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P REEACE

.this all the children of God kmow
) by happy experience here; and to
praife and magnify the God of love, to- exult
and triumph in the amazing greatnefs, the flu- |
pendous riches of his free grace, this will be
- their happy work, their joyful employ, in yon-
regions of glory and immortality. Come then,
my chriflian brethren, partakers of like precious
faith, ye ranfom’d ones of the Lord, heirsofan im-
mortal inheritance: Come ye faints and children of
the Moft High, and thou; O my foul, let us now i
beginvt-obe {weetly engaged together in praifing
and adoring our redeeming God ; and with
pfalms, and bymns, and fpiritual fongs, let us
‘ LA fing”

¥ XX OD IS LOVE: fo faith the bofom
§G E difciple of the God of love. And
KEXX



[ iv ]

fing and make melody unto the Lord, with grace
. in our hearts, O fweet privilege ! O delightful
" exercife! Thus we flrive to imitate the full-
fraught with happinefs, the joyfully harmonious
choir above, while thefe glorified faints, with
all perfect and uninterrupted delight, * furround
the throne of love” immenfe, and grace rich,
free, and unfearchable : We fellow heirs,
though. now in the infancy of grace, fhall
Thortly be filled with .the fame confummation
of blis and glory: Therefore while heéaven
refounds with hofannas, hallelujabhs, falvation,
glory, honour and praifes to God, who fit-
teth wpon the throme, and to the once fuffering,
fin atoning, but now highly exalted Lamb of
God ; -O let us here belaw mix our feebler voices

" with theirs above : We have both the fame obje&
for our praife and adoration, the God of love;
each the fame caufe for triumph and rejoicing,
his rich, free, and foveréign /gracc:‘ Why then
fhould we not both unite in the fame fweet and
happy employ ? O may the famé déar and- loving
Jefus infpire our hearts, and warm our affeQions
now, to make earth ting with the found ofhjs righ-
“teoufnefs, with the triumphs of his grace, and with
the melodious harmony of his praife! Jefus is wor-
thy ; he has bought us with his blood ; he hath °
ngen us the earneft of our inheritance in our
, hearts,
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hearts, by his Spirit.  Jefus's love is the caufe of
ours; He firft loved us, therefore we love him.
‘He flill loves us, therefore we will praife him
bere ; and forafmuch as his love is like himfelf,
from everlatting to everlafting, he will never leave
the purchafe of his blood till love has brought us
to enjoy his glorious prefence and kingdom ; there~
fore we fhall praife him to all eternity. :
There, O fweet refleGion ! as we fhall all unite
‘in the fame delightful work, fo fhall we all agree
in the fame language. See the lovely, amiable de-
fcription | Behold ! all the redeemed of the Lord, a
great maltitude, which no man could number, flood,
all in ¢he’ fame pofture, before the throne, and be-
fore the Lamb, the object of their love, pral(_'e, and
delight, cloathed with white robes, all appear in the -
‘garments of their Elder Brother, the white robes
of Jefus’s all-perfel? righfcfoufnefs: Each bearihg the
‘emblém’ of: their dear conquering Lord’s viGtory,
with palms in their hands I* And what is their cry ?
What the exalted fubject of ‘their fong ? SALVA-
“r1oN. To whom afcribed ? To themfelves in any-
‘part 7’ To their works and obedience," becaufe they ' -
‘were once faithful, and fulfilled terms and con-
* ‘ditions? Oj no; but with loud and united voices
they cry, SaLvaTion to Gob, which fitteth
upon the throne, and unto’ the Lamb.—— And bebold
all’the angd:, and the elders, and all the glrious

a3 campany
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company join T HIS cry, and beartily unitewith their
Amen s Bleffing, and glory, and wifdom, and thank(~
- giving, and bonour, and power, and might, b un-

ts our Gad for ever and ever, Amen. -
There is no difference of thought, no dlf'umon
of juigment, no jarring notes; but all perfe&ly
unite in loud, but humble ftrains; all happily
agree, in harmony and delight. O, my bre-
“thren, what pltv, what fo]ly is lt, any pe:fons,
calling themfelves chriftians, thould chufe to fpeak
a language here, which s unknown in the realms
above ? Why thould any who lope to join this
blefled company in their hymns of praife, differ
in their manner of exprefling themfelves here be-
Jow? O why do we hear of our falvation bemg
. «caft upon certain terms and conditions to be
performed by man, inftead of fovereign grace,
and almighty power ? Chrift is all “in all to every
believer ; every child of God is complete, or per-
Ject, in Him: A conditional falvation is no ful-
vation at all.  Faith, repentance, obedience, &e.
are, the graces, not conditions of the covenant,
‘They are purchafed by Jefus Chrift, and flow
- from the divine energy of the Holy Spirit, by '
‘whom every gracious gift, every good difpofition
is wrought in the foul, Thefe are beftowed as a
free gift, and ccrtamly to arrogate them to our-
felves, and plead them as our righteoufnefs, or to
elteem

»
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efteem them as terms and conditions of- our falva-
tian, betrays the height of pride, as well as the
greateft folly. But then, man’s faithfulnels to
grace received, is by too m_an'y talked . of, and
pleaded as a condition. of his being faved. Man’s
faithfulnefs!| Where is it to be found ? In "what
fertile foil ? In what fweet bofom doth it lodge ?

O how hard doth felf die! How unwilling are . .

the fons of pride to fubmit to grace alone !
~ But all the heirs of glory fubmit, they muft
fubmit, they will, that felf thould be laid low ; and
rejoice with humility, that the crown fhould be
vplaced -on King Jefus’s head alone, who is made
of God to us, wifdom, righteoufnefs, Jfanélification,
.and redemption.  So many of us as have believed
on Jefus. with the heart unto falvation, the
law ‘hath been our fchool-mafter to bring to
Chrift: We efteem the law to be holy, juft and
-good : We do not make void the law through
faith, God fbrbid: We know that nothiag can
" avail us, but the fulfilment of every jot and titdle
that it requires : No obedience fhort of PER-
FecTION Will be accepted of God. T herefore this
is our joy, this.our happy privilege to know, that
.our - Jefus, qur head, by his obedience magnified
the law, and made it honourable, ' and thereby has |

perfetly fulfilled -all righteoufnefs ; ‘fo that, He is .

the end of the law for righteoufyefs tq sy do all that

- b:lzi‘vr.
—_— ,
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believe. He is emphatically ftiled the Lord our
‘Righteoufnefs; and we are declared by the Apof-
tle, 2 Cor. v. 21. to be made the ngbtemﬁufwf
Ged in him. For his righteoufnefs is made -ours
by imputation through faith, and is our juftifica-
tion. His love is the life and fpring of all our ohe-~
dience ; and from a divine principle implanted
in us by his Holy Spirit, the inward fruits of love,
joy, peace, &c. grow; and the outward pradtice
of moralty and good works abound in the life and
converfation. )

Thus Jefus faves his people from' their fins (i.:
‘from a finful ftate and unholy life ) into his
kingdom.of holinefs here, and-into his kingdom of
glory and happinefs above ; for-whom God jufti-
fies, them he alfo glorifies. /#hat fhall be able to
Jeparate the adopted fons of God from his leve
which is in Chrifl Fefus 2 What can deftroy thofe,
whom everlafting love hath determined to fave?
What power can w'it,hﬁa’n‘d the omnipotent God,
who has engaged himfelf, by his word of faith- -
fulnefs, for the fafety and falvation of all his ré-
deemed, juftified, and adopted children? Yea,
God willing more abundantly to fbew unte the heirs of
promife the immutability of bis counfely conﬁrmcd it'by
an Oath. Heb, vi, 17,

Here, O believer in Jefuss, is abundant matter
for thy comfort and confolation! Thus, O happy

chriftian
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chriftian, is'thy fulvation fafe and fecure!. Re-
joice with humble confidence! Exult with holy
triumph ! Shout the praifes of thy Jefus, and thy
God, with thy moft elevated affeGtions ! And tell
me, O thou happy foul ! Speak, O thou par-
doned finner ! Declare, thou heaven-born child of
God, What is the language of thy heart ?
What the pra@ice of thy life, refulting from .
thefe fweet feriptural views of fovereign ‘grace and
everlafting love? Canft thou from bence be foothed
to floth and inativity in the divine life? Do they
tend to encourage thee in loof,c,licéritious prac-
tices? O, no: I will venture to anlwer for thee,
. and every regenerate foul, I know you deteft fuch
bafe inferences, and cry aut, God farbid! 1 am
aflured, that in the day of thy new birth, a new
_heart was ‘given thee ; and at the time of thy ef-
poufals, a divine nature was imparted to thee ; and
therefore thou wilt leave fuch bafe, hellith ingra-
titude to the unfanified hearts that urge it, and
to the carnal tongues that utter it. I know you
. experience the eternal .and unchangeablc love of
Jefus to be the -moft animating and enlivening
-motive to all fuitable conformity of life and con-
verfation : By this you are filled with the utinoft
deteftation and perfet abhorrence of fin, and find
it to be the ftrongeft incentive to holinefs and obe-
~ dience, ' ‘ -
’ Now
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Now by this view of Salvation, the finner is
humbled, and the Saviour is exalted ; and is
it not fit, that Jefus, the Saviour, fhould have
all the glory, while man, the finner, enjoys all
the happinefs and comfort of God’s falvation ? O
why then fhould any be fo unhappy as to bring an
evil report upon the faithfulnefs of God’s promifes,
by attempting to render his people’s falvation pre-
carious and-uncertain ! T his tends to cramp the

“finews of love, and tp pinion the wings of the

foaring believer in his exploring flighits above him-

“felf. O why fhould any be fo deccived, as to ima-

gine legal principles to be more productive of ho-
linefs and obediénce, than the love, the everlaft-
ing and unchangeable love of Jefus, fweetly con--
ftraining us ¥’ ’

Let nc man deceive us with va?p words : - Stand
faft in the liberty wherewith Chrift hath made
us free, God forbid, that we fhould be like the
foolith Galatians, fo bewitchied as to feek to be
made perfe& by the law of works, to fall from
grace, to expe& to perfe&t by the obedience of

fleth, what was begun by the grace of the fpirit |.

O this is to be removed from-him that called us
into the grace of Chrift, inte ANOTHER gofpel !

“which indeed is not another, it is NO GQSPEL

at all.. Terms and’ conditions, inftead- of. free,
fovereign grace, is the law fill. There is,
t‘her.c- -

.~
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there can be no.middle way to immortal happi-

~ pef3, ‘no medium between ‘merit and free grace,

ourfelves and Jefus. A believer is not juftified
partly by himfelf, or for any conformity and obe-
dience he doth yield, or for his faithfulnefs to
grace 'received, and .partly by Chrift to make up

the deficiency ; but he is juftified and faved

by the whole obedience, and whole fatisfaction of
Jefus Chrift, imputed to him by faith ; by virtue
of our union with Jefus Chrift, our divine head,
all the members of his myftical body (O heart-re-

-viving confolation !) are the happy partakers of all

holinefs and PERFECTYON : And this prin-
ciple is the living, vital, powerful fpring of- all
holy walk, all fuitable pratice of life and con-
verfation here, and of a growing meetnefs for
the enjoyment of Chrift’s kingdom, wuh the famu
in light above.

To teach or believe otherwife, is to d:fa]low
the fcripture do&trine of perfection, to deny the
nature of true holinefs, and is alfo contrary to the
truths of the everlafting gofpel of free and full
falvation by the blood of Jefus, difagreable to the
experience of all the childrén of God here, and
quite inconfiftent with the acknow!edgment of
the faints in blifs and glary abave,, - o

L

"~ Ome
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'O methinks I hear one of thofe glorified inha-
. bitants, fond to praife, and free from pride, fweetly
rehate what lodged him fafe in thofe heavenly
manfions, ¢ Love planned the grand defign ; love,
. <-almighty eternal love reigned in the breaft of
¢ Jefus. In the fulnes of time, he bowed the
¢ heavens,. and came down: His glory laid afide,
« emptied of all but /kve, in fuffering form - ap-
¢ peared ; in fhame and fgnominy lived ; treated
¢ with difgrace and fcorn, all due to fin-'
¢ ful me. In his holy life fulfiled the law of
¢ God. By his death ;in agonizing pain, tor-
¢ ments exquifite, ‘and infupportable, veins
¢ fweating blood, blood iffuing from ‘every
¢ pore, his agohy begun; nor did he ftop, till
¢ hanging, bleeding, groaning, dying on the pain-
¢ ful crofs, he fhed the laft drop of his purple
¢ gore for guilty me. Now is God’s juft wrath
¢ appeafed : Now heaven loft and happinefs for-
¢ Afcited, were_regained ; -and the travel of his lov- ;
¢ ing foul, for millions of millions, and for guilty
¢ me, he faw. The fpirit now received for -
< rebellious man, plentifully ftreamed forth, Grace'
painfully obtained, was now freely beftowed.
O could a figh in heaven be felt or known, the -
"mention of what I was, the ftate wherein I_
lay, when grace #irft found me out, would
caufe it. When grace begun its work on ruined
'  me,

"~

"

~

-

~
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* me; love beam’d difcovering light, whereby I
¢ faw myfelf, and mourn’d and wept. Love
¢ wrought by grace, and fweetly charmed m
¢ foul to God’s dear Lamb ; our fuffering Sa-
. ¢ viour once, our exalted Prince and Saviour,
¢ now. What form, what comlinefs appeared,
¢ when Jefus firk I faw by faith’s enlighten-~
¢ed eye ! I looked on him I pierced and
¢ mourned, beheld and loved; fweetly -my cap-~
¢ tivated heart was won; the excceding great~
S nefs of his power, exerted thus to me, by
¢ faith, (by no power of mine produced, but)
¢ by faith fupernatural and divine, the Spirit’s
¢ work ; my new-born foul now clave to my Be-
¢ loved’s Embrace ; whilft the voice of -joy was -
¢ in my heart, a peace that pafleth all underftand,
¢ ing o’erflowed my heaven-born foul. Thus
¢ brought home to the great Shepherd and bifhop
¢ of my foul, a wandering and departing fpirit .
¢ ftill remained within, and often inclined myi
~ "¢ filly heart to ftray, to devious finful and deftruc-
< tive paths did turn: Nature oft did prompt,
¢ and felf would gladly reign ; but Jefus reigned
¢ above, nor did he me negle&, nor did the
. ¢ Spirit quite forfake his work, when felf, and
¢ pride, and nature would deftroy ; fin and felf
¢ did oft my peace difturb, but not my Saviour’s
. b, - ¢ love
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love deftroy. Not moved at firft by ought in me
“to undertake my caufe, nor after bribed by terms
¢ and conditions by me performed his favmg grace
¢ to continue ; no: within his loving breaft a
a ftronger motive lay, by that determined, me to
fave from fin and heli ; nought could withftand
Omnipotence itfelf, fuch is Jefus, and by his
Grace, through nature’s ftrong oppofing power,
to glory, blifs and heaven I am brought., JEsus
the incarnate God then let us praife, JEsus our
fong fhall ever be; Salvation, fakvation to God,

_$ and the Lamb.

Ready the glorified hoft, the heavenly har-
pers ftand and eagerly join with united cry, while
a holy contention reigns who fhall Jefus mag-
nify and praife the moft. O bleft emulation ! O
glorious exultation! O may the dear Lamb of
‘God, who is the fubje&t of their praife, the
Obje& of our faith, be the conftant fubje@ of our
joy and delight ! God forbid that we fhould ever
glory in any thing, fave only in the crofs of the
Lord Jefus! Lord fave us from glorying in, or
trufting to any other than w1s PERFECT righ-
teoufnefs | O that we may be of the true circum-

cz'ﬁon,‘ who wor/bip God in the fpirit, rejoyce -in

. 4 .
. Chrift Fefus, and haveANO CONFIDENCE in the

fib !

Courteous
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Courteous (e;xder, if thou art of this happy
Muimber, thou haft indeed the greateft reafon to
chant praifes to the God of love, to sing of
the freenefs of divine grace, and to triumph in the
fullnefs of the Redemption purchafed for thee, by
thy Jefus, thy friend, thy Saviour, and thy
God. o

<1 here prefent thee with a Colle&ion of -
fuch HY M N S which I think are agreeable
to the word of God, and the experience of all true
Chriftians; in which I hope I have carefully avoided
" thofe compofitions which breathe the proud, per--
nicious, and unfcriptural fpirit of Arminianifm ; or
that favour of the poifonous, antichriftian, and licen-
tious do&trines of Antinemianifm. In the fincerity of
my heart and affeion of my foul, T would res
commend them, praying the dear Son of Ged, -
the God of all grace and power, to make them
ufeful to us in our pilgrimage here below, till we
come to join in more elevated and enlivened ftrains
above. ' v

Al
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wings = e— 8r. " o4
- Rejoice the Lord is King = 8; o8
. Righteous art thou,OGod yet let me

- pca L e = 118 133
L © SWEET
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v N ' Pag. Hym
WEET is the work, O God, our King 3
S Sinners obey the gofpel word :g 2(
Salvation, O the joyfulfound - =~ 40 49
Sweet guardian of my days 49 8
Still O my foul prolong — 97 ai1
" So long as I'm indulg’d by thee 1z 127
Sons of God triumphantrife -~ 171 183
Sitting around our Eatler's board 473 186

T

r HOU God of hasmony andlove ‘1 . 4
« The Sav’our seets his ﬂqck; to- - o

day T 3 2

Thaus far the Lord has led me-on- -8 o9
To praife redeeming love: * .- - - 12 1§ e
The Lord of life and glory ftands 13 .18
The Lord of fabbath let us praife 25 .31 ..
‘The fun of righteoufnefs.appears .32 40
Teach me more of thy bleft ways Az 56
The Sav'our who me kept to-day. . ¢y~ 78"
*Tis finifh'd, the Redeemer faid .8 03
"The name of Chrift how fweet it ST N

 founds - , 137 149 0
Thus did the fons of Abraham pafs 142 154 + °
The voice of my beloved founds 154

Tog U
*Twas,on that'dark, that deleful night 159 12“ .
Tis done, the atoning werk is done 170 18
The memory of our dying Lerd = . 17z 184
. Tell us, O women we would know 180 1935 .

The Bridegroom is near © 8z 197
Thanks to thy mercy deareft Lamb - 184.. 199

WELCOME fweet day of ref 4. 3~
Weary fouls who wander wide 14 .19 .
" When all thy mercies, O my God =~ 20 25 |
Waiting for the comforter 24 39

"
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Why thould the children of a King

Why does your face, ye humble {ouls,

What equal honours {hall we bring
With joy we meditate the grace -~

* When the fight parents of our race

When to ftrangers I proclaim

Who's he fhall bear me back to trace

When I'm in bondage, then I fee
What pains do finners take to trace
With ﬁcxfy ferpents greatly pain'd
When I {urvey the wondrous crofs
Will-thoy, O God, regard my tears

Whn fhall I roam no more
 Wandsing men dnd fojourners

‘When fhall thy lovely face be feen
We fing the amazing deeds

Who can have greater caufe to fing
We all the finners tra& have trod

- Y

- YE that pafs by, behold the man

- Z

ZION’s a garden wall’d around

5226
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30 37
3t 38
39 47
4z 51
48 57
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§3- 63
64 76
82 95
87 100
105 118
119 134
134 146
‘153 103
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183 198
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The Musrtcraw .. ' -

H OU Gob of harmgny and love,
-~ Whofe name tranfports the faints above, - -
And lulls the ravith’d fpheres; = = .-
On thee in feeble ftrings Icall, /"5 0,0
And mix my humble voice with all
Thy heavenly chorifters,

2 If well I know the tuneful ast - o
To captivate an human heart, . RS
The glory, Lord, Rg thine;
A fervant of thy bleffed will, -
" T here devote my utmoft fkill .
To found the praife divine, R
G With Tuybal’s wretched fons no more , .~
I proftitute my facred power” 7
! To pléafe the fiends beneath, =~ -7 7]
,  Or modulate the wantonlay, =~ © 7 .
:  Or footh with mufick’s hand the way ~° ™~
‘To everlafting death, '

- A  Sufice
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# Suffice for this the.feafon paﬂ
1 comé, great Gobp, to learn at laﬁ 7
Theleflons of thy grace ; . - o~
Teach me the new, the gofpel fopg,
And let my hand, my heart, my tongue,
.-Move only ta tlly, praifs

g Tlune own. mufician, Lgrd nfpire,
"And let my confécraled N
Repeat the pfalmitt's art
His fon and thine reveal in me,
And fill with facred melody
The fibres of my heart.

6 So fhall I ¢harm- the hﬁ‘mp’g throng,
And draw the living ftoses al alopg .

i By Jefu’s tuneful name :

| The living ftones fhall dam:e, fhall rife,

' And form a city in the ﬂues,

..~ 'The New Jerufalem! .
* 7 O might I with thy faings afpxre,

The meaneft of that dazking choir
Who chant thy praife above ;
~ Mix’d with the bright mufician- band
. May I an heav'nly harfper ftand;
And fing the fong of love.’

vt"»S What extafy of blifs is there,

. While all th’® angelic concert fhare,
" And drink the floating joys !
‘What more than extafy; when all
Struck to the golden pavement fall

- At Jefu's glonous voice.

Jefus! the heaven of hcaven# ke is,
’I'he foul of barmony and blifs! . . .
And while on him we gaze ;

" And while his glonou1 voice we hear, .

© Qur fpirits are all eye,! all ear,

' And filence fpeak his praife.
/

/

- \
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10 O sight I die that awe to prove, . & ¢
M "Fhat proftrate awe which dares not move:
Before the great Three-One,
To thout by turns the burfting joy,
And all eternity employ. ’
In fongs around the throne.

X HYMN I

For the Lorp’s Day in the Morning. .
HE Saviour meets his flock to-day,-.
Shall I in floth abide athome
i Shall I behind His people ftay? A
¢ When Jefus calls, there ftill is xdom -
. Tl go: itis a houle of pray’r,
1 ‘Who knows but Gop may meet me theres .
2 To-day Emanuel feeds his faints, : -
" And there the Chriftians find their King s
There they lay o&cnﬁeir complaints,
And there the holy armies fing: - .
Into their number I'll prefume, "~
Since Jefus kindly bids me come. -

3 How long did faithful Anna wait? - - -
- And feek the Lord for fourfcore yéars;
Both day and night the temple-gate -
- . She watched with many groans and tears 3
. Nor would fhe leave the houfe of prayer
~ Till Gop vouchfaf’d to ineet her there.
4 Dear Saviour then.permit me pow's; = 7 . -
And like the faint ['l} watch for thee ;. 7~ °
Content I'll wait th’ appointed hounr ool
‘When thou fhalt be reveal’d inme: .
Daily my foul within thy gate,” . - ..
Shall for thy loving-kindnels wait, .
5: Remove temptations, O my Lord, .
~ And let mine enemies be flgin,~ 1. . . . -
‘Which would withdraw me from thy werd,
‘And plunge me in the world agains *© -

(AN

N
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And when the Bridegroom fhall appeas;
O let my foul be found in pray’r!

-HYMN I

On tke LoRr p’% Davy.

WEET is the work, O Gop, our King,
To praife thy name, give thanks and fing ;
To thew thy love by morning light,
And talk of all thy truth by night.
2 Sweet is the day of facred reft,
. No mortal cares fhould feize our breaft ;
O may our hearts in tune be found,
Like David’s harp, of folemn found !

4 Oar hearts fhould triumph in thee, Lord,
- And blefs thy works, and blefs thy word ;
Thy works of grace, how bright they fhine !
How deep thy councils ! how divine !

4 O may we fee, and hear, and know,
What mortals cannat reach below :
May all our pow’rs find fweet employ
In Chrift's eternal word of joy !

-

- HYMN IV.
. ANOTHER.
Evcowme fweet day of reft,
‘¥ . That faw the Lord arife ;
Welcome to this reviving breaft,
_ And thefe rejoicing eyes! = . -4
2 The King himfelf comes near,
And féafts his faints to-day :

Here we may fit, and fee him here,
_Ard love, and praife, and pray. '

PRI

 One
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‘One-day amidft the place
3 When)-’e our dear Gop hath been,
Is fweeter than ten-thoufand days
Of pleafurable fin. - o A
4:Bid, Lord, our fouls toftay - - " " "
“In fuch a frame as this, - AN
And when thou call'# for them away, . ’
Waft them to endlefs blifs. - -

"HYMN V.

X PuBrick WoRrsHIP.®
- OR D, we come before thee now, - )
_4 At thy feet we humbly bow; =~
Oh | do not our fuit difdain, )
Shall we feek thee, Lord, in vain ?
Lord, on thee our fouls depend,
In compaflion now defcend ;
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, .
Tune our lips to fing thy P a.&é. '
2 .In thine own appointed way,
Now we feek thee—here we flay 3 -
Lord we know not how to go
Till a blefling thou. beftew. -
Send fome meflage from thy word, .  _
That may joy, and peace afford ; ’
Let thy $pint now impart " -
Full falvation to each heart.
3 Comfort thofe that weep and mourn, .~ -
Let the time of joy return; ==
. Thofe that are caft down, lift up ; a0
.¥ - Make them ftrong in faith and. vgope s
Grant that thofe that feck, may find
Thee a Gop fincere and kind; =~ 4
Heal the fick, the ¢aptive frees - - -
Let us all sejoice in thee,
e L

- f A HYMMN:
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HYMN VI

MorNING WoRrsHIP:
0 Lord, how many are our. foes ..

In this weak flate of fleth and blood

Our peace they daily difcompofe,
But our defence and hope is Goo. -

2 Tir'd with the burdens of the day,
To thee we rais’d an ev’ning cry :
Thou hear’dft when we began to pray,
And thine almighty help was nigh.-
3 Supported by thy heav’nly aid,
We laid us down, and flept fecure ; -
Not death fhall make our hearts afraid,
Tho’ we fhould wake, and rife no more.

4 But Gop fuftain’d us all the night;
Salvation doth to Gop belong :
He rais’d our heads ta fee.the light,
And hé fhall hive our morning fong.

HYMN VIL
X ANOTHER.

OME let us adore
The Lord’s gracious hand; .

{Our great Governor) L

Who gave a command,
And charge to his angels

To watch round our beds,
To guard us from evils,

From dangers and dreads.

2 Our Si:ephcrd alone, N
The Loxd, let us blefs. .

- Wie

.

-~
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‘Who reigns on the throne
The Prince of our peace: .

Who evermore faves us
By fhedding his blood ;

All hail, holy Jefus, . - o
Our Lord and our Gen b~ - .

3 Wedailywillfing = =" -
Thy merits thy praife, -~ = -~ .. :
" Thou mercifal fpring '

Of pity and grace : . -

Thy friendfhip for ever S
To men will we tell,

And fay; oyr dear Sav’our ;
Redeems us from hell.

4  Preferve us in love
While we here abide ;
Nor never remove,
Nor cover, nor hide,
" Thy glor’ous falvation ;
Till joyful we fee
The beatick vifion
Completed in thee.

¥ HYMN VIL

EveENING WoORSHIP,

OW from the altar of our heasts, -
Let incenfe-flames arife ;. . .
Affitt us, Lord, to offer up .
Our evening facrifice.

2 Awake our love, awake our joy, ol
Awake our heart and tongue ! §
Sleep not when mercies loudly call, . .. .

Break. forth into a {ong. :

3 Minutes and mercies multiply’d. o
Have made up all thisZays. .. = =
— ’ Midutes

@ .
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Minutes came quick, but mercies were
More fleet and free than they.

4 New time, new favour, and new joys, . .
Do a new fong require ! | -
Till we fhould praife thee as we would, .
Accept our heart’s defire. . . -
§ Lord of our time, whofe hand hath fc
New time upon our {core ; -
Thee may we praife for all our time, .
When time fhall be no more !

-

HYMN X,
ANOTHER..

HUS far the Lord has led me on; :
_ Thus far his pow’r prolongs my days ..
And ev’ry evening fhall make known
Same frefh memorial of his grace.

2 Much of my time has run to wafte,
And I perhaps am near my home :
O Lord forgive my follies paft,
And give me ftrength for days to come.-

3 Ilay my body down to fleep, .
Peace be the pillow for my head,
While well-appointed angéls keep -~ - -
Their watchful flations round my bed.

4 In vain the fons of earth or hell )
Tell me a thoufand frightful things,
My Gob in fafety makes me dwell -
Bencath the fhadow of his.wings,

5 Faith in his name forbids my fear ;.
O may thy prefence ne’er depart !
And in the morning make me hear = ' .
_'The love ard kindnefs of thy heart.. v
: Thuy -

N s
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6 Thus when the night of deatli fhall come,
My fleth fhall reft beneath the ground,.
And wait thy voice to roufe my tomb,
With fweet falvation in the found.

HYMN X,
ANOTHER.

AL L praife to him who dwells in blift;
Who made both day and night : -
Whofe throne is darknefs in th’ aby{s
Of uncreated light. ’

2 Each thought and deed his piercing eyes
With ftriteft fearch furvey = |
The deepet thades no more difguife
Than the full blaze of day.

