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SPIRITUAL SONGS.

|

HYMN I

1. HE voice of Tree Grace, cries efcape to
the meuntain,
Tor Adam’s loft race Chrilt hath open’d a foun-
tain,
Vor fin and tranigreffion, and every pollution,
L1isblood 1t flows freely in plenteous redemption.
rlallelujah to the Lamb who purchas’d
our pardon,
We'll praife Lim again when we pafs
over Jordan,

. That fountain fo clear, in which zll may find
pardon,
From Jetvs's fide flows plenteous rcdemp'nou :
AD
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Though your fins were increas’d as high az
a meuntain,
His blood it flows freely in {treams of falva-
tion.
Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

S. Oh! Jefus ride on, thy kingdom is gloriou:,
J'er fin. death and Hell, thomwilt make us
vitorious :
Thy name fhall be prais’d in the great con-
gregation,
And faints thall delight in aferibing falvation.
Iallelujah to the Lamb, &¢.

4, When on Zion we ftand, having gain'd the
bleft fhore,
With our harps in our hands we’il praile hun
" evermore ;
We'll range the bleft ficlds on the bank of
tire river,
And fing Hallclujah for ever and cver,
Hallelvjah to the Lamb, &e.

HYMN TI1.

1, JESUS my Saviour, to thee 1 fubnut,
With love and thank{piving tull down

at thy teet !
The facrifice offery my foul, flefh and blood;
‘Thou art my Redeemer,my Lord 2i:d my God.

love thee, Tlove thee, Llove thee my Love!
lcve thee my Saviour, Tlove thee my Dove!

2.1
1
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1 love thee, I love thee, and that thou doft’
know
But how much I love thee, I never fhall
fhow. '

5. All human expreflions are empty and vain,
"They cannot unriddle the heavenly flame!
T'm f{ure if the tongue of an angel I had,

1 could not the myft'ry completely defcribe.

4. I'm happy, I'm happy O wond’rcus account !
My days are immortal, I ftand on the mount !
I gaze on my treafure, I long to be there,
With Angels iy kindred, and Jefus my deary

5. O Jefus my Savicur, in thee T am bleft:
My life and my treafure, my joy and my reft.
Thy grace be my theme,and thy name be my

fong, '
Thy lovedoth infpire my heartand my tongue!

6. Thy fullnels reveal, thy promife fulfil,
O take and dire¢t me to the heavenly hill ;
There wrapt in thy love, to be loft. 4": tly
charms,
With Angels tranfported, and freed from¢

harms. | j

7. O whoislike Jefus? he’s Salen's bright king !
He fmiles & he loves me, he learns me to fing.
Pl praife him, 1l praife lnm, with notes

loud and fhrill

While vivers of pleafure, my fpult doth fills

. 4



HYMN III.

1. OW loft was my condition,
Till Jefus made me whole;
There is but one phyfician
Can cure a fin fick foul :
Next door to death he found me,
And pluck’d me from the grave;
To tell to all around me :
His wond'rous power tc fave !

2. Of men great {kili poffefling,

I thought a cure to gain,

But that prov'd more diftrefling
And added to my pain:

Some faid that nething ail’d me,
Some gave me up for loft,

Thus every refuge fail’d me,
And all my hopes were crofs’d.

5. At length this great phyfician,
How matchlefs in his power,
Accepted my petition,
And undertook my cure,
Tirft cave me fight to view him.
For fin my fight had {eal’d,
Then bid me look unto him,
I look'd and I was heal'd.

4. A bleeding dying Jefus,
Seen by an eye of Faith
At once trom fin it frees us,
And faves our foulc from death!
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tyme then to this phrfician,

- His help he’ll freely give

112 makes 0 hard condition,
'Tis, only look and live,

HYMN 1V.

te GOD my heart with love inflame,
That I may in thy holy name,

Aloud in fongs of praife rejoice,
While I have breath to raife my voig §
Then will I fhout, then will 1 fing,
And inake the heavenly arches ring,
I'll fing and fhout for evermore,
)1 that eternal happy thore.

5. O hope of Glory, Jefus come!
And make my heait thy humble kome
For the fmall remnant of my days,
I want to fing and thout thy praisc.
0 sive e Lord a heart to pray,
And live rejoicmy every day;
Ior wo give thanks in every thing;
And Loy and thout, and ihout and fing.

- When on my dving bed I lay,

I.ord give me frength to thout and pray !
And praise thee with my fateft breath,
& nul my voice is loft in death,

L ncir vrcthren, fitters, fhouting come,
N bvdy follow to the tomb @

At you march the folemn rowd,
ioca tug and fout the praite of God,
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4. Then you below and I above,
We'll fhout and praife the God of love,
Until that great tremendous day,
When Chrift thall fhout and wake our clay;
Then from our dufty beds we’ll fpring,
And fhout, O Death, where is thy {ting?
O Grave, where is thy victory ?
We'll (hout to all eternity.

