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H Y M N S

LORD’s RESURRECTION.

HYMN L

1 ALL ye that [eek the Lord who died,
Your God for finrcis crucified,
Prevent the earliclt dawn, und come,
To worfhip at his {acred tomb,

2 Bring the fweetfpices of your fighs,
Your contrite hearts, and trcaming cycs,
Your fad complaints, and humble fears;
Come, and embalm him with your tears,

8 While thus ye love your fouls to employ,
our forrow fhall be turn’d to joy;
Now, now let all your griefbe o’cr!
elieve ; and ye fhall weep no more,

4 An earthquake hath the cavern fhook,
Andburft the door, and rent the rock ;
he Lord hath fent his angel down,
Ang he hath roll’d away the ftone.
A2 5 We
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(4)
We now behold his garment white,

His countenance as lightning bright ;
He fits, and waves a flaming {word,

- And waits upon his rifing Lord.

10

11

12

The third aufpicious morn is come,
And calls your Saviour from the'tomb;
The bands of death are torn away,
The yawning tomb gives back its prey.

Could neither feal nor ftone fecure,
Nor men, nor devils make it fure ?

The feal is broke, the ftone caft by,
And all the powers of darknefs fly.

The body breathes, and lifts his head,
The keepers fink, and fall as dead ;

The dead reftor’d to life appear,
The living quake, and die E)erafear.

No power a band of foldiers have
To keep one body in its grave :
Surely 1t no dead body was,

That could the Roman eagles chafe.

The Lord of life is rifen indeed,

To death deliver’d in your ftead ;
His rife proclaims your fins forgiven,
And thews the living way t& heaven.

Hafte then, ye fouls that firft believe,
Wha dare the gofpel-word receive;
Your faith with joyful hearts confels,
Be bold, be Jefu’s witnefes. '

Go tcll the followers of your Lord,
Their Jefus isto life reftor'd;

He lives, that they his life may find:
Lic lives to quicken all mankind.

-
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HY MN II

SINNERS, difmils your fear,
The joyful tidings hear!
This the word that Jelus faid ;
O believe and feel it true:
Chrift is rifen from the dead,
Lives the Lord who dicd for you !

Hatfte, to his tomb repair,
And fee the tokens there ;
See the place wherc Jefus lay,
Mark the burial clothes he wore,
Angels near his relicks ftay,
Guards of him who dics no more.

Why then art thou calt down,
Thou poor ailiéted vne ?

Full of doubts, and griefs, and fears,
Look into that open grave !

Died he not to dry thy tears ?
Rofe he not thy foul to fave ?

Know’ft thou not where to find
The Saviour of mankind?
He hath borne himnfelf away,
He from death himfelf hath freed,
He on the third glorious day,
Rofe triumphant from the dead.

To purge thy guilty ftain
tle giecfandyrogle again :
Wherefore doft thou wecp and mourn P
Sinner, lift thine heart and eye,
Turn thee, to thy Jefus turn,
See thy loving Saviour nigh.

He comes his own to claim,
He calls thee by thy name:

Ag’ Drooping
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Drooping foul, rejoice, rejoice,
See him there to life reftor’d !
Mary—know thy Saviour’s voice,

Here it, and reply, My Lord !

HYMN I

i

1 APPY Magdalen, to whom
Chrift the Lord vouchaf’d t’ appear?
Newly rifen from the tomb,
Would he firlt be feen by her ?
Ier by feven devils pofleft, -
Till his word the I{;nds expell’d; =
uench’d the hell within her breaft,
All her fins and ficknefs heal’d,

2 Yes, to her the mafter came, »

Firft his welcome voice fhe hears;

Jefus calls her by her name, L
Hethe weeping finner chears, -

Lets her the dear tafk repeat,” =~ 777 7"
‘While her eyes again run o’er,

Lets her wafh his bleeding feet, . .
Kifs them, and with joy adore,

3 Highly favour'd foul! toher 7,
Farther ftill'his grace extends, =~ '
Raifes the glad meilenger,
Sends hLier to his drooping fiidnds:
Tidings of their living Lord,
Firit in their r¢port they find: .
She muft {pread the gofpel-word, =
Teach the teachers of mankind, "

§ Who can now prefumeto fear ?” *
Who defpair his Lord to fee?
efus, wilt thou not appear,

*+ Shew thyfelf alive to me?

