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THE 

&...'- T ~ Colofties, to cultivate P s AL Moo Y ; and I [;W believe it to be the Duty of Chriftians to 
learn the Songs of Zion, ~ccording to 

good Method or Rule ; but the PeoR1e ought not 
to be contented with the outward Forirt of <.:\inging~ 
but fhould feek after the inward Part i.:,:There are 
two Parts of Singing; as St. Paul in orms us, in 
I Cor. 14, t 5, ( I will Jing with the ~ pirit, and I 
<will Jing with -the Underftanding a!fii) To fing 
without the Spirit, (though with goo Method) is 
like the Sound of a mufical Inftrument 'thout Life. 
To fing with the Spirit, I underftand 1Paul further 
to mean, to ling with fpiritual Matter : And thus 
when we ling with the Underftanding r Method, 
and with fpiritual Matter, by the Irtfluer ce of God'i:. 
Spirit, we ling agreeable to God's Mind St. Paul 
exl.1orts, in Col. 3, 16. let the Word if hnfl d'Wllil 
in you richly in all Wifdom ; teaching and d11Rnn/!.inc 
Olle another in P/alms and Hymns, and.fpir,tual So~.,. 
jinging with Grace in your Hearts to the Loni. Tile'-,_ 
Songs of Zion, when they are fung with the Spirjt 
of the Gofpel, are very comforting, refrefblng, and 
edifying td the Children of God-convincing to 2 
carnal World-well plealing to God, and deftruc­
tive to the Kingdom of Satan. And it being a goo<I 
Work, I am willing to contribute fornething towards 
promoting it, For this End I have taken no fmal 
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rain~ to collect a number of choice Hymns, Pfalnts~ 
and fpi'ritual Songs, from a Number of Authors of 
differe'lt Denominations of Chriftians, that every 
Chrifti3n may be fuited. I have, in the firft Place, 
chofe out fame awakenin~ and moll: alarming 
Hymns, next to them penitential, then inviting; 
aJtd then c:onfolating Hymns, and the laft Part con­
tains Hyihns of the Birth, Death, Refurrection and 
Afcenfion\of Chrift, and hi~ Appearance in the lall 
Great Day. Thefe Hymns ate in various Metres, 
and efpecially the I aft Part are cf uncmnmort Mea• 
fores, for new Tunes and new Singers. 

Here I prefent you, 0 Chrit\ians, of what Deno­
mination foever, with cordial Hymns, to comfort 
you in your weary Pilgrimage ; I hope they will 
affift and fhengthen you through the various Chan­
ges of this Life, till you fhall all fafely arrive to 
the genera1 Alfembly Above, and Church of the 
Jhrft-Born, where you fhall have no more need or 
thefe imperfect Hymrts ; but lhall perfectly join the 
Songs of Mofes and the Lamb j where all your 
imperfect Services fhall forever be at an End ; and 
you lhall have open and full Vifion and Fruition of 
Goo and the LAMB ; fhall fit down in perfect 
Harmony with Abraham, Ifaac and Jacob, and with 
.all the Saints and Angels in the New-Jerafalem ~ 
where all Sorrow, Grief, Trouble and Pain fhall 
forever ceafe, and all Tears wiped away from your 
:Eyes. 

A CHOICf 
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A CHOICE 

COLLECTlON 
OF 

H .Y M N S, &c. 
~,.~~~>~:+:-0>--0>~-<S»~ 

lI Y M N I. 

With G OD is terrible Maje.Jly. 

I TERRIBLE God, that Reigns on high, • 
How awful is thy thundering Hand 

Thy fiery Bolts, hew fierce they fly ! 
Nor can all Eart~ or Hell withftand. 

z This the old Rebel Angels knew• 
~nd Satan fell beneath thy Frown. 

Thine Arrows ftruck the Traitor through, 
And weighty Vengeance funk him down. 

3 This Sodom felt, and feels it nill; 
And roars beneath th' eternal Load : . 

With endlefs Burnings who can dwell, 
Or ~ear the Fury of a Goo ? 

A1 
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4 "rremble ye Sinners and fubmit ; 
Throw down your Arms before his Throne., 

Bend your He.i.ds low beneath his Feet, 
Or his {hong !land !hall cru_lh you do_wn , 

& And ye, blefs'd Saints, that love him too, 
With Rev'rence bow before his Name ~ 

Thus all his heav'nly Servants do : 
Gqo is a bright and burni~1g FlaR,1e, 

l-1 Y M N II._ 

'The Sinner'~ Fears, 

1 ALAS ! For I have feen the Lo1to,. 
With a drawn Sword he flood, 

Now might he !heath it in my .li'lelh,. 
And bathe it in my Blood. 

2 I've da.r'd him with my mi°ghty Sins, 
As if he was too flow ; 

l3ut now he comes both a.rm'd and girt,, 
As an enrage.I Foe. 

:.i What lhaU a guilty Sinner do, 
When J ufiice does appear ? 

0 whither !hall I Ree from him,. 
Whofe r>Iace is ev'ry where ? 

.;. As I can neither fi?nd nor fly,. 
So neither can I bear 

The mighty H:rnd which grinds the Rocks,, 
And doth Foundations tare. 

'5 My pale, my poor, my ti;embling Soul 
Does ftart at ev'ry Thing ; 

It hourly fears huge Hofis of Wrath , 
.From this incenfed King. 

~ Shonld he but his Commiffion grant,. 
All Creatures would engage 

Againft me as their Foe profefs'd, 
With ;,i.n LJ.ni_ted Rage.. 7 Mr. 
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7 My Fear$ are juft ; I deferve Hell, 

And 'tis my proper hire ; 
;But who can dwell ; 0 ! who can dwell 

With everlafting Fire ? 

H Y M N III. 
q'he Sinntr' s Seif-Rejleaion. 

1 AH Lord ! ah Lord ! what have I dooe 1 
What will become of me ? 

What fhall I fay, what fhall I do l 
Or whither fhall I flee ? 

z By wand'ring I have loft my felf, 
And here I make my moan : 

0 whither, whither have I ftray'd l 
Ah, Lord ! what have I done ? 

3 Thy Candle fearches all my Rooms; 
And now I plainly fee, 

The num'rous Sins of Earth and Hell 
Are fummed up in me. 

4 The Seeds of all the Ills that grow, 
Arc in my Garden fawn, 

Ana Multitudes of them are fprung ; 
Ah, Lord ! what have I done ! 

5 I have been Satan's willing Slave, 
And his moft eafy Prey : 

He was not readier to command 
Than I was to obey : 

6 Or, if at Times he left my Soul, 
Yet ftill his Work went on: 

I was a Tempter to my felf; 
Ah, Lord ! what have I done ! 

7 I puft at all the Threats of Heavefl, 
And flighted all its Charms : 

"Nor Satan's Fetters would I Ie.ive 
For Chri11's inviting Arms, 

A4 
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~ I had a Soul but priz'd it not; 
Apd now my Soul is gone. 

~y forced Cries do pierce the Skies ; 
' ~h, Lorcl ! what have I done ! ' 

H Y M N IV. 
7'be Pilgrims m11tua/ Conference. 

i HAlL ! happy Pilgrill_ls, whenc.e came yi; ·2 
And whither are }'OLI bound ? • 

·· We from the Land of Egypt Ree, 
';I'jll• Canaan we have foL1n:l. ' 

~ How_i;ime ye llrtl: to walk this Wa/ ?. 
~ Were you alarm'<l with Fear ? 

· ·, A _qchool- ·nafrcr appear'd one Day, 
· \Yith <;ountenance fevere :. 

3! Hi;Pref~nce fb·rick our Hearts with &wi1 ; 
· His- Eyes appear'd like Flame : ' ' 

ani, f1id he: the holy Law ; · 
· And ·frc.m Moi.!nt-Sinai came • 

• n•en· Jo;~our Sentence he dcclar'd 
· W-as .cver1afiing Dci:th : 
• For, 'tilr hi, Precepts were repair'd~ 

. We were e·,pos'd to wrath. ' 

r At iir. :i..J.\1:eifenger of Peace, . 
E•;;m g;.:li.Jl by Name, 

Appear'tf -and gave us fwcet Releafe, 
: Fr::.1n that devouring Flame. ' 

.., He po;nte.d out the Lamb of God, 
In ~t diitreffing Day, · 

• •. :Afid faiJ, behold his prccio:is Blood) 
' • That _i:a:ke, your Guilt away. 

• 

1 -Thv• wert>"we froin our Bondage freed, 
And fct ,at Liberty. 

Co{Ile theq, de:i.r Brethren, well :greed~ 
• 'ar thus' redC'-';n' d were we • 
• ~ : .. \ "' - · 8 Co;i e 

. ' 
• 
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~ Come let us then together walk, 

Together let us fing : 
Be this the Subject of our talk, 
· To fraife th~ Lamb our King. 

H Y M N V. 
90D the 'l7,underer; Or, thelaji Judginmt and H,/J 

~ SING to the LoRD, ye heav'nly Holls, 
And thou, 0 Earth, adore : 

Let Death and Hell through all, their Coa~s , 
Stand trembling at his Pow'r. 

1 His founding Chariot /hakes the Sky ; 
He makes the Clonds his Throl'le ; 

'fhere all his Stores of Light'ning lie, 
'Till V engcance darts them down. 

3, His Noftrils breathe cut fiery Strcam5, 
And from his awful Tongue ; 

A, fov'rnign Voice divides the Flames, 
And Thunder roars along . 

4 Think, 0 my Soul ! the dreadful D~y. •• 
\Vhen thi s incenfed Goo, 

Shall rend the Sky, and burn the Sea, 
A_nci fiing his Wrath abroad. •• 

5 What !hall the Wretch, the Sinner"ll.c; ¾ 
He once dcfy'd the Lord, 

Bot h~ fhall dread the Thund'rer uo\~·~ 
And fink beneath his Word. 

~ Tempell: of angry Fire !hall roll. 
To blafi the rebel Worm, 

And beat upon his naked Squl 
In one etci:nal Stori:u , • 

.. .. 

. . 
. \I.YMN,'I. 
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H Y M N VI. 
'The Death of a Sinner. 

r My Thoughts on awful Subjects roll, 
Damnation and the Dead ; 

Wl1at Horrors feize the guilty Soul 
Upon a dying Bed ! 

2 Lingering about thefe Mortal Shores, 
She makes a long Delay ; 

'Till like a Flood with rapid Force, 
Death fweeps the Wretch away. 

3 Then fwift and dreadful Jhe defcend3 
Down to the iiery Coaft, 

Amongft abominable Fiends, 
Herfelf a frighted Gh.ofl:. 

4 There endlefs Crouds of Sinners lie, 
And Darknefs makes their Chains : 

Tortur'd with keen Def pair, they Cry, 
Yet wait for fiercer Pains. 

~ Not a)] their Anguilh and their Blood1 
For their old guilt atones, 

Nor the Compaffion of a Goo 
Shall hearken to their Groans. 

6 Amazing Grace, that kept my Breath, 
Nor bid my Soul remove, , 

'Till I had Jearn'd my Saviour's Death, 
And well enfur' d his Love ? 

H Y M N VII, 
Hell, or tbf Yengeance of GOD, 

J WITH holy Fear, and humble Song, 
The dreadful Go D our Souls ador, ; 

Rev'rence and awe becomes the Tongue 
That fpeaks the Terrors of his Pow'r. 

z Far 
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~ Far in the Deep, where Darknefa dwe!Is, 
The Land of Horror and Defpair, 

J uftice has built a difmal Hell, 
And laid her Stores of Vengeance there, 

3 Eternal Plagues and heavy Chains, 
Tormenting Racks and fiery C?als, 

And Darts t' inflict imm0rtal Pams, 
Dy'd in the Blood of damned Souls. 

4 Taere Satan the firfl: Sinner lies, 
And roa,$, and bites his Iron Bands ; 

In vain the Rebel fl:rives to rife, , 
Crufu'd with the Weight of both th; Hands. 

5 There ~uilty Ghofts of A~am's Race, 
Shri-ck out, and howl beneath thy Rod ; 

Once they could fcorn a Saviour's Grace, 
But they incens'd a dreadful God. 

6 Tremble my Soul, and kifs the Son ;_ 
Sinner, obey thy Saviour's call ; 

Elfe your Damnation ha/lens on, 
And Hell gapes wide to wait your fal1. 

H Y M N VIII. 
'The GOD of 'Thunder. 

1 o The immenfe ! th' amazing Height ! 
The boundlefs Grandeur of a Go D ! 

Who treads the Worlds beneath his Feel ! 
And fways the Nations with his nod ! 

2 He fpeaks ! and lo, all Nature !hakes ; 
Heaven's everlafl:ing Pillows bow; 

Ite rends the Clouds with hideous Cracks, 
• And !hoots his fiery Arrows through. 

3 Well, let the Nations fi~rt and fly 
At the blue Lio-htning's hor.rid glare • 

Athcifts and Emp~rors fhrink and die, • 
When Fli:lllle and Noife "1rment the Air. 

4- IA 

.. 
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4- Let Noife and Flame confound the Skie~ 
And drown the fpacious Realms below, 

Yet will we fing the Thund'rer's Praife, 
And fend our loud Hofannas through. 

, C.eleftial King ! thy blazing Pow'r 
Kindles our Hearts to flaming Joys ! 

We lhout to hear thy Thunder roar ! 
And echo to or,r Father's Voice. 

f Thus !hall the God our Sl\viour come, 
And Lightnings round his Chariots play, 

Ye Lightnings, fly to make him Room, . 
Ye glorious Storiµs, prepare his Way! 

H Y M N IX. 
'!'he Sinner's Shame and Conf11Jio11. 

1 so foolilh, fo ahfurd am I, 
That nothing can be JT\Ore ; 

'\Vas ever fuch a Monfter feen 
Upon the El\rth before ? 

2 I dare not lpok upon the Earth, 
The Witnefs of mv Sin; 

My Confcienco is a Doom's-day Book, 
I dare not look within. 

3 Upw~rds I durft not call mine Eyes, 
For there my Judge doth fit : 

Nor downwards, whence the Smoke; 4oth rife. 
From the Infernal Pit. 

-4 How !hall I anfwer at the Bar 
Of him who is moft pure ?­

I cannot anfwer for my felf, 
My felf I can't endure. 

.5 And as my felf I can't endure. 
My felf I cannot fly l 

Thus Fools do fell themfelves for Slaves, 
And what a Slave aip I l 

• 
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6 My Heart the Seat of Folly is; 

My Life a Life of Sin : 
Surely I am more brutifh far, 

Than ever Brute hath been. 

7 Is this my Wit? Is this my Way 1 
To make a glorious Name ? 

Are thefe the Thanks I've pa.id to Heav'n i 
Ah, what a Beaft I am ? 

8. The Crown is fallen from my Head, 
My royal Robes are gone; 

Confufion is my only Cloak, 
And I muft put it on. 

9 And whilll: I blufh, and whilft I bleed, 
Here will I fit alone : 

And here I'll lead the Leper's Life,­
And make my doleful Moan. 

10 I am not worthy of the Earth, ' 
Nor worthy of the Air, 

Nor worthy of the wat'ry Drop, 
But of the Damned's Fare. 

11 0 ! How it kills my Heart to tl$inlc 
Upon my fooliili Ways! 

Yet this I'll bear and blefs the Lord,­
Becaufe Damnation 11:ays. 

H Y M N X. 
R E P E N er A N C E. 

I LORD I confefs my Sin is great, 
· Great is my Sin, Oh f gently treat 
Thy tender Flow'r, thy fading Bloom, 
Whofe Life's 11:ill aiming at a Tomb. 

2 Have mercy Lord, lo ! I confefs, 
I feel I mourn my Foolifhnefs ; 
0 fpare me, whom thy Hands have made, 
A whherini Leaf, a fleeting Shade. 

3 Sweeten · 
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3 Sweeten at length this bitter Bowl, 

Which thou has pour'd into my Soul t 
0 tarry not ! if frill thou fray, 
Here fets•in Death my fhort liv'd Day, 

4 When thou for Sin rebukefr Man, 
His drooping Heart is fill'd with Pain; 
Blafred his Strength, his Beauty too, 
Confumes away as morning Dew. 

5 When will thou Sin and Grief deftroy ? 
That all the broken Bones may joy ; 
And at thy all-reviving Word, 
Dead Sinners rife, and praife the Lord, 

H Y M N XI. 
J WEARY of ftruggling with my Pain, 

Hopelefs to burfr my nature's Chain : 
Hardly I give the Conteft o'er, 
I feek to free myfelf no more. 

z Frc:n my owrt Words at lafl: I ceafe, 
God that creates mull: feal my Peace : 
Fruitlefs my Toil and vain my Care, 
And all my Fitnefs is Defpair, 

3 Lord I def pair myfelf to heal, 
I fee my Sin but cannot feel; 
I cannot till thy Spirit blow, 
And bid th' obedient Waters flow, 

4 'Tis thine a Heart of Flelh to give, 
Thy Gifo I only can receive : 
Here then to thee I all reftgn, 
To draw, redeem, and feal is thine, 

5 With fimple Truth to thee I eall, 
My Light, my Life, my Lord, my all : 
I wait the moving of the Pool, 
I wait the WorQ that fpeaks me whole. 

6 Speak, 
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6 Speak, gracious Lord, my Sicknefs c:ure, 

Make my infectea Nature pure : 
Peace, Righteoufnefs, and Joy impart, 
And pour thyfelf into my Heart. 

H Y M N XII . 
./l/l Men undon1 6y Si1t. 

:i JESUS, the Sinner's Friend, to thee., 
Loft and undone for Aid I flee, 

Weary of Earth, myfelf, and Sin, 
Open thine Arms and t:.ke me in, 

~ Pity and heal my Sin-fick Soul, 
'Tis thou alone canft make me whole : 
Fall'n, till in me thine Image fhine, 
And curft I am ti!I thon art mine. 

2 Hear, Jefus, hear my lielplefs Cry, 
0 fave a Wretch condemn'd to die: 
The Senten<ie in myfelf I feel, 
And all my Nature teems with Hell. 

,4, When lhall Concupifcence and Pride,. 
No more my tortor'd Heart divide ? 
When £hall this Agony be o'er, 
And the old Adam rage no mere ? 

5 Awake, the Woman's conquering Seed, 
Awake, and bruife the Serpent's Head: 
Tread down thy Foes, with Power controul, 
The Beaft and Devil in my Soul. 

, The Manfion for thyfelf prepare, 
Difpofe my Heart by ent'ring there ; 
'Tis this alone can make me clean, 
'Tis this alone can caft out Sin. 

7 Long have I hop'd and vainly firove, 
To force my Hardnefs into Love ; 
To give thee all thy Laws require, 
ie\nd labour'd i~ di~ puriing F~r~. 

