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 s

https://books.google.com



https://books.google.com/books?id=aRtqn4VLKkkC

vgizeaty GOOGle






Ly 4
o
‘_)'*.l-” ;7



-






EB,ZS o 2F930



r’?

A

'COLLECTION.

OF

PSALMS

PR \Pubhihd.By : '
j,'OHN WESLET, MA;
AND

"HARLES WESLEI" M. A

mwwwwmmmw’nmw@m '
The Firtra EpiTIoON,

okt %ﬁMWHﬁ%**ﬁ%MﬁM&W

"LONDO

Printed by H.Cock, in Blaomﬁzlry Mar&tt aW& at-
the Foupdery, near Upper-Moorficlds 5 by T; Try, near’
Gray’s Inn-Gate, Holborn s and G. Englefield, in W{/]
Jereety neas the Seven-Dials, ® Mipce,L1. .

[_Pnce Unhmmd One. Shilling.] —

I S -






4 His verdant Leaf fhall nevet Endn,
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"Psaim L

‘'LEST is the Man, and none but he,
Who walks not with ungodly | Men, ,
Nor ftands their evil Deeds to fee,
Nor fits the Innocent to arraign,
- The Perfecutor’s Guilt to thare,
Oppreflive in the Scorner’s Chair. -

2 Obedience is his pure Delight, =~ -~ = -
To do the Pleafure of his Lorp :  ~ ..
His Exercife by Day and Night .
‘To fearch his Soul-converting Word,
The Law of Liberty.to prove, EEN
The perfect Law of Life and Love. L

] FaﬁbytheStreamsofPamdnfe L et
- He as a pleafant Plant fhall grow = * =.*
The Tree of Righteoufnéfs thall rife, - . .
And all his blpoming Honours thew, - >
Spread out his Boughs, and ﬂonrxih fan',:
And Fruit unto Perfection bear. ., '

S PR
.
-1

. His Works of Faith fhall never ceafc, .
His happy Tei] fhall all fucceed RUEETRAS
Whom Gop himfelf delighfs to bqus T
But no Succefs th’ Ungodly find, :
?ore the Wmd .

5Ne



, [4]
3 No Portion and no Place have they o
With thofe whom Goo vouchfafes t'approve :
Catt in the dreadful Jadgment-Day,
Who trample on their Saviour’s Love,
Who here. their Bleeding Loxp deny,;. -~ .~
Shall perith,-and for ¢ver diex -~ * - -

N . .
PsaLwm II
G S {o
i HY do'the Jews and Gentiles join ~

. . 'To execute a vain Defign,
-1dly their atmoft Powérs engage, '
And ftorm with unavailing Rage ?

2 Earth’s haughty Kiage their Lorp oppofe,
The Rulers gliit thcm%elvg:s his Foes, RS .
To ﬁﬁht agzainft their Gop agree,.

And flay th! incarnate Deity = ;. | -

3 As fworn their Maker to dethroae, - .
And Jesus his anointed Son, - - . .
To rife from all Subjeftion freed, : .
And reign Almighty in his ftead.. e

4 The Lornb that calmly fits above i
Enthron’d in everlafiing Love, =~ = -
Shall all their feeble Threats deride,

: And laugh to Scorn their furiouds Pride.

- g Then fhalt He in his Wrath addrefs,

And vex his brfied Enemies, .- -
Yet I have glorified my Son, : - -
And plac’d him on his Father’s Throne. = '

6 Conquetdr 6f Sitt and Deatl-dnd Hell- -
He reigns a Prince Invincible,
All Power is now t6 }Esus’ﬁiiren; -
Triumphant on the Hill of Heaven, = .° »

9 I publifli the Divine Decxe{? LA
Tﬁat all fhall live' who. truf ‘ia Me:s
‘Look unto Me ye Ranfor’d Réce, ' '
Believe, qqdixq are fav'd by Grace. ©

<
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8 T heard my gracious Father fay, .
‘Thou art my Son, on this glad Day
Thou artdeclar’d my Son, with Power,
Rais’d from the Dead to die no more.

9 Afk, and the Gentile World receive,
All, All I to thy Prayer will give, -~
So dearly bought with Blood Divine,
Lo! every Soul of Man is thine. |

10 Whoe'er withftand a Pard’ning Goo -

Shall groan beneath thine Iron Rod, -. .

‘Whoe’er their Advocate repel,

The Anger of their Judge fhall feel.
r1 Wherefore to Him ye Kings fubmit,

Be wife to fall, and kifs his Feet,

‘With awful Joy revere his Sway, -
Ye Rulers of the Earth obey.

12 Worfhip the Co-eternal Son,

Left you in Anger he difewn,

His Light with-hold, his Grac¢ deny,

_And leave you in your Sins to die.
13 Thrice happy all who truft in Him,.

All-good, almighty to redeem ; -

They only fhall his Mercy prove,.

Lov’d with: an everlafting Love. .

_ Psarm IH
1 QEE O Lorp, my Foes increafe, -
J Mark the Troubles of my Peace;
Fiercely ’gainft my Soul they rife,
¢ Heaven, they fay, its Help denies,
¢ Help he fecks from Gop in vain,

¢ Gop hath given Him up to Man.” -

2 But Thou art a Shield for me,
Succour. fti!l I fird:in Thee, .
Now Thou lifteft up my. Head,. -
Now I glory in thine Aid, ,
Confident in thy Defence, ,
Strong in thine Omnipotence..

Ag

Teo
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3 To the Lorn I eried ; the Cry
Brought my Helper from the Sky
By my-kind Protettor kt:‘pt,

Safe I lail me down and flept,
Slept within his Arms, and rofe
Bleft Him for the calm Repofe. -

4 Kept by Him, I -cannot fear
- Sin, the World, or Satan near,. .
" All theix. Hoft my Soul defies>” . *
Lorbp, in my Behalf arife,. -
Save me, for in Faith I call, -
Save me, O my Gobp, from all.’

s Thou hatt fav'd me heretofore,
Thou haft quell’d the adverfe Poiwver,.
Pluck’d me from the Jaws of Death,
Broke the roaring Lion’s Teeth;

Still from all my Foes defend,
Save me, fave me to the End. . .

6 Thine-it is, O Lorp, to fave ;

. Strength in Thee thy People have,.
Safe from Sin in thee they reft, . .
With the Gofpel-Blefling bleft,
Wait to fee the perfeét Grace
Heaven on Earth in Jesu’s Face:

Psarm IV,

- OD of my Righteoufnefs,.

’ > Thy humble Suppliant hear,

Thou hatft reliev’d me in Diftrefs,
And Thou art always.near. ,
Again thy Mercy fhew, : .
The peaceful Anfwer fend,

Afluage my Grief, relieve my Woe,,
And bid my Troubles‘end.

-2 - How long, ye Sons of Men,
. Will ye blafpheme. aloud, .
My Honour wrong, my Glory ftain,
And v.llify my Gobp ? o

-
kd

How
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: ’ How long will ye delight '
In Vanitg andRVice, Bht : ,
Madly againft the Righteous fight.
.Xn follow after Lies ! ﬁsh
Know, for Himfelf the Lozp -
Hath furely fet-apart. .
The Man that trembles at his Wor
The Man of upright Heart :
And when to ﬁunl pray,. .
He promifes to hear,
And help me in my evil Day,
And anfwer all my Prayer,.
| 4 Ye Sinners, ftand in Awe,
! And from your Sins-depart,
Out of the evil World withdraw, -
" And eommune with your Heart =
In thinking of his Love
Be Day and Night employ’d,
Be ftill ; nor in his Prefence move,
But wait upon your Gon.
[ Offer your Prayer and Praife,.
Which He will not defpife,
!~ Thro’ Jesus CurisT your Righteenfnefs;
Accepted Sacrifice.
Offer your Heart’s Defires ;
But truft in Him alone,
Who gives whatever He requires,
And freely faves his Own. .

6 - The World with fruitlefs Pain.
- Seek Happinefs below,
What Man, (they ak, but all in vain)
‘ The long-fought Good. will thew. &
’ The Brightnefs of thy Face )
"~ Give'us, O Lorbp, to fee, .
Glery on Earth begun in.Grace,.
And Happinefs in Thee. .
-7 Thou haft on me beftow'd. L
All-gracious as- Thow asgt,. . +. .. =
The Taiie Divine, the fovereign Good,. -
And fix'd it in my Heart:

~



Above all earthly Blifs
~ The Senfe of Sin Forgiven,.
The hidden. Joy; the miftic Peace;. R
. The Antepaft of Heaven. ,

] Of Gofpel-peace pofleft,

Secure 1n thy Defence, :

Now, Lorp, within thy Arms I reft,
And who fhall pluck me thence ¥
Nor Sin, nor Earth, nor Hell,
Shall ever more remove;

When All-renew’d in Thee I dwell,.
And ‘perfeéted in Love.

PsarLm V.
] Losp, incline thy gracious Ear,.
My plaintive Sorrows weigh, .
-T'o Thee for Succour I draw. near,_ ‘
To Thee I'humbly. pray. _
Still will I call .with lifted Eyes,. : <
. Come, O my Gop, and King,
" Till Thou regard my ceafelefs Cries,.
And full Deliverance bring.

2 On Thee, O Gop of Purity,
- I wait for hallowing Grace ;
None without Holinefs fhall fee
‘The Glories of thy Face :.
In Souls unholy and unclean -
Thou never canft delight ;
Nor fhall they, while unfav’d from Sin,
k. Appear betore thy Sight.

3 Thou hateft all'that Evil do,
Or {peak Iniquity, o
The Hearts unkind, and Hearts untiue- -
Are both abhorr’d by Thee. . -
The greateft and minuteft Fault- :
> Shall find its fearful Doom, : .
Sinners in Deed, or Word, or Thought
" Thou furely fhall confume.

4But:

&
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| .4 But as for.me, wit humble F ear i
I will approach:thy Gate, A
Tho’ moft unworthy to draw néar,” '’
Or in thy Courts to wait :
I truft in'thy. unbounden Grace
To all fo freely.given, - -
And worthip t'ward thy holy Placc,
And lift my Soul to Heaven.- -

5 Lead me in all thy righteous Waye
Nor fuffer me to {lide,
Point out the Path before my Face ;
i My Gobo be Thou my Guide. T
The cruel Power, thé guilefal Art ~ ~ ~ ', -
' Of all my Foes fupprefs,
Whofe Throat an open Grave, whofe Heart
Is defperate Wickednefs. ~ = “

6 Thou, 'Lorp, fhall drive them from thy‘ Face, -
And finally confume, .-
Thy Wrath on'the rebellious Race
Shall to the utmoft come. . = = 7
But all who put their Truft in Thee, .
Thy Mercy fhall proctaim, S
And fing with chearful Melody, '
Their dear Redeemeér’'s Name. -

7 Protected by thy guardian Grace |
They ‘thall extol thy Power, : N
Rejoice, glve Thanks, and fhout thy Pralfe‘;
And ttiumph evermore.,
They never Exall to Eyil yxeld
Defended from above, - )
-And kept, and cquerid with the Shield
Of thine Alxmghty Love.

Péarm VI

(o} R D, in thy Wrath no more chafhze,
L Nor let thy .whole lepleafn.re nfe
Againft a Child of Man : ST
Have‘Mercy, Lorp, for I am weak,
.And heal my Sout difeas’d and fick,..
And full of Sin and Pain, ~

r
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2 Body and Soul thy Judgments feel,
 Thy heavy Wrath affliéts me ftill : -
O when fhall it be o’er ! .

* " 'Turn Thee, O Lorp, and fave my Soul, .

And for thy Mercy Sake make whole; -
And bid me fin no more.. ) ‘

3 Here, only here thy Love muft fave ;
I cannot thank Thee in the Grave,
Or tell thy Pard’ning Grace::
Who dies unpurg'd for ever dies, -
The Sinner, as ﬁe falls, he lies -
Shut up in his own Place. ,
4 Weary of my unanfwer’d Graans'; -
Yet ftilt with never-ceafing Moans
I languifh for Relief, :
- With Tears I wath my couch and Bed,
_ My Strength is {fpent, my Beauty fled,
. My Life worn out with Grief.
5 But fhall I to my Foes give Place »
Or in the Name of Jesus, chafe -
My Troubles all away 2 . . - .

v S

I3

In Jesu’$ Name, I fay, depart
Devils and Sins ; nor vex my Heart,
My Gov hath heard me pray.

6 The Lorp hath heard my Groans and Tears,

The Lorp fhall ftill accept my Prayers,
And all my Foes o’erthrow, . . . -~ .
Shall conquer and deftroy them too,
And make ¢’en me a Creature new,, .
A finlefs Saint below. . -
- Psaiwm XIIE- =
R} OW long wilt Thou forget me, Lorp,.
Wilt Thouw for ever hide thy Face !
Leave me unchang’d, and unreftor'd,, .. .
. An Aliex’ from the Life of Grace.! *
2 How long fhall I enquire within, =~ ’
And feek Thee in my Heart in vain, -~
Vex'd with the dire Remains of §in,
Gall'd with the Tyrant’s Iron Chaia.

i

.
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3 How long fhall Satan’s Rage prevail ?

(I akk ‘Thee with a fault’ring Tongue)
See at thy Feet my Spirit fail,
And hear me feebly groan, How: long !

4 Hear me, O Lorp, my Gop, and weigh
- My Sotrows-in the Scale of Love, .
Lighten mine Eyes, " reftore the Day,”

he Darknefs from my Soul remove, -

5 Open my Faith’s enlighten’d Eyes,” © .,

O fnatch mie from the Gulph beneath,
Save, or my gafping’ Spirit dies,
Dies with an everlafting Death.
6 Ah! fuffer riot my Foe to boaft
His Vi@’ry o’er a Child of Thine,
Nor let the prbud Poikffins’s Hoft =~ "
In Satan’s hellith Triumph join. = .
7 Will they not charge my Fall on Thee,
Willlwt}lluey not dag}e ’m};f Gop:to blame ?
My.Gop forbid the Blafphemy, =~ °
Be jealows for thy glorious Name. '
8 Thou wilt, Thou wilt? my Hope returns ;
A fudden Sp’rit of Faith I feel, '
My Heart in fervent Withes burns,
And Gop fhall there for ever dwell.

‘9 My Truft is in thy gracious Power, - . ,

I-glory in Salvation near,
Rejoice in Hope of that glad Hour
When perfe& Love fhall caft out Feat.
10 I fing the Goodnefs of the Lorp,
The Goodref$ I expéilenée now,
And ftill I hang 'upon ‘thy Word,
My Saviour to the utmodt Thou.
11 Thy Love I ever fliall proclaim
A Men'nient of thy Mercy I, -
And praife the mighty Jesu’s Name, L
Jesus the Lorp, the Lorv moft high.”

- : - Psarm
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B ) A b2 M XXXVIH

~MIDST thy Wrath :emembet Love,
. Reftore thy Servant, Lerp !.. -
Nor let a Father’s Chaft'n ning prove
Like an Avenger’s §word ] .

2 My Sins a heavy Burden are,
Ard o’er my. .Head are gone; .
‘Too heavy they for me to bear, . -
Too great for’ nie t* atone.

s My Thoughts are-like a sroubled. Ssaa
My Head ftill bending downs. -+ - -
And T go mourning all the Day, R ; o
Father, bencath thy Frowh.: ... ..

4 All my Dq{ira to Thee is ”knewu, o
Thine. ,Eye ‘counts every Tear,  , -
And every Sigh, and every’ Groan, A
snontdmthmeEar, s

j._,! Lo i ':
5 Thou a.rtmyGon, myoﬁiy Hq:yy O
O hearken to my Cry'5. .-« .0 .,
O bear my fainting Spirits wp,
‘When Satan bids me die. *

6 Lorp,'I confefs my Guik dm'l‘hce,
: I grieve for ell my Sinz.. . . - - |
My helplefs Impotence ¥ fce, . L
And beg Support Divine.. .. Ce
7 O Gop, forgive my Folljes paﬁ ;: -
Be Thou for ever mgh . o
" O Lorp of my Sajvation hafte, . .~ . .
And Yave me, or 1 dle 1 )

[

PSALM LI

1 O Thou thavhear’& Wben Smners c
Tho" all'my Crimes before Thee ! xc, )
Belold me not with'angry Look,- -
: Bu& blot their Mcmory from thy Book

N

" 2 Create



—tTTT

vey

cate

| [/ 13 ]
2 Create my Nature pute within,
And form my Soul averfe from Sin :
Let thy good ‘Spirit ne’er depart,
Nor hide thy Prefence from my Heart.

8 I cannot live without thy Light,
Caft out and banifh’d from thy Sight :
Thy faving Strength, O Lorb, reftore,
. And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Tho’ I have griev’d thy Spirit, Lorp,
His Help and Comfort ftill afford : -
And let a - Wretch come near thy Fhrone

. To plead the Merits of thy Son.

5 My Soul li¢s humbled in the Duft,
And owns thy dreadful Sentence juft :
Look down, O Lorp, with pitying Eye,
And fave the Soéul.condednn’d to die.

6 Then will'l teach the World thy Ways ;
Sinners fhall learn tliy fovereign Grace :
I'll lead thénr to my Saviour’s Blood,
And they fhall praife a pard’riing Gob.

7 O may thy Love infpire my Tongne, . .
Salvation fhall be all my Song,
And ail my Powers fhall join to blefs
The Lorp, my Strength and Righteoufnefs.,

The fame.,
i O D of unfathomable Love,
Whofe Bowels of Compaffion move
Towards Adam’s helplefs Race,
See, at thy Feet, a Sinner foe,

In tender Mercy look on me,
And all my Sins efface.

2 O let thy Love to me o’erflow, I
Thy Multitude of Mercies fthew, - '
. Abundantly forgive ; :

B - ' Remove ..~
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Remove ¢’ infufferable Load,

Blot out my Sins with facred Blood,
And bid the Sinner live.

3 Take all the Power of Sin away,

Nor let in me its Being ftay,
Mine inmoft Soul convert,

Wath me from all my Filth of Sin,

Come, Lorp, and make me throughly clean,
‘Create me pure in Heart.

4 For O my Sins I now confefs,
Bewail my defperate Wickednefs,
And fue to be forgiven,
I have abus’d thy patient Grace,
I have provok’d Thee to thy Face,
And dar'd the Wrath of Heaven.

5 Thee only Thee have I defied :
“ Tho’ all thy Wrath on me abide,
And my Damnation feal,
Tho’ into outer Parkne{s thruft,
I'll own the Punithment is juft,
And clear my Gop in Hell.

6 Caft in the Mould of Sin I am,
Corrupt throughout my ruin’d Frame,
My Effence all unclean, '
" My total Fall from Gop I mouin,
In Sin I was conceiv’d and born,
Whate’er I am is Sin,

» But Thou requireft all our Hearts,
Truth rooted in the inward Parts,
Unfpotted Purity ; '
And by thy Grace I humbly truft,
To learn the Wifdom of the Juft,
In fecret taught by Thee.

8 Surely Thou wilt the Grace impart,
Sprinkle the Blood upon my Heart,
Which did for Sinners flow,
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The Blood that purges every Sin,

The Blood that foon fhall wath me clean, .

And make me white as Snow.’

9 Thou wilt the mournful Spirit chear,
And grant me once again to hear
Thy fweet forgiving Voice,
That all my Bones and inmoft Soul,
Broken by Thee, by Thee made whole,
May in thy Strength rejoice.
10 From my Mifdeeds avert thy Face,
The Strength of Sin by pard’ning Grgre
Of all my Sin remove, R

Forgive, O Lorp, but change me too, B

Bat perfetly my Soul renew
By fan&ifying Love.
11 My Wretchednefs to Thee convert,
Give me an humble contrite Heart,
My fallen Soul reftore, '
Let me the Life Divine attain,
*  'The image of my God regain,
-And never lofe it more.
.12 Have Patience till by Thee renew’d
I live the finlefs Life of Gobp ;
Here let thy Spirit ftay :
Tho’ I have griev’d the gentle Dove,
Ah ! do not quite withdraw thy Love,
" Or take thy Grace away.-

13 The Comfort of thy Help reftore,
Aflit me now as heretofore,
O lift Thou up my Head, .
The Spirit of thy Power impart,
Stablith,: and keep my faithful Heart,
And make-me free indeed: - .

14 Then fhall I teach the World thy Ways,
Thy Mercy mild and pard’ning Grace
For every Sinner free, e

Till
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Till Sinners to thy Grace fubmit.
And fall at their Redeemer’s Feet,
And weep, and love like me.

15 O might I weep, and love Thee now,
.~ Gop of my Health, my Saviour Thou,
Thou only canft releafe ‘
My Soul from all Iniquity ; '
O fpeak the Word, and fet me free,
And bid me go in Peace. -

16 So fhall I fing the Saviour’s Name,
The Gift of Righteoufnefs proclaim,
Thine all-redeeming Grace :
Open my Lips, Almighty Lorp,
That I thy Mercy may record,
And glory in thy Praife.

17 No Creature good doft Thou defire,
~ No coftly Sacrifice require ;
Thy Pleafure is to give :
Thou only feekeft me, not mine,
© — Thou wealcl that I fhould take of Thine,
Should all thy Grace receive. o

18 A wounded Spirit, by Sin diftreft,
A broken Heart that pants for Reft,
This is the Sacrifice
Well-pleafing. in the Sight of Gop ;
A Sinner crufh’d beneath his Load
Thou never wilt defpife.

’

19 Then hear the contrite Sinner’s Prayer,
And every ruin’d Soul repair, -
Remember Sion’s Woe,
Shew forth thy fanQifying Grace,
And for thyfelf vouchfafe to raife ,
, A glorious Church below. T
20 When Thou haft feal’d thy People’s Peace,
Their Sacrifice of Righteoufnclls:, S
Their Gifts Thou wilt approve,

Their
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Their every Thought, and Word, and Deed,
That from a living Faith proceed, ’
And all are wrought in Love.

a1 Laid on the Altar of thy Son,
Pleafing to Thee thro’ Curist alone
The dear peculiar Race -
Their grateful Sacrifice fhall bring,
And hymn their Father, and their King,
In endlefs Songs of Praife.

Ps A L M LXII.

1 REAT Gop, indulge my humble Claim ;
Be Thou my Hope, my Joy, my Reft!
The Glories that compofe thy Name,
Stand all engag’d to make me bleft.

2 Thou Great and Good, Thou Juft and Wife, -
Thou art my ‘Father and my Gob !
And I am thine, by facred Ties, v
Thy Son, thy Servant bought with Blood.

3 With Heart and Eyes and lifted Hands,
For Thee I long, to Thee I look ;
As Travellers in thirfty Lands
Pant for the cooling Water-brook.

4 'Even Life itfelf, without thy Love, .
No lafting Pleafure can afford ;
Yea, 'twould a tirefome Burden prove, - .
If I were banifh’d from Thee, Lorp ! .

5. I'll lift my Hands, I'll raife my Voice,
While I have Breath to pray or praife ;
This Work fhall make my Heart rejoice,
And fpend the Remnant of my Days. T

B3 " Psxime

(SR
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Psarm LXXX.

( Adapted to the C};vt{rib o;f.' England.j
1 CHeruerop of Souls, the Great, the Gdod,.
Who leadeft Jjrae/ like a Shegp,
Prefent to guard, and give them Food,
" And kindly in thy Bofom keep ;

2 Hear thy aflited People’s Prayer,
Arife out .of thy holy Place,
Stir up thy Strength, thine Arm make bare,
And vindicate thy chofen Race.

3 Hafte to our Help, thou Gobp of Love,
Surreme Almighty King of Kings,
Defcend all gloriowrs from above, )
Coire flying on the Cherubs Wings.

4 Turn us again, O Lorp, and thew
The Brightnefs of thy lovely Face,
" 8o fhall we all be Saints below,
And fav’d, and perfetted in Grace.

5 O Lorp ¢f Hofts, O Gop of Grace,
‘How long fhall thy fierce Anger burn
Againft thine own peculiar Race,
Who ever pray Thee to return ?

6 Thou giv'ft us plenteous Draughts of Tears, |
* With Tears Thou doft thy People feed,
We forrow till thy Face appears,
"AfiGtion is our daily Bread.

