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PREFACE.

A .

==

IT has been justly remarlked, that i
times of religious declension and prevailing
infidelity but little use is made of devational
and experimental poetry : on the contrary, the
effusions of genius, embellished with classical
literature, are never more current, thougha
denial of the atonement and of the demerit of
¢#in be their most prominenit characteristics.

Whether these days will return ar not, God
knows ; but the present is a time of comfort
and great expectation to the friends of evag.
gelical truth. The divine purpose of grace is
daily unfolding, and the effects are the same
as in ages past. Many centuries beiore the
advent of the Redeemer we are -particularly
told, that they who feared the Lord spake of-
ten one to another; and in the apostles’ day
Christians were distinguished by their fre-
quent associations for spiritual exercises.
Among others, 1t was an apostolic injunction
to speak to one another in psalms and hymns
and spiritual songs.

At this time meetings for religious conver-
sation and social private yorship are more nu-
merous and frequent thamin any preceding
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age of the church.  Personsl religion has
become an important consideration. I'ew are
saying, We have Abraham to our father ; but
the general inquiry is, How shall I find ac-
ceptance with God ! Thosc exercises of devo-
tion, and thosc compositions, which exalt the
Saviour, and humble the sinner, are therefore
received with avidity, however contrary to the
carnal heart.

In the following pages, nothing will be found
to flatter the creeds, capacity or acquirements
of men ; but somcthing, it is hoped, to edify
and animate the humble believer, to direct and
encourage the penitent inquirer, and to hon-
our the God-Man Mediator.
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LORD, we come before thee now,
At thy feet we humbly bow :
O! do not our fuit ditdam ;
Shall we fcek thee, Lord, in vain?

Lord, on thee our fouls depend,

In compaflion now defcend ;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,
T'une our lips to fing thy praife.

In thine own appointed way

Now we jeck thee—here we {tay;
Lord, we know not hew to go,
Till a blefling thou beftow.

7% -d fome meflage from thy word,
‘That may joy and peace afford ;
T.et thy Spirit now impart

I'ull falvation to cach heart,

e g
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Comfort thofe who weep and mourn,

Let the time of joy retvorn ;
Thofe who are caft down, lift up ;
Make them ftrong in faith and hope.

Grant that thofe who feek, may find
Thee a gracious God, and kind ;
Heal the {ick, the captives free,
Let us all rejoice in thee.
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IT. C. M. For Help.

1 FATHER, to thee my foul I lift,
My foul ¢n thee depends ;
Convinc’d that ev’ry perlcét gilt
From thee alone defcends.

2 Murcy and grace are thine alone,

And pow’r and wifdom w0 ;
Without the Spirit of thy Son,
We nothing good can do.

3 We cannot fpeak one ufeful word,
One holy thought conceive,
Uniefs in anfwer to our l.ord,
“Liyfelf the blefling give.
4 From thee, thro’ Jefus, we receive
The pow’r on thee to call,
In whom we are are, and move, and live :

Our God is all inall!

I The Efis of the Fall lamented. L. M.
¥ ARISE, my tend’reft thoughts, arife,

i To torrents melt my ftreaming eyes !
And thou, my heart, with anguifh feel
"Thofe evils, whizh thou canft not heal !

2 See human nature {funk in fhame!
See {candals pour’d on Jefu’s name !
The Tather wounded through the Son!
‘The world abus’d, the foul undone !

| g Sece the {hort courfe of vain delight

Clofing in everlalting night!
In fAames, that no abatement know,
The briny tears forever flow.

4 My God, I feel the mournful fcene ;
My bowels yearn o’er dying men ;

-
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And fain my pity would reclaim,

And fnatech the firebrands trom the flame !
But feeble my compaflion proves,

And can but weep where moft it loves §
Thine own all-faving arm employ,

And turn thofe diops ot griet to joy.

IV. A7 dien fan8ified.  Sevens.

TIS my happinefs below,

Not to live without the crofs ;
But, the Saviour’s pow’r to know,
Sanctifying ev’ry lofs:

Trials mn{t and will befal ;

But, with humble faith, to fee
Love iaeril’d upon them all,
Tais 1s happinels to me.

God, in Ifr’el, fows the feeds

Of affliction, pain, and toil

Thefe fpring up, and choke the weeds,
Which would elfe o’erfpread the foil.

Trials make the promife fweet,
Trials give new life to pray’r ;
Trials bring me to his feet,

Lay me low, and keep me there.

Did I meet no trials here,
No chaitifement by the way ;
Might I not, with reafon, fear
I thould prove a caft-away ?

Bafltards may efcape the rod,
Sunk in earthly, vain delight ;
But the true-born c¢%ild of God
Muit not, would not, 1f he might.
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V. The C/.rrf/l!au’s Wants. S. M.

: C5US, my ftrength, my hope,
On thee T calt my care ;
With humble confidence look up,
And know thou heareft pray’r.
2 ] wunt an neart to pray,

To pray, and never ceale ;-
T _
Never to murmur at thy ftay,

Or with my fuff’rings lefs.

3 I want a fober mind,
A felt-renouncing will,
That tramples down and cafls behind
The baits of pleafing ill.

4 I wanta godly fear,
- A quick difcerning eye,
That looks to thee, when fin is near,
And fees the temprer ily.

5 I want atrue regard,
A fingle fteady aim,
( Unmov’d by threat’ning or reward)
To thee and thy great name.

6 I wanta juft concern
TFor thine immortal praifc,
A pure defire that all may learn
And glorify thy grace.

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

To know myfelf, and what thou art,
And what thy perfe& will.

8 I want, 1 know not what;
I want my wants t: fee:
I want—alas! what want I not,
When thov art not with me !
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V1. Refuge in Trouble. C. ML

1 DEAR Refuge of my weary foul,
On thee, when {orrows rife ;
On thee, when waves of trouble roll,

My fainting hope relies.
2 To thee, I tell each rifing grief,
~ For thou alone canft heal ;
Thy word can bring a {weet relief
For ev’ry pain I feel.

Haft thou not bid me feek thy face?
And fhall T feek in vain?

And can the ear of fov’reign grace,
Be deaf when I complain ?

4 No; ftill the ear of fov’reign grace
Attends the mourner’s prayer ;
O may I ever find accefs
To breathe my forrows there.

§ Thy mercy-feat is open fiill ;

' Here let my foul retreat ;
With humble hope attend thy will,

And wait beneath thy feet.

VII. Marv’s Choice. L. M.

1 BESET with fnares on ev’ry hand,
In life’s uncertain path I ftand ;
Saviour, divine ! diffufe thy light,

To guide my doubtful footfteps right.

2 Engage this roving, treach’rous heart,
Great God, to choofe the better part 3
T'o fcorn the trifles of a day,
¥or joys that none can take away.
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3 Then let the wildeflt ftorms arife ;
Let tempefs iningle earth and fkies ;

No fatal fhipwrec:. fhall I fear,
But all my treafures with me bear.

4 If thou, my Jefus, ftill art nigh,
Cheerful I live, and cheerful die :
Secure, when mortal comforts flee,
T'o find ten thoufand worlds in thee.

VIII. Walking with God. C. M.

§ O! FOR a clofer walk with God,
A calm and heav’nly frame ;
A light to fhine upon the road,
That leads me to the Laml .

2 Where is the bleffednefs I knew,
When firlt I faw the Lord ?
Where is the foul-refrefhing view
Of Jefus, and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours T once cnjoy’d !
How {weet their mem’ry ftill !
But they have left an aching void,
‘T he world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,
' Sweet meflenger of reft !
I hate the fins that made thee mourn,
And drave thee from my breaft.

§ The deareft idol T have knowr,
Whate’er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from thy throne,
And worthip only thee.
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6 So thall my walk be clofe with God ;

Calm and ferene my frame ;
So purer light fhall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

IX. Humilty. L. M.

1 WHEN, gracious Lord, when fhall itbe,
That I fhall find my allin thee;
The fullnefs of thy promife prove,
The feal of tling eiernal love ?

2 Thee, only thee, I fain would find,
And caft the world and flefh behind ;
An helplefs foul, I come to thee,
With only fin and mifery.

3 Lord, I am fick, my ficknefs cure :

T'ww. - 2o itou enrich the poor:
Under thy mighty hand I ftoop,
O lift the abje¢t Yinner up.

" 4 Lord, I am blind, be thou my fight ;

Lord, I am weak, be thou my might ¢
An helper of the helplefs be,
And let me find my all in thee.

X. Will ye alfo go amay ? L. N.
1 THOU only fov’reign of my heart,
My refuge, my almighty friend !
And can my foul from thee depart,
On whom alone my hopes depend ?

2 Whither ! ah whither fhall I go,
A .wretched wand’rer from my Lord ?

- —— - — —
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Can this dark world of fin and wo,
One glimpfe of happinefs afford ?

3 Eternal life, thy words impart ;
On thefe my fainting fpirit lives :
Here fweeter comforts cheer my heart,
Than the whole round of nature gives.

4 Let earth’s alluring joys combine ;
While thou art near, in vain they call :
One {fmile—one blifsful {fmile of thine,
My deareft Lord, outweigns them all.

§ Thy name my inmoft pow’rs adore,
Thou art my life, my Joy, my care.
Depart from thee—’tis death—’tis more ;
’T:s endlefs ruin, deep defpair.

6 Low at thy feet my foul would lie;
Here fafety dwells, and peace divine :
Still let me live beneath thine eye ;
Tor life, eternal life, is thine !

XI1. Brotherly Love. L. M.
g RINDRED in Chrift, for his dear {ake,

A hearty welcome here receive ;
May we together now partake
The joys which only he can give.

€ To you and me by grace ’tis giv'n
To know the Saviour’s precious name,
And thortly we fhall meet in heav’n,
Our hope, our way, our end the {fame.

§ May he, by whofe kind care we meet,
Send his good Spirit from abeve ;
Make our communication fweet,

And caufe our heart to burn with love.
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4 Torgotten be each werldly theme,

When Chriftians meet together thus;
We only with to fpeak of him,

Who liv'd, and dy’d, and reigns for us.

We'll talk of all he did, and faid,
And fuffer’d for us here below
The path he mark’d for us to tread,
Anund what he’s doing for us now.

Thus, as the moments pafs away,
We'll love, and wonder, and adore,
And Halten on the glorious day,
When we fhall meet to part no more.

XII. Divine Love. Sevens.
SWEET the time, exceeding fweet,
Wheu the iaints together meet ;
When the Saviour is the theme,
When they join to fing of him.

Sing we, then, eternal love,

Such as did the Ifather move ;

He beheld the world undone,
Lov’d the world, and gave his Son.

Sing the Son’s amazing love ;

How he leit the realms above,
Took our nature and our place,
Liv’d and dy’d to fave our race.
Sing we too, the Spirit’s love ;

With our wretched hearts he ftrove
Things of precious Chrift he took,
Gave us hearts and eyes to look.

Sweet the place, exceeding fweet,
Where the faints in glory meet ;
Wherc the Saviour’s fli// the theme,
Where they fee, and fing of him.

B
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XIIL  C. M. The Foy of the Lord is our flrength.

Nehem. viit. 10.

1 JOY is a fruit, that will not grow
In nature’s barren foil ;
All we can boaft, till Chrift we know,
Is vanity and toil.

2 But where the Lord has planted grace,
And made his glories known,
There fruits of heavenly joy and peace
Are found, and there alone.

3 A bleeding Saviour, feen by faith—
A fenfe.of pardoning love ;—
A hope that triumphs over death,
Give joys like thofe above.

4 To take a glimpfe within the veil,
T'o know that God i1s mine ;
Are fprings of joy that never fail,
Unipeakably divine ! .
5 Thefe are the joys that fatisfy,
And fanéify the mind ;
Which make the {pirit mount on high,
And leave the world behind.

€6 No more, believers, mourn your lot ;
But if you are the Lord’s,

Refign to them, that know him not,
Such joys as earth affords.

X1V. Locking to Cbr_t'ﬂ. P. M.

1 SWEET the moments, rich in blefling,
Which before the crofs I fpend ;
Life, and health, and peace pofle(ling,
¥rom the finner’s dying Friend.

X
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Here 'l fit forever viewing
Mercy’s ftrcams, in ftreams of blood ;
Precious drops my foul bedewing,
Plead aud claim my peace with God.

Truly blefled is this ftation,
I.ow before his crofs tolie :
While I fee divine compaflion
Floating in his languid eye.
Here itis I ind my heaven,
While upon the Lamb I gaze;
Love I much? I’ve much forgiven ;
I’m a miracle of grace !

Love and grief my heart dividing,
With my tears his feet I’ll bathe ;
Conftant till in faith abiding,
Life deriving from his death.
May I ftill enjoy this feeling,
In all need to Jefus go !
Prove his wounds each day more healing,
And himfelf more deeply know.

XV. Gratitude. 1.. M.
LORD, when my thoughts, delighted, rove

Amid the wonders of thy love ;
"I'he fight revives my drooping heart,
And bids invading fears depart.

Guilty and weak, to thee 1 fly,

On thy atoning blood rely,

And on thy righteoufne(s depend ;

My Lord, my Saviour, and my Fiiend.

Be all my heart, be all my days
Devoted to thy fingle praife !

And let my gl 1d obedience prove
How much I owe, how much I love.
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XVI. Converting Grace. P. M.
sy WIEN, with my miud devoutly preit,

Dear Saviour, my revolving breatt
Would palt offences trace,

T rcmbimg I make the black review ;

Yet pleas’d, behold, adruiring too,
The pow’r ot changing grace !

2 This Tongue, with blafphemics defit' ],
Thete Fret, to erring paths beguil’d,
In heav’nly lcague agree ;
Who could believe fuch’ Lips could praife,
Or think my dark and winding 7Ways
Should ever lead to thee ?

3 Thefe Eyes, that once abus’d their fight,
Now lift to thee their wat’ry light,
And weep a filent flood.
Thefe Hands afcend in ceafclefs pray’r;
O wafh away the ftains they wear,
In pure redeeming blcod !

4 Thefe Ears, that pleas’d could entertain
The midnight oath, the luftful ftrain,
When round the feital beard ;
Now, deaf to all th’ enchanting noife,
Avoid the throng, deteit the joys,
And prefs to hear thy word.

& Thus art thou ferv’d in every part ;
And now thou doft transtorm my Heart,
That drofly thing refine :
Now grace doth nature’s firength control,
<ind anew creature—body -—-ioul
Are, Lord, forever thine !
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XVIL Love of Chrif. C. M.

TO our Redeemer’s glorious name
Awake the facred {ong !

O may his love (immortal flame !)
‘T'une ev’ry heart and tongue !

His love, what mortal thought can reach!
What mortal tongue difplay !
Imagination’s utmoit ftretch
In wonder dies away.

Let wonder f{till with love unite,
And gratitude and joy ;

Jetus be our fupreme d"llght,
His praife our beft employ.

Jefus, who left his throne on high,
Left the bright realms of blifs,

And came to earth to bleed and die :—
Was ever love like this ?

Dear Lord, while we adoring pay
Our humble thanks tp thee ;
May ev’ry heart with rapture fay,
¢ The Saviour dy’d for me I’

O may the {weet, the blifsful theme,
Fill ev’ry heart and tongue !

Till trangers lave thy charming name,
And join the facred fong.

XVIIT. There is Room. P. M.
YE dying fons of men,
Immerg’d in fin and wo,
The golpel’s voice attend,
Which Jefus fends to you :

Ye perifhing and guilty, come,

In Jeiu’s arms there yet is room.
B2

17
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2 No longer now delay,
Nor vain excufes frame ;
He bids ycu come to-day,
"I'ho’ poor, and blind, and lame :
All thmgs are ready, finner, vorne,
For ev’ry tremblmg foul there’s room.

3 Believe the heav’nly word
His meffengers proclaim ;
He is a gracious Lord,
And feithful ishis name :
Backfliding fouls, return and come,
Calt off defpair, there yet is rcom.

4 Compell’d by bleeding love,
Ye wand’ring fheep draw near,
Chrift calls you from ubove,
His charming accents hear !
I.et whofoever will, now come :
In mercy’s brealt there yet 1s room.

XIX. Prayer for a Blfing. S. M.
v  WITH heart and lips unfeign’d,
We praife thee for thy word 3
We blefs thee for the joyful news
Of our redeeming Lord.

2 [Like as the kindly rain
Returns not back to heav’n,
But cheers, and fruitful makes the carth,
The end for which ’twas giv’n :

So let thy prefent voice
Accomplifh thy defign ;
Diftil on all our thxrﬂv fouls,

And confecrate us thine. ]

Water thy facred feed,

And give it great increafe ;
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Let neither fowls, nor rocks, nor thorns,
Hinder the fruits of peace.

Then tho’ we weeping fow,
And tears oar hours employ :
We know we thall revnm again,

And bring our {hcaves with joy.

IX. Common Metre.

LDivine Sover-ignty 3 or, Gad’s Demintin and D -
Creéese

1 WILEP filenice all created tI';ing:,
And wait your Maker’s nnd :
My foul {tands trembling while fhe fings
"I’he hanours of her Gob.

s Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown
Hang on his firm deciee :
He fits on no precarious throne,
Nor borrows leave to le.

3 Chain'd to his throne, a volume lies,
With all the fates of men,
With every angel’s foom and fize,
Drawn by th’ eternal pen.
4 His provideuce unfolds the book,
A..d makes his councils fhine ;
Each opening leaf, and ev’ry ftroke
Fulfils fome deep dcfign.
5 Hcre, he exalts neglected worms
To fceptres and a crown
And tliere, the tollowing page, he turns,
And treads the monarch down,

6 Not Gatricd afks the reafon why,
INer Goep the reafon gives ;
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Nor dares the favourite angel pry
Between the folded leaves.

7 My Govp, I would not long to fee
My fate, with curious eyes,
What gloomy lines are writ for me,
Or what bright {cenes may rife.

8 In thy fair book of life and grace,
O may I find my name,
Recorded in fome humble place,
Beneath my Lowrp, the Lamb.

XXT, Indaelling Sin lamented.  C. M.

1 WITH tears of anguith I lament,
Here at thy feet, my Gob,
My pallion, pride, and difcontent,
And vile ingratitude.

2 Sure there was ne’er a heart {o bafe
~  So fulfe as mine has been?
So faithlefs to its promiles,
So prone to every fin!

s My reafon tells me thy commands
Are holy, juft, and truc;
Tells me whate’er my Gop demands
Is his moft rightcous due.

Yeafon I hear, her counfels weigh,
And all her words approve :

Dac {till T find it hard t* obey,
And harder yet to love.

