This is a reproduction of a library book that was digitized
by Google as part of an ongoing effort to preserve the
information in books and make it universally accessible.

Google books

https://books.google.com



https://books.google.com/books?id=FNFsLsp940UC

Digitized by GOOg[G



- s -



]

ymZ””L_/Qgr B SHA

,S.ELECT

1507 /)87,
H Y M |

~r

/

1 WITH

4 , -

! TUNES ANNEXED:

4 ‘ o

! PESIGNFD CHI1EFLY FOR TXIEVL'SE 01"_
THE PEOPLE

CALLED

METHODISTS.

r4

‘THE TOURTH EDITION, CORRECTED.

e ]

-'B R I S T O L o
PRINTED BY WILLIAM PINL

M,DCC,LXXIIL,






PRETF A C E

OME years ago a Colle&ion of Tunes

~was publifhed, under the title of Har-
monia Sacra. 1 belicve all unprejudiced per-
fons who underftand mufic allow, that it ex-
ceeds, beyond all degrees of comparifon, any
thing of the kind which has appeared in England
before: the tunes being admirably well chofen, ‘
and accuratcly engraven, not-only for the voice,.
but likewife for the organ or harpfichord.

2. But this, though it is excellent in its kind,
is not the thing which I want. - I want the peo-
'ple called Methodifts” to fing -true, the tunes
which are in common ufe among them. At the
fame. time, I want them to have in one volume,

“the bt Hymns which we have printed: and
that, in a fmall and portable volume, and one of
an cafy price. ‘ ' l

g. I have been endeavouring for more than
" twenty years to procure fuch a book as this: but
Ag’ in
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in vain. Mafters of mufic were above follow-
ing any direQion but their own: <And-1 was
determined, whoever compiled this, fhould

~

follow my dire@tion : not mending our tunes, but
fctting them down, neither better nor worfe than
they were, At length 1 have prevailed. The
following colleion contains all the tunes which
are in common ufe among us. Tﬂcy are pricfced
true, exaltly as I defire all our congtegations
may fing them : and here is prefixed to them a
colle&ion of thofe hymns which are (I thmk)
fome of the beft we have publifhed. The volume
likewife is fmall as well as the price. This there-
fore 1 recommcnd preferabl all others.

JOHN WESLEY.

SELECT
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SELECT HYMNS. -
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. H Y 'M.N I

1 LL glory and praife
A To the Antient of Days,

Who was boin and was {lain to sedeem a loft Fack, .

2 . Salvation to God, — - X
" . Who carried our load, '
And purchas’d our lxvea with the price of hxsblood.

And fhall he net have
" The lives which he gave:
_ Such an infinite ranfom for ever to fave?

4 Yes, Lord, we are thine,
" And ladly refign . v
Our fouls to bc fill’d with the fulnefs dlvme'

5 How, when it fhall be,"

We: eannot forefee: .
But, O let us live, let us die unto thec'

Ag HYMN
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'HYMN IL

) Y God, I am thine:
w hat a comfort divine,
What a bleffing to know that my Jefus is mine?

2 - Inthe heavenly Lamb
Thrice happy I'am, - )
~ And my heart doth rejoice at the found of his name.

3 - True pleafures abound
" In the rapturous found,
.And whoever hath found it, "hath paradxfe found,

4 . My Jefus to know, s
And feel his blood flow, . * =
*Tis life everlafting, ’tis heaven below.

5 Yet onward I hafte
To the heav'nly feaft:
. That, that is the fulnefs: but this is the taﬁe.

6 And this I fhall prove,
Till with joy I remove
To the heaven of heavens in Jefus’s love.

H.YMN HI.

O JESUS, my reft,
How unfpeakably bleft

. Is the finner that comes to be ]1 thy breaft!

2 1 come at thy call: ‘5’- 3%
' At thy feet olfa R R
And believe and confefs thecy ‘my G 3
e

Thou art Mary’s good p%«ﬁ;—"
The thing needful thou art,
The defire of my eyes, and the joy of my heart:

My
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4 - My comfort and faay,
My life and my way:.
My erown of rejoicing in that happy da,y-

Health, axdon and e .
In theef peac '

1 can have nothmg more I wall ha.ve nothmg Ieﬁ.

6 I ftand in thy mlght. L
I walk in thy light, ' ’
And all heaven I claim in &hy God»ngmg right.

HYMN' "Iv.
s OJESUS, my hope,

For me offer’d up, .
Who with clamour purfu'd thee to Calvary’s top.
The blood thou haft fhed,
For me let it plead, '
And declare thou ‘ha{g dy’ din thy murderer s ﬁead

2 Thy blood whxch atone-
For fin coutd atone, = - -

For the infinite evil I madly have done.
That only carr feal . :
My pardon; and fill .

My heart thh a pow’r of obeying thy wa.I.

Now, now let'me know
Its virtue below ;
Let it wath me, and I {hall be whiter than fnow.. :
Let it hallow my heart, '
And throughly convert,
And make me, O Lord, in the world as theu art. .

4  Each moﬁent ap ly’cI
My weaknefs to Elde, o
Thy blood be upon me, and. always abxd;: v

My



And fpeakmeuhﬁtothethsonenfthylm .

Come, fee if there ever was forrow like his! -

2 For what you have donc

_ Fhe Father hath pumfh’d for yoﬁ, hxs 7;zle'm' Son .

[ 2]

%y advocate prove.: . ..o T
ith the Father above, * : :

» LL vye that pais by, -
To Jefus dtaw'nigh: -
To you is it nothing that Jefus !hould d:ei’
Your rénfom and paace,: -« »
Your furety he is:

His blood muft atone:

‘The Lord, in the day.
Of his anger, 'did laZ
Your fins on the Lamb, and he bore them away.

g He anfwer'd for alI

* O come at his call; -
And lo, at his feet with a&omﬂmment fall'

Ye:all may reteive

The peace he did leave, .
Who made mterce{ﬁon, « My Fatlu:r, fqrglve.” .

¢ - For you and for me
He pray’d on the trec: .
The pray’r is accepted: the finner is free‘ o
The finneram I, = , IR
" Whoon Jefus rely : ‘!
And come for the pardon God caxmot dcﬁy..

5 My pardOn I claim;

- For a finner I am, : v .
A finner believing on Jefus’s name : - !
He purchas’d the grace- .- /'

" Which how T ettibrades: o« 5.« R

‘O Father, thou know’#t, he hath dy’d in my place,

Hl§.
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6 Hls death is my plea,

My advocate fee, ’
And hear the blood fpeak that hath anfwer'd for me..
Acquitted I was
When he hung on the crofs,
And by lofing his life he hath carry’d my caufe.’

"HYMN VL

3 ~ A H tell us no more,

The Spirit and pow’r
Of Jefus, our God,
Isnot to be found in the hfe-glvmg food!

a  Did Jefus ordain
His fupper in vain?
And furnith a fealt,
For none but his earlicft fervants to taﬁe?

3 Nay, but this is his will,
We know it and feel)

hat we fhould partake , '
The banquet for all he fo freely did make. -

4 'Tis God we believe, -
- Who cannot deceive:
The Witnefs of God -
Is prefent, and fpeaks in the myftical blood.

5 Receiving the bread,
On Jefus we feed:
It doth not appear
His manner of workimg: but Jefus is herel

6 O that 2ll men would hafte
To this fpiritual feaft:
At Jefus’s word,

Do thls, and be fed with thq love ofthelr Lord L4

True
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7 True light of mankind,
" Shine mto their mind,
8 ‘And clearly reveal ~
Thy perfc&, and good, and accepnble will,

8 . Bring near the glad day,
‘When all fhall obey
Thy dying requeft, '
And eat of thy fupper and lean on thy breaﬂ:.

9 To all fnen impart.
: . One way and one heart; :
Thy people be fhown '
* Allrighteous, and {potlefs; and perfe& inone.

10 Then, then let us fee
Thy glory, and be
Caught up in the air,
- This heavenly fupper in heaven'to ﬂ'xare.

H Y M N Vll;
Y OME let us anew
Our journey purfue,
Roll rounii with the year,
And never ftand ftil], ‘till the mafter appean
His adorable wxll -
- Let us gladly fulﬁl
: . ‘Andour talents improve
By the patlence of hope, and the labour of love. -

[ Our lifeis a dream, .

Our time as a ftream - -
. Glides fwiftly away,

And the fugitive moment refufes to ftay.
The arrow is flown,
The moment is gone;
" The millennial year -

Ruﬂles on to our view, and etermty s here!

O that
Vd
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O that each in the day

Of his coming may fay, ]

“ I have fought my way through,
¢ I have finifh’d the work thou didft give me to do.”

O that each from his Lord

May receive the glad word,

% Well and faithfully done! .
« Enter into my joy, and fit down on my t‘hronc"’

H Y M N VIII.

| WAY with our fears, -
: Our troubles and tears?
The fpirit is come,
The witnefs of Jefus return’d to his home.
The pledge of our Lord
‘To his heaven reftor'd,
Is fent from the fky,
And tells us, our head is exalted on highs

¢t - Ouar Advocate there
© By his blood and his pray

The gift hath obtain’d,

For us he hath pray’d and the Comforter ghm’&
Our glorify’d head
His Spirit hath thed,
With his people to ftay‘

And never again will he take him away.,

s . Out heavenly guide
. With us fhall abide:

His comfort impart,
And fet up his kingdom of lovein our heart,

The heart that beheves, ‘

His kingdom receives,

His pow’ ’rand his peace, . -
His life and his joy’s everlafting mcreafe.

4 Then lct us rejoice

1n heart and it véice, Cus
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37
‘Our leader purfue,
With the Spirit remove

To the Sion above;
Triumphant arife, -

HYMN IX

1 PR AISE betothe Father given, -

Chrift he gave, Us to fave,
Now the heirs of heaven.

Pay we eéluél adoration
To the Son: He alone
Wrought out our falvation. -

Glory to th’ eternal Spirits
Us hefeals, Chrift reveals,.
And applies__ his merit,

Worthip, honour, thanks and bleffing,

One and three, Give we thee,
Never, never ceafing.

H"'Y M N X

) JES U S, come, thou hope of glory 3

Purify Me, that I
ay with faints adore thee,

Big with earneft expeation,
Still I fie, At thy feet,
Longing for {alvation.

M}lrvfoor heart vouchfafe to dwell in:
ake me thine, Love divine,
By thy Spirit’s fealing,

And fhout as we travel the wildernefs through

ith our God, till we fly to the fkies,

The
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Thou haft laid the fure foundation

Of my hope, Build me up;
Finifh thy cri:i,zion. P

From this inbred fin deliver;
Let theyoke, Now be broke,.
Make me thine for ever.

- Partner of thy perfe& nature
Let me be, Now in thee,
A new, fpotlefs creature.

Perfeét when I walk before thee, °
_Soon or late, Then tranflate
Tothe realms of glory. -

"H Y MN XL

THOU very pafchal Lamb,
Whofe blood for us was fhed,
Through whom we out of Egypt came,
Thy ranfom’d people lead. = -

Angel of gofpel-grace
Fulfil thy charaéter; .

To guard and feed the chofen race
In Ifrael’s camp appear.

Throughout the defart way
Condu& us by thy'light:

Be thou a cooling cloud by day,
A chearing fire by night.

Our fainting fouls fuftain

With bleflings from above,
And ever on thy people rain

The manna of thy ?ove.

B "HYMN
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HYMN XII.

OME vye thatlove the Lord,
And let your joys be known :
Join in a fong with {weet accord,
While ye {urround his throne.

Let thofe refufe to fing,

1Who never knew our God:
But fervants of the heav’nly King

May fpecak theirjoys abroad.

The God that rules on high,

And all the carth furveys,
That rides upon the ftormy fky,

And calms the roaring.feas:

This awful God 1s ours:
Our Father and our love;

He fhall fend down his heavenly pow’rs
To carry us above, ' '

There we fhall {ee his face,
And neyer, neverfin:

There from the rivers of his grace
Drink endlefs pleafures in.

Yea, and before we rife
To that immortal ftate,

The thoughts of fuch amazing blifs
Should conftant joys create.

The men of grace have found
Glory begun below;

Celeftial fruits on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

Then let our {ongs 'aBoun'd,
,And ev’ry tear be dry:

We’re marching through Immanuel’s ground

To fairer worlds on high.

HYMN
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H Y M N XIIIL

ATHER, ourhearts we lift
Up to thy' gracious throre,
And blefs thee for the precious gift
Of thine incarnate Son:
The gift unfpeakable
We thankfully receive,
And to the world thy goodnefs tell,
And to thy glory live. ’

A peace on earth he brings,
That never more fhall énd : .
The Lord of ho[s, the King of kings,
Proclaims himfelf our friend :
Affumes our flefh and blood,
That we his Spirit may gain,
The everlafting Son of God,
The mortal Son of Man.

Hiskingdom from above = -
He doth to us impart, -
And pure benevolence and love
O’erflow the faithful heart.
Chang’d in a moment we
The {weet attration find,
‘With open arms of charity
Embracing all mankind.

O might they all receive
The new-born Prince of Peace,
And meekly in his Spirit live,
And in his love increafe.
Till he convey us home,
Cry every foul aloud,
Come, thou defire of nations, come,

And take usall to God!

Ba HYMN
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HY MN X1V,

. ESU, my Lord, attend

. Thy feeble creature’scry;

And fhew thyfelf the finner’s friend,
And fet meup on high. '

From hell’s oppreflive pow’r
My ftruggling foul releafe;

And to thy Father’s grace reftore,
And to thy perfe& peace.

Thy blood and righteoufnefs
I make my only plea;
My prefent and etcrnal peace
Are both deriv’d from-thee.
Riversof life divine
From thee, their fountain, flow,
And all who know that love of thine
The joy of angels know.

Come then, impute, impart
To me thy righteoufnefs,
And let me tafte how good thou art,
How full of truth and grace :
That thou canft here forgive,
Grant me to teftify,
And juftify’d by faith to live,
And in that faith to die.

HYMN XV,

W HO in the Lord confide,
And feel his fprinkled blood,
In ftorms and hurricanes abide '
Firm asthe mount of God ;
Stedfaft, and fixt, and fure,
His Sion cannot move:
His faithful people ftand fecure
In Jefu’s guardian love.
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¢  As round Jerufalem
The hilly bulwarks rifc,

So God protefts and covers them
From all their enemies,

On ev’ry fide he ftands,
And for his Ifrael cares;

And fafe in his almighty hands
Their fouls for ever bears.

HY MN XVI.

Y 'OD of almighty love,
. G By whofe f:ﬂic);ent grace

I lift my heart to things above, )
And humbly feek thy face;
Through Jelus Chrift, the juft,
My faint defires receive ;

And bid me in thy goodnefs truft,
And to thy glory live.

2 Whate’er I think or do,
Thy glory be my aim ;
My offerings all be offer'd through
" The ever blefled name :
efu, my fingle eye
: %e fixt oyn th%e algne;
Thy name be prais’d on earth, on high,.
Thy will gy all be done..

HY M N XVIL

1 E fimple fouls, that ftray
Y Far from the path of peace,
(That unfrequented way
To life and happinefs:)

Bg How
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How long will ye your folly love,
And throng the downward road,

And hate the wifdom from above,
And mock the fons of God?

Madnefs and mifery

Ye count our life beneath,

And nothing great can fee,

Or glotious, in our death :
As born te fuffer and to grieve,

Beneath your feet we lie,
And utterly condemn’d we live,

And unlamented die.

Poor penfive fojourners,

- O’erwhelm’d with grief and woes,
Perplex’d with needlefs fears,
And pleafure’s mortal foes ;

More irkfome than a gaping tomb,
Our fight ye cannot bear,

Wrapt in the melancholy gloom
Of fanciful defpair.

So wretched and obfcure,
The men whom ye defpife,
So foolifh, weak and poor,
Above your fecorn we rife:
Our confcience in the Holy Ghoft
Can witnefs better things;
For he, whole blood is all our boaft,
- Hath made us priefts and kings.

Riches unfearchable

In Jefu’s love we know,

And pleafures, from the well

Of lite, our fouls o’erflow;
From him the Spirit we receive

Of wifdom, grace, and pow’r,
And always forrowful we live, .

Rejoicing evermore. ‘

Angels
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Angels our fervants-are,
And keep in all our ways,
And in their hands they bear
The facred fons of grace; -
.Our guardians to that heavealy blifs,
They all our fteps attend ;
And God himfelf our father is,
And Jefus is our friend.

With him we walk in white,
We in his image fhine,
Our robes are robes of light,
Our righteoufnefs divine :

On all the grov'ling kings of earth
‘With pity we look down,

And claim, in virtue of our birth,
A never-fading crown.

HY MN XVIHI.

ON of God, thy bleffing grant: -
Still fupply my ev’ry want:
Tree of life, thy influence fhed,
With thy fap my fpirit feed,

Tendereft branch, alas! am],
Wither without thee, and die,
Weak as helplefs infancy;
O confirm my foul in thee.

Unfuftain’d by thee I fall;

Send the help for which I call:
Weaker than a bruifed reed,
Help I ev’ry moment need,

All my hopes on thee depend ;
Love me, fave me to the ead;
Give me the continuing grace:

Take the gverlaling praife,
' HYMN
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HYMN XIX
Thou holy Lamb divine,
How canft thou and finners join?

God of fpotlefs purity,

How fhall man concur with thee ?
]

Offer up one facrifice,

Acceptable to the fkies?

What fhall wretched mortals bring,

Pleafing to the glorious King?

Only fin we call our own :

But thou art the darling Son :
Thine it is our God t’ appeafe 5
Him thou doft for ever pleafe..

We on thee alone depend, )

With thy facrifice afcend ; .
Render what thy grace hath given;

Lift with thee our fouls to heaven.

HYMN XX

, OLY Lamb, who thee receive,
Who in thee begin to live,

Day and night they cry to thee,

As thou art, fo let us be.

Jefu, fee my panting breaft,
See I pant in thee to reft; .
Gladly would I now be clean;
Cleanie me now from ev’ry fin.

Fix, O fix my wav’ring mind ;.
To thy crofs my fpirit bind :
Earthly paflions far remove;
Swallow up my foul in love.

Duft
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Duft and athes though we be, -
Full of fin and mifery,

Thine we are, thou Son of God :
Take the purchafe of thy blood !

Boundlefs wifdom, pow’r divine,
Love unfpcakable are thine:
Praife by all to theebe giv'n,
Sons of earth and hofts of heav’n,

HY MN XXL

‘ORD, if thou the grace impart,
Poor in {pirit, meek in heart,
1 fhall as my Mafter be, '
Rooted in humility.

From the time thatthee I know
Nothing fhall I feek below ;
Aim at nothing, great or high,
Lowly both my heart and eye :

Simple, teachable and mild, -
Aw’d into a little child :

Quiet now without my food,
Wean’d from ev’ry creature-good.

Hangs my new-botn foul on thee,
Kept from all idolatry ;

Nothing wants, beneath, above,
Happy, heppy in thy love.

O that all may feek and find
Ev’ry goed in Jefus join’d!

Him let Ifrae] ftill adore;

Truft him, praife him evermore.

HYMN
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HYMN XXIL

LO R D and God of heavenly pow’rs,

‘ Theirs, yet O! benignly ours;
Glorious King, let earth proclaim,

- Worms attempt to chaunt thy name..

Thee to laud in fongs divine,
Angels and archangels join ;
‘We with them eur voices raife,
Echoing thy eternal praife.

Holy, holy, holy Lord,

. Live by heaven and earth ador'd :
Full of thee they ever cry,

Glory be to God moft high! -

'H Y M N XXIL

OME, defire of nations, come;

Haften, Lord, the gen’ral doom;
Hear the Spirit and the bride, - -~
Come, and take us to thy fide.

Thou, who haft our place prepar’d,
Make us meet for our reward;
Then with all thy faints defcend,
Then our earthly trials end.

Mindful of thy chofen race,
Shorten thefe vindi&tive days,
Who for full redemption groan,
Hear us now, and fave thine own.

Now deftroy the man of fin,

Now thine antient flock bring in,
Fill’d with righteoufnefs divine,
Claim a ranfom’d world for thine.

Plant
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Plant the heav’nly kingdom here,
Glorious in thy faints appear,
Speak the facred number feal’d,
"Speak the myftery fulfill’d,

Take to thee thy royal pow’r,
Reign when fin thall be no more,
Reign when death no more fhall be,
Reign to all eternity. o

~H Y M N XXIV,

LORY beto God on high,
God whofe glory £ills the fky:
Peace on earth to man forgiv’n,
Man the well-belov’d of heav’n,

Sov’reign Father, heav’nly King,
Thee we now prefume to fing,
Glad thine attributes confefs,
Glorious all, and numberlefs,

Hail, by all thy works ador’d !

Hail the everlafting Lord !

Thee with thankful hearts we prove !
Lord of pow’r, and God of love!

Chrift our Lord and God we own;
Chrift the Father’s only Son; .
Lamb of God for finners flain,
Saviour of offending man.

Bow thine ear, in mercy bow, .
Hear, the world’s atonement thou:

* Jefu, in thy name we pray,

Take, O take our fins away !

Pow’rful advocate with God,
Jutftify us by thy blood !
Bow thine ear, in mercy bow,
Hear, the world’s atonement thou !
C Hear;
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Hear; for thou, © Chrift alone,
With thy glorious Sire art one;

One the Holy Ghoft with thee,
One fupreme, eternal three!

HYMN XXV

LT ARK, -dull foul, how ev’ry thing
Strives t’ adore our bounteous King}

Earth a dquble tribute pays

Sings its part, and then obeys. .

Nature's fprightlicft, fweeteft quire,
Him with chearful notes admire ;
Ev'ry day they chaunt their lauds,
While the grove their fongs applauds.

Though their voices lower be,
Streams too, have their melody ;
Night and day they warbling run,
Never paufe, but {till run on.

All the flow'ss that paint the {pring,
Hither their ftill mufic bring; .
If heaven blefs them, thankful they,

Smell more fweet, and look more gay.