8 Frail1 
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~ Frail, aark, impure I ftill remain, 
Ne,r hope to break my Nature's Chairt j 
The fond [elf-emptying Scheme is paflJ 
And lo ! conftrain'd I yield at lall:. 

9 At }all: I own it cannot be, 
That I lhould fit myfelf for thee ; 
Here then to thte I all refign, 
Thine is the Work, and only thine. 

to No more to lift my Eyes I dare, 
Abandon'd to a juft Defpair, 
I have my Punifhment in View, 
I feel a thoufand Hells my Dae. 

11 What £hall I fay, thy Grace to move! 
Lord I am Sin, but thou art Love : 
I give up ev'ry Plea beftde, . 
Lord I am damn'd--but thou haft died~ 

H Y M N XIII. 
lnvitatiop HYMNS ta Sinnt/"J; 

Ch,·ijl calls bu,·den' d Sinnus. 

If COME hither all ye weary Souls, 
J Ye heavy laden Sinners ~ome, 

I'll give you rell: from all your Toils, 
And raife you to my heavenly Home.-

2 They £hall find Reft that learn of me. 
'm of a ll)eek and lowly Mind : 

But Par.ion rages like th.e Sea. 
And Pride is reftlefs as the Wind. 

3 Bleft is the Man whofe Shoulden uke 
My Yok.:, and bears it with Deli:;ht~· 
My Yoke is eafy to his Neck, . 

My Grace £hall make the Burden light. 
4 Jefut 



( t7 ) 
4 Jefus we cotrte at thy Corhmam!, 

With Faith and Hope, and humble Zell,, 
Refign our Spirits to thy 1-iahd, · 

To mould and guide us at thy Will, 

H V M N XlV, 
Invitation· to Sinnerr, 

t HO ! every one that thirfts draw ntghi 
('Tis God invites the fallen llace) 

Mercy and free Salv_ation buy J 
Buy Wine and Milk; and Gofpel Grace~ 

~ Come to the livihg Waters; tome; 
Sinr.ets obey your Maker's Call; 

Return ye weary Wanderers; homt, 
And heat the Gofpel pteach'd to aU,: 

g See from the Rock :i Fouhtain rife ! 
For you in hea!lng ~trcams it :oils: 

Money ye need not brmg nor Price; 
Ye labouring; burden'd; Sin-lick Soul,~ 

+ Nothing ye irt Exchange fhall g-ive : 
Leave all you have and are behind i 

Frankly the Gift of God tcteive; 
Pardon and Peace in Jefus find. 

5 Your willlng lhr, and Heart incline; 
His Words bclievingly receive, 

Q.!!icken'd your Soul, by Faith divine; 
An everlafting Life fhall live, · 

1-i Y M N 'XV'. 
I N JT 1 <r A T 1 0 lv. 

JI slNNERS, obey the gofpel Word 1 
Hafte to the Supper of your Lord J 

lle wife to know your gracious Day, 
·\11 Thin&• ,re ready, C1;mic awar ! 

I ~ Realf1, 
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:z Ready the Father is to own, 
AnJ kifs ·his late returning Son ; 
Ready the loving Saviour flands, 
And fpreads for you his bleeding Hands, 

3 Ready the Spirit of his Love, 
Juft now the ftony H'.eart to move: 
T' apply, and witnefs with his Blood, 
And walh and feal you,, Sons of God, 

4 Ready for you the Angels wait, 
To triumph in your bleft Eftate : 
Tuning their Harps, they long to Praife 
The wonders of redeeming Grace. 

5 Come then, ye Sinners, to the Lord, 
To Happinefs, in Chrift reftor'd ; 
His proffer'd Benefits eml,race, 
The plentitude of gofpel Grace. 

H Y M N XVI. 
ANOTHEll, 

1 COME Sinners, to the gofpel Feaft, 
Let ev'ry Soul be J efus' Gueft ; 

Ye need not one be left behind, 
For God hath bidden all Mankind. 

z " Have me excus'd," why will you fay l 
From Health, and Life, and Liberty ; 
From all that is in Jefus given, 
From Pardon, Holinefs, and Heaven. 

3 Come then ye Souls by Sin oppreft, 
Ye weary wanderers after Reil: : 
Ye Poor and Maimed, Halt and Blind, 
In Chrift an hearty Welcome find. 

-4- See him fet forth before your Eyes, 
Behold the bleeding Sacrifiee ;• 
His offer'd Love let all embrace, 
.And-freely now be iav'd by Grace, 
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S Ye who believe his Record ,true; 
Shall fop with him and he with you : 
Come to the Feaft, be fav'd from Sin, 
For Jefus wa1.ts to take you in, · 

6 This is the Time, no more Delay~ 
This is the glorious gofpel Day ; 
Come in this Moment at hill Call, 
A11.d live to him, who dy'd for all. 

H Y M :N XVII.' 

<fhe Prodigal. ~ -
r THE Predigal's return'd, 

The Sinner lot!: is found ; 
H:e who was late an Heir of Wrath? 

Is now with Mercy crown'd. 

£ His Saul has long been dead, 
In Trefpafi"es and Sin ; 

But now in Chrift, through Power diviac; 
He's quick'ned, juft, and clean. 

3 The Angels raife their Voicea 
And hail the Sinner home ; 

And all the Saints of God rejoice~ 
To fee the Wand'rer come. · 

f Jefos with open Arms, 
Him freely doth embrace ; 

And, lo, the Prodigal believes; 
He now is fav'd by Grace. 

s By Grace without his Worki 
Amazing Love indeed ! 

Him Jefi.ts recencil'd to God, 
By fulf' ring in his Stead. 

tii The Heanns wond'ring ftand, 
But frill with Fury burns ; 

1Whilft joyful to his Father's Hocu~,· 
The Prodigal returns, 

~ ! . . ,.~ 
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7 The Fathtr fees afar, 
The Prodigal return ; 

C1mftra.in'd by Love he runs to meet 
His late rebelliou1 So1t. 

~ His tremblin~ Child he hears, 
His num'rous Sins confefs ; 

.And freely pard'nfog, covtrs all, 
fo pity and in Grace. 

9 Each Servtmt of the Lord, 
With Joy and Mirth abo,und ; 

For he who mice was loll and dead., 
ls now alive1 and found. 

1 o The fatted Calf i, llain, 
The Lamb is crtteffy'd; 

The Robe of Righteoufnefa is brought, 
His Nakedncfs to hide, 

11 The Ring is dn him put, 
(Earnefi of Joys ;ibove,) 

Salvation now adorns his Feet, 
And all his Soul is Love. 

tz He leans -()n Jefus' '.Breall-, 
Forg~tting all his Pain ; 

With him he enters info Reil: ; 
He now is born again. 

13 1-Ie rolls his Soul in Lovt, 
And drirrlts true Pleafore in ; 

And fays to others, now I prove 
My Soul is fav'd from Sin, 

H Y M N XVIII. 
'l'be h11m!,/e Puhlican. ' Now fee the Publican opprert. 

With all his heirloui; Sins ; 
~far be lhnds, and fmitea his Breafl., 

,\nd lsumbly thaa l&egins. 
2 Great 
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!it Great Goo ! behold, and now extend, 
Thy rich free Grace to me ; 

Tho' nought I havo to recommcni;l 
My guiity Soul to Thoe. 

3 I am a Sinner, I confefs, 
Polluted all, and vile ; 

Yet, Lord, amidft my deep Dlfirefs, 
In Mercy on me fmile. 

4 God heard his penitential Cry, 
And anfwer'd his Reque/1:, 

Pafs'd all his black Offences by, 
And cas'd his throbbing Breaft, 

5 While on the boafting Pharifee 
He looks with angry Frown, 

The humble Publican doth he 
In tender Mercy own. 

6 0 Sinners ! here ExamJ?le take, 
To ply the Throne of Grace ; 

God furely will, for Jefus' fake 
An Anfwer grant of Peace, 

H Y M N XIX 
U11iverfal Praifa, 

l FROM all who dwell below the Skies~ 
Let the <;:reator's fraife arife. ' 

Let the Redeemer's Name be fung, 
Thro' every Land by ev'ry Tongue. 

z Eternal are thy Mercies Lord, 
Eternal Truth attends thy Word~ 
Thy Praife !hall found from Shore tQ Shore, 
Till Suns !hall rife and fet no more, 

3 Praife God from whom all Bldfing& flow. 
Praife him all Creatures here below ; 
Praife him above, ye heavenly Hoft, 
Fraife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft. 

B3 ~YMN 
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H Y M N XX, 
'l'he repe,zting Prodigal • 

.I BEHOLD the Wretch whofe Luft and Wine, 
Had wafted his Etl:ate, 

He begs a Share amongft the Swine, 
To tatl:i: the l{ufks they eat ! 

~ I die with Hunger, here, he cries, 
I ftarve in foreign Lands ; 

My Father's Houfe has large Supplies,. 
And bounteous are his Han<is. 

-~ I'll go and with a mournful Tongue, 
Fall down before his Face ; 

Father I've done thy Jufl:ice wrong, 
Nor can deferve thy Gract, 

·4- He faid, and hatl:ened to his Home, 
To feek his Father's Love : 

,The Father faw the Rebel come, 
And all his Bowels move. 

5 He ran and fell upon his Neck, 
Embrac'd and kifs'd his Son; 

The Rebel's Heart with Sorrows break, 
For Follies he had done, • 

tJ Take air his Cloaths of Shame and Sin, 
(The Father gives Command) 

Drefs him in Garments white and clean, 
With Rings adorn his Hand. 

7 A Day of Feall:ing I ordain, 
Let Mirth and Joy abound; 

:My So11 was dead and lives again, 
Was loft and now is found. • 

HYMN XXI. 
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H Y M N XXI 

Godly Sorrow, 

1 hL A S ! and did my Saviour bleed I 
And did my Sov'reign die ? 

W ou d he devote that facrcd head, 
Foi; fuch a Worm as I ? 

2 Thy Body flain, fweet Jefus thin~ 
And Bath'd in its own Blood, 

While alt · expos'd to Wrath divine, 
The glorious Suff'rer ftood ! 

' 3 Was it for Crimes that I had dont, 
He groan'd upon the Tree? 

Amazing Pity ! Grace unknown l 
And Love beyond Degree ! 

,4. Well might the Sun in Darknefs hide 
And fhut his Glories in, · 

When God, the mighty Maker dy'r,l 
For Man the Creatures Sin. 

5 Thus might I hide my blulhing Face., 
While his dear Crofs appears, 

Dilfolve JJIY Heart in ThankfulncJ:S, 
And melt my Eyes to Tears. 

6 But drops of Grief can ne'er repay 
The Debt of Love I owe, 

Here Lord I give myfelf away, -
'Ti:J all that I ,an do~ 

H Y M N XXH. 
Look unto me, and he faved, 

I LADEN'D with Guilt, Sinners arife, 
And view your bleeding Sacrifice, 

Each purple Drop proclaims there's Room, 
And bid~ the Poor and Needy come . 

.B 4 2 Beneath 

2.45 
Oc.. \c. 
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:: :Beneath your Crimes the Victim !food_. 

Sign'd your Acquittances in Blood, 
Hereby ftern Juftice is appea:;'<!, 
Sinl'lers look up and be releas'd. 

, Mercy, Peace, Truth, and Righteoq{ners. 
Beam from the Reconciler's Face ~ 
Here look, till Love dilfolve your Heatt', 
And bid your fiavifu Feai:s depart. 

+ 0 quit the World's d,elufive Charms, 
And quickly fly to Jefus' Arms ; 
Wreftle until youi: God is known, 
.'rill yo.u <:an ~an the Lorq your OWi\, 

H Y M N 
Cf'he l'rtffur,e of Sin. 

0 THAT my Load of Sin wete gont>? 
0 that I cou.ld at laft fubpiit~ 

At Jefu's Feet to lay it down. 
To lay my Soul at Jefu's Feet! 

~ When fuall lll,ine Eyes behold the Lantb. ? 
The God of my Salvation fee ! 

Weary, 0 Lord, thou know'ft l am~ 
Yet ftill I <;anno.t come to thee. 

·:, Reft for my Soul, I long to find ; 
Saviour, if mine indeed thou art, 

Give me thy meek al'ld lowly Mind, 
And ftamp thine Image o!\ my Heatt~ 

4 I would, but thou mull give the Power; 
My Heart from ev'ry Bin releafe ; 

Bri g near, bring near the h:.ppy Hour. 
And fill Jt\C with thy heav'nly Peace. 

S Come Lord, the drooping Sinner chear • 
Let not my Jefus long delay ; 

A_epear, in my poor Heart appear ; 
My God my 1:$aviour, com.e away. 

HYMN 



r 

( 25 ) 
"li :Y M N XXIV. 

~ JoJ in. the HOLr GHOST, 

1 Ill 'MY Soul doth magnify the Lor'11 
My Spirit doth rejoice 

In God my Saviour and my God, 
I hear his joyful Voice, 

i I need not go abroad for Joy 
Who have a Feaft at home ; 

My Sighs are turned into Songs, 
The Comforter is come. 

, Down from Above the blefi'ed Dove 
Is come into my Breaft, 

To witnefs God's eternal Love : 
This is my heavenly Feaft. 

♦ This makes me Abba, Father, cry, 
With Confidence of Soul ; · 

It makes me cry, My Lord my God• 
And that without controul, 

5 There is a Stream which ifi'ues fortll 
From God's eternal Throne, 

And fo)Il1 the Lamb, a living Stream, 
Clear as the Cryftal Stone. 

c; The Streams doth water Paradife. 
It makes the Angels fing : 

One cordial Drop revives my Heart ; 
Hence all my Joys do fpring. 

7 Such Joys as are unfpeakable, 
And full of Glory too ; 

Such hidden Manna, hidden Pearls, 
As Worldlings do not know. 

t Eye hath not feen, nor Ear hath .beard. 
From fancy 'tis conccal'd, 

What thou, Lord, haft laid up fQt ihin~, 
And ha.'l tg me .reveal' d, 

. 

9 l 
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9 I fee. thy Face, I hear thy Voice, 
I tafte thy fweeteft Love ; 

My Soul doth leap : bu~ 0 for Wings, 
The Wings of NOllh's Dove ! 

10 Then fhould I flee far hence aw;i.y, 
Leaving this World of Sin : 

Then fhould my Lord put forth his Hand 
And kindly take me in. 

t 1 Then fhould my Soul with Angels fcaft 
On Joys that always !aft: 

Blefs'd be my God, the God of Joy, 
Who give.1 me here a Tafte. 

H Y M N XXV. 
t A'V AKE fad Heart, whom Sorrows drown, 

Lift up thine Eyes, and ceafe to mourn, 
Unfold thy Forehcaci's fettled Frown ; · 
Thy Saviour, and thy Joys r-eturn. 

2 Awake fad drooping Heart, awake, 
No more lament, and piRe, aBd c;:ry ; 
His Death thou ever <loft partake~ 
Partake at !aft his Vicl:ory. 

3 Arife ; if thou <loft not withftand, 
Chrift's Refurrection thine may be ; 
0 break not from the gracious Hand, 
Which as it rifes, raifes thee. 

4 Chear'd by thy Saviour's Sorrows rife ; 
He griev'd, that thou may'll: ceafe to grieve! 
Dry with hi~ burial Cloaths thine Eyes ; 
HI! dy'd himfelf that thou may'ft live. 

H Y M N XXIV. 
/("~ • Ail Sinners miferable. 

1 WRETCHED, hclplefs, and·diilrcft, 
Ah ! whither fh:ill I fly, 

Ever 
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Ever gafping after Re11:, 
I cannot find it nigh : 

Naked, fick, and poor, and blind, 
Fail: bound in Sin and Mifery, 

Friend of Sinners, let me find 
My Help, my All in Thee. 

z Who my Mifery can relate, 
My Depth of Woe reveal? 

I have hift my firft Eftate, 
In helplefs Adam fell. 

Driven out of mine Abode, 
I now have loft my perfett Blifi, 

Fallen, fallen out of God, 
And banilh'd Paradifc. 

3 I am all unclean, unclean, 
Thy Purity I want ; 

My whole Heart is lick of Sin, 
And my whole Head is faint ; 

Full of putrifying Sores, 
Of Bruifes and of Wounds, my So11l 

Looks to Jefus, Help implores, 
And gafps to be made whole. 

Ir In the Wildernefs I ftray, 
My foolilh Heart is blind; 

Nothing do I know: the Way 
Of Peace I cannot find. 

Jefus, Lord reftore my Sight. 
And take, 0 take the Vail away ; 

Turn my Darknefs into Light, 
My Midnight into Day. 

H Y M N XXVII. 

CttRJST tbe Friend of Sir.1~erl.' • 

,t WHERE lhall my wond'ring Soul begin ? 
How fh~ll I all to Hea-..'n alpirf:? 

A 

.. 
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A Slave, rede,em'd from Death and Sin 1 

A Brand pluck'd from eternal Fire, 
Eow !hall I equal Triumphs raife, 
And fing my great Deliverer's Praife, 

JZ O how Chall I thy Goodncfs tell, 
Father, which thou to me halt ihew'd l 

That I, a Child of Wrath and Hell, 
I fhould be call 'd a Child of God ! 

Should kno7r, fhould feel 1ny Sins forgiv'n; 
13left with this Antipad ofHeav'n ! 

3 And !hall I flight my F.ather's Love, 
Or bafely fear his Gifts to own ? 

Unmindful of his Favours prove ! 
Shall I , the hallow'd Crofs to ihun, 

Refufe hi5 Right'oufnefs t' impart, 
lly hiding it within my Heart i 

+ No-though the antient Dragon rage, 
And call forth all his Hoft to War ; 

Though Earth's felf-righteous Sens engage, 
Them, and their God alike I dare ; 

Jefu,, the Sinner's Friend proclaim; 
Jefos, to Sinners frill the fame. 

5 Out-cafts of Mell, to you I call, 
Harlots and Publicans and Thieves ! 

He fpreads his Arms, t' embrace you all ! 
Sinners alone his Grace receives. 

No need of him the Righteous have, 
He came the Loft to feek and fave. 

6 Come all ye Madalins in Luft, 
Ye Ruffians fell in Murders old ? 

Repent and live: Dcfpair and Trult ; 
J efos for you to Death was fold ; 

Though Hell prate.It, and Earth repine, 
He dy'd for Crimes like yours and mine. 

7 Come, 
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7 Come, 0 my guilty Brethren, tome, 

Groaning beneath your. Load of Sit'l, 
His bleeding Heart fuall make you Room, 

His open Side fuall take you rn. 
He calls you nQw, cnvites you home ; 
Come, 0 my guilty Brethren, come, 

I For you the purple Current flow'd, 
In Pardons from his wounded Side : 

Languifu'd for you th' eternal God, 
For you the Prince of Glory dy'd. 

