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PR E F ACGE. |

FPYHERE is gréat Engagednefs, in thefe
& v o2 Colonies, to cultivate PsaLMopy 3 and I
Y believe it to be the Duty of (Chriftians to |
% Jearn the Songs of Zion, gccording to 4
good Method or Rule ; but the People ought not 4
to be contented with the outward Form of Singing,
but fhould feek after the inavard Part ==There are
two Parts of Singing as St. Paul informs us, in )
1 Cor. 14 1§s  ( awill fing with the ‘E}pirit, and I
awill fing awith the Underftanding a/fd.) To fing 4
without the Spirit, (though with good Method) is
like the Sound of a mufical Inftrument without Life,
To fing with the Spirit; I underftand [Paul further
o meany to fing with fpiritual Matter|: And thus ”
when we fing with the Underftanding ¢r Method, e
and with {piritual Matter, by the Influerice of God’s 11
:

Spirit; we fing agreeable to God’s Mind} St. Paul iy N
efhorts, in Cc;gl. §‘ 16.  Let the Word of Chr J“zm%f w058

3n you richly in all Wifdom 5 teaching and &dmomifhing -
one another in Pfalms and Hymns, and fpirii
JSinging with Grace in youi Hearts to the -~ The

Songs of Zion, when they are fung wigh the Spirir
of the Gofpel, are very comforting, refrefhing, and
edifying to the Children of God—+convincing te 2

s
carnal World—well pleafing to God; and deftrucs \\ }
tive to the Kingdom of Satan. And it being a good |
‘Work, I am willing to contribute fomething towards
promoting it. For this End I have taken no fimall
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Pains to colle& a number of choice Hymns, Pfalms;
and fpiritual Songs, from a Number of Authors of
different Denominations of Chriftians, that every
Chriftian may be fuited. I have, in the firft Place,
chofe out fome awakening and moft alarming
Hymns,  next to them penitential, then inviting,
and then\eonfolating Hymns, and the laft Part eon-
tains Hynins of the Birth, Death, Refurrection and
Afcenfion|of Chrift, and his Appearance in the laft
Great Day. Thefe Hymns are in various Metres,
and efpecially the laft Part are of uncommon Mea«
{ures, for new Tunes and new Singers.

Here I prefent you; O Chriftians; of what Denoe-
mination fgever, with cordial Hymns, to comfort
you in your weary Pilgrimage ; I hope they will
aflift and ftrengthen you through the various Chan-
ges of this Life, till you fhall all fafely arrive to
the general Affembly Above, and Church of 'the
Firft-Born, where you fhall have no more need of
thefe imperfe&t Hymus ; but fhall perfectly join the
Songs of Mofes and the Lamb jy where all your
imperfe&t Services fhall forever be at an End ; and
you fhall have open and full Vifion and Fruition of
Gop and the Lamp; fhall fit down in perfe&
Harmony with Abraham, Ifaac and Jacob, and with
all the Saints and Angels in the New-Jernfalem ;
where all| Sorrow; Grief, Trouble and Pain fhall
forever ceafe, and all Tears wiped away from your
Eyes. :

| earararay usereres

A Cuoice
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With G OD, is tervible Majefiy.
3 ERRIBLE God, that Reigns on high, ¢
How. awful is thy thundering Hand &
Thy fiery Bolts, hew fierce they fly !
Nor can all Earth or Hell withftand.

2 This the old Rebel Angels knew,
And Satan fell beneath thy Frown.-

Thine Arrows ftruck the Traitor through, AL

And weighty Vengeance funk him down, = °

3 This Sodom felt, and feels it fill,
And roars beneath th’ eterpal Load <.+ .
With endlefs Burnings who can dwell, :
Or hear the Fury of a Gob &

&F " A 4 Trc%e‘ ;
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4 Tremble ye Sinners and fubmit ; :
' Throw down your Arms before his Throne,
/Bend your Heads low beneath his Feet,
' Or his ftrong Hand fhall crufh you down.
s And ye, blefs’d Saints, that love him too,
[ With Rev’rence bow before his Name ;
‘Thus all his heav’nly Servants do :
i Gop is a bright and burning Flame.

HY "M N II.
The Sinner’s Fears.

K LAS ! For I have feen the Lorp,
With a drawn Sword he ftood,
Now might he fheath it in my Flefh,
And bathe it in my Blood.
# Yve dar’d him with my mighty Sins,
As if he was too flow ;

But now he comes both arm’d and girt,
As an enraged Foe.

4 What thalt a guilty Sinner do,
When Juftice does appear ?
O whither fhall I flee from him,
Whofe Place is ev’ry where?

4 As I can neither ftand nor fly,
So ncither can I bear
The mighty Hand which grinds the Rocks,,

Lo And doth Foundations tare,

.~ .5 My pale, my poor, my trembling Soul

‘: rﬁ&'{f"’ DKP):S ftart a{)o:v’ry ’%"hi];ng ; $

It hourly fears huge Hofts of Wrath |
From this incenfed King.

€ Shonld he but his Commiffion grant,
All Creatures would engage
Agaipft me as their Foe profe(s’d,
With an_ynited Rage,, T My

.4

/
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» My Fears are juft ; T deferve Hell,
And ’tis my proper hire ;
But who can dwell ; O! who can dwell
With everlafting Fire ?

BN MO e T
The Sinner’s Self-Refleion.

1 H Lord ! ah Lord ! what have I dene ? *©

‘What will become of me ?
What fhall I fay, what fhall I do ?
Or whither fhall I flee ?

2 By wand’ring I have loft my felf;
And here I make my moan :
O whither, whither have I ftray’d !
Ah, Lord! what have I done ?

4 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,
Are in my Garden fown,
And 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 -

# 1 puft at all the Threats of Heaven;
And flighted all its Charms :

Nor Satan’s Fetters wounld I leavg: .

» For Chrift’s inviting Arms, <.
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8 1 had a Soul but priz’d it not ;
Apd now my Soul is gone. :
My forced Cries do pierce the Skies ;
Ah Lord ! whathave I done ! °

Y M N W
The Pilgrims matual Conference.
HAIL ! happy Pilgrims, whence came ye & 3

And whither are you bound
" We from the Land of Egypt ﬂee,
il Canaan we have found.

How came ye firt to walk this Way 2
) % ére you alarm’d with Fear ?
o A Schodl-mafter appear’d one Day,
U With Cour\tenancc fevere :

B 4 Hls'Prtfence ftriick our Heaz ts with awe 3
) ©  His Eyes appear’d like Flame :
s ‘Yam, fal‘d he, the holy Law 5
% And fr(:f-n Mount-Sinai came.

Then lo; oar Senténcé he declar’ &
<+ " Was eyerlafting Death :

mae 'For, *till his Precepts were repair’d,
¥ We were.expos’d to wrath.

‘oAt hx’; a.Meﬁ'engcr of Peace,

g 85 Evangelat by ame, U4

4 Appear ;and gave us {weet Releafe,
}  From that devounng Flame.

¢ He .i){)mtc,d oiit the Lamb of God,
in that diftrefing Day, \ -

’

o ‘And faid, behold his precions Blood;
"hat takc‘; your Guilt awdy.

G -’I’mw were we from onr Bondage freed;
" And fet at Liberty.
Co{ne “then, dear Brethren, well agreea

ter tl%us redecrn’d were we.
Y ¢ Come
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§ Come let us then together wallk,
Together let us_ fing :
Be this the Subje of our talk,
To Praxfe the Lamb our ng iy e

HYMN V.
G OD the Thunderer 5 Or, thelaf Fudgment and Hell,

D ING to the Lorp, ye heav’nly Hofts, ¥
And thou, O Earth, adore : *
Let Death and Hell through all their Coaitsl
Stand trembling at his Pow’s.

3 His founding Chariot fhakes the Sky ; .
He makes the Clouds his Throne ; j
There all his Stores of Light’ning lie, ]
*Till Vengeance darts them down, :

3 His Noftrils breathe cut fiery Streams,
“  And from his awful Tonoue
A fov’reign Voice divides the Flames,
And Thunder roars along. o

4 Think, O my Sout ! the dreadful Day, -
When this incenfed Gop,
Shall rend the Sky, and burn the Sea,
" And fling his Wrathabroad.. "

3 5 What thall the Wretch, the Smner‘&q 2
4 "~ _He once defy’d the Lord, t
But he fhall dread the Thund’rer nov&,
And fink beneath his Word, _ *

PR § Tempeft of angry Fire fhall rolf, - 5" <« & B f{
" T'o blaft the rebel Worm, el AL

-~ And beat upon his naked Squl 2 :

In one eternal Storm. L TR g
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H: YV iM N VI.
The Death of a Sinner.
9 x MY Thoughts on awful Subjes roli,

Damnation and the Dead ;
What Horrors feize the guilty Soul
Upon a dying Bed !
2 Lingering about thefe Mortal Shores, S
She makes a long Delay ;
’Till like a Flood with rapid Force,
Death fweeps the Wretch away.

3 Then fwift and dreadful fhe defcends l
Down to the fiery Coaft, 3
Amongft abominable Fiends, &

Herfelf a frighted Ghott.

4 There endlefs Crouds of Sinners lie,
And Darknefs mikes their Chains :
Tortur’d with keen Defpair, they Cry,
Yet wait for fiercer Pains.

| & Not all their Anguith and their Blood;
; For their old guilt atones,
Nor the Compaflion of a Gop
Shall hearken to their Greans. /

6 Amazing Grace, that kept my Breath,
Nor bid my Soul remove, »
*Till I'had learn’d my Saviour’s Death,
And well enfur’d his Love ?

MY M N VIIL.
Hell, or the Vengeance of GOD,

2 ITH holy Fear, and humble Song,
7 The dreadful Gop our Souls adore 3

A

'y Rev'rence and awe becomes the Tongue

#. U 'That {peaks the Terrors of his Pow’r.
ﬂw z Far
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2 Far in the Deep, where Darknefs dwells,
The Land of Horror and Defpair,
Juftice has built a difmal Hell,
And laid her Stores of Vengeance there.

3 Eternal Plagues and heavy Chains,
Tormenting Racks and fiery Ceals,
And Darts t* infli& immertal Pains,
Dy’d in the Blood of damned Souls.

4 There Satan the firft Sinner lies,
And roars, and bites his Iron Bands ;
In vain the Rebel ftrives to rife, |
Crufh’d with the Weight of both thy Hands.

5 There guilty Ghofts of Adam’s Race,
Shriek out, and howl beneath thy Rodj
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 haftens on,

And Hell gapes wide towait your fall. . =
H oYM N v e

The GOD of Thunder.

b O The immenfe ! th’ amazing Height t'
The boundlefs Grandear of a Gop ! - -
. Who treads the Worlds beneath his Feet !

"And fways the Nations with his nod !
2 He fpeaks ! and lo, all Nature fhakes s
caven’s everlafting Pillows bow; &1
He rends the Clouds with hideous Cracks, -

And fhoots his fiery Arrows through, :

8 Well, let the Nations figrtand fly .

At the blue Lightning?s horrid glares
Atheifts and Emp:r'ors rink and ?ﬁg S
- When Flame and Noife torment the Air:
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4 Let Noife and Flame confound the Skies,
And drown the fpacious Realms below,
Yet will we fing the Thund’rer’s Praife,
And fend our loud Hofannas through.

§ Caleftial King ! thy blazing Pow’r
Kindles our Hearts to flaming Joys !

We fhout to hear thy Thunder roar !

And echo to our Father’s Voice.

§ Thus fhall the God our Saviour come,
And Lightnings round his Chariots play,
Ye Lightnings, fly to make him Room, .
Ye glorious Storms, prepare his Way !

H'¥ M N B
The Sinner’s Shame and Confufion.

1 O foolith, fo abfurd am I,
That nothing can be more ;
‘Was ever fuch 2 Monfter feen
Upon the Earth before ?

2 I dare not lpok upen the Earth,
The Witnefs of my Sin ;
My Confcience is a Doom’s-day Book,
I dare not leok within. ‘

5 Upwards I durft not caft mine Eyes,
- For there my Judge doth fit :
Nor downwards, whence the Smoke doth rife
From the Infernal Pit.

4 How fhall I anfwer at the Bar

. Of him who is moft pure 2

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

5 And as my {elf I can’t endure,
My felf I cannot fly :
Thus Fools do fell themfelves for Slaves,
And whata Slaveam I? '

6Mx
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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.
4 Is this my Wit ? Is this my Way ?
To make a glorious Name ?

Are thefe the Thanks I’ve paid to Heav'n ¢

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.

¢ And whilft I bluth, and whilft I bleed;
Here will T fit alone :
And here P’ll lead the Leper’s Lifes
And make my doleful Moan.

10 I am not worthy of the Earth,
Nor worthy of the Air,
Nor werthy of the wat’ry Drops
But of the Damned’s Fare.

11 O ! How it kills my Heart to think
Upon my foelifh Ways !

Yet this I’ll bear and blefs the Lord,
Becaufe Damnation ftays.

H-Y M N
REPENTANCE
1t T ORD I confefs my Sin is great,

« Great is my Sin, Oh ! gently treat

Thy tender Flow’r, thy fading Bloom,
Whofe Life’s ftill aiming at a Tomb.

2 Have mercy Lord, lo! I confefs,
I feel I mourn my Foolifhnefs ;

O {pare me, whom thy Hands have made,

A withering Leaf, a flecting Shade.

3 Swesten -
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Sweeten at length this bitter Bowl,
Which thou has pour’d into my Soul !

O tarry not ! if ftill thou ftay,
Here fets"in Death my fhort liv’d Day.

4 When tho for Sin rebukeft Man,
His drooping Heart is fill’d with Pain ;
Blafted his Strength, his Beauty too,
Confumes away as morning Dew.

5 When will thou Sin and Grief deftroy ?
That 21l the broken Bones may joy ;
And at thy all-reviving Word, 4
Dead Sinners rife, and praife the Lord.

: H Y IiMEN XI. i
3 1 EARY of ﬁruggling with my Pain,
: Hopelefs to burft my nature’s Chain :
Hardly I give .the Conteft o’er,

I feek to free myfelf no more.

2 From my owrd Words at laft T ceafe,
God that creates muft feal my Peace ;
Fruitlefs my 'Toil and vain my Care,
And all my Fitnefs is Defpair.

4 Lord I defpair miyfelf to heal,

If{ee my Sin but cannot feel ;

I cannot tiil thy Spirit blow,

And bid th’ abedient Waters flow. ¥
4 ’Tis thine a Heart of Flefh to give, '
Thy Gifts I only can receive ¢
&q‘g ithen to thee I all refign,

‘o'draw, redeem, and feal is thine,

e

T

TR

% .

Vith fimple Truth to thee I call,
Jﬁy ight, my Life, my Lord, my all :
1 wait the moving of the Pool,

1 wait the Word that fpeaks me whole.

6 Speak;
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6 Speak, gracious Lord, my Sicknefs cure,
Make my infefted Nature pure :
Peace, Righteoufnefs, and Joy impart,
And pour thyfelf into my Heart.

HY M N »XII.
AJl Men undone by Sin.

27 YESUS, the Sinner’s Friend, to thee,
Loft and undone for Aid I flee,
Weary of Earth, myfelf, and Sin,
Open thine Arms and take 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 till thou art mine.

3 Hear, Jefus, hear my helplefs Cry,
O fave a Wretch condemn’d to die :
‘The Sentence in myfelf I feel,
And all my Nature teems with Hell.

4 When thall Concupifcence and Pride, .
No more my tortur’d Heart divide ?
‘When fhall 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,
#nd labour’d in the purging Firg,

W

8l

ST
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8 Prail, dark, impure I fill remain;
Ner hope to'break my Nature’s Chairt 3
The fond felf-emptying Scheme 1is paft;
Andlo! confirain’d I yield at laft:

9 At lalt I own it canrot be;

That I fhould fit myfelf for thee ;
Here then to thee I all refign;
Thine is the Work, and only thiné:

1o 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 Due:

11 What fhall I fay, thy Grace to may¢ ¢
Lord T am Sin, but thou art Love :
I give up ev’ry Plea befide, ¥
Lord I am damn’d but thou haft diéd!

HYMN XIIL
Tnwvitation HY . TINS ta Sinuerss
Chrift calls burden’d Sinners:
i £ OME hither all ye weary Souls;
& s Ye heavy laden Sinners come;
P’ll give you reft from all your Toils;
And raife you to my heavenly Home,

2 They thall find Reft that learn of mey
Tm of a meek and lowly Mind :
But Paffion rages like the Sea.
And Pride is reftlefs as the Wind.