7 A Strife we are to All around,
By Vile inteftine Vipers torn, . '
QOur bitter Houthold Foes abound, .
And laugh our fallent Church to feorn..

8 Turn us again, O Gop, and fhew
The Brightnefs of thy lovely Face,
So fhall we all be Saints below,
And fav'd, and perfeéted in Grace. -
_ : . Surely
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9 Surely, O Lorp, we once Were Thine,
(Thou haft for us thy Wonders wrought)

A generous and right noble Vine,
- When newly out of Egyps brought.

- 10 Thou did the Heathen Stock expel,

And chafe them from their quiet Home&
Druids and all the Brood of Hell,
And Monks of Antichriftian Rome.

11 Planted by thine Almighty Hand, .
Water’'d with Blood, the Vine took Root,
And fpread throughout the happy Land,
And fill’d the Earth with golden Fruit.

12 The Hills were cover'd with her Shade,
Her branchy Arms extending wide,

Their fair luxuriant Honours {pread, - -
*And flourifh’d as the Cedar’s Pride.

13 "Her Boughs fhe ftretch’d from Sea to Sea,, . .
And reach’d to frozen Scotia’s Shore,
(They once rever'd the Hierarchy,
And blefs’d the Miter’s facred Power.)

14 Why then haft Thon abhor’d thine own, -
And caft thy pleafant Plant away ;
Broke down her Hedge, her Fence o’erthrown,.
And left her to the Beafts of Prey ?

15 All that go by pluck off her Grapes,
Our Sion of her Children fpeil,
And Error in ten thoufand Shapes
Would every gracious Soul beguile.

16 The Boar out of the German Wood Co
TFears up her Roots with baleful Power ;
The Lion roaring for his Food,
And all the Foreft Beafts devour

17 Turn the again, O Lorp our GOD,
Look down with Pity from above,
Q lay afide thy vengeful Rod,
And vifit us in pard’ning Love.. --- The
: \ he
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.18 The Vineyard which thine own right Hand
. Hath planted in thefe Nations fee ;

The Branch that rofe at thy Command, -
And yielded gracions Fruit to Thee :

19 "Tis now cut down, and burnt with Fire,
< 'Arm of the Lorp, awake, awake,
Vifit thy Foes in riﬁhteous Ire, :
Vengeance on all thy Haters take, -

- 20 Look on them with thy flaming Eyes,
The fin-confuming Virtue dart ;
And bid our fallen Church arife,
And make us after thy own Heart. *

21 To us our Nurfing-Fathers raife, .
" Thy Grace be on the Great beftow’d,
And let the King fhew forth thy Praife,
And rife to build the Houfe of Gob.

22 Thou haft ordain’d the Powers that be :
Strengthen thy Delegate below ;
He bears the Rule deriv’d froin Thee,
~ O let him all thine Image thew.

. 23'Support him with thy guardian Hand,
Thy royal Grace be feen in him,
King of a re-converted Land,
In Goodnefs as in Power fupreme.

-24 So will we not from Thee go back,
- .1f Thou our ruin’d Church reftore, .
No, never more will we forfake,
No, never will we grieve Thee more.

25 Revive, O Gob of Power, revive
Thy Work in our degenerate Days,
O let us by thy Mercy live, B
- And all our Lives (hall fpeak thy Praife.

26 Turn us again, O Lorp, and thew
The Brightnefs of thy lovely Fgpe,
So fhall we all be Saints below, °
And fav'd, and perfected in Grace. ~

Psarm
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Psai1m LXXXVIN
1 EAVY on me, OLorp, thy Judgments Iye,
And curft I am; for Goo neglects my Cry,
O Lowrbp, in Darknefs, in Defpair I groan; .
And every Place is Hell ; for Gop is gone !
O Lorp arife, and let thy Beams controul
Thefe horrid Clouds that prefs my frighted Soul,

O raife and fave me from eternal Night !
Thou art the Gop of Light !

2 Downward I haften to my deftin’d Place :

" There none obtain thy Aid, none fing thy Praife.
Soon I fhall lie in Death’s deep Ocean drown'd,
Is Mercy there, is fweet Forgivenefs found ?
O fave me yet, while on the Brink I ftand !

" Rebuke thefe Storms, and fet me fafe on Land.
O make my Longings and thy Mercy fure !

Thou art the Gop of Power ! .

3 Behold the weary Prodigal is come,

To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home. -
No Father can he find, i Friend abroad ;
Depriv’d of Joy, and-deftitute of Gob.

O let thy Terrors, and his Anguith end ! .

Be Thou his Father, Lorp, be Thou his Friend,

Receive the Son Thou didft {o long reprove,
Thou art the Gop of Love |

'PSALM XCﬁk N n'v

1 ' Gop, our Help in Ages paft, <
- Qur Hope for Years to come,
Our Shelter from the ftormy Blaft,
And our eternal Home : .

2 Under-the ‘Shadow of thy Throne
Still may we dwell fecure ;

Sufficient is thine Arm alone,: .

And our Defence is fure. e

. - T 3 Before

»
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3 Before the Hills in Order ftood,
"~ Or Earth receiv’d her Frame,
From Everlafting Thou art Gobp,
‘To endlefs Years the fame.

4 A thoufand Ages in thy Sight,
Are like an Evening gone ;

Short as the Watch that énds the Night,v
Before the rifing Sun. .

5 The bufy Tribes of Flefh and Blood,
With all their Cares and Fears
Are carried downward by the Flood,
And loft in following Years.

6 Time like an ever-rolling Stream,
Bears all its Sons away ; .-
They fly forgotten as a Dream
Dies-at the op’ning Day.
7 O Gobo, our Help in Ages paft,
Our Hope for Years to come, .
Be Thou our Guard while Life thall laft,
"~ And our perpetual Home.

Psarm CXIL

1 E that hath Gop his Guardian made,
Shall under the Almighty’s Shade
“Secure and undifturb’d abide : -
Thus to my Soul of Him I'll fay,
He is my Fortrels and- my Stay,
My Gob in whom I will confide.

2 Thy tender Love and watchful Care
Shall free me from the Fowler’s Snare, .
. And from the noifome Pettilence :

" Thou over.me thy Wings fhall fpread,

. And cover my unguarded Head ; .

¢ - Thy Truth fhall be my ftrong Defence.

3 No Terrors that furprize by Night, . . =
Shall thy undaunted Courage fright ;

Nor

.
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Nor deadly Shafts that fly by Day :
Nor Plague of unknown Rife that kills
In Darknefs, nor infe&tious Ills

That in the hotteft Seatons flay.

4 A Thoufand at thy Side fhall die,
At thy right Hand ten thoufand lie, .
While thy firm Health untouch’d remain :
Thou only fhall look on and fee
“The Wicked’s difmal Tragedy, -

And count the Sinner’s mournful Gains.

5 Becaufe with well-plac’d Confidence .
Thou mak’t the Lorp thy fure Defence, °
And on the Higheft doft rely ;
Therefore no Il1 fhall thee befall,
Nor to thy healthful Dwelling fhall
Any infeftious Plague draw nigh. -

6 For He throughout thy happy Days,
To keep thee fafe in all thy Ways
Shall give his Angels firi® Commands ;
Ard they, left thou fhould chance to meet,
With fome rough Stone to wound thy Feet,
Shall bear thee fafely in their Hands.

-

- Psarm XCIII.

1Y ITH Glory clad, with Strength array’d,
The Lowp that o’er all Nature reigns,
The World’s Foundation ftrongly laid, -
And the vaft Fabrick fill fuftains.

2 How fure eftablifh’d is thy Throne ! :
Which fhall no Change or Period fee ;
For Thou, O Lorp, and Thou alone
Art King from all Eternity. v
3 The Floods, O Lok, lift up their Voice,
And tofs the troubled Waves on high;
But Goo above can ftill their Noife, ,
And make the angry Sea comply.
o 4Ty



Thy Promife, Loxn, is ever fure ;

And they that in thy Houfe would dwell,
That happy Station to fecure,

Muft full in Holinefs excel.

Psarm CXXIL |
O Heaven I lift my waiting Eyes,
.There all my Hopes are laid :

The Lowrp that built the Earth and Skm
" Is my perpetual Aid. -

2 Their Feet, O 'Lorp; {hall never fall, _.
“Whom Thou vouchfat’ft to keep : ’
- Thy Ear attends the fofteft Call
Thy Eyes-can never fleep. -

3 Thou wilt fuftain our feeble Powers
With thy Almighty Arm : B
Thou watcheR our unguarded 1 Hoars o
Agamﬂ: invading Harm. '

4 Nor fcorching Sun, nor fickly Moon,
Shall have thy Leave to {mite ;
'Thou fhield'ft our Heads from burning Noon,
From blafting Damps at Night.

5 He gtards our Souls, He keeps dur Breath
. Where thickeft Dangers come :
'+ Go and return, fecure from Death
< . -T nll Goo commands thee Hbme

“PsaLm CXXX

V1 U T of the Depth of Self-Defpair
O To Thee, O Lowrp, Icry; -
My Mifery mark, attend my Prayer,

And bring Salvation nigh. o
2 Déath’s Sentence in myfelf I feel,
‘Beneath thy Wrath I faint ;
O let thine Ear confider well
- 'The Voice of my Complaint. o
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| 3 If Thou art rig’roufly fevere,
Who ma{ the Teft abide ?
Where fhall the Man of Sin appear,
Or how be juftified ? © '

4 But O! Forgivenefs is with Thee,
That Sinners may adore,
With filial Fear thy Goodnefs fee,
And never grieve Thee more.

5 Ilook to fee his lovely Face,
I wait to meet my Lorbp,
My longing Soul expeéts his Grace,
And refts upon his Word.

6 My Soul, while ftill to Him it flies,
Prevents the Morning Ray ; -
O that his Metcy’s Beams would rife,
And bring the Gofpel-Day !

7 Ye faithful Souls, confide in Gop,
Mercy with Him remains,
Plenteous Redemption in his Blood, ,
To wafh out all your Stains.

8§ His Jfrae! Himfelf fhall clear,
-From all their Sins redeem :
The Loz p our Righteoufnefs is near,
And we are juft in Him.

Psarm CXXXVII,

1 F A ST by the Babylonifb Tide,
(The Tide our Sofrows made o’erflow) .

We dropt our weary Limbs, and cried
In deep Diftrefs at Sisn’s Woe,

Here we bewail’d, in fpeechlefs Groans

In Bondage with her captive Sons.

C i . | Q\"‘ i,
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« 2 Our Harps no longer vocal now, -
We caft afide, untun’d, unftrung,
Forgot them pendant on the Bough ;.
Let meaner Sorrows find a Tongue.
Silent we fat, and fcorn’d Relief,
In all the Majefty of Grief.

3 In vain our haughty Lords requir'd
A Song of Sion’s facred Strain, -
« Sing us a Sopg your Gop infpir'd.”””
How fhall our Soul exult in Pain,
- How fhall the mournful Exiles fing,
While Bond -flaves to a foreign King ¥

4 Jerufalem, dear hallow’d Name,
Thee if I ever lefs defire, )
If lefs diftrefs’d 'for Thee I am, ,
~ Let my Right-hand forget its Lyre,
All his harmonious Strains forego,
" When heedlefs of a Mother’s Woe.

5 O England’s defolate Church, if Thee, -
> Tho’ defolate I remember not,.
Let me, fo loft to Piety, '
Be loft myfelf and clean forgot ; .
Cleave to the Roof my fpeechlefs Tongue,
When Sien is not all my Seng. ’

6 Let Life itfelf with Language fail,
For Thee when I forbear to mourn.
Nay, but I'will forever wail,
Till Gop thy captive State fhall turn ;
Let this my every Breath employ,
To grieve for Thee be all my Joy.

7 O for the weeping Prophet’s ‘Strains,
The Depth of {ympathetic Woe !
1 live to gather thy Remains, R
For Thee my Tears and Blood fhall flow,
~ My Heart amidft thy Ruin lies,
And only in thy Rife I rife: . -
. - - Remember
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8 Remember, Lorp, the cruel Pride
Of Edom in our evil Day,
Down with it to the Ground, they cried,
Let none the tottering Ruin ftay,
Let none the finking Church reftore,
But lee it fall to rife no more.

9 Surely our Gobp fhall Vengeance take,
On thofe that glotied in our Fall,
He a full End of Sin fhall make, ~
Of all that held our Souls in Thrall:
O Babyion, thy Day fhall come, ’
Prepare to meet thy final Doom.

10 Happy the Man that fees in Tlies
The myftic Babylon within,
And filI'd with holy Cruelty,
Diftains to fpare the fmalleft Sin,
But fternly takes thy little Ones,
And dafhes all againft the Stones.

11 Thou in thy Turn fhall be brought low,
Thy Kingdom fhall not always laft,

The Lorp fhall all thy Pow’r o'erthrew, -

And lay the mighty Wafter watte,
* Deftroy thy Being with thy Power,
“And Pride and Sin fhall be no more.

Psarm CXXXIX.
Part the Firff.

H ORD, all I am is known to Thee,
; In vain my Soul would try
To fhan thy Pre{{uce, or to flee
The Notice of thine Eye.

2 Thy all-furrounding Sight furveys

_ My Rifing 'and my Reft, - o
My publick Walks, my private Ways, |
The Secrets of m)é Breadt.
) ’ 2

My
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3 My Thoughts lie open to Thee, Lorp;
Before they’re form’d within, = -
And e'er my Lips pronounce the Word,
Thou know’ft the Senfe I mean. ™ °

4 O wond’rous Knowledge, deep and high!
Where can a Creature hide ?
Within thy circling Arms I lie
Befet on every Side.

5 So let thy Grace furround me ftill,
And hke a Bulwark prove,

To guard my Soul from ev’ry Il
Secur’d by fov’reign Love.

Part the Second.- - - -

1 LOR D, where fhall guilty Souls retxre,
Forgotten and unknown ? :
In Hell they meet thy vengeful Ire, .-
In Heav’n thy glorious Throne.

2 Should I fupprefs my vital Breath,
T’efcape the Wrath Divine, .
Thy Voice would break-the Bars of Beath,
And make the Grave refign. :

‘3 If wing’d with Beams of Morning L:ght
I fly beyond thé Weft, - -
Thy Hand, which muft fupport my Flight,
Would foon’ betray my Reft. -

4 If o’exmy Sins I feek to draw -
- 'The Curtains of the Night,
Thofe flaming Eyes that guard thy Law,
Would turn the Shades to light. .

5 The Beams of Noon, the Midnight Hour, :
Are both alike to Thee :

O may I ne’er provoke thy Power -
From which I eannot flee! - ~ P
ard
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" Part the Third,

1 HEN I with pleafing Wonder ftand,
W And all my Frame furvey,
Lorp, ’tis thy Work ; I own thy Hand,
That built my humble Clay.

2 Thy Hand my Heart and Reins poflefs'd,
Where unborn Nature grew, -
Thy Wifdom all my Features trac’d,
And all my Members drew.

3 Thine Eyes with tender Care furvey'd
The Growth of every Part,
Till the whole Scheme, thy Thoughts had laid
Was copy’d by thy Art.

4 Heav'n, Earth, and Sea, and Fire, and Wind,

: Shew me thy wond’rous Skill ;

But I review myfelf, and find N
Diviner Wonders fill.

5 Thy awful Glori¢s round me fhine,

My Flefh proclaims thy Praife :

Lorp to thy Works of Nature join
Thy Miracles of Grace !

The Creator and Creatures.
1 G O.D is a Name my Soul adores, “\

Th’ Almighty Three, th’ Eternal One ! \
Nature and Grace with all their Pow’rs - N

Confefs the Infinite unknown. : %

2 Thy Voice produc’d the Sea and Spheres; - - \
Bid the Waves roar, and Planets thine ; - -
But nothing like Thyfelf appears - -
Thro’ all thefe fpacious Works. of thine. -

5 Still refttefs Nature dies and grows, -
From Change to Change the Creatures run;
Thy Being no Succeflion knows, .
And all thy vaft Defigne are one.

_ C3 - A Glagee -
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4 A Glance of Thine runs thro’ the Globes,
RulesthebrightWorlds, and moves theirFrame,
Broad Sheets of Light compofe thy Robes, . ..
Thy Guards are form’d of living Flame.

5 How fhall affrighted Mortals dare
To fing thy Glory or thy Grace ? ,
‘Beneath thy Feet we lie fo far, .
And fee but Shadows of thy Face. |

6 Who can behold the blazing Light ?
Who can approach confuming Flame ? -
None but thy Wifdom knows thy Might, - -

T

Wt
Yy ’

None but thy Word can fpeak thy Name. -

Life anZ\Eternify. L

1 HEE we adore, Eternal Name,
 And humbly own to Thee
How feeble is our mortal Frame,
What dying Worms we be.

2 Our wafting Lives grow fhorter fill,
' As Months and Days increafe !
And every beating Pulfe we tell
Leaves but the Number lefs.

3 The Year rolls round, and ﬁ_e\als away
/- - The Breath that firft it gave ;

/ " Whate'er we do, where’er we be,

f

4

Sy

Y

We're travelling to the Grave.

4 Dangers ftand thick thro’ all the Ground,
To puth us to the Tomb, -
And fierce Difeafes wait around
To hurry Mortals home.

. 5 Great Gop ! on what a flender Thread

Hang everlafting Things ! v
. Th’ eternal States of all the Dead
Upon Life’s feeble Strings ! -~ =

i ST T ~ Infinite”
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6 Infinite Joy, and endlefs Woe, -
Attend on ev’ry Breath ;

And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon the Brink of Death !

7 Waken, O Lowrp, our drowfy Senfe,
To walk this dang’rous Road :

And if our Souls are hurried hence,
May they be found with Gop !

-

Camplammg of szrztual Shth,

Y drowly Powers, why fleep ye fo ? .
Awake my- fluggifh Soul :
Nothing hath half thy Work to do ;
Yet nothing’s half fo dull, :

2 Go to the Ants : For one poor Grain
See how they toil and ftrive !
Yet we who have a Heav'n t'obtain
How negligent we live !

3 We for whofe Sake all Nature ﬁands,
And Stars their Courfes move'; '

We for whofe Guards the Angel Bands

Come flying from .above :

4 We for whom Gonp the Son came down,
~ And labour’d for our Good,
How carelefs to fecure that Crown
He purchas’d with his Blood !
5 Lorp, fhall we live fo fluggifh ftili,
And never at our Parts ?
Come, holy Dove, from th’ heav'nly Hill,
And warm our frozen Hearts. -

6 Give us with altive Warmth to move,
With vig’rous Souls te r.fe,

With"Hands of Faich and Wings of Love o

To fly and take the Prize.

- e .

- j’}(?gmét
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Sudgment. -
1 WH EN rifing from the Bed of Death; -

O’erwhelm’d with Guilt and Fear,
I view my Maker Face to Face,

- O how fhall I appear !- - - . R

2 If yet, while Pardon may be found,
*  And Merey may be fought, -
My Soul'with inward Horror fhrinks,
And trembles at the Thought !

3 Wheén Thou, O Loro, fhall-ftand difclos’d
In Majefty fevere, R
And fit in Judgment on my Soul,
O _how fhall'T appear !

4 O may my broken contrite Heart
" " Timely my Sins lament, . A
And early with repenting Tears
Eternal Woe prevent !

5 Behold the Sorrows of my Heart,
E’er yet it be too late, N
And hear my Saviour’s dying Groans -
To give thofe Sorrows Weight.
6 For never fhall my Soul defpair
" Her Pardon to fecure ;
Who knows thy only Son has died
To make that Pardon fure.

On the Crucifixion.

1 I ROM whence thefe dire Portents a'rour{d,

That Earth and Heaven amaze ?

Wherefore do Earthquakes cleave the Groux;d,

Why Hides the Sun its Rays ?
2 Not thus djd Sirai’s trembling Head

With facred Horror nod, -

Beneath the dark Pavilion fpread
Of Legiflative Gop ! ’

~

Thou
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3 ’fhou Earth, thy loweft Centre fhake,
With Jesu fympathize !

The Sun, as Hell’s deep.Gloom be black,

*Tis thy Creator dies !

4 See, freaming from th® accurfed Tree, ‘
His all-atoning Blood !
Is this the Infinite ? *Tis He,
- My Saviour and my Gopo 1

5 For me thefe Pangs in Soul affail,
For me the Death is born ;
My Sin gave Sharpnefs to the Nail,
And pointed ev’ry Thorn, --

6 Let Sin no more my Soul enflave !
Break, Lorp, the Tyrant’s Chain ;
Oh fave me whom thou cam’ft to Jave,
No: bleed nor die in vain !

So'veretgnty and Grace.

HE Lorp, how fearful is his Name r -
How wide is his Command !
a -

ture with all her moving F rame -
Refts on his mighty Hand.

2 Immortal Glory forms his Throne,
And Light his awful Robe,
While with a Smile, or with a Frown,
" He manages the Globe.

3 A Word-of his Almighty Breath
Can fwell or fink the Seas, -
Build the vaft Empires of the Earth,
Or break them as He pleafe. -

' 4 Adoring Angels round Him fall,

In all their fhining Forms ;
. His fov’reign Eye looks thro’ them all,,
And pities mortal Worms. -

Ry
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5 His Bowels to our worthlefs Race -
In fweet Compaflion move ; -

He cloaths his Looks with fofteft Grace, - -

And takes his Title Love.

6 Now let the Lorp for ever reign;
And fway us as He will ;
Sick or in Health, in Eafe or Pain,
We are his Children ftill.

7 No more fhall peevith Paffions rife,
Our Tongue no more complain :

*Tis fov'reign Love that lends our Jays,

And Love refumes again.
- Faith in CHRIST.

1 OW fad our State by Nature is !
l l Our Sin how deep it ftains !
And Satan binds our captive Souls

Faft in his flavith Chains.

2 But there’s 3 Voice of fov'reign Grace '

Sounds from thy facred Word .
Ho! Ye defparing Sinners come,
And truft upon the Lorbp.

* 3 My Soul obeys th’ Almighty Call,

And runs to this Relief ;
* I would believe thy Promife, Lorn !
O help my Unbelief. .

" 4 To the bleft Fountain of thy Blood,

Incarnate Gop, I fly;

 Here let me wath my {potted Sou]

From Crimes of deepélt Dye,,

5 Stretch out thy Arm, victorious King

My reigning Sins fubdue;

- Drive the old Dragon from his Seat, & tb;

With his infernal Crew. .. . . -

ek
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6 A guilty, weak, and helplefs Worm
Into thy Hands I fall ; '
Be Thou my Strength and nghteoufnefs,
My Jssus and my All

o | ncan/iancj

ORD Jesv, when, when fhall it be
That I no more fhall break with Thce ?

When will this War of Paffion ceafe, )

And my free Soul enJOX\ thy Peace ? -

e

2 Here I repent, and fin again ;
Now I revive, and now am flain ;
‘Slain with the faine uphappy Dart, .
Whick, Oh ! too often wounds my Heart.

3 O:Saviour, when, when thall I be
A Garden feal’d to all but Thee ?
No more expos’d, ho more undene ;

. But live and grow to Thee alone ! J

4 Guide Thou, O Lorp, gmde Thou my Courfe,
And draw me on wi fweet Force,
Still make me walk ﬁxll make me tend,
By Thee my WayJ to Thee my End

A Tbauglot in Aﬂz&zm. )

WI LT Thouy, O Loxn, regard my Teals,
The Fruit of Guilt and Fears?-

" Me, who thy Juftice have provok’d,
O will thy Mercy fpare ?

¢ Yes; for the broken contrite Heart, = . :
Savmur, thy" Sufferings plead ;
O quench not then the fmokmg Flax, -
Nor break the bruifed Reed !

- . Thy
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s Thy poor, unworthy Servant view; A
Refign’d to thy Decree; . = .

. Ordain me, or to live, or die,
But live or die in Thee !

4 Upon thy gracious Promife, Lorbp,
* My humbled Soul is caft !
Oh bear me fafe, thro’ Life, thro’ Death,
And raife me up at laft !

5 Low as this mortal Frame mutt lie,
‘This mortal Frame fhall fing,
Where is thy Victory, O Grave !
- And where, O Death, thy Sting !

“

The Chriftian Race.