Wake for thame, my fluggith heart,
‘Wake, and gladly fing thy part;

" Learn of birds, and fprings, and flow’rs,
How t’ employ thy nobler pow’rs,

Call whole nature to thy aid,
Since 'twas he whole nature made ;
oin in one eternal fong,
ho to one God all belong.

Live for ever, glorious Lord,

Live by all thy works ader’d;

One in three, and three in one,
All things bow to thee alone,

- " HYMN
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H Y M N XXVI
C L AP your hands, ye people all

Praife the God on"'whom ye call,

’

Lift your voice and fhout his praife, |

. SO s
Trlump11 in his fov’reign grace.

Glorious is the Lord moft high,
Terrible in majelty; '
He his fov'reign fway maintains,
" King o’erall the earth he reigns,

He the people fhall fubdue,
Make us kings and conq’rors too;
Force the nations to fubmit,
Bruifc our fins beneath our feet,

He fhall blefs his ranfom’d ones,

Number us with Ifrael’s fons;
God our heritage fhall prove,

" Give us all a lot of love.

Jefusis gone up on high, .

Takes his feat above the Iky: -

. Shout the angel quires aloud,
Echoing to the trump of God.

Sons of earth the triumph of join,
Praife him with the hoft divine,
Emulate the heav’nly pow’rs,
“Their viGorious Lord is ours.

Shout the God enthron’d above,
Trumpet forth his conq’ring love,
Praifes to our Jefus fing,

Praifes to our glorious King!

Pow'r is all to Jefus giv'n,

Pow'r o’er-hell and earth and heav’n!

Pow’r he now to us imparts:
‘Praife him with believing hearts,
R C '

Heathens
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Heathens he compels ¢ obey,
Saints he rules with mildeft fway:
Pure and holy hearts alone
Chufes for his quiet throne,

Peace to them and pow’r"he brings,
Makes his fubje&ls priefts and kings :
Guards, -while in his worfhip join’d,
Bids them caft the world behind.’

- On himfelf he takes:heir care,

Saves them not by fword or fpear :
Safely to his houfe they go, = -
Fearlefs of th’invading foe.

God keeps off the hoftile bands,

God proteéts their happy lands,

Stands as keeper of their fields, -
tands as twice ten thoufand thields.

Wondetful in faving pow’s,
Him let all our hearts adore :
Earth and heav’n repeat the cry
Glory be to God moft high !

+

HY MN XXVIIL-
Y E who dwell above th;e {kies,

Free from human miferies,
Ye whom higheft heav’n embow'rs,
Praife the Lord with all your pow'rss

Angels, your clear voices raife;’
Him, ye heav’nly armies, praife;
Sun and moon with borrow’d light ;
All ye fparkling eyes of night,

‘Waters hanging in the air,,

Heav’n of heav’ns his praife declare ;
His ceferved praife record ;

‘His, who made you by his word.

Let
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- Let the earth hispraife refound : . i
Monftrous whales; and feas profound ;.
Vapours, lightning, hail, ‘and fnow,
Storms which, where he bids you, blow :

Flow’ry hills and mountains high ;
Cedars, neighbours to the ky; .
Trees and cattle, oreeping things,

All that cut the air with wings,

You, whoawful fcepters {way,
You accuftom’d to o v
Princes, judges of the carth,
All of high and humble birth :

Youths and virgins, flourifhin

In the beauty of your fpring; ~
Ye who were but born of late,
. Ye who bow with age’s weight :

Praife his name with one confent ;
O how great! how excellent !
Than the earth profounder far !
Higher than the higheft ftar,

He will histo glory raife ; . ,
Ye, his faints, refound his praife :
Ye, his fons, his chofen race,

Blefs his love and fov ’reign grace.

H Y M N xxvo,

YOME, and let us fweetly join, -
C Chrift to praife in hymns divine:
Give we all with one accord,

Glory to our common Lord;

Hands, and hearts, and voices raife,
Sing asin the antient days ;

~ Antedate the Jjoys above,

Celebrate the feaft of loye,

Ce - : Strive
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Strive we, in affeftion firive,
Let the purer flame revive,
Such as in the martyrs glow’d,-

Dying champions for their God.

We like them may live and love,
Call’d we are their joys to prove ;.
Sav’d with them from futurc wrath,
Partners of like precious faith.

Sing we then in Jefu's name,
Now as.yefterday the lame,

‘One in ev’ry age and place,

Full for all of truth and grace.

We for Chrift, our Mafter, ftand, -
Lights in a benighted land : i
We our dying Lord confefs;

We are Jefu’s witneffes.

Witnefles that Chrift hath dy’d,

We with him are crucify’'d:

Chrift hath burft the bonds of death,

We his quick’ning Spirit breathe :

Chrift is now gone up on high;
Thither all our withes fly:) "
its at God’s right hand above ;

There with him we reign in lovet

H ¥ M N - XXIX,

OME, thou high and lofty Lord,
Lowly, meek Incarnate Word,

Humbly ftoop to carth again,

Come, and vifit abje@ man:

Jefu, dear'expafied gueft,

Thou art bidden to the feaft:

For thyfelf our hearts prepare,

Come, and fit, and banquet there. '

Jefu, we thy promifc claim,
We arc met in thy great name;

In
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In the midft do thou appear, ;
Manifeft thy prefence here:, R
San&ify us, Lord, and blefs:
Breathe thy Spirit, give thy peace :
Thou thyfelf within us move ;
Make aur feaft a.feaft of love.

"Let the fruits of grace abound,
Letusin thy bowelsfound; -~ - - .
Faith and love and joy increafe,
Temperance and gentlenefs,

Plant in us thy hymble mind;
Patient, pitiful and kind :

Meek-and lowly let us be,

Full of goodnefs, full of thee.

Make us all inthee complete,.
Make us all for glory meet,’
Meet t’ appear before thy fight,
Partners with the faints in light :.
Call, O call us all by name,

To the marriage of the Lamb,
Let us lean upon thy breaft;
Love be there our endlefs feaft.

HY MN XXX.

H AIL the day that fees him rife,
Ravifh!d from our wifhful eyes!
Chrift awhile to mortals giv’n,
Re-afcends. his native heav’n: ,
There the pompous triumph waits::
Lift your heads, cternal gates!"
Wide unfold the radiant {cene,

Take the King of Glory in!

Circled round with angel-pow’ss,
"Their triumphant Lord, and ours ;-
Cong’ror o’er death, hell, and fin,.
Take the King of Glory in.. ’
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Him, though higheft heav’n receives,

Still he loves the earth he leaves, .
Though returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own.-

See, he lifts his hands above ;
See, he fhews the prints of love;
Hark! his gracious lips beftow
Bleflings on his church below:
Still for us he intercedes,
Prevalent his death he pleads;
Next himfelf prepares our place,
Harbinger of human race.

Mafter (will: we ever fay)
Taken from our head to-day,
_See, thy faithful fervants, fee,
Ever gazing up to thee!
Grant, though parted from our fight,
High above yon azure height;
Grant, our hearts may thither rife, .
Following thee beyond the fkies.

Ever upward let us move,

Wafted on the wings of love ;
Looking when our Lord fhall come,
Long ng, gafping after home !
There we {hall with thee remain,
Partners of thine endlels reign;
There thy face unclouded fee,

Find our heav’n of heav’ns in thee!

H Y M N XXXL

HAPPY Magdelen, to whom
Chrift the Lord vouchfaf’d ¢ appear !
Newly rifen from the tomb, .
Would he firft be feen by her !
Her by feven devils poffeft,
Till his word the fiends expell'd,
‘ Quench’d
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- Quench’d thehell within her breaft,
. All her fins and ficknefs heal’d. =~

" Yes, to her the Mafter came,
* Firft his welcome voice fhe hears :
Jelus calls her by her name :

He the weeping finner chears ;
Lets her the dear tafk repeat,

‘While her eyes again run o’er, -
Lets her hold his bleeding feet,

Kifs them, and with joy adore.

Highly favour’d foul! To her
Further {till his grace extends,
Raifes the glad mefienger, -
‘Sends her to his drooping friends :
Tidings of their living Lorg
Firft in her report they find;
She muft fpread the gofpel-word,
Teach the teachers of mankind }.

Who can now prefume to fear ?

Who defpair his Lord to fee ?
efus, wilt thou not appear,

Shew thyfclf alive to me?

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

Thou haft caft a legion out ;
Thou wilt perfeét me in love.

Surely thou haft 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 rif’n for me ;

Hold of him by faith 1 have.

Here for ever would I lie, ' .
Didft thou not thy fervant raife,

Send
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Send me forth to teftify

All the wonders of thy grace!
Lo! I at thy bidding go,

Gladly to thy followers tell,
They their rifing God may know,

They the life of Chrift may feel.

Hear," ye brethren of the Lord,
Such he you vouchfafes to call) -
O believe the gofpel-word, '
Chrift hath dy’d and rofe for all :
Turn ye from your fins to.God !
Ha&e to Galilee, and fee
Him who bought thee with his blood,
Him who rofe to live in thee .

HYMN  XXXIIL-
GO D of all-redeeming grace,
By thy pard’ning love compell’d,
‘Up to thee our fouls we raife,
Up to thee our bodies yield : -
Thou our facrifice receive,
Acceptable through thy Son;;

While to thee alone we live, -
While we die to thee alone.

Juft itis, and good, and right, )
That we fhould be wholly.thine;
-In thy only will delight, :

In thy blefled fervice join.
O that ev’ry thought and word

Might proclaim how good thou art!
Holinefs unto the Lord

Still be written on our heart..

'HYMN’
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H Y, M N XXXIIIL.

H-APPY foul, that fafe from harms,
Refts within his-fhepherd’safms b
Who his quiet fhall moleft ?

Who fhall violate his reft ?

Jefus doth his fpirit bear,

Jefus makes his.ev’ry care;. ,

He who found the wand’ring theep,
Jefus ftill delights to keep. )

O that I might fo believe,
Stedfaftly to Jefus cleave,
On his only love rely,
Smile at the deftroyer nigh?
Free from fin and fervile fear,
. Have my Jefus ever near;

- All his care rejoice to prove,
" All his paradife of love..

Jefus feek thy wand’ring fheep,
Bring me back, and lead, amr keep,
‘Take on thee my ev’ry care,

‘Bear me on thy bofom, bear. -

Let me know my fhepherd’s voice,
More and more in thee rejoice 3
More and more of thee receive,

Ever in thy Spiritlive.

Live, till all thy life I know,
Perfe&t as my Lord below, .
Gladly then from earth remove,
Gather’d to the fold above:

O that I at laft may ftand

With the fheep at thy right hand,
Take the crown fo freely giv’n,
Enter in by thee to heav’n.

HYMN
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H Y M N XXXIV.

HEE we adore, Eternal Name,
And humbly own to thee,.
How feeble is our mortal frame,
What dying: worms we be !

Our wafting lives grow fhorter ftill, .
As.days and months increafe;

And ev’ry beating pulfe we tell
Leaves but the number lefs,

The year rolls round, and fteals away-
The breath that firft it gave:

Whate’er we do, where’er we be,.
We're trav’lling to the grave.

Dangers ftand thick through all the ground
To pufh us to the tomb; .
And fierce difeafes wait around,
To hurry mortals home,

Great God, on what a flender thread
 Hang everlafting things!

" Th’ecternal ftates of all the dead

Upon life’s feeble ftrings!

Infinite joy and endlefs woe
Attend on ev’ry breath:

And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon the brink of death

Waken, O Lord, our drowfy fenfe,
To walk this dang’rous road,

_And if our fouls are hurry’d hence,

May they be found in God!

HYMN
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H'YMN XXXV.
O GOD, our help in ages paft,

Our ho e for years'to come, "
Our fhelter from the ftormy blaft,
. And our eternal home:

Uxder the fhadow of thy throne
Still may we dwell fecure :

Sufficient is thine arm alone, |
And our defence is fure,

Before the hills inorder ftood, .
Or eaith receiv'd her frame,

From-everlafting thou art God,
To endlefs years the fame.

A thoufand ages inthy fight,
Are like an ev’ning gone :

.Short as the watch that edds the night
Before the rifirig fun.

‘Thebufy tribes of fleth and blood,

~ With all their cares and fears,
Are carry’d downward by the flood,
- .And loft'in following years,

Time, like an-ever rolling ftream,
Bears all its fons away:

They fly Foxgottcn as a dream
Dxcs at the op’ning day.

O God, our help in ages paft,
Our hope for yearstocome: . .
Be.thou our guard while life fhall laR,
And our pernetual home.

"HYMN
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H Y M N XXXVI.

HO\V fad our ftate by nature ist"

Our fin, how deep it ftains!

And Satan binds our éaptive fouls
Faft in his flavith chains.

But there’s a voice of {ov’reign grace
Sounds from the facred word ;
. Ho' ye defpairing finners, come,
And truft upon the Lord !

My foul obeys th’ almighty call,
And runs to this relief:

I would believe thy promife, Lord,
O help my unbelief?

To thebleft fountain of thy blood,
Incarnate God, Ily; ,

Here let me wath my {potted foul
From fins of deepeft dye.

Stretch out thine arm, viforious King,
My reigning fins fubdue;

Drive the old dragon from his feat,
With his infernal crew.

A guilty, weak, and helplefs worm,
Into thy arms I fall;

Be thou my ftrength and righteoufnefs, -
My Jefus and my-all,

"H Y M N XXXVIL %

W HEN rifing from the bed of dcath,-
O’erwhelm’d with guilt and fear,

1 view my Maker face to face, :
O how fhall I appcar! It
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If yet while pardon may be found,
And mercy may be fought, -

My foul with inward horror fhrinks,
And trembles at the thought !

When thou, O Lord, thalt ftand difclos’d,
In majefty fevere,

And fit in judgment on my foul,
O how fhall I appear?

O may my broken, contrite heart,

Timely my fins lament, ’

And early, with repentant tears,.
- Eternal woe prevent!

Behold the forrows of my heart,
E’re yet it be too late:

And hear my Saviour’s dying groans,
To give thofe forrows weight.

For never fhall my foul defpair
Her pardon to f{ecure;

‘Who knows thy only Son hath dy’d,
To make that pardon fure. :

H Y M N XXXVIIL

O SUN of righteoufnefs, arife

With healing in thy wings,

To my difeas’d, my fainting foul,
Life and falvation bring,

Thefe clouds of pride and fin difpel

' By thyall-piercing beam;

Lighten mine eyes with faith, my heart
With holy hope inflame.

My mind by thy all quick’ning pow’r
From low defires fet free; :
Unite my fcatter’d thoughts, and fix
My love entire on thee. ,
D Father,
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Father, thy long-loft fon receive;
Saviour, thy purchafe own

Bleft Comforter, with peace and joy
Thy new-made creature crown.

Eternal, undivided Lord,
Co.equal one and three, ‘
On thee all faith, all hope be plac’d,
All love be paid to thee!

HYMN XXXIX.

Nflav’d to fenle, to pleafure prone,
Fond of created good ;
Father, our helpleflnels we own,
And trembling tafte our fodd.

-Trembling we tafte : for ah! no more V

* To thee the creatures lead ;
Chang’d, they exert a baleful pow’r,
And poifon while they feed, '

Curs’d for the fake of wretched man,
They now engrofs him whole,

With pleafing force on earth detain,
And fenfualize his foul,

Grov’ling on earth, we ftill muft He,
Till Chrift the curfe repeal,

Till Chrift, defcending from on high,

. Infefted nature heal.

Come then, our heav’nly Adam, come,
Thine healing influence give;

Hallow our food, reverfe our doom,
And bid us eat and live.

The bondage of corruption break !
For this our {pirits groan

Thy only will we fain would feek ;
O fave us from our own !

Turn
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Turn the full ftream of nature’s tide,
Let all our a&ions tend

To thee their fource ; thy love the guide,
Thy glory be the end,

Earth therr a fcale to heav’n fhall be,
Senfe fhall point out the road ;

The creatures all fhall lead to thee,
And all we tafte be God!

', HY M N XL

.ORD, all I am isknown to thee,
In vain my foul would try
To fhun thy prefence, or to flee
The notice of thine eye.

Thy all furrounding fight furveys
My rifing and my geft,

My public walks, my private ways,
The fecrets of my breaft.

My thoughts lie oFen to thee, Lord,
Before they’re form’d within ;

And e’er my lips proneunce the word,
Thou know’it the fenfe I mean,

O wond’rous knowledge, deep and high !
Where can a creature hide P voT
‘Within thy circling arms I lie,
Befet on ev'ry fide. '

So let thy grace furround me ftill,
And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my foul from ev'ry ill,
Secur’d by fov’reign love. -

0y

D2 . HYMN
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HYMN XLL

1 LO RD, where fhall guilty fouls retire,

Forgotten and unknown ?
In hell they meet thy vengeful ire,
In heav’n thy glorious throne.

s ShouldI fupirefs my vital breath
' T’ efcape the wrath divine,
Thy voice would break the bars of death,
And make the grave refign.

8 If wing’d with beams of morning light,
I fly beyond the weft,
Thy hand, which muft fupply the flight,
Would foon betray my reft.

4 If o’er my fins I feek to draw
The curtains of the night,
"' Thofe flaming eves which guard thy law
Would turn the fhades to light.

5  The beams of noon, the midnight hour,
Are both alike to thee:
O may I ne’er provoke that pow’r,
From which I cannot flee !

" H Y MN XLIIL

1 O Thou who when I did complain,
Didft all my griefs remove ;
'O Saviour, do not now difdain,
My humble praife and love.

a  Since thou a pitying ear didft give,
~ Andheard me when 1 pray’d,
I’ll call upon thee whilel live,
And never doubt thy aid.

3  Pale death with all its ghaftly train,
My foul encompafs’d round :
Anguifh, and fin, and dread, and pain,
n ev’ry fide I found,

To
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To thee, O Lord of life, I pray’d,
And did for fuccour flee :

O fave (in my diftrefs I faid)
The foul that trufts in thee!

How good thou art! how large thy grace!
How ealy to forgive!

The helplefs thou delight’ft to raife:
And by thy love I live.

Then, O my foul, be never more
With anxious thoughts diftreft ;

God’s bounteous love doth thee reftore
To eafe, and joy, and reft.

My eyes no longer drown’d in tears,
My feet from falling free;

Redeem’d from death and guilty fears, '
O Lord, I'll live to thee..

H Y M N XLIL

LET him to whom we now belong
His fov’reign right affert, .
And take up ev’ry thankful fong,

And ev’ry loving heart.

He juftly claims us for his own
Who bought us with a price :
The Chriftian lives to Chrift alone,

To Chrift alone he dies.

Jefu, thine own at laft reccive,
Fulfil our heart’s defire,

And let us to thy glory live,
And in thy caule expire.

Our fouls and bodies we refigrs,
With joy we render thee

Our all, no longer ours, but thine,
Through all eternity.,

Dg  HYMN
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HYMN XLIV.

NFINITE Pow'r, Eternal Lord,
How fov’reign is thy hand!
All nature rofe t’ obey thy word,
And moves at thy command.

With fteady courfe the fhining fun
Keeps his appointed way;
And aﬁ the hours obedient run
The circle of the day.’

But ah! how wide my {pirit flies,
And wanders from her God;
My foul forgets the heav’nly prize,

‘And treads the downward road.

The raging fire and ftormy fea
Perform thy awful will,

And ev’ry beaft and ev’ry tree
Thy great defign fulfil.

While my wild paffions rage within,
‘Nor thy commands obey ;

But flefh and fenfe, enflav’d to fin,
Draw my beft thoughts away :

Shall creatures of a meaner frame
Pay all their dues to thee ?

Creatures that never knew thy name,
That ne’er were lov’d like me,

Great God, create my foul anew,
Conform my heart to thine;

Melt down my will, and let it flow,
And take the mould divine.

Seize my whole frame into thine hand,
Here all my pow’rs I bring;

Manage the wheels by thy command,
And govern ev’ry {pring.

Then
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Then f{hall my feet no more depart,
Nor my affeftions rove;

Devotion fhall be all my heart,
And all my paffions love. -

HYMN XLV,

FROM whence thefe dire portents around,

That earth and heav’n amaze ?

Wherefore do earthquakes cleave the ground ®
‘Why hides the fun his rays ?

Nor thus did Sinai’s trembling head
With facred horror nod,

Beneath the dark pavilion fpread
Of legiflative God. :

Thou earth thy loweft centre fhake,
With Jefus fympathize !

Thou fun, as hell’s deep gloom be black ;
*Tis thy Creator dies! '

See fireaming from th’ accurfed tree,
His all-atoning blood !

Is this the Infinite ? *Tis he,
My Saviour and my God !

For me thefe pangs his foul affail,
For me the death is borne:

My fin gave fharpnefs to the nail,
And pointed ev’ry thorn.

Let fin no more my foul enflave ;
Break, Lord, the tyrant’s chain;

O fave me, whom thou cam’ft to fave;
Nor bleed nor die in vain.

HYMN
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HYMN XLVL

HAPPY the fouls to Jefus join’d,

And fav’d by grace alone;

Walking in all thy ways we find
Our heav’n on earth begun.

The church triumphant in thy love,
Their mighty joys we know;
They fing the Lord in hymns above,
And we in hymns below.

Thee in thy glorious realms they praife, .
And bow %efore thy throne :

We in the kingdom of thy grace :
The kingdoms are but one.. -

The holy to the holieft leads;
From thence our fpirits rife ;
And he that in thy (fatutes treads
Shall meet thee in the fkies..

HYMN XLVIIL

SWE ET is the mem’ry of thy grace,
My God, my heav’nly King:
Let age to-age thy righteoufnefs.

In lounds of glory fing,

God reigns on high, but not confines .
His goodnefs to the fkies ;-

Through the whole earth his goodnefs fhines,
And ev’ry want fupplies. )

With longing eyes thy creatures wait
Oa thee for daily food;
"Thy lib’ral hand provides them meat,
And fills their mouths with good.
: How
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How kind are thy compaffions, Lord!
How flow thine anger moves!

But foon he fends his pard'ning word,
To cheer the foul he loves.

Creatures with all their endlefs race,
Thy pow’r and praife proclaim:

But we who tafle thy richer grace,
Delight to blefs thy name.

