’s'Bounds Thou haft me led,
Thou bidft me now the Land pofiefs,’ '
And on tby Milk and Honey fegd.
: X 3 Ifee
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* 5 I fee an open Door of Hope,
(Legions of Sins in vain oppofe)
Bold I with Thee, my Head, march up,
And triumph o’exr 2 World of Foes.

6 Gigantick Lufts come forth to fight,
I mark, difdain, and all fubdue,

I tread them down in Jesu’s Might,

Thro® Jesus I can all Things do.

7 Lo! the tall Sons of Znat rife!
Who can the Sons of 4rak meet?
Captain, to Thee I lift mine Eyes,
_Andlo! they fall beneath my Feet.

" 8 Paffion, and Appetite, and Pride,
-- (Pride, my old, dreadfu], Tyrant-Foe)
1 fee caft down on every Side, =
And conqu’ring I to eonquer go.

¢ My Lorp, in my Behalf appears: ——
Captain, thy Strength-infpiring Eye
Scatters my Doubts, difpels my Fears,
And makes the Hofts of Aliens fly.

10 Who can before my Captain fland ?
Who is fo great a King as Mine ?
High over All is thy Right-Hand,
And Might, and Majefty are Thine.

11 Jpsu, my Soul takes hold on Thee,
e I arm me with thy Spirit’s Might,
Huombly affur’d of Vikory, -
1 undernecath thy Banner fight.

12 Thy Spirit lifts the Standard up,
.~ When as a Flood the Foe pours in,
v I fee the Crofs, hold faft my Hope,
Believe, and more than conquer Sin.

With
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13 With holy Indignation fill'd,
. When by the Prince of Hell withftood,
‘Firm I refift; I grafp my Shield,
Andquench his Fiery Darts with Blood..

14 Single a Thoufand Foes I chafe, °
I turn, and blaft them with my Eyes :
Trembles.the World before my Face,
Their Prince with all his Legions flies,

15 Having done all, by Faith I fland, :
And give the Praife, O Lorp, to Thee, .
Thine holy Arm, Thine awn Right-Hand
Hath got Thyfelf the Victory..

16 Wherefore to Thee my Soul I raife,.
My Soul in Thee fecurely boafts, - e
Exults, and glories in thy Praife,
And triumphs in the Lorp of Hofts.

17 Wifdom and Power, and Strength and Might

Thou, Lorp, art worthy to.receive, = o».

Honour, and Riches are thy Right,
And Bleflings more than Earth can give.

18 Help us to praife our Glorious King, :
Ye Charch of the Firft-born above, e
Let Angels and Archangels fing .
The Triumphs of All-conquering Love.

19 Let Earth, and all her-Fullnefs I

Rejoice, His Greatnefs to proclaim, e

And Everlafting Praifes £l
- The Heaven of Heavens with Jesu’s Name.

~Lam -
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I am determined to know nothing fave
Jesus.CurisT, and Him crucified.

1 A 1N, delufive World, adieu,
+ With all of Creature-Good!
Only Jesus I purfue .
Who bought me with his Blood ;
All thy Pleafures I forego, ‘
I trample on thy Wealth and Pride :
Only Jesus will ¥ know, -
And Jesvus Crucified.

2  Other Knowledge I difdain,
*Tis all but Vanity : '
CurisT, the Lamb of Gop was flain,
He rafted Death for Me:
Me to fave from endlefs Woe -
“'The All-atoning Viim died;
Only Jesus, &c. -

st

7

(AL Lt ey

A a 3 Turuing to my Reft again

N s The Stviour I adore,
H -He relieves my Grief and Pain,
. And bids me weep no more ;

\\\\3: . Rivers of Salvation flow

.« From out his Head, his Hands, his Side ;
\‘\é * Only Jesus, &c. Co

Here will I fet up my Reft, -
My fluGtuating Heart
- From the Haven of thy Breaft -
Shall never more depart:
Whither fhoald a Sinner go ?
His Wounds for me ftand open wide:
--Only Jesus, &c.

What

s e
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5 What though all I am i Sin,
Sin cannot breale-m Méace,
Here is Blood to wafh' me clean
Ftom all Unriglteoufnefs ;
This fhall make me white as Snow,,
On this for all Things I confide :
Only Jesus, &c. _

6  What though Earth and Hell éngage
" 'To fhake my Soul with Fear,
Calmly I defy the Rage
Of Perfecution near ; .
Suffering Faith fhall brighter glow, .
As Gold when in the Furnace tried :
Only Jesus, &c.

7 Him to know is Life and Peace,’
And Pleafure without End :
This is all my Happinefs,
On Jrsus to depend,
Daily in his Grace to grow,

And ever in his Faith abide : !
Only Jesus, &c. i
8 O that I could All invite l

This Saving Truth to prove,
Shew the Length, and Breadth, and

And Depth of Jrsu’s Love! :
Fain I would to Sinners thew

The Blood, which All may feel applied :
Only Jesus, &,

«

9 Him in all my Works I feek
Who hung upon the Tree,
Only of his Love [ fpeak,
Who freely died for Me;
While I fojburn here below,
Of Nothing will I think befide ;
Only. Jesus will I know,
.. .- And Jesus Crucified. ~

~
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The SAME.

1 ET the World their Virtue boaft,
Their Works of Righteoufnefs,

I a Wretch undone, and loft,
Am freely fav’d by Grace:
Other Title I djfclaim,
This, only This is all my Plea,
I the Chief of Sinners am,

But Jesus died for Me!
2 Let the/Stronger'SAons of Gop
Their Liberty affert,
Juftly glory in the Blood
/ That made them pure in Heart ;

I am full of Guilt, and Shame,
My Heart as black as Hell I fee:
I the Chief, &c;

3  Happy they, whofe Joys abound
Like Jordan’s fwelling Stream,
‘Who their Heaven in CurrsT have fo
And give the Praife to Him;
Let them triumph in his Name,
" Enjoy their full Felicity :
I the Chief, &c.

4  Bleft are they, entirely bleft,
- Who can in Him rejoice,
o~ Leanonhis Beloved Breaft,
And hear the Bridegroom’s Voice ;
- Meanett Follower of the Lamb,
His Steps I at a Diftance fee:
I the Chief, &e.

: 5§  Outward Comforts have I none, . -
Or ‘Senfible Delight ;

" Joy'is to my Soul unknown,

..., My Day is turn'd to Night;

und,

o
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But my Gob is fill the fame;
-No Shade or Change in Him can be:
I the Chief, &c.

6 I like Gideon’s Fleece am found
Unwater’d ftill, and dry,
While the Dew on-All around
Falls plenteous from the Sky;
Yet my Loro I cannot blame,
‘The Saviour’s Grace for All is fxee
I the Chief, &c. .

" 2 Sull I fee his unfelt Grace

Defcending from above,
But can neither pray, nor praife,
Nor fear my Gob, nor love;
Yet He fuffer’d to redeem
My Soul from All Iniquity :
I the Chief, &c.

8  Surely He will lift me up,
For I of Him have Need:
I cannot give up my Hope,
Though I am cold and dead :
To bring Fire on Earth He came;
O that it now might kindled be!
I the Chief, &c.

9 Jesu, Thou for me haft died,
And Thou in Me wilt live,
I fhall feel thy Death applied,
I fhall thy Life receive:
Yet when melted in the Flame
Of Love, This fhall be all my Plea,
I the Chief of Sinners am,
But Jesus died for Me!

257
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Pleading the Promife of SANCTI-
FicATION, Ezek. xxxvi. 23, &¢.

1 OD of all Power, and Truth, and Grace,
Which fhall from Age to Age endure,.:
Whofe Word, when Heaven and Earth fhall pafs,
Remains, and ftands for ever fure:

2 Calmly to Thee my Soul looks up,
And waits thy Promifes to prove,
The Qbje&t of my ftedfaft Hope,
The Seal of Thine Eternal Love.

3 That I thy Mercy may proclaim,
That all Mankind thy Truth may fee,
Hallow thy Great and Glorious Name,
And perfe& Holinefs in me.