Believe, and all your Guilt's fotgiv'n i 
Only believe-and yours is Heav'n. 

H Y M N XXVIII. 
Praift for the Hope of Glory. 

1 I SOJOURN in a Vale of Tears, 
Alas 'how can I fing I 

My Harp doth on the Willows hang, 
Dillun'd in ev'ry Strini. 

2 My Mulick is a Captive's Chains ; 
Harth Sounds my Ears do fill ; 

How fhall I fing fweet Zion's Song, 
On this Side Zion's Hill 1 

3 Yet lo ! I hear the joyful Sound, 
Surely I quickly come ! 

Each Word much Sweetnefs doth dillil!, 
Like a full Honey Comb. 

,1- Antl doll thou come my dearell: Lord l 
And doll thou forely come ? 

And doll: thou furely quickly come ? 
Methinks I am at Home. 

5 Come then my dearetl, dearell: Lord, 
My fweeteft, fureft Friend ; 

Come, for I loath thefe Kedar Tents; 
' f h,: fiery Chariot fend, 

, W.11at 
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6 What have I in this barren Land 1 
My Jefus is not here ; 

Mine Eyes will ne'er be bleft until 
My Jefus doth appear. 

7 My Jefus is gone up to Hea,v'n 
To get a Place for me ; 

For 'tis his Will, that where he is, 
There fhould his Servants be. 

8 Canaan I view from Pifgah's Top, 
Of Canaan's Grapes I tafte : 

Mv Lord, who fends unto me here, 
Will fend for me at lall:. 

9 I have a God that changeth not, 
Why fhould I be perplex't ? 

My Gad that owns me in this World, 
Will own me in the next. 

10 My deareft Frienss they dwell above, 
Them will I go to fee l 

And all :iiiy Friends in Chrift below, 
Will foon come after me. 

H Y M N XXIX. 
Praife for the Peace bf Conjcieiue; 

1 My God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace, 

Thee will I love, .tnd praife and fing, 
'Tiil Life and Breath £hall ceafe, 

:z My Thoughts did rage, my Soul waa toft_. 
'Twas like a troubled Sea : 

But what a mighty Voice is this, 
Which Winds and Waves obey. 

3 God fpake the Word, Peace and be frill, 
My Sins, thofe Mutineers, 

With Speed went off, and took their Flight, 
Where now are all my Fears l, 

4 The 
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f 'the World can neither give nor takeJ 

Nor yet can undcrftand, 
That Peace of God which Chri!l: hath brougll.t, 

And gives me with his Hand. 

5 This is my Saviour's Legacy, 
Confirm'd by his Deceafc : 

Ye lhall have Troubfe in the World, 
In me ye !hall have Peace. 

6 And fo it is, the World doth rage, 
But Peace in me doth reign : 

And whilft !UY God maintains the Fort, 
Their Batt'ries are in vain, 

7 The burning Bulh was not confum'd, 
Whilft God remained there : 

The three, when Chrift did make the fourth, 
Found Fire as meek as Air. 

8 So is my Mem'ry ftuffed with Sin, 
Enough to make an Hell ; 

And yet my Confcieoce is not fcorch'd, 
For God in me doth dwell. 

9 Where God doth dwell, fore Heaven is there, 
And linging there mull: be : 

Since, Lord, thy Prefence makes my Heaven, 
Whom lb.all I ling but thee. 

10 My God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace, 

Thee will I love, and praife, and ling, 
Till Life and,. Breath !hall ceafe. 

H Y M N XXX. 
A Sight of Cbrijl in Huwm. 

• DESCEND from Heaven immortal Dove, 
Stoop down and take us on thy Wings, 

And mount, and bear us far above, 
'flie Reach of thefci inferio1.1r Things, 

· - z Beyond, 
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z neyonct, beyond this lower 5kyj 

Up where eternal Ages roll, 
Where folid Pleafures never die, 

And Fruits immortal feafi: the Soul. 

3 0 for a Sight, ;, pleafing Sight, 
Of our Almighty Father's Throne: 

There fits our Saviour crown'd with Light. 
CJoath'd in a Body like our own. , 

4 Adoring Saints around him fl:andj 
And Thrones and Powers before him fall t 

The God fhines gracious thro' the ManJ 
And fheds fweet Glories on them all. 

5 0 what amazing Joys they feel, 
While to their golden Harps they fini, 

And fi.t on every heavenly Hill, 
And fpread the Triump1i.s of their King. 

6 When fhall the lJay, dear Lord appear, 
That I fhall mount to dwell above, 

And fiand and bow amongft 'em the_re, 
And view thy Face, and fing, and love. 

H Y M N XX~I. 
'1atl's Prtje1tu in Light, 

·s My God, the Spring of all my Joys. 
The Life of my Delights, 

The Glory of rny brighteft Days, 
~nd Comfort of my Nights, 

-, In darkeft Shades if lle appear, 
My Dawning is begun : 

He is my Soul's fweet Morning-$tar.,. 
And he my rifing Stsn, 

3 Theop'ning Heavens around me fhinc,_ 
With Beams of facred Blifs, 

'While Jefus foews his Heart ia~, 
And whifpcrs, I am hi,. · ' .. 

!'l- My 
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1f. My Soui would lea":e this heavy Clay\ 

. At that tranfporting Word: 
Run up with Joy the fhining Way, 

T' embrace my dearel1: t:ord. 
! Fearlefs 6f Hell, and ghaftly neath, 

I'd. break. thro' every Foe : 
The Wings of Love, artd Arms of Faitlti, 

Should bear me Conqtt'ror thro'. 

a v M N xxxII 
9"1'e C/11,rch a Garden, 

t W" - E are a Garden wa.ll'd around, , 
Chofen and made peculiar Ground i 

A little Spo~ inclos'd by Grace, 
Out of the World's wide Wildernefs. 

JZ Like fpky Trees, Believers fl:and, 
Planted by an Almighty Hand ; 
.Arid all the Springs in Zion flow 
To make the young Plantation grow; 

.3 A,vake, 0 heavenly Dove, and come, 
Blow on this Garden of Perfume : 
Spitit divine, defcend anf! breathe, 
A gracious Gale on Plants beneath. 

i Make ~hen our Spiceli flow Abroad, 
A gratefd Incenfe to our God : 
Let Faith, and bove, and Joy appear, 
And every Grace be ailive herfl. 

H y M N XXXIII. 
Divine Su;ports. , w· HEN I can tead my Title cltar, 

To Manfions in. the Skies, 
! bid farewell to ev'ry Fear, 

And wipe my weeping Eye,, 

~ t Sho11li 

..,, 
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z 1:ihO'Uld Earth againft my Soul engage, 

And helliJh Darts be hurl'd, 
Then I can fmile at Satan's Rage, 

And face a frowning World. 

3 Let Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And St<irms of Sorrow fall ; 

May I but fafely reach my Home, 
My God, my Heaven, my all. 

~ There lhall I bathe lny weary Soul, 
In Sea, of heave\lly Rell i 

And not a Wave of Trouble roll, 
Acrofs my peaceful Breaft. 

H v M N xxxnt; 
A vie~» of Hca'Vt1t, 

l THERE is a Land of.pure Delight,: 
Where Saints immortal reign, 

Infinite Day excludes the Night; 
And Pleafures banilh Pain, 

,z There everlafting Spring abides; 
And never with'ting Flowers : 

Death like a riarrow Sea, divides 
This heavenly Land from ours, 

3 Sweet Fields beyond the {welling Flood, 
Stand drefi'd in living green : 

So to the Jews old Canaan !lood, 
While Jcrdan roll'd between. 

:4 But tim'rou~ Mortals ftart and lhrink, 
~ To crofs this narrow Sea, 

And linger, fuiv'ring on the Brink, 
And fear to launch away. 

5 Oh ! could we make our Doubts removeJ 
Thofe gloomy Doubts that rife, 

And fee the Canaan that we love, 
With unbeclauded Eyes ! 

6 Coufd 
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g Couid we bnt climb where Mo(es ftood, 

Ar)d view the Land1kip o'er, . 
!1J.~t Jordan's Stream nor Death's cold Jlood,. 

Should fright us from the Shore. 

iI y M N xxxv. 
7"'he Glory of Chrijl in Heavett. 

t OH! the Delights, the he:tvenly Joys~ 
The Glories of the Place, 

\Vhere J efus ih~ds the brightefi Beams~ 
Of his o'erflowing Grace ! 

:i Sweet Majefiy and awful Love; 
Sit fmiling on his Brow, 

And. all the glorious Ranks above, 
At humble Diftance bow. 

3 Princes to his imperial Name, 
Be11d their _bright Sceptres down : 

Dorninioi1s, Thrones, and Powers rejoice:. 
To fee him wear the Crown. 

i Archangels loilnd his lofty Praife, 
Thro' ev'ry heavenly Street, 

.And lay their highe!l Hon0urs dowu, 
Submiffive at his Feet. 

5 Thofe foft, thoi"e hlelred Feet of his, 
That once rude lron tore, 

ltigh on a Throne of Light they ftand. 
And all the Saints adore. 

6 His Head, the dear majefiic Headp 
That cruel Tf1orns did wound, 

See wl,at immortal Glories fuine, 
And circle it around ! 

i This is the Man, th' exalted Man, 
Whom we nnfeen advre ; 

Jl,a when qur Eyes be.hold his Face, 
Q.ir .hearts Jhall love him more. 
""""\ C ~ J-lYMN 
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i-1 Y M N XXX'Vf, 

'I'he Pilgrimage aj the Sai,rtJ. 

LORD what a wretched Land is thisJ 
That yi6lds us no Supply, 

No cheeri•g Fruits; no wholefome TreesJ 
Nor Streams of living Joy. 

t But pris_king Thorns thro' all the! Groundj 
And ·mortal Poifons grow ; 

A!!d all the Rivets that are found.1 
With dang'rous Waters flow. 

j Yet the dear Ptdt to thine Abode, 
Liea thro' this horrid Land 1 

Lord ! wa would keep the heave•ly !oid; 
And run t thy Comtnand. 

,t Our Souls Ihall tread tk.c! Defert, tluo' J 

With undiverted Feet J . 
Arid Faitli aad Ranting Zeal fubdue) 

The Terrors that we meet. 

s A thotifand tavage Bealts of Prey• 
Around the Foreft roam; 

But Judah's Lion guards the Wat; 
And guides tke Strangers home. 

, Long Nights artd Darknef1 dwell below, 
With fctrce a twinkling Ray, 

But the brlgkt World t<t wkicll we Cl>, 
Is n erlaftini Day. 

7 By glimm'ring Hopc!sJ and gloomy Fears, 
We trace the fatted Road, 

Thro' difmal Deeps, and dang,rous Snard, 
We make our Way ti!> God. 

S Our Jourrtey is a thorny Mate; 
But we tt\arch upward ftill , 

Forget thefe Troubles of the Way,J 
And r~ack at Zion's HilJ. 
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, Sec: the kind Angels at the Gate,, 

Inviting us to come ; 
There Jcfus the Forernnner waits, 

To welcome Tr.iv'llers home. 

1.0 There on a green and fiow'.ry Mount, 
Our weary Souls !hall fit, 

And with tranfport~ng Joys recoµn~ 
The Lapoun Qf our Feet, 

l I Eternal Glories tQ the :)\.ing, 
That brought us fafely thro~gh 1 

011r T~agues lhall never ceafe to uni, 
J\nd endlefs fraif~ .renew, 

H Y M N xxxyn. 
rh, fi/grim's SoR:, 

t CHILDREN of the lieav1mly Kin~• 
As ye journex fo:eet!y ling : 

Sing your Saviour'_s worthy Praife. 
Glorious in his Works ~nd \Vays ! 

i Ye a.re trav'l~g home to God. 
In the Way t4e Fathers troa: 
They are happy now, and ye, 
Soon their llappinefs !hall fee . 

~ 0, ye baailhed Seed be glad ! 
Qhrift our Advocate is made : 
Us to fave, our Flefh aJfQmes, 
Brothe,; \o 011.t $oQls becomes. 

♦ Shout, ye little Flock, and bleft~ 
You on Jefu's Throne !hall reft ;_ 
There ycur Seat is now prepar'd, 
Taere your Kingdox_n and Reward'-

5 Ffiar not, Brethren, joyful ftand, 
On the Borders of your Land : 
J cfu.s Chrift, your _father's Sga._ 
:ttt4s yo\1 1md,iifm.iy'd go oo. 

C ~ , Lo~d.' 
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~ Lord ! ohediently we'll g-0~ 

Gladly leaving all below : 
Only then our Leader be, 
And we frill will follo\Y Th<;e. 

!-J Y M N XXXVII{, 
Chrift all ii, all. 

l CHRIST Jefus is th~ chiefefr GooJ~ 
He has fav.ed us by his Blaod : 

Let us value Nothing but Him, 
No, Not~ing elfe qeferycs Eftcem~ 

:z Chrift Jef11s gives us Life and r'cace~ 
Faith, Life, ar\d Love, and Holinefs ; 
And ev'ry 8lefiing great or fmall, • 
Chrift Jefos for us purchas'd all. 

3 Chrill Jcfas, therefore let us own ~ 
Chrift Jefus we'll exalt alone ; 
Chrill: Jefus }1.JS our Sins forgiven ; 
~hdfr Jefu.s' B!oocl 4as bought ~s Heave", 

H Y M N XXXIX~ 

.1.1 Dialogue ht'1.IJWZ Pilgri(!ls~ 

ME N. 

1 TELL us, 0 Women Travellers~ 
Unto what Ph,ce ye go? 

And why ye do not feem Content 
To ftay OJ\ Eart~ below? 

W O M E N. 

2 All Creatur~s here we empty find, 
They can't fupply our \Vants, 

We go to Chrift above, our Life, 
To fraii~ him with the Saints. 

MEN. 
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ME N. 

3 Have you not many Friends on Eartb, 
Who with yoq fympathize ? 

Cannot your Earthly Comforts here 
Your Hearts to. fray entice ? 

W O M E N. 
+ We're Pilgrims here, Earth's not our Home, 

Which makes us long to be, 
Where Chrift our Friend dwells ...,itli his Saint,, 

Ana they him glorify, 

MEN. 
5 Why don't you feel_c your Treafore here, 

With others in the Land ; 
W,lio feem well pleas'd with fenfual Things, 

Ancl fome Thing in their Hand ? 

1Y O M E N. 
i Our Treafure Chrift lay'd up above, 

I-le dearly bought our Blih, • 
Jfo Blood's the Price ; nay, Chrift hirafc]f; 
O"r bldfed Treafure is, 

MEN. 
7 ~ince Chrill your Teafure is in Heaven, 

Your Heart mull mount above : 
Things Earthly will not fuit your Minds • . 

You muft be where you love. 

WOMEN. 
J A Sight of Jefu'i; Love, and Blood, 

Down ftreaming from the Crofs, 
Makes all Things to us here below, 

Appear a~ Dun~ nd J?rofs, 

MEN. 
, Let Pilgrims }}ere join Heaven's f!oft, 

And Hallelujahs fing, 
To him that fits upcm the Jhrone, 

And to the L.:imb our l{ing. 
C4 WQMJi.lf. 
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' .. · . 
-":. !• ,.• .I . •. 
" :·Hora;.na's of the higb_e!l flrain. 

• . ., . . To th' King of Kings be giv•~, 
· .'. Our S.aviour God, who. came to Me~ 

. _.,. .. .:. ·. • ;,,; •,With Ne'YS of Peace f{OJI\ I-Ieav'(\• . .. . . 
-· H Y M N XL. 

· • ·• : .' ·~ • t:hrfj,ia,11 r,joici.~ in ](opt and Gl~ry if Co:(_. 

· ·.; · ~ ·L; 0 ! we are jour_:1~ying home to G~d~ 
~ .· . , Bid by the Spmt come ; 
· AnJ, in the Way his Children q·od • 

. •· ·• . :- , ,We feek; cur .fl\t~er'$ Home. 
. ' . \ 

·· · ~~ We walk a narrow Path and tough, 
· • . ·: And we are tired and weak : 
· . . Y i;t foon fhall we have Reft enough._ 

:In thofe blefs'<l Courts we fcelc. 

• • -: ." • ~ . Tigh ta the Country we ::ippear •. 
· • • Stor'd with ecernal Blifs : 

• •, . We know we quickly !hall be there i 
• . - . In Sight our Ci~f is. 

. . 4- Upon Mount Zion's diltant Top • 
·• A Lamb our Eyes behold : 

.'Tis J cfus, look ye Children llJ'.~ 
. He calls 11s to this .f ol<l,. 

5 We fee him with his Raiment r,d. 
As tho' befmear'd with Blood, 

.l\s newly !fain he fiands ; he bled., 
Us to redeem t() God. 

, About him clad with fnowy Vefts, 
Appear a cour.tlefs Throng ; ' 

Thcfc are his Saints, his Kings. his Priefts., 
Who fini th' eternal Seng. 

7 H1ow 



·' . 
'I H.ow bleft, how more than happy tltea, · . 

Who thus their Lord attend ; , 
We, Brethren, in their Hofts !halt•praif~ 

We foon fhall there afcend. · 

H y M N LXl, 
'{he Cf'rial if Faith. . . 

l SAINTS, at your heavenly Father's Word_. 
Give up your Comforts to the Lordi 

tfe !hall reftore what you relign, 
Or grant you Bleffings ~ore divine. 

i So Abra'm, with obedient I-iand, 
Led forth his Son at God's Command: • • 
The Wood, the Fire, the Knife he took; · 
His l\rm prepar'q the dreadful Stroke. 

, « i\bra'm forbear," the Angel cry'd, • 
Thy Faith i, known, thy Love is try'd i 
Thy Son !hall live, and in th1 Seed, 
Shall the whole Earth be bleu,'d indeetl, 

+ Jufl: in the !aft diftrefling Hour, 
The Lord difp!ays deliv'ring Power~ 
The Mount of D anger is the Place, 
Wllei-e we fhall fee furptifing Grace, 

H Y M N XLII. 
Chrijf worthy if all Praift. 

l o FOR a thoufand Tongc1es to fing 4 
My great Redeemer's Praife; 

The Glories of my God and King, 
The Triumphs of his Grace ! 

2 My gracious Maller and my Go\"{, 
.Affifl: me to proclaim, 

To fpread thro' all the Earth abroi\d, 
The Honours of thy Name. 

.. 
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s Jeius, the Name that charms our Fears" 

That bids our Sorrows ceafe ; 
'Tis Mufick in the Sinners Ean, 

'Tis Life, and Health, and Peace. 

+ He breaks the Power of cancel'd Sin, 
He fets the Pris'ners free : 

His Blood can make the Fauleft clean, 
His Blood avail'd for me. 

