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THE

PREFACE.

OD IS LOVE : fo faith theboſom

And

G difciple of the God of love.
this all the children of God know

by happy experience here; and to

praiſe and magnify the God of love, to exult

and triumph in the amazing greatneſs, the ftu-

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 chriftian brethren, partakers of like precious

faith, ye ranſom'd ones ofthe Lord, heirs ofan im-

mortal inheritance: Comeye ſaints andchildrenof

the Most High, and thou, O myfoul, let usnow

begin to be ſweetly engaged together in praiſing

and adoring our redeeming God ; and with

pſalms, and hymns, and ſpiritual fongs, let us

fing
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fing andmake melodyunto the Lord, with grace

in our hearts. O sweet privilege ! O delightful

exerciſe ! Thus we strive to imitate the full-

fraught with happiness, the joyfully harmonious

choir above, while theſe glorified faints, with

all perfect and uninterrupted delight, furround

the throne of love immenſe, and grace rich,

free, and unſearchable : We fellow heirs,

though now in the infancy of grace, ſhall

Thortly be filled with the same confummation

of bliss and glory : Therefore while heaven

refounds with hoſannas, hallelujahs, falvation,

glory, honour and praiſes to God, who fit-

teth upon the throne, and to the once fuffering,

fin atoning, but now highly exalted Lamb of

God; O let us here below mix our feebler voices

withtheirs above: We have both the fame object

for our praife and adoration, the God of love ;

each the fame cauſe for triumph and rejoicing,

his rich, free, and ſovereign grace : Why then

ſhould we not both unite in the ſame ſweet and

happy employ ? O may the ſame dear and loving

Jeſus inſpire our hearts, and warm our affections

now, to make earth ringwith the found ofhisrigh-

teouſneſs,with the triumphs ofhis grace, and with

the melodious harmonyofhis praiſe ! Jeſus is wor-

thy; he has bought us with his blood; he hath

given us the earnest of our inheritance in our

hearts,

T
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hearts, by his Spirit. Jeſus's love is the cauſe of

ours. He first loved us, therefore we love him.

He ſtill loves us, therefore we will praiſe him

here; and foraſmuch as his love is like himself,

from everlasting to everlasting, he will never leave

the purchaſe ofhis blood till love has brought us

to enjoyhis glorious preſence and kingdom; there-

fore we shall praiſe him to all eternity.

There, O fweet reflection ! as we ſhall all unite

in the famedelightful work, ſo ſhall we all agree

in the fame language. See the lovely, amiable de-

ſcription ! Behold ! all the redeemed ofthe Lord, a

great multitude, which no man could number, ſtood,

all in the fame poſture, before the throne, and be-

fore the Lamb, the object oftheir love, praiſe, and

delight, cloathed with white robes, all appear in the

garments of their Elder Brother, the white robes

ofJeſus's all-perfect righteouſneſs : Eachbearing the

emblem of their dear conquering Lord's victory,

with palms in their hands ! And what is their cry ?

Whatthe exalted ſubject of their fong ? SALVA-

TION. To whom aſcribed ? To themselves inany

part ? To their works and obedience, becauſe they

were once faithful, and fulfilled terms and con-

'ditions ? O, no ; but with loud and united voices

they cry, SALVATION to GOD, which fitteth

upon the throne, and unto the Lamb. And behold

all the angels, and the elders, and all the glorious

companya 3
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companyjoin THIS cry, and heartilyunitewith their

Amen ; Blessing, and glory, andwisdom, and thankf-

giving, and honour, and power, and might, be un-

to our Godfor ever and ever, Amen.

There is no difference ofthought, no difunion

ofjudgment, no jarring notes ; but all perfectly

unite in loud, but humble ſtrains ; all happily

agree, in harmony and delight. O, my bre-

thren, what pity, what folly is it, any perſons,

calling themſelves chriſtians, ſhould chuſe to ſpeak

a language here, which is unknown in the realms

above ? Why should any who hope to join this

bleſſed company in their hymns of praiſe, differ

in their manner of expreffing themselves here be-

low ? O why do we hear of our ſalvation being

caſt upon certain terms and conditions to be

performed by man, instead of fovereign grace,

and almighty power ? Chriſt is all in all to every

believer ; every child ofGod is complete, orper-

fect, inHIM: A conditional falvation is no fal-

vation at all. Faith, repentance, obedience, &c.

are the graces, not conditions of the covenant.

They are purchased by Jeſus Chriſt, and flow

from the divine energy of the Holy Spirit, by

whom every gracious gift, every good diſpoſition

is wrought in the foul. Theſe are beſtowed as a

free gift, and certainly to arrogate them to our-

ſelves, and plead them as our righteouſneſs, or to

efteem
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eſteem them as terms and conditions of our falva-

tion, betrays the height of pride, as well as the

greatest folly. But then, man's faithfulneſs to

grace received, is by too many talked of, and

pleaded as a condition of his being faved. Man's

faithfulness ! Where is it to be found ? In what

fertile foil ? In what ſweet boſomdoth it lodge ?

O how hard doth ſelf die ! How unwilling are

the fons of pride to ſubmit to grace alone !

But all the heirs of glory fubmit, they must

ſubmit, they will, that felf ſhould be laid low ; and

rejoice with humility, that the crown ſhould be

placed on King Jeſus's head alone, who is made

ofGod to us, wisdom, righteousness, fanétification,

and redemption. So many of us as have believed

on Jeſus with the heart unto falvation, the

law hath been our ſchool-maſter to bring to

Chrift : We eſteem the law to be holy, juſt and

good: Wedo not make void the law through

faith, God forbid : We know that nothing can

avail us, but the fulfilment ofevery jot and tittle

that it requires : No obedience ſhort of PER-

FECTION will be accepted ofGod. Therefore this

is ourjoy, this our happy privilege to know, that

our Jeſus, our head, by his obedience magnified

the law, and made ithonourable, and thereby has

perfectly fulfilled all righteousness ; ſo that, He is

the end of the lawfor righteousness to us, to all that

believe.
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believe. He is emphatically ſtiled the Lord our

Righteousness; and we are declared by the Apof-

tle, 2 Cor. v. 21. to be made the righteousness of

God inhim. For his righteouſneſs is made ours

by imputation through faith, and is our juftifica-

tion. His love isthe life and ſpring ofall our obe-

dience ; and from a divine principle implanted

inus by hisHoly Spirit, the inward fruits of love,

joy, peace, &c. grow; and the outward practice

ofmorality and good works abound in the life and

converſation.

Thus Jeſus ſaves his people from their fins (i.-e.

from a finful ſtate and unholy life ) into his

kingdom,ofholiness here, and into his kingdom of

glory and happiness above ; for whom God jufti-

fies, them he alſo glorifies. What shall be able to

Separate the adopted fons of God from his love

which is in Christ Jesus ? What can destroy thoſe,

whom everlasting love hath determined to ſave?

What power can withstand the omnipotentGod,

whohas engaged himself, by his word of faith-

fulneſs, for the ſafety and ſalvation of all his re-

deemed, juftified, and adopted children? Yea,

Godwilling more abundantly to ſhew unto the heirs of

promise the immutability ofhis counsel, confirmed it by

anOath. Heb. vi . 17 .

Here, O believer in Jeſus, is abundant matter

for thy comfort and confolation ! Thus, O happy

christian
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chriſtian, is thy falvation ſafe and fecure ! Re-

joice with humble confidence ! Exult with holy

triumph ! Shout the praises of thy Jeſus, and thy

God, with thy moſt elevated affections ! 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 practice of thy life, reſulting from

theſe ſweet ſcriptural views of fovereign grace and

everlasting love ? Canſt thou from hence be foothed

to floth and inactivity in the divine life ? Do they

tend to encourage thee in looſe, licentious prac-

tices ? O, no : I will venture to anſwer for thee,

and every regenerate foul, Iknow youdeteſt ſuch

baſe inferences, and cry out, God forbid ! I am

aſſured, that in the dayof thy new birth, a new

heart was given thee ; and at the time ofthyef-

pouſals, a divine nature was imparted to thee ; and

therefore thou wiltleave ſuch baſe, helliſh ingra-

titude to the unſanctified hearts that urge it, and

to the carnal tongues that utter it. I knowyou

experience the eternal and unchangeable love of

Jeſus to be the moſt animating and enlivening

motive to all fuitable conformity of life and con-

verfation : By this you are filled with the utmoſt

deteftation and perfect abhorrence offin, and find

it to be the ſtrongest incentive to holineſs 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 Jeſus, the Saviour, ſhould have

all the glory, while man, the ſinner, enjoys all

the happineſs and comfort of God's falvation ? O

why then ſhould any be ſo unhappy as to bring an

evil report upon the faithfulness ofGod'spromifes,

by attempting to render his people's falvation pre-

carious and uncertain ? This tends to cramp the

finews of love, and to pinion the wings of the

foaring believer in his exploring flights above him-

felf. O why ſhould anybe ſo deceived, as to ima-

gine legal principles to be more productive of ho-

lineſs and obedience, than the love, the everlaſt-

ingand unchangeable love of Jeſus, ſweetly con-

ſtraining us ?

Let no mandeceive uswith vain words : Stand

faſt in the liberty wherewith Chriſt hath made

us free. God forbid, that we should be like the

foolish Galatians, ſo bewitched as to ſeek to be

made perfect by the law of works, to fall from

grace, to expect to perfect by the obedience of

fleſh, what was begun by the grace of the ſpirit!

O this is to be removed from him that called us

into the grace of Chrift, into ANOTHER gospel !

which indeed isnot another, it is NO GOSPEL

at all. Terms and conditions, instead of free,

fovereign grace, is the law ftill. There is,

there
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there can be no middle way to immortal happi-

neſs, no medium between merit and free grace,

ourſelves and Jeſus. A believer is not juſtified

partly by himself, or for any conformity and obe-

dience he doth yield, or for his faithfulneſs to

grace received, and partly by Chriſt to make up

the deficiency ; but he is justified and ſaved

by the whole obedience, and whole fatisfaction of

JeſusChrift, imputed to himby faith ; by virtue

of our union with Jeſus Chriſt, our divine head,

all the members ofhis myſtical body (O heart-re-

viving confolation !) are the happy partakers ofall

holineſs and PERFECTION : And this prin-

ciple is the living, vital, powerful ſpring of all

holy walk, all fuitable practice of life and con-

verſation here, and of a growing meetneſs for

the enjoyment of Chrift's kingdom, with the faints

inlight above.

To teach or believe otherwise, is to diſfallow

the ſcripture doctrine of perfection, to deny the

nature of true holineſs, and is alſo contrary to the

truths of the everlasting goſpel of free and full

ſalvationby the blood of Jeſus, difagreable to the

experience of all the children of God here, and

quite inconſiſtent with the acknowledgment of

the faints in bliſs and glory above.

Ome
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Omethinks I hear one of thoſe glorified inha-

bitants, fond to praiſe, and free from pride, ſweetly

relate what lodged him fafe in thoſe heavenly

manſions, ' Love planned the grand design ; love,

*almighty eternal love reigned in the breast of

6

6

Jefus. In the fulness of time, he bowed the

heavens, and came down: His glory laid afide,

emptied of all but love, in ſuffering form ap-

peared ; in ſhame and ignominy lived ; treated

•with disgrace and ſcorn, all due to fin-

' ful me. In his holy life fulfiled the law of

• God. By his death in agonizing pain, tor-

< ments exquiſite, and inſupportable, veins

' ſweating blood, blood iſſuing from every

pore, his agony begun ; nor did he ſtop, till

hanging, bleeding, groaning, dying on the pain-

८

' ful croſs, he ſhed the last drop of his purple

gore for guilty me. Now is God's juſt wrath

appeaſed : Now heaven loft and happineſs for-

• feited, were regained ; and the travelofhis lov-

6

6

،

6

ing foul, for millions of millions, and for guilty

me, he faw. The ſpirit now received for

rebellious man, plentifully ſtreamed forth . Grace

painfully obtained, was now freely bestowed.

O could a figh in heavenbe felt or known, the

mention of what I was, the ſtate wherein I

lay, when grace firſt found me out, would

' caufe it. When gracebegun its work on ruined

me.
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me; love beam'd diſcovering light, whereby I

' faw myſelf, and mourn'd and wept.
6

Love

wrought by grace, and ſweetly charmed m

' foul to God's dear Lamb ; our fuffering Sa-

' viour once, our exalted Prince and Saviour

6 now. What form, what comlineſs appeared,

' when Jeſus firſt I saw by faith's enlighten-

' ed eye ! I looked on him I pierced and

• mourned, beheld and loved; ſweetly my сар-

tivated heart was won ; the exceeding great-

neſs 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 ; whilst the voice of joy was

' in my heart, a peace that paſſeth all understand.

ing o'erflowed my heaven-born foul. Thus

brought home to the great Shepherd and biſhop

' of my foul, a wandering and departing ſpirit

• ſtill remained within, and often inclined my

** filly heart to ſtray, to devious finful and deftruc-

tive paths did turn: Nature oft did prompt,

* and ſelfwould gladly reign ; but Jeſus reigned

' above, nor did he me neglect, nor did the

6

6

८

Spirit quite forſake his work, when felf, and

' pride, and nature would destroy ; fin and felf

• did oft mypeacedisturb, but not my Saviour's

b ' love
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love deſtroy. Not moved at first by ought in me

toundertake my cauſe, nor after bribed by terms

< and conditions by meperformed his ſaving grace

* to continue ; no: within his loving breaſt a

i

a ſtronger motive lay,by that determined, me to

• ſave from fin and hell; nought could withſtand

• Omnipotence itſelf, ſuch is Jeſus, and by his

•Grace, through nature's ſtrong oppofing power,

' to glory, bliſs and heaven I am brought. JESUS

• the incarnate God then let us praiſe, Jesus our

• ſong ſhall ever be ; Salvation, Salvation to God,

' and the Lamb.'

Ready the glorified hoft, the heavenly har-

pers ſtand and eagerly join with united cry, while

aholy contention reigns who ſhall Jeſus mag-

nify and praiſe the moſt. O bleſt emulation ! O

glorious exultation! O may the dear Lamb of

God, who is the ſubject of their praiſe, the

Object of our faith, be the conſtant ſubject of our

joy and delight ! God forbid that we should ever

glory in any thing, fave only in the croſs of the

Lord Jeſus ! Lord fave us from glorying in, or

trufting to any other than HIS PERFECT righ-

teouſneſs ! O that we may be ofthe true circum-

ciſion, who worship God in the spirit, rejoyce in

Christ Jesus, and have NO CONFIDENCE in the

flolo!

Courteous
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Courteous reader, if thou art of this happy

number, thou hast indeed the greatest reaſon to

chant praiſes to the God of love, to SING of

the freeneſs ofdivinegrace, and to triumph in the

fullneſs of the Redemption purchased for thee, by

thy Jefus, thy friend, thy Saviour, and thy

God.

I here preſent thee with a Collection of

fuch HYMNS which I think are agreeable

to the word ofGod, and the experience ofall true

Chriſtians ; in which I hope I have carefully avoided

thoſe compoſitions which breathe the proud, per-

nicious, and unfcriptural ſpirit ofArminianism ; or

thatfavourofthe poisonous, antichriſtian, and licen-

tious doctrines of Antinomianism. In the fincerity of

my heart and affection of my foul, I would re-

commend them, praying the dear Son of God,

theGodof all grace and power, to make them

uſeful to us in ourpilgrimage here below, till we

come to join in more elevatedand enlivened ſtrains

above.

A TABLE
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COLLECTION

OF

HYMNS, &c.

T

HYMNI.

The MUSICIAN.

HOU GOD ofharmony and love,

Whoſe name tranſports the faints above,

Andlulls the ravish'd ſpheres ;

Onthee in feeble ſtrings I call,

And mixmyhumble voice with all

Thy heavenly choriſters.

2 If well I know the tuneful art

To captivate anhumanheart,

Theglory, Lord, be thine ;

Aſervant ofthy bleffed will,

Ihere devote my utmoſt ſkill

To found the praiſedivine.

3 With Tubal's wretched ſons no more

Iproſtitute my facred power

To pleaſe the fiends beneath,
こ

Ormodulate the wanton lay,

Or footh with muſick's hand the way

To everlasting death.

A

Maime

Suffice
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laft

4Suffice for this the ſeaſon paſt

Icome, greatGod, to learn attolaf

The leffons of thy grace ;

Teach me the new, the goſpel fong,

And let my hand, my heart, my tongue,

Move only to thy praife

5 Thine own muſician, Lord, inſpire,

Andletmyconfecrated lyre

Repeat the pfalmiſt's part :

His fon and thine reveal in me,

And fill with facred melody

Thefibres ofmy heart.

6 So ſhall I charm the lift'ning throng,

Anddraw the living stones along

By Jeſu's tuneful name:

The living stones ſhall dance, ſhall riſe,

And form a city in the ſkies,

TheNew Jerufalem!

7 Omight I with thy faints aſpire,

Themeanest ofthat dazling choir

Who chant thy praiſe above ;

Mix'd with the bright mufician-band,

May I an heav'nly harper ſtand,

And fing the ſong oflove.

8 What extasy ofblifs is there,

While all th' angelic concert ſhare,

Anddrinkthe floating joys !

What more than extafy, when all

Struck to the golden pavement fall

AtJeſu'sglorious voice.

1

9Jeſus! theheavenofheavens he is,

The foul ofharmony and bliſs !

Andwhile on him we gaze ;

Andwhile his glorious voice we hear,

Our ſpirits are all eye, all ear,

Andfilence ſpeak his praiſe.

th the
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Core10 O might I die that awe to prove,

and That proftrate awewhichdares not move
Before the great Three-One,

To ſhoutby turns the burſting joy,

Andall eternity employ

X

Infongs around the throne.

HYMN II.

For the LORD'S DAY in the Morning.

TH
HE Saviour meets his flock to-day,

Shall I in floth abide at home ?

Shall I behind his people ſtay?

WhenJefus calls, there ſtill is room :

I'll go it is a houſe ofpray'r,

Who knows butGodmaymeetme there.

2To-dayEmanuel feeds his ſaints,

And there the Chriſtians find their King ;

There theylay open their complaints,

Andthere theholy armies fing :

Into their number I'll preſume,

Since Jeſus kindly bids me come.

3.How long did faithful Annawait ?

Andfeek the Lord for fourſcore years ;

Bothday and night the temple-gate

Shewatched with manygroans and tears ;

Norwould she leave the house ofprayer

TillGod vouchsaf'd to meet her there.

4Dear Saviour then permit me pow'r,

And like the faint I'll watch for thee ;

Content I'll wait th' appointed hour

When thou shalt be reveal'd in me :

Daily my foul within thy gate,

Shall for thy loving-kindness wait.

5.Remove temptations, O my Lord,

Andletmine enemies be ſlain,

Which wouldwithdrawme from thy word,

Andplunge me in the world again ;
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Andwhen theBridegroom ſhall appear,

Olet my foul be found inpray'r!

S

HYMN III.

On the LORD'S DAY.

OGOD, our King,WEET is thework,

To praiſe thy name, give thanks and fing ;

To shew thy love by morning light,

Andtalk ofallthy truth by night.

2 Sweet is the day offacred reſt,

No mortal cares ſhould ſeize our breast ;

Omay our hearts in tune be found,

LikeDavid's harp, offolemn found !

3 Our hearts ſhould triumph in thee, Lord,

And bless thy works, and bleſs thyword ;

Thy works ofgrace, how bright they shine !

How deep thy councils ! how divine !

4Omay we fee, and hear, and know,

What mortals cannot reach below :

May all our pow'rs find ſweet employ

In Chriſt's eternal word ofjoy !

W

HYMN IV.

ANOTHER.

ELCOME ſweet day ofreft,

That faw the Lord arife ;

Welcome to this reviving breaft,

Andtheſe rejoicing eyes !

2 The King himselfcomes near,

And feafts his faints to-day :

Here we may fit, and ſee him here,

And love, and praiſe, and pray.

One
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3 Oneday amidst theplace,

X

Where our dear God hath been,

Is ſweeter than ten thousand days

Ofpleaſurable fin.

Bid, Lord, our fouls to ſtay

In ſuch a frame as this,

Andwhen thou call'ſt for them away,

Waft them to endless blifs...

L

HYMNV.

PUBLICK WORSHIP.
:

ORD, we comebefore thee now,

Atthy feet we humbly bow ;

Oh ! do not our fuit diſdain,

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain ?

Lord, on thee our fouls depend,

Incompaſſionnow defcend ;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,

Tune our lips to fing thy praife.

2 In thine own appointed way,

Nowwe feek thee-here we ſtay ;:

Lordwe know not how togo

Till ableſſing thou bestow.

Send ſome meſſage from thy word,

Thatmayjoy and peace afford ;

Let thy Spirit now impart

Full ſalvation to each heart.

3 Comfortthoſe thatweep and mourn,
Letthe time ofjoy return ;

Those that are caſt down, lift up ;

Make them ſtrong in faith and hope :

Grantthat thoſe that feek, may find

Thee aGod fincere andkind;

Heal the fick, the captive free;

Letus all rejoice inthee.

A3 HYMM
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0

HYMN VI.

MORNING WORSHIP.

Lord, howmany are our foes..

In this weak ftate of flesh and blood !

Ourpeace they daily diſcompoſe,

But ourdefence and hope is GoD.

2 Tir'dwith the burdens of the day,

To thee we rais'd an ev'ning cry :

Thou hear'dſt whenwe began to pray,

And thine almighty help was nigh.

3 Supportedby thy heav'nly aid,

We laid us down, and ſlept ſecure ;

Not death ſhall make our hearts afraid,

Tho' we should wake, and rife no more.

4ButGod fuſtain'd us all the night ;

Salvation doth toGon belong :

He rais'd our heads to see the light,

Andhe ſhall have our morning fong.

C

HYMN VII.

ANOTHER.

OME let us adore

The Lord's gracious hand,

(Our greatGovernor)

Whogave acommand,

And charge to his angels

To watch round our beds,

Toguard us from evils,

Fromdangers and dreads .

Our Shepherd alone,

The Lord, let us bleſs...

-

Wh
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3

4

Who reigns on the throne

The Prince of our peace :

Who evermore faves us

By ſhedding his blood ;

All hail, holy Jefus,

Our Lord and ourGon !

Wedailywill fing

Thy merits thy praife,

Thou merciful ſpring

Ofpity and grace :

Thy friendship for ever

To men will we tell,

And fay, our dear Sav'our

Redeems us from hell .

Preſerve us in love

While we here abide ;

Nor never remove,

Nor cover, nor hide,

Thy glor'ous falvation ;

Tilljoyful we fee

The beatick vifion

Completed in thee.

す

HYMN VIII.

EVENING WORSHIP.

Let incenfe-flames ariſe ;

Affiſt us, Lord, to offer up

Our evening ſacrifice.

hearts,

2 Awake our love, awake our joy,

Awake our heart andtongue!

Sleep not when mercies loudly call,

Break forth into a fong.

3 Minutes and mercies multiply'd

Havemade up all thisday
Minutes
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Minutes came quick, but mercies were

More fleet and free than they.

4 Newtime, new favour, and new joys,

Do a new fong require !

Tillwe should praise thee as we would,

Accept our heart's defire.

5 Lord ofour time, whoſe handhath fet

Newtime upon our ſcore ;

Thee maywepraise for all our time,

When time ſhall be no more !

T

HYMN IX.

ANOTHER..

:

HUS far the Lord has led me on,

Thus far his pow'r prolongs my days

And ev'ry evening ſhall make known

Some fresh memorial ofhis grace.

2Much ofmy time has run to waſte,

And I perhaps am near myhome :

OLord forgive my follies paft,

Andgive me ftrength fordays to come.

3 I laymybodydown to fleep,

Peacebe the pillow for my head,

Whilewell-appointed angels keep

Their watchful ſtations roundmybed.

4 Invainthe fons ofearth or hell

Tell me a thousand frightful things,

MyGod infafety makes me dwell

Beneath the shadow ofhis wings,

5 Faith inhis name forbids my fear ;

Omay thy prefence ne'er depart !

Andinthemorningmakemehear

The love and kindness ofthyheart.

Thus
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6 Thus when the night ofdeath ſhall come,

My fleſh ſhall reſt beneath the ground,

And wait thy voice to rouſe my tomb,

With sweet ſalvation in the found.

HYMN Χ.

ANOTHER .

ALLpraise to him who dwells inbliss,Who madebothday and night :

Whoſe throne is darkness in th' abyss

Ofuncreated light.

2 Each thought and deed his piercing eyes

With stricteſt ſearch furvey :

Thedeepest ſhades no more diſguife

Than the full blaze ofday.

3Whomthoudoſt guard, O King ofkings,

No evil ſhall moleft ;

Under the ſhadow of thy wings

Shall they fecurely reſt .

4 Thy angels ſhall around their beds

Their conſtant ſtations keep :

Thy faith and truth ſhall ſhield their heads,

For thou doſt never fleep.

5Maywewith calm and ſweet repoſe,

Andheavenly thoughts refresh'd ;

Our eye-lids with the morn's uncloſe,

Andbleſs the ever-bleſs'd !

M

HYMN XI.

For Morning or Evening.

YGOD, how endless is thy love ?

Thy gifts are ev'ry evening new,

Andmorning mercies from above,

Gently diſtil like early dew.
:

Thou
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1

2 Thou ſpread'ſt the curtains ofthe night,

Greatguardianofmy fleeping hours

Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light,

Andquickens all mydrowzy pow'rs..

3 I yieldmy pow'rs to thy command,

To thee I confecrate my days ;

Perpetual bleſſings from thine hand

Demand perpetual fongs ofpraife..

HA

HYMN XII.

To the TRINITY.

AIL holy, holy, holy, Lord !

Be endless praife to thee !

Supreme, effential one, ador'd

In co-eternal three.

2 Enthron'd in everlasting ſtate

E'er time its round began,

Who join'd in council to create

Thedignity ofman.

3 Towhom Ifaiah's viſion ſhew'd,

The feraphs veil their wings,

While thee, Jehovah, Lord andGOD,

Th' angelic army ſings.

4 To thee by myſtic pow'rs on high

Werehumblepraiſes given,

WhenJohn beheld with favour'd eye

Th' inhabitants ofheaven.

5All that thename ofcreature owns

To thee in hymns aſpire ;

Maywe as angels on our thrones

For ever join the choir !

6 Hail, holy, holy, holy, Lord !

Be endleſs praiſe to thee !

'Supreme, eſſential one , ador'd

In co-eternal three !
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HYMN XIII.

Longing for the Houſe of GOD.

H
OWpleasant, how divinely fair,

OLord ofhoſts, thy dwellings are ;

Thenew-born ſoul both longs and faints

To meet th' aſſemblies ofthy ſaints.

2 Bleft are the fouls that find a place

Within the temple ofthy grace !

There theybehold thy gentler rays,

And ſeek thy face, and learn thy praiſe.

3 Bleſt are the men whoſe hearts are ſet

To find the way to Zion's gate ;

GOD is their ſtrength, and thro' the road

They lean upon their helperGod .

4Omaywe walk with growing ſtrength,

Till we all meet in heav'n at length,

Till all before Chriſt's face appear,

Andjoin in nobler worship there !

HYMN XIV.

Entering into the Congregation.

F

MOUNTAIN of life to allbelow,

Let thy ſalvation roll ;

Water, replenish, and o'erflow

Ev'ry believing ſoul .

2 Into that happy number, Lord,

Us weary finners take ;

Jeſus, fulfil thy gracious word

For thy own mercy's fake.

3-Turnback our nature's rapid tide,

And we shall flow to thee,

Whiledown the stream oftime we glide

To our eternity.

The
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4 The well of life to us thou art,

Ofjoy, the ſwelling flood :

Wafted by thee with willing heart

We ſwift return toGod.