4 Chofe from the World if now I ftand
Adorn’d in Righteoufnefs Divine ;

If brought into the Promis’d Land

I juftly call the Saviour Mine: -

5 Perform the Work Thou l;aﬁ begun, '
My Inmoft Soul to Thee convert ;
Love me, for ever loye thine own,

* And fprinkle with thy Blood my Heart. i

6 'Thy Sanéifying Spirit pour
“T'o quench my Thirlt, and wath me clean:
Now, Father, let the Gracious Shower
Defcend, and make me pure from Sin.

. 7 Purge me from every finful Blot,

My Idols all be caft afide, .
Cleanfe me from Every Evil Thought,
From all the Filth of Self and Pride.

Give

P

v e M o | i
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§ Give me a New, a Perfe&t Heart,
From Doubt, and Fear, and Sorrow free,
The Mind which was in CarisT impart,
‘And let my Spirit cleave to Thee.

9 O take this Heart of Stone away, :
(Thy Sway it doth riot, Cannot own)
In me no longer let it ftay,
O take away this Heart of Stone.

10 The Hatred of the Carnal Mind _
Out of my Flefh at once remove; <
Give me a Tender Heart, refign’d
And pure, and full of Faith and Love.

11 Within me thy Good Spirit place,
Spirit of Health, and Love, and Power, .

Plant in me thy ViQorious Grace,

- And Sin fhall never enter more.

12 Caufe me to walk in CurisT my Way, .
And I thy Statates fhall fulfil ; ST
In Every Point thy Law obey, -
And perfeétly perform thy Will., R

3 Haft Thou not faid, who Canft not lie, . =~
That I thy Law “fhall keepand do? ¢ . S
Lorb, I believe ; tho’ Men deny : S R
They all are falfe, but Thou art true.” ~~ Lo

14 O that I now from Sin releas’d, CLT b

Thy Word might to the utmoﬁ prove! ..
Enter into the Promis’d Reft, o : j\}
The Canaan of thy Perfet Love.

15 There let me ever, ever dwell, : SR
. Be Thou my Gop, and I wxll be T
Thy Servant ; O fet to thy Seal, T e

‘ GivemeEtemalLi{ginThee. - T P
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16 From all remaining Filth within,
Va Let me in Thee Salvation have,
) From A&ual, and from Inbred Sin
My ranfom’d Soul perfift to fave.

17 Wath out my deep Original Stain ———
o Tell me no more, It Cannot be,
Demons, of Men! The Lamb was flain,
_ His Blood was all pourd out for me.

18 Sprinkle it, Jesu, on my Heart!
o~ One Drop of thine All-cleanfing Blood
Shall make my Sinfulnefs depart,
And fll me with the Life of Goo.

19 Father, fupply my every Need; -
Suftain the Life Thyfelf haft given:
Call for the never-failing Bread, :
The Manna that comes down from Heaven-

20 The gracious Fruits of Righteoufmefs,
‘Thy Blefings unexhaufted Store
In me abundantly increafe, ’
., Nor let me ever hunger more.

21 Let me no more in deep-Camplaint
My Leannéfs, O my Leannefs, cry,
- Alone confum’d with pining Want
: .Of all my Father’s Children I!

"1 .22 The Painful Thik, the Fond Defire, -

. Thy joyous Prefence fhall remove,

"' Whilé iny fall Soul doth il require’

Thy whole Eternity of Love.

3 Holy, and true, and Righteous Lorp,

", - I'wyait to prové thy Perfe&t Will,

Re mindful of thy gracious Word,

* Andftamp me with thy Spirit’s Seal. _

L
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24 Thy faithful Mercies let me find, f‘{w Apoeen-
In which Thou caufeft me to truﬁ }.“"’4"“";_"‘_:"5"
Give me the meek and lowly Mind, (ot e il

A.nd lay my Spirit in the Dut. f’:{}:z::‘f e

. 25 Shew me how foul my Heart hath been,
When all renew’d by Grace I am, e
‘When Thou haft emptied me of Sin,
Shew me tlie Fulnefs of my Shame.

25 Open my Faith's interior Eyé :
Dd’play thy Glory from above, .
And all I am fhall fink, and die,
Lot in Akonifhment and Love.

. 27 Confound, o’erpower me wntb thy Grace’
I would be by Myfelf abhor’d, :
(All Might, all Majefty, all Praxfe,
All Glory be'to CrrisT my Lorp!)

~ 28 Now let me gain Perfetion’s Height I
Now let me into Nothmg fall!
Be lefs than Nothing in thy Sight,
And feel that Curist is All in AlL

" Behold the | Man!

Rise, my Soul, asife,
/ & Shake off thy guxlty F ears,
"The Bleeding Sacrifice
In my Behalf appears; . -
Before the Throne my Surety fiands ; P e
My Name i is written on His Hands. = = .2

2 He ever lives above =
For me to interceed,
5613 All-redeemmg Love, o
o Hls preuous Bloodtoplead, L
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His Blood aton’d for all our Race,
And fprinkles now the Throne of Grace.

3 Five bleeding Wounds He bears,
Receiv'd on Calvary ;
They pour effeéual Prayers,
They ftrongly fpeak for me;
Forgive him, O forgive, they cry,
Nor let that Ranfom’d Sinner die!

-4 The Father hears Him"pray,
. His dear Anointed One, :
He cannot turn away
The Prefence of his Son :
His Spirit anfwers to the Blood,
And tells me, I am born of Gob.

5 My Gonb is reconcil’d,
His Pard’nihg Voice I hear,
He owns me for his Child,
I can no fonger fear;
With Confidence I now draw nigh,
~And Father, Abba Father, cry |

Titus ii. 11, &ec.

T E mafrmfy the fot of Gop,

R The Common Saviour praife :
+ A Talent is on All beftow'd,

;. A Seed of Saving-Grace.

. To Every Soul it comes unfought,
2., M To raife him from his Fall ;

'/ +T'o Ailit hath appear’d, and brought
77" -Salvation unto All

3 From all Ungodlinefs and Sin

kRS .-/'3' - It teaches us to fly,

Yosbids to touch the Thing unclean,
Ot ‘but in Thought comply.
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4 From every Earthly, low Defire,
From every Creature-love
It calls, and bids our Hearts afpire
And feek the Things above.

"5 It teaches us, and not in vain,
7 All Evil to efchew ;
From every Sin we now refrain, S
And every Good purfue. :

6 Sober, and juft, and-gedly here,
‘Whoe’er the Grace receive,
. *  With Sin, and Satan ever near, .
A Sinlefs Life we live.

7 Our Soul is chang’d our Heart is clean;
Our Inward Strife is o’er,
Here in this prefent World of Sin,
We live, and fin no more.

-8 The Power of Godlihefs we fhew,
W, To Carnal Minds unknown,
And perfe@ Holinefs below,
And live to Gob alone.

9 Wor:hy we walk with Him in- Wlute, R
- Holy, and Perfett here, .
*Till Carist with ail his Saints in Lrght N
Shall glorioufly appear. - ‘ S

10 We looL for that thrice bleﬂed Hope, - '. RN

— When Time and Death fhall end, L
*° And Crrist the Judge, to take us up,; - .7ii
" Shall with a Shout defcend,. - o

11 JEsus, the great tremendous Gop,
" Our Saviour fhall come down ;

#" To all who conquer’d thro’ His Blood CL T

‘He gives the Starry Crown.

Y 3 ' S hag e

Lo .
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12 That Blood which He for All did fhed .
S To make us throughly clean,
v To fave, and make us free indeed
From every Spot of Sin.

13 For this He hung upon the Tree,
{ . For this his Life He gave,
', OurSouls from All Iniquity,
‘Our ranfom’d Souls to fave.

14 A Royal Priefthood to ordain;
An holy, chofen Seed,
#  And bring them to a Perfe&t Man,
And make them like their Head.