5 Ilow long, dear Saviour, fhall T fzel
Thefe firuggles in my breaft ?
When wilt thou bow my ftubborn will,
And give my confcience reft 2
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6 Break, fov’reign grace, O break the charm,
And fet the captive free:
Reveal, Almighty Gon, thine arm,
And hafte to refcue me.

XXI1I. An Evening Hymn. L. M.

1 GLORY to thee, my Gov, this might,
For all the bleflings of the light ;
Keep me, O keep me, King of kings,
Beneath thy own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lorp, for thy dear Son,
The ill that I this day have done :
That with the world, myfelf and thee,
I, ere I fleen, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed ;
Teach me to die, that fo I may
Rife glorious at the awful day.

4 O let my foul on thee repofe!
And may {wect {leep mine eye-lids clofe
Sleep that fhall me more vigorous muake,
T'o ferve my Gopo, when I awake.

§ If in the night I fleeplefs lie,
My foul with heavenly thoughts fupply;
Let no ill dreams difturb my reft,
No power of darknefs me molett.

XXIIL. L. M. The Gofpel is the Power of God te

Salvation.

1 WHAT fhall the dying finrer do,
That fecks relief for all his wo?
Where thall the gailty confcience find
Eafe for the torment of the mind ?

et g - e ————— L -t ———— -
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2 How fhall we get our crimes forgiv'n,
Or form our natures fit for heaven ?
Can fouls, all o’er defil’d with {in,
Make their own powers and paflions clean 2

3 Invain we fearch, in vain we try,
Till Jesws brings his gofpel nigh 4
*T'is there that power and glory dwell
"T'hat fave rebellious fouls from hell.

4 This is the pillar of our hope
That bears our fainting {pirits up 3
We read the grace, we truft the word,
And find falvatiod in the Lorb.

§ Let men or angels dig the mines
Where nature’s golden treafure fhines §
Brought near the doérine of the crofs,
All nature’s gold appears but drofs.

6 Should vile blafphemers, with difdain,
Pronounce the truths of Jesus vain,
We’ll meet the fcandal and the thame,
And fing and triumph in his name.

XXIV. Pleading the Aionement. Sevens.

1 FATHER, Gop, who feeft in me
Only fin and mifery,
Turn on the ancinted One,
Look on thy beloved Son !
Him, and then the finner fee :
Look through Jesus’ wounds on me.

2 Heavenly Father, Lord of all,
Hear, and thow thou hear’ft my call ;
Bow thine ear, in mercy bow,
$mile on me a finner now !
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Now the [tone to fleth convert ;
Caft a look and melt my heanrt.

Lorp, I cannot let thee go,
Till a blefling thou beltow ;
Hear my advocate divine,

Lo ! to his, my fuit] join ;
Join’d with liis, it cannot fail ¢
Let me now wiih thee prevail !

4 Turn tfrom me thy giorious eyes
T'c his bloody facrifice,
‘I'o the full atonement made,
To the utmolt ranform paid ;
: And, f mine, through him thou art,
’ Speak thy mercy to my heart.
§ JEsus, anfwer from above ;
Is not all thy nature love ?
Pity trom thine eye let fall :
Blefs me, whilit on thee I call.
Am I thine, thou Son of Gop ¢
| Take the purchafe of thy blood.
G Father, fee the vi&tim flain,
Offer’d up for guilty man ;
Hear his blood’s prevailing cry,
Lct thy bowels then reply !
Then throush him the finner {ee ;
! Then, in Jesus, look on me !
'

XXV. S. M. The Security of Curist’s Sieep..
‘ Joln x. 27—20.
t MY foul, with joy attend,
While Jesus filence breaks ;
No angel’s harp fuch mufic yields,
As what my Shepherd fpeaks.



4 HOOS

2“1 know my fheep,” he cries,
‘““ My foul approves them well :
Vam 1s the treacherous world’s difguife,
And vain the rage of hell,
“I freely feed them now
With tokens of my love,
But richer paftures I prepare,
And fwceter {treams above.

4 <« Unnumber’d vears ot blifs
I to my fheep will give ;
And, while my throne unfhaken ftands,
Shall all my chofen live.

§ ¢ This tried almighty hand
Is rais’d for their defence :
Where is the power fhall reach them there ?
Or what fhall force them thence 2

6 Enough, my gracious Lorb,
Let faith triumphant cry ;
My heart can on this promife live,
Can on this promife die.

XXVI.  D.jlinguifbing Grace, Jer. xxxi. 3.

1 IN fongs of fublime adoration and praife,

Ye pilgrims for Sion who prels, .
Break forth, and extol the great Ancient of
His rich and diftinguithing grace.  (Days,

2 His love from eternity fix’d upon you,
Broke forth and difcover’d its flame, (drew,
When each with the cords of his kindnefs he
And brought you to love his great name,

3 O bad he not pitied the ftate yon were in,
Your bofoms his love had ne'er felt ;

LT
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You all would have liv’d, would have dy’d too
Andfunkwiththeload of your guilt.  [in fin,

4 What was there m you that could merit efteem,
Or give the Creator delight ?
*Twas “even {¢, Father,”” you ever mutft fing,
“ Becaufe it feem’d good in thy fight.”

5 "Twas all of thy grace we were brought to obeys
While others were fuffer’d to go
"I'he road which by nature we chofe as our way,
Which leads to the regions of wo.

6 Then give all the glory to his holy name ;
'I'o him all the glory belongs ; (fame,
De yours the high joy ftill to found forth his
And crown him in each of your fongs.

XXVIL. C.M. Fear not, it is your Father’s good
pleafure to give you the Kingdom. Luke xii. 32.

t YE little flock, whom Jesus feeds,
Difmifs your anxious cares ;
Look to the Shepherd of your fouls,
And {rmle away your fears.

2 Tho’ wolves and licns prowl around,
His ftaff is your defence :
’Midft fands and rocks, your Shepherd’s voies
Calls ftreams and paftures thence,

8 Your Tather will a kingdom give,
And give it with delight ;
His feebleft child his love fhall call
To triumph in his fight.

4 Ten thoufand praifes, Lorp, we bring
For fure fupports like thefe :

C
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And o’er the pious dead we f{ing
Thy loving promifes.

s Tor all we hope, and they enjoy,
We blefs a Saviour’s name ;
Nor fhall that ftroke difturb the fong,
Which breaks this mortal frame.

XXVIII. C. M. Curist’s Interceffion Preva-
lent,  John avii. 24.

» AWAKE, fwcet gratitude, and fing
Th’ afcendcd Savicve’s love
Sing how he lives to carry on
His people’s caufe above.

2 With cries and tears he offer’d up
His humble {uit below ;
But with authority he afks,
Enthron’d in glory now.

3 Tor all that came to Gob by him,
Salvation he demands ;
Points to their names upon his breaft.

And {preads his wounded hands.

4 His fwect atoning facrifice
Gives fanéion to his claim :
¢ Father, I will that all my faints
Be with me where I am :

i ¢ Dy their falvation, recompenfe
" The forrows I endur’d ;
Juft to the merits of thy Son,
And faithful to thy word.”

6 Eternal life, at Lis requelt,
To every faint is given :
Safety below, and, after death,
The plenitude of heaven.
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» Founded on right, thy prayer prevails,

The Tuther {fmiles on thee ;
And now thou in thy kingdom art,
Dear Lorp remember me..

8 L.et the fwweet incenle of thy prayer

XXIX. L. M. CorneEr-STONE.

|

In my behalf afcend ;
And as its virtue, fo my praife,
Shull never, never end.

Ifa. xxvii. 16, 17.

I.ORD, doft thou fhew a Corner-Stone,
For us to build our hope upon,

That the fair edifice may rife

Sublime 1n light beyond the fkies ?

We own the work of fovereign love,
Nor death nor hell the hopes {hall move,

Which fix’d on this foundation ftand,
1.aid by thine own almighty hand.

Thy people long this Stone have tned,
And all the powers of hell defy’d ;
Floods of temptation beat in vain ;
Well doth this Rock the houfe fultain.

When flerms of wrath around prevail,
Whirlwind and thunder, fire and hail,
>Tis here our trembling fouls fhall hide,
:And here fecurely they abide :

While they that fcorn this precious Stone,
Fond of fome quickfand of their own,
Borne down by weighty vengeance die,
iAnd bury’d deep in ruin lie.

1 Pet. il 6,
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XXX. Our Example. John xiii. 15. L. M,
3 AND is the gofpel peace and love ?

Such let our converfation be :
The {erpent blended with the Dove,
Wifdom and meek fimplicity.

2 Whene’er the angry paflions rife,
And tempt our thoughts or tongues te ftrife,
To Jesus let us lift our eyes,
Bright pattern of the Chriftian life.

g O how benevelent and kind ¢
How mild ! how ready to forgive !
Be this the temper of our mind,
And thefe the rules by which we live.

¢ To do his heavenly Father’s will,
Was his employment and delight ;
Humility and holy zeal
Shone thro’ his life, divinely bright !

s Difpenfing good where’er he came,
The labours of his life were love ;
O, if we love the Saviour’s name,
Let his divine example move.

6 But zh, how blind ! how weak we are !
How frail ! how apt to turn afide {
Lorp, we depend upon thy care,

And afk thy Spirit for eur guide.

¢ Thy fair example may we trace,
To teach us what we ought to be ;
Make us by thy transforming grace,
Decar Savieur, daily more like thee,
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XXXI. L.M. Gift of Goo. Johnii. 16. 2

Cor. ix. 15.

1 JESUS, my love, my chief delight,
For thee I long, for thee I pray ;
Amid the{hadows of the night,
Amid the bufinefs of the day.

2 When fhall I fee thy fmiling face,
That face which 1 have often feen?
Arife, thou Sun of Righteoufnefs,
Scatter the clouds that intervene.

s Thou art the glorious gift of Gow,
To finners weary and diltreft ;
The firft of all his gifts beftow’d,
And certain pledge of all the reft.

4 Could I but fay this gift is mine,
[’d tread the world beneath my feet 3
No more at poverty repine,
Nor envy the rich finner’s ftate.

5 The precious jewel I would keep,
And lodge it deep within my heart ;
At howme, abroad, awake, afleep,

Jt never thould from thence depart !

XXXII. Kixg of Saints. C. M.

1 COME, ye that love the Saviour’s name,
And joy to make it known,

The fovereign of your heart proclaim,
And bow before his throne.

2 Behold your King, your Saviour crown’d
With glories all divine ;
And tell the wondering nations round,
How bright thofe glorics fhine.
C2
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3 Infinite power, and boundlefs grace,
In him unite their rays ;
You that have e’er beheld his face,
Can you forbear his praife ?

4 When 1a his earthly courts we view
The glories of our King ;
We long to love as angels do,
And with like them to fing.

§ And fhall we long and wifh in vain ?
Lornp, teach our fongs to rife !
Thy love can animate the ftraip,
And bid it reach the fkies.

€ O happy period! glorious day !
When heaven and earth thall raife,
With all their powers the rapuur’d lay,
T celclirate thy praife.

XXXIII. C. M. Tbhe Spiritual Coronation.

Cant. 1. 11.

ANGELS.

1 ALL hail the power of Jesus’ name !
Let angels proftrate fall :
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lorb of all.

MARTTRS.
2 (Crcwn Fm, ye martyrs of our Gop,
Who from his altar call ;
Extol the Stem of Fefe’s rod,
An¢ crown him Lorp of all)

CONVERTED SEWS.

3 (Ye chofen feed of Ifr’el’s race,
A remaant weak and {malls
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Hail him who faves you by his grace,
And crown him Lorp of all.)

DELIEVING GENTILES,

4 Ye Gentile finners, ne’er forget
The wormwood and the gall ;
Go, fpread your trophies at his feet,
And crown him Lozp of all

SINNERS OF EVERY AGE.

5 (Babes, men, and fires, who knov L.s love,
Who feel vour fin and thrall
Noaw S et with all the hofts above,
And crown him Lorbp of all.)

. SINNERS QF EVERY NATION,
. 6 Let every kindred, cver{r tribe
On this terreftrial ball,
To him all majefty afcribe,
And crown him lL.orp of all.

OURSELVES.

y O that, with yonder facred throng,
We at his feet may f{all ;
We'll join the everlafling {ong,
And crown him Loxbp of all.

XXXIV. Sevens. Rock fmitten ; or, The Rock.
of Ages. lfa. xxvi, 4.

3 ROCK of ages, fhelter me,
Let me hide myfclf in thee !
Let the water and the blood,
From thy wounded fide which flow’d,
Be of fin the double cure,

Clganfe me from its guilt and power.
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2 Not the labour of my hands
Can fulfii the law’s demands ;
Could my zeal no refpite know,
Could my tears forever flow,
All for fin could not atone,
Thou muft fave, and theu alone.

3 Nothing in my hand I bring,
Simply to thy crofs I cling 3
Naked come to thee for drefs,
Helplefs look to thee tor grace ;
Black, I to the fountain fly,
Wafth me, Savioug, or 1 die !

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,
When my eye-ftrings break in death,
When I foar to worlds unknown,
See thee on thy judgment throne,
Rock of ages, fhelter me,

Let me hide myfelf in thee.

XXXV. Suepuerp. Pf. xxiil. 1—3.

1 WHILE my Redeemer’s near,
My thepherd and my guide,
I bid farewel to anxious fear,
My wants are all {fuppiy’d.

s To ever fragrant meads
Where rich abundance grows,
His gracious hand indulgent leads,
And guards my {weet repofe.

s  Along the lovely fcene
Cool svaters gently roll,
Tranfparent, {weet, and all ferene,
To cheer my fainting foul.

S. M.
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Here let my {pirit reft,
How {weet a lot 1s mine !

With pleafure, food, and fafety blek ;
Beneficence divine,

Dear Shepherd, if 1 ftray,
My wandering feet reftore ;

To thy fair pattures guide my way,
And let me rove no more.

Unworthy as I am,
Of thy protecting care,

Jesus, I plead thy gracious name,
Tor all my hopes are there.

XXXVI Sux. Pf.lzxxiv.11. L. M.

GREAT Gopb, amid the darkfome night,
Thy glories dart upon my fight,

While, wrapt in wonder, I behold

The filver moon, and fars of gold.

But when I fee the fun anife,

And pour his glories o’er the fkies,
In moft {tupendous forms I view
Thy greatnefs and thy goodnefs toe.

Thou Sun of funs, whofe dazzling light
Tries and confounds an angel’s fight,
How fhall T glance mine eye at thee

Ia all thy vait immenfity ?

Yet I may be allow’d to trace

The diftant fhadow of thy face,
As in the pale and fickly moon
We trace the image of the fun.

5 In every work thy hands have made

Thy power and wifdom are difplay’d ¢

-—r— e - - R e——
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But, O ! what glorwes all divine
In my incarnate Saviour fhine !

6 He is my Sun ; beneath his winge
My foul fecurely fits and fings ;
And there enjoys, like thofe above,

The balmy influence of thy love.

7 O may the vital firength and heat
His chcexm beams communicate,
¥nable me mny courfe to run
With the {ame vigour as the {un !

XXXVIL. C.M. Being in the Fear of Gob all
the day long. Prov. xxiii. 17.

1 THRICE happy fouls, who, born from heaven,
While yet they fojourn here, !
Humbly begin their days with Gop,
And fpend them 1n his fear.

¢ So may our eyes with holy zeal
Prevent the dawning day ;
And turn the facred pages o’er,
And praifc thy name and pray !

3 ’Midft hourly care may love prefent °
Its incenic to thy throne:
And, while the world our hands ~iaploys,
Our hearts be chine alone !

4 As fan&ify’d to nobleft ends,
Be eacii retrefhment fought ;
And by each various providence
Some wil: initruction brought.

& When to laborious duties call’d,
Or by-temptations try’d,
We'll feek the fhelter of thy wings,
And in thy firength confide.
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Ac« different {cenes of life arife,
Our grateful hearts would be
With thee, amidft the focial band,

In folitude with thee.

At night we lean our weary heads
On thy paternal breatft ;

And, fately folded in thine arms,
Refign cur powers to reft.

In folid, pure delights, like thefe,
Let all my days be paft;

Mor fhall T then impartient wifh,
Nor fhall I fear the lat.

¥XXVIIL.  Gravity and Decency. L. M.

DIEHOLD the fons, the heirs of God,
So dearly bought with Jetu’s blood !
Arc they vot born to heavenly joys,
Aud thall they ftoop to earthly toys?

Can Linchter feed th’ immortal mind ?
Were {pinits ot celeftial kind

Made for a jeft, for {port and play,
To wear out time and walte the day ?

Doth vain difcourfe, or empty mirth,
Well fuit the honours of their birth 2
Shall they be fond of gay attire,

Which children love, and fools 2dmire ?

What if we wear the richeft veft ?
Peacecks and flies are better dreft 3
This flcth, with all its gaudy forms,
Muit drop to duft, and feed the worms,

Lord, raife our hearts and paflions higher ;
Touch our vain fouls with facred fire
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Then, with a heaven-dire@ed eye,
We'll pafs thefe glittering trifles by.

é We'll look on all the toys below
With fuch difdain as angels do ;
And wait the call that bids us rife
To manfions promis’d in the fkies.

XXXIX., 8s. Supreme Love to Chrif!.

1 MY gracious Redeemer T love,
His praifes aloud Il preclaim,
And jein with the armies above
T'o thout his adorable name.
To gaze cn his glories divine
Shall be my eternal employ,
And feel them inceffantly fhine,
My boundlefs ineffable joy.

2 He frecly redeem’d with his blood,
My foul from the confines of hell,
To live on the {miles of my God,
And in his fweet prefence to dwell ;
To fhine with the angels of light,
With faints and with feraphs to fing,
To view, with eternal delight,

My Jesus, my Saviour, my King.

3 In M:fbech, as yet, I refide,
A darkfome and reftlefs abode !
Molefted with foes on each fide,
And longing to dwell with my God.
O when thall my fpirit exchange
This cell of corruptible clay,
For manfions celeftial ! and range

"Through realms of ineffable day !
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4 My glorious Redeemer, I long

To fee thee defcend on the cloud,
Amidft the bright numberlefs throng,
And mix with the triumphing crowd.
O, when wilt thou bid me afcend,

T'o join in thy praifes above,

To gaze on thee, world without end,
And feaft on thy ravithing love?

Nor forrow, nor ficknefs, nor pain,
Nor {in, nor temptation, nor fear,
Shall ever molelt me again ;
Perfection of glory reigns there.
This foul and this body fhall fhine
In robes of falvation and praife,
And banquet on pleafures divine,

Where God his full beauty difplays.