HYMN XLVIL

LET ev’ry tongue thy goodnefs fpeak,

Thou fov’reign Lord of all !

Thy ftrength’ning hands uphold the weak,
And raife the poor that fall,

‘When forrows bow the fpirit down,
Or virtue lies diftreft

Beneath the proud oppreflor’s frown,
Thou giv’ft the mourner reft.

The Lord fupports our infant days,
And guides our giddy youth :

Holy and juft are all thy ways,
And all thy works are truth,

Thou know’ft the pains thy fervants feel
Thou hear'ft thy children’s cry,
And their beft wifhes to fulfil

Thy grace is ever nigh.

Thy mercy never fhall remove
From men of heart {incere ;

Thou fav'ft the fouls whofe humble love
Is join'd with holy fear.

My lips fhall dwell upon thy prai
);kng fpread thy fampgabroyas : fe,
Let all the fons of Adam raife
The honours of their God.,
HYMN
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HYMN XLIX
BEING of beings, God of love,

To thee our hearts we raife :
Thy all-fuftaining pow’r we prove,.
And gladly fing thy praife..

Thine, wholly thine, we pant to be,
Our facrifice receive::

Made, and preferv’d, and fav’d by thee;
To thee ourfelves we give.

Heav’'nward our ev’ry wifh afpires;
For all thy mercy’s ftore,

The fole return thy love requires,
Is that we afk for more..

For more we afk ; we open then
Our hearts t’ embrace thy will :-

Turn and beget us, Lord, again:
With all thy fulnefs fill.

Come, Holy Ghoft, the Saviour’s love
Shed in our hearts abroad !

So fhall we ever live and move
And be with Chrift in God. -

"H Y M N L.

HE Lord! how fearful is his name }
How wide is his command ! '
Nature with all her moving frame
Refls on his mighty hang.

Adoring angels round him fall,
In all their fhining forms ;

His fov’reign eye looks through them all,
And pities mortal worms,

His
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His bowels to our worthlefs race
In fweet compaffion move :

He clothes his looks with fofteft grace,
And takes his title, Love.

Now let the Lord for ever reign,
And fway us as he will:

Sick, -or in health, in eafe, or pain,
We are his children ftill.- :

No more fhall peevifh paflions rife,
Our tongues no more complain :
>Tis fov’reign love that lends our joys,

And love refumes again.

H Y M N LI

\VHEN all the mercies of my God,

My rifing foul furveys,

Why, my cold heart, art thou not loft
In wonder, love, and praife?

Thy providence my life fuftain’d,
And all my wants redreft,

While inthe filent womb I lay,
And hung upon the breaft.

To all my weak cemplaintsand cries
Thy mercy lent an ear, :
E’er yet my feeble thoughts had learn’d

“To form themfelves in pray’r.

Unnumber’d .comforts on my foul
Thy tender care beftow’d,

Before my infant heart conceiv’d
From whom thofe comforts flow’d. -

‘When in the flipp’ry paths of youth
‘With heedlefs fteps I ran,

Thine arm unfeen convey’d me fafe,
And led me up toman,

Through
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6 Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths,

It gently clear’d my way:
And through the pleafing fnares of vice,
More to be fear'd than they.

v Through ev’ry period of my life,

Thy goodnefs I'll purfue ;
And after death, in dxﬂ:ant worlds,
The pleafing theme renew.

8  Through all cternity to thee

Y

A grateful fong 'l raife :
But O eternity’s too thort
To utter all thy praife.

HY M N LiL
CO M E let us join our chearful fongs,
With angels round the throne ;

_ Ten thoufand thoufand are their tongues,
But all their joysare one.

‘Worthy the Lamb that dy’d, they cry,
To be exalted thus :

Worthy the Lamb our hearts reply,
. Forhe was flain for us.

g Jefusis worthy to receive

Honour and pow’r divine :
And bleflings more than we can gwe,
Be, Lord, forever thine.

4  The whole creation join inone, -

To blefs the fatred name’
Of him that fits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb,

HYMN
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HYMN LIL

Y God! the fpring of all my joys,
- The life of my delights,
The glory of my brighteft days,
And comfort of my nights !

In darkeft thades if thou appear,
My dawning is begun:

Thou art my foul’s bright morning Rar
And thou my rifing fun. ‘

The op’ning heav’ns around me fhine,
With beams of {acred blifs,

If Jefus fhews his mercy mine,
And whifpers, I am his,

4 - My foul would leave this heavy clay
At that tranfporting word,

Run up with joy the fhining way,
To fee and praife my Lorﬁ.v

Fearlefs of hell and ghatftly death,
I’d break through ev’ry foe;

The wings of love and arms of faith
Woul§ bear me cong’rog through.

HYMN LIV.

C O D of all grace and majefiy,

¥ Supremely great and good,

If I have mercy found with thee
Through the atoning blood ;

The guard of all thy mercics give,
And to my pardon join

A fear left I thould ever grieve
The gracious Spirit divine.

E
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mercy is indeed with thee,
May I obedient prove;
Nor €’er abufe my Fiberty,
Or fin againft thy love:
This choiceft fruit of faith beftow
On a poor fojourner, .
And let me paﬁ‘ my days below
In humblenefs and fear.
Rather I would in darknefs mourn
The abfence of thy peace,
Than €’er by light irrev’rence turn
Thy grace to wantonnefs:
Rather I would in painful awe
.. Beneath thine anger move,
Fhan c’er rejeét the gofpel-law
Of liberty and love.

But O thou would'ft net have melive
In bondage, grief, and pain:
Thou doft not take delight to grieve
The helplefs fons of men:
Thy will is my falvation, ‘Lord ;
And let it now take place,
And let me tremble at thy word
Of reconciling grace.

Still may I walk as in thy fight,
My ftri&k obferver fee ;

And thou by rev’rent love unite

* My child-like heart to thee.

Still {et me, till my days are paft,

At Jefu’s feet abide;
- So fhall he lift me up at laft,

And feat me by his fide.

HYMN
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HYMN LV

ALMIGHTY God of truth and love,
In me thy pow’r exert, )
The mountain from my foul remove,
The hardnefs from my heart :
My moft obdurate heart fubdue,
In honour of thy Son,
And now the gracicus wonder fhew,
And take away the ftone.

Iwanta principle within
Of jealous, godly fear,

A fenhbility of fin,
A pain to feel it near:

I want the firft approach to feel
Of pride, or fond defire,

To catch the wand’ring of my will,
And quench the kindling fire.

From thee that I no more may part,
No more thy goodnefs grieve,
The filial awe, the flefhy heart,
The tender confcience- give,
Quick as the apple of an eye,
O God, my confcience make;
Awake my foul when fin is nigh,
And keep it ftill awake,

If to the right or left I ftray,
- That moment, Lord, reprove ;
And let me weep my life away,
For having grievd thy love ;-
Give me to feel an idle thought
As aftual wickednefs, '
And mourn for the minuteft fault
* In exquifite diftrefs.

O may the leaft omiffion pain
My well-inftru&ed foul,

E2 And
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And drive me to the blood again
‘Which makes the wounded whole :
More of this tender fpirit, more
Of this affi&ion fend,
And fpread the moral fenfe all o’er,
- Till pain with life fhall end.

HYMN LVI

1 HAIL, Father, whofe creating call
Unnumber’d worlds attend,
. Jehovah, comprehending all,
Whom none can compichend = °
In light unfearchable enthron’d,
Which angels dimly fee,
« The fountain of the Godhead own’d,
And foremoft of the three.

2 From thee through an eternal now,
. The Son thine offspring flow'd ;
And everlafting Father thou,
As'everlalting God. :
Nor quite difplay’d to worlds above,
Nor quite on earth conceal’d;
By wond’rous, unexhaufted love, -
To mortal man reveal’d.

3 Supreme and ill-fufficient God,

When nature fhall expire,

And worlds, created by thy nod,
Shall perifh by thy fire:

Thy name, Jehovah, be ador’d
By creatures without end,

Whom none but thy Effential Werd
And Spirit comprehend.

‘ H Y M N LVIL
Py A1L, God the Son, in glory crown’d
E’er time began tobe, -
Thron’d with the Sire through half the round
Of wide eternity ! - L
ct
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And wipe away his fervant’s tears,
And take his exile home.

O what hath Jefus bought for me !
Before my ravifh’d eyss
Rivers of life divine I fee,
And trees of paradife !
I fee a world of fpirits bright
Who tafte the pleafures there !
They all are rob’d in fpotlefs white,
And cong’ring palms they bear. :

O what are all my fuff’rings here,
If, Lord, thou count me meet
With that enraptur’d hoft t” appear,
And worthip at thy feet.
Give joy or gricf, give eafe or pain,
Take life or friendsaway ;
But let me find them all again. .
In that eternal day.

HYMN LX.

ESU, thou art my righteoufnefs,
For all my {ins were thine :
Thy death hath bought of God my peace,
Thy life hath made him mine.
My dying Saviour and my God,
Fountain for guiltand fin,
Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,
And cleanfe and keep me clean.

Wath me, and make me thus thine own,
Wath me, and mine thou art:

‘Wath me, butnot my feet alone,
My hands, my head, my heart.

Th’ atonement of thy blood apply,
Till faith to fight improve :

Till hope in full fruition die,

.+ And all my foul is love,
HYMN
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HYMN LXL

ESU, my life, thyfelf apply,
J Thy H}(’)l'y Spiriz breat.fl,nl;g
My vile affe&tions crucify,
Conform me to thy death,
Cong’ror of hell, and earth, and fin,
Still with thy rebel ftrive;
Enter my foul, and work within,
And kil), and make alive.

More of thy life, and more I have,
As the old Adam dies:

Bury me, Saviour, in thy grave,
That 1 with thee may ri(5 .

Reign in me, Lord, thy foes-controul,
‘Who would not own thy fway;

Diffufe thine image through my foul,
Shine to the perfeét day.

Scatter the laft remains of fin,
And feal me-thine abode;
O make me glorious all within,
A temple built by God !
My inward holinefs thou art,
For faith hath made thee mine:
With all thy fulnefs fill my heart,
Till all I am is thine !

HYMN LXIL

H woe is me, conftrain’d to dwell
Among the fons of night;
Poor finners, dropping into hell,
~ Who hate the gofpel light:
‘Wild as the untam’d Arab’s race,
Who from their Saviour fly, .

And .
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Let heav’n and earth’s ftupendous frame
Difplay their Author’s pow’r, ,
And each exalted feraph flame,
Creator, thee adore.

Thy wond’rous love the Godhead fhew’d
Jontrafted to a fpan,

The co-eternal Son of God,
The mortal Son of man. )

To fave mankind from loft eftaté,
Behold his life-blood ftream !

Hail, -Lord! Almighty to create!
Alpighty to redeem!

The Mediator’s God-like fway,
His church beneath fuftains;
Till nature fhall her judge furvey,
. Theking Mefliah reigns.
Hail with effential glory crown’d,
‘When time fhall ceafe to be,
Thron’d with the Father through the round
Of whole eternity ! ' .

H Y M N -LVIIL

FATHER, how wide thy glories fhine,

How high thy wondersrife!

Known through earth by thoufand figns,
By thoufands through the fkies,

Thofe mighty orbs proclaim thy pow’r,
Their motions fpeak thy fkill :

And on the wings of ev’ry hour
We read thy patience {till.

Part of thy name divinely ftands
On all thy creatures writ,

They fhew the labour of thy hands,
Or imprefs of thy feet, :

Eg But
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But when we view thy ftrange defign
To fave rebellious worms, -

. Where vengeance and compaffion joim.
- In their divineft forms :

Here the whole Deity is known,
Nor dares a creaure guefs

Which of the glories brighteft fhone,
The juftice, or the grace. o

Now the full glories of the Lamb
“Adorn the heav’nly plains,

Bright feraphs learn Immanuel’s name,
And try their choiceft ftrains, -

O may I bear fome humble part
In that immortal fong!

‘Wonder and joy fhall tune my heart,
And love command my tongue.

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
Who fweetly all agree

To fave a world of finners loft,
Eternal glory be,

HYMN LIX

AN D let this feeble body fail,
And let it faint or die,

My foul fhall quit the mournful vale,
‘And foar to worlds on high ;

Shall join the difembodicd faints,
And find its long-fought reft,

That only blifs for which it pants
In the Redeemer’s breaft.

In hope of that immortal crown
I now the crofs fuftaia,
And gladly wander up and downy
- And {mile at toil and pain,
1 fuffer on my threefcore years
Till my Deliverer come,
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And trample on his pard’ning grace,
‘And all his threas defy, © 07

Yethere, alas! in pain I live,
* Where Satan keeps hisfeat ;

And day and night }())sr thofe I grieve,
‘Who will to fin fubmit:

With gufhing eyestheir deeds I fee,
Shut up in Sodom I,

And afk, with him who ranfom’d me,
Why will ye fin and die?

Jefus, Redeemer of mankind,
Difplay thy favin ’r,
Thy nfl’er?:'y le);. theﬁ:gomfts find,
And know their gracious hour.
Ah! give them, Lord, a longer fpace,
Nor fuddenly confume,
But let them take the proffer'd grace,
And flee the wrath to come.

* O would'ft thou caft a pitying look,
(All goadnefs as thou art) '
Like that which faithlefs Peter’s broke,
On my obdurate heart.

Who thee beneath their feet have trod,
And crucify’d afrefh,

Touch with thine all-vi&arious blood,
And turn the ftone to flefh,

Open their eyes and ears to fee
Thy crofs, to hear thy cries,
Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee,
For thee he weeps and dies..
All the day long he meekly ftands
His rebels to receive ;
And fhews his wounds and f{preads his hands,
And bids you turn and live,

HYMN
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HYMN LXIL

-

HAIL, Holy Ghoft, Jehovah, Third

In order of the Three !
Sprung from the Father and the Word
" From all eternity !
The Spirit brooding o’er th’ abyfs
Of formlefs waters lay,
Spoke into order all that is,
And darknefs into day.

In deepeft hell, or heaven’s height,
Thy prefence who can fly?

Known is the Father to thy fight,
Th’ abyfs of Deity.

Thy pow’r through Jefu’s life difplay’d
Quite from the virgin's womb,

Dying, his foul an off ring made,

~ "And rais’d him from the tomb.

God’s image; which our fins deftroy,
Thy grace reftores below ;

Apd truth, and holinefs, and joy
From thee, their fountain, flow.

Hail, Holy Ghoft, Jehovah, Third °*
In order of the Three!

Thron’d with the Father and the Word
To all eternity! .

‘HYMN LXIV.

HAI L, holy, holy, holy Lord!
Be endlefs praife to Thee ! X
Supreme, effential One, ador’d
n co-eternal Three!
Inthron’d in everlafting ftate -
'E’er time its round began,
‘Who join’d in council to create
The dignity of man,

To
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 To whom Ifaiah’s vifion thew’d
The feraphs veil their wings,
While thee, Jehovah, Lord and God,
" Th’ angelic army fings. .
To thee by myftic pow’rs on high,
Were humble praifes giv’n,
When John beheld, with favour'd eye, '
Th’ inhabitants of heav’n,

All that the name of creature owns
To thee in hymns afpire :
May we as angels-on our thrones
For ever join the choir ! .
Hail, holy, holy, holy Lord! -
Be endlefs praife to thee!
Supreme, eflential One, ador’d
n co-cternal Three,

HYMN LXV.

PRAISE ye the Lord, 'ye immortal quires
That fill the realms above, L
Praife him who form’d yeu of his fires,

And feeds you with his love.

‘Singto his praife, ye chryftal fkies,
The floor of his abode;
Orveil in thades your thoufand eyes,
Before your brighter God. .

Thou veftlefs globe of golden light,

" Whofe béams create our days,

Join with the filver queen of night,
To own your borrow’d rays.

Winds, ye fhall bear his name aloud
Through the ethereal blue;
For when his chariot is a cloud,
He makes his wheels of you, ’ '
: - Thunder
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Thunder and hail, and fires and Rorms,
The troops of his command,
Appear in all your dreadful forans,
nd fpeak his awful hand.

Shout to the Lord, ye furging feas,
In your eternal roar;

Let wave to wave refound his praife,

And thore reply to fhore.

‘While monfters, {porting on the flood,
In fcaly filver fhine,

Speak terribly their Maker, God,
And lafh the foaming brine,

But gentler things fhall tune his name,
To fofter notes .than thefe, :

Young zephyrs breathing o’er the ftream,
Or whilp'ring through the trees. -

Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines,
To him that bidsyou grow ;

Sweet clufters bend the fruitful vines
On ev’ry thankful bough.

Let the thrill birds his honour raife,
And climb the morning fky ;

While grov’ling beafts attempt his praife
In hoarfer harmony.

Thus while the meaner creatures fing,
Ye mortals take the found ;
Echo the glories of your King
Through all the nations round,

HYMN LXVL

HAPPY foul, thy days are ended,
Al thy mourning days below:
Go by angel guards attended,
To the fight of Jefus go.
: Waiting
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Waitidg toreceive thy Spirit,
Lo! the Saviour ftands above,

Shews the purchafe of his merit,
Reachesout the crown of love.

Struggle through thy lateft paffion,
To thy dear Redeemer’s breaft,
To his uttermoft {alvation,
To his everlafting reft:

For the joy hc fets before thee,
Bear a momentary pain,

Die to live the life of glory,
Suffer with thy Lord to reign.

"H Y M N LXVII.

ESU, thy blood and righteoufnefs,
My beauty are, my glorious drefs;
Midft laming worlds in thefe array'd,
‘With joy fhall I lift up my head.

Bold fhall I ftand in thy great day,

For who ought to my charge {hall lay ?
Fully abfolv’d through thefe I am, =~
From fin and fear, from guilt and thame,

The deadly writing now I fee

Nail’d with thy body to the tree;

Torn with the nails that pierc’d thy hands,
Th’ old covenant no longer ftands. . .

- Though fign’d and written with my blood,

As hell’s foundation fure it ftood ;
Thine hath wafh’d out the crimfon ftains,
And white as {néw my foul remains.

Satan; thy due reward fﬁrvey,

‘The Lord of life why didft thou flay? -

F To
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To tear the prey out of thy teeth,
To {poil the realms of hell and death.

6 The holy, meek, unfpotted Lamb,
‘Who from the Father’s bofom came,
‘Who dy’d for me, ev’n me, ¢ atone,
Now for my Lord and God I awn.

7 Lord, Ibelieve thy precious bloed,
‘Which at the mercy-feat of God
For ever doth for finners plead,
For me, ev’n for my foul, was fhed,

8 Yet nought whereof to boaft I have,
All, all thy mercy freely gave;
No works, no righteoufnefs are miney
All is thy work, and only thine.

9 Thou God of might, thou God of love,
Let the whole world thy mercy prove,
Now let thy word o’er all prevail,
Now take the {poils of death and hell.

10 O let the dead now hear thy voice,
Now bid thy banifh’d ones rejoice,
Their beauty this, their glorious drefs,
Jefu, thy blood and righteoufnefs.

HYMN LXVIL

1 EGENT of all the worlds above, .
Thou fun, whofe rays adorn our {phere,

And with unweary’d fwiftnefs move, .

To form the circle of the year. .

2 Praife the Creator of the fkies, .
Who decks thy orb with borrow'd rays;
Or may the fun forget to rife,
When he forgets his Maker’s praife,

v Thou
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g Thou reigning beauty of the night,’

Fair queen of filence, filver moon, '
Whofe paler fires and female light
Are fgftcr rivals of the noon;

4 Arife, and tothat fov’reign pow’r,
Waxing and waning honours pay ;
‘Who bade thee rule the dutky hours,

And half fupply the abfent day.

5 Ye glitt’ring ftars that gild the fkies,
When darknefs has her curtain drawn,
That keeps the watch with wakeful eyes,
. When bufinefs, cares, and day are gone :

.

-6 Proclaim the glorics of your Lord,
Difpers’d through all the heav'nly ftreet,
- Whofe boundlefs treafures can affard
So rich a pavement for his feet,

7 Thou heav’n of heav’ns, fupremely bright,
Fair palace of the court divine,
Where with inimitable light,
The Godhead condefcends to fhine ;

8 Praife thou the great inhabitant,
Who fcatters lovely beams of grace
On ev’ry angel, ev'ry faint,
Nor veils the luftre of his fate.

9 O God of glory, God of love,
Thou art the fun that mak’ft our days;
’Midft all thy wond rous works above
Let earth and duft attempt thy praife.

HYMN LXIX.

1 ASI'NNERS, obey the gofpel word, °
Hafte to the fupper of my Lord,
Be wife to know your gracious day:’
All things are ready ; come away.
Fa Ready
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Ready the Father is to own,

And kifs his late returning fon ;

Ready your loving Saviour ftands,

And fpreads for you his bleeding hands.

Ready the Spirit of his love

Juft now the ftony to remove, ’
T’ apply, and witnefs with the blood,
And wath and feal the fons of God.

Ready for you the angels wait,

To triumph in your bleft eftate;
Tuning their harps they long to praife
The wonders of redceming grace.

The Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
Are ready with their fhining hoft,

All heav’n is ready to refound,

“ The dead’s alive, thc loft is found !””

Come, then, yc finners, to your Lord,
In Chiift to paradife reflor’d ;

His proffer’d benefits embrace,

The plenitude of gofpel-grace :

A pardon written with his blood,

The favour and the peace of God,

The feeing cye, the feeling fenle,

The myftic joys of penitence ;

The godly gricf, the pleafing fmart,
The meltings of a broken heart,

The tears that tell your fins forgiv'n,
The fighs that waft you up to heav’'mj

The guiltlefs fhame, the fweet diftrefs,
The unutterable tendernefs,

The genuine meek humility,

The wonder, % why fuch love to me!”

Th’ o’erwhelming pow’r of faving grace,
The fight that veils the feraph’s face,
The fpeechlefs awe that dares not move,
And all the filent heav’n of love!

HYMN
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HY MN LXX..

"1 HAPPY the man that finds the grace,
The blefling of God’s chofen race,
The wifdom coming from above,
The faith that fweetly works by love.