3 Bleft is the Man whofe Shoulders take
My Yoke, and bears it with Delizhty
My Yoke is eafy to his Neck, 8
My Grace fhall make the Burden light,
4 Jefus
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Jefus we come at thy Corhmand
4] With Faith and Hope, and }:qmble Zealp
Refign our Spirits to thy Hand, ‘
T'o mould and guide us at thy Will.

HYMN XV |
'Imvimtivn' to Sizners.

i "0 ! évery one that thirfts draw nighy
(’Tis God invites the fallen Race)
Mercy @d, free Salvation buy 3
Buy Wine and Milk, and Gofpel Graced

2 Come to the living Waters, come,
Sinners obey your Maket’s Call;
Return ye weary Wanderers; homié, |
And hear the Gofpel preach’d to'ally i |

4 See from the Rock 2 Fouttain rife}
% For you in healing Streams it roils ¢
Money ye need not bring nor Price,

Ye labouring; burden’d, Sin-fick Soulsy ol
4 Nothing ye in Exchange fhall give ¢
Leave all you have and are behind 1
Frankly the Gift of God receive,
Pardon and Peace in Jefus find.
g Your willing Ear, and Heart incline,
His Words believingly receive, -
Quicken’d your Soul, by Faith divine;
. An everlafting Life fhall live, = °

H.Y M N XV g
INVITATION "o
. & Q\INNERS, obey the gofpel Word 3.

Hafte to the Supper of your Lord 3
" Be wife to know your gracious Day,

All Things are ready, Come away !
T M Ry

R ., T Y N
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2 Ready the Father is to own,
And kifs his late returning Son
Ready the loving Saviour ftands,
And fpreads for you his bleeding Hands,

3 Ready the Spirit of his Love,
Juft now the ftony Heart to move :
'T? apply, and witnefs with his Blood,
And wath 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 redeetning Grace.’

To Happinefs, in Chrift reftor’d ;
His proffer’d Benefits embrace,
The plentitude of gofpel Grace.

VYoM N XVI.
ANOTHER.

L OME Sinners, to the gofpel Feaft,
Let ev’ry Soul be Jefus’ Gueft ;
Ye need not one be left behind,
For God hath bidden all Mankind.

2z ¢« Have me excus’d,”” why will you fay ?
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 Reft :
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 fav’d by Grace.

|
5 Come then, ye Sinners, to the Lord, |
g
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Ye who believe his Record true,
Shall fup with him and he with you $

Come to the Feaft, be fav’d from Sinj
For Jefus waits to take you in,

6 This is the Time, no more Delay,
This is_the glorious gefpel Day ;
Come in this Moment at his Call,
And live to him, who dy’d for all.

Harye M N ° Xyl
The Prodigal. AﬁM -

t E Predigal’s return’d,
" The Sinner loft is found 3
He who was late an Heir of Wrath,
Is now with Mercy crown’d.

z His Seul has long been dead,
In Trefpafles and Sin;

But now in Chrift, through Power divige;
He’s quick’ned, juft, and clean. ‘

3 The Angels raife their Voice,
And hail the Sinner home ;

And all the Saints of God rejoicey
To fee the Wand’rer come.

4 Jefus with open Arms,
Him freely doth embrace ;
And, lo, the Prodigal believes,
He now is fav’d by Grace.

§ By Grace without his Worlk,
Amazing Love indeed !

Him Jefus recencil’d to God,
By fuff’ring in his Steads

|
aﬂ

9% The Heavens wond’ring ftand, &

.But'ﬁill with Fury burns 37
“Whilt joyful to his Father’s*}kﬁ'g“"
he Prodigal returns, :

o Wi

»
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9 'The Father fees afar,

The Prodigal return ;
Conftrairi’d by Love he runt to fitest

His late rebellious Son.

8 His trembling Child he hears,
His num’rous Sins confefs ;
And freely pard’ning, covers all,

In pityand in Grace.

9 Each Servent of the Lord,
With Joy and Mirth abound ;
¥or he who'orice was Toft and dead,

Is now alive; and found. &

16 The fafted Calf is flain,
The Lamb is ‘crucify’d;

The Robe of Righteoufnefs is brought,
His Nakednefs to hide.

11 The Ring is on him put,
‘(Earnelt of Joys dbove,)
Salvation ‘now ‘adorns his Feet,
And all -his Soul ‘is -Love.
gz He leans on Yefus’ Breaft,
Forgatting all his Pain’;
With him he enters inito Reft ;

He now is born again.
¥3 He rolls *his ‘Soul in Love,
And drifilks ‘trie Pleafure- in
And fays to others, riow 1 prove
’ My Soul is fav’d from Sin.

M. M N XVIIL
TDhe bamble Publican.
® OW fee 'the Publicin opprelt,
: With all his heifious Sins ;3
Afar he feands, ‘and fmites his- Breaft,
_And humbly thusbegins.

2 Great
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2 Great Gop ! behold, and now extend,

Thy rich free Grace to me ;

Tho’ nought I have to recommend
My guiity Soul to Thee,

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

Yet, Lord, amidit my deep Diftrefs,
In Mercy on me {mile.

4 God heard his penitential Cry,
And anfwer’d his Requeft,
Pafs’d all his black Offences by,

And eas’d his throbbing Breaft,
5 While on the boafting Pharifes
He looks with angry Frown,
The humble Publican doth he
In tender Mercy own.
6 O Sinners ! here Example take,
To ply the Throne of Grace :
God furely will, for Jefus’ fake
An Anfwer grant of Peace,

HY MN XIX
Uizj'vﬂ:fql Praife.
1 ROM il who dwell below the Skies,
Let the Creator’s Praife arife.
Let the Redeemer’s Name be fung,
Thro* every Land by ev’ry Tongue.

2 Eternal are thy Mercies Lord,
Eternal Truth attends thy Word 3

Thy Praife fhall found from Shore to Shore,

. Till Suns fhall rife and fet no more, . .
4 Praife God from whom all Bléflings flow,

Praife him all Creatures here below s - .« =

- Praife him above, ye heavenly Hoft, .2~
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft. ==~
B3 By

e

_l.{

MN
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¥ Y. M oNa XX
The repenting Prodigal.

G EHOLD the Wretch whofe Luft and Wine,
4 Had wafted his Eftate,
He begs a Share amongift the Swine,
To tafte the Hutks they eat !

2 1 die with Hunger, here, he cries,
I ftarve in foreign Lands ; .
My Father’s Houfe has large Supplies, .
And bounteous are his Hands.

i s ’ll go and with a mournful Tongue,

: Fall down before his Face ;

Father Pve done thy Juftice wrong,
Nor can deferve thy Grace.

'¢ He faid, and haftened to his Home,
T'o feek his Father’s Love : .
'The Father faw the Rebel come,
And all his Bowels move.
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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.

" 6 Take off his Cloaths of Shame and Sin,
7 (The Father gives Command)

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

‘» 7 A Day of Feafting I ordain, e
Let Mirth and Joy abound ;
My Son was dead and lives again,

Was loft and now is iound

<

HYMN XXI.
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TN N XX1
Godly Sorrow.

X LAS! and did my Saviour bleed !
A And did my Sov’reign die ?
Would he devote that facred head,
For fuch 2 Worm as I ?

z Thy Body flain, fiveet Jefus thing,
And Bath’d in its own Blood,
While all expos’d to Wrath divine,
The glorious Suff’rer ftood !

* 3 Was it for Crimes that I had done,
He groan’d upon the Tree ?
Amazing Pity | Grace unknown !
And Love beyond Degree !

4 Well might the Sun in Darknefs hide
And fhut his Glories in, e
When God, the mighty Maker dy’d
For Man the Creatures Sin,

5 Thus might I hide my blufhing Face,
While his dear Crofs appears,
Diflolve my Heart in Thankfulnefs,
And melt my Eyes to Tears.
6 But drops of Grief can ne’er repay
The Bebt of Love I owe, ¢
Here Lord I give myfelf away,
’Tis all that I can do, :

¢
3
i

H Y MN XXt

Look unto me, and be Javed: ’rﬁg 1

$1 ADEN’D with Guilt, Sinners al_'ire, A
And view your bleeding Sacrifice, |

Each purple Drop proclaims there’s Room, |
_And bids the Poor and Needy comes, ~ = |
B4 . 2 Bencath '
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% Beneath your Crimes the Victim ftood,
Sign’d your Acquittances in Blood,
Hereby ftern Juftice is appeas’d,
Sinners look up and be releas’d.

3 Mercy, Peace, Truth, and Righteoufnefs,
Beam from the Reconciler’s Face : i
Here look, till Love diflolve your Heart,
And bid your {lavifh Fears depart.

4 O quit the World’s delufive Charms,
And quickly fly to Jefus® Arms ;
Wreftle until your God is known,
Till you can call the Lord your ows.

HYMN XXIIL
The I"rgﬂin}e of Sin.
% THAT my Load of Sin were gone !
O O that I could at laft fubmit,
At Jefu’s Feet to lay it down,
To lay my Soul at Jefu’s Feet!

2z When fhall mine Eyes behold the Lanb ?
The God of my Salvation fee !
Weary, O Lord, thou know’ft T am,
Yet ftill I cannot come to thee.
3 Reft for my Soul, I long te find 3
Saviour, if mine indeed thou att,
Give me thy meek and lowly Mind,
And ftamp thine Image on my Heartw

4 T would, but thou muft give the Power ;
My Heart from ev’ry 8in releale ;
Bring near, bring near the happy Hour,
And fill me with thy heav’nly Peace.
§ Come Lord, the drooping Sinner chear,
Let not my Jefus long delay ;
A%%ear, in my poor Heart appear ;
¥ God my Saviour, come away.
YMN
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H Y M N XXIV.
Fop in the HOLY GHOST,
%5 % Y Spul doth magnify the Lord,
My Spirit doth rejoice

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

2 I need not go abroad for Joy
Who have a Feaft at home ;
My Sighs are turned into Songs,
The Comforter is come.

s Down from Above the blefled Dove
Is come into my Breaft,
To witnefs God’s eternal Love :
This is my heavenly Feaft.

4 This makes me Abba, Father, cry,
With Confidence of Soul ;
It makes me cry, My Lord my God,
And that without centroul,

5 There is a Stream which iffues forth
From God’s eternal Throne,
And frem the Lamb, a living Stream,
Clear as the Cryftal Stone.

6 The Streams doth water Paradife,
It makes the Angels fing :
One cordial Drop revives my Heart 3
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.

8 Eye hath not feen, nor Ear hath heard.
From Fancy ’tis conceal’d,

What thou, Lord, haft laid up for :hxna,
And haft to me reveal’d,
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¢ I fee thy Face, I hear thy Voice,
I tafte thy {weeteft Love ;
My Soul doth leap : but O for Wings,
The Wings of Noah’s Dove !

10 Then fhould I flee far hence away,
Leaving this World of Sin:
Then fhould my Lord put forth his Hand
And kindly take me in.

t1 Then fhould my Soul with Angels fealt
On Joys that always laft:
Blefs’d be my God, the God of Joy,
Who gives me here a Tafte.

Hoaf M N XV

1 WAKE f{ad Heart, whom Sorrows drown,
Lift up thine Eyes, and ceafe to mourn,
Unfold thy Forehead’s fettled Frown ;
Thy Saviour, and thy Joys return.

B o L R AL . 3 o T
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2 Awake {ad drooping Heart, awake, i
No more lament, and pine, and .ery ;

His Death thou ever doft partake,
Partake at laft his Victory.

Arife ; if thou doft not withftand,
Chrift’s Refurreftion ¢hine may be
O break not from the gracious Hand,
Wl'uch as it rifes, raifes thee.

Chear’d by thy Saviour’s Sorrows rife 3

He griev’d, that thou may’ft ceafe to gricve &
Dry with his burial Cloaths thine Eyes ; i
He dy d himfelf that thou may’ft live.

H Y M N  XXIV.

: W; Al Sinners miferable.
RETCHED, helplefs, and-diftreft,
Ah ! whither fhall 1. fly,

Ever
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Ever gafping after Reft, i
I cannot find it nigh :
Naked, fick, and poor, and blind,
Faft bound in Sin and Mifery,
Friend of Sinners, let me find
My Help, my All in Thee.

2 Who my Mifery can relate,
My Depth of Woe reveal ?
I have left my firtt Eftate,
In helplefs Adam fell.
Driven out of mine Abade,
I now have loft my perfeét Blifs,
Fallen, fallen out of God,
And banifh’d Paradife.

g lam all unclean, unclean,
Thy Purity I want ;
My whole Heart is fick of Sin,
And my whole Head is faint ;
Full of putrifying Sores,
Of Bruifes and of Wounds, my Soul
Looks to Jefus, Help implores,
And gafps to be made whele.

4 In the Wildernefs I firay,
My foolifh Heart is blind ;
Nothing do I know : the, Way
Of Peace I cannot find.
Jefus, Lord reflore my Sight,
it And ‘take, O take the Vail away ;
Turn my Darknefs into Light,
My Midnight into Day.

H Y. M N XKV

Curist the Friend of Sinnerd Jidy
4 § X 7HERE fhall my wond’ring Soul begin ?
A How fhall I all to Heav’n afpir??‘A
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A Slave, redeem’d from Death and Sin g
A Brand pluck’d from eternal Fire.
How fhall I equal Triumphs raife,
And fing my great Deliverer’s Praife,

2z O how fhall I thy Goednefs tell,
Father, which thou to me haft fhew'd ?
That I, a Child of Wrath and Hell,
I thould be call’d a Child of God !
Should know, fhould feel my Sins forgiv'n 3
Bleft with this Antipaft of Heav’n !

4 And fhall I flight my Father’s Love,
Or bafely fear his Gifts to own ?
Unmindful of his Favours prove !
Shall I, the haliow’d Crofs to thun,
Refufe his Right’oufnefs ¢’ impart,
By hiding it within my Heart ?

4 No—though the antient Dragon rags,
i And call forth all his Hoft to War
Though Earth’s felf-righteous Scns engage,
Them, and their God alike I dare 3
efus, the Sinner’s Friend proclaim ;
{cfus, to Sinners ftill the fame.

§ Qut-cafts of Mer, to you I call,
Harlots and Publicans and Thieves !
He {preads 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 ail ye Madalins in Luft, e
Ye Ruffians fell in Murders old !
Repent and live: Defpair and Truft 5
Jefus for you to Death was fold ;
‘Though Hell proteft, and Earth repine,
grimes like yours and mine.

7 Come,

He dy’d for
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7 Come, O my guilty Brethren, come, |
Groaning beneath your. Load of Sis,
His bleeding Heart fhall make you Room,
His open Side fhall take you in.
He calls you now, envites you home ;
Come; O my guilty Brethren, come.

8 For you the purple Current flow’d,
In Pardons from his wounded Side i
Languifh’d for you th’ eternal God,
For yeu the Prince of Glory dy’d.
Believe, and all your Guiit’s forgiv'n j
Only believe~~and yours is Heav’n.

H ¥ M N “XXVHL
Praife for the Hope of Glory.

x SOJOURN in a Vale of Tears, -%
I Alas how can I fing ! ‘
My Harp doth on the Willows hang,

Diftun’d in ev’ry String.
2 My Mufick is a Captive’s Chains ;
Harfh Sounds my Ears do fill 5
How fhall I fing {weet Zion’s Song,
On this Side Zien’s Hill ?
3 Yet lo! I hear the joyful Sound,
Surely I quickly come !
Each Word much Sweetnefs doth diftill,
Like a full Honey Comb.

4 And doft thou come my deareft Lord ? 5 7 Lo
And doft thou furely come? b
And doft thou furely quickly come ? : : “4
Methinks I am at Home. i

5 Come then my deareft, dearcft Lord, Yo i
My fweeteft, fureft Friend ; }i

p

Come, for I loath thefe Kedar Tents  +

6 What

The fiery Chariot fend,
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6 What have I in this barren Land !
My Jefus is not here ;
Mine Eyes will ne’er be bleft until
My Jefus-doth appear:

» My Jefus is gone up to Heav’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 :
My Lord, who fends unto me here,
Will fend for me at laft.
o 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 Friends they dwell above,

Them will I go to fee ;
And all my Friends in Chrift below;
Will {foon come after me.

oY MONAVEXTY
Praife for the Peace of Confeiences

1 Y God, my reconciled God,
Creator of my Peace,
Thee¢ will I love, dnd praife and fing,
’T'iil Life and Breath fhall ceafe.