5We foon ſhall reach theboundleſs ſea,

2

3

Into thy fulneſs fall,

Be loft, and swallow'd up in thee,

Our God, our all in all !

HYMN XV.

Fervency of Devotion defired.

T
O praiſe redeeming love,

Dear chriſtians lend a voice :

Come thou, diviner Dove,

Andhelp us to rejoice :

Our hearts too low,

Lord, thou canst raiſe ;

Bleft Spirit, blow,

Andwe shall praiſe.

Here, Lord, may we admire

The riches of thy grace,

Till thou shalt call us higher,

There to behold thy face :

Oh, height of grace !

Oh, depth of love !

Lord, fit us for

Ourplace above.

Who can thy love expreſs ?

Thy mercy ne'er decays !

What can our souls do lefs

Than love thee all our days ?

Bleſs Gon, each foul,

E'en unto death ;

Andwrite afong

For ev'ry breath.

HYMN
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HYMN XVII...

Atthe Hour ofRetirement.

ATHER, behold with gracious eyes

The fouls before thy throne,FATH
Who now preſent their ſacrifice,

And feek thee in thy Son.

2 Well-pleas'd inhim thyself declare ;

Thy pard'ning love reveal,

Thepeaceful anſwer of our pray'r

To ev'ry confcience ſeal .

3 Meanest of all thy ſervants, I

Thoſe happier ſpirits meet,

Andmix with theirs my feeble cry,

And worship at thy feet.

Onme, on all, ſome gift bestow,

Somebleſſing now impart,

The feed of life eternal fow

Inev'ry mournful heart.

5 Thy loving pow'rful ſpirit ſhed,

And ſpeak our fins forgiv'n,

Ohafte throughout the lump to ſpread

The ſanctifying leaven.

6 Refreſh us with a ceaſeleſs ſhow'r

Ofgraces from above,

Till all receive the perfect pow'r

Ofeverlasting love.

HYMN XVIII.

INVITATION.

HE Lord oflife and glory ſtands,

T Aloudhe cries, and ſpreads his hands;
B He
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2

He calls ten thousands ſinners round,

And ſends a voice from ev'ry wound.

• Attend, ye thirsty fouls, draw near,

•And fatiate all your wishes here !

• Behold, the living fountain flows

• In ſtreams as various as your woes !

3 ' An ample pardon here I give,

4

5

• Andbid the ſentenc'd rebel live ;

• Shew him my Father's ſmiling face,

•And lodge him inhisdear embrace.

• I purge from ſin's deteſted ſtain,

• Andmake the crimſon white again ;

• Lead to celestial joys, refin'd,

• And lasting as the deathless mind.

• Muſt I anew my pity prove ?

• Witneſs the words of melting love,

• The gushing tears, the lab'ring breath,

•Andall theſe ſcars ofbleedingdeath.'

6 OJeſu let medoubt no more ;

But hear, and wonder, and adore :

Panting and ſeek that fountain-head,

Whencewaters ſo divine proceed.

7 Still near its stream may Ibe found,

Longas I tread this earthly ground !

Tilldeath ſhall make mylaſt remove

To dwell for ever with my love.

HYMN ΧΙΧ.

ANOTHER.

EARY fouls, who wander wide

WEFrom the central point of bliſs ,

Turn to Jeſus crucify'd,

Fly to thoſe dear wounds ofhis;

Sink into the purple flood,

Rife into the life ofGOD !

Find
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2 Find in Chriſt the way ofpeace,

Peace unspeakable, unknown,

By his pain he gives you eaſe,

Life by his expiring groan :

Riſe exalted by his fall ;

Find in Chrift your all in all.

3 O believe the record true,

GOD to you his Son hath giv'n,

Then ye will be happy too,

Live on earth the life ofheav'n !

Live the life ofheav'n above,

All the life ofglorious love.

4 This the univerſal bliſs,

Bliſs for weary fouls deſign'd,

God's orig'nal promiſe this,

God's great gift to loſt mankind.

Bleſt in Chrift this moment be,

Bleft to all eternity !

HYMN XX.

ANOTHER.

And ev'ry heart rejoice,

Thetrumpet ofthe goſpel founds

With an inviting voice.

2 Ho! all ye hungry, ſtarving ſouls,

That feed upon the wind,

Andvainly ſtrive withearthlytoys

To fill anempty mind :

3 Eternal wisdom has prepar'd,

Afoul-reviving feaft,

Andbids your longing appetites

The rich proviſion tafte.

Ho!
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4Ho! ye that pant for living ſtreams,

Andpine away and die,

Hereyou mayquench your raging thirft

With ſprings that never dry.

5 DearGod, the treasures ofthy love

Areeverlasting mines ;

Deep as our helpless mis'ries are,

Andboundleſs as our fins .

6 The happy gates ofgoſpel-grace

Stand open night and day ;

Lord, we are come to ſeek ſupplies,

Anddrive our wants away.

S

HYMN ΧΧΙ.

ANOTHER.

INNERS, obey the goſpel-word,

Haſte to the ſupper of our Lord ;

Bewife to knowyour gracious day,

Allthings are ready, come away:

2 Ready the Father is to own,

And kiſs his late-returning fon ;

Ready the loving Saviour ſtands,

And fpreads for you his bleeding hands.

3 Ready the Spirit of his love,

Juſt now the stony heart to move ;

T" apply, and witneſs with the blood,

Andwash and feal you fons ofGOD,

4 Ready for you the angels wait,

To triumph in your bleſt eſtate ;

Tuning theirharps, they long to praiſe

The wonders ofredeeming grace.

5 Come then, ye finners, to the Lord,

Tohappiness in Chriſt reſtor'd ;

His purchas'd benefits embrace,

Theplenitude of goſpel-grace.

HYMN
1
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HYMN XXII.

APrayer for one convinced of Sin.

F
ATHER of lights, from whom proceeds,

Whate'er thy ev'ry creature needs,

Whoſegoodneſs providently nigh,

Feed the young ravens when they cry ;

To thee I look ; my heart prepare,

Suggest and hearken to my pray'r.

2 Since by thy light myſelf I fee

Naked, and poor, and void ofthee,

Thine eyes must all my thoughts ſurvey,

Preventing what my lips would fay ;

Thou ſeeſt my wants ; for help they call,

And e'er I ſpeak, thou know'ſt them all.

3 Ah ! give me, Lord, myself to feel,

My total miſery reveal ;

Ah ! giveme, Lord, (I still would ſay)

Anheart to mourn, anheart to pray ;

My buſineſs this, my only care,

My life, my ev'ry breath be pray'r.

4 Scarce I begin my ſad complaint,

When all my warmeſt wishes faint ;

Hardly I lift myweeping eye,

When all my kindling ardours die ;

Norhopes, nor fears, myboſom move,

For ftill I cannot, cannot love.

5 Father, I want a thankful heart,

Iwant to taste how good thou art,

To plunge me in thy mercy's fea,

Andcomprehend thy love to me ;

The length, thebreadth, anddepth, andheight

Oflove divinely infinite,

6 Father, I long my foul to raiſe,

Anddwell for ever on thy praise,

B3 The

3
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Thy praise with glor'ous joy to tell

Inextaſy unspeakable ;

While the full pow'r of faith I know

And reign triumphant here below.

HYMN XXIII .

PSALM LI.

Thou that hear'ſt when finners cry,

Tho' all my crimes before thee lie,

Behold me not with angry look ,

Butblot their mem'ry from thy book ,

2 Create my nature pure within,

And form my foul averſe from fin :

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart,

Nor hide thy prefence from my heart.

3 I cannot live without thy light,

Caſt out and baniſh'd from thy fight :

Thy faving ſtrength, O Lord, reftore,

And guard me that I fall no more.

1

4 Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord,

Hishelp andcomfort ſtill afford:

And let a wretch come near thy throne

To plead the merits ofthy Son.

5My foul lies humbled in the dust,

Andowns thydreadful fentencejuſt:

Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye,

Andfave the foul condemn'd to die.

6 Thenwill I teach the world thy ways;

Sinners ſhall learn thy ſov'reign grace :

I'll point them to my Sav'our's blood,

Thattheymay praiſe a pard'ningGop.

Omay
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7Omaythy love inſpire my tongue,

Salvation ſhall be allmy song;

And all my pow'rs ſhall join to bleſs,

The Lord, my strength and right'ouſneſs.

HYMN XXIV.

Complaining of Spiritual Sloth.

M
Ydrowſy pow'rs, why fleep ye ſo ?

Awakemy fluggiſh ſoul ;

Nothing hath half thy work todo,

Yet nothing halfſo dull.

2 Go to the ant ; for one poor grain,

See how they toil and ſtrive !

Yet we who have a heav'n t' obtain

Hownegligent we live !

3 We for whoſe fake all nature ſtands,

And stars their courſes move ;

Weforwhoſe guards the angel bands

Come flying from above:

4 We for whomGod the Soncamedown,

And labour'd for our good ;

How careless to fecure that crown

He purchas'd with his blood !

5 Lord, ſhall we lie ſo ſluggiſh ſtill,

And never act our parts ?

Come, holy Dove, from th' heav'nly hill,

Andwarm our frozenhearts .

6 Give us with active warmth to move,

With vig'rous fouls to rife,

With hands offaith and wings oflove

To fly and take the prize.

HYMN
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HYMN XXV.

PROVIDENCE,

HEN all thy mercies, O myGop

WMyrifing foulfurveys,
Why is mybarren heart not loſt

In wonder, love and praiſe.

2 Thy providence my life ſuſtain'd,

Andallmywants redreſs'd,

Whilft in the filent womb I lay,

Orhungupon the breaft.

3 To all myweak complaints and cries,

Thymercy lent an ear,

E'er yet my feeble thoughts had learn'd

To form themselves in pray'r.

4 Unnumber'd comforts on my foul

Thy tender care bestow'd,

Beforemy infant-heart conceiv'd

Fromwhence thoſe comforts flow'd.

5Whenthro' the flipp'ry paths ofyouth,

With heedleſs ſteps I ran,

Thyarmunſeen convey'd me ſafe,

And led me up to man.

6 Thro' hiddendangers, toils and deaths,

It gently clear'd myway ;

Andthro' the pleaſing ſnares of vice

More to be fear'd than they.

7 Thro' all eternity to thee

Agrateful fong I'll raiſe:

ButOh ! eternity's too ſhort

To utter all thypraiſe.

HYMN
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L

HYMN XXVI.

UNFRUITFULNESS.

ONG have I fat beneath the found

Ofthy falvation, Lord,

But ftill how weak my faith is found,

And knowledge ofthy word !

2 Oft I frequent thy holyplace,

Yethear almoſt in vain ;

How ſmall a portion ofthy grace

Canmy hard heart retain ?

3 My gracious Sav'our, and myGoDy

How little art thou known

Byallthe judgments ofthy rod,

Andbleſſings ofthy throne ?

4How cold and feeble is my love !

Hownegligent my fear !

How low myhope ofjoys above !

How few affections there !

5GreatGod, thy sov'reign Pow'r impart,

To give thy word ſucceſs ;

Writethy ſalvation on my heart,

Andmakeme learn thy grace..

6 Shew my forgetful feet the way,

That leads to joys on high,

Where knowledge grows without decay,

And love shall never die.

C

HYMN XXVII.

To the HOLY GHOST.

:

OME Holy Spirit, ſenddown thoſe beams

Which gently flow in filent ſtreams

From th' eternal throne above :

Come, thou enricher ofthe poor,
Thou
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Thou bount'ous fource ofall our ſtore,

Fill us with faith, with hope, and love.

2 Come, thou our foul's delightful gueſt,

Theweary'd pilgrim's ſweeteſt reſt,

The fainting ſufferer's best relief :

Come, thou, our paſſions cool allay ;

Thy comfort wipes all tears away,

And turns to peace and joy all grief.

3 Lord, waſh our finful ſtains away,

Water from heav'n ourbarren clay,

Our fickneſs cure, our bruiſes heal :

To thy ſweet yoke our stiff- necks bow,

Warm with thy fire our hearts of ſnow,
And there enthron'd for ever dwell.

4Allglory to the ſacred three,

One everlastingDeity !

All love and pow'r, and might and praiſe !

As at the firſt, e'er time begun,

May the fame homage ſtillbe done

When earth andheav'n itſelfdecays.

HYMN XXVIII.

Breathing after the HOLY SPIRIT.

CO
OME Holy Spirit, heav'nlyDove,

With all thy quick'ning pow'rs ;

Kindle a flame offacred love,

In theſe cold hearts of ours .

2 Look how we grovel here below,

Fond oftheſe earthly toys ;

Our fouls how heavily they go

To reach eternaljoys!

3 Invainwetune our formal fongs,
Invainwe strive to riſe ;

Hoſannahs languish on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.
2

Father
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4 Father, ſhall wethenever live

At this poor dying rate ?

Ourlove ſofaint, ſo cold to thee,

And thine to us ſo great ?

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove,

Withall thy quick'ning pow'rs ;

Come, ſhed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that ſhall kindle ours.

HYMN ΧΧΙΧ.

Waiting for theSpirit ofAdoption.

LL

A
glory to thedying Lamb,

And never ceaſing praise,

Whileangels live to know thyname,

Ormen to feel thy grace.

2 With this cold, ftony heart ofmine,

Jeſu, to thee I flee,

Andtothy grace my foul refign

To be renew'd by thee.

3 Give me to hide my blushing face

Whilethy dear croſs appears,

Deſolvemyheart in thankfulneſs,

Andmeltmy eyes to tears .

4Omay thy uncorrupted feed

Be ſown and riſe within,

Andthy life-giving word forbid

My new-born foul to fin.

5 Father, I wait before thy throne,
Call me a child ofthine ;

Send down the Spirit ofthy Son

To formmy heart divine.

There
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6There ſhed thy promis'd love abroad,

Andmakemycomforts ſtrong ;

Then ſhall I ſay, my Father, GOD !

Withanunwav'ring tongue.

HYMN XXX.

For one under Deſertion.

WAL
AITING for the Comforter,

Hungring for immortal food,

Can I taſte ableſſing here

In the absence of myGOD !

No: till Chriſt again return,

Chrift, whoſe word the finner chears,

Still I obftinately mourn,

Eat my bitter bread with tears.

2 Lovewas once mypleasant meat,

Meat that ſeaſon'd all the reſt,

Jeſu tomy taſte was ſweet,

Jefuwasmy conſtant feaſt :

Butthe Comforter is fled,

But the pard'ningGod is gone ;

Hewho turn'd my stone to bread,

Hehath turn'd mybread to stone.

3 Taftleſs all the world to me,

Till his favour I regain ;

Happiness is mifery,

Joy is grief, and pleaſure pain :

But my Lord, for whom I grieve

Shall at laſt my want ſupply,

Bidme taſte his love, and live,

Bidme fee his face, anddie.

HYMN
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W

HYMN ΧΧΧΙ.

The Witneſſing Spirit.

HY
ſhould the children ofaKing

Gomourning all their days ?

Great Comforter, deſcend, andbring

The tokens ofthy grace !

2 Doſt thou not dwell in all thy ſaints,

And seal the heirs ofheav'n ?

Whenwilt thou banith my complaints,

Andthew my fins forgiv'n ?

3 Aſſure myconfcience ofher part

In the Redeemer's blood ;

And bear thy witneſs with myheart,

That I am born ofGOD .

4Thou art the earnest ofhis love,

Thepledge ofjoys to come;

May thy bleft wings, celestial Dove,

Safely convey me home !

HYMN XXXII.

For SUNDAY.

THE Lord
offabbath letus praiſe

In concert with the bleſt,

Whojoyful in harmonious lays

Employ an endless reſt.

2 Thus, Lord, while we remember thee,

Webleſt andpious grow ;

Byhymns ofpraiſe we learntobe

Triumphant here below.

3 On this gladdayabrighter ſcene

Ofglory was diſplay'd

C
By

4
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ByGod, th' eternal word, thanwhen

This univerſe was made.

4 He riſes, who mankind has bought,

With grief and pain extreme ;

'Twas great to ſpeak the world from nought,

'Twas greater to redeem.

HYMN XXXIII.

Longing for CHRIST.

Love divine, how sweet thou art,

When ſhall we find our longing hearts

All taken up by thee ?

Ohmakeme pant and thirſt to prove

The greatness ofredeeming love,

The love ofChriſt to me.

2 God only knows the love ofGod ;

Othat it now were ſhed abroad

In each poor ftony heart !

For love I'd figh, for love I'd pine,

This only portion, Lord, bemine,

Bemine this better part.

3 O that we could for ever fit,

With Mary, at our Maſter's feet,

Be this our happy choice !

Our only care, delight and blifs,

-Ourjoy, our heav'n on earth, be this,

To hear the Bridegroom's voice.

4Thy only love may we require,

Nothing on earth beneath defire,

Nothing in heav'n above ;

Let earth, and all its trifles go,

Give us, O Lord, thy love toknow,

Give us thy precious love.

HYMN
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F

HYMN XXXIV.

:

CHRIST's Birth.

ATHER, our hearts we lift

Up to thy gracious throne,

Andbleſs thee for the precious gift

Ofthine incarnate Son :

The gift unspeakable,

We thankfully receive,

Andto the world thy goodneſs tell;

Omay we to thee live !

z Jeſu, the holy child,2

Doth by his birth declare,

ThatGod and man are reconcil'd,

And one in him we are.

Salvation thro' his name :

To loft mankind is giv'n,

And loudhis infant-cries proclaim

Apeace 'twixt earth and heav'n.

3 Apeace on earth he brings,

Which never more ſhall end ;

The Lord ofhosts, the King ofkings,

Declares himself our friend :

Aſſumes our flesh and blood,

Thatwe his Spir't may gain,

The everlasting Son ofGod,

The mortal ſon ofman.

4.O may we all receive,
:

The new-born Prince of Peace,

And meekly in his ſpirit live,

And in his love increaſe !

Tillhe convey us home,

Cry ev'ry foul aloud,

Come, thou defire ofnations, come,

And take us all toGod.

HYMN
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YE

HYMN XXXV.

CHRIST's Paffion .

E that paſs by, beholdthe man !

Themanofgriefs condemn'd for you !

The Lamb ofGod for finners flain,

Weeping to Calvary purſue.

2 See how his back the ſcourges tear,

While to the bloodypillarbound !

Theploughers makelong furrows there,

Tillallhis body is onewound.

3 His facred limbs they ſtretch, they tear,

With nails they faften to thewood

His facred limbs-expos'd and bare,

Or only cover'd with his blood !

4 See there ! his temples crown'd with thorns !

Hisbleedinghands extendedwide !

His ſtreaming feet, transfixt and torn !

The fountain guſhing from his fide !

5Beneath my loadhe faints anddies :

I fill'd his foul with pangs unknown,

Icaus'd thoſe mortal groans and cries,

Ikill'd the Father's only Son !

6 Othou dear fuff'ring Son ofGod,

How doth thy heart to finners move !

To me apply thy precious blood,

Grantme to taste thy dying love.

7Giveme to fee thine agonies,

Oneviewofthat fad fight afford ;

That Iwith thee may ſympathize,

Andknow the fuff'rings ofmyLord.

HYMN
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HYMN XXXVI.

The Paffion and Exaltation of CHRIST.

COME
OME all harmonious tongues,

Your nobleſt muſick bring,

"Tis Chrift the everlastingGoD,

And Chriſt the manwe fing.

2 Tell how he took our fleſh

To take away our guilt,

Sing the dear drops of facred blood

That helliſh monſter ſpilt.

3 Alas, the cruel ſpear

Went deep into his fide,

Andthe rich flood ofpurplegore

Their murth'rous weapons dy'd.

4 The waves offwellinggrief

Did o'er his boſom roll,

Andmountains ofalmighty wrath

Layheavy on his foul.

5 Downto the ſhades ofdeath

He bow'd his awful head ;

Yethe aroſe to live and reign

When death itſelf is dead.

6 No more the bloody ſpear,

The croſs and nails no more ;

For hell itſelf ſhakes 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 smiles upon his Son..

C

3

There
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8 There his full glories ſhine

Withuncreated rays,

Andbleſs his faints and angels eyes

To everlasting days.

HYMN XXXVII.

W

HY

Sufficiency ofPardon.

does your face, ye humble fours,

Thoſe mournful colours wear ?

Whatdoubts are theſe that waſte your faith,

And nourish your deſpair ?

2 What tho' your num'rous ſins exceed

The ſtars that fill the ſkies,

Andaiming at th' eternal throne

Like pointed mountains riſe ?

A

3 What tho' your mighty guiltbeyond

Thewide creation ſwell,

And has its curſt foundations laid

Low as the depths ofhell ?

4 See here an endleſs ocean flows

Ofnever-failing grace,

Behold adying Saviour's veins

The facred flood increaſe :

5 It riſes high, and drowns the hills,

Has neither ſhore nor bound :

Now ifwe fearch to find our fins,

Our fins can ne'er be found.

6Awake, our hearts, adore the grace

That buries all our faults,

Andpard'ningblood that ſwells above

Our follies and ourthoughts.

HYMN
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HYMN XXXVIII.

CHRIST'S Humiliation and Exaltation.

W
HAT equal honours ſhallwebring,

To thee,OLord, ourGOD the Lamb,

Since all the notes that angels fing

Are far inferior to thy name ?

2 Worthy is he that once was ſſain,

ThePrince ofPeace that groan'd and dy'd,

Worthy to rife, and live and reign

Athis Almighty Father's fide..

3 Pow'r and dominion are his due,

Who stood condemn'd at Pilate's bar ;

Wiſdombelongs to Jeſus too,

Tho' he was charg'd with madneſs here.

4Honour immortal mustbe paid

Instead of ſcandal and of ſcorn,

Whileglory ſhines around his head,

Andabrightcrown without athorn.

5 Bleſſings forever to the Lamb

Whobore our fins, and curſe and pain

Let angels found his facred name,

And ev'ry creature ſay, Amen !

J

HYMN ΧΧΧΙΧ.

CHRIST's Reſurrection .

ESUS, who dy'd aworldto fave,

Revives and riſes from the grave,

By his almighty pow'r :

From fin anddeath, and hell fet free,

He captive leads captivity,

And lives to die no more.

2 Children ofGod, look up and fee,

Your Sav'our cloth'd with majesty,

Triumphant o'er the tomb : Give
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Give o'er your griefs, caft offyour fears,

Inheav'nyourmanſions he prepares,

Andfoonwill take you home.

3Hischurch is still his joy, his crown ;

Helooks with love and pity down

On her he did redeem :

He taſtes her joys, he feels her woes,

Andprays that the may fpoilher foes,

And ever reign with him.

4Ohmaywe all from ſin awake,

May all inheav'n our places take,

Near our exalted head !

May all our fouls toheav'n afpire,

Inthought, in will, in strong defire,...

To carnal pleaſures dead!

T

HYMNXL.

ANOTHER.

HEfun ofrighteouſneſs appears

To fet in blood no more !

Adore the ſcatterer of your fears,

Your rifing fun adore !

2 The faints, when he reſign'd his breath,

Unclos'd their fleeping eyes ;

He breaks again the bands ofdeath,

Againthedead arife !

3 Alone the dreadful race he ran,

Alone the wine-preſs trod ;

Hedy'd and ſuffer'd as aman ;

He rifes as aGod !

4Invainthe stone, thewatch, the feal-

Forbid an early riſe

Tohim who breaks the gates ofhell,

And opens paradife.

HYMN
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HYMN XLI.

CHRIST's Afcenfion.

AIL the day that fees him riſe,

Raviſh'dfrom our wishful eyes !

Chrift a while to mortals giv'n,

Re-aſcends his native heav'n :

There the pompoustriumph waits,

• Liftyourheads, eternal gates !

• Wide unfold the radiant ſcene,

• Take the King ofGlory in. '

2 Circled round with angel-pow'rs,

Their triumphant Lord and ours,

Conqu'ror o'erdeath, hell and fin,

Take the King ofglory in.

Him tho' the highest heav'n receives,

Still he loves the earth he leaves ;

Tho' returning to his throne,

Stillhe calls mankind his own.

3 See, he lifts his hands above ;
See, he ſhews the prints oflove &

Hark ! his gracious lips beſtow

Bleſſing on his church below :

Still for us he intercedes,

Prevalent his death he pleads ;

Next himself prepares a place,

Harbinger of human race.

4Maſter (maywe ever ſay)
Taken from our head to-day ;

See, thy faithful ſervants ſee,

Evergazing up to thee !

Grant, tho' parted from our fight,

High above yon azure height,

Grant our hearts may thither rife,

Seeking thee beyond the ſkies.

Ever
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5Ever upwards may we move,

Wafted on the wings oflove ;

Lookingwhen the Lord ſhall come,

Longing, gazing after home !

There may wewith thee remain,

Partners of thy endless reign ;

Therethy face unclouded fee,

Find ourheav'n of heav'ns inthee !

A

HYMN XLII.

Praifing CHRIST.

AK.E, and fing the ſong,

OfMofes, and the Lamb ;

Wake, ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue .

To praise the Sav'our's name.

2 Sing ofhis dying love,

Sing of his rifing power,

Singhowhe intercedes above

For those whoſe fins he borer

3 Sing, tillwe feel our hearts

Afcendingwith our tongues ;

Sing, till the love of fin departs,

Andgrace inſpires our fongs.

4Sing, till wehear Chriſt ſay,

•Your fins are all forgiv'n,'

Go on rejoicing ev'ry day,

Tillwe all meet in heav'n...

HYMN XLIII.

OM

1

ANOTHER...

And hear me bleſs my king ;

Hear
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Hear me, my beloved praiſe,

My Jeſus do I ſing :

Neither hear my fong alone,

But help, O help me to proclaim

Jeſus, our Creator's Son,

Jeſus ! that lovely name !

2 Others ſing their time away,

Who Jeſus never knew ;

Oughtnotwe to paſs ourday

Injoy and finging too ?

Others have thee cauſe to bleſs ,

The children of the King have more ;

They have Chriſt their right'ouſneſs

Their glory, peace and pow'r,

3.Bow thy throne, thou Son ofGOD !

Andwith a living coal

From the altar, ſtain'd with blood,

Inſpire each drowſy ſoul.

Slaughter'd Lamb, who, who can ſhew,

Orfully, who can fing thy praiſe ?

Lord, we fail in hymns below,

Teach ! teach us heav'nly lays.

A

HYMN XLIV.

Offices of CHRIST .

RRAY'd' in mortal Fleſh ,

Chriſt like an angel ſtands,

And holds the promifes

Andpardons in his hands :

Commiffion'd from

His Father's throne,

To make his grace

To mortals known.

2Be thou our counsellor,

OurPattern, and our guide:

And
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Andthro' this deſart land,

Still keep us near thy ſide :

Oletour feet

Ne'er run afſtray,

Nor rove nor feek

The crookedway.

3 We'dhear our Shepherd's voice,

Who'swatchfuleyes doth keep

Poor wand'ring fouls among

The thousands ofhis ſheep :

He feeds his flock,

Hecalls their names ;

Hisboſom bears

The tender lambs.

4To this dear furety's hands,

My foul, commendthy cauſe,

He anſwers and fulfils

His father's broken laws ;

Believingfouls

Now free are fet ;

For Chriſt has paid

Their dreadful debt.

5 Their Advocate appears

Fortheirdefence on high ;

The Father bows his ears,

Andlays his thunderby:

Notall that hell

Orfincanfay

Shall turn his heart,

Hislove away.

6 Then let our fouls arife,

And tread the tempter down ;

Our Captain leads us forth

To conquest and a crown :

Afeeble ſaint

Shall win the day,

Tho' death and hell

Obftruct theway.
HYMN
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HYMN XLV.

ANOTHER.

OIN all the glorious names

Ofwisdom, love and pow'r,

That mortals ever knew,

That angels ever bore :

Allart too mean

To speak his worth,

Too mean to fet

Our Saviour forth.