'3 Whom thou doft guard, O King of kings
No evil fhall mg:leﬁ 3 g oLnES
Under the fhadow of thy wings
Shall they fecurely reft.

4 Thy angels fhall around their beds
Their conftant fations keep:. , -
Thy faith and trath fhall fhield their heads,
For thou doft never fleep.

5 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 !

HYMN XL "
For Morning or Evening.
' Y Gob, how endlefs is thy love ?
Thy gifts are ev’ry evening new,

And morning mercies from above,
Gently dittil like easly dew.

Thou -
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2 Thou fpread’ft the curtains of the night;,
* Great guardian of my fleeping hours ;:
Thy fov'reign word reftores the light,
And quickens all my drowzy pow'rs..

. 3 Iyield my pow’rs to thy command,
To thee I.confecrate my days ; !

Perpetual bleffings from thine hand
Demand perpetual fongs of praife.. _

HYMN XIL

To the TRINITY.

ATL holy, holy, holy; Lard I
Be endlefs praife to thee ! ’
Supreme, effential one, ador'd
In co-eternal three.

2 Enthron’d in everlatting ftate
E’er time.its round began,
‘Who join’d in couneil .to create:
The dignity of man. '

3 To whom Ifaiah’s vifion thew'd,
The feraphs veil their wings,
While thee, Jehovah, Lord and Gop,.
Th’ angelic army fings. :
4 To thee by myftic pow’rs on high
Were humble praifes given,
When John beheld with favour'd eye
Th’ inhabitants of heaven.

5 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, Lord!- !
Be endlefs praife to thee.! o
Supreme, effential one, ador'd: .
In co-eternal three.! e
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HYMN XIIL
Longing for the Houfe of G o .
O W pleafant, low divindly ‘fair,
5 O Lord of hofts, .thy dwellings are ;

~The new-barn foul bath longs and faints
To meet th’ affemblies of thy faints.

.2 Bleft are the fouls that find a place
Within the temple of thy grace ! .
“There they behold thy gentler rays,
And feek thy face, and learn ¢hy praife.

- 3 Bleft are the men whofe hearts.are {et

To find the way to Zion's gate ;

Gop is their ftrength, and thro’ the road .
They lean upon their helper Gop.

4 ‘O may we walk with.growing ftrength,
Till we all meet in heav'n at length,
“Till all before Chrift’s face appear,
And join in nobler worthip there !

HYMN XIV.
Entering into the Congregation, . '

_Y\Ountan of life to all below,
Let thy falvation roll ;
Water, replenith, and o’erflow
Ev'ry believing foul.
2 Into that happy number, Lord,
Us weary finners take ;
Jefus, fulfil thy gracious word
For thy own mercy’s {ake.
g- Tarn back our nature’s rapid tide, |
And we fhall flow to thee, .
While down the ftream of time we glide v
- To_our eternity. . S
E ’ The
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4 The well of life to us thou art, = -
Of joy, the {fwelling flood :

‘Wafted by thee with willing heart
We fwift return to Goo,

§ We foon fhall reach the boundlefs fea,
Into thy fulnefs fall, - - - -
Be loft, and fwallow’d up in thee,
Our Goo, our allinall !

HYMN XV.

Fervency of Devotion defired.

T O praife redeeming love,
Dear chriftians lend a voice :
Come thou, diviner Dove, :
And help us to rejoice : .
Our hearts too low,
Lord, thou canft raife 3
Bleft Spirit, blow,
And we fhall praife.’

2  Here, Lord, may we admire
The riches of thy grace,
Till thou fhalt call us higher,
There to behold thy face :
Oh, height of grace !
- Oh, depth of love ]
Lord, fit us for S~
Our place above. '

3  Who can thy love exprefs ?
Thy mercy ne’er decays !
‘What can our fouls do lefs -
Than leve thee all our days ?
Blefs Gon, each foul,
E’en unto death ;
And write a fong
For ev'ry breath.
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PMMYMN XVIL .

At the Hour of Retirement.

‘ ATHER, behold with gracious eyes,
F The fouls before thy throne, ]
- Who. now prefent their facrifice,
And feek thee in thy Son.

2 Well-pleas'd in him thyfelf declare ;
Thy pard’ning love reveal,
The peaceful anfwer of our pray’r
To ev'ry confcience feal.

3 Meaneft of all thy fervants, I oL
i Thofe happier {pirits meet,
And mix with theirs my feeble cry,
And worlhip at thy feet.

§ On me, on all, fome gift beftow, -
Some blefling now impart, -
The feed of life eternal fow
In ev’ry mournful heart.
§ Thy loving pow’rful {pirit thed,
And fpeak our fins forgiv’n,
'O hafte throughout the lump to {pread
The fan&ifying leaven. o

6 Refrefh us with a ceafelefs fhow'r
Of graces from above,
Till all receive the perfett pow'r
Of everlafting love. - - . ~

HYMN XVIIL
“INVITATION. TR

HE Lord of life and glory ftands,
Aloud he cries, and {preads his hands ;+
B - - He
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He calls ten thoufands finners round,
And fends a voice from ev'ry wound.

2 ¢ Attend, ye thirfty fouls, draw near,
¢« And fatiate all your withes here !
¢ Behold, the living fountain flows

¢ In'ftreams as various as your woes !

3 ¢ An ample pardon here I give,
¢ And bid the fentenc'd rebel live ;
¢ Shew him my Father’s fmiling face,
¢ And lodge him in hie dear embrace.

4 © I purge from fin’s detefted ftain,
¢ And make the crimfon white again ;
¢ Lead to celeftial joys, refin’d, -
¢ And lafting as the deathlefs mind.

§ ¢ Muft I anew my pity prove ? '
¢ Witnefs the words of melting love,

¢ The gulhin% tears, the lab’ring breath,

¢« And all thefe fcars of bleeding death.’

6 O Jefu let me doubt no more ;
But hear, and wonder, and adore :
Panting and feek that fountain-head,
Whence waters fo divine proceed.

7 Still near its fiream may I be found,
Long as I tread this earthly ground !
Till death fhall make my laft remove
To dwell for ever with my love.

HYMN XIX.

ANOTHER.

EARY f{ouls, who wander wide
From the central paint of blifs,

_Tum to Jefus cracify’d, -
Fly. to thofe dear wounds of his;
Sink into the purple flood,
Rife into the life of Gob !

\Fiud
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2 Find in Chrift the way of peace,
Peace unfpeakable, unknown,
By his pain he gives you eafe,
Life by his expiring groan:
Rife exalted by his fall ; S,
Find in Chrift your all in alL

3 O believe the record true,
Gob to you his Son hath giv'n, -
Then ye will be happy too,
Live on earth the lifc of heav'n !
Live the life of heav’'n above,
All the life of glorious love.

4 This the univerfal blifs,
Blifs for weary fouls defign’d,
Gonb’s orig’nal promife this,
Gop’s great gift to loft mankind.
Bleft in Chrift this moment be,
Blett to all eternity !

HYMN XX.
ANOTHER.

E T ev'ry mortal ear attend,
And ev’ry heart rejoice,
The trumpet of the gofpel founds
With an inviting voice.’
2 Hol! all ye hungry, farving fouls,
That feed upon the wind, .
And vainly ftrive with earthly toys
To fill an empty mind :
3 Eternal wifdom has prepar'd, - o
A foul-reviving feaft, - . S
And bids your longing appetites T
The rich provifion tafte.

Ho)
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4 Ho! ye that pant for living fireams,
And pine away and die, :

Here you may quench your raging thirft
With fprings that never dry.

5 Dear Gop, the treafures of thy love
Are everlafting mines ;
Deep as our helplefs mis’ries are, -
And boundlefs as our fins.

6 The happy gates of gofpel-grace
Stand open night and day ;
Lord, we are come to feek fupplies,
And drive our wants away.

HY MN XXL
ANOPHER.

S INNERS, obey the gofpel-word,

) Hafte to the fupper of our Lord ;
Be wife to know your gracious day,
All things are ready; come away: -

2 Ready the Father is to own,
And kifs his late-returning fon ;
} Ready the loving Saviour ftands,
And fpreads for you his bleeding hands.

3 Ready the Spirit of his love,
Juft now the ftony heart to move ;.
T’ apply, and witnefs with the blood,
And wath and feal you fons of Gob, -

4 Ready for you the angels wait,
To triuamph in your bleft eftate ;
Thuning their harps,’ they long to praife
The wonders of redeeming grace.

5 Come then, ye finners, to the Lord,
To happinefs in Chrift reftor’d ;

His purchas’d benefits embrace,
‘The plenitude of gofpel-grace.

HYMN

I
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HYMN XXIL

A Prayer for one convinced of Sin,

ATHER of lights, from whom proceeds,.
Whate'er thy ev’ry creature needs,
‘Whofe goodnefs providently nigh,
Feed the young ravens when they cry ;
"To thee I look ; my heart prepare,
Suggeéft and hearken to my pray’r.

2" Since by thy light myfelf I fee
Naked, and poor, and void of thee,
‘Thine eyes muft all my thoughts furvey,
Preventing what my lips would fay ; N
‘Thou feeft my wants ; for help they call,
And e’er I fpeak, thou know'ft them all.

3 Ah! give me, Lord, myfelf to feel,
My total mifery reveal ;. )
Ah! give me, Lord, (I ftill would fay)
An heart to mourn, an heatt to pray ;.
" My bafinefs this, my only care,
My life, my ev’ry breath be pray’r.

4 Scarce I begin my fad complaint,
When all my warmeft withes faint ;
Hardly I lift my weeping eye,
When all my kindling ardours die ;
Nor hopes, nor fears, my bofom move,
For ftill I cannot, cannot love.

s Father, I want a thankful heart,
I want to tafte how good thou art,
To plunge me in thy mercy’s fea, .
And comprehend thy love tome ; . -
The length, the breadth, and depth, and height.
- Of love divinely infinite, '

6 Father, I long my foul to raife,
~And dwell for gver on thy prai'cs

Ty
L
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Thy praife with glor’ous joy to tell
In extafy unfpeakable ; :
While the full pow’r of faith I know’

And reign triumphant here below.

HYMN XXIIL
Psaim LL

Thou that hear’ft when finners cry,

Tho’ all my crimes before thee lie,
Behold me not with angry look, =~
But blot their mem’ry from thy book,

2 Create my nature pure within,
And form my foul averfe from fin :
Let thy good Spirit ne’er depart, .
Nor hide thy prefence from my heart.

3 I cannot live without thy light,
Caft out and banifh’d from thy fight : |
"Thy faving ftrength, O Lord, reftore,
And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Tho’ I have griev’d thy Spirit, Lord,
His help and comfort fill affard :
And let a wretch come near thy throne
T'o plead the merits of thy Son.

5 My foul lics humbled in the duft,
And owns thy dreadful fentence juft : .
Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye,
And fave the foul condemn’d to die.

"6 Then will I teach the world thy ways';

. Sinners fhall learn thy {ov’reign grace :

. T'll point them to_my Sav’our’s blood,
‘That they may praife a pard’ning Goo.

O may
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70 ,n{ay thy love infpire my tongue,
Salvation fhall be all my fong;
And all my pow’rs fhall join to blefs,

- The Lord, my ftrength and right'oufnefs.

HYMN XXIV.
Complaining of Spiritual Sloth.

'Y drowfy pow’rs, why fleep ye fo 2
' - Awake my fluggifh foul ; i
Nothing hath half thy wosk to do,.
Yet nothing half fo dal.

2 Go to the ant; 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 fake all nature ftands,
And ftars their courfes move ; :
We for'whofe guards the angel bands
Come flying from above :

4 We for whom Gop the Son came down, . L
And labour’d for our good ;
How carelefs to fecare that crown R
He purchas’d with his blood ! ’ :
s Lord, fhall we lie fo fluggifh ftill, )
And never act our parts ?
Come, holy Dove, from th® heav’nly hill,
And warm our frozen hearts. :

6 Give us with a&tive warmth to move,
With vig’rous fouls to rife, ’
With hands of faith and wings of love:
To fly and take the prize. C

v

"HYMN
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HYMN XXV.
PROV’KIDENCAEQ

HEN all thy mercxes, O my Gon,.
My rifing foul furveys, ‘
Why is my barren heart not loft
In wonder, love and praife.

2 Thy providence my life fuftain’d,
nd all my wants redrefs'd,
Whilft in the filent womb I lay,
Or hung upon the breaft.

3 To all my weak complaints and cnes,
Thy mercy lent an ear,
E'er yet my feeble thoughts had leamd.
. To form themfelves in pray'r. -

4 Unnumber'd comforts.on my foul
Thy tender care beftow’d, .
*Before my infant-heart conceiv’d
From whence thofe comforts flow'd.

§ When thro’ the flipp’ry paths of youth,
. With heedlefs fteps I ran, :
Thy arm unfeen convey’d me fafe,
And led me up to man.
6 Thro hidden dangers, toils and deethg,
ently clear’d my way ;
And tiro the pleafing fnares of vice,
More to be fear'd than they.

7 ‘Thro’ all eternity to thee
A grateful fong I'll raife :
But Oh ! eternity’s too fhort
To utter all thy praife.

HYMN
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HY MN XXVI..
UNFRUITFULNESS.

O N G have I fat beneath the found
Of thy falvation, Lord, o
But ftill héw weak my faith is found,
And knowledge of thy word !

2 Oft I frequent thy holy place,
Yet hear almott in vain ;
How fmall a portion of thy grace
Can'my hard heart retain ! .
3 My gracions Sav'our, and my Gooy. . . ..
~ How little art thou known .
By all the judgnrents of thy rod,
' " And bleflings of thy throne ¥

.4 How cold and feeble is my love !

How negligent my fear !

How low my hope of joys above !
How few affeitions there !

5 Great Gop, thy fov’teign Pow'r impart,

To give thy word fuccefs ;

Write thy falvation 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 without decay,. '
And love fhall never die.

"HY M N XXVIL.,
To the HoLy GHosT.
 g~NOME Holy Spirit, fend down thofe beams:
. ) Which gently flow in filent fireams.
From th’ eternal throne above: =~ -

Come, thou enricher of the poor, L
L ‘ . Thou
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Thou bount’ous fource of all our flore,
Fill us with faith, with hope, and love.

- 2 Come, thou our foul’s delightful guett,
The weary’d pilgrim’s fweetelt reft,
The fainting fufferer’s beft relief :
Come, thou, our paffions cool allay ;
Thy comfort wipes all tears away,
And turns to peace and joy all grief.

3 Lord, wafh our finful ftains away,
Water from heav'n our barren clay,
Our ficknefs cure, our bruifes heal :
To thy fweet yoke our ftiff-necks bow,

- Warm with thy fire our hearts of fnow,
And there-enthxon’d for ever dwell.

4 All glory to the facred three,
One everlafting Deity ! :
All love and pow’r, and might and praife ¥
As at the firft, e’er time begun, k
May the fame homage ftill be done
When carth and heav'n itfelf decays, -

HYMN XXVIIL
Breathing after the HoLy Spir1T.

O M E Holy Spirit, heay’nly Dove,
, C With all thy quick’ning pow’rs ;'
" Kindle a flame of facred love, .
In thefe cold hearts of ourf, * "~ -

2 Look how we grovel here helow,’
Fond of thefe earthly toys ;-
Our fouls how heayily they.go.
To reach: e;e,rnif joyst
3 In vain we wee our formal fongs,
In vain we ftrive to rife ;. T
- Hofannahs languifh on our tongues, -
:Mpd our devotion dies. = - .
. i Fathee
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4 Father, fhall we then everlive’
At this (poor dying rate ?
Our love fo faint, fo cold to thee, .
And thine to'us fo great.? . .

s Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning pow’rs ;
Come, thed-abread-a Saviour’s love,
Apnd that fhall kindle ours.

HYMN XXIX.
“Waiting for the Spirit of Adopfioh. A

'L L glory to the dying Lamb,
- ‘And never ceafing praife,
While angels live to know thy name, -
Or men 6 feel thy grace. :
2 With this cold, ftony heart of mine,
Jefu, to thee I flee,
And to thy grace my foul refign
To be renew’d by thee. _

3 Give me to hide my bluthing face
While thy dear crofs appears,
Defolve my heart in thankfulnefs,
And melt my eyes to tears,

4 O may thy uncorrupted feed
Be fown and rife within, -~ -
And thy life-giving word forbid ,
My new-born foul to fin. . , o
5 Father, I wait before thy: throne,
Call me a child of thine ;
Send down the Spirit of thy San
To form my heart divine,

Thers,
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6 There fhed thy promis'd love abroad,
And make my comforts firong ;
Then fhall I fay, ¢ my Father, Gop § *
With an unwav’ring tongue.

HYMN XXX.
For one ‘under Defertion.

AITING for the Comforter,
) " Hungring for immortal food,

Can I tafte a blefling here ' -

In the abfence of my Gob #
No : till Chrift again return,

Chrift, whofe word the finner chears,
Still I obftinately mpurn,

Eat my bitter bread with tears.

& Love was once my pleafant meat,

Meat that feafon’d all the reft,

Jefu to my tafte was fweet, '
Jefu was my conftant feaft :

But the Comforter is fled;,
But the pard’ning Gop is gone ;

He who turn’d my ftone to bread,
He hath turn’d my bread to ftone. -

3 Taftlefs all the world to me,
Till his favour I regain ;
Happinefs is mifery, ‘
Joy is grief, and pleafure pain :
But my Lord, for whom I gtieve
Shall at laft my want fupply,
Bid me tafte his love, and live,
Bid me fee his face, and die.

rd

HYMN
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HYMN XXX

The Witnefling Spirit.

HY fhould the ehildren of 2 King
Go mourning all their days ?
Great Comforter, defcend, and bring
The tokens of thy grace |

2 Doft thou not dwell in all thy faints,
And feal the heirs of heav’n #
When wilt thou banith my camplaints,
R And thew my fins forgiv'n ? ‘
3 Affure my confcience of her part
In the Redeemer’s blood ;
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 to come ;
May thy bleft wings, celeftial Dove,
. Safely convey me home {

HYMN XXXIIL

For Sunpavy,

H E Lord of fabbath let us praife

In concert with the bleft,
Who joyful in harmonious lays
Employ an endlefs reft.

2 Thus, Lord, while we remember thee, l

————_ We bleft and pious grow ;
By hymns of praife we learn to be
Triumphant here below.
3 On this glad day a brighter fcene
Of glory was dgplay‘d

By
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» By Goo, th’ eternal word, than when N

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. '

HYMN XXXIII

‘Longing for Cur1sT.

Love divine, how fweet thou art,
R When fhall we find our longing hearts
All taken up by thee ? )
Oh make me pant and thirft to prove
The greatnefs of redeeming love,
The love of Chrift to me.

:2 Gop only knows the love of Gob:;
O that it now were fhed abroad
In each. poor ftony heart ! ,
For love I'd figh, for love I'd pine,
This only portion, Lord, be mine,
Be mine this better part.

3 O that we could for everfit,

With Mary, at our Mafter’s feet,
Be this our happy choice 7
Our only care, delight and blifs,
-Our joy, our heav’n on earth, be this,
To hear the Bridegroom’s: voice.
Thy only love may we require,
4 Norhing on earth Abe‘ncathqdeﬁré,
" Nothing in heav’n above ;
. Let earth, and all its trifes go, ,
Give us, O Lord, thy love to know,
Give us thy precious love,

HYMN




> (27)
HYMN XXXIV.

CHRIsT’s Birth,

N AT HER, our hearts we lift -
Up to thy gracious throne,
And blefs thee for the precious gift
Of thine incarnate Soh :
The gift unfpeakable,
We thankfully receive,
And to the world thy goodnefs tell ; -
O may we to thee live !

z-Jefu, the holy child,
- Doth by his birth declare,
That Goo and man are reconcil'd, -
And one in him we are.
Salvation thro’ his-name °
To loft mankind is giv'n,
And loud his infant-cries proclaim -
A peace "twixt earth and heav’n.

3 A peace on earth he brings,
Which never more fhall end ;
The Lord of hofts, the King of kings, -
Declares himfelf our friend : .
Affumes our fleth and blood,
‘I'hat we his Spir’t may gain, -
The everlafting Son of Gob,
The mortal fon of man.

4O may we all receive,
The new-born Prince of Peace, -
And meekly in his {pirit live,
And in:his love increafe !
Till he convey us home,
Cry ev’ry foul aloud, -
~ Ceme, thou defire of nations, come,
And take us all to Gop.

N

HYMN
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HYMN XXXV. .

"CuRI1sT’s Paffion,
E that pafs by, behold the man ! .
The man of griefs condemn’d for you !
The Lamb of Gop for finners flain,
Weeping to Calvary purfue.

2 See how his back the fcourges tear,,
. While to the bloody pillar bound !
. ‘The ploughers make long furrows there,
Till all his bedy is one wound.

) 3 His facred limbs they firetch, they tear,
- With nails they faften to the wood
His facred limbs——expes’d and bare,
Or only cover’d with his blood !

4 See there | his temrples crown’d with thorns !
His bleeding hands extended wide !
. .- His fireaming feet, transixtand torn !
- © The fountain guthing from his fide | T

Beneath my load he faints and dies :
I fl’d his foul with pangs unknown,
l I caus’d thofe mortal groans and cries,
I kill’d the Father’s only Son !

6 O thou dear fuff'ring Son of Govp,
How doth thy heart to finners move !

+ ‘'To me apply thy precious blood,
Grant me to tafte thy dying love.

7 Give me to fee thine agonies,
One view of that {ad fight afford ;

That 1 with thee may fympathize, .

And know the fuff'rings of my Lord,

HYM N
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HYMN XXXVIL

The Paflion and Exaltation of Cnnts;'r.

OME all harnronious tongues,
C Your nobleft mufick bring,
*Tis Chrift the everlatting Gop,

And Chrift the man we fing.

2 Tell how he took our fleth -
To take away our guilt, .

- Sing the dear drops of facred blood '
That hellith monfter fpilt, -

3 Alas, the cruel fpear
Went deep into his fide, - o
And the rich flood of purple gore -
Their murth’rous weapons dy’d. .

4 The waves of fwelling grief .
Did o’er his bofom roll, - -
And mountains of almighty wrath - -
Lay heavy on his fouk .

5 Down to the fhades of death
He bow’d his awful head ; -
Yet he arofe to live and reign
‘When death itfelf is dead. --.

6 No more the bloody fpear, - T
The crofs ahd nails no more ; - .
For hell itfelf fhakes at his name, -
And all the heav'ns adore.
7 There the Redeemer fits
High on his Father's throne ;
"The Father lays his veng’ance by, . -
And {miles upon his Son. -

€5 There
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8 There his full glories thine
With uncreated rays, '
And blefs his faints and angels eyes
To everlafting days.

HYMN XXXVIL

Sufficiency of Pardon,

‘ N 7 H'Y does your face, ye humble fouth,
Thofe mournful colours wear ?
What doubts are thefe that wafte your faith,
And nourith your defpair ? .
2 What tho’ your num’rous fins exceed
The ftars that fill the fkies,
And aiming at th® eternal throne
, Like pointed mountains rife ?

3 What tho’ your mighty guilt beyond:
The wide creation fwell,
And has its curft foundations laid '
Low as the depths of hell ?

4 Sce here an endlefs ocean flows
Of never-failing grace,
Beholq a dying Saviour’s veins
The facred flood increafe :

v 3 Itrifes high, and drowns the hills,
. Has neither fhore nor bound :
Now if we fearch to find our fins,
Our fins can ne’er be found.

6 Awake, our hearts, adore the grace
That buries all our faults, .
And pard’ning blood that fwells above
Our follies and our thoughts.

i HY.MN:, '

s e L agem——
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"HYMN XXXVIIL

Curist’s Humiliation and Exaltation,

HAT equal honours fhall we bring,
To thee, O Lord, 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 reiga
" At his Almighty Father’s fide.,

3 Pow’r and dominion are his due, ,
- Who ftood condemn’d at Pilate’s bar 3
. Wifdom belongs to Jefus too, .
Tho’ h¢ was charg’d with madnefs here.

4 Honour immortal muft be paid
Inftead of fcandal and of fcorn,
«  While glory fhines around his head,
And 1 bright crown without a thorn.

§ Bleflings for ever to the Lamb
" Who bore our fins, and carfe and pain ;
Let angels found his facred name,
And ev’ry creature fay, Amen !

HYMN XXXIX.

CurIsT’s Refurre@ion.

ESU S, who dy'd a2 world to. fave,
Revives and rifes from the grave,
, By his almighty pow'r :
3 "-From fin and death, and hell fet free,
" He captive leads captivity, '
‘And lives to die no more.
2 Children of Gop, look up and fee,
Your Sav’our cloth’d with majefty,
" Triumphant o’er the tomb : Give
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Give o’er your griefs, caft off your fears,

In heav’n your manfions he prepares,
And foon will take you home.

3 His church is ftill his joy, his crown ; .
He looks with love and pity down .
On her he did redeem - .
‘He taftes her joys, he feels her woes, -
And prays that fhe may fpoil her foes, -
And ever reign with him,

4 Oh may we all from fin awake, -
May all in heav’n our places take, .
Near our exalted head !
May all our fouls to heav’n afpire, .
In thought, in will, in ftrong defire,.
To carnal pleafures dead !

HYMN . XL:

ANOTHER.:"

T HE fun of righteoufnefs appears -
To fet in blood no more !
Adore the {catterer of your fears,
Your rifing fun adore !

v 2 The faints, when he refign'd his breath,

| Unclos'd their flecping 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 a man ;
- Herifesasa God!

4 In vain the ftone, the watch, the feal .-
Forbid an early rife
To him who breaks the gates of hell,
And opens paradife,

HYMNy
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. HYMN XLL

Curist’s Afccnfion.v

A 1L the day that fees him rife,
Ravifh’d from our wifhful eyes I
Chrift a2 while to mortals giv'n,
Re-afcends his native heav'n :
There the pompous triumph waits,
¢ Lift your heads, eternal gates |
¢ Widé unfold the radiant {cene,
¢ Take the King of Glory in."

2 Circled round with angel-pow’rs,
Their triumphant Lord and- ours,
Congu'ror o’er death, hell and fin,
Take the Kinﬁ of glory in.

Him tho’ the higheft heav’n receives,
Still he loves the ¢arth he leaves ;
Tho’ returning to his threne,
-Still he calls mankind his own.
_3 See, he lifts his hands above;
See, he fhews the prints of love s
Hark ! his gracious lips beftow
Blefling on his church below :
Still for us he intercedes,
Prevalent his death he pleads 3
Next himfelf prepares a place,
Harbinger of human race.

4 Mafter (may we evér fay}
Taken from our head to-day ;
See, thy faithful fervants fee,

- Bver gazing up to thee !
Grant, tho’ parted from our fight,
High above yon azare height,
Grant our hearts may thither rife,
Seeking thee beyond the fkies.

Ever
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5 Ever upwards may we move,

Wafted on the wings of love ;
Looking when the Lord thall come, -
Longing, gazing after home !

‘There may we with thee remain; .
Partnets of thy endlefs reign ;

There thy face unclouded fee,

Find our heav’n of heav’ns in thee !’

HYMN XLIL -
Praifing CHR1sT. . B

- A WAK.E, and fing the fong,”
#. Of Mofes, and the Laib ;
ake, ev’ry heart, and ev'ry tongue -
To praife the Sav’bur’s name. o
-2 Sing of his dying lové, |
Sing of Ris rifing power, .
Sing how he intercedes above -
-+ . For thofe whofe fins be.bore.-

. 3 Sing, till we feel our hearts '

Afcending with our tongues 5 N

Sing, till the love of fin departs, . ’
.fnd grace infpires our fongs, :

4 Sing, till we hear Chrift fay,

¢« Your fins are all forgiv'n,’

Go on rejoicing ev'ry day,

- Till we all meet in heav'n. .

"HYMN XLIIIL .
ANOTHE R.\‘,
O.ME, my brethren, Ifi'els race,..

- And hear me blefs my king ; .
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*Hear me, my beloved praife, B
My Jefus do L fing : Foow
Neither hear my fong alone, i
Bat help, O help me to proclaim '
Jefus, our Creator’s Son,
Jefus ! that lovely name !

:2 Others fing their time away,
Who Jefus never knew ;
Ought not we to pafs our day “y

-In joy and finging too ? '

-Others have thee caufe to blefs,
The children of the King have more ;

They have Chrift their right’oufnefs
‘Their glory, peace ang pow’r,

:3.Bow thy throne, thou Son of Gop !
" And with aliving coal
.From the altar, ftain’d with blood,

Infpire each drowfy foul. . = -
:Slaughter'd Lamb, who; who can fhew,
Or fully, who can fing thy praife ?

idlord, we fail in hymns %elow,
Teach ! teach us:heav'nly lays.

HYMN XLIV.
\Oﬂices'v of CHRIST.

‘A . RRAY’d in mortal Flefh,
Chrift like an-angel ftands,
~And holds the promifes
.And pardons in his handg: = -
Commiffion’d from .
His Father's throne, .
To make his grace
To-mortals known.