2 Happy beyond defcription he
‘Who knows the Saviourdy’d ,for me,
The gift unfpeakable obtains,
And heav’nly underfanding gains.

g8 Wifdom divine ! who tells the. price .
Of wifdom’s coftly merchandize P
Wifdom to filver we prefer,

And gold is drofs compar'd to her.

4 Better fhe is than richeft mines,
All earthly treafures {he outthines,
Her value above rubiess,
And precious pearls are vile 4o this. -

5 Whate’er thy heart can with is poor, .
To wifdom’s all-{uflicient ftore: -
Pleafure, and fame, and health, and fiiends,
She all created good tranfcends.. S

6 Her hands are fill’d with length of days,
True riches and immortal praife,
Riches of Chrift on all beg:ow’d,
And honour that defcends from God.

7 To pureit joys the all invites,
Chafte, holy, fpiritual delights:
Her ways are ways of pleafantnefs,
And all her flow’ry paths are peace. -

8 He finds, 'who wifdom apprehends,
A life begun that never ends,
The tree of life divine the is,

Set in the midft of paradife.

B . N kS
F 3'.. » Happy
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-9 Happy the man who wifdom gains,
Thrice happy who his gueft retains,
He owns, and fhall for ever own,
Wifdom, and Chrift, and heav’n are one.

H Y M N LXXL

1 MY foul before thee proftrate lies,
To thee, her fource, my fpirit flies:
My wants I mourn, my chains I fee;
O let thy prefence fet me free!

2 Loft and undone, foraid I cry;
In thy death, Saviour, let me die!
Griev'd with thy grief, pain’d with thy pain,
Ne’er may 1 feel {elf-love again. '

8 Jefu, vouchfafe my heart and wilt
With thy meek lowlinefs to fill ;
No more her pow’r let nature boaft,
But in thy will may mine be loft.

4 In life’s thort day let me yet more
Of thy enliv’ning pow’r implore :
My mind muft deeper fink in thee,
My foot ftand firm, from wand'ring frees

5 Ye fons of men, here nought avails
Your ftrength; here all your wifdom fails 3
Who bids a finful heart be clean ? ’
Thou only, Lord, fupreme of men.

6 And well 1 know thy tender love,
Thou never did{t unfaithful prove;

- And well I know thou ftand'{t by me,
Pleas’d from myfelf to fet me free,

7 Still will I watch, and labour ftill
To banifh ev’ry thought of ill ;
Till thou in thy good time-appear,
And fav’ft me f)r,om the fowler’s fnare.

v Already
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8 Already fpringing hope I feel;
God willl:ieﬂ:roygt.l_'xeE w'r of hell 5

* God, from the land of wars and pain,
Leads me where peace and fafety reign.

9 One only care my foul fhall know,
Father, all thy commands to do:
Ah! deep engrave it on my breaft,
That 1 in thee ev’n now am bleft.

10 When my warm thoughts I fix on thee, ,
And plunge me in thy mercy’s fea,
Then ev’n on me thy face fhall fhine,
And quicken this dead heart of mine.

31 So ev’n in ftorms my zeal fhall grow,
So fhall I thy hid fweetnefs know::
And feel (what endlefs age fhall prove).
That thou, my Lord, my God, art love.

H Y M N LXXIL

3 ‘ATHER, if juftly ftill we claim
" To us and ours the promife made,
To us be gracioufly the fame,
And erown with living fire our head.

2 Our claim admit and from above
Of holinefs the Spirit fhow’r, -
Of wife difcernment, humble love,
And zeal, and unity, and pow’r.

g The Spirit of convincing fpeech,
 Of pow’r demonftrative impart,
Such as may ev’ry confcience reach,.

And found the unbelieving heart..

4 The Spirit of refining fire,
Searching the inmoft of the mind,
To purge all fierce and foul delire,
And kindle life more pure and kind.
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5 The Spirit of faithin this thy day,
To break the pow’r of cancell'd fin,
Tread down its ftrength, o’ertumn its fway,
- And {lill the conqueft more than win.

6 The Spirit breathe of inward life,
.Which in our hearts thy laws may write;
Then grief expires, and pain, and ftrife,
*Tis nature all, and alr delight.

7 On all the earth thy Spirit fhow'r,
The earth in righteoufnefs renew ;
Thy kingdom come, and hell’s o’erpow’,
And tothy feepter all fubdue.

8 Like mighty winds, or torrents fierce,’
Let it oppofers all o’er-run,
And ev'ry law of fin reverle,
That faith and love may make all one.

9 Yet, let the Spirit inev’ry place
Its richer energy declare,
While lovely tempers, fruits of grace,
The kingdom of thy Chrift prepare.

30 Grant this, O holy God, and true!
The ancient feersthou didft infpire:
To us perform the promife due,
Defcend and crown us now with fire.

HY MN LXXHI.

1 XTENDED ona curfed tree,
Befmear’d with duft and fweat and blood,
See there the King of glory, fee,
Sinks and expires the Son of God.

2 Who, who, my Saviour, this hath done ?:
Who could thy facred body wound ?
No guilt thy fpotlefs heart hath known ;
No guile hath in thy lips been found.
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g I, I alone have done the deed!
*Tis I thy facred fleth have torn: ]
My fins have caus’d thee, Lord, to bleeds
Pointed the nail, and fix’d the thorn,

4 The burthen for me to fuftain :
- Too great, on thee, my Lord, was laid:
To heal me, thou haft borne my pain :
_Toblefs me, thoua curfe waft made.

5 In the devouring lion’s teeth,
Torn, and forfook of all, I lay :
Thou (prang’ft into the jaws of dyeath,
From death to fave the helplefs prey.

6 My Saviour, how fhall I proclaim,
How pay the mighty debt I owe!
Let all I have, and all I am, ’
Ceafelefs to all thy glory thow.

7 Too much to thee I'cannot give,
Too much I cannotdo for thee :
Let all thy love, and all thy grief,
Grav'n on my heart for ever be.

8 The meek, the ftill, the lowly mind,
O may I learn from thee, my God :
Aund love, with fofteft pity join’d,
For thofe that trample on thy blood.

9 Still let thy tears, thy groans, thy fighs v
O’erflow my e’yes, and heave my bre’aﬂ:,
Till loofe from fleth and earth I rife, -
And ever in thy bofom reft.

HYMN LXXIV.

1 TERNAL depth of Love Divine,
In Jefus, Gocl‘) with us difplay’d,
How bright thy beaming glories fhine !
How wide thy healing {treams are fpread !
: : With
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With whom doft thou delight to dwell?
Sinners, a vile and thanklefs race:

O God! what tongue aright can tell
How vaft thy love, how great thy grace !

2 The di&ates of thy fov’reign will

With joy our grateful hearts receive ;

All thy Je{i'ght in us fulfil
"Lo! all we are to thee we give.

To thy fure love, thy tender care, - .
Our flefh, foul, fpirit we refign;

-O! fix thy facred prefence there,
"And feal th’ abode for ever thine.

g O King of Glory, thy rich grace
Our fhort defires furpaffes far!
Yea, ev’n our crimes, though numberlefs,
Lefs num’rous than thy mercies are.
Sti!l on thee, Father, may we reft!
Still may we pant thy Son to know !
Thy Spirit ftill breathe into our breaft,
Fountain of peace and joy below !

4 Oft have we feen thy mighty pow’r,
" Since from the world thou mad’ft us free:
Still may we praife thee more and more,
Our hearts more firmly knit to thee :
Still, Lord, thy faving health difplay,
And arm our fouls with heav'nly zeal :
So fearlefs {hall we urge our way
Through all the pow’rs of earth and hell

HYMN LXXV.

1+ YT Thirft, thou wounded Lamb of God,
A To wafh me in thy cleanfing blood;
To dwell within thy wounds; then pain
Is fweet, and life or death is gain.
‘ : Take
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9 Take this poor heart, andlet it be
For ever clos’d toall but thee!

. Seal thou my breaft, and let me wear
That pledge of love for ever ther..

How bleft are they, who ftill abide,
Clofe fhelter’d in thy bleeding fide !
Who life and ftrength from thence derive,
And by thee move, and in thee live.

4 What are our works but fin and death, -
Till thou the quick®ning Spirit breathe ?
Thou giv’ft the pow’r thy grace to moves
‘O wond’rous grace ! O boundlefs love!

How can it be, thou heav’nly King,
That thou fhould’ft us to glory bring;
Make flaves the partnersof thy throne,
Deck’d with a never-fading crown ?

6 Hence our hearts melt, oureyes o’erflow,
Our ‘words are loft : nor will we know,
Nor will we think of ought befide,

My Lord, my Love is crucify’d!

w Ah! Lord, enlarge our fcanty thought,
To know the wonders thou haft wrought?
Unloofe our ftamm’ring tongue to tell
Thy love immenfe, unfearc%able. .

8 Firft born of mamy brethren, thau!
To thee, lo! all our fouls we baw,
To thee our hearts and hands we give,
Thine may we die, thine may we live,

H Y MN LXXVL

1 ‘ROTHER in Chrift, and well belov’d,
: To Jefus and his fervants dear,
Enter, and fhew thyfelf approv'd;
Enter, and find that GodP is here, °

' . *Scap’d
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s *Scap’d from the world, redeem’d from fin,
By fiends purfu’d, by men abhorr’d, :
‘Come in, poor fugitive, come in,
And fhare the portion of thy Lord,

g8 Welcome from earth !—lo, the right-hand
Of fellowfhip to thee we give!
‘With open arms and hearts we ftand,
And thee in Jefu’s name receive,

4 Say, is thy heart refolv’d as ours ?-
Then let it burn with facred love;
Then let it tafte the heav’nly pow’rs,
Partaker of the joys above. .

§ Jefu, attend! thyfelf reveal!
Are we not met in thy great name ?
Thee in the midft we wait to feel,
‘We wait to catch the {preading 8ame.

6 Thou God, that anfwereft by fire,
* The Spirit of burning now impart,
And let the flames of pure defire )
Rife from the altar of our heart.

~ 7 Truly our fellowfhip below
With thee and with the Father is?
In thee eternal life we know,
And heav’n’s unutterable blifs,

8 In part we only know thee here,
But wait thy coming from above—
And I fhall then behold thee near!
And I fhall all be loft in love!

H Y M N LXXVIL

1 JESUS, in whom the Godhead’s rays
Beam forth with milder majefty,
1 fee thee full of truth and grace,
_And come for all I want to thee, ‘
' Wrathful-
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. 2 Wrathful, impure, and proud I am,
_ Nor conftancy, nor ftrength I have:
But thou, O Lord, art ftill the fame,
And haft not loft thy pow’r to fave.

8 Save me from pride, the plague expel ;
Jefu, thine humble felf impart,
O let thy mind within me dwell;
Ogive melowlinefs of heart.

4 Enter thyfelf, and caft out fin;
Thy fpotlefs purity beftow ;
Touch me, and make the leper clean;
‘Wath me, and I am white as fnow.

5 Fury isnot in thee, my God,
O why fhould it be found in thine !
Sprinkle me, Saviour, withthy blood,
And all thy gentlenefs is mine.

6 Pour but thy blood upon the flame,
Meek, and difpam%‘:latc, and mild,
The leopard finks into a lamb,
And 1 become alittle child.

HYMN LXXVHIL -

1 That my load of fin were gon?
O O that }i could at laft fubmit
At Jefu’s feetto lay me down,

o lay my foul at Jefu’s feet.

2 When fhall mine eyes behold the Lamb,
The God of my falvation fee!
Weary, O Lord, thou know’ft I am,
Yet ftill I cannot ¢ome to thee. .

3 Reft for myfoul I long to find;
" Saviour, if mine indeed thou art,
Give me thy meek and lowly mind,
And ftamp thine image on my heart,
, : G Fain
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4 Fain would T learn of thee, my God,
Thy light and eafy burden prove,
The crofs all ftain’d with hallow’d blood,
The labour of thy dying love.

5 This moment would I take it up,
And after my dear Mafter bear,
With thee afcend to'Calvary’s to
And bow my head and fuffer there.

6 I would, but thou muft give the pow’r,
"My heart from ev'’ry fin releafe;
Bring'near, bring near the joyful hour,
And 61l me:with thy perfett peace.

7 Come, Lord, the drooping finner.chear,
" Nor let thy chariot-wheels delay,
Appear, .in'my poor heart, appear,
My God, my:Saviour, come away!

- H.Y M N LXXIX.

1 "1TH glory glad, with ftrength array’d,
. The Lotd that o’er all nature reigns,
The world’s foundation ftrongly laid,
And the vaft fabric ftill fuftains:

2 How fure:eftablifh’d is thy throne!
Which. {hall no ¢hinge or peried fee :’
For thou, O.Lord, and theu alone,
Art King from all eternity.

8 The floods, O Lord, ‘lift uip their voice,

-And tofs the traubled waves onthigh;
But God-above.can ftill their noife,
And make the:angry fea camply.

4 Thv promife, Lord, is ever fure,
And they that in thy houfe would.dwell,
That happy flation to {ecure, :
Mauf fill in holinefs excel, ..
HYMN
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HYMN LXXX,
Hath animated fenfelefs ftones,

Call’d us to ftand before his face,
And rais’d us into Absaham’s {ons.

1 GLORY to God, whofe fov’reign grace

2 Thé people that in darknefs lay,
In fin and error’s deadly fhade,
Have fecn a glorious gofpel-day
In Jefu's lovely face difplay’d.

g Thou only, Lord, the work haft done,

And bar’d thine arm in all our fight,
Haft made the reprobates thine own,

And claim’d the outcafls as thy right.

4 Thy fingle arm, almighty Lord,
To us the great falvation brought,
Thy word, thy all-creating word, :
That fpake at firflt the world from nought.

& For this the faints lift up their voice,
And ceafelefs praife to thee is giv'n ;
For this the hofts above rejoice :
We praife the happinefs of heav’n.

6 For this (no longer fons of night)
"To thee our thankful hearts we give :
To thee who call’d us into light,
Tothee we die, to thee we live.

7 Suffice, that for the feafon paft,
Hell’s horrid language fill’d our tongues,
We all thy words behind us ¢aft,
And lewdly fang the drunkard’s fongs.

8 But O the pow’r of grace divine!
In hymns we now our voiges raife,
Loudly in ftrange hofannas join,
And blafphemies are turn’d to praife !
G2 Praife
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9 Praife God from whom all bleffings flow,
Praife him all creatures here below,
Praife him above, ye heav’nly hoft,
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft.

H.Y M N LXXXI.

1 ETER*N AL Pow’r, whofe high abode
Becomes the grandeur of a God :
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds
‘Where ftars revolve their little rounds.

2 Thee while the firft archangel fings,
He hides his face behind his wings,
And ranks of fhining thrones around
Fall, worfhipping, and fpread the ground,

g Lord, what fhall earth.and afhes do ?
We would adore our Maker too:
From fin and duft to thee we cry,
The Great, the Holy, and the High}

4 Earth from afar has heard thy fame,
And worms have learnt to lifp thy name:
But O! the glories of thy mind ‘
Leave all our foaring thoughts behind.

5 God is in heav’n, and men below,
Be fhort our tunes; our words be few;
A facred rev’rence checks our fongs,
And praife fits filent on our tongues.

HYMN LXXXII.
1 PRAISE ye the Lord : ’tis good to raife

Our hearts and voices in his praife:
His nature and his works invite,
To make this duty our delight.

He
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2 He form’d the ftars, thofe heav’nly flames,
He counts their numbers, calls their names, -

His wifdom’s vaft, and knows no bound, .
A deep where all our thoughts are drown’d.

g Sing to the Lord, exalt him high,
Who fpreads his clouds around the {ky :
There he prepares the fruitful rain,

Nor lets the drops defcend in vain. - . .

4 He makes the grafs the hills adorn, ‘
And clothes the fmiling fields with corm ¢
The beafts with food his hands fupply, ’
And the young ravens when they cry.

5 What is the ereature’s {kill or farce, .
The f{prightly man or warlike horfe ? .
The piercing wit, the a&ive limb, . .
All are too mean delights for him,

6 But faints are lovely in his fight,
He views his children with delight;
He fees their hope, he knows their fear,. :
And looks and loves his image there.

7 Praife God from whom all bleflings flow, ~
Praife him all creatures here bélow, '
Praife him above, ye heav’nly hoft,
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft. =

H Y M N LXXXII,

1 BEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne; -
.Ye mations, bow with facred joy:
Know that the Lord is God alone; ’
He can create, and he deftroy.

2 His fov’reign pow’r, without our aid;
Made us of clay, and form’d us men,; .
And when like wand’ring fheep we fray’d,.
He broughtus to his fold again..

Gg We'll - -
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3 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful fongs,
High as the heav’ns our voices raife ;

And earth, with her ten thoufand tongues,

Shall fill thy courts with founding praife.

4 Wide as the world is thy command,
Vatft as eternity thy love;
Firm as a reck thy truth muft ftand,
- When rolling years fhall ceafe to move,

H Y MN LXXXI1V,

1 GO D of my life, whofe gracious pow’r
Through various deaths my foul hath led,
Or turn’d afide the fatal hour,
Or lifted up my finking head,

2 In all my ways thy hand I own,
Thy ruling providence I fee:
O help me ftill my courfe to run,
And ftill dire& my paths to thce.

3 Foolifh, and impotent, and blind,
Lead me a way I have not known;

- Bring me where'I g1y heav’n may find,
The heav’n of loving thee alone.

4 Enlarge my heart to make thee room;
Enter, and in me ever ftay ;

. The crooked then fhall ftrait become,

_ The darknefs fhall be loft in day.

H Y M N LXXXV.

1 GOD, my God, my all thou art
O- E’cr,ﬂﬁzes the dawn of rifing éay,
"1’{ fov'reign light within my heart,

hine'all-enliv’ning pow'r difplay. E
. For

‘.
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s Forthee my thirfty foul does pant, '
Whilein this defart land ¥ live: ~°
And hungry as I am, and faint,
- Thy love alene can comifort give,

g Inadry land behold I place
My whole defire on thee, O Lord,
And more I joy to gain thy grace,
Than all earth’s treafures can afford.:

4 In hdlinefs within thy gates
Of old oft have I fought for thee 5
Again-my longing fpirit waits,
That fulnefs of delight to fee.
5 Mere dear than life itfelf thy love,

My heart and tongue fhall ftill employ,
And to declare thy praife will prove = -
My peace, my glory, and my joy.

6 In blefling thee with grateful fongs,
My happy life fhall glide away ;
The praife that to thy name belongs-
Hourly with lifted hands I'll pay. -
7 Abundant fweetne(s while I fing,
"Thy love my ravifh’d foul o’erflows,
Secure in thee, my God and King, -
Of glory that no period knows."
8 Thy name, O Lord, upon my bed L
wells on my lips, and fires my thought,
With trembling awe in midnight thade,
I mufe on all thine hands have wrought.

‘9 In all I do I feel thine aid,
" Therefore thy greatnefs will I fing,
O God, who bid'ft my heart be gla
Bencath the fhadow of thy wing.
10 My foul draws nigh, and cleaves to thee;
Then let or earth or hell affail,
Thy mighty hand fhall fet me free, .
For whom thou fav’t, he ne’er fhall fail.
. V HYMN
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HYMN LXXXVI1,

1 Thou, our hufband, brother, friend,
Behold a cloud of incenfe rife,
The pray’rs of faints to heav’n afcend, -
Grateful, unceafing facrifice,

2 Regard our pray’rs for Sion’s peace,
- Shed in our hearts thy dove abioad ;
Thy gifts abundantly increafe,
Enlarge, and &l us all with God,

g Before thy fheep, great Shepherd, go,

And guide into thy perfott will; -
Caufe us thy hallow’d name to know,

The work of faith with pow’r fulfil.

4 Help us to make our calling fure,
O'! let us all be faints indeed,
And pure as God himfelf is pure,
Conform’d in all things to our head.

& Take the dear purchafe of thy blood ;
Thy bleod fhall walh us white as fnow,
Prefent us fan&ify’d to God,
And perfeéted in love below,

6 That blood which ¢leanfes from all fin,
That efficacious blood apply,
And wafh and make us throughly clean,
~ And change, and wholly fan&ify.

» From all iniquity redeem,
Cleanfe by 'the sater.and the word,
And freeffrom ev'ry touch of blame,
And make the {ervants as their Lord.

8 Wath out the deep oviginal ftain,
And make us g‘&riws all withinj
No wrinkle on ourfouls remain,
- No:fmalleft {pot of imbred fin,
IR . Then
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9 Then when the dperfé& life of love,
The bride an
Come down, andtake us up above,
And to thy heav’n of heav’ns receive.
. H Y M N LXXXVIL

1 QTAY, thou infulted Spirit, ftay,

all her children live,

Though I bave done thee fuch defpite,

Nor caft the finner quite away,
Nor take thine everlafting flight.-

¢ Though I have moft unfaithful been,
Of all whoe’er thy grace receiv’d,
Ten thoufand times thy goodnefs feen,

Ten thoufand times thy goodnefs. griev’d.

3 Yet O! the chief of finners fpare,
In honour of my great High-prieft,
Nor in thy righteous anger fwear, °
T’ exclude me from thy people’s reft.

4 If yet th.ou canft my fins forgive, -

From now, O Lord, relieve my woes;

Into thy reft of love receive,
And blefs me with the calm repofe.,

From now, my weary foul releafe,
Up-raife me with thy gracious hand,
And guide into thy perfe&t peace,
. And bring meto the promis’d land.

HYMN LXXXVIIL

1 E comes; he comes, the Jadge fevere,
The feventh trumpet fpeaks him-near,

His lightnings flafh, his thunders roll,
How welcome to the faithful foul !

From
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¢ From heav’n angelic voices found,
See the almighty Jefus crown’d,

Girt with omnipetence and grace,
And glory decks the S8aviour's face,

8 Deleending on his azure throne,
He claims the kingdoms for his own ;
The kingdoms all obey his word,
And hail him their trtumphant Lord.

4 Shout all the people of the fky,
And all the faints of the Moft High,
Our Lord, who now his right obtains,.
For ever, and for ever reigos.

HYMN LXXXIX.