, He fpeaks, and lift'ning to his Voice, 
New Lifo the Dead receive ; 

The mournful broken Hearts rejoice, 
The humble Poor believe. 

6 Hear him, ye Deaf, his Praife ye Dumb, 
Your loofen'd Tongues empoly ; 

Ye Blind your Saviour's come, 
And leap, ye Lame for Joy, 

7 Look unto Him, ye Nations, own 
Your God, ye fallen Race : 

Look, and be fav'd thro' Faith alone, 
J3e juftilied by Grace, 

H Y M N XLI!l, 
Cf'HANKSGIPlNB. 

J MEET and right it is to fing, 
_ Giory to our God and King • 
Meet in ev'ry Time and Place, 
To rehearfe his folcmn Praife. 

::z Join, ye Saints, the Song around, 
Angels help the chearful Sound ; 
Publilh thro ' the World abroad, 
Glory to th' eternal God. 

3 Praifes here to Thee we give, 
Gracious Thou our Thanks receive : 
Holy Father, Sov'reign Lord, 
Ev'ry where be Thou ador'd ! 
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4, Thro' th' injurious World exclaim, 

Sing we frill in Jefu's Name, 
Saviour, Thee we erer blefs, 
'l'hee qur Lord anq God ~onfefs. 

l-l Y M N XLIV, 

Hpnn to the Cf'rinity, 

f HAIL holy, holy, holy L0rd ! 
Be endlef· Praife to Thee! 

~upreme, e!fenti a! O:1e ;i.cior' d~ • 
In co-eternal Three, 

;z Enthron'd in cv1,rlafting State, 
E'er Time its Round' began, 

Who joi'!'d i.1 Council to create 
The Pignity of Man. 

~ To whom Ifai;ih's Vifion lhow'd, 
· The Seraph's yeil their Wings, 

While thei: 1ehova 1, Lonl, and God. 
Th' ange!i.c Army ftngs. 

i To Thee by myftic Powers on high, 
Were humble Pr:i.ifes given, 

When John beheld with favour'd Eye, 
Th' Inhabitants of Heaven. 

5 All that the Name of Creature owns, 
· To Thee in Iym 1, ai:,ire : 

?,fay we as A,,gels on 011r Thrones, 
For e,·cr join the Choir. 

~ Hzil holy, holy, holy Lord ! 
Be cnlefs Pnife to Thee : 

S:.ipr<!me, elfcntial One :iJor'd, 
I;1 ro-etcrn~l Thre::. 

HYMN 
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H Y M N XLV. 
Leavi,,g the WORLD. 

J FAREWELL vain World, I muft be gon41, 
I have no Home or Stay in Thee; 

l'll take my Staff, and travel on 
Till I q, better Worlcl can feo. 

i Why art thou loth, my Heart, 0 why~ 
Doil: thou recoil within my llrcaft ?. 

Grieve not, but fay, Farewell, and fly 
Unto the .l\rk, l!lY Dove, there's rell:, 

3 I come, my Lord, a Pilgrim's Pace ; 
Weary and weak, I /lowly move; 

Longing, but yet can't reach the Place~ 
The gladforoe l'lace of J.t1=fl aQove. 

+ I come, my Lord, the Floogs ~~re rife ; 
Thefe troultled Seas foam nought but Mire ; 

My Dove back to my Bofom flies ; 
Farewell poor Wprld, fteav'n'~ my Deftre, 

5 Stay, Ray, f~id Earth, whither fond one, 
Here's a fair World, what would'ft thou ha,yQ 

fair World, 0 no! thy Beauty's gone, 
A heav'nly Canaan, Lor<l l crave, 

6 Thus th' antient Travellers, thus they, 
Weary of Earth, groan'd after Thee, 

They are ~fore, I muft not fray 
Till I both tfiee and tGem Jlla y f~e. 

7 Put on, my Soul, put on with Speed, 
Though th' Way be long, the End is fweet; 

_Once more, poor World, Farewell, indeed. 
In leaving thee, mi iord I me~t. 

HYMN 
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1-t Y M N XLVt, 

A /Jrief Dtjcription of the Children of GOD, i,; • 
DIALOGUE, 

t WHAT poot defpifed Compnny 
Of Travellers nre thefe, 

'!'hat walk in yonder narrow Way·, 
Along that rugged Maze ? 

! Ah ! thefe :ire of a royal Line, 
All Children of a King : 

Heirs of immortal Crowns divine, 
And lo for Joy they fing, 

Why do they then, appear to mean 1 
_ And why fo muah defpis'd ! 
Becaufe of their rich Rdbes unfeen, 

The World is not appri2/d. 

+ But fome ot them feem poor difirelt, 
And lacking daily Bread; 

Ah ! they're of boundlefs W caltli: poffe!l, 
With hidden Manna fed. 

S 11ut why keep they that narrow Road, 
That rugged thorny Maze 1 

Why, that's the Way their Leader trod, 
They love and keep his Ways. 

G Why inuft they fhun the p1eafant Path; 
That Worldlings love fo well l 

Bccaufe that is the Road to Death, 
The open Road to Hell, 

7 What is thete thcrt no other Roatt, 
To Salem's happy Ground ? 

Chrill: is the only Way to God, 
None other can be found, 
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H Y M N XLVI1, 

,O.ffim of Chrift. l JOIN alt the gracious Natnes, 
Of Wifdom Love and Power., 

hat Mortals ever knew, • 
That Angels ever bore : 

All are too mean 
To fpeak his Worth; 

Too mean to fet 
Our Saviour forth. 

i But O ! what gentle Terms, 
What condefcending Way,,. 

Doth our Redeemer ufe, 
To teach his heavenly Grace 1 

My Soul, with Joy 
And Wonder fee, 

What Forms of Love 
He bears for Thee, 

a Great Prophet of our God, 
Our Tongues would blefs thy Name ! 

By thee the joyful News 
Of our Salvation tame : 

The joyful News 
Of Sins forgiven, 

Of Hell fubdu'd, 
And Peace with Heav'n. 

t Jefua our great high Prieft, 
Offer'd his Blood and dy'd ; 

Thou g11ilty Sinner feek 
No Sacrifice befide : 

His pow'rful Blood 
Did once atone, 

And now it pleads 
Before th: Throne, 
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$ 'thou clear almighty Lord ! 

Our Conqu1ror, and our King I 
'Thy Scepter, and thy Sword, 

'Thy reigning Grace we fing ; 
Thine is the Pow'r : 

0 may we fit, 
In willing Bonds, 

Beneath thy Feet. 

H Y M N XLVIII. 
Here I will dwell, 

1--AH me, I'm never well but when 
I on my heft Beloved lean, 
'then I am never ill ; 

Crolfes and Trials all are flight, 
And Pain is fweet, and Troubles light, 

Come whatfoever will. 
s Here 1 could wifu my greateft Foe 

Might reft like me, and happy know 
The Riches of the Lamb : 

The Streets then would be full of Praife. 
Of Jefu'a Blood, his gracious Ways, 

His Mercy and his Name. 
~ 1f Jefus will permit me, I 

Will leaning on him live and die, 
And great the Blelling count : 

My Life, dear Lord, I 1d live to Thee, 
My Death Jhoul,;I alfo glorious be, 

Like Mofes in the Mount. 

4 My fweet Experience I'd proclaim 
To all the Followers of the Lamb. 

Hear me, my Friends, I fay , 
.For I am happy, I am well, 
JMov'd of God, unchangeable ! 

.And with hi~ Night and Day. 

liYMN 
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ti Y M N XLIX, 

A new Year' .r llymn. 

J Now hi, the ever-rolling Yenr 
Complete his annu~l Cirtuit run. 

Hark ! hark ! the welcome Meffenger ; 
Come, kneel ! before your Saviour's Throne, 

0 joyful Hour ! 
0 r,lorious Day 1. 
That cheers our Eyes 
With heavenly Ray. 

:t Now fliall my chearful Steps :mend 
The Worlhip of his holy Place 1 
My 5oul with glad Devotion bend 
Low in the Temple of his Grace, 

Majeftic Place ! 
There Glories lhine, 
There Mercy beams 
With Light divine, 

3 Zfon, that happy, happy Piace, 
Once more fhall cheer my longinr Eyes j 
Zion with hea enly Favours gtac cl, 
Her God defcen<ling from the Skies, 

With Gifo divine, ' 
To blefs the Throng, 
\Varbling to Heaven 
The lofty Song, 

4 Bright Center of united Prai(e 
To pious Tribes of heavenly Line; 
Where Numbers pour from ev'ry Place, 
Their Souls infpir'd with Zeal divine, 

Ever to ferve, 
And llill adore 
Their Saviour God, 
.As heretofore, 

s Fair 
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5 Fah Zion ! honour'd of the Sky 

To fpread the Gofpel Light around ; 
There David's 5on, enthron'd on high,. 
8its with eternal Glory crown'd; 

To rule his Saints, 
And wield the Sway, 
Long as the Sun 
Commands the Day, 

6 Heavenly Salem ! royal Nttrfe 
To thy young Converts feated rouncl ; 
While thefe are chear'd with heavenly Grace; 
M:.y Peace indulge the happy Ground, ' 

And every Blifs 
Enjoy'd below, 
May all thy Friertd! 
And Lovers know, 

7 Sweet Peace, with all thy heavenly Trairtt. 
Within thy Walls for ever dwell ; 
In every facred Court of thine 
Her copious Hand with Plenty nil,. 

Till all ::1.round 
Rich Bounty pours, 
As confl:ant as 
The circling Hours, 

S O facred Saints ! greatly ~left, 
Seat of the high eternal King ! 
May heavenly Peace, thy conibnt Guefr, 
To all thy Courts her Favours bring ; 

And ft ill to thee 
. May Bleffings flow ; 
Nor End nor Change 
Nor Meafure know. 

n HYMij 
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tI Y M N L. 

A Carol, er Redemption, the Wondtr cf Angels, 

1 BEHOLD that Splendor, hear the Shout,. 
Heav'n opens, Angels iifue out, 

And throng the nether Sky : 
What folemn Tidings do they bring? 
~apt at the Approach of 1frael's King, 

T~y fpe·ak the Monar"ch nigh. 
z Why does the King appreach eur Land; 

Comes he with Thunder in his Hand 1 
The Merit of our Crimes, 

Shepherds be glad, he comes with Peace, 
Not Wrath, but univerfal Grace, 

To blefs ev'n diftan.t Climes, 

3 See- Heav'n's great Heir, a Womarr's Sou t 
Behold a Manger is his Throne ! 

Nay fee him born to die ! 
Yours rs the Guiit, but his the Pain, 
llis are the Sorrows, yours the Oain, 

Then let his Praife be high. 

~ Come mighty King,. the Grace enhance',· 
A fl:able was thy :Palace once, 

Dwell in thefe Hearts of ours, 
Teach us to praife the Father's L~ve, 
Till bleft, tran(ported', fir'd above, 

We frng with nobler Powers., 

H Y M N LI. 
J MOST gracioU's God of boundl'ef~ Mi'glit, 

Supreme eternal King, 
Direct my Heart and voice ari1tht.,, 

When I thy Praifes fmg. 

2 Lord he':l.r my Pray'r,- ac~ept my fong, 
And fancHfy my Mind, 

t\nd grant I may, my )l'hole tifc long­
!1-e virtuo'/ly inclin'd. 

3 Thn 
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3 That when Thou may'ft my Soul requireJ 

And 1 muft hence remove, 
i th.en may join tHe heav'nly Choir; 

Artd fing with faints above. 

~I •,· • .. 
tt Y M N LIL 

' I 

Cf'he Counje!I of Grace; a Cara!. 

i T' r HE Eternal f peaks; all He_ aven attends; 
Who that unhappy Race defends, 
While Ju!fice aims the Blow, 

See Nature tremble at their Fates, 
Death with his lrori Sceptre waits, 
Hell opes her adam;mdne Gates, 

Arrd trium~hs at their Woe; 

:i Which of the bright celefl:ial Throng; 
With: Love fo warm, and Heart fo firong; 

Dares la:nguilh on a Crofs ~ 
Who can l_eave Libetty ,for Chains ? 
Abandon Extacy for Pains ? , 
What Angel Fortitude foft:1ins ? 

. Th' inefl:imable Lofs ! 
) . '' 

3 He faid, and .Death-lik~ litcnce reign'd; 
Deep was their Awe, the radient JJand_; 

The mi:ghty Taflcdeclifd, 
At !en_gtn Hea.v'n''s Prince the Silence brake 
And ardent th'us· the' Sire befpoke, 
None but fhy Son' can ward the Stroke; 

Then let the Talk be mine. 
4 Mint be the f~eble infant State, 

Mine in Retnrn for Love be Hate ;-
A Manger be tnv Throne : 

Pain when thy Glory c~lls,' is Blifs ;'. 
When Man's in Danger, Torture's PcaccJ 
S:h~me Praife, a Paradifo th' Abyfs, 

'Then yield thy darling Son, 

D :i- S n~· 
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5 Th' Almighty Radiance fmil'el Afl'crtt; 

Loud was the Shout that Etker rent, 
All Heav'n was in Amaze ! 

Go my bv'd Image, faid the Sire, 
Be born, in Anguilh to expire, 
Earth triumph, Angels ftrikc the Lyre, 

T o everlafting Praife, 

:H Y M· N LIIt. 
11'he hifant Sa-viour, a Ca:rol. 

J o ! SIGHT of Anguilh, vie·w it near; 
What weeping Innocence is here ! 

A Manger for a Bed, 
The Brutes yield Refuge to his Woe, 

, Men the worft Brutes, no Pity lhew, 
Nor give him friendly Aid. 

z Wlty do no rapid Thunders roll ? 
Why do no Tempefts rack the Pole? 
' 0 Miracle of Grace ! 

.C)r why no Angel on the Wing ? 
. )Varm for the honor of their King, 

· T' exterpate all the Race. 

3 Did He, that Infant bath'd in Tears, 
C.tll into Form the rolling Spheres 1 

Did Seraphs wait liis Nod r 
Helplcfs he calls, but Man delays; 

. The mor~I Chaos difobeys, 
This offspring of a God. 

4 Say, radiant Seraphs, thron'd in Light, 
Did L,;ve e'er tow'r fo high a Flight ! 

Or Glorv fink fo low ! 
Thh Wonder A;1gels fcarce declare, 
Angels the Rap-tu re fcarce can bear, 

Or i!qual Pi1aife bellow. , 
5 Redempt1cn · 
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5 Redemption 'tis a boundlefs Theme ! 

Thou boundlefs Mind, our Hearts ir 'l. ~t, 
With Ardour from Above ; 

Words are but faint, let Joy exrr~ • 
Vain is meer Joy, let Actions blet. 

Thii. Prodigy -of Love. 

HYMN LIV 
.A FUN)!RAL Hymn. Job 19. 25. 

J. -:t< ,., £ a My Life's a Shade, my Days,ap3ge d_ecline, 
My Lord is Life, he'll rai(e my,:_1'.)u1t!g_ain\ 

Sweet Truth tome, I £hall a.rife, and with thefc Ey~ 
My Saviour fee . 
II. 

My peaceful Grave lhall ke~p my Bones till that 
l,t,.,,._,, ,,ft., u ,,,,, 0 t< /';•7 .,~~cet Day• 

I wake from Sleep, and leave my Clay.. 
~veet Truth, to me, I Jhall arife, an'd with thefe Eyes 

My Saviour fae. 
III 

My Lord, his Angels !hall their golden Trumpe:~ 
(found, 

At whofe moll: welcome ca.ll, my Grave Jhall be un- • 
. (bound 

Sweet Truth to me, I fhall arife, and witJ1 thefe Eye 0 

My Saviour fee . 
IV. 

I faid fometimes with Tears, ah, me! I'm loth to die, 
Lord, filence thou thefe Fears, my Life' ~ with Tl:F 

(01 hi~h. 
Sweet Truth tome,! !hall azife, ar.d with th ;fe I::v • 

My Savioi::: fee, 
v. 

What means my trembling He:trt to be thus li,J of 
(Dl'l h. . 

My Life and I fhan't part, tho' I refign my B r,it 1. 

Sweet Truth to ~e, I !hall arife, and with thef. -t.'y1.~ 
My Saviour fee, 

D 3 T ;~ 
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VI. 

e h.armlefs Grave, by Thee to Heav1i; 

I'll go, 
i Death fhall fave me from the Flames 

(below. 
:> me,! !}lall arifo, and with thcfe Eyes 

My Sav!our fee , 

tt Y M ~ LV. 

1 HOSANNA to Jefus pn high ! 
Another ha~ entcr'd hi5 Rell: ; 

Another is 'fcap'd to the fky, • 
And lodg'd ;n I111manuel's Bm;ll:. 

The Soul of our Brother is gone 
To heighten the Triumph aQoyi; t 

Exalted to Jefus his Throne ! 
Exalted by Jefq~'s Lqve ! 

2 How happy the Angfls that fall 
Tr:mfported at Jefus's Name! 

The SaiQts~ wtom jle foondl: lhalt c:i.11 
To /hare in the Feall: of the Lamb! 

No longer imp,ifon'd in ~lay~ 
Who next from this Dungeon fhall fly~ 

Vi ho firll: fhall be fummon'd away t · 
¥y ~1erci(iil God-Is it I ? 

3 0 Jefqs, if this be thy Will, 
Tl,at fuddenly I fhould depart, 

Thy Council of Mercy reveal, 
And whifper the Call to my Heart : 

0 give me a Signal to knO\v · 
If foon thou \vouldCt have me remove, 

~nd leave the dull Body below, 
~nd fly to the Regions of Lo\·e. 
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H Y M N LVI. 

/loldnefi in (ht GofRel. 

J SHALL I tor Fear of feeble ~an, 
Thy Spirit's Co9tfe in me rcftrain 1 

Or undifmay'd, in Deed and Word, 
Be a true \Vitnefa to .ill}' Lord ? 

; Aw'd br. i\ Mor~al's frown,. fh,all \ 
Con~eal the Word of God moft high l 

. How then b,fore The~ fha)l I dart; 
To ftand, or how thy Anger bear ? 

. 

3 Shall I, to foath th' unholy Throng, . 
S9f~en thy Truths~ ,ind fmooth my Tongue l'< 
To gain Earth's gilded Toys, or Ree, 
The Crofs, endur'd my God by Thee? 

4, What theft is he, whofe Scorn I dread, 
Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid l 
A Man !• an Heir of Death, a Slave 
To Sin ! a Bubble on the Wave !-

5 Yea let Man rage ! fince Tho\l wilt fore ad 
Thy fhadowing Wings around my Head ; 
Since in all Pain thy tender Love, . 
Will ftill ~~ fweet RefrelhmenJ ~rove, 

6 Saviour of Men ! thy fearch;.ng Eye 
Does ;ill 9y inmoft Thoughts defcry : 
Doth, ought on E~rth Il\Y Wilhes raife. 
Or the World's Favour, or his Praife. 