6 Ye palaces, fceptres, and crowns,

Your pride with difdain I furvey ;

Your pomps are but fhadows and founds
And pafs in a moment away ;

The crown that my Saviour beftows
Yon permanent fun fhall outfhine ;

My joy everlaftingly flows,

My God, my Redeemer is mine.

XL. Unfottlednefs. L. M.

1 LORD, what a riddle is my foul!
Alive when wounded, dead when whole.
Fondly I flee from pain; yet eafe
Cannot content, nor )leafure pleafe.

2 Thou hid’ft thy face ; my fins abound,
World, flefh, and Satan, all furround ;

D



38 HYMNS.

Fain would T find my God ; but fear
'i'he moans, perhaps, may prove fevere.

3 If thou the leaft difpleafure fhew,
And bring my vilenefs to my view,
Tun’rous and weak, I thrink and fay,
& Lord, keep thy chaftening hand away.”

4 If reconcil’d I fee thy face,
Thy matchlefs mercy, boundlefs grace ;
Tortur’d with blifs, I cry, ¢ Remove
That killing fight ; I die with love.”

5 My dear Redeemer, purge this drofs ;
‘I"'cach me to hug and love the crofs ;
Teacl me thy chaltening to fuftain ;
Difcern the love, and bear the pain.

6 Nor fpare to make me clearly fee
The {orrows thou haft felt for me :
If death muft follow, I comply :
Lt me be fick with love and die,

XLI. Chriff very God and Man. C. I,

1 A MAN there is, a real man,
With wounds ftill gaping wide,
( Trom which rich ftreams of blood once ran)
In hands, and feet, and fide.

2 (’Tis no wild fancy of our braius,
No metaphor we fpeak ;
The fame dear man in heav’n now reigns,
That fuffer’d for our fake.)

3 Thi. wondrous man of whom we tell,
Is true Almighty God :
He bought our fouls from death and hell ;
The price, his own heart’s blood.
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4 'TLat Liuman he irt he {1l retaing,
Though thren’d in highe blifs,
And teels each tenipted member's pamns :
For our affl:i&ion’s Lus.

; Come then, repenting finner, come ;
Approach with humble faith :

Ow what thou wilt, the total fum
Is cancell’d by his death.

6 His blood ~an cleanfc the blackeﬁ foul,
And walh our guilt away :
Ie thall prefent us found a: 1d whole
In that tremendous day.

N

XLIL. Safvation by Chrift aloue. C. M.

1 IIOW can ye hope, deluded fouls,
T'o fce what none €’er faw,
Salvation by the works obtain’d

Of Sinai’s fiery law ?

2 There ye may toil, and weep, and faft,
And vex vour heart with pain ;
And when y2’ve ended, find at laft

Thar all your toil was vain.

3 That law but makes your guilt abound ;
Sad help ! and (what is worfe)
All fouls w ho under that are found,
By God himfelf are curft.

4 Thu curfe pertains to thofe who break
One precept, e’er fo fmall ;

And where’s the man, in thought or dezd;

That has not broken all ?

§ Tlv then, awaken’d finner, fiv;
Your cafe admits no ftay:
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The fountain’s open’d now for fin,
Come wafh your guilt away.

6 See how from Je{fu’s wounded fide
The water flows, and blood ;
If you but touch that purple tide,
You make your peace with God.

» Only by faith in Jefu’s wounds
The finner gets releafe :
No other facrifice for fin
Will God accept but this.

XLUI. Sevens. Behold and fee if there be any fore

row like unto my forrow. Larn. 1. 12.

1 MUCH we talk of Jefu’s blood,
But how little’s underftood !
Of Lis fnff’rings, fo intenfe,

- Angels have no perfett fenfe.
‘Who can rightly comprehend
Their beginning or their end!
>{is to God, and God alone,
That their weight is fully known.

2 O thou hideous monfter, fin,
What a curfe haft thou brought in !
All creation groans through thee,
Pregnant caufe of mifery!
Thou haft ruin’d wretched man,
Ever fince the world began ;
Thou haft God affli¢ted too ;
Nothing lefs than that would do.

3 Would we then rejoice indeed ?
Be it that from thee we're freed.
And our jufteft caufe to grieve
Is, that thou wilt to us cleave.
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Yaith relieves us from thy guilt :
Put we think whofe blood was fpiit.
All we hear, or feel, or {ee,

Serves to raife our hate to thee.

Dearly are we bought ; for God
Bought us with his own heart’s blood :
Boundlels depths of love divine !
Jefus, what a love was thine!

Though the wonders thou haft done
Are as yet {o little known ;

Here we fix and comfort take ;

Jefvs died for finners’ fake.

XLIV. El&ion. P. M.

BRETHREN, would you know your ftay ?
What it is fupports you ftill ?
Why, though tempted ev’ry day,
Yet you ftand ; and ftand you will 2
Long before our birth,
Nuy, before Jehovah laid
"The foundations of the earth,
We were chofen in our Head.

God’s cle&ion is the ground
Of our hope to pertevere.
On this reck your building found ;
And preferve your title ciear.
Iifidels may langh ;
Pharifees gainfay, ovrail :
Here’s your tentire (ke~p it fufc)
God’s eled can never fail.
D2
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XLV. L.M. Heaven and carth fball pafs away,
but my word fball not pafs away. Matt. rxiv. 35.

1 THE moon and ftars fhall lofe their light,
The fun fhall fink in endlefs night ;
Both heav’n and earth fhall pafs away,
The works of nature all decay :

2 But ‘hey that in the Lord confide,
And fheiter in his wounded fide,
Shall fee the danger overpalt—
Stand ev’ry ftorm, 2nd live at laft.

3 What Chrift has faid muf Je fulfilPd—
On this firm rock believers bLuild ;
His word fhall ftand, his truth prevail,
And not one jot or tittle fail.

a His word is this (poor finners, hear)
¢ Believe on me, and banifh fear :
Ceafe from your own works, bad or good,
And wath your garments in my blood.”

XLVI. C.M. _And when they had nothing to pay,
£ he frankly forgave them bath. Luke vii. 4:2.

1 MERCY is welcome news indeed,
+ To thofe that guilty ftand ;
Wretches, that fee/ what help they need,
Will blefs the helping hand.

2 Who rightly would his alms difpofe,
Muft give them to the poor ;
None but the wounded patient knows
The comforts of his cure.
3 We all have finn’d againft our God,
Exception none can boalt :
But he that feels the heavieft load,
Will prize forgivenels moft.
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4 No reck’ning can we rightly keep,
I'or who the fums can know ?
Some fouls are fifty pieces deep,
And fome five hundred owe.

5 But let our debts be what they may,
However great, or fmall :
As foon as we have nought 1o pay,
Our Lord forgives us all.

6 'Tis perfe& poverty alone,
That fets the {oul at large ;

While we can call one mite our own,
We have no fu_l difcharge.

XLVIL  The Wip.

1 1F duft and afhes might prefume,

Great God, to talk to thee;

If in thy prefence can be roem
For crawling worms like me:

I humbly wounld my wifh prefent,
For awifbes T have none ;

All my defires are now content
To be compris’d in one.

3]

The fingle toon I would entreat
Is to be led by thee,

To gaze upon thy bloody {weat
In fad Geth/emane.

To view (as I could bear at leaft)
Thy tender broken heart,

Like a rich olive, bruis’d and preft
With agonizing {mart.

To fee thee bow’d bencath my guilt,

Intolerable loud !

(7Y )
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To fee thy blood for finners fpilt,
My groaning, gafping God !

With fympathizing grief to mourn
‘The {orrows of thy foul ;

The pangs and tortures by thee borne
In fome degrec condole.

4 There mufing on thy mighty love,

1 always would remain :

Or but to Gelgotha remove,
And thence return again.

In each dear place, the fame rich fcens
Should ever be renew’d :

No object elfe thould intervene,
But all be love and blood.

Tor this one favour oft I’ve fought ;
And if this one be given,

I feek on earth no happier lot ;
And hope the like in heaven.

Lord, pardon what I atk amifs;
For knowledge I have none.

I do but humbly {peak my wilh ;
And may thy will be done.

XLVIII. But itis good for me to draw near to Gud,
Pflalm Ixxui. 28.

1 AS when a child fecure of harms

Hangs at the mother’s breatt,

Safe folded in her anxieus arms,
Receiving food and relt :

And while thro’ many a painful path
The trav’lling parent fpeeds,

The fearlefs babe, with paflive faith,
Lics fill, and yet proceeds.
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2 Should fome fhort ftart his quiet break,

He fondly ftrives to fling

His little arms about her neck,
And feems to clofer cling.

Poor child, maternal love alone
Preferves thee firft and laft

Thy parent’s arms and not thy own,
Are thofe that hold thee faft.

3 So fouls that would to Jefus cleave,

And hear his fecret call,

Muft ev’ry fair pretenfion lcave,
And let the Lord be all.

¢ Keep clofe to me, thou helplefs fheep,”
The Shepherd foftly cries,

Lord tell me what ’tis clofe to keep ?
The lift’ning theep replies.

4 «Thy whole dependence on me fix ;

Nor entertain a thought,

Thy worthlefs fchemes with mine to mix,
But venture to be nought.

Tond felf-direcion is a fhelf,
Thy ftrength, thy wifdom flee :

When thou art nothing in thyfelf,
"Thou then art clofe to me.”

XLIX. S.M. 7 am the Way, and the Truth,
and the Life. John xiv. 6.

1 I AM, faith Chrilt, the Way.
Now if we ¢redit Him,
All other paths muft lead aftray,
How ‘air foe’er they feem.

2 I am, faith Chrift, the Truth.
Thea all that lacks this teit.
Proceed it from an angel’s mouth,
Is but a lie at beft.

|
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I am, faith ChriRt, the Life.
Let this be feen by faith,

It follows without further ftrife,
That all befides is death.

If what thofe words aver,
The Holy Ghoft apply ;

The fimpleft Chriftian {hall not err,
Nor be deceiv’d, nor die.

L. Tlou fhalt guide me with thy counfel. C. M.
Pfalm lxxiii. 24. |
1 WHENE’ER I make fome fudden ftop,
(For many fuch I méke)
And cannot fee the cloud clear’d up,
Nor know which path to take:
2 I to my Saviour {peed my way,
To tell my dubious ftate:
Then liiten what the Lord will fay,
And hope to follow that.

3 If Jefus feem to hide his face,
What anxious fears I feel !
But if he deign to whifper peace,
1'm happy, all is well.
4 Confirm’d by one foft fecret word,
I feek no further light ;
But walk, depending on my lL.ord,
By faith, and not by fight.

5 Of friends and counfellors bereft,
I often hear him fay 3
¢ Decline not to the right nor left,
Go on, lo, here’s the way.”

6 Weak in myfelf, in him I’'m f{trong,
His Spirit’s voice T hear :
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The way I walk cannot be wrong,
It Jefus be but there.
7 Ile i, my helper and my guide ;
I izult to him alone;
No cther helps have I befide,

1 venture all on ONE.

LI. C.M. Becaufe thou [ayeff I am rich, and
increafed aith goods. Revelation iil. 17.
1 WHAT makes miltaken men afraid
Of fov’reign grace to preach ?
The reafon is (if truth be fzid)
Jecaufe they are fo rich.

[ &)

Why fo offenfive in their eyes
Doth God’s ele&ion feem ?

Jecaufe they think themfelves fo wife,
That they have chofen Him.

3 Of pcrfeverance why fo loth
Are fome to {peak or heur 2
Decaufe, as mafters over floth,
1liey vow to perfevere.

4 Whence is imputed righteoufnefs,
A point fo little known ?
Becaufe men think they all poflefs
come righteoufnefs their own.

§ Not fo the needy helplefs foul
Prefers his humble pray’r:
He looks to him that works the whole ;
And fecks his treafure there.

6 His language is, * Let me, my God,
On fovereign grace rely ;
And own ’tis free, becaufc beftow’d
On one (o vile as I.
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7 ¢ Ele&ion! *Tis a word divine
For, Lord, I plainly fee,
Had not thy choice prevented mine,
[ ne’er had chofen thee.

8 ¢ For perfeverance, trength I've none,
But would on this depend,
That Fefus baving lov’d his own,
He lov’d them to the end.

9 ¢ Empty and bare I come to thee,
For righteoufnefs divine :
O may thy matchlefs merits be,
By imputation mine ;”’

10 Thus differ thefe, yet hoping each,
To make falvation {ure :
Now moft men would approve the rich,

But Chrift has bleft the poor.

LIL. Defertion. P. M.

1 DEEP in a cold, a joylefs cell,
A doleful gulph of gloomy care!
Where difmal doubts and darknefs dweil,
The dang’rous brink of black defpair;
Chill’d by the icy damps of death,
I feel no firm fupport of faith.

2 How can a burden’d cripple rife ?
How can a feciter’d captive flee ?
Ah! Lord, dirc& my wifhful eyes ;
And let me lock, at leait, to thee.
Alas! my finking fpirits droop,
I fcarce perceive a glimpfe of hope.

3 Extend thy mercy, gracious God,
Thy quick’ning Spir’t vouchfafe to fend ;
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Apply thy reconciling blood,

And kindly call thy fee thy friend.
Or if rich cordials thou deny,
Let patience comfort’s place fupply.

4 Let hope furvive, tho’ dampt by doubt,
Do thou defend my fhatter’d fhield,
Oh'! let me never quite give out,
Help me to keep the bloody field.
Lord, look upon th’ unequal ftrife,
Delay not, lett I lofe my life.

LIII. Repentance. C. M.

1 REPENTANCE is a gift beftow’d,
To fave a foul from death :
Golpel repentance towards God
Is always join’d to faith.

2 Not for an hour, a day, a week,
Do faints repentance own ;
But all the time the Lord they feek,
At fin they grieve and groan.

3 Nor is it fuch a difmal thing,
As ’tis by fome men nam’d :
A finner may repent and fing,
Rejoice and be atham’d.

4 ’Tis not the fear of hell alone,
For that may prove extreme ;
Repenting faints the Saviour own,
And grieve for grieving him.

5 If ﬁenitencc be quite left out,
eligion is but halg,
And hope, though '®& fo clear of doubt,
Like oﬁ"ring';': without falt.
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LIV. L.M. 1will fay unto Gody Do not condemn

me ; fhew me whercfore thou contendeft with me.

Jos. x. 2.

1 CONDEMN me not, moft gracious God,
Let not thy fore difpleafure burn:
Do not deftroy me with thy rod,
Nor at my feeble offerings {purn.

2 Give me the knowledge of my heart,
Releafe me from this heavy yoke ;
Shew me the caufe of all my {fmart,
Why muft I bear this cutting ftroke ?

3 What is it that provokes thine ire?
Is there fome idol I muft yield ?
Sure in my heart fome bafe defire,
Some dreadful evil lics conceal’d.

4 There’s furely fome beloved fin,
Could I but find the deadly foe,
Has crept and lurks fecurely in,
Fain would I mourn, and hate it too.

5 Left it thould fink my foul to hell,
Search me, O God, in every pa:t;
Let not one fin in fecret dwell,
Search me and fhew me all my heart.

é Let me be ftripp’d of all my pride,
I’ll not regard how coarfe my farc:

Let me with Chrift be crucified
If but Lis favour I may fhare.

7 Though pinching poverty prevail,
Although the fields {heuld yield no meat,
The labour of the olive fail,

1f CLrilt is mine my joy’s compicte.
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V. L.M. Geod thundereth marvelloufly avith his

voice.  JOB XXXVil. §.
1 THE rain defcends, the tcmpcﬁs rife,
My foul, his majefty adore !
Id)ov ah’s voice founds through the fkies,
While lightnings flafh, and thuaders roar.

= I fit becalm’d while others fear,
The God of thunder is my all;
1t is my Father’s veice I hear,

Nor fhall I by his thuader fall.

3 No : while his lightnings flath around,
Although the earth’s foundations move,
I ftand fecure on faith’s firm ground,
I reft in his unchanging love.

4 Nothing fhall fright my foul from God,
Should he the ﬂnes this moment rend,
Hz:1s my only fafe abode:

My rock, my refuge, and my friend.

LVI. C.M. The beart is deceitful above all things,
and defperately wicked ;  avho can know it ?

1 THIS wretched heart will ftill backilide,
C what deceit is treafur’d here !
*Tis made of vanity and pride ;
What fraits of unbeliet appear !

W

My bafe ingratitude I mourn,

My flubborn will, my earthly mind,

My thoughts how vain, to rove how prone,
To ev’ry cvil tow inclin’d !

3 Who can, amongl the fons of men,

Find out the vilenefs of my heart?

None can the depths of guilt explain,

’Tis all corrupt through every part.
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4 vuould creatures look into my brealt,
How would they gaze with {trange furprife!
They’d hate me with a {orc detelt,
And turn away their frighted eyes.

§ But what are creatures, Lord, to Thee?
They can’t forgive one {ingle fin,
Were they dupos’d to pity me,

They could not work one grace within.

é To Jefus then I'll make my moan,
O cleanfe this filthy fink of {in!
Jefus, thou canft, and thou zlone,
O condefcend to make me clean.

n I plead for mercy at Thy feet,
Make me inflexibly fincere;
Purge me from guile,~—from all deceit,

And fill my foul with holy fear.

LVIIL. By grace are ye faved. Epn. il 8. C.M.

3 NO more of works I vainly boalft,
Nor fo employ my tongue ;
Jefus alone is all my truft,
Free gruce my only fong.

2 *Twas not in me to ieck his face,
Nor did I afk his love,

Till he by his all-powerful grace

Firlt drew my thoughts above.

3 My free will chofe the beaten road
That leads to endlefs pain,

I walk’d with pleafure therc, till God
Inclip’d me to refrain.

4 He faw me helplefs and undone,
A rebel dark and blind,
And led me to his bleffed Sor,
A better way to find.
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5 By whofe ich grace alone 1 fland,
K.ept by his nighty pnwer,
‘Through which 1 truft €’er long to land
On the celeftial {hore. -

¢ Then thall T leave all fin’s remains,
And view his glorions face,
And fing in more exalted ffrains
The freedom of his grace,

LVIIL. & M. O that I bnew awhere I micht find
Iiney thae I might come even to His feat ; [ awould
order my caufe Z /we Hmz, and fill sy mouth with
ary - loB xxiu. 3, 4.
1 I LANGUISH for a fight
Of Him who reigns on high
Jefus, my four’s fupreme deiighe,
For Him «lone 1 Ligh.