2 But O what gentle terms,

What condeſcending ways,

Doth our Redeemer uſe,

To teach his heav'nly grace !

My foul with joy

Andwonderſee,

What forms of love 1

He bears for thee !

3 Great Prophet ofourGod,

Ourtongues would bleſs thy name :

By thee thejoyful news

Ofour ſalvation came ;

Thejoyful news ..

Offins forgiv'n,

Ofhell fubdu'd

Andpeace with heav'n.

4Jeſus, ourgreat high-prieft,

Offer'dhisblood and dy'd;

Thou guilty finner ſeek

No facrifice beſide :

His pow'rful blood

Didonce atone,

Andnow itpleads

Before the throne.

D

1

Thous
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5Thoudear almightyLord,

Our conqu'ror and ourking,
Thy ſcepter and thy fword,

Thy reigning grace we fing ;

Thine is the pow'r ;

Omaywe fit,

Inwillingbonds

Beneath thy feet !

}

HYMN XLVI.
: i

9

Acceſs to the Throne of Grace by a

Mediator .

OME let us lift ourjoyful eyes

CO to the courts above,

And smile to fee our Father there

Upon a throne oflove.

2 Once 'twas a feat ofdreadful wrath,

And ſhotdevouring flame;

OurGod appear'd confuming fire,

Andveng'ance was his name.

3 Rich were thedrops ofJeſu's blood

Thatcalm'dhis frowning face,

That ſprinkled o'er the burning throne,

Andturn'd the wrath to grace.

4Nowwemaybow before his feet,

And venture near the Lord ;

No fiery cherubguards his Seat,

Nordouble-flaming ſword.

5 The peacefulgates ofheavenly blifs,

Are open'dby the Son,

High let us raiſe our notes ofpraiſe,

Andreach the almighty throne :

To



(39)

6To thee ten thousand thanks we bring,

Great Advocate on high ;

Andglory to th' eternal King.

That lays his fary by.

HYMN XLVII.

CHRIST'SCompaffion for the tempted.

W
ITHjoy we meditate thegrace

Ofourhigh-prieſt above;

His heart is made oftendernefs,

His bowels melt with love.

3 Touch'd with aſympathywithin,

He knows our feeble frame ;

He knows what fore temptations mean,

For he hath felt the same.

3 He, inthe days offeeble fleſh,

Pour'd out his cries and tears,

And in his meaſure feels afreſh

What every member bears .

4He'll never quench the ſmoaking flax,

But raiſe it to a flame;

The bruiſed reed he never breaks,

Nor ſcorns the meanest name.

5.Thenlet our humble faithaddreſs
His mercy and his pow'r ;

We shall obtain deliv'ring grace.

In the diſtreſſing hour.

L

HYMN XLVIII.

Salvation by Grace,

!

ORD, we confefs our num'rous faults,

How great our guilt has been;

Foolish and vain were all our thoughts,

And all our lives were fin..

2
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2 But, Omyfoul, for ever praiſe,

For ever love his name,

Whoturns thy feet from dang rous ways,

Offolly, finand ſhame.

3 'Tis notby works ofright'ouſneſs,

Which our own hands have done;

Butwe are fav'd by ſov'reign grace

Abounding thro' his Son.
:

4'Tisfrom the mercy of ourGoD

Thatall ourhopes begin ;

'Tisby thewater and theblood

Our fouls are wash'd from fin.

5'Tis thro' the purchase ofhis death,

Whohung upon thetree,

The Spirit is fent down to breathe

Onfuchdrybones as we.

6 Rais'd from the dead we live anew,

Andjuftify'dby grace ;

Weshall appear in glory too,

And fee our Father's face.

S

HYMN XLIX.

SALVATION.

ALVATION !Othejoyful found !

'Tispleaſure to our ears ;

Afov'reign balm for ev'ry wound,

Acordial for our fears .

2Buried in forrow and in fin,

Athell's dark door we lay,

But we arife by grace divine

To fee aheav'nly day.

Salvation
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3 Salvation ! let the eccho fly๐

The ſpacious earth around,

While all the armies ofthe ſky

Conſpire to raiſe the found.

M

HYMN L.

God all, and in all.

YGOD, my life, my love,

To thee, to thee I call,

I cannot live ifthou remove,

For thou art all in all.

2-Thy ſhining grace can cheer

Thisdungeonwhere I dwell ;

'Tis paradifewhen thou art here,

Ifthou depart, 'tis hell.

3 The ſmilings ofthy face,

How am'able they are !

'Tis heav'n to reſt in thine embrace,

And no where else but there.

4To thee, and thee alone,

The angels owe their bliſs ;

They fit around thy grac'ous throne,

Anddwell where Jeſus is.

5.Not all the harps above
Canmake aheav'nlyplace,

IfGOD his reſidence remove,

Orbut conceal his face :

6 Nor earth, nor all the ſky,

Can one delight afford;

No, not a drop of real joy

Without thyprefence, Lord.

7Thou art the fea of love

Where allmy pleaſures roll,

D The
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The circle where mypaſſions move,

And centre ofmy foul.

8 To thee my ſpirits fly

With infinite defire,

And yethow far from thee I lie ;

DearJeſus raife me nigher.

W

HYMN LI.

Redemption by CHRIST.

HEN the firſt parents of our race

Rebell'd, and loft theirGop,

Andthe infection of their fin

Had tainted all ourblood :

2 Infinite pity touch'd the heart

Ofthe eternal Son ;

Deſcending from theheav'nly court

He left his Father's throne,

3 Afide the Prince ofGlory threw

Hismoſt divine array,

Andwrap'dhis Godhead in aveil

Ofour inferior clay.

4 His living pow'r, and dying love,

Redeem'd unhappymen,

And rais'd the ruins ofour race

To life andGod again.

5 To thee, dear Lord, our fleſh and foul

Wejoyfully refign ;

Bleft Jefus, take us for thy own,

Forwe are doubly thine.

6Omay thine honour ever be

Thebus'nefs ofourdays ;

Inflameourhearts, aſſiſt our tongues,

To ſpeak thyworthypraife!

HYMN
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A

HYMN LII.
:

The Robe of Righteouſneſs.

WAKEmy heart, arife my tongue,

Prepare a tuneful voice ;

InGod, the life of all myjoys,

Aloud will I rejoice.

2 'Tis he adorn'd my naked foul,

And made falvation mine ;

Upon a poor polluted worm

Hemakes his mercies ſhine.

3 And left the ſhadow ofa ſpot

Should on my foul be found,

Hetook the robe the Sav'our wrought

And caſt it all around.

4Howfar this heav'nly robe exceeds

What earthly princes wear !

Theſe ornaments how bright they ſhine !

Howwhite the garments are !

5 The Spiritwrought my faith and love,

Andhope and ev'ry grace ;

But Jeſus ſpent his life to work

The robe ofrighteouſneſs .

6 Strangely, my foul, art thou array'd

Bythegreat facred three!

In ſweetest harmony ofpraise,

Letallthypow'rs agree.

HYMN
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HYMN LIII.

The Love of CHRIST conſtraineth us,

2Cor. v. 14.

HA
APPY the heart where graces reign,

Where love inſpires the breaft

Love is the brightest ofthe train,

And strengthens all the reſt.

2 Knowledge, alas ! is all in vain,

And all in vain our fear ;

Our stubborn fins will fight and reign,

Iflovebe abſent there.

3'Tis lovethat makes our active feet
In ſwift obedience move ;

Thedevils know, and tremble too,

But fatan cannot love.

4.This is the grace that lives and fings,

Whenfaith and hope ſhall ceaſe ;

'Tis this ſhall ſtrike ourjoyful ſtrings
In the ſweet realms ofblifs .

5 Beforewe quite forſake our clay,

Or leave this poor abode,

Thewings oflove bear us away...

To fee our smilingGon .

HYMN LIV.

Strife in Heaven.

N heaven's court aqueſtionroſe,

:

INWhich rais'd a ftrifethat ne'er ſhallclofe

Which rank of all the ranſom'd race

Oweshighest praiſe to ſov'reign grace ?

Infants
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7

2Infants herecaught fromwomb and breaft

Claim right to fing above the reft ;

As finding foon the happy ſhore,

They never faw nor foughtbefore.

3 Others arriv'd atriperage,

Before they left the earthly ſtage,

Thinkgrace deferves yet higher praiſe,.

That wash'd theblots ofnum'rousdays.
:

4 'Tis I, ſays one, 'bove all my race

Amdebtor moſt to glor'ous grace :

The chiefof finners you'll allow,

Shouldbe the chief of fingers now.

5-Afecond cries, this claim forbear,

Lo, I'm the greatest wonder here ; i

For I ofall the race that fell,

Deſerv'd the lowest place inhell.

6 Another riſes by his fide,

As fond to praife, and free ofpride;

Cries, all giveplace, for I defy,
You all should owe ſuch thanks as I

7Whatwill no rival-finger yield

Hehas an equal in the field ?

Comethen, and let us all agree,

Topraiſeuponthe highest key.

HYMN LV.

7

The Sufferings of CHRIST..

S thereI athing beneath the ſky,
Cancomfortbring, or fatisfy,

Butmy dear Sav'ours wounds ?

Here is a ſweet and conftant peace,

Atreafure full ofrichest grace,

Allelſe are emptyfounds.

i

(

Attend
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2.Attend, my foul, fink downwith ſhame

Before his face, who only came

To fuffer, bleed anddie ;

Othink upon thy fin and guilt,

For which his precious blood was ſpilt,

Thou didst him crucify.

3 See, thou vile piece offinful duſt,

Thydearest Lord ſweat for thy lust,

Till drops ofblood falldown :

Who inthe garden proſtrate lies !

Obſerve his mournful pray'r and cries,

Markev'ry tear andgroan.

4 I'm lost inwonder and amaze,

Here I'll beg leave to ſtand andgazé

Whilfthis fad cup comes ongo ml )

Howheavy is the weighthe bears, I

His foul's oppreſft with grief and tears,

Ev'nGod's beloved Son!...

5 Lord, doſt thou ſuffer thus forme ?

Doft thou feel allthis mifery,

To give me life and peace ?..

Thenletmebear it on myheart..

My all is purchas'd with thy ſmart,

Thyblood figns myreleaſe.

6 Iſee my Lord dragg'd like a thief,

Amidst contempt, and ſtripes and grief,

For me a facrifice.

Faſten'd unto the shameful wood,

Deſpis'dby men, and bath'd in blood,

So dear my ranſom-price !

7 Andyet again my foul doth ſee

O'erdeath he hath the victory,

And fits atGop's right-hand,

Aprieſt for ever to remain ;

Hethatwasdead now lives again,

His kingdom faſt ſhall ſtand..

Behold
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8Behold in heav'n all bow the knee

To him whohung upon the tree,

And adoration pay :

Then, Omy soul, do thou aſpire,

Inheart and mind to join this choir,

AndthydearLord obey.

HYMN LVI.

The Love of CHRIST.

TEACH me more ofthy blentways,wond'rous lamb of

And fix and root me in the grace

So dearly bought with blood.

:

2 O tell me often ofeach wound,

Ofev'ry ſmart and pain ;

Andlet myheart with joy confefs

Fromhence comes all mygain.

3 For this ſtill let me freely count

Whate'er I have but loſs ;

And ev'ry name, and ev'ry thing

Compar'd with thee, butdroſs.

4 Whence is it, merciful high-prieft,

That thou didstbleed for me ?

Me, full of fin and void ofworth,

The cauſe was all in thee.

5 Thy tender heart could not endure

To fee me helpleſs lie ;

To fee me fall a prey to death,

Thyſelfwould'ſt ratherdie.

6 Engrave this deeply onmyheart,

With aneternal pen ;

That Imayinmy îmalldegree

Return thy love again.

But
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Butwho canpay ſo highadebt,

Or equal love like thine ?

Thou waſt whenforelywounded thus

Aperfon all divine.

Oh, rathergive medaily more,

More ev'ry hour to fee,

That thou abount'ous giver art,

Imustadebtor be.

HYMN LVII.

From Solomon's Song. Ch. v.

W
HEN to ſtrangers I proclaim.

Great Emmanuel's lovely name,

Scornful they accoſt me thus,

What is thy Beloved to us ?

2Daughters of Jerus'lem hear,

Turn not a contempt'ous ear ;

Glad experience ſhall impart

Whyhe ſo attracts my heart!

:

3 White and ruddy he appears

Chiefamong ten thousand fairs ;

All his form from blemish free,

All together lovely he.

4As the lilly vales diſcloſe,

Or rude thickets bleſs the roſe,

Inthe vale ofguilt and ſhame,

Sobleſs I my Saviour's name,

5Myrrh andand camphiregladthe ſenſe,

Od'rous breaths the frankincense ;

Mid-day ſhadeof ſpreading tree,

So is Jeſus ſweet to me.

6 Fairer thanthe fons ofmen,

Fullofgracehis lips are ſeen.

Faithful
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Faithful ſtill, my Lord, I prove,

All his banners o'er me love,

7 Theſe the virtues which commend

My Beloved and my Friend :

Sure his worth if others knew,

Allthe world would love him too.

S

HYMN LVIII.

Solomon's Song. Chap. 8.

Seeking after Chrift.

WEET guardian ofmy days, attend,

My Lord, my Husband, and my Friend;

Jeſu, fainwould I mark my guide,

Andfetmeconſtant at thy fide.

2 Whilst o'er the lonesome waſte, Imove,

Nature's wild ſtate, where others rove,

I lean on thee, thy prefence chears,

And I a while forget my fears.

3 But foon my trembling ſteps muſt err,

Ifthou, companion, be not near ;

Great Comforter, my griefs ſurvey,

And let thy arm uphold my way.

4Thedearmemorials ofthy love,

Still let my fainting ſpirits prove:

That love, which ſtrong as death, hath ſtood,

Thy fire unquench'd amidst the flood.

5 Fix'd in thymem'ry let me ſtand,

Agrateful feal upon thy hand :

Let not thy kindneſs once depart,

Engrave and ſtamp it onmyheart!

6 Till the day breaks, and ſhadows flce,

Anddoubts and dangers leave me free,

E

Thy
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Thypleaſing converſe let mehear,

Thy friendly voice to glad my ear.

7Turn, myBeloved, turn this way,

Let not thy chariot long delay ;

Fly like the bounding hart or roe,

O'er the rich hills where ſpices grow.

HYMN LIX.

Everlasting Love.

THO's he ſhall bear me back to trace

Theutmoſt ſprings ofſaving grace ?W
How far extendeddothey lie ?

Impenetrable mystery !

2Orwho ſhall lead me to explore

The mighty bliſs which lies before ?

Backward or forward if Imove,

Both ways alike, 'tis boundless love.

3 The poor perſpective in my hand

Can.but a flender part command ;

My vapour'd glaſs, obſcurely bright,

Butdimly brings it to my fight.

4Yet inour houſe ofclay we prove

The tokens of Jehovah's love ;

Tho' we can ne'er the ſpring diſcloſe,

We tafte the river as it flows.

5Conſcious eternal gifts alone

Canby eternity be known ;

Theparts which lie to view we feize,

Andbleſs the donor's hand for theſe.

6 Such is the taste, I thirst for more,

Wiſh Pisgah-proſpects every hour !

Therewouldmy foul out-fly the wind,

Andleavethe leſs'ning world behind.

HYMN
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A

HYMN LX.

Excellency of CHRIST .

TTEND, my foul, Emanuel's worth,

Inthe bright forms that ſet him forth :

What beauty nature's ſtores afford,

Arethe ſweet emblems ofmy lord.

2 Is he the bright the morning-ſtar ?

He points the great falvation near ;

He ſhews the tedious night is gone,

And leads a dawn immortal on.

3 Is he the Son of Righteouſneſs ?

Howwarm his beams oflove and grace !

His fmiling preſence makes myday,

Andchaſes allmy clouds away..

4 Sweeter to me his beautyglows,

Than fragrant Sharon's blushing roſe :

Refreſhing as the living brook,

Or shadow of fome mighty rock.

5 Is he a tow'r ? when trouble's nigh,

For refuge to his name I fly ;

Whilft threat'ning hosts invain appear,

To force my fanctuaryhere.

6An altar, or a mercy-feat ?

Still hither tend myjoyful feet :

Tohim I ſpread my hands abroad,

The center where I meet myGOD .

7 Oh! could the world more types afford,

More could not fully paint my Lord :

Not earth, nor heav'n can reach the whole,

His matchless value to my foul,

HYMN
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H

HYMN LXI.

TheGofpel-Feaft.

ITHER, ye poor, ye fick, ye blind,

Afin-diforder'dtrembling throng :

Toyou the gospel calls, to you

Meſſiah's bleſſings allbelong.

2 The rich, the righteous, feel nowant,

But ſcornful ſhun the gen'rous feast ;

Whilfthungryempty fouls growfull,

And share withjoy the ſweet repaſt.

3 'Twas with their griefs Meffiah groan'd,

'Twas with their guilt his foul was try'd :

Their punishment be took, hebore,

Andfinners liv'dwhenJeſus dy'd.

4Reaſon's and virtue's boastful fons,

Derive nobleſſings from his tree ;

For finners only Jeſus died,

Then fure I hear he died for me.

5Now tomy fight falvation clears,

Iview the gifts oflove divine :

Asheav'nwas higher than the earth,

So were redeeming thoughts thanmine.

6Awake my heart, arife my foul,

Andjoin the praiſeful choirs above ;

Nothing ſhall tune my future ſong

Butheav'nly wisdom, heav'nly love.

HYMN
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HYMN LXII.

Iwill go out in the Strength of the Lord, and

make mention of thy Righteouſneſs, of

thine only.

Ο
F Chriſt our right'ouſneſs we fing,

To him our hearty bleſſings bring :

To him we honour give alone,

And chant his name around the throne.

2 On all beſides his preciousblood,

On all beſides the Son ofGOD,

Wetrample boldly, and disclaim

All other ſaviours, but the Lamb.

3 The idol of self-right'ouſneſs,

We now disown; and now confefs

No right'ouſneſs , but his who dy'd,

By faith to all his feed apply'd.

4 To Jeſus evermore we fing,

Our crucify'd exalted King ;

Andnought would mention hence or own,

But Jeſu's right'ouſneſs alone.

HYMN LXIII.

☐ Ifrael, thou hast destroyed thyself; but in

me is thine Help.

W
HEN I'm in bondage, thenI fee

How rightly this is charg'don me,

Thou hast thyself destroy'd :

Sowhenmy Sav'ours love I view,

Andfreedom have, I fee 'tis true,

Thy help is inthyGOD.

E3
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2 Inev'ry change ofmind and frame,

Idare notthee, my maſter, blame,

Iknow myſelf's in fault ;

Thou art the fame tho' I decay

And change and turn ten times a day,

I knowthou changeſt not.

:

3 A faviour always thee I prove,

For ever full ofgrace and love,

Whene'er my fin I fee ;

Tho' I myself in darkness lead,

Andfillmy foul with guilt anddread

Thou always fet'ſt me free.

4 I find my help and ſtrength art thou,

I far from thee ſhould daily go,

But thou in thy dear hand

Preſerv'ſt me ſtill : O ! ſtill me keep

Among thy choſen fellowship,

Till I'm in Canaan's Land.

HYMN LXIV.

1

Following Chrift, the Sinner's Way to Gon.

J
ESUS, my all, toheaven is gone,

He that I plac'd myhopesupon ;

His track I fee-and I'll purſue

The narrowway, till him I view.

3 Theway the holy prophets went,

The road that leads from banishment,

The King's high-way ofholineſs

I'll go ; for all the paths are peace .

3 No ſtranger may proceed therein,

No lover ofthe world, and fin ;

No lion, nodevouring care ;

No rav'nous tyger ſhall be there.

Noi
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4No ; nothing maygo up thereon

But travelling fouls, and I am one :

Way faring men to Canaan bound,

Shall only inthe way be found.

5 Nor fools, by carnalmeneſteem'd,

Shall err therein ; but they redeem'd

In Jeſu's blood, ſhall ſhew their right

To travel there till heav'n's in ſight.

6 This is the way I long have fought,

And mourn'd, because I found it not ;

My grief, my burden, longhave been,

Because I could not ceaſe from fin.

7The more I ſtrove againſt its pow'r,

I finn'd and ſtumbled but the more ;

Till late I heard my Saviour ſay,

Comehither, foul, for I'm the way.

8 Lo glad I come, andthou dear Lamb,

Shall take me to thee as I am :

Nothing but fin Ithee can give,

Yethelp me, andthy praise I'll live.

9 I'll tellto allpoor finners round,
What a dear Saviour I have found ;

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

Andfay, Behold the way to GOD.

HYMN LXV.

Gon hath given him aName, which is above

every Name ; that at theName of JESUS,

every Knee ſhouldbow.

E

XALTED Saviour, who the loft

Doſt ſave unto the uttermoft,

By all the pow'rs ador'd ;

Angels and faints above agree,

Andwebelow to worship thee,

Our onlyGod and LORD.

3
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2Thousands ofholy martyrs praiſe,

OKing offaints, thy right'ous ways,

And flaughter'd infants join ;

While all theprophets company,

Andthe apostle's ſenate cry,

To thee in ſongs divine. こ

3 Twelve times twelve thousand virgins tune

Their golden harps to thee alone ;

When lo ! the glorious found,

By confeffors, anum'rous croud,

Andall redeemedby thyblood,

Iseccho'd all around.

4The Churches militant,the fame,

Sing loudly thy eternal fame,

Ofpotless Lamb ofGOD !

Intime, and in eternity,

Gracewillwe shout ! andglory cry

To Jeſus, and hisblood.

HYMN LXVI.

The Love of Chriſt ſhed abroad in the Heart.

C
OME, dearest Lord, deſcend and dwell.

By faith andlove in ev'ry breaſt ;

Then ſhall we know, and taſte, and feel

Thejoys that cannotbe expreft.

2Come fill ourhearts withinward ftrength,

Makeour inlarged fouls poſſeſs,

Andlearntheheighth, and breadth, and length:

Ofthine unmeaſurable grace.

3NowtotheGod whoſe pow'r cando

More than our thoughts or wishes know,

Be everlasting honours done

Byall the church, thro' Chriſt his Son.

HYMN
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HYMN LXVII.

>

Godly Sorrow, arifing from the Sufferings of

CHRIST.

A
LAS! anddid my Sav'our bleed,

And did my Sov'reign die ?

Would he devote that ſacred head

For fuch a worm as I ?

2 Thy body flain, ſweet Jeſus, thine,

Andbath'd in its ownblood,

While all expos'd to wrath divine

Theglor'ous fufferer ſtood ?

3 Was it for crimes that I haddone

Hegroan'd upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond aegree :

4Wellmight the fun in darkneſs hide,

Andshut his glories in,

WhenGod the mighty maker dy'd
For man the creature's fin !

5 Thus might I hide myblushing face

Whilst his dear croſs appears ;

Diſſolve myheart in thankfulneſs,

Andmeltmy eyes to tears .

6 But drops ofgriefcan ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe ;

Here, Lord, I give myself away,

'Tis all that Icando.

HYMN
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HYMN LXVIII.

Salvation in the Croſs.

ERE at thy croſs, mydying GOD,

H Ilaymy foul beneath thy love,
Beneath the dropings of thy blood,

Jeſus, nor ſhall it e'er remove.

2 Not all that tyrants think or ſay,

With rage and light'ning in their eyes,

Norhell ſhallfright myheart away,

Should hell with all its legions rife.

3 Should worlds conſpire to drive me thence,

Moveless and firm this heart ſhould lie ;

Reſolv'd (for that's my laſt defence)

IfI must periſh, there to die.

4.Butspeak, my Lord, and calm my fear;

AmInot fafe beneath thy ſhade ?

Thy veng'ance will not ſtrike me here,

Nor fatandares my soul invade.

5 Yes, I'm fecurebeneath thyblood,

Andall my foes ſhall loſetheiraim;
Hoſanna to my dyingGon,

Andmybesthonours to his name,

HYMN LXIX.

Repentance flowing from the Patience of

GOD.

ANDare wewretches yetalive?Anddo ?

'Tis boundless, 'tis amazing love

Thatbears usup from hell !

The
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2 The Burdenofour weighty guilt

Would fink us down to flames,

Andthreatning veng'ance rolls above

To crush our feeble frames .

3 Almighty goodness cries, forbear,

And ſtrait the thunder ſtays :

Anddare we now provoke his wrath,

Andweary out his grace ?

4 Lord, we have long abus'd thy love ;

Too long indulg'd our fin ;

Our wounded hearts ev'n bleed to ſee

What rebels we have been.

5No more, ye lufts, ſhall yecommand,

No more will we obey ;

Stretch out, OGOD, thy conqu'ring hand,

Anddrive thy foes away.

HYMN LXX.

Repentance at the Croſs,

Ifmy foul was form'd for woe,

How should Iventmy fighs !

Sorrows might then like rivers flow

Fromboth my streaming eyes.

2 But for my fins my dearest Lord

Hung on th' accurſed tree,

And groan'd away a dying life

For thee, my soul, for thee.

3 Omay I hate thoſe lufts ofmine

That crucify'd myGod,

Thoſe fins that pierc'd, and nail'd his fleſh

Faſt tothe fatal wood.

4Yes, my redeemer, they ſhall die,

Thy grace has fo decreed,

Nor
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Make me to hate the guilty things
Thatmade my Sav'ourbleed.

5 Whilft with a melting broken heart

My murther'd Lord I view,

I'd raiſe revenge against my ſins,

And flay the murth'rers too.

HYMN LXXI.

Look on Him whom they pierced , and

I

mourn.

NFINITE Grief! amazing woe !

Behold my bleeding Lord !

Hell, and the Jews, conſpire his death,

Andus'dthe Roman ſword..

2 Oh the ſharp pangs ofſmarting pain

Mydear redeemer bore,

When knotty whips, and ragged thorns,

His facred body tore !

3 But knotty whips, and ragged thorns,

In vain do I accuſe;

In vain I blame the Romanbands,

Andthemore ſpiteful Jews :

4 'Twereyou, my fins, my cruel fins,

Hischief tormenters were ;

Each ofmy crimes became a nail,

Andunbeliefthe ſpear.

5'Twereyou that pull'd the veng'ance down

Upon his guiltleſs head:

Break, break, my heart ! Oburſt, mine eyes !

And let my forrows bleed.

6 Strike, mighty grace, my flinty foul,

Tillmeltingwaters flow,

Anddeep repentancedrown mine eyes

In undiſſembl'd woe.

HYMN
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HYMN LXXII.

C

CHRIST'S Commiffion.

OME, happy fouls, approach yourGop,

With new melodious ſongs ;

Come, render to almighty grace

The tribute ofyour tongues.

2 So ſtrange, fo boundless was the love

That pity'd dying men,

The Father ſent his equal Son

To give them life again,

3 Thy hands, dear Jeſus, were not arm'd

With a revenging rod,

No hard commiffion to perform

The veng'ance of aGod .

4 But all was mercy, all was mild,
And wrath forfook the throne

When Chrift on the kind errand came

And brought falvation down.

5Here, finners, you may heal your wounds,

And wipe your forrows dry ;

Truſt in the mighty Sav'our's name,

And you shall neverdie.

6Make, dearest Lord, our waiting fouls

Accept thine offer'd grace,

Yield tothe great Redeemer's love,

Andgive the Father praiſe.

HYMN LXXIII .

:

GloryandGrace in the Perſon ofChrift.

OW to the Lord a noble fong ;

NAwake, hayfoul, awake my tongue,
Hoſanna to th' eternal name,

Andallhis boundless love proclaim !
F See
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2 Seewhere it ſhines inJeſu's face,

The brightest image ofhis grace ;

GOD in the perſon ofhis Son

Hath all his mightiest works out-done.

3 Grace, 'tis a ſweet, a charming theme,

Exult, my soul, at Jeſu's name !

Yeangels, dwell uponthe found ;

Yeheav'ns, reflect it to the ground !