2z My Thoughts did rage, my Soul was 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 fill,
My Sins, thofe Mutineers, )
With Speed went off, and took their Flight,
Where now are all my Fears?

Ju
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4 The World can neither give nor takes
Nor yet can underftand,
That Peace of God which Chrift hath brought,
And gives me with his Hand.

|
5 This is my Saviour’s Legacy, €
Confirm’d by his Deceafe : :;

Ye fhall have Trouble in the World, :
In me ye fhall have Peace. 1’

:

6 And fo it is, the World doth rage,
But Peace in me doth reign :
And whilft my God maintains the Fort,
Their Batt’ries are in vain,

7 The burning Bufh was not confum’d, ;

Whilft God remained there : i

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 Confcience is not fcorch’d,
For God in me doth dwell.

9 Where God doth dwell, fure Heaven is there,
And finging there muft be:
Since, Lord, thy Prefence makes my Heaven,
Whom fhall I fing but thee.

10 My God, my reconciled God,
Creator of my Peace,
Thee will I love, and praife, and fing,.
Till Life and, Breath fhall ceafe. %

b e VL g iy a

H Y M N/ X% &
A Sight of Chrift in Heaven. :
% ESCEND from Heaven immortal Dove;.
Stoop down and take us on thy Wings, = = -
And mount, and bear us far above, .
The Reach of thefe inferiour Things;
Ay 2 eyoné; ‘;’,' 2

e
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2 Beyond, beyond this lower Sky,
p. where eternal Ages roll,
‘Where folid Pleafures never die,
And Fruits immortal feaft the Soul.

3 O for a Sight, « pleafing Sight,
Of our Almighty Father’s Throne ¢
There fits our Saviour crown’d with Light,
Cloath’d in a Body like our own.

4 Adoring Saints around him ftand,
And Thrones and Powers before him fall ¢
The God fhines gracious thro’ the Man,
And fheds fweet Glories on them all.

5 O what amazing Joys they feel,
While to their golden Harps they fing,
And fit on every heavenly Hill,
And f{pread the Triumphs of their King,

6 When fhall the Day, dear Lord appear,
That I thall mount to dwell above, |
And ftand and bow amongf ’em there,
And view thy Face, and fing, and love. |

H Y M N XXXL
God’s Prefence in Light. |
1 Y God, the Sprinﬁ of all my Joys,
M The Life of my Delights,
he Glary of my brighteft Days,
And Comfort of my Nights.

2 In darkeft Shades if ke appear,
» My Da.wning is begun :

g ~ He is my Soul’s {weet Morning-$tar,

And he my rifing San.

3 Theop’ning Heavens around me fhine, .« 7
 “With Beams of facred Blifs, - Fg
While Jefus faews his Heart isumi

o A

- . ‘And whifpers, I am his, 55 AP
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% My Soul would leave this heavy Clayy
. At that tranfporting Word :
Run up with Joy the fhining Way,
T’ ‘embrace my deareft Lord.”
& Fearle(s of Hell, and ghaftly Death,
_ I’d_break thto’ every Foe :
The Wings of Love; and Arms of Faithy
Should bear me Conqu’ror thro”
HY MN Xxxi
The Church a Garden,
¥ XX 7E are 2 Garden wall’d around,
Chofen and made peculiar Ground §
A little Spot inclos’d by Grace; ‘
Out of the World’s wide Wildernefs. Ry %
2 Like fpicy Trees, Believers ftand, i
Planted by an Almighty Hand ;
And all the Springs in Zion flow
To make the young Plantation grow. s
3 Awake, O hedvenly Dove; and come; s
Blow on this Garden of Perfume :
Spirit divine, defcend and breathe; : A
A graciois Gale on Plants beneaths 7
4 Make then Gur Spices flow Abroad, -
A grateful Incenfe to our God : Slps iy
Let Faith, and Liove, and Joy appeary

And every Grace be altive here.
H oYy M N ¥ixmn oo
T Divine Supportss :
t X X 7HEN I can read my Title cleaty
, " To Manfions in_the Skies,
1 bid farewell to ev’ry Fear,
~#And wipe my weeping Eyes, it
samis C 2 Should

iy
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2 Should Earth againft my Soul engage,
~ And hellith Darts be hurl’d;
Then I can {mile at Satan’s Rage;
And face a frowning World.

4 Let Cates like a wild Deluge come;
And Stdrms of Sorrow fall ;
May I but fafely reach my Home;

My God, my Heaven, my all.

4 There fhall I bathe my weary Soul,
In Seas of heaveply Reft :
And not a Wave of Trouble roll,
Acrofs my peaceful Breaft.

H WM N XXXV
A wirw of Heaven. ;
t #JNHERE is a Land of pure Delight;’
Where Saints immortal reigny
Infinite Day excludes the Night,
And Pleafures banifh Pain:
4 There everlafting Spring abides;
And never with’ring Flowers ¢
Death like a rarrow Sea, divides
This heavenly Land from ours:

3 Sweet Fields beyond the fwelling Flood;
Stand dréfs’d in living green :
o to the Jews old Canaan ftood,
While Jordin roll’d betweex.
4 But tim’rous Mortals ftart and thrink;
To crofs this narrow Sea, :
And linger, fhiv’ring on the Brink;
And fear to launch dway. ;
5 Oh ! could we make our Doubts remové;
Thofe gloomy Doubts that rife,
And {ee the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded Eyes !

6 Could

14
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& Could we bat climb where' Mofes fidsd;
., And view the Landfkip o’er, .

Not Jordan’s Stream nor Death’s cold ﬁoo&,

Should fright us from the Shore.

-

HY M N XXXV
The Glm:y of Cbr:ﬁ in Heavew

¥ OH' the Delights; the heavenly Joyss
The Glories of the Place, .
Where Jefus theds the brighteft Beamss
Of his o erﬂowmg Grace !

z Sweet Majeﬁy and awful Love;
Sit fmiling on his Brow;
And all the glorious Ranks aboves
At humble Diftance bow.
4 Princes to his imperial Name,
. Bend their bright Sceptres down :
Doniinions, Thrones, and Powers rejoices
To fee him wear the Crown.

4 Archangels fodnd his lofty, Praife;
Thro’ ev’ry heavenly Street, :
And lay their hxgheﬁ Honours down,
Submiflive at his Feet:

§ Thofe Toft, thofe bleffed Feet of his,

. That once rude Iron tore,

Hlih on & Throne of Light they ftand;

nd all the Saints adore
& His Head, the dear majcfhc Head,
That cruel Thorns did wound,
See what immortal Glories fhine,
“#And circleé it around !

7 T}us is the Man, th’ exalted Man,
ot we unfeen adere ;
But when qur Eyes behold his Face,
arts fhall love him more:

2 HYMK
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9 By glimm’ring Hopes; dnid g’idbhiy Fears;
3

; (36)
B Y M N XXXVL
- The Pilgrimdge of the Saints.

t ¥ ORD what a wretched Land is this;
.4 That yields us no Supply;
No cheering Fruits, no wholefomé Trees;
Nor Streams of living Joy:
3 But pricking Thorns thro’ all thé Ground
Aad 'mortal Poiforis giow 3
Anrd all the Rivers that are found;
With-dang’rous Waters flow.
3 Vet the dear Path to thirie Abode, |
Lies thro’ this horrid Land : : |
Lord ! we would keep the heavenly Rodd;
And rundt thy Command.

4 Our Souls fhall tiéad the Deferts thro’s
With undiverted Feet § =
And Faith add flaming Zeal fubdue;
The Terrors that we meets
5 A thofand favage Bealts of Prey;
 Around the Fotreft roam ; |
Bit Judah’s Lion guards the Way;
And guides the Strangers home.
6 Long Nighits and Darknefs dwell below;
With fearée 4 twinkling Ray,
But the bright Wotld to which we go,
Is evei'la%ing Day.

We tracé theé {acred Roa
Thro’ difmal Dééps, and dang’raus Snares; .
We makeour Wiy to God. -y
8 Our Jourrey is a thorny Mazé;
But we iarch upward fill; |
Forget thefe Troubles of the Wiays;
And reach at Zion’s Hills b
& rell
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) See the kind Angels at the Gates,
Inviting us to come ; N
There Jefus the Forerunner waits,
To welcome Tray’llers home.
yo There ona green and flow’ry Mount
Our weary Souls fhall fit, y
-And with tranfporting Joys recount,
The Labours of our Feet,
11 Eternal Gleries to the King,
That brought us fafely through {
Qur Tongues fhall never ceafe to fing,
And endlefs Praife yenew,

HY M N XXXVIL
The Pilgrim’s Soxg,
1 HILDREN of the heavenly King,
y As ye journey {weetly fing :
Sing your Saviour’s warthy Praife,
Glorious in his Works and Ways !

2 Ye are tray’ling home to God,

In the Way the Fathers trod :
They are happy now, and ye,
Soon their ‘Happinefs fhall fee,

3 O, ye banifhed Seed be glad !
Chrift our Advocate is made 3
Us ta fave, our Flefh affames,
Brother to our $ouls becomes.

4 Shout, ye little Flock, and bleft,
You on Jefu’s Throne fhall reft 3
There your Seat is.now prepar’d,
There your Kingdom and Reward,

§ Fear not, ‘Brethren, joyful ftand,
On the Borders of your Land ;
gfus Chrift, your Father’s Son,

ids yow nnd¥may’d go on.

C 3 6 Lowd §
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€ Lord ! obediently we'll go, !
Gladly leaving all below :
Only then our Leader be, .
And we ftill will follow Thee,

HY M N XXXVII .
Chrift all in all.

3y @ YHRIST Jefus is the chiefeft Good,
He has faved us by his Bleod :
Let us value Nothing but Him,
No, Nothing elfe deferves Efteem.

2 Chrift Jefus gives us Life and Peace,
Faith, Life, and Love, and Holinefs 3
And ev’ry Blefling great or {fmall,
Chrift Jefus for us purchas’d-all,

g Chrift Jefus, therefore let us own 3
Chrift Jefus we’ll exalt alone ;
Chrift Jefus has our Sins forgiven 3
Chrift Jefus’ Blood has bought us Heaven,

HY M N XXXiX.
4 Dialogue betaveen Pilgrips.,
M E N
i ZF\ELL us, O Women Travellers,
Unto what Place ye go ?

And why ye do not feem Content
To ftay on Earth below ?

w o M E N

2 All Creatures here we empty find,
They can’t fupply our Wants,

We go to Chrift above, our Life,

"To praife him with the Saints.

ME XN,
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M BN,
3 Have you not many Friends on Earth,
Who with you fympathize ?
Cannat your Earthly Comforts here
Your Hearts to.ftay entice ?

w O M E _N.
4 We’re Pilgrims here, Earth’s not our Home,
Which makes us long to be,
Where Chrift our Friend dwells with his Saints,
And they him glorify,

M Bl
5 Why don’t you feek your Treafure here, |
With others in the Land ;
Who feem well pleas d thh fenfual Thmgs, A
And fome Thing in their Hand ? brves ||

. w. O M E.N.
& Our Treafure Chrift lay’d up above,
He dearly bought our Blifs, ®
His Blood’s the Price ; .nay, Chrift himfelf, |
Qur bleffed Treafure is.

M BN Y ;

7 $Since Chrift your Teafure is in Heaven, i
Your Heart muft mount above :

Things Earthly will not fuit your Minds. |
You muft be where you love.

W O M E N,
8 A Sight of Jefu’s Love, and Blood,
Down ftreaming from the Crofs,
Makes all Things to us here below,.
Appear as Dung and Drofs.

M E N
¢ Let Pilgrims here join Heaven’s Hoft,
And Hallelujahs fing, 3
To him that fits upan the Throne, ‘
And to the Lamb our King.
C4 W o MEN.
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g Mna s of the higheft ﬁram,
; o “To th’ King of Kings be giva
" = ' Our Saviour God, wha camé to M
e '_J'-‘_ - R th News of Peace from Heav I

A "
oo

o S R R T e A
}' . C brzﬁmm rqaza'g in Hope and Glory qf €od.
{ E '- ¥ Q! we are journeying home to God,
b ' 11 Bid by the Spirit come ;
%R

in the Way his Children trod,
- % Wc feek our Father’s Home.

‘ ta we walk a narrow Path and reugh.
! + i* “And we are tired and weak :

« .~ " ¥et foon fhall we have Reft enough,

¢In thofe blefs’d Courts we feek.,

K- ‘g ngh ta the Country we appear,

: & Stor’d with eternal Blifs : -
, }Ne know we quickly fhall be thers;
B 0 In Sight our Clty is.

-

B P Upon Mount Zion’s diftant Top,
"¢ ** A Lamb our Eyes behold :
- 2Tis Jefus, look ye Children up,

: He calis us to this Fold, 3

. 5 We fee him with his Raiment red,
ik i As tho’ befmear’d with Blood,
As newly. flain he ftands ; he bled
Us to redeem to God. ‘

# About him clad with fnowy V. efts,
Appear a countlefs Throng :
, "Thefe are his Saints, his Kings, his Priefts,
: Who ﬁng th’ eternal Sceng.

7 How




(1)
9 Hew bleft, how more than h-xppy thefa.
Who thus theu- Lord attend ;
‘We, Brethren, in their Hofts fhalks pralfbg
We foon fhall there afcend, %

HoX M N Rk
The Trial of Faith, 'y

1 QVAINTS, at your heavenly Father’s Word,
S Give up your Comforts to the Lord ;
He fhall reftore what you refign,
Or grant you Bleffings more divine, * »*

2 So Abra’m, with obedient Hand, A
Led forth his Son at God’s Command:_° .
The Waod," the Fire, the Knife he took 5°
His Arm prepar’d the dreadful Stroke

¢ Abra’m forbear,” the Angel cr) ’d,
Thy Faith is known, thy Love is try’ d i
Thy Son fhall live, and in thy Seed, -
Shall the whole Earth be blefs’d indced,_

& Juft in the laft diftrefling Hour,

’l he Lord difplays deliv’ring Power §
‘The Mount of Danger is the Place,
Where we fhall fee furprifing Grace,

H. Y M N XLH.
Chrift worthy of all Praife,

FOR a thoufand Tongues to fing,
O My great Redeemer’s Praife ;
The Glories of my God and King,

The Triumphs of his Grace !

2 My gracious Mafter and my God,
Aflife me to proclaim, A e
To {pread thro’ all the Earth abroa,d, ot
The Honours of thy Name, g

., \3J'eﬁls,
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3 Jefus, the Name that charms our Fears,
That bids our Sorrows ceafe ;
>Tis Mufick in the Sinners Ears,
’T'is Life, and Health, and Peace.

" 4 He breaks the Power of cancel’d Sin,

He fets the Pris’ners free :
His Blood can make the Fouleft clean,
, His Blood avail’d for me,

5 He fpeaks, and lif’ning to his Voice,
New Life the Dead receive ;
The mournful broken Hearts rejaice,
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.

9 Look unto Him, ye Nations, own
Your God, ye gﬂlen Race :
Look, and be fav’d thro’ Faith alone,
Be juftified by Grace,

H Y M N XLII
THANKSGIVING,

) EET and right it is to fing,
Gilory to our God and King_;

Meet in ev’ry Time and Place,
To rehearle his folemn Praife,

2 Join, ye Saints, the Song around,
Angels help the cheartful Sound ;
Publith thro’ the World abroad,
Glory to th’ eternal God.

3 Praifes here to Thee we give,
Gracious Thou our Thanks receive §
Haoly Father, Sov’reign Lord,

Ev’ry where be Thou ador’d !

4 Thro’
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Thro' th’ injurious World exclaim,
Sing we ftill in Jefu’s Name,
Saviour, Thee we ever blefs, L
“Thee our Lord and God confefs, W

Ho ¥ MLN - XLIV T e |

Hymn_ to the Trinity. "

{ ATL holy; holy, holy Lord { X |
I{ Be endlefs Praife to Thee! G ) B
Supreme, effentjal One .ador’d, |
In co-eternal Three,

2 Enthron’d in everlafting State,

E’er Timerits Round began,

Who join’d 1a Council to create
The Dignity of Man.

A RO e & Y.

3 To whom Ifaiah’s Vifion fhow’d,
The Seraph’s veil their Wings,
‘While thee !ehovah, Lord, and God,
Th’ angelic Army fings,

¢.To Thee by myftic Powers on high,
Were humble Praifes given, -
‘When'John beheld wich favour’d Eye,
Th’ Inhabitants of Heaven.