7 The Love of Chdll does me conflrain, 
To feek the wandering Souls of Men · 
With Cries~ Intre"aties, Te,us to fave, 
To fnatch them from the gaping Grave. 

! For this let Men revile my Name, . 
No Crofs I 1hun, I fear no Shame ; 
All hail Reproach, and welcome Piiin, 
r!Pnly thy Terrors, Lord, r~rain, 

D 4 9 My 
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9 My Life, my Blood I here prefenl, 

If for thy Truth they may be fpent, 
Fulfil thy fovereign Counfel Lord ! 
Thy Will be done, thy Name ador'd. 

10 Give me thy Strength, 0 God of Power t 
Then let Winds blow, or Thunders roar, 
Thy faithful Witnefs will I be, 
!Tis 1ix'd, I can do 'all thro' Thee. 

H Y M N LVII. 
'l'he Pilgrim' J Song. 

l RI S E, my Soul, and frretch thy Wings. 
Thy better Portion trace, 

Rile from tranlitory Things, 
Tow'rds Heav'n thy native Place. 

Sun, and Moon, and Stars decay, 
Time fhall foon this Earth remove, 

Rife my Soul and hafre away, 
To feats prepar'd above. 

,;.t Rivers to the Ocean run, 
Nor fray in all their Courfe ; 

Fire afcending feeks the fun, 
Both fpeed them to their Source ; 

So a Soul that's born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious Face ; 

Upwards tends to hii. Abode, 
To rell: in his Embrace. 

3 .Fly me Riches, fly me Cares, 
Whilft I that Coafl: explore ; 

Flatt'ring World, with all thy Snares, 
Soliei.t me no more. 

Pilgrims fix not here their Home ; 
Strangers tarry but a Night, 

When the lafr dear Morn is come, 
They'll arife to joyful Light. 

4 Cc.ife, 
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+ Ceafe, ye Pilgrims, ceafe to mourn. 

Prefs onward to the Prize : 

r 

5 

4 

Soon our Saviour will return 
Triumphant in the Skies : 

Yet a Seafon and you know 
Happy Entrance will be given ; 

All our Sorrows call: below, 
And Earth exchang'd for Heaven. 

H Y M N LVIII. 
Delight in, and fraife for tke Holy Scriptur,. 

I BLESS the Lord, 
Who gives his Word, 

To rule and ~uide me right ; 
To hear him fay, 
Love and obey, 

Affords fupreme Delight. 

A holy Joy, 
Without Alloy, 

With facred Trar.fports fiowsa 
From Truth divine, 
I feel it mine, 

To1givc my Soul repofe. ) 

With facred Love, 
My Paffions move, 

I burn wita ihong De!ire ~ 
With holy Aim, 
And inward Flame, 

I feel my Soul on Fire. 

By Grace refin'd, 
My Soul inclin'd, 

Shall confecrate my Day,, 
As due to none 
But God alone, 

And give him all the Praif,, 
HYMN 

J 
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J-I Y M N LIX, 
Cal/in..g to follo-w Chrijf, 

COME my Father's Family, 
Ye Ranfo111'd of the Lord, 

Corp.e, ye Sinners who with me, 
Are ev'ry where abhqrr'd ; 

Let us gladly trace his Steps, 
Who fufffr'd Death ;imong tl\e J~ws ! 

Who the friendlefs Soul ac<.epts• 
Who{ll all h:~de refufei 

a Jefus, the defpis'd anq mean~ 
Our Mafter let us 01yn, 

He the Sacrifice for Sin, 
The Saviour, he alone : 

l,et us take ~nd bear his Crofs~ 
Defpis'd Difciples let us be, 

Mock'd and flighted as he wasA 
For yeu, my Friend, ~nd me\ 

i None but Jefus will we fing, 
None elfe will we adore ; 

fle our Prophet, Priell;~ anq ~ing,, 
Shall be forever more : 

None among the heavenly Powers, 
Nor one on Earth our Praife can claimi 

None but Jefus call we ours, 
None but thi: bleeding L.i111b, 

H Y M N LX. 

r_r'he Birth of Jejiu. 

T HE King of Glory feRds his Son, 
To make his Entrance on this Earth ! 

Pehold the Midnight bright as Noon, 
And heivenly H.i.tb declare his Birth. 

i About 

' 

l 
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:i About the young Redeemer's Head, 

What Wm1ders and what Gh,ries meet l 
An unknown Star arofe, and led · 

The eafiern Sages to his Feet. 

4 Simeon and Anna b_qth confpire, 
The Infant Saviour to proclaim : 

Inward they felt the facrcd Fire, 
And bl~fs'd the ~aee ~nd owµ'd his Nantc• 

A- Let Jews and Greeks blafphem_e aloud, 
And treat fhe holy Child with Scprn, 

Qur Souls adore the eternal God, 
W~q ~ondefcended to be born. 

I-{ ¥ ~ N LXI. 
'!'he Jame. 

t HARK the glad Sound ! the Saviour comes, 
The Saviour promis'd long I • 

Let every Heart prep11re a Throne, 
And every Voi1=e a Song, 

~ Pn him the Spirit l:irg~ly pour'd, 
Exerts its facred Fire : 

Wifdom and Might, and Zeal and Love, 
His holy Breafl: infpire. 

t He comes the Pris1ners to releafc, 
In Satan's Bondage held : 

The Gates of Brafs before him burfl:, 
The Iron Fetters yield. 

4 He cqmes, from thickefi FilJtlS of Vice~ 
To clear the mental Ray : 

And on the Eye-Ba)1s of the ,l!Jind. 
To pqur celefl:ial Day. 

5 He comes the broken Heart to bind, 
The bleeding Soul to cure, 

And with the Riches of hii Grace, 
T' enrich the humble f oor, 
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6 Our glad H fannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy Wclc0me !hall proclaim; 
And Heaven's eternal Arches ring, 

With thy beloved Name. 

H Y M N LXII, 
Another. 

1 HARK ! the Herald, Angels fing, 
Gbry to the new born King; 

Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 
GoJ and Sinners reconcil'd. 
Joyful all ye 'at ions rife, 
Join the Triumphs of the Skies, 
With th' angelic Hof!: proclaim, 
Chrift is born in Bethlehem. 

~ Chrift by highelt Heaven ador'd, 
Chrift th:! everlafting Lord ; 
Late in Tir .. e behold him come, 
OJEpring of a Virgin's Womb : 
Veil'd in Flelh, the Godhead foe._ 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd as Man with Men t' a_ppear, 
Jefus, our Immanuel here. 

5 I-tail the Heav'n born Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Stin of Righteoufnefo ! · 
Light and Life to all h.:: brings, 
Ri.;'n with Healing in his Wings : 
Mild he lays his Glory by, 
Dern, that Man no more may die, 
Born to raife the Sons of Earth, 
Born to eitc the fecond Birth. 

4 Come, De/ire of Nations, come, 
}'ix in us thy humble Home ; 
Rife, tl l! Woman's conq'ring Seed, 
Ilrnifo in ns tl.e Serpent·:. Head ; 
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Actam's Likcncfs now efface, 
Stamp thine Jmag· in its Place : 
Second Adam from above, 
Re-i~ftate us in thy Love. 

H Y M N LXIII. 

Chrijl Crucified. 
1 o LOVE divine, what haft thou done? 

Th' immortal God hath dy'd for me, 
The Father's co-eternal Son, 

Bore a!l my Sins upon the Tree : 
Th' immortal God for me hath dy'd, 
My Lord, my Love is crucify'd. 

z Behold Him all ye that pafs by, 
The bleeding Prince of Life and Peace ; 

Come fee, ye' V✓ orms, your l\,faker die, 
And fay was ever Love like his : 

Come feel with me his Blood apply'd, 
My Lord my Love is crucify'd, 

3 I s crucify'd for me and you, 
To bring us Rebels back to God ; 

Believe, believe the Record true, 
We are all bought with Jefu's Blcod; 

Pardon and Life flew from his Side. 
My Lord, my Love is crucify'd. 

4 Then let us fit beneath l1is Crofs, 
And gladly catch the healing Stream • 

All Things for him account but Lofs, 
And give up all our Hearts to him : 

Of Nothing lpeak, or think befide, 
But Jefos and him crucify'd. 

H Y M N LXIV. 

Refarrttlion of Chrijl, 

J YE that feek the Lord, who dy'd, 
Your God for Sinnen crucity'd. 

• Prevent 

• . 
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Jrevq1t the earliefi Dawn and come-, 
To worlhip at his facred Tomb: 
Bring the fweet Spices of your Sighs 
Your contrite Hearts arrd fireaming Eyes; 

• Your fad C9mplaints and humble Fears, 
And fmbalm him with your Tears. 

z While ye thus your Souls employ, 
' 'Yot,1r Sorrows fh_all be turn'd to Joy : 
•• Now, now Ief all your Grief be o'er, 

Believe, and ye firnll weep no moi;e : 
An Earthquake hath the Cavern ihook, 
Anc¼: bud!:; the Door, and rent the R'.ock ; 
'J:hc Lord hath fent his Angel down, 
Who hath roll'd away the !tone. 

, 3. Sci, as s·nm'v his Garments whire:, . 
. •• , • H.is-Countenance as Lightning bright i 
· • . He fits, ~nd waves a framing Sword, 

.. 

: ; Jtnd•waits upon his rifing Lord . 
.. 'rhe third aufpi.::ious Morn is come, 

. • . A d call the Saviour from the Tomb ; 
T]ie Bands ot Death are torn away, 
'.And the Tomb gives back its Prey. 

\ ~·See the Lord'· is ris"n iri'<feet!', 
. · /fa.Death deliver'd in your Stead';" 
~. Bi.s' Rife proclaim your Sins forgiven~· 
• /\nd fl)ews rhe living Way to Heav'n : 

·: Go tell the folfower& of your Lord, 
• .. Their Jefus is ~o Life refior'd-; 

-'I He lives that they .b-is Life may find , 
•• Lives to quicken all Mankind. 

... H Y M- N LXV.· 
•. ''j! .' Ajcenjion of Chrijl. 

;t a·' AIL the Day that fees him· rife; 
· '.. Raviih'd' from our "(ilhfal Eye$ ; 

•· · Chrii' 

.. 
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Chrfli a while to Mortals giv;ll; 
Re-afconds his native Heav'n : 
There the pompous Triumph waits; 
Lift your Heads eternal Gates ! 
Wide unfold the radient Scene, 
Take the King of Glory in. 

2 Him tho' highell: Heav'n receives, 
S,ull he loves the Earth he leaves ; 
Tho' returning to his Throne, 
Still he calls Mankind his own : 
Stiil for us he intercedes, 
Prevalent hi·s Death he pleads ; 
Next himfelf prepares our Place,. 
Harbinger of human Race. 

3 Maffer (may we ever fay) 
Taken· from our Head to Day ; 
See thy faithful Servants, feo 
Ever gazing U)'.> to Thee! 
Grant, tho' parted from our Sight,. 
High above yon azure Height, 
Grant our Hearts may thither rife, 
Following Thee beyond th-e SkMs. 

,4, Ever upward let u~ move, 
Wafted on the Wings of Love; 
Looking when our Lord ffiall come,- •• 
Longing, gafping afrer Home : 
There we fhall with Thee remain, 
Partners of thine endtefs Reign ; 
There thy Face unclouded fee, 
Find our Heav'l'I of iieav'n in Thee, 

H Y M N LXVI. 

A Si1111er app!yi::g to Chrijt. 
I GOD of my Salvation hear, 

And help me to believe ; 
':iimply do I .ow draw near, 

'hy ik11i:i"' to rece:ve, 

. .. . . . . . .. 

. . .. 

.. . .. ... 

.. .. 

. .. 

} ;_.· 
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Fu11 of Guilt alas ! I am ; 

But to thy Wounds for Refuge /'lee ! 
Friend of Sinners, fpotlcfs Lamb, 

Thy Blood was fhed for me I 
:t Nothing have I Lori to pay, 

Nor can thy Grace procure ; 
Empty fend me not away, 

For I, thon know'fi: am poor J 
Dull and Allies is my Name, 

My all is Sin and Mifery; 
Friend of Sinners, fpotlcfs Lamb, 

Thy Blood was fhcd for me ! 

3 Without Money, without Price, 
I come thy Love to buy : 

From myfclf I turn my Eyes, 
The Chief of J.inncrs I. 

Take, 0 take me as I am, 
And let me lofe myfelf in Thee ! 

Friend of Sinners, fpotlefs Lamb, 
Thy blood wa, fhed for me ! 

H Y M N LXVII. 
Glad 'l'idings, 

.t BLOW ye the Trumpet, blow 
The gladJyfolemn Sound# 

Let all the Nations know, 
To Earth's remotefi: Bound, 

The Year of Jubilee is come, 
Return ye ranfom'd Sinners home, 

.z The Gofpel Trumpet hear : 
The News of heavenly Grace, 

Ye happy Souls clraw near, 
Behold our Saviour'ti Face : 

The Year of Jubilee is come, 
Return to your eternal Home, 

3 Extol 
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3 ltxto1 the Lamb of God, 

The all-atoning Lamb ; 
Redemption in his Blood, 

Throughout the World proclaim : 
The Y car of Jubilee is come, 
Return ye ranfom'd Sinners home. 

l-l Y M N LXVIII. 
ANOTHER. 

• 

t WELCOME, welcome blelted Servant, 
Melfenger of Jcfu's Grace ; 

0 how beautifol the Feet of, 
Him that brings good News of Peace; 

Welcome Herald, welcome Herald~ 
Prieft of God the People's Joy. 

t Sa,·iour ble(s his Meftage to us, 
Give us Hearts to hear the Sound, 

Of Redemption, dearly purchas'd, 
By thy Death and precious Wounds~ 

0 reveal it, 0 reveal it, 
To our poor and helplefs Souls. 

3 Give :Reward of Grace and Glory 
To thy faithful Labo'rer dear, 

Let the Ince,.fe of our Hearts be 
Offer'd up in Faith and Prayer •. 

}liefs, 0 blefs them, Blefs O blefs them; 
Now, henceforth, and evermore. 

H Y M N LXIX. 

tz'he Deatb of Chrij!. f'r-ru.f~" 
('., 

1 HE dies ! the Friend of Sinner dies ! 
Lo ! Salem's Daughters weep around! 

A folemn Darknefs veils the Skies ! 
A fudden Trembling fuakes the Ground. 

E Come 

. .J 
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Come Saints, arul drop a Tear or two 
For him who groan'd beneath your Load ! 

He ihed a thoufa,1d Drops for you, 
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood. 

2 Here's Love and Grief beyond Degree, 
The Lord qf Glory dies for Men ! 

But lo ! what fudden Joys we fee ! 
Jefus the Dead revives again ! 

The rifing God forfakes the Tomb ! 
(The Tomb in vain forbids his rife) 

Cherubic Legions guard him hoine, 
And ihout tiim welcome to the Skies I 

3 Break off your Tears ye Saints and tell 
How high our great Deliverer reigns, 

Sing here he fpoil'd 'the Hafts of Hell, 
And led the Monfter Death in Chains ! 

Say " Live for ever wond'rous King ; 
" Born to redeem ! and ftrong to fave ! " 

Then afk the Monfter " Where's thy Sting, . 
" And where's thy Victory boafting Grave ?", 

H Y M N LXX. 
Go.fpel ln'Vitation. 

1 COME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, fick a12d fore, 

Jefus~ ready to receive you, 
Full of Pity, Love and Pow'r, 

He is able, 
He is willing, doubt no more. 

;z. Bo ! ye Needy, come and welcome; 
God's free Bounty glorify, 

True Belief and true Repentance, 
Every Grace that brings us nigh, 

Without Money, 
Come to Jefus Chrift and buy. 

3 Let 
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3 Let not Confcience make you linger. 

Nor of Fitnefs fondly dream, 
All the Fitnefs he requireth, 

Is to feel )'OUr Need of him. 
This he gives you, 

'Tis the Spirit's glimm'ring Beam; 

,f. Agonizing in the Garden, 
Lo ! your Maker proftrate lies ! 

Gn the bloody Tree behold him, 
Hear him cry before he dies, 

It is finilh'd 
Sin[\er, will not this fuflice l 

5 Lo ! th' incarnate God afcended, 
Pleads the Merit of his Blood ; 

Venture on him, venture freely, 
Let no other Truft intrude, 

None but J efus 
Can do helplefs Sinners good. 

, Saints and Angels join'd in concert; 
Sing the Praifes of the Lamb ; 

While the blifsful Seats of Heaven> 
Sweetly echo with his Name. 

Hallelujalt 
Sinners he.re may do the fame. 

H Y M N LXXI: 
I COME, ye Sinners, come to Jefus, 

Ti1ink upon your glorious Lord1 

He has pity'd your Condition, 
He has fcnt his Gofpel Word. 

Mercy calls you, 
Mercy flows on Jefu's Blood. 

e Dearcft Saviour, help thy Servant 
To proclaim thy w,ond'rgus LoYe ; 

i 2_ foi-. 
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P<Jlij' thy Grace upon this People, 
That thy Tru h they may approve, 

Blefs, 0 bJ.,ts them, 
From thy lhining Coum above. 

~ Now thy gracious Word invites them 
To partake the Gofpel Feafi ; 

Let thy Spirit fweetly draw tliem, 
Every Soul be J efo.s' Guelt. 

0 receive us, 
Let us !incl thy promis'd Ref!:. 

H Y M N LXXII . 
.Behold he cometh with CloudJ, 

1 BEI-IOLD Jefu~ Chriftin the Cloucls, 
With all his Hoil:s from high Abodes : 

The Trumpet found., To Judgment come ! 
He comes to bring his chofen home ; 

He comes, he comes, he comes, he comes, 
He comes to bring his chofen heme. 

z Com~, come thou Dufl: front ev'ry Wind, 
No lingering Atom flay behind ; 
Earth, Sea, and Air, give up your Charge, 
I come my Prifonen to difcharge; 

l come, I come, I come; I come. 
I come my Prifoners to difcharge, 

3 Enlarge the Circles round my Throne, 
Make Room for ev'ry darling one ; 
Come forward, bold at my Command, 
My Frii;nds on my Right-Hand ihall ftand ; 

My Friends, my Friends, my Friends, my 
(Friend,, 

My Friends on my Rigltt-Hand fhall ftand. 

4, Ye blelfed of my Father come, 
Come to ray Father's Kingdo,n home, 
Before thu Univerfe wa, rcar'd, 

for 



( 69 } 
For you the Kingdom was prepar'd. 