15 He died, that we to Sin might die,
And live to Gap alone;;
v Hedied, Our Hearts to purify,
? And make them all his own. -

= 16 This is the dear, peculiar Race,

= The People doubly bought,

. v Th® Ele& of Gop, who fought his Face,
) And found the Gop they fought,

17 Zealousof all ‘Good Works they live,

p PR And all Good Tempers fhew,
" And fiill to Gopb the Glory give,

S”Y‘ “« . Andlive His Life below.

18 This is the Fellowfhip of Saints!
I fee it, Lowrp, I fee

‘The Grace which is for Me.

""19 'The glorious Prize I now purfue,-
’ For full Redemption watt,
-And foon I fhall attain unto
.+ - My primitive Eftate.

Y

]

.~ ¥ The Grace which anfwers all our Wants, '

Hcav%n_ _
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20 Heav’n I fhall have within my Breaft,
, Nor envy Thofe above, - -
v When taken into Jesu’s Reft,

" And perfeéted in Love.

It is Time for Thee, LORD, to lay
to thine Hands for they bave de-
Jtroyd thy Law.

1 esvu, the Truth, the Way,
The Life, in Us appear, . o
v Thy Glorious Arm difplay, :
. And bring Salvation near, S
"The Great Salvation Thou haft wrought, i
Above the Reach of Human Thought. :

-

2 _ F leth, Earth, and Hell deny
The Freedom of thy Sons,
Ve And fcornfully they cry
«¢ Where are the Perfect Ones ¥’ - <
They date Thee all thy Power to fhew,
¢ Thou canft.not make us Saints below.”

3 Anfwer their Challenge, Lorp,
' Thy Witnefles call forth,
Send out the Quickning Word,

Renew the Face of Earth; . o

Now the New Heavensand Earth create,
Reftore us to our Firlt Eftate. Lo

4 .Léy to thy mighty Hand, ,
The Work is worthy Thee, .
v A World of Foes withftand,

We cannot Full Redemption have,
Thou canft not to the Utmoit fave.

And fay, Itcannotbel B
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Arife, O Jealous Gop,
Come quickly from above,
Thy Law they have deftroy’d,
The Holy Law of Love,
. The Perfe& Law of Liberty,
The Law of Life which is in Thee.

6 With Thee the Pottherds ftrive,
They give their Gon the Lie;
They teach, ¢ We cannot live
¢ And not with Sin comply ;
Thy Word of none Effeét they make: -
Come, for thy Truth and Mercy’s fake.

7 Eternal Gop, come down.
’ With thy Vi&orious Crofs,
- Thy Genuine Gofpél own,
Maintain thy Righteous Caufe,
No longer let thy Foes blafpheme ;.
Come, Jesvu, mighty to redeem !

8 . Thy Controverfy, Lorb,
Do Thou Thyfelf decide,
‘And let thy faithful Word -
Be to the Utmoft tried ;
Fo Thee we make our bold Appeal,
Declate the Counfel of thy Willl

9  Isit thy Will to fave
: Our Souls from Every Sin ?
Say, Jesu, wou'dt Thou have
Thy Righteoufnefs brought in?
Us wou’dft Thou wholly Santtify,
Or have we, Lorp, believ’d a Lie ?

10 No, no. the Witnefs cries !
 Ye fhall as Gop be pure,
~ ““ Whoever on Curisr relies
- - % To him the Word is fure:**

c e



Hymns and Sacrep Porums,

/Y And I, ev’n I fhall perfet be,
And Curisrt fhall live His Life in me.

11 Sin fhall not Always live,
Or in Our Fleth remain ;
We did not, Lorp, receive
The Word of Truth in vain:
The Word of Truth fhall make us free:
" 'The Spirit’s Cry is, Liberty!

12z The Acceptable Year -
Of Jesus is at hand :
Prifoners of Hope appear,
Go forth at His Command,
And fhew yourfelves from Sin fet free
The Spirit’s Cry is, Liberty |

13 We furely fhall obtain
{When JEsus enters in)
. A Liberty from Pain,
A Liberty from Sin:
We then fhall more than Conquerors be,
The Spirit’s Cry is, Liberty!

14 His Call we now obey,
Our full Confent we yield : -
Man fhall not tear away
Qur Anchor, or our Shield ;
" Us from the Gofpel-Hope caft down,
Subvert our Faith, or take our Crown.

15 The Sin-atoning Blood
Its full Effe& fhall have,
‘Whom it hath brought to Gop
It inwardly fhall fave,
From all Iniquity releafe, I
And ftablith us in Perfect Peace.

- Whe
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16 The Holy One fhall live,
And in our Hecarts abide,
To Usa Portion give
Among the Sandified ;
We'all fhall sy, The Work is done,
We All are perfeéted in One.

. He that believeth Sball not make
Hafie, ' ‘

/"Vl X 7 It~ Ess Divine, the Juftand True,
" Jesvu, to Us this Promife feal,
Our Hafte of Unbelief fubdue,
And bid our flutteying Heart be ftill!

2 That Power which flop’d the Mid-day Sun,
Turn’d back the Tide, and chain’d the Sea,

" 'Be in our rapid Spirits fhewn, S
And make us truly wait on Thee.

3 Arreft our Nature's headlong Courfe,
(We would be poor, defpis’d, forlorn)
Baffle our Skill, unnerve our Force,
Our Carnal Confidence o’erturn. -

4 Great Helper of the Friendlefs Thou,
Thou Strength’ner of the feeble Knees, -
"0 let our Souls before Thee bow, -
And fink into a fweet Diftrefs.

5 We cannot fee without thy Light,
Without thy Light we awould not fec,
‘We have no Wifdom, Help, or Might,
But Lorp, our Eyes are unto Thee.

¢6 O let us not prefume to take :
- 'The Matter out of thy Great Hand :
‘Who can the Rock of Ages fhake ?
The fure Foundation fill fhall ftand.

-~
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/( » Let Others rufh with trembling Hafte,
With eager Wrath thy Caufe defcnd
. Our Soul is on thy Promife caft,
Andlo! we calmly wait the End.

$ Tho’ We our Hands do not lift up,
The to’ttring Ark fhall never fall,
It never _fhall to Dagon ftoop :
Thy Kingdom ruleth over All,

.9 Stedfaft our Anchor is and fure ;
1t enters Now within the Veil,
Thy Church immoveably (ecure, ‘
Defies the Powers of Earth and Hell.

/ PaRrT 1L

Ou &, O Thou Greater than our Hea.rt,
And make thy faithful Mercies known,
The Mind which was in Thee impart, =~
Thy Conftant Mind ip Us be fhewn.

2 From Anger fet our Spirits free,
It worketh not thy Righteoufnefs,

In Patience let us wait oni Thee,

And quietly our Souls poffefs.

3 Jesvu, to whofe fupream Command -
All Things'in Heaven, Earth Hell fubmft, )

_ Upon us lay thy mighty :
And Self fhall fink beneath thy Feet.

4 O let us by thy Crofs abide,
Thee, only Thee refolve to know, -
The Lamb for Sinners crucified, -
A World to fave from Endlefs Woe. "I.‘ak
. S ) . e

’



250 Hymns a4nd Sacrrp Porwms.

/}/ § Take us into thy People’s Reft,
1 And we from our own Works fhall ceafe,
With thy meek Spirit arm our Breaft,
And keep our Minds in perfet Peace.

6 Lift up, and fix our fledfaft Eye,
On Thee the Father’s fav'rite Son,
Thee our Great Head, gone up on high,
Firm on thine Everlafting Throne.

7 Tho’ Earth and Hell thy Rule oppofe,
The Lorp is King, Mefliah reigns !
*Till Satan, Sin, and all the Foes,
And Death, the Laft of all, be flain.

8 Jesu, for this we calmly wait,
O let our Eyes behold Thee near,
Haften to make our Heaven compleat,
- Appear, our Glotious Gob, appear!

ParT III,

1 UNcn ANGEABLE Almighty Lorp,
Our Souls upon thy Truth we ftay,
Accomplith now Thy faithful Word,
And give, O give us All One Way.

2 O let us all join Hand in Hand,
Who feek Redemption in thy Blood, -
"Faft in one Mind, and Spirit ftand,
And build the Temple of our Gop.