2 Be thou our counfellor, B
- Onr.-Pattern, and our guide: | - -
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And thro’ this defart land,
Still keep us near thy fide ¢
O let our feey o
Ng'er run aftray,
Nor rove nor feek '
The crooked way. -

3 We'd hear our Shepherd’s voice,
Who's watchful eyes doth keep
Poor wand’ring fouls.among
The thoufands of his fheep ¢
He feeds his flock,
He calls their names ; -
His bofom hears ‘
The tender lambs.

4 To this dear furety's hands,
- My foul, commend thy caufe,
He anfwers and fulfils :
~ His father’s broken laws ;
Believing fouls :
Now frce are fet 3
For Chrift has paid
Their dreadful debt,

§ Their Advocate appears
_ . For their defence on high ;
? "'The Father bows his ears,
- " Ard lays his thunder by :
- Net all that hell
? Or fin can fay
| Shall turn his heart,

His love away.

, 6 Then let our fouls arife,
And tread the tempter down 3
Our Captain leads us forth
: 70 conqueft and a crown @
- A feeble faint -
| Shall win the day,
Tho’ death and hel]
T . Obftrudt the way:

HYMN
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HYMN XLV.
ANoOTHER. . L

OIN all the glorious names ‘
. Of wifdom, love and pow'r,
‘I’hat mortals ever knew,
That angels ever bore :
All art too mean
To fpeak his worth,
Teo mean to fet ' N
Our Sav our forth; U N N

2 But O what gentle terms, =
What congefccnd_ing ways, .
Doth our Redeemer ufe, Co 2
To teach his heav’nly grace ! o
- My foul with joy ' LT
’ And wonder fee, -
What forms of love : - ..~ .~ .3 =
He bears for thee ! L
" 3 Great Prophet of bur Gopo, Y
Our tongues would blefs thy name ¢
By thee thie joyful news - .
Of our falvation came ;' - ' s
Thejoyful news .- - -
Of fins forgiv'n, - -~ .~
- Of hell fubde’d T
And peace with heav'n,
efus, our great high-prieft, -
4 ]’ Offer'd hglz bloodg anl:i dy'ds
Thou guilty finner feeck
No faérifice befide : .
‘His pow'rful blood = .
Did once atone,
And now it pleads® =~ "~
Before the throne.

-2

D £ Thow
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§ ‘Thou dear almighty Lord,
Our conqu'ror and our king,
Thy fcepter and thy fword,
‘Thy reigning grace we fing ;
Thine is the pow'r; -
O may we fit,
In willing bonds
~ Beneuth thy feet !

HY M N XLVI, .
. Tt @ -~.
" Accefs to the Thrbne of Grace. by .«
‘ Madiator, .
YO ME let us lift our joyful eyes
% Up to the courts above,

And fmile to fee our Father there
Upon a throne of love. ,

.2 Once ’twas a feat of dreadful wragh, .
And fhot devouring flame s . .. .
Our Gop appear’d confuming fire,
And veng’ance was his name.
g Rich were the drops of Jefu’s blood .
That calm’d his froewning face,
That fprinkled o’er the burning throne,
‘And turn’d the wrath to-grace. . °
-4 Now we may bow. before his feet,
) And venture near the Lord ;
- No fiery cherub guards his Seat, o
Nor double-faming fword. -
§ The peaceful gates of heavenly blifs,
Are open’d by the §on, -
High let us raife our notes of praife,
nd reach the almighty throne :

S : : To
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§.To thee ten thoufand thanks we bring,.
v Great Advocate on high; =
And glory to th’ eternal King . .
"That lays his fary by.

<
A

HYMN XLVIL -

Curist’s Compaffion fc’g’thc tempted.

W IT H joy we meditate the gsace-
" Of our high-prieft above; -
His heart is made of tendernefs,

His bowels mels with love.-
2 Touch’d with a {ympathy withim,.

He knows eur-feshle/frame 5. -

He knows what {ore temptations mean, .- '

For he hath felt the fame.

s He, in the days of feeble flefh,
Pour'd out his cries and tears, -
And in his meafure feel afrefh.
What every member bears.

4 He'll'never quench-the fmoaking flax,
But raife it to a flamdg < L -

- 'The bruifed reed he never breaks,
Nor fcorns the meaneft name,

5. Then let our humble faith addrefs -
“  His mercy and his pow’r; - i
We fhall obtain deliv'ring grace. i
In the diftreffing hour. .

HYMN XLVIL

Salvation by Grace, -

B3

- OR D, we confefs our num’rous faults, .

How great our guilt has been ;
- Foolith and vain were all our thoughts,
-And all our lives were fin. .

-
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‘ 2 Bat, O my foul, for ever 'pra/i(c,

For.ever love his name, .
Who turns thy feet from dang’rous ways,
Of folly, fin and thame. & | .

3 ’Tis not by worRs of right’oufnefs,
. Which our owa hands have done 3 _
But we are fav'd by fov'reign grace
Abounding thro’ his Son. ,

4 'Tis from the mercy of our Gop
That all our hopes begin ;
*Tis by the water and the blood *
Our fouls are wafh'd from fin.

§ 'Tis thro’-the purchafe of his death,
Who hupg uponthe tree, - . =~ -.
‘The Spirit is fent down-to ‘breathe:
On fuch dry bones as we, © -
6 Rais'd from the dead we live anew,
And juftify’d by grace ;-
We fhall appear in glory too,
And fee our Father's face.

HYMN XLIX.
SaLvaTiOoN,

‘. ,
Arvarion ! O the joyful found !
"Tis pleafure to our ears ;
A fov’reign balm for ev’ry wound,, N
A cordial for our fears. ’
2 Buried in forrow and in fin,
At hell's dark door we lay, -
But we arife by grace divine
To fee a heav'nly day.

" Salvatiea
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3 'S&IVatioh‘! la tﬁé Cctho'-ﬂy K .
The fpacious earthi around; . - " °
While all the armies of the &ky =~
Confpire to saife the found.

HYMN L
Gop all, and in all. -

C IY Goo, my life, my love, -
;. To thee, to thee I call,

1 cannot live if thou removey. - - .

‘For thou art-all in all.
2-Thy thining grace can cheer

This dungean where I dwell ; .

*Tis paradife when thou art here,
If thou depart, tis hell,

3 The fmilings of thy face, .
How am’able they are ! S
*Tis heav'n fo. relt in thine embrace,. .
And-no where elfe but there.
4 To thee, and thee.alone, .. -
The angels owe their blifs 5
They fit around thy grac’ous throne,, .
And dwell whese fe{ua is -

-§.-Not all the h above
- Can_mnake a heav'nly place, .
If Gab his refidence remove,
Or but conceal his face :

6 Nor earth, nor all the fky, -

' Can one deliglit afford ;.
No, not a drop of real joy -
_Without thy prefence, Lord.

Thou art the. {ea of love .
Where all. my pleafures roll,

Dy

v
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The circle where my paﬂions move,
And centre of my foul.

8 To thee my fpirits ly . =~ *
With infinite defire,
And yet how far from thee I lie ;
+ Dear _]efus ralfe me nigher.

HYMN LL
Redempnon by CHRIST.

T HEN the firft parents of our race -
Rebell'd, and loft their Gob,
And the infeftion of their fin
" Had tainted all our blood -

¢ Infinite pity touch’d the heart
Of the eternal Son ;
Defcending from the heav'nly court
He left his Father's throne,

3 Afide the Prince of Glory threw
His moft divine array,
And wrap’d his Godhead in a vexl
Of our inferior clay.

4 His living pow’r, and dying love
Redeem’d unhappy men, ’
And rais’d the ruins of our race
T'o life and Gop again.

§ To thee, dear Lord, our fleth and foul
We joyfully reﬁgn :
Bleft Jefus, take us for thy own,
For we are doubly thine.
- 6 O may thine honour ever be
The bus’nefs of our days ; .
Inflarhe our hearts, affit our tongues,
To fpeak thy worthy praxfe'

vaﬂ‘
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MYMN LIL
The Robe of Righteoufnefs.

W AKE my heart, .arife my tongue,. -
Prepare a tuneful voice ;..
In Gop, the life of all my joys,
Aloud will I rejoice.

2 'Tis he adorn’d my naked foul,
And made falvation mine ;

Upon a poor polluted worm
He makes his mercies fhine.

3 And left the fhadow of a {pot
" Should on my foul be found,.
He took the robe the Sav’our wrought
And catt it all around.

- 4 How far this heav’nly robe exceeds
‘What earthly princes wear ! 2
Thefe ornaments how bright they fhine'® .
How white the garments are ! X

5 The Spirit wrought my faith and love,
And hoiPe and ev'ry grace;
But Jefus fpent his life to work -
The robe of righteoufnefs. =~ -~

6 Strangely, my foul, art thou array’d:’ .
By the great facred three! .
In fweeteft harmony of praife,.
Let all thy pow'rs agree.
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HYMN LIL

The Love of CH RIS T conflraineth us,
' 2 Cor. v. 140 :

AP PY the heart where graces reign, .
_ Where love infpires the breaft ;
Love is the brighteft of the train, °
And ftrengthens all the reft. ’

2 Knowledge, alas [ is all in vain,-.
,  Andall in vain our fear; - ‘
.Our ftubborn fins will fight and reign; . .
- If love be abfent there. Cona l

-*Tis love that makes our a&ive feet .
In {fwift obedience move ; :
The devils know, and tremble too, -

But fatan cannat love. ’

4 This is the grace that lives and fings,, .

.~ When faith and hope fhall ceafe ; =

~ Tis this fhall ftrike our joyful firings .
In the {fweet realms of blifs. -

5 Before we quite forfake our clay, .

~ Or leave this poor abode,
The wings of love bear.us away,, .
To fee our fmiling Gop~ '

HYMN L,w. o
Strife in Heaven.
N heaven’s court a queftion rofe,”

Which rais’d a ftrife that ne’er fhall clofe 5 -
- Which rank of all the ranfom’d race .

b Owes ‘higheft praife to fov'reign grace ? -

Ig&nts, :
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# Infants Rere canght from womb and breaff -
_“ Claim right to fing above the reft ;

As finding foon the happy fhore,

They never faw nor fought before..

3 Others artiv’'d at riper age,; ;

Before they left the earthly ftage, |
Think grace deferves yet higher praife,.
That wali'd the blots of num’sous days..

4 'Tis I, faysone, ’bove all my race '

Am debtor moft to glor’oas grace : -
The chief of finners you'll allow, =
Should be the chief o_fiﬁngers now. <o

5- A fecong gried, this claim forbear,! - -
Lo, I'm the greatelt wonder herei; : . i\
For I of a}l the race that fell,. . - { .
Defery’d the loweft place in hell. -

6 Another rifes by his fide, ' S
As fond to praife, and free of pride; - - B
Cries, all give place, for Fdefy, - - -
You all fhould‘owe fych:thanks as I . * +

7 What will no rival-finger yield _ . ...
He has an'equal in the field?' .
Come then, and let us all agree,

To praife wpon the higheft key. -~ ~

CHYMNLV. ~ 7
“The Suﬂ"erings of CHRIST.. N '

Y S there a thing beneath the fky,

- I Can comfort bring, or fatisfy,
But my dear Sav’ours wounds ? . )
Here is a {fweet and conflant peace, -

A treafure full of richeft grace, -
All elfe are empty founds.

Attend
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2 Attend, my foul, fink down with fliame:
Before his face, who only came .
To fuffer, bleed and die ;.
© think upon thy fin and guilt,
For which his precious blood was {pilt, .
Thou didft him crucify.: Bk
3 See, thou vile piece of finful duft,” = .
Thy deareft' Lord fweat for ¢hy Jyft, . .
Till drops of blood fall down :
Who in the garden proftrate lies "
Obferve his mournful pray’r and ciies; -
Mark ev’ry tear amr groam - -

.4 I'm loft in wonder-and dmaze,

Here I'll beg; leave toiftand andgaedy .. -
Whillt his fad mipaaniescap > 7 1L -
How heavy is the weighohe:bears, © 1. _
His foul’s. oppreftiwith grief 2nd: tears,.. & - .
Ev'n Goo’s beloved Sony!,» - !
§ Lord, doft theg fuffer thus far me 2. .
Doft thou feel all this mifesy, -~ - -
To give me life and,peace 2.
Then let me bear. it on my heart, ., |
My all is purchas’d with thy fmart, .
Thy blood figns my releafe. . -
€ Ifee my Lord dragg’d like a thief, - .- . .’
Amidf contempt, and ftripes and grief;
For me a facrifice., .
Faften’d unto the thimeful wood;

g T

+ Defpis’d by men, and bath'd in blood, .

So dear my ranfom-price !

-

7 And yet again my foul doth fee
O’er-death he Rath the victory,
And fits at Gop’s right-hand,
A ‘prieft for ever to remain ;
e that was dead now lives again, . -
His kingdom faft fhall ftand.. S




- .
C47)
‘8 ‘Behold in heav’n all bow the knee
° - To him who hung upon the tree,
And adotation pay : )
"Then, O my foul, dothou afpire, ,
An heart and mind ta‘join this chivir,
And thy dear Lord:obey. -

HYMN LVL
The Love of CH RIS T.

Thou wond’rous lamb of Gop ;
And fix and- root me in the grace
So-dearly ht with-blood.

-z O tell me often of each waund,
Of ev'ry {mart and pain ;
And let my heart with joy confefs
From hence tomes all my gain.

3 -For this ftill let me frecly count ~
Whate'er I have but lofs ; .
And ev'ry name, and ev'ry thing
Compar'd with thee, but drofs..

-4 Whence is it, merciful high-prieft,

That thou didft bleed for me ?
-Me, full of fin and void of worth,
The caufe was all in thee. - - -

5 Thy tender heart conld, not endure
To fee me helplefs lie ;
To fee me fall a prey to death,
Thyfelf would’ft rather die.

6 Engrave this deeply on my heart,
ith an eternal pen;
That I may in my Tmall degree
Return thy love again,

’

T EACH me more-of thy bleft ways,

-

™
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7 But who can pay {o high-ad :
7 Or equal love like tl%g:ie ? b
Thou waft When forely wounded thus -
A perfon all divine.” :
8 Oh, rather give me daily more,
More ev'ry hour to fee, -
“That thou a bount’ous giver art,
1.muft a debtor be.

HYMN LVIL .

From Solomen’s Song. Ch, v.: - -

YHEN to ﬁ;mgers I proclaim, -~ -

Great Emmanuel’s lovely name,
Scornful they accoft me thus,
What is thy \Bcloycd tous ?

2 Danghters of Jerus’lem hear,
Turn not a contempt’ous ear ;
Glad experience fhall impart
Why he fo attraéts my heart!

3 White and ruddy he appears
Chief among-ten thoufand fairs ; -
All his form from blemith free,
All together lovely he.: -

4 Asthe lilly vales difclofe, .

Or rulle thickets blefs the rofe, -
In the vale of guilt and fhame,
So blefs I my Saviour’s name,

‘ § Myrrh and ‘camphire glad the fenfe, '
O

‘rous breaths the frankincenfe ;
. Mid-day fhade of fpreading tree,
So is Jefus {weet to me. - SR

_ 6 Fairer than the fons of men,

Full of grace his lips are feen,

. ) ‘  Faithful
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Faithful fill, my Lord; I prove,
All his banners o’er me love, -~ " ¢ -

7 Thefe the virtues whith commend '
My Beloved and my Friend': o
Sure his worth. if others knew,. :
All the world would love him too.’ o

HYMN LVIL

Solomon’s Song, Chap. 8.
Seeking after Chrift, o

SW EET guardian of my days, attend,
My Lord, my Hufband, and my Friends
Jefu, fain would T mark my gujde, T
And fet me conftant at thy' fide. '

2 Whilft o’er the lonefome wafte I move,,
Nature’s wild ftate, where others rove,
I lean on thee, thy prefence chears,
And I a while forget my fears,

3 But foon my trembling fteps mutt err,
If thou, companion, ‘be.not near ;.
Great Comforter, my griefs furvey,
And let thy arm uphold my way,

4 The dear memorials of thy love,
Still let my fainting {pirit; prove : _
‘That love, which ﬁrong as death, hath ftood,
Thy fire unquench’d amidft the flood. ,

s Fix’d in thy mem’ry let me ftand,
A grateful feal upon thy hand :

- Let not thy kindnefs once de art,
Engrave and famp it on my ﬁeart!

6 Till the day breaks, and fhadows flce,
And doubts and dangers leave me free,

v E Ty
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“Thy pleafing converfe let me hear,
‘Thy friendly voice to glad my ear.

Turn, my Beloved, turn this way,

Let not thy chariot-long delay ;
“Fly like the bounding hart or rae,

O’er the rich hills where fpices grow.

HYMN LIX.

Everlafting Love.

HO’s he fhall bear me back to trace
The utmoft fprings of faving grace :?
How far extended do they lie ?
Impenetrable myftery !
2 Or who fhall lead me to explore
The mighty blifs which lies before ?
Backward. or forward if I move,
" Both ways alike, 'tis boundlefs love.

3 The poor perfpedtive in my hand
Can.but a flender part command ;
‘My vapour’d glafs, obfcurely bright,
But dimly brings it to my fight.

Yet in our houfe of clay we prove
The tokens of Jehovah’s love ;

Tho’ we can ne’er the {pring difclofe,
We tafte the river as it flows.

Confcious eternal gifts alone

Can by eternity be known ;

‘The parts which lie to view we feize,
_ And blefs the donor’s hand for thefe.

6 Such is the tafte, I thirft for more,
With Pifgah-profpe&s every hour !
There would my foul out-fly the wind,
And leave the lefs’ning world behind.

HYMN
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MYMN LX

Excellency of CuRr1sT.

TTEN D, my foul, Emanuel’s worth,
A In the bright forms that fet him farth
What beauty nature’s ftores afford,

Are the fweet emblems of my lord.

2 Is he the bright the morning-ftar ?
He.points the. great falvation near ;
He. fhews the tedious night is gone,
And leads a dawn immortal on.

3 Is he the Son of Righteoufnefs ?

- How warm his beams of love and grace!
His {miling prefence makes my day,
And chafes all my clouds away...

~ 4 Sweeter to me his beauty glows,

Than fragrant Sharon’s bluthing rofe -
Refrefhing as the living brook,

Or fhadow of fome mighty rock.

§ Is he a tow'r ? when trouble’s nigh,
For refuge to his name I fly ; .
Whilft threat’ning hofts in vain appear,
To force my fanétuary here. '

6 An altar, of a mercy-feat ?
Still hither tend my joyful feet :
To him I fpread my hands abroad,
The center where I meet my Goo.

7 Oh I could the world more types aford,
More could not fully paint my Lord :
Not earth, nor heav’n can reach the whole,
. "His matchlefs value to my foul, '

HYMN

IO T S T
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HYMN LXL

The Gofpel-Feaft,

v ITHER, ye poor, ye fick, ye-blind,

A fin-diforder’d trembling throng :
‘To you the gofpel calls, to you _
Mefiiah's bleflings all belong.

2 'The rich, the righteous, feel no want, '
But fcornful fhun the gen’rous feaft ;
Whilft hungry empty fouls grow. full,
And fhare with joy the fweet repaft.
3 "Twas with their griefs Mefliah groan'd,
' *Twas with their guilt his foul was ery°d :
Their punifhment be toak, he bore,
And finners liv'd when Jefusdy'd. -
4 Reafon’s and virtue’s boaftful fons,
Derive no bleflings from his tree 3

For finners only Jefus died, .
" " 'Then fure I hear he died for me.

5 Now to my fight falvation clears,
. I view the gifts of love divine ¢
As heav'n was higher than the earth, -
So were redecming thoughts than mine.

6 Awake my heart, arife my foul,
And join the praifeful choirs above ;
Nothing fhall tane my future fong -
But heav'nly wifdom, heav’nly love,

HYMN
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HYMN LXIIL

T'will go out in the Strength of the Lord, and-
make mention of thy Righteoufnefs; of

thine only. -

| OF Chrift our right’oufnefs we fing,
‘ To him our hearty bleffings bring :
To him we honour give alone,
And chant his name around the throne.

2 On all befides his precious blood,
On all befides the Son of Goo,
We trample boldly, and difclaim- ‘
All other faviours; but the Lamb.

3 The idol of felf-right’oufnefs,
We now difown ; and.now confefs .
No right'oufnefs, but his who dy'd,
By faith to all his feed apply’d.
4 To Jefus evermoré we fing,
Our crucify'd exalted King ;
And nought would mention hence or own, .
But Jefu's right’oufnefs alone.

H Y MN LXIIL

O Ifracl, thowhalt deftroyed thyfelf; but in.
-me i§ thine Help. ’

HEN I'm in bondage, then I fee
How rightly this is charg’d on mey,..
Thou baft thyfelf defiroy'd : ‘
So when my Sav’ours love I view,
And freedom-have, I fee 'tis true, .
Thy kelp is intby GOD.  ~

E3 -
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2 In ev'ry change of mind and frame,
I dare not thee, my mafter, blame,
I know myfelf’s in faunlt ;
. ‘Thou art the-fame tho' I decay -
" And change and turn ten times a day,
I know thou changeft not. v

35 A faviour always thee I prove,
For ever full of grace and love, -
Whene’er my fin I fee ; o
Tho’ I myfelf in darknefs lead, .
And fill my foul with guilt and dread
Thou always fet’ft me free.

4 1 find my help and ftrength art thou,
I far from thee fhould daily go,

But thou in thy dear hand .
Preferv’ft me ftill : O! Rill me keep
Among thy chofen fellowfhip,

Till I'm in Canaan’s Land.

HYMN LXIV.
- Following Chrift, the Sinner’s Way to Gonp.,

ESUS, myall, to.heaven is gone,

;! He that I plac’d my hopes upon ;
is'track I fee—and I'll purfue

The narrow way, till him I view._

3 The way the holy prophets went,
The ro4d that leads from banifhment,
The King’s high-way of holinefs -
I'll go ; for all the paths are peace.
3 No firanger may proceed therein,
No lover of the world, and fin ;
No lion, no devouring care ;
- Norav'nous tyger fhall be there,

N
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4 No ; nothing may go up thereon
But travelling fouls, and I am one :
Way faring men to Canaan bound,
Shail only in the way be found.

5 Nor fools, by carnal men efteem’d,
Shall err therein ; but they redeem’d
In Jefu’s blood, fhall fhew their right
To travel there till heav’n’s in fight.

6 This is the way I long have fought, .
And mourn’d, becaufe I found it mot 3 " .
My grief, my burden,. long have been,

_ Becaufe I could not ceafe from fin.

The more I ftrove againit its pow’r,
1 finn'd and ftumbled but the more ;
Till late I heard my Saviour. fay,
Come bither, jouly for I'm the way.

8 Lo glad I come, and thou dear Lamb,
Shall take me to thee as I am :
Nothing but fin I thee can give, .

Yet help me, and thy praife I'll live.

o I'll tell to all pbor finners round,
What a dear Sav'our I have found ;
.I'll point to thy redeeming blood,
And fay, Bebold the way to GOD.

HYMN LXV.

Gonb hath given him a Name,, which is above
every Name ; that at the Name of JEsus,
every Knee thould bow. e,

XarTED Saviour, who the loft
1, Doft fave unto the uttermoft,
By all the pow’rs ador'd 5 . )
'Angels and faints above agree,
nd we below to worfhip thee,
" Qur only Gop and Lorp. -
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2 Thoufands of holy martyrs praife,.
O King of faints, thy right’ous ways,
And flanghter’d infants join ; -
While all the prophets company,
And the apoftle’s fenate cry,
To thee in fongs divine.

3 Twelve times twelve thoufand virgins tune -
Their golden harps to thee alone ;
When lo ! the glorious found,
By confeffors, a num'rous croud,
And all redeemed by thy blood, .
Is eccho’d all around.

4 The Churches militant, the fame,
Sing loudly thy eternal fame,; .
(gfpotlefs Lamb of Gop. !
In time, and in eternity, N .
Grace will we fhout ! and glory cry &
To Jefus, and his blood.

HYMN LXVL
The Love of Chrift fhed abroad-in- the Heart.

. OME, deareft Lord; defcend and. dwell.
' By faith and love in ev’ry brealt ;
"Fhen fhall we know, and tafte, and feel
The joys that carnot be expreft.

"2 Come fill our hearts with inward firength,
"Make our inlarged fouls poffefs,
‘And learn the heighth, and breadth, and lengtls:
. Of thine unmeafurable grace.

3 Now to the Gop whofe pow’r ¢an do
More than our. thoughts or withes know, .
Be everlafting honours done

By all the charch, thro® Chrift his Son. ..

HYM N
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HY M N LXVHN.

Godly SOI’I"OW, arifing from the Sufferings of
Carisr.. -~ -

LA 8! and did my Sav’our bleed,
And did my Sov’reign die ?
Would he devote that facred head
For fuch aworm as I ¢

2 Thy body flain, fiweet Jefus, thine,
And bath'd in its own blood, .
While all expos’d to wrath divine
The glor’ous fufferer ftood ?

. 3 Was it for crimes that I had done
He groan’d upon the tree ? - K
Amazing pity ! grace unknown ¥ - -
-And love beyona aegree ; I
4 Well might the {un in darknefs hide,
And fhut his glories in,
‘When Gobp the mighty maker dy’d:
" For man the creature’s fin ! .
& Thus might I hide my bluthing face: -
Whilft his dear crofs appears ; -
. Diffolve my heart in thankfulnefs,
And melt my eyes to tears.

6 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe ;
Here, Lord, I give myfelf away,.
"Tis'all that Ig‘can da.

HYMN °°
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HYMN LXVIIL

Salvation in the Crofs. -

' E R E-at thy crofs, my dying Gop,.
I lay my foul beneath.thy love,
Beneath the dropings of thy blood,
Jefus, nor fhall it e’er remove.

2 Not all that tyrants think or fay,
With rage and light’ning in their eyes,.
Nor hell fhall fright my heart away,
Should hell with all’its legions rife.

3 Should worlds confpire to drive me ‘thence,.
Movelefs and firm this Leart fhould lie ;
Refolv'd (for that’s my laft defence)
If I muft perifh, there to die.

ww&wﬁt
e m T not {afe beneath thy fhade ?

Thy veng’ance will not ftrike me here,
Nor f{atan dares my foul invade. = ~

5 Yes, I'm fecure beneath thy blood,
And all my foes fhall lofe their aim ;.
Hofanna to my dying Gop, -
And my beft honours to his name,
-

HYMN LXIX.
Repentaiice flowing from the Patience of
- Gonp. ’

N D are we wretches yet alive ? _
And do we yet rebel ?
*T'is boundlefs, ’tis amazing love.
That bears us up from hell !
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2 "The'Burden of -our weighty guilt
Would fink us down to flames,
And threatning veng’ance rolls above
To crufh our feeble frames.

3 Almighty goodnefs-cries, forbear,
And ftrait the thunder ftays-:
‘And dare we now provoke his wrath,
~ And weary out his grace-? - -

¢ Lord, we have long abus'd thy love ;
‘Too long indulg’d our fin;
Our wounded hearts ev'n bleed to fee
What rebels we have been.

5 No more, ye lufts, fhall ye command,
No more will we obey ;
-Stretch out, O.Gop, thy conqu'ring hand,
; And drive thy foes away.

"HYMN LXX.
Repentance at the (’Z'rofs.A

. If my foul was form*d for woe,

How {lrould I went my fighs !

‘Sorrows might then Kke rivers flow
From both my ftreaming eyes.

2 Biit for my fins my deareft Lord
Hung on th’ accurfed tree, -
And groan'd away a dying life . .
For thee, my foul, for thee.
3 O may I hate thofe lufts of mine
That crucify’d my Goo, .
Thofe fins that pierc’d, and nail'd his flefh
Faf to the fatal wood.’ , )
4 Yes, my redeemer, they fhall die,
"“Thy grace Has fo decreed, .

Nor
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Make me to hate the guilty things
That made my Sav'our bleed.

5 Whilft with a melting broken heart
My murther’d Lord I view,
I'd raife revenge againft my fins,
And flay the murth’rers too.

N

HYMN LXXL

Look on Him whom they pierced, and
' mourn,

Behold my bleeding Lord !
ell, and the Jews, confpire his death,
And us’d the Roman fword. . . .

2 Oh the fharp pangs of fmarting pain ~
My dear redeemer bore,
When knotty whips, and ragged thorns,”
His facred body tore ! . .

’!Nnru'rz Grief ! amazing woe !

3 But knotty whips, and ragged thorns,
In vain do I accufe;
! In vair I blame the Roman bands,
- And the more fpiteful Jews:

4 *Twere you, my fins, my cruel fins,
His chief tormenters were ;
Each of my crimes became a nail,
And unbelief the fpear.

5 "Twere you that pull’d the veng’ance down
~  Upon his guiltlefs head : : :
Brea{:) break, my heart! O burft, mine eyes !
And let my forrows bleed. .