Y RM of the Lord, awake, awake!
Thine own immortal firength puton:
With terror cloth’d, the nations {harex,
And caft thy foes with fury down.
Atrife, as in the antient days, -
The facred annals fpeak thy fame ;
Be now omnipotently near,
To endlefs ages ftill the fame.

¢ Thy tenfold vengeance knew to quell -
And humble haughty Rahab’s pride,
Groan’d her pale fons thy ftroke to feel,
The firlt-born vi&ims groan’d and dy’d.
The wounded dragon rag’d in vain,
While bold thine utmoft plague to brave,
‘Madly he dar'd the parted main,
And funk beneath th’ o’erwhelming wave,

.8 He funk; while Ifrael’s chofen race
Triumphant urge their wond’rous way ;
Divinely led, the favourites pafs;
Th’ unwat’ry deep and empty’d fea,
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At diftance heap'd on either hand,
Yielded a ffrangeunbeaten road,

In chryfal walls the waters ftand,
Aand own the arm of Ifracl’s God.

4 That arm whichjis.not fharten’d now,
Which wants.not now the pow’r to faves
Still prefent with thy pegple, thau .
Bear'{t them .througlt)x life’s difparted wave
By earth and hell purfu'd in vain,
To thee thc,ranfgm’d feed fhall come,
Shauting their heav’'nlv Sion.gain, '
And pafs through death triumphant home.

5 The painof life fhall there be o’er,
The arguifh, and diftralting care,
There, fighs and griefs fhall be no.more,
And fin fhall never enter there,* =
“Where pure effential joy is-found,
The Lord’s redeem’d their heads {hall raife,
With everlafting gladnefscrown’d,” -
And £ill’d with love, and loft in praife.

i
H Y M N - XC

1 H E dies, the heav’nly Lover dies,
The tidings'frike a doleful found .
On'my -poor heart-firings : deep ‘he lies
In-the eold cavemsof-the.ground. ~
Come, -faints, and drep & tear or two .
On the dear, hofom of your God : »
‘Heithed a thoufand drepsdfer you, -
- A thoufand drops of ‘richer bloed. "
2 Here’s love and griePbeyond degree,
The Lord of glory dies for men! -
But lo, whg’eﬁiég{m 59',,9,'1: fee! » - -
Jefasthe dedd revivesagain,
e The

R ARSI B VS V1N
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The rifing God forfakes the tomb, c
Up to his Father’s court he flies;

Cherubic legions guard him home, .
And fhout him welcome to the fkies,

g Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell
‘How high our great Deliv’rer reigns;
Sing how he fpoil’d the hofts of hell,
And led the monfter Death in chains, -
Say, Live for ever, wond’rous King !
Born to redeem, and ftrong to fave !
Then afk the monfter, Where’s thy fting P
And where’s thy vi®’ry, boafting grave?

HYMN XCL
1\ N 7HEN fhall thy lovely face be feen ?
When fhall our eyes behold our God?

What lengths of diftance lie between ?
And hills of guilt? A heavyload!

2 Ye heav’nly gates, loofe all your chains,
Let the eternal pillars bow,
Bleft Saviour, cleave the Rarry plains,
And make the chryftal mountains flow.

g Hark! how thy faints unite their cries,
And pray and wait the gen’ral dogm 3

Come, ‘thou! the foul of all our joys;

Thou, the defire of nations, come!

4 Our heart-ftrings groan with deep complaint,
Oyr fleth lies panting, Lord, for thee;
And ev’ry limb and ev’ry joint
Stretches for immortality,. |

5 Now let our chearful eyes furvey -
The blazing earth and melting hilis,
And fmile to fee the lightnings play,
And flafh along before thy wheels. - .
‘ . Hark!
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6 ‘Hark what a fhout of violent joys,
Joins with the mighty trumpet’s found !
- The angel herald ‘fhakes the fkies,
Awakes the graves, and tears the grqund.

7 Ye flumb’ring faints, a-heav’nly hoft
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs ;
Let ev’ry facred, fleeping duft
Leap into life; forjclsus comes. -

8 Jefus, the God of might and love,
New moulds our limbs of cumb’rous clay;
-Quick as feraphic flames we move,
To reign with him in endlefs day.

HYMN XCII.

1 UR Lord is rifen from the dead,
Our Jefusis gone up on high,
The pow’rs of hell are captive lei
Dragg’d to the pottals of the fky.

® There his triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chaunt the folemn lay,
Lift up your heads, ye heav’nly-gates,
Ye everlafting doors, give way.

:g Loofe all your bars of mafly light, .
And wide unfold the etherial {cene 3
He claims thefe manfions as his right,
Receive the King of Glory in.

4 Who is this King of Glory, who?
The Lord that all his foes o’ercame,
The world, fin, death, and hell o’erthrew;
. And Jefus is the Cong'ror’s name.

5 Lo! his triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chaunt the folemn lay,
Lift up your heads, ye heav’nly gates;
Ye everlafting doors, give way
, H Whe
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6 Whois the King of Glory, who?
The Lord of glorious pow’r poffef,
The King of faints and angels too,
God overall, for ever bleft,

H Y M N XCIIIL,
1 ‘N JHEN I furvey the wond’rous crofs,
On which tl?e Prince of Glory dy’d,

My richeft gain I count but lofs,

And pour contempt on all my pride;
Forbid it, Lord, that I fhould boaft, - -

Save in the death of Chrift, my God;; '
All the vain things that charm me mo#f,

I facrifice them to his blood.

¢ See from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down;

Did e’er fuch love and forrow meet,
Or.thornscompofe forich a crown ?

‘Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a prefent far too fmall; -

Love fo amazing, f{o divine, .
Demands my foul, my life, my all. -

'3 Thy facrifice without the gate,
Once offer'd up, we.call to.mind,
And humbly at thy altar ‘wait,
Qur int’reft in thy death tofind;
‘We thirft to drink thy precious blood;
We languifh in thy.wounds to reft,
And hunger for immortal food, o
And long on all thy love to feaft.

4 O that we now thy fleth may eat, |
Its virtues really receive,. .
Impower’d by this immortal meat
The life of holinefs to live:
Partakers of thy facrifice, '
O may we all thy nature Thare, B
Till to the holieft place we rife, . »
And keep the feaft for ever there. - ‘
' ' . HYMN
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HYMN XCIV.

» AH lovely appearance of death,
4 X No fight upon earth is fo fair!
Not all the gay pageants that breathe,
Can with a dead body compare. -
With folemn delight I furvey :
The corpfe when the {pirit isfled, -
In love with the beautiful clay,
And longing to e ifr its fteads
2 How bleft is our brother, bereft _
Of all that could burthen his mind,
How eafy the foul that hath left
This wearifome body behind !
Of evil incapable thou, °
Whofe relics with envy ITee,
No longer in mifery now,
No longer a finner like me.
Thisearth is affeted no more o
With ficknefs, or fhaken with pain,
The war in the members is o’er,
And never fhall vex him again :
. Noanger henceforward, or fhame,
Shall redden this innocent clay,
Extin& is the animal flame,
Andpaflionis vanifh'd away. -

4 The languifhing head isat reft,
Its thinking and aching are o’er,
The quiet immoveable breaft
Isheav’d by affli&ion nomore :
The heart is nd longer the feat
Of trouble, and torturing pain,
It ceafes to flutter and beat,
It never fhall flutter again.

5 Thelidshe fo feldom could clofe,
By forrow forbidden to fleep,
Seal’d up in eternal repofe,
Have firangely forgotten to weep :
Hse The
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The fountains can yield no fupplies,.
Thefe hollows from water grr; free,

The tears are all wip’d from thefe eyes,.
And evil they never fhall fee.

6 To mourn and to fuffer is mine,
‘While bound in a prifon I breathe,.
And.ftill for deliverance pine,
And prefs to the iffues of death :
-~ What now with my tears I bedew,
O might I this moment become,
My fpirit created anew,
My flefh be confign’d te the tomb..

M Y M N XCV.

r WAY with our forrow and fear !
We foen fhall recover.our home:.
The city of faints fhall appear,
The day of eternity come:
From earth we fhall quickly remove,
And mount to our native abode,.
The houfe of our Father above,
The palace of angels and God..

s Our mourning is-all at an end,
When rais’d by the life-giving Word;,.
We fee the new city defcend, :
Adorn’d as a bride for her Lord ¢
The city fo holy and clean, -
No forrow can breathe in the air,
No gloom of afli&ion or fin, .
o fhadow of evil isthere.

g By faith we atready behold
That lovely Jerufalem here !
Her walls are of jafper and gold,
~ As chryftal her buildings are clear:
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Immoveably founded in grace,
She ftands as fhe ever hath ftood,

And brightly her builder difplays,
And flames with the glory. of God.

4 No need-of.the fun in that day,
‘Which never is follow’d by night,
Where Jefus’s beauties difplay
A pure and a permanent light:
The Eamb is their light and thejr fum,
And lo! by refletion they fhine,
With Jefus ineffably one, :
And bright in effulgence divine..

_ & Thefaints in his prefence receive
Their grcat‘ang eternal reward, .
.In Jefus, in heav’'n they live,
They reign in the fmile of their Lord :
The flame of angelical love,
Is kindled at Jefus’s face,
And all the enjoyment above,

Confifts in the rapturous gaze..

H Y M N XCVL.

r HE (pacious firmament on high, .
T \Vit}r: al] the blue etherial {ké,
And fpangled heavens, a fhining frame, .
Their great Original proclaim.

Th’ unwearied fun from day to day,
Doth his Creator’s pow’r difplay :
And publifhes to ev’ry land..

The work of an almighty. hand. .

2-Soon as the ev’ning fhades prevail, ‘
The moon takes up the wond’roustale, .
And nightly to the lift’ning earth,
Repeats the ftory of her birth :

Hj - Whill.
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‘Whilft all the ftars that round her burn;
And all the planets in their turn,
Confirm the tidings as they roll,

“And fpread the truth from pole to pole.

g What though in folemn filenee all
Move round the dark terreftrial ball ™
‘What though no real voice nor found:
Amid their radiant orbs be found ¥
In reafon’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,
For ever finging as they thine,
¢ The hand that made us. is divine.””

HY MN XCVIL

I HOU, Jefus, art-our King,.
) ) T Thy céIafélefs' praife we lig;’lg:
Praife fhall our glad tongues employ,
Praife o’erflow our grateful foul,
While we vital breath enjoy,
While eternal ages roll.

T Thou art th’ eternal Light, v
Thou fhin’ft in deepeft night =
Wond’ring, gaz'd th’ angelic train,
While thou bow’d’ft the heav’ns beneath;.
6od with God wert man with man,
Man to fave from endlefs death.

> Thou for our pain didft mourn,.
Thou haft our ficknefs borne :
All our fins on thee were laid;
Thou with unexampled grace
All the mighty debt haft paid, -
Due from Adam’s. helplefs race:
& Enthron'd above yon fky,
Theu reign’ft with God moft high,
Proftrate
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- Proftrate at thy feet we fall -
Pow’r fupreme to thee is giv'm;-
Thee, the rightcous ;‘udge of all,
Sons of easth and hofls of heav’'n. .

Cherubs with feraphs join,
And.in thypraife combine,
All their choirs thy glories fing,
Whe fhall dare-with thee to vie?®
.Mighty Lord, eternal King, :
gov’rcign both of earthand fky ¥’

é Wide earth’s remoteft bound:
Full of thy praife is found :
And all’heav’n’scternal day
With thy ftreaming glory flames:.
. All thy foes fhall:melt away
From th’ infufferable beams..

z € Lerd, O God of love !
Let us thy merey prove!
Kilr\lf of all, with pitying eye
Mark the toil; the pains we feek.
’Midft the fnares of death we lie,
’Midft the banded pow’rs of hell..

8 Arife; {tir up thy pow’r,
" Thou deathlefs-Conqueror I'
Help us to obtain the prize,
Help us well to clofe our race,
That with thee above the fkies
Endlefs joy we may poffefs..

HY MN XCVIIL.

x RISE, my foul, arife,
Thy Saviour’s facrifice !
* All the names that love ¢eould find,
All the forms that love could take,.
Jefus in himfelf has join’d;
. Thee, my foul, his own to make, -

Equa:
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) Equal with God Moft High,
He laid his glory by: -
He, th’ Eternal God was born,
Man with men he deign’d t’ aj T,
Objedt of his creature’s fcorn, PP
Pleas’d a fervant’s form to wear,

3 Hail, everlafting Lord,
. Divine, Incamate Word !
Thee let all my pow’rs confefs,
Thee my 'late(g breath proclaim ;-
Help, ye angel choirs, to blefs, -
Shout the lov’d Immanuels name,.

.

. Fruit of a virgin’s womb;
- The promis’d blefling’s come ;-
Chrift, the fathers hope of old;
Chrift, the Woman’s cong’ring Seed;
Chrift, the Saviour! long foretold,
Born to bruife the ferpent’s head,

5 Refulgent from afary
See the bright Morning-ftar I
See the Day-{pring from on high,
Late in deepeft darknefs rife ¢
Night recedes, the fhadows fly, .
Flames with day the op’ning fkies}.

6 Our eyes on carthi farvey:
The dazzling Shechinah'}
Bright, in endlels glory bright,
Now in flefh he ftoops to dwell,
God of God; and Light of Light,_
Tmage.of th’ Invifible. -

He fhines on earth ador’d,
The Prefence of ‘the Lord :
God, the mighty God and true,
God-by higheft heav’ns confeft, .
Stands difplay’d to mortal view,
God fupreme; for ever bleft. '
: Jelo,.
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K J efu, to thee I bow,
h’ Almighty’s Fellow thou ¥
Thou, the Father’s only Son;
Pleas’d he ever isin thee,
Juftand holy thou alone,
Full of grace and truth forme. ~

9 High above ev’ry name,
Jefus, the great 1 AM!
Bowsto Jefus ev’ry knee,
Thingsin earth, and heav’n, and helf;
Saints adore him, dzmons flee,
Fiends, and.men, and angels feel.

1o He left his throne above,
Empty’d of all but love:
Whom the heav’ns cannot contain,
God vouchfaf’d a worm t’ appear,,
Lord of glory, Som-of man,
Poor, and vile, and abje& here..

" His own on earth he fought,
His own receiv’d him not ¢
Him, a fign by all blafphem’d,
Outcaft and. defpis’d of men,
Him they all a madman ‘deem’d,
Bold to fcoff the Nazarenel

12 Hail, Galilean King!
Thyhumble ftate I fing ¥
Never fhall my triumphs end,
Hail, derided majefty! |
* Jefus, hail ! the finner’s friend,
Friend of Publicans—and me ¥

13 Thine eye obferv’d my pain,.
Thou good Samaritan !
Spoil'd I lay, and bruis'd by fin,
Gafp’d my faint expiring foul,
Wine and oil thy love pour'd in,
Clos’d my wounds, and made me whole..

Hail,
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54 Hail, the life-giving Lord,.
Divine,; engrafted Word,
Thee the Life my foul has found, -
Thee the Refurre@ion prov'd;

Dead I heard the quick’ning found,
Own’d the voice, believ’d, and lov'd.

25 ‘With thee gone up on higlh,
1 live no more to die:
Firft and Laft, I feel thee now,.
Witnefs of thy empty tomb,
Alpha and Omega thou, -
Watft, and-art, and art to come}

H Y M N XCIX.

Y LE T earth and heav’n agree,
4. Angels and men be join’d,
To celebrate with me
The Saviour of mankind +-
T’ adore the all-atoning Lamb,
And blefs the found of Jefu’s name..

> Jefus, tranfporting found!
The joy of earth and heav'n ¥
No other help is found,.
No other name is giv’n,
By which we can falvation have! ~
But Jefus came the world to fave.

3 Jefus, harmonious name !
’ It charms the hofts above !
They evermore proclaim,
. And wonder at hislove!
*Tis all their happinefs to gaze;
*Tis heav’n to fee our Jefu’s face.

His
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His name the finner hears,
And is from fin fet free;
*Tis mufic in his ears,
*Tis life and yi&lory;
New fongs do now his lips employ,
And dances his glad heart for joy.

- Stung by the frorpion fin,
My poor expirmg foul -
The balmy found drinks in,
And is at once made wholey
See there! my Lord upon the tree.!
1 hear, I feel he dy'd for me,

-For me and all mankind,
The Lamb of God was {lain;
My Lamb his life refign'd
For ev’ry foul of man:
Loving toall, he noac pafs’d by,
He would not have one finner die.

O unexampled love?
O aﬂ-re’Xeeming grace!
‘How {wiftly didft thou move
To fave a fallen race,
‘What fhall I do to make it known,
‘What thou for all mankind haft done?

‘For this alone I breathe,
To fpread the gofpel-found,
<Glad udings of thy death’
To all the nations round :
"Who all may feel‘thy blood apply’d, .
Since all are freely juftify'd.

- O for a trumpet-voice, ,
On all the world to call!

To. bid their hearts rejoice
In him who dy’d for all!

For all my Lord was crucify’d ;
‘For all, for all my Saviour dy'd?!
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10 Toferve thy bleffed will,
Thy dying love to praife,
ThKcounfel to fulfil,
nd minifter thy grace;
Freely what I receive to give, -
The life of heav’n on earth to live.

HY MN C.

1 HIHE Lord Jehovah reigns,
T His throgc 1s built oﬂigh';
The garments he affumes
Are‘light and majefty; ’
His glories fhine with beams fo bright,
No mortal eye can bear the fight.

e The thunders of his hand
Keep the wide world in awe;
His wrath and juftice ftand
To guard his holy law;
And where his love refolves to blefs,
His truth confirms and {eals the grace.

3 Through all his mighty works
Amazing wifdom fhines,
‘Confounds the pow’rs of hell,
- . And breaks their dark defigns;
Streng is his arm, and fhall fulfil
His great decrees-and fov'reign will

4 And <an this{ov’reign King
Of Glory gondefcend,
And will he'write his name,
My Father and my Friend!
1 love his name, I love his word ;
.Join all my pow’rs to praife the Lord?

&
HYMN
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HYMN CL

T HOU God of truth and love,
‘We feek thy perfe&t way,
Ready thy choice t’ approve,
Thy providence t* obey,
Enter into thy wife defign,
And fweetly lofe our will in thine.

2 * Why haft thou caft our lot
In‘the fame age and place,
Or why together brou, Et
To fee each other’s face,
To join with fofteft fympathy,
And mix our friendly fouls in thee ?

g Didft thou not make us one,
That both might one remain,
. Together travel on, '
" And bear cach other’s pain,
Till both thine utmoft goodnefs prove,
And rife renew’d in perfe&t love.

4 - Surely thou didft unite
Our kindred fpirits here,
. That both hereafter might
" Before thy throne appear,
Meet at the marriage of the Eamb,
And all thy glorious love proclaim..

"Then let us ever bear
Thebleffed end in view,
‘And join with mutual care
" To fight our paffage through,
And kindly ielp each otheron,
Till both receive the ftarry crown.

6 O might thy Spirit feal _y
Our fouls unto that day;
1

With
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With all thy fulnefs fill,
And then tranfport away,

Away to our eternal reft,
Away to our Pedeemer’s breaft,

Thefre, only there we fhall
Fulfl thy great defign,
And in thy praife with all
Our elder brethren join,
And hymn, in fongs which never end,
Our heav’nly everlafting friend.

HYMN CIL.

1 EJOICE, the Lord is King
R iI'Our Lord and King adoxge;
Mortals, give thanks and fing,

. And triumph evermore:
Lift up your heart; lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again, I fay, Rejoice,

.2 Jefus the Saviour reigns,
-+ “The God of truth and love,
When he had purg’d our ftains, :
He took his feat above :
Lift up your heart; lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again, 1 fay, Rejoice.

3 His kingdom cannot fail,

He rules o’¢r earth and heav’n ;

The keys of death and hell
Are to our Jefus giv'n :

Lift up your heart; liftup your voices

Rejoice, again, Ifay, Rejoice.

4 He fits'at God’s right hand -
Till all his foes fubmit,
And bow at his command,
And falt beneath his feet :

Life
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Lift up your heart; lift up your voice ;
Rejoice, again, I fay, Rejoice,

5 He all his foes fhall quell,
Shall all our fins deftroy; -
And ev’ry bofom fwell
With pure feraphic joy ;
Lift up your heart; lift up your voice;
Rejoice, again, 1fay, Rejoice.

6 Rejoice 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 trymp of God fhall found, Rejoice.

HY M N cun

1. JJ’'ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghott,
. One in Three, and Three in One, -
As by the celeftial hoft,
Let thy will on earth be done;
Praife by all to thee be giv’'n,
Glorious Lord of earth and heav’n.

8 If fo poor a worm as I
May to thy great glory live,
All my aétions fan&ify,
All my words and theughts receive ;.
Claim me for thy fervice, claim '
All I have and all I am..

g Take my foul and body’s pow'rs,
Take my mem‘ry, ming, and will,
All'my goods and all my hours, i
AllT know and all I feel,
Al I think, and fpeak, and do;
Take my heart—but make it.new..

L2 Father,




[ 961
4 Father, Son, and Holy Gholt,
One in Three, and Three inOne,
‘As by the celeftial hoft,
Let thy will on earth be done;
Praife by all to thee be giv’n,
Glorious Lord of earth and heav’n.

HY MN CIV, -

s COME, let us afcend,
My companion and friend,
To a tafte of the banquet above: -
If thy heart be as mine,
.If for Jefus it pine,
Come up into the cgariot of love,

2 Who in Jefus confide,
We are bold to out-ride
The ftorms of affliftion beneath :
With the prophet we foar
To that heavenly fhore,
And cut-fly all the arrows of death.

3 By faith we are come
To our permanent home,

By hope we the rapture improve ;
By love we {till rife,
Andook down on the fkies;

For the heaven of heavens is love.

Who on earth can conceive
How happy we live

In the city of God, the great King !
What a concert of praife, -
“When our Jelus’s grace

The whole heav'nly company fing ?