X AW AXKE, our Souls (away our Fears; :
\ - Let every trembling Thought be gon€)

Awake, and run the heavenly Race,

And put a chearful Courage on. .

_2 True, ’tis a ftrait and thorny Road. S e
) ‘And mortal Spirits tire and faint ;
But we forget the mighty Gobo,
That feeds the Strength of every Saint.

3 O mighty Gob, thy matchlefs Power
Is ever new, and ever young,

And firm endures while endlefs Years
. Their everlafting Circles run.

.

4 From Thee, the overflowing Spring,
Our Souls fhall drink a frefh Supply.; -
While fuch as truft their native Strength
Shall melt away, and droop and die.

§ Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air,
We’ll mount aloft to thine Abode ;
On Wings of Love our Souls fhall fly,
Nor tire amidft the heavenly Road !
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The New Creation,

1 T T EN D, while Gon’s Eternal Son
A ‘ Doth his own Glories fhew =
 Behold, I fit upon my Throne,
* Creating all Things new.

3 ¢ Nature and Sin are pafs’d away,
*“ And the old Adam dies ;
¢ My Hands a new Foundation lay :
“ See a new World arife ! ,

3 Mighty Redeemer, fet me free.
From my old Stain of Sin;
.O-make my Soul alive to Thee,
Create new Pow’rs within. _

4 Renew my Eyes, and form my Ears,
And'mould my Heart afrefh ;
Give me new Paffions, Joys and Fears,
And turn the Stone to Flefh. '

's Far from the Regions of the Dead,
Fromh Sin, and Earth, and Hell,
In the new World thy Grace hath made,
May I for ever dwell ! ’

Chrift's Humiliation and Exaltation.

1 HAT equal Honours fhall we bring
W To Thge, O Lorp, our Gop the Lamb ?
Since all the Notes that Angels fing .

* Are far inferior to thy Name.

2 Worthy is He that once was flain,
*_The Prince of Peace that groan’d and dy’d,

Worthy to rife and live and rei
At his Almighty Father’s Side. e

D ‘Power
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* 3 Power and Dominion are his due,
Who ftood condemn’d at Pi/ate’s Bar 3
Wifdom belongs to Jesus too,
". Tho’ He was charg’d with Madnefs here

- 4 Honour immortal muft be paid .
Inftead of Scandal and of Scorn ;
While Glory fhines around his Head,
And a bright Crown without a Thorn.

5 Bleflings for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore our Sin, and Curfe and Pain ;-
Let Angels found his facred Name
And every Creature fay, Amen!

W, aiting Jor the Spirit of Adoption.

L'L Glory to the dying Lamb,
- And never-ccaﬁng Praife,
While Angels live to know thy Name,
Or Men to feel thy Grace. :

2 With this cold, ftony Heart of mme,
Jesu, to Thee I flee !
And to thy Grace my Soul refign
To be renew’d by Thee.

3 Give to hide my bluthing Face,
While thy dear Crofs appears s
Diflolve my Heart in Thankfulnefs,

-And melt my Eyes to Tears,

‘4 O may the uncorrupted Seed
Abide and relgn within; |
.And thy Life-giving Word forbxd
My new-born Soul to fin.

5 Father, I wait before thy Throne: -
Call me a Child of Thine;
Send down the Spirit of thy Son
To form my Heart dxvmc

" There
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6 There fhed thy promis’d Love abroad,
nd make my Comforts ftrong ;
Then fhallt I fay, ¢ My Father, Gop !”
With an unwav’ring Tongue.

Hyh;z to the Holy Gb_o/)‘.'

1 OME holy Spirit, fend down thofe Beams
Which gently flow in filent Streams
From the eternal Throne above :
Come, thou Enricher of the Poor, -
Thou bounteous Source of all our Store,
Fill us with Faith, with Hope, and Love.

2 Come, thou Soul’s delightful Guett,
. The wearied Pilgrim’s fweeteft Reft,
The fainting Sufferer’s beft Relief :
Come, thou, our Paflion’s cool Allay;
Thy Comfert wipes all Tears away,
And turns to Peace and Joy all Grief.

3 Lorp, wath our finful Stains away.
Water from Heaven our barren Clay,

" Our Sicknefs cure, our Bruifes heal :
To thy fweet Yoke our {tiff Necks bow,
Warm with thy Fire our Hearts of Snow,

And there enthron’d for ever dwell.

4 All Glory to the facred Three
One everlafting Deity ! N
_ All Love and Power, and Might and Praife! -
As at the Firft, e’er Time begun,
May the fame Homage #ill be done
When Earth and Heaven itfelf decays.

- Charity.

I APPY the Heart, where Graces reign,.
‘Where Love infpires the Breaft!
Love is the Brighteft of the Train,.”
And perfe&s all the reft,
D2 A Know-
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2 Knowledge, alas! ’tis all in vain,
) And all in vain our Fear:
Our ftubborn Sins will fight and reign,
If Love be abfent there. :

*Tis Love that makes our chearful Feet,
In fwift Obedience move ; . )
The Devils know and tremble too
But Satan cannot love.

4 This is the Grace that lives and fings,
When Faith and Hope fhall ceafe;

*Tis this fhall Rtrike our joyful Strings .
In the fweet Realms of Blifs. '

5 Yea, e'er we quite forfake our Clay,
Or leave this dark Abode,

The Wings of Love bear us away -
To fee our gracious Gob.

' Unfruitfulmys.

1. ¥ "ONG have I fet beneath the Sousid
Of thy Salvation, Lorp,
But ftill how weak my Faith is found,
And Knowledge of thy Word !

" 2 Oft I frequent thy holy Place,
Yet hear almoft in vain ;
How fmall a Portion of thy Grace
Can my hard Heart retain!

$ My gracious Saviour and my Gop, -
How little art Thou known
By all the Judgments of thy Rod,
And Bleflings of thy Throne ?

4 How cold and feeble is my Love!

How negligent my Fear!- ' : T
How low my Hope of Joys above.! ;

How few AffeQions there ! .

N,

- D .. Great
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‘ § Great Gob, thy fovereign. Aid impart,
‘ To give thy Word Succefs ;
' Write thy Salvation on my Heart,
And make me learn thy Grace.

6 Shew my forgetful Feet the Way,
That leads to Joys on high,

Where Knowledge grows withqut Decay, -
And Love ﬂial% never die. -

- Sincere Praife..

. & LMicury Maker, Gob,

b How glorious is thy Name!

Thy Wonders how diffus’d abroad,
‘Uhroughout Creation’s. Frame?

2 In native White and Red
The Rofe and Lilly ftand, -
And free from Pride their Beauties fpread,
To fhew thy fkilful Hand. o,

3. The Lark mounts up the Sky
With uhambitious Song,
And bears her Maker’s Praife on high
Upon her artlefs Tongue.

4 Fain would I.rife and fing
To my Crteator too; :
N Fain would my Heart adore my King,
\ And give Him Praifes due.
5. But Pride, that bufy Sin, |
' Spoils all that I perform,
. Curs’d Pride that creeps fecurely in;.
“And fwells a haughty Worm. .

6 Thy Glories I abate,
Or praife Thee with Defign,
Part of thy Favours I forget,
Or think the Merit mine..

D 3. Create-
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7 Create my Soul anew, o
Elfe all my Worfhip’s vain: *

This wretched Heart will ne’er prove tme
"Till it be form’d again,

8 Defcend, Celeftial Fite,
And fexzc me from above
Wrap me in Flames of pure Deﬁre
A Sacrifice to Love. )

9 Let Joy and Worthip fpend
The Remnant of my Days,

And to my Goo my Soul afcend

In fweet Perfumes of Praife. .

Chrift's Compq[ion Jor tbe Tmpfe}.

1 ITH Joy we meditate the Grace
Of our-High Prieft above; -
His Heart is made of Tendernefs,
His Bowels melt with Love,

2 Touch’d with a Sympathy within,
He knows our feeble Frame; .
He knows what fore Temptations mezs,
For He hath felt the fame.

3 He, in'the Days of fecble Fleth,
7" Pour'd out his Cries and Tears, ~
And in his Meafure feels afrefh
What every Member bears.

. 4 He'll never quench the fmoakmg Flax,
But raife it to 4 Flame,
- The bruifed Reed He never breaks,
Nor fcorns the meaneft Name.

5 Then let our humble Faith addrefs
His Mercy and his Power :
We fhall obtain delivering Grace
In the diftrefiing Hour.

D BT § ——
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‘The Refignation. .
1 ONG have 1 view’d, long have I thoughe,
And trembling lield this bitter Draught ;.
*Twas now juft to my Lips applied,
Nature fhrank in, my Courage died :

But now refolv’d and firm I'll be, .
Since, Lowp, ’tis mixt and given by Thee.

I’ll truft my great Phyfician Skill,
What he prefcribes can ne’er be ill:
For each Difeafe he knows what’s fit,
He’s wife and good, and I'll fubmit:

. No longer will I grieve or pine ;
Thy Pleafure ’tis,. it fhall be mine.

3 Thy Med’cine puts me to great Smart,.
Thou wound’ft me in the tend’reft Part, .
But ’tis with a Defign to cure,

" I muft and will thy Touch endure:
All that I priz’d below is gone ;

Yet ftill, Father, thy Will be done.

4 Since ’tis thy Sentence I fhould part
With what was neareft to my Heart,
I freely that and more refign,
Behold my Heart itfelf is thine :
My little ‘All I give to Thee; .
Thou haft beftow’d thy Son on me. -
5 He left true Blifs and Joy above,
Empty’d himfelf of all but Love 3
For me He freely did forfake
More than from me He e’er can take..
A mortal Life for a divine -
He took, and did ev'n that refign.

. 6 Take all great Gop, I will not grieve,
But fill with I had gill to give.

?

I hetre "
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I hearthy Voice, Thou bid'ft me quit:
My Paradife, and I fubmit:
I will not murmur at-thy Word,
Nor beg Thee yet to fheath thy Sword. _

The-Comparifon and Compla.inf._

t YNriviTe Power, Eternal Lorp, |
How fovereign is thy Hand !
All Nature rofe t'obey thy Word;.
- And moves at thy Command.

2 With fleady Courfe the fhining Sun
. Keeps his appointed Way, :
And ail the Hours obedient run -

The Circle of the Day.

3 But ah! how wide my Spirit flies-
And wanders from lier Gop !
My Soul forgets the heavenly Prize,
And treads the downward Road..

4 The raging Fire and ftormy Sea.
Perform thy awful Will,
And every Beaft and every Tree-
Thy great Defign fulfil:

s While my wild Paflions rage within,.
Nor thy Commands obey ;
But Fleth.and Senfe, enflav’d. to Sin..
Draw my beft Thoughts away.

6 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 ?

7 Great Gop, create my Soul anew,.
Conform my Heart to thine, s

Melt down my Will, and let it'flow,.
And take the Mould divine.
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8 Seize my whole Frame into thy Hand,
Here all my Powers I bmg
Manage the &’heels by thy Command,
And govern every Spring.

9 Then fhall my Feet no more depart, .
Nor my Affettions rove;
Devotion fhall be all my Heart,
And all my Paflions Love.

A Prayer for the Light of Ltfe |

Suw of Righteoufnefs, arife, .
With healing in thy Wing!
"'To my difeas’d, my fainting Soul
Life and Salvation bring.

2 Thefe Clouds of Pride and Sin difpel
By thy all-piercing Beam ;
L hten mine Eyes with Faith, my Heart
/ith holy Hope inflame, -

3 My Mind by thy all-qulck‘nmg Power
From low Defires fet free;
Unite my fcatter’d Thoughts, and fix
My Love entire on Thee. :

4 Father, thy long-loft Son receive :
Saviour, thy Purchafe own : :
Bleft Comforter, with Peace and Joy
Thy new-made Creature crown !
§ Eternal undivided Lorbp,
Co-equal One and Threg!
On Thee all Faith, all Hepe be plac’d
All Love be pmd to Thee'!

Submiffon.

1 BUT that Thou art my Wifdom, LORD, S

And both my Eyes are thme,
My Soul would be extremely ftirr'd
At mifling m my Deﬁgn

—

Were
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2 Were it not better to beftow
Some Place or Power on me?
Then fhould thy Praifes with me grow,.
And fhare in my Degree,

3 But while I thus difpute and grieve,
I do refume my Sight; .
And pilf'ring what I once did give,
Diffeize Thee of thy Right:
4 How know I, if Thou fhould'ft me raife, -
'That I fhould then raife Thee ? ;
Perhaps my wifhes and thy Praife
Do not fo well agree.
§ Therefore unto my Gift I ftand,
I will no more advife ?
Only do Thou lend me a Hand,
Since thou hﬁ-both mine Eyes.. -

.érmtl;’rr}g‘ after tb’e'Hofy Spirit, : ,

1 OME, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning Powers ; .
Kindle a Flame of facréd Love . L)

' In thefe cold Hearts of- ogrs. e ‘-‘dr‘f‘

2 Look how we grovel her€ below,
. Fond of thefe-eaethly Toys;
Our Souls, how heavily they go

To reach-eternal Joys;

3 In vain we tune our formal Songs;
In vain we ftrive to raife ; .
Hofannas languith on Gur Tongues,.
And our Devotion dies.

4 Father, fhall we then ever live <
" At this poor dying Rate? =~ =~ 3
Our Love fo faint, {o cold to Thee, . -

And thine to us fo great? ’

R - Come, -

-
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5 Come, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs;
. Come, fhed abroad a Saviour’s Love,
* And that fhall kindle Ours.

The Witneffing Spirit.
1 HY fhould the Children of a King -
. Go mourning all their Days?

Great Comforter, defcend, and bring
The Tokens of thy Grace!

2 Doft Thou not dwell in all thy Saints,
And feal the Heirs of Heav’'n? © -

* When wilt thqu bamnith my Complaints,
And fhew sag Sins forgiv'n ?

3 Affure my Cobnfcience of her Part
In the Redeemer’s Blood 5
And bear thy Witnefs with my Heart,
That I am born of Gob.
4 Thou art the Earneft of his love,
The Pledge of Joys.tocome; -
May thy bleft Wings, Celeftial Dove,
Safely convey me home! i

Veni Creator.

1 g~ReaTor Spirit, by whofe Aid oo
The World®s Foundations firft were laid, -
Come vifit ev’ry waiting- Mind, .
Come pour thy Joys on Human kind ;
, From Sin and Sorrow fet us free, :
And make thy Temples worthy Thee.

-2 O Source of uncreated Heat,
The Father’s promis’d Paraclete !
Thrice holy Fount, immortal Fire, ;
Our Hearts with Heavenly Love infpire; =~ *
~C-me, and thy facred Un&ion bring
‘To fan&ify us while we fing, ] Pl.c
Lo - Lo R~

L9
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3 Plenteous of Grace defcend from high,
Rich in thy Sevenfold Energy ! ’

. Thou Strength of his Almighty Hand,
‘WhofePow’r does Heaven and Earth command,
Refine and purge our earthly Parts, =
And ftamp thine Image on our Hearts.

Create all new, our Wills controul ;
Subdue the Rebel in our Soul; :
Chafe from our Minds th’ infernal Foe,
And Peace the Fruit of Faith beftow :-
And left again we go aftray,
“Prote& an§ guide us in thy Way.
Immortal Honours, endlefs Fame .
Attend th’ Almighty Father's Name;
" 'The Saviour Sén be glorify’d, B
‘Who for loft Man’s Redemption dy’d,
And equal Adoration-be,
Eternal Comforter, to Thee!

A Hymn for Sunday.
] HE Lorp of Sabbath let us praife
In Concert with the Bleft,

Who Joyful in harmonious Lays’ -
Employ an endlefs Reft.

2 Thus, Lorp, while we remember Thee, . .
" "We bleft and pious grow ;
By Hymns of Praife we learn to be
Triumphant here below.

3 ‘On this glad Day a brighter Scene
Of Glory was difplay’d - .
By Gob, th’ eternal Word, than when |
This Univerfe was made. .

4 He rifes, who Mankind has bought
With Grief and Pain extreme ;

*Twas great to {peak the World from Nought,
*Twas greater to redeem.. '

; : 4 Hyme
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A Hjmn Jor Eaﬂer-Day

1 HE Sun of Righteoufnefs appears
To fet in Blood no more ! -
- Adore the Scatterer of your F ears,
Your rifing Sun. adore'!

s The Saints, when He refign’d his Breath,
Unclos’d their fleeping Eyes ;
He breaks again the Bands of Death,
Again the Dead arife !

3 Alone the dreadful Race He ran, -
Alone the Wine-Prefs trod ; -
He dy’d and fuffer’d as 4 Man ¢
He rifesas a GO D!

4 In vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seal
~Forbid.an early Rife . . . .
To Him who breaks the Gates of Hcll
And opens Paradxfe. :

4 Prayer for Faztb

ATHER, I ﬁmtch myHands m ‘I‘hee,
No other Help I know:
If Thou withdraw Thyfelf from-me, -
Ah ! whither-fhall I go ! ;

2 What did thy only Son endure
Before I drew, my Breath !
‘What Pain, what Labour to fecure ‘
My Soul from endlefs Death! B

3 0O ]asu, could I this believe, v .
I now. fhould feel thy Power;: -
Now my peor Soul Thou would# retrieve, .-
Nor let me wait one Hour.

4 Author of Faith, to Thee I lift

My weary, . longmg Eyes;
O let me now receive that Gift1
- My Soul thhoutE it dies.

Surely

e
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Surely Thou canft not let me die!
O fpeak and I fhall live!
And here I will unwearied lie
Till Thou thy Spirit give.

The worft.of Sinners wou’d rejoice,

__Could they but fee thy Face: )

O let me hear thy quick’ning Voice,
And tafte thy Pard’ning Grace. .

A Hymn to CaR 1sr.'

E E K, patient Lamb ofGop, to Thee .
1 fly, thy Meeknefs give to me:

I choofe Thee for my Life, my Crown;

I pant to have Thee all my own: .

Thou feeft my Heart, Thou know’ft. my Love, -

From Thee I never will remove ;

No Shame I fear, no Pain or Lofs,

But gladly follow to the Crofs.

Make clean 2s Wool my filthy Heart;
Wafh white as'Snow my every Partz -2
Give me in Stillnefs to fuftain S
What e’er thy Wifdom fhall ordain. - -
Carve for Thyfelf in me, and make. 1
My Heart thy Lamb-like Image take :
Yea, flay me, Lorp, and offer me

A pure Burnt-Sacrifice to Thee.

Bind, ‘Father, Hand and Foot thy Som,
Nor leave the Work till all be done:
O never let me,” LorD, BO free '
Till all my Heart's refign’d to Thee: T
Then quickly to the Altar lead, S
And fuffer me nio more to plead : -
No longer with th® old ddem bear; -~ " .
Lead on dear Loxp, confame him there.

We

[
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‘ . We love bim becauft ke firf} loved us.

1t 4\ F Him who did Salvation bring
I could for ever think and fing.
Arife, ye Guilty ; He’ll forgive:
Arife, ye Needy; He'll relieve,

2 Afk but his Grace, and lo! ’tis given;
Afk, and He turns your Hell to Heaven:
Tho’ Sin and Sorrow wound my Soul,
Jesu, thy Balm will make it whole.

3 Eternal Lorp, Almighty King, g .
"All Heaven-doth with thy Triumphs ring :
Thou conquer’ft all beneath, above;

Devils with Force, and Men with Love.

4 The wounding Spear pierces my Heart ;
When Thou art nail’d, I feel the Smart:
Thy Groans my echoing Sighs difplay ;
Thou bow’ft thy. Head ; I faint away.
Ye Hearts of Stone, come, melt to fee,
This He endur’d for you and me :

He fuffer’d : all our Guilt’s forgiven ;
And on his Blood we {fwim to Heaven.

6 To fhame our Sins He blufh’d in Blood,
He clos’d his Eyes to fhew us Gop.- - , -
Let-all the World fall down, and kdow
That none but Gop fuch Love cou’d fhew.

v 'Tis Thee I love, for Thee alone
I thed my Tears and make my Moan ;
Where’er I am, where’er I move,
I meet the Obje& of my Love.

8 Infatiate to this Spring I fly ;
I drink, and yet ameverdry: - - -
Ah! who againft fuch Charms is Proof !
Ah! who that loves cE?n love enough! - -
. ’ 2z : .
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'An Hymn for the Georgia Orphans,
OME let us join our Gob to blefs,
And praife Him evermore,
- That F ather of the Fatherlefs,
That Helper of the Poor.

2 Our dying Parents us forfake:
His Mercy takes us up, -
Kindly vouchfafes his own to make,
And Gop becomes our Hope.

3 For us He in the Wildernefs
A Table hath prepar’d,
Us whom his Love « el:ghts to blefs
His Providence to guard.

4 Xnown unto Him are all our Needs ;
And when we feck his Face,
His open Hand our Bodies feed, ]
Our, Souls He feeds with Gra,ce. '

5 Then let us in his Service fpend
What we from -Him réceive ;
And back to Him what He fhall fend
In Thanks and Praifes give.

- For their Benefaﬁor:.

A THZER of Mercies, hear our Prayers
For thofe that do us good, .
Whofe Love for us a Place prepares,
And gives the Orphans Food.

¢ Their Alms in Bleflings on their Head
A thoufand-fgld reftore ;
O feed their Souls with Lmng Bread
.And let their Cup run ¢’er.

3 For ever in thy' CrrisT built up
Thy Bourity let them prove, ’ :
Stedfaﬁ in Faith, deful thro’-Hope, - ‘---
- And rooted deep in Love, _ For
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4 For thofe who kindly founded This,
A better Houfe prépare; .
Remove them to thy heavenly Blifs,
And let us meet them there. -

Before their going to Work.
1 LE T us go forth, 'tis Gop Commands;
Let us make hafte away,
Offer to Cur1st our Hearts and Hands ;
. We work for Curist to Day.

2 When He vouchfafes. our Hands to ufe,
It makes the Labour fweet ;:
If any now to Work refufe, -
Let not the Sluggard eat.

" 3 Who would not.do what Gop ordains,
And promifes to blefs-I*
Who would not *fcape the Toils and. Pains.
‘Of finful Idlenefs?.

. 4 Invain to Curist the Slothful pray ;:
. We have not learn’d Him {o;
No—fbr He calls Himfelf thie Way,.
And work’d. Himfelf below..

Then let us.in his-Footfteps tread,
And gladly aét our Part;

On Earth employ our Hands and Head,.
But give Him all our Heart.

A Hymn for Clmrtiy Children,

OW happy they, O King of ngs’
How f{afe, how truly bieft,
Who under thy protefting Wings
" Both Shelter find and Reft.

2 Them wi't Thou lead, . them wilt Thou. keepv .
And with thine Arm uphold ;. .
O bleffed Shepherd.! blefled. Sheep
Cf. Lrael’s iacred Fold! '
: -~ E g3 Nox
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3 Nor does. the tender wand‘rmg Lambs
His kindly Care difdain ;
He knows them better than their Damt,
And better does {uftain. ;

4 Behold his Flock from every Side -
- He is affembling fill ;
Aad may He all in Safety giide
To Sion’s facred Hill.

- § If thither He will us convey,
Nor our mean Vows defpife,
Our Hearts we'll on his Altars lay
" A grateful Sacrifice. ’

6 To Gobo the Eather and the Son,
And Spirit One in Three,-
As is, and was e’er Time begun, -
Etemal Glory be!

Another,

O Thee, O Father of Mankind,
Shall our glad Hymns afcend ; i
To Anger flow, to Love inclin’d; N
Thy Goodnefs knows no End.

2 The Poor and Needy from the Duft - .

*Tis thy Dehght to raife,’

Who in th Aflemblies of the Juft
Will till record thy Praife. .

Each Hand and Heart that lend us Aid,
‘Thou didft mfpxre and guide;

Nor fhall their Love be unrepaid * - -~
Who for the Poor provide.

4 The Choiceft of thy Bleflings thow'r -
; On thofe who us have bleft ! )
Unfaxlmg Streams of Bounty pour -

On every bounteous Breaft! = -

Gather -



- [ss]
5 Gather thofe Outcafts who remain
Expos’d as we before ;
So fhall our ftill increafing Train
With louder Songs adore.