3 Thou only canft our Wills controul,
Our wild unruly Paffions bind,
Tame the Old A4dam in our Soul,
And make us of One Heart and Mind.

Speak



HyMmns 47d Sacrep Porms, 271

4 Speak but the Reconciling Werd, *
* The Winds fhall ceafe, the Waves fubfide,
We all fhall praife bur Common Lorbp, -
Our Jesvus, and Him Crucified,

5 Giver of Peace, and Unity, :
Send down thy mild pacific Dove,
We all fhall then in one agree,
And breathe the Spirit of thy Love.

6 We all fhall think, and fpeak the fame
_Delightful Leffon of thy Grace,
One Undivided CurisT proclaim,
And jointly glory in thy Praife.

7 O let us take a fofter Mould : .
Blended and gather’d into Thee, -
Under One Shepherd make One Fold,
Where all is Love and Harmony.

8 Regard Thine own Eternal Prayer,
And fend a peaceful Anfwer down,
‘T'o Us thy Father’s Name declare,
Unite, and perfe& us in One.

9 So fhall the World believe, and kaow,
That Gobp hath fent Thee from above,
‘When Thou art feen in Us below,
And Every Soul difplays thy Love.

ParT 1IV..

1 THE Lorp is King, and Earth fubmits,
. Howe’er impatient to His Sway, -
Between the Cherubim He fits,

And makes his reftlefs Foes obey.

2 All Power is to our Jrsus given, .
O’er Earth’s rebellious Sons He reigus,
zZ

\

He .



272 HywMmns and Sacrep Poems.

He mildly rules the Hofts of Heaven,
And holds the Power of Hell in Chains.

3 In vain deth Satan rage his Hour,
Beyond his Chain ke cannot go,’

Our Jesvus fhall ftir up His Power,
And foon avenge us of our Foe.

4 Jesus fhall his Great Arm reveal,
Jesus, the Woman's conquering Seed,
(Tho’ now the Serpent bruife His Heel)
Jesus fhall bruife the Serpent’s Head.

5 The Enemy his Tares hath fown,
But Curist fhall fhortly roet them up,
Shall caft the diré*ﬁccufer down,
And difappoint his Children’s Hope ;

6 Shall fill the proud Philiftine’s Noife,
Paffle the Sons of Unbelief,
Nor long permit them to rejoice,
But turn their Triumph into Grief.

7 Come, Glorious Loxp, the Rebels fpurn,
Scatter thy Foes, Vi&orious King,
And Gath and Afee/dn thall mowm,
And all the Sons of Gop fhall fing,

8 Shall magnify the Sovereign Grace,
*  Of Him that fits. upon the Throne,
And Earth, and Heaven confpiie to praife
Jenovanu, and his Conquering Son.

The LorD’s PRAYER Paraphrasd.

1 At HER of All, whofe Powerful Voice
~ Call’d forth this Univerfal Frame,
Whofe Mercies over All rejoice,
Thro> endlefs Ages fill the fame ;- Thou
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Thou by thy Word upholdeft All;
Thy bounteous Love to All is fhew’d,
Thou hearft thy Every Creatures Call,
And filleft every Mouth with Good.

2 In Heaven Thou reign’tt, enthron’d in Light,
Nature's Expanfe bencath Thee fpread,
Earth, Air, and Sea before thy Sight,
And Hell’s deep Gloom are open laid.
Wifdom, and Might, and Love are Thine,
Proftrate before thy Face we fall,
Confefs thine Attributes Divine,
And hail the Sovereign Lorp of All.

3 Thee, Sovereign Lorp, let All confefs, |
That moves in Earth, or Air, or Sky,
- Revere thy Power, thy Goodnefs blefs,
Tremble before thy Piercing Eye,
All ye who owe to Him your Birth,
In Praife your every Hour employ ; . -
Jenovas reigns! Be glad, O Earth, :
And fhout ye Morning Stars for Joy.

4 Son of thy Sires Eternal Love,
Take to Thyfelf thy mighty Power ;
Let all Earth’s Sons thy Mercy prove,
Let all thy Bleeding Grace adore. :
The Triumphs'of thy Love difplay ; g
In every Heart reign Thou alone, .
~Till all thy Foes ¢onfefs thy Sway,
And Glory ends what Grace begun.

§ Spirit of Grace, and Health, and Power,.

Fountain of Light, and Love below,

Abroad thine healing Influence fhower,
O’er all the Nations let it flow.

Inflame our Hearts with perfect Love,
In Us the Work of Faith fulfil :

So not Heaven’s Hofts fhall fwifter move
Than We on Earth to do thy Will.
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6 Father, *tis Thine each Day to yield
Thy Childrens Wants a freth Supply,
Thou cloath’ft the Lillies of the Field,
And heareft the young Ravens cry :
On Thee we caft our Care; we live :
Thro’ Thee, who know’ft our every Need ;
O feed us with thy Grace, and give
Our Souls this Day the Living Bread.

7 Eternal, fpotlefs Lamb of Gobo,
Before the World's Foundation flain,
Sprinkle us ever with thy Blood,
O cleanfe and keep us ever clean.
‘To every Soul (all Praife to Thee)
Our Bowels ¢f Compaflion move,
And all Mankind by This may fee
Gop isin Us; for Gop is Love.

$ Giver, and Lorbp of Life, whofe Power
' And Guardian Care for All are free,
To Thee in fierce Temptation’s Hour
From Sin and Satan let us flee.
Thine, Lorp, we are, and Ours Thou art;
In Us be all thy Goodnefs thew’d,
Renew, enlarge, and fill our Heart, .
With Peace, and Joy, and Heaven, and Gob.

9 Blefling, and Honour, Praife, and Love,
Co-Equal, Co-Eternal Three,
- In Earth below, and Heaven above,

By all thy Works be paid to Thee.
Thrice Holy, Thine the Kingdom is,
The Power Omnipotent is Thine,

And when created Nature dies, - .
Thy never-ceafing Glories thine. .
' Rewel,
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! Tuar the Life-infufing Grace, :
0 The pure and perfect Peace of Gon,
Might now defcend on Ifrae/’s Race,

The Church He purchas’d with his Blood }

2 The Souls peculiarly His own
On Them the choiceft Gifts defcend
From Him that fitteth on the Throne,
Antient of Days which never end. .

3 He was from all Eternity, .
Pure Effence, Life, and Light, .and Power,
He Is when Time no more fhall be ;
He Is, and fhall be cvermore

4 From Gob to all His Church below,
From the Seven Spirits before his "I’ hrone,
From Jesus let the Blefling flow,
Jesus is Gop’s Co-Equal Son.

§ The True, and Faithful Witnefs Ie,
The Firft-begotten of the Dead,

Prince of the Kings of Earth—— To Thee
Be everlatting Homage paid.

6 Amazing Height of Love Divine!
We praife with all thy Hofts above
Th’ unutterably Great Defign,
The Myﬁery of Redeeming Love.

7 From A&ual, and from Inbred Sin :
Us Thou hatt wafh’d in Thine own Blood,
Thy Blood hath more than made us clean,
Hath made us Kings aud Priefts to Gob.

Z3 ' Where-
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/ 8 Wherefore to Thee all Honour, Praife,
4 Dominion, Power, and Thanks we give,
While to the Glory of thy Grace

Through 3ll Eternity we live.

VERSE 7.

‘1 Behold He comes! and Every Eye
Shall fee Him in the Clouds draw near!
The Judge, to Thofe who made Him die
In vain, fhall terribly appear:

2 Who pierc’d Him by their Sins beneath, *
Expos'd afrefh, and crucified,
Renounc’d their Intereft in His Death,
And bought by Him, their Lorp denied.

3 Rebellious Worms, they would not take
The Grate He waited long to give,
But caft His Words behind their Back,
" And would not come to Him, and live.

4 Him fhall They fee with Wrath return,
¢ Gainft thofe who made his Offers vain,
And all the Tribes of Earth fhall mourn,
Adjudg’d to Everlafting Pain.