5 All that the Name of Creature owns, Je

“To Thee in Hymns afpire :
May we as Angels on our Thrones,
For ever join the Choir. \

$ Hail holy, hely, haly Lord !
Be enlefs Praife to' Thee :
Supreme, eflential One ador’d,
in co-eternal Three.

HYMN
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B MNE LY
Leaving the WORLD,

¥ AREWELL vain World, I muft be gong,
I have no Home or Stay in Thee ;
¥’ll take my Staff, and travel on )
Till I3 better World can fee,

2 Why art thou loth, my Heart, O why,
Doft thou recoil within my Breaft ?

Grieve not, but fay, Farewell, and fly

Unto the Ark, my Dove, there’s reft,

3 I come, my Lord, a Pilgrim’s Pace ;
Weary and weak, I flowly move ;

Longing, but yet can’t reach the Place,
The gladfome Place of Reft ahove.

¢ I come, my Lord, the Floods here rife ;
Thhefe troubled Seas foam nought but Mire §
My Dove back to my Bofom flies ;
Farewell poor World, Heav’n’s my Defire,

5 Stay, ftay, faid Earth, whither fond one,
Here’s a fair World, what would’ft thou have
Fair World, O no! thy Beauty’s gone,
A heav’nly Canaan, Lord I crave,

6 Thus th’ antient Travellers, thus they,
' Weary of Earth, groan’d after Thee,
They are before, I muft not ftay

Till I both thee and them may fee,

7 Put on, my Soul, put on with Speed, 3
Though th> Way be long, the End is fweet 3
Once more, poor World, Farewell, indeed < -
In leaving thee, my Lord I meet.

HYMN
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HYy M N XLVE g |
A brief Defeription of the Children of GOD, in &

Diarocus. :

it XX 7HAT poor defpifed Company
Of Travellers are thefe,
That walk in yonder nafrow Way; /
Along that rugged Maze ?

2 Ah! thefe are of a royal Line;
_ All Children of 2 King :
Heirs of immortal Crowns diving,
And lo for Joy they fing.

4 Why do they then, appear {o mean ?
_ And why fo much defpis’d ?
Becaufe of their rich Robes unfeen;

The World is not appriz’d.

4 But fome of them feem poor diftreft,.
And lacking daily Bread ;
Ah ! they’re of boundlefs Wealth poffeft
With hiddén Manna fed.

:

,1

§ But why keep they that narrow Roady j
That rugged thorny Maze ? ;
Why; that’s the Way their Leader trods ]
They love and keep his Ways. :

6 Why muft they fhun the pleafant Path,
That Worldlings love fo well ?
Becaufe that is the Road to Death,

:

|

The open Road to Hell: J

# What is thete then no other Road, %

To Salem’s happy Ground ?

Chrift is the only Way to Gad, ¢ ‘
Nene other can be found. 4 4

]
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¥ JOIN all the gracious Names;

Of Wifdom Love and Power;
hat Mortals ever knew,
That Angels ever bore :
All are too mean . |
To fpeak his Worth §
Too mean fo fet ‘
Our Saviour forths

2 But O ! what gentle Terms;
' What condefcending Ways;
Doth our Redeemer ufe;
To teach his heavenly Grace
My Soul, with Joy
~ And Wonder f{ee;
‘What Forms of Love
He bears for Thee:

3 Great Prophet of our God,

Our Tongues would blefs thy Narie { ‘

By thee the joyful News
Of our Sailvatio’n' came &
The joyful News
Of Sins forgiver,
Of Hell fubdu’d, 8
And Peace with Heav'n« ,

4 Jefus our great high Prieft,
Offer’d hig Blood and dy’d § =
'Thou guilty Sinner’ feek 2
No Sacrifice befide =
His pow’rful Blood
Did once atoney
And now it pleads
Before the Thrones

b
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§ 'Thou dear almighty Lord !
Our Conqu’ror, and our King ! 1
Thy Scepter, and thy Sword, |
Thy reigning Grace we fing ' 1

Thine is the Pow’r r

O may we fit, |
In willing Bonds, g
Beneath thy Feet. ‘

H Y M N XLVII
Here I awill davells

J
i
|
0 H me, I’m never well but when |
I on my beft Beloved lean, 1‘
Then I am never ill ; |
Croffes and T'rials all are dlight, |
And Pain is fweet, and Troubles light 1
Come whatfoever will. 1
& Here I could with my greateft Foe
Might reft like me, and happy know 1
The Riches of the Lamb :
The Streets then would be full of Praife,
Of Jefu’s Blood, his gracious Ways, : {
His Mercy and his Name. o
3 If Jefus will permit me, I 3
Will leaning on him live and die, |
And great the Bleffing count ¢
My Life, dear Lotd, I’d live to Thee,
My Death fhould 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,
Belov’d of God, unchangeable !
And with him Night and Day.

HYMN
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HY M N XLIX
A new Year's Hymn.

1 OW his the ever-rolling Year
N Complete his annual Cirenit rutts
ark ! hark ! the welcome Meflenger ;
Come;, kneel! before your Saviour’s Throrié,
O joyful Hour !
O glorious Day !
That cheers our Eyes
With heavenly Ray:

¢ Now fhall my chearful Steps attend
The Worthip of his holy Place ;
My Soul with glad Devotion bend
Low in the Temiple of his Graces
: Majeftic Place !
Theré Glories fhine,
Theré Mercy beams
With Light divine:

§ Zion, that happy, happy Placé;
Once more fhall cheer my longing Eyés &
Zion with heavenly Favours gfac’d,
Her God defcending from the Skies;
With Gifts divine,
To blefs the Throng;
Warbling to Heaven
‘The lofty Songs

4 Bright Center of united Praife
To pious Tribes of heavenly Liné;
‘Where Numbers pour from ev’ry Placé;
Their Souls'infpir'd with Zeal divine,
Ever to ferve;
And Till adoré
Their Saviour Gody
As heretofore.
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g Fair Zion ! honour’d of the Sky
To fpread the Gofpel Light around ;
"There David’s Son, enthron’d on high,
8its with eternal Glory crown’d s :
To rule his Saints,
And wield the Sway,
Long as the Sun
Commands the Day,

6 Heavenly Salem ! royal Nurfe
To thy young Converts feated rounid 3
While thefe are chear’d with heavenly Grace;
May Peace indulge the happy Ground,
And every Blifs
Enjoy’d below, '
May all thy Friends
And Lovers know.

7 Sweet Peace; with all thy heavenly T'raing
Within thy Walls for ever dwell 3
In every facred Court of thine
Her copious Hand with Plenty fill,
Till all around
Rich Bounty pours,
As conftant as
"The circling Hotirs,

8 O facred Saints ! greatly bleft,
Seat of the high eternal King !
May heavenly Peace, thy conftant Guefty
Toall thy Courts her Favours bring ;

- And ftil] to thee

.May Bleflings flow 3

Nor End nor Change

Nor 'Meafure know.

13
i
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Bo¥ M Nl
A Carol, o¢ Redemption, the Wonder of Angels.

1 EHOLD that Splendor, hear the Shout;
Heav’n opens, Angels iffue out,
And throng the nether Sky :
What folemn Tidings do they bring ?
Rapt at the Approach of Ifrael’s King,
They fpeak the Monarch nigh.
4 2z Why does the King approeach eur Land,
; Comes he with Thunder in his Hand ?
b The Merit of eur Crimesy
| Shepherds be glad, he comes with Peace,
: Not Wrath, but univerfal Grace,
'; To blefs ev’n diftant Climes.

: 3 See Heav’n’s great Heir, a Woman’s Son §
%-’ : Behold @ Manger is his Throne !
bt

Nay fee him born to die !
Yours is tite Guilt, but lis the Pain,
i His are the Sorrows, yours the Gain,
b Then let his Praife be high.

* 4 Come mighty King, the Grace enhance,
A ftable was thy Palace once;
Dwell in thefe Hearts of ours,
Teach us to praife the Father’s Love,
Till blett, tranfported, fir'd above,
» We fing with nebler Powers.
; sl HoF MR
] ¥ OST gracious God of boundlefs Might,
d Supreme eternal King,
; Direét my Heart and voice arighty
E: When I thy Praifes fing.
4 z Lord hear my Pray’r, accept my fong,
& And fan&tify my Mind,
#And grant I may, my whole Life long,
3 Be virtuo’fly inclin’d,
3 Thay,
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3 That whén Thot may’ft my Soul : reqmre}
, And [ muft hernce remove,
I then may join tke heav’nly Choir;
And fing with faints above:

HVY M N LL
i The Caun/el; of Grace; a Caro’ |
AHE Etéral fpeaks; all Heaven attenés, |
Who that unhappy Race defends;

While Juffice aims the Blow,

See Natute tremble 4t theit Fates,

Death with his fron Sceptre waits, A
Hell opes her adamantine Gates, o
And triuraphs at their Woe: g

3 Which of the bnght Celéftial Throng, :
With Love fo warm, and Heart fo ﬁrong,
. Dares languifh on a Crofs 2
Who can leave Liberty for Chains ?
Abandon Extacy for Pains, ? {
What Angel Fortitude {Lﬁams ?
Th’ ineftimable Lofs !

3 He faid, and Death:Tike flenéé re:gh d,
Deep was their Awe, the radient Band,
<o e mwhty Tafk déclin’d;
At len th Heav’n’s Prince the S1lenc¢ breke‘,
And ardent thas the Sire befp oke 3
None but thy Son' éan’ ward fhe Stroké,
Then let the Taﬂc be mine.

4 Miné bé the feeble infant State,
Mine in Réturn for Love be Hate 3
A Manger be my Throne :
Pain when thy Glory ¢afls, is BIifs 5 :
‘When Man’s in Danger, Tortire’s Peace, ;
Shame Praife, a Paradife th’ Abyfs, i
Then yield thy darling Son, 4

b 2 5 Th!
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5 Th’ Almighty Radiance fmil’d Affert;
Loud was the Shout that Ether rent,
All Heav’n was in Amaze !
| Go my lov’d Image, faid the Sire,
; Be born, in Anguith to expire;
' Earth triumph, Angels ftrike the Lyre,
To everlafting Praife.

BH Y M N LHIL

; ) The Infant Sawiour, a Carol.

- 1 ! SIGHT of Anguith, view it nea#;

e What weeping Innocence is here !
A Manger for a Bed,

The Brutes yield Refuge to his Woe,

. Men the worlt Brutes, ro Pity fhew,
Nor give him friendly Aid.

2 Why do no rapid Thundets roll ?
Why do no Tempefts rack the Pole ?
ool O Miracle of Grace !
Or why no Angel on the Wing ?
. Warm for the honor of their King,
. = 7T’ exterpate all the Race.

3 Did He, that Infant bath’d in Tears;
Call into Form the rolling Spheres ?
. Did Seraphs wait his Nod ?
. Helplefs he calls, but Man delays ;
* The mioral Chaos difebeys,
. This offspring of a God.

4 Say, radiant Seraphs, thron’d in Light,
Did Love €’er tow’r fo high a Flight !

. - Or Glory fink o low !

‘ Thig-Wender Angels fcarce declare,
Angels the Rapture fearce can bear,
J Or equal Praife beftow.

5 Re&emp{fqp" b .
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Redemption “tis a boundlefs Theme !
Thou boundlefs Mind, our Hearts inflame,
With Ardour from Above ;
Words are bat faint, let Joy exprefsq
Vain is meer Joy, let A&ions blefs
This Prodigy of Love.,

BV N LTV
A FuNeraL Hymn, Job 19. 25.
I

b Sy ola |
Y Life’s a Shade, my Days,apagce decline,
M My Lord is Life, hZ’n fai{epx%%'mm%_iaz
weet Truth tome, I fhall arife, and with thele Eyes
My Saviour {ee.
: II.
My peaceful Grave fhall keep my Bones till that b
Yon vhatl | mu/?‘ovﬁ?eet Day!,‘ ; 3
I wake from Sleep, and leave my Clays b v
§veqt Truth to me; I fhall arife, and with thefe Eyes
: My Saviour fee,
IIL. Sl
" My Lord, his Angels fhall their golden Tiumpets
(found,
At whofe moft welcome call, my Graye fhall be un- *
: ; (bound.
Sweet Truth to me, [ fhall arife, and wich thefe Eyes 4ig

My, Saviour fee. " i TS
Iv. ;
I faid fometimes with Tears, ah, me ! I’m loth to die,
Lord, filence thou thefe Fears, my Life’s with Thes,
i (on high,
Sweet Truth to me, I fhall asife, and with the_fei‘;}es
My Saviour. fee.

What means my trembling Heart to be thusfay of
7 \ (Deagh
My Life and I fhan’t part, tho’ I refign my Breath;
Sweet Truth to me, I fhall arife, and with thefi £ yes -
S My Saviour fees .. 5

s R S « W) ﬁ@t
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VI. i
Fhen welcome harmlefs Grave, by Thee to Heav'y
- Ill go,
: My Lord ,is Death thall fave me from the Flaimes
» (below.
Ef Sweet 1 iuc 10 me, 1 hall arife, and with thefe Eyes
? My Saviour fee, ;

: H ¥ M N LV
/mllﬂé’”/""" ANQTHER

3
E
b -
R OSANNA to Jefus on high !
F H Another has enter’d his Reft ;
ke - Another is "fcap’d to the tky,
T And lodg’d in Immanuel’s Breaft,
"The Soul of our Brother is gone
To helghten the Triumph aboyg; H
. Bxalted to Jefus his Throne !
" Exalted by Jefys’s Love !

2 How happy the Angels that fall
Tranfported at Jefus’s Name !
The Saints, whom he foonef} fhal} ¢
" o fhare in the Feaft of the Lam
* No longer imprifon’d in Clay, ; :
~ ‘Who next from this Dungeon fhall fiy 2
2 Who firft fhall be fummon’d away ? °
s . My mercifal God—Is it I?

3 O Jefus, if this be thy Will,
*  That fuddenly I fhould depart,
- Thy Council of Mercy reveal,
And whifper the Call to my Heart
O Fve me 2 Signal to know
f foon thou wou]dﬁ have me remove,
And leave the dull Body below,
Aud fly 10 the Regions of Lovc

HYMN
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Boldnefs in the Gofpel.

3 OHALL I for Fear of feeble Man,

' Thy Spirit’s Coytfe in me reftrain ?
Or undifmay'd, in Deed and Word,

Be a true Witnefs to my Lord ?

z Aw’d by a Mortal’s Frown, fhall I
Congeal the Word of God moft high ?
. How then before Theg fhall I dare
To ftand, or how thy Anger bear ?

3 Shall I, to footh th’ unholy Throng,

Sofien thy Truths, and fmooth my Tongue
To gain Earth’s gilded Toys, or flee,

The Crofs, endur’d my God by Thee 2

4 What then is he, whofe Scorn  dread,
Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid 2
A Man ! an Heir of Death, a Slave

To Sin ! a Bubble on the Wave -

s Yea let Man rage ! fince Thoy wilt fpread
Thy thadowing Wings around my Héad ;.
Since in all Pain thy tender Love,

Will ftill my fweet Refrefhment prove..

6 Saviour of Men ! thy fearching Eye.

Does all iy inmoft Thoughts defcry 3.
Doth ought on Earth my Withes raife,_
Or the Warld’s Favour, or his Praife.

7 The Love of Chrift does me conftrain,
Tof{eek the wandering Souls of Men :.

With Crigs, Intreaties, Tears to fave,

To fnatch them from the gaping Grave.

8 For this let. Men revile my Name,
No Crofs I fhun, I fear no Shame ;
All hail Reproach, and welcome Pain,
®nly thy Terrors, Lord, raftrain,

o - D4 9 My
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9 My Life, my Blood I here prefent,
If for thy Truth they ma{y be fpent,
Fulfil thy fovereign Counfel Lord !
Thy Will be done, thy Name ador’d.

10 Give me thy Strength, O God of Power !
Then let Winds blow, or Thunders roar,
Thy faithful Witnefs will I be,

’Tis fix’d, I can do all thro’ Thee.

MHo.x. M.N. LV
The Pilgrim’s Song.
X ISE, my Soul, and firetch thy Wings,
Thy better Portion trace,
Rife from tranfitory Things,
Tow’rds Heav’n thy native Place,
Sun, and Moon, and Stars decay,
Time fhall foon this Earth remove,
Rife my Soul and hafte away,
To feats prepar’d above.