For you, for you, for you, for you, 
For you the Kingdo1µ was prepar'<l. 

5 But who are thefe upon my Left, 
Of i;v'ry Joy and Hope bereft f 
Accurs'd into the fiery Waves, 
Be gone from me, ye curfed Race ; 

Begone, begone, begone, begone, 
Begone from me, ye curfed Rae~. 

H Y M N LXXIII. 

JUDGMENCJ'. ilftJ , LO ! he cometh ! Countlefs Trumpet,, 
Blow before the bloody Sign, 

Midft ten thoufand Saints and Angels, 
See the crucified /hin·e ! 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! Halielujah 1 
Welcome, welcome, bleeding Lamb. 

:t Now his Merit by the Harpers, 
Through th' eternal Deep refounds ; 

Now Refplendent fhine his Nail-prints, 
Ev'ry Eye fhall fee hii Wounds : 

They who pierc'd him, They who picrfd him, 
They who pierc'd him, 

Shall at his Appearance wail. 

:; Ev'ry Hland, Sea and Mountain, 
Heav'n and Earth fhall Ree away ; 

All who hate him mu!l: afi1amed 
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day. 

Come to Judgment, Come, &c. Come, &c, 
Stand before the Son of Man. 

-4- Sail\tS who love him view his Glory, 
Shining in his bruifed Face ; 

His dear Pcrfon on the Rain-bow, 
Now hi. People's Head fhall raife. 

£ 3 Happy. 
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Happy Mourners, Happy, &c. Happy, &c. 
Lo in Clouds he comes, he comes. 

5 Now Redemption long expecl:cd, 
See in folemn l'omp appear ; 

All his People, once rejecl:ed, 
Now fhall meet him in the Air. 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Now the promis'd Kingdom's come. 

6 View him fmiling, now determin'd 
i.Y'ry Evil to deftroy : 

All the Nations now !hall fing him 
Songs of Everlafting Joy. 

0 come f!Uickly, 0 come quickly, 0 come quickly, 
Hallelujah, come, Lord, come. 

H Y M N LXXIV. 

"The ficond coming of CHRIST. , HE comes ! he comes ! the Saviour dear, 
The feventh Trumpet [peaks him near; 

His Lightnings flafh, his Thunders roll, 
He's welcome to the faithful Soul ; 

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome to the faithful Soul. 

-.: From Heav'n angelic Voices found. 
See th' Almighty Jefus ci-own'd ! 
Girt with Omnipotence and Grace, 
~nd Glory decks the Saviour's Face, 

Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory, 
Glory decks the Saviour's Face. 

z De:cencling on his azure Throne, 
H e claims the Kingdoms as his own : 
'The Kingdoms all obey his Word, 
And hail him their triumphant Lord ; 

II.i ii him, hail hiin, hail him, hail him, 
Ha;! hi:n 1heir triumphant Lonl. 
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4 Shout all the People of the Sky, 

And all the Saints of the Moft High : 
Our God, who now his right obtains, 
For ever and for ever reigns, 

Ever, ever, ever, ever~ 
Ever and for ever reigns. 

5 The Father praife, the Son adore, 
The Spirit blefs for ever-more ; 
Salvation's glorious Work ii done, 
We welcome the great Three in One. 

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome, 
Welcome the great Three in One. 

ff Y M N LXXV. 
DOOMSDAY. 

1 COME to Judgment, come away, 
(Hark ! I hear the Angel fay, 

Summoning the Duft to rife) 
" Hafte, refume and lift your Eres ; 
" Hear, ye Sons of Adam, hear; 
" Man, before thy God appear ! 

z Come to Judgment, come away ! 
This the laft, the dreadfal Day. 
Sov'reign Author, Judge of all, 
Duft obey thy quick'ning call ; 
Duft no other Voice will heed : 
Thine the Trump that wakes the dead 

3 Come to Judgraent, come away ! 
Lingering Man, no longer ftay ; 
Thee let Earth at length rell:ore, 
Pris'ner in her Womb no more; 
Budl: the Barriers of the Tomb, 
Rife to meet thy inftal'lt Doom, 

4 Come to Judgment, come away! 
Wide difperft howe'er ye ftray J 

E 4 Loft> 
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Loft in Fire, or Air, or Main, 
Kindred Atoms meet again, 
Sepulchred where-e'er ye reft, 
Mixt with Filh, or Bird, o,r Beaft, 

5 Come to Judgment, come away ; 
Help, 0 Chrift ! thy Worb decay i 
Man is out pf Order hurl'd, · 
farcel'd out to llll the World; 
Lord thy broken Concert raife, 
..Au4 ~~ Mufick lhalt be Praife, 

H Y M N LXX:Vl, 
'l'be 'Triumph of F aitb, 

--~ REJOICE the Lordi. !\ing, 
Your God and King adore • 

Mortals give Thanks and fing, 
And triumph ever-more. 

L,ft up your Hearts, lift up your Voice4 
Rejoice, again I fay, rejo~ce. 

:i Jefus the S,aviour reigns, 
The God of Truth ancl Lnve ~ 

When he had purg'd our Stains,. 
He took his :;ieat above ; 

Lift up, &c. 

3 His l(ingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er Earth and Hc:av'n 

The Keys of Death and Hell 
Are to our Jefus giv'n. 

Lift up, &c. 

·♦ He lits at God's Right-Hanel 
Till all his Foes fubmit, 

And bow to his Command, 
And fall beneath his .fee;. 

l,ift up,&,, 

. 
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5 He all his Foes fhall quell, 

Shall all our Sins defi:roy, 
Arid ev'ry Bofom /\veil 

With pure feraphic Joy, 
Lift up, &c., 

t llejoice in glorious Hope ; 
Jefus the Judge !hall come, 

And take his Servants up, 
To their eternal Home, 

Lift up, &c, 

H Y M N LXXVII. 
'Fhe Sufferings if CHR!S'f'. 

l THroughout the Saviour's Life we trace, 
Nothing but Shame and deep Difgrace, 

No period elfe is fcen ; 
Till he a fpotlefs Vicl:im fell, 
Tafting in Soul a painful Hell, 

Caus'd by the Creature's Sin. 

& On the cold Ground methinks I fee 
My Jefos kneel, and pray for me; • 

For this I him adore~ 
Siez'd with a chilly fweat throughout, 
BlooJ-dropi did force their Pa!fage out 

Through ev'ry open'd Pore. 

S A. pricking Thorn his Temples bore ; 
His Back with Lalhes all was tore, 

Till one the Bones might fee ; 
Mocking, they pulh'd him here and there, 
Marking his Way with Blood and Tear, 

Prefs'd by the heavy Tree. 

4 Thus up the Hill he painful came, 
Rouid him they mock, and make their Game, 

At len&th his Crofs they rear : 
~n4 
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And can you fee the mighty God, 
Cry out beneath Sin's heavy Load, 

Without one thankful Tear ? 

5 Thus vailed in Humanity, 
He dies in Angui!h on the Tree ; 

What Tongue his Griefs can tell ? 
The fhudd'ring Rocks their Heads recline, 
The mourning Slin refufe to fhine, 

When the Creator fell. 
, Shout, Brethren, fhout in fongs divine_. 

He drank the Gall, to give LIS Wine, 
To quench our parching Thirft : 

Seraphs advance your Voices higher ; 
:Bride of the Lamb, unite the Choir, 

And laud thy precious Chrift. 

H Y M N LXXVIII. 
Cf'he great AJ!iz,e. 

t Lo! th' Almighty King of Glory, 
Sends his awful Summons forth ! 

Calls the Nations all before him, 
From the Eaft, South, Weft and North ! 

is loud Trumpet, his loud Trumpet, his loud, &c. 
ftend the Tombs, the Dead awake. 

z Now behold the Dead arifing : 
Great and fmall before him ftand : 

Not one Soul forgot or miffing: 
None his Orders countermand, 

All lbnd waiting, all ll:and waitir~, all ftand waitin~ 
For their !all: decilive Doorn. 

i Now the Saviour once dcfpifed, 
Comes to jndge the ~ick and Dead : 

Se.: hi, Foes each one with Horror 
Lifting up his guilty Head; 

How they Tremble, how they Tremble, how, &c. 
At the Lamb's tremendous Bar ! 

4 Now 
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4 Now they fee him on the Rain-bow 

With his cotmtlefs Guards around : 
Saints and Angels his Retinue, 

With their Harps of fweeteft Sound · 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Halleiujah, 

Echoes fweet from all the Choir. 

5 Now his Chofen gladly meet him, 
All feraphic, all divine ! 

Lo they join the glorious Army, 
Whofe bright Robes the Sun out-lhine ! 

All Triumphant! all Triumphant! all Triumphant! 
See the grand redeemed Throng. 

6 Then behold the dreadful Sentence 
On the Foes of Chrill: is pall:, 

Down to Hell, without Repentance, 
All the guilty Croud is call: ; 

While the ranfom'd, while the ranfom'd, while, &c. 
All applaud the righteous Doom. 

7 Now attend the noble Army, 
Walh'd in their Redeemer's Blood; 

Swift and joyful ii their Journey, 
To the Palace 0f their God ! 

All ViB:orious, all ViB:orious, all Victorious. 
Hallelujah to the Lamb. 

El'IPHONEMA, 

0 ye Sinners, now give Glory 
To the great eternal Three ! 

While fuch Danger lies before you 
Can you unconcerned be ? 

Judgment haftens ! Judgment hall:ens ! &_c. 
Mercy, Mercy now implore. 
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H Y M N LXXIX. 

'The Rifu,·rellion if Cl/RJS'T. 
(hallelujah, 

1 t CHRIST our Lord is ris'n To.day, halle, 
Our triumphant holy way, halle, hallelujah, 

Who fo lately on the Crofs, halle, lrnllelujah, 
SufFer'd to redeem our Lofs, halle, hallelujah, 

2 In our Pafchal Joys and Feafts, halle, &c, 
Let the Lord ot Lite be hlefs'd, 
Let tlie holy Three be prais'd, 
And thankful Hearts to He.av'n te rai.'d, 

3 Chrift our Lord is ris'n To day, halle, &c, 
Chrifi our Lite, our Light our Way; 
Th' Object of our Love and Faith, 
Who by dying conquer'd Death, 

4 The holy Matrons early came halle, &e. 
To weep o'et their Saviour's Torah ; 
Two bright Angels did appe;ir, 
Who faid, Jefos is not here. 

5 Vlhere is he r O tell us where, halle, &c. 
His ble/l: Reli<lcnce declare r 
Jefus fcek among the dead, 
Far from thefe dark Regions fled. 

6 Firll: the facred Place behold, halle, &c. 
That •did our ble!red LGrd infoJd ; 
Blefs our Eyes, 0 blefs our Voice, 
In Songs of Praifcs, we'll Rejoice, 

7 Hafte, ye Females from the Sight ; halle, &c. 
Make to Galilee your Flight ; 
To the fad Difciples fay, 
Jefus Chrill: is ris'n to To-day. 

a Heralds of cur Joys, to you, halle, &c. 
Grateful Thanks and Love is <lne : 
With Song.; to God in I'rai(es high, 
We'll together magnify 

r· 
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9 'rhe Crofs is paft, the Crowa is won, &c. 

The Ranfom's paid, and Death's fling's gone; 
Let us Feaft, and ling and fay, 
J efus Chrift is rifen To-day, 

H Y M N LXXX. 

On the Refurr io11. il ?J~1 

I HAIL thou happy Morn, fo glorious ! 
Come ye Saints, your Griefs give o'er ; 

Sing how Jefus rofe Victorious, 
By his own almighty Pow'r : 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah • 
To t.he glorious Son of God. 

:2 Tell us Seraphs, ye that wonder'd, 
When ) e faw the Lord arife ; 

When ye faw him afcend yonder, 
What were then your Heav'nly Joys ; 

Then 'twas Glory, &c. 
To the conquering King of Kings. 

3 Countlefs Bands of Angels glorious, 
Cloath'd in bright a:therial blue; 

Straight the Sound of Chrift viclorious, 
From their filver Trumpets Jl.e,v : 

Chri!l: Triumphant, &c. &c. 
Rifes Conqu'ror o'er the Tomb. 

,t- See ! my Friends, is that the Saviour 
Who was crowned with the Thorns l 

Glorious Majefty and Power, 
Now his facred Head adorns : 

Hallelujah, &c. &c. 
That dear Head no more £hall bleed. 

S Is that he ! who dy'd on Calv'ry? 
That was pierced with the Spear ! 

Clad whh countkfs Suns of Glory ; 
See 
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See he rifes through the Air ; 
Hallelujah, &c. &c. 

Z'ion's Mourners now rejoice. 

6 Was the Perfon then fo facred, 
Which the Jews fo marr'd and fpoil'd? 

Yes, ye Saints, we own his God-head, 
Though by fome he's 11:ill revil'd. 

All Creation, &c. &c. 
Soon !hall own him Lord of all. 

7 Tremble, ye who him rejecl:ed, 
Lo ! he breaks through yonder Cloud ; 

Rife ye Saints, and fhout Triumphant 
Victory through Jefus' Blood. 

Hark the Trumpet, &c. &c. 
Sounds the Reforrecl:ion Morn. 

H Y M N LXXXI. 
An ln'Vitation. 

l COME to Jefus, come away, 
Heard I not the Spirit fay i' 

Come, and all the Sweetnefs prove, 
Of the Holy Gholl: and Love : 
Come, and dwell forevermore, 
All in Raptures burn, adore. 

2 Come to Jefus, come away, 
Corne to Jefus, do not ftay; i 
J efus fhed his precious Blood, • 
That you might fwim in Pleafure~ Flood; 
Jefus div'd into a Sea 
Of the deepell: Wrath for thee. 

:3 Come to Jefus, come away; 
Virgin Spirit, fhun delay. 
l efus laid afide his Robes, 
That you may lay afide your Sobs. 
Jefus cloath'd himfelf with Sh:.me, 
That you may cloath you witl1 li,i~ Name. 

4 Come 

•• 
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4 Come to Jefn,, come away, 

Th.is is thy efpoufal Day : 
Come away, come to thy Home, 
Come away to thy Bridegroom : 
To the World bid adieu, 
Heav'n fee within thy View. 

5 Come to Jefus, come away, 
Welcome with thy Lord to 11:ay; 
Welcome to thy Heav'n at lall:, 
Now the Indignation's paft. 
Roll, ye ~illows, roll and roar, 
Now thy Treafure's fafe alhore. 

HY M 'N LXXXII. 
For true Chrijlians. 

1 w HO can have greater Caufe to fing, 
Who greater Caufe to blefs, 

Than we the Children of the King, 
Than we who Chrift poffofa, 
Thad we who Chrift polfefs ; 
Than we who Chrifi polfefs ; 

2 With Angel-Hofis, dear Lamb, we jom, 
To praife thy Love and Power, 

To magnify thy Grace divine, 
Thou mighty Counfellor. Thou, &c. 

3 We late were Satan's Captives led; 
And Hell had been our End, 

Had'ft thou not for our Pardon bled, 
Thou Sinner's only Friend. &c. 

4 For this we ne'er will hold our Tongue.1: 
Nor lhall our Praifes ceafe • 

We ever-more will fing that Song, 
" The Lord our Right'oufnefs." &c. 

s No other God we know but Thee. 
None elfe did U$ create : 

.Thy 

.'....ii 
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Thy Gldry tni1y we ever be, 

0 holy Advocate. &c. 

, 'T;ns thou, 'twas only thou did'Jl: take 
The Mediator's Place, 

\Vhen we the Father's Statutes break : 
All Hail, thou Prince of Peace. &c:, 

7 We d11ily prove thee Jlill the fame. 
Whene'er our need we fee. 

Thou bearelt ftilJ a Saviour's Name, 
Our Saviour thou fhalt be;. &c. 

8 No Law, nor Sin, nor Hell nor D"ath 
Shall us from Thee divide ; 

Strongly we hold that precious Faith J 
f'or us our Saviour dy'd, &c. 

H Y M N LXXXIII. 

'The facond .Advent. 

I LO l He comes with Clouds clefcenclinis 
Once for helplefs Sinners flain ! 

Thoufand Thoufand Saints attending, 
Swell rhe Triumph of his Train. 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah i 
All the Angels cry Amen. 

:2 Ev'ry · ye lhall now behold him, 
Rob J in dreadful Majcfty ; 

Thofe whp fet at nought and foul him-, 
Pforc'd and nail'd him to the Tree, 

Deeply wailing, &c. 
Shall the true Meffiah fee. 

3 1':v'ry Illand, Sea, and Mountain, 
Heav'n and Earth flrnll flee away ; 

All who hate him, muft, confounded, 
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day ; 

Come to Judgment, &c. 
Come to Judgment, come away. 

4 Now 

.. 
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+ Now Redemption long expecl:ed, 
See ! in folemn pomp appear! 

All his Saints, by Man 1ejecl:ed, 
Now fhall meet him in the Air! 

Hallelujah ! &c. 
See the Day of God appear, 

5 'Anfwer thine own Bride and Spirit, 
Hallen, Lord, the gen'ral Doom, 

The new Heav'n and Earth t' inherit, 
Take thy pining Exhiles home : 

All Creation, &c, 
Travails ! Groal)s ! and bids thee con1e-, 

(l Y ita, Amen ! let all adore thee, 
High on thine eternal Throne ! 

Saviour, take the Pow'r and Glory ; 
Claim the Kingdom for thine 01\ftl, 

0 come quickly, &c. 
Hallelujah ! come, Lord, come. 

H Y M N LXXXIV, 
Judgment, 

1 HARK! ye Mortals, hear the Trumpet,• 
Sounding loud the mighty Roar ; 

Hark ! th' Arch-Angel's Voice proclaiming, 
Thoa old Time, Ihalt be no more. 

Rolling Ages, rolling Ages, rolling Ase.s 
Now your folemn clofe appears. 

:? This great rolling Frame of Nature, 
That huge Mafs of blazing Day, 

Yonder arch'd expance of Heav'n, • · 
Ye muft all di{folve away. 

Hark ! th' Arch-Angel, &c. 
Swells the folemn Summons loud. 

~'l SP.e the gloomy Prifoners riling, 
Hell's carkcaverns g~pinj wide; 

Ii Wik 
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Wild Confufion fieze the Chriftlefs, 
Horrors fill the fpacious ,·oid : 

Come ye Mountains, &c. 
Hide us from this dire Revenge. 

4 See the purple Banner flying, 
Hear the Judgment-Chariot roll ; 

Hear the Saviour's Words of Mercy : 
Come, ye ranfom'd Heav'n-born Souh, 

Judge thefe Nations, &c. 
Now they all fl1all feel my Pow'r. 

