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HYMN\I S N - 1

~ Our Mouth as i112 the Duft we lay, : We have not,Lord, thy, Gifts improv'd,

_ And {till for Mercy,Mercy pray, - But bafely from thy Statutes rov'd,

Unworthy to behold thy Face, * And done thy lovi ing Spirit Def]nte,
Unfaithful Stewards of thy Grace, * % And finn’d againft the cleareft Light,

" Our 8in and Wickednefs we own,  Brought back thine agonizing Pdlll,

" .And deeplv for Acceptance groan* And nail’d thee to thy Crofs agam

i Yet do not drive'us from thy Pace,

A ftiff.neck’d and hard kearted Race,

But Q! in tender Mercy break -

The Iron Sinew in our Neck,

The- foftning Power of Love impart,

And melt the Marble of our Heart.



HymN 1II

Peace troubld Soul Thou needft not fear,

Thy Jefus cries,Be of good chear,
Only on Jefu’s Blood rely,
He died that Thou mightft never die.

HYMN TIII,  Por a Minifter at his Departure.




HymN 1V

- Sorrow anfl Fear are gone, : Peace to theutroubled Heare,
. Whene’er thy Face appears, Health to the ﬁn.ﬁcl'( M.d,
. It ftills the fighing Orphans Moan, % The wounded Spirits Balm Thou - -,
And dries the Widow’s Tears, * The healer of Mankin1-
It hallows every Crofs, * In deep Afiliction bleft, -
, It fweetly comforts me, : With Thee I mount above,
- It makes me now forget my Lofs,, ‘And fing triumphantly diftreft, .
And lofe myfelf in Thee. 4 Thine. all.fufficient Love.
Jefus to whom I fly,
Doth all my Withes fill, |
In vain the Creature.Streams are dry,
I have the Fountain ftill,
Stript of my Earthly Priends
I find them all in One,
And Peace,and Joy,that never ends,
And Heaven in Chrift alone!



4 , HYMN A"

True Daug'hterzof Affliction fhe, : The Father theg reveal’d his Son,
Enur’d to Pain and Mifery, * Him in the broken Bread made known,
. Mournd a long Night of Griefs & fears,x She knew and felt her Sins forgiven,

A Legal Night of Seventy Years. : And found the Earneft of her Heaven.

Meet for the Pél?o%vfhip above, .

She heard the Call,““Arife my Loves
Icome, her dying Looks replied,

And Lamb.like as her Lord fhe died.



HYMN VL.

. . *
Make us of one2 Heart and Mind,x

~ Courtious, pitiful, and kind, *

Lowly, meek in Thought and Word,*

~ Altogether like our Lord.

Let us Each for Other care,

~ Eachhis Brother’s Burthen bear,

~To thy Church the Pattern give,

Shew how true Believers live.
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FPor 'a Family. -5
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Free from, Anger,and from Pride,.
- Let us thus.in God_ abide,

All the Depth of Love exprefs,

All the Height of Holinefs.
Let us then with Joy remove

To thy Family above, = .

-On the Wings of Angels fly,.
Shew how true Believers die.



Thy Days of Pain and Mourning,:
Thy Punifhment is paft, %
And to thy God returning *
Thy Soul is favd at laft: »
Savd from a World of Evils, %
With Jefus Chrift fhut in, %
Beyond the Range of Devils, *
Beyond the Reach of Sin. :

HYMN VII. O» the Daath nf a Priand..

No more o’erwhelm’d with Terrors,
Or rack’d with Doubts thou art, .
No more th’Almighty’s Arrows
Transfix thy bleeding Heart:
No more thy wounded Spirit
Paints under its full Load, .
Or cries “What Man can bear it,.
“The heavyWrath of God!” ..
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 The Waves and48t0nms of Paffion % Thine earthl C§Me is ended, 7
. Are all paft o%er thy Head, *  Thou haR obtain’d the Prize,
. Prom Trouble and Temptation - *Triumphantly afcended '

. Thou liv'ft forever freed: * .To God thy Paradife:

. No Lofs of Friends fhall grieve theé* Prom all thy Care and Sorrow
- While all thy Eden fhare, = %  Thou art efeap’d to Day.
. They camnot,cannot leave thee, % And I fhall mount To morrow,
: Thy kind Companions there. %  And I fhall foar away.