¢ The Unbelieving World fhall wail, )
And gnaw their Tongues, and gnath their
Teeth;
But We, who let his Grace prevail,
Shall never tafte that Second Death.

6 We with our Lorp fhall always live, ‘
The Gop of QOur Salvation praife,
To Him alone rejoice to give
The Glory of his Sovereign Grace.

Come,
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\/ 7 Come, Gracious Lorp, we wait Thy Day, .
We languifh to be taken home ; |

No longer let thy Chariot flay ;
Come, Gracious Lorp, to Judgment come.

VERSE 10, 11, &cC.

1 Say, which of You would fee the Lorp ?
Ye all may now obtain the Grace,
Behold Him in the Written, Word,
Where Fobn unveils the Saviour’s Face.

2 Clear as the Trampet’s Voice He fpeaks
To every Scul that turns his Ear,
Amidft the Golden Candlefticks
He walks: And lo! He now is here!

3 Prefent to all Believing Souls
They fee Him with an Eagle’s Eye :
Down to His Feet a Garment rolls,
* Stain’d with a Glorious Crimfon Dye.

4 A Golden Girdle binds his Breaft,
(Whence Streams of Confolation flow, _
Milk for his New-born Babes, who reft
In Him, nor other Comforts know.)

§ His Form is as the Son of Man,
His Eyes are as a Flame of Fire;
They dart a Sin-confuming Pain, -
And Life, and Joy Divine infpire.

6 His Spotlefs Purity of Soul
We by a lovely Emblem know,
His Head, and Hairs are white as Wooll,
White are they as the driven Snow.

7 Glitter his Feet like polifh’d Brafs,
. Thatlong hath in the Furnace fhone,
Brighter than Lightning is his Face, : .
Brighter than the Meridian Sun.
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8 As many Waters founds his Word,
Sever: Stars He holds in his Right-hand,
Out of his Mouth a two-edg’d Sword
Goes forth : Before it who can ftand ?

9 Lorp, at thy Feet we fall as dead,
Lay thy Right-hand apon our Soul,
Scatter our Fears, thy Spirit fhed,
And all our Unbeiief controul.

10 Tell us, “ I am the Firft and Latft,
¢ Who liv’d, and died for All, am I!
¢ And lo! my bitter Death is paft,
¢ And lo! I live no more to die.

11 ¢ I have the Keys of Death and Hell.”
Amen| thy Record we receive,
And wait, ’till Thou our Spirits feal,
And All'in All for ever live.

v PR'AYERf‘or the Bisuops.

1 Ra w near, O Son of Gop, draw near,
Us .with thy flaming Eyes behold,
Still in thy Falling Church appear,
And let our Candleftick be Gold.

2 Still hold the Stars in thy Right-hand,
And let them in thy Luftre glow,
The Lights of a benighted Land,
The Angels of thy Church below.

3 Make good their Apoftolick Boaft,
Their high Commiffion let them prove,
Be Temples of the Holy Ghoft,
And fill'd with Faith, and Hope, and Love.

The
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R .
}" 4 The Worthy Succeffors of Thofe

o Who firft adorn’d the Sacred Line ;

Bold let them ftand before their Foes,

And dare affert their Right Divine.

5 Their Hearts from Things of Earth remove,
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Sprinkle them, Lorp, from Sin and Fear,

Fix their Affetions all above,
And lay up all their Treafure there.

6 Give them an Ear to hear the Word
Thou fpeakeft to thy Churches Now;
And let all Tongues confefs their Lorp,
And let all Knees to Jesus bow.,

* APRAYER for LABOURERS

1 ORrp of the Harveft, hear
Thy needy Servants Cry ;
Anfwer our Faith’s effetual Prayer,
And all our Wants fupply.

2 On Thee we humbly wait,
Our Wants are in thy View:
The Harveft, truly, Lorb, is great,
The Labourers are few. '

3 Convert, and fend forth more
Into thy Church abroad,
And let them fpeak thy Word of Power,
As Workers with their Gop.

4 Give the pure Gofpel-Word,
The Word of General Grace,
"Thee let them preach, the Common Lorp,
Saviour of Human Race.
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5 O let them fpread thy Name,
Their Miffion fully prove,
Thire Univerfal Grace proclaim,
Thine All-redeeming Love.

6 On all Mankind forgiven
" Empower them iull to call,
And tell each Creature under Heaven
That Thou haft died for AlL

- ANOTHER,

1 Y Esv, thy wand'ring Sheep behold!
See, Lorp, with yearning Bowels fce
Poor Souls, that cannot fnd the Fold,
*Till fought, and gather’d in by Thee.

2 Loft are they now, and featter’d wide,

In Pain, and Weearinefs, and Want,
With no kind Shepherd near to guide

The Sick, and Spiritlefs, and Faint.

3 Thou, only Thou the kind, and good,

And Sheep-redeeming She&herd art,
Colle& thy Flock, and give them Food,’

And Paftors after Thine own Heart.

- 4 Give the ;;ure__ Word of General Grace, |

And great fhall be the Preachers Crowd,
Preachers, who all the finful Race
Point to the All-atoning Blood.

5 Open their Mouth, and Utterance give,
.Give them a Trumpet-Vaice to call

A World, who All may turn and live
Thro’ Faith in Him that died for All.

In
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6 In every Meflenger reveal ) ,
The Grace they preach divinely free,
That each may by thy Spirit tell '
« He died for All, who died for Me.”’

7 A double Portion from above,
Of that All-quick’ning Spirit impart,
Shed forth Thine Univerfal Love , e
In every faithful Paftor’s Heart.

2 Thy only Glory let them feek,™
O let their Hearts with Love o’erflow,
Let them Believe, and therefare fpeak,
And fpread thy Mercy’s Praife below.

o Mercy for All, be all their Song,
Mercy which Every Soul may. claim, o
Mercy which doth to All belong, '
Mercy for All in Jesu’s Name.

10 To Thee for All Men lifted up,
. O let them fill their Witnefs bear, .~
And fhouting from the Mountain-top,
The Saviour of the World declare.

11 ¢ He willeth not the Sinner's Death, ’
“ Hedied for All, He none pal’d by, "
“ Since we would now refign our Breath, S
¢ For Every Soul of Man would die.”

Unto the Angel of the Church of
/ Ephefus Write, &c. Rev. ii. 1, &e.

1 Thou that doft the Churches bear,

The Stars in thy Right-Hand uphold, -
Who walkeft Now with jealons Care -

Amidft the Candlefticks of Gold ;
Poor
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M Poor, guilty, abje® Worms to Thee -
In our.declining State we call,
See, thy degenerate People, fee,
Nor let Qur tottering Sion fall.

3 Our Works of Faith Thou once didft know,
Our patient Hope, and labouring Love;
We would not bear thy Romifh Foe,
We dar’d That Antichrift reprove.

4 We tried him by“the Written Word,
Thro’ all his Snares and Fetters broke,
As Satan’s Succeffor abhor’d,
And caft away his Iron Yoke.

§ Him, and his God, and Sin, and Death
. We more than conquer’d thro’ thy Name;
The Witnefles refign’d their Breath,
And clapt their Hands amidft the Flame.

6 For their dear Suffering Saviour’s fake,
Immoveable the Champions ftood,
Nor fainted at the Rack, ‘or Stake,
But watred all the Church with Blood. -

7 Yet O! how quickly, Lorp, haft Thou
Whereof thy People to reprove!
Fallen alas! Thou feeft us now,
We now have left our former Love.

8 Our Wine with Water mixt, our Gold
Is dim, our Shipwreck’d Faith is dead,
No more our Tokens we behold,
- Qur Martyrs all to Heaven are fled.

9 O could we call to mind the Grace,
The glorious Grace from which we fell,
Live o’er again the Antient Days,
And do the Works Thou lov'ft fo well!
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“'10 O that we might thro® Thee repent, :
And timely turn to Thee, and live!
So fhould thy Grace our Doom prevent,
Thou wou’dft aburdantly forgive.