4O that we all may reach the place

Where he unvails his lovely face !

Where all his beauties you behold !

And finghis name to harps ofgold !

HYMN LXXIV.

Our Comfort in the Covenant made with
1

CHRIST.

Ev'n when he hides his face ;

He trufts in our Redeemer's hands

His glory, and his grace.

ſtands ?

2.Then, why, my foul, theſe ſadcomplaints,
Since Chrift and thou art one?

ThyGod is faithful to his faints,

Is faithful to his Son.

3Beneathhis ſmiles myheart has liv'd,

And part ofheav'n poffeft ;

Ipraiſehis name for grace receiv'd,

And truſthim for the reſt.

HYMN
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I

HYMN LXXV.

Seeking after CHRIST.

GOD,Thirst, thou wounded Lamb of

To know the myst'ry ofthy blood :

Oteach me farther, teach me how

To thee alone my foul maybow.

2 Take my poorheart, and let it be

For ever clos'd to all but theé :

Seal thou my breast, and let me wear

Thypledge oflove for ever there.

3 How bleſt are they who ſtill abide

Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy bleeding ſide,

Who life and ſtrength from thence derive,

Andby thee move, and in thee live !

4 What are our works, but fin and death,

Till thou thy quick'ning Spirit breathe ?

Thy love alone could finners raiſe

From gates of hell to boundless grace.

5Howcan it be thou heav'nly King,

That thou ſhould'ſt us to glory bring ;

Make flaves the partners ofthy throne,

Anddeck them with a weighty crown !

6 Hence our hearts melt, our eyes o'erflow,

Our words are loſt, nor will we know,

Norwill we think ofoughtbefide

Our Lord, our Saviour, crucify'd,

7 Ah, Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought

Toknowthe wonders thouhast wrought :

Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongue to tell

Thy love immenfe, unſearchable.

Firft
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$ Firſt-born ofmany brethren thou,

To thee, lo, all our fouls we bow ;

To thee our hearts and hands we'd give,

Thinemaywedie, thine may we live.

HYMN LXXVI.

Without me ye can do nothing. John

W
HAT pains do finners take to trace

Theways to happiness andpeace

Before 'tis ontheir minds impreft,

ThatJeſus is the only reſt ?

2 His wounds ſtand open to receive

Such helpleſs ſinners as believe ;

Thither I fly with eager haſte,

Andkifo his croſs, andhold it faſt.

3 Strive I tomake my own self poor

Igetmuch pain, butnothing more :

Strive I in comforts to be great ?

Insteadofjoy I mis'ry meet.

4Among the creatures oft I rove,

And feek ofmen applaufe and love ;

My felf-willmurmurs diſcontent

Againft my Sav'our's government.

5 Whendangers rife, howfoon I ſtart,

Forget convictions in myheart ?

How oft in love and zeal abate,

Fall, and my very falls forget ?

6When I fee this, I can't expreſs

Whatmeltingthame, and yetwhat peace

Spring in myfoul, each from his fide,

Since for all this my Sav'our dy'd .

7 This works uponmyheart much ſhame,

Nowto love Chrift's is all my aim ;

And
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Andtho' toooft ſelf creeps between,

Yet felfand all things elſe are pain.

8 Compleat thy work, my gracious King,

My foul into that order bring,

Thatthou would'ſt have, that all inme

May to thy ſcepter bow the knee.

2

HYMN LXXVII.

Ο

The good Fight.

MNIPOTENT Lord,

My Sav'our and King,

Thy fuccour afford,

Thyright'ouſneſs bring ;

Thy promiſes bind thee

Compaffion to have,

Now, now let me find thee

Almighty to ſave.

Rejoicing inhope,

Andpatient in grief,

To thee I look up

For certain relief ;

I fear no denial ,

Nodanger I fear,

Nor ſtart from the tryal

While Jeſus is near.

3 I every hour

Injeopardy ſtand,

Butthou art my pow'r,

Andholdest my hand;

Whilft yet I am calling,

ThyfuccourI feel,

Itſaves me from falling,

Orplucks me from hell.

F3 h
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5

Oh ! who can explain

This ftruggle for life,

This travel and pain,

This trembling and ſtrife !

Plague, earthquake, and famine,

Andtumult, and war,

Thewonderful coming

OfJeſus declare.

For every fight

Is dreadful and loud ;

The warrior's delight

Is ſlaughter and blood,

His foes overturning

Till all ſhall expire ;

But this is with burning,

And fuel of fire .

6 YetGod is above

7

Men, devils, and fin ;

And Jeſus's love

The battle ſhall win :

So terribly glorious

His coming ſhall be,

His love all victor'ous

Shall conquer for me.

He all shall break thro',

His truth and his grace

Shall bring me into

The plentiful place ;

Thro' much tribulation,

Thro' water and fire,

Thro' floods oftemptation,

And flames ofdefire ,

8 On Jeſus's power

Till then I rely,

All evil before

His prefence ſhall fly >
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5

"Tis thro' my dear Sav'our

My fear ſhall depart,

And Jeſus for ever

Shall reign in my heart.

HYMN LXXVIII .

T

The Request.

day,HEE, Saviour, who me kept to

The Lamb that takes my fin away,

My thankful foul ſhallbleſs :

Thouworthy art, O Son ofGOD,

Ofendless praiſe, for thro' thy blood

I ſweetly reſt in peace..

2 I'll lay medown, and thou, my Lord,

With all thy angels me ſhall guard,

My foul to thee I truft :

Thou shalt (for thou art able) keep

Poor me among the fellowship

Offaints thro' thee madejuft.

3 No farther go to-night, but ſtay,

Dear Saviour, till the break of day,

Turn in, my Lord, with me ;

And inthe morning when Iwake,

Me in thy hand, my Jeſus, take,

And I'll go onwith thee,

F

HYMN LXXIX.

APrayer for Faith.

ATHER, I ſtretch my hands tothee,

Nootherhelp Iknow :

Ifthou withdraw thyself from me,

Ah! whither ſhall I go !

What
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2 What did thy only Son endure

Before Idrew my breath !

Whatpain, what labour to fecure

Myfoul from endleſs death !

3 OJefu, could I this believe,

Inow ſhould feel thy pow'r ;

Now my poor foul thou would'ſt retrieve,

Nor letme wait onehour.

4Author of faith, to thee I lift

Myweary, longing eyes ;

Olet me now receive that gift !

• My ſoal without it dies.

5Surely thou canst not letme die !

Oſpeak, and I ſhall live !

Andhere Iwill unweary'd lie

Till thou thy Spirit give.

6 The worst offinners would rejoice,

Couldtheybut fee thy face :

Olet me hear thy quick'ning voice,

Andtaſte thy pard'ning grace.

H

HYMN LXXX.

Faith in CHRIST .

OW fad our ſtate by nature is !

Our fin how deep it ſtains !

And fatanbinds our captive fouls

Faſt in his flaviſh chains .

2 But there's a voice ofſov'reign grace
Sounds from the facred word:

Ho! ye deſpairing finners come,

Andtruft upon the Lord.

3 My foul obeys th' almightycall,

And runs to this relief ;

Iwould
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Iwould believe thy promise, Lord !

Ohhelp my unbelief !

4To the bleft fountain ofthy blood,

IncarnateGOD, I fly ;

Here let me wash my spotted foul

From crimes of deepest die.

5 Stretch out thy arm, victorious King,

My reigning ſins ſubdue :

Drive the old dragon from his feat,

With his infernal crew.

6 Aguilty, weak, and helpless worm,

Into thy arms I fall ;

Bethou my ſtrength and right'ouſneſs,

MyJeſus, and my all .

L

HYMN LXXXI.

:

INCONSTANCY.

itbe,ORD, Jefu, when, when ſhall

That I no more ſhall break with thee !

Whenwill this war of paſſions ceafe,

Andmyfreefoul enjoy thy peace ?

2 Here I repent, and fin again ;

Now I revive, and now am flain ;

Slain with the ſameunhappy dart,

Which, Oh ! too often wounds myheart.

3 O Saviour, when, when ſhall I be

Agarden feal'd to all but thee ?

Nomore expos'd, no more undone,

But live and grow to thee alone ?

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

And draw me on with thy ſweet force :

Still makeme walk, ſtill make me tend,

By theemyway, to thee my end.

:

HYMN
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N

HYMN LXXXII.

Excellency of CHRIST .

ATURE with open volume ſtands,

To ſpread her Maker's praiſe abroad;

And ev'ry-labour ofhis hands

Shews fomething worthy ofourGoD .

2 But in the grace that reſcu'd man,

His brightest form ofglory ſhines ;

Here on the croſs 'tis fairest drawn

In precious blood, and crimfon lines.

3 Here his whole name appears compleat,

Norwit can gueſs, nor reaſon prove,

Which of the letters beſt is writ,

The pow'r, the wisdom, or the love.

4 Here I behold his inmoſt heart,

Where love and veng'ance ſtrangely join :

Piercing his Son with ſharpeſt ſmart,

To make the purchas'dbleſſings mine..

5 O the sweet wonders of that crofs ,

WhereGod the Sav'our lov'd and dy'd !'

Her nobleſt life my ſpirit draws

Fromhis dearwounds andbleeding fide.

6 Iwould for ever ſpeak his name

In founds to mortal ears unknown ;

With angelsjoin to praiſe the Lamb,

Andworship at his heav'nly throne.

C

HYMN LXXXIII.

Deſcription of CHRIST.

OME, worship at Emanuel's feet,

in his face what wonders meet !See

Worda
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Wordsare too feeble to expreſs

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 ſaints above,

Join'dby his fpirit, and his love.

3 Is he a vine ? his heav'nly root

Supplies the boughs with life and fruit.

O let a laſting union join

My foul, the branch, to Chriſt the vine !

4 Is he compar'd to wine or bread ?

Dear Lord, my soul would thus be fed.

That Fleſh, that dying blood ofthine

Is bread of life, is heav'nly wine.

5 Is he a rock ? how firm he proves !

The rock of ages never moves ;

But the ſweet ſtreams that from him flow,

Attend us all the defart thro' ,

6 Is he a fun; his beams are grace,

The courſe he runs is joy and peace ;

What healing in his wings appears

To chaſe our clouds, anddry our tears !

7When ſhall I climb thoſe higher ſkies,

Where ſtorms and tempefts never rife !

Where he unveils his lovely face,

And ſhines and reigns the God ofgrace!

8 Not earth, nor air, nor fun nor ſtars,

Nor heav'n his full resemblance bears :

His beauties we can never trace,

Tillwe behold him face to face.

HYMN
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F

HYMN LXXXIV.

Breathing after CHRIST.

AR from my thoughts, vain world, be

Letmy religious hours alone :

Fainwould I now my Sav'our fee,

Iwait a vifit, Lord, from thee.

2 Myheart grows warm with holy fire,

Andkindles with a pure defire ;

Come, ſweet Redeemer, from above,

And feast my foul with heav'nly love.

3 The trees of life immortal ſtand,

Inverdant rows at thy right-hand ;

And inſweet murmurs by thy fide,

Rivers of bliſs perpetual glide.

4 Hafte then, but with a smiling face,

And ſpread the table ofthy grace :

Bring down a taste of truth divine,

And chear myheartwith facred wine.

5 Bleft Jefu, what delicious fare !

How rich thy entertainments are !

Neverdid angels taſte above

Redeeming grace and dying love.

6 Hail, great Emanuel, all divine,

In thee thy Father's glories ſhine!

Thou brightest, ſweetest, fairest one,

That eyes have ſeen, or angels known !

gone,

HYMN
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Z

HYMN LXXXV.

The Church aGarden,

ION'S
a garden wall'd around,

Chofenandmade peculiar ground,

Alittle ſpot inclos'd by grace

Outofthe world's wild wilderneſs,

2 Like ſpicy trees believers ſtand,

Plantedby analmighty hand,

Andall the ſprings in Zion flow

Tomake the rich plantation grow.

3 Awake, O heav'nly wind, and come,

Blow on this garden ofperfume,

Spirit divine, deſcend and breathe

Agracious gale onplants beneath.

4 Make our beſt ſpices flow abroad,

Agrateful incenſe to our GoD ;

Let faith, andlove, andjoy appear,

And ev'ry grace be active here.

{

5 The King into his garden comes ,

Well pleas'd to ſmell our poor perfumes ;

Andcalls us to a feaſt divine,

Sweeter than honey, milk or wine.

6. Eat ofthe tree of life, my friends,

The treasurewhichmyFather ſends;

• Your taſte ſhall all my dainties prove,

Anddrink abundance ofmy love:

7 Jeſus, we will attend thyboard,

Andfing the bounties ofour Lord ;

But the rich food on which we live,

Demandsmore praiſe thantongue cangive.

G HYMN
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J

HYMN LXXXVI.
:

CHRIST our Sanctification.

ESU, my Lord, thyſelfapply,

Thy quick'ning Spirit breathe ;

Myvile affections crucify,

Conformme to thydeath.

2 Conqu'ror of hell, anddeath, and fin,

Withmy rebellion ſtrive ;

Enter my foul, and work within,

Kill thou, and make alive.

3More ofthy life I pray to have,

As the oldAdam dies :

Bury me, Saviour, in thy grave,

That Iwith thee mayrife.

4 Reign in me, Lord, my foes controul,

That would refuſe thy ſway :

Diffuſe thy image thro' my foul,

Andbring the perfect day.

5 Scatter the laſt remains offin,
And feal me thine abode :

Ofet me purify'd within,

Atemple fit forGOD.

6My root ofholiness thou art,
For faith hath made thee mine :

With all thy fulneſs fillmyheart,

Till all I am is thine.

A

HYMN LXXXVII.

WONDER.

NDcan it be that I ſhould gain

An int'reſt in the Sav'our'sblood !..

Died
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Dy'dhe for ſuch as caus'd his pain,

Sinners, who him to death purſu'd.

2 'Tis myſt'ry all, Meſſiah dies !

Who can explore his ſtrange defign ?

In vainthe cur'ous ſeraph tries

To found the depths oflove divine,

3 He left his Father's throne above,

So free, ſo infinite his grace !

Empty'd himselfof allbut love,

Andbled for adeſpairing race.

4 Longmy impris'on'd ſpirit lay

Faſt bound innature's anxious night :

Jeſus has ſhed a healing ray,

Andbrought me to the joyful light.

Nocondemnation now Idread,

Since heav'n's free gift hath made himmine;

Ilive inhim my second head,

Arry'd in right'ouſneſs divine.

6ButOh! leflove inſpire mysoul,

Becauſe myGoD doth not condemn ;

Let gratitude mythoughts controul ;

Let me not live to ſelf, but him.

HYMN

C

LXXXVIII.

Calling to follow JESUS.

OME, my father's family,

Ye ranfom'dofthe Lord;

Come, ye finners, who with me

Are ev'ry where abhor'd ;

Let us gladly trace his ſteps,

Who fuffer'ddeath among theJews,

Who the friendleſs ſoul accepts,

Whom all beſide refuſe.

Jeſus
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2

3

Jeſus, the deſpis'd and mean,

Our Maſter let us own,

He the facrifice for fin,

The Sav'our he alone:

Letus take, and bear his croſs,

Deſpis'ddifciples letus be,

Mock'd and flighted, as hewas

Foryou, my friends, andme.

Nonebut Jeſus will we fing,

None elfe will we adore ;

He, our Prophet, Prieſt andKing,

Shall be for evermore :

None among the heav'nly pow'rs,

Nor one on earth ourpraiſemay claim,

NonebutJeſus call we ours,

None but thebleeding Lamb.

HYMN LXXXIX.

CHRIST our Wisdom, Righteouſneſs, Sancti-

fication, andRedemption.

B

URIED inſhadows
ofthe night

We lie, till Chriſt reſtores the light ;

Wisdom deſcends to heal the blind,

And chaſe the darkness ofthe mind.

2 Our guilty fouls are drown'd in tears,

Till the atoning blood appears ;

Thenwe awake from deep diſtreſs,

And fing, the Lord our Right'ouſneſs .

3 Jeſus beholds where fatan reigns,

Binding his flaves in heavy chains,

He fets the pris'ners free, and breaks

The ironbondage from our necks,

Poor
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↑Poor helpless worms inthee poſſeſs

Grace, wisdom, pow'r, and right'ouſneſs ;

Thou art our mighty all, andwe

Give our whole ſelves, O Lord, to thee.

CO

HYMN XC.

Heaven begun on Earth.

OME yethat love the Lord,

And let your joys be known ;

Join inafong with fweet accord,

While ye furround his throne.

2 Let thoſe refuse to fing,

That never knew our GoD ;

But fervants ofthe heav'nly king

May ſpeak their joys abroad.

3 TheGon that rules on high,

That all the earth ſurveys,

That rides upon the stormy ſky,

Andcalms the roaring feas :

4This awfulGod is ours,

Our father, and our love ;

Thou wilt ſenddownthy heav'nly pow'rs,

To carry us above.

5There we ſhall ſee thy face,

And never, never fin :

There from the rivers ofthy grace,

Drink endleſs pleaſures in.

6 Yea, andbefore we riſe

To that immortal ſtate,

Thethoughts ofſuch amazingblifs

Shouldconſtant joys create.

7Themen ofgrace have found,

Glorybegun below ;

G3
Celestial
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Celestial fruits on earthly ground

From faith and hope maygrow.

8 Then let our songs abound,

Andev'ry tear be dry ;

We'remarching thro' Emanuel's ground,

To fairer worlds on high.

HYMN XCI.

CHRIST worſhipped by all Creatures.

OME let

CWith
usjoinour chearful fongs

With angels round the throne ;

Ten thousand thousands are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2 Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry,

To be exalted thus ;

Worthy the Lamb, our hearts reply,

Forhe was flain for us.

3 Jeſus is worthy to receive

Honour and pow'r divine ;

Andbleſſings, more than we can give,

Be, Lord, for ever thine.

4The whole creation join in one
To bleſs the ſacred name

Ofhim that fits uponthe throne,

Andto adore the Lamb.

HYMN XCII.

Juſtifying Righteouſneſs.

Jeſu'sform

No comelineſs or beauty fee ;

His



( 79 )

His facred name,by others priz'd,

Was taſteleſs ſtill, anddead to me.

2 Mencall'd me chriſtian, and my heart

Onthis delufion fondly ſtay'd ;

Moral my hope, my faviour felf,

Tillmighty grace the cheat diſplay'd.

3.Thanks to the hand thatwak'd my dream,

That ſhew'd me wretched, naked, poor;

That sweetly led me to the Rock,

Where all falvation ſtands fecure.

4Glad I forfook my right'ous pride,

My tarnish'd, filthy, finfuldress ;

Exchang'd my of away for Chrift, 10 :

And find a robe of right'ouſneſs. Sund

5 The pure immortal realms above

Alone admit the ſpotless claim ;

Thankful my foul accepts the gift,

And loves my benefactor's name.

6 So the ſtarv'd beggar, pinch'd with cold,

Atlength frompugnantwant releas'd,

Owns the kindhandthat cloaths his limbs,

And fets the ſtarveling to a feaft.

7 Refresh'd, I thought myjoy compleat,

When lo ! Emanuel's bounties rife ;

Still freſh diſcov'ries he unfolds,

The lovely treafures yet furprize.

8 O hafte, Redeemer, bring the end,

Let not thy chariot-wheels delay !

Removemefrom inferior joys ,

Andheav'n-ward kiss my foul away.

HYMN
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'T

HYMN XCIII.

It is finiſhed.

IS finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid,

Andmeekly bow'd his dying head,

Whilft we this ſentence ſcan ;

Come, finners, and obſerve the word,

Behold the conquest of our Lord

Compleat for helpleſs man.

2 Finish'd the right'ouſneſs ofgrace,

Finish'd for finners pard'ning peace,

Their mighty debt is paid :

Accufing law, cancel'd by blood,

Andwrath of an offended GOD,

In ſweet oblivion laid.

3 Whonow ſhall urge aſecond claim ?

The law no longer can condemn,

Faith a releaſe can ſhow :

Juſtice itſelfa friend appears,

The prison-houſe a whisper hears,

Looſe him, and let him go.

4Ounbelief, injurious bar,

Source oftormenting, fruitless fear,

Whydoſt thou yet reply ?

Where'er thy loud objections fall,

'Tis finish'd still ſhall anſwer all,

And filence ev'ry cry.

5 Behold, my foul, thy Saviour's taſk

Is finiſh'd just as thou would'ſt aſk,

Jis merit now embrace :

'Tis juſtice due to Jeſu's name,

To ground on him a fearless claim,

And triumph thro' his grace,
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6His toildivinely finiſh'd ſtands,

But ah ! the praiſe his work demands

Careful let me attend :

Conclufion to my foul be this,

Becauſe ſalvation finiſh'd is

My thanks ſhall never end.

HYMN XCIV.

The Pilgrim's Song.

ISE, myfoul, and ſtretch thy wings,

Thy better portion trace ;RIST
Rife from tranfitory things

T'wards heav'n, thy native place:

Sun, and moon, and ſtars decay,

Time ſhall foon this earth remove ;

Rife, my foul, andhafte away

To feats prepar'd above.

2 Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor ſtay in all their courſe ;

Fire afcending ſeeks the fun,

Both ſpeed them to their fource :

Sothe foul that's born ofGod,

Pants to view his glorious face ;

Upwards tends to his abode,

To reſt in his embrace.

3 Fly me riches, fly me cares,

Whilft I that coaft explore ;

Flatt'ring world, with allthy fnares,

Sollicit me no more.

Pilgrims fix not here their home ;

Strangers tarry but a night,

Whenthe last dear morn is come,

They'll rife to joyful light.

Ceafe
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4 Ceaſe, ye pilgrims, ceaſe tomourn,

Prefs onward to the prize ;

Soon our Sav'our will return

Triumphant inthe ſkies .

Yetaſeaſon and you know

Happy ent'rance will be giv'n,

All our forrows left below,

Andearth exchang'd for heav'n.

HYMN XCV.

The Brazen Serpent.

ITHW fiery ferpents greatly pain'd,

運

WhenIſra'l's mourningtribes complain'di

And figh'd to be reliev'd :

A ferpent ftrait the prophet made

Ofmoltenbraſs to view diſplay'd,

The patients look'd and liv'd.

2 But oh ! what healing to the heart

Does Jeſu's greater croſs impart!!"

Whatmed'cine there is prov'd!

A finner at his feet I stood,

The facred virtue of his blood

My fting ofdeath remov'd.

3 To reaſon's view ſo ſtrange effect,

The fouls ſelf-right'ous ftill reject,

Andperiſh in their pride ;

Not ſo the ſtung with ſin and law,

Theſe all their rich ſalvation draw

From Jeſu's bleeding ſide.

4May I yet view the matchleſs croſs,

Andother objects count but loſs,

No other gain explore ;

Here ſtill be fix'd my feaſted eyes,

Teemingwithtears ofglad ſurprize,

Andthankfully adore.

My
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3My foul ſhall makeher boast ofGOD,

And ſhew his ſaving pow'r abroad,

Whilst life and breath endure;

Ifra'l of old, and now no leſs,

The ſame indulgent grace confeſs,

The fame mirac'lous cure.

6 Hail, great Emanuel, balmly name,

Thy praise the ranſom'd will proclaim,

Theewe phyfician call :

We own no other cure but thine,

Thou the deliverer divine ;

Our health, our life, our all.

B

HYMN XCVI.

Divine Love.

Egone, vain world, myheart reſign,

For I canbe no longer thine ;

Anobler, a diviner gueſt,

Requires poſſeſſion ofmy breast.

2 My Sav'our's title is my all,

But ah ! the room is ſtill too ſmall ;

In vainyou temptmyheart to rove,

Afairer object claims my love.

3Atlast (alas, how late !) I've seen

One lovelier than the fons of men ;

The chiefest often thousands he,

Proportion all, and majesty.

4 All earthly beauties are but rays,

Which his bright form more full diſplays ;

All beſide him muſt diſappear,

He only good, he only fair.

5 Saviour, to thee myfoul aſpires,

Withholy breathings, warm defires :

To
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To theemy pantingheartwould move,

Omake it undivided love !

6Howdo thygrac'ous ſtreams of light

Ev'n thro' this veil refresh my fight !

When ſhall my priſon'd ſoul be free,

To find my all, my heav'n in thee !

M

HYMN XCVII.

GOD our Light in Darkneſs.

YGOD, the ſpringofallmyjoys,

The life ofmydelights,

The glory ofmy brightest days,

Andcomfortofmy nights:

2 In darkeſt ſhades ifthou appear,

Mydawning is begun :

Thou art my foul's bright Morning Star,

Andthou my riſing ſun.

3 The opening heav'ns around me ſhine

With beams of facred blifs,

IfJeſus ſhews his mercymine,

Audwhispers, " Iam bis. "

4My foulwould leave this heavy clay

At that tranſportingword;

Runupwithjoy the ſhining way,

To feek and praiſe my Lord.

*

5 Fearless ofhell, and ghaſtlydeath,

I'd break thro' ev'ry foe ;

The wings of love, and arms offaith

Wouldbear me conqu'ror thro' .

HYMN
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2

3

4

5

HYMN XCVIII.

TheTriumph ofFaith.

EJOICE, the Lord is King!

R Your Lord and King adore,
Mortals givethanks, and fing,

And triumph evermore :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice.

Jeſus, the Sav'our, reigns

The God of truth and love,

Whenhehad purg'd our ſtains,

He took his feat above :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I fay, rejoice.

His kingdom cannot fail,

He rules o'er earth and heav'n ;

The keys of death and hell

Are to our Jeſus giv'n :

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice .

He fits at God's right-hand

Till all his foes ſubmit,

And bow to his command,

And fall beneath his feet :

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice.

Rejoice in glorious hope,

Jeſus thejudge ſhall come,

And take his ſervants up

To their eternal home :

We foon thall hear th' archangel's voice,

The trump ofGod ſhall found, rejoice!

H

:

HYMN
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HYMN XCIX.

HEAD

ANOTHER.

EAD of the church triumphant !

Wejoyfully adore thee ;

Till thou appear,

Thymembers here

Shall fing like thoſe in glory.

We lift our hearts and voices

With bleſt anticipation,

Andcryaloud,

Andgive to GOD

The praise of our falvation.

2 While in affliction's furnace. (

And paſſing thro' the fire,

Thy love we praiſe,

Which knows our days,

And ever brings us nigher.

We clap ourhands exulting,

In thine almighty favour,

The love divine,

Which made us thine

Shallkeep us thine for ever.

3 Thou doſt conduct thy people

Thro' torrents of temptation,

Nor will we fear

Whilst thou art near,

The fire of tribulation.

Theworld with fin and fatan

Invainourmarch oppoſes ;

Bytheeweshall

Break thro' them all,

And fing the ſong ofMoses.

"

By
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4 By faith we fee thy glory

To which thou wilt reſtore us,

The croſs deſpiſe

For that high-prize

Which thou hast fet before us .

And ifthou count us worthy,

We each, as dying Stephen ,

Shall fee thee ſtand

AtGod's right-hand

To take us up to heaven.

W

HYMN C.

View of the Croſs.

HEN I furvey the wond'rous croſs

Onwhich the Prince ofGlory dy'd,

My richest gainI countbut loſs,

And pour contempt onall mypride.

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Chriſt, myGod :

Allthe vainthings that charm me moſt,

I'd facrifice them to his blood.

3 See from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down !

Did e'er fuch love and forrow meet,

Orthorns compofe ſo rich a crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a preſent far too ſmall :

Love ſo amazing, ſo divine,

Demands my foul, my life, my all.

HYMN
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H

HYMN CI.

Doubts ſcattered.

ENCE from mysoul, fad thoughts, be

gone,

And leave me to my joys ;

Mytongue ſhall triumph inmyGod,

Andmake ajoyful noiſe.