2 Rivers to the Qcean run,
Nor ftay in all their Courfe ;
- Fire afcending feeks the fun,
Both {peed them to their Source 3
So a Soul that’s born of God,
Pants ‘ to view his glorious Face 3
Upwards tends to his Abode,
To reft in his Embrace.

. B Fly me Riches, fly me Cares,

Whilft I that Coaft explore ;
Flatt’ring World, with all thy Snares,
~'Solieit me no more.

Pilgrims fix not here their Home ;
Strangers tarry but a Night,
When the laft dear Morn is come,
They’l} arife to joyful Light.

4 Ceafe,
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4 Ceafe, ye Pilgrims, ceafe to moupn,
Prefs onward to the Prize :
Soon ‘our Saviour wili return

Triumphant in the Skies ; ;
Yet a Seafon and you know 4
Happy Entrance will be given; . ]
All our Sorrows caft below, : i i

‘And Earth exchang’d for Heaven,

H ¥ . M. NGLVRL
Delight in, and Praife for the Holy Scripturg,

? BLESS the Lord, |
Who gives his Word, 5
To rule and guide me right 3 o
To hear him fay,
Love and obey,
Affords fupreme Delight,

2z A holy Joy,
Without Alloy,
With facred Trarfports flows,
From Truth divine, M
I feel it mine,
To,give my Soul repofe. |

3§  With facred Love,
My Paflions move,
I burn witha ftrong Defire 3
With holy Aim,
And inward Flame,
1 feel my Soul on Fire. -

By Grace refin’d,
My Soul inclin’d,
Shall confecrate my Days,
As due to none
But God alone,
And give him all the Praife, 5

1%}
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gt x. M N BIX,
Calling to followw Chrift,
i OME my Father’s Family,
: Ye Ranfom’d of the Lord,
Come, ye Sinners who with me,
Are ev’ry where abhorr’d ;
Let us gladly trace his Steps,
Who fuffer’d Death among the Jews ;
Who the friendlefs Soul accepts, :
Whom all befide refufe,

.2 Jefus, the defpis’d and mean,

OQur Mafter let us own,

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

Let us take and bear his Crofs,
Defpis’d Difciples tet us be,

Mock’d and flighted as he was,
For you, my Friend, and me,

4 None but Jefus will we fing,
~  None elfe will we adore ;
He our Prophet, Prieft, and King,
Shall be forever more : '
None among the heavenly Powers,
Nor one on Earth our Praife can claim,
None but Jefus call we ours,
None but the bleeding Lamb.

MY MO LX.

The Birth of Fefus.

5 HE King of Glory feads his Son,
To make his Entrance on this Earth !
Behold the Midnight bright as Neon,

And heayenly Hofts declare his Birth.

& 2 About ;
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2 About the young Redeemer’s Head, '
" What Wonders and what Gléries meet !
An unknowpn Star arofe, and led
The eaftern Sages to his Feet. A

3 Simeon and Anna both confpire,
The Infant Saviour to proclaim :
Inward they felt the facred Fire,
And blefs’d the Babe and own’d his Name,

4 Let Jews and Greeks blafpheme aloud,

* And treat the holy Child with Scorn, j

Qur Souls adore the eternal God, 4
Wha condefcended to be born.

HYMN LXL
The fame. !

§ Y YARK the glad Sound ! the Saviour comes,
I i The Saviour promis’d long ! .
Let every Heart prepare a Throne,
And every Voige a Song,

2 On him the Spirit largely pour’d,

Exerts its facred Fire : §
Wifdom and Might, and Zeal and Love,

His holy Breaft infpire.

¢ He comes the Prisners to releafe,

*  In Satan’s Bondage held :

" The Gates of Brafs before him burft,
The Iron Fetters yield.

4 He comes, from thickeft Films of Vice,
To clear the mental Ray : :
And on the Eye-Balls of the Blind, : :
To pour celeftial Day. : :
5 He comes the broken Heart to bind,
The bleeding Soul to cure,
And with the Riches of his Grace,
1" enrich ' the humble Poor,

6 Ouwy
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6 Our glad Hofannas, Prince of Peacs,
Thy Welcome fhall proclaim ;

And Heaven’s eternal Arches ring, '
With thy beloved Name.

oM N EXTT
HAnotber.,

t Y W ARK! theHerald, Angels fing,
Glory to the new born King ;

Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild,
God and Sinners reconcil’d.

oyful all ye Nations rife,

oin the Triumphs of the Skies,
With th’ angelic Hoft proclaim,
Chrift is born in Bethlehem.

2 Chrift by higheft Heaven ador’d,
Chrift the everlafting Lord ;
Late in Time behold him come,
Offspring of a Virgin’s Womb :
Veil’d in Flefth, the Godhead fee,
Hail th’ incarndte Deity !
Pleas’d as Man with Men t’ appear,
Jefus, our Immanuel here.

g Hail the Heav’n born Prince of Peace }
Hail the Sen of Righteoufnefs !
Light and Life to all he brings,
Ris’n with Healing in his Wings :
Mild he lays his Glory by,
Bern, that Man no more may die, |

" Born to raife the Sons of Harth,

Born to give the fecond Birth.

4 Come, Defire of Nations, come,
Fix in us thy humble Home ;
Rife, the Woman’s cong’ring Seed,
Bruife 1 us the Serpent’s Head : A
? Adam’s’
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Adam’s Likenefs now efface;
‘ Stamp thine Imag= in its Place :
| Second Adam from above,
| Re-inftate us in thy Love.

H Y M N LXIIL

Chrift Crucified.
LOVE divine, what haft thou done ?
Th’ immortal God hath dy’d for me,
The Father’s co-eternal Son,
Bore all my Sins upon the Tree :
Th’ immortal God for me hath dy’d,
My Lord, my Love is crucify’d.

2 Behold Him all ye that pafs by,
The bleeding Prince of Lifeand Peace 3
Come fee, ye Worms, your Maker die,
And:-fay was ever Love like his : e
Come feel with me his Blood apply’d,
My Lord my Love is crucify’d,

3 Is 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 Blood z
Pardon and Life flew from his Side,’
My Lord, my Love is crucify’d.

4 Thenlet us fit beneath his Crofs,

And gladly catch the healing Stream 3
All Thmgs for him account but Lofs,
And give up all our Hearts to him :
Of Notl_xing {peak, or think befide,
But Jefus and him crucify’d. s

H/ ¥ M N LXIV.
Refurrestion of Chrift.,

YE that feek the Lord, whody’d, = =
Your God for Sinners crucify’d.

“Prevent
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J’reve{,pt the earlieft Dawn and comic;

AR To worfhip at his facred Tomb :

i Bring the {weet Spices of your Sighs

5 Your contrite Hearts and fireaming Eyes;

Yolrr fad Complamts and humble Fears;

And ‘embalm him with your Tears:

z Whlle ye thus your Souls °mp]ov,
* _ "Your Sorrows fhall be furn’d to joy
" Mow, now let all your Grief be o ery
_ Believe; and ye Thall weep 1o more *
*An Earthquake hath the Cavern fhook;
And burft; the Déor, and rent the Rock ;
. = ‘'Fhe Lord hath fent his Angel down,
= ,' Who hath rol’d away the ffone.

j‘ See, as Snow his Garments whlte, ¢
‘ * His Tountenance as Lightning bright §
£ }’Ie ﬁts, p.nd waves 2 flaming Sword;

And'waits upon his rifing Lord :

" *he third aufpicious Morn is come;
A‘Hd ¢all the Saviour from the Tomb ;
"The Bands of Death are torn away,
“And the Tomb gzves back its Preys

4. "See the Lordis rig'n indeed,
;- Fo Death deliver’d in yoirr Stead
. His’ Rife proclaim: your Sins forglvep £
And. fhews the living Way to Heav’n:
..Go tell the folfowers of your Lord,
,Thelr Jefus is to Life reftor’d 5

B n e lives that they his Life may find,
e + Lives to quicken all Mankind.

B e WY e N LXV
T w;“f Aﬁeq/im of Chrift,

A fATL the Day that fees him: nfc,
8 Ravﬂh d from our wifhful Eyes 5

hrift




® Simply do I now draw near, PSR

. vex)
Chirift 2 while to Mortals giv’ei;
Re-afcends his native Heav’n :
"There the pompous Triumph waits; : 4
Lift your Heads eternal Gates ! e ;
Wide unfold the radient Scene, s |
Take the King of Glory in. GG ]
i Him tho’ higheft Heav’n receives, el |
1 he loves the Earth he leaves j ‘ «
¢’ returning to his Throne, : BN |
Still he calls Mankind his own i
Still for us he intercedes, : iRt P
Prevalent his Death he pleads |
Next himfelf prepares our Placey B
Harbinger of iuman Race. : ;
. Mafter (may we ever fay) 7w M ‘}1:%
Taken from our Head to Day 3 Gt e
See thy faithful Servants, fee R e
Ever gazing up to Fhee ! _ A
Grant, tho’ parted from our Sight, - . 2" ~ &
High above yon azare Height, A %
Grant our Hearts may thither rife, ! :
Following Fhee beyond the Skies. e

Ever upward let us move,
Wafted on the Wings of Love ; ¢
Looking when our Lord fliall come, _
Longing, gafping after Home : . 4
There we fhall with Thee remain, R el
Partners of thirle endlefs Reign ;
There thy Face unclouded fee,
Find our Heav’n of Heav’n in Thee,

H X "MN LXVI.

A Sinner applying to Chrifts D A

¥ OD of my Salvation hear, F =il i,
And help me to believe ; 5B

“= Thy: Blefling to receive, - ARG
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Full of Guiltalas! I am ;
But to thy Wounds for Refuge flee ¢
Friend of Sinners, fpotlefs Lamb,
Thy Blood was flied for me !

2 Nothing have I Lord to pay,
Nor can thy Grace procure 3
Empty fend me not away,
For I, thou know’lt am poor 3 -
Duft and Afhes is my Name,
My all is Sin and Mifery 5
Friend of Sinners, {potlefs Lamb;
Thy Blood was fhed for me !

3 Without Money, without Price,
I come thy Love to buy :
X From myfelf I turn my Eyes,

The Chief of finners I.

-Take, O take me as I am,
And let me lofe myfelf ifi Thee !

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

H.v mM#N LxvIL,
Glad Tidings.
1 LOW ye the Trumpet, blow
B The gladly folemn Sound,
Let all the Nations know,
To Earth’s remoteft Bound,

The Year of Jubilee is come,
Return ye ranfom’d Sinners home.

2z The Gofpel Trumpet hear :
; The News of heavenly Grace,
Ye happy Souls -draw near,
Beholdyour Saviour’s Face :
The Year'of Jubilée is come,
Return to your eternal Home,

' 3> Exto}
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3 Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb 3
Redemption in his Blood,
Throughout the World proclairi
The Year of Jubilee is come,
Return ye ranfom’d Sinners home.

HYMN LXVIIL,

ANOTHER. ?

1 XX 7ELCOME, welcome bleffed Servadt, i

Meflenger of Jefu’s Grace 5+ | A

O how beautiful the Feet of, & i |

Him that brings good News of Peace $
Welcome Herald, welcome Herald,

Prieft of God the People’s Joy.

2 Saviour blefs his Meffage to us, 5

Give us Hearts to hear the Sound, PR

Of Redemption, dearly purchas’d,

By thy Death and precious Woundsa it

O reveal it; O reveal it, ST e
To our poor and helpléfs Souls.

3 Give Reward of Grace and Glors'

To thy faithful Labo’rer dear, :
Let the Inceufe of our Hearts be :
Offer’d up in Faith and Prayer. R ; i
Blefs, O blefs them, Blefs O blefs themy 3

Now, henceforth; and evermore.

HYMN LXX
The Death of Chrifts vzapruf“.é”

1 E dies ! the Friend of Sinner‘;d}es r
Lo ! Salem’s Daughters weeg‘ around ¥ i
A folemn Darknefs veils the Skies ! e

‘A {udden Trembling fhakes the Ground.
S E Come
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' Come Saints, and drop a Tear or two
For him who groan’d beneath your Load !
He thed a thoufand Drops for you,
A thoufand Drops of richer Blood.

’ 2 Here’s Love and Grief beyond Degree, .

The Lord of 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 home,
And fhout him welcome to the Skies !

3 Break off your Tears ye Saints and tell

How high ouy great Deliverer reigns,

Sing here he fpoil’d ‘the Hofts of Hell,

And led the Monfter Death in Chains !
) Say << Live for ever wond’rous King ;
AR ¢ Born to redeem ! and ftrong to fave !”’
! Then afk the Monfter < Where’s thy Sting,
b ¢ And where’s thy Victory boafting Grave ?”

-

5 Lt M',t,ﬁ N AR X
Gofpel Invitation.

1 OME, ye Sinners, poor and wretched,
C Weak and wounded, fick and fore,
Jefus-&ands ready to receive you,

Full of Pity, Love and Pow’r,

A { He 1s able,

f He is,willing, doubt no more.

. * 2z Ho! ye Needy, come and welcome;
God’s free Bounty glorify,

T'rue Belief and true Repentance,
Every Grace that brings us nigh,

i » 5 Without Money,

J Come to Jefus Chrift and buy.

3 I;ef:' v

HADE b
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3 Let not Confcience make you linger,
* Nor of Fitnefs fondly dream,
All the Fitnefs he requireth,
Is to feel your Need of him.
This he gives you,
Tis the Spirit’s glimm’ring Beam:

10y
Teaam s eens

4
i

4 Agonizing in the Garden,
Lo ! your Maker proftrate lies !
©n the bloody Tree behold him,
Hear him cry before he dies, 4
It is finifh’d :3
Sinner, will not this fuffice ? b

5 Lo! th’ incarnate God afcended, -
Pleads the Merit of his Blood ; 1 :
Venture on him, venture freely,
Let no other Truft intrude,
None but Jefus
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.
Hallelujah
Sinners here may do the fame.

H Y M N LXXK &
1 OME, ye Sinners, come to Jefus, ) Y
Think upon your glorious Lord;
He has pity’d your Condition,
He has fent his Gofpel Word.

Mercy calls you, LS B
Mercy flows on Jefu’s Blood. L T 5

2 Deareft Saviour, help thy Servant
To proclaim thy vipnd’rous Love 3
. z-
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| Poyr thy Grace upon this People,
That thy Truth they may approve,
Blefs, O blefs them,
From thy fhining Courts above.

s Now thy gracious Word invites them
" To partake the Gofpel Feaft ;
Let thy Spirit fweetly draw them,
Every S¢ul be Jelus’ Gueft.
O receive us,
Let us find thy promis’d Reft.

H Y« M N BXXIL
« Behold he cometh avith Clouds.

] EHOLD: Jefus Chriftin the Clouds,
- With all his Hofts from high Abodes :
.~ 'The Trumpet founds, To Judgment come !
.~ . Hecomes to bring his chofen home ;
x e He comes, he comes, he comes, he comes,
He comes to bring his chofen home.

2 Come, come thou Duft from ev’ry Wind,
No lingering Atom ftay behind ;
Earth, Sed; and Air, give uﬁ your Charge,
I come my Prifoners to difcharge ; P
’ I come, I come, I come, I come,
I come my Prifoners to difcharge.

4 Enlarge the Circles round my Throne,
Make Room for ev’ry darling one ;
Come forward, bold at my Command,
My Fricads on my Right-Hand fhall ftand 3
My Friends, my Friends, my Friends, my
)t (Friends,
My Friends on my Right-Hand fhall fand. -
4 Ye blefled of my Father come, i
Come to my Father’s Kingdom home, =~ - 7 |
Before thé Univerfe was x‘Far?d, AL
| SN i R by
. 5 \ Fe!
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For you the Kingdom was prepar’d.
For you, for you, for you, for you,
For you the Kingdom was prepar’d.

But who are thefe upon my Left,

Of ev’ry Joy and Hope bereft?

Accurs’d into the fiery Waves,

Be gone from me, ye curfed Race ;
Begone, begone, begone, begone,

Begone from me, ye curied Race.

H Y M N LXXIIL
FUDGMENT. /4

O! he cometh! Countlefs Trumpets,

Ij Blow before the bloedy Sign,

Midft ten thoufand Saints and Angels,
See the crucified fhine ! :

Hallelujah | Hallelujah ! Hahclu_]ah‘,

Welcome, welcome, bleeding Lamb.