5 What a rapturous fong,
When the glorify’d throng

Tn




(o7 ]

Inthe fpirit of harmony join| -
Join all the gladqulres,
Hearts, voiges and lyres, ,
- And the burthen is mercy divine! . -

6 Hallelujah they cry
To the King of the fky, °
To the great everlafting I AM :
To the Lamb thabwas flaing
And liveth again,
Hallelujah to God and.the Lamb ! .

The Lamb on the throne,
Lo ! he dwells with hisown,’
And to riversof plsafure he leads :
With his mercy’s full blaze,
- With the fight of his face,
Our beatify’d fpirits he feeds.

.

8 Our foreheads proclaim
His ineffable name,
Our bodies his glory di gl’ay,
A day without night,
We Pea{t in hxsftght,
And ct:ermty feemsasa chy t

0

' HYMN”"cv;'

1 THEE Jefu, thee the finner sfnend,
I follow on to apprehend, .
Renew the glorious ftrife: =~
Divinely confident and bold, -
With faith’s {trong arm on thec Iay hol&,
- Thee, my eternal life. -

a Tell me, O Lord, if thine I am,
Tell me thy new, my#terious name,
Or thou fhalt never move:
No, never will I let thee go,
Till I'thy name, thy nature know,. .
And feel that God is tove. T
Ig I feel
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g I feel that 1 have pow’r with God ;-
Thou only haft the pow’r beftow’d,
And arm’d me for the fight : ’
A prince through thee invincible,
I pray, and wrefile, and prevail,
And conquer in thy might.

4 Thy heart, I know, thy tender heast
Doth in my forrows feel its part,
And at my tears relent ; :
My pow rful fighs thou canft not bear,
Nor ftand the violence of my pray’r,
.My pray’r omnipotent,

5 Give me the grace, the love I claim,
“Thy Spirit now demands thy name ;
. Thou know’ft the Spirit’s will:
‘He helps my foul’s infirmity, .
And ftrongly interceeds for me
With groans unfpeakable.

6 Anfwer, dear Lord, thy SEirit’s groan,
O make to me thy nature known,
Thy hidden name imﬁart;
(Thy title is with thee the fame)
Tell me thy nature and thy name,
And write it on my heart.

7 Prif’ner of hope, to thee I turn,
And calry confident 1 mourn,
And pray and weep for thee :
Tell me thy love, thy fecret tell,
" Thy myftic name in me reveal,
Reveal thyfelf in me,

'8 Delcend, pafs by me, and proclaim,
O Lord of hofts, thy glorious name,
O Lord, the gracious Lord,
Long-fuff’ring, merciful and kind,
The God who always bears in mind
His everlafting word,

Plenteous
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Plenteous heis in truth and grace; -
He wills that all the fallen race -
Should turn, repent and live; -
His pard’ning grace for all is free,
Tran(greflion, fin, iniquity,
He freely doth forgive.: :

10 Mercy he doth for thoufands keep,
He goes, and feeks the-one loft fheep,
And brings his wand’rer home ;
And ev'ry foul that fheep might be :—
Come then, dear Lord, and gather me, -
My Jelus, quickly come.

11 “Take me into thy people’s reft,
O come, and with my fole requeft, .
My one defire comply : o
Make me partaker of my hope,
Then bid me get me quickly up,
And on thy bofom die.

HY MN CVL
1 Love divine, how: fweet thou art! .
When fhall I find my willing heart
All taken up by thee ! » '
1 thirft, and faint, and die to prove

The greatnefs of redeeming love,
The love of Chrittome, °

2 Stronger his love than death or hell; -
Its riches are unfearchable ;
The firft-born fons of light
Defire in vain its depth to fee;.
They cannot reach the myftery,
The-length, and breadth, and. height. .

3 God only knows the love.of-God :
O that it now was thed abroad -
In this poor ftony heart!
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For love I figh, for love I pine:
This only portion, Lord, be mine,
Be mine this better part.

4 O that I could for ever fit,
With Mary, at the Mafter’s feet!
Be this my happy choice :
My only care, degght, and blifs,
- My joy, my heav’n on earth be this,
To hear the bridegroom’s voice.

5 O that with humbled Peter 1
Could weep, believe, and thrice reply,
My faithfulnefs to prove, . L
Thou know’ft (for all to thee is known)
Thou know'ft, O Lord, and thou alone,
Thou know’ft that thee I love.

6 O that I could, with favour'd John,
Recline my weary head upon
The dear Redeemer’s breift !
From care, and fin, and forrow free,
Give me, O Lord, to find in thee
My everlafling reft. - -~

7 Thy only love do I require,
Nothing in earth beneath defire,
Nothing in heav’n above ; .
Let earth, and heay’n, and all things go,
Give me thy only love to know,
Give me thy only love. ’

HYMN CVIL

1 HOU God of glorious majefty, .
) I To thee a aingft myfel, ?:uz;q
A worm of earth I cry, .
An half.awaken’d child of mah, - -
An heir of endlefs blifs or pain, -
A finner born to die, ' Lol
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¢ L.o! on a narrow neck of land,
*Twixt two unbounded feas I ftand
Secure, infenfible:
A point of life, a moment’s {pace,
.Removes me to that heav’nly place,
Or fhuts meup in hell.

O God, mine inmoft foul convert,

And deeply on my thoughtful heart
Eternal things imprefs,

Give me to feel their folemn weight,

And tremble on the brink of fate,
And wake to righteoufnefs !

4 Bfore me place in dread array
The pomp of that tremendous day,
hen thou with clouds thalt come -
To judge the nations at thy bar;
And tell me, Lord, fhall I be there
To meet a joyful doom?

5 Be thismy one great bufinefs here,
With ferious induftry, and fear,
My future blifs t’ enfure, -
Thine utmoft counfel to fulfil,
And fuffer all thy righteous will,
And to the end endure. .

6 Then, Saviour, then my foul receive,
Tranfported from this vale, to live
And reign with thee above,
Where faith is fweetly loft in fight,
And hope in full fupreme delight,
And everlafting love,

HYMN CVIIIL
1 LO, God s here, let us adore,
And own how dreadfulis this place |
Let all within us feel his pow’r,
And filent bow before his face,
Who know his pow’r, his grace who prove,
Serve him with awe, with rev’rence, love.
Lo,
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s Lo, God ishere! Him day and night
Th’ united choirs of angels fing: ‘
To him, enthron’d above all height, :
Heav’ns hoft their nableft praifes bring :
Difdainmot, Lord, our meaner fong,
Who praife thee with a ftamm’ring tongue.

3 Gladly the toys of earth we leave,
Wealth, pleafure, fame, for thee alone ;
To thee our will, foul, flefh we give;
O take, O feal them for thine own. -
Thou art the God : thou art the Lord:
Be thou by all thy works ador’d !

4 Being of beings, may our praife -
. Thy courts with grateful fragrance fill ;
Still may we ftand before thy face,
Still hear and do thy fov’reign will:
To thee may all our thoughts arife,
Cealelefs, accepted facrifice! >

§ In thee we move: all things of thee
Are full, thou fource and life of all {.
Thou vaft, unfathomable fea! .
Fall proftrate, loft in wonder fall,

Ye fons of men; for God is man!
_ All may we lofe, fo thee we gain!

6 As flow'rs their op’ning leaves difplay,
And gladly drink the folar fire,
So may we catch thy ev'ry ray,
So may thy influence us infpire,
Thou beam of the eternal beam! -
Thou purging fire, thou quick’ning flame!

HYMN CIX

1 FATHER of light, from whom proceeds
Whate'er thy ev’ry creature needs,
‘Whofe goodnefs, providently nigh,
Feeds the young ravens when they cry; .

To
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To thee Ilook; my heart piepare, -
-Suggeft, and hearken to my pray’r.

.2 Since by thy light mylelf I fee .
Naked, and poor, and void of thee:

_ Thine eyes muft all my thoughts furvey,
Preventing what my lips would fay :
Thou feeft my wants; for help they call,
And e’er 1 fpeak, thou know’ft them all.

8 Thou know’ft the balenefs of my mind,
Wayward, and impotent, and blind :
Thou know’ft how unfubdu’d my will,
Averfe to good, and prone to ill:
Thou know'ft how wide my paffions rove,
Nor check’d by fear, nor charm’d by love. -

4 Fain would I know, as known by thee,
And feel the indigence I fee:
Fain would I all my vilenefs own,
And deep beneath the burden groan,
Abhor the pride that lurks within,
Deteft, and loath myfelfand fin,

5 Ah, giveme Lord, myfelf to feel,
My total mifery reveal: ’
Ah, give me Lord, (I ftill would fay)
An heart tomourn, an heart to pray;
My bufinefs this, my only care,

My life, my ev'ry breath be pray’r.

6 Scarce I begin my fad complaint,
When all my warmeft withes faint ;
Hardly I lift my weeping eye,

When all my kindling ardors die;
Nor hopes, nor fears my bofom move,
For fill I cannet, cannot love. -

7 Father, I want a thaokful heast;
1 want to tafte how good thou art,
To plunge. me in thy mercy’s fea,
Amr comprehend thy love to me; ™

“The
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The breadth, and length, and depth,and height

Of love divinely infinite.

8 Father, I long my foul to raife,

-

. My ftedfaft

And dwell for ever on thy praife,
Thy praife with {otious joy to tell
In'extacy unfpeakable:

‘While the full pow'r of faith I know,
And reign triumphant here below. -

HYMN CX.

HE: Lord n;y pafture fhall prepare,
A And feed me with a thepherd’s care ;

- His prefence fhall my wants fupply,

And guard me with a watchful eye:
My noon-day walks he fhall attend,
And all my midnight hours defend.

‘When in the fultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirfty mountain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads -
My weary, wand’ring fteps he leads;
‘Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow,
Amid the verdant landfkip flow.

Though in the paths of death I trcad,
‘With gloomy horrors overfpread,

Keart thall fear no ill,
For thou, O Lord, art with me flill ;
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid,
And guide me through the dreadful fhade.

Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious, lonely wilds I {tray,
Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile,
The barren wildernefs fhall fmile,

With fudden greens and herbage crown’d,
And ftreams fhall murmur all around.

HYMN
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HYMN CXL

1 J ESU, thy boundlefs love to me
~ No thought can reach, no tongue declare;
knit my thankful heart to thee,
And reign without a rival there ;
_ Thine wholly, thinealone I am:
Be thoualone my conftant flame.
2 O grant that nothing in my foul
May dwell, ‘but thy pure love alone :
O may thy love poflels me whole,
My joy, my treafure, and my crown: °
Strange fires far from my foul remove,
My ev’ry a&, word, thought, be lové.

3 O love, how chearing is thy ray ? -~ ~
All pain before thy prefence flies !
Care, anguifh, forrow melt away,
Where’er thy healing ftreams arife :
O Jefu, nothing may I fee,
Nothing hear, feel, or think but thee!

4 Unwearied may I this putlue,
Dauntlefs to.the high prize afpire,
Hourly within my breaK renew
This Loly flame, this heav’nly fire :
And day and night be all my care
To guard this facred treafure there.

5 My Saviour, thou thy love to me )
In want, - inwpain, 1n fhame haft fhow’d ;
For me on the accurfed tree
Thou poured’ft forth thy guiltlefs blood, -
Thy wounds upon my heait imprefs,
Nor aught {hall the lov’d ftamp efface.

"6 More hard than marble is my heart,
And foul with fins of deepeft ftain:

K But

i
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But thou the mighty Saviour art,

Nor flow’d thy cleanfing bleod in vain :
Ah! foften, melt this rock, and may
Thy blood wath all thefe ftains away.

7 O that my heart, which open ftands, -
May catch each drop, that tort’ring pain,

Arm’d by my fins, wrung from thy hands,

Thy feet, thy head, thy ev’ry vein:
That ftill my breaft may heave with fighs,
Still tears of love o’erflow my eyes.

8 O that I as alittle child
May follow thee, nor ever reft,
Till fweetly thou haft pour'd thy mild
And lowly mind into my breaft :
Nor ever may we parted be,
Till I become one fpirit with thee.

p O draw me, Saviour, after thee,
* So fhall I run and never tire;
With gracious words ftill comfort me;
Be thou my hope, my fole defire:
Free me from ev’ry weight ; nor fear
Ner fin can come, if thou art here.

10 My health, my light, my life, my crown,
My portion and my treafure thou! -
O take mc, feal me for thine own;
To thee alone my foul I bow ;
Without thee all is pain, my mind
Repofe in nought but thee can find.

11 Howe’er I rove, where’er I turn,
In thee alone is all my reft:
Be thou my flame : within me burn,
Jefu, and I in thee am bleft:
Thoun.art the balm of life : my foul
Is faint, O fave, O make it whole!

12 What in thy love poffefs I not?
My flar by night, my fun by day,

My




[ 107 ]

My fpring of life when parch’d with drought,
y wine to chear, my bread to ftay,

My ftrength, my fhield, my fafe abode,

My robe before the throne of God!

13 Ah love! thy influence withdrawn,
: What profits me that I am born ?
All my delight, my joy is gone, ,
Nor know I peace till thou return :
Thee may 1 feeEetill I attain;
And never may we part again,

14 From all eternity with love
Unchangeable thou haft me view'd:
E’er knew this beating heart to move,
Thy tender mercies me purfu’d:
Ever with me may they abide,
And clofe me in on ev'ry fide.

15 Still let thy love point out my way,
(Howwond'rousthingsthy love hath wrought!)
St:ll lead me, left I go aftray,
Dire& my work, infpire my thought :
And when 1 fall, foon may I hear
Thy voice, and know that love is near.,

16 1o fuffering be thy love my peace,
In weaknefs be thy love my pow’r:
And when the ftorms of life thall ceafe,
Jefu, in that important hour,
In death as life be thou my guide,
And fave me, who for me haft dy’d!

HYMN CXIL
1 THEE will T lovey my ftrength, my tow'r,

Thee will I love, my joy, my crown;
Thee will I love with all my pow’r,
In all my works, and thee alonc !

Ka Thee
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Thee will T love, till the pure fire
Fill my whole foul with chafte defire.

Ah! why did I fo late thee know,
Thee, lovelier than the fons of men?
Ah! why did I no fooner go
To thee, the anly eafe in pain ?
Afham’d I figh, and inly mourn,
‘I'hat 1 fo late to thee did turn.

3 In diuknefs willingly I ftray’d;
I fought thee, yet from thee I rov'd:

Far wide my wand'ring thoughts were fpread,
Thy creatures more than thee I lov’d:

And now if more at length I fee, -

*I'is through thy light, and comes from thee.

I thank thee, uncreated fun,
That thy bright beams on me have fhin'd;
1 thank thee, who haft overthrown
My foes, and heal’d my wounded mind :
I thank thee, whofe enliv’ning voice
Bids my freed heart in thee rejoice.
1

Uphold me in the doubtful race,

Nor fuffer me again to ftrav;
Strergthen my feet, with fteady pace
Still to prefs forward in thy way :
My foul and flefh, O Lord of might,
Fill, fatiate with thy heav’'nly light.

Give to my eyes refrefhing tears,
Give to my heart chafte, hallow’d fires,
Give to my foul, with filial fears,
The love that all heav’n’s hoft infpires,
That all my pow’rs, with all their might,
" In thy fole glory may unite.

7 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown;
‘T'hee will I love, my Lord, my God;
' Thee
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Thee will I love, beneath thy frown
Or fmile, thy {cepter orthy 10d:
‘What though my flefh, and heart decay ?
Thee fhall I love in endlefs day !

HY M N  CXIL

1 Love divine, what haft thou done ?
Th’ immortal God hath dy’d for me !
The Father’s co-eternal Son )
Bore all my fins upon the tree;
Th’ immortal God for me hath dy’d!
My Lord, my love is crucify’d !

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! |
Come feel with me his blood apply’d :
My Lord, my love iscrucify’d!}

3 Is crucify’d for me and you,
To bring us rebels near to God :
Believe, believe the record true :
We all are bought with Jefu's blood;
Pardon for all flows from his fide :
My Lord, my loveis crucified!

4 Then let us fit beneath his crofs,
And gladly catch the healing ftream,
AlL things for him account but lofs,
And give up all our hearts to him :
Of nothing fpeak or think befide:
My Lord, my love is crucify’d!

K3 HYMN
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HY MN CXIV.

God of our forefathers, hear,
And make thy faithful mercies known,
To thee through Jefus we draw near,
Thy {uff ring, well-beloved Son,
In whom thy fmiling face we fee,
In whom thou art well-pleas'd with me.

With folemn faith we offer up,

Anund {pread before thy glorious eyes
That only ground of all our hope,

That precious, bleeding facrifice,
Which brings thy grace on finners down,
And pertets all our fopls in one.

Acceptance through his only name,
Forgivenefs in his blood we have;

But more abundant lifc we claim
Through him who dy’d our fouls to fave,

+ To {an&ify us by his bloed,

And fll with all the life of God.

Father, bchold thy dying Son,
And hear his blood that {peaks above,

- On us let all thy grace be fhown,

- Peace, 1ighteoufnefs, and joy, and love;
Thy kingdom come to ev’ry heart,
And all thou haft, and all thou art,

HY M N  CXV.

THOU hidden fource of calm repofe,

Thou all-fufficient love divine, -

My help and refuge from my foes,
Secure I am, if thou art mine;

And lo! from fin, and grief, and thame

1 hride me, Jefus, in thy name.

Thy
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2 Thy mighty name falvation is,
And keeps my happy foul above,
Comfort it brings, and pow’r, and peace,
And joy, and everlafting love : '
To me with thy dear name are giv'n
Pardon, and holinefs, and heav’n.

3 Jefu, my all in all thou art,
My reft in toil, my eafe in pain,
The med’cine of my broken heart,
In war my peace, in lofs my gain,
My fmile beneath the tyrant’s frown,
In fhame my glory and my crown,

4 In want my plentiful fupply,
" Inweaknefs my almighty pow’r,
In bonds my perfeét liberty,
My light 1in Satan’s darkeft hour,
In grief my joy unfpeakable,
My life in death, my heav'n in hell.

HYMN CXVL

1 THOU hidden love of God, whofe height,
Whofe depth unfathom’d no man knows,
I fee from far thy beauteous light,
Inly Iiigh for thy repofe :
My heart is pz2in’d, nor can it be
At reft, till it finds reft in thee.

2 Thy fecret voice invites me ftill
The (weetnefs of thy yoke to prove :
And fain I would : but though my will
Seems fix’d, yet wide my paflions rove;
Yet hindrances ftrew all the way;
I aim at thee, yet from thee ftray.

g 'Tis mercy all that thou haft brought .
My mind to feek her peace in thee!
Yet
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Yet while I feek, but find thee not,

No peace my wand’ring foul fhall fee;
O when fhall all my wand’rings end,
And all my fteps to thee-ward tend.

4 Is there a thing beneath the fun
That ftrives with thee my heart to fhare?
Ah! tear it thence, and reign alone,
The Lord of ev’ry motion there :
Then fhall my heart from earth be free,
When it has found repofe in thee,

& O hide this felf from me, that I
No more, but Chrift in me may live!
My vile affeétions crucify,
Nor let one darling luft furvive ;
In all things nothing may I feé,
Nothing defire or feek but thee,

6 O love, thy fov’reign aid impart,
To fave me from low-thoughted care
Chafe this felf-will through all my heart,
Through all its latent mazes there:
Make me thy duteous child, that I
Ceafelefs may Abba Father cry.

7 Ah no! ne’er will I backward turn :
Thine wholly, thine alone I am!
Thrice happy he, who views with fcorn
Earth’s toys, for thee his conftant flame:
O help, that I may never move
From the bleft footfteps of thy love!

8 Each moment draw from earth away
M{ heart, that lowly waits thy call!
Speak to my inmoft foul, and fay, -
I am thy love, thy God, thyail!
To feel thy pow’r, to hear thy voice,
To tafte thy love be all my choice

HYMN
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HYMN CXVIL

1 QINNERS, rejoice, your peace is made :
Your Saviour on the crofs hath bled :
Your God, in Jefus reconcil’d,
On all his works again hath fmil'd:
Hath grace through Chrift and bleffings giv’n,
To all on earth and all in heav’n,

38 Angels rejoice in Jefu’s grace,

An% vie with man’s more favour'd race,
The blood that did for us atone,
Conferr’d on you fome gift unknown,
Your joy through Jefu’s pain abounds,
Ye triumph by his glorious wounds.

g Him ye beheld, our conqg’ring God,
Return with garments roll’d in blood !
Ye faw, and kindled at the fight, :
And fill'd with fhouts the realms of light,
W ith loudeft Hatlelujahs meet,

And fell and kifs’d his bleeding feet."

4 Nor angel-tongues can e’er exprefs
Th’ unutterable happinefs,
Nor human hearts can e’er conceive,
The blis wherein through Chrift they live;
But all your heav’n, ye glorious pow’rs,
And all your God is ouily ours!

H Y M N ' CXVIIL

1 FAINT is my head, and fick my heart,
While thou doft ever, ever ftay!
Fixt in my foul I feelthy dart,
Groaning I feel it night and day: "
Come Lord, and fhew thyfelfto me,
Or take, O take me up to thee?

Canft
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t Canft thou with-hold thy healing grace,
So kindly lavifh of thy blood ;
When fwiftly trickling ciown thy face,
For me the purple current flow’d !
Come, Lord, &c. ’

When man was loft, love look’d about,
To feek what help in earth orfky ;
In vain: for none appear’d without ;
The help did in thy bofom lie!
Come, Lord, &c.

4 Therelay thy Son: but left his reft,
Thraldom and mif’ry to remove
From thofe who glory once pofleft,
But wantonly abus'd thy love
Come, Lord, &c.

5 He came—O my Redeemer dear! =~
Ard canft thou after this be ftrange,
Nor yet within my heart appear?
Can love like thine or fail, or change ?
Come, Lord, &c. - .

6 But if thou tarrielt, why muft I?
My God, what is this world to me!
This world of woe=—hence let them fly,
The clouds that part my foul and thee:
Come, Lord, &c. :

7 Why fhould this weary world deli%ht,
Or fenfe th’ immortal fpirit bind? "
Why fhould frail beauty’s charms.invite,
The trifling charms of woman-kind ?
Come, Lord, &c.