. With thofe thatswent before thee,':
. The Saints of sntient Days, x  Towe it to thy Grace,
. Who fhine in facred Story, 4 That I foon ad re Thee, :
Thy Soul hath found its Places And feeThee Pace to Face: .
" Acquainted with their Sadnef;. :Pultzl ?’6 Fxpeciaﬁqn,h '
. While in the weeping Vale, CAn | to take me home,
.. Thou fhareft now theip;' Gladnefs, * With all thy great Salvation,
"~ And Joys that never fail. : * This happy Moment come!

Yefus,my Hop7e of Glory,



No, I will not c%afe from Crying,
Not ’till Tophet takes me in,
8till I'pray,tho® finking, dying,
Save me,fave me,Lord,from Sin,
Bring me thro’ my fore Temptation;
Or if I muft fee the Pit,
Perifh in thine Indignation,
Let me perifh at thy Peet. .
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Who fees what is beft For BEach of his own:
. Our heathenifh Care We caft. it afide,
He heareth the Prayer, And God fhall provide.

The Modeft and Meek This Barth fhall poffefs:
The Kingdom who feek Of Jefufs Grace,

That Power of his Spirit fhall joyfully own,

. And all ‘Things inherit In Virtue of One.

Whatever we need His Bount fhall give,
And hallow the Bread We daily receive;
We live by his Blefling (That Bread from above)
All Pulnefs poffeffing In Jefus’s Love.



HYMN XI.
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0 Depth of fad Diftrefs, % Moft Helplefs s my Soul ;
When fhall my Sorrows end!} Of all the Sin fickRace, i -

When will the Prince of Peace: y Thou therefore make it whole, ’
Declare Himfelf my Priend?* In Honour of thy Graces .

Or muft I thus forever cry : More H'qnqur will thy Grace repéive .
In hopelefs Mifery, * By freely pard’ning me, - .

My God,my Godnd Saviourwhy * Then if ten thoufand Sinners live,
Haft Thou forfaken me ! : Converted &Il to Thee. =

3 * 5

Is there no Balm of Love : Come then,and fhew thine Art, .
Within thy Bofom found, Phyfician moft Divine,

My Anguifth to remove, * Bind up -my Broken Heart,
And healmyspirit’sWound?: “ Pour in thy Oil' and Wine,

Or wilt Thou,Lord,my Curedifdaim, Into:my Heart the 8pirit pour ‘
Who Need of Healing have? * Of Love,and Joy,and Peace,

Becaufe the Sinner’s Chief Lem,  To perfect Heslth my Soul reftore, .
Wilt Thou refufe to fave? 4 To perfect Holinefs. '



Then let me fee thy Face,and die:
Now,Lord,my géifping Spirit receives
Give me on Eagle’s Wings to fly,

With Eagle= Eyes on Thee to ?aze,

And plunge inté) the Glorious Blaze
The Fulnefs of my
A bleft Eternity

reat reward
all be:

But haft Thou not on Earth prepard

Some Better thiug
What,but one Drop®
I want & Sun,a Sea of Light.
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% Who now thro’Faith approach toThee
% Shall all with open Face beiaold .
* In Chrift the Glorious Deity, -
% Shall fee,and put the Godhead on,.
%*The Nature ot thy Sinlefs Son.

% This, this is our high Callingk Prize:
% Thine Image in thy Son- I claim,
xAnd ftill to higher Glories rife

than This for meix 'Till all tranitorm’d Iknow thy Names
One tranfient Sight'x And glide to_all my Heaven abovcs

higheft Heaven of Jefuw's Love.
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