6 Strike, mighty grace, my flinty foul,
Till melting waters flow,
And deep repentance drown mine eyes
In undiffembl’d woe. I




(61)
HYMN LXXIL

CurisT’s Commiffion,

OME, happy fouls, approach your Gop,
C ‘With new melodious fongs.; . .- ;.
Come, render to almighty grace )

The tribute of your tongues.

2 So ftrange, fo boundlefs was the lov
That pity’d dying men, R v
" The Father fent his equal Son ‘
To give them life again, -
3 Thy hands, dear Jefus, were not arm’d
With a revenging rod,
No hard commiffion to perform
The veng'ance of a Gop.

4 But all was mercy, all was mild,
And wrath forfook.the throne
When Chrift on the kind errand came
And brought falvation down.

5 Here, finners, you may leal your wounds,
And wipe your-forrows dry ;
‘Traft in the mighty Sav'our's name,
And you fhall never die.-
6 Make, deareft Lord, our waiting fouls
" Accept thine offer'd grace, -
Yield to the great Redeemer’s love,
And give the Father praife.

HYMN LXXIIL |
 Glory and Grace in the Perfon of.Chrift.

OW to the Lord a noble fong ;.
N Awake, my foul, awake my tongue,

. Hofahna to th’ eternal name,
And all his boundlef;‘ love proclaim | .

\i‘

- See
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2 See where it thines in Jefu's face,
The brighteft image of his grace ;
Gon:in the perfon of his Son
Hath all his mightieft 'works out-done.

3 Grace, 'tis a fweet, a charming theme,
Exult, my foul, at Jefu’s name !
Ye angels, dwell upon the found ;
Ye heav’ns, refle@ it to the ground !

4 O that we all may reach the place
Where he unvails his lovely face !
Where all his beauties you bchold !
And fing his name to harps ef gold !

HYMN LXXIV.

Our Comfort in the Covenant made with
\ .
' CHu RIST.

UR Gop, how firm his promife ftands ?
- Ev¥’n when he hides his face ;
He trufts in our Redeemer’s hands
His glory, and his grace. N

2 Then, why, my foul, thefe fad complaiats,
Since Chrift and thou art one? i
Thy Gob is faithful to his faints,
Is faithful to'his Son.

3 Beneath his fmiles my heart has liv'd,
., And part of heav’n poffeft ;
I praife his name for grace receiv'd,

And truft him for the re&.

HYMN
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HYMN LXXV.

Seeking after CH R 15 T.

I Thirft, thon wounded Lamb of Gop,
To know the myft’ry of thy blood :
O teach me farther, teach me how

To thee alone my foul may bow.

2 Take my poor heart, and let it be’
For ever clos’d to all but thee : - .
Seal thou my breaft, and let me wear °
Thy pledge of love for ever there,

. 3 How bleft are they who #till abide

Clofe fhelter’d in thy bleeding fide,

Who life and ftrength from thence derive,
. And by thee move, and in thee live I’

What are our works, but fin and death, -
Till thou thy quick’ning Spirit breathe ?

[Thy love alone could finners raife

From gates of hell to boundlefs grace.

5 How can it be thou heav’nly King,
That thou fhould’t us to glory bring ;
Make flaves the partners of thy throne,
And deck them with a weighty crown !

6 Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o’erflow,
Our, words are loft, “nor will we know,
Nor will we think of ought befide
Qur Lord, our Saviour, crucify’d,

7 Ah, Lord, enlarge our fcanty thought
To know the wonders thou haft wrought :
Unloofe our ftamm'ring tongue to tell
Thy love immenfe, unfearchable.

Firk

~
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8 Firft-born of many brethren thou, . |
To thee, lo, all our foals we bow 3
To thee our hearts and hands we'd give,
‘Thine may we die, thine rhay we live.

HYMN LXXVL .

Without me ye can do nothing. John
. W HAT pains do finners take to trace

The ways to happinefs and peace
Before *tis on their minds impreft,
That Jefus is the only reft?

" "2 His wounds ftand open to receive

" - Such helplefs finners as believe ;

- Thither I fly with eager hafte,
Andkifs his crofs, and hold it faft.

3 Strive'T t0 make my own felf poor ?
-I get much pain, but nothing more : _
Strive-I'jtf comforts to be great?
Inftead of joy I mis’ry meet.

.Among the creatures oft [ rove, -
* And feek of men applaufe and love ;

" My felf-will. murmurs, difcontent
Againft my Saviour’s government.

s When dangers rife, how foon I ftart,

"7 Forget convittions jn my heart ?

. How oft in love and zeal abate,

« Fall; and my-very falls forget?,

6 When I fee this, I can't exprefy
What melting thame, and yet what peace
Spring in my foul, each from his fide,
Since for all this. my Sav’eur dy’d, - .

‘This works upon my heart much fhame,
Now to love Chuift’s is all my aim;

~
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And tho’ too oft felf creeps between,
Yet felf and all things elfe are pain.

8 Compleat thy work, my gracious King,
My foul into that order bring, )
That thou would'ft have, that all in me-
May to thy fcepter bow the knee. -

HYMN LXXVIL
The good Fight.

Mpxrrotent Lord,
My Sav’our and King,
Thy fuccour afford,
Thy right’oufnefs bring ;-
Thy promifes bind thee
Compafiion to have,
* Now, now let me find thee
Almighty to fave.
2z Rejoicing in hope,

And patient in grief,

To thee I' look up B

For certain relief ; ‘.

I fear no denial,

No danger I fear, o
Nor flart from the tryal Lot
* While Jefus is near. - ¢ -
. I every hour oL
3 In jeopardy ftand, = i

But thou art my pow’r, |
And holdeft my hand;
Whilt yet I am calling,
"Thy fuccour I feel, " ST
. It faves me from falling, < -
+ -+, Or plucks me from hell, -

Fs
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Oh I who can explain
" This ftraggle for life,
This travel and pain, '
This trembling and firife 1
Plague, earthquake, and famme.
And temult, and war,

The wonderful coming
Of Jefus declare.

For every fight
Is dreadful and loud H
The warrior’s delight-
Is laughter and blood,
His foes overturmng
Till all fhall expire;
But this is with burning,
And fuel of fire.

Yet Gob is above .
Men, devils, and fin ; -

And Jefus’s love ' '
The battle thall win :

So terribly glorious
His coming fhall be,

.His love all vi&or’ous

Shall conquer for me,
He altfhall break thro’,

His truth and his grace
Shall bring me into

The plentiful place ;

 Thro’ much tribulation,

Thro® water and fire, .

Thro’ floods of temptation, -

And flames of defire,

On.Jefus’s power ,
Till then I rely, ' L
All evil before R

His preferice thall fly 3 -
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"Tis thro’ my dear Sav'our
My fear fhall depart,
And Jefus for ever . -
Shall reign in my heart.

HYMN LXXVIIL

The Requeft.

HEE, Saviour, who me kept to: dny,
The Lamb that takes my fin away,
My thankful foul fhall blefs :
Thou worthy art, O Son of Gop, ',
Of endlefs pranfe, for thro’ thy blood
I fweetly reft in peace. .

-2 I'll lay me down, and thou, my Lord,
With all thy angels me fhall guatd,
My foul to thee I truft :
Thou fhalt (for thou art able) keep.
Poor me among the fellowfhip
Of faints thro’ thee made juft:

3 No farther go to-night, but ftay,
Dear Saviour, till the break of day,
Tura in, my Lord, with me ;.
" And in the morning when wake,
Me in thy hand, my Jefus, takey .
And I'll go on w:th thee, o

HYMN LXXIX..
A Prayer for Faith, L

P

ATHER, I firetch my hands (0 thcc,
F No othier help I know : _

“If thou withdraw thyfelf from me, - .. - T o

Ah' whither Ihall I go P .
'  What -
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2 What did thy only Son endure
" Before I drew my breath !
. What pain, what labour to fecure
. My foul from endlefs death !

3 O Jefu, could I this believe, : .
1 now fhould feel thy pow’r ;
Now my poor foul thou would'ft retrieve,
Nor let me wait one haur.

4 Author of faith, to thee I lift
My weary, longing cyes ;
O let me now receive that gift !
« My fo:1 without it dies. *

5 Surely thou kanft not let me die !

O fpeak, and I fhall live !*
" And here 1 will unweary'd lie

Till thou thy Spirit give.

6 The worft of finners would rejoice,
Could they but fee thy face :

O let me hear thy quick’ning voice, .

And tafte thy pard’ning grace.

-

HYMN LXXX.
" Faithin CH RIsT.

OW-fad our ftate by pature is !
Our fin how deep it ftains !
And fatan binds our captive {ouls
Faft in his flavifh chains.

2 But thete's a voice of fov’reign grace
_ Sounds from the facred worc: :
.Ho! ye defpairing finners come,
And truft upon the Lord.

"3 My foul obeys th’ almighfy call,
And suns to this relief ; Lo
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I would believe thy promnfe, Loid !
Oh help my unbelief !

4 To the bleft foantain of thy blood,
Incarnate Goo, I fly ;
Here let me wath my fpotted {oul
From crimes of deepeft die.

¢ Stretch out thy arm, viGor'ous ng,
My reigning fins fubdue :
Drive the old dragon from his feat,’
- With his infernal crew,

6 A guilty,” weak, and helplefs worm, .
rto thy arms I fall ; -
Be thou my ftrength and right’oufnefs, S
My Jefus, and my all. .

H Y M N LXXXI

Incons'rAncv.

(o] RD Jefu, when, when (hall it be,f« .
L That 1 no more fhall break with thee !‘ -
When will this war of paflions ceafe,

And my free foyl enjoy thy peace ?

2 Here [ repent, and fin again ;
Now I revive, and now am flajn 3
Slain with the fame unhappy dart,
Which, Oh! too ofteh wounds my henrt

30 Saviour, when, when fhall I be -
A garden feal'd to all but thee ?
- No mare expos’d, no more.undone, -
. But live and grow to thee alane ?

4 Guide thou, O Lord, guide thou my courfe,

U And draw me on wnth thy fweet force :
- Still make me walk, fill make me tend, ‘i -
By thee my way, to thee my end: U0

Hfmﬁ

.o
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HYMN LXXXIL
Excellency of CHRIST. :

ATURE with open volume ftands, - 1

: N To fpread her Maker’s praife abroad '
And ev’ry-labour of his hands -
Shews fomething worthy of our Goo. |

- 2 But in the grace that refcu’d man,
His brighteft form of glory fhines 3
Here on the crofs ’tis faireft drawn
In precious blood, and crimfon lines.

3 Here his whole name appears compleat,
Nor wit can guefs, nor reaion prove, .
Which of the letters beft is writ,
" The pow’r, the wifdem, or the love.

4 Here I behold his/inmoft heart,
Where love and veng'ance ﬁrangely join :
Piercing his Son with fharpeft {mart,
'Fo make the purchas’d bleflings mine. -

O the fweet wonders of that crofs,
- Where Gob the Sav’our lov'd and dy’d I
Her noblett life my fpirit draws -

‘From his dear wounds and bleeding fide.

6 I would for ever fpeak his name
In founds to mortal ears unknown ;
With angels join to praife the Lamb,
And worfhip at his heav'nly throne.

H Y M'N LX,XXIII. |
Defeription of CuRrisT,
CO ME, wor{hlp at Emanuel’s feet,

Sec in his face what wonders meet !
WORL
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Words are too feeble to exprefs
His worth, his glory, or his grace.

2-Is he our head ? each-member lives, .
And owns the vital pow’r he gives :

- The faints below, and faints above,
Join’d by his fpirit, and his love.

3 Is he a vine ? his heav’nly root
Supplies the boughs with life and fruit.
O let a lafting union join
My foul, the branch, to Chrift the vine!

4 Is he compar’d to wine or bread '
Dear Lord, my foul would thus be fed.

- That Flefh, that dying blood of thine
Is bread of life, is heav’nly wine.

5 Ishe arock ? how firm he proves !
The rock of ages never moves ; -
But the fweet ftreams that from him flow,
Attend us-all the defart thro’,

6 Is he a fun; his beams are grace,
The courfe he runs is joy and peace ;
What healing in his wings appears |
To chafe our clouds, and dry our tedrs !
2 When fhall I climb thofe higher fkies,

Where ftorms and tempefts never rife }
Where he unveils his lovely face,

- And fhines and reigns the Goo of grace!’

8 Not earth, nor air, nor fun nor ftars,
Nor heav’n his full refemblance bears :
His beauties we can never trace, a
Till we behold him face to face.

' HYMN
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HYMN LXXXIV.

Breathing after CHRIsT,

AR from my thoughts, vain world, be gone,
, F Let my religious hours alone s .« - .
kain would I now my Sav'our fee,
I wait a vifit, Lord, from thee.

2 My heart grows warm with holy fire,
And kindles with a pure defire ;
Come, fweet Redeemer, from above,
And feaft'my foul with heav'nly love.

3 The trees of life immortal-ftand,
In verdant rows at thy right-hand ;
And in fweet murmurs by thy fide,
Rivers of blifs perpetual glide.

+ 4 Hafte then, but with a {miling face,
- And fpread the table of thy grace :
Bring down a tafte of truth divine, -
And chear my heart with facred wine,

s Bleft Jefa, what delicious fare |
How rich thy entertainments are !
Never did angels tafte above
Redeeming grace and dying love.

. 6 Hail, great Emanuel, all divine, -
In thee thy Father’s glories fhine!
Thou brighteft, fweeteft, faireft one,

_'That eyes have feen, or angels known !

®

K HYMN
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HYMN LXXXV.
" The Church a Garden,
ZION’s a garden wall'd around,
L

R}

Chofen and miade péculiar ground, ™

ttle fpot inclos’d by grace .

Out of the world's wild wildernefs,

2 Like fpicy trees believers ftand,
Planted by an almighty hand,

And all the fprings in Zion flow : ,‘ . -

To make the rich plantation grow,
3 Awake, O heai’nly wind, and come,
Blow on this garden of perfume,
_ Spirit divine, defcend and breathe
A gracious gale on plants beneath.
4 Make our beft {pices flow abroad,
A grateful incenfe to our Gop ;

Let faith, and fove, and'joy appear, o -

And ev'ry grace be altive here.

5 The King into his garden comes, '
Well pleas'd to fmell our poor perfumes ; -
And calls us to a feaft-divine, - :
Sweeter than honey, milk or wine.

6 « Eat of the tree of life, my Friends, .
¢ The treafure which my Fat®er fends;
¢ Your tafte fhall all my dainties prgve, -
¢. And drink abundance of my lave.**
7 Jefus, we will attend thy board,
And fing the bounties of our Lord 5~
Bat the rich food on which we live, )
Demands more praife than tongue can give.

G  HYMN



(74) )
HYMN LXXXVL

. CurisT our San&ification. s

ESU, my Lord, thyfelf apply, - .
J  Thy quick’ning Spirit breathe ;
" My vile affe@tions crucify, L
Conform me'to thy death.
2 Conqu’ror of hell, and death, and fin,
. With my rebellion ftrive ;
Enter my foul, and work within,
Kill thou, and make alive.

i
More of thy life I pray to have, '

As the 6ld Adam dies : S
Bury me, Sav'our, in thy grave, |
That I with thee may rife. {

4 Reign in me, Lord, my foes controul,
That would refufe thy fway :
Diffufe thy image thro’ my foul,
And bring the perfe&t day.
§ Scatter the laft remains of fin,
And feal me thine abode :
O fet me purify’d within, -
A temple fit for Goo.
6 My root of holinefs thou art,
For faith hath wade thee mine: ‘
With all thy fulnefs fill my heart, : |
: Tillalll‘amiév,thiite.' wL '

HYMN LXXXVIL ﬁ
WONDER. '
N D can it be that T fhould gain

An int'reft in the Sav’our’s blood !. |
) Died ‘
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Dy’d he for fuch as caus’d his pain,
Sinners, who him to death purfu'd.
2 *Tis myft’ry all, Mefliah dies !

Who. can explore his firange defign ? <\ '

In vain the cur’ous feraph tries
To found the depths of love divine,

3 He left his Father’s throne above, -
So free, fo infinite his grace !
Empty'd himfelf of all but love,
And bled for a defpairing race.
4 Long my impris'on’d: {pirit lay .
Faft bound'in nature’s ‘anxious night :
Jelus has thed a healing ray, '
And brought me to ﬁle‘joyful' light.

§ No condemnation now I dread,

=3

Since heav'n’s free gift hath made him mine; '

I live in him my fecond-head,
Arry'd in right’oufnefs divine.
6 But Oh! lef love infpire my foul,
- :Becaufe my Gop doth not condemn
Let gratitude my thoughts controul ;
Let me not live to felf, but him.

"HYMN LXXXVIL
Calling to follow Jesus.

O'ME, my father's family,
" Ye ranfom’d of the Lord ;
Come, ye finners, who with me
Are ev'ry where abhor’d ;
Let us-gladly trace his fteps, .
Who {uffer’d death among the Jews,
Who the friendlefs foul accepts,
Whom all befide refufe,

Jefos

e
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2z Jefus, the defpis'd and mean,

Our Mafler let us own,
He the facrifice for fin,

The Sav'our he alope ; »
Let us take; and bear his crofs,

Defpis'd difciples let us be,
Mock’d and flighted, as he was

For you, my frienfls, and me.

3 None but Jefus will we fing,

None elfe will we adore ;

He, our Prophet, Prieft and King,
Shall be for evermore : Lt

None among the heav’nly pow’rs, .
Nor one on earth our praife may claim,

None but Jefus call we ours, ,
None but the bleeding Lamb.

r
Loe -

 HYMN LXXXIX.

* €urist our Wifdom, Righteoufnefs, Sancis
" ficatien, and Redemption, M

URIED in fhadows of the night
v B We lie, till Chrift reftores the light ; -
W ildom defcends totheal the blind,
And chafe the darknefs of the mind.

2 Our guilty fouls are drown’d in tears,
Till the atoning blood appears ;
Then we awake from deep diftrefs,
. And fing, the Lord our Right’oufnefs,
3 Jefus beholds where fatan reigns, .
Binding his flaves in heavy chains,
He fets the pris’ners free, and breaks
The iron bondage from our necks, . -

P -

Poor-

o m i
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4 Poor helpléfs worms in thee poflefs
"Grace, wifdom, pow’r, and right'oufmefs ;-
Thou art our mighty all, and we
Give our whole felves, O Lord, “to thee.

HYMN XC
~Heave'n begun on Earth.

C O ME ye that love the Lord,
And let your joys be known ;
Join in a fong with fweet accord,
While ye {urround his throne.

2 Let thofe refufe to fing,
That never knew our Gobp ;
But fervants of the heav'nly king
May f{peak _their joys abroad.
3 The Gop that rules on high,.
That all the earth farveys,
That rides upon the fiormy fky, ' ST
And calms the roaring feas : .

4 This awful Gop is ours,
Qur father, and our love ; y ,
Thou wilt fend down thy heav'nly pow'rs,.
To carry us above. '
5 There we fhall fee thy face,
- And never, never fin: '
There from the rivers of thy grace,
Drink endlefs pleafures in.

6 Yea, and before we rife
To that immortal flate, - :
The thoughts of fuch amazing blifs -
Should conftant joys credte. =
7 The men of grace have found,
.Glory begun below ;

G3 - Celefia}
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| Celeftial fruits on earthly ground
From faith and hépe may grow, °

* 8 Then let our fongs abound,
And ev’ry tear be dry ; ‘
We're marching thro’ Emanucl's gtound
+ To fairer worlds on high, .

HYMN XCI..

CurisT worfhipped by all Creatures,

OME Let us join our chearful fongs
With angels round the throne ;
Ten thoufand thoufands are their tongues,

But all their joys are one. on
z Worthy the Lamb that dy’d, they ery, *
To be exalted thus ; 3

Y

Worthy the Lamb, our hearts reply, -
For he was flain for us. .

3 Jefus is worthy to receive
Honour and pow'r divine ;

And blefings, more than we can give,
Be, Lord, for ever thine. :

4 Thewhale; création join in one
To blefs the facred name.
Of him that fits upop the throne, -
And to adore the' Lamb. )

HYM N XCIIL
Juﬁifying Riﬂhteoufnefs

ONG dxd my foul in Jefu's form
L No comelinefs or beauty fee H

- ' - His
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His facred name, by others priz'd,
Was taftelefs ftill, and dead to me.

¢ 2 Men call'd me chriftian, and my heart

On this delufion fondly ftay’d ;
Moral my hope, my faviour felf,
. Till mighty grace the cheat difplay’d.
3eThanks to the hagd that wak'd my dream,
That fhew’d me wretched, naked, poor;
That fweetly led me to the Rock,
Where all falvation ftands fecure.

4 Glad I forfook my right’ous pride, ]
My tarnifh’d, filthy, finful drefs ; - >

»

Exchang’d my-4a& away for Chritt," J /7 4+

And <wed a robe of right'oufnefs. 78 11/

5 The pure immortal realms above -
Alone admit the fpotlefs claim 3
Thankfal my foul accepts the gift,
And loves my benefaltor’s name.

6 So the ftarv’d-beggar, pinch'd with cold,
At length from pugnant want releas’d,
Owns the kind hand that cloaths his lmbs,
"And fets the ftarveling to a feaft. ’

7 Refrefh’d, I thought my joy compleat,
When lo! Emanuel’® bounties rife ;
Still frefh difcov’ries he unfolds,
The lovely treafures yet furptize.

8 O hafte, Redeemer, bring the end,
Let not thy chariot-wheels delay !
Remove me from inferior. joys,
And heav’n-ward kifs my foul away.

3
X
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LHYMN XCIL . .
) It is finifhed.

] IS finifh’d, the Redeemer faid,
! And meekly bow'd his dying head,
hilft we this fentence fcan ;'
Come, finners, and obferve the word,
Behold the conqueft of our Lord |
Combpleat for helplefs man.

2 Finifh'd the right’oufnefs of grace,
Finith'd for finners pard'ning peace,
. ¢ Their mighty debt is paid :
- Accufing law, cancel'd by blood,
-~ And wrath of an offended Gobp,
In fweet oblivion laid.

3 Who now fhall urge a fecond claim ?
The law no longer can condemn, '
Faith a releafe can fhow :
uftice itfelf a friend appears,
he prifon-houfe a whifper hears,
Loofe him, and let him go.

4 O unbelief, injurious bar,
Source of tormenting, fruitlefs fear, -
Why doft thou yet reply ?
Where'er thy loud objeétions fall,
*Tis finifp’d {till fhall anfwer all,
And filence ev'ry cry.

5 Behold, my foul, thy Saviour’s tafk
Is finifh’d juft as thou would't afk,
Ilis meric now embrace :
*Tis juftice due to Jefu’s name,
To ground on him a fearlefs claim,
Aund triumph thro’ his grace,
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- 6 His toil,divinely finifh’d ftands,
But ah ! the praife his work demands
Careful let me attend : *
Conclufion to my foul be this,
Becaufe falvation finifh’d is
My thanks fhall never end.

HYMN XCIV.
The Pilgrim’s Song.

.Thy. better portion trace ; | -
Rife from tranfitory things *
" T'wards heav'n, thy native place;.
- 8un, and moomn, and ftars decay,
Time fhal] foon this earth remove ;
Rife, my foul, and hafte away
To feats prepar’d above. ~ -

2 Rivers to the ocean run,
Nor ftay in all their courfe ; S
Fire afcending feeks the fun, : .
Both fpeed them to their {ource 3 ,
So the foul that’s born of Gop,
Pants ta view his glorious face 3
Upwards tends to his abode,
To reft in his.embrace. S
3 Fly me riches, fly me cares,
- ‘Whilft I that coaft explore ;
Flatt'ring world, with all thy fnares,
. Sollicit me no more.
~ Pilgrims fix not here their home ; -
trangers garry. but a night, "
When the laft dear,morn is: came; . - -
They'll rife to joyful light.. . -

k

RI $ E, my foul, ‘and firetch 'Ehy wings,

L g W
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4 Ceafe, ye pilgrims, ceafe to mourn,.

Prefs onward to the prize ; . ‘

Soon our Sav’our will return
Triumphant in the fkies.

Yet a feafon and you know
Happy ent’rance will be giv'n,.

_All our forrows left below,

And earth exchang’d for heav'n:

HYMN XCV.
‘The Brazen Serpent.

IT H fiery ferpents greatly pain'd, ,
. When Ifra’l’s rrx?:umi%g tribes comylain’d\
. And figh'd to be reliev’d =~ |
A ferpent ftrait the prophet made
Of molten brafs to view difplay’d, . - -
The patients logk’d agd livid,” | .

2 But oh ! what lealipg to the heast..
Does Jefu’s greater crofs impart!'. .
What med’cine there is prov’'d.?
A finner at his feet I flood,
The facréd virtue of his'blood =~~~
My fting of death remov’d.
s Toreafon’s view:fo firange effe@, -
The fouls felf-right’ous fill rejed, : .
And perith in their pride; =« - .-
Not fo the ftung with fin and law,,
Thefe all their rich falvation draw -
From Jefu’s bleeding fide.

4 May I yet view the matchlefs crofs, -
And other objetts count bat lofs;
No other-gain explore ; ’
Here ftill be fix'd my feafted eyes,
" Teeming with tears of glad {usprize,
And thankfully adore..

My
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5 My foul fhall make her boaft of Gop,
And fhew his faving pow’r abroad,. = °
Whilft life-and breath endure;
Ifra’l of old, and now no lefs,
The fame indulgent grace confefs,
The fame mirac’lous cure.

6 Hail, great Emanuel, balmly name,
Thy praife the ranfom’d will proclaim,
Thee we phyfician call :
We own no other cure but thine,
Thou the deliverer divine ; :
-Qur health, our life, our all.

" HYMN XCVL
Divine Love,

B E gone, vain world, my heart refign,
For I can be no longer thine ;
. A nobler, a diviner guett,

Requires pofleflion of my breatt.

3 My Sav'our’s title is my all,
But ah! the room is #ill too fmall ;
In vain you tempt my heart to rove,
A fairer obje& claims my love. -

3 At laft (alas, how late [) I've feen
One lovelier than the fons of men;
The chiefeft of ten thoufands he,
Proportion all, and majefty.

4 All earthly beauties are but rays,
Which his bright form more full difplays ;
All befide him muft difappear, '
He only good, he only fair.

§ Saviour, to thee my foul afpires,
With holy breathings, warm defires : .
‘ . . To.
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To thee my panting heart would move,
'O make it undivided love !

6 How do thy grac’ous fireams of light
Ev'n thro’ this veil refrefh my fight !
When fhall my prifon’d {oul ﬁe ree,
To find my all, my heav'n in thee !

HYMN XC¥VIL
‘Gob 6ﬁr~Light in Darknefs,

Y Gonb, the fpring of all my joys,
The life ofpmygdcli hts, yJor
‘T'he glory of my brighteft days,
And comfort of my nights:
2 In darkeft fhades if thou appear,
My dawning is begun : :
" 'Thou art my foul’s bright Morning Star,
And thou my rifing fun. -

. 3 The opening heav’'ns around me fhine
With beams of facred blifs,
If Jefus fhews his mercy mine,
Aud Whifpers, « am bis. ™
4 My fou! would leave this heavy clay
At that tranfporting word ; ol
Run up with joy the fhining way, -
To ﬁaek and praife my Lord.
5 Fearlefs of hell, and ghaftly death,
I’d break thro’ ev'ry foe 5
The wings of love, and arms of faith
,‘Would bear me conqu'ror thtd'.

HYMN
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HYMN XCVIIL.
The Triumph of Faifh

RE Jo ic E, the Lord is King !
Your Lord and King adorc,
Mortals gwe thanks, and'ﬁng,‘

" And triumph evermore :
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again I fay, rejoice.’

2 Jefus, the Sav’our, reigns
‘The Gop of truth and love,
When he had purg’d our ftains,
He took his feat above :
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,
Rejoice, again I fay, rejoice.

3 His kingdom cannot fail,
He rules o’er earth and heav'n ;
The keys of death and hell
Are to our Jefus givn:
Lift up your hearts, lift up your \oxce, .
Rejoice, again I fay, rejoice.

4 He fits at Gop's right-hand
Till all his foes fubmit,
And bow to his command,
And fall beneath his feet :
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice,
RCJOICC, again I fay, rejoice. L

5 Rejoice in glorious hope,
Jefus the judge fhall come,
And take his {ervants up
To their eternal home : .
‘We foon fhall hear th’ archangel's v.o;ce,
The trump of Gap fhall found, rejmce !

H HYMN
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HYMN XCIX.

ANOTHER.

, H'E,AD of the church triumphant }

We joyfully adore thee ;
Till thou appear,
" Thy members here
Shall fing like thofe in glory.

‘We lift our hearts and voices
With bleft .anticipation,
. And cry aloud,
And give to Gop
The praife of our falvation. .

2z While in affliGion’s furnace,
And paffing thro’ the fire,
Thy love we praife,
Which knows our days,
And ever brings us nigher.

We elap our hands exulting,

In thine almighty favour,
The love divine,
Which made us thine

Shall keep us thine for ever.