5· Hurl'd in countlefs Numbers downward, 
See in wild diforder driv'n ; 

Tortur'd with Defpair and Angui!h, 
Left (and that forever) Heav'n, 

How tremendous, &c. 
Sounds their !aft decifive Doom. 

6 See the Souls that Earth defpifed, 
In celefiial Glories move; 

Hallelujah's big with wonder, 
Praifing Chrift's eternal Love : 

Hallelujah.i , &c, 
Echo through the Realms of Light. 

Joys ecll:atic, Hymns harmonious, 
In foft Symphony refound ; 

Angels, Seraphs, Harps ~nd Trumpets, 
Swell the fweet Angehc Sound : 

Hail ! Almighty ! &c. 
reat eternal Lord, Amen, 

H Y M N LXXXV. 
Rejloring G,·,ue. 

1 JESUS, Friend of Sinners hear, 
Yet once again, I pray, 

rom my Debt of Sin fet free, 
for I have nought to p~y : 

.Speak, 0 fpeak the kind Releafe, 
A poor backfliding Soul refiorc ; L ore, 
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'Love me f'reely, feal my Peace, 

And bid me fin no more. 
J.'t Though my Sins as Mountains rife, 

And fwell and reach to Heav'n, 
Mercy is above ~he Skies, 

I may be frill forgiv'n. 
Infinite tny Sins increafe, 

But greater is thy )Mercy's fiore, 
Love rµ.e freely; &c. 

S Sin's 'deceitfulnefs hath fpread 
An hardaefs o'er my Heart, 

But if th,.Q,1 t_hy Spirit fhed 
The fl:cmy fl.all depart ! . 

Shed thy Love, thy Tendernefs, 
And let me f;cel the"ioft'~ing Power; 

love me freely, &c, · 

4 From th; oppr~ffive Power of Sin 
My firuggling Spirit free, 

Perfect Riiht'bufnefs bting in, 
Unfpotted Purity : . 

Speak; and all this War fhal! ceafe, 
And Sin fhall giv!a! its raging o'er 1 

Love me fr~ely, &c. · 
S For thi~ only Thing I pray, 

Artd this I wi!J require, 
Take the Power of Sin away, 

Fill me with chafie defire : 
:l>erfecl: me in Holinefs, 
'. Thine l)llage to my Soul refiore.; 
,J..ove me freely:, &~. 

H v M N txxxvt; 
dfter a Reccvcry. 

t SON of God; if thy free Grace 
Again hath rais'd me llP• 

F a 
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Call'd 
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Call'd me ftill to feek thy Face, 

And giv'n me back my Hope ; 
Still thy timely Help afford, 

And all thy Loving-kindnefs thew: 
Keep me, keep me gracious Lord, 

And never let me go. 

:z By me, 0 my Swiour fiand, 
In fore Temptation's Hour, 

Save me with thine out-firetch'd Hand, 
And fhew forth all thy Power : 

0 be mindful of thy Word, 
Thine all -fuflicient Grace befiow: 

Keep me, &c. 

3 Give me, Lord, an holy Fear, 
And fix it in my Heart, 

Tha_t I may from Evil near 
\Vith fpeedy Care depart : 

Sin be more than Hell abhor'd, 
Till thou deftroy the tyrant Foe 

Keep me, &c, 

4 Never let me leave thy Breafl:, 
From Thee my Saviour ftray ; 

Thou art my Support and Rell:, 
My true and living Way, 

My exceeding great Reward, 
In Heav'n above and Earth below ; 

Keep me, &c. 

5 Never let me go, till I, 
Upborne on Wings of Love, 

Gain the Regions of the Sky, 
• • And take my Seat above : 

See Thee by all Heav'n ador'd, 
"' And all 'thy glorio11s F11llnefa know :­

Xe~p me, &c, 

HYMN 



H Y M N LXXXVII. 

'The all-Jiljicient Swviour. 

1 I AM that I am, 
Saith Chrift the dear Lamb : 

What think ye, 0 Sinners, of this wond'rQus Name? 

2 D' your Heart~ now begin 
To tingle within, 

To 1.::now what this myftical Title doth mean l 
3 If now you enquire 

With earnell Defire, 
.And fay, 0 to know him our Hearts ar.e on Fire ? 

4 My Maller replies. 
I am, will fuffice 

Thy Want, 0 poor Sinner t who unto him fli~i-

5 I au1 to the blind 
The Light of the Mind ; 

And Feet to the Cripple, and Strength he !hall F.nd. 

6 If Sin is thy Grief, 
I am thy Relief: 

A Saviour 1 am to poor Sinners the Chief, 

7 I am to the Poor 
An unwafl:ing Store, 

Who ever recoveN me, !hall never want more. 

8 0 Sinners give Ear 
What Fulnefs is here ! 

0 ! who would not come to a Sav.iour fo dear. 

9 He faw from bis Throne 
Poor Sinners undone, 

And their Lives to ranfom he gav~ up his own, 

10 He came from abvve 
T!1e Curfe to remo.ve, 

.And yet !hall we flight fuch unfp~akable 

F 3 
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l t If we like the Jews 
His Kindnefs refufe, 

.'Tis plain that Dell:rnction we willfully choofe, 
12 But O ye oppreJ! 

Whom Sin hath diftreft 
Come, come unto Jefus, and you fhall have Reil;, 

13 Methinks one doth cry, 
Such Sinner am I, 

I dare not, I dare not to Jefus draw nigh. 
14 Chrifl: anfwers again, 

Thy doubting refrain. 
Come, come utfto me, and I'll purge ev'ry fl:ai" 

15 Whate'er is thy Cafe, 
Come now and embrace 

'My purchas'd Salvation, and thou fhalt have Pe11ce. 

H Y M N LXXYVIII. 
At meeting of Friend1. 

1 WELL met, dear FriendJ, in Jefus1 Name 
Come let us now rejoice, 

'While we out' SaYiour's Praife proclaim 
With chcarful Heart and Voice, 

n B'll, 0 dear Jefus, Lamb of God, 
'e,1d down the heav'nly Dove, 

His G , ces to di.ffufe abroad, 
And warm our Hearts with Love , 

S In vain, dear Saviour, here we meet, 
Except thy Face we fee : 

':niy Prefence makes a Heav'n moll fweet, 
Y✓herc e'er we meet with Thee. 

4 ,\ l,:,ngeon fhcws a heav'nly dawr,, 
\ Vnen there with thee we dwell, 

Il1.t ,,. :1c11 thy Pre(¢nce is with-drawn 
~\ ! alace ,proves a Hell, 

5 Then, 
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5 Then, 0 dear Jefus, condefcend 

To meet us with a Smile ! 
Thy Spirit's quick'ning Influence fend 

Aud pµrge our Hearts from Guile. 
6 That at the Clofe each one may fay, 

We met not here in vain ; 
Fol' we have. tafted Heav'n to Day, 

Nor cpuld we more £Ontain, 

H Y M N LXXXIX. 

At parting of Friends. 

I LORD, when together here we meet, 
And tafte thy heav'nly Grace; · 

Thy Smiles are fo divinely fweet, 
We're loth to leave the Place. 

2 But Father, fince it is thy Wil), 
That we muft part again, 

Yet let thy fpecial Prefence ftill 
With every Qne rem:.tin. 

3 And let us all in Chrift be one, 
Bound with the Cords of Love, 

Till we before thy glorious Throne, 
Shall joyful me,et above, . 

~ Thence, void of all diftracHng Pain,, 
Our S1,irits ne'er !hall tire, 

But in Seraphic endh:fs Strains 
Redeeming Love admire. 

5 All Sin and Sorrow from each Heart, 
Shall then fore\· fly: 

Nor !hall ~ Thought that we muft part, 
Once interrupt our Joy. 

6 .'ind thus through all Eternity, 
Upon the heav'p.ly Shore ; 

The great myfh;ripas One in Thtec, 
}ehovah we'll adore. 

F 4 HYMN 
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H Y M N XC. 
A dyinz Saint's VievJ of Hea'Vt1:, 

WHY was unbelieving J, 
Trembling, fo afraid to die 1 

Now my Feet in S:.fety ftand, 
Here within the prornis'd Land. 

Hallelujah I 

; 0 what wo11d'rous Grace is here ! 
Now I'm fafa from ev'ry Fear ; 
Sin and Doubts arc ever gone, 
Sighing £hall no more be known, 

· Hallelujah ! 
3 Henceforth neither Grief nor Pain, 

Here fuccefih-e Pleafur?s rcigm ; 
All Things our Hofannas raife. 
() the Glorie, of this Pface I 

Hallelujah ! 
.~ 0 ye perfect happy Ones, 

Let me try to jo;n your Tunes ! 
Come, let us e::alt the Lamb, 
Singing ever ::o his Name. 

Hallelujah ! 
5 He our full Redemption wrought, 

He for ps this Glory bo~ght : 
from the Eanh• h:, calls us Home, 
To our Father':; Houfc we're come. 

Hallelujah ' 

6 Oft in Kedar's Tents ry'<l, 
\Vh<'n l1is lovely Face w::s hid, 
V✓i~h rny Friends to raife this Song; 
B.it it languifh'd on my Tongue. 

Haiielnja!1 
7 J ch,s now llm·eil~ his Fart' ; 

tler;: I f..wt c, fov'r.:ign Grace ; 
l'ill' 
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FiH'd. with Love, inceffant cry 
To his Praife in Raptures high. 

Hallelujah! 

0 my drooping Friends below, 
Did you half this Glory know, 
Daily would ye ftretch the Wing 
Here to fly, and thus to fing. 

Hallelujah ! 

H Y M N XCI. 
Another. 

l VITAL Sp:trk of heav'nly Flame ! 
°-!!it, Oh quit this mortal Frame ; 

Tremb'ling, hoping, ling'ring, ing, • 
Oh, the Pain, the Blifs of dyin : 
Ccafe, fond ,ure, ceale thy Strife, 
And let me I nguifh into Life. 

z Hark! they Whifper; Angels fay, 
Sifter Spirit, Come away ! 
What is this abforbs me quite, 
Steals my Senfcs, £huts my Sight, 
Drowns my Spirits, draws my Breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, Can this be Death r 

3 The World recedes; it difappcars ! 
Heav'n opens on my Eyes ! My Ears 
With Sounds feraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your Wings ! I mount ! I Ry ! 
0 Grave ! where is thy Viftory ? 
0 Death ! Where ii; thy Sting ? 

H Y M N XCII. 
PuMic Wor/hip. 

l THE Saviour meets his Flo:k To-da}', 
Shall flothful I abide at Home i 

Sh1ll I behind his People fray, 
When 
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When Jefus calls, there frill is Room! 

I'll go, it is a Houfe of Prayer, 
Who knows but God may meet me there l 

:.i To-day Imman.icl feeds his Saints, 
And there the Chrifl:ians meet their King, 

There tl.ey lay open their Complaints, 
And there the holy Armies fing ; 

Into their Number I prefume, 
Since Jefus kindly bids me come, 

3 Remove Temptaiions, 0 01y Lord, 
And let thine Enemies be /lain, 

Which would withdraw n~e from thy Word, 
And plunge me in the World again ; 

And when he Bridegroom /11:1!1 appear, 
0 may my oul be found in Prayer. 

lI Y M N XCIII. 
4 facred D1ALOGU.1!. 

1 TELL us O Women, we would know 
~- Whither fo fail: ye lT\OVc ? 

We, c:tll'd to leave the V✓orld belo1v, 
Are fc~king one above. ' 

:;i Whrnce came ye ? fay ? and what the Place 
That ye are trav'ling front ! · 

From Tribulation, we, through Gracel 
Are now returning Home. 

3 rs• not your native Country her~ 
· The l1 lace of your Abode ? 

We feck a better Country far~ 
A City built by God,. 

4 Tl,ithcr we tr~vel nor intend, 
Short of that Rlifs to rcil; 

No, w~ till in the Sinner's Friend, 
Our wea,-y Soµli; are blefs'd, , 

,. 
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5 We forely know, that we Jha~l ha\'~ 
Our lot in Canaan's Land;· 

The Witncfs us our Saviour gave, 
Seal'd with his bleeding Hand. 

6 Chrill: is in us a certain Hope, 
Of Glory yet to rome ; 

Alfo, to us did J efus ftoop, 
T' alfure us there is Room. 

Friends of the Brid!lgroom, we !hall reign J 
Saviour, we afk 110 more ; 

Hail , Lamh ot God, for Sinuc:r.sJbin, 
Whom Heav'n and E;arth ;idorc, 

H Y M N XCIV. 
Chrifl a fa.ffi.cient Sa'lliour, 

I By Sin my God and all was loft, 
0 where may GoJ be found? 

In Chrift ; for fo the Holy Ghoft 
Shews by the joyful Sound. 

J But how !hall I efcape and flee 
Th' avenging Wrath of God? 

In Chrift, who bore upon the Treo 
That whole :imazing Load. 

4- Alas ! I'm daily apt to Jl:ray, 
How £hall I hew'n-ward make f 

Thro' Chrift the confecrated Way 
Defign'd for Thee to take. 

4 But where's my Title, Right, and ClaiQi 
To that eternal bliis ? 

ln Chrift alone, that glorious Name, 
The Lord our Rightt.0ufnefs. 

S May not my Spirit weak as Grafs, 
Fail e'er it reach the Le'lo-th ? 

Jefu~, the Lord thy Righ teo~foefs, 
Wili be the Lord thy Strength. 

. . •• 
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6 But if Friends and cruel Foes 

Shall by the Way moleft, 
Chrift is a Friend to bridle thofe, 

And give the Weary Reft, 

7 What ground have I to truft and fay~ 
The Promife is not vain l · 

In Chrift the Promifes are yea, 
In Chrift they are Amen. 

8 But how fhall Faith be had? A1a!io ! 
I find I can't believe ; 

Chrift is the Autl,or of that Grace, 
And Faith is his to give. 

9 How can fo vile a Lwmp of Sin 
P.eart-holinefs expect ? 

Chrift by his Holy Spirit muft 
This mighty Change eJfect. 

10 How !hall I do the Works aright 
I'm daily bound unto? 

Chrift Jefus, by his Spirit's Might, 
Works both to will and do. 

t 1 How !hall my Maladies be heal'd, 
So fore molclling me ? 

Chrift is the great Phylician feal'd, 
The Lord that healeth Thee. 

1z Salvation-Work is great and high, 
Alas ! what fn,.11 I do ? 

Chrifr as the Alpha thereof, aye 
And th.: Omega too. 

J 3 How can he :rnfwer ev'ry Cafe, 
And fave u, fro· our fall ? 

· }kcaufe he v the Lord of Grace, 
J ehova.11, 4ll in All. 

r 

HYMN 
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H y M N xcv~ 

Lpnging after Chrift. 

1 COMP ANIONS of thy little Flock. 
Dear Lord we fai.n would be ; 

Our helplefs Hearts to Thee look up, 
To Thee our Shepherd flee. 

z O migkt I lean upon that Erea!l 
Which Love and Pity fill, 

And now become thofe Lambs care!, 
That in. thy Bofom dwell. 

3 How fwect that Voice, How fweet that Hant¼ 
Which leads to Pall:ures fair, 

Shews Canaan's Milk and Honey Land, 
Lot of thy Flock fo dear. 

4 Rich Grace, free Grace, moll: fweetly calls, 
Direaly come who will, 

J uft as you are ; for Chri!l: receives 
Poor helplcfs Sinners ftill. 

5 'Tis Grace each Day that feeds our Souls ; 
Grace keeps us inly poor ; 

And O ! that nothing elfe but Grace 
May Rule for evermore. 

, As on.e in Heart Jet's all rejoice, 
The Sinner's Friend to praife ; 

The Shepherd dy'd ; Oh! 'tis his Voice; 
He'll us to Glory raife. 

HY M N XCVI. 

SACRAMENCJ' AL Hr 1v1 NS. 

X WHAT he:iv'nly Man, or lovely God, 
Comes m?.rching downward from the Ski!! 

,Array'd in Garmu1ts roll'd in Blood, 
With Joy and Pity in his Eyes, 

z The 
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z The Lord ! the Saviour ! yes, 'tis he, 

I know him by the Smiles he wears j 
Dear glorious Man that dy'd for me, 

Drench'd deep in Agonies and Tears. 

3 Lo, he reveals his wounded Breaft ; 
I own thefe Wounds, and! adore : 

Lo ! he prepare! a royal Feall:, 
Sweet Fruit of the !harp Pangs he bore. 

4 Whence /low the[e Favours fo divine ? 
Lord ! 1vhy fo lavifu of thy Blood ? 

Why for foch earthly Souls as mine, 
1'his heav'nly Flefl1, this facred Food ? 

5 'Twas his own Love that made him bleed, 
That nai.l'd him to the curfed Tree ; 

'Twas his own Love, this Table fpread 
For Cuch unworthy Worms as we, 

I, Then let us tall:e our Saviour's Love, 
Come Faith, and feed upon the Lord t 

With glad confent our Lips fhall moYe, 
.And fweet Hofannas crown the Board 1 

H Y M N XCVII, 
Meet and Drink indeed. 

J TO-day Immanuel feeds his Sheep, 
The Purchafe of his Blood : 

'1'0-day Jehovah keeps a Feaft, 
For all the Sons of God, 

2 The Bread of God is freely giv'n,. 
The Focd of Saints above j 

Th:it living Brea<l fent down from Hetv'n, 
The Fruit of pard'ning Love . 

.3 ·Lo ! Chrifl: ot'tr Shepherd, gave his Life­
To anfwer all our need ; 

His Body crucify'd is Meat, 
His :Blood is Drink indeell, 

,4 Ye 
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4 Ye hungry, thirlly Souls draw near, 

And living Bread receive ; 
Tafie the Prov ifion of your God, 

And freely eat and live. 

H · Y M N XCVIII. 

ANOTHER. 

J ARISE, my Soul, with Wonder fee 
What love divine for thee hath done ; 

Behold thy Sorrow, Sin, and Grief, 
Are laid on God's eternal Son. 

:z See ! from his Head, his Hands, his Feet, 
Sorrow and Grief Row mingling down ; 

Did e'er fuch Love, fuch Sorrow meet, 
Or Thorns compofe fo bright a Crown. 

, Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
That were a Prefent far too [mall : 
Love fo a:nazing, fo divine, 
Demands my Soul, my Life, my AU. 

H Y M N XCIX. 

Hea'Ven in the Soul on Earth. 

) 'TIS Heav'n on Earth, Chrift's Love te ta.r~ 
And feel his powerful Grace ; 

'Tis Heav'n above, to dwell in Love, 
And fee his glorious Face. 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 
Hallelujah, Amen. 

( By lttwir.g Hallelujah out, it is common Metre.) 