.Ai.zotber'

HEN to the Temple we repau',
A numerous joyful Throng ; .
Our Praife fhall fill the Houfe of Prayer; -
The Lorp’s our Strength and Song.

2 Should we be wanting to rejoice
Thro’ Deadnefs or Delays,

The Stones themfelves would find a Voice - -

. To celebrate his Praife. Co

3 He found us in the Defart wide,
And did from thence remove :

Still may He us vouchfafe to gmde,
And Iead with Bands of Love.

4 He is our Comforter and Light,
We on his Manna feed ;
'His Cloud by Day, his Fire by Night
. To heavenly Canaan lead.

5 To thofe calm happy Seats may He -
In Safety us convey,

With all whofe Love and Piety
" Have plac’d us in the Way.

6 To the blefs’d co-eternal Three
Whom Earth and Heaven adore,
As was, and is, all Glory be,
Till Time fhall be no more,

 Another. '

1 Tuou who(e Wifdom, Poweér and Ltwc,
"For all thy Works provide,
‘Which thefe vaft Orbs “that roul above
- And our low Center guide.

The
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2 The Rich, the Poor, the Mean, the Great,.
Are link’d by thy firong Hands ;
Pois’d on its. Bafe the Works compleat,.
The firm Compofure ftands.

$ The meaneft Worm that creeps on Earth
Is not below thy Care;
And we altho’ of humble Birth,.
Thy God-like Bounty fhare.

4 "Whoe'er thy Being dare difpute.
Are filenc’d here with Eafe ;
The Stones themfelves would them confute
If we fhould hold o6ur Peace. :

s Th! Almighty be their firong Defence,.
~And multiply thcir Store,
Who ftill concur with Providence
To aid and blefs the Poor.. ’

Another

1 ATHER of Mercy, hear our Pray’r,,

In Thee we move and live:
How flow to Wrath, how prone to {pare;
And ready to forgive.

2 Thou chiefly doft thy boundlefs-Pow’r-
~ In A&s of Goodnefs fhew ;-
Thy Mercy all thy Works adore;
Thence all our Bleflings flow.

3 This ftill, fhall be our grateful Theme;.
Thy Praife we’ll ever fing ;
Our Friends the kind refrefhing Stream,.
. But Thou th’ unfailing Spring.
4 Our Joy would foen o’erflow the Banks,
And Inundations raife, :

Did we not thus look down with Thanks,. -

And look to Heaven with Praife.

T
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5_To Gonb the ‘Father, Gop the Son,
“  And Gob the Holy Ghoft,
Who yet are not three Gons, but One
‘Rever'd by all his Hoft;

6 The bleft, eternal Trinity,
“Whom Heaven and Earth adore,.
All Honour, Praife and Glory be
Both now and evermore.

A yearly Hymn for Charity Children.

G AIN the kind revolving Year
Has brought this happy Day,
And we in Gob’s bleft Houfe appear
Again our Vows to pay.
2 Our watchful Guardians, rob’d in Lxght,
.Adore the heav’nly King ;
Ten thoufand thoufand Seraphs bright
Inceﬂ'ant Praifes fing.

3 They know no Want, they feel no Care, -
Nor ever figh as'we;
Sorrow and Sin are Strangers there,
E\nd all is Harmony.

4 If ought can there enhance their Blifs,
Or raife their Raptures higher,
New. Joys in Heaven at Sights like this,
New Anthems fill the Choir.

§ With what.refembling Care and Love
Both Worlds for. us appear |
Our friendly Guardians, -thofe above,
Our Benefactors here

Another. \

1 Rrumpuar Notes, and Hymns of Joy
To Thee our Goo we'll fing;
Thy Praifes fhall our Lips employ,

Q Salm P Peaceful King! . T.h
ou
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2 Thou mak’ft the World obey thy Will, .
Whofe Will is always beft ; C
Thy Word bids Winds and Waves be fill,
And chides them into Reft. :

3 Thy facred Spirit on Fordan's Stream
Defcended like a Dove ;
Thou didft from Wrath and fin redeem:
Thy Law is Peace and Love.

4 That Law by our kind Patrons Care, -
*  We now are daily taught ;
Tho’ ance far off, we now .are near,
As thofe to Jesus brought.

§ May He on every bounteous Friend ¢
His Favours ftill increafe,
Till they and we with him afcend
: To everlafting Peace.

A Hymn at the Opening of a Charity=
© - School. - -

1 J IFT upyour Heads, ye lofty Gates, -
Unfold each fpacious Door,
For here the King of Glory waits
With Bleflings for the Poer. -

3 "Twas Love Divine, 'twas fovereign Grace,
True Bounty’s endlefs Spring
Did us fo near Goo’s Altars Place,
Where we may pray and fing,

3 To Pfalms and Hymns we may afpire,
If Anthems are too high ;
And follow the celeftial Choir
In decent Harmony.

4 With holy Souls we here may meet,
And learn their Songs divine ;
Their Hallelujahs loud and fweet

With our Hofannas join. o
. How
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s How blefs'd, if always thus we might
The coming Ilours employ,
And ﬁngir&g pafs to Realms of Light,
And endlefs Worlds of Joy.

A Hymn for any School. -
1 N this aufpicious happy Day, Y
What.Incenie fhall we bring? < '{U o
‘What grateful humble Homage pay R
To an Alnighty King ? i
2 Be his dread Name on Earth confefs’'d,
As ’tis by thofe.above ! - ’
‘What is th’ Employment of the Blefs’d
. But Songs of Praife and Love!

3 The Breath from Heaven we did receive,
We thus in Hymns reftore ; : © -
And while we on his Bounty live,
We'll wonder and adore.

4 Refcu’d from Want, and Vice and Shame,
- We'll all our futare Days
Our great Creator’s Love proclaim,
And live but to his Praife.

5 May Heart and Voice and Life combine
His Goodnefs to exprefs; =
May all that hear us with us join,
And our Redeemer blefs. -

4/]notber. ‘

1 T ATHER of Lights, to Thee from whom
F Each perfe&t Gift defcends;
To Thee with humble Pray’rs we come,
For all our bounteous Friends.

2 Bleflings, the Payment of the Poor,
Our Lips and Hearts retarn:
May Heav’n which gave, augment their Store,
And comfort thofe that mourn! © that
a
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3 O that we better could improve,
What’s in fuch Plenty {fown!

But Dues of Grace are from above,
* Our Wants and Sins our own.

4 Only the Lowly and the Meek
Shall Reft of Mind obtain ; o
Such Followers does the Saviour féek,
Such fhall his Kingdom gain.
.s Thither may we be fafe convey'd, -
When Life’s rough Storms -are o er,
And all who givé their friendly. Aid -
To help ug to the Share:

6 To Gon the Father, andthe Son,
" And Spirit,” One 3nd Three,

As is, and was, for Time to comc
Eternal Glory be!

3

Anot/‘er.

(o) Thec, 0] Lonn, our Gon and Kxgg,

. whofe Mercies ne'er decay, -
We thus in artlefs Numbers fing,
And thus our Praife we pay.

2 Whate'er is human ebbs and flows v
As wafting Time prevailss

Ly e

But Grace Divine no Changes knéws, o

Charity never fails.”

" 3 From thence flows plenteous Streams ;and clear:

And may they never cegfe: '
*T'is you-who plant and water, here, ~
"Tis Gob that gives th’ Increafe.

4 May He yourpious -Alms regard,
Your Warmth of Zeal approve; °
‘With ample Bleffings. ftill reward
The Labour of your Love.

s,

AN

B
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s May all the pleafing Pains you fhare
Be crown’d with wifh’d Suecefs ;
The prefent Age applaud your Care,
And future Ages blefs, :

A Morning Hymn,'

1 Y A7 E lift'our Hearts to Thee,
W' O Day-Star from on high'
The Sun itfélf is but thy Shade,
Yet chears both Earth and Sky,
2-0O let thy orient Beains :
The Night of Sindifperfe !
The Mifts of Error and of Vice,
Which fhade the Univerfe!. -

3 How beauteous Nature now ! - ,
How dark and fad before ! - ;
"With Joy we view the pledfing. Change; " °
- And Nature’s Gop ,adore.pg: &
4 O may no gloomy Crime -
Pollute the rifing Day: :
Or Jesu’s Blood, like Evening Dew,
Wah all the Stains away. ;
5 May we this Life improve,
To mourn for Errors paft,
- And live this fhort revelving Day,
As if it were our laft.

6 To Gop the Father, Son,
And Spirit, One and Three,
Be Glory, as it was, is now,
And fhall for ever be,

JF
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o]
n Evening Hymn.

L L Praife to Him who dwells in Blifs,
Who made both Day and Night:
Whofe Throne is Darknefs in-th’ Abyfs :
Of uncreated Light.

2 Each Thought and Deed: his piercing Eyes
With ﬂ.ngeﬁ: Search farvey:
The deepeft Shades no more thgmfc
Than the full Blaze of Day. -

‘Whom Thou doft guard,. O King of Kings,
3 No Evil fhall mgleﬁ s : 8
Under the Shadow of thy Wings: '
Shall they fécarely reft..

4 Thy Angels all around their Beds
Their conftant Stations k

eep :
Thy. Faith and Truth fhall fhield their- Heads,

~  For Thou doft never fleep.

§ May we with Calm and {weet Repofe,
And heavenly Thoughts refrefh’d,
Our Eye-lids with the Morn’s unclofe,
- And blefs the Ever-blefs’d |

Prayer for one that is lunatic and
-, jore vexed.

.

ESU, Gop of our Salvation,
Hear our Call; Save us all

By thy Death and Paffion..
2 Jesu! fee thine helplefs Creature ;
Bow the Skies, Gop arife, - .
All thy Foes to fcatter.

9 Jesu! manifeft thy Glory
In this Hour, Shew thy Pow’r,
~ Drive thy Foes before Thee.

j':sf: i
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4 Jesu! help, thou Serpent-Bruifer; -
Bruife his Head, Woman’s Seed,
Caft down the Accufer.

5 Jesu! wound the Dragon, wound him;
b Make him raar, Break his Pow’r,
Let thine Arm cenfound kim.

6 Jesu! come, and bind him, bind him,
Let him feel -His own Hell,
Let thy Fury find him.

7 Jesu! than the ﬂroniMan {ftronger,.
. Enter Thou, Let thy Foe
Keep Thee out no longer.

8 Suffer him no more to harm her, -
Make her clean, Purge her Sin,
Take away his Armour.

9 Jesu! mighty to deliver,
Satan foil, take the Spoil,
- Make her thine for ever.

10 Jesu! all to Thee is given:
All obey, Own thy Sway,
" Hell, and Earth, and Heaven.

11 Jesu! let this Soul find Favour,
In thy Sight, Claim thy Right,
Come, O come, and fave her.

12 From the Hand of Hell ret;i’eve,hver. '
* Jesu, Lorp, Speak the Word,
Bid the Tempter leave her.

13 Hide her till the Storm be over,
King of Kings, Spread thy Wings,
Carist, her Weaknefs cover.
14 Jesu | Wherefore doft Thon tarry ?
Hear thine own, Caft him down,
Quell the Adverfary. '

Fz

-

~

Jasu!
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p5 Jesu ! fhall he fill devour ¢

Is thine Ear Slow to hear?
Haft Thou loft thy Pow’r?

A;6 Shorten’d is thy Hand, O Saviour.!
Save her now, Shew that Thou
Art the fame for ever.

17 O omnipotent Redeemer !"
Hell rebuke, With thy Look,.
Silence the Blafphemer..

18 Jesu ! alt kis Depths difcover,.
- All unfold, Loofe his Hold,
Let the Charm be over.

19 Jesu! is it paft thy finding
I Find and’fhew, Break tie Vow,.
And let it not be binding. '

20 Break the dire Confedericy :-
Shall it ftand? No: command.
Say, ¢ "Tis I releafe thee.”

21 Satan, hear the Name of JEsus ¥ ‘
Hear and quake, Give her back
To the Name that frees us.

22 Jesu! claim thy ranfom’d Creature,
Let the Foe Feel and know
Thou in us art greater.

23 Stren en'd By thy- great’ Example
: Letgthus tread, On his Head, = "
On his Kingdom trample. T

24 Drive him to th’ infernal Region, ‘
Ghafe, O chace, To his Place,
Tho’ his Name be Legion, -~ - -

25 Is not Farrn the fame for ever? -

Let us fee-Signs from Thee .

Eollowing the Believer!

v . 1
‘ »4 .

[

PN



| (651
Thank(giving for ber Deliverance.

Let us fing Carist the King,
ng of Earth and Heaven!

2 Glory to the Name of Jesus!
' Jesu’s Name Still the fame,
From all Evil free us. C

3 Jesu’s Name the Conqueft won us ;
"~ Let us rife, Fill the Skies
With our loud Hofannas.

4 Curist, Thou in our Eyes are glorious !
We proclaim Carist the Lamb
Over all viorions.
5 Lion of the Tribe of Fuds,
Joyfully, Lo! to Thee
Sing we Hallelujah.
* "6 Hell was ready to devour; .

Thou the Prey Bear'ft away
Out of Satan’s Pow’r.

7 ‘See the lawful Captive taken
From the Foe! Now we know
Satan’s Realm is fhaken. .
.8 Thou hat fhewn Thyfelf the Stronger,
Still go on, Put it down, .o
Let it ftand no longer;
9 Overturn it, overturn it, _
- Down with jt, Let the Feet
Of thy Servants fpurn it.

10 Surely now 'the Charm is brokdﬁ :.
Thou hait thewn To thine own,
Thou haft given a Token

Ej .

1 KP'RAIS,E by all to Curist be given,
: ,

/

Is
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rr Is there any Divination. . . - - .
-+ Againft- thofe, Thod hat.chofe:’ * - -
" Heirs of thy Salvation? =~ = -
12 Thou hatt bought, and THou wilt havdus:" -
' Who fhall harm, Wher thine Arm. .~
Is ftretch’d opt’ to fave us? e

13 Hell in vain againft us rages ;
Can it fhock Curist the Rock.
Of eternal Ages!. ' 4

14 Satan, ‘wilt thou now défy us?’
Is not Aid For us laid.
On our great Messias?’

15 Paft’is thine oppreflive Hour:
Where’s thy Boaft? Bafiled, loft.::
Where is:now thy Pow’r? :

16 Serpent, fee in us thy Bruifer,
Feel his Pow’r, fly before. :
., Us, thou foul Accufer. -~ N .

17 "Thou no longer fhalt opp;'efs us:-
Triumph we Over thee
In the Name of Jesus.

Gob exalted above all Praifé: :

1. TernaL Power, whofe high Abode, .. -
. ‘Becomes the Grandeur of a Gon;. ~ * °
Infinite Lengths, beyond the Bounds -
Where Stars.revolve. their little Rounds ;-

* 2- Thee while the firft- Archangel fings,,
#  He hides his Face hehind -his Wings;-
And ranks of thining Thrones around
Fall worthipping; and fpread the Groundi !

" 3. Lorp, what fhall Earth and Afhes do2: .
- ‘We would adore dur Maker too ;-
.- From Sin and duft to Thee we cry-
" 'The Great, the Holy, and the High!’
a OSSR Bante
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4 Earth from far has heard thy Fame;.
And Worms have ledrnt to lifp thy Name;.
Bat, O the Glories of thy Mind
Leave all our foaring Thoughts behind.

§ Gob is in Heaven,.and Men below ;
Be fhort our Tunes; our Wards be few !’
A facred Rev’rence checks our Songs,.
And Praife fits filent.on our Tongues.

A CQL~
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Psarwm VIIL

1 QQOVEREIGN, Everlating Lorp; -
1) How excellent thy Name!
Held in Being by thy Word,
Thee all thy Works proclaim :
Thro’ this Earth thy Glories fhine,
Thro’ thofe dazling Worlds above,.
All confefs the Source divine,
Th’ Almighty Gop of Love !

2 Thou, the Gop of Power and Grace,
Whom higheft Heavens adore,
Calleft Babes to.iing thy Praife,.
. And manifeft thy Power !
Lo! they in thy Stréngth go on,.
Lo! on‘all thy Foes they tread;
Catft the dire Accufer down,
And bruife the Serpent’s Head.

3 Yet when I furvey the Skies.
And Planets as they roll, ’
- -Wender dims my aching Eyes,; R
And fwallows up my Soul; - = Moen
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“‘Moon and Stars fo wide difplay,
Chaunt their Maker’s Praife fo loud,
Pour infufferable Day,
And draw me up to Gop !

4 What is Man, that Thou, O Lorp,

Haft fuch Refpe@t to him !~ - ..

Comes from Heavea th’ Incarnate Wowno,
His Creature to redeem : :

‘Wherefore would'ft Thou ftoop fo low ?
Who the Myftery fhall explain ? .

Goo is Flefh, and lives below, - ,-
And dies for wretched Man.

§ Jesus, his Redeemer dies,
- 'The Sinner to reftore,
Falls, that Man again may rife,
And ftand as heretofore ; .
Foremoft of created Things, ,
-Head of all thy Works he ftood, -
. Neareft the great King of Kings,
And Jittle lefs than GQD ! *

6 Him with glorious Majefty

Thy Grace vouchfafes to crown ;

Tranfcript of the One in Three,
He in thine Image fhone :

All thy Works for him were made,
All did to his Sway fubmit,

Fifhes, Birds, and Beafts obey’d,
And bew'd beneath his Feet.

7 Sovereign, everlafting Lorp,
How excellent thy Namel |
Held in Being by thy Word
Thee all thy Works proclaim:
Thro’ this Earth thy Glories fhine,
Thro’ thofe dazling Worlds above,
All confefs the Source Divine, -
Th’ Almighty Gon of Love !~

\-f,stai:i;inb.i'icm,}  Peaux
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PsaLm XVIL Ve, 1. &c.

1 HEE will I love, O Lorp my Power :
My Rock and Fortrefs is the Lorp,
My Gop; my Saviour, and my Tower, =~ .
_ My Horn and Strength, my Shield and Sword;
Secure I truft in his Defence,
I ftand in his Omnipotence..

2 Still will I invocate his Name, o
And fpend my Life in Prayer and Praife, ~ -
His Goodnefs own, his Promife claim,
And look for all his Saving Grace,
Till all his Saving Grace I fee,
From Sin and Hell for ever free.

3 He fav’d me in Temptation’s Hour,

Horribly caught and compafs'd round,
Expofs'd to Satan’s raging Pow’r,

In Floods of Sin and Sarrow drown’d,
Condemn’d the Second Death to feel,
Arrefted by the Pains of Hell.

To Gop my Gop with plaintive Cry,
+ I call’d iz Agony of gear, v
My humble Wailing pierc’d the Sky,

My Groaning reach’d his gracious Ear,

He hear’d me from his glorious Throne,
" .And fent the tinrely Refcue down.

Psai1m XXIII -
1 T H.E Lorp my Pafture thall prepare,
And feed me with a Shepherd’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 Mid-night Hours defend.

B When
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2 When in the fultry Glebe I faint,
Or on the thirfty Mountain pant,
To fertile Vales, -and dewy Meads
My weaty, wand'ring Steps He leadss -
_Where peaceful Rivers foft and flow . _ :
Amid the verdant Landfkip flow. t

3 Tho’ in the Paths of Death I tread, -

~ With gloomy Horrors overfpread,

" My ftedfaft Heart fhall fear no Ill, -
For Thou, O Lorp, art with me ftill ;
Thy friendly Crook fhall give me Aid, .

- And gnide me thro’ the dreadful Shade.

* Tho’ in a bare and rugged Way, _
Thro’ devious, lonely Wilds I ftray, - -
Thy Bounty fhall my Pains beguile : -
The barren Wildernefs fhall fmile, )
With fudden Greens and Herbage crown’d,
And Streams fhall murmur all around. P

Ps ALM XXIV.

1 H E Earth and all her Fulnefs owns
Jenovan for her Sovereign Lorp ;
"The countlefs Myriads of her Sons
- Rofe into Being at his Word.

2 His Word did out of Nothing call
The World, and founded all that Is,
Launch’d on the Floods this folid Ball,

And fix'd it in the floating Seas.

3 But who fhall quit this low Abode,
Who fhall afcend the Heavenly Place,
And ftand upon the Mount of Gob, .
. . And fee his Maker Face to Face ?

4 The Man whofe Hands and Heart are clean,
That bleffed Portion fhall receive, -
‘Who here by Grace is fav’d from $Sin,

Hereafter fhall in Glory live,
He



: (73]
5 He fhall obtain the ftarry Crown,
And number’d with the Saints above,
The Gop of his Salvation own,
The Gob of his Salvation love.

6 This is the chofen Royal Race

That feek their Saviour-Gop to fee,
~ To fee in Holinefs thy Face,

O Jesus, and be join’d to Thee.

7 Thou the true wreftling Facos art,
Whofe Prayers and Tears, and Blood inclin'd
Thy Father’s Majefty ¢ impart
His Name; his Love to all Mankind.
8 Our Loro is rifen from the Dead,
Our Jesus is gone up on high, - . .
‘The Powers of Hell are captive led,
Drag'd to the Portals of the Sky.

9 There his Triumphal Chariot waits,
And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay,
Lift up your Heads, ye heavenly Gates,
Ye everlafting Doors give way.

10 Loofe all your Bars of mafly Light,
And wide unfold th’ etherial Scene
He claims thefe Manfions at his Right,
Receive the King of Glory in.

11 Who is the King of Glory, who ?
The Lorp that all his Foes o’ercame,
The World, Sin, Death, and Hell o’erthrew;
And Jesus is the Conqu’ror’s Name. :

12 Lo! his Triumphal Chariot waits,
And Angels chaunt the folemn Lay,
Lift up-your Heads, ye heavenly Gates,
Ye everlafting Doors give way.

13 Whois the King of Glory, who? ,
~__The Lorp of glorious Power pofleft,
‘The King of Saints and Angels too, '
50D over all, for ever bieft. .
G - Psarm

~
N
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‘—P"SVLA LM XXXIL ”

t BLE ST is the Man fupremely bleft,
, Whofe Wickednefs is all forgiven,
~Who finds in Jesu’s Wounds his Rett,
And fees the fmiling Face of Heaven,
The Guilt and Power of Sin is gone
From him'that doth’in CarisT believe,
Cover'd it lies, and ftill kept down, =~~~
And buried in his Saviour’s Grave,

2 Bleft is the Man, to whom his Lorp
. . No more imputes Iniquity, -~
- Whofe Spirit is by Grace reftor’d,
From all the Guile of Satan free;
Free from Defign, “or folfifli-Aim, -
- Harmlefs, and pure, and undefil’d, -
A fimple Follower of the Lamb, :
And harmlefs as 2 new-born Child.

3 But.while thro’ Pride I held my Tonguc;
Nor own’d my helplefs Unbelief,
My Bones were wafted all Day long,

.

My Strength: confum’d with, pining Grief,

Cruih’d"bi' ine ,An%erfs. heavy Hand,
Burnt up as a dry barren Ground, .
I ever of my Sin complain’d,-
But no Relief or Mercy found.

4 Refolv’d at laft, to Goo I cried,
"My Sins I will at large ténfefs,

My Shame T will no longer hide,
My Depth of defp’rate Wickednefs. |

All will I own'unto my Lorp, . ’
Without Referve or cloaking Art ;

I faid; and felt the Pard’ning Word,
Thy, Mercy fpoke it to.my Heart.

" For
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5 For this fhall ev’ry Child of Gon
Thy Power and faithful Love dec]nre,
And claim the Grace on All béftow’d,’
» . Who make to Thee their timely- Pray;er;
But when the Floods of Judgment rife,
And fweep their guilty Souls away,
Remains for Sin no Sacrifice ;
‘ » For ended is their gracious Day.

6 “Thou art my Hiding-place; in Thee
I reft fecure from Sin and Hell,
Safe in the Love that ranfom’d me,
And fhelter’d in thy Wounds I dwall.
‘ Still fhall thy Grace to me abound, . .
The Countlefs Wonders of thy Graée
I ftill fhall tell to all around,
And fing my great Deliv’rer’s Praife. *!

7 1 will inftru& the, childlike Heart,

(My Teacher faith for ever nigh) .