11 Before Thou doft in Vengeance come,
Our Candleftick far off remove,
And fix th’ Unalterable Doom ;
O let us weep, believe, and love. -

12 Call on us, by thy Spirit:call,
Yet once again our Church reftore,
Shew us thy Grace is over All,
And lift us up to fall no more.

"VErse 7.

‘<| Hear All that will, the Spirit hear,
~ What he to all the Churches faith, )
“ Fight the Good Fight, till CurisT appear,
< And give the Prize to Conquering Faith.

-

" 2 ¢ The Tree of Immortality,
¢« Which in the midft of Eden ftands,
¢t The Conqueror’s due Reward fhall be,
¢ Though guarded by Cherubic Bands.

3 ¢ I will remove the Sword-of Flame ;
¢ (It firft thall the Old Adasm flay) -
¢ The Tree of Life Myfelf I am,
¢ And open to Myfelf the Way.

4 To Him that overcomes, at laft
Surely I will my Fulrefs give,
He of the Tree of Life fhall tafte,
And free from Sin forever live.

Am - Unto
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Unto the ngel of the Church in
Smyrna, &c. ver. &, 9, &c. -’

7 . . N -
1 E AR Jesu, hear, thé Firft and Laft,

The Arvpua and OmEca Thou,
Who once for every Man didft tafte
. Of Death, ard ever liveft now.

2 Still let thy Gracious Spirit firive,
And conquer a rebellious Race,
In Us Thine Antient Work revive,
“Thy San&ifying Work of Grace.

3 O that to Thee our Deeds were known,
-~ " Acknowledg’d and approv’d by Thee,
/ - Such as Thou didft iti Smyrna own,

’ Such as in Us Thou once didft fee! .

4 The patient, meck, and lowly Mind,
True Poverty of Spir’t beftow,
And rieh in Faith we’ll caft behind
&  Whate’er of Good appears below.

5 Wee then the Power of F: aith thall prove,
Nor fhrink from Perfecution near,
But more than conquer in thy Love, -

Thy perfet Love which cafts out Fear.”

6 Tho’ Earth and Hell at once engage,

' And Fiends, and formal Saints confpire,
The Synagogue of Satan-rage,
..And threaten us with Racks and Fire;

- Bold fhall we ftand in thy great Might,

.- For Jesu’s fake count all Things Lofs,
“*Vith Beafts, and Men, and Devils fight

" Beneath-the Banner of thy Crofs.

-

Shall

omr

- &
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« 8 Shall Satan into Prifon caft ?
To Prifon we with Curist will go,
And gladly bear till all are- paft,
Thefe light Afflitions here below.

9 But make us faithful unto Death: -
But arm us'in that Fiery Hour,
And we fhall all obtain the Wreath,
And die for Gop, to die no moye.-

¥ Tothe Angel of the Church in Perga-

mos, wver. 12, 13, &c.

) “Tho v, that haft the two-edg’d Sword, «
Let us thy warning Voice receive,

Give us an Ear to hear thy Word,
Give us to tremble, and believe. RN

.

..z We dwell where Satan keeps his Seat: .

Our Fathers would not Thee difclaim, 3

- They would not to thy Foes fubmit, '
. But kept the Faith, and held thy Name.

3 They held it faft ih evil Days} ;
_ Faithful to Thee the Martyrs ftood,
And turn’d againft the Storm their Face,
And ftrove, refifting unto Blood.

X
4 But we alas! deéferve thy Blame,
For tamely bearing with thy Foes,
kg Who dare deny the Saviour’s Name,
And all thy Gofpel Truths oppofe.

.

- g The Devil's Fadtors ftill we hear, ~
: > . The finful Advocates for Sin,
v ‘Who caufe the Little ones to err, .
- And teach, they never Can be clean.. =~
’ Aaz . We
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v/
/" 6 We fuffer them for Sin to plead,
Still they promote the Devil’s Caufe,
Deny that Thou for All haft bled,
And ftain the Glory of thy Crofs.

7 Before thy Peoples Face they caft
The Stumbling-block of Creature-love,
** The Power of Sin muft always laft,
*¢ The Power Thou never Canft remove.’*

$_They fpeak; and we to Ill inclin’d
Have gladly drank the Poifon in,
And gratified the Carnal Mind, ‘
The Idol of Indwelling Sin.

9 But let us plead for Sin no more,
- But Jet the Stumbling-block depart
. Cur Vile Idolatries be o’er, ’
Thine, only Thiae be All our Heart.

10 Lorp, we renqunce whoe'er oppofe,
And fight againft thy Saving Power;
Confume not us among thy Foes,
Nor let thy two-edg’d Sword devour.

11 O let us of thy Strength take hold,
Thine utmoft Prom:ifes embrace,
The Finifher of Faith behold,
The Gop of All-vi@orious Grace,

12 To Him, that conquers in thy Might,

‘Thou wilt the Hidden Manna give,
Thou haft obtain’d it as Thy Right,
And He fhall Thy Deferts recgive.

13 Thou, Lorp, wilt give him a White Stone, .

. A new, myfterious Name impart, '
To none but the Receiver known, N

©  CHRIST 1N A PURE AND sINLEsS HEART.

‘ . Unte

.
—~ g .

A
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Unto the Angel of the Church in:
 Thyatira, ver. 18, 19, &c.

/ 1 ‘Son of Gop, whofe flaming Eyes
: O A Sin-confuming Virtue dart,
To {catter all thy Foes, arife,
And fearch, and purify our Heart.

2 Lift up thy Feet of bunifh’d Brafs,
Satan, the World, and Sin tread down, -
Pity a froward, faithlefs Race,
And call us yet again Thine own.

3 The Service which our Fathers paid,
" 'The Faith Thou didft in Them approve,
. Of This we now have Shipwreck made,
Ard loft our Hope, and left our Love.

4 The Prophets of fmooth Things we hear,
- 'Who all thy Promifes deny,
Entrap thy Servants in their Snare,.
And catch them with a foothing Lie:

5 They teach them Things unclean to eat,
To fold their Arms; and take their Eafe,
Spiritual Whoredom to commit,
Mammon and Gob at once to pleafe.

6 Darknefs they make with Light agree,
And Heaven with Hell, and Curist with Sin,
They fay, the Gob, of Purity
Dwells in a‘Cage of Birds unclean.

% Great Searcher of the Heart and Reins,
Whofe Eyes our inmoft Subftance fee,
Who doft to All Rewards and. Pains
According to their Works decree ; :
. Aaj Avert



288 Hymns and Sacrep Porms.

8 Avert from Us the heavy Doom
Of fuch Deniers of their Lorbp ;
(Whofe Wrath fhall to the utmoft come
On all that dare corrupt his Word.)

¢ On Us no other Burthen hay,
On Us, and all who have not known
What Satan, and his Preachers fay,
But ftill for full Redemption groan.

10 Our Knees confirm, our Hands, lift up,

Onr Hearts from Things of Earth remove,
And guide into a Patient Hope,
And Looking for thy Perfet Love,

* 11 Let us hold faft the Pledge of Good,

~ The Grace Thou hatt already given,
Till all our Hearts are Thine Abode,
And find in Thee their prefent Heaven.

12 O let us conquer all our Foes,”
And a&ive to the End endure,
Maintain thy Works whoe’er oppofe 3
To Working Faith the Word is fure.

” 13 Power over Hell, and. Earda,, and Sin,

The lawful Conqueror fhall receive,
An Everlafting Power brought in,
Power without Fear, or Sin to live.
14 Power to o’erturn, fubdue, controul
The Nations with an Iron Rod,
Implanted inthe New-born Soul
The Wifdom, and the Power of Gob. _

15 Power over Sins, to hew, andulay -
Them all with a Continued Stxoke,
And fcatter as the Potter’s Clay,
.As Veflels into Shivers broke.- R
. , " Power
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16 Power to maintain his Vicory,
The-perfect Life of Faith to live,
Power as the Father gave to Thee,
Thou to the Cong’ring Soul wilt give.

17 Wilt give him the Bright Morning Star:
The Morning-ftar, O Curist, Thou art, =
And lo! wefee Thee gleam from far, .
" And wait thy Rifing in our Heart!