STesy
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Yes, my God, I dare not doubt,
Thou fhalt all my fins remove 3

Thou haft caft a legion out,
Thou wilt perfeét me in love,

5 Surely thou hatt call'd me now !
Now I hear the voice divine,
At thy wounded feet I bow,
Wounded for whofe fins but mine?
I'have nail’d him to the tree,
I have fent him to the grave:
But the Lord is rifen for me,.
Hold of him by faith I have.

6 Here for ever would I lie,

Didft thou not thy fervant raile,
Send me forth to teftify

Allthe wondcrsof thy grace, .
Lol I at thy bidding go,

Gladly to thy foilowers tell,
Thc{thcir rifing God may know,

They the life of Chrift may fecl.

7 Hear, ye brethren of the Lord,
(Such he you vouchfafcs to call)
O believe the gofpel-word,
Chrift hath died and rofe for all:
Turn ye from your fins to God,
Hatte to Galilce, and fee ' .
Him, who bought thee with his blood,,
Him, who rofe to live in thee, -

j A4 HYMN
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HYMN IV,

His love to man commends :
or worms he blufhes not to call
His brethren and his friends.

1 JESUS, the rifing Lord of all,
o

2 Who bafely all forfook their Lord
In his diftrefs, and fled, ,
To thee he fends the joyful word.
When rifen from the dead.

3 Go tell the vile deferters! no:
My deareft brethren tell,
Their advocate to heaven I go,
To refcue them fram hell,

4 Lo! to my Father I afcend!
Your Father now is he;
My God, and yours, whoe’er depend
For endlefs life on me. o

5 Henceforth I ever live above
For you to intercede ;
The merit of my dying love,
Forall mankind to plead.

6 Sinners, I rofe again to fhew,
" Your fins are all forgiven;
And mount above the fkies, that you
May follow me to heaven.
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HY MN V.

1 OBJECT of all our knowledge here,
Our onedefire, and hope below,
Jefus, the crucified, draw near,
And with thy fad difciples go;

Our thoughts and words tu thee are known,

We commune of thyfelf alone.

2 How can it be our reafon cries,’

That God fhould leave his throne above ?

Is it for man th’ Immortal dies!

For man, who tramples on his love !
For man, who nail’d him to the tree !
O love! O God! He died for me!

8 Why then, if thou for me haft died,
Doft thou not yet thyfclf impart ?
Wehop’d to feel thy blood applied,
To find thee rifen in our heart,,
Redeem’d from all iniquity,
Sav’d, to the utmolt {av’d through thee,

4 Have we not then believ'd in vain,
By Chrift unfanétificd, unfreed ?
In ushe is not rifen again:
We know not but heftill is dead
No life, no rightcoufficls we have,
Our hopes feem buried in his grave,

5 Ah! Lord, if thou indeed art ours,
'If thou for us haft burft the tomb,
Vifitus with thy quick'ning powers,

Come to thy mournful followers come;

Thyfelf to thy weak members join,
And fill us with the life divine.

A5
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6 Thee, the great prophet fent from God,
Mighty in deed, and word we own ;
Thou haft on {ome the grace beftow’d,
Thy rifing in their hearts made known
They publifh thee to life reftor’d,
Attelting they have feen the Lord. . .. .

~

7 Alas for us, whofe eyes are held !
" Why cannot we our Saviour fec?
With us thou art, yet {till conceal’d,
O might we hear one word from thee!
Speak, and our unbelicf reprove,
Our bafenefs to miftruft thy love.