Nor let thee from, my Paths depat,

: But guide thee with my gracious Eye
l ‘ Only my gracious Look obey, -

And yield my perfe& Will to prove,

Nor caft my eafy Yoke away,
Or ftop thine Ears againft my Love.

8 Whoe’er like Horfe or Mule withftand,
' And follow their own ftiff-neck’d Will,
I bruife beneath my weighty Hand, :
And force them all my Pla fnee to feel.
! But he that dares in me confide, :
Shall only know my pard’ning Grace,
My Mercy s Arms on every Side - . .
Shall ev'ry faithful Soul embrace. N

Ye faithful Souls, rejoice in Him, « e
. Whofe Arms are ftill your fure Defence, )
Your Lowp is mighty to redeem: .
- theve, and who fhall ptutk you t!unce P

' : ;Yc

~ e
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Ye Men of upright Hearts be glad,
For Jesus is your Gop and Friend,
- He keeps whoe’er on Him are ftay’d,
. And He fhall keep them to the End.

Psarm XXXVIL

3 Y Heart to every Vice inclin’d,
o -The Sinner’s clofeft Sin bewrays;
The Fear of Gop he cafts behind,
-He hides himfelf among the Trees,
Self-foothing in his loft Eftate
Sleeps en fecure, and wakes too late.

2 His Words are all Deceit and Lies,
He hatches Mifchief on his Bed ;
- No longer to Salvation wife : i
In every Thought and Word and Deed
He cleaves to Sin and Sin alone; =~ =
Evil and He I find are One.

3 But Thou, O Lorp,. art full of Grace,
Above the Clouds thy Mercies rife,
Stedfaft thy Truth and Faithfulnefs,
Thy Word of Promife never dies, -
Nor Earth can fhake, nor Hell remove
The Bafe of thine Eternal Love,

: 4.‘/' Unfearchable thy Judgments are, -
A boundlefs bottomlefs Abyfs: .

But lo! thy providential Care.
Oer all thy Works extended is ;.

In Thee the Creatures live and mave,

And are : All Glory to thy Love!

s Thy Love fuftains the World it made,
.“Thy Love preferves both Man and Beaft,
Beneath thy Wing’s almighty Shade  _ -
“ The Sons of Men fecurely reft; .
And thofe who haunt the hallow’d Place
-'Shall banquet an thy richeft Grace.

o

Their
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Which ever iffues from thy Throne:
Fountain of Joy and Blifs fupream,
Eternal Life and Thou art One, :
To Us, to All fo freely given, .
The Light of Life, the Heaveh of Heaven!

Stay then with thofe that know thy Peace,
The fimple Meh of Heart fincere, ’

-From all their Foes and Sins reléafe,*

From Pride and Luft redeem them Zers,
Thine utmoft faving Grace extend,
And love, Q lave thcn_n to the End.-

“The Prayer is feal'd : We now forelce -

The Downfall of our inbred Foes :
Jesus hath got the Viory, - =

His own Right-hand our Sins o’erthrows,
Deftroy their Being with their Power ¢

'They, die, they fall to rife no mote..

e P:s A ;'M' LXV.

Y Heart is full of Curist, and longy
Its glorious Matters to declare !

‘

Of Him I make my Ioftier Songs,

I cannét from his Praife forbear;
My ready Tonguie makes hatte to fing
The Beauties of my Heav’nly King.
Fairer than all the Earth-born Race,

Perfe& in Comelinefs Thou art,
Replenifh’d are thy Lips with Grace, .

_And full of Love thy tender Heart ;
Gob ever bleft, we bow the Knee,
And own zll Fulnefs dwells in Thee..

Gird on thy Thigh the Spirit’s Sword,
And take to Thee thy Pow’r Divine,

Stir up thy Strength, Almighty Lorp,
All Pow’r and Majefty are Thine,*

G.3 Aflert .
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Affert. thy Worthip and Renown,
O All-redeeming Gop come down.

4 Come, and maintain thy righteous Caufe; -
And let thy glorious Toil fucceed;
Difpread the Viétory of thy Crofs.
‘ Ride on and profper in thy Deed,
Thro’ Earth trium;)ﬁ:.ntly ride on,
And reign in all our Hearts alone.

5 Still let the Word of Truth prevail, -
The Gofpel of thy General Grace,. .
Of Mercy mild that ne’er thall fail,
Of everlafting Righteoufnefs -
Into the faithful Soul brought in,
To root out all the Seeds.of Sin. '

6 Terrible Things thine own Right-hand-
Shall teach thy Greatnefs to perform :
Who in the vengeful Day can lglend
_ Unfhaken-by thine Anger’s Storim -
While riding on the Whirldwind’s Wings,.
They meet the Thundring King of Kings I
7 Sharp are the Arrows of thy Love,
And pierce the moft obdurate Heart ::
‘Their Point thine Enemies fhall prove, -
And ftrangely fill'd with pleaﬁng Smart,
Fall down before thy Crofs fubdu’d, '
‘And feel.thine Arrows dipt in Blood:

§ O Gop of Love, thy Sway we own,
Thy dying Love.doth all controul ;.
Juftice and Grace fupport thy Throne,
Set up imevery faithful-Soul, '
Stedfaft it ftands in‘them; and fure, '
~»  When pure:as Thow our. Gop art pure:.” -

g. Lover Thou art of Purity;.
And hateft every Spot of Siny
Nothing profane can dwell with Thee;.
Nothing unholy or unclean :
And therefore doth thy Father own »
His glorious Likenefs in his Son. _
. ' N _* Therefore -
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10 Therefore He hath his Spirit fhed,
Spirit of Joy, and Power, and Grace,
Immeafurably on thy Head ;
‘Firft-born of all the chofen Race,

From Thee the facred Unéion Springs
That makes thy Fellows Priefts and Kings.

-31 Sweet is the Odour of thy Name,

" Thro’ all the Means a Fragrance comes;
Thy Garments hide the Sinner’s Shame,
Thy Garments fhed Divine Perfumes,
That thro’ the Ivory Palace flow, .

The Church in which Thou reign’ft beld

12 Thy heavenly Charms the Virgins move,
And bow them to thy pleafing Sway ;.
Fhey triumph in thy Princely Love,
"Thy Will with all their Hearts. obey,.
Revere thine honourable Word,
The glorious Handmaids of the Lorp..

r3 High above all at thy Right-hand
Adorn’d with each diviner Grace,
Thy fav’rite Queen exults to ftand,
hy Church her heavenly Charms difplays,.
€loath’d :with the Sun,” fer Glory meet,
She fees the Moon beneath her Feet..

14 Daughter of Heaven, tho’ born on Earth,-
Incline thy willing Heart and Ear,
Forget thy firft ignoble Birth, - -
- Thy People and thy Kinsfolk here;-
So fhalt the King delight to fee ’
His Beauties copied -out on Thee,
15 HE only is thy Gop-and Lorp,. -
. Worfhip divine to Him be given, . N
By all the Hoft of Heayen ador’d,. :
" By every Creature under Heaven =
And all the Gentile World fhall know,-
Axnd frecly to his Service flow.. - -~
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16 The Rich fhall lay tl;eir Riches down,
And poor become for Jesu’s Sake,- .
Kings at his Fect fhall caft their Crown, ..
And humble Suit for Mercy make,
(Mercy alike on all beftow’d)
And languifh to be great in' Gobp.

17 Are not his Servants Kings ? and rule
They not o’er Hell, and Earth, 4nd Sin?
. His Daughter is divinely ‘full :
" - Of Curist, .and glorious #// within ;
‘All-glorious inwardly the reigns,
And not one Spot of Sin remains.

18 Cloath’d with Humility and Love, -
With ev'ry daz’ling Virtue bright,
With Faith which Gop vouchfafes t’ approve; .’
Precious in her great Father’s Sight,
The Royal Maid with Joy fhall come,
Triamphaiit to her Heavenly Home. .

19 Brought by his fweet attralting Grace,
She firft thall in his Sight appear,
In Holinefs behold his Face,
Mide perfeét with her Fellows bere,
Spotlefs, and pure, a Virgin Train
ey all fhall in his Palace reign.
20 In lien of Seers and Patriarchs old, .
Of whom fhe once did make her Boaft,
The Virgin Mother fhall behold |
Her numerous Sons, a Princely Hoft,
Inftail’d o’er all the Earth abroad, -
- Anointed Kings, and Priefts to Gop.* |
21 Thee, Jesus, King of Kings, and Lorp : .
_ Of Lords, I glory to proclaim, =~ - . ~
From Age to Age thy Praife record, ‘
~ That all the World may learn thy Name : -
And all fhall foon thy Grace adore;”
- When Time and Sin fhall be no more.

PsaLm
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. Psarm XLVIL

1 LAP your Hands, ye People all,
Praife the Gop on whom ye call,

Lift your Voice, and fhout his Praife,
-‘Triumph in his Sovereign Grace. '

| 2 Glorious is the Lor b moft high,

1 Terrible in Majefty,

l He his fov’relgn Sway maintains,
King o’er all the Earth he reigns.

3 He the People fhall fubdue,
Make us Kings and Conqu’rors toq,
Force the Nations to fubmit,
Bruife our Sins beneath our Feet.

4 He fhall blefs his ranfom’d Ones, -
Number us with /rae/’s Sons;
Gop our Meritage fhall prove,
Give us all a Lot of Love.

Jesus is gone up on high,

5 Takes his Seat above the Sky ;
Shout the Angel-Choirs aloud,
Ecchoing to the Trump of Goo !

6 Sons of Earth the Triumph join,
Praife Him- with the Hoft Divine,
_ Emulate the Heavenly Pow’rs,
} Their vitorious Lorp is Ours,

i 7 Shout the Gop enthron’d above,

[ Trumpet forth his c()nqu’ring Love,
Praifes to our Jesus fing, -

Praifes to our glerious King!

. .8 Power is all to Jesus giv'n,
Power o’er Hell, and Earth, and Heav’n!
l Power He now to Us imparts : ’
Praife Him with believing Hearts. -
.- o ea-

Y
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9 Heathens He compels t obe Vs
Saints He rules with mildeft Sway,
-Pure and holy Hearts alone -
Chufes for his quict Throne.

10 Peace to them and Power He brmgs,
Makes his Subjets Priefts and Kin

Guards, while in his Worthip join’ gs

Bids them caft the World behind.

11 On Himfelf He takes their Care, -
Saves them not by Sword or Spear,*
Safely to his Houfe they go,

. Fearlefs of th’ invading Foe.

12 Gop keeps off the hoftile Bands,
Gonp protets their happy Lands,
Stands, as Keeper of their Fields,
Stands as twice ten thoufand Shields.

1 3 Wonderful in Saving Power
Him let all our Hearts adore, .
Earth and Heaven repeat the Cry, *
Glory be to Gop moft high!

~

PS-A LM LVI

AVE Mercy, LORD, for Man hath none !
. From Day to Day he fill goes on
T'o fwallow up his Prey :
My Foes continual Battles wage,
And ftrive with unrelenting Rage
My helplefs Soul to flay.

2 Dreadful in Number and in Pow’r N
I fee them ready to dévour;
But when to Thee I cry, |
Returns my Faith, retires my Fear,
I feel, I feel the Savxour near, .
 The Lowrp,.the Lorp moft high!

Thre*
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3 Thro® Thee I will thy Word proclaim,
And blefs the mighty Jesu’s Name,
In whom I fill confide ;
Jesus is Good, and ftrong, and True ;
. I will not fear what Man can do,
When Gob is on my Side. >

4 They daily wreft the Words I fpeak,
In all their Thoughts my Ruin feek,
And clofe in Ambufh lie; )
They mark.my Steps, where’er I turn,
) As not to reft their Rage had fworn,
Till by their Hands I die. .

5 But Thou, O Lorp, fhall Vengeance take, -
And caft into the burning Lake
. he Veflels of thine Ire, = )
Who Thee, and all thy People hate, ]
Shall feel thy righteous Anger’s Weight
In everlafting Fire. '

6 I now beneath their Fury groan,
But Thou haft all my Suff'rings known,
The hafty Flights I took ;
Thou treafur’ft up my counted Tears, S
.And all my Sighs, and Griefs, 'and Fears, -
Are noted in thy Book. SN

. 7 Whenever on the Lorp I cry,
‘My Foes I know, fhall fear and fly,
.- For Gob is on my Sides
Thro’ Thee I will thy Word proclaim,
And blefs the mighty Jesu’s Name, -
-And #till in Him confide.

8 In Gop I truft, the Good, the True :
I will not fear what Flefh can do,
-For Jesus takes my Part; :
T blefs Thee, Saviour, for thy Grace,
Offer my Sacrifice of Praife, -
And pay Thee all my Heait: T,

. ' ~ For
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9 For Thou haft fav’d my Soul from Death,
From Sin, the World, and Hell béneath ;

___Thou haft my Sins forgiven,
That I'the glorious Light may fee,
. Walk before Gob, ant{ perfett be,
And live the Life of Heaven.

PsarLwm LVIL
1 BE ’i:\erciful, O Gop; to me;

0 me who in thy Love confide ;

'T'o thy prote&ing Love I flee, .
Beneath thy Wings my Soul I hide,

TiH Satan’s Tyranny is o’er,

And cruel Sin fubfifts no more.

2 To Gop will I in Trouble cry,
Who freely undertakes my Caufe;
My Gop moft merciful, and high;
Shall fave me from the Lion’s Jaws;
Deftroy him ready to devour,
With all his Works and all his Pow’r. -

3 The Lorb out of his holy Place -
His Mercy and.his Truth fhall fepd :
Jesus is full of Truth and Grace,
Jesus fhall fill my Soul defend ;
While in the Toils of Hell I lie,
And from the Den of Lions cry.

4 Among the Sons of Men I dwell,
Fierce as the wildeft Beafts of Prey;
Inflam’d with Rage like Fiends of Hell,
My Soul they feek to tare and flay :

As'Spears their Teeth, as Darts their Words,
Their double. Tongues are two-edg’d Swords.

5 Be Thou exalted, Lorp, above _

The higheft Names in Earth and Heav’n,

Let Angels fing thy glorious Love,
And blefs the Name to finners giv'n,

'All Earth and Heaven their King proclaim;

Bow every Knee to Jesu’s Name.
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6 To Thee let all my Foes fubmit,
‘Who hunt and bow my Spirit down ;
Them{elves fhall fall into their Pit,
‘Who feek my Death enfure their own;
‘Satan and Sin their Doom fhall have,
And fink into th’ infernal Grave.

7 My Heart is fix'd, O Gop, my Heart
Is fix'd to mumph in thy Grace:
(Awake my Lute, and bear thy Part,)’
My Glory is to fing thy Praife,
Till of thy Nature I partake,
And bright in all thine Image wake.

8 Thee will I praife among thine own ;
Thee will I to_the World extol,
And make thy Truth and Goodnefs known ;
Thy Goodnefs, Lorp, is over all, o
Thy Truth and Grace the Heavens tran{'cend,
‘Thy faithful Mercies never end.

9 Be Thou exalted, Lorp, above
“The higheft Names in Earth or Heaven,
Let Angels fing thy glorious Love,
And blefs the Name to Sinners given,
All Earth and Heaven their King proclaim;
Bow every Knee to Jesu®s Name!

Psaim LXXXIV.

O R D of the Worlds above,
How pleafant and how fair,
The Dwellings of thy Love,
Thy earthly Temples are!
To thine Abodeany Heart afpires,
With warm Defires to fee my Gou !

2 O happy Souls that pray, :
~ _ Where Gop appoints to hear! .
‘O happy Men that pay
Their conftant Service there ! '
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They praife Thee ftill : And happy the
Thai’ Ilc))ve the Way to Sion’s Hill. y

They go from Strength to Strength, ’
3 Thr%‘ this dark Vgatlt of Tears,
Till each o0’ercomes at length,
Till each in Heav’n appears.
O glorious Seat! Thou Goo our King
Shalt thither bring our willing Feet.

4 Gob is our Sun and Shield,
Our Light and our Defence ;
‘With Gifts his Hands are fill'd,
We draw our Bleflings thence :
He fhall beftow upon our Race
His faving Grace, and Glory too.

5 The Lorb his People loves,
His Hand no Good witholds
" From thofe his Heart approves,
From holy, humble Souls.
~ Thrice happy he, O Gop of Hofts,
Whofe Spirit trufts alone in Thee!

Psarm LXXXIX.

HY Mercies, Lorp, fhall be my Song,
My Song on them fhall ever dwell :

To Ages yet unborn my Tongue .

Thy never failing Truth fhall tell.

a For thy ftupendous Truth and Love,

Both Heaven and Earth juft Praifes owe,

By Choirs of Angels fung above,

And by affembled Saints below.

3 What Seraph of celettial Birth
To vie with Jirae/ s Gop fhall dare ?
Or whom among the Gods of Earth,
. With our Almighty Lorp compare ?

' With
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4 With Reverence and religious Dread
His Servants to his Houfe fhould prefs :
His Fear thro’ all their Hearts thould fpread,
. Who his Almighty Name confefs. -

5 Loro Goo of Armies, who can boaft
Of Strength and Power, like thine renown’d 2
Of fuch a num’rous faithful Hoit,
As that which does thy Throne furround ?

6 Thou doft the lawlefs Sea controul,
And change the Profpe&t of the Deep:
Thou mak’ft the fleeping Billows roll,
Thou mak’ft the rolling Billows fleep.

7 _In Thee the fov’reign Right remains
Of Earth and Heav'n: Thee, Lorp, alone
The World and all that it contains,
Their Maker and Preferver own.

8 Thy Arm is mighty, ftrong thy Hand,
Yet, Lorp, Thou doft with Juftice reign:
Poffeft of abfolute Command,

Thou Truth and Mercy doft maintain !

Psarm C,

¥ EFORE Jeuovan’s awful Throne,.
Ye Nations bow with facred Joy
Know that the Lorp is Gop alone ;
He can create, and He deftroy.

2 His fovereign Power without our Aid,
Made us of Clay, and form’d us Men;
And when like wand’ring Sheep we ftray’d,
He brought us to his Fold again.

3 We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songs,
High as the Heavens our Voices raife;
And Earth with her ten thoufand Tongues
Shall fill thy Courts with founding Praife.
. H: Y Wide,

.

N



[ 88]
4 Wide as the World is thy Command,
Vait as Eternity thy Love:
Firm as a Rock thy T'ruth muft ftand,
‘When rolling Years fhall ceafe to move.

PsaLwm CIIL

1 M Y Soul infpired with facred Love, -
" Gonp’s holy Name for ever blefs ;
Of all his Favours mindful prove,
And ftill thy greatful Thanks exprefs.

2 Tis He that all thy Sins forgives,
And after Sicknefs makes thee found :
From Danger He thy Life retricves, - ,
By Him with Grace and Mercy crown'd.

3 The Lorp abounds with tender Love,
‘And unexampled Aéts of Grace =

His waken’d Wrath doth flowly move,

His willing. Mercy flies apace. - -

4 As high as Heaven its Arch extends,
Above this little fpot of Clay,
So much his boundlefs Love tranfcends
The fmall Regard that we can pay.

5 As far as 'tis from Eaft to Wef,
8o far hath He our Sins remov’d ;
Who with a Father’s tender Breaft
Hath fuch as fear’d Him always lov’d.

6 The Lorp, the univerfal Kin‘g,
In Heaven hath fix’d his lofty Throne:
'To Him, ye Angels, Praifes fing,
In whofe great Strength his Praife is fhewn.

7 'Ye that his juft Commands obey,
~ And hear and do his facred Will,
Ye Hofts of his, this Tribute pay, -
Who ftill what He ordains fulfil. L
. et

.
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8 Let every Creatureé jointly blefs .
The mighty Lorp : And thou, my Heart,
With grateful Joy thy Thanks exprefs ;
v And in this Concert bear thy Part.

Psarm CIV,

r T)LESS Gop, my Soul : Thou, Lorp alone .
Pofleffeft Empire without Bounds ! -
With Honour Thou art crown’d: Thy. Threne-
‘Eternal Majefty furrounds. -

2 With Light Thou doft Thyfelf enrobe,-
And Glory for a Garment-take :
Heav'n’s Curtains firetch’d beyond the Globey -
Thy Canopy of State-to'make. -
3 Gon builds on liquid Air, and forms
His Palace Chambers in the Skies ; -
The Clouds his Chariots are, and Storms
The fwift-wing'd Steeds on which He flies, -

4 As bright as Flame, as {wift as Wind,
His Minifters Heav’n’s Palace fill,
To have their fundry Tafks affign’d,
All pleasld to ferve their-Sov'reign’s Will. -

5” Earth, on her Centre fix'd, He fet,
Her Face with Waters overfpread ;
Nor proudeft Mountains dar’d, as yet,
To lift above the Waves their Head.

6 But when thy awful Face appear'd,-
Th’ infulting Waves difpers’d ; they fled,
‘When once thy Thunder’s Voice they heard, .
And by their Hafte confefs'd their Dread.

7 Tence up by fecret Tralls they creep,
And guthing from the Mountain’s Side,
Thro® Valleys travel to the Deep,
Appointed to receive their Tige. i
Hi =~ Theisr
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8 There haft Thou fix’d the Ocean's Bounds, 4
The threatning Surges to repel, . :
That they no more o’erpafs their Mounds
-Nor'to a fecond Deluge fwell.

Part the Second.

1 ET thence in. {fmaller Parties drawn,
) The Sea recovers her loft Hills,
And ftarting-Springs from every Lawn
Surprize the Vale with plenteous Rills..

32 The Field’s tame Beaft are thither led,
Weaty with Labour, faint with Drought,
And Affes on wild Mountains bred,
Have Senfe to find thefe Currents out.

3 Their fhady Trees from fcorching Beams
Yield Shelter to the feather’d Throng;
They drink, and for the bounteous Streams,
Return the Tribute of their Song.

4 Thy Rains from Heaven parch’d Hills recruit,
That foon tranfmit the liquid Store,
Till Earth is burthen’d with her Fruit,.
And Nature’s Lap can hold no more.

5 Grafs, for our Cattle to devour,
Thou mak’ft the Growth of ev’ry Field ;
Herbs for Man’s Ufe of various Power, .
That either Food or Phyfic yield.

6 With clafter’d Grapes He crowns the Vine,
To chear Man’s Heart opprefs'd with Cares ;
. Gives Oil, that makes his Face to fhine,
And Corn that wafted Strength repairs.

Part the Third.

1 HE Trees of Gop without the Care
' Or Art of Man, with Sap are fed ;
The Mountain-Cedar looks as fair
As thofe in Royal Gardens bred.
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2 Safe in the lofty Cedar’s Arms
The Wand'rers of the Air may reft..
The hofpitable Pine from Harms
Proteéts the Stork, her pious Guett.

3 Wild Goats the craggy Rock afcend,
Its tow'ring Heights their Fortrefs make;.
Whofe Sells in Labyrinths extend,
Wihere feebler Creatures Refuge take..

4 The Moon’s inconftant Afpe& thows
Th’ appointed’ Seafons of the Year ;-
Th',inftru&ed Sun his Duty knows,
His Hour to rife, and difappear.

5 Darknefs he makes the Earth to fhroud;.
When Foreft-Beafts fecurely firay ;
Young Lions roar their Wants aloud
To Providence that fends them Prey:.

6 They range all Night, ‘on Slaughter bent;,
Till fummon’d by the rifing Morn,
To fculk in Dens, with one Confent,.
The confcious Ravagers retarn:

7 Forth to the Tillage of the Soil
The Hufbandman fecurely goes,.
Commencing with the Sun his Toil;
~ With him returns to his Repofe. .

8 How various, Lorv, thy Works are found I}
.For which thy Wifdom we adore ;
The Earth is with thy Treafure crown’d,.
'Fill Nature’s Hand can- grafp no more..

Part the Fourth.

1 UT #ill the vaft unfathom’d Main,
Of Wonders a new. Scene fupplies;.

Whofe Depths Inhabitants contain
Of every Form and every Size. Full
; _ . u
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£ Full freighted Ships from gvery Part-
There cut their unmolefted Way ;
Leviathan, whom there to fport o
Thou mad’f, hath Compafs there to play..
3* Thefe various Troops of Sea and Land
In Senfe of.common Want agree;
All wait on thy difpenfing Hand,
And have their daily Alms of Thee.