O that T kn2w the place

.
Where I might tind my God,
And muke tuc arms oi his embrace
My foul’s fecure abode !l
3 Near to nis mercy’s feat,

Where grace tr le‘ant reigns,
I'd come and worlip at Eis feet
And teil him ail iy pains.
4 The arguments I'd ute
My l:mub.ec {oull fuggelt :
Nor can myv bleiied Lord refufe
'I"he caute of the diitrefs’d.
5§ O Jefus, bring me near,
New lif:, new.ltrength impart,
Bari(h at once my ﬂ(nuh fear,
And dvell within my heart.
}. 2
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L1X. L.M. I will love the Lerd, becasfz He ?
hath beard my voice, and my fupplicatior;. Tl cxvic 1.

1 THEE will I love, my deareft Lord,
For thou haft heard my mournful cries,
My foul fhall live upon thy word,

For thou haft fent ine frefh fupplies.

2 When I was overwhelm’d with grief,
Mourning, I fought thee all in tears,
And thou haft been my fure rclief,

And thou haft fweetly calm’d my fears.

3 Why, O my God, why thould’ft thou be
To me {o inhnitely kind ?
Why fych regard,—fuch love to me?
Thec reafon, Lord, I fain would find.

4 ’Tis to exalt thy fov’reign grace,
Thy condefcention and thy carc;
To lay me low before thy face;
That I thy goodnefs might declare.

5 O may thy love be flill my fong,
Thy honour be my fole employ,
Jetus, whillt thou my life prolong,
Till I in heaven my God c¢njoy.

LX. L.M. Tawill remember the qworks of the L.ord,
Jurely I awill remember thy wondcrs of old.  Plalm
Ixxvin 18, 45, 7 e

1 AWAY, my doubts, be gone, my fear,

The wonders of the Lord appear,

‘The wunders that my Saviour wrought ;
O how delighttul is the thought !

2z The wonders of redeeming love,
When firft my hearr was drawn above ;
When firll I faw my Saviour’s face,
And triumph’d in His pard’ning grace.
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Ley

3 PurTue, my thouyhts, this pleafing theme,
>Tv as not a fancy nor a dreamj
>Twas grace defcending from the fkics,
And fhall be marv’llous in 1y eyes.

4 Long had T mourn’d, like one forgnt,
Long had my foul for comfort fought,
Jefus was witnels to my tears,

And Jefus {fweetly calm’d my fears.

s He cleans’d my foul, he chang’d my drefs,
And cloth’d me with his righteouinefs :
He {poke at once my fins forgiven,
And [ rejoic’d as if in heaven.

6 How was I ftruck with fweet furprife,
While glory thone before my eyes !
How did I fing from day to day,
And witl'd to ing my foul away !

7 The world with ail its pomp withdrew,
*I'was lefs than nothing in my view ;
Redeeming love was all my thoeme,
And lite sppear’d an idle dream.

8 T gloried i1 my Saviour’s grace ;
‘1 tang my great Redeemer’s praife
My {oul now long'd to foar away,
And leave her tenement of clay.

o The powers of hell in vain combin’d
To tempt or interrupt my ming;

' I faw, and fung in joyful {trains

The moanifter fatan held in chains.

- 10 Thefe are the wonders I record,
The marv’llous gooduefs of the Lord ;
O for a tonzue to 1peak his praile,
To zell the triumphs of his grace !
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LXI. C. M. T «ill look to the Lovd, I awill await
jor the Ged of my falvation, my God awill hear
e, Mie. vi

1 MY God ‘.-—-for I can call thee minE,
My father and my friend ;
Am I not thine, forever thine?
To thee my groans afcend.

¢ My God !—How pleafing is the found !
What can I wifh for more ?
In thee, my God, my foul has found
An everlafting ftore.

3 My God,—I ftill repeat the cry,
Bring thy falvation near :
My God, do thou my wants {upply,
And manifeft thy care.

4 This word can it’ghten every carc !
While I can fay,—My Gop,
Fulnefs in poverty I fhare,
And fatisfying food.

§ Eternal thanks to thy great name,
Whofe grace hath made me thive:
Nothing fhall put my foul to fhame
While I can call thee mixEe.

6 Let gratefel thanks to Jelus riie,
Who bought me with his blecd,
Who gave his life a facrifice
Ere I could fay,—Mv Gob.
Joyful in tribulatio: now
I blefs my God and Kirg;
Of mercy, and of judgment too,
With cheerful voice 1 fing.
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LXI11. Renouncing the World. .M.

1 TELL me no more of carthly toys,
Of tiniui mirth, aid carr.! joys,
The thinqs I lov’d before s
Lt me but view my Saviour’s face,
And feel his animating grace,
And I defire no more.

2 Tell me no more of praife 2nd wealth,
Tell' me no more of eafe and health,
For thefe have ali their fnares ;

Let me but know my fins forgiven,
But fce my name enroll’d in heaven,

And I am free frora cares.

3 Tell me no more of lofty tow’rs,
Delightfol gardens, fragrant bew’rs,
For thefe are trifling things;
The little room for me defign’d
Will {uit as well my eafy mind,
As palaces of kings.

i Tell me no more of crowding gueits,
Of fumptuous fzalts and gaudy dreds,
Extravagance and watfte;
My little table, only fpread
With wholefome herbs and wholefome bread,
Will better fuit my tafte.

5 Give me the Bible in my hand,
A hecart to read and underitand,
And faith to vuit the Lord
I'd fet alone from day to day,
Or urge mv company to ftay,
Nor with to rove abroad.



58 HYMNS.

LXIII.  Why weepeft thou ? John xx. 13. C. M.

1 WHY, O my foul, why weepelt thou ?
Tell me from whence arife
Thofe briny tears that often flow,
‘Theie groans that pierce the tkies?
2 Is fin the caufe of thv compiaint,
Or the chaftifing rod ?
Poft thou an evil heart lament.
And mourn an abfent God?

3 Lord, let ne weep for nought but fin,
And after rone but thee;
And then, I would, O that I might !
A conftant weeper be !

LXIV. The contrite Heart, Ifaiah Ivii. 15, C. M

)
1 THE Lord wili happinefs divine l
On contrite hezits beftow A
Then tell me, gracious God, 1s mine
A contrite heart or no?
2 I hear, but feem to hear in vain,
Infenfible as fteel ;
If aught is {elt, ’tis only pain
‘I'o find 1 cannot feel.

3 T fometimes think myfelf inclin’d
To love thee if 1 could;
But often feel another mind,
Averfe to all that’s good.

4 My beft defires are faint and few,
I fain would {trive for more ;
But when I ery, ¢ My {trength renew,”
Seem weaker than before.

§ Thy faints are comforted I know,
And love thy houfe of prayer;
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I fometimes o where others go,
But find no comfort there.

6 O make this heart rejoice or ache ;
’ idectde this doubi for me;
| And if it benot broken, break,
, And keal 1, if 1t be.

LXV. Rdfignaticn ; ory God our Portion. C. M.

1 MY times of forrow and of joy,
Great God, are in thy hard ;
My choicelt comlorts come from thec,
And go at thy command.

2 If thou thouldft take them all away,
Yet would 1 not repine ;
Before they were poifefs’d by me,
" ‘Ihey were entircly thine.

g Nor would I drop a murmuring word,
‘T hough the whole world were gone,
But feek endurmrr happinefs

b
; 11 thee, and thee alone,

4 What is the world with all its {tore ?
*Tis but a bitter {icect ;
When I attempt to pluck the rofe,
A pricking thorn I mcet.

5 Here perfe& blifs can ne’er be found,
‘T he honey’s mix’d with gall ;
Midft changing fcenus and d} ing friends,
Be they my allin all,

LXVI. Fiial Submiffion, Heb. xit. 7. C. M.

! AND can my heart afpire fo high,
Lo fay, « My Futher, God 1
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Lord, at thy feet I fain would lie,
And learn to kifs the rod.

2 1 would fubmit to all thy will,
Tor thou art good and wife !
Let every anxious thought be {till,
Nor one faint murmur rife.

3 Thy love can cheer the darkfome gloom,
And bid me wait ferene ;
Till hopes and joys immorta! bloom,
And brighten ali the {cene.

4 “ My Father”—O permit my heart
To plead her humble claim,
And afk the blifs thofe words impart,
In my Redecmer’s name.

LXVII. Self-denial ; or, taking up the Crofs. Mark
viii. 38. Luke ix. 26. C. M.

1 ASHAM’D of Chrift! my foul difdain
The mean, ungen’rous thought :
Shall I difown that friend, whaofe blood
‘I'o man falvation brought ?

2 With the glad news of love and peace
From heaven to earth he came ;
For us endur’d the painful crofs,
For us defpis’d the fhame.

3 At his command we muft take up,
Our crofs without delay :
Our lives—and thoufand lives of ours
His love can ne’er repay.

4 Each faithful fufferer Jefus views
With infinite delight ;
Their lives to him are dear, their deaths
Are precious in his fight. -

e, N
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s To bear his name, his crofs to bear!
Our higheft honour this !
Who nobly fuffcrs now for him,
Shall reign with him in blifs.

¢ But fhould we in t:e evil day
From our profeffion fly,
Jefus the Judge, betore the world,
‘The traitor will deny.

LXVILI. Choofing the Better Part, Luke x. 47
L. M.

1 BESET with fnares on every hand,
In life’s uncertain path 1 ftand :
Saviour divine, diffufe thy light,

'To guide my doubtful footfteps right,

(3

Engage this roving treacherous heart.
'T'o fix on Mary’s better part ;

'T'o {corn the trifles of a day

For joys that none can take away.

3 Then let the wildeft ftorms arife ;
Let tempefts mingle earth and fkic=:
No fatal thipwreck fhall I fear,

But all my treafures with me bear.
4 1f thou, my Jefus, ftill be nigh,
Checrful Ilive and joyful die ;
Secure, when mortal comforts flee,
To find ten thoufand worlds in thee,

LXIX. Complsining of Inconflancy. ke M.

1y TH, wandering ftar, and fleceting wind
B reprefent th’ unftable mind : -

1 THimorning cloud and early d¢'v
And ; our inconftancy to view.

[

. - ——
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2 Bat cloud, and wind, and dew, and ftar,
Faint and imperfe& emblems are ;

Nor cun there aught in naturce be,
So fickle and fo falfe as we.

3 Our outward walk, and inward frame,
Scarce through a fingle hour the fame;
We vow, and ftraight our vows forget,
And then thele very vows repeat.

4 We fin forfake, to fin return,
Are hot, are cold, now {recze, now burg!
In decp diftrefs, then raptures feel,
We foar to heaven, then fink to hell.

s With flowing tears, Lord, we confels
Our folly and unfteadfaftnefs ;
When fhall thefe hearts more fixed be,
Tix’d by thy grace, and fix’d for thee ?

LXX. Bilefid are the peace-makers, &'c. L. M,

1 THE fouls, who love and long for peace,
Who ftrive to make contention cealfe,
Who flee wild paflion’s wrathful rod,
Are blefs’d, for they’re the fons of God.

2 Peace, from the Lord, their fouls have felt;
Peace, and the pardon of their guilt ;
Peace, which this world, Jdo what it may,
Can neither give nor take away.

3 A peace that’s holy, pure, and good ;
A peace procur’d by Jefus’ blood ;
A peace which only he can give;;
A peace which fhall forever live. -E ‘
oth =
The 34
Bring

4 This makes them dread the jars
Of angry and contentious life
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Sweet peace, they labour to reftore,
And grieve that they {ucceed no more.

§ The church, the world, their houfes too
Bear witnefs that they peace purfue;
Tis an employ they can’t forfake,

For peace on earth they love to make.

6 Then, Lord, to prove my hecavenly birth,
May I feek peace and truth, on earth ;
And when upon a dying bed,

In peacs, with thee, lay down my head.

» Then fhall I flee from every foe,
From wrath, and ftrife, and fin below ;
And, maugre all the rage of hell,
With thee, in peace, forever dwell,

LXXI. The Requeff. C. M.

1 FATHER, whate’er of earthly blifs,
Thy fov’reign will denies,
Accepted at thy throne of grace,
Let this petition rife ;

2 ¢ Give me a calm, 2 thankful heart,
From ev’ry murmur free ;
The bleflings of thy grace impart,
And make me live to thee.

3 Let the fweet hope that thou art mine,
My life and death attend ;
Thy prefence through my journey fhine,
And crown my journey’s end.”

LXXI1I. L. M. Remembering all the Way the Lord
bas led him, Deut. viii. 2.

1 THUS far my God hath led me on,
And mad= his truth and mercy known ;
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My hopes and fears alternate rife,
And comforts mingle with my fighs.

Thro’ this wide wildernefs I roam,
Far diftant from my blifsful homc ;
Lord, let thy prefence be my Rtay,
And guard me in this dang’rous way.

Temptations every where annoy,

And fins and fnares my peace deftroy ;
My earthly joys are from me torn,
And oft an abfent God I mourn.

4 My foul with various tempefts tofs’d,

Her hopes o’erturn’d, her projeés crofs’d,
Sees every day new [traits attend,
And wonders where the {cene will end.

5 Is this, dear Lord, that thorny road,

6

¥)

Which leads us to the mount of God ?
Are thefe the toils thy people know,
While in the wildernefs below ?

"Tis even fo, thy faithful love

Doth all thy children’s graces prove ;
*Tis thus our pride and felf muft fall,
That Jefus may be arc in art.

LXXII]. .Readi;;g the Scriptures, L. M,

GREAT God, opprefs’d with grief and fear,

I take thy book, and hope to find
Some gracious word of promife there,
To footh the forrows of my miund:

I turn the facred volume o’er,

And fearch with care from page to page;
Of threat’nings find an ampje ftore,

But nought that ¢an my grief afluage,
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3 And is there nought? forbid, dear Lord,
So bafe a thought fhould e’er arife;
I’ll tearch again, and while I fearch,
O may the {cales full off mine cyes !

4 'Tis done : and with tranfporting joy,
[ read the heav'n-infpired lines ;
There mercy {preads its brighteft beamg,
And truth with dazzling luftre fhines.

IHere’s heav’aly food for hangry fouls,
And mines of gold t* enrich the poor :

Here’s healing “balm for ev’er y wound,
A falve for ev’ry fcltering fore.

~1

LXXIV. S¢f Examination. Gal. v. 19, 20. L.M,

1 WHAT ftrange perplexities arife,
What anxious fears and jealoufies !
What crowds in doubtful light appear :
How few, alas! approv’d and clear!

And what am I ?—My foul awaxke,
And an impartial furvey take :

Does no dark fign, no ground of fear,
In pradtice or in heart appear ?

What image does my fpirit bear ?

Is Jefus form’d and living there ?

Say, do his linecaments divine,

In thought, and word, and action fhine ?

4 Searcher of hearts, O fearch me flill ;
The f{ecrets of my foul reveal ;
My fears remove, let me appear |
To God and my own confcience clear.

¢t

(31

§ Scatte. the clouds that o’er my head

Thick gleoms of dubious terrors fpread ;
Y2
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I.cad me iato celeftial day,
And to myfelf, myfelf dlfplay

6 Muay I at that bleft world arrive,
\WV luu Chrift through all my fou! fhall live,
And give {ull proof that he is there,
Without onc glocmy doubt or fear.

LXXV. Lerd's Day Evening. C. M.

i WHEN, O dear Jefus, when fhall 1
Behold thee all ferene ?
Bleft ia perpetual Sabbath day,
W:thout a veil between?

2 Afiit me while 1 wander here,
Amidft a world of cares ;
Ingli n\_ my heart to pray with love,
Aud then accept my praycrs.

3 Releaft my foul from ev’ry chain,
No more hell’s captive led ;
And pardon a repenting caild,
IFor whom the Saviour bled.
4 Spare me, my God, O fpare the foul,
That gives itfelf to thee;
Take all that 1 poffefs below,
And give th)felf to me.

§ Thy Spirit, O my Father, give,
'I'o be my guide and fncnd
To light my ways to ceafelefs joys,
‘T'o Sabbaths without end.

LXXVI. The Saviour prefent avith two or three,
Mat. xviii. 20. L. M.
1 WHERE two or three with fweet accord,
Obediens to their fov'reign Lord,
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Ieet to recount his aéts of grace,
And offer folemn prayer and praife ;

, % There,” fays the Saviour, will T be,
Amidft this little company ;
‘To th=m unviel my {miling face,
And fthed my glories round the place.””

$ We meet at thy command, dear Lord,
Relying on thy faithful word :
Now fend thy Spirit from above,
Now fill our hearts with heav’nly love.

LXXVII. C.M. The Converfion of Sinners a
Matter for Frayer and Praife.

1 THERE’s joy in heaven and joy on earth,
- When prodigals return,
To fee defponding fouls rejoice,
And haughty finners mourn.

2 ¢ Come faints, and hear what God hath doae,”
Is a reviving found ;
O may it {pread from fea to fea,
E’en all the globe around.

3 Often, O fovereign Lord, renew
The wonders of this day ;
That Jefus here may fee his feed, +
And Satan lofe his prey.

4 Great God, the work is all thine owy,
Thine be the praifes too ; |
Let every heart and every tongue

~ Give thee the glory duc.
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LXXVIT. C.M. Dificulties, in the Way of Du.

ty, furmounted—Hinder me not, Gen. xxiv, §G.%

1 (WHEN Abram’s fervant to procure
A wife for Iiaac went, |
He met Rebecca—told his with,—
Her parents gave confent.

Yet for ten days they urg’d the man
His journey to delay ;

« Hinder me not,’ he quick reply’d,
« Since God has crown’d my way.”

3 ’Thwas thus I cry’d, when Chrift the Lord,
My foul to him did wed ;
<« Hinder me not, nor friends ner foes,
Since God my way hath fped.”

4 “Stay,” fays the world, ¢ and talte awhile,
My every pleafant fweet ;”
« Hinder me not,” my foul replies,
¢ Becaufe the way is great.”

g ¢ Stay,” Satan my old matlter cries,
¢ Or force fhall thee detain >
 Hinder me not, 1 will be gone,

My God has broke thy chain.”)

6 In all my Lord’s appointed ways, ‘§
My journey I'll purfue;
Hinder me not, ye much lov’d faints,
“ For I muft go with you.”
= Thro’ floods and flames, if Jefus lead,
I’ll follow wherc he goes ;

Hinder me not, thall be my cry,
Tho’ earth and hell oppofe.