Now his Merit by the Harpers,
Through th’ eternal Deep refounds

Now Refplendent fhine his Nail-prints,
Ev’ry Eye fhall fee his Wounds :

They who pierc’d him, They whe plerq’d hm,

They who pierc’d him,
Shall at his Appearance wail,

Ev’ry Ifland, Sea and Mountain,
Heav’n and Earth fhall flee away ;
All who hate him mu# athamed
- Hear the Trump proclaim the Day.
Come to Judgment, Come, &c, Come, &g.
Stand before. the Son of Man.

4 Saints who love him view his Glory,

Shmm% in his bruifed Face ;
His dear Perfon on the Rain-bow,

_Now his People’s Head fhall raife, ;
S k3 Happy-

A e E e v T
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Happy Mourners, Happy, &c. Happy, &c.
Lo in Clouds he comes, he comes.

5 Now Redemption long expected,
See in folemn Pomp appear ;
All his People, once rejected,
Now fhall meet him in the Air.
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah,
Now the promis’d Kingdom’s come,

& View him fmiling, now determin’d
Ev’ry Evil to deftroy. :
All the Nations now fhall fing him
Songs of Everlafting Joy.
©O come quickly, O come quickly, O come quickly,
Hallelujah, come, Lord, come.

#f oy M N TLXXTV,
The fecond coming of CHRIST.

3 E comes ! he comes ! the Saviour dear,
! The feventh Trumpet {peaks him near ;

* His Lightnings flath, his Thunders roll,

He’s welcome to the faithful Soul ;
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
.'Welcome to the faithful Soul.

2z From Heav’n angelic Voices found.
See th’ Almighty Jefus crown’d !
" Girt with Omnipotence and Grace,
. And Glory decks the Saviour’s Face,
- Glery, Glory, Glory, Glory,
Giory decks the Saviour’s Face.

Delcending on his azure Throne,

He claims the Kingdoms as his own :

The Kingdoms all obey his Word,

And hail him their triamphant Lord ;
.+ Hail him, hail him, hail him, bhail him;

?:Iail him their triumphant:Lord:

4 Shoup :

{
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Shout all the People of the Sky, |
And all the Saints of the Moft High : 1
Our God, who now his right obtains, :
For ever and for ever reigns. fg

Ever, ever, ever, ever, iy
Ever and for ‘ever reigns,

"The Father praife, the Son adore,

The Spirit blefs for ever-more ;

Salvation’s glorious Work is done,

We welcome the great Three in One.
Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,

Welcome the great Three in One.

i ?

HY M N LXX‘V,V
DOOMSDAY.

OME to Judgment, come away,
C (Hark ! I hear the Angel fay,
Summoning the Duft to rife)
¢ Hafte, refume and lift your Eyes 3
¢ Hear, 'ye Sons of Adam, hear;
¢ Man, before thy God appear !

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 : . AR
“Thine the Trump that wakes the dead.

Come to Judgment, come away ! R e
Lingering Man, no longer ftay ; i
Thee let Earth at length reftore, 5
Pris’ner in her Womb no more 3
Bur#t the Barriers of the Tomb, -
Rife to meet thy inftant Doom, = /'

4 Come to Judgment, come away i
Wide difperft howe’er ye ftray 5
b7 E 4
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4 Loft in Fire, or Air, or Main,
Kindred Atoins meet again,

of Sepulchred where-¢’er ye reft,

E Mixt with Fifh, or Bird, or Beaft,
H 5
]

5 Come to Judgment, come away ;
Help, O Chrift | thy Works decay 3
Man is out of Order hurl’d,
Parcel’d out to all the World ;
Lord thy broken Concett raife,
And the Mufick fhall be Praile,
HY M N LXXVIL
The Triumph of Faith,
A EJOICE the Lord is King,
; 3 Your God and King adore
Mortals give Thanks and fing,
And triumph ever-more.
Lift up your Hearts, lift up your Voice,
Rejoice, again I fay, rejoice.
2 Jeius the Saviour reigns,
i The God of Truth and Love 3
¥ When he had purg’d our Stains,
. He took his gcat above 3
Lift up, &c.

3 His Kingdom cannot fail,
~_He rules o’er Earth and Heav’n 3
The Keys of Death and Hell
Are to our Jefus giv’n,
Lift up, &c.

'4 He fits at God’s Right-Hand
T'ill all his Foes f{ubmit,
And bow to his Command,
And fall beneath his Feets \ By 57
;ﬂ-ﬁ up; &G : S A
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He all his Foes fhall quell,
Shall all our Sins deftroy,
And ev’ry Bofom fwell
With pure feraphic Joy.
Lift up, &c,

€ Rejoice in glorious Hope 3
Jefus the Judge fhall come,
And take his Servants up,
To their eternal Home,
Lift up, &c,

HY M N LXXVIL £8
The Sufferings of CHRIST, *.

‘Hroughout the Saviour’s Life we trace,
' Nothing but Shame and deep Difgrace, *
* No period elfe is fcen ;
Till he a fpotlefs Vi&tim fell,
Tafting in Seul a painful Hell,
Caus’d by the Creatare’s Sin.

2 On the cold Ground methinks I fee i &
My Jefus kneel, and pray for me ; paally 1
For this I him adore ; e, 83
Siez’d with a chilly fweat throughout,
Bload-drops did force their Paffage out
- Through ev’ry open’d Pore.

§ A pricking Thorn his Temples bore 5 .~
His Back with Lafhes all was tore,
Till one the Bones might fee 3
' Mocking, they pufh’d him here and there, 5
Marking his Way with Blood and Tear, = ¢ b
Prefs’d by the heavy Tree. '

4 Thus up the Hill he painful came, ¢
Rougd him they mock, and make their G:uyt.
At length his Crofs they rear :
And

A\ ]
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And can you fee'the mighty God,
Cry out beneath Sin’s heavy Load,
Without one thankful Tear ?

& Thus vailed in Humanity,
He dies in Anguifh on the Tree ;
What Tongue his Griefs can tell ?
The fhudd’ring Rocks their Heads recline,
The mourning Sun refufe to fhine,
When the Creator fell.

6 Shout, Brethren, fhout in fongs dxvme,
He drank the Gall, to give us Wine,
To quench our parching Thirft :
Seraphs advance your Voices higher ;
Bride of the Lamb, unite the Choir,
And laud thy precious Chrift,

H Yy M N LXXVIIIL
The great Affize. o
. O! 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.
Rend the Tombs, the Dead awake.

z Now behold the Dead arifing :
Great and fmall before him ftand :
Not one Soul forgot or mifling :
None his Orders countermand,
All ftand waiting, all ftand waiting, all ftand waiting
For their laft decifive Doom,

3 Now the Saviour once defpifed,
Comes to judge the Quick and Dead :
See his 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 countlefs Guards around :
Saints and Angels his Retinue, ‘
With their Harps of fweeteft Sound : |
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, 3

Echoes fweet from all the Choir. 4

& Now his Chofen gladly meet him,
All feraphic, all divine !
Lo they join the glorious Army,
‘Whofe bright Robes the Sun out-fhine !
All Triumphant! all'Triumphant ! all Triumphant !
See the grand redeemed Throng.

6 Then behold the dreadful Sentence =
On the Foes of Chrift is paft,
Down to Hell, without Repentance,
All the guilty Croud is caft ;
While the ranfom’d, while the ranfom d, while, &c.
All applaud the righteous Doom.

7 Now attend the noble Army,
Wafh’d in their Redeemer’s Blood ; s
Swift and joyful is their Journey, /e
To the Palace of their God ! !
All Vi&orious, all Vi&torious, all Vl&ormus‘
Hallelujah to the Lamb.

< gad

ErirHONEMA.

O ye Sinners, now give Glory

To the great eternal Three !
While fuch Danger lies before you
Can you unconcerned be ? :
Judgment haftens | Judgment haftens | &e. S
Mercy, Mercy now implore. : iy il
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H. Y M N | LXXIX.
The Refurrection of CHRIST, i ;
i (hallelujah,
V' HRIST our Lord is ris'n To-.day, halle,
Our triumphant holy way, halle, hallelujah,
Who fo lately on the Crofs, halle, hallelujah,
. Suffer’d to redeexymr Lofs, halle, hallelujah,
2 In 6ur Pafchal Joy$ and Feafts, halle, &c.
Let the Lord ot Life be blefs’d,
Let the holy Three be prais’d,
And thankful Hearts to Heav’n e rais’d.

8 Chrift our Lord is ris’n To-day, halle, &e.

_ Chrift our Life, our Light our Way ;
Th’. Obje& of our' Love and Faith,
Who by dying conquer’d Death,

4 The holy Matrons early came halle, &e,
| To.weep o’er their Saviour’s Tomb ;
. Two bright Angels did appear,
Who faid, Jefus is not here,

" 5 Where is he? O tell us where, halle, &e,

" =" His bleft Refidence declare?

7;‘,;& Jefus feek among the dead,

§' " Far from thefe dark Regions fled.

. 6 Firlt the facred Place behold, halle, &¢,
That did our blefled Lord infold ;

* Blefs our Eyes, ‘O blefs our Voice,
In Songs of Praifes, we’ll Rejoice,

. 7 Hafte, ye Females from the Sight ; halle, &c.

‘ Make to Galilee your Flight ;

'" " Mo the fad Difciples fay,

. Jefus Chrift is ris’n to To-day,

8 Heralds of cur Joys, to you, halle, &c,
Grateful Thanks and Love is due : °
With Songs to God in Praifes high,
We’ll together magnify,

9 The -
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¢ The Crofs is paft, the Crown is won, &e.
The Ranfom’s paid, and Death’s fting’s gone 3
Let us Feaft, and fing and fay,
Jefus Chrift is rifen To-day.

H Y M N LXXX
Qn the quurryian. b4 257
1 HAIL thou happy Morn, fo glorious !

Come ye Saints, your Griefs give o’er §
Sing how. Jefus refe Vi&torious, ¥,
By his owa almighty Pow’r : ;
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah ' ‘
To the glorious Son of Ged.

2 Tell us Seraphs, ye that wonder’d,
When ye faw the Lord arife 5
When ye faw him afcend yonder,
What were then your Heav’nly Joys 3
Then ’twas Glory, &c.
To the conquering King of Kings.

3 Countlefs Bands of Angels glorious, :
Cloath’d in bright =therial blue; 1
Straight the Sound of Chrift vi€torious, %
From their filver Trumpets flew :
Chrift Triumphant, &c. &c.
Rifes Conqu’ror o’er the Tomb.

4 See ! my Friends, is that the Saviour
Who was crowned with the Thorns {
Glorious Majefty and Power,
Now his facred Head adorns : -
Hallelujah, &c. &c.
That dear Head no more fhall bleed.

§ Is that he ! who dy’d on Caly’ry ? ~ |
That was pierced with the Spear ? : a
Clad with countlefs Suns of Glory ; '
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See he rifes through the Air ;
~ Hallelyjah, &¢. &c.
Zion’s Mourners now rejoice.

! |/ 6 Was the Perfon then fo facred,
E Which the Jews fo marr’d and {poil’d ?

Yes, ye Saints, we own his God-head,
Though by fome he’s ftll revil’d.
All Creationg#&c. &c.
‘Soon' thall own him Lord of all.

7 Tremble, ye who him reje&ted,
Lo ! he breaks through yonder Cloud 3
Rife ye Saints, and fhout Triumphant
Viory through Jefus® Blood.
Hark the Trumpet, &c. &ec.
Sounds the Refurreétion Morn.

o R N N EX XX
An Inwvitation.

1 OME to Jefus, come away,
{ Heard I not the Spirit fay ? v
fs Come, and all the Sweetnefs prove,
" Of the Holy Ghoft and Love :
' Come, and dwell forevermore,
- All in Raptures burn, adore.

ﬁ Come to Jefus, come away,

.~ Come to Jefus, do not ftay 5

" Jefus fhed hig-precious Blood, 4

That you might fwim in Pleafure®s Flood)
Jefus div’d into a Sea '

Of the deepeft Wrath for thee.

Come to Jefus, come away ;
Virgin Spirit, fhun delay,
efus laid afide his Robes,
hat you may lay afide your Sobs.
Jefus cloath’d himfelf with Shame,
That you may cloath you with his Name.
gt 4 ,Come
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4 Come to Jefus, come away,
This 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 ftay ; |
Welcome to thy Heav’n at laft, |
Now the Indignation’s patt. 1
Roll, ye Billows, roll and roar,

Now thy Treafure’s fafe afhore. i

oy MON Lo 1
For true Chriftians.

1 H O can have' greater Caufe to fing,
Who greater Caufe to blefs,
Than we the Children of the King,
Than we who Chrift poffefs,
Thad we who Chrift poflefs ;
Than we who Chrift poffefs 3

2 With Angel-Hofts, dear Lamb, we join,
To praife thy Love and Power,
To magnify thy Grace divine,
Thou mighty Counfellor. Thoun, &¢.
3 We late were Satan’s Captives led ; A
And Hell had been our End, e
Had’ft thou not for our Pardon bled,
Thou Sinner’s only Friend. &c.

4 For this we ne’er will hold our Tongue,
Nor fhall our Praifes ceafe :
We ever-more will fing that Song,
¢ The Lord our Right’oufnefs.”” &¢,

5 No other God we know but Thee,
None ¢lfe did us create

et 3 . Thyl
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Thy Glory may we ever be,
O holy Advocate. &c.

6 *Twas thou, *twas only thou did’ft take
The Mediator’s Place,
When we the Father’s Statutes break :
All Hail, thou Prince of Peace. &ec.

7 We daily prove thee ftill the fame,
Whene’er our need we fee.
Thou beareft ftill a Saviour’s Name,
Our Saviour thou fhalt be. &c.

8 No Law, nor Sin, nor Hell nor Dcath
Shall us from Thee divide ;
Strongly we hold that precious Faith 3
For us our Saviour dy’d. &ec.

“H'Y M N LXXXIIL
- The fecond Adwvent.

O | He comes with Clouds defcending,
Once for helplefs Sinners flain !
Thoufand Thoufand Saints attending,
Swell the Triumph of his Train.
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah 1
All the Angels ery Amen,

2 Ev’ry &ye fhall now behold him,
Rob’d in dreadful Majefty 3
" Thofe who fet at nought and fold him,
Picrc’d and nail’d him to-the Tree,
Deeply wailing, &c.
Shall the true Mefliah fee.

3 E\v’fy Ifland, Sea; and Mountain,
Heav’n and Earth fhall flee away 3
All who hate him, muft, confounded,
Hear the Trump proclaim the Day 3 .
Come to Judgment, &c.
. Come to Judgment, comie away.
4 Now
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4 Now Redemption long expe&ed,
See ! in folemn pomp appear!
All his Saints, by Man rejeed, |
Now fhall meet him in ‘the Air!
Hallelujah ! &e.
See the Day of God appear,

5 “Anfwer thine own Bride and Spirit,
Haften, Lord, the gen’ral Doom,
The new Heav’n and Earth t’ inherit,
Take thy pining Exhiles home :
All Creation, &c.
Travails | ‘Groans'! and bids thee come,

6 Yea, Amen'! let all adore thee,
High on thine eternal Throne !
Saviour, take the Pow’r and Glory ;3
Claim the Kingdom for thine owm,

O come quickly, &c.
Hallelujah ! come, Lord, come, ‘5

H Y M N LXXXIV,
Fudgment,

i ARK! ye Mortals, hear the Trumpet,
H Sounding loud the mighty Roar ;
Hark ! th’ Arch-Angel’s Voice proclaiming,

Thoa old Time, Thalt be no more.
Rolling ‘Ages, rolling Ages, rolling Ages
Now your folemn clofe appears.

2 This great rolling Frame of Nature,
That huge Mafs of blazing Day,
Yonder arch’d expance of Heav’n, ~
Ye muft all diffolve away.
Hark? th’ Arch-Angel, &c.
Swells the {folemn Summons loud.

Hell’s dark caverns gaping wide ;
’ )

Wild

:
o : 3 ‘
3 See the gloomy Prifoners rifing, i




; {8z)
Wild Confufion fieze the Chriftlefs,
Horrors fill the fpacious void :
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 Souls,
Judge thefe Nations, &c.
Now they all fhall feel my Pow’r.

; 5 Hurl’d in countlefs Numbers downward,
See in wild diforder driv’n ;
Tortur’d with Defpair and Anguifh,
Left (and that forever) Heav’n,
How tremendous, &c.
Sounds their laft decifive Doom.

6 Sce the Souls that Earth defpifed,
In celeftial Glories move 3
Hallelujah’s big with wonder,
¢ Praifing Chrift’s eternal Love :
Hallelujahs, &c.
Echo through the Realms of Light.