3 Thou doft conduét thy people
‘Thro® torrents of temptation,
Nor will we fear
‘Whilft thou art near,
‘The fire of tribulation.

The world with fin and fatan. |
In vain our march olppofes H
By thee we fhall
Breagk thro’ them all,
And fing the fong of Mofes.
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4 By faith we fee thy glory
‘T'o which thou wilt reftore us,

The crofs defpife -

For 'that high-prize
Which thou hatit fet before us.
And if thou count us worthy,
We each, as dying Stephen,

Shall fee thee ftand

At Gop’s right-hand
To take us up to heaven.

2.

HYMN C
.View of tﬁe Crofs. - -

~ HEN I furvey the wond'rous crefs
W On which the Prince of Glory dy'd,
My richeft gain I count but Jofs, . '
And pour contempt on all my pride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I fhould boatft,
Save in the death of Chrift, my God: .
All the vain things that charm me moft, -
I'd facrifice them to his blood.

3 See from his head, his hands, his feet,
Sorrew and love flow mingled down !
Did e'er fuch-love and forrow meet,
Or thorns compofe fo rich a*crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a prefent far too {mall :
Love fo amazing, fo divine,
Demands my foul,” my life, my all.

HYMN
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HYMN cl
. Doubts fcattered,

ENCE from my foul, fad thoughts, be
gone,
And leave me to my joys;
My tongue fhall triumph in my God,
And make a joyful noife.

2 Darknefs and doubts had veil'd my mind,
And drown’d my head in tears,
Till fov'reign grace, with fhining rays,
Difpell’d my gloomy fears. J

3 Oh! what immdrtal joys I felt;
And raptures all divine,
‘When Jefus told me,. I was his,
And my Bekwbdmme .

4 In vain the tempter fl'lghto my fonl
" And break$ my peace in vain;
One'glimpfe, dear Saviour, of thy face,
Revives my - joys agam

HYMN CII

Deﬁrmfr to love.

OME, Lord, and help me to rejmcc,
C In hope that I fhall hear thy voice,
Shall one day fee my God;
Shall ceaft from-all my fin and firife,
Handle and tafte the word of lee,
And feel the fprinkled blood.

2 T fhall not always make my mqan’,
. Or. wotthip thee a God unknown;
- But'T fhall live to prove

.
5
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Thy people's reft, thy faints’ delight, .
The lzngth, and breadth, and depth, and height,
' Of thy redeeming love. .
3 Rejoicing now, 'in earneft hope,
I ftand, and from the mountain top
See all the land below:
Rivers of milk and hooey rife,
And all the fraits of paradife,
In endlefs plenty grow.

4 Aland of corn, and wine, and oil,
Favour'd with Gad’s peculiar fmile,
With ev’ry blefling blefs'd ;
There dwells the Lord our Righteoufnefs,
- And keeps his own in- perfe& peace,
And everlafting reft.

5 O that I 'might at once go up,
~ No more on this fide Jordan ftop,
But now the land poflefs ;
This moment end my legal years, o
Sorrows, and fins, and doubts, and fears,
An howling wildernefs. '

6 Now, oh my Jothua, bring me in,
" Caft out thy foes, the inbred fin,
The carnal mind remove ; .
- The purchafe of thy death divide,
And oh! with all'the fandify’d,
Give me a lot of love.

HY M N CHL
Privileges of Gon’s Children., -

LE S S E D are the fons of Gop,
B They are bought with Chrift’s own bloed:
They are rapfom’d from the grave,
Life eternal'they fhall have. S
S Hiyg .+ Gen
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2 Gono did love them in his Son,
Long before the world begun ;
They the feal of this receive
‘When on Jefus they believe.

3 They are juftify’d by grace,
They enjoy a folid peace ;
All their fins are wafh'd away,
They fhall ftand in Goo’s great day.

4 They produce the fruits of grace,
In the works of right’oufnefs ;
‘T'hey are harmlefs, meek, and mild, .
Holy, humble, undefil’d.

5 They are lights upon the earth,
Children of a heav’nly birth ;
Born of Gob, they hate all ﬁn
Gon’s pure feed: remains within,

6 They have fellowfhip with Gobp,
Thro® the Mediator’s blood ; *
One with Gop, with Jefus one,
Glory is in them begun.

-+ = Tho’ they fuffer much on earth,
: Strangers quite to this world’s mirth,
Yet they have an inward joy,
Pleafure which can never cloy.

8 They alone are truly blef,
Heirs of Gob, joint-heirs with Chrift ;
With them number'd may we be
Here, and in eternity !

HYMN CIV.
C 1 R 157’5 Righteoufhes,

E S.U thou art myr right’oufnefs, ~
For all my-fins were thine ; S
‘T'hy death hath bought of Gop my peace. -

. Thy life h.uh made him mine. .
iy
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2 Spotleft and juft in ther I am ;
I fecl my fins forgiv'n :
I tafte falvation in thy name,
And antedate my heaven.

3 For ever here my reft thall be,
Clofe to thy bleeding fide :
‘This is my hope, and all my plea,
For me the Sav’our died.

4 My dying Sav’our, and my Goo,
Fountain for guilt and fin,
Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,
And cleanfe, and keep me clean.

5 Wafh me, and {cal me thus thine own,
Wath me, and mine thou art ;
Wath me, but not my feet alone,
My bands, my head, my heart.

6 Th’ atonement of thy blood apply,
Till faith to fight improve ; ,
Till hope in full fruition die,
And all my foul is love,

HYMN CV.
They crucified Him.

Love divine, what haft thou done !
Th’ immortal Gop hath dy’d for me :
The Pather’s co-eternal fon
Bore all my fins upon the tree :
'Th’ immartal Gop for me hath dy’d ;
" My Lord, my love, is crucify’d !

2 Behold him, all ye that pafs by o
The bleeding Prince of life and peace !
-Come, fee, ye worms, your Maker dx;e, L
And fay, was ever grief like his !

.

" Come
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Come, feel with me his blood apply’d, -
My Lord, my love, is crucify’d !

3 Is crucified for me and you,
To bring us rebels back to Gon :
Believe, believe the record true,
That we are-bought with Jefu’s blood 5
Pardon and life flow from his fide :
"My Lord, my love, is crucify’d !

4 Then let us fit beneath his crofs, .
And gladly catch the healing ftream ;
All things for him account but lofs,
And give up all your hearts to him ;
Of nothing fpeak or think befide :
My Lord, my love, is crucify’d I

HYMN CVL

. Pardon brought to our Senfes.

O RD, how divine thy comforts are !
How heavenly is the place
Where Jefus fpreads the facred feaft
Of his redeeming grace !

2 There the rich‘bounties of our God -
And fweeteft glories fhine ;"
There Jefus fays, that I am bis,
And my Beloved's mine,

3 Here, (fays the kind redeeming Lord,
And fhews his wounded Side)
‘See here the fpring of all your joys,
That open’d when I died.

4 He fmiles, and chears my mournful heart,
And tells of all his pain; -
All this, fays he, I bore for thee,
And then he {miles again,

e What
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5 What fhall we pay our heavenly King
For grace fo vaft as this ?
He brings our pardon to our eyes,
And feals it with a kifs.

6 Let fuch amazing loves as thefe
Be founded all abroad ;.
Such favours are beyond degrees,
And worthy of a God.

7 To him that wafh’d us in his blood.
Be everlafting praife,

Salvation, honour, glory, power,
Eternal as his days

H Y M N CVIL

Dwme Love making a Feaft, and calling in
the Guefts..

OW fweet and awful is the place
With Chrift within the doors,
- While everlafting love difplays = -
“ The choiceft of her ftores.

2 Here ev’ry bowel of our God
' With {oft compaflion rolls : '
Here peace and pardon, bought thh blood
Is food fot dying fouls.

3 While all our hearts, and all our fongs, - s
’ Join to admire the feaft, o
Each of us cry, with thankful tongues.
Lord, why was I a gueft?

4 Why was I made to hear thy voice,
And enter. while there’s room
“When thoufands make a wretched choxce. .
And rather ftarve than come.

© *Twas

-~
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5 'Twas the fame love that {pread the feaft,
' That fweetly forc’d us in:
Elfe we had ftill refus’d to tafte,
And perifh'd in our fin. '

6 Pity the nations, O our God,
Conftrain the earth to come;
Send thy vitorious word abroad,
And bring the ftrangers home. |

% We long to fee thy &hurches full,
That all the chofen race
May with one voice, and heart, and foul,
Sing thy redeeming grace.

HYMN CVIL

| Thy Name is as the Ointment poured fourth,,
therefore do the Virgins love T hee.

Very dear Lamb, y - . ‘1
O My Lord and my God, T |
Whofe fervant I am,

Redeem’d by thy blood ;

I hear of thee never,

But it me revives, - ‘

Frefh ftrength, my dear Saviour, |
Thy name to me gives.

2  Whene’er I hear men
Make mention of thee,
And fay he was flain,
I anfwer, for me ! )
For me he was martyr'd, : R |
And all who were loft, i ;
- 'To, bring back the fcatter'd, ' -
He gave up the ghott. ' ‘

And
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3" And when any fpeak
‘In praife of thy name,
My filence I break,
And who can me blame ;
For I'm his beloved,
He’s mine I cry loud,
My fins he removed, :
And drown'd in his blood. .

4  Ah Jefus, my reft, -~
How happy am I,
Whene’er I am bleft
With thy company ?

‘I'd rife up from princes,
Thy prefence to fhare,

All, all.mine offences, -

.. Ceafe when 1 am there.

§  What puts me to pain,
. Then vanifhes quite,
No more I complain
- For all things go ngl}'t 5
If Jefus be nigh me, "~
I nothing can need, = . .
But that he prepare me
To foar to my head.

HYMN C(CIX.
' .Rejoicing' in JEsus,

Jefas, our King,
\_J Thy glory we fing,
- Thy rifing declare - B
And join in the pomp, and the benefit fhare,

Thy couqueft we feel
O'er death, and o’er hell,
. Redeem’d from the grave ,
- “We are bold to proclaim thee almighty to favwc.
R TR . e
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2 We know that our head

Ts rifen indeed,
Thy record receive, ‘

And rais’d by the pow’r of thy Spirit we live,
Thy Spirit attefts
T'he truth in oar breafts,
Thy witnefs imparts

The firft refurre®ion of faith in our hcart...

Thou haft conquer’d beneath
The fharpnefs of death,
" Our fouls ta retrieve, -
And open’d the kingdom to all that beheve.

Believing on thee
We rife from the tree,
And heav’'nward move,
And fly to thy throne on the wings of thy love.
4 Thy love that o’ercame
Our forrow and fhame.
And ranfom'd our race,
And fent thee to Gob to prepare us a place.

Follow after, it cries,
To yon place in the fkies,
By Emanuel led,
Follow after, and fuffer, and reign with your head

-

HYMN CX.

“The New Creation,

T TEND, while Gop’s eternal Son,
Doth in his glories fhew :
¢ Behold, I fit upon my throne,
¢ Creating all things new.

Nature
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2 ¢ Nature and fin are paft away,
¢ And the old Adam dies ;
¢ My hands a new foundation lay:
¢ See a new world arife I

3 Mighty Redeemer, fet me free
From my old ftate of fin;

O make my foul alive to thee,
Create new pow'rs within !

4 Renew my eyes, and form my ears,
And mould my heart a frefh ;
Give me new paffions, joys and fears, -
And turn the ftone to flefh.

s Far from the regions of the dead,
From fin, and earth, and hell,
In the new world thy grace hath made
May I for ever dwell !

HYMN CXIL
Rejoicing in Chrift the Believer’s San&fication.

TILL, O my foul, prolong
The never-ceafing fong :
Chrift my theme, my hope, my joy,
His be all my happy. days, :
Praife, my ev’ry hour employ, -
Ev’ry breath be fpent in praife.

z  His would I wholly be,
Who liv'd and dy’d for me :
Girief was all his life below,
" Pain and poverty, and lofs:
Mine the {ins that bruis’d him fo,
8courg'd and nail’d him to the crofg

3 He bore our curfe and thrall,
A fpotlefs criminal ;

I © " -Burthen'd
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Burthen'd with a world of guiit,
Blacken’d with imputed fin;

Man to fave, his blood was fpilt,
Dy’d to-make the finmer clean.

4 Join heav'n and earth to blefs
The Lord our Right'oufnefs !
My#f'ry of redemption this,
This the Sav’our’s ftrange defign.; -
.Man’s offence was counted his, - '
Ours his right’oufnefs divine.
In him complete we fhine,
His death, his life is mine ¢
Fully am I jutified, - '
Sav'd from fin, from wrath fet free ;
Guiltlefs, fince for me he died,
‘Right’ous fince he liv’d for me.

:6  Jefu, to thee I bow,
Save to the utmoft thqu !
O the depth of love divine ;
Who thy wifdom’s ftores can tell'!
Knowledge infinite is thine,
All thy ways unfearchable !

HYMN CXIL
To -the TR I1w1TY,

O D of unexhaufted grace,
\ Of everlafting love,
QO’erpower'd before thy face
- I fall, and dare not move :
What haft thou for finners done,
For fo poor a worm as me ?
Thou hift giv'n thire only Son, -
To bring us back to thee !
2 Suffring, fin-atoning Gobo,

"y hallow'd name I blefs ; » C.
Jefus

T
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Jefus, lavifh of thy blood,
To buy the finner’s peace !
Guthing from thy facred veins, .
Let it now my foul o’erflow, .
Purge ont all. my finful ftains,
- And wafli me white as fnow.

3 Holy Ghott, fet to thy feal,
 The life of Jefus breathe,
The deep things of Gop reveal,

Apply my Sav’our’s death : .
With the Father and the. Son,

Soon as one in thee I am,.
All my nature fhall make known

The glories of the Lamb.

4 Father, Son and Holy Gheft, .
Thy Godhead we adore,
Join with the triumphant hoft
To praife thee evermore = -
Live by heaven and earth ador’d, .
Three in one, and one in three, .
Holy, holy, holy Lord,
All glory be to thee I.

HYMN CXIL

Invitation of Sinners to Chrift.

For a thoufand tengues to fin
My great Redeemer’s praife ! :
The glories of my Gop and King,
The triumphs of his grace !

2 My gracious Mafter, and-my Gop, . .
Aflift ' me to proclaim ; :
To fpread thro’ all the earth gbroad
The hanours of thy name. .

3 Jefus, the name that charms our fears, -
That bids our forrows ceafe ;. -
: : Tis
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*Tie mufick in the finner’s ears,
*Tis life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the pow’r of cancel’d fin,
He fets the pris’ners free :
His blood can-make the fouleft clean
-His blood avail’d for me.

5 He fpeaks, and lift’ning to his voice,
New life the dead receive;
‘The mournful broken hearts rejoice,
The humble poor believe.

6 Hear him, ye deaf, his praife, ye dumb,
Your leofen’d tongues employ ;
Ye blind, behold your Sav’our come,
And leap, ye lame, for joy.

9 Look unto him, ye nations, own
Your Gob, ye faller race !
Look, and be fav'd thro’ faith alone,
&  Be juftified by grace. - :

HYMN CXIV.
A Prayer to Cnrist, |

A M B of Gobo for finners flain,
To thee I feebly pray,
Heal me of my grief and pain,
O take my fins away ; -
From this bondage, Lord, releafe,
. No longer let me be oppreft :
Jefus, Mafter, feal my peace,
And take me to thy breaft.

2 - Haft thou not invited all -

Who groan beneath their fin? - -

Weary, I obey the call, o
And come to be madg clean :

‘Give
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Give my burthen'd confcience eafe,
O grant me now the promis'd reft :
efus, Mafter, feal my peace,
And take me to thy breaft.

'3 Wilt thou caft a finner out, -
Who humbly comes to thee ?
No, my Goo, I would not doubt,
Thy mercy is for me ;
Let me then obtain the grace,
And be of Paradife poflett :
Jefus, Mafter, feal my. peace; -
And take me to thy breaft.

HYMN CXV.
A poor Sinner.

E S U, my firength, my hope, -
. On thee I caft my care ;
With humble confidence look up,
And know thou hear’ft my pray’r..
Give me on thee to wait,
Till T can all things do ;
On thee almighty to create, :
Almighty to renew...

2 I reft upon thy word, -
The promife is for me 5 - =
My fuccour and falvation, Lord,. - . -
Shall furely come from thee :
But let me ftill abide,
"Nor from my hope remove,
Till thou my patient {pirit guide -
- Into thy perfelt love.

3 I want a fober mind,"
A {elf-renouncing will, .
That tramples down, and cafts behind
"T'he baits of }ilcaﬁng ill;
. ' .

Y



( 102 )

A foul innur'd to pain,
To hardfhip, grief, and lofs,
Bold to take, firm to fuftain
. The confecrated crofs.

-4 I'wanta Eodly fear,
A quick difcerning eye,
That looks to thee when fin is near,
And fees the tempter fly ;
A fpirit {till prepar’d
And arm'd with jealous care,
For ever ftanding on its guard,
And watching unto prayr.

P AR T IL

Want an heart to pray,
I To pray, and hever ceafe ;
Never to murmur at thy ftay,
Or with my fuff 'rings lefs :
This blefling above all,
Always to pray I want,
Out of the deep on thee to call
And never, never faint.

2 I want a true regard,
A fingle fteady aim,

{Unmov'd by threat’ning or reward)
To thee, and thy great name ;

A jealous juft concern

For thine immortal praife,-

A pure defire all times to learn,
And glorify thy grace.

3 I want with all my heart,
Thy pleafure to fulfil ;

To know my felf, and what thou art,
Antt what thy perfe& will :

R ~"

‘.

T want

Y T
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I want, T know not what,
I want my wants to fee ;
I wanf —alas ! what want I not,
When thou art not in me ?

HYMN CXVE

Thanks for Preferving Grace.

LO R D, and am I yet a live !
Not in torments, not in hell !
Still doth thy good Spirit firive,

With the chief of finners dwell }
Yes, I ftill lift up mine eyes,

Will not of thy love defpair,
Still in fpite of fin I rife,
. Still to call thee mine I dare.

2 O the length of boundlefs love !

Jefu, Sav’our, can it be ?

All thy ‘mercy’s height I prove,
All'its depth is feen in me !

O the miracle of grace !
Tell it out to finners, tell!

Men, and fiends, and angels gaze
I am, I am out of hell !

¥

3 Turn afide, a fight t’ admire,

I theliving wonder am !

See-a buth that burns with fire,

» Unconfum’d amidft the flame !

See a ftone that hangs in air !
See a fpark in ocean dwell !

Kept alive with death fo near,
IIJ am, I am ous of hell!

 HYMN

S
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HYMN CXVIIL

He openeth, and no Man fhutteth, .

OLY, and true, thé key
Of David refts on thee.
Come, Meflias, all things tell,
Make us to falvation wife ;'
Shut the gates of death and hell,
Open, open Paradife. '

2  Witnefs within us place
The Spirit of his grace ;
Teach us inwardly, and guide*: <
By an un&tion from above, -
Let it in our hearts abide,
Source df light, .and life, and love.

3  Pronounce our happy doom,
And fhew us things to come :
All the depths of love difplay,
All the myftery unfold ;
Speak us feal'd to thy great day,
In thy book of life inroll’d,

" Shepherd fecurely kee,
4 'I'h)? little flock gf fheeI; B
“Call'd, and gather’d into one,
Feed us, in green paftures feed,
Make us quietly lye down,
By the ftreams of comfort, lead.

5  Thou, ev’n thou art he,
‘Whom pain and forrow flee ;
“Comforter of all that mourn,
Let us by thy guidance come
Crown'd with endlefs joy, return *
~ To our everlafting home,
N - ‘
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HYMN CXVIIL
A Thought in Afi&ion,

. ILT thou, O Lord, regard my-tears,
The fruit of guilt and fear 2
Mg, who thy juftice have provok’d,.
O will thy mercies fpare ?

2 Yes; for the broken contrite heart,
Sav'our, thy fufferingsiplead ; -

. Oh quench not thou the fmoking flax, -
Nor break the bruifed reed !

3 Thy poor unworthy fervant view
Refign’d to thy decree ;
Ordain me, or to live; :ordie,. - B
But live or die in thee ! :
. 4 Upon thy grac’ous promife, Lotd,.
* My humble foul is caft !, )
O 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 vi@t'ry, O grave !

And where, O death, thy fting !

HYMN CXIX.
In Troubles.
‘A H! whethef fhall I “turn for reft ?
- What balm can eafe my troubled breaft,
When heavy griefs opprefs my foul,
And o'er my head thy billows roll?

- 'Myp.

L
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2 My anxious heart attempts in vain:
By diff'rent arts to burft the chain :-
The painful forrows fill correde,
And threat me with a'fix’d abode.

3 So pants for eafe the wounded hart,
Whilt in his fide he feels the dart ¢
From grove to grove his flight he bends -
In vain, the weapon fill attends

4 The garing world neglefts ty grief,
Or pitying, cannot yield relief ; '
Within, without, no help I feel,

No profpet of deliv'rance ftill.

s Till thou delivereft, O Lord, =~ °
Fruitlefs I wil ; O fpeak the word :
To thee alone, I fly to thee,

Awake, thine arm, and fet me free.

6 Admidft my clouds thy face difplay,
" And chafe the gloomy veil away ¢
For faith, dear Lord, for faith'I cali,
O poar in faith, and theu giv'ftall,

2 In troubles paft-thy pow’r was known,
In fev'n thou wilt thy fervant own : '
My foul fhall ftill thy praifes fing,

And triumph in my Gop and King.

“"HYMN CXX 2
The Chriftian Race; "

W A KE, our fouls (away our fears,
" Let ev'ry trembling thought be gone)
Awake, and run the heav’'nly race, R
And put a chearful courage on.

-

2 True, ’tis a ftrai¢ and thorny road, Sl
.+ . And mortal fpirits tire and faint ;
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‘But we forget the mighty Geo,
That feeds the firength' of ev’ry faint,

3 O mighty Gop, thy matchlefs pow'r
Is ever new, and ever young,
And firm endures while endle(s years
Their everlafting circles run. d

4 From thee, the overflowing fpring,
Our fouls fhall drink a frefh fupply ;
While fuch as truft their native ftrength
Shall melt away, and-droop, and die.

-5 'Swift as an eagle cuts the air,
‘We'll mount aloft te thine abode 5
-On wings of love our fouls fhall fly,
Nor tire amidft the heav'nly road !

"HYMN CXXI
A Sinner’s Prayevr. :

P O D of my falvation, hear,
And help .me to believe : N

Simply would I now draw near,

Thy bleflings to receive :
-Full of guilt, alas, Tam, - :

But to thy wounds for refuge flee 3
Friend of finners, fpotlefs Lamb, ‘

Thy blood was-fhed for me. .

2 ‘Standing ow as-newly flain,
To thee I lift rhine eye,
Balm of all my grief and pein,
Thy blood is always nigh :
Now, as yefterday the fame
* Thowart, and will for ever be,
-~ Friend of finners, fpotlefs Lamb,
"“Thy bloed was fhed for me.

- ‘thhing



( 108 )

3 Nothing have I, Lord, to pay, » ,
Nor can thy grace procure, * L
Empty fend'me not away, '
For I, thou know'ft, am poor :
Duft and athes is my name,
My all is fin and mifery :
“Friend of finners, fpotlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was fhed for me.

HYMN CXXIL
For the Propagation of the Gofpel.

Y O'ME, divine Emanuel, come,
C Take poffeflion of thy home ;
Now thy mercy's wing expand,
Stretch throughout the happy land.

2 Carry on thy vittory,
"Spread thy rule from fea to fea,

: Re-convert thy ranfom’d race,
-Save us, fave.us, Lord, by grace.

3 O that ev'ry foul might be
Suddenly fubdu'd by thee !
O that all in.thee might know
. Everlafting life below !

4 Nov) thy mercy’s wings expand,

.~ Stretch throughout the happy land :

Take poffeffion of thy home,
Come, flivine E_xpanuel, come !

Lo T HYMN
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HY MN CXXIIL

I will love them freely.

Free falvation ! glad art thou
Receiv'd by fome, yet very few z
* Men hardly all thy fame believe,
Nor credence to thy children give;
Like Adam all themfel.es woi'd dr=fs,
And hide with leaves their nakeducis.

2 One fays the news of thee is good,
Extols in words the :a.iour’s blood,
But will himi{elf by works prepare
The bleiied benefit to fhaie :
¢ [ muft thake off my fin. he faith,
¢ E’er I am bleft by Jefu’s death.’

3 Another cries out, 1 muft mourn,
Mutft weep e’er I again am born :
Muft do my duty, thenbelieve
Gop will thro’ Jefus me receive: =
Few, very few believe the Lamb, . -

Can freely love vile fouls like them, -

HYMN CXXIV.
Lord remémber me. »

. I Hope our Sav'our don’t forget

His child is left behind; ~ -«

He fure obferves me at'his feet,
Axd bears me on his mind.

2 boﬂ thoi not dearcft Lamb ofGo-p"?, o

- Methinks thou anfwer'ft fweet, . .- :‘.  L

Thy name is on my hands with bloéd, - - "~
_And graven on Ey feet.

?

(

{

1
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3 Dear Saviour pray remember me,
Thou wilt, thou furely wilt ;
For thou, my Lerd, on yonder tree '
Didft bear my fin and guilt.

4 The pain which thou haft there endur'd,
‘Will put thee fill in mind, -
That I, for whom thou fuffer’d't Lord,
Am left to roam behind,

HYMN CXXV.

I am a Stranger, and a Sojourner, as all my
‘Fathers were.

ECAUSE I am a ftranger here,
B And talk of Jefu’s blood ;
I'm fcorn’d as all my fathers were,

Am rarely underftood.

¢ Around my weary eyes I caft,
Survey the world below :
You are not (glad I fay) my ref,
I don’t belong to you. .

3 See, O my foul, thy country fee
- Is fix’d above the tkies :
There Jefus waits to welcome thee
To thare his paradife.

4 Regard not then thy treatment now,
But wait a few days more : . ’
When dreft in garmeats white as {now,
Thou fhalt attain thy fhore.

Friends, haft thou wanted here ? thy lofs
Shall there be well made up-; .
With all the faints who once were thus, -

Thou fhalt fit down and fup.

Gird
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6 Gird up thy loins, and forward move,
A pilgrim tho’ thou art ;
Jefus has fet on thee his love,
And feals thee to his heart.

HYMN CXXVL

We have Confidence In the Lord.

N all my trials ftill I fee.
Our Sav’our loves poor finful me,
This is my only hope 3 ’
This bears me thro* a‘thoufand {nares, .
And in ten thoufand griefs and fears,.”
- This lifts me fweetly up.

_2 O did my faith a moment fail,
How would the bufy pow’rs of hell:
Againft me dreadful rife ?
How wou'd they tread me under foot, o
And feek to fpoil me-branch and root, T
And put out both my. eyes? T

g But thanks to his eternal name, -
Who is my Lord, and God, and Lamb,.
I hold my target firm ; )
He is my firength, and ftrong I fland, -
While underneath he lays his hand,
His everlafting arm.

4 1 will believe he juftifies,
1 know his groans, and tears, and cries -
‘Were heard, and are for me ;
Then who can hurt, or who condemn
" A foul fo favour’d of the Lamb,
" A foul fo fafe and free |-
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HYMN CXXVIL

I will fing Praifes to Thee, and not be
filent,

SO long as I'm indulg’d by thee,
To lean upon thy breaft ;
My Mafter, O I'll fing to thee,

I’ll fing and never reft. :

2 While deeper in thy wounds I pry,
And fee their myft'ry clear ;
Louder hofannas will I cry,
Ill praife thee every where.

3 My friends and enemies may join
To make me hold my tongue ;
But blefs thou ftill this fou] of mine,
And thou fhalt hear my fong.

4 T will-not ceafe while T may prove
Thy merits wide and deep :
T'll fing as did the faints above,
Myfelf to my laft fleep.

HYMN CXXVIII

O come Iet us fing to the Lord, let us héartily
rejoice in the God of our Salvation,

.Come let us join,
O Together combine, ,
To praife our dear Saviour, our Mafter divine.

2 Him let us adore,
Who cover'd with gore,
Late banged on Calv’ry, both wounded and poar.
ce e - He

P
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3 He worthy is blefs’d |

By fpirits at reft, :
Who once in this defert, his Godhead confefs’d. - |

4 The heav’nly fpheres,
Who faw him 1n tears,
Yea every firong angel, his perfon reveres.

5 The rophets who told
: His ﬂ"rm s of old,
Sing now fweet thankéwmgs, on pfalteries of gold. -

6 The fathers to whom
He thew'd he wou’d come, -
Now in his pavilion, take up their long home.

7 'Fhe fpirits of men,
Who for him dre flain, -
From Abel the right’ous, fhare now in his reign.