To the Angel of the Church in Sardi-
o us, Chap. iii.ver. 1, 2, &c.

1 £\ Tuou, whofe Eyes run too and fro
Thro’ Earth, and every Creature fee,
What is it which Thou doft net know ?
All Things are manifeft to Thee.

. 2 Thou haft the Spirits, Seven and One,
Thou haft the Stars in thy Right-Hand,
And all our Works to Thee are known:
How fhall we in thy Judgment ftand ?

3 Thou knowft we take in vain thy Name,
While dead in Trefpafles we live, . -
Thee for our Lo=p we falely claim, .
While to the Wasld our Hearts we give.

4 A powerlefs Form, a lifelefs Sound,
Our Works as Vanity are light,
Wanting, alas! they dli are found, s
And worfe than Nothing in Thy Sight. -

_ § O that we now might turn again, ‘

And cherifh the Laft Spark of Grace,
_Swengthen the Things that yet remain,

. And call to Mind the Antient Days.

: . Sarely

-
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e
X 6 Surely we did thy Faith receive,
We heard with Joy the Gofpel-Word ;
O let us now, repent and live, )
And watch to apprehend our Lorp;

4 Stir ourfelves up, renounce our Eafe,
Before thy fudden Judgments come,
And watch, and ‘pray, and never ceafe,

Till Thou repeal our threat’ning Doom.

8 A Few Thou flill hatt left, who ftand
And deprecate th’ imipending Blow,
Protetors of a Guilty Land,
And Guardian Angels here below.

9 They, by thy Mercy reconcil’d,

For our unhappy Sardis plead,.
Harmlefs, and pure, and undefil’d,
They ever in thy Footfteps tread.

1o Beforé they fee the Realms of Light,
Deferving here thro’ thy- Defert, -
Worthy they walk with Thee in White,.
In fpotlefs Purity of Heart. :

11 Partakers of the Life Divine,
Who in the Fight of Faith o’ercome,
They alt fhall in thine Image fhine,
Made ready for their Heavenly Home:.

.12 They bere thall be redeem’d from Sin,
Shall bere put on their Glorious Drefs,
Fine Linnen, pure, and white, and clean,,
The Saints Inherent Righteoufnefs,
i

.13 Love, perfe&t Love expels all Doubt, |
. Love makes them to the End endure,
. Their Names Thou never wilt blot out,
Their Life is hid, their Heart is pure..
: Theis

*
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14 Their Names Thou wilt vouchfafe to own
Before thy Father’s Majefty, i
Pronounce them Good, and fay ‘. 'Well done,
Enter, and ever reign with me! ’

To the Angel of the Church in Phila-
. delphia, wer. 7, &c.

1 OvrY, and true, who haft the Key,
Of Dawid, full of Grace and Power,
None opens what is fhut by Thee, .
And none can fhut thine Open Doar.

2 O help thy little Church below,
Noted for their Fraternal Love,
Accept us in Thyfelf, and know
Our Souls, and all our Works approve,

3 Open a Door to preach thy Word,
Which neither Earth or Hell can clofe;
Let all proclaim the Common Lorb,
Who died to fave @ World of Foes.

4 A little Strength Thou feeft we have,
We truft that Thou art ftill the fame,
Save, JEsu, to the utmoft fave = |
" Thy People, who confefs thy Name.

§ We dare not give our Gob the Lie, -

Saviour from Sin, we Thee receive,
Though Satan’s Synagogue deny,
We bere a Sinlefs Life thall live.

6 Who falfely call Themfelves Thine own,
SHall then indignantly fubmit,
Thy mighty Hand fhall caft them down,
And make them bow before our Feet. Th
en
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,?/ 7 'Then all the Advocates for Sin,
' The Carnal Se/f.cle? thall know, .
Thy Blood hath made us throughly clean,
And wath'd from All our Sins below.

- 8 Thy cleanfing Blood by Faith applied,
Gave us a Love that caft out Fear,
And lo! with All the Santtified
We plead for a Ferfection here ¥

9 But let us to the End endure,
Nor ever let thy Promife go,
Till all our Hearts and Lives are pure,
Aud every Soul is white as Snow.

10 Let us thy Word of Patience keep,
Nor from the Gofpel-Hope remove,
But fow in Confidence, to reap .
The Harveft of thy Perfe&t Love.

t1 So fhall thy Grace our Souls prefervé
From fore Temptation's Fiery Hour,
‘When all who plead for Sin fhall fwerve,.
And fall, perhaps to rife no more.

12 We know Thou wilt not long delay,
Let no Sedueer caft us down, '~
Or tear our Confidence away,
Or fpoil us of the Promis’d Crown.

13 That Crown the Conqueror bere receives,

Who the good Fight of Faith hath won,’

While without Fear, or Sin he lives,
He lives to Gop, and Gob alone.

14 Eftablifh’d by Almighty Hands

He fhews forth all thy Grace and Power.’

In Gop’s Eternal Temple ftands
A Pillar, and goes out no more.

Y

ot

SN
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15 The Name and City of thy Gop

Thou didft to Him on Earth impart,
And fhed'ft thy perfet Love abroad,

And wrote thy Nature on his Heart. -

16 Thy Father bere Thou didit reveal,
To Him Thou here Thyfelf hatt given, -
And mark’d him with the Spirit’s Seal,
A Citizen and Heir of Heaven.

17 'This is our Glorious Calling’s Prize,
Saviour, at This our Withes aim,
Reftore us to our Paradife,

293

Infcribe us, Lorp, with thy New Name.

18 To All whom Thou hat given an Ear,
. The Perfe& Gtace make Hafte to give,
Aud fan&ify us avholly here, -
And to thy Heaven of Heavens receive.

Unto the Angel of the Church of the

- Laodiceans, "ver. 14, &e.

Mew tc; all that Gob hath faid,

Witnefs Divine, the Juft and True, v

Who waft before the Worlds were made,
Whofe Being no Beginning knew ;

2 With guilty Self-condemning Fear,
With humble Self-abafing Shame;
Thy Spirit’s dreadful Charge-we hear, -

- Nor dare throw off th’ imputed Blame.

3 Gob of unfpotted Purity,
Us, and our Works canft Thou behold ?
Juftly we are abhor’d by Thee,
.For we are neither hot nor cold.

v

We
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4 We call Thee Lorp, thy Faith profefs,
But do not from. our Hearts obey,
In foft Laodictan Eafe
We fleep our ufelefs Lives away.

5 Welive in Pleafures; and are dead,
’ In fearch of Fame and Wealth we live,
Commanded in thy Steps to tread,
- - We feek fometimes, but never ftrive.

6 A lifelefs Form we ftill retain,
Of This we make our empty Boaft,
Nor know the Name we take in vain :
* The Power of Godlinefs is loft.

, Th.e.Power we daringly deny, ’
/7 A Fancied Good, a Madman’s Dream,

The Truth Ttfelf we deem g Lie,
.The Promis’d Holy Ghoft blafpheme. -

8 How long, great Gop, have we appear’d

Abominable in thy Sight! |
Better that we had never heard -

‘Thy Word, or’feen the Gofpel-Light.

9 Better that we hatl never known
The Way to Heaverf'thro® Saving Grace,
Than bafely in our Lives difown '
.And flight, and mock Thee to thy Face.

10 Thou rather woud’ft that we were cold,
. _ Than feem to ferve Thee without ¥eal,
*- . "Lefs guilty, if with thofe of old, .
We worthip’d Thor and Woden fill.-

11 Lef“grievous will the Judgment-Day
" . To%Sodors and Gemorrab prove,

- .. *Than us, who caft our Faith away,’

- And trample on thy Richer Love.

T %

Part II.
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Part IL-

1 Q7 ET fill we glory in thy Name,
O CuRisT, as though we knew thy Grace,

/ Thee with unhallow’d Lips we claim,

A lukewarm, worfe than Heathen Race.

2 We fay, that we with Goods abound, ~
" Are rich, and full, and need no more," _
Nor know that we are wretched found
With Thee, :and bare, and blind, and poor.