~ L@rd, in my Breaft the Fire doth burn, 
Of Love, which thou haft giv'n ; 

Nothing on Earth can quench this Flame, 
Nothing but Chri.ft in Hea.v'n, 
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3 Men here would know, the Thing, below; 
But I determin'd am 

Chrift crucify'd alone to know, 
My facriliced Lamb. 

4 The fweeteft ])ays I ha~·e on Earth, 
Are in thy Service fpent ; 

The Comforts I enjoy in thefe 
Do yield me mofr cor.tent. 

5 Communion Sabbaths here are fweet, 
But them we foon do fpend: 

In Heav'n the Sabbath fweeter is, 
Which never hath an End. 

6 There Hallelujahs to the Lamb 
No Period will know ; • 

No Willows there to hang our Harps, 
As oft we find below. 

7 0 happy thefe who fhall :lfcend 
Where they ftili Sabbath keep, 

Wliere in the heav'nly ,vork of Pra.ife 
They llumber not, nor fieep. 

H Y M N C. 
tf'he Remembrance of Chrijl in the Supper. 

J CHRIST, in that Night he was betray'd, 
Took Bread, gave Thanks, it break and faid, 

My broken Body here you fee ; 
Take, eat it, and remember me. 

2 Thus alfo he the Cup did take ; 
Here's healing Blood fhcd for your fake. 
Which doth my Teft'ment r~tify : 
Let all drink, and remember me. 

3 Your Pardon, with what's for your Good. 
Is purchas'd hv my deareft Bl09d : 
My Blood to you makes Pardon free; 
n Jrir.king then, remember me. 
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lf- For hungry Souls here's Manna rare, 

God fends from Heaven for your Fare ; 
This Manna falls now pknt'oufiy : 
1n eating then, remember me. 

5 Here God fits c;m a Throne of Grace; 
Where finful Mert may fee his Face : 
My Blood procures your accefs free ; 
In drinking then, remember me. 

~ See here the Tree of Life with Fruit; 
And Leaves which heal and ftrength recruit ; 
Thefe I fhake down, poor Soul to Thee: 
iat freely and remember me. 

1 See J acob;s L:tdder here fet up; 
A covenanting God at Top : 
Climb, and God will ttanfacl with thee : 
In doing this, remember me. 

S Hence runs of Life the River pure, . 
Which out Soul's Wounds doth cleanfe and cure; 
lt freely runs to all, you fee. 
Drink by Faith, and remember me. 

H Y M N CI. 'TWAS on that dark, that doleful Night 
. When Pow'rs of Earth and Hell arofo; 

Againft the Son of Cod's Delight, 
And Friends betnty'd him tb his Foes ; 

z Before the mournfol Scene began, . 
He took the Bread, and blefs'd, and brake, 
·what Love through all his Attions ran ? 
What worrd'rous Words of Grace he fpake 1 

3 " This is rriy Body broke for Sin, 
" Receive and eat the living Food ;" 
Then took the Cup, and blef5'd the Wine ; 
1' 'Tii the new Cov'nant in my Blood. 

• • 4 '' Df 

...:, 
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4 " Do this (he cry'd) till Time fhall end,­

,, In Mem'ry of your dy1ng Friend; 
" Meet at my Table and record 
" The Love of your departed Lord." 

5 .7,Jiu, thy Feaft we celebrate, 
\Ve lhew thy Death, we P"~ tby Name, 
Till thou return, and we fhall eat 
The Marriage Supper of the Lamb. 

H Y M N CII. 

lJi'Vine Lovt making a Feaft, and calling in the Gruft1. 

I How fweet and awful is the Place, 
With Chrift within the Doors, 

While evcrlafting Love difplays 
The choiceft of her Stores. 

2 Here ev'ry Bowel of our God 
With foft Compaffion rolls, 

Here Peace and Pardon, bought with Blood, 
1s Food for dying Souls. 

While all our Hearts, and all our Songs, 
Joint' admire the Feaft, 

Each of us cry, with thankful Tongues,. 
Lord, why was I a Gue£!: r 

1- " ,Vhy was I made to he~r thy Voice, 
" And enter while there's Room ; 

" When Thoufands rriake a wretched Choice~ 
" And rather.- llarve than come ?" 

' 5 'Twas the fame Love that fpread the Feaft1 

That fwcetly forc'd us in : 
Elk we had ftill refus'd to tafte, 

And perifh'd in our Sin. 

t, Pity the Nations, 0 our God ! 
Conftra.in the Earth to come ; 

Send thy victorious Word abroad, 
And bring the StrangerJ home, 

7 We 
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7 We long to fee thy Churches £ult, 

That all the chofen Race 
May with one Voice, and Heart, and Soul, 

Sing thy redeeming Grace, 

H y M N cm. 
For me to die is Gain. Phil. 1. 2 i. 

t FArewell to my Pain, and fareweU to my Chain; 
FareweU tt> my Lofs, and welcome my Gain; 

Choru1. My Sim and my Sorrows, farewell evermore; 
My Soul and all in me, Jehovah adore. 

2 The Earthquakes niay quake, and the Moontain~ 
may break; 

Yet never a Jot of my Confidence fhake. 
My Sins, &c. 

3 Old Ocean may Rage, andfiarceTempeftsengage; 
Yet none ot them all fhall my Courage atfwage. 

My Sins, &c, 

4 The Deeps may ru!h up; and the Heavens may 
down ftoop ; 

Y ct none of their Boa.flings tlemoldh tny Hope. 
My Sins, &c. 

5 The Ttumpet fhall found, Earth and Hell fliall 
rebound; 

Then my Duft fh:ili all gladly fpring forth from 
the Ground. My Sins, &c. 

6 The King lhall defcend, & the Skies he {hall rend J 

Then I'll Hfue forth bbldly to welcome my .Fr:end. 
My Sins, &c, 

7 The Lights of the Sky, in Darknefs lball lie• 
But Darknefs from me Iha.II far away fly. 

My Sins, &c, 

8 The World it fhall die, and expire with a Sign; 
But I, as an ~agle /hall tower to the Sq, 

My Sins, &c. 
C.. .a 9 AU 
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9 All Love to my God, this Love who beik>w1d ~ 
The Kingdom, Power, Glory, to him all are ow'd, 

My Sins, &c. 

10 How amazing it is ! What an Extafy this ! 
I'm fwallow'd, I'm loll: in an Ocean of Blifs l 

Chorus. My Sins & my Sorrows, farewell evermore5 

My Soul and all in me, Jehovah adore. 

H Y M N CIV. 
Luke 2. 8,-15. 

1 'tl' ]'HILE Shepherds watch'd their Flocks by 
VV All feated on the Ground, (NightJ 

The Angt:1 of the Lord came down, 
And Glory fuone around. 

2 « Fear not, faid he, (for mi!lhty Dread 
" Had feiz'd their troubled Mind:) 

" Glad Tidings of great Joy I bring 
t " 'l'o you and all Mankind • 

.3 '' To you, in Davirfs Town this Day, 
" Is born, of David's Line, 

'" The Saviour, who is Chrift the Lord : 
" And this fhall be the Sign : ,f 

" Toe hrnv'nly Babe you there lhall nnd 
" To human View difplay'd, 

,t All meanly wrapt in fwathing Bands, 
" And in :i Manger laid." 

Thus fpal:e the Sera~, and forthwith 
Appcar"d a iliining Throng 

Of Angels prailing God, z:nd thus 
A<ldrefs'd their joyful Song : 

i " All Glory be to Go·d on high : 
" And to the Earth be Peace ; 

" Cood-will ·henceforth from H\:av'n to Med, 
« Bcg~r. and never ceafe." 
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H Y M N CV. 
M.URIAGE llYM N. 

LORD, from thy Throne of flowing G;a~, 
Thy choiceft Bleffing give ; 

And on thy Servants caufe thy Face 
To fhine, and they fhall li\'e. 

?- Enrich them with thy heav'nly Grace, 
Unite their Hearts in Love ; 

'May they, in i!!ll thy holy Ways, 
To Thee themfelvJ:s-approve, 

3 Let Harmony and holy Love, 
And Friend!hip eyer r4n, 

Through all their Thoughts and Life, t;> pre 1 
Of Twil-~ll, they now are One. 

t Allure the., Jefus ! with thy Charms1 
Anc! joyfully they'! flee 

By Faith and Love into thine nus, 
And thus be One in The · 

~ Adorn their Houfc, adorn their Way$, 
With Fruit divinely Fair : 

So in this World they'l fhew thy Praii'e, 
In th' next thy Glory fh:ue. 

H Y M N CVI. 

'.The Day of JUDGMENT. 

I 
WHen the fierce North Wind. \\;ti: his a:r1 o c~s 

Rears up the Sa/tick to a foaming Fnry ; 
And the red Lighting, with a Storm of Ha:I c, meJ 

Ruihing amain dv· ·n, 
II. 

How the poor Sailors ftand ama;:'d aul tre ! 1t" l 
\Vhilc the hoarfe Thunder, like a bloudy Trompe, 
Itoars a loud 9nfet to the gapiag Water~, , 

~ick to dP, vou;- the% 
G ) (If 
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III. 
Such !hall the Noife be, and the wild Diforder~ 
(If Th,ings Eternal may be like thefe Earthly) 
Such the dire Terror when the great Archangel 

IV. 
Shakes the Creation \ 

Tears the {hong Pillars of the Vault of Heavent 
l3reaks up old Marble, the Repofe of Princes ; 
See the Graves open, and the Hones arifing, 

Flames all ,1round ~em I 
V. . . 

Hark, the fhrill Outcries of the guilty Wretches ! 
Lively bright Horror, and amazing Anguiil1, 
::itare thJ:o' their Eye-lids, while the living WorlT\ lies 

Gn4wing with~n them,' 
VI. 

Thoughts, like old Vultures, prey upon their heart-
• • (firings, 

And the fmart Twinges, v,hen the Eye beholds the 
Lofty Judge frowning, and a Flood of Vengeance 

Rolling afpre them. 
VJI. 

Hopelefo I;nmortals ! how they fcream and fhiver, 
While Devils pufl1 them to the Pit wide yawning 
Hideous :md gloomy, to receive them headlong 

Down to the Centre 1 
VIII. 

Stop here, my Ii'ancy: (all away, ye horrid 
Doleful Idea~,) come, arife to JES US, 
lfow he fits God-like ! and the Saints around him 

Thron'd, ye~ adoring ! 
IX. · 

0 may I fit there when he comes Triumphant, 
!)ooming the Nations! then afcend to Glory, 
M'h'.!c oi:r llrfanr:as aU along the Palfage • 

Sho11t the Rcdccmtr~ 
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H Y M N CVHr 
Life and Etm1ity. 

1 THEE we adore, eternal Name, 
And hu.mbly own to Thee 

How feeble is our mortal Frame, 
What dying Worms we be ! 

i Our wailing Lives grow lhorter ftill, 
As Months and Days increafc;, 

And evc;ry beating Pylfe w~ tell 
Leaves one the Number lefs. 

3 The Year rolls round, and ficals awaY, 
The Breath that ttrft it gave ; · 

Whate'er we do, where'er we be, 
We're trav'ling to the grave, 

4 Danger_s ftand thick thrq' all the Groit!)il 
To pufh us to th~ Tomb ; 

And fierce Difeafes wait around, 
To hurry Mortals Home. 

5 Great God ! on what a llender ThreaJ 
Hang everlall:ing Things ; ' · 

Th' etern~l States of all the Deaq, 
Upon Life's fe<:ble Strings. · 

~- Infinite Joy~ or endlefs Woe 
Attend on every Breath ;' 

And yet how unconcern'd we go 
Upon the Brink of De~th ! 

7 Waken, 0 Lord, our drowfy Senf«, 
To walk this dang'rous Road ; 

And if our Souls are hurried hence, 
May they be found with God. 

H Y M N CVIII. 
Death and Glory • 

. s My Soul come meditate the Day, 
And think how neaf it flands, 

C4 

' 
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When thou mull: quit this Houfe of Clayt 
And flY. to unknow~ Lanqs: 

z And, you, mine Eyes, look ~own and vi~\Y 
Th~ hollow gaping To!llb ; 

T~is gloo.my Prifon waits for you, 
Whene'e.r qie £11mmons c~me. 

3 Oh ! co11ld we di~ with thofe that diet 
And place us in their Stead ; · 

Then would our Spirits learn to fly, 
And conve~fe wi~h ~he Dead. ' 

4 The~ fhou'd we fee the Saints above, 
In their own glorious Forms, 

And woRder why our Souls lhou'd love, 
To dwell with mort~l Worms. · ' 

S How fj:ould we fcor.n thefo Cloaths of Flcih, 
Th<\fe Fetters,' ~n<l this Los1d ; ' ' 

And long for Evening t' undrefs, 
That we '.11ay re4 ,vith God. ' 

6 ·we !hou'd almo!l forfake our Clay~ 
Before the Summons come, 

And pray, and wifh our Souls away 
To their ~ternal Ho~ne. ' 

GLORIA PATRI. 

N OW to, the great and facred Three, 
_.. The F~thcr, Son, anci Spirit, be 
· Eterm,l Glory given, ' 

Through all the Worlds where God is knOWit, 

:By all the Angels near the Throne, ' 
And Saints in Earth and Heaven. 

PRAISE God from whom all Bleffings flow, 
Praife him all Creatures here below, 

'fraife him above, ye heav'nly Ho!l:, 
i'iaifel'.;ther, Son, and Hol[ Ghl(ft! 
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SHOUT to the great Jehovah's Praifc? 
; ye Sons of Glory and of Grace , 

One Goo in Perfons Three adore, 
The fan,e in M,jefty and Pow'r; · 
Ye fuffering, and triumphant Holl:, · 
fraife Father, qon, and Holy Ghofr. 

T O Fathe;, Son, and Holy Ghoft, 
Thanks, Praife, and Glory be~ 

A.s was, and is, and !hall be ftillf 
· To all Eternity. 

GRACE BEFQRE MRAT. 

1 PARENT of Good, whofe plenteous Gr~~e 
0 'er all thy Creatures flows, 

Humbly we aJk thy Pow'r to blefs 
The food thy ~ove beftows. 

z Thy Lpve provides the fober Feaft ; 
- A fecond Gift impart, 

Give us with Joy ~ur food to taf.;e 
And with <J. jingle Heart • 

• -g Let it for Thee new Life ;i.lford, 
For Thee our Strength repair, 

Bleft by thine all-fuftaining Wonl, 
And fancl:ify'd by Prayer, · 

4 Thee let us tafte ; nor toil below 
For perifhable Meat: 

The Manna of thy Love J;,eftow, 
GivC:us thy Flefh to eat. 

5 Life of the World, our Souls to feea 
Thyfelf defcend from high ! 

Grant us of Thee the Ii ving Bread 
To eat, ar,d never die ! 
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GRACE AFTE!l MEAT. 

J BLEST oo the Goo, whofe tender Care 
Prevents his Children's Cry, 

Whofe Pity providently nea11 
Doth all our Wants fupply. 

z Blefl: be the Goo, whofe Bounty's Store 
Thefe chearing Gifts imparts ; 

Who veils in Br~ad, the fecret Power 
That feeds and glads our Hearts. 

3 Fountain of Bleffing5, Source of GooEl, 
To Thee this Strength we Gwe, 

Thou art the Virtue of our Food, 
Lifo of our Life bel-0w. 

4 When /hall our S.Ouls rngain the Skies ? 
Thy heav'nly Sweetnefs prove l 

Fulnefs of Joys !hall there a~ife, 
And all our Food be Love. 

C O N C L U S I Q N. 

T HI~·God is the God we adore, 
Our faithful unchangeable Friend ; 

\Vhofe i,ove is as large as his Power ; 
, And neither knows Meafure nor End. 

~Tis J efu, the Fir ft and the Laft, 
• Whofc Spirit /hall guide us fafe Home i 
We'll Praife him for all that is paft, 

.f\nd truft him for all that's to come, 
• i'u,,, ,,0-,4 

.,,,,,.,.,.. rl - .,r. v • -S'-

~~ "'·•~·-~:: 
~ .... .,. .. 
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The UNKNOWN WORLD.~.$,K~ 
r1 . 

Yerfes occaftoned hy hearing a Pajs-lle!!. 

HARK ! m-y gay friend, that folemn tell 
Speak~ the departure of a Soul ! 

'Tis gone, that's all we know-not where, 
Or how th' unbody'd foul does fare, 

In that myfterious world none knows 
But God alone, to whom it goes ; 
To whom departed fouls return, 
To take their doom, to fmile or mourn. 

Oh ! by what glimm'ring light we view 
Tlte unknown World we're haft'ning to I 
God has lock'd up the myftic page, 
And curtain'd darknefs round the ftage ! 

Wife heav'n to render fearch perplext, 
Has drawn 'twixt this world and the next 
A dark impenetrable fcreen, 
All behind which is yet unfeen ! 

We talk of heav'n, we talk of hell ; 
:But what they mean, no tongue can tel11 
Heav'n is the realm where angels arc, 
And hell the Chaos of def pair ! 

But what thefe awful words imply, 
None of us know until we die ! 
Whether we will or no we mu.fl: 
Take the fucceeding world on troll:. 

This hour perhaps our friend is well ; 
Death ftruck the next, he cries farewell ! 
I die !-and then, for ought we fee, 
Ceafes at once to breathe and be. 

Thus Iaunch1d from life's ambiguous fl.ore.,. 
Ingulph'd in death, appears no mo1e, 
Then undirected to repair 
To diftant worlds we know not where. 

Swift flies the foul, perhaps 'tis gone 
A thoufand leagues beyond the fun ; 

.,,, 7 ;;{; nn ,,..., Ae u,., 
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IJr twi~~ ten thoufand tnore thrice told, 
Ere the forfaken clay is cold ! . 
. And yet who knows, if friends we lov'd1 
Thou~ dead; may be fo far remov'd; 
Only this vail of fle!h between, 
Perhap~ they watch us tho' unfcen•; 

Whilft we, their lofs lamenting fay; 
They're out of hearing far away ; 
Guardians to us perhaps they're near, 
Conceal'd in vehicles of air. 

And yet no notices they givei 
Nor tell us where or how they live; 
Though confcious, whilfl: with us below, 
How much themfelves defir'd to know : 

As if bound up by folemn fate, 
To keep this ficret of their ff ate ; 
To tell their joys or pains to none, 
That man might ljve by faith alone. 

Well, let my Sov',eign, if he pleafr; 
Lock up his marvellous decrees ; 
Why !hould I wi!h him to reveal 
Wha't he th.inks proper to conceal ? 

It is enough that I believe, 
Heav'n's brighter than I caa conceive : 
And he that makes it all his care 
'I'o ferve God here, !hall fee him there ! 

But oh ! what worlds Jhall I forvey, 
The moment that I leave this clay ? 
How fo:iden the furprife, how new ! 
Let it, my God, be happy too. 

F I N I S. 
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