2Darkness and doubts had veil'd my mind,

Anddrown'd my head in tears,

Till fov'reign grace, with shining rays,

Difpell'd my gloomy fears .

3 Oh! what immortal joys I felt,

And raptures all divine,

When Jefus told me, I was his,

AndmyBelovedmine.

4Invainthe tempter frights my foul,

Andbreaks my peace in vain ;

Oneglimpfe, dear Saviour, of thy face,

Revives my joys again.

HYMN CII.

Defiring to love.

COME, Lord, andhelp me to rejoice,Inhope that I shall hear thy voice,

Shall oneday ſee myGod;

Shall ceaſe from all my fin and ftrife,

Handle and taste the word of life,

And feel the ſprinkled blood.

2 I ſhall not always make my moan,

Orworshipthee a God unknown ;

But I ſhall live to prove

Thy
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Thy people's reſt, thy ſaints' delight,

The length, andbreadth, and depth, and height,
۱

Of thy redeeming love.

3 Rejoicing now, in earnest hope,

Iſtand, and from the mountain top

See all the land below:

Rivers of milk and honey rife,

And all the fruits of paradiſe,

In endless plenty grow.

4A land of corn, and wine, and oil,

Favour'dwith God's peculiar ſmile,

With ev'ry bleſſingbleſs'd ;

There dwells the Lord our Righteouſneſs,

And keeps his own in perfect peace,

And everlasting reft.

5 O that I might at once go up,

No more on this fide Jordan ſtop,

But now the land poffefs ;

This moment end my legal years,

Sorrows, and fins, anddoubts, and fears,

Anhowling wilderness .

6 Now, oh my Joshua, bring me in,

Caſt out thy foes, the inbred fin,

The carnal mind remove ;

The purchase of thy death divide,

Andoh! with all the ſanctify'd,

Giveme a lot of love .

HYMN CIII.

Privileges ofGOD's Children.

LESSED are the fons ofGOD,

1

BTheyare bought with Chrift's own blood:
They are ranſom'd from the grave,

Life eternal they ſhall have.

H 3 Gop
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:

2 God did love them in his Son ,

Longbefore the world begun ;

They the feal ofthis receive

When on Jeſus they believe.

3 They are justify'd by grace,

They enjoy a folid peace ;

All their fins are waſh'd away,

They ſhall stand in God's great day.

4They produce the fruits ofgrace,

In the works ofright'ouſneſs ;

They are harmless, meek, and mild,

Holy, humble, undefil'd.

5 They are lights upon the earth,

Children of a heav'nly birth ;

Born ofGod, they hate all fin,

Gon's pure feed remains within.

6 They have fellowship with GOD ,

Thro' the Mediator's blood ;

One with Gon, with Jeſus one,

Glory is inthem begun.

7 Tho' they ſuffer much on earth,

Strangers quite to this world's mirth,

Yet they have an inwardjoy,

Pleaſure which cannever cloy.

8 They alone are truly bleſt,

Heirs ofGod, joint-heirs with Chrift ;

Withthem number'dmaywe be

Here, and in eternity!

HYMN CIV.

CHRIST'S Righteouſneſs.

For all my fins were thine :

Thydeath hath bought ofGod my peace,

Thy life hath made him mine.
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2 Spotless and just in thee I am ;

I feel my fins forgiv'n :

I taſte ſalvation in thy name,

And antedate my heaven .

3 For ever here my reſt ſhall be,

Cloſe to thy bleeding fide :

This is my hope, and all my plea,

For me the Sav'our died .

4 Mydying Sav'our, and myGod,

Fountain for guilt and fin,

Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

Andcleanſe, and keep me clean .

5 Waſh me, and feal me thus thine own,

Waſh me, and mine thou art ;

Waſh me, but not my feet alone,

My hands, my head, my heart.

6 Th' atonement ofthy blood apply,

Till faith to fight improve ;

Tillhope in full fruition die,

And all my foul is love.

HYMN CV.

They crucified Him.

Love divine, what hast thou done !

Th' immortal God hath dy'd for me :

The Father's co-eternal fon

Bore all my fins upon the tree :

Th' immortal God for me hath dy'd ;

My Lord, my love, is crucify'd !

2 Behold him, all ye that paſs by

The bleeding Prince of life and peace !

Come, fee, ye worms, your Maker die,

And fay, was ever grief like his ! +

Come



( 92 )

Come, feelwith me his blood apply'd,

My Lord, my love, is crucify'd !

3 Is crucified for me and you,

To bring us rebels back toGOD :

Believe, believe the record true,

That we are bought with Jeſu's blood ;

Pardon and life flow from his fide :

My Lord, my love, is crucify'd !

4Then let us fit beneath his croſs ,

Andgladly catch the healing ſtream ;

All things for him account but lofs,

Andgive up all your hearts to him ;

Ofnothing ſpeak or think befide :

My Lord, my love, is crucify'd !

HYMN CVI.

Pardon brought to our Senfes.

LORD, how divine the comforts are !How is

WhereJeſus ſpreads the facred feaft

Of his redeeming grace !

2 There the rich bounties of ourGod

And ſweetest glories ſhine;

There Jeſus ſays, that I am bis,

AndmyBeloved's mine.

3 Here, (fays the kind redeeming Lord,

And shews his wounded Side)

See here the ſpring of all your joys,

That open'd when I died .

4He ſmiles, and chears my mournful heart,

Andtells of all his pain ;

All this, fays he, I bore for thee,

Andthenhe ſmiles again.

What
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5 What ſhall we pay our heavenly King

For grace ſo vaſt as this ?

Hebrings our pardon to our eyes,

And feals it with a kifs.

6 Let ſuch amazing loves as theſe

Be founded all abroad ;

Such favours are beyond degrees,

And worthy of a God.

7 To him that wash'd us in his blood

Be everlasting praise,

Salvation , honour, glory, power,

Eternal as his days .

HYMN CVII.

Divine Love making a Feast, and calling in

theGuests..

H

OW sweet and awful is the place

With Chrift within the doors,

While everlasting love diſplays

The choiceft of her ſtores .

2 Here ev'ry bowel of ourGod

With ſoft compaſſion rolls :

Here peace and pardon, bought with blood,

Is food for dying fouls .

3 While all our hearts, and all our fongs,

Join to admire the feaft,

Each of us cry, with thankful tongues.

Lord, why was I a guest ?

4Whywas I made to hear thyvoice,

And enter while there's room ?

When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather ſtarve than come.

Twas
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5'Twas the fame love that ſpread the feaft,

That ſweetly forc'd us in :

Elſewehad ſtill refus'd to taste,

And periſh'd in our fin.

6 Pity the nations, O ourGod,

Constrain the earth to come ;

Send thy victorious word abroad,

Andbring the ſtrangers home.

7Welong to fee thy churches full,
That all the choſen race

May with one voice, and heart, and foul,

Sing thy redeeming grace.

HYMN CVIII.

ThyName is as the Ointment poured fourth,

therefore do the Virgins love Thee.

2

Ο
Verydear Lamb, ..

,

My Lord andmyGod,

Whoſe ſervant I am,

Redeem'd by thy blood ;

Ihear of thee never,

But it me revives,

Freſh ſtrength, my dear Saviour,

Thy name to me gives.

Whene'er I hear men

Make mention ofthee,

Andsay he was flain,

I anſwer, for me !

For me he was martyr'd,

And all who were loſt,

To bring back the ſcatter'd,

He gave up the ghost.

And
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3

4

5

Andwhen any ſpeak

Inpraise ofthy name,

My filence I break,

Andwho can me blame ;

For I'm his beloved,

He's mine I cry loud,

My fins he removed,

And drown'd in his blood.

Ah Jeſus, my reſt,

How happy am I,

Whene'er I am bleft

With thy company ?

I'd riſe up from princes,

Thy prefence to ſhare,

All, all mine offences ,

Ceaſewhen I am there.

Whatputs me to pain,

Then vaniſhes quite,

Nomore I complain,

For all things go right ;

IfJeſus be nigh me,

I nothing can need,

But that he prepare me

To foar to my head.

0

HYMN CIX.

Rejoicing in JESUS.

Jefus, ourKing,

Thyglorywe fing,

Thy rifing declare

:

Andjoin inthe pomp, andthe benefit ſhare,

Thy couqueſt we feel

O'er death, and o'er hell,

Redeem'd from the grave

We are bold to proclaim thee almightytofave,
We
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2

3

Weknow that our head

Is rifen indeed,

Thy record receive,

And rais'd by the pow'r ofthy Spirit we live.

The truth in our breafts,

Thy Spirit atteſts

Thy witneſs imparts

The first refurrection of faith in our hearts .

Thou hast conquer'd beneath

The ſharpness of death,

Our fouls to retrieve,

And open'd the kingdom to all that believe.

Believing on thee

We riſe from the tree,

And heav'nward move,

And fly to thy throne on the wings ofthy love.

4 Thy love that o'ercame

Our forrow and shame.

And ranſom'd our race,

And fent thee toGod to prepare us a place.

Follow after, it cries ,

To yon place in the ſkies,

By Emanuel led,

Follow after, and fuffer, and reign with yourhead

A

HYMN CX.

The New Creation.

TTEND, while God's eternal Son,

Doth in his glories ſhew :

• Behold, I fit upon my throne,

Creating all things new.

Nature
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2

• Nature and fin are paſt away,

•And the old Adam dies ;

•Myhands a new foundationlay :

• See a new world arife !

3 MightyRedeemer, ſet me free

From myold ſtate of fin ;

Omakemy foul alive to thee,

Create new pow'rs within !

4 Renew my eyes, and formmy ears,

And mould my heart a freſh ;

Giveme new paſſions, joys and fears,

And turn the stone to fleſh .

5 Far from the regions ofthedead,

From fin, and earth, and hell,

Inthe new world thy gracehath made

May I for ever dwell !

HYMN CXI.

Rejoicing in Chriſt the Believer's Sanctification .

z

3

S
TILL, Omy foul, prolong

The never-ceaſing ſong :

Chrift mytheme, myhope, myjoy,
His be all my happy days,

Praiſe, my ev'ry hour employ,

Ev'ry breath be ſpent in praiſe.

Hiswould I wholly be,

Who liv'd and dy'd for me :

Griefwas all his life below,

Pain and poverty, and loſs :

Mine the fins that bruis'd him ſo,

Scourg'd and nail'd him to the croſs

He bore our curſe and thrall,

Afpotless criminal ;

r Burthen'd
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4

5

$6

Burthen'd with a world ofguilt,

Blacken'd with imputed fin;

Man to fave, his blood was ſpilt,

Dy'd to make the finner clean.

Joinheav'n and earth tobleſs

The Lord our Right'ouſneſs !

Myſt'ry of redemption this,

This the Sav'our's ſtrange deſign-;

Man's offence was counted his,

Ours his right'ouſneſs divine.

Inhim complete we shine,

His death, his life is mine :

Fully am I justified,

Sav'd fromfin, from wrath ſet free;

Guiltleſs, ſince for me he died,

Right'ous fince he liv'd for me.

Jeſu, to thee I bow,

Save to the utmost thou !

Othe depth of love divine ;

Who thy wisdom's ſtores can tell !

Knowledge infinite is thine,

Allthyways unſearchable !

G

HYMN CXII.

To the TRINITY.

OD of unexhausted grace,

Of everlasting love,

O'erpower'd before thy face

I fall, anddare not move :

What haft thou for finners done,

For fo poor a worm as me ?

Thou haft giv'n thine only Son,

Tobring us back to thee !

2 Suff ring, fin- atoningGod,

Thy hallow'd name Ibleſs ;

Jefus
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Jeſus, laviſh ofthy blood,

Tobuy the ſinner's peace !

Guſhing from thy facred veins,

Let it now my soul o'erflow,

Purge out all my finful ſtains,

Andwashme white as ſnow.

3 HolyGhoſt, ſet to thy ſeal,

The life of Jeſus breathe,

Thedeep things ofGod reveal,

Apply my Sav'our's death :

With the Father and the Son,

Soon as one in thee I am,

Allmy nature ſhall make known

The glories ofthe Lamb.

4 Father, Son and HolyGhoſt,.

ThyGodhead we adore,

Joinwith the triumphant hoft

To praise thee evermore :

Livebyheaven and earth ador'd,

Three in one, and one in three,

Holy, holy, holy Lord,

Allglorybeto thee !

HYMN CXIII.

Invitation of Sinners to Chriſt .

For a thousand tongues to fing

My great Redeemer's praiſe !:

The glories ofmyGon and King,

The triumphs ofhis grace !

2 My gracious Maſter, andmyGOD,

Aſſiſt me toproclaim ;

To ſpread thro' all the earth abroad

Thehonours ofthyname.

3 Jeſus, the name that charms our fears,

Thatbids our forrows ceaſe ;

Tis
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'Tis 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 :

Hisblood can make the fouleſt clean ;

Hisblood avail'd for me.

5He speaks, and liſt'ning to his voice,

New life the dead receive ;

Themournful broken hearts rejoice,

Thehumble poor believe.

6 Hear him, ye deaf, his praiſe, ye dumb,

Your loofen'd tongues employ;

Yeblind, behold your Sav'our come,

Andleap, yelame, forjoy.

7 Look unto him, ye nations, own

YourGOD, ye fallen race !

Look, andbe ſav'd thro' faith alone,

Bejuſtified by grace.

L

HYMN CXIV.

APrayer to CHRIST,

AMB ofGOD for finners ſlain,

To thee I feebly pray,

Heal me ofmy grief and pain,

Otake my fins away ;

From this bondage, Lord, releaſe,

No longer let me be oppreft :

Jeſus, Maſter, ſeal my peace,

Andtakeme to thy breast.

2 Haſt thou not invited all

Who groan beneath their fin ?

Weary, I obey the call,

Andcome to be made clean :

Give
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3

Givemy burthen'd confcience eaſe,

Ograntme now the promis'd reſt :

Jeſus, Maſter, ſeal my peace,

And take me to thy breaft.

Wilt thou caft a finner out,

Whohumbly comes to thee ?

No, myGOD, I would notdoubt,

Thy mercy is for me ;

Let me then obtain the grace,

Andbe of Paradiſe poſſeſt :

J

Jeſus, Maſter, ſeal mypeace,

And take me to thy breaft.

HYMN CXV.

A poor Sinner.

ESU, my ftrength, myhope,

Onthee I caft my care ;

Withhumbleconfidence look up,

And know thou hear'ſt my pray'r.

Give me on thee to wait,

Till I can all things do ;

Onthee almighty to create,

Almighty to renew...

2 I rest upon thy word,

The promiſe is for me ,

My fuccour and ſalvation, Lord,

Shall furely come from thee :

But let me ſtill abide,

Nor from my hope remove,

Till thou my patient ſpirit guide

Into thy perfect love.

3 Iwant a fober mind,

Afelf-renouncing will,

That tramplesdown, and cafts behind

Thebaits ofpleaſing ill :

13
Afouk
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Afoul innur'd to pain,

To hardſhip, grief, and loſs,

Bold to take, firm to ſuſtain

The confecrated croſs .

-4 Iwant a godly fear,

Aquickdifcerning eye,

That looks to thee when fin is near,

And fees the tempter fly ;

Afpirit ſtill prepar'd

And arm'd with jealous care,

For ever ſtanding on its guard,

Andwatching unto pray'r .

I

PART II.

Want an heart to pray,

To pray, and never ceaſe ;

Never to murmur at thy ſtay,

Orwith my fuff'rings leſs :

This bleſſing above all,

Always to pray I want,

Outofthedeep on thee to call

And never, never faint.

2 I want a true regard,

A fingle ſteady aim,

(Unmov'd by threat'ning or reward)

To thee, and thy great name ;

Ajealous juſt concern

For thine immortal praiſe,

Apuredefire all times to learn,

And glorify thy grace.

3 Iwantwith all my heart,

Thypleasure to fulfil ;

Toknowmyfelf, and what thou art,

Andwhatthyperfect will :

Iwant



( 103 )

I want, I know not what,

Iwant my wants to fee ;

Iwant alas ! what want I not,

When thou art not in me ?

HYMN CXVI

Thanks for Preſerving Grace.

LORD, and am Iyet aliveNot in torments, not in hell !

Still doth thy good Spirit ſtrive,

With the chief offinners dwell !

Yes, I ftill lift up mine eyes,

Will not ofthy love defpair,

Still in ſpite offin I rife,

Still to call thee mine I dare.

2 O the length ofboundless love !

Jefu, Sav'our, can it be ?

Allthy mercy's height I prove,

All itsdepth is ſeen inme !

Othe miracle of grace !

Tell it out to finners, tell !

Men, and fiends, and angels gaze

I am, I am out ofhell !

3 Turn afide, a fight t' admire,

Ithe livingwonder am !

See abush that burns with fire,

Unconfum'd amidst the flame !

See a stone that hangs in air !

See a ſpark in oceandwell !

Kept alive with death ſo near,

Iam, I am out ofhell!

:

HYMN
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2

3

4

5

HYMN CXVII.

He openeth, and no Man ſhutteth.

H
OLY, and true, the key

OfDavid rests on thee.

Come, Meffias, all things tell,

Make us to ſalvation wife ;

Shut the gates ofdeath and hell,

Open, open Paradife.

Witneſs within us place

The Spirit ofhis grace ;

Teach us inwardly, and guide

By an unction from above,

Let it in our hearts abide,

Source oflight, and life, and love.

Pronounce our happy doom,

And ſhew us things to come :

Allthedepths oflove diſplay,

All the mystery unfold ;

Speak us feal'd to thy greatday,

Inthy book of life inroll'd,

Shepherd ſecurely keep

Thy little flock of sheep ;

Call'd, and gather'd into one,

Feed us, ingreen paſtures feed,

Make us quietly lye down,

By the ſtreams of comfort lead.

Thou, ev'n thou art he,

Whom pain and forrow flee ;

Comforter of all that mourn,

Let us by thy guidance come

Crown'dwith endleſsjoy, return

To our everlafting home.

HYMN
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ΗΥΜN CXVIII.

A Thought in Affliction.

WH
ILT thou, OLord, regard my tears,

The fruit ofguilt and fear ?

Me, who thyjustice have provok'd,

Owill thy mercies ſpare ?

2 Yes ; for the broken contrite heart,

Sav'our, thy ſufferings plead ;

Ohquench not thou the ſmoking flax,

Nor break the bruiſed reed !

3Thy poor unworthy ſervant view

Refign'd to thy decree ;

Ordainme, or to live, or die,

But live or die in thee !

}

4Upon thy grac'ous promiſe, Lord,

Myhumble soul is caſt!

Obear me fafe, thro' life, thro' death,

And raise me up at laſt !

5 Low as this mortal frame muſt lie,

This mortal frame ſhall fing,

Where is thy vict'ry, O grave !

Andwhere, Odeath, thy ſting

A

!

HYMN CXIX.

In Troubles.

:

H ! whether ſhall I turn for reft ?

What balm can ease my troubledbreaft,

Whenheavy griefs oppreſs my foul,

Ando'er myhead thy billows roll?

My.
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2Myanxious heart attempts in vain

By diff'rent arts to burſt the chain :

The painful forrows ſtill corrode,

And threatme with a fix'd abode.

3 So pants for eaſe the wounded hart,

Whilst in his fide he feels the dart :

From grove to grove his flight he bends

In vain, the weapon ſtill attends

4The gazing world neglects my grief,

Orpitying, cannot yield relief;

Within, without, no help I feel,

No profpect ofdeliv'rance ſtill.

5 Till thou deliverest, O Lord,

Fruitless I toil ; O ſpeak the word:

To thee alone, I fly to thee,

Awake, thine arm, and ſet me free.

6 Admidſt my clouds thy face diſplay,

And chaſe the gloomy veil away :

For faith, dear Lord, for faith I call,

Opour in faith, and thou giv'ſt all.

7 Introubles past thy pow'r was known,

In ſev'n thou wilt thy ſervant own :

Myfoul ſhall ſtill thy praiſes ſing,

Andtriumph in myGod and King.

HYMN CXX.

The Chriſtian Race.

WAKE, ourfouls (awayour fears ,

Let ev'ry trembling thought begone)A
Awake, and run the heav'nly race,

Andput a chearful courage on.

2 True, 'tis a ſtrait and thorny road,

Andmortal ſpirits tire and faint ;

Bat



( 107 )

Butweforget the mightyGod,

That feeds the ſtrength ofev'ry faint.

3 Omighty God, thy matchless pow'r

Is ever new, and ever young,

And firm endures while endleſs years

Their everlasting circles run.

4 From thee, the overflowing ſpring,

Our fouls ſhall drink a freſh ſupply ;

While ſuch as truſt their native ftrength

Shall melt away, and droop, and die.

-5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air,

We'llmount aloft to thine abode;

Onwings oflove our fouls ſhall fly,

Nor tire amidst the heav'nly road !

G

HYMN CXXI .

ASinner's Prayer.

ODofmy falvation, hear,

Andhelp me to believe :

Simply would I now draw near,

Thybleſſings to receive :

Full ofguilt, alas, I am,

But to thy wounds for refuge flee ;

Friendoffinners, ſpotleſs Lamb,

Thyblood was ſhed for me.

2Standing now as newly flain,

To thee I lift mine eye,

Balm ofall my grief and pain,

Thyblood is always nigh :

Now, as yesterday the ſame

Thou art, and will for everbe,

Friendoffinners, ſpøtleſs Lamb,

Thy bloodwas ſhed for me.

Nothing
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3 Nothinghave I, Lord, to pay,

Nor can thygrace procure,

Empty fendme not away,

For I, thou know'ſt, am poor :

Dust and aſhes is myname,

My all is fin and miſery :

Friendof finners, ſpotleſs Lamb,

Thyblood was ſhed for me.

HYMN CXXII.

For the Propagation ofthe Gospel.

O ME, divine Emanuel, come,

CTake poſſeſſion ofthy home ;

Now thy mercy's wing expand,

Stretch throughout the happy land.

2 Carry on thy victory,

Spread thy rule from ſea to ſea,

Re-convert thy ranſom'd race,

Save us, fave us, Lord,by grace.

3 Othat ev'ry foul might be

Suddenly fubdu'dbythee !

Othat all in thee mightknow

Everlasting life below !

4Nowthy mercy's wings expand,

Stretch throughout the happy land :

Take poffeffion of thy home,

Come, divine Emanuel, come !

HYMN
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0

HYMN CXXIII .

Iwilllove them freely.

Free ſalvation ! gladartthou

Receiv'dby ſome, yet very few :

Men hardly all thy fame believe,

Nor credence to thy children give ;

Like Adam all themselves wou'd dreſs,

Andhide with leaves their nakedneis.

2 One ſays the news of thee is good,

Extols in words the Saviour's blood,

But will himíelfby works prepare

The bleſſed benefit to ſhare :

• I must shake offmy fin. he faith,

• E'er I am bleſtby Jeſu's death.'

3 Another cries out, I must mourn,

Muſt weep e'er I again am born :

Muſt do my duty, thenbelieve

GOD will thro' Jeſus me receive :

Few, very few believe the Lamb,

Can freely love vile fouls like them,

I

HYMN CXXIV.

Lord remember me.

Hope our Sav'our don't forget

His child is left behind ;

He fure obſerves me at his feet,

Andbears me on his mind.

2 Dol thou not dearest Lamb ofGop ?

Methinks thou answer'ſt ſweet,

Thy name is on my hands with blood,

And graven on my feet.
K Dear
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3 Dear Saviour pray remember me,

Thou wilt, thou ſurely wilt ;

For thou, my Lord, onyonder tree

Didſt bear my fin and guilt.

4The pain which thou hast there endur'd,

Willput thee ſtill inmind,

That I, forwhom thou ſuffer'd'ſt Lord,

Amleft to roam behind.

HYMN CXXV.

I am a Stranger, and aSojourner, as all my

Fathers were.

B
ECAUSE I am a ſtranger here,

And talk ofJeſu's blood ;

I'm ſcorn'd as all my fathers were,

Am rarely understood,

Aroundmyweary eyes I caſt,

Survey the world below :

You are not (glad I say) my reſt,

Idon't belong to you .
1

3 See, Omy foul, thy country fee
Isfix'd above the ſkies :

There Jeſus waits to welcome thee

To ſhare his paradiſe.

4Regard not then thy treatment now,

But wait a few days more :

Whendreſt in garments white as ſnow,

Thou shalt attain thy ſhore.

5 Friends, haft thou wantedhere ? thy loſs

Shall there be well made up ;

With all the faints who once were thus,

Thou shalt fit down and fup.

Gird
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Gird up thy loins, and forwardmove,

Apilgrim tho thou art ;

Jeſus has fet on thee his love,

And feals thee to his heart.

HYMN CXXVI .

We have Confidence in the Lord.

Nall my trials ſtill I fee

IarOur Sav'our loves poor finful me,

This is my onlyhope ;

This bears me thro a thousand ſnares,

And in ten thousand griefs and fears,

This lifts me ſweetly up.

,

2.Odidmy faith amoment fail,

Howwould the busy pow'rs ofhell

Againſtmedreadful riſe ?

Howwou'd they tread me under foot,

And feek to ſpoil me branch and root,

Andput outboth my eyes ?

3But thanks to his eternalname,

Who is my Lord, andGod, and Lamb,

Iholdmy target firm ;

He is my ftrength, and ſtrong I ſtand,

While underneath he lays his hand,

His everlasting arm.

4 Iwill believe he juftifies,

Iknow his groans, andtears, and cries

Were heard, and are for me ;

Thenwho can hurt, or who condemn

Afoul ſo favour'd ofthe Lamb,

Afoul ſo ſafe and free !

HYMN
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HYMN CXXVII.

I will fing Praiſes to Thee, and not be

Solong as

filent.

I'm indulg'dbythee,

To lean upon thy breast ;

MyMaſter, O I'll fing to thee,

I'll fing and never reſt.

2 While deeper in thy wounds I pry,

And fee their myſt'ry clear ;

Louderhofannas will I cry,

I'll praise thee every where.

3 Myfriends and enemies mayjoin

To make me hold my tongue ;

But bleſs thou ſtill this foul ofmine,

Andthou shalt hear my fong.

4Iwill not ceaſe while Imay prove

Thy merits wide and deep :

I'll fing as didthe faints above,

Myſelfto my laſt ſleep.

HYMN CXXVIII.

Ocome let us fing to the Lord, letus heartily

rejoice in theGod ofour Salvation.

Come let us join,

Together combine,
To praise our dear Saviour, our Maſter divine.

2Him let us adore,

Whocover'dwithgore,
Late hanged on Calv'ry, both wounded and poor.

He
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3 Heworthy is bleſs'd

By ſpirits at reft,

Who once in this defert, his Godhead confefs'd..

4Theheav'nly ſpheres,

Who saw him in tears,

Yea every ſtrong angel, his perſon reveres.

5 The prophets who told

His fuff'rings of old,

Singnow ſweetthanksgivings,onpſalteriesofgold.

6 The fathers to whom

He ſhew'd he wou'd come,

Now in his pavilion, take up theirlonghome.

7 The ſpirits ofmen,

Who for him are flain,

From Abel the right'ous, ſhare now in his reign.

8 Th' apostles who stood..

Refifting to blood,

For Jeſus's goſpel, rejoice in theirGop.

9 The confeffors-too,

Them proftrating low,

Caſtdown theirbright mitres,and thankfullybow

10 O church ofthe Lamb,

Here met do the fame,

With faints, and with angels, bleſs Jeſus's name.

My foul bear a part,

For ranſom'd thou art

ByJeſu's bloodſhedding, his burial, andſmart..

12 To him that was flain,

The ſcorn'd Nazarene,

Beglory, and honour, letall fay Amen.

K3
HYMN
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HYMN CXXIX.

Wedeclare to you glad Tidings.

HO! ye tranfgreffors , vou Ibring
The news ofjoy from heav'n :

To you ofmatchless love I fing,

Ofpeace, and fin forgiv'n,

2 Your friend (ye vileſt publicans,

Extortioners unjust)

Calls you with all your purple ſtains,

Uponhis name to truft.