8 A figh thou breath’ft into my heart,

And earthly joys I view with fcorn s .
: ar
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Far from my foul, ye dreams, depart,
Nor mock me with your vain return !,
Come, Lord, &c.

Sorrow, and fin, and lofs, and pain,
Are all that here on carth we fee;
Reftlefs, we pant for eafe in vain,
In vain—till eafe we find in thee,
Come, Lord, &c.

10 1dly we talk of harvefts here,
Eternity our harvett is:
Grace brings the great fabbatic year,
When ripen’d into glorious blifs.
Come, Lord, &c.

11 O loofe this-frame, life’s knot untie,

That my free foul may ufe her wing;

Now pinion’d with mortality, '
A weak, entangled, wretched thing !
Come, Lord, &c. _

12 Why fhould I longer ftay and groani;
- The moft of me to heav’ﬁ ii fled :
My thoughts and joys are thither gone;
To allgbelow I now am dead.
Come, Lord, &c.

13 Come, deareflt Lord, my foul’s defire
With eager pantings gafps for home:
Thee, thce my refllefs hepes require :
My flefh and {pirit bidthee come!"
" Come, Lord, &c.

HYMN
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HYMN CXIX.

1 O ‘What {halll do My Saviour to praife ?
So faithful and true, So plenteousin grace?
So ftrong to deliver, So good to redeem :
The weakeft believer That hangs upon him,

2 How happy the man Wholfe heart is fet free,
The people that can Be joyf'ul inthee! |
Their joy is to walk in The light of thy face,
And ftill they are talking Of Jefus’s grace.

3 Their daily delight Shall be in thy name, ‘
They fhall as their right Thy righteoufnefs claim; |
Thy righteoufnefs wearing, And cleans’d by thy

blood '
Bold fhall th::y appear in The prefence of God.

4 For thou art their boaft, Their glory, and pow’r,
And I alfo truft To fee the glad hour,
My foul’s new creation, A li%e from the dead,
The day of falvation, Thatlifts up my head. .

‘5 For Jefus, my Lord, Is now my defence,
Itruftin his word ; None plucks me from thence;
Since I have found favour, He all things will do,
My King and my Saviour Shall make me anew.

6 Yes, Lord, Ifhall fee The blifs of thine own,
Thy fecret to me Shall foon be made known ;-
For forrow and fadnefs I joy fhall receive,

And fhare in the gladnefs Of all that believe.

HYMN
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H Y M N CXX.

1 ALLthankstotheLamb,Whogi\fesustomeet;
His love we proclaim, His praifes repeat;
We own him our Jefus Continually near,
To pardon, and blefs us, And perfeét us here,

2 In him we have peace, In him we have pow’r,
Preferv’d by hisgrace Throughout the dark hour,
Inall ourtemptation He keeps usto prove
His utmoft fafvation, His fulnefs of love.

8 Through pride and defire Unhurt we have gone,
Through waterand fire With us he went on;
The world and the devil By him we o’ercame,
Our Jefus from evil, Foreverthe fame. -

‘4 Whenwewounldhave{purn’d Hismercyandgrace,
To Egypt return’d, And fled from his face,
He hinder’d our flying, (Hisgoodnefsto fhew)
And ftopt us by crying, ¢ Willye alfo go?”

5 O what fhall wedo Our Saviour to love ?.
To make us anew, Come, Lord, from above,
The fruit of thy paffion, Thy holinefs give,
‘Give us.the falvation Of all that believe,

6 Come, Jefus, and loofe The ftammerer’s tongue,
And teach even us The fpiritualfong,
Let us without ceafing Give thanks for thy grace,
And glory and blefling, And honour and praife.

7 Pronounce the glad word, And bid us be free:
Ah, haft thou not, Lord, A blefling for me?
The peace thou haft given, Thismoment impart,
And open thy heaven Of love in my heant.

L "HYMN
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H Y MN' CXXI.

b 1S finifh’d! ’tis done !’
: The fpirit is fled, -
The prif’ner is'gone, i
The Chriftian is deadl”
The Chriftian is living -
Through Jefus’s love,
And gladly receiving
A kingdom above.

All honour and praife

Are Jefus'sdue; °
Supported by grace, '

He fought his way through;
Triumphantly glorious - h

Through Jefus’s zéal,
And more than vitorious

.O’er fin, death, and hetl.

" Then’let us Tecord..
The conquering name,
Our captain and Lord,
With fhoutings praclaim 2
Who truft in his paffion,
And follow our head,}
To certain falvation .
“We all fhall be led.

0 Jefus, lead on -
Thy ‘militant care,
And give us the crown
- OF righteoufncfs there s
Where dazzled with glory
The {eraphim'gazey :
Or proftrite adore thee
In filence of praife.

€ome,




[ 129 }

Come, Lord, and difplay’
Thy fign in the dky, -~ -
And bear us away
Te manfions on high 3
The kingdom be given,
The purchafe divine, L
And crown us in heaven | ..
Eternally thine, —, - -

1

H Y M N  CXxm. =~

E fervants of God,
Your Mafter Iro’claim,

And publith abroad =~ ¢

His wonderful name,
The name all-viforious,

Of Jefusextol; - .
His kingdom is glotious,

And rufes over all.

The waves of the fea
Have lift up their voice, -
Sore troubled that we
In Jefus rejoice: »
The floods they are roaring, -
Bat Jefus is here,
‘While we are adoring,

He always is near. s

Men, devils engage,
The billows arife,
And horribly rage, :
? And threaten the. fkies :
Their fury fhall never
Our ftedfaftnefs fhock,
The weakeft believer
Is built on a rock.

God ruleth on high,
Almighty to fave,
Lo

And
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And #ill he is nigh,
His prefence we have;
The great congregation .
" His triumphs fhall fing,
Afcribing falvation .
To Jefus our King.

Salvation to God

Who fits on the throne !
Let all cry aloud

And honour the Son}
Our Jefus's praifes

The angels proclaim,
Fall down on their faces,

And worthip the Lamb,

Then let us adore,
Aud give him his right,
All glory and pow'r,
And wifdom, and might,
All honour, and bleffing, -
With angels above,
And thanks never ceafing,
And infinite love.

HYMN CXXIIL
GOD of unexampled grace,
Redeemer of mankind,
Matter of eternal praife
We in thy paflion find;
Still our choiceft ftrains we bring,
Still the joyful theme purfue,

_ Thee the friend of finners fing,
Whofe love is cver new,

Endlefs {cenes of wonder rife
With that myfterious tree,
Crucify’d before our eyes,
Where we our Maker fee;
Jefus,
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Jefus, Lord, what haft thou done !

Publith we the death divine, .
Stop, and gaze, and fall,- and.own

\}i/as never loye lik¢ thine! -

Never love nor forrow was
Like that my Jefus fhew’d;
See him ftretch’d on yonder crof3,
And crufh’d beneath eurload !
Now difcern the Deity, » - 7~
Now his heav’nly birth declare !
Faith cries out, ’Tis he, *tis he, °
My God that fuffers there} = - -

H Y M N ' CXXIV.

1 YESUS drinks the bitter-cup :-
.J The wine-prefs treads alone, -
Tears the graves and mountains up
By his expiring groan: - - . -
Lo! the pow’ss of heav’n he fhakes;
Nature in convulfions lies,
Earth’s profoundeft center quakes, .
The N}ehovab dies!

2 Dies the glorious caufe of all,

The true eternal Pan,

Falls to raife us from our fall,
To ranfom finful man:

Well may Sol withdraw his light,.
With the {uff’rer {ympathize, )

Leave the world in fudden night,
While his Creator dies.

8 Well may heaven be cloath’d with black,
And folemn fackcloth wear, :
Jefw’s agony partake, :
The hoyr of darknefs thare :

Lg Mourn
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Mourn th’ aftonifh’d hofts above,
Silence faddens all the tkies,
Kindler of feraphic love,
The God of angels dies.

4 O, my God, he dies for me,
I fecl the mortal {mart!
See him hanging on the tree—
A fight that breaks my heart!
O that all to thee might tumn!
Sinners, ye may love him too,

Look on him ye pierc’d, and mourn,

For one who bled for you.

5 Weep o’er your defire and hope
ith tears of humbleft love;
Sing, for Jefus is gone up,
And reigns enthron’d above!
Lives our head to die no more,
Pow’r is all to Jefus giv’n,
Worfhipp’d as he was before,
Th’ immortal King of heav’n.

6 Lord, we blefs thee for thy grace
: And truth, which never fail,
- Haft'ning to behold thy face
Without a dimming veit :
We fhall fee our heav’nly King,
All thy glerious leve proclaim,
Help the angel choirs to fing
Our dear triumphant Lamb. -

H Y M N CXXV.
1 JESU, let thy pitying eye

Call back a wand'ring fheep, .

alfe to thee, like Peter, L
Would fain like Peter weep:

Let
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Let me be by grace reftor’d,
On me be all long-fuff’ring thewn ;
T'urn, and look upon me, l.ord,
And break my heart of ftone,

2  Saviour, Prince, enthron’d above,
Repentance to impart,
Give me through thy dying love
The humble contrite heart :
Give what I have long implor'd,
A portion of thy grief unknown,
Turn, and look, &c.

3 In reftoring love again,
O Jefus, vifit me, .
Give me back that pleafing pain,
That blefled mifery:
Now thy tend'ring grace afford,

And .make me thine affliéted one:-

Turn, and look, &c.

4 Harder than the flinty rock
"My ftubborn heart remains,
Till I feel thy merey’s ftroke,
I only bite my chains :
Sinning on, though felf-abhorrd,
. As devils in their chains I groan:
Turn, and look, &c, .

5 For thine own eompaflion’s fake
The gracious wonderfhew,
Caft my fins behind thy back,
And wafh me white as fnow :
If thy bowels now are ftirr'd,
¥ now I would myfelf bemoan,
_ Turn, and look, &c.

6 See me, Saviour, from above,
Nor fuffer me to die;
" Life, and happinefs, and love
Drop from thy gracious eye:

Speak
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Speak the reconciling word,
And let thy mercy melt me down ¢
Turn, and look, &c. -

Look as when thine eye purfu’d
The firft apoftate man,: - = -
Saw him welt’ring in his-blood,
Andbade him rife again ;
Speak my paradife reftor'd; :
Reftor’d by thy free grace alone :
Tum, and look, &c. -

8  Look as when thy pity faw
: Thine own in a ftrange land,
Forc’d t’ obey the tyrant’s law,
"And feel his heavy hand :
Speak the foul-redeeming word,
And out of Egypt call thy fon: .
Turn, and look, &ec. :

. Look as when thy weeping eye-
9 The bloody cit); vie\g’d,g i .
Thofe, who fton’d,.and doom’d to die
The prophets and their God:
I deferve their fad reward, v
But this my graciousdaylown: -
Turn, and look, &c.

10 Look as when thy %race beheld
' The harlot in diftrefs, -
Dry’d her tears, her pardon feal’d,
And bade hér go in peace :
Foul like her, and felf-abhorr’d,
1 at thy feet for mercy groan:
Tutn, and look, &t.

11 Look as when condemn’d for them
Thou didft thy followers fee,
¢ Daughters of - Jerufalem,
Weep for yourfelves, not me!”
: Am
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Am 1 by my God depler'd,
And fhall I not myfelf bemoan ?"
Turn, and look, &c. ,

12 Look as when thy languid eyc
Was clos’d that we might live,
Father é:t the point todie
My Saviour gafp’d) forgive !
Surely with that dying word .
He turns, and looks, and cries, ‘Tisdone !
O my bleeding, loving Lord, - :
Thou break’ft my heart of ftone !

‘H Y M N CXXVL _
1 LA MB of God, whofe bleeding love

We now recal to mind,
Send the anfwar fromabove, -
And let us mercy find;
Think on us, who think on thee,
And every ftruggling foul releale :
O remember Calvary, -
And bid us go in peace.

s By thine agoniaing pain,

And bloody fweat, we pray,
By thy dying love te man,

Take all our fins away; -
Burft our bonds, and fet us free,

From all iniquity releafe,

O remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace.

Let thy blood by faith apply’d,
3 Theyﬁnnet’sbyardon E:I;Y, 7o
Speak us freely juftify’d,
And all our ficknefs heal :
By thy paffion on the tree,
Let all our griefs and troubles ceafe :
- O remember
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O remember Calvary,
And bid us go in peace.

4 Never will we hence depart,
Till thou our wants relieve,
‘Write forgivenefs on our heart,
And all thine image give:
Still our fouls fhall cry tothee,
Till perfe@edin holinels :
- . O remember Calvary, - o
" And bid us go in peace, '

HYMN CXXVIIL

1 ‘ ‘ 7RETCHED, he¢lplefs and diftreft, 1
: Ah! whither ﬂ?all Iflyt .

¢ Evergafping after reft T |
" I cannot find it nigh, ‘
Naked, fick, and poor, and blind, - 1
Faft bound in fin, and mifery, . y

Friend of finners, let mefind’

My help, my all in thee.

¢ Who my mis’ry can relate,
My depth of woe reveal ?
I have lcft my firft eftate,
In haplefs Adam fell.
Driven out of my abode, -
I now have loft my perfeét blifs,
Fallen, fallen out of God,
And banifh'd paradife.

8 Iamall unclean, unclean,
Thy purity I want, °
My whole heart is fick of fin -
And my whole head is faint :
Full of putrifying fores,
Of bruifes, and of wounds, my foul
Looks to Jefus; help implores,
And galps to be made whole. q
n




[ 127 1

4 Inthe wilderneéfs T firay,
My foolifh heart is blind,
Nothing do I know, the way
Of peace I cannot find: .
Jefu, Lord, reftore my fight,
And take, O take the veil away, ..
Turn my darknefs into light, .
. My midnight into day.

§ Naked of thine image, Loyd,

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 doodriefs 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 fhame, -
And all my vilenefs feel:
No good thing in me refides,
My foul is alt-an aching void,
Till thy Spirit here abides,
And I am fill'd with God,

7 Jefu, full of truth and grace,
In thee is all I want: -
Be the wand’rer’s refting-place,
A cordial to the faint ; ’
- Make me rich, for I am sqor,
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 thy glorious drefs, -
Endue my foul with thee;

Let

v u
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Let thine image be reftor’d,
Thy name and nature let me prove,
With thy fulnefs fill me, Lord,
And perfe& me in love,

HY MN CXXVIIL

% OVE Divine, all loves excelling,
Joy of heav’n to carth come down;
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,
All thy faithful mercies crown
Jefu, thou art all compaffion,
Pure unbounded love thou art,
Vifit us with thy falvation,
Enter ev’ry trembling heart,

2 Bfeathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into ev'ry troubled {rcaﬁ 3

Let us all in thee inherit, - -
Let us find that fecond reft

Take away our gow'r of finning,
Alpha and Omega be,

End of faith as its beginning,
Set our hearts at libexty.

Come, almighty to deliver,

. Let us all thy life receive,

Suddenly return, and never,
Never more thy temples leave:

Thee we would be always blefling,
Serve thee as thy hofts.above, -

Pray, and praife thee, without ceafing,
Glory in thy perfolt love. -

4 Finifh then thy new creation, -~
Pure and fpotlefs det us be;
Let us fee thy great falvation,
Perfeétly n&or‘d in thee: '
i AR . Changd
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Chang'd from gloty into glory,
Till in heaven we take our place,
Till we caft our crowns before thee:
Loft in wonder, love, and praife !

HYMN CXXIX,

1 LY EAD of thy church triumphant,
H ‘We joyfully adore thee;P '
Till thou appear,
* Thy members here
Shall fing like thofe in glory.
‘We lift our hearts and voices,
With bleft anticipation :
And cry aloud,
And give to God
The praife of our falvation. -

¢ While in afflition’s furnace,
And g‘aﬂing through the fire;
hy love we praife,
‘Whichknows no days,
And ever brings us nigher :
‘We clap our hands exulting
1n thine almighty favour:
The love divine
‘Which madé us thine,
Shall keep us thine forever.

3 Thou doft condu& thy people
Through torrents of temptation,
or will we fear,
Whilethou art near,
The fire of tribulation:
The world, with fin and Satan,
In vain our march oppofes;
By thee we fhall
Break through them all,
And fing the foog of Mofes.

M




{ 130 1]

4 By faith we fee the glory
To awhich thou fhalt reftore us,
The crols delpife. .
For that high prize
‘Which thou halt fet before us:
And if thou count us worthy,
We each, as dying Stephen,
Shall fee thec ftand
At God’s right-hand,
To take us up to heav’n.

H Y M N  CXXX. .

1 I’LL praife my Maker while I've breath,
: And when my voice is loft in death,
Piaife fhall employ my nobler pow’rs;
My days of praife fhall ne’er be paft, .
While life and thought and being laft,
‘Or immortality endures.

2 Happy the man whole hopes rcly
On 1fracl’s God ; 'he madc theiky,
And carth, and feas, with all theirtraing
His truth for ever ftands fecure; = .
He faves th’ opprelt, he feeds the poor,
And none fhall find his promife yain.

3 The Lord pours cyc-fight on the blind, .,
The Lord fupports the fainting mind;
He fends the lab’ring confcience peace: |
He helps the ftranger 1n diftrels,
1he widow and the fatherlefs,
And grants the pris'ner fweet releafe.

4 1’1l praife him while he lends me breath,
And when my voice s loft in death,
Praife fhall employ my nobler pow’rs;
My days of praife fhall ric’cr be patl,
“While life and thought and being laft,.
Or immortality endurts, o

HYMN
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'H Y M N CXXXL
1 O God of good th’ unfathom’d fea,
Who would not give his heart to thee 7
Who would not luve thee with hxs might?
O Jelu, lover of mankind, '

‘Who would .not his whole foul and mind -
With all his ftrength to thee unite, -

2 Thou fhin'ft with evenla&mg rays H
Before th’ infufferable blaze,
Angels with both wings veil their gyes:
Yet free as air thy bounty ﬁreams :
On all thy works, thy mercy s beams,’
‘Diffufive as the fun's arife. . -

g Aftonifh’d at thy {frowning brow,
Earth, hell, and heav’n’s itrong pillars bow, -
Terrible rra_;e&y is thine ! =~
Who then can that vaft love exprefs,
‘Which bows thee down to me, who_lefs
Than nothing am, till thou art foine!

4 High thron’d on heav'ns eternal hill,
In.number, weight and meafure ftill
Thou fweetly order’ft all that is:

And yet thou deign’it to come to me
And guide my fteps, that I with thee
" Enthron’ d, may reignin endlefs blifs,.
5 Fountain of goad, all blefling flows .
From thee ; no wantthy fulncs knows :
What but thyfelf can’ft thou defire ?
Yes: felf-fufficient as thou art,
Thou doft defire my worthlcfs heart;
This, only this thou doft require.

M2 " FPrimeval
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¢ Primeval beauty! in thy fight
The firft-born faireft fons of light
See all their brighteft glories fade ¢
‘What then to me thinc eyes could turn?
In fin conceiv’d, of woman born,
A worm, aleaf, a blaft, a thadel

7 Hell’s armies tremble at thy nod, -
And trembling own th’ almighty God,
Sov'reign of earth, hell, air,and {ky;
But who is this that comes from far,
‘Whofe garments roll’d in blood appear ?
*Tis God made man for man to die,

8 O God of good the unfathom’d fea,

" Who woufd not give his heartto thee? -
Who would not love thee with his might ?

O Jefu, lover of mankind, ’

‘Who would not his whole foul and mind,
With all his ftrength to thee unite?

H YM N _ CXXXIL
1 OLDIERS of Chrift, arife,

And put your armour on, .
Strong in the ftrength which God fupplies
Through his eternal Son;
Strong in the Lord of hofts,
And in his mighty pow™r,
Who inthe ftrength o _f)efus trufts,
Is more than conqueror, '

¢

Y Stand then in his great right,
With all his ftrength endu’d,
And take toarm you for the fight,
* The panoply of God :

That




r

T 138 ]

That having all things dene,
And all your conflits paft,

Ye may o’ercome through Chrift alone,
And ftand entireat laft; -

8 Stand then againft your focs

Inclofe and firm array,

Legions of wily fiends oppofe '
Throughout the evil day;
But meet the fons-of nicht,
But mock their vain defign,

Arm’d in the arms of heav’nly light,

' Of rightecufnefs divine, '

4 Leave no unguarded place,
- No weaknefs of the foul,

Take ev'ry virtue, ev'ry grace,
And foriify the whole; -
Indiffolubly join’d,
To battle all proceed ;-

Butarm yourfelves with all the mind
That was in Chrift your head.

5 Let truth the glrdle be,
That binds your armour on,
In faithful, firm fincerity
To Jefus cleave alone;
Let faith and love cambine
To guard your valiant breaft:
The plate, be righteoufnefs divine,
Imputed, and impreft.

6 Still let your feet be fhod,

Ready his will to do,
Ready in all the'waysof God =

His glory to purfue; '
Ruin is ipread beneath,, -
The gofpel-greaves puton; = -

. ‘And fafe through all the fnares of death,
Tolife eternal run. .

~ v Mg 4 Bus
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7 But above all, lay hold

" On faith’s vitorious fhield,

Arm’d with that adamant and gold,
Be fure to win the field :
If faith furround your heart,
Satan fhall be fubdu'd;

Repell’d his ev'ry fiery dart, .

' And quench’d with Jefu’s blood.

8  Jefus hath dyd for you!
hat can his love withftand ?

Believe, hold faft your fhicld, and who

Shall pluck you from his hand? -
Believe, that Jefus reigns,
‘ All pow’r to him is giving
Believe, till freed from fin’s remains,
Believe yourfelves-to heav’n.

9 Your rock can never fhake;
Hither, he faith, come up?
The helmet of falvation take,
The confidence of hope:
Hope for his perfeét love,
Hope for his people’s reft,
Hope to fit down with Chrift above,
And fhare the marriage-feaft.

10 Brandifh in faith till then
The Spirit’s two-edg’d fword,.

Hew all the fnares of fiends and men -

In pieces with the Word : -
"Tis written, This apply’'d
Baffles their ﬁ'rength and art,
Spirit and foul with this divide,
And joints and marrow part.