’

8 Fools as we are, and ficw of heart, '
So backward to belizve the word!
The prophets only aim thou art:
They fang the {ufferings of their Lord,
Thy lite for ours aranfcin given,
Thy rifing to enfure our heaven.

9 Ought not our Lord the death to die, . -
And then the glorious life to live ?
To {toop, and then go up on high? )
~ The pain, and then the joy receive?
I1is blood the purchafe-price lay down,
Endure the crofs, and claim the crown ?
10 Ought not the members all to pafs
The way their Head had pall’d befare?
Through fufferings perfetted he was,
The garment dipt in blood he wore, |
That we with him migut dic, and rile,
And bear his nature to the fkics ! .

HYMN
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HY MN VL

1 {YOME then, thou prophet of the Lord, ,
Thou great Interpreter divine,
Explain thine own tranfinitted word ;
'Fo teach and to infpirc is thine;
Thou only canft thylelf reveal,
Open the book, and loofc the feal.

¢ Whate’cr the ancient prophets {pokc
Concerning thee, O Chrilt, make knowny
Sole fubje& of the facred boouk, ,
Thou fillelt all, and thou alone;

. Yet there our Lord we cannot lee,
Unlefs thy {pirit lend the key.

3 Now, Jefus, now the veil remove,
__The folly of our darken’d heart,
Unfold the wonders of thy love,

The knowledge of thyfclf impart 3
Our car, our inmoft {01l we bow ;
Speak, Lordj thy fervants hearken now,

4 Make not as thou wouldit farther go,
Our friend, and counfcllor, and guide,
But ftay, the path of life to fhow,
Still with our fouls vouchtafe t* abide, -
Conftrain’d by thy own merey ftay,
Nor lcave us at ‘our clofe of day.

§ Come in, with thy difciples fit,
Nor fuffer us to afk in vain,
Nourith us, Lord, with living mcat,’
__Our fouls with heavenly bread (ultains
Break to us now the my!tic bread,

And bid us on thy body feed.

IS
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6 Honour the means ordain’d by thee,
The great unbloody facrifice, '
The deep tremendous myftery :
" Thyfelf in our enlighten’d eyes,
Now in the broken bread make known,
And fhew us thou art all our own:

HYMN VIL

By the Myfiery of thy holy Incarnation ; by thy holy
Nativity and Circumcifion ; by thy Baptifm,
Fafing, and Temptation ; by thine Agony, and
bloody Sweat ; by thy Crofs, and Paffion; by thy
precious Death, and Burial; by thy glorious Re-
furrettion, and Afcenfion ; and by the coming of
the Holy Ghoft, Good Lord, deliver us. Litany.

(In thy ftrength we ftrive with thec)
y thy myftic incarnation, :
By thy pure nativity,
Save-us thou, our New Creator,
Into all our fouls impart, -
Thy divine unfinning nature,
Form thyfelf within our heart,

1 BIESU, fhew us thy falvation,

2 By thy firft blood-fhedding heal us;

Cut us off from every fin,

By thy circumcifion feal us,
Write thy law of love within ;

By thy fpirit circumcife us ;
Kindle in our heaits a flame;

By thy baptiim now baptize us
Into all thy glorious name,

B3
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8 By thy falting and temptation

Mortify our vain delires,

Take away what fenle, or paflion,
Appetite or flefh requires :

Arm us with thy felf-denial,
Every tempted foul detend ;

Save us in the fiery trial,
Make us faithful to the end.,

4 By thy forer fuff’rings fave us,
Save us when contorin’d to thee,
By thy miferies relieve us ;
By thy painful agony:
When beneath thy trown we languifh,
When we feel thine anger’s weight,
Save us by thyne unknown anguith,
Save us by thy bloudy fweat.