3 Come to him laden with your guilt,

And take the leper's pray'r :

• Lord Jeſus, Maſter, ifthou wilt,

• Thou us can'ſt cleanſe and ſpare .

4 Iknow he will not turn away,

Nor mock your weak complaint ;

His Spirit ſpeaks what you wou'd ſay,

Andthews him all you want.

5Attendhis preachers embaſſy,
The heralds ofhis Son :

Be reconcil'd faithGod, they cry,

Conſent, and lo ! 'tis done.

HYMN CXXX.

ByGrace are ye ſaved, thro' Faith. Notof

Works, leſt any Manſhould boaft.

How long ye people will ye haltBetwixt two wide opinions thus ?

How long will ye your works exalt,

Yet praiſe the blood ofJeſu's croſs ?

If
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2 Ifye can Right'ouſneſs obtain

Byworks, or what yourſelves can do,

Then ſay of Chriſt, he died in vain,

Another way to heav'n we know.

3 But ifwithout his ſhedding blood,

No one could e'er remiſſion find ;

Thenonlyname the Lamb ofGOD ,

The Saviour ofthe lost mankind.

4No other name allow above,

Nor in the earth, fave his alone,

Thro' which poor finners pardon prove,

Or gain acceſs to yonder throne.

5 Ofworks no more ye finners boaft,

Butſeehisbloodwho lately dy'd

On Calv'ry, to redeem the loft,

Look onhim and be justify'd .

6Ye ferious, who have ſtrove in vain,

By felf-denial, alms, and pray'r,

A perfect right'ouſneſs t'obtain ;

Behold the Lamb, your help is there.

7 Whoe'er in finhave spent their days,

Ye publicans, and harlots vile,

Look up to Chrift, believe his grace,

And ſtoop, and be his croſs's ſpoil.

8 The Lord, the God, let finners ſay,

The Lamb that bled himself to death,

Theworld's offences takes away,

And ſaves whoever comes by faith.

9 He is the God, the Sav'our he ;

None help'dwhenhe the wine-preſs trod ;

Among the people none might be

Foundworthy to be join'd withGoD.

Ta
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10 To him alone let all confefs,

And for falvation bow the knee ;

He is the Lord our right'ouſneſs,

He is the Sav'our only he.

A

HYMN CXXXI.

He hath delivered us.

NDcan it be that I ſhouldprove

The riches of our Sav'our's love ?..

Can I experience this,

That Jeſus dy'd a ſpotleſs lamb

To take away my guilt and thame,

Andbuyme endleſs bliſs ?

2This is most certain, yet I ſee

With wonder this great mystery,

Andbow my thankful knees ;

Andgive a thousand thanks to him,'

Who ſhed the more than precious ſtream,

To purchase all my eaſe.

3 I late a poorweak finner was,

Hadbroken my Creator's laws,

A flave to fenfe and fin ;

Then Jeſus ſaw me, and releas'd

My captive foul, and on his breaft

In peace divine I lean.

4While happineſs like this I know,

Thee, Son ofGod, who doſt beſtow

Theſe favours, I'll adore :

Thee will I bleſs, nor end my song,

Till 'midft yon high exalted throng

Eternally I foar !

HYMN
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HYMN CXXXIIL

Iwas loft, but am now found ,

Hadmy foul ten thousand tongues,

All, all ſhouldjoin one theme ;

The ſubject of my endless fongs,

Should be my Sav'our's name.

2 I, the redeemed ofthe Lord,

The purchase of his blood ;

Canſweetly chant forth these two words,

With heav'n's glad hosts, myGOD.

3 Bold as a lion, I who late

Againſt our Sav'our ſtrove ;

Nowconquer'd fit at his dear feet,

And fing the pow'r of love.

4 His happy ſpoil am I become,

Hiswilling captivenow ;

:

His grac'ous wounds have made me room,

Andwash'd my fins like ſnow.

5 I, wonder all in earth or heav'n,

The first-born child ofwrath ;

And ſav'd, and ranſom'd, and forgiv'n,

Andbought from fin and death.

6 I once was blind, and headlong ran

The road that leads to hell;

I flighted all the trueſt gain,

Andbliſs unchangeable.

7 I trampled on my Sav'our's blood,

Anddiſeſteem'd his croſs ;

In fin's highway I daringſtood,

Andtheremyglory was .

There
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* There had I ever ſtaid had he,

Whom I ſo evil us'd,

>Deny'dto pity finful me,

Ormercy me refus'd..

But fee, Ochurch ofGOD above,

BeholdO church below :

For I inherit Jeſu's love,

And free falvation know..

10 His fame to all eternity,

My happy foul ſhall ſpread':

I'll fing, he lov'd, he dy'd for me,

For me todeath hebled.

HYMN CXXXII.

Enter not into Judgment with thy Servant

OLord..

Righteous thou
plead,OGOD, yet letme

Permit the vilest ofthe fallen race,

To tell his Sin, andbow his guilty head,

Before thy mercy-feat, thy throne ofgrace.

2As numerous as the ſtars , or countleſs ſands,

My faults, backſlidings, and tranfgreffions
are;

Yet look upon my Sav'our's bleeding hands,

My pardon, Lord, my pardon's written there

3 Bring not injudgment me, nor call tomind,

Nor in the ballances mydoings weigh

Butlet me refuge in my Sav'our find,

Andhideme inhim at the awful day !

4 Ibluſh as I approach thee, and confefs

Mywicked life, my shame, and nakedne

Iknow apoorer finner than I am,

Ne'er afk'd for mercy, or implor'dthy
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5Yet vile and filthy as I am Icome,
Thy gracious Spirit faith, • There ſtill is

room,

Thro' all my guilt I make this pow'rful plea,

Our Sav'ourdy'd to ranſom ſuch as me.

6 This makes me hope, yet makes my shame in-

creaſe,

Howcould Igrieve ſuch love, or friend like

this ?

Ocover all my fin in thy long veſt,

Ipart confeſs, Lord cover allthe reſt.

HYMN CXXXIV.

When ſhall I come and appearbeforeGod?

WHEN
THEN ſhall I roam no more ?

Howlongmy feet willye

Make blunders on the even floor,

And step foheedleſly ?

Mine eyes, how long muſtſin

Employ you to myhurt ?

Andwhen ſhall Chrift the Nazarene,

Alonemyheart divert ?

2How long muſt I be kept

At diſtance thus from Chrift, -

Likethose who fooliſh virgins ſlept,

Andofthe Bridegroom mift ?

Omy dear Sav'our rend

Thou ev'ryveil in twain,

Thatparts me from thyself, my friend,

Or puts thy child to pain !

3 Pidols lurk unfeen

Le my deceitful breast,

cal, my tender Lord, between

foul and thee my reſt,

Like
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LikeDagon 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 inthy wounds redeeming pool,

Odrown 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 oflove.

HYMN CXXXV.

Till the Day-Star ariſe in your Hearts.

B
LESSED Jeſus, King ofkings,

Who haft healing inthywings,

Sweetly on my foul arife,

Shine from the eternal ſkies .

2 Bleſs'd with thy propitious rays,

Thee, O Jeſus, will I praiſe ;

One eternal fong I'll bring,

And for ever love and fing.

3 Thou the Day-Star art, and I,

As thou riſeſt will draw nigh,

Fearless to adore thy name,

Odelightful matchleſs Lamb.

4 Let my darkneſs fly, and be

Wholly lost myGod in thee :

Letme inthy light perceive

Thee, and in thee ever live.

Clofe



( 121 )

5 Cloſeby thy moſt precious ſide,

Let thy blindfold,child abide ;

Never thence may I go far,

Till in glory I appear.

HYMN CXXXV.

Bind the Sacrifice with cords, even to the Horns

M

OST

oftheAltar.
Der

careful Shepherd when I ftray,

Forprone to ſtray I am :

Come after me and in thy way

Reduce thy dear-bought Lamb.

2 This well thouknow'ſt, for I appeal

To thy all-feeing eye :

My inmoſt foul loves thee ſo well,

Than fin, I'd rather die.

3 (Not willingly) I oft forget

My Saviour, and his blood ;

I leavemyplace, ev'nhis dearfeet,
Andgrieve my tenderGoD.

4This makes me nowwith bended knees,

Thydaily care implore ;

Confine me, Lord, ifthee itpleaſe,

And let me rove no more.

5O cauſe the golden girdle, love,

Tobind my heart to thine ;

Let me thy little captive prove,

Become thy ſpoildivine.

6 Let all the chains thatbound my Lord,

Before the Tetrarch's bar,

Make me thy pris'ner, ſo ſecur'd
As not to wander far.

L

1

Yea
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7 Yea other liberty deny,

But this to live toGoD ;

To thee to ſpeak, to act, to die,

Inhonour ofthyblood.

8Upon the altar Jeſus Chriſt,

And to the horns his hands,

Obind me, Lord, thy ſacrifice ;

Nor looſen e'er mybands.

9I'llbleſs my sweet captivity,

The cord that girds me faſt

To him who living lovedme,

Anddy'd for me at last .

To With him may Iunited firm,

Be bleſt, alive, or dead :

While under me his own right arm,

(Leſt I should fall)be laid.

HYMN CXXXVI.

As the Eyes of aMaiden to the Hand of her

Miſtreſs, ſo our Eyes wait upon theLord

our God.

2

People
ofGon,

Aſſembled to-day,

To hear ofthe blood,

To praife and to pray :

Yedearcongregation,

May ev'ry vain thought,

Inholy ſubjection

ToJeſus be brought.

Befilent, concern,

Andcareandcomplaint,

Nought elſe wou'd we learn,

Oranythingwant ;

But
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3

Butone, even Jeſus,

The meek Nazarene,

The Sav'our who ſaves us

From death, hell, and fin.

Theworld may regard

Thepleaſures ofſenſe,

Butwe late have heard

OfJeſus, a Prince ;

Ofimmortal pleaſures

Inhim found below,

Andne'er- fading treaſures,

Andthis we purſue.

Our fouls are a-thirſt,

Nor eaſy can be,

Nor will they till firſt

Chrift's glory they fee ;

Wehope at this meeting

His children he'll meet,

Sowe'llbe found fitting

Before his faint's feet.

5 Amidst the dear race,

We'll always attend,

Andwait tillhis grace

On us he ſhall ſend ;

We'llwaitwith thanksgiving,

Because he hath dy'd,

Andjoinwith the living,

Who in him confide.

6 Itwill not be long,

Before we shall prove,

With heav'n's bright throng,

The bliss of his love ;

The fulness and greatneſs

Ofgrace, and his blood,

Not as thro' a lattice,

But clear fee ourGoD.

To
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7. To all the glad hoft

Ourlanguage ſhall be,

We,whomye faw loft,

(Thro' Chriſt on the tree)

We're faved for ever :

All praiſe to his blood !

Ador'd be our Sav'our,

Ourdear LORD and GOD !

HYMN CXXXVII.

Kiſs the Son, leſt he beangry, and ſo ye periſh

from the rightWay: Ifhis Wrathbe kindled,

yea, but a little; bleſſed are all they that put

their truft inHim.

0
Come let us praiſe

TheAntient ofdays,

TheGodofour fathers,who ſhew'dus hisways,

z Let all who have known

What things he hath done,

HisMajefty reverence, and kiſs his dear Son.

3 Tell each to his friend,

Tillupwe afcend,

MyMaker's my husband, hence world without end

4My brother is he,

Whody'd on the tree ;

Yea, nearer related is Jeſus tome.

5This ſay, and intreat

Whoever you meet,

To come, and like Mary fit down at his feet.

6 Say, you may receive,

Ifyou but believe,

This bleſſing, but aſk you, andJeſus will give.

May
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7 May you be the bride,

Tohim who once dy'd,

Ofwhom faid Ignatius, My love's crucify'd.

8 This bliſs blaze abroad,

Invite ye toGOD,

Poor finners, that theymayexperience hisblood..

9At this lo ! I aim,

I point to the Lamb ;

Mybrethren, the ſinners, I tell ofhis name.

10 And while I increaſe

In knowledge, and peace,

Icannot be filent, nor can I ſay leſs.

11 I fain wou'd ſay more,

Norwou'd I give o'er,

To ſpeak for my Maſter, till you him adore.

HYMN CXXXVIII.

Ihave finned, what ſhall I say unto Thee ?

Prince of Peace, O Son ofGOD!

Howhave I treated thee ?

How flighted thy redeemingblood,

Andthy benignity ?

2. Andyethow kind, how verykind

Haft thou to me behav'd ?

Haft ledmewhere thy reſt I find,

Andme from veng'ance ſav'd !

3.Amazing love haſt thou beſtow'd

Onme, my loving head !

For I by thee am brought toGOD,

Andhis bleſs'd fav'rite made.

L3
till
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4O ſtill let love, redeeming love,

My humbling motive be,

Till I uponthe mount above

Falldown, and ſing to thee.

HYMN CXXXIX .

Allthy Children ſhall be taught of the Lord,

and great ſhall be the Peace of thy Children.

:

L
ORD, Sav'our, Prince ofPeace,

Author of our unity,

Makingwars andjarrings ceaſe,

Caufingmen, tho' foes t'agree,

Kindly rule in us ;

Makeus happily go on,

Helping each to bear his croſs,

Stedfaſt till our work is done.

2 Let us, like a flock of sheep,

Cloſe together perſevere,

Truebyone another keep,

Each efteeming very dear,

Altogethermove :

Trulyſubjectbe the whole,

Bound in bands oftrueft love,

One inheart, and mind, and foul.

3Maywe all one faith maintain,

One fole doctrine witneſs too,

Chrift the Lord our God wasflain,

Slain for us, andthis istrue :

He will ours abide ;

Hewill ourdear portion be,

Hewho onmount Calv'ry dy'd,

Jeſus, Jeſus, only he.

1

Strive
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4 Strivewe who ſhall love thee moſt,

Who shall moſt in faith excel,

Who can of the Sav'our boaft,

WhocanmostofJeſus tell ;

This employ us all ;

Daily this contend we for,

Daily till the Lord ſhall call,

Proſp'ring daily more and more.

5 Letus hand in hand proceed,

Little, loving childrenbe,

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-ſtretch'd arm,

Tillwe 'wake in endleſs day.

HYMN CXL..

Let us come before his prefence with

Thanksgiving.

L
ETthe church our Sav'our bleſs,

Forhis great falvation :

Sing ofhim, your righteouſneſs,

Favour'd congregation.

2 Be'ye thankful at his feet,

Who to ſave us died,

Whoby pains and labours great,

Hathusjustified.

5Bring the elders, and the choirs

Oftheyounger people :

Call him, who the Lamb defires,

Ev'ry weak difciple.

4 Let them at his feet fit down,

Very thankful, bringing

Hymns
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Hymns of honour to the Son,

Such inconcert ſinging.

5 Worthy only is ourGod,

Whom we love fincerely :

Worthy he, forby his blood,

He redeem'd us dearly.

6All the churches worship him,

Saying, live for ever ;

O thou Lamb, our fav'rite theme,

Dearest conftant Sav'our.

7 Downbefore thy feet webow,

Daily this confefſing,

Thou did'ſt ſave us, only thou,

Thine be thanks, and bleſſing..

HYMN CXLI..

Wait for the Promise ofthe Father..

REAT head ofthat train,

For which thou was flain,G
Meet now with a few,

Who know thee alittle, but farther wouldknow.

2 Wepraythee,dear Lord,

Thyprefence afford,

To finners the worſt ;

Without thee unhappy, undone, and accurs'd

3. Butpooras we are,

We are part ofthy care ;

And furelybelong

To thee, thou good Lamb, and thy favourite

Throng.

4
Then on us beſtow

Ableſſing, and ſhew

Thy hands, andthy feet,

To us, thy poor children,who now for itmeet..

,
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5
Come ſtand inthe midſt

As lately thou didſt,

When thy dear elev'n

Werewaiting like us, and pronounce us forgiv'n,

6
All hail, my flock, ſay,

And we'll go away,

Moſthappy, and glad,

So bleſſed ameeting thy childrenhave had.

7 Letwhat thou hast done,

Before us be ſhewn ;

This take up our thoughts,

And let thyblood,Jeſus, hide ever our faults.

:

HYMN CXLII.

Ifyebeing evil, knowhow to give good Gifts

unto vour Children, how much more ſhall

your heavenly Father give his Holy Spirit

tothem that ask him.

L
ORDJeſus , moſt mild,

Who once waſt a child,

Thy little ones fee ;

Whonewly are born, and are crying for thee.

2 Butbabes are we all,

Andfubject to fall,

To wander and ſtray,

Wetherefore beſeech thee preſerve us to-day.

3 The milk of thy word,

Most glorious afford ;

Thismingle with blood,

That wine ever new, and let this be our food.

Our
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4 Our cov'ring all o'er,

Bewhatthyselfwore ;

And with us abide ;

Whonothing, dear Sav'our, requirebeſide.

HYMN CXLIII.

Yewere as Sheep going aftray, but are now

returned to the Shepherd andBishop ofyour

Souls.

2

POORfinners indeed,We come to our head :

Aswand'ring a troop,

As ever have wander'd, and yet havegoodhope.

2 We no more defire

To offer ſtrange fire,

Orfetupagain

Thatidol, our wisdom, which hath theLamb ſlain

3 No, Lord, we diſclaim

All helps but thy name:

Our error we fee,

How fond ofour goodness, how flightingofthee.

4 Like ſheep wehave ſtray'd,

Have in the Lamb's stead

Ourright'ouſneſs nam'd ;

Butnowwe're convinc'd, and are forely aſham'd.

5 On this our best Friend,

Alone wedepend ;

Each ftaff throw aſide,

And ev'ry foundation, but him that hathdy'd.

6 Weknowwhen we lean

Onothers, we fin ;

Tho



( 131 )

Tho' on our best frame,

Ourgifts, grace, or virtues, wegrieve ourdear

7

Lamb.

Our habit, and good

Weleave, and the blood

Weonly behold,

Which bought us, whenweto the devil were fold

8 Wewou'd nothing regard

ButChrift our reward ;

Andnothing eſteem

But Jeſus, the martyr, and pray to love him.

9
If ſweet be our frame,

We thank his dear name ;

If bitter, we pray,

AndJeſus ſo loves us, he takes it away.

10 Or if it remain,

Andwe are in pain,

We chearfully bear,

And thank our kind Sav'our, who ſuffers it there,

11 Ourwills wegive up.

Anddrink the dread cup ;

Because this we fee,

What's good for us, Jeſus knows better thanwe.

12 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 ſees us approach,

Andfrees usdirectly,his goodness is ſuch.

14
Weſcarce ſee our wants,

Much leſs make complaints,

But
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But we are redeem'd ;

Then well may our Sav'our be ſo much eſteem'd.

15 Yea, we of our head,

(AsDavid once ſaid

OfGoliah's ſword)

Canſay, • there's none like him,' ſo loving a

M

Lord..

HYMN CXLIV.

THANKSGIVING.

EET and right itis to fing

Glory to ourGod and King ;

Meet in ev'ry time and place,

To rehearſe in folemn praise.

2 Join, ye ſaints, the ſong around,

Angels help the chearful found ;

Publiſh thro' the world abroad

Glory to th' eternalGod.

3 Praiſes here to thee we give,

Gracious thou our thanks receive;

Holy Father, ſov'reign Lord,

Ev'rywhere be thou ador'd.

4Tho' th' injurious world exclaim,

Singwe still in Jeſu's name!

Sav'our, thee we ever bleſs ,

Thee our Lord andGon confefs .

HYMM
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HYMN CLXV..

The Lord hath ſent Redemption unto his

People.

S an army terrible,

AbyourSavour brought from hell,
Forth to fing his praiſe we go ;

Join,O brethren, allbelow.

2Wewill fing, for we have known

What for us the Lamb hath done :

Louder we than any ought,

Jeſus and his grace to fhout.

3 We were enemies and vile,

When the Lord took up his ſpoil ;

Foughthe with us long in love,

Long against his pow'r we ſtrove,

4 Now we own him conqueror,

Now ſubdu'd by Jeſu's pow'r ;

Safe in him, and happy we,

Wait his Father's house to fee.

5 Still till he his wars complete,

Sit we praying at his feet,

Saying, quickly Jeſus come,

•Quickly death and hell confume.'

6 Bring thou back, the captives, who

Now are ſervants to thy foe,

Let them fing as we to-day,

Chriſthath took our fins away.

:

:

M HYMN
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HYMN CXLVI.

They confefs'd that they were Strangers and

Pilgrims on the Earth.

AYFARING men and ſojourners,

WAAre we who ſeek the heav'nly ſpheres,
Nordo we here belong :

Our certain dwelling place is where

The Lamb's triumphant hosts appear,

His dear redeemed throng.

2 Forget not this while thus ye fit,

To reft you at our Sav'our's feet,

Ye family ofGOD ;

But leaning on your ſtaves, as do

Poor trav'lers, who their home purſue,

Whenweary on their road.

3 Ourmeeting here is not the reſt,

Remaining for us, but a taſte ;

Yet friends, a little while,

Afew days journey more,andwe

Shall Jefus, and his fabbath ſee,

Andceaſe from all our toil.

4Dryup your tears, yeweeping hoft,

Foryonder fee is Salem's coaft,

There waits the happy troop ;

Thearmyofour brethren there,

Joinearnest inour feeble pray'r,

Lord fill thy number up.

5'Tis but to ſtay a few more days,
E'erwe ſhall join their perfect praiſe,

And like them Chriſt adore :

Not in a tabernacle then,

Nor in a city built by men,

Butheav'n for evermore.

G
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6Goon in peace, ye little flock,

Before us moves the Lord our Rock,

Ofwhich the Hebrews drank :

Nor did they tire in all their road,

So ſtrength'ning was the mystick flood,

Drink, friends, and Jeſus thank .

7 Drink, andye ſhall your ſtrength renew,

The Lord prepares this ſtream for you,

Draw near ye thirſty poor :

O, fellow pilgrims, drink and ſing,,

The virtues of this facred ſpring,

AndGod, the Rock, adore.

HYMN CXLVII.

TheWordwas made Fleſh, and dwelt among

us, and we beheld his Glory.

N
OW that I have found,

Which nomancanfound,

The fountain ofbliss,

That well ofſalvation, that pearl ofgreat price..

2 His glory I view,

And fink very low,

When him I behold.

OnGolgotha dying, to ſave his lov'd fold !.

3 I fee on the wood,

Abas'd in his blood,

Whom angels adore,

All mangled and ſprinkled with tears and with

gore!

4 MyGod I efpy

Submitting to die :

And lo! its for me

He languiſhes yonder, uponthe curs'dtree.

With
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5 With rev'renceprofound!

I fall on the ground,

And kits him afreſh,

And own to redeem me, the Wordwas madeflesh .

6 OGOD what am I?

Whatdidſt thou eſpy,

In me, finful duft,

That thou wertſo humbled to fave me when loft?

7 Nought elſe could'ft thou fee

Butfolly inme,

Thy love brought thee down,

For me, thy great mercy thee drew from thy

Throne.
:

1

8 For this yet again

Ibow to the man,

The Lamb, my dear GOD,

Who in our frail nature once made his abode.

9 Amaz'd I confefs, T

The myſt'ry, and blefs

My Saviour, and fay,

My fins thou did'ſt (dying) wash wholly away.

10

Before thee, dear Lamb,

With deep and true ſhame,

Myself I abhor,

Andthankfully Jefus, my Saviour, adore.

HYMN CXLVIII.

Happy are the People who are in ſuch a Cafe,

yea bleſſed are the People whoſe God is the

Lord.

H

:

OWhappy are the men who know ! I

The Lord, and walk with him below ?

How
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Howhappy theywhocalmly bear

All griefs and perfecutions here,

And fix their ſteady minds onhim,

Who themdid from the world redeem ?

2They truft the Lord, whoſe vocal blood,

Saith, All things work together good ;

Normurmur they when croſs'd, or wrong'd,

Whenlike to die, when life's prolong'd;

But quiet under all go on,

And fing, Thy will, my God, be done.

3 The fear ofdeath is far remov'd,

While Jeſus whispers, My belovd :

Andcancels fin, thendeath each views,

As ferpents when their ſting they loſe :

Nor nakedneſs, nor want, nor fword,

Canpart them from a tender Lord.3

4. Ifthey poſſeſs ajoyous frame,

Tis well, they thank the Sav'our's name;

Ifthey are heavy, low they ſit,

Andwait reſign'd at Jeſu's feet :

Apeace furpaſſing human thought,

They still enjoy, which leaves themnot..

5Often I taſte this liberty,

And, O myGod, get near tothee :

I foretaſte heav'n, and long to feel

This happiness abide me ſtill :

Or leave the foolish world and prove:

The fulness ofthy blifs above.

HYMN CXLIX.

This is the New Testament.

T
HE name of Chrift, how sweet it ſounds?

How sweet the mention ofhis wounds ?

M3 How
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How good, how excellently good,

Is thebare nameofJeſu's blood ?

2 What makes it ſo to me is this,

All that is Chriſt's my portion is ;

I'm his and all I e'er ſhall be,

And allhe has is made to me.

3 Owhat a great eftate have I ?

Aheav'n to all eternity !

I'm rich, the Lamb hath made me ſo,

Nor wou'd I greater riches know.

4 O law, I dread thy threats no more,

Our Sav'our yonder paid my ſcore :

Hisblood I know hath blotted all,

Thehand againſt me onthe wall.

5 The promises I glad look o'er,

Andthankfully the Lamb adore :

Forwhen he dy'd he made his will,

Andtheſe his legacies reveal.

6 This new eternal teſtament,

Iread and much ſweet time is ſpent

In ſearching ev'ry verſe and line,

Howmuch by Jeſu's will is mine.

7 What did my Sav'our at his death

To me, unworthy me, bequeath ?

All that he had, his merits, blood,

He left me when he went to God .

8 My dear Teftator will I bleſs,

Andwearinghis pure right'ouſneſs,

Hedy'd and left me this I'll tell,

Or Ihad naked went to hell .

9.Menſhall not be deceiv'd, for I

Will louddeclarehowIcame by

My fine array, my purity,

I'll fay,our Sav'our left it me.

OJefus
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し

10OJeſus but unlooſe mytongue,

And grace ſhall be my ceaseless fong;

Ill fing howblack, how vile I am,

How fair and comely in the Lamb.

11 I'll fing how poor I lately was,

How fad I fatbeneath the croſs ;

Till Iby faith beheld theedie,

And now how rich, how glad am I.

A

HYMN CL.

Here I will dwell.

H me, I'm never well but when

I on my best beloved lean,

Then I am never ill ;

Croſſes and trials all are flight,

Andpain is ſweet, and troubles light,

Come whatsoever will .

:

2 Here I could with my greatest foe

Might reſt like me, and happy know

The riches ofthe Lamb ;

The streets would then be full ofpraiſe,

Of Jeſu's blood, his grac'ous ways,

Hismercy and his name.

3 IfJeſus will permit me, I

Will leaning on him live and die,

Andgreat the bleſſing count ;

My life, dear Lord, I'd live to thee,

My death ſhould alſo glorious be,

Like Mofes on the mount.

4My ſweet experience I'd proclaim

To all the followers ofthe Lamb,

Hear me, my friends, I fay

2

For
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A

For I am happy, I am well,

Belov'd ofGOD, unchangeable !

Andwith him night and day..

HYMN CLI....

Iwill arife, and go to my Father..

Sav'our ofloft finners fee,

Before thy feet I fall :.

Ibowmy guilty head to thee;

And loud for mercy call.

2 I know I shall not cry in vain ;

For tho' I am ſo vile,

Thou wait on Calv'ry for me flain,

And there mad'ſt me thy ſpoil.

3 Look on thy bleeding hands, for there

I'm fure my name iswrote ;

And fee thy fide, my Maſter dear,

Ifthou hast me forgot.