8

¥ This hymn may hegin at the 6th verse
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§ Thro’ duty, 2nd thro’ trials tee,
I’ll go at his command ;
Hinder me nst, for I am bound,
To my Immanuel’s land.
g And when my Saviour calls me home,
Still this my cry fhall be ;
Hinder me not, come welcome death,
I'll gladly go with thee.

v ——————

;
! LXIX. 8ecret Prayer. L. M.
b ALL thofe who feek a throne of grace
. Are fure to find in every place ;

To thofe who love a life of prayer,

Our God is prefent every where.

l 2 The fhady grove or burning plain,
The blooming field or fwelling main,

| Alike are fweet in fecret prayer,

For God is prefent every where.

3 In pining {icknefs, rofy health,
In poverty or growing wealth,
The humble foul delights in prayer,
And God is prefent every where.

4 When Zion mourns and comforts fail,
. And all her foes do fcoff and rail,

| *Tis then 2 time for fecret prayer,

For God is prefent every where.

§ When fome backflide, and others fall,
‘ And few are found who {trive at all;
The faithful find in fecret prayer,

That God is prefent every where.

6 Come, then, my foul, inevery ftrait,
‘ To Jefus come,and on him wazie ;
He fees and heurs each fecret figh,
And brings his own falvation nigh.
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LXXX. Not afbamed of Chriff. L. M.

r JESUS! and fhall it ever be
A mortal man atham’d of thee!
Afham’d of thee, whom angels praife,
Whofe glories fhine through endlefs days?

2 Afham’d of Jefus ! fooner far
Let evening blufh to own a ftar ;
He fheds the beams of light divine
O’er this benighted foul of mine.

3 Afhawm’d of Jefus! juft as foon
Let midnight be atham’d of noon ;
*T'was midnight with my foul till he,
Bright morning ftar ! bid darknefs flee.

4 Afham’d of Jefus! that dear friend,
On whom my hopes of heaven depend !
No ; when I blufh—be this my fhame,
That I no more revere his name.

s Afnam’d of Jefus! yes, I may,
When I’ve no guilt to wath away,
No tear to wipe, no good to crave,
No fears to quell, no foul to fave.

6 Till then—nor is my boalting vain—
Till then, I boaft a Saviour flain !
And O may this my glory be,

That Chrift is not atham’d of me !

7 (His inftitutions would I prize,
Talke up my crofs—the thame defpife ;
Dare to defend his noble caufe,
And yield obedience to his laws. )

d
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LXXXI1. The Promifed Land. C. M.

1 ON Jordan’s ftormy banks I ftand,
And caft a withful eye,
To Canaan’s fair and happy land,
Where my pofleflions lie,

2 O the tranfporting, rapturous fcene,
That rifes to my fight !
Sweet fields array’d in living green,
And rivers of delight !

3 There gen’rous {ruits that never fail,

On trees immortal grow 3
There rocks and hills, and brooks and vales,

With milk and honey flow.

4 All o’er thofe wide extended plains
Shines one eternal day :
There God the Sun forever reigns,
And fcatters night away.

s No chilling winds, or poifonous breath,
Can reach that healthful fhore :
Sicknefs and forrow, pain and death,

Are felt and fear’d no more.

hen fhall 1 reach that happy place,
nd be forever bleft ?
en fhall I {ee my Father’s face,

And in his bofom reft ?

7 Fill’d with delight, my raptur’d foul
Can here no longer ftay ;
Tho’ Jordan’s waves around me roll,
Fearlefs I'd launch away. .
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LXXXIIL.  Social Worship. L. M.

1 ESUS, where’er thy people meet,
""here they behold thy mercy-feat ;
‘Yhere’er they feek thee thou art found,

And every place is hallow’d ground.

2 For thou, within no walls confin’d,
Inhabiteft the humble mind ;
Such ever bring thee where they come,
And going, take thee to their home.

3 Dear Shepherd of thy chofen few !
‘Thy former mercies here renew ;
F re, to our waiting hearts proclaim
Tue fweetnefs of thy faving name.

4 Here may we prove the power of pray’s,
To ftrengthen faith and {weeten care;
To teach our faint defires to rife,

And bring all heaven before our eyes.

s Behold, at thy commanding word,
We [tretch the curtain and the cord ;*
Come thou, and fill this humble fpace,
And blefs us with a large increafe.

6 Lord, we are few, but thou art near ;.

Nor fhort thine arm, nor deaf thine ear; . "

Oh, rend the heav’ns, come quickly do
And make a thoufand hearts thine own.

* Isa. Liv. 2.

>
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LXXXIIL.  Penitence and Hope. C.M.
1 DEAR Savicur, when my thoughtsrecall

‘The wondcers of thy grace;
Low at thy feet atham’d T i{ull,
And hide this wietched face.

Shall love like thine be thus repaid ?
Ah vile, ungrateful heart!

By carth’s low cares detain’d, betray’d,
Trom Jefus to depart.

"3

3 From Jefus, who alone can give
True pleafure, peace, and reft :
When abfent from myv Lord, I live
Unfatisfy’d, unblelt.

4 But he, for his own mercy’s {zke,
My wandering foul reftores:
He bids the mourning heart partake
The pardon it implores.

s O, while I breathe to thee, my Lord,
The penitertial figh,
Confirm the kind, forgiving word
With pity in thine eye !

é Then fhall the mourner at thy feet,
Rejoice to feck thy face;
And vratefnl own how kmd ! how fwect!
Thy condefcending grace.

LXXXIV. Decvoting the heart to Fefus. L.M.

1 JESUS, what fhall I do to thow
How much I love thy glorious name?
1=t my whole heart with ropture glow

Thy boundlefs goodnefs to proclaim.
G
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2 Yes, deareft Lord, my heart is thine,
Sacred to thee be all its powers !
O bid me give to love divine
The little remnant of my hours !

3 Thou narrow heart, ye fleeting hours,
How mean the tribute you can raife !
The grace my thankful foul adores,
Claims an eternity of praife !

4 Lord, if a diltant glimpfe of thee
Can give fuch fweet, fuch rich delight ;
What mult their joy, their tranfport be,
Who dwell forever in thy fight ?

5 To that bright world my heart afpires,
Where all the glories of thy face
Unveil’d, fhall 611 the foul’s defires,
And tune the fong to boundlefs grace !

6 O teach my heart, my life, my voice
To celebrate thy wondrous love !
Fulfil my hopes, complete my joys,
And bid me join the fomgs above.

LXXXV. Reft and Comfort in Chrift alons. L. M.

1 WHERE fhall I fly but to thy feet,
My Saviour, my almighty friend ?
Dear names, beyond expreflion fweet !
On thefe my hopes of blifs depend.

2 Where fhall I relt but on thy grace,
Thy boundlefs grace divinely free ?
On earth I find no refting place ;
Dear Saviour, bid me come to thee !

*

R

T
.

3 Though fin detains me from my Lord,
I long, I lapguifh to bebleft ¢
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O fpeak one foul reviving word,
And bid me come to thee, my reft,

4 When I this wrctched heart explore,

Here no kind {ource of hope appears ;
But O my jcul, that grace adore,
Frec grace, which triumphs o’er my fears.

s Jefus, from thy atoning blood,

(3

My only confolation flows ;
Hope beams from thee, my Saviour God,
My foul no other refuge knows.

LXXXVI. Breathing after God. L. M.

WHERE is my God ? does he retire
Beyond the reach of humble fighs ?
Are thefe weak breathings of defire
"T'oo languid to afcend the fkies ?

Where is my God? can he be mine
And yet {o long conceal his face ?
And muflt I every joy refign,

Nor kope for his returning grace ?

Hence guilety difidence depart,

His goodnefs aever can decline ;

He fees this weak, this trembling heart,
That yet afpires to call him miue.

He hears the breathings of defire,
The weak petition, if fincere,

Is not forbidden to afpire,

And hope to reach his gracious ear.

I.ook up, my foul, with cheerful eye,
See where the great Redeemer ftands,
The glorious advocate on high,
With precious incenfe in his hands.
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6 He fweetens every humble groan,
He recommends each broken prayer ;
Reciine ihy hope on him alone,
Whoic power and love forbid defpair.

LXXXVII. Humble Truff. 1. M.

1 WHY fhould my pining fpirit be
So long a ftranger to my Lord,
When promites divinely free,
Invite me in his {acred word 2

[

Doces he not bid the weary come,

And call the wretched fons of grief
To him their refuge and their home,
Their heavenly friend, their fure relicf?

3 Yes, by the kindeft, tendereft names,
My Lord invites my humble truft;
1\1 diftidence Lie gently blames,
Hovn foft the cenfure, and how juft.

4 This trembling frame, worn out with pains,
On thee my guardian God depends
And while my fainting heurt complains,
To thee the plaintive groan afcends.

s Though all the powers of nature fail,
And life’s pale trembling famp decline;
Thy grace can bid my taith prevail,
Caw give me fortitude divine.

6 That grace which bids my hope aipire
Can every anxious fear remove,
Can give me all my foul’s defire,
The full affurance of thy love.
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LXXXVIIL. C. M.  Tlhe Necefity of rencwing
Grace.
1 HOW helplefs, guilty nature lies,
Unconfcious of its load !
The heart unchang’d can never rife
To Lappinefs and God.

2 The will perverfe, the paffions blind,
In paths of ruin ftray :
Reafon debas’d can never find,
The fafe, the narrow way.

+ Can ought beneath a power divine
| 'The ftubborn will fubdue ?
>Tis thine, almighty Saviour, thine
To form the heart anew.

5 *Tis thine the paflions to recall,
And upwards bid them riic;
And make the {cales of error fall
From reaion’s darken’d eyes.

3 To chafc the fhades of death away,
And bid the finner live !
A beam of heaven, a vital ray

vvvvv

4+ O change thefe wretched hearts of ours,
And give them life divine !
Then fhall our paffions and our powers,
Almighty Lord, be thine.

LXXXIX. The Peal of Great Price. C. M.

v YE glittering toys of earth adieu,
A nobler choice be mine ;
A real prize attra@s my view,
A treafure all divine.

G2
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2 De gonme, unworthy of my cares,
Ye {pecious baits of fenfe ;
Inzftimable worth appears,
The pearl of price immenfe.

3 Jefus, to multitudes nnknown,
O name divinely fweet !
Jefus, in thee, in thee alone,
Wealth, honour, pleafure meet.

4 Should both the Indies at my call
Their boafted ftores refign,
Witk joy T would renounce them all,
For leave to call thee mine.

Should earth’s vain treafures all depart,
Of this dear gift poflefs’d,

I"d clafp it to my joyful heart,
And be forever blefy’d.

6 Dear fov’reign of my foul’s defires,
Thy love is blifs divine ¢
Accept the with that love infpires,
And bid me call thee mine.

XC. C.M. The Prefence of Godihe only Comfors
in Aflificn.
v IN vain, while dark afli¢tion fpreads
Her melancholy gloom,
Kind providence its bleflings {heds
And nature’s beauties bloon:,

2 For all that charms the taftc or fight
My heart no wifh refpires ;
O for a beam of hcavenly light
When earthly hope expires.
3 Thou oniy centre of my rell,
Lock down with pitying eve,
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While with protracted pain opprelt
I breathe the plaintive ﬁgh.

4 Thy gracious prefence, O my God,
~ My every wifh contains,
. \Vlth this, beneath qﬁ’h&:on s load

My heart no rmorc complains.

This can ray every care control,
Gild each dark fcene with light ;

'This 1s the funfhine of the foul
Without it all is night.

6 My Lord, my life, O cheer my hear"
\:Vnh thy reviving ray,
And bid thefe mournful thades depars
And bring the dawn ef day !

\~

7 O happy fccnes of pure delight!
Where thy full beams impart
Unclouded beauty to the hght,
And rapture to the heart.

8 Her part in thoi: fair realms of blifs,
| My fpnrit longs to know :
My wifhes terminate in this,
‘ Nor can they relt below.

6 Lord, fhall the bre&things of my hear:
Afpire in vain to thee!
Coniirm my hopc, that where thou art
I fhall forcver be.

10 Then fhall my cheerful fpirit fing
The darkfome hours away,
And rife on Taith'’s v..xpanded m')g

To everlafting day.
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XCI. Confider the Ravens. Luke xii. 24.

1 KIND Teacher and Lord!
Thy wifdom we blefs,
Who doft in thy word
T'his precept exprefs ;
(May we from the heavens
This counfel receive,)
Confider the ravens,

And learn to believe.

2 Whatever diftrefs,
Or want may betide,
The God of all grace
Will for us provide ;
Since he, from the heavens,
Has taught us to fay,
Confider the ravens
Whenever you pray.

3 They fow not, nor reap,
Nor gather in f{tore,
IHave nothing to keep,
Yet never are poor ;

If God, in the heavens,
Made nothing in vain,
Confider the ravens,
And never complain.

4 Your every need
He’ll furely {upply,
And all his faints feed,
With bread from the fky;
On him, in the heavens,
Continue to call ;
Confider the ravens,

And truft him for all.
Your wants may be great,

And fricnds may be few §
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Yet on him ftill wait
Whatever you do ;
For he, in the heavens,

Well knows what you need,
Confider the ravens

His children fhall feed.

6 Look up to his throne
Nor ever defpair
But thankfully own
His fatherly care :
Your Ged, in the heavens,
Forever adore ;
Confider the ravens,
And doubt him no more.

» O doubt not his care,
His truth, or his love,
Which kindly you fhare,
And conftantly prove ;
When you againft Heaven
To murmur begin,
Confider the ravens,

And blufh for your fin.

8 Stll, Lord, while below
A pilgrim I Ray,
Thy bounty beftow,
Thy kindnefs difplay;
T'o thee in the heavens
I'll lift up my voice,
Confider the ravens, '
And always rejoice,

XCII.  Cbhrift the One Thing Needfui. L. M,

1 ATTEND, my foul, and fearch, and fee
What’s the moft needful thing for thee.
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Can earth, with all its painted toys,
Afford thee true and folid joys?

2 Oay, could’ft thou be completely bleR,
Of honours, pleafures, wealth poflefs’d ?
Cculd any creature-good below
Suthcient be ? No ! Jelus, no !

3 No, ’tis engraven on my heart,
That thou the one thing needful art ;
I could from all t" ings parted be,
But never, never, Lord, from thee !

4 Needful axt thou, to make me lve ;
MNeedful art thou, all grace to give ;
Needful, to guide me, lelt T ftray ;
Needful, to help me, ev’'ry day.

§ Needful, to clothe my naked foul;
Needful, to heal and make me whole ;
Needful, my feeble foul to guard ;
Needful, to be my great reward.

6 Needful, thy prefence, deareft Lord,
True peace and comfort to afford ;
Needful, thy promife, to impart
New ftrength and vigour to my heart,

# Needful 1s thy moft precious blood ;
Needful 1s thy correétiug rod ;
Necdful is thy indulgent care ;
Needful, thy all-prevailing prayer.

Needful art thou, my foul can fay,
Through all life’s dark and thorny way ;
Nor lefs in death thou’lt n-edful be,

When I yield up my foul to thge.

@ Necdfu! art thou, to raife my dult
in fhining glory with the juft;
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Needful, when 1 in heaven appear,
To crown, and to prefent me there.

10 Needful art thou, my Lord, my Love,
"o tune my golden harp above ;
Needful art thou, my God, my K:ag,
While to eternity I fing.

11 There fhall my foul, with joy fupreme,
Dwell on the dear, delighttul theme ;
(Glory and praife be ever his)

The one thing needful Fefus is.

XCIII. L.M. Bleffed are the pure in heart, &c.
' Mat. v. 8.

1 JESUS, before thee I appear,
My earnclt fupplication hear ;
I'ountain of every grace thou art,
O give me purity of heart.

2 The pure in heart thy lips have blefs’d,
They th:ll fee God and in him reft;
This blefing, Lord, to me impart,

A real purity of beart.

1 I hate, dear Lord, my inbred fin,
It dwells, and oh, it works within
I teel its deep envenom’d dart,

Yet long for purity of heart.

¢ Let all my condué be fincere ;
Thy grace in heart and life appear;
Then heart and life fhall ever be
An unifon of praife to thee.

§ Bring me, at laft, by fov’reign love,
Safe to the blefled world above,
There to poffefs the glorious part,
A perfe® purity of heart.
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XCIV. °*Tis All for the Bef. P. M.

1 MY f{oul, now arife,
My paflions take wing,
Look up to the fkies,
And cheerfully fing ;

L.ct God be the object
In praifes addrets’d,

And this be my fubjeé,
*Tis all for the befd.

2 Search all the world through,
Examine and fee,
And what canft thou view
More fuited to thee,

Than this declaration,
In Scripture exprefs’d,

That God, thy falvation,
Does all for be beft ?

3 Though here, day by day,
His love fhall fee good
Upon thee to lay
His fatherly rod ;

Yet be not dejeéted,
However opprefs’d,

Though forely afflicted,

*Tis all for the befl.

4 On creatures.below
I’ll not fet my heart, .
For furely I know
We fhortly muft part;
Tor though when God gives them,
His name’s to be blefs’d,
Yet when he removes them,

*Tis all for the befl.
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5 The beams of his grace
Are putling all worth ;
‘The fmiles ot his face,
Are heaven on earth ;

When to me he thows them,
What joy fills my breaft !
And when he withdraws them,

*Tis all for the beft.

6 When confli&ts begin
From various parts,
And Satan throws in
His fiery darts,

And though often forely
My foul he’ll moleft,

Yet this I krow furely,

*Tis all for the befi.

~ And thus through the whole
I meet with, while here,
I’ll comfort my foul,
And filence my fear ;
In hoping and praying
Ere long to be blett,
In thinking and {aying,

*Tis all for the befl.
& But O the bleft day !

And foon ’twill arife,
When treed from my clay
P’ll mousnt to the tkies;
Then (hall T recover
My hcavenly reit,
And there fing forever,
*Tawas all for the befl.

H
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XCV. Come fee 2 Man. John iv. 29. L. A,
3 JESU  dear Lord, ve blefs his namne,

And; 'l fing his glorious tame ;

He laic .vation’s wondrous plan :

Come, liuners, come, and fee the man.

2 He kindly calls the fin-fick foul,
Heals all his wounds, and makes him whole ;
He faves, and none befide him can ;
Come, finners, coms, and fee the man.

3 Hc tells them all things they have done,
Sinows them what dreadfullengths they’ve run,
Has he in you this work began?

Dear fouls, then come, and fee the man.

4 Bow to the fceptre of the Lord,
Trult in his name, rcceive his word ;
Thovgh trom his grace you long have ran,
Now turn, and come, and fee the man.

5 He calls you ftill, oh blefs the day i
MNor from him turn your hearts away ;
Your time is fhort, your life’s a ipan :
Then come, O come, and fee the man.