- They gather what thy Stores difperfe, .
* \{’yi;l%out their Trouble to rovii)de ;.’
Thou opelft thy Hand, the Unijverfe,
The craving World is all fupply'd.
5 Thou for 2 Moment hid’ft thy Face,
The num’rous Ranks of Creatures mourms:
Thou tak’ft their Breath, all Natures Race.
Forthwith to Mother Earth return.
6 Again Thou fend’ft thy Spirit forth
Tin{pire the Mafs with vital Seed ;-
Nature’s reftor’d, and Parent Earth
Smiles on her new-created Breed..

’

7 Thus thro’ fucceflive Ages ftands
Firth fix’d thy providential Care;
Pleas’d with the Work of thy own Hands, .
Thou doft the Waftes of Time repair.

& One Look of Thine, one wrathful Lool,.
"Earth’s panting Breaft with Terrors fills ;
One Touch from Thee, with Clouds of Smoke, . .
In Darknefs fhrouds the proudeft Hills, -

9 In praifing Gop, while He prolongs
My Breath, . I will that Breath employ,
And join Devotion to my Songs,
Sincere as is in Him my Joy.
10 While Sinners from Earth’s Face are hurl’d, -
- My Soul praife Thou his holy Name,
Till with my Song the lift'ning World
Jein Concert, and his Praife proclaim. .

PsarLm:



[ 93]
Psarm CXII

1 E Saints and Servants of the Lorp,
-The Triumphs of his Name record,.
His facred Name for ever blefs ;
‘Where’er the circling Sun difplays
His rifing Beams or fetting Rays,
Due Praife to.his great Name addrefs..

2 Gob thro’ the World extends his Sway,
‘The Regions of eternal Day
But Shadows of his Glory are;
With Him, whofe Majefty excels, -
Who made the Heaven in which He dwells,,
Let no created Power compare.

3 Tho’ ’tis beneath his State to view

In higheft Heaven what Angels do,
Yet He to Earth vouchfafes his Cares:

He takes the Needy from his Cell,

Advancing him in Courts to dwell,

Companion of the greateft there.

4 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghotft,
The Gop whom Heaven’s triumphant Hoft
And fuffering Saints on Earth adore,
Be Glory as in Ages paft,
As now it is, and fo fhall laft
When Earth and Heaven {hall be no more..

Psarm CXIV.

I XX PYHEN /Jjrael freed from Pharash’s Hand,,
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land,
The Tribes with chearful Homage own
Their King ; and F«dab was his Throne,

2 Acrofs the Deep their Journey lay ;

. The Deep divides to make them Way: -
Fordan beheld their March and fled

. With backward Current to his Head.

Tha .
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3 The Mountains fhook like frighted Sheep :
Like Lambs the little Hillocks leap:
Not Sina: on his Bafe could-ftand,
Confcious of fovereign Power at Hand.

4 What Power could make the Deep divide ¥
Make Fsrdan backward roll his Tide ? ’
. Why did ye leap, ye little Hills?
And whence the Fright that Sinagi feels ?

5 Let every Mountain, every Flood
Retire, and knew th’ approaching Gopo,
The King of Ifrae/: See Him here ;
Tremble thou Earth; adore and Fear !

6 He Thunders, and all Nature mourns;.
‘Fhe Rock to ftanding Pools he turns;
Flints fpring with Fountains at his Word,_
And Fires and Seas confefs the Lornb..

The fame.

1 HEN Ifrael out of Egypt came; ’
Andleft the proud Oppreflor’s Land,,
Conduéted by the Great I AM, o
Safe in the Hollow of his Hand ;
The Lorp in J/rae/ reign’d alone, .
And Fudab was his fav'rite Throne.

2. 'The Sea beheld his Power, and fled,.
Difparted by the wond'rous Rod,
Fordan ran backward to his Head,. -
~ And Sinai felt th’ incumbent Gop,
- The Mountains fkip’d like frighted Rams,.
"The Hills leap’d after them as Lambs.

3 What ail’d thee, O thou trembling Sea,
What Horror turn’d the River back 2 .
Was Nature’s Gop difpleas’d at thee ?
And why fhonld Hills and Mountains fhake ?:
Ye Mountains huge, who tkip’d like Rams,
Ye Hills who leap’d as frighted Lambs !

Eafth; -
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7 _ 4 Earth tremble on with all thy Sons
In Prefence of thy awful Lorbp,
Whofe Power inyerted Nature owns,
" Her only Law his fovereign Word:

He thakes the Céntre with his Nod,
And Heaven bows down to Facs’s Gon.

5 Creation variéd by his Hand
Th’ Omnipotent Jenovau knows :
. The Sea is turn’d to folid Land,
The Rock into’a Fountain flows,
And all Things, as they change, proclaim
“Their Lorp eternally the fame. T

Psarm CXVI

a Trou, who wher' I did complain,
Didtt all my Griefs remove,
O Saviour do not new difdain’
My humble Praife and Love.

2 Since Thou a pitying Ear didft give,
And hear me when I pray'd,
Tl call upon‘Thee while I live,
And never doubt thy Aid.
3 Pale Death with all his gaftly Train,
[ My Soul encompafs'd round, ,
‘ .Anguifh and Sin, and Dread, and Pain, -
On ev’ry Side I found.

4 To Thee, O Lorp of Life I pray\d, - -

| And did for Succour flee :
| .0 fave, (in"my Diftrefs I faid)
The Soul that trufts in Thee!
, ;5 How Good Thou art! How large thy Grace!
| How eafy to forgive! . _
{ The Helplefs Thou delight't to raife :
‘ .And by thy Love I live.

~ Then
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& Then, O my Soul, be never more
With anxious Thoughts diftreft,
Gob’s bounteous Love doth thee reftore
To Eafe and Joy and Rett.

7 My Eyes no longer drown’d in Tears,
My Feet from falling free, .
Redeem’d from Death, and guilty Fears, -
O Lorp, I'll live to Theel .

Psarm CXVIL

1 E Nations, who the Globe divide,
) Ye num’rous Nations fcatter’d wide,
To Gop your grateful Voices raife :
To all his boundlefs Mercies fhown
His Truth to endlefs Ages known
Regquire our endlefs Love and Praife.

2 To Him who reigns enthron’d on high,
“T'o his dear Son who deign’d to die,
Our Guilt and Errors to remove ?
To that bleft Spirit who Grace imparts,
Who rules in all Believing Hearts,
" Be ceafelefs Glory, Praife, and Love!

Psar M CXVIIL

1 LL Glory t6 our gracious Lorp;
" A His Love be by his Church ador’d,
His Love eternally the fame : -
His Love let Aaron’s Sons confefs,
" His Free, and Everlafting Grace
* Letall that fear the Lorp proclaim.

2 In Trouble on the Lorp I cried,
And felt the pard’ning Word applied ;
He anfwerd me in Peace and Power,
He pluck d my Soul out of the Net,
In a large Place.of Safety fet,
And bad me go and fin'no more.
- The
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"2 The Lorp I now can fay, is mine,
And confident in Strength Divine

Nor Men, nor Friends, nor Flefh I fear:

“Jesus the Saviour takes my Part,
And keeps the I{fues of my Heart,
My Helper is for ever near.
Wherefore I foon my Wifh fhall fee
On all who hate and ftrive with me,
My full Redemption now draws nigh.
Mine Enemies fhali all be flain,
And not one Spot of Sin remain ;
Its Relicks fhall for ever die.

3 Better it is in Gob to truft,

In Goo the Good, the Strong, the Juft,

Than a falfe, finful Child of Man ;
Better in Jesus to confide o
Than every other Prince befide,

Who ofter all their Helps in vain,

His All-fufficient Help I found, -

"The hoftile Nations compafs’d Round,
And Him my Saviour I proclaim:-

Hell, Earth, and Sin fubdu’d I fee;

I foon fhall more than Conqueror be,
And all deftroy thro’ Jesu’s Name,

" 4 They kept-me in on every Side,

Satan, the World, and Luft, and Pride,
" On every Side they kept me in:
Yet thro’ the Name on which I call,
I furely fhall deftroy them all ;
My Lorp fhall make an End of Sin.

“Begirt with Hofts of Enemies
Vexatious as thick fwarming Bees,
. Quench’d as a Blaze of Thorns I fee
Their Fury’s.momentary Flame ; '
I all deftroy thro’ Jesu’s Name,
And live from Sin for ever free.

I

¢

O Sin

-
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O Sin, my cruel Bofom Foe,
Oft haft thou fought my Soul t' o’erthrow,

And forely thrut at me in vain :

In my Defence the Saviour ftoed,
Cover'd with his viorious Blood,

And arm’d my fprinkled Heart again,
Righteous I am in Flim, and ‘ftrong,
He is become my joyful Song,

My Saviour and Salvation tco :

I triumph thro’ his mighty Grace, .
And pure in Heart fhall fee his Face,
And rife in Carist a Creature new.

6 The Voice of Joy, and Love, and Praife,
And Thanks-for his redeeming Grace
Among the Juftified is found :
‘With Songs that rival thofe above,
Withi Shouts proclaiming Jesu's Love,
Both.- Day and Night their Tents refound. -

The Lorp’s Right-hand.hath W orders-wrought,

Above the Reach of Human Theught,
The Loz p’s Right-hand exalted is;

We fee it ftill ftretch’d out to fave,-

The Power of Gop in Carist we have,
And JEsus is'the Prince of Peace.

7 I fhall not die in Sin, butlive,

To Curist my Lorp the Glory give,
His Miracles-of Grage deelare, -

When He the Work: of Faith hath done,

‘When I have put his Image on,
And Fruit unto Perfe&ion bear.

The Lorp hath forely ehaften’d-me,
And bruis'd for mine Iniquity,
Yet-Mercy would not give me up,
Caught from the Jaws of fecond Death,
Pluck’d out of the Devourer's Teeth,
He bids'me now rejoice in Hope.

Open

-
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Open the Gates of Righteoufnefs,
Receive me into Curist my Peace,
That I his Praifes may record ;
He is the Truth, the Life, the Way, -
The Portal of Eternal Day,
. The Gate of Heaven ix CarisT my Lowrp.

Thro’ Him the Juft fhall enter in,.
Sav'd to the Uttermoft from Sin ¢
Already fav’d from all its Pow’r :
The Lorp my Righteoufnefs I praife,
And calmly wait the perfe&t Grace,
When born of Gop I.fin no more.

Jesus is lifted up on high, - :
Whom Man refus’d and doom’d to die,
He is become the Corner-Stone,
Head of the Church He lives and reigns,
His Kingdom over all maintains, -
High on his Everlafting Throne.

"The Lorp th’ amazing Work hath wrought,

‘Hath from the Dead our Shepherd brought,

Reviv'd on the third glorious Day :
This is the Day our Gop hath made,
The Day for Sinners to be glad

In Him who bears their Sins away.

g0 Thee, Lorp, with joyful Lips we praife,

Now, fend us now thy faving Grace,
Make this the acceptable Hour :

Our Hearts would now receive Thee in;

Enter, andymake an End-of Sin, )
And blefs us with the perfe& Pow'r.

Blefs us, that we may call Thee bleft,
Sent down from Heaven to give us Reft,
Thy gracious Father to proclaim,
His finlefs Nature to impart,
In every new, believing Heart
‘Lo manifeft his glorious Name.

Iz . 'Go._n
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11 Gop is the Lorp that fhews us Light,
Then let us render Him his Right; -
"The Offerings of a thankful Mind,
Prefent our living Sacrifice,
And to his Crofs in clofeft Ties v
With Cords of Love our Spirit bind.

Thou art my Gop, and Thee I praife,

Thou art my Gop, I fing thy Grace,
And call Mankind v’ extol thy Name =

All-Glary to our gracious Lorp,

His Name be prais’d, his Love ador’d,
Thro’ all Eternity the fame.

PsarmMm CXXI,

1 O the Hills I lift mine Eyes.
The everlafting Hills,
Streaming thence in frefh Supplies,
My Soul the Spirit feels :
Will He not his Help afford?
Help, while yet I afk, is:given: }
Gobp comessdown : The Gop and Lorp
_'That made both Earth and Heaven.

-2 Faithful Soul, (gray always ; pray,
‘ And ftill in Gop confide ;
«* He thy feeble Steps fhall ftay,

Nor fufler Thee to flide :

Lean on thy Redeemer’s Breaft, | °

_ He thy quiet Spirit keeps, '

Reft in Him, fecurely reft ;

Thy Watchman never {leeps.

3 Neither Sin, nor Earth, nor Hell,
Thy Keeper can furprize,
Carelefs Slumber cannot fteel
. - __ Onhis All-feeing Eyes :
v Heis Ifrael’s fure 1§efence¢ o
Drael all his Care thall prove,
Kept by watchful Providence,
nd ever-waking Love.
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4 See the Lorp thy Keeper fiand’
* Omnipotently near:
Lo! He holds Thee by thy Hand,
And banithes thy Fear; ,
Shadows with his- Wings thy Head,
Guards from all impending Harms ;.
Round thee and beneath are {pread
The everlafting Arms.

5 Thee in Evil’s fcorching Day,
“The Sun fhall never {mite:
Thee the Moon’s maligneft Ray
. Shall never blaft by Night: ~
Safe from known or fecret Foes,.

Free from Sin s Thrall,
Gop, when El¢h\Bartlt,- He oppofe,.
Shall kee ‘gz‘e'fafe from-afed, v

A
6 Curist fh /ﬂ:biefs&ly ing out;, -
Shallbal's‘i' omiﬁggQ i~ ;)

Kindly compafs ¢ Rty
! g o R

Till tho - fav ’ gﬁ"
Like thy fpotfels Mafter thot,> / '
Fill'd with i@bw v} ‘dnd Power.
Holy, pure, and perfell now,
Henceforth, and evermore.. :

PsaLrm CXXIIL

T How overjoy’d was I,
O When the {olemn Hour drew nigh.¥
Summon’d to the Houfe of Prayer,
Flew my Soul: to worfhip there. -

2 Come, my chearful Brethren faid,
Let us.go with hely Speed;:

‘Let us hafte with one Aecord
To.the Temple of our Lorp. -

2 Running at his kind Command; /
There our ready Feet fhall ftand,
Still within the facred Gate -
Will we for his Mercy wait; .

_ i I3 Liove=
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"Love the Channels of his Grace, ,

Réverence the hallow’d Place:.
Where our Lorp records his Name,
Stay we in Ferufalem.

Gop hath built his Church below,
Labour’d all his Art to thew ;

Each with each the Parts agree,

~ Fram’d in perfe& Symmetry,
" There the chefen Tribes go up,

Teftify their Gofpel.Hope,
Praife, and blefs th’ Incarnate Word,
Shout the Name of Curist the Lorp !

4 There are daron’s miter'd Sons,

6

There th’ apoftolic Thrones!

M.fzs* legiflative Chair,

Gon’s great Hierarchy’s there.
Pray, my Friends, and never ceafe,

Wrettle on for Sion’s Peace:
Make her ftill your pious Care,

On your Hearts for ever bear. -

Hail the venerable Name,
Lovely, dear Ferufalem! .
Thee who blefs, fhall blefled be,
Profper for their Love to Thee.

Dwell within thy Ramparts Peace,
Plenty deck thy Palaces, ’
Jesus fend thee from above

All the Treafures of his Love.

For my Friends and Brethren’s Sake,
Thee my deareft Charge I make,
England’s des’late Church be mine,
Sion, all my Soul:be Thine.

O thou Temple of iy Gon, -

For thy Sake I {fpend my Blood,

Longing here thy_ Rife to fee,
Glad to live, and die for Thee.

BN

N

\

Psarm
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PsaLm CXXIIL

1 Tuou that on thine Heav’nly Throne
"Doft undifturb’d for ever reign, .
. To Thee a Worm of EarthI groan,
To Thee I lift my Eyes in Pain,
And weary of my Burden pray,
Thy Love to take this Curfe away.. -

2 As Servants whom their Lior p-chaftife,.
Beneath the Scourge impatient ftand,
. So on the Lorp we turn our Eyes,
And wait till Mercy ftops his Hand ;
'Till all his grievous Plagues remove,
And angry Juftice yields to Love.

3 Have Merey, Lonn, the World reﬁram:
The Wicked is'a Scourge of Thine:
Crufh’d by the Pride of carnal Man,
. Dire Inftrument of Wrath Divine..
" Our Soul in" helplefs Mifery lies;
/ And only Thou can’ft bid us rife.

4 Contemn’d and hated for thy Caufe, -
Thy only Favour we implore ; .
Strengthen us to endure the Crofs,
Till all their Tyranny is o’er,
Till Curist with our Reward comes dawn
And ev'ry Sufferer takes his Crown.

Psarm CXXIV.

AD not the Lor b for Frael food,
When Men and Fiends againft us_rofe,
Stretch’d out his Hand, and ftem’d the Flood,
And ftopt the Fury of qur Foes,
Our Foes had fwallow’d up their Prey,-
And torn our Shield and Souls : away :
Had
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2 Had not the Lorp we now may cry,.
. Appear’d his People to fuftain,
The threat'ning Floods that dafh’d the Sky,
Had whirl’d us down to Hell again ;
O’erwhelm’d us in the Gulph beneath,
And plung’d our Souls in endlefs Death.

3-But Gob hath queil'd their angry Pride,.
And kept us ix our evil Hour,
His Name we bleft and glorify’d,
He hath. not left us to their Pow's,
His Word reftrain’d their lawlefs Will,
And bad the raging Sea be ftill.

4 He pluck’d the Prey out-of their Teeth,.
Our Seuls have *feap'd the: Fowler’s Snare,.
Broke thso’ the Toils of Sin and Death; -
And lo! our Helper we declare,
The Lexp of Heav'n and Earth proclainy,,
And blefs th*Almighty Jesv’s Name..

 Psarm CXXV.
E J HO in the Lorp confide,
" And feel his fprinkled Bloed,,
In Storms and Hurricanes abide.
Firm ds the Mount of Gouo:
. Stedfaft, ‘and fixt, and furg
~ His Sion cannot move,
_ His faithful People ftand fecure -
In Jesu’s Guardian Love..
‘2z As round Fernfalem -
The hilly Bulwarks rife,
8o Gobp protefts and covers them-
From all their Enemies: ‘
. On every Side Hé ftands,
~ And for his Jraei cares, -
And fafe in his Almighty Hands .
Theijr Sauls for ever bears. - - -
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For lo! the reign of Hell
And hellith Men is o’er, -
They can perfuade, they can compel
" 'The Juft to fin no more :
To Devils, Men, or Sin
They need no more give Place,
Nor ever touch the Thing unclean
When cleans’d by pard’ning Grace.

But let themftill abide
- In Thee, All-gracious Lorbp,
Till ev’ry Soul is fan&ify’d,
And perfe@ily reftor’d. )
The Men of . Heart ﬁncere
Continue to defend, '
And do them Good, and fave them here,
And love them to the £nd. .

Who to their Sins draw ba.ck
- And love again to ftray, :
_The narrow Path of Life forfake, . . ___ -
‘And throng the fpacioas Way,
Back to their Vomit turn,
;.And fall from pard’ning Grace;
The Lorp to punifh them hath fworn,
And drive them from his Face.

But Peace, and Péw’r and Love
Shall Jjrael’s Portion be, :
They all his Promifes fhall prove, e

.

. And all his Goodnefs fee,

Holy and pure in Heart

Obtain the perfe&t Pow'r :
They can fo more from Gop depart

When they can fin no more.

- B PsaLn
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Psarm CXXVL

T HEN our redeeming Loro
VV Pronounc’d the pard’ning Word,’
Turn’d our Soul’s Captivity,
O what fweet Surprize we found!
Wonder atk’d, ¢ And can it be! ”
. Scarce believ’d the welcome Sound.

2 And is’it not a Dream? :
-And are we fav'd thro’ Him?
Yes, our bounden Heart replied,
Yes, broke out our joyful Tongue,
Freely we are juftify d ;-
This the new, the Gofpel-fong!

3 The Heathen too could fee
Our glorious Liberty : o
All our Foes were forc’d t6 own, - -~ 7
Gob for them hath Wonders wrought :
‘Wonders He fer us hath done, '
From the Houfe of Bondage brought.

To us our gracious Gop .

His pard’ning Love hath fhew’d,
Now our joyful Souls are free

From the Guilt and Power of Sin,
Greater Things we foon fhall fee,

We fhall foon be pure within.

§ Tumnus again, O Lorp,
Pronounce the fecond Word,
Loofe our Hearts, and let us go
Down the Spirit's fulleft F lood,
Freely to the Fountain flow,
All be fwallow'd up in Goo.

6 . Who for thy Coming wait,
And wail their loft Eftate,
Poor, ‘and fad, and empty fill,
Who for full Redemption weep,

, They
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They fhall thy Appearing feel,
~ Sow in Tears, in Joy to reap.

7 Who feed immortal bears,
And wets his Path with Tears, .
Doubtlefs he fhall foon return, -
Bring his Sheaves with vaft Increafe,
Fullyof the Spirit born, . o
Perfetted in -Holinefs. . h

’

Psarm CXXVIIL
1 BL EST is the Man that fears the Lc-nm,' _

And walks in all his Ways,
An Earneft of his great Reward,

On Earth his Mafter pays.

2 Thou fhalt not fpend thy Strength in vain
For perithable Food,
Thy Father fhall his own fuftain;
And fill thy Soul with Good. -

$ Happy in Him thy Sonl-fhall be,
And on his Fulnefs Feed, _
Jesus who came from Heav’n for thee
Shall be thy living Bread, :

4 Thy Wife fhall as the fruitful Vine
) " Her blooming Offspring fhew,
‘ Thy Childrep thall be Gop’s, not thine, -
_His pleafant Plants below.

5 Around thy plenteous Table fpread
Like Olive-Branches fair, )
Heav’n-ward they in thy Steps fhall tread,
And meet their Parents. there.

6 Thus fhall the Man be bleft who owns
His Maker for his Lorp :
Or doubly bleft with better Sons
Begotten by the Word. :

The
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2 The Children of thy Faith and Prayer,
Thy joyful Eyes fhall fee,
Shall fee the profp’rous Church and fhare
In her Profperity. .

8 Sion again fhall lift her Head,
And flourifh all thy Days, .

- Thy Soul fhall fee the faithful Seed, . -
And blefs the rifin}y Race. -

9 Fill'd with the abiding Peace divine,
With . Jjrael’s Blefling bleft, T T
Thou then the Church above fhalt join,
And gain the Heav'nly Reft.

1

.PSALMJCXXXL

1 ORD, if Thou the Grace impart, .
Poor in Spirit, meek in Heart,
I fhall as my Matfter be .
Rooted in Humility.

2 From the Time that Thee I know, ) . \
Nothing fhall I feek below, ’
Aim at nothing Great or High,
Lowly both my Heart and Eye.

3 Simple, teachable, and mild, S
Aw’d into a little Child, =~ .
Quiet now without my Food,
Wean'd from ev’ry Creature-Good,

4 Hangs my new-born Soul on Thee, - , )
Kept from all Idolatry, /
Nothing wants beneath, above,
Happy, happy in thy Love.

§ O that all might feek and find. - . !
Ev'ry'Good in Jesus join'd, ; ‘
Him let Jj7ae/ ftill adore,

Truft Him, praife Him evermore!
. > . " Paim
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Psaim CXXXIL

1 EmemBer Lowp, the pious Zeal |
Of every Soul that cleaves to. Thee,
The Troubles for thy Sake they feel,
" - Their eager Hopes thy Houfe to fee;
Their Vows to cry, and never reft, - . -
Till Thou art in thy Church- ador'd,
And dwell’Rt in ev’ry faithful Breaft,
And count’ft them worthy of their Lorp.

£ We 0o the Joyful Sound have heard "’
That Goo is coming to his Place .. .
Here in the Wildernefs prepar’d ;
‘Our Lorp his ruin’d Church fhall rar,fe
For this our willing Soul fhall go, -
And lowly at his Footftool lye; B
“Where’er his Tent is pitch’d below, .
And for a glorious Temple cry.

3 Arife, O Lorp; into thy Reft, ER
' Thou, and thy Ark of erfe& Power,

Gop over all, for ever bleg :
Thee, Jesus, let our Hearts adore .