7 Joys ecttatic, Hymns harmonious,
In foft Symphony refound ;
Angels, Seraphs, Harps and Trumpets,
Swell the fweet Angelic Scund :
Hail ! Almighty ! &c.*
reat eternal Lord, Amen.

HY M N LXXXV.
Rg_'ﬂoring Grace.

Yet once again, I pray,
om my Debt of Sin fet free,
For I have ‘nought to pay :
Speak, O fpeak the kind Releafe,
A poor backfliding Soul reftore 3

bt FSUS, Friend of Sinners hear,
)

Love




{259
Love me freely, feal my Peace,
And bid me fin no more.

2 Though my Sins as Mountains rife,
And fwell and reach to Heav’n,
Mercy is above the Skies, :
I may be fill forgiv’n, e
Infinite my Sins increafe,
But greater is thy Mercy’s ftore,
Love me freely, &c.

8 Sin’s deceitfulnefs hath fpread ¢
An hardnefs o’er my Heart, i
But if thou thy Spirit fhed ;
The ftony fhall depart :
Shed thy Love, thy Tendernefs,
And let me feel the foft’ning Power,
Love me freely, &c.

i oy

4 From th’ oppreéflive Power of Sin
My ftraggling Spirit free,
Perfect Right’oufnefs bring in,
Unfpotted Purity ¢
Speak, and all this War fhall ceafe,
And Sin fhall give its raging o’er s
Love me freely, &¢, j

3 For this only Thing T pray, il &y
And this I will require, i s

Take the Power of Sin away, B

Fill me with chafte defire : it

Perfedt me in Holinefs, Bl ey

Thine Image to my Soul reftorey VA,

Love me freely, &¢. * g

H ¥ M N LXXXVL | s

. PR Es INE S

dfter a Recovery, R

1 O\ON of God; if thy free Gragce = - & 4
Again hath rais’d me upg > o L

: Fa /o ey
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Call’d me ftill to feek thy Face,
And giv’n me back my Hope ;
§till thy rimely Help afford,
s And all thy Loving-kindnefs fhew *
4 Keep me, keep me gracious Lord,
: And never let me go.

! 2 By me, O my Saviour ftand,
e In fore ‘T'emptation’s Hour,
Save me with thine out-ftretch’d Hand,
e And fhew forth all thy Power :
O be mindful of thy Word,
Thine all-fufficient Grace beftow :
Keep me, &c.

3 Givemmne, Lord, an holy Fear,
And fix it in my Heart,
That I may from Evil near
With fpeedy Care depart :
Sin be more than Hell abhor’d,
Till thou deltroy the tyrant Foe
Keep me, &c,

4 Never tet me leave thy Breaft,
; - From Thee my Saviour ftray 3
"Thou art my Support and Reft,
‘My true and living Way,
My exceeding great Reward,
In Heav’n above and Earth below 3
Keep me, &c.

5 Never let me go, till I,
Upborne on Wings of Love,
I+ .. Gain theRegions of the Sky,
) ! And take my Seat above :
«, " See Thee by all Heav’n ador’d,
‘ * st And a)ld;y,glorious Fullnefs know
- Xecp me, &,

HYMN
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H Y M N LEXXXVII.
g The all-fufficient Saviour.

1 AM that I am, 3 !
I Saith Chrift the dear Lamb : :
What think ye, O Sinners, of this wond’rous Name ? e
2 D’ your Hearts now begin :
To tingle within, ]
To know what this myftical Title doth mean 2 <
3 If ‘now you enquire i
With earneft Defire, :
And fay, O to know him our Hearts are on Fire ?

4 My Mafter replies,
I am, will fuflice
Thy Want, O poor Sinaer ! who unto him fliess

I ain to the blind
3 The Light of the Mind ; :
And Feet to the Cr:pple, and Strength he fhall find.

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 unwafting Store, Loy 3
Who ever recovers me, fhall never want more. :
8 O Sinners give Ear ;
What Fulnefs is here !
Q ! who would not come to a Saviour fo dcar.
9 He faw from his. Throne b
Poor Sinners undone, A
And their Lives to ranfom he gave up lns own,

10 He came from above

The Curfe to remove, \

_And yet fhall we flight fuch unfpeakable que a :
r3 BT () \'
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11 If we like the Jews
His Kindnefs refufe,
*Tis plain that Deftruction we willfully choofe,
12 But O ye oppreft
Whom Sin hath diftreft,
Come, come unto Jefus, and you fhall have Reft, =~
13 Methinks one doth cty,
Such Sinner am I,
T dare not; I dare not to Jefus draw nigh,

14 Chrift anfwers again,
Thy doubting refrain. ’
Come,; come urto me, and I’ll purge ev'ry ftain

15 Whate’er is thy Cafe,
Come now and embrace
My purchas’d Salvation, and thou fhalt have Peace.

H Y M N LXXXVIII,
At meeting of Friends.

3 ¥ ELL met, dear Friends, in Jefus’ Name,
' Come let us now rejoice,
‘While we otr 8aviour’s Praife proclaim
With chearful Heart and Voice,

2 But, O dear Jefus; Lamb of God,
Send down the heav’nly Dove,
His Graces to diffufe abroad,
And warm our Hearts with Love,

5 In vain, dear Saviour, here we mecet,

2 - Except thy Face we fee :

Thy Prefence makes a Heav’n moft fweet,
_ Where ¢’er we meet with Thee.

A Dungeon fhews a heav’nly dawn,
When there with thee we dwell, .

But when thy Prefence 1s with-drawn
A Falace proves a Hell,

5 Thep,, 7
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5 Then, O dear Jefus, condefcend et
*To meet us with a Smile ! ;

Thy Spirit’s quick’ning Influence fend ,‘
And purge oyr Hearts from Guile. ; !
6 That at the Clofe each one may fay, |
We met not here in vain ; }

For we have tafted Heav’n to Day,

Nor could we more contain,

H Y M N LXXXIX. ¥
vl St At parting of Friends.
X ORD, when together here we meet,
And tafte thy ‘heav’nly Grace ;
Thy Smiles are fo divinely {weet, : 4
We’re loth to leave the Place.
2 But Father, fince it is thy Will,
That we muft part again,
Yet let thy fpecial Prefence ftill
With every one remain.

3 And let us all in Chrift be one, ;
Bound with the Cords of Love, i
Till: we before thy glorious Throne, A
Shall joyful meet above. . 1{1

4

»

3

|
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4 Thence, void of all diftratting Pains,
Our Syirits ne’er fhall tire, i
But in Seraphic endlefs Strains % o
Redeeming Love admire. b

5 All Sin and Sorrow from each Heart,
Shall then forevé® fly ; :

Nor fhall a Thought that we mult part, e 5

Once interrupt our Joy. ¥

6 And thus through all Eternity,

Upon the heav’nly Shore ; o

The great myfterious One in Three, Lo "-.‘2

.. Jehovah we’ll adore. : .
g F 4 HYMN
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A dying Saint’s View of Heaven,
1 HY was unbelieving I,
Trembling, fo afraid to die ?
Now my Feet in Safety ftand,

Here within the promis’d Land. _
Hallelujah

2 O what wond’rous Grace is here ! |
* Now I’'m fafe from ev’ry Fear ;
Sin and Doubts are ever gone,
Sighing fhall no more be known.
* Hallelujah !

4 Henceforth peither Grief nor Pain,
Here fuccefiie Pleafures reign ;
All Things our Hofannas raife.
© the Glories'of this Place !

i \ } Hallelujah ¢
" 4 O ye perfett liappy Ones,

: * Let me try to join your Tunes !
‘ Come, let us exalt the Lamb,
- Singing ever to his Name.

e s ' Hallelujah !
: ‘He our full Redemption wrought,
' He for ps this Glory bought :
. . From the Earth*h# calls us Home,
T'o our Father’s Houfe we’re come.
Hallelujah ?

6 Oft in Kedar’s Tents ligry’d,
‘When hiis lovely Face was hid,
With ry Friends to raife this Song ;
Bart it languifh’d on my Tongue.

L : Hallelnjah t o

y. Jefus now unveils his Face ; i B s
Here I fhour of fov’reign Grace ;
: S FHkRd



“o

-

(%)
Fill’d with Love, inceffant cry
To his Praife in Raptures high.

Hallelujah !

O my drooping Friends below,
Did you half this Glory know,
Daily would ye ftretch the Wing
Here to fly; and thus to fing.
Hallelujah !

B ¥ M N XCL
Another.

ITAL Spark of heav’nly Flame !
Quit, Oh quit this mortal Frame ;
Tremb’ling, hopin ling’ ung, mg, '
Oh; the Pain, the Blifs of dyip
Ceafe, fond ture, ceafe thy’ Stnfe,
And let me ﬁngmfh into Life.

Hark ! they Whifper ; Angels fay,
Sifter Spirit, Come away !

What is this abforbs me quite,

Steals my Senfcs, thuts my nght,
Drowns my Spirits, draws my Breath ?
Tell me, my Soul, Can this be Death ?

The World recedes ; it difappears !

Heav’n opens on my Eyes ! My Ears
With Sounds fcraphxc ring :

Lend, lend your Wings ! I mount ! I ﬂy 52
O Grave ! where is thy Viétory ?

@ Death ! Where is thy Sting ?

H ¥ M N X
Puyblic Worbip.

HE Saviour meets his Flock To-day*,
Shall flothful I abide at Flome & *
Shall I behind his People ftay, .

When
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/ When Jefus calls, there fill is Room ?
i P11 go, it is a Houfe of Prayer,

| ‘Who knows but God may meet me there ?

2 To-day Immangel feeds his Saints, G
And there the Chriftians meet their King,
There they lay open their Complaints,
And there the holy Armies fing ;
Into their Namber I prefume,
B Since Jefus kindly bids me come,
F - 8 Remove Temptations, O my Lord,
A And let thine Enemies be flain,
§ . Which would withdraw me from thy Word,
L And plunge me in the World again ;
E

And when ghe Bridegroom fhall appear,
O may my Soul be found in Prayer.

L3
By ooN O XGHE.
4 facred DiarLocue,

1 AELL us O Women, we weuld know
Y Whither {o falt ye move ?

.+ We, call’d to leave the World below,

- ~-Are fecking one above.

Lame s

-

" 2 Whenceicame ye ¢ fay ? and what the Place
.« That yeare.trav’ling from ? T
From Tribulation, we, through Grace,
Are now returning Home,

3 TIs not your native Country here
o " The Place of your Abode ?
. We feek a better Country far,
A City built by God.
4 Thither we travel nor intend,
Short of that Blifs to reft ;
No, we till.in the Sinner’s Friend, -
Our weary Souls are blef’ds .

4
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5 We furely know, thatwe fhall have
: QOur lot in Canaan’s Land ;
The Witnefs us our Saviour gave,
Seal’d with his bleeding Hand.

6 Chrift is in us a certain Hope,
Of Glory yet to come ;
Alfo, to us did Jefus ftoop,

T” affure us there is Room.

Choy Friends of the Bridegroom, we fhall reign
Saviour, we 2afk no more ;
Hail, Lamb ot God, for Sinpersflain,
Whom Heav’n and Earth adore.

H.% My NXCIVE
Chrift a fufficient Saviour,

1 Y Sin my God and all was loft,
O where may God be found ?
In Chrift ; for fo the Holy Ghoft
Shews by the joyful Sound.

2 But how fhall I efcape and flee
Th’ avenging Wrath of God ?
In Chrift, who bore upon the Tree
That whole amazing Load.
4 Alas ! I’m daily apt to ftray,
How fhall I heav’n-ward make ?
Thro’ Chrift the confecrated Way
Defign’d for Thee to take.

4 But where’s my T'itle, Right, and Claim
To that eternal blifs ? ;
In Chrift alone, that glorious Name,
The Lord our Rightcoufnefs.

§ May not my Spirit weak as Grafs,
Fail e’er it reach the Length ¥ . N i

o Jefus, the Lord thy Righteoufiiefs, & [\«
-+ Wil] be the Lord thy Strength. |

1 % By

G o e e SR ey




(92)
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 ? y
In Chrift the Promifes are yea,
In Chrift they are Amen.

8 But how fhall Faith be had * Alag!
I find I can’t believe ;

Chrift is the Atthor of that Grace,
And Faith is his to give.

¢ How can fo vile 2 Lump of Sin
Feart-holinefs expeét ?
Chrift by his Holy Spirit muft
This mighty Change effeét.

30 How fhail T do the Works aright
I’m daily bound unto?
Chrift Jefus, by his Spirit’s Might,
Works both to will and do.

i1 How fhidll my Maladies be heal’d,
So fore molefting me ?
Chrift is the great Phyfician feal’d,
The Lord that healeth Thee.

12 Salvation-Work is great and high,
Alas ! what fhall T do?
Chrift as the Alpha thereof, aye
And the Omega too.

13 How can ke anfwer ev’ry Cale,
And fave us froneour fall ?
" Becaufe hes the Lord of Grace,
Jehovah, Al ia All

W
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Longing after Chrift.
OMPANIONS of thy little Flock,
Dear Lord we fain would be ;
Our helplefs Hearts to Thee lock up,
To Thee our Shepherd flee.

2 O might I lean upon that Breaft.
Which Love and Pity fill,
And now become thofe Lambs careft,
That in thy Bofom dwell.

3 How fweet that Voice, How fweet that Hand
Which leads to Paftures fair,
Shews Canaan’s Milk and Honey Land,
Lot of thy Flock fo dear.

4 Rich Grace, free Grace, moﬂ: {weetly calls,
Direétly come who will,
Juft as you are ; for Chrift receives
Poor helplefs Sinners flill.

5 ’Tis Grace each Day that feeds our Souls 3
Grace keeps us inly poor ;
And O ! that nothing elfe but Grace
May Rule for evermore.

& As ane in Heart let’s all rejoice,
The Sinner’s Friend to pralfe 3
The Shepherd dy’d ; Oh! ’tis his Voice 2 -
. He’ll us to Glory ralfc :

H Y. -M N XCVI. '
| SACRAMENT AL HY M NS8.
HAT heav’nly Man, or lovely God,
Comes marching downward from the Skies
Array’d in Garmgnts roll’d in Blood, 4
' Wxth Joy and Pity in his Eyes. = :

2 The
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z The Loid ! the Saviour ! yes, *tis he,
I know him by the Smiles he wears §
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 I adore :
Lo ! he prepares a royal Feaft,
Sweet Fruit of the fharp Pangs he bore.

4 Whence flow thefe Favours fo divine ? -
‘Lord ! why {6 lavith of thy Blood ?
Why for fuch earthly Souls as mine,
. This heav’nly Flefh, this facred Food ?
"T'was. his own Love that made him bleeds
That nail’d him to the curfed Tree ;
*Twas his own Love, this Table fpread
. For fuch unworthy Worms as we,

& Then let us tafte our Saviour’s Love,

Come Faith, and feed upon the Lord ¢
With glad confent our Lips fhall move,
And {weet Hofannas crown the Board !

H Y M N XCVIIL
Meet and Drink indeed.

1 O-day Immanuel feeds his Sheep,
The Purchafe of his Blood :
To-day Jehovah keeps a Feaft, -
For all the Sons #f God.

2 The Bread of God is freely giv’n,
The Food of Saints above § i
That living Bread fent down from Heav’s,
The Fruit of pard’ning Love.
3 Lo ! Chrift otr Shepherd, gave his Life
To anfwer 2ll our need ;
His Body crucify’d is Meat,
~His Blood is Drink indeed.
-yl : 4 Ye
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4 Yehungry, thirfty Souls draw near,
And living Bread receive ;
Tafte the Provifion of your God,

And freely eat and live.

He¥X "M N XCVIII.
ANOTHER.

1 RISE, 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.

2z See ! from his Head, his Hands, his Feet,
Sorrow and Grief flow mingling down ;

Did e’er fuch Love, fuch Sorrow meet,
Or Thorns compofe {o bright a Crown.

8 Were the whole Realm of Nature mine,
That were a Prefent far too {fmall :
Love fo amazing, fo divine,
Demands my Soul, my Life, my All,

H Y.M/N XCIX.
Heawven in the Soul on Earth.

X2 IS Heav’n on Earth, Chrift’s Love te tafis
And feel his powerful Grace ;
’Tis Heav’n above, to dwell in Love,
And fee his glorious Face.
Hallelujah, Hallelujah,
Hallelujah, Amen.