6 Come, and receive his precious love,
And all his gracious bleflings prove ;
Angels his love can never {can,

Oh finners, come, and fee the man.

7 Thus Jefus, when at Jacob’s well,
Did to the woman all things tell ;
Smit with his love, at once the ran,
And others call’d, come, fee the man.

$ Gladly fhe told to all around
What a dear Jefus fhe had found,
And ftraight to preach his love began
Surc this 1 Chrift, come, fec the man.
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P. M. [Is not this a Brand plucked out of
the Fire ? Zech. xix. 2.

OF Jefus I {ing,

Now reigning above,
And to hlm 1 bring
This tribute of love ;
For, O, I defire

His love to commend,
Who me from the fire
Pluck’d out as a brand.

He {aw the difgrace
And fhame I lay in,
Yet mercy took place,
And pardon’d my fin
Surc I muft admire
The wonderful hand,
IWich me from the ﬁre
Pluck’d out as a brand,

Polluted and black,

With horrible gutlt,

Yet he for my fake

His precious blood fpilt 3
My foul, now afpire

To praife the dear friend,
Who thee from the fire
Pluck’d out as a brand.

Oh ! what hath he done
My foul to fet free!

Of finners not one

More favour’d than me:
Well my he require

My heart and my hand,
Who me from the fire

Pluck’d out as a brazd.
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§ Sull, Lord, let me live,
Thy mercy to prove,
And f{till to me give
Supplies from above 3
To thee my defire
Shall daily afcend,
Who me from the fire

Pluck’d out as a brand.

6 The time will foon come,
When I fhall appear
In heaven, my homr,
And worfhip thee there ;
In glorious attire

Before thee 1’1l ftand,

Who me from the fire
Pluck’d out as a brand.

XCVII. A Mercy-Sea:. CT. M.

r NEAR to thy mercy-feat, O God,
With confcious guilt I come :
No facrifice but Jefus’ blood
Can for fuch guilt atone.

2 Nor am I fafe with {fuch a plea,
Though Jefus bled and dy’d ;
My broken heari muft sealed be,
My confcience purify’d.

3 Then may I venture near thy throne,
When mercy points the way
Then, offer incenfe nat my cwn,
Aand humbly dare to pray.

4 How did my foul, iz feafons paft,
Enjoy thy gracious fmiles !
So i'“ eet thy word, fo lov’d thy courts,
So hateful Satan’s wiles.
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Dut darknefs, doubts, and ceafelefs gncf

Poflefs my weary heart :
When wilt thou come to my relicf,
And bid my foes depart?

I cannot bear to wandcr thus,
And ftill thine abfence mourn ;
Afllt thy humble penttent
T'o make a quick return.

Into thy blefled arms I fly ;
Dear _[e{'uq bid me corae ;

My {pirit fecks no other reft,
My foul no other home.

XCVIIL.  Lovrf! thou me? Sevens.

*I'IS a point I long to know,
Oft it caufes anxious thought,
Do I love the Lord, orno ?
Am I his,or am [ not?

If Ilove, whv am I thue ?
Why this dull and lifelcfs frame 2
lardly, fure, can they be worfe,
Who have never heard his name.

FCould my heart fo hard remain,
~ Prayer a talk and burden prove,
ilvery trirle give me pain,

If I knew a Saviour’s love?
When I turn my eyes within,

All 1s dark, and vain, and wild,
Tiil’d with unbelief and fin,

Can I deem myielf a child 2}

i I pray, or hear, or read,

Sinis mux’d with ail I dog

H g
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You that love the Lord indeed,
Tell me, is it thus with you ?
6 Yet I mourn my ftubborn will,
Find my fin a grief and thrall :

Should I grieve for what 1 feel, °
If I did not love atall?

7 [Could I joy his faints to mect,

Choofe the ways I once abhorr’d ;
Find at times the promife {weet
If I did not love the Lord ]

8 Lord, decide the doubtful cafe !
Thou who art thy people’s fun;
Shine upon thy work of grace,
~If it be indeed begun.

9 Let me love thee more and more,
If I love at all, I pray;
If I have not lov’d before,
" Help me to begin to-day.

XCIX. Penitential Prager. L. M.

1 WITH conicious guilt and bleeding heart,
Near to thy throne of grace I fiy’;.
O'! Friend of 'fri'end_le& finners, deign
'To hear my penitcntial cry.

2 Borne down with {in’s tremendous load,
- I cannot raife my foul to thee;
X’en when I would approach thy threne,
Through unbelief I’m kept away.

3 O! fov’reign, gracious, pow’rful God,

- Compel my fins to quit their feat :
And, cloth’d with Jefus’ finifh’d robe,
T'll dare approach my Savicur’s feet.
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4 My firly, my only cry fnall be,

e
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“ Thy fancifysng grace impirt,
And form my {oul alike to thee,
And dwell forever ia my heart.”

Then, when I quit this vale of tears,
Uncloth’d with fleth, my {oul thall rife :
Adorn’d with ev’ry fhining grace,
Shall reign with God above tlie fkies.

C.  Pcutential Sighs. Seveng.
FATHER at thy call I come:
In thy bofom there is room
Yor a guilty foul to hide,

Pref<’d with grief on ev’ry fide.
Here I’ll make my piteous moan ;
Thou canflt underitand a groan:
Here my fins and {orrows tell
What I feel thou kuoweft well.
Ah! how foolifh I have been,
"I"o ubey the voice of fin,

To torget thy love to me,

And to bre: 11. my vows to thee.

Darkneis fills my trcmbhng fonl,
I'loods of forrow o’erme roll: 77
Pity, Father, pity me;

All my hope’s alone in thee.

But may fuch a wretch as I,

Seli condemn’d and doom’d to die,
Ever hope to be forgiv’n,

And be ﬁml’d upon by Heav’n!
May I round thee cling and twine,
Call myfelf a child of thine,

And prefume to claim a part

In a ‘ender Father’s Leart ?

R
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7 Yes, I may, for I efpy,
Pity trickling from thine eye:
>T1s a Father’s bowels move,
Move with pardon, and with love,

8 Well I do remember toco
What his love hath deign’d to do ;
How he fent a-Saviour down,
All my follies to atone.

9 Has my Elder Brother died?
And is juftice fatisfied ?
Why, O why fhould I defpair
Of my Tather’s tender care.

Cl. Humble Truf. L.M.

i LORD, didft thou die, but not for me 2
Am I forbid to truft thy blood ?
Is not thy pardon rich and free,
Seal’d in the kind atoning flood ?

2 Who then fhall drive my trembling foul
¥rom thee to regions of defpair!
Who has {urvey’d the facred roll,
And found my name not writicn there?

3 Prefumptuous thought! to fix the bound,
To limit mercy’s fovereign reign ;
What other happy fouls have found
I’'ll {eek, nor fhall I feek in vain.

4 I own my guilt, my fins confefs ;

Can men or devils make them more?
Of crimes, already numberlefs,
Vain the attempt to {well the fcore.

§ Were the black lilt before my fight,
While I remember thou hatft dy’d
>Twould only urge my fpeedier flighe,
"To feek falvation at thy fide.



6 Low at thy feet ’ll calt me down,
To thee reveal my guilt and fear ;
And, if thou fourn me from thy throne,
I’ll be the firt who perifh there.

ClI. A Throne of Grace. L.M.

1 WHILE journeying through this humble vale,
Expos’d to ev’ry adverfe galc ;
If to the throne I could repair,
I {hould be happy, happy there.

2 When doubts and fears my mind perplex,
Or worldly things go wrong and vex,

If to the throne my foul draws near,
Fropitious hope removes each fear.

2 Lord, this it is which foothes my grief,
And to my foul yields fuch relief :
I cry, enraptur’d, bid me come,
And near thee find my lafting home.

4 How prone to feek my good below !
How much like a deceitful bow
Is my falfe heart ; though pledg’d to thee,
When firlt I gave that heart away.
5 O never, never can I find
Such joy and tranfport to the mind,
As when my ardent foul defcry’d

The glories of the Man who dy’d.
é The robe my legal foul had wrought
With pray’rs and tears, appear’d as novcht s
One view, O Saviour, of thy love,
Torever fix’d my hopes above.
7 There let them firm forever reft,
With {til} increafing radiance bleft 3
Till death diffo.ves this mortal band,
And I arrive in Canaan’s land.
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CI1i. Pratfe for Redembrion.  C. M,
COME, ye redeem’d by Jefus’ blood,

Your gratcﬁu fongs enyploy ;
He brought your wand’ ring muls to Ciod,
And turn’d your grief te joy.

Think, ranfom’d finner, what a price
Was paid to fet you free !
Th’ Eternal Son was nail’d and dy’d

Upon the bloody tree.

Our yielding hearts cannot be cold,
While viewing fuch a fcene !

E’cn nature trembled to behold
The fuff’rings of her Kiug!

The mafly rocks in funder clave,
When Jefus clos’d his eyes ;

The fieeping faints leap’d from their graves,
And darknefs fpreld the fkies.

MyPccnous grace ! all-conquering love !
Too deep for angel’s ken :
That he whom feraphs praife above,
Should dic for guilty men.

Then join, ye ranfom’d, in the fong,
And, while ye tafte his love,

Let every faint the theme prolong,
Till call’d te praife above.

CIV. The Convert. 8s.

HOW fweet is the language of love,
Which dwells on the penitent’s tongue * !
The theme of their heavenly joys,
The notes of Immanuel’s fong !

“I'was thus with the converts of old,
"Thou;h prifons and chains were their lot ;
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At midnight, when Jefus appear’d,
‘They fang, and their bands were forgot.

3 Immunuel’s glory the theme,
Our hearts are inflam’d with defire 3
Or wlile of his fufl’rings we teil,
We wonder, repent, and admire.

g O blefied Redeemer, we come
With panting, and longing to be
Aflured of pardonand peace,
And whelly conformed to thee.

CV. Parting Hymn. C. M.

1 LORD! when together here we meet,
And talie thy heav’nly grace,
'Thy imnles are to divinely {iweet
We're loath to leave the place.
2 Yet, Father, fince it 1s thy will,
‘T'hat we muit part again,
O lct thy gracious prefence flill
With every one remain,
3 Thwus let us all in Chrift be one,
tound with the cords of love,

Tl we, around thy glorious throne,
dhall joyous meet above :

4 Where fin and forrow from cach heart
Shall then forever fly,
And not one thought that we fhall part
Once intercept our joy :

5 Where, void of all diftra&ing pains,
Our {pirits ne’er {hall txre :
Put in fer aphic, heav’nly tirains,
Aedecming love admire.

-
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6 And thus, through all eternity,
Upon the heav'nly fhore,
The great mylterious One in Three,
Jehovah, we’ll adore.

CVI. Union Eymn. 8s.

1 FROM whence does this nnion arife,
That hatred is conquer’d by love ?
It taltens our fouls with tuch ties,
That diftance nor time can’t remove.

2 It cannot in Eden be found,
Nor yet in 2 Paradife loft ;
It grows on Immanuel’s ground,
And Jefu’s dear blc.d it did coft.

My friends all {o dear are to me,
Cur fouls {o united in love,

Where Jefus is gone we fhall be,
In vonder blelt manfions above.

4 Oh! why then fo loath now to part,
Since we thall ere long mect again?
Engrav’d on Immanuel’s heart,

At a ditance we cannot remuin.

CVII. The Believer’s Hiling Place. 1. M.

1 HAIL, fov'rcign love, that firlt began
The {cheme to refcue fallern man
Hazil matchlefs, free, eternal grace,

‘{hat gave my foul a hiding pldce.
2 Againft the God that rules the fky,
I fought with hands upiifted high
Delpis’d the proflers cf his grace,
‘§09 proud to feck a hiding place.
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5 Enwrapt in dark Egyptian night,
Fonder of darknefs than of light,
}udly I ran the finful race,
Secure, without a hiding place.

4 But thus th’ eternal council ran,
Almighty love, arrelt the man ;
I felt the arrows of diltrefs,
And found I had no hiding place.
5 Vindictive juftice flood in view ;
To Sinai’s fiery mount I flew,
But juftice cry’d, with frowning face,
"This mountain is no hiding place.

6 Dut lo! a heavenly voice I heard,
And mercy for my foul appear’d;
She led me on a pleafant pace,

To Jefus Chrilt my hiding place.

7 Should ftorms of feven fold thunder roll,
And fhake tiie globe from pole to pole,
No thunderbolt thall daunt my face,
For Jefus 1s my hiding place.

g8 Lor us he deign’d in flefh to dwell;
For us ¢’ercome the powers of hell,
He ranfom’d all the finful race,

And made kimfelf a hiding place.

9 A fuw more rolling years at moft
Will land me fafe on Canaan’s coaft,
When 1 thall fing a fong of grace,
Sate in my glorious hiding place.

CVIIL. Chriflian Union. P. M.

y ATTEND, ye faints, and hear me tell
‘The wonders of Immaauel,
I
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L

Who fav’d me {from a burning hell,
And brought my {oul wich him to dwell,
And feel a bleficd Union.

When firlt he view’d me from on high,
Aad faw my foul in ruin lie,
He look’d on me with pitying eye, -
And faid to me, as he pafs’d by,

With God you Lave no Union.

Then I began o mourn and cry ;
I look’d ti:’s way and chat to fly ;
It griev’d me fore that I muft die;
I ftrove falvation for to buy,

Buc {till T had no Luien.

But when my Jelus took me ia,

And with his blood did wafk me clean,

>Twas then [ hated every fin ;

And O! what frafons I have feen
Since 1 have fels this Union.

s I prais’d the Lord both night and day,

From houfe to Lioufe I went to pray ;
And if [ met one on the way,

I always had fome word to fay
About this blefled Union.

é 1 wonder why old faints don’t fing,

And praife the Lord upon the wing,
And make the heavenly arches ring
With loud hofannas to their King,
Who brought their fouls to LTaswi.
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Return, backfliders, come away,

And learn to do as well as fay ;

B2 careful that you watch and pray :

Come, bear your crofs from day to day,
And then you’ll feel this Union.

We foon fhall break all nature’s ties,
On wings of love our fouls fhall rife,
And fhout falvation threugh the fkies ;
And gain the mark, and win the prize,
And feel a heav’nly Ui,

CIX. Exbortation to Prayer. L.M.

WHAT various hindrances we meet

In coming to a mercy {eat !

Yet who that knows the worth of pray’s
But wifhes to be often there ?

Pray’r makes the darken’d clond withdraw )
Pray’r climbs the ladder Jacob faw !

Gives exercife to faith and love,

Brings ev’ry blefling from above.

Refltraining pray’r we ceafe to fight ;

Pray’r makes the Chriftian’s armour bright ;
And Satan trembles, when he fees

The weakelt faint upon his knees.

4 While Mofes ftood with arms {pread wide,

Succefs was found on Ifrqel’s fide
But wken through wearinefs they fail’d,
That moment Amalek prevail’d,
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5 Have you ne words 2 Ah, think again,
Words flow apace when you complain,
And fill vour fellow-creature’s ear
With the fad tale of all your care.

6 Were half the breath, thus vainly {peat,
To heav’n in fupplication fent ;
Your cheerful fong would oft’ner be,
«¢ Hear what the Lord has done for me.”

CX. Prayer anfwered by Croffes. L. M.

3 1 ASK’D the Lord that 1 might grow
In faith, and love, and every grace ;
Might more of his falvation know,

And feek more earneitly his face.

2 *Twas he who taught me thus to pray,
And he, I truft, has anfwer’d prayer ;
But it has been in fuch a way
As almoft drove me to defpair.

3 1 hop’d that in fome favour’d hour,
At once he’d anfwer my requeft ;
And, by his love’s conftraining power,
Subdue my fins, and give me reft.

4 Initead of this, he made me feel
The hidden evils of my heart,

And let the angry powers of hell
Aflault my foul in every part.

s Yea, more, with his own hard he feem’d
Intent to aggravate my wo ; _
Crofs’d all the fair defigns I {chem’d,
Blafted my gourds, and laid me low.

& ¢ Lord, why is this?” 1 trembling cry’d,
“ Wilt thou puriue thy worm to death "
“ >Tis in this way,” the Lord reply’d,

% | anfwer prayer fer grace and faith.
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« Thefe inward trials I employ,

From felf, and pride, to fet thee free,
And break thy fchemes of earthly joy,
That thou may’R feek thy all in me.”

CXI. The fuccefsful Refolve, C. M.

COME, humble fianer, in whofe breaft,
A thoufand thoughts revolve,

Come, with your guilt and fear oppreft,
And make this laft refolve :

“I’ll goto Jefus, though my fin
Hath like a mountain rofe ;

I know his courts, I’ll enter in,
Whatever may oppofe.

¢¢ Proftrate I’ll lie before his throne,
And there my guilt confefs ;

I’ll tell him I’m a wretch undone,
Without his fov’reign grace.

“ I'll to the gracious King approacl,
Whofe fceptre pardon gives,

Perhaps he may command my touch,
And then the {uppliant lives.

¢ Perhaps he will admit my plea,
Perhaps will hear my prayer ;

But if T perifh, I will pray,
And perifh only there.

“I can but perifh if I go,
I am refolv’d to try ;

Forf T ftay away, I know
I muft forever dic.”

CXI11. VZital Union to Chrif. S. M.

DEAR Saviour, we are thine
By everlafting bonds ;
12
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Our names, our hearts, we would reﬁou,
Qur feuls are in thy hands.

¢ To tkee we fill would cleave
With ever growing zeal ;

If millions tempt us Chrift to leave,
O let them ne’er prevail.

3 Thy Spirit fhall unite
Our fouls to thee our head ;
Shall form us to thy image brtght,
That we thy paths may tuead.

Death may our fouls divide
From thefe abodes of clay ;

But love fhall keep us near thy fide
Through all the gloomy way.
Since Chrilt and we are ong,
Why fhould we doubt or fear ;

If he in heaven hath fx’d his throne,
He’ll fix his members there.

CXI11. As thy Days, fo fball thy Strength be. L. My
1 AFTFLICTED faint, to Chrift draw ncar,

Thy Saviour’s gracious promife hear ;
Hxs faithful word declares to thee,

"That as thy days, thy krength fhall be.
2 Let not thy heart defpond and fay,
s How ﬂmll I ftand the trying day
He has engag’d by firm decree,
That as thy days, thy ftrength fhall be.

3 Thy faith is weal;, thy foes are ftrong ;

| And if the conﬂlét fhould be long,
Thy Lord will make the tempter flee
For as thy days, thy firength fhall bc.