4But fure thou canſt not e're forget,

For whom thou hast endur'd,

Somuch ſharp pain andbloody ſweat,

My dear redeeming Lord.

5 Whenthe prefumptious Roman caſt

The pointed javelin ;

It ſtamptmy pardon there, and faft

Smote to thy heart my fin.

6 This I believe, and tho' I ſtray,

Icannot but have hope ;

This makes me, tho' ashamed, pray,.

Andkeeps my ſpiritup.

Omay



( 141 )

:

7Omay I ne'er thy mercy doubt,

However bad I am ;

Or think I e'er canbe caſt out,

By thee, my Lord, the Lamb.

8 Nor let me fin again, but keep

Mywand'ring foul in thee ;

'Tis all I afk, till I ſhall fleep

Andhere no longer be.

L

HYMN CLII.

HUMILIATION.

ORD, we are vile, conceiv'd in fin,

And born unholy and unclean ;

Sprung from the manwhoſe guilty fall

Corrupts the race, and taints us all..

2 Soon as we draw our infant breath,

The feeds of fin grow up for death ;

Thy lawdemands a perfect heart,

But we're defil'd in every part.

3 Behold! we fall before thy face,

Our only refuge is thy grace ;

No outward forms can make us clean,

The leprosy lies deep within.

:

4 Jeſus, ourGon, thy blood alone

Hathpow'r fufficient to atone ;

Lord, let us hear thy pard'ning voice,

Andmake our down-caft hearts rejoice.

HYMN
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ΗΥΜΝ CLIII.

ANOTHER.

LORD would read our fore diſtreſsAndguiltbefore thine eyes ;

Against thy laws, against thy grace,

Howhigh our crimes arife !

2 Should'ſt thou condemn our fouls to hell,

And crush our fleſh to duſt,

Heav'n would approve thy veng'ance well,

Andearth muiſt own itjüft.

3 Cleanſe us, O Lord, and chear each foul.

With thy forgiving love ;

Omake our broken ſpirits whole,

Andbid our pains remove.

4Let not thy Spirit quite depart,

Nordrive usfrom thy face,

Create anew our vicious hearts,

And fill them with thy grace..

T

HYMN CLIV.

Infant Baptifm..

HUS did the fons ofAbr'ham paſs.

Under the bloody feal ofgrace ;

The young difciples bore the yoke,

Till Chrift the painful bondage broke .

2 By milder ways doth Jeſus prove

His Father's cov'nant and his love ;

Hefeals to faints his glorious grace,

And not forbids their infant-race .

Their
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Their feed is ſprinkled with his blood,

Their children ſet apart for Gon,

His Spirit on their offspring ſhed,

Like water pour'd upon the head.

4 Let ev'ry ſaint with chearful voice

In this large covenant rejoice ;

Young children, intheir early days,

Shallgive theGod ofAbr'ham praiſe.

2

D

HYMN CLV.

Adult Baptifm.

ESCEND, celeſtial dove !

In ev'ry boſom dwell ;

Upon the preſent watermove,

While we the influ'nce feel.

Anoint with holy fire,

Baptifewith purging flames

Thisfoul, andwith thy grace inſpire,

In ceaſeleſs living ſtreams .

3 Thy heav'nly unction give,

Thy promise, Lord, fulfil,

Give pow'r thy Spirit to receive,

And strength to do thy will.

4

5

Thyord'nance we obey,

Omeet us in the fame ;

Andwith this water now convey

The virtues ofthy name.

11

Witneſs to this thy fign,

Andgrant the inward grace ;

Letthis thy ſervant ſeal'd forthine,

From hence depart in peace.

HYMN
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C

ΗΜΥΝ CLVI.

INVITATION.

OME, Lord, from above,

The mountains remove,

Overturn all that hinders the course of thy love ;

My boſom inſpire,

Inkindle the fire,

Andwrap mywhole foul in the flames ofdesire.

2

I languiſh and pine

For the comfort divine :

Owhen ſhall I ſay, My beloved is mine !

We chuſe the good part,

When our portion thou art,

Olove, let me find thee,OGOD, in my heart !

3 For this my heart fighs,

Nothing else can fuffice:

How, Lord, can I purchase the pearl of great

1

price ?

Itcannot be bought ;

And thou know'it Ihave nought,

Not an action, a word, or a truly good thought.

4 But I hear a voice ſay,

Without money ye may

Receive it, whoever have nothing to pay ;

Who on Jeſus relies,

Withoutmoney or price

The pearl offorgiveness, and holiness, buys.

5 Thebleſſing is free :

So, Lord, let it be ;

May I freely receive

What thou freely doſt give,

Iyield that thy love ſhould be given to me.

. Andconfent inthy love,inthy Eden to live !

The
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The gift I'd embrace,

Andafcribe my ſalvation to Jeſus's grace :

6

TheGiver I'd praiſe,

Giveme, Lord, from above

The foretaſte to prove

That I foon may receive allthy fulness oflove.

HYMN CLVII.

This is the Victory that overcometh theWorld,

even our Faith .

Tell me no more

Ofthis world's vain ſtore ;

The time for ſuch trifles with me now is o'er.

2

Acountry I've found,

Wheretruejoys abound ;

To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy ground.

3 The fouls thatbelieve,

In paradife live :

Andme inthat numberdothJeſus receive.

4 My foul don't delay,

He calls thee away !

Riſe, follow thy Sav'our, and bleſs the glad day.

What light, ſtrength, and comfort : go after him,

5
No mortal doth know

What he can beſtow,

go!

6 Lo! onward I move,

And but Chriſt above

;

None gueſſes how wond'rous my journeywill

prove.

7 Great ſpoils I ſhall win

From death, hell, and fin ;

'Midst outward afflictions ſhall feel Chrift within.

N Perhaps
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8
Perhaps for his name,

Poor dust as I am ,

Someworks I ſhall finiſh with glad loving aim .

9 I ftill (which is beſt)

Shall in his dear breaſt,

As at the beginning, find pardon and reſt.

10 AndwhenI'm to die,

• Receive me, ' I'll cry,

For Jeſus hath lov'd me, I cannot ſaywhy.

II But this I do find ,

We two are ſo join'd,

He'll not live in glory, and leave me behind.

12 Lo this is the race

I'm running, thro' grace,

Henceforth, till admitted to fee my Lord's face.

13 And now I'm in care

My neighbours may ſhare

Theſebleſſings : to feek them will none of you
dare?

14 Inbondage, O why,

Anddeath will you lie,

When one here aſſures you free-grace is fo

A

nigh ?

HYMN CLVIII.

Invitation to Sinners."

LLye that paſs by,

To Jefus draw nigh :

Toyou is it nothing thatJeſus ſhould die ?

Your ranſom and peace,

Your furety he is,

Come, fee ifthere ever was forrow like his !

For
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2 For what you have done

Hisblooddid atone :

The Father hath punish'd for you his dear Son .

The Lord in the day

Ofhis angerdid lay

Your fins on the Lamb; and he bore them away.

3 OJeſus, our all,

We wou'd come at thy call,

And low at thy croſs with astonishment fall.

Wewou'd lift up our eyes

Impaſſive he ſuffers, immortal he dies.

AtJeſus's cries :

4

He dies to atone

For fins not his own ;

Your debt he hath paid, and your work he hath.

done.

Omaywe receive

The peace he did leave,

5 For you, and for me,

He pray'd on the tree,

Whomade interceffion, My Father forgive ! '

The pray'r is accepted, the finner is free.

The finner am I,

Who on Jeſus rely,

Andcome for the pardonGod cannot deny..

6 Mypardon I claim,

For a finner I am,

Afinner believing inJeſus's name:

He purchas'd the grace,

Which now I embrace :

O Father, thou know'ſt he hath dy'd in my

place.

7 His death is my plea,

Myadvocate fee,

And
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Andhear theblood ſpeak thathath anſwer'd for

me.

Acquitted I was,

Whenhe bled on the croſs,

Andby lofing his life,he hath carry'd my cauſe.

HYMN CLIX.

He that believeth hath the Witneſs in

M

himself.

YGon, I am thine,

Whata comfortdivine,

What a bleffing toknowthat Jeſus ismine !

2 Intheheav'nly Lamb

Thricehappy I am ;

Myheart itdoth dance tothe foundofthy name.

3 True pleaſures abound

Inthe rapturous found ;

Andwhoever hath found it, hath paradise found.

4 MyJeſus to know,

And feel his blood flow,

'Tislife everlasting, 'tis heavenbelow.

Yet onward I haſte
5

To the heav'nly feaft ;

That, that is the fulness : but this is the taſte..

6 And this I ſhall prove,

Tillwith joy I remove

To the heaven ofheavens ofJeſus's love.

HYMN
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HYMN CLX.

0
God ofall grace,

Thy goodness wepraiſe;

ThySon thou hast given to die in our place.

2

Withjoy we approve

Thedeſign ofthy love ;

'Tis awonder on earth, and awonder above.

3 Tongue cannot explain

That love of God-Man,

Which the angels desire to look into in vain.

4 It dazzles our eyes ;

Thought cannot arife,

To find out a cauſe why the infinite dies.

5 Or ifpity inclin'd

Him to diefor mankind,

The ground of his pity what ſeraphcan find ?

6 He came from above,

Our curſe to remove ;

He hath lov'd, he hath lov'd us, becauſe he would

love.

7 Love mov'd him to die,

And on this we rely

He hath lov'd, he hath lov'd us, we cannot tell

why!

8 Butthis we cantell,

He hath lov'd us ſo well,

As to laydown his life to redeem us from hell.

N3
He
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9
He hath ransom'd our race ;

Ohow shall we praiſe,

Or worthily fing his unspeakable grace ?

10 Nothing else willwe know

In ourjourney below,

But finging thy grace, to thy paradife go.

PART II.

ORD, when we remove,

To thy manfions above,

Ourheav'n ſhall ftill be to ſing ofthy love.

2

Thrice happy employ !

Wethere ſhall enjoy

Afulness ofpleaſure that never can cloy.

3 The heavenly Quire

Withus ſhall aſpire,

Andgladly our loving Redeemer admire.

4 Thy wonders of grace

The angels ſhall praise,

Yet ever come ſhort intheir loftieſt lays.

5.Weall ſhall commend

The love ofour friend,

Forever beginning what never ſhall end.

6 When time is no more,

We still shall adore

That ocean of love without bottom or ſhore .

7 For this do we wait ;

Come, Lord, and tranflate

Our fouls to their perfectly glorious eftate,

8 Ohaften theday !

Hewill not delay,

But quickly return, and conduct us away.

E'er
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9 E'er long we shall fly

To the regions on high,

For Ifrael's ſtrength cannotvary or lie.

10 He foon ſhall appear,

He more than draws near ;

OurJeſus is come, and eternity's here !

HYMN CLXI.

We feek a better Country.

OME, let us anew

COurjourney purſue;

With vigour arife,

Andpreſs to our permanent place inthe ſkies.

2

Ofheavenly birth,

Thoughwand'ring on earth ;

This is not our place,

But ſtrangers and pilgrims ourſelves we confefs,

3 AtJeſus'scall

Wegave up our all,

And ftill we forego

ForJefus's fake our enjoyment below.

4 No comfort we find

In the country behind,

But onward we move,

And ſtill we are ſeeking a country above.

5 A country of joy,

Without any alloy,

Wethither repair ;

Ourheart and our treaſure already are there.

6 Let's march hand inhand,

To Imanuel's land,

No matter what chear

Wemeetwith onearth, for eternity's near..

The
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7 The rougher the way

The ſhorter our ſtay ;

The troubles that come

Shall come to our rescue, andhaften us home.

8 The fiercer the blaft

The fooner 'tis paſt ;

Thetempests that rife-

Shall gloriously hurry our fouls to the ſkies.

HYMN CLXII.

Theyſhell look onhimwhomtheyhavepierced

B
EHOLD the loving Son ofGod

Stretch'd out upon the tree,

Behold him ſhedding forth his blood,..

Sinners, for you and me.

2 O what a mystery is this !

The nail'd Immanuel view !

How hath he left his realms of bliſs,

To bleed for me and you .

3 Whyis his body rack'd with pains,

Andwrungwith keeneſt ſmart ?

Why flows the blood from out his veins P

Why tornwith grief his heart ?

4All right'ouſneſs didhe fulfil,

No fin did ever know ;

He never thought nor acted ill,

Whywas he wounded fo ?

5Alas ! I know the reason why :

Our num'rous ſins he bore,

This caus'd his bitter agony,

This wounded him fo fore.

6But hence our confidence begins,

For we may boldly ſay,

That thus by bearing all our fins,

He took them all away.

:



( 153 )

7 OurGod is fully reconcil'd,

OurGod is fatisfy'd,

Each finner nowmaybe his child,

Since Jeſus bled and dy'd.

8 How highlyGod his death did prize

No finner's tongue can tell ;

Itwas apleaſing ſacrifice,

How ſweetlydid it fmell ?

9 Come then, each needy ſinner, come,

ToJeſus to receive

Pardon and peace; he'll lead you home ;

Whoever comes ſhall live.

HYMN CLXIII.

Come Lord Jefus.

HEN ſhall thy lovely face be ſeen ?

:

WWhen ſhall our eyes behold ourGod?
Whatlengths ofdiſtance lie between ?

And hills of guilt ? A heavy load !

2 Ye heav'nly gates, looſe all your chains,

Let the eternal pillars bow,

Bleſt Sav'our, cleave the ſtarry plains

Andmake the chryſtal mountains flow.

3 Hark! how the faints unite their cries,

And pray, and wait the gen'ral doom ;

Comethou! the foul ofall ourjoys ,

Thou, the defire of nations, come.

4Ourheart-ſtrings groanwith deep complaint,

Our fleſh lies panting, Lord, for thee ;

Andev'rylimb and ev'ry joint ...

Stretches for immortality.

Now
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5Nowlet our chearful eyes ſurvey :

Theblazing earth and melting hills ;

Andſmileto fee the lightnings play,

And flash along before thy wheels.

6 Hark! what a ſhout of violent joys

Joins with the mighty trumpet's found !

The angel herald ſhakes the ſkies,

Awakes the graves, and tears the ground.

7Ye ſlumb'ring ſaints, aheav'nly hoſt

Stands waiting at your gaping tombs ;

Let ev'ry facred, fleeping duſt

Leap into life ; for Jeſus comes..

8 Jefus, theGod ofmight and love,

New-moulds our limbs ofcumb'rous clay;

Quick as feraphic flames we move,

To reign with him in endless day.

HYMN CLXIV.

Solomon's Song, Chap. ii. verf. 8, &c.

T
HE voice of my beloved founds

Over the rocks and rifing grounds, .

O'erhills of guilt and feas of grief,

He leaps, he flies to my relief.

2 Now thro' the veil of fleſh I ſee

With eyes of love he looks at me;

Now in the goſpel's clearest glaſs,

He ſhews the beauties ofhis face.

3 Gently he draws my heart along,

Both with his beauties and his tongue ;

Rife, faith my Lord, and haſte away,

No mortal joys are worth thy ſtay..

4The Jewish wintry ſtate is gone,

The mifts are fled, the ſpring comes on,
۱۰

The
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The facred turtle dove we hear

Proclaim the new, the joyful year.

5 Th'immortal vine, ofheav'nly root,

Bloſſoms, and buds, and gives her fruit :

Lo, we are come to taste the wine ;

Our fouls rejoice, and bless the vine.

6Andwhen I hear myJeſus ſay,

" Rife up, my love, make haſte away!"

Myheart would fain out fly the wind,

And leave all earthly loves behind.

HYMN CLXV.

DEAR

Verſe 14, &c.

EAR Lord, my thankful heart receives

Thehope thine invitation gives :

To thee my joyfullips ſhall raife

The voice of prayer, the voice ofpraiſe.
:

2 I am my Lord's, and he is mine ;

Ourhearts, our hopes, our paſſions join :

Nor let a motion, or a word,

Or thought arife, to grieve my Lord.

3 Till the day breaks, and ſhadows flee,

Till the ſweet dawning light I fee,

Thine eyes to me-ward ever turn,

Norletmyfoul in darkness mourn.

4 Be like a hart on mountains green ;

Leap o'er theſe hills offear and fin :

Norguilt, nor unbelief, divide

Mylove, my Sav'our, from my fide.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXVI.

Chap. iii. verf. 2, &c.

ESUS, thou everlasting King,

Accept the tributewhich we brings
Accept thy well-deferv'd renown,

Andwear ourpraiſes as thy crown.

z Let every act of worship be

Like our eſpouſals, Lord, to thee :

Like the bleſt hour when from above

Wefirſt receiv'd thy pledge oflove.

3 The gladness ofthat happyday,

Omay it ever, ever ſtay !

Nor let our faith forſake its hold,

Nor hope decline, nor love grow cold!

4Each following minute, as it flies,

Increaſe thy praise, increaſe ourjoys,

Till we are rais'd to fing thy name

Atthegreat fupper ofthe Lamb.

HYMN CLXVII.

Chap, iv. verf. 1, &c.

IND

KA
is the ſpeech ofChriſt our Lord,

Affectionſounds in ev'ry word ;

"Thou art my chofen one, he cries,

"Bound to myheartbyvarious ties.

"Sweet is thy voice, my ſpouſe, to me;

"Iwill behold no ſpot in thee."

What mightywonders love performs,

Thatputs a comelineſs onworms !

Defil
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3 Defil'd andloathſome as we are,

Thou mak'ſt us white, and call'ſt us fair ;

Adorn'ſt us with thy heav'nly dreſs ,

Thy graces, and thy righteouſneſs.

4Nordens of prey, nor flow'ry plains,

Nor earthly joys, nor earthly pains,

Shallhold my feet, or force my ſtay

From thee: Come, Saviour, come away.

5 Omaymy ſpirit daily rife

Onwings of faith above the ſkies,

Till death ſhall make my laſt remove,

Todwell for ever with my Love.

HYMN CLXVII.

Beholdhecometh, andevery Eye ſhall ſee him ;

and they alſo which pierced him.

Amen. Rev. i. 7.

L
Ohe cometh, countless trumpets

Blow before the bloody ſign,

'Midſt ten-thousand faints and angels

See the glorified ſhine.

Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah,

Welcome, welcome, bleeding Lamb.

2 Nowhis meritby the harpers

Thro' the eternaldeep reſounds,

Now reſplendent ſhinehis nail-prints,

Ev'ry eye ſhall ſee his wounds.

Even fo,

Theywho pierc'd him, They, &c. They, &c.

They, &c.

Shall at his appearance wail.

Every ifland, Sea and mountain,

Heaven and earth ſhall flee away ;

All

>
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Allwho hate him muſt aſhamed

Hear the trump proclaim theday.

Come toJudgment, Come, &c. Come, &c.

Standbefore the Son of Man.

4Nowwho love him view his glory,

Shining inhis bruiſed face ;

Hisdear perſon on the rainbow,

Nowhis peoples head ſhall raiſe.

Happymourners, Happy, &c. Happy, &c.

Lo on clouds he comes, he comes.

5Nowredemption long expected,
Seeinfolemnpomp appear :

Allhis people, once deſpiſed,

Now ſhall meet him inthe air.

Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah,

Nowthepromis'dkingdom'scome.

6Viewhim ſmiling, nowdetermined

Every evil todeſtroy;

Allthenations now ſhall ſing him

Songs ofeverlastingjoy.

O come quickly, O come quickly, O come

quickly,

Hallelujah, come, Lord, come.

HYMNS
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*** 590************* 59

HYMNS

ON THE

LORD'S SUPPER.

****** ***** *******

HYMN CLXVIII.

The LORD'S SUPPER inftituted,

1 Cor. xi . 23, &c.

T

WAS on that dark, thatdoleful night,

When pow'rs ofearth and hell arofe

Against the Son ofGod's delight,

Andfriends betray'd him tohis foes:

1

2 Before the mournful ſcene began,

3

He took the bread, and bleſt, and brake :

What love thro' all his actions ran !

Whatwond'rous words ofgrace he ſpake I

" This my body, broke for fin,

" Receive, and eat the living food :"

Then took the cup, and bleſs'd the wine ;

"'Tis the new cov'nant inmyblood."

For us his fleſh with nails was torn,

Hebore the ſcourge, he felt the thorn ;

And
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:

Andjustice pour'd upon his head

Itsheavy vengeance in our ſtead.

5 For us his vital blood was ſpilt,

To buy the pardon of our guilt ;

Whenfor black crimes ofbiggest fize,

He gave his foul a facrifice.

" Do this (he cry'd) till time ſhall end,

" In mem'ry ofyour dying friend ;

" Meet at my table, and record

" The love ofyour departed Lord."

7 Jeſus, thy feast we celebrate,

1

Weſhew thy death, we ſing thy name,

Tillthou return. and we shall eat,

The marriage-ſupper ofthe Lamb.

HYMN CLXIX.

C
OME all who truly bear,

The name of Chrift your Lord,

His last mysterious ſupper ſhare,

Andkeep his kindeſt word :

Hereby your faith approve,

In Jefus crucified,

Inmem'ry ofmydying love

2

:

Do this, he ſaid, and dy'd.

Then let us ſtill profess

Our Maſter's honour'd name,

Stand forth his faithful witneſſes,

True followers ofthe Lamb :

Inproof that fuch we are

His ſaying we receive,

And thus to all mankind declare

We do in Chriſt believe.

Part.
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3 Part of the church below

Wethus our rightmaintain,

Our livingmemberſhip we ſhew,

And in the fold remain ;

The sheep of Ifrael's fold.

In England's paſtures fed,

And fellowship with all we hold

Whohold it with our head.

J

HYMN CLXX.

ESU, at whoſe ſupremecommand

Wethus approach to GOD,

Before us in thy veſture ſtand,

Thy veſture dipt inblood.

2 Obedient to thy gracious word

We break the hallow'dbread,

Commemorate thee, our dying Lord,

And truſt on thee to feed.

3 Now, Sav'our, now thyselfreveal,

Andmake thy nature known,

Affix the ſacramental feal,

And ſtamp us for thine own..

4 Thetokens ofthy dying love,

Olet us all receive,

And feel the quick'ning ſpirit move,

Andfenfibly believe.

5.The cup ofbleſſing bleſt by thee,...

Letitthyblood impart ;

Thebread thy mystic body be,

Andcheareach languidheart.

6The grace which SURE ſalvation brings

Let us herewith receive ;

Satiate the hungry with good things,

Thehiddenmannagive..

N3 HYMN
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HYMN CLXXI.

Communion with Chriſt, and with Saints,

1 Cor. x. 16, 17 .

J

ESUS invites his faints

To meet around his board ;

Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold

2

Communion with their Lord.

For food he gives his fleſh ;

Hebids us drink his blood :

Amazing favour ! matchleſs grace

Ofour defcendingGOD !

3 Lord make bread this and wine

Maintains our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,

And int'reft in his death.

4 Our heav'nly Father calls

Chrift and his members one ;

We the young children ofhis love,

Andhe the firſt-born fon.

5 We arebut fev'ral parts

Ofthe fame broken bread ;

Onebody hath its ſev'ral limbs,

ButJeſus is the head.

6 Let all our pow'rs bejoin'd,

Hisglorious name to raife ;

Pleaſure and love fill ev'ry mind,

And ev'ry voice be praife,

HYMM
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HYMN CLXXII.

ESUS, dear, redeeming Lord,

JMagnify thy dyingword,
In thine ordinance appear,

Come, and meet thy followers here.

2 In the rite thou hast enjoin'd,

Let us now our Sav'our find,

Drink thy blood for finners ſhed,

Taſte thee in the broken bread...

3 Thou our faithful hearts prepare,

Thou thy pard'ning grace declare,

Thou that haft for finners died,

Shew thyself the crucified !

2

0

HYMN CLXXIII.

God, that hear'ſt the pray'r,

Attend thy people's cry,

Who to thy houſe repair,

And on thy death rely,

Thy death which nowwe call to mind,

Andtruſt ourlegacies to find.

Thou meetest them that joy

In theſe thy ways to go,

And to thy praiſe employ

Their happy lives below,

And ſtill within thy temple gate

For all thy promis'd mercies wait.

We wait t'obtain them now,

Wefeek thee crucify'd,

And

A
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4

Andatthytable bow ;

Andlongto feel apply'd

Theblood for our redemption giv'n,

And eat thebread that came from heav'n.

Come then, our dying Lord,

To us thy goodneſs ſhew,

Inhonour ofthyword

Theinwardgrace beſtow,

Andmagnify the ſacred fign,

Andprove theordinancedivine.

HYMN CLXXIV.

Incomparable Food: Or, The Flesh and Blood

ofChrift.

Wing theamazing deeds,Thatgracedivine performs ;

Th' eternalGOD comes down, and bleeds,

To nourish dying worms .

2 This foul-reviving wine,

Dear Sav'our, 'tis thy blood:

Wethank that facred flesh ofthine,

For this immortal food.

3 Thebanquet thatwe eat

Ismade ofheav'nly things ;

Earth hath no dainties halfſo ſweet

4

As ourRedeemerbrings.

InvainhadAdam fought,

And fearch'dhis garden round

For there was no such bleſſed fruit

In all the happy ground.

5 Th' angelic hoſt above

Can never taſte this food ;

They feast upon their Maker's love,

But not a Sav'our's blood.
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6 Onus almighty Lord

Bestow thy matchleſs grace,

And meets us with fome chearingword,

Withpleaſure in thy face.

7 Come, all ye drooping ſaints,

And banquetwith the King ;

Chrift's love will drown your ſad complaints,

8

And tuneyour voice to fing.

Salvation to the name

Ofour adored Chrift :

Thro' the wide earth his grace proclaim,

His glory in thehigh'ſt.

J

HYMN CLXXV.

ANOTHER.

ESUS ! we bow before thy feet !

Thytable is divinely ſtor'd ;

Thy ſacred fleſh our fouls have eat,

'Tis living bread ; we thank thee, Lord !

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 noſuch ſweetneſs found,

For the Lamb's fleſh is heav'nly food :

Invain we fearch the globe around

For bread ſo fine, or wine ſogood.

4Carnal proviſions can at beſt

But chear the heart, or warm the head ;

But the rich cordial that we tafte,

Gives life eternal to the dead.

Joye
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5Joy to the Maſter ofthe feaſt,

His name our fouls for ever bleſs ;

ToGod the King, andGod the Prieft

AloudHofannaround the place.

HYMN CLXXVI.

HEARTS offione relentleBreakby Jeſu's croſs ſubdued,

See hisbody mangled, rent,

Cover'dwith a gore ofblood !

Sinful foul, what hast thou done ?

Murther'dGOD's eternal Son !

?

2Yes, our fins have done the deed,

Drovethe nails that fix'd himhere,

Crown'd with thorns his facred head,

Pierc'dhim with the foldier's ſpear,

Made his foul a facrifice ;

For a finful worldhe dies.

:

3 Canwe view him thus inpain ?

Still todeath pursue ourGOD ?

Opentearhis wounds again,

Trample on his precious blood?

No; with all our fins we'd part,

Sav'our, give a broken heart !

HYMN CLXXVII.

A
LLglory and praiſe

To the ancient ofdays,

Whowas born, and was ſlain to redeem a loſt

Race.

Salvation
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2 Salvation toGOD,

Who carry'd our load,

And purchas'd our lives with the price of his

Blood.

3
And shall he not have

Thelives which hegave

Such an infinite ranſom for ever to ſave.
:

Yes, Lord, we are thine,

Andgladly reſign

Our fouls tobe fill'dwith the fulneſsdivine.

5 Weyield thee thine own,

We'd ſerve thee alone,

Thywill upon earth as inheavenbe done.

6 How, when ſhall it be

We cannot foreſee;

But oh! let us live, letusdie unto thee!

C

HYMN CLXXVIII.