8 Th’ apoftles who ‘ftood .. )
Refifting to blood, ' -
For Jefus's gofpel, rejoice in their Gop..

9 The confeflors-too,
Them proftrating low,
Caft down their bright mitres, and thankfu}ly bom :

10 O church of the Lamb,
Here met do the fame; -
With faints, and with angels, blefs ]efus s name.

11 My foul bear a part, - -
For ranfom'd thou art
By Jefu’s bloodfhedding, his burial, and fmart.

12 To him that was flain,
' The {corn’d Nazarene,
_ Be glory, and honour, letall fay Amen, .~

-

- K%  HYMN-
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HYMN CXXIX.
We declare to you glad Tidiﬁgs.

~ HO ! ye tranfgreflors, vou I bring
The news of joy from heav’n :
To you of matchlefs leve I fing,
Of peace, and fin forgiv'n,

" 2 Your friend (ye vileft publicans,

- Extortioners unjuft) o

Calls you with all your purple ftains,
. Upon his name te truft. :

3 Come to him laden with your guilt,
And take the leper’s pray’r .
¢ Lord Jefus, Mafter, if thou wilt,
¢ Thou us can’ft cleanfe and fpare.

4 T'know he will not turn away,
Nor mock your weak complaint ;
His Spirit fpeaks what you wou'd fay,
And thews him all you want.

5 Attend his preachers embafly,
The heralds of his Son :
Be reconcil’d faith Gob, they cry,
Confent, and lo! ’tis done.

HYMN CXXX.

4 ~ By Grace are ye ﬁvcd, thro’ Faith, ——Not of
Works, left any Man lbould boaft. -

, OW long ye people will ye halt ,
Betwixt two wide opinions thus ?
How long will ye your works exalt,
Yet praife the bleod of Jefu’s crofs ?
Ir

B TN
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2 If ye can Right’oufnefs obtain
By works, or what yourfelves can do,
Then fay of Chrift, he died in vain,
Another way to heav'n we know.

3 But if without his thedding blood,
No one could e’er remiffion find ;
n ‘Then only name the Lamb of G»p,
f - 'The Sav'our of the loft mankind.

4 No other name allow above,
Nor in the earth, fave his alone,
Thro’ which poor finners pardon prove,
Or gain accefs to yonder throne.

s Of works no more ye finners boaft,
But fee his blood who lately dy’d
On Calv’ry, to redeem the loft,
Look on him and be juftify’d.

6 Ye frious, who have ftrove in vain,
By felf-denial, alms, and pray’s,
A perfet right’oufnefs-t'obtain ; .
ehold the Lamb, your help is there.

7 Whoe'er in fin have fpent their days,
Ye publicans, and harlots vile,
Look up to Chrift, believe his grace, .
And ftoop, and be his crofs’s fpoil.

8 The Lord, the Gop, let finners fay,
The Lamb that bled himfelf to death,
l The world’s offences takes away,
And faves whoever comes by faith,

g He is the Goo, the Sav’our he ; v
None help'd when he the wine-prefs trod
Among the people none might be -
Found worthy to be join'd with- Gop.

. Ta
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10 To him alone let all confefs,
_And for falvation bow the knee 3
He is the Lord our right'oufnefs,
He is the Sav'our only he.

HYMN CXXXI.

He hath delivered us.

N D can it be that I fhould prove
The riches of our Sav’our’s love 2.:
Can I experience this, . ’
That Jefus dy’d a fpotlefs lamb
‘To take away my guilt and thame,.
And buy me endlefs blifs ?

2 'This is moft certain, yet I fee -
With wonder this great myftery, .
And bow iy thankful knees 3 -
And give a thoufand thanks to him,’
‘Who fhed the more than precious ftream;:
To purchafe all my eafe.

¢ I Jate a poor weak finner was,
Had broken my Creatqr's laws,
A flave to fenfe and fin ;
Then Jefus faw me, and releas'd
..My captive foul, and on his breaft
In peace divine I lean,

4 While happinefs like this I know, -
~ 'Thee, Son of Gop, who doft beftow
Thefe favours, I'll adore : '
Thee will I blefs, nor end my fong,
Till *midft yon high exalted throng
Eternally I foar !

HYMN,% :
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HYMN cx,XXLL,‘ a
T was loft, but am now found .'

O Had my foul ten thoufand tongues,
All, all fhould join one theme ;
The fubje& of my endlefs fongs,
Should be my Sav’our’s name.

"2 I, the redeemed of the Lord,
The puarchaft of his blood 3 -
Can fweetly chant forth thefe two words,
With heav'n’s glad hofts, my GO D,

3 Bold as a lion, I who late
Againft our Sav’our ftrove ;
Now conquer’d fit at his dear feet, S
And fing the pow’r of love.

4 His happy fpoil am I become,
His willing captive now ;

. His grac’ous wounds have made me room,.
And wafh’d my fins like {fnow.

5 I, wonder all in earth or heav'n, ‘
The firft-born child of wrath ;

. And fav'd, and ranfom’d, and forgiv'n,
And bought from fin and death.

6 T once was blind, and headlong ran -
The road that leads to hell ; :
I flighted all the trueft gain,
And blifs unchangeable.

» I trampled on my Sav’oar’s blood,
And difefteem’d his crofs ;-
In fin’s highway I daring ftood, -
And there my glory was.

e
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8 There had I ever ftaid had he,.
Whom I fo-evil us'd, .
- Deny’d to pity finful me,
Or mercy me refus’d..

el o But fce, O church of Gop above,. :
G Behold O church below : '
E For'I inherit Jefu's love,
% And free falvation know..

.-30 His fame to all eterhity, .
My happy foul fhall {pread':
~ . I 11 fing, he lov’d, he dy'd for me,.
S For me to dcath he bled.

. H Y M N" CXXXII.

. 'Enter not into Iudgment with thy Sétvant
O Lord.. _ :

R Ight’ous art thou, O Gob; yet- Tet me Plea:!,
o Permit the vileft of the fallen race, = -
"o tell his Sin, and bow his guilty- head,

- Before thy mercy- -feat, thy throne of grace.

<2 As numerous as the ftars, -or countlefs {ands, ~
My faults, . ba.okﬂidmgs, and tranfgreﬁiom
are; -
Yet look upon my Sav'our’s blcedmg hands; .
.. My pardon, Lord, my pardon s written there -

" 3 Bring not in judgment me, nor call to mmd,
' Nor in the ballances my doings weigh:.
But let me: refuge in my Sav'our find, . . -
And hide me in him at the awful day 1 - o

4 Ibluth as I apf roach thee, and confefs- r" .
My wicked life, my fhame, and nal. adﬁef '
I know a poorer finner than I am,
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3 Yet vile and filthy as.I am I corne, o
Thy gracious Spirit faith, ¢ There ftill is’
. room, ' .
Thro’ all my guilt I make this pow'rful plea,
Our Sav’our dy'd to ranfom {uch as me.

6 This makes me hope, yet makes my fhame in-
, -creafe, , ,
How could [ grieve fuch love, or friend like
this ? .
O cover all my fin-in thy long veft, -
" I part confefs, Lord cover all the reft, -

HY M N CXXXIV. -
When fhall T come and appear, &fon God?2

h ” HE N fhall I roam no more ¢ -
: How lorg my feet wiil ye S
Make blunders on the even floor, =~ ¢ - -
- And ftep fo heedlefly ? oo '
Mine eyes, how long muft fin ’
Employ you to my hurt ? A
And when fhall Chrift the Nazarene, T
Aloge my heart divert ¢ . :

h

- 2 How long muft Ibekept & '+
. At diftance thus from Chrift, -
.Like thofe who foolith virgins flept,
And of the Bridegroom miit ?
O my dear Sav'our rend . )
" Thou ev'ry veil in twain, S
That parts me from thyfelf, my friend, N
% 'Oy pats thy <lild to pain ! . SRR
. 3 P idoks lurk unfeen o
T ;v my deceitful breaft,

al, my tender Lord, between. -
3 ;_fgul and thee mp¥eft, |

.
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Like. Dagon let them fall
Before the ark, and be

.- For ever torn away, and all
That turns my face from thee.

4 Let my devoted foul

Again enjoy thee there ;
And in thy wounds redeemmg pool
O drown my dreads and fear. .
Bid ev’ry foe within,
In filence lie, nor move :
Nor fuffer thou the thought of fin
To cloud the pow’r of love.

HYMN CXXXV.
Till the Day-star arife in your Hearts,

LESSED Jefus, King ofkmgs,
B Who haft healing in thy wings,
Sweetly on my foul anife,

Shine from the eternal fkies.

2 Blefs’d with thy propitioxfs rays,

<

Thee, O Jefus, will I praife ;
One cternal fong I'll bring,
And for ever love and fmg

$ Thou the Day-Star art, and I,

As thou rifeft will draw nigh,
Fearlefs to adore thy name,

~ Q delightful matchlefs Lamb.

4 Let my darknefs fly, and be"

‘Wholly loft my Gobo in thee :
Let me in thy light perceive
Thee, and in thee ever live.

Gloic
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5 Clofe by thy moft precious fide,
Let thy blindfold child abide ;
Never thence may I go far,

. 'Till in glory I appear.

H Y M N CXXXV

Bind the Sacrifice with cqrds, even to the: Hornl
of the.Alsar, ~ . =~ v

M OS T careful Shepherd whcn I t’cray,
For prone to ftray I am :- . .

Come after me and in thy way
Reduce thy dm-bonght Lamb. . -y

2 This well thou know'f, for I appca.l ;7
~ To thy all-fecing eye : - T
My inmoft foul loves thee fo well,
Than fin, I'd rather dia.

3.(Not willingly) I oft forget
My Saviour, and his blood ;
I leave my place, ev'n his dear feet,
‘And grieve my tender Gobo.

4 This nrakes me now with bended knees,
Thy daily care 1m‘PIore ;
Confine me, Lord, if thee it pleafe,
And let me rove sio more.
5 O caufe the golden gnrdle, Iove, -
To bind my heart to thine ;
Let me thy little captive prove,
Become thy fpofl divine.

" 6 Let all the chains that bound my Lord

Before the Tetrarch’s bar, . .
Make e thy pris'ner, fo fecur’d =
As not to wander far, :

L ':‘ Yea .
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Yea other liberty deny, '
7 B:; this t‘g live to éou B S
To thee to fpeak, to a&, to die,
- In honour of thy blood.

8 Upon the altar Jefus Chrift, ,
And to the horns his hands,

O bind me, Lord, thy facrifice ;
Nor loofen e’er my bands., -

g I'll blefs my fweet captivity,
The cord that girds me faft
‘Te him who living loved me,
And dy’d for me at laft.

¥0 With him may I united firm,
Be bleft, alive, or-dead :.
While under me his own right arm, -
(Left I fhould fall) be laid. ’

HYMN CXXXVL
As the Eyes of a Maiden to the Hand of her
Miftrefs, fo our Eyes wait upon the Lord
our God. S
People 'ofl Go"b,
Aflembled to-day, . ~ .
. 'To hear of the blood, -
To praife and to pray :
Ye dear congregation,
May ev'ry vain thought,

In holy fubje@tion
To Jefus be brought.

2  Be filent, concern,’ .
And care and complaint, -
Nought elfe wou'd we learn,
Or any thing want ;

.

But
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But one, even Jefus,
The meek Nazarene,

The Sav’our who faves us
From death, hell, and fin.

The world may regard
The pleafures of fenfe,
But we late have heard -
OfJefus, a Prince ;
Of immortal pleafures
In him found below,
And ne’er-fading treafures,
And this we purfue. -

Our fouls are a-thirff,
" Nor eafy can be;
Nor will they till firft
Chrift’s glory they fee 3.
We hope at this meeting
His children he’ll meet;
So we'll be fousd fitting,

-~ ~ Before his faint’s feet.

Amidft the dear race,
We'll always attend, -

And wait till his grace
On us he fhall fend ;

We'll wait with thankf{giving,

Becauwfe he hath dy’d,
And join with the living,
Who in him confide. -

It will not be long,
Before we fhall prove,
With heav’n’s bright throng,.
The blifs of his love ;
The fulnefs and greatnefs
Of grace, and his blood,
- Not as thro® a lattice,
But clear {ee our.Gop.
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7 . To all the glad hoft- :

Qur language fhall be, -
We, whom ye faw loft,

(Thro’ Chrift on the tree)
We're faved for ever :

All praife to his blood ! -
Ador’d be our Sav’our,

Our dear Lorp and Gon !

HYMN CXXXVIL

Kifs the Son, le@ he beangry, and fo ye perith
from the right Way : If his Wrath be kindled;,
yea, butalittle; blefled are all they that put

. their truft in Him, .

Come let us praife
The ‘Antient of days, : ..
-2The Gua or our fathiers, who thew'd us his ways;

2 Let all who have known'
What things h¢ hath done, . .. ..
His Majefty reverence, and kifs his dear So.

3 Tell each to his fiiend, O
Till up we afcend,
- My Maker’s my hufband,
’ 4 My brother is he,
"Who dy’d on the tree;
Yeca, nearer related is Jefus to me.
© 5 This fay; and intreat
-+ Whoever you meet,
- 'Toconte, and like Mary fit down at his feet.

6 Say, you may receive, .
: If you but helieve, S
This blcfﬁng, but afk you, and Jefus will give. .

May

ence world without end.



(125)
9 May you be the bride,

To him who once dy’'d, .
Of whom faid Ignatius, My love's crucify’d.

8 This blifs blaze abroad,.
Invite ye to Gob,
Poor finners, that they may experience his blood;.

9 At thislo!'T aim,
I point to the Lamb ;
My. brethren, the finners, I tell of his name..

10 And while I increafe
In knowledge, and peace,
I cannot be filent, nor can I fay lefs.

11 I fain woi’d fay more,
Nor wou'd I give o’er,
To fpeak for my Matfter, till you him adore.

HYMN CXXXVIL
Lhave finned, what fhall I fay unto Thee ¥

Prince of Peace, O Son of Gop !
- How have I treated thee ?
How flighted thy redeeming bloed,
And thy benignity ?

2 And yethow kind, how very kind"
Haft thou to me behav’d ?
Haft led me where thy reft I find,.
And me from veng’ance fav'd !

3; Amazing love haft thou beftow’d
-~ On me, my loving head !

» For I by thee am brought to Gop,.
And his blefs’'d fav’rite made. '

Ls @ &M
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4 O ftill let love, redeeming love, .
" My humbling motive be, ‘
Till I upon the mount above
Fall down, and fing to thee.

HYMN CXXXIX.

All thy Children fhall be taught of the Lord,
and great fhall be the Peace of thy Children.

OR D, Sav’our, Prince of Peace,
Author of our unity,

Making wars and jarrings ceafe, .
Can%ng men, tho’ foes t'agree,
- Kindly rule in us ; :
Make us happily go on,

Helping each to bear his crofs, _
Stedfaft till our work is done.

2 Let us, like a flock of fheep,
Clofe together perfevere,
. True by one another keep,
Each efteeming very dear,
Altogether move :
Truly {ubje& be the whole,
Bound in bands of trueft love, .
One ir heart, and mind, and foul.

" 3 May we all ong faith maintain, :
One fole doérine witnefs too, .

Chbrift the Lord oar God was flain,

Slain for us, and this is true :

He will ours abide ; '

He will our dear portion be,
He who on mount Calv’ry dy’d,

Jefus, Jefus, only he.

Strive
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4 Strive we who fhall love thee moft, ) '
Who fhall moft in faith excel, - o,
‘Who can of the Sav'our boatt, .
Who can moftof Jefus tell 5
This employ -us all ;
Daily this contend we for,
Daily till the Lord fhall call,
Profp’ring daily more and more. -

§ Let us hand in hand proceed, '
Little, loving children be, . .
Dead to fin, to all things dead,
But alive, dear Lamb, to thee ;
So continue firm :
While beneath us thou wilt lay
Thine eternal out-ftret¢ch’d arm,
Till we 'wake in endlefs day.

 HYMN CXL.

Let us come before his prefence. with
_ Thankfgiving.

¥ ET the churchiour Sav’our blefs,
For his great falvation :
Sing of him, your righteoufnefs,
Favour’d congregation.

2 Be.ye thankful at his feet,
Who to fave n:l died,
Who by pains and labours great,
Hath us juftified.

5 Brin% the elders, and the choirs
Of the yaunger people :
Call him, who the Lamb defires, )
Ev'ry weak difciple. L
4 Let them at his feet fit down, .o
- Very thankful, bringing , o

4
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- Hymns of honour to the Son,
Such in concert finging.

5 Worthy only is our Gob,.
Whom we love fincerely :-
Worthy he, for by his blood,.
He redeem’d us dearly.

6 All the churches worfhip him,
Saying, live for ever ;
O thou Lamb, our fav’rite theme,.
Deareft conftant. Sav’our.

7 Down befare thy feet we bow,.
Daily this confefling,
Thou did'ft fave us, only thou;.
Thine be thanks, and blefling..

HYMN CXLIL

Wait for the Promife of thie Father..

REAT head of that train;
' For which thou was flain,
Meet now with a few,
Who know thee a little, but farther would . knowr.

2 We pray thee, dear Lord,;
Thy prefence afford,
To finners the worft ;
‘Without thee unhappy, undone, and accurs'd...

3 “But poor as we are,
We are part of thy care ;
: And furely belong
To thee, thou goed Lamb, and thy favourite:
Throng.

"Then on us beftow
A blefling, and fhew
-'Fhy hands, and thy feet,
To us, thy poor children, who now for it mees..
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5 Come ftand in the midft
As lately theu didft,
.~ When thy dear elevn
Were waiting like us, and pronounce us forgiv'n,

6 All hail, my flock, fay,
And we'll go away,
Moft happy, and glad, '
So blefied a meeting thy children have had
7 Let what thou haft done,
Before us be fhewn; ~ -
This take up our thoughts,
And let thy blood, Jefus, lnde ever our faulu.

HY M' N CXLIL

1 ye bemg evil, know Kot to give godd Gifs
f unto your .Childred, how' rihich’ idre fhall

: your heayenly Father give. his Holy Spirit
- to them that ask hlm.

ORD’ ]efnt moft mild,
Who once waft a ch:ld
. Thy little ones fee ;
Who newly are born, and are crying for thee,

-2 But babes are we all;
. And {ubje& to fall,
: To wander and ftray.
“We therefoxe befeech thee prefcrve us to- day.

The milk of thy word,

Moit glorious afford ;

. This mingle with blood, - .
That wine ever new, and let thu be our food‘

)

" Qur
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4. Our cov’ting all o'er
Be what thyfelf wore’; '
And with us abide ;
‘Who noething, dear Sav'our, require befide.

HYMN CXLIL

- Ye were as Sheep going aftray, but are now
returned to the Shepherd and Bithop of your
Souls.

Y OOR finners indeed,
We come to our head : ,
As wand'ring a troop,.
As ever have wander'd, and yet have good hope.

2 We no moresdefire ' -
Tc offer ftrange fire, b

That xdol our wifdom, which hath the Lamb ﬂam

- No, Lord, we difclaim
All helps but thy name : -
Our error we fee,
How fond of our goodnefs, how ﬂxghtmg of t.hee.

4 - Like lheep we have ftray’d,

Have in the Lamb’s fead )

Our right'oufnefs nam’d ; -
But now we're convinc'd, and are forely afham’d..

5 On this our beft Friend,
Alone we depend ;
Each ftaff throw afide,
And ev'ry foundation, but him that hath dy'd.

6 ‘We know when we lean: .
~ On others, we fin;
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Tho’ on our beft frame, -

Our gifts, grace, or virtues, we gneve our deat
Lamb.,

7 Our habit, and
We leave, and the blood
We only behold,
Which bought us, when we to the devil were fold

] We wou'd nothing regard
But ‘Chrift our reward ;
And nothing efteem
But Jefus, the martyr, and pray €o love him.

If fweet be our frame,

We thank his dear name ; .

If bitter, we pray, ‘
And Jefus fo loves us, he takes it away.

10 Orifit remam,

And we are in pain,

We cheaffully bear, :
And thank our kind 8av’our, who fuﬁ'ers it there,

11 Our wills we give up.
And drink the dread cup 3
Becaufe this we fee, -
‘What's good for us, Jefus knows better than we.

.23 Thus happy, and well,
Believing, we dwell
So near the Lamb’s heart, *
That while we are with him, we mind not our
"~ Smart.

13 We often bow'd down.
. Draw near to his throne ;
He fees us approach,
And frees us dire@ly, his goodnefs is fuch

14 . Wef{carce fee our wants,
Much lefs make complaints,

But
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, But we are redeem’d ; .
Then well may our Sav'our, be fo much effeem’d.

" 15 Yea, we of our head,
(As David once faid
Of Golialy’s fword)
Can fay, I“th;re’a none like him,” fo.loving a

\ . -~

HYMN CXLIV.

THANKSGIVING.

E ET.and right it is to fing

Glory to our Gop and-King ; .
eet in ev'ry time and place,

To rehearfe in folemn praife.

2 Join, ye faints, the fong around,
Angels help the chearful found ;
Publifh thro’ the world abroad
Glory to th’ eternal Gob.

3 Praifes here to thee we give,
“Gracious thou our thanks receive;
Holy Father, fov'reign Lord,
Ev’ry where be thon ador'd.

4 Tho' th’ injurious world exclaim,
Sing we ftill in Jefu’s name !
Sav’our, thee we ever blefs,
Thee our Lord and Goo confefs,

’
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HY MN CLXV.

"The Lord hath fent v’R,ede‘mptibn unto his
: _People, )

S an army terrible,
By our Sav'our brought from hell,
Forth to fing his praife we go ; '
Join, O brethren, all-below.

'z We will fing, for-we have known
What for us the-Lamb hath done 2
Louder we than any ought, .

Jefus and his grace to fhout.

3 We were enemies and vile,
When the Lord teok up his fpoil ;
Fought he with us long in love,
Long againft-his-pow’r we ftrove,

4 Now we owsi him conqueror, °
Now fubdu’d by Jefu's pow’r 3
Safe in him, and happy we,
Wait his Father’s houfe to fee.

5 Still till he his wars complete,
Sit we praying at his féet,
Saying, ¢ quickly Jefus come, - . -
¢ Quickly death and hell confume.’

6 Bring thou back, the captives, who
Now are fervants to thy foe,
Let them fing as we to-day, |
Chrift hath took our fins away. .

M o HYMN
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HYMN CXLVL . _

They confefs’d that they were 'S;rangers‘ and

Pilgrims on the Earth.

Ay FarING men and {ojourners,
‘Are we who feck the heav'nly fpheres,
Nor do we here belong : '
Our certain dwelling-place is where
The Lamb's triumphant hofts appear,
His dear redeemed throng,

2 Forget not this while thus ye fit,

To reft you at our Sav’our’s feet,
Ye family of Gob ;

But leaning on your ftaves, as do

Poor trav’lers, who their home purfue,
When weary on their yoad.

Qur meeting here is nat the reft,

Remaining for us, but a tafte ;
Yet friends, a litle while,

A few_days journey more, and we

Shall Jefus, and his fabbath fee,
And ceafe from all our toil.

4 Dry up your tears, 'ye' weeping hoft,

For yonder fee is Salem’s coaft,
There waits the happy troop ;
The army of our brethren there,
" Join earneft in our feeble pray'r,
Lorq fill thy namber up.

-Tis but to ftay a few more days,
E’er we thall join their perfedt praife,
And like them Chriit adore :
Not in a tabernacle then,
Nor in a city built by men,
But heav’n for evermore.

G



(135)

6 Go on in peace, ye little flock,
- Before us moves the Lord our Rock,.
Of which the Hebrews drank :
Nor did they tire in all their road,
So ftrength’ning was the myflick flood,
Drink, friends, and Jefus thank.

- 7 Drink, and ye fhall your ftrength renew,
The Lord prepares this ftream for you;.
Draw near ye thirfty poor :
O, fellow pilgrims, drink and fing,,
The virtues of this facred fpring,
And Gop, the Rock, adore.

HYMN CXLVIL

‘The Word was made Fleth, and dwelt among
us,. and we beheld his Glory.

OW that I have found,
Which o man caa found,
‘The fountain of blifs, .
That well of {alvation, that pearl of great price. -

2 His glory I view,
And fink .very low,
* When him I'behold. -
On Golgptha dying, to fave his lov'd fold !.

3 I fee on the wood,
Abas’d in his blood,
Whom angels adore, ) :
All mangled a:ld fprinkled with tears and with:
gore ! .

e

& My Gob I efpy
Submitting to die :
And lo! its for me
He languithes yonder, upon the curs'd tree,

. With
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5 With rev’tence profourd I -
I fall 'on the ground, '
And kifs him afrefh,

And own to redeem me, the Word was made S,

"6 O Gop what am I?
. What didft thou efpy,
. In e, finful duft,
That thou wert fo humbled to fave me when loft?

7 Nought elfe could'ft thou fec
But folly in me,
Thy love brought thee dewn,
For me, thy great mcrcy thee drew from thy
T ‘hrone. -

’

8 For thzs yet agam
.. .1 bow to the man, . :
The Lamb, my dear Gobp,
Who in our frail nature once madc his abode.,

o

9 Amaz&i‘con‘fefs, BRI
The myft'ry, ' and 'BIef‘s T
. My Sav’aur, andfay, ol
My fins thtm didft (dyimg) ‘wath whoﬂy away.

10 Before thee, dear L. amb
With deep and true thame;’
Myiclﬁ I abhor, R

And thankfuily jefus,“my’ Sav'oar)y adore. s

H Y M N CXLVIII

Happy are the People who are in fuch a Cafe,

yea blefled are the Pcoplc Whofc God is the
Lord, , .

W happy aré the men- who knoyy
H The Lord, and walk with him- below ?

How
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How happy they who calmly beat
All griefs and perfecutions here,

And fix their fteady minds on him,
Who them did from the world redeem ?

Z They truft the Lord, whofe vecal blood,
Saith, A// things swork tegetber good ;
Nor murmur they when crofs'd, or wrong'd, -
When like to die, when life’s prolong’d ;
But quiet under all go on, -
And fing, Thy will, my God, be done.

3 The fear of death is far remov’d,
While Jefus whifpers, My belww’d :
And carcels fin, then death each views,
As ferpents when their fting they lofe :
Nor nakednefs, nor want, nor fword,
Can part them from a tender Lord.

4. If they poffefs a joyous frame,

- Tis welly they thank the Sav’our’s name;
If they are heavy, low they fit, :
And wait refign’d at Jefu’s feet :

A peace furpafling human thought,
They ftill enjoy, which leaves them not. .

5 Often I tafte this Liberty,

- And, O my Goo, get near to thee :
I foretafte heav’n, and long to feel
This happinefs abide me ftill :

Or leave the foolith world and prove :
The fulnefs of thy blifs above.

- I-!;'Y; M N CXLIX:
This is the New Teftament,

HE name of Chrift, how fweet it founds?]
How fweet the mention of his. wounds ? -

' ’ Mg How
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How good, how excellently good,
Is the bare name of Jefu’s blood #

2 What makes it fo to me is this, -
All that is Chrift’s my portion is ; 3
- I'm his and all I €er thall be,
" And all he has is made to me.

30 what a great eftate have'I ?
A heav'n to all eternity !

I'm rich, the Lamb hath made me fo,

Nor wou'd I greater nches know.

: 4 Olaw, I dread thy threats no more,
" Our 8av’our yonder paid my fcore =
His blood I know hath blotted all,
The hand agam& me on the wall.

5 The promifes I glad look o’er,
And thankfully the Lamb adore :
Yor.when he ({ ’d he made his will,
And thefe his legac:cs reveal,

4 This new eternal teﬁament,
I read and much fweet time is fpent
In fearching ev’ry verfe and line,
How miuch by Jefu’s will is mine. .

7z What dxdJ my Sav’our at his death
To me, uhworthy me, bequeath ?
All that he had, his merits, blood,
He left me when he went to Gopo.

8 My dear Teftator will I blefs, .
And wearing his pure right’oufnefs,
He dy’d and lefc me this 111 tell,
-Or I had nakcd went to hell.

9 Men all not be decexv’d for I
7 WHI loud detlare how. I came by
< My fine array, my purity,
- Ill fay, our Sav’our left it me,

O Jefus
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10 O Jefus but unloofe my tongue,
And grace fhall be my ceafelefs fong ;
. Il fing how black, how vile [ am,
How fair and comely in the Lamb.

11 I'll fing how poor I lately was,
How fad I fat beneath the crofs ;
T'ill I by faith beheld thee die,

And now how rich, how glad am I. .

H Yv M'N CL.
Here 1 will dwell.

H me, I'm never well but when
I on my beft beloved lean,
Then I am never ill ;
- Croffes and trials all are flight, - -
And pain is fweet, and troubles light,
Come whatfoé?er will.

2 Here I could with my greateft foe
Might reft like me, and happy know
The riches of the Lamb ;
The ftreets would then be full of praife,
Of, Jefu’s blood, his grac’ous ways, _
His mercy and his name.

3 If Jefus will f:emﬁt me, I A
Will leaning on him live and die,
And great the blefling count ;

My life, dear Lord, I'd live to thee, =

My death fhould alfo glorious be,
Like Mofes on the mount.