4 Should perfecution rage and flame,
- Siill rufl in thy Redecmer’s na me ¢
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In fiery trials thou fhalt fee,
Thot as thy days, thy ftrength fhall be.

s When call’d to bear the weighty crofs,
Or fore afth&ions, pain, or lofs,
Or decp diltrefs, or poverty,
Still, as thy days, thy ftrength fhall be.

6 When ghaftly death appears in view,
Chnift’s prelence fhall thy fears fubdue ;
He comes to fet thy fpirit free,

And as <hy days, thy trength fhall be.

CXIV. Bchold the Mun! L.M.

1 YE thut pafs by, behold the Man !
The Man of grief, condemn’d for you,
The Lamb of God, for finners {lain,
Weeping, to Calvary purfue.

His facred limbs they firétch, they tear,
With natls they faften to the wood ;

His facred limbs, expos’d and bare,

Or only cover’d with his blood.

3 Sce there his temples crown’d with thorns,
His bleeding hands extended wide,

His itreaming feet transfix’d and torn,
'T'he fountain guthing from his fide.

4 Thou dear, thou fuff’ring Son of God,

- How doth thy heart to finners move !
Sprinkle on us thy precious blood,
And melt us with thy dying love !

5 The earth could to her centre quake,

Convuls’d, when her Creator died ;
O muy our inmolt nature fhake,

Auod bow with Jefus crucified !

te

-



104 HYMNS.

6 At thy laft gafp, the graves difplay’d
Thetr horrors to the upper fkies ;
O that cur fouls might burft the fhade,
And, quicken’d by thy death, arife !

7 The rocks could feel thy powerful death,
And tremble, and afunder part;
O rend, with thy expiring breath,
The harder marble of our heart,

CXV. Praife for Converfion. S. M.

1 COME ye that feag the Lord,
And liften while I tell

How narrowly my feet efcap’d
T'he fnares of death and hell.

2 The flatt’ring joys of fenfe
Affail’d my foolith heart,
While Satan with malicious fkild,
Guided the pois’nous dart.

3 I fell beneath the ftroke,
But fell to rife again ;
My anguifh rous’d me into life,
And pleafure fprung from pain.

Darknefs, and fhame, and grief,
Opprefs’d my gloomy mind ;

I look’d around me for relief,
But ne relief could find. .

t  Atlength, to God I ciy’d;
He heard my plaintive figh :
He heard, and inftantly he fent
Salvation from onhigh.

6 My drooping head he rais’d,
My bleeding wounds he heal’d,
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Pardon’d my fins, and with a fmile
"The gracious pardon feal’d.

4 O may I ne’er forget
'The mercy ot my God ;
Nor ever want a tongue to {pread
His loudeft praife abroad.

CXVI. Praife for the -Fozmtaiu opened. C. M.

I THERE is a fountain fill’d with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins ;
And finners, plung’d beneath that flood,
Lofe all their guilty ftains.

2 The dying thief rejoic’d to fee
That fountain in his day ;
O may 1 there, though vile as he,
Wath all my fins away !

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lofe its power,
Till all the ranfom’d church of God

Be fav’d, to fin no more.

4 E’er fince, by faith, I faw the ftream
Thy flowing wounds {upply,
Rcdc~m1ng love has been my theme,
And fhall be till I die.

5 But when this lifping, ftammenring tongue
Lies filent in the grave,
Then in a nobler, {weeter fong
I'll fing thy power to fave.

CXVII. Compaffion. S. M.

£ DID CLrift o’er finners weep,
Aud fhall our cheeks be dry?
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Let floods of penitential grief
Burft forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God In tears,
Angels with wonder fee !
Be thou aftonifh’d, O my foal,
He fhed thofe tears for you.

He wept that we might weep,
Each fin demands a tear ;
In heav’n alone no fin is found,
And there’s no weeping there.

CXVIIL.  Fefus precious to them that beliewe. C. M,

1 JESUS, I love thy coarming name,
*T'is mufic to my ear;

Fain would I found it out fo loud,
That earth and heav’n might hear.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my foul,
My tranfport and my truft;
Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,

And gold is fordid duft.

3 All my capacious powers can wifh,
In thee doth *1ch1y meet ;
Nor to my eyes is light fo dear,
Nor friendfhip half fo {weet.

4 Thy grace fhall dwell upon my heart,
And fhed its fragrance there ;
"The nobleft balm of all us wounds,
The cordial of its care.

5 I'll fpeak the honours of thy name,
\Vnth my laft lab’ring breath ;
And dymg, chip thee in my arms,

The antidote of death.
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CXIX. The Year of the Redeemed. C. M.
1 COME, welcome this new year of gruce,
Proclaim’d through Jefus’ blood ;
The happy year of our releafe,
To feal our peac: with God.
2 We early wander’d from our God,
In the dark maze of fin;

The year of the redeem’d is come,
‘T'o bring us back again.

3 We once could {purn at offer’d grace,
And flight a Saviour’s charms ;
The year of the redeem’d is come,
To call us to his arms.

4 We hear the gofpel’s joyful found
Proclaim the jubilee :
The year of the redeeni’d is come,
'I'o {et the ranfom’d free.

5 Yec aged faints, who long have figh’d
To fee this happy day ;
The year of the redeem’d is come,
- Lo wipe your tears away.

6 Ye lovely youth, who late have known
The {weets of pard’ning grace,
The year of the redeem’d demands
Your noblelt a&s of praife.
= Now you can tell a fcoffing world
Their threats are all in vain ;
The year of the redeem’d is come
To recompenfe your pain. Sy
8 But, O ve carclefs, Chriftleis fouls,
Who {corn the happy few !
The year of the redeem’d will come,
And take them all from you.

o 1 eeamess
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§ Then will you mourn and fay at laft,
We did inftru&ion hate ;
The year of the redeem’d is paft,
And now it is too late.

10 When Gabriel burfts the vaulted tomb,
And bids the dead arif=,
We’ll fing the year of the redeem’d,
And lift our joyful eyes.

CXX. Looking at the Crofs. C. M.

1 IN evil long I took delight,
Unaw’d by fhame and fear ;
Till a new obje ftruck my fight,
And ftopp’d my wild career.

2 I faw one hanging on a tree,
{n agontes and blood ;
Who fix’d his languid eyes on me,
As near his crofs I ftood.

3 Sure, never to my lateft breath,
Can I forget that look ;
It feem’d to charge me with his deati,
Though not a word he fpoke.

4 My confcience felt, and own’d the guilt,
And plung’d me in defpair ;
I faw my fins his blood had fpilt,
And help’d to nail him there.

§ Alas' I knew not what 1 did,
But now my tears are vain;
Where fhall my trembling {oul be hid ?
For I the Lord have {lain.

& A fecond look he gave, which faid,
¢ I freely all forgive ;
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« This blood is for thy ranfom paid ;
« I die, that thou may’ft live.”

7 Thus, while his death my fin difplays
In all its blackeft hue,
(Such is the myftery of grace)
it feals my pardon too.

$ With pleafing grief and mournf1l joy
My {pirit now is hlr’d,
That I fhould fuch alifc deftroy,
Yet live by him I kill’d.

CXX. Ewening Song. S. M.

1 THE day is paft and gone,
The evening fhades appear ;
O may we all remember well
The night of death draws near.

2 We lay our garments by,
Upon our beds to reft ;
So death will foon difrobe us all
Of what wc here poflefs.

Lord, keep us iafe this night,
Secure from all our fears ;

Ma; angels guard us while we {leep,
‘[ill morning light appears.

And if we early rife,

And view th’ unweari’d fun,
May we fet out to win the prize,

And after glory run.

And when our days are paft,
And we from time remove,

O may we in thy bo{fom reft,
The bof;m of thy love.
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CXXI. Sau’s Armour. P. M.

WHEN firft my foul enlifted,
My Saviour’s foes to fight,
Mt&’tken friends infifted,

I was not arm’d aright :

So Saul declar’d to David
He certainly would fail ;

Nor could his life be faved
Without a coat of mail.

But David, tho’ he yielded

To put the armour on,

Soon found he could not wield it,
And ventur’d forth with none :
With only {ling and pebble,

He fought the fight of faith ;.

The weapon feem’d but fceblc.
But prov’d Goliah’s death.

Had I by him been guided,
And quickly thrown away
The armour men provided,

I might have gain’d the day ;
But arm’d as they advis’d me,
My expe&ations fail’d ;

My enemy furpris’d me,

And had almoft prevail’d.
4 Furnifh’d with books and notions,

And arguments and pride,

I pra&is’d all my motions,
And Satan’s power defy’d ;
But foen perceiv’d with trouble
That thefe would do no good ;
Iron to them is ftubble,

And brafs but rotten wood.
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s I trinmph’d at a diftance
While he was out of fight;
But faint was my refiftance
'When forc’d to joir in fight:
He broke my fword in fhivers,
And pierc’d my boafted fthield,

_ Liaugh’d at my vain endeavours,
And drove me from the field.

6 Satan will not be braved
Dy fuch a worm as [ ;
Then let me learn with David
To truft in the Moft High;
To plead the name of Jefus,
And ufe the {ling of pray’r;
‘Thus arm’d when Satan fees ns,
He’ll tremble and defpair.

‘/L@ /IJI? 1272
CXXII. Grateful Recollefison. P. M.

i COME, thou Fount of every blefling,

Tune my heart to fing thy grace!

Streams of mercy never ceafing, -
Call for fongs of loudeft praife :

Teach me fome melodious fonnet,

- Sung by flaming tongues above.:

Praife the mount—O fix me onit, .

Mount of Ged’s unchanging love.

2 Here I raife my Ebenezer,

Hither by thy help I’'m come;

And I hope by thy good pleafure
Safely to arrive at home.

Jefus fought me when a ftranger
Wand’ring frone the fold of God ;

He, to fave my foul from danger,
Interpos’d with precious blood.



Y12 HYMNS.

3 O! to grace how great a debtor
Daily I’m conftrain’d to be!
Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter
Bind my wand’ring heart to thee !
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it ;
Prone to leave the God I love!
Here’s my heart, Lord, take and feal it,
Seal it from thy courts above.

CXXIII. Humble Confidence. Sevens.

3 LORD, T cannot let thee go,
Till a blefling thou beftow ;
Do not turn away thy face,
Mine’s an urgent, prefling cafe.

2 Doft thou atk me whoI am? .
Ah, my Lord, thou know’ft my name!
Yet the queftion gives a plea
To fupport my fuit with thee.

3 Thou did’ft once a wretch behold,
In rebellion blindly bold,
Scorn thy grace, thy power defy,
That poor rebel, Lord, was L.

Once a finner near defpair
Sought thy mercy-feat by pray’r;
Mercy heard and fet him free,
- Lord, that mercy came to me.

§ Many days have pafs’d fince then,
Many changes I have feen;
Yet have been upheld till now :
Who could hold me up but thou 2

6 Thou haft help’d in every need,
This emboldens me to plead;
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~ After fo much mercy paft,
Canft thou let me {ink at laft?

© No—1I muft maintain my hold,
"Tis thy goodnefs makes me bold;
I can no denial take |

When I plead for Jefus’ .fake.

CXXIV. Hope in Darknefls. C.M.

1 THE gathering clouds portentous rife,
My feeble bark is tofs’d :
O Saviour, haften, fpeak a calm,
Or I’m forever loft.

2 Secure upon a fatal coaft
My all I did embark ;
Nor once miftrufted how I fteer’d
Till thipwreck’d in the dark.

3 While thickening tempe”s fright my foul
And former comforts die ;
Vet ftill I know my Jefus lives
And intercedes on high.,

4 Dear Saviour, wake a tuneful note,
And make my heart rejoice :
Difpel the gloom, confirm my hop,
And raife my falt’ring voice.

5 On thy dear bofom let me lean,
As one belov’d of thee :
"To hear thy voice, to fce thy face,
And worfhip only thee.
K2
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CXXV. PM. Whofoever denieth me before men,
him will I al/o deny before my Father and the holy

angels.

¥ AND doft thou yet deny him,
Who bought thee with his blood,
And fent his Holy Spirit
To thow the path to God ?

" 2 Why wilt thou crucify him
Wiaith fad and ufelefs plaints 2
But rife and glorify him,
And gladden all his faints.

3 When he on high afcended,
He left a chofen few,
Who faithfully defended
The truth which comes to you :

4 And though they all have fuffer’d
As martyrs in his caufe,
They left a faithful record
Of dod&rines and of laws.

5 Add now your ready witnefs,
And feal that God is true;
So fhall your comforts brighten
As onward you purfue.

CXXVI. C. M. Atih: opening of a Cmﬁrcnn

ecteng.

1 WITHIN thefe doors affembled now,
We wait thy blcfling Lord ;
Appear within the midft, we pray,
According to thy word.

2 May fome fweet promife be apply’d
When we attempt to read :

|
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For this alone can give fupport
In all our times of need.

3 O breathe upon our lifelefs fouls
And raife our drcoping heart ;
That we may fee thy {miling face
Ere we from hence depart.

4 And now, dear Saviour, when we pray,
Be thou thyfelf fo near,
If Satan fright our trembling fouls,
Thy mercy may appear.

5 Behold thy lambs and bear them, Lord,
Upon thy gracious brealt ;
And gently lead inquiring fouls
To view the promis’d reft.

6 And now, O blefled Spirit, come,
We long to {ee thee move :
O north wind blow, and breathe, @ fouth,
And f{ill the place with love.

CXXVII. S. M. Now we declicve, not lecaufe of
thy faying, for we have bheard him ourfelves.

1 'TO thofe who fee the Lord
>Tis eafy to belicve
But thofe who only hear the word
Do not his grace reccive.

2 Such was the cafe with fome
Who heard the Savicur’s fame ;
They heard in vain, but faw him got,
Till Jefus came to them.

3 “ Now we believe,’? fay they,
“ For we have feea the Lard;
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Thy word alone, though good and true,
Could not fuch joy afford.”

4 How many now are like
Samaritans of old :
They’ll not believe what others fay
Though often urg’d and told.

5 Ccme then, thyfelf reveal,
- Mefliah, Prince of Peace:
Diiplay thy mighty power to heal,
Subdue our hearts by grace.

CXXVIII. The Good Phyfician. P. M.

1 HOW loft was my condition,
Till Jefus made me whole !
"There is but one Phyfician
Can cure the fin-fick foul !
At death’s dark door he found me,
And fnatch’d me from the grave,
"1'o tell to all around me
His wondrous pow’r to fave.

2 The worlt of all difeafes
Is licht compar’d to fin g
Cn ¢v’ry part it feizes,
But rages moft within.
*Tis palfy, piague and fever,
And madnefs, all combin’d ;

And none but a believer
The ler 1t relief can find.

3 From men great {kill profefling,
I thought a cure to gain;
But this prov’d more diftrefling,
And added to my pain,
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Some faid that nothing ail’d me,
Some gave up all for loft ;

Thus ev’ry refuge fail’d me,
And all my hopes were crofs’d.

4 At length this great Phyfician
(How matchlefs is his grace !)
Accepted my petition,
And undertook my cafe :
Firft gave me fight to view him,
For fin my eyes had feal’d ;
Then bid me look unto him;
I look’d, and I was heal’d.

§ A dying, rifen Jefus,
Seen by the eye of faith,
At once from danger frees us,
And faves the foul from death.
Come then to this Phyfician,
His help he’ll freely give ;
He makes no hard condition,
;; >T'is only look and live.
' CXXIX. Sevens. On prefenting en Apple to a
young Conwvert.

1 HAPPY, happy will it be,
If the fruit that’s found in thee
Is like this, fo fweet and fair,
Ripen’d by the Spirit’s care.

2z So the orchards all fhould be
Like unto the grafted tree,
Bearing fruit that’s always found,
Giving comfort all around.

3 Not the apple or the tree
Sin and forrow brought to me ;
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But the cunning ferpent’s art
Drew away my fickle heart.

4 When I loft my innocence,
Then to works I had pretence :
But like fig-leaves they were found
Not to heal, but fret the wourd.

5 In the garden’s cooling fhade
God appear’d in light array’d ;
“ Where art thou, why wouldft "thou flee ?”
Was his language then to me.

6 By his law my fin appear’d,
But my confcience ftill was fear’d !
Till the fhining beams of grace
Show’d in Chriit my hiding place.

% On this rock my foul relies,
Irom this hope my comforts rife ;
Praife and glory all fhall be
Render’d to the ‘Triune Three.

CXXX. Looking to Fefus. S. M.

i HOW folemn is the hour
Which we devote to God :
We praife his name for mercy palf,
And plead bis pard’ning blood.

2  The few affembled now
Have feen his goodnefs here :
Wlien helpers fail’d on ev’ry fide,
His mercy did appear.

3 We would make known to God,
Our fears and our requett,
Leaning on his almighty arm,
And longing to be blefs’d,
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Thy precious name, dear Lord,
Hath charms beyond compare :

Like blceding myrrh and fiweet perfumss
Thy heavenly graces are.

Upon tay breaft and arm
For joy and fafety too,
Iain would we lean until we pals

The defert fafely through.

CXXXI. Fear not httle Flock. C. M.

WHILE thoufands fcorn the Saviour’s name,
A remnant fhall be found,

Like corn upon the mountain’s top,
To fcatter fruit around.

This precious feed, this little flock,
Are the Redeemer’s care :

Tor them he dy’d—then rofe on high,
Still interceding there.

“ Fear not,” he cries,” though few and weak,
The kingdom 1s your own :
My Father’s pleafure is to give
Each an immortal crown.
“ Fear not ! the rage of impious foes
Can ne’er efled your fall :
Nor death itfelf can feparate ;
*T'is but your Father’s call.

s ¢ Fear not to ftand before iis b1~

I will thy caufe defend:
While years eternal roll their rounds,

Thy joys fhall never end.”
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CXXXIIL. Renounce thy Stns. L. M.
1 “ RENOUNCE thy fins,” the Go/pel cries,

And pant t’ embrace a fairer prize ;
A heaven of joys betore thee waits,
Then dare the road to Zion’s gates.

2 % Renounce thy fins,” the watchmen cry,
Believe, and you fhall never die;
Fair robes of glory wait above
For all the heirs of bleeding love.

3 “ Renounce thy fins,” God’s children cry,
Repent and foar to worlds on high,
Where (treams of living waters roll,

And ceafelefs blifs abforbs the foul.

4 * Renounce thy fins,” thy reafon cries,
Break from your heart thefe hateful ties ;

Enlift a foldier of the Lamb,
And joy t’ exalt the Saviour’s name.

s ¢ Renounce thy fins,” the earth refounds,
From bills and wa/es the cry rebounds;
Old ocean hears the echo bound,

And fpheres remote approve the found.