5 By that higheft point of paflion,

By thy fuff’rings on the tree,

Save us from the indignation
Due to all mankind, and me :

Hanging, blecding, panting, dying,
Gaiping out thy lateit breath,

By thy precious death’s applying,
Save us from etcrnal death,

6 From the world of care rclealc us,
By thy dcccnt%urial {ave,
Crucify’d with thee, O Jetus,
Hide us in thy quiet grave :,
By thy power divinely glorious, .
By thy refurre&ion’s power
Raife us up o’er fin viforious,
Raife us up to fall no more.

7 By the pomp of thine afccnding,
Lw'evwe here to heaven reftor’d,
Live in pleafures never ending,

Share the portion of our Lord :

Let
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Let us have our converfation,
With the blefled {pirits above ;

Sav’d with all thy greag falvation,
Perfettly renew’d in love.,.

8 Glorious head, triumphant. Saviour,
High enthron’d above all height,
‘We have now through thee found favour,
Righteous in thy Father’s fight :
Hears he not thy prayer unceafing ?
Can he turn away thy face? .
Send usdown thy purchas’d bleffing, - - ;
Fulnefs of the gofpel-grace. . :
/ .
9 By the coming of thy fpirit
As a mighty ruthing wind, 4
Save us into all thy merit,
Into all thy dpotlefs mind 3
Let the perfe&t gift be given, .
Let thy will in us be {een,
Done on earth as ’tis in heaven:
Lord thy fpirit cries, Amen ! i

HY M N VL

Fi EJOICE, the Lord is king!
R JYour'Lord and King ad%ore,
Mortals, give thaiiks; and fing,” :

And triumph evermore ;
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again, 1 fay, rejoice,

2 Jefus the Saviour reigns,
The God of truth and love,
‘When he had purg’d our ftains,
- He'took his fcat above :
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again, I fay, rcjoice, - g
) 3 Hls
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3 His kingdom cannot fail,
He rules o’er earth and hcaven ;
The keys of death and hell
Arc to our Jelus given:
Lift up your heart. lift up your voice,
Rejoice. again, .1 fay,.rejoice.

4 He fits at God's right-hand,
Till all his foes fubmit,
And bow to his comnmand,
And fall beneath his {eet :
Lift up your heart, Lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again, I fay, rcjoice,

5 He all his foes fhall quell,
Shall all our fins deftroy,
And ceery botom fwell .
With puie feraphicjoy;
Lift up your kearts, lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again, I fay, rejoice,
- H

e Rcjoice in glorious hope,
Jefus the judge fhall come, )
And take his fervants up )
To their eternal home: ’
We foon fhall hear th’ archangel's voice,
The trump ot God ihall Tound, Rejoice !

H Y M N IX.

1 FATUER, God, we glorify
Thy love to Adam’s fecd,
Love that gave thy Son tc die,
And rais’d him from the dead,
Him for our offences flain, .
That we all might pardon find;
Thou haft brought to life again

The Saviour of mankind.
Voo e By
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¢ By thy own right-hand of power

Thou hatft exalted him,

Sent the mighty conqueror,
Thy Fcople to redeem:

King of faints. and Prince of peace,
Him thou haft to finners given,,

Sinners from their fins to blefs,
And lift them up to heaven.

g Father, God, to us impart
The gift unipeakable,

Now in every waiting heart
Thy glorious Son reveal ;
uicken’d with our living Lord,
Let us in thy ffpirit rife,

Rife to all thy life reftor’d, B
And thank thee in the fkieg,

“ HYMN X, . ‘
-

1 Jefus, our King,
Thy glory we fing,
Thy rifing declare,
And join in the pomp, and the benefit fhare.
Thy conqueft we feel,
O’er deagl and o’er hell, . ]
Redeem’d from the grave,
We are bold to proclaim thee Almighty to fave.