Thy Priefts be cloath’d with Righteoufnefs,
Thy Praife their happy Lives employ,

‘The Saints in Thee their All poffefs, -
And fhout the Sons of Gop for Joy.

4 O for thy Love, thy Jesu’s Sake,

Us, thine anointed Ones receive, -

In the Belov’d accepted make,
And bid us to thy Glory live.

‘The Lorp hath fworn in Righteoufnefs,
And feal’d the Cov’nant with his Son,

T will thy faithful Seed increafe,
And 'fiablith them on David's Throne,

g If in my Word thy Children flay,
And in their Saviour’s Footfteps trcad,

X . . The

N
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The glorious Gofpel-Truth obey,
The Truth fhall make them free indeed.
Renew'd and Sanéify’d by Grace, -
The Pillars fhall no more remove, .
An holy, chofen, pesfe& Race, . ]
.. Enthton’d in everlafting Love. -~ *%.
6 For lo! the Lorp a Seed hath chofe,
" His Grace and Gloryto difplay,
His own peculiar People, thofe '
Whoe’er the Gofpel-Call obey, .
Sion, he faith, my Reft fhall be, -
** The Faithful fhall my Prefence feel,
I long for All, whe long for Me, =~ °
And will in them for ever dwelll -~ .

7 T will increafe their gracious Store, .
~-My Sim every Moment feed, -
And fatisfy the hungry Poor, S
And flF their Souls with living Bread: -
‘With Garments of Salvation dec n T
Her Priefts, and cloath with Robes of Praife,
Her Saints their Joy: aloud fhall fpeak,
- And fhout my all-fufficientGrace.
8 There fhall the Horn of David bud,
" There I have fet the Lamp Divine,
The Wifdom and the Power of Gob,, .
‘Ir. mine anointed Son fhall fhine. -
Messias on my Throne fhall fit -
Supream till all kis Foes are flain,
Till Death expires beneath his Feet, =
The Sinper’s Advocate: fhall reigm.

-

Psarm CXXXINI.
"y TDEHOLD how ood a Thing '
S B Itis to dwellgin Peace,
How pleafing to our King -
This Fruit of Righteowfnefs. -
, i ' When
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When Brethren all in One agrees
Who knows the Joys of Unity !
2 When All are fweetly join'd,
(True Followers of the Lamb,
The fame in Heart and Mind,)

‘And think and fpeak the fame,
And all in Leve together dwell; :
- The Comfort is unfpeakable. ' ‘

3 Where Unity takes Place, a
The Joys of Heaven we pnove,
This is the Gofpel-Grace, -
The Un&ion from above,
‘The Spirit on all Believers fhed;
Defcending {wift from CurisT our Head~

4 Where Unity is found,
T'he fweet anointing Grace
Extends to all around,
And confecrates the Place; .
To every waiting Soul it comes,
And fills it with divine Perfumes.

5 Jesus, our great High-Prieft, :
- For us the Gift receiv'd, N -
For us, and all the reft, :
Who have in Him behev d;
Forth from our Head the B!eﬁing goes,
And all his feamlefs Coat o’erflows. = -

'3 On all his chofen Ones
' The precious Oil comes down:
1t runs, and as it runs,
It ever will run on,
Even to his Skirts=—the meaneft Name
That longs to love the bleeding Lamb

From Aaron’s Beard it rolls
(Thofe neareft to his Face)
.'The humble, trembling Souls, .
- Who feebly fue for Grate ;. IR

-
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I know the Grace for All is free,
For lo! it reaches now to me.

$ Grace every Morning new, o
And every Night we feel,
The foft refrething Dew, '
That falls from Hermon's Hill ;
On Sion it doth fweetly fall,
The Grace of One defcends on All.

9 Ev’n now our Lorp doth pour
The Blefling from above,
A kindly gracious Shower -
Of heart-reviving Love,
The Former and the latter Rain,
- The Love of Gop, and Love of Man.

10 In Him when Brethren join,
And follow after Peace,-
The Fellowfhip Divine = . «
He promifes to blefs,
His chiefeft Graces to beftow,
Where Two or Three are met below.

1n The Riches of his Grace, . )
In Fellowthip are given,
To Sien’s chofen Race,
The Citizens of Heaven;
He fills them with his choiceft Store,
He gives them Life for evermore.

PsaLm VC'XXXIV.V \

] Servants of Gop, Whofe diligent Care,

' Is ever'employ’d In Watching and Pray’r,
With Praifes unceafing Your Jesus %oclaim,
Rejoicing and blefling His excellent Name.

"2 *Tis Jesus commands, Come all to his Houfe,

" Andlift up your Hands,And payHim yourVows;
And while ye are giving Your Maker his Due,
‘The Liorp out of Heaven Shall fan&ify you.

’
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PsAarLmMm CXXXIX

Hov, Loz D, by ftritteft Seasch hatt knawn'
My rifing up and lying down ;
My fecret Thoughts are known to Thee,
Known long before conceiv’d by me.

2 Thine Eye my Bed and Path furve'ys,
My public Haunts, and private Ways : -
Thou know’ft what ’tis my Lips would vent,
My yet unutter’d Words Intent.

3 .Surrounded by thy Power I ftand,.
On every Side I find thy Hand.
O Skill, for human Reach too highI'
Too dazlmg bright for mortal Eye!

4 O could I fo perfidious be,
To think of once deferting Thee ! r
‘Where, Lorp, could 1 thy Influence thun,
Or whether from thy Prefence run}

5 If up to Heaven I take my Flight,
*TFis there Thou dwell’t, enthron‘d in: Light:
If down to Hell’s infernal Plains,
*Tis there Almighty Vengeance reigns.

6 If I the Morning’s Wings could gain,
And fly beyond the weftern Main ;
Thy fwifter Hand would firft arrive,
And there arreft thy Fugitive.

7 Or fhould I try to fhun thy Sight;
Beneath the fable Wings of Night ;
One Glance from Thee, one piercing Ray
‘Would kindle Darknefs into Day.

8 The Veil.of Night is no Difguife, *

-No Screen from thy all-fearching Eyes «
Thro’ Midnight Shades Thou ﬁnd‘it the Way,
As in the blazmg Noon of Day.

Thowm

@
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9 Thou know'ft the Texture of my Heart,
* My Reins, and every vital Part; .
Each fingle Thread in Nature’s' Loom

By Thee was cover'd in the Womb.

1o I'll praife Thee from whofe Hands I came,
A Work of fuch a curious Frame ; '
The Wonders Thou in me baft fhewn,

My Soul with grateful Joy fhall own.

11-Thine Eye my Subftance did furvey
While yet a lifelefs Mafs it lay ;
In'fecret how exaltly wrought, .
E'er from its dark Inclofure brought.

12 Thou didft the thapelefs Embryo fee,
Its Parts were regifter’d by Thee ;
Thou faw'ft the daily Growth they took,
Form'd by the Model of thy Book.

13 Let me acknowledge too, O Goo,
Tthat fince the Maze of Life I trod,.
Thy Thoughts of Love to me furmount
The Power of Numbers to recount.

14 Search, try, O Lorp, my Reins and Heart,
If Evil lurk in any Part; ’
Corre@ me where I go aftray,
And guide me in the perfet Way.

-~

PsaLm CXLV. 7, &c.

1y W EET. is the Mem’ry of thy Grace,
~ My Gob, my heavenly King!

Let Age to Age thy Righteoufnefs

, In-Sounds of Glory fing.
" 2 Gob reigns on high, but not confines

His. Goodnefs to the Skies; :
Thro' the whole Earth his Goodnefs fhines,

- And ev'ry Want fupplies. - -
: o ’ With

o
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3 With longi g Eye thy Creatares wait
-On Thg::, for daily Food ; -
Thy lib’ral Hand provides them Meat,
And fills their Mouths with Good. =~ «

« How kind, are thy Compaflions, Lorp ¥
How flow thine Anger moves! -
But foon He fends his pard’ning Word,
- To chear the Soul He loves.

g Creatures, with all their endlefs Race,
Thy Power and Praife proclaim :
But we, who tafte thy richer Grace,.’
Delight to blefs thy Name.

\

Part the Second, Ver. 14. &e.
1 LE‘T every Tongue thy Goodnefs fpeak,

Thou fov'reign Lorp of all!
Thy ftrength’ning Hands uphold the Weak,
Aund raife the Popr that fall.

2 When Sorrow bows the Spirit down,
Or Virtue lies diftreft, , .
Beneath the proud Oppreflor’s Frown,
Thon giv’ft the Mourner Reft. '

. 3 The Lorp fupports our infant Days,.
. And guides our giddy Youth;

' " Holy and juft are all thy Ways, ~

f And all thy Words are Truth.

4 Thou know’t the Pains thy Servants feel, -

Thou hear'ft thy Children cry,
And their beft withes to fulfil .

Thy Grace is ever nigh. '

§ Thy Mercy never fhall ‘remove
From Men of Hgparts fincere ;
Theu fav’ft the Souls, whofe humble Love
Is join'd with holy Fear. _ -
’ | | "
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6 My Lipsfhall:dwell upon'thy Praife, ~
_ And fpread thy Fame abroad: - '
Let all the Sons of Adam raife ' ‘
The Honoursof their Gep. -

PsaLm CXLVT .

1 Y'LL praife niy Maker while I’ve Breath,
* L And when my Voice is loft in Death,
Praife thall employ my nobler Powers ;.
My Days of Praife fhall ne’er be paft,
While Life and 'I‘rhm:lght and Being laft,
Or Immortality endures : :

2 Happy the Man whofe Hopes rely -
On Jjrael’s Gon : He made the Sky, . .
And Earth and Seas, with all their Train =
His Truth for ever ftands fecure ; S -
He faves th’ Oppreft ; He feeds the Poor,.
And pone ﬂlaﬁ find his Promife vain.
3 The Lorp pours Eye-fight on the Blind,.
The Lorp fupports the fainting Mind ; )
He fends thé labouring Cenicience Peace,,.
He helps the Stranger in Diftrefs, -
The Widow and the Fatherlefs, ’ .
And grants the Prifoner fweet Releafe.

4 Tl praife Him while He lends me Breath,. . - g

And when my Voite is lof in Death,
Praife fhall employ my nobler Powers ;:
My Days of Praife fhall ne’er be paft, ”
* While Life and Thought and Being laft;,
Or Immortality endures. :

Psarm CXLVIL -

' P RAISE ye the Lorn; s good to raife- -

- Our Hearts and Voices in his Praife ;
His Nature and his Works invite .
“Tamake this Duty our Delight. a
- P C
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2 He form’d the Stars, thofe heav’nly Flzmes,.‘ .

He counts their Numbers, calls their Names:
His Wifdom’s vaft, and knows no Bound,
A Deep where all our Thoughts are drown'd.

3 Great is the Lorp, and great his might,
And all his Glories infinite :
He crowns the Meek, rewards the. Jutt,
And treads the Wicked to the Duft.

4 Sing to the Lorp, exalt Him high, :
Who fpreads his Clouds around the Sky ;
There He prepares the fruitful Rain,.
Nor lets the Drops defcend in vain.

§ He makes the Grafs the Hills adorn,
And clothes the fmiling Fields with Cornz:
The Beafts with Food his Hands fupply,
And the young Ravens when they cry.

6 What is the Creature’s Skill or Force ?
The fprightly Man or warlike Horfe *
The piercing Wit, the active Limb*:

- All are too mean Delights for Him.
7 But Saints are lovely in his Sight,
He views his Children with Delight ;
He fees their Hope, He knows their Fear,
- And looks and loves his Image there.

8 Praife Gop from whom all Bleflings flow ;, \ :

Praife Him all Creatures here below ; = °
Praife Him above, ye heavenly Hoft,
-Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghott.

Psarm CXLVHL

1 Y ET every Creature join
‘ To praife th' eternal Gop,,
\ Ye heavenly Hofts the Song begin,
And found his Name abroad.
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2 The Sun with golden Beams,
: . And Moon with paler Rays, ~© -
Ye ftarry Lights, ye fparkling Flames. -
" ‘Shine to your Maker’s Praife.- -
3 He byilt thofe Worlds above, * ~ *
‘ And fixt their wond’rous Frame,
By his.Command they ftand or move,
And ever fpeak his Name.
4 Ye Vapours when ye rife )
Or fall in Show’rs or Snow, -
Ye Thunders marm’ring round the Skies,
His Power and Glery thew. - -

* .5 Wind, Hail and flafhing Fire,
Agree to praife the Loz,

When ye in vengeful Storms confpir
To execute his Word. :

6 By all his Works above '
His Honours be expreft : T
But thofe ' who tafte his faving Love .
Should fing his Praifes beft. = - *

" Part the Second.

1 ET Earth and Ocean know, .
They owe their Maker Praife:
Praife Him, ye watry Worlds below,
And Monfters of the Seas. ’

2 From Mountdins near the Sky,
Let his loud Praife refound ;

- From humble Shrubs and: Cedars high,
And Vales and Fields around\

3 Ye Lions of the Wood,
- And tamer Beafts that graze,
Ye live upon hisdaily Foeod, - -
'ﬁnd He expelts your Praife. - -7 --

-
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4 Ye Birds of lofty Wing,
On high his Praifes bear ;
Or fit on flow’ry Boughs and fing
Your M er’ s Glory there, t

5 Ye creepmg Ants and, Warms, .
His various Widom fhow ;. oo
And Flies in 3ll your fhining Formis,
Praife Him thag dreft you fo..-

6 By all the Earth-boyn Race -~ © ' [
His Honours be’ exprefs'd : . )
But thofe that know his hmyenlx Graes‘
Should leam ta pmfe Hun hcﬁ:.

Part the Third. o

-ONARCHS of wxde Conmudo
Praife ye th’ eternal King;
Judges adore that fovereign: Hand,
Whence all your Honoyrs {pring.

"2 Let vig’rous Youth engage -~ ks “'

To found his Praifes high :
While growing Bebes, and thh’rmg Agc
Their feeble Voices try.

3 United Zeal be fhown,
- His wond'reus Fame: to raife :-
Gonb is the Logp ; his Name alone -
Deferves our cndlefs Praife..

Let Nature join with Art, - .
And both prenetince-Him bleft s 3

Baut Saints who dwell fo near his Heart, -
-Should fing his Praifes befb. ~

(3]
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- The Same.

] YE boundlefs Realms of Joy,
Exalt your Maker's Fame;
His Praife your Song employ,
Above the ftarry Frame.
' Your Voices raife ye Cherubim
And Seraphim, to fing his Praife.

2 = Thou Moon that ral'tt the Night,
. And Sun that guid’t the Day ; -
Ye ﬂitt’ri’ng Stars of Light, - -
To Him your Homage pay.. -
His Praife declare, ye Heavens above,
And Clouds that. move in liquid Air.

3. Let them'adore the Lorp,
And praife his holy Name,
By whofe Almighty Word,
‘They all from Nothing came, .
And all thall Jaft from (nlﬁange'sﬁ‘ee';
His firm Decree ftands ever faft, -

4  Let Earth her Tribute pay’; ‘
Praife Him, ye dreadful Whales,
And Fifh that thro’ the Sea
Glide fwift with glitt’ring Scales.

Fire, Hail and Snow, and mifty Air,
And Winds that where He bids them blow.

By Hills-and Mountains (all
In grateful Concert join’d ;)
By Cedars ftately tall,
And Trees for Fruit defign’d :
By every Beaft and creeping Thing,
And Fow! of Wing, his Name be bleft.
6  Let all of royal Birth,
-With thofe of humbler Frame,
And Judges of the Earth,
_.x" . His matchlefs Praife proclaim :- -
s In this Defign let Youth with Maids,
“. And-hoary Heads with Children join.
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7 United Zeal be thewn,
His wond’rous Fame to raife,
Whofe glorious Name alone
Deferves our endlefs Praife.

Earth’s utmoft Ends his Pow'r obey,

His glorious Sway the Sky tranfcends.

8  His chofen Saints to grace,
He fets them up on high,
And favours all their Race,
Whofe Hearts to Him are nigh:
O therefore raife your grateful Voice,
And ftill rejoice your Lorp to praife.

: . The Same.

E who dwell above the Skies,
. Free from human Miferies ;
Ye, whom higheft Heaven imbow’rs,
Praife the Lor b with all your Fow’rs.

Angels, your clear Voices raife ya
Him ye heavenly Armies praife ;.
Sun and Moon with borrew’d Light,
All ye fparkling Eyes of Night.

Waters hanging in the Air,
‘Heaven of Heavens his Praife declare ;
His deferved Praife record; :
His, who made you by his Word.

Let the Farth his Praife refound ;
Monftrous Whales, and Seas profound :
Vapours, Lightning, Hail and Snow,

_ Storms which, where he bids you, blow :

Flow’ry Hills and Mountains high ;
Cedars, Neighbours to the Sky:

“Trees and Cattle, creeping Things;
All that cut the Air with Wings.

L - You
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You, who awful Scepters fway,
You, accuftom’d to obey, :
Princes, Judges of the Earth, : b
All of high and humble Birth:

Yonths and Virgins flourithing™
In the Beauty of your Spring; -

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 Star.

He will His to Glory raife ;
Ye, his Saints refound his Praife :
Ye, his Sons, his chofen Race, ]
~ Blefs his Love, and fov'reign Grace.

* The Same.

1 PRR} SE ye the Lorp, y'immortal Choir,
T That fill the Realms above;
Praife Him who form’d you of his Fire,
And feeds you with his-Love.

2 Shine to his Praife, ye chryftal Skies,
The Floor of his’ Abode :
Or veil in Shades your thoufand Eyes, -
Before your brighter Gob. A

3 Then reftlefs Globe of golden Light,
. Whofe Beams create our Days, -
»  Jain with the filver Queen of Night,
To own your borrow’d Rays. :
4 Winds, ye fhall bear his Name aloud, -
Thro’ the etherial Blue ; -
For when his Chariot is a Cloud,
_ He makes his Wheels of You.
- © Thun-

s\
1
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§ Thunder and Hail and Fires and Storms;
The Troopsof his Command,

Appear in all your dreadful Forms,
And fpeak his awful Hand. .

6 Shout to the Lorp, ye furging Seas,
In your eternal Roar ;
Let Wave to Wave refound his Praife,
And Shore reply to Shore.

7 While Monfters fporting on the Flood,
In fcaly Silver fhine,

+ Speak terribly their Maker Gobp,
And lath the foaming Brine.

8 But gentler Things fhall tune his Name,
To fofter Notes than thefe,,
Young Zephyrs breathing o’er the Stream,
Or whifp’ring thro’ the Trees.

g Wave your tall Heads, ye lofty Pines,
To Him that bids you grow ;
Sweet Clufters bend the fruitful Vines
On ev’ry thankful Bough.

10 Let the fhrill Birds his Honour raife,
And climb the Morning Sky;
While grov’ling Beafts attempt his Praife
In hoarfer Harmony.

11 Thus while the meanet Creatures fing,
Ye Mortals, take the Sound ;
Echo the Glories of your King
Thro’ all the Natons round.

Psarxm CL. \

1 RAISE the Lorp, who reigns above,
And keeps his Court below,
Praife the holy Gop of. Love,
And all his Greatnefs thew : )
T Lz . Praife



[ 124 ]
Praife Him for his noble Deeds,
Praife Him for his matchlefs Power: -
Him from whom all Good proceeds,
Let Earth and Heaven adpore.

2 Publith, fpread to All around
* The great Jenovan’s Name,
Let the Trumpet’s martial Sound -
Tute Lorp of HgsTs proclaim :
Praife Him in the fagred Dance,
Harmony’s full Concert raife, .
Let the VirginZChoir advance,
£: And-mové, hut to his Praife.

3 Celebrate th’Bgerial Gop .
" With Harg{‘aﬂqﬁ?faltery, . ’
Timbrel5'Taft,” and Cymbals loud
La-In-his high Praife agree: -
Praife Him every tuneful String, - -
All the Reach of heavenly Art,

All the Powers of Mufic bring,
The Mufic of the Heart.

" 4 Him, in whom they move, and live,
Let every Creature fing,
Glory to their Maker give,
-~ And Homage to their King :
Hallow’d be his Name beneath,
As in Heaven on Earth ador’d, N
Praife the Lorp in every Breath y
Let all Things praife the Lorp!

Hymn to Gop the FATHER. .

1 AIL, Faruer, whofe creating Call -
Unnumbred Worlds attend,
Jenovas, comprehending all,
Whom none can comprehend.
2 In Light unfearchable, inthron'd,
[ _Which Angels djmly fee;

-

The
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The Fountain of the Govueap own'd,
:And Foremoft of the Three.

3 From Thee thro’ an Eternal Now,
. 'The Sow thine Offspring flow’d ;
An Everlafting FaTuer Thou,
As-Everlafting GO D.

4 Nor quite difplay’d to Worlds above,
Nor quite on Earth conceal’d ;
By wond’rous, unexhaufted Love.
To mortal Man reveal'd.

5 Supreme and All-{fufficient Gob,. -
When Nature fhall expire,

~ And Worlds creatéd by thy Nod

" Shall perifh by thy Fire.

6 Thy Name Jenovau be ador'd,
By Creatures without End,
Whom none but thy eflential Word'
And Spirit comprehend.

Hymn to Gop the Son..

AIL, Gob the-Sow, in Glory crown'd
“E’er Time began to be,
‘I'hron’d with thy Sire thro’ half the Round
Of wide Eternity!

2 Let Heaven and Earth’s ftupendous F rame
Difplay their Author’s Pow'r,
And each exalted Seraph Flame,.
Creator, Thee adore!

3 Thy wondrous Love the Gopneap fhew’d
- Contrafted to a Span,
The co-eternal Son of Gob,.
- The mortal Son of Man.

4 To fave Mankind from loft Eftate,. .
Behold his Life-blood ftream ;
Hail, Lorp ! Almighty to create!
Almxghty to redeem !
Lj The.
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§ The Mediator’s Gop.like Sway, A
- His Church beneath fuftains ;
ill Nature fhall her Judge furvey
The Kixc Messtan. rglegna ,’
6 Hail, with eflential Glory crown'd,
When Time fhall ceafe to be, -

Thron’d with thy Father thro’ the Rond
Of whole Etermty' e

Hymn to Gob the HorLy GHosT.

AIL, HoLy GHosT, Jewovan, Thll’d
In Order of the Three ; -
Sprung from the Father and the Word _
From all Eternity.
2 Thy Spirit brooding o’er th’Abyfs
Of formlefs Waters lay ;
Spoke into Order all that is,
" And Darknefs into Day.

3 In deepeft Hell, or Heaven’s Height,
" Thy Prefence who can fly ?
Known is the Father to thy nght,
- TW Abyfs of Deity.

4 Thy Power thro’ J\;su s Life difplay’d
g - Quite from the Virgin’s Womb,
Dying, his Soul an Offering made,

And rais’d Him from the Tomb.

5 Gop’s Image which our Sins deftroy, -
Thy Grace reftores below:
And Truth ahd Holinefs and Joy,
From Thee, their Fountain," flow.
6 Hail Hovy GuosTt, Jenovawu, Third
In Order of the Three, -
Sprung from the Father and the Word
From all Etermty ! =
e ‘ - . . . Hymns
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Hymn to the Tﬁxmrv.

AIL, holy, holy, holy Loro?!
I I Be endlefs Praife to Thee !
Supreme, eflential One, ador’d
In co-eternal Three.

2 Inthron’d in everlaftin State,
E'er Time its Roun§ began,
Who join'd in Council to create
The Dignity of Man.

3 To whom Jaiab’s Vifion fhew'd,
The Seraphs veil their ngs,
While Thee, Jeuovan, Lorp and Gob,
Th’ Angelic Army fings.

4 To Thee by myftic Powers on high
Were humble Praifes given,
When Fobn beheld with favour'd Eye
Th’ Inhabitants of Heaven.

4 All that the Name of Creature owns -
To Thee in Hymns afpire ;
May we as Angels on our Thrones
For ever join the Choir!

6 Hail, holy, holy, holy Lorp !
Bc endlefs Praife to Thee;
Supreme, effential One, ador’d
In co-eternal Three.

/

ET Gob the FarHER live

For ever on our Tongues ; o
Sinners from his free Love derive
The Ground of all their Songs.