OME, Holy Ghoſt, thine influence ſhed,

Andrealizethe ſign,

Thy life infufe into the bread,

Thy power intothewine.

2 Effectual let the tokens prove,

Andmadebyheavenly art

Fitchannels to convey thy love

To every faithful heart.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXIX.

D
YINGfriend offinners, hear us

Humbly at thy croſs who lie,

In thine ordinance be near us

Now th' ungodly juſtify:

Let thy bowels of compaffion

To thy ranſom'd creatures move,

Shew us all thy great ſalvation,

God oftruth andGod of love,

2 By thy meritorious dying

Save us from this death of ſin,

By thy precious blood's applying

Make our inmoſt 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.

I

HYMN CLXXX.

N that fad memorable night,

WhenJeſus was for us betray'd,

He left his death-recording rite,

He took, and bleſs'd, and brake thebread :

Andgave his own their laſt bequest,

Andthus his love's intent expreſt :

2 Take eat, this is mybody giv'n,

To purchaſe life and peace for you,

Pardon and holiness in heav'n ;

Dothis, mydying love to ſhew,

: Accept
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1

Accept your precious legacy,

And thus, my Friends, remember me.

3 He took into his hands the cup,

To crown the ſacramental feast,

Andfullofkind concern look'd up,

Andgavewhathe to them had bleſt,

Anddrink ye all ofthis he said,

Infolemnmem'ry of thedead..

4This is myblood which feals the new

Eternal cov'nant ofmy grace,

Myblood ſo freely ſhed for you,

Foryou and for the finful race ;

Myblood that ſpeaks your fins forgiv'n,

Andjustifies your claim to heav'n.

5 Thegrace which I to you bequeath

Inthis divine memorial, take,

And, mindful ofyour Saviour's death,

Dothis, my followers, for my fake,

Mydying love I will retain,

and you eternal life shallgain.

HYMN CLXXXI.

The Memorial of our abſent Lord. John

xvi. 16. Luke xxii. 19. John xiv. 3.

J
ESUS is gone above the ſkies,

Where our weak ſenſes reach him not;

Andcarnal objects court our eyes,

To thruſt our Saviour from ourthought.

2 Heknows what wand'ring hearts we have,

Aptto forget his lovely face,

And, to refresh our minds, he gave

Theſekind memorials ofhis grace.

3 The Lord of life this table ſpread

Withhis own flesh and dying blood,
P We
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We on the rich proviſion feed,

And taſte the wine, andbleſs theGod..

4 Let ſinful ſweets beall forgot,

Andearth grow leſs in our esteem;

Chrift and his love fill ev'ry thought,

Andfaith andhope be fix'd on him.

5 Whilehe is abſent from our fight,
'Tis to prepare our fouls a place,

Thatwemaydwell in heav'nly light,
And live for ever near his face.

1

6 Our eyes look upwards to the hills

Whence our returning Lord ſhall come ;

Wewait thy chariots awful wheels,

To fetch our longing ſpirits home.

HYMN CLXXXII.

'T

IS done ! th' atoning work isdone:

Jeſus, the world's Redeemer, dies !

Allnature feels th' important groan

Loud-ecchoing through the earth and ſkies ;

The earth doth to her centre quake,

Andheav'n as hell's deepgloom is black!

2The temple's veil is rent in twain,

While Jeſus meekly bows his head,

The rocks reſent his mortal pain,

Theyawning graves give up theirdead.

Thebodies of the faints arife,

Reviving as their Saviour dies.

3Andſhall not we his death partake,

In ſympathetic anguiſh groan ?

OSaviour let thy paſſion ſhake

Our earth, and rent our hearts of stone ;

;

To



( 171 )

To fecond life our fouls reſtore,

Andwakeus thatwe fleep no more.

S

HYMN CLXXXIII .

ONS ofGod, triumphant riſe,

Shout th' accomplish'd ſacrifice ;

Shout your fins in Chrift forgiven ,

Sons ofGod, and heirs of heaven.

2 Saints thatnow to Chriſt belong,

Lift'ning angels join the fong;

Sing with us, ye heav'nly powers,

Pardon, grace, andglory ours !

3 Love's myſterious work is done ;

Greet we now th' atoning Son,

Heal'd and quicken'dbyhis blood,

Join'd to Chriſt, andonewithGod.

4Chriſt, of all our hopes the ſeal,

Peace divine in Chriſt we feel,

Pardon to our fouls applied,

Dead for you, for mehedied.

Chrift by faith we taſte below,

Mightier joys ordain'd to know,

Whenhis utmoſt grace we prove,

Rife to heaven in perfectlove.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXXIV.

Our Lord Jeſus at his own Table.

T
HE mem'ry of our dying Lord

Awakes a thankful tongue:

How rich he ſpreadhis royal board,

Andbleſs'dthe food, and fung.

2 Happy the menthat eat this bread,

Butdoubly-bleſs'd was he

That gently bow'd his loving head,

Andlean'd it, Lord, on Thee.

3 By faith, the fame delights we taſte

As that great fav'rite did,

Andfit and lean onJeſu's breaſt ,

And take the heav'nlybread.

4Downfrom the palace ofthe ſkies

Hither the Kingdeſcends!

"Come, mybeloved, eat (he cries)

"Anddrink ſalvation, friends.

5"My fleſh is food and phyſick too,

*Abalm for all your pains ;

" Andthe red ſtreams ofpardon flow

From theſe mypiercedveins."
6

6Hoſanna to his bounteous love,

For fuch a feaſt below!

Andyethe feeds his faints above

Withnobler bleſſingstoo.

7 Come, the dear day, theglorious hour,

Thatbrings our fouls to reft!

Thenweshall need theſe types no more,

Butdwell at th' heav'nly feaft.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXXXV..

A

UTHORoflifedivine,

Whohaſt a table ſpread,

Furnish'dwith myſtick wine

And everlasting bread,

Preſerve the life thyselfhath giv'n,

Aud feed, andtrain us up for heav'n.

2 Our needyfouls ſuſtain

With freſh ſupplies oflove.

Till all thy life we gain,

And all thy fulneſs prove,

And ſtrengthen'd by thy perfect grace,.

Behold, without a veil, thy face,

HYMNCLXXXVI.

L

Grace andGlory by the DeathofChriſt.

S
ITTING around our Father's board,

We raiſe our tuneful breath ;

When faith beholds our dying Lord,

Wedoom our fins to death.

2 'Tis tbro' the blood ofJeſus ſhed,

Whence all our pardons riſe ;

The finner views th' atonement made,

And loves the facrifice.

3Thy cruel thorns, thy shameful croſs,

Procures us heavinly crowns :

Our highest gain ſprings from thy lofs ;

Ourhealingfrom thy wounds.

4Oh ! 'tis impoffible thatwe,
Who dwell in feeble clay,

Should equal fuff'rings bear for thee,

Orequal thanks repay.

P3
HYMN
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1

HYMN CLXXXVII.

TheProviſions for the Table ofour Lord: Or

The Tree of Life, andRiver ofLove.

L
ORD, we adore thy bounteous hand,

Andfing the folemn feaſt,

Where ſweet celestial dainties ſtand

For ev'ry willing gueſt,

2 The tree oflife adorns theboard

With rich immortal fruit,

And ne'er an angry flaming ſword

Toguard the paſſage to't.

3 The cup ſtands crown'd with living juice;

Thefountain flows above,

And runsdown ſtreaming, for our uſe,

In rivulets oflove.

4The food's prepar'd by heav'nly art,

Thepleaſure's well refin'd;

Lordſpreadnew life thro' everyheart,

Andchear thedrooping mind.

5 Shout, and proclaim the Sav'our's love,

Ye faints that taſte his wine ;

Joinwith yourkindred ſaints above,

In loud Hoſannas join.

6A thousand glories to theGon

That gives ſuchjoy as this ;

Hofanna! let it found abroad,

Andreachwhere Jeſus is.

HYMNS
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**XX*X*

HYMN

FOR

S

SOCIETY, &c.

********************&*&*&

2

3

T

HYMN CLXXXVIII.

TO JESUS CHRIST.

HOW canhavegreatercauſe tofing.
Who greater cauſe tobleſs,

Than we the children ofthe King ?

Than we who Chriſt poſſeſs ?

Than we who Cbrift poffefs!

Thanwewho Chriſt poſſeſs !

With angel hoſts, dear Lamb, wejoin,

To praiſe thy love and pow'r:

To magnify thygrace divine,

Thou mighty Counsellor ! &c. &c.

We latewere fatan's captives led,

Andhell had been our end,.

Hadſt thou not for our pardonbleď,

Thou ſinners only friend ? &c. &c.

For this we ne'er will hold ourtongue,

Nor ſhall our praiſes ceaſe :

We
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5

Weevermore will fing that ſong,

The Lord our righteouſneſs ! &c. &c.

No otherGOD we know but thee,

None elfe did us create :

Thy glory ſhall we ever be,

Oholy advocate ! &c. &c,

6 'Twas thou, 'twas only thou didst take

7

The mediator's place,

When we the Father's ſtatutes brake :

All hail thou Prince ofpeace ! &c. &c.

Wedaily prove thee ſtill the fame,

Whene'er our need we fee :

Thou bearest ſtill a Sav'our's name,

Our Saviour thou shaltbe ! &c. &c.

8 No law, nor fin, nor hell, nor death,

Shall us from thee divide :

Strongly we hold that precious faith,

For us our Saviour dy'd ! &c. &c.

HYMNCLXXXIX.

B
LEST be the Father andhis love,

To whoſe celestial fource we owe

Rivers ofendleſs joys above,

Andrills ofcomfort here below !

2 Glory to thee, great Son ofGOD !

Forth from thy wounded body rolls

Aprecious ſtream of vital blood,

Pardon and life for dying ſouls.

3 Wegive the ſacred ſpirit praife,

Who, in our hearts of fin and woe,

Makes living ſprings ofgrace arife,

Andinto boundless glory flow.

4ThusGod the Father,Gop the Son,

AndGop the Spirit, we adore,

That ſea oflife and love unknown,

Without abottom or a shore.

HYMN
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HYMN CXC.

C

HILDREN
ofthe Lord rejoice,

Praiſe him with a chearful voice ,

Gladly we with you agree,

Reafonbave our company.

2Have you reaſon ? we have more,

Weby him ofheav'n are ſure ;

Favour'd likeye, we are tos,

Seal'd the Lamb ofGod to view...

3 Great ſalvation have we ſeen,

Inhim lately ſlain for men';

Bleffed be our Saviour's name,

Wehave alsoseen the same.

4Worthyis the Lord we cry,

Chriftwhodeign'd for us todie ;

Worthy is the Lamb say we,

Cbrift, whe dy'd on yonder's tree.

5 Jefus, yet unſeen, we'llbleſs,

Tillwe 'wake inright'ouſneſs ;

Jesus will we ever own,

Worthy ofour thanks alone.

6Hallelujah be our fong,

Sound for ever on our tongue ;

Hallelujab us employ,

Till we enter perfect joy.

0

1

HYMN CXCI.

Leadus near the mount ofGod,

Andthere thy ſervants meet

There let us view thy ſprinkling blood,

There worſhip at thy feet.

Up
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2Up Calv'ry lead our fouls by faith,

To hear thy groans and cries ;

To see the Lamb's attoning death

Andglorious facrifice.

3 Here maywe learn ofthee ourLord,

The myſt'ries of thy blood ;

Till we shall hear that wiſh'd for word,

Come up andbe withGOD.

C

HYMN СХСІІ.

NILDREN ofthe heav'nly King,

As yejourney ſweetly fing ;

Sing your Saviour'sworthy praiſe,

Glorious inhis works and ways !

2 We are trav'lling home toGOD,

Inthewaythe fathers trod;

They are happy now, andwe

Soon their happineſs ſhall fee.

3O, ye baniſh'd feed, be glad !
Chriſt our advocate is made;

Us to fave our fleſh affumes,

Brother to our foul becomes .

4 Shout, ye little flock, and bleſt,

You on Jeſu's throne ſhall reſt;

Thereyour feat is now prepar'd,

There your kingdom and reward!

5 Fear not, brethren, joyful ſtand,

On the borders ofyour land ;

Jeſus Chriſt, your Father'sSon,

Bids you undiſmay'd go on.

6 Lord, obediently we go,

Gladly leaving all below ;:

Only thou our leader be,

And we still will follow thee..

{

1

ر

HYMN
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J

HYMN CXCIII.

EHOVAH, Jeſus, Lord ofall,

We finners would adore thy name,

Drawn by thy Spirit's pow'r, we call

OnThee, fome bleſſing to obtain,

2 Lord, by a flame oflove divine,

Omelt, O warm each frozen heart I

Ondark, diſtreſſed ſpirits ſhine

With light of life, andjoy impart.

3 Where is the drooping ſpirit ? Lord

Thouknow'ft, andhear'ſt its heart-felt groans

And wilt thou not thy peace afford ?

Can'ſt thou refuse the finner's moans ?

4 Is there no promife in thyword ?

No love within thy tender breaſt,

To comfort finners felf abhorr'd,

And footh their troubled fouls to reft ?

5 To ſearch thyword invainwe try,

Thy love we cannotknownor feel,

Unleſs thy Spirit doth apply,

Andthou thyselfthy love reveal.

ร

6Emanuel Now to us appear ! ..

Jeſus, talk with us by the way!

Diſpeleach doubt, anddry each tear,

Andcauſe each heart to burn with joy.

TES

HYMN CXCIV.

ESU, Lord, we look to

Let us in thy name agree,

thee,

Shew thyself the Prince ofPeace,

Bid ourjars for ever ceafe.

44
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2 By thy reconciling love,

Ev'ry ſtumbling-block remove;

Each to each unite, endear,

Come and ſpread thy bannerhere,

3 Make us ofoneheart andmind,

Courteous, pityful and kind,

Lowly,meek inthought andword,

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

To thy family above,

Onthewings ofangels fly,

Shewhow trueBelievers die.

HMYN CXCV.

The Pilgrim's Hymn, in a Dialogue.

T
ELL us, O women! we would know

Whitherfo faſtyemove ?

We, call'd to leave the World below,

AreSeeking one above.

:

2Whence cameye, ſay-andwhat the place

That ye are trav'ling from ?

From tribulation, we thre' grace

Are now returning home.

3 Is notyournative countryhere

The place ofyour abode ?

Wejeek a better countryfar

ACity built by God.

4 Thither we travel, nor intend

Short ofthat blifs to reft :

Nor
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Nor we, till in the Sinners' Friend

-Our wearyfouls are bless'd.

5 Friends ofthe Bridegroom we shall reign :

2

3

4

Saviour, we aſk no more :

Hail, Lamb ofGod, for finnersspain, -

Whom heaven and earth adore !

HYMN CXCVI.

F any ask us why we love

I The once deſpiſed Nazareen?

Weſay, becauſe we gladly prove

Hedied to take away our fin ;

He, Lord of all things, died to make us his:

How can we chuſe but love a friend like this ?

The former part of our bad life

We all were enemies to him;

す

Wecaus'd him ſmarting pain and grief;

Anddid his mercy diſeſteem:

Yea, fince he gain'd us, he might oftupbraid,

Andcharge our folly on each guilty head.

I very often ſerious think

What made the Lamb ofGon love me ?

Afoul that flood upon the brink

Ofbeing loft eternally :

Andnothing can I anſwer, but myGoD

Did love a poor loſt ſoul becauſe he wou'd.

My fellows, mycompanions, hear,

Ye fouls who once like me went on,

Yield to the Lord, my Maſter dear,

Prove ye the Lamb, and ye will own

He's only excellent, and only pure,

The pleaſures found inhim alone endure.

HYMN

هتا
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HYMN CXCVII.

T

HEBridegroom isnear,

And feeth us here ;

Hisheart is enflam'd

To us finful wretches ; this makes us aſham'd.

2 What are we but duſt,

Slaves once ofeach luft?

How could we be free,

But by the dear Bridegroom, whobledon the

Tree?

3 Hebought usbyblood,
To his and our God;

And choſe for his own

Us ſinners, before e'er his love we hadknown.

3 Mydear brethren ſee,

How frozen were we,

Andwand'ring about :

ButJeſus did fetch us, andwarmus throughout.

4 No threat'nings at all

Weheard in his call ;

" I died for your reft,

" Be chearful, tho' finful, and lean on my

breast."

6 Ifwe know him thus.

Each member ofus

Should gladly look round,

Wherehundredor thousand loſt ſheep might be
found.

7 Dear brethren, 'tis right

To wait Day and night ;

It is now his hour,

He is ready to give us his light, life and pow'r.

From
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7
From this very day

We will not delay

To follow the Lamb,

To ſerve him with gladness, and live for his

8

name.

Wewillnought diffuſe

But this welcome news :

" The Lamb has been flain ;

19:

THIS textwe willpreach ofagain, andagain.

9
This ent'reth thy ear,

OBridegroom moſt dear!

Thou Lamb that wert ſlain,

Obe thou the leader of us and our train.

HYMN CXCVIII.

TE all the ſinner's tract have trod,

Like ſheepwe all have ſtray'd :WE
In fackcloth let us feek forGOD,

With dust upon our head.

2 Let ſhame our guilty fouls bowdown,

Andlet us tell our fin ;

Who knows, if we our folly own,

But Chriſt will make us clean.

3 Behold, O Lamb ofGod, arace

Ofwretched rebels come,

Naked and poor , O let thy grace

Affordthy childrenroom.

4We own that we the world have lov'd,

Havemany idols known ,

Pray let thy wrath be all remov'd,

Nor pour thy fury down.

5 Think on the holy covenant,

Andthen, tho' we have finn'd.

Kindly
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Kindly forgive us, this we want,

OLord, our onlyfriend.

6 Wemourn, that we have griev'd thee thus,

Thou dearest Lamb, and true;

Who never hurt, nor injur'd us,

Thy love is ever new.

7 Lord, can'ſt thou pardon fouls ſo vile!

Weknowthou can'ſt, and wilt :

Ifwe are the Redeemer's ſpoil,

Forwhomhis blood was ſpilt.

8 Tho' we are fin,Omaywe view,

Our Saviour's bloody fign :

To poor ftray'd sheep thy mercy ſhew,

Andfay, Yeftill are mine.

HYMN CXCXIX.

T
HANKS to thy mercy, dearest Lamb,

Thatwe, tho' late, haveknown thy name;

Those things from wiſerminds conceal'd,

To us thybabes, have been reveal'd ;

2 What are weworms, or what our ways,

(To thee vile rebels all ourdays)

That to our fouls thou still hold'ſt forth

Atreasure ofunfathom'd worth?

3 Andcan it be theſe ſinful eyes

Have ſpied where that great treaſure lies,

Havebeen directed to the ground

Where preſent bleſſedneſs is found?

4.Well, gracious Lord, thy will be done !

Sinners thou ſav'ſt, and I am one :

From this vainworld henceforth I'd part,

And to thy ſervice give my heart.

:

HYMN
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1

B

HYMN CC.

AtMeeting.

LEST by Jeſu's providence,

Lo! we meet again inpeace ;

May we, whenwe fly from hence,

Meet in a moſt glorious place !

2.Whenwe once ſhall there arrive,

Everhappy ſhall we reign ;,

Ever with our Sav'our live,

'Midſt a host of perfect men.

3.There ſhall forrow not intrude,

Griefſhall never there appear,

Waſh'd in our Redeemer's blood,.

We shall stand made free from fear.

4 Come, dearbrethren, joyful, come,

Forward, boldly let us preſs,

Humbly let our fouls prefume,

Truſt in Jeſu's right'ouſneſs ..

5 Praywe for the promis'd hour,

Whenthe family compleat.

Borne on clouds, andgirt with pow'r,

In the houſe above ſhall meet,

Maſter, haften on thyday,

Glorious to thyjudgmentcome!!

Call thy trav'lling faints away,

Lord, we long to be at home !

B

1

HYMN CCI.

At Difmiffion..

LEST be the dear uniting love,

Thatwillnot let us part ;

Ourbodies may far offremove,

We ſtill are join'd inheart.

2.Join'din one ſpirit to our head,

Whenhe appoints to go,

And still in Jeſu's footſteps tread,
T

Anddohis work below.

Q3 Olet
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3 O let us everwalk inhim,

Andnothing know befides ; *.

Nothingdefire, nothing efteem,

ButJeſus crucify'd.

4 Clofer and cloſer let us cleave,

To hisbelov'd embrace,

Expect his fulneſs to receive,

Andgrace to anſwer grace.

5 Butlet us haſten to the day

Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore,

Whendeath ſhall all be done away,

Andbodies part no more,

N

に

O farther go to-night, but ſtay,

Dear Saviour, till the break of day

Turn in, dear Lord, with me;-

And inthe morning when Iwake,

Mein thine arms, myJeſus, take,

And I'll go onwith thee.

I
WILL lay me down to fleep,

Andfafely take my reit ;

Me commend toJeſu's grace :

Andasuponhis breast,

So, ifJeſus pleaſe, I'llfleep,

While troops ofangels are my guard,...

O, my Shepherd, love and keep

Andbemygreat reward.

N
ONE but Jeſus will we fing,

None else will we adore ;

He ourProphet, Prieft, andKing,

鳥

Shallbe for evermorete

None among the heav'nly pow'rs

Nor one on earth, our praiſemay

NonebutJefus callwe ours,

None but thebleeding Lamb! $

claim;

1



(187)

M

HYMN CCII.

For a FUNERAL .

Yfoul, come meditate theday,

Andthink how nigh it ſtands,

Whenthou muſt quit this houſe ofclay,

Andfly to unknown lands.

2 Oh could we die with those thatdie,

Andplace us in their ſtead;

Thenwouldour ſpirits learn to fly,

And converfe with the dead.

3 Then ſhould we see the faints above

Intheir ownglorious forms,

Andwonderwhy our souls ſhould love

To dwell with mortal worms.

M

HYMN PCCIII.

ANOTHER.

OURN not the dead, nor wail the man

Who dwells no more below

Weep for yourſelves, and be in pain,

To fee approachingwoe.

2 O unconverted finners, ſee

Thejudgment haftens on :

You to the bar ſhall fummon'd be

Withhim before you gone.

3.To you 'twill be a day offire,

Gloomy, and diſmal too :

But ſhall fulfil thoſe ſouls' defire

Whoknew the Lamb below..

4. Of this bleſt number, God oflove,

Ordain unworthy me:

AndwhenI from the earth ſhall move,

I'll come and dwell with thee.
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あああああああああああああああああ

GRACES.

2

Before Meat.

ATHER

Thyhungry children feed,

Thy grace be to our ſpirits given,

That true immortal bread :

Grantus, and all our race.

In Jeſus Chrift to prove

The ſweetness ofthy pard'ning grace,

Themanna of thy love.

Ο

Fatherofall

Who filleft with good

The ravens that call

Onthee for their food ;

Them ready to periſh.

Thou lov'ft to ſuſtain,

Andwilt thou not cherith

The children ofmen ?

Ontheewedepend

:.

Ourwants to ſupply,

Whoſe goodness doth fend

Us bread from the ſky

Onearth do thou give us.

To taste ofthy love,

And shortly receive us

To banquet above.

Thouwhoſe bowels yearn'd to fee

The hungry crowd that follow'd thee,

Andnothing had to eat ;

Pity again the famiſh'd throng,

Whohavewiththee continuedlong,
And faint for want ofmeat.
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2 Jeſus, ouroutward wants relieve,

ButO! the food immortal give

Ourempty fouls to fill ;

Suſtain us by thy pard'ning grace,

Andbring us thro' this wilderness,

To thy celestial hill.

B
E preſent at our table, Lord,

Behere and ev'ry where ador'd;

Theſe creatures bleſs, andgrant that we,

May feaft inparadife with thee,

: At, or After Meat.

G
LORY, love, and praise, and honour

For our food

Now beſtow'd

Render we thedonor.

1...

BounteousGOD, wenow confess thee,

GOD, whothus

Bleſſeth us,

Meet it is tobleſs thee.

2 Knows the ox his master's ſtable,

And ſhall we

Notknow thee,

Nouriſh'd at thy table ?

Yes, ofall good gifts the giver

Thee we own,

Theealone

Magn'fy for ever..

0
God ofall grace,

Thybountywepraiſe,

Andjoyfully fing,

}

Poor beggars admitted to feaft with aKing.

Thehonour we claim

InJeſus's name ;

Now may we receive,

Andhappy in Jeſus's prefence may live.
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How royal the chear

WhenJeſus is here !

The ſcantieft meal

Is feafting indeed when his favour we feel.

Inhis pard'ning peace

Maywe all things poſſeſs,

Andrichly enjoy

Afulness ofpleaſure that never can cloy.

Thatheav'n is foundinthe knowledge of thee :

3 Thee, Sav'our, to know

Is heav'n below

Maywe witneſſes be

Thee, Jeſus, let's taſte,

Andoh let it laſt,

This fenfe ofthy love,

Till with all the Aſſemblywebanquet above..

HANKFUL for every bleſſing

TH
Letus fing,

Chrift the ſpring,

Never never ceaſing.

Source ofall our gifts and graces.

Chriſt we own,

Chriftalone

Calls for all ourpraifes..

2 Hediſpels our fin and ſadneſs

Lifeimparts,

Chears our hearts,

Fills with food and gladneſs.

Chrifthimself for us hath given,

Ushe feeds,

*Us he leads

To a feast in heaven.

toGod, for ever bleſt,

To Gop the maſter ofthe feast,BLelling
Whohath for us a table ſpread,

And inthis howling defert fed,

Jeſus with all thy gifts impart

The crown ofall, athankfulheart
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F
Ather, thro' thy Son receive

Ourgrateful facrifice.

Allthewants of all that live

Thine openhand ſupplies,

Fills the world with plenteous food;

For the riches of thy grace,

Take, thou univerfalGod,

The univerfal praiſe.

GLORIA PATRI.

N
OW to the great and facredThree,

The Father, Son, and Spirit, be

Eternal glory given,

Thro' all the worlds whereGOD is known,

Byall the angels near the throne,

And faints in earth and heaven.

F
ATHER, Son, and HolyGhost,

One in three, and three in one,

Asby the celestial hoſt

Let thy will on earth be done ;

Praife by all to thee be given,

Glorious Lord ofearth and heaven !

P
RAISE GOD, fromwhom allbleſſings flow,

Praiſe him all creatures here below,

Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly host,

Praiſe Father, Son, and HolyGhost.

ATHER of all above, below,

Thypraife let ev'ry creature ſhew,

In thee who live and move and are ;

The Father's fellow and his Son

Eternal ſharer ofhis throne

Letall in heav'n and earth declare.
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A
LL glory to GGD

In his highest abode

Who fits on the throne !

Allglory toJeſus his crucified Son!

Allglory and praiſe

Tothe Spirit ofgrace!

The eternal I AM.

Lethis faints and his angels for ever proclaim !

S
HOUT to the great Jehovah's praife,

Ye fons ofglory and ofgrace;

OneGon in perſons three adore,

The fame inmajesty and pow'r ;

Ye fuffering, and triumphant hoft,

Praiſe Father, Son, and HolyGhoſt.

A
LL worſhip and praiſe

To the Ancient ofdays,

1

The Father, the Son, and the Spirit ofgrace !

With our friends in the ſky

Let us glorify

TheMyftical Three that bear record on high !

2 The Three that are One

In amanner unknown,

The Subſtance Divine in a mystery own ;

'Till in Him we remove

To his prefence above,

Andeternallyplunge in thedepths ofhis love.

F
Ather, Son, and HolyGhost,

ThyGodhead we adore,

Joinwith the celestial hoft

Who praise Thee evermore!

Livebyheav'n and earth ador'd,

Three in One, andOne in Three,

Holy, holy, holy, Lord,

All glory be to Thee!

4 F INI S.

ERRATA. Page 14, line 21. for Fanting and

feek, readAndpanting ſeek. Pag. 141 1: 2; for
bad, readtho Iunworthy am.

BOL
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