2 We know that our head
Is rifen indeed,
Thy record receive, :
And rais’d by the power of thy fpirit we lives
Thy fpirit attefts
The truth in our breafts,
Thy witnefs imparts
The firft refurre&tion of faith in our hearts.

o s Thou
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3 Thou haft conquer’d beneath,
The fharpnefs of death,
Our fouls to retrieve,

And open the kingdo.n to all that believe.

Believing on thee
We rife from the tree,
And heavenward move,

And1fly to the throne on the wings of thy love.

4 Thy love that o’ercame
Our forrow and fhame,
And ranfom’d our racc,

And fent thee to God to prepare us a place ;

Follow after, it cries,
To your place in the fkies,
By Immanuel led,

Pollow after, and fuffer, and r'eign with your head,

HYMN XL

1 OME ye that feck the Lord,
Him that was crucify'd ;
Come lil::? to the gofpel-word,
And feel it now apply'd:

To every foul of man

The joyful news we fhew,
Jefus, for every finner flain,
~ Is rifen again for you,

4
2 The Lord is rifen indeed,
And did to us appear; )
He hath been feen, our living head,
By many a Peter here,

We, whodp oft deny’d
Our Maiter and our God,

Have thruft our hand into his fide,
And felt the ftreaming blood,

-~
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8 Rais’d from the dead we are,
The members with their Lord,
And boldly in his name declare
The foul-reviving word ;

Salvation we proclaim,

‘Which every foul miy find,
Pardon and peace in Jefu’s name,

And life for all mankind,

4 O might they dll receive
The bleeding Prince of peace ;
Sinners, the glad report believe |
Of Jefu’s witnefles!

He lives, who fpilt his blood;
(Believe our record truej

The arm, the power, the Son of God
Shall be reveal'd in you, -

H Y M N XIIL

iy

1 RISE all who feek the crucified, =
The God that onee for finners died, =
With lifted voice and heart adore, ¥
Chafing our griefs, arid fins, and fears,
The Sun of Rightéoufnefs appears,
Appears to fet in blood no more.
2 To death dcliver’d in our ftead,
For us he rifes from the dead,
And life to all his members brings!
He gives-us, while he foars above,
The dew of grace, the balm of lovigy
And drops falvation from his wings.
g This day the f{cripture is folfdl’d, © - -
The Father now his-Son has feal’d,
And own’d him for his Sen with power ;God
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God from the belly of the earth
Hath call’d him forth to fecond birth,
Nor let the greedy deep devour,

4 Caft for our fins into the deep,
- His life hath fav’d the finking fhip,
His life for ours a ranfom.given 3
Butlo! on the third joyful morn,
Our Fonas does for us return,
Emerging from his tomb to heaven,

H Y M N 'XIIIL

1 BREAK forth into praife !
Our furety and hcad,

His members to raife,

Hath rofe from the dead: ¢
The power.of hispirit

Hath quicken'd our Lord,
That we by his merit .

May all be reftor’d.

28 Our Captain and King |

With {houts we proclaim, -

And joyfully fing’ o
The wonderful name

The name all-viftorieus
We publifh and feel,

Triumphantly glorious
O’cr fin, eartli, and hell,

3 The poiver.of hisrile e

We know and dcclare,

His happinefs thare ;
In heavenly places
With Jefus we fit, '
And Jefus’s praifes
With angels repeat, ’

And rapt to the fkies, .. | ' vl -

|
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We fing of his love
While fojourning here,
Till Chrift from above,
Our Saviour appear ;
The heirs of falvation
With triumph receive,
In full confummation ~
Of glory to live, '

HY MN XIV,

E men of dl_/racl hear
The words of truth and grace,
Jefus did in the fleth appear
To fave a finking race;

A man of God approv’d,

By figns and wongers known,
Jefus, the Father's well-belov'd, _ -

The co-eternal Son,

The Prince of life and peace,

By heaven’s fupreme decree, -
Deliver'd up, ye dar'd to feize,

And nail’d him to the tree; .