CXXXIII. A Compaffionate Saviour. Sevens.

1 WEEPING finner, dry your tears,
Jefus on the throne appears ;
Mercy ftoops her balmy wing,
Bids you his falvation fing.

2 Trembling Mary found a reft ;
Others lean’d upon his breaft ;
Sursly you may come and find
Jefus never was unkind.
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Fity bronght him from on high,
Us he taw in ruin lie ;

God of angels ftoop’d to ecarth,
Scraphs fung a Saviour’s birth.

('Y

4 Shepherds found him where he lay
On his glorious natal day ;
Ealtern Magi faw his ftar,

They to view him came from far.

5 In the temple Simeon ftands,
Takes the infant in his hands;
Holy rapture fill’d his tongue
While his Saviour’s praife he fung.

6 « Let thy fervant now depart”
(Was the language of his heart ;)
¢ Life can yield no more below,
Heaven’s my home and there I'll go.”

~3

Weeping finner, dry your tears;
Jefus in the heavers appears ;
Once he hung upon the tree,
There he dy’d for you and me.

8 Peace he brings you by his death,
Peace, he fpeaks with every breath ;
Can you flight fuch heavenly charms ?
Flee, O flee to Jefus’ arms.

CXXXIV. Refuge in Chrif. L. M.
¥ SOV’REIGN of worlds! thy law controls,
The angry waters of the fea,
Bound’ries they have, nor can they roll
Beyond the fphere aflign’d by thee.
A finner vile, with griet opprefs’d,
Crimfon’d with guilt, o’erwhelm’d with fear,

L

) })
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Low at thy feet I kneel confeft.
For my deliv’rance, Lord, appear.

3 I know thy law is juft and pur.
Its curfes pierce my foul with wo,
Its awful threats vindi&ive roar,
O where, dread Sov’reign, fhall I go?

4 “Ho! all that thirft,”” the Saviour cries,
Whofe fins are of the darkeft hue,
Bow at my fect, fupprefs your fighs,
I’ll be your friend, your Saviour too.

§ O, happy foul, what joys divine

- Await thee in that fair abode,
Where 7efus reigns, where all combine,
Shouting high anthems to their God.

CXXXV. The Sbep/.'erd. Os.

3 OF fhepherds the nations have fung,
. Whofe flocks were their care and delight,
Who pafture provided by day,
And guarded the fold through the night.

2 But Jefus our Shepherd we fing,
His flock is fecured from harm ;
He laid down his life for the thecp,
And gathers the lambs with Lis arm.

3 In paftures abundant and fuir
He lcads both the young and the old ;
He ftrengthens the feeble, and brings
The wanderer home to his fold.

4 So gentle and kindly he draws
The humble and penitent heart 3
The coids of kis love are {o itrong,
Threv wifh from Lim oever to part.
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5 The millioos his mercy hath chofe
He ranfom’d and cleans’d by his blood :
His flock is his own, and he’ll bring
His fons and his daughters to God.

CXXXVI. Tle Time of Need. Sevens.

1 AT the pool we long have been
Angels cannot put us in ; |
We frem danger cannot {peed,
*Tis with us 4 time of need.

2 When we prefs to feek a cure
Others make the waters fure g
Then our aching hearts do bleed 3
>Tis with us a tune of need. |

3 L.et us fee thee ftand and fuy,
* Sinner, rile and come away ;
I for thee did groan and bleed,
Help w0 give in time of need.

4 * liealing mercy I heftow
Satan, lct the captive go:
Priion’d finner, theu art freed,
All 1> done in time of need.

5 “ Rife and walk in my commands;
Haiten through thefe defert lands ;
Thea enjoy th’ heavenly meed,

7 2:re {hall be no timie of need.”

CXXXVIIL. An A4ddrefs. L. M.

1 YE, who with grief furvey your fin,
Whaote hearts with confcious guilt are fraughe,
View bim, who, pierc’d through 2v’ry vein,
Prociaims {fweet peace to thofe he bouglit.
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= Ye, who immers’d in worldly cares,
Unmindful of the fource of joys,
Comse join with one, who fearlefs dares
Forfake all worldly carnal toys.

3 And ye my friend, whofe foul delights,
In paths our,heavenly Malter trod,
Walk worthy of the fons of light,

And glory in the caufe of God.

CXXXVIII. P.M. Come and welcome, to 7{[&
Chrift.

1 COME, ye finners, poor and wretched,
Weak and wounded, fick and {ore,
Jefus ready ftands to fave you,
Full of pity join’d with pow’r.
He is able,
He is willing : doubt no more.

2 Let not confcience make you linger ;
Nor of fitnefs fondly dream.
All the fitnefs he requireth
Is, 1o feel your need of him :
This he gives you,
>Tis the Spirit’s rifing beam.

g Come ye weary, heavy laden,
Bruis’d and mangled by the fall;
If you tarry till you’re better,
You will never come at all.
Not the righteous,
Sinners Jefus came to call.

4 View him groaning in the garden;
Lo! your Maker proftrate lies.
On the bloody tree behold him :
Hear him cry, before he dies ;
|
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Sinner, will not this fuffice ?
5 Lo! th’ incarnate God, afcended,
Plcads the merit of his blood,
Venture on him, venture wholly ;
Let no other truft intrude.
None but Jefus
Can do helplefs finners good.

& Saints and angels join’d in concert,
Sing the pr‘ufcs Of the I.amb;
Whilc the blifvful feats of heaven
Sweetly echo with his name.
Hallelujah !
Sinners herc may fing the fame.

CXXXIX. C.M. 7% af, and receive net, l(»ﬂ’lr
ye afk amifs.
;s WHEN Jefus flood before tlie bar
Of Pilate’s judgment feat ;
The Roman prince a queﬁmn afk’d,
A quettion molt difcreet : .

- What, Sir, 1s truth 7 (if thou canﬂ tell
it iilent he remain’d ;
For l-tus knew Lis heart full well,
Y- pride was nover ftain’d.

- 1'ad he defir’d the trueh to krow,
i }e would have atk’d again :
Deonany a'k s Pilate did,
W ho never {cek 0 obtain,

O mav 1 never, never afk
\\ ihout a wifa to have ;
' J may I never ceale to prar,
111 Jefus doign to fave,

>
-
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CXL. Beholdme! C.M.

-1 YE wembling fouls, who ftill decline

To walk in his commands:

Your Jefus chides your ling’ring faith
And fays, ¢ behold my hands !

2 * Thefe hands were pierc’d and torn for you,

To make your blifs complete ;

For you I trod the place of {kulls,
And now, behold my fect !

3 ¢ My temples bore the thorny crown
While taunting foes deride,
My vital current ran for you,
And now, behold my fide !’
4 Amaz’d, we cry, forgive, O Lord,
Forgive our fenfelefs frame ;
May fuch almighty love as this
Make us to love thy name.

CXLL  Regeneration. P. M,
1 0O MARVEL not, ye linners,
Ye muft be born again ;
All your felf righteous doings
Cannot atone for fin.

2 Ye muft be born of water
And blood, or ye aic loft ;
The Spirit come with power,
T’ apply the price ye coft.”
3 Thus {pake the great Redeemer,
When he fojourn’d below ;
This is the Spirit’s witnefs
Where’er his wind doth blow ;
4 And this the bleft experience |
Of all the new-born race ;
They fing with glowing tranfpaort
His frec and fov’reign grace.
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Come then, ye humble converts,

Who feck your Lord aright,

And in his word take comfort——

He is your fhield and light.

6 This is his blefled promife,

And none can make it vain

« All that the Father gave me,

With me fhall ever reign.”

CXLII. Take thy Crofs and follow me.

|

WHY of croffes do we talk ?

Let the world reproach and mock :

Let them £i// the body too,
That is a// that they can do.

If in Jefus we are found

To a better world we’re bound.
Ttere's the weary pilgrim’s home,
‘I'here reproach can never come.
Ye who fuffer for his name,
Never, never count 1t thame :

He hac borne the greatelt crofs,
He {uftain’d infinite lofs.

He our Captain took the field,
Still the weapons he doth wicld ;
He the conquelt gamn’d alone,
Let us boldly follow on.

Now the confli& is within,

Here we find the monfter fin :
If our hearts and lives were pure,
We of glory would be fure,
Qutward crofles lofe their pain,
As our enmity 1s flain ;

I.=t us fuiler all his will,

Jeius loves his childrea fll,

127
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CXLIIL. 7 wiii pmﬁ the Lord at a.ltzme:.

1 WINTER has a joy for me,
While the Saviour’s charms I read,
Lowly, meek, from blemith free,
In the fmow-drop’s penflive head.

2 Spring returns, and brings along
Lite’s invigorating funs :
Hark! the turtle’s plaintive fong
Seems to {peak his dying groans !

3 Summer has a thoufand charms,
All expreflive of Lis worth ;
>I'ts his fun that lights and warms,
Jis the air that cools the earth.

4 What, hus autumn left to fay
Nothing of a Saviour’s grace ?
Yes, the beams of milder day
Tell me of his fmiling face.

s Light appears with early dawn,
While the fun makes hafte to rife,
See his bleeding beauties drawn
On the blufhes ot the tkies,

6 Lv’ning, with a filent pace,
Slowly moving in the wett,
Shews an emblem of his grace,
Points to an cternal reft.

= S—p— —— ——
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AT the pool we long have been H. 125
Arise, my tenderest thought arise Doddrilge 6
Awake swcet gratitude and sing Toplady 26
And is the gaospel peace and love Steele 28
All hail the power of Jesu’s name  Rippon’s Col. 30
A man there is, a real man Hart 58
As when a child secure from harms Hart 44
54

Away m; duubts, begone 1y fears Jiss Harrison
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Asham’d of Chiist, my soul di-dain Needham
All those who «¢ e’c a throne of grace .
Attend my soul and seurch and see Medley
Attend ye saints and hear me tcll Anon.
Afllicted saint to Christ draw near Fuwcett
And can my heart aspire so high Sieele
And dost thou vet deny him .

BEHOLD the sons, the heirs of God Hatss Serm
Beset with snares on ev’rv hand Doddiidyge
Brethren would vou know vour qtav Hart

COME ye that love the Savi tour’s name Steele
Condemn me not, most gracious God Miss Har.

Coe ve redeem’d by Jesu’s blood H.
Come humble sinner. in whose breast Edm. Fones
Come ye that fear the Lord Dr. §. Stennett
Come, welcome this new year of grace Dr. Baldwin
Come thou Fount of ev’ry blessing Robinson
Come ye sinners poor and wretched Hart
DEAR Refuge of my weary soul Steele
Deep in a cold, a jovless cell Hart
Decar Saviour when my thoughts recall Steele
Dear Saviour we are thine Doddridge
Did Christ o’er sinners weep Beddeme
FATHER, to thee my soul I lift Burder’s Col.
Father God, who see’st in me Rippon
Father ut thy call I come Dr. S. Steinett
Father whate’er of carthly bliss do.

From whence does this union arise  Dr. Baldwin
GREAT God, amid the darksome night Dr. S. §.
Glory to thec, my God, this night  Bishop Ken.
Great God, oppress’d with griet and fear Beddome

HOW solemn is the hour H.
How can ve lLiope, deluded souls Hre
How hdlpless guilty nature lies Steele
How swect 1s the language of love H.
Hail sov’reign love that first began Anon.
How lost was my condition Newton
Happy, happy w ill it be Edmands
IN songs of sublime adoration and praise  A—
If dust und ashes might presume Hart
1 am saith Christ the way Hart
1 languish-for a sight - Miss Harrison
in vain, while dark aflliction spreads

I ask’d the Lord that I might grow Newton

1n evil long 1 took delight - do.
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130 INDEX.
JESUS, mv strength, my hope Burder’s Col.
Jov is a frutt that wilt not prow Newion
Jesus, my love, my chief delight Beddome
Jesus, and shatl i ever be Gregg
Jusus, where’er thy people meet Cowper
Jesns, what s '"dl I do to show " Medley
. Jesus, dear Lord, we bless thy name do.
Jesus, I love thy charming name Doddridge
Jesus, before thee I appear Medlley
KINDRED in Christ, for his dear sake Newton
Keep silence ail created things Watts’ Lvric
Kind Teacher and Lord Meiiley
LOED, dost thou show a comner stone Doddricge
Lord, we come before thee now Rippon
Lor'l when my thoughts delighted rove Burd.Col.
Lord, what a riddle is my soul Hart
Lord, didst thou die, but not for me Rippon
Lord, when together here we meet  Balt. Col.
Lowd, I cannot let thee go Rippon
MY gricious Redeemer I love B. Francis
My <sul with joy attend Doddridge
Mucu we talk of Jesu’s blood Hart
Mercy i3 welcome news indeed do.
My God ! for I can callthee mine Miss Harrison
My times of scrrow and of joy Beddome
My soul now arise MMedley
NO more of works I vainly boast Miss Harrison
Ncar to thy mercy seat, O God H.
OF shevpherds the nations have sung H.
O for a closer walk with God Cowper
On Jordan’s stormy bank I stand Dr. S. Stenrett
Of ]esus I sing Alediey
O marvel not ve sinners .
ROCK of ages shelter me Toplady’
Repentance is a gift bestow’d Hart
Kenounce thy sins the Gospel cries E. Robbins
SOV’REIGN of worlds thy law controls do.
Sweet the time, exceeding swect  Burder’s Col.
Sweet the moments, rich in blessing do.
THE gathering clouds portentous rise H.
The dayv is past and gone Aron.
Tle souls who love and long for peace  Med/ey
There is a four‘ain fill’d with blood Cowper

Thrice happy souls who born from heaven Dod.

Tis my happinces below Covper
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TINWDEX.
Thou Gy Sevirein of my hewrt Steele
To our Redcecemer’s glorious nume do.

The moon and stars shall Tose their ligcht  Hare
The rain descends, the tempests rise ju;.,-.; Ler.

This wretchied heart will s'ull backslide do.
Thee will I love myv deaiest Lord do.
Tell me no more ot earthly tovs ¢o.
The Lord will happiness divine Covper
The wand’ring star, the flceting wind  Peddome
Thus far my God ll.lth led me on Lawcett
There’s joy in heaven and joy on carth  Rippon
’Tis a point I long to know Newton
To thosce who sce the Lord H.
WINTER has a joy for me Cowper
Within these doors assembled now H.
When, gracious Lord, when shall it be Burd. Gol.
When with my mind devoutly prest do.
With heart and lips unfeign’d do.
With tears of anguish I Lunent Dr. S. Stennert
What shall the dyving sinner do Watts® Serm.
While my Redeemer’s near Steele
Whene’er T make some sudden stop Hart
What makes mistaken men afraid do.
Why, Oy soul, why weepest thou Beddon:e

What str: mge-’puple dtics arise Davies
When, O dcar Jesus, when shall 1 Cennick
Where two or three with sweet accord  Stennett
Wlicn Abram’s scrvant to procure Rland
Vhere shall T fly but to thy feet toele
Where is my God ? does he retire Rippon
Why should my pining spirit be Steele
With conscious guilt and bleeding heart H.
Whiie journeving through this humble vale A,
Wi at varicus hindrances we meet Couper
When first my soul enlisted Newton
Wiile thous.ands scorn the Saviour’s name  A.
Weceping sinner, 'dry your tears H.
Whea Jusus stood before the bar H.
WLy of crosscs do we talk H.
YE dvirg sons of men Rippon
Y little ilock whom Jesus fo eds Doddridge
Ye glitterine toys of earth, adicu Steele

Ye that pass by, behold the man Whitefeld’s Col.
Ve who with grief survey your sin 2 Robbins
Ye trembling “souls who siill decline .

r—

C wa -

i1
17
423
51
51
o4
o7
61
63
o7
89
115
123
114
11
16
13
MY
<21
NP
46
47
58
05
66
€o
68
7%
75
76
90
o3
99
110
119
120
125
127
17
25

o

/
103

123
126

o—



No. I.

»

Healing Merey.
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No. II.

Weeping Sinner.

75,

- Hymn 133.
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No. IIl.  Welcome. P.M. -Hymn 138.
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No. IV.  New-Union.  P. M. Hymn 108.
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No. V.

Tount.

. M.

Hymn 14 and 122,
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No. VII.  Benfalem. L. M. Hymn 8o.
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No. VIII.  Phenomena.  P. M. Hymn 1.,
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Hymn 1:8.

P. M.

No. 1X. Good Phyfciin,
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No. X{,
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Gilead.

P. M.

Hym2n 94,
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Hymﬁ i1,

C. M.

Refolution.

No. X.

I _,
| 1 R
ol
| | |
®iLl
Mt
y &ll
I b1
(o | {
—- 4 _>
f W ) | iF _r
. o |11
) alll
1] telld
T_ FETE)
oLl &
|
ol L] || it
| f BN
[r _le_. )
PR SAL Y
Pl s
_ “Jir _ i
| d_] '
i I ]
,/a -r_l.'L
T M
P
‘N
ulh
eil jellld
Dl Q
e
b N1
{ |
; ») _ 4 )
BER j
&DF ole

-

O § P

i
L=

it

1
-+

5

—

-
-

T :E_.

2

N

.
.J

s
-

)
+~

~—————

i
—

v

4
et A — -

—
——
—

-

-
2l

V——-JL
it [P et e ey . e

F

—

I
-
j::F

i

——— N U e Comte. st

D

B A

‘!, o

1
P
=

=
1

o
==

_’“
[

5%:
0
PIPIPRPRSIN QU



———
—

P

-y

[T
el —1

-

ot

Hy in2.
=

——

1

i

1

o

——

=
r

:

NN NN
gk
e

,It

a1
<89,

.
P

A

it

;f

g
-4

P. M.

NN

&

Sh-F

PR ———

{

Py 3
odunn

e ——

s
e

-~

i
/4

T

1T i~
Tz
——r
)
-
bt

-

Defertion.

]

i

4=

—————-

=
2
.._.1,_.-
S P

-

|

-
-’

1

-1

P1

._t... -,‘

¢

—/

.;..*
L

T:

"~

"_:CJ

N

Tca

T
-4
1

No. XII.
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No. XIII.  Compaffien. S. M.  Hymn 114,
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No. XIV. Ref. 8s, Hymn 39, 106, and others.
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No. XV. Gojpel Veice. D. M.
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No. XVI.

Reviving Hope.  C.

M.

Hymn r4o.
—
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No. XVII. Medina. S. M. Hymn 130.
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No. XVIII. Rewvew.

P. B‘I.

Hymn 16.
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