4 My fweet experience Id pro'c'laim
To all the followers cf the Lamb,
Hear m¢, my friends, I fay 3

For
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"~ For I am happy, I am well,
Belov'd of Gop, unchangeable !
And with him night and day..

HYMN CLL..

I will arife, and go to my Father..
Sav’our of loft finners fee,\.
Before. thy feet I fall :.
I bow my gailty head to thee;
And loud for mercy call. .

2 ] know I fhall not cry in vain ;
For tho’ I am fo vile,
.Thou watt on Calv’ry for me flain,.
And there mad'ft me thy fpoil.’

. 3 Look on thy bléeding hands, for there -
I’'mfure my name is wrote ;
And fee thy fide, my Mafter déar,
" If thou haft me forgot.

4 But fure thou canft not e're forget,
For whom thou haft‘endur'd,
So much fharp pain and bloody fweat, .
My dear redeeming Lord.

§ When the prefumptious Roman caft
The pointed javelin;
It fampt my pardon there, and faft:
Smote to thy heart my fin.

6 This I believe, and tho’ I ftray, -
I cannot but have hope ;
This makes me, tho’ athamed, pray,

And keeps my fpirit up,



(141)
7 O may I ne’er thy mercy doubt,
However bad I am ;
Or think I e'er can be caft out,
By thee, my Lord, the Lamb.

8 Nor let me fin again, but keep
My wand’ring foul in thee ; . -
*Tis all I afk, ull I fhall fleep oL
And here no longer be. o

o<

. " HYMN CLIL
'HUMIL;[A’I“IoN; ot

‘ORD, we are vile,. conceiv’d’in fin, -
And born unholy and unclean ;
Sprung from the man whofe guilty fall.
Corrupts the race, and taints us.aH.

2 Soon as we draw our infint-Breatk, =~ - »
The feeds of fin prow up for death
Thy law demards a perfet hedrt,
. But we're defil'd in ‘¢very paft. - -

3 Behold! we fall before thy face,
Our only refuge is thy grace ;
No outward forms can make us clean,.
The leprofy lies deep within.

4 Jefus, our Gop, thy blood alone
Hath pow’r fofficient to atone s - .~ =%
Lord, let us hear thy pard'ningrvoicc,

And make our dewn-caft hearts rejoice.

4

'HYMN

—
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HYMN CLIL
ANOTHER.

LO R D, we would {pread our fore diftrefs
And guilt before thine eyes ;.

Againft thy laws, againft thy grace,
-Mow high our crimes arife !

2 Should’ft thou condemn our fouls to hell,.
And crufh our flefh to duft, -

- Heav'n would approve thy veng’ance well,.
And earth mu{’ own it joft. '

3 Cleanfe us, O Lord, and chear each foul.
With thy forgiving love ;-
O make our broken fpirits whole,
And bid our pains remove.

# Let not thy Spirit quite depart,
Nor drive us from thy face,.
Create anew-our vicious hearts, .

-And fill them with thy grace..

HYMN CLIV.
" Tifint Baptifin.

H U S did the fons of Abr’ham pafs.
. Under the bloody feal of grace ; -
The young difciples bore the yoke,
Till Chrift the painful bondage broke.

2 By milder ways doth Jefus prove
His Fagher’s cov’nant and his love ;
He feals to faints his glorious grace,
And.not forbids their infant-race.

I

Their.
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" Their feed is fprinkled with his blood,
Their children fet apart for Gop,
His Spirit-on their offspring fhed,
Like water pour'd upon the head.

4 Let ev'ry faint with chearful voice
In this large covenant rejoice ;
Young children, in their early days, .
Shall give the Goo of Abr’ham praife.

. . HYMN CLV.
Adult Baptifm.

In ev'ry bofom dwell ;
on the prelent water move, N

P ESCEND, celeftial dove !

While we the influ'nce feel. , -

2 Anoint with holy fire,
Baptife with purging flames
“This foul, and with thy grace infpire,
In ceafelefs liviag ftreams.

3 Thy heav'nly un&tion give,

- - Thy promife, Lord, fulfil,
Give pow’r thy Spirit to receive,

And ftrength to do thy will.

4 Thy ord’nance we obey,
O meet us in the fame ;
And with this water now convey
The virtues-of thy name.

$ Witnefs to this thy fign, .
And.grant the inward c%m:e 3.
Let this thy fervant feal’d for:thine,
From hence depart in peace.

-

HYMN .

e gio e
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HMYN CLVL
INV‘I'TAT#QN.

OME, Lord, frem above,
The mountains remove,
Overturn all that hinders the courfe of thy love 3
My bofom infpire,
Inkindle the fire,
And wrap my whole foul in the flames of defire.

2 I languifh and pine
For the comfort divine *

O when fhall I fay, My beloved is mine !
We chufe the good part, - .
When our portion thou art,

O love, let me find thee, O Gop, in my heart !

3 For this my heaxt ﬁﬁi ,
Nothing elfe can fu :
How, Lord, can I purchafe the pear] of great
rice ?
It c:u?not be bought ;.
' And thou know’t I have nought,
Not an altion, a word, or a truly good thought.

LY

4 But T hear a voice fay,
Witliout money ye may
Receive it, whoever have nothmg to pay ;
- Who on Jefus relies,
. Without money or price
The pearl of forgivenefs, and holmefs, buys

5 The blefling is free :
So, Lord, ‘let it be ;
I yield that thy love fhould be given to'me.
May I freely receive
' What thou freely doft give, '
. And contcm in thy lovc, in thy Eden to lxve !
N , The
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6 The gift I'd embrace,
The Giver I'd praife,

And afcribe my falvation to Yefus’s grace :
Give me, Lord, from abme
The foretafte to prove

That I {foon may receive all thy fulnefs of loVe.

HYMN CLVIL

_.Thisis the Vi&ory that overcometh the World,
even our Faith, P

Tell me no more .
Of this world’s vain ftore ;
The time for fuch trifles with me now is o’er,

2 A country I've found,
Where true joys abound ‘
To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy ground.

3 The fouls that believe,
In paradife live : )
And me in that number doth Jefus receive.

4 My foul don't delay,
He calls thee away !
Rife, follow thy Sav'our, and blefs the glad day.

5 No mortal doth know
What he can beftow,
What light, firength, and comfort : go after him,

-

o!
6 Lo! onward I move,
. And but Chrift above
None guefles how. wond'rous my journey will ~
prove. .

7  Great fpoils I fhall win
From death, hell, and fin ;
'deﬁ outward afﬂxé‘uons fhall feel Chrift wn.hm.

N Perhaps |
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8  Perhaps for his name, .

"Poor duft as I am,
Some works I'fhall finifh' with glad loving aim.

g I fill (which is beft)
Shall in his dear breaft,
As at the beginning, find pardon and reﬁ

10 And when I’'m to die,
¢ Receive me,” I'll cry,
For J,efu§, hath lov’d me, I cannot {ay why.

" But this I do find,
We two are fo join'd,
He'll not live in glory, and leave me behind.

1z Lo this isthe race
. I'm running, thro’ grace,
Henceforth, till admitted to fee my Lord’s face.

13 Andnow I'm in care
My neighbours may fhare -~
Thefe blel‘liings : to feek them will none of you
are ?

14 In bondage, O why,
" And death will you'lie,
When . one here affures yau- free-grace . is fo .
mgb ¥

«.H..,,.‘*’,,,M:,N- CLVIIIL
l fnwitétién to Sin‘nerg." :

LL. ye that pafs by,
To Jefus draw nigh :
To you 18 it nothing that Jefus fhould die ?
" Your ranfom and peace,
Your furety he is,
Come, fee if there ever was forrow like hls !
- For

N wg
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2. Forwhat you have done

His blood did atone : :
The Father hath punifh’d for you his dear-Son.

The Lord in-the day

Of his anger did lay .
Your fins o the Lamb ; and he bore them away.

3 O Jefus, our all, .
We wou'd come at thy call,’

And low at thy crofs with aftonifhment fall.
We wou'd lift up our eyes
At Jefus’s cries

Impafiive he fuffers, immortal he dies.

He dies to atone
) For fins not his own ; -
Your debt he hath paid, and your work he hath.
done. - ,
O may we receive
The peace he did leave, A }
Who made interceflion, ¢ My Father forgive !

5  For you, and for me,

He pray’d on the tree, . -
The pray’r is accepted, the finner is free. -

The finner am I, .

Who on Jefus rely, . '
‘And come for the pardon Gop cannot deny.. -

6 My pardon I claim, A
For a finner 1 am, .
A finter believing in Jefus’s namgs.
He purchas’d the grace, ’
Which now I embrace : S
O Father, thou know'ft he hath dy’d in my
4 place. :

~  His death is my plea,
My advocate fee,

And
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And hear the blood fpeak that hath znfwer'd for
me.
Acquitted I was,
‘When he bled on the crofs,
And by lofing his life, he hath carry’d my caufe,

HYMN CLIX.

He that believeth hath the Witnefs in
, himfelf,

Y Gop, I am thine,
What a comfort divine, )
What a bleffing to know that Jefus is mine |

a2 In the heav’ niy Lamb
. = Thrice happy I am; -
My heart it doth dance to the found of thy pame.

3 True pleafures abound
“In the raptarous found ;
- And whoever hath found it, hath paradxfe found,

My jcfus to know,
And feel his blgod flow,
*Tis life everlafting, 'tis heaven below.

Yet onward I hafte
To the heav’nly feaft ;
That, that is tie fulnels : but this is the taﬁe. )

6  And this T fhall prove,
Tilt with joy I remove
+ To the heaven of heavens of Jefus’s Iove

HYMN
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HYMN CLX.

Gob of all grace,
Thy goodnefs we praife ;
Thy Son thou haft given to die in our place.

2 With joy we approve
The defign of thy love ;
*Tis a wonder on earth, and a wonder above.

3  ‘Tongue cannot explain -
That love of God-Man,
Which the angels defire to look into in vair.

4 - It dazzles our eyes ; .
Thought cannot arife,
To find out a caufe why the infinite dies.

5  Orif pity inclin’d : .
Him to die for mankind, '
The ground of his pity what feraph can find ?.

6 He came from above,
Our curfe to remove ;
He hath lov'd, he hath lov’d us, becaafe he muld

love.
7 Love mov’d Kim to die, .
And on this we rely ¢
He hath lov’d, he hath lov'd us, we cannot tell
why !

8  Butthis we can tell, -
He hath lov’d us fo well, :
As to lay down his life to redeem us from hell.
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He hath ranfom’d our race;
O how fhall we praife,
Or worthily fing his unfpeakable grace ¢

10 Nothing elfe will we know
In our journey below,
© Bat finging thy grace, to thy paradife go.

- P ART IL

ORD, when we remove,
To thy manfions above,
Our heav’n fhall Rill be to fing of thy love.

2 Thrice happy employ |
We there fhall enjoy
A fulnefs of pleafure that never can cloy.

3  The heavenly Quire .
With us fhall afpire,
And gladly our loving Redeemer admire.

4 Thy wonders of grace
The angels fhall praife,
Yet ever come fhort in their loftieft lays.

5 .. We all fhall commend
The love of our friend,
Forever beginning what never fhall end.

6- When time is no ore,
‘We ftill thall adore
‘That ocean of love wgthout bottom or fhore.

7 For this do we wait; .

Come, Lord, and tranflate
Our fouls to their perfectly glorious eftate,
8 O haften the day |

He will:nqt.delay, R ]
But quickly return, and conduét us away.

E'er
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9 E'er long we fhall fly

To the regions on high, L
For Ifrael’s ftrength cannot vary or lie.

10 He foon fhall appear,
He more than draws near ;
Qur Jefus is come, and eternity’s here }

HYMN CLXL

We feek a better Country,

OME, let us anew -
. Our journey purfue;
With vigour arife,
And prefs to.our permanent place in the tkies,

2 Of heavenly birth,
Though wand'ring on earth ;
This is not our place,
But ftrangers and pilgrims ourfelves we confefs,

3 At Jefus’s call
We gave up our all,
And fiill we forego
For Jefus’s fake our enjoyment below.

4 No comfort we find

In the country behind,

But onward we move, & '
And ftill we are fecking a country above.

A country of joy,
Without any alloy,
We thither repair ;
Our heart and our treafure already are there.. -

6 Let’s march hand in hand,
To Imanuel’s land,
No matter what chear o :
We mect with on earth; for eternity’s near,. ---
- ‘ The
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7 The rougher the way
The fhorter our ftay ;
‘The troubles that come ‘
Shall come to our refcue, and haften us home.

8 The fiercer the blaft--
The fooner 'tis paft; -
- The tempefts that rife -
Shall glorioufly hurry our fouls to the fkies,.

‘ HYMN CLXIL

They fhell look on him whom they have pierced .

EHOLD the loving Son of God N
Stretch’d out upon the tree,
Behold him fhedding forth his blood, .
Sinners, for you and me. .

" 2 O what a myftery is this !
The nail’d Immanuel view!

How hath he left his realms of blifs, .
To bleed for me and you. -

4 Why is his body rack'd with pains,
And wrung with keeneft fmart ?
Why flows the blood from out his veins 2 .
Why torn with grief his heart ?

4 All right'oufnefs did he fulfil,
No fin did ever know ;
He never thought nor acted ill, -
§. ~ Why was he wounded fo ? '

5 Alas! I know the reafon why ::
Our num'rous fins he bore,
This caus’d his bitter agany,
This wounded him fo fore.

6 Baut hence our confidence begins,
For we may boldly fay,

* That thus by bearing all our fins,
He took them all away.

¢

e -
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7 Our God is fully reconcil’d,
Our God is fatisfy’d, .
Each finner now may be his child,
Since Jefus bled and dy'd.

8 How highly God his death did prize
No finner’s tongue can tell ;
It was a pleafing facrifice.
How {weetly did it fmell ?

¢ Come then, each needy finner, come,
To Jefus to receive
Pardon and peace ; he'll lead you home 3
Whoever comes fhall live.

HYMN CLXIIL
Come Lord Jefus.

HE N fhall thy lovely face be feen ?
When fhall otr eyes behold our God ?
What lengths of diftince lie between 2
And hills of guilt? A heavy load !

¢ Ye heav'nly gates, loofe all your chains,
Let the eternal pillars bow,
Bleft Sav'our, cleave the ftarry plains
And make the chryftal mountains flow.

3 Hark | how the faints unite their cries,
And pray, and wait the gen'ral doom ;
Come thou! the foul of all our joys,
Thou, the defire of nations, come.

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

Now
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Now let our chearful eyes furvey -
The.blazing earth-and melting hills; -,

And fmile to fee the lightnings play,
Axnd flafh along before thy wheels.

6 Hark! what a fhout of violent joys
Joins with the mighty trumpet’s found ! ~
‘The angel herald fhakes the fkies,
Awakes the graves, and tears the ground.

7 Ye flumb’ring faints, a heav’nly hoft
Stands waiting at your gaping tombs 3
Let ev’ry facred, fleeping duft ’
Leap into life ; for Jefus comes. .

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

 HYMN CLXIV.
Sol"omon’s Song, Chap. ii. verf. 8, &ec.

HE voice of my beloved founds
Over the rocks and rifing grounds, .
O'er hills of guilt and feas 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 5 - -
Now in the gofpel’s cleareft glafs,

?" He fhews the beauties of his face.

3 ‘Gently he draws my heart along,
_Both with ‘his beauties and his tongue ;
Rife, faith my Lord,.and hafte away, .
No mortal joys are wowrh thy fay..

4 The Jewifh wintry ftate is gone,
. ‘The mifts are fled, the {pring comes on;
. The
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The facred turtle dove we hear
Proc'aim the new, the joyful year.

's Th’immortal vine, of heav’nly root,
Blofloms, and .buds, and gives her fruit;
Lo, we are come to tafte the wine ;

Our fouls rejoice, and blefs the vine.

6 And when I hear my Jefus fay, -
-« Rife up, my love, make hafte away !"
My heart would fain out-fly the wind,
-And leave all earthly loves behind.

HYM N CLXV.

Verfe f4,. &e. -
. EAR Lord, my thankful heart receives

R The hope thine invitation gives ;
To thee my joyfullips fhall raife
The voice of prayer, the voice of praife,

2 Tam my Lord's, and he is mine;
Our hearts, our hopes, our patiions join
WNor let a2 motion, or a word,
Or thought arife, to grieve my Lord.

3 Till the day breaks, and fhadows flee,
Till the fweet dawning lighe I fee,.
Thine eyes to me-ward ever turn, '
Nor let my foul in darkneis mourn,

4 Belike a hart on mountains green;
Leap o’er thefe hills of fear and fin:
Nor guilt, nor unbelief, divide
My love; my Sav’our, from my fide.

‘HYMN
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HYM N CLXVL
. Chap. -'i'iiv'...vevr.f, 2,.8cc. ’

ESUS, thou everlafting King,
; Accept the tribute which we bring ;
" Accept thy well-deferv'd renown, ’
 And wéar our praifes as thy crown. K

z Let every a& of worfhip be .
Like our efpoufals, Lord, t0 thee:
Like the bleft hour when from above
We firft receiv'd thy. pledge of love.

3 The gladnefs of that happy day,
O may it ever, ever flay! .
Nor let our faith forfake its hold,
.Nor hope decline, nor love grow cold !

4 Each ‘following minute, as it flies,
Increafe thy praife, increafe our joys,
Till we.are rais'd te fing thy name
At the great fupper of the Lamb.

HYMN CLXVIL

Chap, iv. verf. 1, &c,

KLN D is the fpeech of Chrift our Lord, -
Affection founds in ev’ry wotd; - .
¢ Thou art my chofen one, he cries,
. ¢ Bound to-my heart by various ties.

" % sSweet is thy voice, my fpoufe, tome; -
. T will behold no fpot in thee.” '
..~ What mighty wonders love performs,
-+ 'That puts a comelinefs on worms !
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3 Defil'd and loathfome as we are,
Thou mak’t us white, and call't us fair ;
_ Adorn’tt us with thy heav’nly drefs, -
_Thy graces, and thy righteoufnefs. -

4 Nor dens of prey, nor flow’ty plains, °
Nor earthly joys, nor earthly pains,
Shall hold nvy feet, or force my ftay
From thee: Come, Savieur, come away,

s O may my l}:irit daily rife .
On wings of faith above the fkies, ) ..
Till death fhall make my laft remove, = -°
To dwell for ever with my Love. '

HYMN CLXVIL

Behold he cometh, and every Eye fhall feehinr; .
and they alfo which pierced him.~Even.fo,
Amen. Rev.i. 7. S M

O he¢ cometh, countlefs trampets’ ©=  ° ‘-
B Blow before the bloody fign, ' ‘
’Midft ten-thoufand {aints and angels
- __See the glorified fhine.
Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah,
Welcome, welcome, bleeding Lamb.

. 2 Now his merit by the harpers
Thro’ the eternal deep refounds,
Now refplendertt fhine his nail-prints, S
Ev'ry eye Thall fee his wounds, =~ =~ '™ i
They who pierc’d him, They, &c. They, &e @ -
They, &c.
Shall at his appearance wail.

* 3 Bvery ifland, Sea and mountain,
" Heaven and earth fhall flee away ;

e

Ce ©An
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All who hate him muft athamed -

'Hear'the trump proclaim the day: ,
Come to Judgment, Come, &c. Come, &c¢.
Stand before the Son of Man, ’

.. 4 Now who love him view his glory, T
Shining in his braifed face ; LT
‘His dear perfon on the rainbow, N
- Now his peoples head fhall raife.
‘Happy mourners, Happy, &c. Happy, k. .
Lo on clouds he comes, he comes.

§ Now redemption long expefled,
. See in folemn pomp appears
Al his people, once defpifed, ’
Now fhall meet him in the air._
Hallelujah, hallelijab, hallelujah, -
Now the promis'd kingdom’s come.
6 View him e&mlm , Hiow determined
Every evil to deflroy ;- :
All the nations now fhall fing him

/

‘Songs of everlafting joy. '
O come "quickly, . O come. quickly, O come;

quickly, : )
Mallclujah, come, Lord, come.

- e
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HYMN CLXVIII

060

The Lexrp’s SUFPFER nﬂhﬁate&,
1 Cor, xil 23, &co -

WAS on that dark, that doleful mght,
I When pow’ss of earth and hell arofe

Againft the Son’of Gad’s delight, -
And friends betray’d him to his foes:’

2 Before the mournful fcene began, '
He took the bread, and bleft, and brake :
What love throe’ all his a&ions ran! )
What wond'rous words of grace he fpake § ~
-3 « This my body, broke for fin, :
« Receive, and eat the living food :
Then took the cup, and blefs’d the wine ; -
< 'sz the new cov’mant in my blood."”

-3 For us his ﬁé(h with nails was torn,

He bore the. fconrge, he felt the thorn ;
And
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And juftice pour’d upon his head
Its heavy vengeance in our ftead.

s For us his vital blood was fpilt,
To buy the pardon of our guilt ;
When for black crimes of biggeft fize,
He gave his foul a facrifice.

¢ « Do this (he cry'd) till time fhall end,
« In mem’ry of your dying friend ; ,
¢« Meet at my table, and record
¢ The love of your. departed Lord.”

7 Jefus, thy feaft we celebrate,
We fhew thy death, we fing thy name,
. Tillthou return. and we fhall eat,
The marriage-fupper of the Lamb.

"HYMN CLXIX.

OME all who truly bear,
The name of Chrift your Lord,
His lait myfterious fupper-fhare,
And keep his kindeft word :
Hereby your faith approve,
_In Jefus crucified,
In mem’ry of my dying love’
Do this, he faid, and dy’d.

2 .Then let us ftill profefs A
~ Our Matfter's honour'd name, ‘
Stand forth his faithful witnefles,
True followers of the Lamb :
In proof that fuch we are
His faying we receive,
And thus to all markind declare
We do in Chrift believe.

Pact.
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3 Part of the church below
We thus our right maintain,
Our living memberthip we fhew,
And in the fold remain ;
The theep of Ifrael’s fold.
In England’s paftures fed,
And fellowfhip with all we hold
Who hold it with our head.

HYMN CLXX.

*E S U, at whofe fipreme command
" We thus approach to Gob,

fore us in thy vefture ftand,

Thy vefture dipt in blood.

2 Obedient to thy gracious word
We break the hallow’d bread, -
Commemorate thee, our dying Lord,
And truft on thee to faed.

3 Now, Sav’our, now thyfelf reveal, .
And make thy nature known,
Affix the facramental feal,
And ftamp us for thine own. .

4 The tokens of thy dying love, -
O let us all receive,
And feel the quick’ning fpirit move;-.
And fenfitly believe,
5. The cup of blefling bleft by thee, ..
- Let it thy blood impart ; '
The bread thy myftiz body be,
And chear each languid heart. . -

6 The grace which sure falvation brings
Let us herewith receive ;.
Satiate the hungry with good things, .
 The hidden manna give, .

N 3 HY MM
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"HYMN CLXXIL

Communion with Chrift, and with Saints,
1 Cor, x. 16, 17. ’

E SU S invites his faints
To meet around his board ;
Here pardon’d rebels fit and hold
Communion with their Lord.

2  For food he gives his fleth ;
He bids us drink his blood :

Amazing favour ! matchlefs grace
Of our defcending Gop ! .

3 Lord make bread this and wine
Maintains our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,
And int’reft in his death.

Our heav’nly Father calls
" Chrift and his members one ;

" We the young children of his love,

And he the firft-borp fon.

+3 We are but fe¥’ral parts

Of the fame broken bread 5

~ One body hath its fev'ral limbs,

But Jefus is the head.

" 6 Letall our pow’rs be joir{’d, K

His glorious name to raife ;
Pleafure and love fill ev'ry mind,
And ev’ry voice be praife,

CHYMM
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'HYM N. CLXXIIL

ESUS, dear, redeeming Lord,
Magnify thy dying word,
In thine ordinance appear, ..
Come, and meet thy followers here,

2 In the rite thou haft enjoin’d,
Let us now our Sav’our find,

- Drink thy blood for finners fhed,
Tafte thee in the broken bread. - -

3 Thou our faithful hearts prepare,
Thou thy pard’ning grace declare, e
Fhou that haft for finners died, ) K
Shew thyfelf the crucified !

H Y MN CLXXIIL

Gonb, that hear'ft the pray’r, .
Attend thy people’s cry,
Who to thy houfe repair,
And en thy death rely, :
- Thy death which now we call to mind,
And truft our legacies to find. ‘ -

2 Thou rheeteft them that joy
In thefe thy ways to go,
And to thy praife employ
Their happy lives below,
And ftill within thy temple gate
For all thy promis’d mercies wait, .

3 We wait t'obtain them now, .
" We feck thee crucify’d, K E _
. E . ' And
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- And at thy table bow ;
And long to feel apply’d o
‘The blood for our redemption giv’n, .
And eat the bread that came from heav’n.

*+ Cotne then,’ our dying Lord,
To us thy goodnefs fhew,

In honour of thy word
The inward grace beftow,

And magnify the facred ﬁgn,.
Aund prove the ordinance divine.

HYMN CLXXIV:

Incomparable Food: Or, The Fleth and Blood
fOf CHHG. N

: E fing the amazing deeds, >
That grace divine performs ;
Th’ eternal Gop comes down, and bleeds,
To nourith dying worms.
2 'This foul-reviving wine, ) [
Dear Sav’our, 'tis thy blood :
We thank that facred flefh of thine,
For this immortal food,
3 The banquet that we eat
Is made of heav’nly- things 5
Earth hath no dainties half fo fweet- °*
As our Redeemer brings.

In vain had Adam fought,
And fearch’d his garden round ;.
For there was no fuch blefled fruit
In all the happy ground. o
g Th’ angelic hoft above ' Moo
Can never tafte this food 5 '
_ They feaft upon their Maker’s love,
- But not a Sav’ous’s blood.
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6 Onusalmighty Lord . :
Beftow thy matchlefs grace,

And meets us with fome chearing word,
With pleafure in thy face.

7 Come, all ye drooping faints,
And banquet with the King ; .
Chrift’s love will drown your fad complaints,
And tune your voice to fing.

8  Salvation to the name
Of our adored Chrift :

Thro' the wide earth his grace proclaim,
His glory in the high'ft.

HYMN CLXXV.
ANOTHER!

ESUS! we bow before thy feet !
Thy table is divinely for'd ;
I'hy facred flefh our fouls have eat,
*Tis living bread ; we thank thee, Lord I'

2 And here we drink our Sav’our’s blood ;
We thank thee, Lord ; ’tis gen'rous wine,
Mingled with love, the fountain flow’d
From that dear bleeding heart of thine.

3 On earth is no fuch fweetnefs fannd,
For the Lamb’s flefh is heav’nly food :
In vain we fearch the globe around
For bread fo fine, or wine fo good.

4 Carnal provifions can at bett "

But chear the heart, or warm the head ;
. But the rich cordial that we tafte,

Gives life eternal to the dead.

\

Jopr

.
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. -4 Joy to the Mafter of the feaﬁ
His name our fouls for ever blefs,
+'To God the King, and God the Prieft
A loud Hofanna round the place

- §

HYM N CLXXVI

EARTS of ﬁone re]ent, re!ent,
‘Break by Jefu's:crofs fubdued,
Sce his body maagled, -reat, - .
Cover'd with a gore of blood 1
Sinful fou), what haft thou done @
Murther’d Gon s etetnal Son 1

. . 4 Yes, our fins have done the deed,
Drave the nails that fix’d -him here,.
Crown'd with thoras his facred head,.
Pierc'd him’ with the foldter's fpear,
- Made his foul & facrifice ; - *
For a fitful world hedies. -

Can we view him thus in pain ?
‘Still to death porfue our Gon 2.
Open tear his wounds agdin,
Trample on his precious blood?
No; with all our fins we'd part,
Sav’our, give a-hroken héars) -

" HYMN CLxxvn’.' |

A L glory and pranfe

To the ancient of days, ’

Who was It{):rn, and was' flain to redeema loﬁ
ce.

Salvation
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2 Sdlvation to Gon,

Who carry'd our load,
:And purchas'd our lives with the .price of hig-

Blood. - S "
3 And thall he not have
_ The lives which he gave -

‘Such an iafinite ranfom for ever to fave.

-4 Yes, Lord, we are thine,
And gladly refi
“Our fouls to be fill’d with the fulnefs divine,

. 5 We yield'vthec thine own,
We'd ferve thee alone,
T'hy will upon earth as in heaven be done.

v 6 How, when fhall it be
‘ We cannot forefee ;. .
But ohi! let us live, let-us.dis unto thee !

HYMN  CLXXVIIL .

OM E, Holy Ghoft, thine influence fhed,
And realize the fign,
Thy life infufe inta the bread,
Thy power into the wine. -

2 Effe€tual let the-tokens prove, -
And made by heavenly art
Fit channels to convey thy love
To every faithful heast,

HYMN



| (168 )

HYMN CLXXIX..