( By leaving Hallelujab out, itis common Metre. ) 5

2 Lerd, in my Breaft the Fire doth burn,
Of Love, which thou haft giv’n ;
Nothing on Earth can quench this Flame,
Nothing but Chrift in Heav’n,

4 Men
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3 Men here would know, the Things below ;
But I determin’d am

Chrift crucify'd alone to know,
My facrificed Lamb.

4 The fweeteft Days I have on'Earth,
Are in thy Service {pent ;
The Comforts I enjoy in thefe
' Do yield me mo& content.

§ Communion Sabbaths here are fweet,
But them we foon do {pend:
InHeav’n the Sabbath fweeter is,
‘Which never hath an End.

6 There Hallélujahs to ‘the Lamb
No Period will know 3 -
No Willows there to hang our Harps,
As oft we find below.
7 O happy thefe who fhall afcend
Where they ftill Sabbath keep,
Where in the heav’nly Work of Praife
They flumber not, nor fleep.

NN NS
- The Remembrance of Chrift in the Supper.
ol 3 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 fhed for your fake,
Which doth my Teft’ment ratify :
Let all drink, and remember me. |

3 Your Pardon, with what’s for your Good;
Is purchas’d by my deareft Blood : _
My Blood to you makes Pardon free 3
in drinking then, remember me.

J 4 Far
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4 For hungry Souls here’s Manna rare;
God fends from Heaven for your Fare 3
This Manna falls now. plent’oufly :
in eating then; remember me.

§ Here God fits on a Thtong of Grace;
‘Where finful Men may fee his Face :
My Blood procures your accefs free ;
In drinking then; remember me.

& See hete thé Tree of Life with Fruit;
And Lesves which heal and ftrength recruit 3
Thefe I fhake down, poor Soul to Thee:

Eat freely and remember me:

5 See Jacob’s Ladder here fet up;
A covenanting God at Top:
Clinb, and God will tranfaé with thee 3
In doing this; remember me:

8 Hence runs of Lifé the River pure,

Which out Soul’s Wounds doth cleanfe and cure 3

1t freely runs to all, you fee.
Drink by Faith, and remember me:

B Y MR Ch
‘19 WAS on that dark, that doleful Night
: When Pow’rs of Earth and Hell arofe;
Againft the Son of God’s Delight;
And Friends bétray’d him to his Foes 3
2 Before the mournful Scene began;

He took the Bread; and blefs’d; and brake;
What Love through all his A&ions ran ?
‘What wond’rous Words of Grace he fpake #

4 ¢ This is iy Body broke for Sin,
¢ Receive and cat the living Food ;” T
Then took the Cup, and blefs’d the Wine 3
“ *Tis the new Cov’nant in my Blood. :

. .

B B"
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4 <¢ Do this (he cry’dy till Time fhall end,
¢ In Mem’ry of your dying Friend ;
‘¢ Meet at my Table and record
¢ The Love of your departed Lord.”

5 Fefus, thy Feaft we celebrate,
We fhew thy Death, we fino thy Name,
T'ill thou return, and we-fhall eat
The Marriage Supper of the Lamb.

HoY M N CII
Diwine Love making a Feaft, and calling in the Gaefts.

1 OW f{weet and awful is the Place,
With Chrift within the Doors,
While everlafting’ Love difplays
“'Thie choiceft of her Stores.

2 Here ev’ry Bowel of our God
With {oft Compaffion rolls,

- Here Peace and Pardon, bouglt with Blood,
Is Food for dying Souls.

3 While all our Hearts, and all our Songs,
Join t’ admire the Feaft,
Each of us cry, with thankful Tongues,
. Lord, why was I a Gueft ?

‘4. ¢« Why was I made to hear thy Veice,
<« And enter while there’s Room ;
¢¢ When Thoufands miake a wretched Choice,
¢¢ And rather ftarve than come ?”’

5 "Twas the fame Love that {pread the Feaft;
That fiveetly forc’d us in :
Elfe we had fiill refus’d to tafte,
And perifh’d in our Sin.

6 Pity the Nations, O our God !
Conftrain the Earth to come ;
Send thy victorious Word abroad
. And bring the Strangers homé.
7 We
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% We long to fee thy Churches full;
 'That all the chofen Race ;
May with one Voice, and Heart, and Souly
Sing thy redeeming Grace:

H Y M N CIL
Fir me to dié is Gain. Phil. 1. 2%,
¥ Arewell to my Pain,and farewell to my Chain,
F Farewell to my Lofs, and welcdme my Gain §
Chorus. My Sins and my Sorrows, farewell evermiore 3
My Soul and all in me, Jehovah adore.

2 The Earthquakes may quake, and the Mountains

may breik ; A
Yet never a Jot of my Confidence fhakes
; My Sins, &e: -
3 OldOceanmay Rage, and fierce Tempefts engage;
Yet none ot them all fhall my Courage aflwage.
My Sins, &c. \
4 The Deeps may rufh up; and the Heavens may
down ftoop ; : ¢ '
Yet none of their Boaflings desmolifh my Hope.
My Sins, &c. :
¢ The Tiumpet fhall found, Earth and Hell fhali
rebound ; _ ]
Then my Duft fhall all gladly fpring forth from
theé Ground. My Sins, &e.
6 The King fhall defcend, & the Skies he fhall rends
Then I’ll iffue forth boldly to weleome my Friend..
My Sins, &c, :

4 The Lights of the Sky, in Darknefs fhall lies =

But Darknefs from me fhall faraway fly. = ¢
My Sins, &e¢, .
8 The World it fhall die, and expiré witha Sighs
But I, as an Kagle fhall tower to the Sky.
My Sins, &¢. R
G a2 9 All
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9 All Love to my God, this Love who beftow’d ;
The Kingdom, Power; Glory, to him all are ow’d.
b My Sins; &c.

1o How amazing it is | What an Extafy this !
I’m fwallow’d; I’m loft in an Ocean of Blifs !
Chorus. My Sins & my Sorrows; farewell evermore;

My Soul and all in me, Jehovah adoere.

H Y. M. N €IV

. Luke 2. 8,—=15.
T " 7HILE Shepherds watch’d their Flocks by
: All feated on the Greund, (Night;
'« 'The Angel of the Lord came down;
And Glory fhone around.

z ¢ Fear not, faid he, (for mighty Dread
.« “¢ Had feiz’d their troubled Mind :)
" *¢“Glad Tidings of great Joy I bring
¢ To yen and all Mankind.
4 ‘¢ Toyou, in Dawvid’s Town this Day,
¢ Is born, of Dawvid’s Line, o
£ "Fhe Saviour, who is Chrift the Lord ¢
‘¢ And this fhall be the Sign v

' “ The heav’nly Babe you there fhall find
; ¢ To human View difplay’d,
¢~ ¢ All meanly wrapt in fwathing Bands;
¢ And in a Manger laid.”
» ;{}Thﬁs{p‘ake_the Seraph, and forthwith
. . Appear’d a fhining Throng
. - Of Angels praifing God; and thus
o . Addrefs’d their joyful Song :
~§ ¢ All Glory be to God on high :
¢ And tothe Earth be Peace ;
. ¢ Good-will ‘henceforth from Heav’n to Meg, -

© ° “ Begin and never ceafe.”’ .,

-
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MY MEN CV
Marr1ace HYMN,

ORD; from thy Throne of ﬂowm'r Gragg,
Thy choiceft Blefling give ;
And on thy Servants caufe thy F'tce
" To fhine, and they fhall live.

2 Eaorich them with thy heav’nly Grace,
Unite their Hearts in Love ;
‘May they, in all thy holy Ways,
'To Thee themfelves approve,
3 Let Harmony and holy Love,
And Fnendﬂnp ever run,
Through all their Thoughts and Life, o proys,

o RS S L o b B L

R~ AT

:
4

Of T wam, they now are One.
¢ Allure them Jefus ! with thy Charms,
And joyfully they’l flee -
By Faith and Love into thineghrms,
And thus be One in The
§ Adorn their Houafe, adorn thexr Ways,
With Fruit divinely Fair : :
So in this World they’l fhew thy Praife,
In th’ next thy Glory fhare.

H ¥ M N. CVIL
The Day of FUDGMENT.

1 Bl
‘T Hen the fierce North Wind with his airy foreés
Rears up the Baltick to a foaming Fery 5 =L
And the red Lxghtmg, with a Storm of Hail comes [
Ruﬂnng aham déﬁ

I, i

How the poor Sailors ftand amaz’d and mmhlel ?
While the hoarfe Fhunder, like a bloody 'V'rnn.pet, ek
; goa;s 2 loud Onfet to the gaping Waters,
e~ © . Quick to dgvour therm .4
i G3 (s
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II1.
Bueh fhall the Noife be, and the wild Diforder,
(If Things Eternal may be like thefe Earthly)
Such the dne Terror when the great Archangel
Shakes the Creation g
V.
Tears the ftrong Pillars of the Vault of Heaven,
Breaks up old Marble, the Repofe of Princes ;
See the Graves open, and the Bones arifing,
Flames all around *em |
V.

: Hark, the fhrill Qutcries of the guilty Wretches !

Lively bright Horror, and amazing Anguifh,

Stare thro’ their Eye-lids, while the living Worm lies,
Gnawing within them,

VL
‘Thoughts, like olqulturus prey upon their hears~
(ftrings,
And the fmart Twmges, when the Eye beholds the
Lofty Judge frowning, and a Flood of Vengeance

Rolling afore them.
VII.

- Hopelefs Immortals ! how they fcream and fhiver,

‘While Devils pufh them to the Pit wide yawning
Hideous and gloomy, to receive them headlong
Down to the Centre 3
VIII.
Stop here, my Faney : (all away, ye horrid
Doleful Ideas,) come, arife to 7 £ S US,

"How he fits God-like ! and the Saints around him

Thron’d, yet adoring !

IX. :

(O may I {it there when he comes Triumphant,
coming the Nations ! then afcend to Glory,

While our Ha /anm: all along the Paffage -

Shout the Redeemer,

HYMN
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H'Y M N OVH, .

Life and Eteryity.

i HEE we adore, eternal Name,
And humbly own to Thee
How feeble is our mortal Frame,
What dying Worms we be !

2 Our walling Lives grow fhorter ftill,
As Months and Days increafe,
And every beating Pulfe we tell
Leaves one the Number lefs.,

3 The Year rolls round, and fteals away
The Breath that firft it gave ;
‘Whate’er we do, where’er we be,
We’re trav’ling to the grave,

4 Dangers ftand thick thro’ all the Gropnd
To puth us to the Tomb ;
And fierce Difeafes wait around,
To hurry Mortals Home,

§ Great God ! on what a flender Thread.
Hang everlafting Things ;
Th’ eterngl States of all the Dead,
Upon Life’s fegble Strings. g

€ Infinite Joy, or endlefs Woe
Attend on every Breath ;
And yet how unconcern’d we go -
" 'Upon the Brink of Death ! :

7. Waken, O Lord, our drowfy Senfe,
To walk this dang’rous Road ; °
And.if qur Souls are hurried hence, ik
May they be found with God.
H Y M N. CVIHI,
Death and Glory.
s Y Soul come meditate the Day,
M And think how neat it ftands, :
G 4 When

R TR L
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When thou muft quit this Houfe of Clay,
And fiy to unknown Lands,

2 And you, mine Eyes, look down and vigwy
The hollow gaping Tomb ;

This gloomy “Prifon waits for you,
‘Whene’er the Summons come.

3 Oh ! could we die with thofe that die,
" And place us in their Stead ;
Then would our Spirits learn to fly,
And converfe with the Dead,

4 Then fhou’d we fee the Saints above,
' In their own glorious F orms,
And wender why our Souls fhou’d love,
To dwell with mortal ‘Worms.

5 How fhould we fcorn thefe Cloaths of Flefh,
Thefe Fetters, and this Load ;
And long for Evening t’ undrefs,
That we may reft with God. ~

6 We fhow’d almoft forfake our Clay,
Before the Summons conie,
And pray; and’ with our Souls away
To their eternal Home.

GLORIA PATRI

"OW tq the great and facred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spmt, be
" Bternal Glory given,
Through all the Worlds where God is knowit,
By all the Angels near the Throne,
And Saints in Earth and -Heaven.

RAISE God from whom all Bleffings flow,
Praife him all Creatures here below,
Traife him above, ye heav’nly Hoft,
Praily Father; Son, and Holy thft

SHOUT
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~HOUT to the great Jehovah’s Praife,’
3+ Ye Sons of Glory and of Grace; -
One Gob in Perfons Three adore,
The fame in Majefty and Pow’r ;
Ye fuffering, and triumphant Hoft,’
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft.

/ O Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
Thanks, Praife, and Glory be,

As was, and is, and fhall be ftill,

2 ' To all Eternity. 4

GRACE eerore MEAT.

1 PARENT of Good, whofe plenteous Gragce
QO’er all thy Creatures flows, N
Humbly-we afk thy Pow’r to blefs
The Food thy Love beftaws.

2 Thy Love provides the fober Feaft ;
" A fecond Gift impart,
Give us with Joy eur Food to tafie
And with a fingle Heart.

.4 Let it for Thee new Life afford,

For Thee our Strength repair,
Bleft by thine all-futaining Word,
And fan&tify’d by Prayer, b

4 Thee let us tafte ; nor toil below
For perifhable Meat :
The Manna of thy Love beftow,
Give fus-thy ‘Flefh to eat.

5 Life of the World, our Souls to feed,
Thyfelf defcend from high !
Grant us of Thee the living Bread
"Ta eat, aud never die!

GRACE -
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GRACE arrer MEAT.

LEST be the Gop, whofe tender Care
Prevents his Children’s Cry,

Whofe Pity providently near

A Doth all our Wants fupply,

2 Bleft be the Gop, whofe Bounty’s Stere
Thefe chearing Gifts imparts ;
! Who veils-in Bread, the fecret Power
f That feeds and glads our Hearts.

4 Fountam of Bleflings, Source of Good,
To Thee this Strength we owe,
Thou art the Virtue of our Food,
Life of our Life below.

4 When fhall our Souls regain the Skies ¥
Thy heav’nly Sweetnefs prove ?
Fulnefs of Joys thall there axife,
And all our Food be Love,

3

s N G SO N

HIS ' God is the God we adore,
Our faithful unchangeable Friend ;

Whofe Love is as large as his Power ;
 » Andmneither knows Meafure nor End.
*Tis Jefus the Firft and the Laft, '
. ‘Whofe Spirit fhall guide us fafe Home ;
We’ll Praife him for all that s paft,
And truft him for all that’s to come.

w2 384
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The UNKNOWN WORLD. &y o/
Verfes occafioned by hearing a Pafi-Bell.

ARK ! my gay friend, that folemn tell
Speaks the departure of a Soul !
’Tis gone, that’s all we krnlow—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
The unknown World we’re haft’ning to !
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 3
But what they mean, no tongue can tell!
Heav’n is the realm where angels are,

And hell the Chaos of defpair !

Bat what thefe awful words imply,
None of us know until we die !
‘Whether we will or no we muft
Take the fucceeding world on traft.

This hour perhaps our friend is well ;
Death firuck the next, he cries farewell !

I die !~—and then, for ought we fee, e
Ceafes at once to breathe and be. b

Thus launch’d from life’s ambiguous fhore,
Ingulph’d in death, appears no mose,

Then undirected to repair
To diftant worlds we know not where,

Swift flies the foul, perhaps ’tis gone:
A thoufand leagues beyond the fun 3

/7/ 97/:/ prri et A,ta‘c‘
7
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@ bwicd ten thoufand more thrice told;
mﬁm the -forfaken clay is cold ! o
7 And yet who knows; if ftiends we lov’d;
: Though dead; may be {o far remov’d ;
Only this vail of flefh between,
Perhaps they watch us the’ unfeen;
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 give;
Nor tell us where or how they live s
. 'Though confeious; whilft with us below;

. How much themfelves defir’d. to know :
As if bound up by folemn fatéey
To keep this fecret of their fate 3
To tell their joys or pains to none;
‘That man might live by faith alone:
~ Well, let my Sov’seign; if he pleafes
Lock up his marvellous decrees 3
Why fhould I with him to reveal
What he thinks proper to conceal ?
.« Tt is enough that I believe,
Heav’n’s brighter than I.can conceivé :
. And he that makes it all bis care
. T'o {ferve God here, {hall fee him there !
" But oh ! what worlds {hall I {urvey;
The moment that I leave this clay ?
How fudden the furprife; how new !
Let it, my God, be happy tqo.
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