3 O let us our own Works forfake,
Ourfelves,” and all we have, deny,
Thy condefcending Counfel take,
And come to Thee pure Gold to buy.

4 Gold, that can bear the Fiery Teft,
. And make the Buyer rich indeed ;
«” Adom us in the Milk-white Ve,
And over us thy Mantle fpread.

5 When this unfpotted Robe we wear,
Our Sins are cover'd all by Thee,
No longer doth eur Shame appear s
Salvation in thy Light we fee.

6 Touch’d by an Un&ion from above,”
Qur Eyes are open’d to perceive -
The Myft'ry of Redeeming Love, .
The Death by which alone we live.

7 Be'hovldingb as with Open Face

o~

»~" _ The Glory of the Lorp, we go

From Strer;fgth to Strength, from race.to"Guce', ,
. And perfe&t Holinefs below. =

£ O might We thro’ thy Grace attain
The Faith Thou never wilt reprove,.
- . Bb ) Th_e
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The Faith that pur F Every Stain,
The Faith that always ‘works by Love!

9 0 mneht we fee in this Our Day
The Things belonging to our Peace,
And timely meet Thee in Thy Way
Of Judgments, and our Sins confefs

1o Thy Fatherlv Ch&ﬁafements own,
With Fil:al Awe revere the Rod,
And turn with zealeus Hafte, apd rua
Into the Out fhretch’d Arms of Gob.

11 Behold Thou ftandeft at the Door,
. Thou knockett long at every Heart,
v~ Ready the Sinner to refiore, - -
. And lift the Fallen up Thou art.

1z Thou calleft A}l Men to rcpent, ot
) -And All Men may obey thy-Gall,
& They may — the Stonieft may relent 5 -
Thy Death hath bought the Grace for All

13 What Thou haft Jent we all may ufe,

- We all our Talents may improve ;
We need not, Loro, thy Grace refufe,

Or ftop our Ears againft thy Love.

14 Thou hatt ébtam‘d foriUs a-Power

- Thy proffer'd Mercy to-embrace
v And all may know cheir Gracius H’eur, .
And all may clofe thh Saving Grace,

Pan!r 111,

Avx o U R .of All, to Thee we bow,
O And own Thee faithful to thy Word ;
We hear thy Voice, and open new -
~ “OurHearts 10 entertain ‘our Lorp, -
s . ) Come .
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2 Come in, come in, Thou Heavenly Gueft,
Delight in what Thyfelf haft given ;
On thy own Gifts and Graces feaft,
-And make the Contrite Heart thy Heav'n.'

3 Smell the fweet Odour of oyrPrayers,
Our Sacrifice of Praife approve,
And treafure up our Gracious Tears,

And reft in thy Redeeming Love.

& Beneath thy Shadow let us fit, :
Call us thy Friend, and Love, and Bride,
And bid us freely drink,: and eat
Thy Daintis,. and be fatisfied.

§ O let us on thy Fahefs feed,
And eat thy Flefh, and drink thy Bloed,
Jesu, thy Blood is Drink indeed,
_ Jesu, thy Flefh is Angels Food.

6 The Heavenly Manna Faith imparts,
Farth makes thy Fullnefs 2l our-own,.
We feed upon Thee in-our Hearts, -
‘And find that Heavep and Thou art One. -

7 An Heaven begun on Earth we feel,
Who conquer in'the Glorious Strife, o7
And pafs o’er Sin, and' Earth, and Hell
Truupphant ta Egernal Life.

8 The Fullnefs of Eternal Biifs,
We. fhall from Thee recejve above, e
This the Reward of Conquefts, This
The Crown of All-vitorious Love.

’

As Thou the dreadfut Fight haft won, o
And weareft now th* Immortal Wreath, -
And fittef} on thy Father’s Thrope; .
. Bbz - . So.

-
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10 So fhalt thou grant to All that fight,
Ve And conquer in thy nfighty Name,
To claim the Kingdom as their Right,
_ Their Sufferings, and their Crown the fame.

1T Who bore thy Crofs fhall wear thy Crown,

Shall triumph in thy Vi&tory, -

And in thy Glorious Throne fit down,
And rengu in endlefs Blifs with Thee,

‘Tbe Spirit,and the Bride fay, Come’

Orbp, I believe, thy Work of Grace
v Is Perfet in the Soul,
His Heart i§ pure, who fees thy Face,
His Spirit is made whole,

2 From Every Sicknefs by thy Word,
From Every Tore Difeafe
Sav'd and to Perfe& Health reftor’d,
To perfe® Holmefs

" 3 He walks in Glonous Liberty,
. To Sin Entirely dead,
v~ The Trath, the Son hath made him free,
And he is free indeed.

4 He lives, when Thou hatt fully wronght
The Work of Faith with Power, .
¥ Upright in Deed, and Word, and Thought *
_He lives, and ﬁns no more,

5 Throughout his Soul thy Glories thine,
His Soul is all renew’d,
And deck’d in Rnghteouﬁnefs Divine,
And cloath’d, and fill'd with Gop.

v, 6 In Spirit Jom’d and One with Thee,
And purg’d from all his Stains,
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/ No Wrinkle of Infirmity, *
No Spot of Sin remains. -

7 He knows Thee now, as he is known,
Thy Fullnefs he receives,
v Flefh of thy Flefh, Bone of thy Bone,
In Thee he ever lives.

8 This is the Reft, the Life, the Peace,
Which all thy People prove,

. v Love is the Bond of Perfe@inefs,

And all their Soul is Leve.

9 Thy People are all San&xﬁed
v And Thou fhalt fay to me, '
~ ¢ Thou art All-fair, my Love, my Bnde,
*¢ There is no Spot in Thee.

100 ]oyful Sound of Gofpel-Grace |
Chrrst fhall in me appeat,
I, even I fhall fee his Face,
I thall be Holy here.

11 I fhall from Every‘Sin be free;.
.~ (The Word of Gop is fure) °
" Walk before Him, and perfet be,
And pure as Gon is pure.

12 This Heart fhall be his conftant Home,
- I hear his Spirit’s Cry, ~
¢ Surely, he faith, [ quickly eomc »
He faith, and cannot lic.

13 The Gob of Tru;h Himfelf hath fivon:
On Him my Soul relies, .
& My Soul on Wirigs of Eagles borne,
: Shall fly, and take the Prize..

*j.e. ﬁlcqu/x’rmhaa:DaVId/}mboj;Pf cu'xl.‘g.

s . P -
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14 The glorious Crown of Rigliteoufnefs
To me reach’d out I view,
Congqueror thro® Him I foon fhall fe:ze,
And wear it as my Duye.

15 The Promit’d Land from Pj _/éab’s Top,
I now exult to.fee,
My Hope is full (O Blefled pre' )
Of Immortality.

16 My flutt’ring Spi’rit fatigues my Breat,
And fwells, 3rd fpreads abroad,
And pants for Everlafling Ref}; .
“And ftruggles into Goo. :

317 I feel, and know Him now in Part,
His Love my Heart conftrains,
Its near Approach expands my Feart,
And fills with pleafing Pains.
18 He vifits now the: Haufe of Clay,
He fhakes his Fature Home :

O woudft Thou, Lowb, on this’ glhd Dny'

Into thy Temple come!

19 With me I kpow, I feel, Thou. art,
But this cannot fuﬁce, '
Unlefs Thou planteft in my Heart
A conftant Paradife. )

20 My Earth Thou water'® from on. hxg}\
But mmake it all a. Pool ;
Spring up, O Well, .1 ever cry,
Sprmg ap wxdun my Sauk. |
21 Come, O my Gop, Thyfelf reveal,
Fill all this mighty Void,
Thou only canft my Spirit fil:
Ceme, O my Goo, my Gon! .
22 Fulfil, fulfil nry lntgc Defices, .
- Large as Infinity, - .
- Gwe,'gwcme A.llmy &m}r e,
All, Alltlw.c:nnnThee'cq'm ‘
F I N I 8.

A -,
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