YIN G friend of finners, hear us
Humbly at thy crofs who lie,
In thine ordinance be near us .
Now th’ ungodly jultify :
Let thy bowels of compaffion
To thy ranfom’d creatures move,
Shew us all-thy great falvation,
God of truth and God of love,

2 By thy meritorious dyin,

Save us from this deati of fin,

By thy precious blood’s applying
Make our inmoft nature clean ;

Give us worthily t’adore thee
Thou our full Redeemer be,

Give us pardon, grace, and glory,
Peace, and power, and heaven in thee.

HYMN CLXXX.

IN that fad memorable night, .
When Jefus was for us betray’d,
He left his death-recording rite, :
He took, and blefs’d, and brake thebread :
And gave hie own their laft bequeft, o
And thus his love’s intent éxpreft :

z Take eat, this is my body giv'n,
_ _ To purchafe life and peace for you,
FPardon and holinefs in heav'n ;
Do this, my dying love to fhew,

Accept
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Accept ybnr precious legacy
And thwas, my Friends, reme.mber me,

3 He took into his hands the cuy
To crown the facramental
And full of kind eoncern look’ d up
And gave what-He-to them had blcﬂ*
And drink ye all of this he faid, .
In folemn mem’ry of the dead..

4 This is my blood which feals the new
Eternal cov’nant of my grace,
My blood fo freely fhed for you,
For you and for the finful race ;
My blood that fpeaks your fins forgw n, .
And juftifies your claim to heav'n.

5 The grace which I to you bequeath
In this divine memorial, take,
And, mindful of your Saviour's death,
Do this, my followers, for my fake,
My dying love I will retain,
And you eternal life fhall gam

-H YMN CLXXXL

The Memorial of our abfent’ Lord. John ,'

xvi. 16, Luke xxii. 19. John Xiv. 3.

ESUS.is gone above the ﬂues. o
Where our weak {enfes reach him not;
And canal objets cogtt our eyes,
To thruft our Saviour from our thought.

2 He knows what wand'ring hearts we have,
Apt to forget his lovely face; . . ‘
And, to refreth our minds, he gave
Thefe kind memorials of his grace,

3 The Lord of lifc this table {pread
-With his own fleth and dying blood,
ke P ! .

e
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We on the rich preyiﬁon feed,
And tafte the wine, and blefs the God. .

4 Let finful fweets be all forgot, ,
And earth grow lefs in our efteem.;, .- .
Chrift and his love filt ev'ry thought, . -~ -
And faith-and hope be fix'd pnhig., - -/

5 While be is abfent from our fight, -
*Tis to prepare our fouls a place, -
That we may .dwell in heav’nly light,
And live for ever near his face.

6 Our eyes look upwards to thehils .
Whence. ouf returning Lord fhall come; .
We wait'thy chariots awfal wheels, . -
To fetch our longing fpirits home,

HYMN CLXXXIL

’ 1S done! th’ atoning work is done =
Jefus, the world’s Redeemer, djes !
All nature feels th’ important groan .
Loud-ecchoing through the earth and fkies;
The earth doth to her centre quake,. ;
* And heav'n as hell's deep gloom is blackd
,2 The temple's veil is rent in twain, oo
While Jefus meekly bows his head,.
The rocks refent his mortal pain, - .
The yawning graves give up their dead,
Fhe bodies of the faints srife,
Reviving as their Saviour dies,
3 And fhall not we his death partake,
In fympathetic anguith gréan? -~ °
O Saviour let thy paffion-thake - -
Qur earth, and rent our hearts of ftone; -

To
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Tefecond life our fouls reftore,
And wake us that we fleep no more.

HY M-N CLXXXIIL

~NON S of God, -triumphant rife,.
‘ Shout th’ accomplifh'd facrifice ;
Shout your fins in Chrift forgiven,
Sons of God, and heirs of ‘heaven.

2 Saints that now to Chrit belong,.
Lift’ning, angels join the fong; -
Sing with @s," ye heay'nly powers,
Pardon, grace, and glory ours |

s Love’s myfterious work isdorie 3
Greet we now th’ atoning Son, '
Heal'd and quicken’d by his blood,
Join'd to Chrift, and one with God. -

. 4 Chrift, of all our hopes the feal,

Peace divine in Chrift we feel, - o
Pardon to our fouls applied, L
Dead for you, for me he died.” N
§ Chrift by faith we tafte below, o
Mightier joys.ordain'd to know, Ty

When his utmoft grace we provey,
Rife to heaven in perfe&t-love.

N

KEYMN
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HYMN CLXXXIV.
Our Lord Jefus™ at his own Table,

HE mem'’ry of our dying Lord

. Awakes a thankful tongue: |
How rich he fpread his royal board, .
And blefs'd the foed, and fung.

2z Happy the men that eat this bread,
’ But doubly-blefs’d was he
That gently bow’d his loving head,
And lean'd it, Lord, on Thee. -
3 By faith, thé fame delights we tate =~
As that great fav'rite did, ¢
And fie a.nf lean en Jefu's breaft,
And take the heav’nly bread.

4 Down from the palace of the fkies
Hithér the Xing defcends| !
-¢¢ Comi¢, my béloved, eat (he cries)
« And ditnk filvation, friemls. .
s ** My flefh is food and phyfick too,
# A balm for all your pains; )
. % And the réd ftreams of pardon flow
*¢ From thefe my pierced veins.”

6 Hofanna to his bounteous love;
For fuch a feaRt below!
And yet he feeds his faints above
With nobler bleffings too.

» Come, the dear day, the glorious hour,
That brings our fouls to reft!
Then we fhall need thefe types no more,
- But dwell at th’ heav'nly fealt.

ar

HYMN
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H ¥ M N: CLXXXV..

k2 AU T H O R of life divine, -
) Who hatt a table fpread,
Furnith'd with myftick wine -
And everlafting bread, :
Preferve the life thyfelf hath giv'n,
Aud feed, and train us up for heav'n.

2. Oar needy fouls fuftain
With freth fupplies of love. = *
Till all thy life we gain, ~; -~
And all thy fulnefs prove,
And ftrengthen’d by thy perfeét grace, .
Behold, without a veil, thy face,

H'Y M N CLXXXVL
" Grace and Gl;)ry l_:y the Deathof Ch:'m'.';t

ITTING asound our Father's board, -
) We raife our tuneful breath ; .
When faith béholds our.dying Lord, . .
_We doom our fins to death.
2 *Tis tbro’ the bload of Jefus thed,’
Whence all'oqr,,gagdons rife ;. -
The finnér views th’ atonement made,.
And loves the facrifice,

3 Thy cruel thorns, thy thameful crofs, . v
Procures us heav'nly crowns : ;
<Our higheft gain {prings from thy lofs 5 .
Our healing from thy wounds.
4 Oh ! 'tis impoflible that we; .
~.  Who dwell in feeble clay,
Should-equal fuff 'rings bear for thee, .

Or equal thanks repay.
P3 HYMN-
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H'Y.M N CLXXXVIIL

T be Provifiotss for the 'i‘able‘o(fb our Lord: Or
‘The Tree of Life, and River of Love.

LO R D, we adore thy bounteous hand,
And fing the {olemn feaft,

Where fiveet celeftial dainties ftand
For ev'ry willing gueft,

2 The tree of life adorns the board
With rich intmortal fruit,
And ne'er an angry flaming fword
'To guard the paflage to't.

3 The cup ftands crown’d with living juice;;
* The fountain flows above, .
And runs down ftreaming, for our ufe,
. In rivulets of love. - ,
.4 The food's prepar’d by heav’nly art,
The pleafures well refin’d; . -
Lord fpread new life thro® every heart,
And chear the droeping mind.
5 Shout, and proclaim the Sav'our’s love,
Ye faints that tafte. his wine ;
Join with yout kindred faints above,
In loud Hefannas join.
6 A thoufand glories to the Gop
That gives fuch joy as this;
Hofanna! let it found abroad,
And reach where Jefus is.

HYMNS
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HYMN CLXXXVIIL

To Jesus Curisr,

H O can have greater caufe to :
W Who greater caufe to blefs, ﬁng.

Than we the children of the King 2
Than we who Chrift ﬂ'cfs ?

Than we who Chrift po

Than we who Cﬁxﬁ. .
2 Witha ‘gel' hofts, dbar Lamb we ]om,

To praife thy love and pow'r: ,

To magnify thy grace divine,
Thou xmghty Counfellor | &c. &c.

3 - We late were fatan’s captives led,
And hell had been our end,.
Hadft thou not for our pardon bled,
Thou finners only friend ? &c. &c.

For this we ne’er will hold our tongue,
Nor fhall our praifes ceafe :
We
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We evermore will fing that fong, ‘
The Lord our righteoufnefs ! &c. &c.

5 No other Goo we know but thee,
None elfe did us create :.
Thy glory fhall we ever be, . :
» ‘O holy advocate ! ¢, &c,.” ,~ -

6 ’'Twas thou, twas only thou didft take
The mediator’s place, - - :
When we the Father's fatutes brake :
All hail thou Prince of peace ! &c. &c.

7 We daily prove thee ftill the fame,
Whene'er our need we fee::
Thou beareft ftill a Sav’our’s name,
. Our Saviour thou fhalt be ! &c. &c.

8- No'law, nor fin, nor hell, nor death, .
Shall us from thee divide :
Strongly we hold that precious faith,
For us dur Saviour dy’d ! &¢. &c. .

H Y M N CLXXXIX.

“TYLEST be the Father and his love, -

!3 To whofe_celeftial foarcewe owe .-
ivers of endlefs joys above, '

And rills of comfort here below ! -

2 Glory to thee, great Son of Gov !~
Forth from thy wounded body rolls . .
A pretious fiream of vital blaod, . L
Pardon and life for dying fouls: "

3 We give the facred {pirit praife,
Who, in our hearts of fin and woe, .
Makes living fprings of grace arife,
And into boundlefs glory flow. .

4 Thus Goo the Father, Gop the 8on; .
And Gob the Spirit, we adore, |
That fea of life and love unknown,
 Without a botto or a fhore.-

1

HYMN
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"HYMN CXC.

. “HILDREN of the Lord rejoice,
Praife him with a chearful voice ;-
Gladly we with you agres, )
Reafon bave our company.

2 Have you reafon ? we have more,
We by him of heav'n are fure ;
Favour'd like ye, we are tos,

Seabd the Lamb of God to viesa..

3 Great {alvation have we feen,
In hirn lately flain for men ;
Blefed be sur Spwionr's name,
We bave alfo feen the fame.

4 Worthy is the Lord we cry,
Chrift who deign'd for us to die ;
‘ Worthy is the. gﬂ oy we, R
- Chriff, whe dy'd em sepder's tree. o
§ Jefus, yet unfeen, we'll blefs,
ill we 'wake in right'oufnefs ;
Fefus will we ever own,
Worthy of our thanks aleme.
6 Hallelujah be our fong,
Sound for ever on our tongue ;
Hallelujak ys employ, :
Till we enter perfelt joy.

;-

HYMN CXch

Lead us near the mount of God,’
And there thy fervants mects

ere let us view thy fprinkling blood,
There worlhip at thy. feet. . ..

Up
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2 Up Calv’ry lead our fouls by faith,
To hear thy groans and cries ; ®
To fee the Lamb’s attoning death
And glorious facrifice.

3 Here may we learn of thee our v»f;(‘)r'd..:-

The myf'ties of thy blood ;

-

.
1

Till we fhall hear that with'd for word,.

— Come up and be with Gopo.

HY M N CXCII,

~NILDREN of the heav'sly King,.

__4 As ye journey fweetly fing ;

Sing your Savionr's worthy.praife, -

Glorious in his-worksand ways'!

2 We are trav’lling home to Gop,.
In the way the fathers trod ;-
They are:happy now, -and we: * -~
Soon their happinefs fhall fee.

3 O, ye banifh'd feed, be glad!
Chrift our advocate is thade; . °
Us to fave our fleth affammes,
Brother to our foul becomes,

4 Shout, ye little Hock, and bleft,
You on Jefu’s throne fhalt reft ; .
There yourYeat is now prepar'd, -

There your kingdom and reward !* -

Fear not, brethren, joyful ftand,
On the borders of your land ;
Jefus Chrift, yqur Father’s Son,,
Bids you undifmay’d go on.

6 Lord,: ebediently: we-g0,. o
Gladiysleaving all below 5 : : .
Only :thou: qur leader bey . -
And we fill will follow thee..

Ce gy m
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HYMN CXCUL "

J EHOVAH, Jefus, Lord of all, -
J  We finners would adore:thy name,’
Drawn by thy Spirit’s pow'r, we call
On Thee, fome bleffing to obtain,’ -

2 Lord, by a flame of love divine, ..
- O melt, O warm'each frozen heart !
On dark, diftrefled fpirits thine

With light of life, and joy impart, '~

3 Where is the drooping fpirit.2. Losd

Thou know’ft, and hear'ft its heart-felt gt@

And wilt thou not thy peace afford ?
Can’ft thou refufe the finner’s moans?

4 Is there no promife in thy word ?
 No love within th tender. breaft,
To comfort finners felf abhorr'd; <7 *

And footh their troubled fouls to reft?

5 To fearch thy word in vain we try, -
Thy love we cannot know nor feel,
Unlefs thy Spirit doth apply,”
And thou thyfelf thy love réveal.”
6 Emanuel Now to us appear!..
Jefus, talf with us by the way!

’

HYMN CXCIV.

.l

Let us in thy name agree,” " .~ -

JE S U, Lord, v?e‘look» tdth'ce,' >

IR

Difpel each doubt, and dry-gach téar, |~

‘e

And caufe each heart to burn with joy. "

3

hew thyfelf the Princg.of Peace, , . - -~ -

Bid our jars for ever.ceafe,, . . L.

By
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2z By thy reconciling love,
Ev'ry flumbling_blgck remove;
Each to each unite, endear,
Come and fpread thy banner here,

3 Make us of one heart and mind, .
Courteous, pityful and kind, . .
Lowly, meek in thought and word, . .
Altogether like our Lord._ -

4 Let us for each other care,
Each his brother’s burden bear,
To thy church the pattern give,
Shew how true believers live.

5 Let us then with joy remove
‘Fo thy family above, '
On the wings of angels fly,

- Shew how true Believers die.

HMYN CXCV.,
The Pilgrim’s Hymn, in a Dialogue, -

ELL us, O women! we would know
Whither fo faft ye move ?
We, calld to Jeave the Workd below,
Are fecking one above.”

2 Whence came ye, fay——and what the place -
That ye are trav'ling from ? :
From tribubation, we thro' grace
dre mow returning bome,
3 Is not your native country here
The place of your abode ?
We jeck a bestar voumtry far
A City built by God,

4 Thither we travel, nor intend
_ Short of that blifs to reft :

o . Nor



’

(181 )

Nor ewe, till in the Sinners’ Friend
- Qur weury fouls are blef*d. - - .

5 Friends of the Bridegroom we fhall reign :
Saviour, we afk no more : .
Hail, Lamb of God, fir finners flaim, -
Whom beaven and earth adore ! >

HYMN CXCVIL

F any afk us why we love
I The once defpifed Nazaveen? |
We fay, becaufe we gladly prove
He died to take away odr Tin ; .
He, Lord of all things, died to make us hl’a
How can we chpfe but love a friend like this ?

2 The former part of our bad life .
We all were enemies to him;
We caus’d him fmarting’ pain and grief ;
And did his mercy difefteem :
Yea, fince he gain'd us, he might oft npbraxd
And charge our folly on eaclr guilty-head.

3 I very often ferious think -
What made the Lamb- of Gon leve me ?
A foul that flood upon the brink -
. Of being loft eternally = - -
And nothing can I anfwer, ‘hut my Gop
Did love a poor loft foul becaufe he wou'd.-

4 My fellows, my compasians; heary -
Ye fouls:who bnce Jike me went on,
Yield to the Lord, my-Mafter dear,
Prove.ye the Lamb and ye will own
He’s only excellent, and only .pure,
The pleafures fbund in lnm alone endure

- Q HYMN

-

.
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H YMN CXCVII

H E Bridegroom is near,
And feeth us here ; )

His heart i3 enflam’d

~'To us finful wretches ; this makes us atham’d.

2  What are-we but duft,
Slaves onee of each luft ¥
How could we be free, - S
But by the’ dear Bridegroom, W who bled on the
Tree ¥

3 He bought us by blood,
**~ ‘To his and our God ;
- And chofe for his own
Us finners, before ¢’er his love we had known.

3 My dear brethren fee,
How frozen were we, )
And wand’ring about :
Rut Jefus did fetch us, and warm us throughout.

No threat'nings at all ’
We heard in his call ;.
- ¢ I died for your reft,
« Be chearful, tho finful, and !can 'on my
breakt.”

_6 If-we know him thus.
~ Each member of us
" Shopld gladly look round,
Where hundred ot thoufand loft iheep mxght be
- found :

Dear b?cthren, s :)ght o
To wait Day and night ;
It is now his hour,

He sueady to give us his hght, life and pow’r.

From
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From this very day
_ We will not delay
To follow the Lamb, . .
To ferve him with gladnefs, and live for his
name, ‘

§ We will nought diffufe
But this welcome news
« The Lamb has been flain 3 *”

Turs text we will preach of again, and again.

‘ This ent'reth thy ear,
O Bridegroom moft dear !
Thou Lamb that west flain, K
O be thou the leader of us and our train. . -

HYMN CXCVHL

E all the finner’s trak have trod; -
/V| " Like theep we all have fray’d :-
In fackcloth let us feek for Gop, .
With duft upon our head,

2 Let fhame our ﬁuilty fouls bow down,
. And let us tell our fin ;

Who knows, if we our folly own,

* But Chrift will make us clean.

3 Behold, O Lamb of Gop, arace: s
Of wretched rebels come, .
Naked and poor , O let thy grace:
Afford: thy. children room.

4 We own that we the world have lov’dy. -
Have many idols:known, . .
Pray let thy wrath be all remov'd, -
Nor pour thy fury down. -
s Think on the holy covenant,
And then, tho’ we have finn'd.

Kindly.
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Kindly forgive us,~~—this we want,
O Lord, our only friend.

6 We mourn, that we have ngv'd thee dus‘
Thou deareft Lamb, angd true; - e
Who never hurt, nor injur’d us,
Thy love is ever new,

7 Lord, can’ft thou pardon fouls fo vnle !
We know thou can’ft, and wilt :.
If we are the Redeemer’s fpoil,
- For whom his blood was fpilt..

8 Tho' we are fin, O may we view, -
Our Saviour’s bloody fign :
. To poor firay’d fheep thy mercy ihcw, SR
And fay, Ye fiill are mine. - o

HYMN CXCXIX.

HANKS to thy mercy,- deareft Lanib,
That we, tho’ late, have known thy name}
'I‘bofc things from wifer minds conceal’ d, .
‘To us thy gsbes, have been reveald ; )
2 What are we worms, .or what our ways, - ; .
(To thee vile rebels all our days)
That to oyr fouls thou ftill hold'Rt fosth
A treafure’'of unfathom'd warth.2

3 And can it-be thefc finful eyes LT
Have fpied where that great treafure lics,
Have been direted to the ground :
“Where prefent bleflednefs is found 2,

4 Well, gracious Lord, thy will be dqn: !
Smners thou fav'ft, and Iamone: ~ ,-..
“From this vain wo.rld henceforth I'd pm:, "
And to thy fervice give my heart.

‘
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HY MN CC:
: - At Meeting.
BLE S‘T by Jefu's providence,
, Lol we meet again in peace ;:
May we, when we fly from hence,
Mceet in 2 moft glorious place !
2 When we once fhall there arrive, .~
- Ever happy fhall we reign ;.
Ever with our Sav’our live,.
'Midft a hoft of perfeét men.

3. There fhall forrow not intrude, .
Grief thall never there appear,

Wafh'd in our Redeemer’s blood, .
We fhall ftand made free from fear.

4 Come; dear brethren, .joyful; come, .
Forward, boldly let us prefs, '
Humbly let our fouls prefume, .

Truft in Jefu’s right’oufnefs. .

5. Pray we for the promis’d hour,
When the family compleat.

~ Borne on clouds, and gist with pow's, .
In:the houfe above fhall meet, .
Mafter, haften on thy day,

Glorious to.thy judgment come !’
Call thy trav'lling faints away,
Lotd, we long to be.at home !

HYMN CCL

* At Difmiffion. . _
BLEST be the dear uniting love,:

That will not let us part; . ;%

. Our bodies may far off remove, . 2
We.till are jo,in’d»in heart. o
- 2. Join'd in one {pirit to our head, ..
When he appoints to.go, .
And fill in Jeiu's footfteps tread,
-. - And-do his work below.
QU3

O let

\%
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3 O let us ever walk jn him,
And nothing know befides ;. -

Nothing defire, nothmg eﬁcem;.
But ]efus c:uqu'd AR rr
4. Clofer and clofer let us cleavc, S A
To his helov'd embrace, . o
Expe& his fulnefs to receive, : , -7 -

And grace-to anfwcr grace,

§ But let us haften to the day i
Which fhall our flefh reftore, ' "~

When death-fhall all-be done away, =~ -

And bodxes'pa.rt no.more, o

O farther go to-night, but ﬁay, B
Dear Saviour, till the break of day

Tum in, dear Lord, with me;- * R

And in the morning-when' T wike, o
Me in thine arms, my Jefus, take, - .
" And I'll go on with-thee.” - i"’ Lok

WILL lay me down to ﬂ;.ep, o
And fafely, take my rett; e

Ivie commend to Jefu’s grace: - - -
And as upen his b.rcgir . - .'.“' e

So, if Jefys plehfe, Fllfleep, ¢ = .- .~ le
While troops of angels are my. gtmﬂ

0 my Shepherd; Joxe and.keep, ..« ov.x

And' be my great reward.

E ION E bmt Jefus w,xll we ﬁng,
None elie will we adore’s
e

our Prophet, ‘Prieft, §nd)ng, [ A
Shall be for evermhore. - :¢ ‘i el g i
None among the-heav’sly pow’rs, i = f oo 5w

Ner one on earth; ou¥-praife may c}auﬁ:

None but Jefus«call we ours, } O
None but the ‘bleeding. Lamb ] . ot
,";a ,.\Z:’»,",A o,

YMN

T SR L H
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FuaFUNERAQ

Y foul comie meditate the day, .
M And think. -how nigh it ftands, .
When thou maoft quit this ]mufe of clay,

4nd fly to unknown lapds. -

2 Oh could we die with thofe :hat dm, o
And place us in their ftead ; SRR
"Then would our fpirits learn to ﬂy, '
And converfe with the dead.

3 Then fhould we fee the faints aboye’
In their own glorious forms,.
And wonder why our fouls fhould love.
To dwell with mortal. woqns, C

[N

H. Y M N CCIII

.. ANO’I'HE .

MOURN not.the. deaa nor wmlsth& THAN: -

‘Who dwells no more below . - :

Weep for yourfelves, and be in pam,
To fee approaching wae.'

=

I 2
2 O unconverted finners, fee U G
The judgment ha&ens on:
You to the bar fhall fummon’d be .- :
With him before you gons.. '

3.To you "twill be a day of fire, .
Gloomy; and difmal too: - = °

But fhall fulfil thofe fouls’ defire o

~ Who kﬁew the. Lamb below. B

4 Of this bleft number, Goo of lovo,
Ordain unworthy me: o
And when I from theearth fhall. ‘mpve; -
L'l come and dwell.with. thee.. o
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Befor(; Meat;

‘AT HER of earth and heaven,
Thy hungry children feed,
Thy grace be to our fpisits given,.
That true immortal bread :
Grant us, and all our.race..
In Jefus Chrift to prove ' .
The {weetnefs of thy pard’ning grace,. -
The manna of thy love,

Father of all’
Who filleft with good.
* ‘The ravens that call.

On. thee for their food ;
‘Them ready to perith. .

Thou lov'ft to fuftain, .
And wilt thou hot cherith «

The children of men 2: ;

2  On thee we depend
Our wants to {upply, .
Whofe goodnefs doth fend..
Us bread from the fky : .
On earth do thou give us.
To tafte of thy love, .
And fhostly reccive us.
. To banquet above.

y Thou whofe bowels yearn’d to fee
O "The hungry crowd that follow’d thee,,
And nqthing. had to eat ; L
, Pity again the famifh’d throng,
 Who have with thee continued long, .
And faint for want of meat.. . -

i
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2 Jefus, our outward wanty relieve, . ., .. . ,
~Bu O !"the food 'hmrt‘alsgiue IR
s gur em (}'?uls to fill ;
uftain us hy thy pard’ning grace,
And bring us thro’ this w%dgrnﬁfs, '
To thy celeftial-hill, v
BE prefent at our table, Lord, - |
Be hereand &v'ry where ador™d ;¢
Thefe creatures blefs, and grant that we,
May feaft in paradife with thee,

At, -or After Meat, - - -

ORY, love, and praife, and honour
For our food .
~_Nowbeflowd =, .
Render we the donor,

Bounteous Gop, we now confefs thee, -
. Gob, who thus ) : .
Blefleth us, -~ - b
Megt it is to blefs thee. T
2 Knows the ox his mafier’s fable, =~ °
And fhall we o
Not know thee,
Nourith’d at thy table L
Yes, of all good gifts the giver -
Thee we own, -

Thee alone )
Magn’fy for ever.. ‘ -
' Gonp of all gracé, . o
O Thy bounty we praife, - * "
Apd joyfully fing,

Poor:beggars admitted'to feaft with a K'ingl.' Eo
"+ The honour we clajm

In Jefus’s name; = | .

Now may we receive,.

And happy in Jefus's prefence may live, * '



. ( 190)
= How royal the chear
When Jefus is here't:
‘ The fcantieft meal '
Is feafting indeed when his favour we fecll

¥n his pard’ning ppeace
May we all things poflefs,
And richly enjoy
A fulnefs of pleafure that never can cloy.
i q Thee, Sav’our, to know

Is heav’n below
May we witnefles be
That heav’n is found in the kuowledge of thee H
Thee, Jefus, let's taﬁe, .
And oh let it latt, . - ]
This fenfe of thy love, -
Till with all the Afflembly we banquet above..

THumun. for every blefling
Let us fing, .

Chrift the {pring,
Never never ceafing.
-Source of all our gifts and graces.
Chrift we own,
Chrift alone
‘Calls for all our praifes..

2 He difpels our fin and fidnefs K
. Life imparts, ’ .
Chears our hearts, i
Fills with food and gladnefs. -
Chrift himfelf for us hath given,
Us he feeds,
) * Us he leads
To a feaft in heaven.

Lefling to Gop, for ever. bleﬁ
g To Gobo the mafter of the fcaﬁ
ho hath for us-a table fpread, .

--And in:this howling defert fed,
* Jefus with all thy-gifts impart. .
The crown of all; a thankful heart &
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Ather, thro’ thy Son receive. ..
Our grateful facrifice.
All the wants of all that live.
Thine open hand fupplies, .
_ Fills the world with plenteous .food ;
For the riches of thy grace,
Take, thou univerfal Gop,
“The univerfal praife. -

GLORIA PATRL

' OW to the great and facred Three,
N The Father, Son, and Spirit, be .
- Eternal glory given, o
~+ Thro’ all the worlds where Gop is known,
By all the angels near the throne,

And faints in earth and heaven.

ATHER, Son, and Holy Ghott,
One in three, and three in one,
As by the celeftial hoft
Let thy will on earth be dore ;
Praife by all to thee'be given,
Glorious Lord of earth and heaven !

RAISE Gob, from whom all blefiings flow, -

Praife him all creatures here below,
Praife him above, ye heav'nly hoft,
- Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,

ATHER of all above, below,
Thy praife let ev'ry creature (hew,
In thee who tive and move and are ;
The Father's fellow and his Son
Eternal tharer of his throne :

Let all in;féav‘.n and. carth declare. s

RN
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LL glory to Gep o .
A In hxs higheft abode o
Who fits on the throne ! c
All glory to Jefus his crucified Son!,
_ All glory and praife
. To the Spirit of grace!
The eternal I.A M.
Let his faints and his. -angels for ever proclum L5

HOQUT to the great Jehovah’s praife,
Ye fons of glory and of grace;

‘One Gob in perfons three adore, ‘

The fame in majefly and pow’s;. -
Ye fuffering, and triumphant hoft,
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoﬁ.

L L worfhip and praife
A Fo the Ancient of days,
" The Father, the Son, and the Spirit of grace ! -

With our friends in the lky :
Let us glorify
The Myftical Three that bear record on high?

2 The Thréé that are One
In a manyer unknown.

v

. The Subflance Divine in a myftery own;

2Till in Him we remove .
.o his prefence above,
And etegnally plungc in the depths of his love,

Ather, Son, ‘and Holy Ghott,
Thy Godhead we adore, o s

Join with the celeftial hot '

Who priife Thee evermore !
Live by heav'n and earth ador'd,

Three in One, and One in Three,
Holy, holy, holy, Lord,

Arll glory be to Thee!

FINI‘

HaraTal Page 14, line 21, for Parmng and
feek, rcad And panting feek. Pag: 141l z; for
bad, read’tho’ T unworthy am.

o oege
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