Taken by wicked hands,
And ¢rucify’d and flain;

But God hath 1o0s’d the mortal bands, .
And rais’d him up again.

It was not poflible, .
That death fhould keep his prey ;

God would not leave his foul in hell, - .
Or let his flefh decay : . to

His fleth repos’d in hope
Of the third joyful morn,’
And then the Father rais’d him up,

Anfi God again was born. 4 This
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4 This Jefus is refor’d
To life and power di~ine;
We all proclaim our living Lord,
And 1n his praifes join ;

We are his witnefles,

He is gone up o. high,
Exalted to his native place,

He lives no more to die,

5 Againat God’s right-hand
Our Lord is call’d .0 fit,
Till all who now his fwav withftand,

Are crulh’d beneath his feet,

Beitto Ifracel’s leed,
To every finner known,
God hath perform’d his oath indced,

Hath glorify’d his Sou.

6 Sinners, believe he dy'd,}
And rofe to buy your peace ;
Jefus, the Chrift, the crucify’d,

The Lord of life confefs :

Repent in Jefu's name,
Believe, and be forgiven,

And take the Holy Ghott ye claim,
And rifc with us to hcaven,

HY MN XV.

B | CHRIST our living head draw near,’
\ At our call, Quicken all, - v
Thy true mcmbers here,
2 Fill’d with feith’s eternal fpirit,
Grant that we, Dead with thee,

' May thy life inherit, , .
- .3 Al
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All thy refurreQion’s power,
All thy love, From above,
On thy fervants fhower.

4 Perfedt love! we long t’ attainiit,
Following faft, If at laft - ‘
We, ev’'n we may gainiit,

§ Partners of thy death-and paffion, -
O that we All might fee,
All thy great f{alvation.

6 Sav’d beyond the dread of fallingy
Let us rife, To the prize ~
Of our glorious calling.,

7 Children of the refurretion, R
Lead us on To the crown ' L

Of our full perfeétion, - ' : T

. B

8 There where thou art gone before us, \

Chrift, our hope, Take us-up,
To thy heaven reftore us. |

HY M N XVIL

For Afcenfion-Day.

1 LL hail the true Elijah,
The Lord our God and Saviour !
‘Who leaves behind,
For all mankind,
The token of his favour,

The never-dying prophet,
A while to mortals given,
This folemn day
) Is rapt away .
By flaming fteeds to heaven, |
. = Comt
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¢ Come fee the rifing triumph,
And proftrate fallieforc him
fgc mounts, he flies
Above the fkies,
Where all his hofts adore him,

Borne on his fiery chariot,
With joyful acclamation
Purfue the Lord,
To heaven reftor’d,
The God of our falvation.

3 Who fee the Lordat parting,
They fhall on earth inherit
A double power,
A larger thower ~
Of his defcending fpirit.

The fpirit of our Mafter .
Shall reft on each believer,
And furely we,
Our Matfter fee,
Who lives and reigns for ever.

4 Yes, our exalted Jefus,
By faith we now adore thee,
And ftill we fit,
Before thy feet,
And triumph in thy glory,

In vain the flaming chariot
Hath vgarted us afunder;
e ftill thrpugh grace
Behold thy face,
And fhout our loving wonder.
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5 By faith we catch the mantle,
The cov'ring of his fpirit
By faith we wear,
g And gladly tare
b Thine all-invoiving merit, ~

i We reft beneath thy thadow,
Till by the whirlwind driven,

; - From earth we rife,

X And mourt the fkies,

i And grafp our Lord in heaven.

RO FN S Smiiians
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5 By faith we catch the mantle,
The cov’ring of his fpirit
By faith we wear,
And glddl\ ,are
Thine all-intciving merit, -

We reft bencath thy fhadow,
Till by the whirlwind driven,
From earth we rife,
And mwourt the fkies,
And grafp our Lord in heaven,

F I N 1 g
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