2 Ye Saints, employ your Breath

_ :In Honour of the $9~, .

~ Who bought your Souls from Hell asd Death,
By offering up his own.
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3 Give to the Spirit Praife” . ,
Of an immortal Strain, :

Whofe Light, and Power, and Grace conveys
Salvation down to Men.

4 While Gop the Comforter
. Reveals our pardon’d Sin;
O may the Blood and Water bear
The fame Record within.

§ To the great One and Three -
That feal’d the Grace in Heav’n,
The Father, Son, and Spirit, be.
Eternal Glory giv'n.

Another.

T LEST be the Father and his Love,
To whofe celeftial Source we owe.
Rivers of endlefs Joy above
And Rills of Comfort here below:

2 -Glory to-Thee, Great Son of Gop;
- Forth from thy wounded Body rolls.
A precious Stream of vital Blood,
Pardon and Life for dying Souls.
3 We give the facred Spirit Praife,

" Who in our Hearts of Sin and Woe
Makes living Springs of Grace arife,
And into boundlefs Glory flow.

4 Thus Gob the Father, Gop the Son,
And Gobo the Spirit we adore’;
That Sea of Life, and Love unknown,
Without a Bottom or a Shore,

The Divine Perfettions.

1 T HE Lorp Jenovas reigns,
His Throne is built on high ;
The Garments he aflumes '

“Are Light and Majefty.
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His Glories fhine with Beams fo bright,
No mortal Eye can bear the Sight.

3] 2 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 feal the Grace.

3 Thro’ all his mighty Works
“Amazing Wifdom fhines ;
Confounds the Powers of Hell,
And breaks their dark Defigns.
Strong is his Arm, and fhall fulfil
His great Decrees and fovereign Will.
4 And can this fov’reign King
Of Glory condefcend,
And will He write his Name,
My Father and my Friend?
I love his. Name, I love his Word,
* Join all my Powers to praife the Lorp [

Univerfal Praife. . ‘

1 ARK, dull Soul, how every Thing
I l Strives t' adote our bounteous King !
Each a double Tribute pays ; .
Sings its Part, and then obeys.

¢ Nature’s fprightlieft, fweeteft Choir,
Him with chearful Notes admire ;
Every Day they chaunt their Launds,
While the Grove their.Song applauds.

3 Tho’ their Voices lower be,
Streams toa have their' Melody ;
Night and Day they warbling run,
Never paufe, but fill fing on.

4 All the Flow’rs that paint the Spring
Hither their ftill Mufick bring ;



[ 130]
" If Heaven blefs them, thankful they = _
Smell more fweet, and look more gay.

5 Wake for Shame, my fluggith Heart,
Wake, .and gladly fing thy Part ;
Learn of Birds, and Springs, and Flowers,
How ¢’ employ thy Nobler Powers.

6 Call whole Nature to thy Aid,
Since "twas He whole Nature made ;
Join in one cternal Song,
Who to one Gobo all belong.

7 Live for ever, glorious Lorbp,
Live, by all thy Works ador’d,
One in Three, and Three in One,
All Things bow to Thee alone.

Sun, Moon and Stars, Praife ye the Lorp.

I 5 EGENT of all the Worlds above,
Thou Sun, whofe Rays adorn our Sphere,
.And with unwearied Swiftne{s move
To form the Circle of the Year:

2 Praife the Creator of the Skies,
Who decks thy Orb with borrow’d Rays ;
Or may the Sun forget to rife, o
When he forgets his Maker's Praife.

3 Thou reigning Beauty of the Night,
Fair Queen of Silence, filver Moon,
Whofe paler Fires and Female Light
Are {ofter Kivals of the Noon :

4 Arife, and to that fovercign Power,
’ Waxing and waining Honours pay;
Who bad thee rule the dufky Hours,.
And half fupply the abfent Day.

. § Ye glittering Stars, that gild the Skies,
e When Darknefs has her Curtain drawn,
That keeg the Watch with wakeful Eyes,
‘When Bufinefs, Cares, and Day are gone.:-

N
P,

s WV U -
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6 Proclaim the Glories of your Lorp,
Difpers’d thro’ all the heav’nly Street,
Whefe boundlefs T'reafures can afford
. 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 GopsEeap condefcends to fhine: -

8 Praife thou the great Inhabitant,
Who f{catters lovely Beams of Grace
On eyery Angel, every Saint,
Nor veils the Luftre of his Face.
9 O Gob of Glory, Goo of Love, .
Thou art the Sun that mak’ft our Days;
_ Midft all thy wond’rous Works above
Let Earth and Duft attempt thy Praife!

.

Song to Creating Wildom.

1 TERNAL Wifdom, . Thee we praife,
: Thee the Creation fings ; -
With thy loud Name, Rocks, Hills and Seas,

- And Heaven's high Palace rings. o

2 Thy Hand how wide it fpreads the Sky !
- How glorious to behold !+
Ting’d with a Blue of heav’nly Dye,
And ftar’d with fparkling Gold.
3 There Thou haft bid the Globes of Light
Their endlefs Circles run ; :
Their the pale Planet rules the Night,
The Day obeys the Sun.

If down I turn my wond’ring Eyes,
On Clouds and Storms below,

Thofe Under-regions of the Skys
'Thy num’rous Glories fhow. The
e
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s The noify Winds ftand ready there
W"f}tny Orders to.abey, :
- With founding Wings they fweep the Air,
To make thy Chariot \c{’ay.ecp Y
6 There, like 2 Trumpet loud and firong,
Thy Thunder thakes our Coaft, -
While the red Lightnings wave along
The Banners of thine.Hoft.

/
7 On the thin.Air, without a Prop
Hang froitful Show’rs around ;
At thy Command they fink and drop
Their Fatnefs on the Ground.

8 Lo here thy wond’rous. Skill arrays
: The Fields in chearful Green | N
A thoufand Herbs thy Art difplays
A thoufand Flow’rs betwéen. |

9 There the rough Mountains of the Deep
Obferve thy ftrong Command ; -
Thy Breath can raife the Billows fteep,
Or fink them to the Sand.

10 Thy Glories blaze all Nature round,
~ And ftrike the wond'ring Sight,
Thro® Skies; and Seas, and folid Ground,
With Terror and Delight.

11 Infinite Strength, and equal Skill,
‘Shine thro’ the World abroad,
Our Souls with vaft Amazement fill,
_And fpeak the Builder Gop.

12 But the mild Glories of thy Grace.
Our fofter Paffions move ; '

Pity divine in Jesu's Face
‘We fee, adore, and love! -

T barxk[gic'}qg Jor GO D's particular Providence. -

1 HEN all the Mercies of my Gop --
: My rifing Soul furveys, :
Why, my cold: Heart, art thou not loft
. InWonder, Love and Praife ? - Thy
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3 Thy Providence my Life fuftain’d,
And all my Wants redreft,
While in the filent Womb I lay, -
And hung upon the Breaft.

3 To all my weak Complaints and Cries
Thy Mercy lent an-Ear,
E’er yet my feeble Thoughts had learn’d
To form themfelves in Prayer.

-4 Unnumbred Comforts on my Soul
Thy tender Care beftow’d,
Before my Infant Heart concejv’d
From whom thofe Comforts flow’d.

-5 When in the flippery Paths of Youth

With heedlefs Steps I ran, S
Thine Arm undeen convey’d me fafe,

And led me up to Man.

6 Thro’ hidden Dangers, Toils and Deaths, -

And thvo’ the pleafing Snares of Vice
More to be feard than they.

7 Ten thoufand thoufand precious Gifs
My daily Thanks employ ;
.. Nor is the leaft a chearful Heart
That taftes thofe Gifts with Joy.

8 Thro’ every Period of my Life
Thy Goodnefs I'll purfue ;
And after Death in diftant. Worlds
The pleafing Theme renew,
9 Thro’ all Eternity to Thee
A grateful_Song T'll raife ;
But O! Eternity’s too fhort
To utter all thy Praife,

Gov glorious, and Sinners Saved,
3 FATHER, how wide thy Glory fhines! -
How high thy Wonders rife 1
Known thro’ the Earth by thoufand
By thoufand thro’ the Skies,
S~ M

i It gently cleard my Way,
|

Signs ;
Thof
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2 Thofe miﬁ}ity Orbs proclaim thy Power, .

Their Motions {peak thy Skill: : v

And on the Wings of ev’'ry Hour /
We read thy Patience ftill.

3 Part of thy Name divinely ftands
On all thy Creatures writ,
They fhew the Labour of thy Hands,
Or Imprefs of thy Feet. '

4 But when we view thy ftrange Defign
To fave rebellious Worms ;

" Where Vengeance and Compaffion join .
In their divineft Forms: |

5 Here the whole Deity is known,
"~ Nor dares a Creature guefs
Which of the Glories brighteft thone,
The Juftice or the Grace.

6 Now, the full Glories of the Lamb
. Adorn the heavenly Plains,
Bright Seraphs learn Immanuel’s Name,
Knd try their choiceft Strains.

"7 O, may I bear fome humble Part
In that immortal Song ; E ‘
Wonder and Joy fhall tune my Heart, .
And Love command my Tongue: L

CurisT our Wifdom, Righteonfnefs, Sanflification” .
and- Redemption. :

1 URIJED in Shadows of the Night | -
We lie,- till Curist reftores the Light ;.
- ' Wiidom defcends o heal the Blind," .
And chafe the Darknefs of the Mind.

‘2 Our guilty Souls-are drawn’d in Tears,
Till the atoning Blood appears;
Then we awake from deep Diftrefs,
And fing, The Lorp our RiGETEOUsNgSS.
3 Jesus beholds were Satan reigns, B
Binding his Slaves in heavy Chains, -~
He fets the Pris’ner free, 3nd breaks
- The Iron Bondage from .our Necks.

»
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4 Poor helplefs Worms in Thee poffefs !
Grace, Wifdom, Pow’r, and Righteoufnefs ;
Thou art our mighty All, and we -

Give our whole Selves, O Logn, to Thee.

- The Offices of CHRIST,

1 . OIN all the glorious Names
: Of Wifdom, Love and Power,
That ever Mortals knew,
That Angels ever bore ;
All are too mean, to fpeak thy Worth,
Too mean to fet Thee, Savicur, forth,

2 But O what gentle Terms,
What condefcending Ways,
Doth our Redecmer ufe .
To teach his heav'nly Grace!.
Mine Eyes with Joy and Wonder fee
What Forms of Love He bears for me. . -

.3 _ Array’d in mortal Fleth
Lo, the Great dngel ftands,
" And holds the Promifes
And Pardons in his Hands : B
Commiffion’d from his Father’s Throne,
To make his Grace to Mortals known.:

4 Great Propbet of my Gop, -
“ My Tongue fhall blefs thy Name,
By Thee the joyful News -
Of our Salvation came ; .
The joyful News of Sins forgiv’'n, -
Of Hell fubdu’d, and Peace with Heav’a.

Be Thou my Counfellor,
* -+ My Pattern and my Guide ;
And thro’ this defert Land o T

" §till keep me near thy-Side.
O let my Feet ne’er run-aftray, .
Nor rove nor feek the.trooked Way.
z - I love
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6 1 love my Shepberd’s Voice,
His watchful Eyes fhall keep
My wand’ring Soul among
The Thoufands of his Sheep. .
* He feeds his Flock, He calls their Names,
His Bofom bears the tender Lambs.

7 Jesus, my great High Pricft,
Gffer’d his Blood and dy’d ;-
My guilty Confcience feeks
No Sacrifice befide: B
His pow’rful Blood did once atone,
And now-it pleads before the Throne:

8 . O Thou Almighty Lorp,
My Cong'ror and my King,
‘Thy $cepter and thy Sword,
Thy reigning Grace I fing :
* Thine is the Pow'r, behold I fit
In willing Bonds before thy Feet.

Now let my Soul arife,

And tread the Tempter down,

My Captain leads me forth

To Conqueft and a Crown :
March on, nor fear to win the Day,
Tho’ Hell and Death obftru& the Way.

10 Shou'd all'the Hofts of Death,
~ . And Pow’rs of Hell unknown,
Put their moft dreadful Forms =~
Of Rage and Mifchief on ;
I fhall be fafe, for Curisr difplays_
-Superior Pow’r, ‘aid guardian Grace.

T ffahpb afvér Death.

1 N D muft this Body die ? :
) This. well-wrought Frame decay ?
And muft thefe adtive Limbs of mine
Lie mould'rjng in the Clay2 = - c
ot : . [ . or-

oy
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z Corruption, Earth and Worms:
* Shall but refine this Flefh,
Till my, triumphant Spirit comes,
To put it on afrefh.

3 Gop, my Redeemer, lives,
And ever from the Skies
Looks down, and watches all my Duft,
Till He fhall bid it rife,

4 Array'd in glorious Grace:
_ Shall thefe vile Bodies fhine,
And every Shape, and every Face '
Be heav’nly and divine. - :

5 Thele lively Hopes we owe,.
: Lowrp, to thy dying Love :
O-‘may we blefs thy Grace ‘below,
And fing thy Power above.

6 Saviour, accept the Praife:
Of thefe our humble Sdngs, .
Till Tunes of nobler Sound we raife
With our immortal Tongues.

Heaven begun on' Earth.

OME, ye that love the Lowrbp,
C And let.your Joys be known,
Join in a Song with {weet Accord,

While ye furround his Throne.

2 Let thofe refufe to fing,
That never knew our Gobp : o
But Servants of the heavenly King,
May fpeak their Joys abroad..

3 The Gob that rules on high,.
That all the Earth furveys,
That rides upon the.ftormy Sky,.
4nd calms the roaring Seas:

4 This awful Gop is ours, .
Qur Father and our Love:- ,
‘Thou fhalt fend down thy heavenly Pow’rs,
To. carry us abovc. M3

-

3



w

[138]
s There we thall fee thy Face,
And never, never fin;
There from the Rivers of thy Gna,
Drink endlefs Pleafures in.
6 Yea, and before we rife
To that immortal State,
The Thoughts of fuch amazing Blifs
Shou’d conftant Joys create.
7 The Men of Grace have found
Glory begun below ;.
Celeftial Fruits on earthly Ground
From Faith and Hope may grow.
8 Then let our Songs abound,
And every Tear be dry ;
We’re marching thro® Immansel’s Ground,
" To fairer Worlds on high.”

Curist worfbipped by all Creatures,

OME let us join our chearfyl Songs
C . With Angels round the Throne ;
Ten thoufand thoufand are their Tongues

But all their Joys are one.

2 Worthy the Lamb that dy’d, they cry,
To bt axalted thus;
Worthy the Lanib, our Hearts reply,  °
For He was flain for us.

3 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honour and Pow’r divine ;

Ard Bleflings; more than we can give,
Be, Lok, for ever Thine.

4 The whole Creation join in one
To blefs the facred Name
Of Him that fits upon the Throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

Goo, our L gbt n Dar/mefs. :

Y Gop; the Spring of all my _]oys
* The Life of my %elxghts, >

;  The

»
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The Glory of my brighteft Days
And Comfort of my Nights: _
- ¢ In darkeft Shades if Thou appear,
My Dawning is begun : -
" Thou art my Soul’s bright Morning Star, ;
‘And thou my rifing Sun. ' -
3 The op’ning Heavens around me thine
With Beams of facréd Blifs,
If Jesus fhews his Mercy mine,
And whifpers, «'T am his.”
4 My Soul would leave this heavy Clay,
At that tranfporting Word,
Run up with Joy the fhining Way,
~ To fee and praife my Lorb.
5 Fearlefs of Hell and ghaftly Death, . _ .
"+ I'd break thro’ every Foe: '
- The Wings of Love, and Arms of Faith - . ¢,
" Would bear me Conqu'ror thro’. -~ -

.

. Come, LorD [Esus,

1 HEN fhall thy lovely Face be feen ?
When fhall our Eyes behold our-Gop ?
‘What Lengths of Diftance lye between?
And Hills of Guilt, a heavy Load!

2 Ye heav’nly Gates, loofe all your Chains,
Let the eternal Pillars bow, o
Bleft Saviour, cleave the ftarry Plains; .«
- And make the chryftal Mountains flow.

& 3 Hark! how thy Saints unite their Cries,
And pray and wait the general Doom ;
Come Thou! the Soul of all our Joys
Thou the Defire of Nations, come !

4 Our Heart-ftrings groan with deep Complaint, -
| -Qur Flefh lies panting, Lorp, for Thee;
‘- "~ And every Limb and every Joint S

Stretches for Immortality.

No;v
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5 Now let our chearful Eyes furvey - '
The blazing Earth, and meltin Hills;.
And fmile to fee the Lightnings g : .
And flath along before thy W eels.’ _ ’
6 Hapk t what a Shot of vialent Joys~
oins with the mighty Trumpet’s Sound !
‘The Angel herald fhakes the Skies, -
Awalkes the Graves, and tears the Ground..

7 Yeflumb'ring Saints, a heav’nly Hoft,

Stands waiting; 3t your gaping Tombt - T

Let every facred, fleeping Duft
Leap mto Life, for Jesus comes.
8 Jesus the G of Might and Love,
New moulds.oar Limbs of cumb’rous. Clay,
Quick as feraphic Flames we move,
To reign with Him in endlefs-Day.

O ye prms and Souls of the ngbteom,

blifs ve the Lorp.
AIL, glorious Angels, Heirs of Light,

Ye h:gh born Sons of Fire! [bright,.

Whofc Hearts burn chaite, whofe Flames ﬂnnc
All Joy, yet all Defire.

2 Hail holy Samts, who long in Hope
- And Expectation fat,”
- *Till for its King Heaven did fet epe.
Its everlafting Gate, -

3 Hail, great Apoftles of the Lamb,
Who brought that early Ray,
Which from our Sun refleted came,
And made a glorious Day.

‘4 Hail, generous Martyrs, whofe ftrong Hea.ts
Bravely rejoic’d to prove,
. How weak, pale Death, are all thy Darts
' Compar'd to thofe of Love

5 Hail, bounteous Virgins, whofe pure Iove .
-Renounc’d all low. Defires,

VRIS
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Who wifely fixt your Hearts above,
And burnt with heavenly Fires.

6 Hail, "all ye happy Spirits abqve,
.. Who make that glorious Ring
About the fparkling Throne of Love,
And there for ever fing:

y Great Lorp, among their Crowns of Praife,
Accept this little Wreath, .
Which while their lofty Notes they raife,

_Wé humbly fing beneath.

Solsmon’s Song, Chap. 11. Ver. 1, &¢.

EHO LD the Rofe of Sharon here §
"X The Lilly which the Valleys bear; -
* Behold the Tree of Life that gives
Refrefhing Fruit and healing Leaves.

Among the Fhorns as Lillies thine,
Among wild Goards the mantling Vine,
- So in mine Eyes my Saviour proves
Amidft a Thoufand meaner Loves.
Beneath his cooling Shade I fit,
To fhield me from the burning Heat ;
Of heav’nly Fruit he {preads a Feaft,
To feed my Eyes and pleafe my Tafte.

O never let my Lorp depart ;
Lie down and reft upon my Heart :
I charge my Sins not ence to move,
Nor fr, nor wake, nor grieve my Love,

Ver..8. J¢. ) )

1 HE Voice of my Beloved founds
Over the Rocks and rifing Groands,
O’er Hills of Guilt and Seas of Grief, :
He leaps; he flies to my Relief.

2 Now thro’ the Veil of Flefh I fee
With Eyes of Love he looks at me ;
Now in the Gofpel's cleareft Glafs,
He thews the Beauties of his Face,
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3 Gently he dsaws my Heart along,
Both with his Beauties and his Tongues -
Rife, faith my Lorp, make haft away,
. No mortal Joys are worth thy Stay.

4 The Fewifb wigtry State is gone,
The Mifts are fled, the Spring comes on,
The facred Turtle Dove we hear,
"Proclaim the new, the joyful Year.
5 Th’ immortal Vine of heav’nly Root
Bloffoms and buds and gives her Fruit ;
i Lo, we are come to, tafte the Wine ¢
QOur- Souls rejoice and blefs the Vine.

6 And when I hear my Jesvs fay, = -

_« Rife.up my Love, make hafte away !
My Heart would fain ont-fly the Wind,. .
And leaye all earthly Love behind. -

' Ver, 14. &ec. _
t T\ EAR Lorp, my thankful Heart receive
The Hope thine Invitation gives : _
To Thee my joyful Lips fhall raife -
The Voice of Prayer, the Voice of Praife.’
2 ] am my-Lorp’s; and He ismine: =
Our Hearts, our Hopes, our Paffions join =
Nor let a Motion or a Word, -
Or Thought arife, to grieve my Lorp. -
3 Till the Day breaks, and Shadows flee,.’
Till the fwect dawning Light I fee, '
Thine Eyes to me-ward ever turn,
‘Nor let my Soul.in Darknefs mourn.
4 Be like a-Hart on Mountains green ;™" =
Leap o’er the Hills of Fear and 8in :'
Nor Guilt, nor Unbelief divide®
My Love, my Saviour from my Side.-

Chap. L. V. 2. e,

ESUS, thou Everlafting-King, ..
| Accept.the Tribute which we bring i
/o ' ~
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Accept thy well deferv’d Renown,
And wear our Praifes as thy Crown.

Let every A& of Worﬂ\xp be
Like our Efpoufals, Lo v, to Thee:
Like thc bleft Hour when from above
We firft receiv’d thy Pledge of Love,

- The Gladnefs of that happy Day,
‘O may it ever, ever ftay!
Nor let our Faith foriake its Hold
~ Our Hape decline, nor Love grow cold!

Each following Minaute as it flies -
. Increafe thy Praife, i l.):wrovce our Joys,
“Till we are'rais’d to firg thy Name
At the great Supper of the Lambs

Cbap.-'IV Ver. 1, &,

IND is the Speech of CurrsT our Loan.
K Affeéiion founds in every Word ;
<« 'Thou art-my chofen One, he cries,
¢ Bound to my Heart by various Tigs.

¢« Sweet is thy Voice, my Spoule to me ;.

¢« T will behold no Spot in Thee.” ,
" What mighty Wonders Love performs, - -
That puts a Comelinefs on-Worms ! . .

Defil'd and loathfome as.we are,
Thou mak’ft us White; and call’'t us fair!-
Adorn’ft us with thy heav’nly Drefs,
‘Thy Graces and thy Righteoufnefs.

Nor Dens of Prey, nor flow’ry Plains,
Nor earthly Joys, nor earthly Pains,
Shall hold my Feet, or force my Sgay,
From Thee: Come, Saviour, come away!
O may my Spirit daily rife ‘A
On Wings of Faith above the Skies,
Till Death fhall make my laft Remove,
o dwell for ever with my Love. AR
. - Chap.

‘
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HO’s this, who like the Morning thewss
When fhe her Paths with Rofes ftrews &
More fair than the replenifh’d Moon,
More radiant than the Sun at Noon..

Not Armies, with their Enfigns fpread,
- So threaten with amazing Dread!

- His Looks like Cedars planted on
The Brows of lofty Lebanon:
His Tongue the Ear with Mufic feeds,
And He in every Part exceeds :
- Among ten Thoufand He appears :
The Chief, and Beauty’s Enfign bears,
1, my Belov’d, am only thine;
And Thou by juft Exchange art mine.’

_ Come, let us-tread the pleafant Fields ;

Tafte we what Fruit the Country yields :

- ‘There where no Frofts our Spring deftroy,
Shalt Thou alone my Love enjoy, T
Be I, O Thou my better Part,

A Seal impreft upon thy Heart ; .

Should falling Clouds with Floods confpire,

. Their Waters could not quench Love’s Fire:

Nor all in Nature’s Treafury, ‘

‘The Freedom of Affeétion buy.

*Q Thou that in thy Chofen, LA,

- And Life-infufing Counfel giv'ft,

To thofe that in thy Songs rej}bice,

To me addrefs thy chearful Voice.

May I'thy Finger’s Signet prove; )

For Death is not more ftrong than Love. °
Come, my Belov'd, O come away,

Lave is impatient of Delay:

Run, like a youthful Hart or Roe,

On Hills where precious Spices grow.

Love is impatient of Delay :

- Come, my. Belov’d, O come away.: -
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