1 To keep your armour bright,
Attend with con?:ant care,’
Still walking in your captain’s fight,
And watching unte pray’e:’

Ready

in
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Ready for all alarms,

Stedfaftly fet your face, -
And always exercife your arms,

And ufe your ev'ry grace.

12 Pray, without ceafing pray,”

(Your captain gives the word}
His fummons cheasfully obey, = -
And call upon the Lord :
To God your ev’ry want. -
_ Ininftant pray’r difplay,
Pray always, pray and never faint,
Pray witheut ceafing pray.

13 Infellowfhip; alone,

To God with faith draw near,
Approach his courts, beﬁe§e his throne
‘With all the pow’rs of pray’r:

Go to his temple, go, -

Nor from hisaltar move: -
Let ev’ry houfe his worfhip know,

And ev’ry heart his lave.

14  To God your fpirits dart,

Your fouls in words declare,
Or groan, to him who reads the heart,
Th’ unutterable pray’r:
His mercy now implore,
And now fhew forth his praife,
In fhouts, or filent awe, adore"
His miracles of grace.

Pour ouit your fouls to God,
And bow them with yeur knees,
And fpread your hearts and hands absoad,
And pray for Sion’s peace ;
"Your guide- and brethren bear
For ever on your mind;
Extend the arms of might nsray’r,

In grafping all manki

»

From
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I'rom firength to ftrength go on,,
Wreltle, and fight, and pray,
Tread all the pow’rs of darknefs down,
And win the well-fought day, )
Still let the Spirit cry
In all his {oldiers,. ¢ Come,”

Till Chrift the Lord defcends frorn h)gh
And takes the cong’rors home.

H Y M ' N" cxxxm;'
A\ AY my unbelxevmg fear!

Fear thall in me rio more have. place;
My Saviour doth not yet appcar,
He hides the bnohtm. s of his face :
But thall'l t‘nerefme let him go, '
And bafely to'the tempter yield?
No, in the ftrengtl 0['Jdu< no!
I never will give up my ﬂneld

Although the vine its fruit deny,
Although the olive yield no gil,
The withering fig-tree droop and dxe,
The field clude the tiller’s toil, -
The empty ftall no Herd afford,
And perifb all the bleating race,
Yet will I triuniph’ in the Lo*d c
The God of my falvauon Puufe. o

Barren althouoh mv foul remain,
And no one but of grace appear;
No fruit of all my tail and pain,
But fin, and only fin is here;
Almough my gifts and comfouts loft,
My bloommb hopes cut off 1 fce,
Yet will I in my Saviour truft,
And glory that he dy’d for me.

In

L§:
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In hope believing againit hope,
f](:ﬁl:s my Lorcf atg\d God‘;Pclaim,
Jelus, my ftrength, fhall lift me up,
Salvation isin Jefu’s name:
To me he foon fhall bring it nigh,
My foul fhall then outftrip the wind,
On wings of love mount up on high,
And leave the world and fin behind.

HY M N CXXXIV.

LR God of all grace
O Thy goodneh we praife,
Thy Son thou haft given to dic in our place,

2 With joy we a prove
The defign of thy love ;
*Tis a wonder on earth, and a wonder above.

Tongue cannot explain
That love of God-man, )
Which the angels defire to look into in vain,

. It dazzles our eyes:
Thought cannot arife,
To find out a caufe why the Infinite dies.
5 Or if pity inclin’d
Him to die for mankind,
The ground of his pity what feraph can find?

6 He came from above,
Our curfe to remove :
- He hath lov’d, he hath lov’d us, becaufe he
would love. .

7 . Love mov’d him to die,
And on this we rely, -
He hath lov’d, he hath'lov’d us we cannot telt
why. . :
8 But this we can tell,
He hath lov’d us fo well )
As to lay down his life to redeem us from h;;l.
: ©
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9 He hath ranfom’d our race ;
O how fhall we praife,
Or worthily fing thy unfpeakable grace.
10 Nothing elf¢ will we know
In our journey below, )
But finging thy grace to thy paradife’go.

i
11 Nay, and when we remove
To the :nanfions above,
. Our heaven fhall ftill be to fing of thy love,

12 Thrice happy employ !
We there fhall enjoy ‘
A fulnefs of pleafure :tgxas never can cloy.

13 The heavenly quire '
With us fhall afpire,
And gladly our loving Redcemer adn_lirc.

14 Thy wonders of grace
The angels fhall praife,
Yet ever come fhort in their loftieft lays.

15 We all fhall commend
The love of our friend,
For ever beginning what never fhall end.
16 When time is no more - -
E ‘We {till fhall adore . L
Thy ocean of love without bottom or {hore.
17 Foi"_ this do we wait; N
i Come, Lord, and tranflate ~
Our fouls to their perfe@ily glorious eftate,

18 O haften the day !
IHe will not delay, - s
: * 'But quickly return, and condu& us away.

19 E’re long we fhall fly
To the regions on high, .
For Ifracl’s ftrength cannot vary or lyc. .
20 He foon fhall appear,
He more than draws near, .
Our Jefus is come, and Lternity’s heres
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[H
H ¥ M N- CXXXV/
1 O For an heatt to praife my God !~

An heart from fin fet free,
~ An heart that always feels thy blood
So freely fpilt for me! .

" 2 An heart refign’d, fubm:fﬁvc, meek,
My dear Redeemer’s throne, :

Where only Chrift is heard to fpeak
Where Jelus reigas alone,

3 An humble, lowly, contrite heart,
Believing, true, and clean, -
‘Which ncttherllfc, nor death, can part
From him that dwclls thhm.

4 Anheartin every thought renew’d
And filI'd with love divine,
Perfe&, and right, and pure, and good,
A copy, Lord, of thine,

5 Thy tender heart 'is ftill the famc,
- nd melts at human woe : :
Jefu, for thee diftreft I am,
1 want thy love to know. o

6 My heart, thou know’ﬁ: can never reft
Till thou creatc my peace,
Till 6f mine Eden re-potleft, -
From felf and ﬁn I ceafe.

7 Fruit of thy graclous hps, on me
Beftow the peace unknown,

The hidden manna, and the tree
Of life, and the whnte ﬂ;one.

8 Thy nature, gracious Lorﬂ ampart,
Come quickly from above
Write thy new name upon my heart,
Thy new, beft name of love.

'HYMN

-
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HY MN CXXXVI.

| OME, Holy Spirit; hegv'nly dove
C With- all th quic,k’ning p(}:w’rs, ’
Kindle a flame of facred love
In thefe cold hearts of ours.

.

2 Look how we el here below,
Fond of thele earthly toys!
Our fouls how heavily they go
To reach eternal joys!

3 In vain we tune our formal fongs :
In vain we ftrive to rife;
Hofannas languifh on our tongues,
. And our devotion dies.

4 Father, fhall we then ever live
At this poor dying rate ;
Our love fo faint, fo cold to thee,
‘And thine to us fo great? -

5 Come, Holy Spitit, heav'nly dove,
‘With all thy quick’ning pow’rs :
Come, fhed all),toad a Saviour's love,
And that fhall kindle ours,

H Y M N CXXXVIL

1 Lord, incline thy gracious ear.
) O My ,pfaimivc forrgws weigh," '
To'thee for fuecour I draw near,
To thee I humbly pray. .

2 Still will I call with lifted eyes,
Come, O my God, and King, .
Till thou regard my ceafelefs cries,
And full iliv’rancc bring.
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8 Onthee, O God of purity,
I wait for hallowing grace :
None without holinefs fhall fee
The glories of thy face. ~

4 In fouls unholy and unclean
Thou neyer canft delight;
Nor fhall they, while unfav’d from fin,
Appear befoye thy fight,

5 But all who put their truft in thee,
" Thy mercy fhall proclaim,
And fing with chearful melody,
Their dear Redeemer’s name. .,

6 Protefted by thy guardian'grace
They fhall extol thy pow’r,

Rejoice, give thanks, and fhout thy praife, -

And triumph evermore.

7 They never fhall to evil yeild,
Defended from above,
And kept and cover’d with the fhield
" Of thine almighty love.

8 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
Who fweetly all agree,
To fave a world of finners loft,
Eternal glory be.,

H Y M N CXXXVIIIL

1 HEN, gracious Lord, when fhall it be

That I fhall find my allin thee,
The fulnefs of thy promife prove,
The feal of thine eternal love ?

2 A poor blind child I wander here, -
If haply I may fcel thee near; |
O dark, dark, dark, (I fill muft fay)
Amidft the blaze of gofpel day !

N .

Thee,



{ 1408 ]

g Thee, only thee I fain would find,
And caftthe world and fleth behind ;
Thou, only thou to me be giv'n,

Of all thou haft in earth or heav'n,

4 When from the arm of fleth fet free,
Jefu, my foul fhall fly to thee :
ﬁfu, when I have loft my all,
y foul fhall on thy bofosn fall.

5 Whom man forfakes, thou wilt not leave,
Ready thie outcafts to receive,
Though all my fimplenefs I own,
And all my faultsto thee are known,

6 Ah! wherefore did I ever dcubt ?
Thou wilt in no-wife caft me out,
An-helplefs foul that comes to thee
‘With only fin and mifery.

7 Lord, I am fick: my ficknefs cure:: -
1 want : dothou enrich the poor:. -
Under thy mighty haud I ftcop,

O lift the abjeét finner up,

8 Lord, I am blind : be thou my fight:
Lord, I am weak: be thou my might:-
An helper of the helplefs be, '
And let me find my all in thee,

HY M N CXXXIX.

1 LO! he comes with clouds defcending,
Once for favour’d finners flain ! .
Thoufand thoufand faints attending, -
Swell the triumph of higtrain: |, -
Hallelujah,
God appears on earth to reign,

- Ev'ry
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8 Ev’ryeye thall now behold him
Rob’d in dreadful majefly, :
Thofe, who fet at nought, and fold him,
" Pierc’d, and nail’d him to the tree,
Deeply wailin
Shall the true Mefliah fee.

8 The dear tokens of his paffion
Still'his dazz]ing body bears,
Caufe of endlefs exultation
To his ranfom’d worfhippers
With what rapture
Gaze we on thofe glorious fcars |

4 Yea, amen! let all adore thee
High on thine eternal throne ;
Saviour, take the pow’r and glory,
Claim the.kingdoms for thine owns
AH, JEHOVAH,
Everlafting God, come down1

HYMN CXL

1 COME, thou cong’ror of the nations,
On thy great white horfe appear !
Earthquakes, dearths, and defolations
Signify thy kingdom near :
True and faithful,
+ Stablifh thy dominion here,

2 Thinethe kingdom, pow’r, and glory,
Thine the ranfom’d nations are;
Let the heathen fall before thee,
Let the ifles thy pow’r declare;
Judge and conquer
All mankind in righteous war,

g Thee let all mankind admir-,
Obje&t of our joy and diead !

N Flame
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Flame thine eyes with heav’nly fire,
Many crowas upon thy head——
But thine effence, .
None, except thyfelf, can read,

4 Yet we know our Mediator,
By the Father’s grace beftow’d,
Meanly cloath’d in human nature,
Thee we call the Word of God :
Flefh thy vefture, :
Dipt in thy own facred blood.

5 Follow’d by the hoft of heaven, - v
(White their robes, their courfers white§
Come, andlet the word be given,
Let thy fword the nations {mite;
With thy judgments,
‘With thine iron {cepter fight.

6 Captain, God of our falvation,
, 'r'hou who haft the wine-prefs trod,
Borne the Almighty’s indignation,
Quench’d the fierceft wrath of God,
Take the kingdom,
Claim the purchafe of thy blood.

7 On thy thigh and vefture written, v
Shew the world thy heav’nly namey
That with loving wonder fmitten,
-All may glorify the Lamb,
All adore thee, - .
Allthe Lord of lotds proclaim.

~8 Honour, glory, and falvatien,
To the Lord our God we give,
Pow’r and endlefs adoration,
Thou art worthy to receives;
Feign triumphant,
King of kings, for ever live!

HYMN
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) HY M N CXLL
1 COME on my Ppartners in diftrefs,

My comrades through the wildernefs,.

Who ftill your bodies fecl !
A while forget your griefs and fears,
And look beyond the vale of tears
To that celeftial hill. -

2 Beyond the boundsof time, and fpace,
Look forward to that happy place,
The faint’s fecure abode,
On faith’s ftrong eagle pinions rife,
And force your paffage to the fkies,
And fcile the mount 'of God.

g See where the Lamb in glory ftands,
Incircled with his radiant bands,
And join th’ angelic pow’rs;
For all that height of glorious blifs,
Our everlafting portion is,
Andall thaticavcn isours. -

4 Who fuffer for our Mafter here,
We fhall before his face appear, . .-
And by his fide it down; o
To patient faith the prize is fure,
And all that to the end endure

The crofs, thall wear the crown, « * -

Thrice bleffed blifs-infpiring hope;.
5 It lifts the fainting fpifr‘i’:u g! e
It brings to life the dead | L
Our conflifs here fhall foon be Ra&, :
And you and I'afcend atlaft, = -
Triumphant with our head,
6 That great myfterious Deity
We foon with epen face fhall {e€emem
~ The beatific fight : -
. N 3

Shall

e yn - o @ p— e



[ 1461
Shall fll the heav’nly courts with praife,

And wide diffufe the golden blaze
Of everlafting light !

The Father fhining on his throne,
The glorious co-eternal Son,

The Spirit onc and feven,
Confpire our rapture to compleat,
And lo! we fall before his feet,

And filence heightens heaven.

In hope of that extatic paufe,

Jefus, we now fuftain thy crofs,
And at thy footftool fall,

Till thou our hidden life reveal,

Till thou our ravifh’d fpirits fill,
And God is all in all.

HYMN CXLIIL

O Jefu, fource of calm repofe,

Thy like nor man nor angel knows,

Faireff among ten thoufand %air,

Ev'n thofe whom death’s fad fetters bound,

‘Whom thickeft darknefs compafs’d round, -
Find light and.life, if thou appear.

Effulgence of the light divine,
E’er rolling planets knew to fhine, .
E’er time its ceafelefs courfe began ;
Thou when th’ appointed time was come, .
Didft not abhor the virgin’s womb, :

But God with God wert man with man,

The world, fin, death, oppofe in vain,
Thou by thy dying Death haft flain, |
My great Deliv’rer and my God;
In vain does the old dragon rage;,
1n vain-all hell its pow’rs engage ;
None can withftand thy cong’ring blooﬂ.’ 4
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4 Lord over all, fent to fulfil
Thy gracious Father’s fov’reign will,
To thy dread fcepter will I bow ;
‘With duteous rev’rence at thy feet,
Like humble Mary, lo! 1 fit,
Speak, Lord, thy fervant heareth now,

5 Renew thine image, Lord, in me,
Lowly and gentle may I be,
No charms but thefe to thee are dear:
No anger may’ft thou ever find,
No pridein my unruffled mind,
But faith and heav’n-born peace be there.

6 A patient, a vi€orious mind,
Which life and all things caft behind,
Springs forth obedient to thy call;
An geart which no defire can move,
But ftill t’ adore, believe and love,
Give me, my Lord, my life, my all.

HYMN CXLIL

1 O God of my.falvation hear,
And help a finner to draw near, -
With boldnefs to the throne'of grace: -
Help me thy benefits to fing,
And fmile to fes me feebly ré)ring
My humble facrifice of praife.

2 I cannot praife thee as T would, -
But thou art merciful and good: -
I know thou never wilt defpife -
The day of fmall and feeble things,
But bear me till on eagle’s wings
To all the heights of love I rife.

g A vilebackfliding finner I,. - |
Ten thoufand deaths deferve to-die,
Yet fill by fov’reigngrace I live :
) ‘Saviour,
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Saviour, to thee I fill look up, -
1 fee an open door of hope, °

And wait thy fulnefs to receive. . : .
4 How fhall I thank thee for the grace,

Thetruft I have to fee thy face,
‘When fin fhall all be purg’d away !

The night of doubts and fears is pait,

The morning-ftar appears at laft, -
And I {hall fee thy perfe&t day.

5 Alrcady, Lord, I feel thy pow'r,
Preferv’d from evil ev’ry hour,
My great preferver I proclaim,
Safety and ftrength in thee I have,
Ifind, I find thee ftrong to fave,

And know that Jefus is thy name.

6 By faith I ev’ry mament fand,
Strangely upheld by thy right hand,
I my own wickedncg efchew:
A finner, I am kept from fin,
And thou fhalt maﬁe me pure within,
And thou fhalt formmy foul anew.

H Y M N CXLIV.

1 JESU, loverof my foul;
Let me to thy bofom-fty,’
hile the nearer waters roll,
While the tempeft fill is high::
Hide me,- O my Saviour hide,
Till the ftorm of life is paft ;
Safe into the haven guide,
O receive my foul at laft.

" 2 Other refuge have I none, v
Hangs my helplefs foul on thee :
Leave, ah | leave me not alone,
_ Still fupport and comfort me:
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All my truft on thee is ftay’d,
All'my help from thee I bring:

Cover my defencelefs head,
With the fhadow of thy wing.

g Thou, O Chiift, art all I want,
More than all in thee I find :
Raife the fallen, chear the faint,
Heal the fick, and lead the blind:
Juft and holy is thy name, :
I am all unrighteoufnefs ;
Falfe, and full of fin, I am,
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,

Grace to cover all-my fin : o

Let the healing fireams abound,
Make and keep me pure within ;

Thou of life the fountain art,
Freely let me take of thee;

Spring thou up within my heart,
Rife to all eternity.

H Y M N CXLV.

1 HOU fhepherd of 1frael, and mine,
The joy and defire of my heart,

For clofer communion I'pine,

1 long to refide where thou art;
The pafture 1 languifh to find,

here all who their fhepherd obey,

Are fed on thy bofom reclin’d,

Are fcreen’d from the heat of the day.

¢ Ah fhew me that happieft place,
That place of thy people’s abode,
- Where faints in an extacy gaze,
And hang on a crucify’d God : :
' . Thy
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Thy love for a finner declare,

Thy paffion and death on the tree,
My fpirit to Calvary bear,

To fuffer and triumph with thee.

8 'Tis there with the lambs of thy flack,

There only I covet to reft,

Tolie at the foot of the rock,
Or rife to be hid in thy breaft ;

*Tis there I would always abide,
And never a moment depart,

Conceal’d in the clift of thy fide,
Eternally held in thy heart,

HYMN CXLVL

1 O When thall we fweetly remove !
O when fhall we enter our reft!
Return to the Sion above,
The mother of fpirits diftreft{
That city of God the great King,
Where forrow and death are no more,
But faints our Immanuel fing,

And-cherub and feraph adore. |

2 Not all the archangels can tell
The joys of that holieft place,
‘Where Jefus is pleas’d to reveal
The light of his heavealy face ;
‘When caught in the rapturous flame,
‘The fight beatific they prove,
Andwalk in the light of the Lamb, :
And bafk inthe beams of his love, .

‘Who then upon earth can conceive,
The blifs that in heav’n they fhare? -
‘Who then thisdark world would not leave,
And chearfully die to be there?
O Saviour,
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O Savioury rciatd our complaints,
_ Array’d ih thy majefty come,
Fulfil the defires of thy faints,
And fuddenly gather us home.

4 Thou know’ft in the {pirit of pray’r, = -
We groan thy appearing to fee, .
Refign’d to the burden we bear,
But longing to triumph with thee,
*Tis gaod at thy word to be here,
’Tis better in thee to be gone,
And fee thee in glory appear,
And rife to a fhare of thy throne.

5 To mourn for thy coming is fweet,

To weep at thy longer delay,

But thou whom we haften to meet
Shalt chafe all our forrows.away :

The tears fhall be wip’d from our eyes
‘When thee we behold in the cloud,

And echo the joys of the fkies,
And fhout to the trumpet of God..

6 Come then to thy languifhing bride,
‘Who went’ft to prepare us a place,
Receiveus with thee to abide, | .

And reft in thy mexcy’s embrace:
Our heaven ofsheav’ns be this: -
Thy fulnefs of meroy to prove, . -
Implung'd in the glorious abyfs, ;
And loftin the oeganof lave. .

'H Y M N CXLVIL,

1 JESU, help thy fallen creature!
.J Cong'ror of the werld-thouart; -
Stronger than the fiend, and greater -
Than this poor rebellions heart :
- . . Pow’s
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Pow’r I know to thee is giv’n,
Pow’r to fentence or releafe,

Pow’r to fhut and open heav’n;
Thou alone haft all the keys.

2 Openthen, in great compaffion,
Open mercy’s door to me, -
Out of mighty tribulation
Bring me forth thy face to fee::
O cut {hort my days of mourning,
~ Quickly to my refcue come,
Let me fuddenly returming
Reach my everlafting home. -

3 Hear me, Lord, myfelf bemoaning,
Banifh’d from my native place,
Languifhing for God, and groaning
To appear before thy face : .
From this bodily oppreffion,
Set myearneft fpirit free,
Give me now the full pofleffion,
Let mre now thy glory fee,

4 If thou ever didft difcover
- To my faith the promis’d land, -

Bid me now the ftream pafs over,
On that heav’nly border ftand :

Now furmount whate’er oppofes,
Into thy embraces fly;

Speak the word thou fpak’ft to Mofes,
Bid me get me up and die. ,

H Y M N CXLVIL

2 THE voice of my beloved founds,
‘While o’er the mountain-tops he bounds,
He flies exultingo'er the hills, =~
‘And all my foul with tranfport fills!
Gently doth he chide my ftay,’
¢ Rife, .my love, and come away.” Th
. e




(TR R -

L
i

[ 53 ]

8 The fcatter’d clouds are fled at laft,
The rainis gone, the winter paft,
The lovely vernal flow’rs appear, -
The warbling choir enchant our ear:

Now with fweetly penfive moan,
Cooes the turtle-dove alone,

HY MN CXLIX. .

1 JESUS, my love, my life, my peace,
Jefus is mine and I am his,
His bride, his dear-bought property,
Who lov’d, and gave himfelf for me: .
Joy and glory of my foul
‘Whhile eternal ages roll v

F:I1-N-:I'.S.:,
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