5. Our race is o’er we’ve gain’d the prize,
Then fhall the Sov'reign of the fkies,
With {miles unto his children {ay,

Come reign with me in endlefs day.

Then on that happy, happy fhore,

We'll fhout and {ing, our fufferings o’er,

We'll fing and fhout, and {hout and {ing,

And make the heav’nly arches ring.
Glory Hailelujat,

HYMN V,

L HE glorious day is drawing nigh,
When Sion’s Lght fhall come :

She fhall arife and (hine on high
Bright as the morniug fun,

'The north and fouth their funs refign,
And earth's foundations bend ;

Adorn'd as a bride Jerufalem,
All-glorious fkall deicend,

. The king that bears the golden erown,
The azure, laming bow;



«( 9 2

The holy city fhail bring down
T'o blefs his faints below.

When Sion’s bleeding, conqu'ring king,
Shall fin and death deftrov;

The morniny ftars together hn*
And Sion fhout for jov.

3. The holy, bright, mufictan bands

Who {ing on harps of gold,

Palms in their hands they upward tend,
Fair Salem to behoid!

Afcending on fuch melting ftrains,
Jehovah’s name they bear:

Such fhouts thro’ earth’s extenf{ive plains,
Was never heard before !

4. Let {atan rage and boaft no mere,

Ye fiends of darknefs fly ;

Though faints are feeble, weak, and poor,
Their great Redeemer’s nigh,

He is their fhicld—their hiding place—
A covert from the wind—

Streams from the rock in the wildernefs,
Throughout this weary land.

5. The chryftal ftreams run down frem ligav'n,

They iffue from the throne:

The ﬁoods of ftrife away are driv'n,
The church becoemes but one.

That peacetul union fhe fhall know,
And live upon his love!

Arnd fhout and fing of grace below,
As angels do above!
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HYMN VI,

1. #£YOME and tafte, along with me,
Confolation running tree,
From our Father’s wealthy throne,
Sweeter than the honey-comb.

2. Wherefore fthould I feaft alone,
Two are better fhll than one;
The more comes in with a free, good wili,
Makes the banquet {weeter ftill

3. Now I go to heaven’s door,
Afking for a little more;
Jefus gives a deuble thare,
Calling me, his chofen heir.

4. Goodnefs running like a fiream,
Through the new Jerufalem,
And by a conftant breaking forth,
Sweetens earth, and heaven both.

5. Saints in glory fing aloud,
For to fee and hear of God'!
Coming in at heaven’s door,
Making of the nuniber more.

6. Now my body doth its beft,
For to keep me back from Chnift;
But a treafure coming 174y
Doth oppofe my inb:ed in.

7. Sinful nature, ha:clLing vice ;
- Gannot {top the force of grace;

-
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Whilft there is a God to give,
And a finner to receive.

leaven’s here and heaven's there,
8.'"Comfort’s flowing every where !

‘This I boldly do profefs,

That my foul hath got a tafte.

Now 1 go rejoicing home

From the banquet of perfume !

Finding manna on the road,

Drepping from the mount of God,

HYMN VIIL.
1. YD EHOLD that great and awful day

Of parting foon will come,
When finners muft be hurl’d away ;
And chriltians gather’d home !

9, ‘I'he one with DivesiYor water cry,
And gnaw their tongues in pain,
They gnalh their teeth and crifp and fry,
And wring their hands in vain,

3. Now hail ! all hail ! ye frightful ghofls,
With whom 1 once did dwell,
And fpent my days in frantic mirth.
And danc'd my foul to hell !

4. You me about the floor did drag,
And caus’d my foul to {in ;
And devils now your mouth fhall gag,
And force the fuel in,
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5. Perhaps the parent fees the child
Sink down to endlefs flames,
With fbrieks, and howls, and bitter cries
Never to rife again.

O father ! fee my blazing hands,
Mother | behoid your child ¢
Againft you now, a witnefs ftands

Amidft the flames confin'd !

¥. The chiid, perhaps, the parent views,
Go headlonz down to hell :
Gone with the reft ot Satan’s crew,
And bids the cliild farewell .

8. The hufband f{ees his piteous wife,
With whom he once did dwell,

Depart with groans and bitter cries,
My hufband ! fare you well !

But O, perhaps, the wife may fee,
The man fhe once did 10'» e,
Sink down to endlefs mifery,
" Whilst the is crown’d above !

0, Then fhall the faints through grace com.
Drink in eternal Jove : (hin'd,
In Jelus’ 1mage there to fhine,
And reign with him above.

‘1. O how it lifts my foul to think,
Cf meeting round the throne,

Foazimal joys theve - for to drinl,

Where Tarrows never come,

%
1
X
i
i
;

-
!
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HYMN VIII,

ERUSALEM my happy home,
O how I long for thee!
When will my forrows have an end ?
Thy joys wlen fhall I fee?

2. Thy walls are all of precious ftone,
Moft glorious to behold ;
Thy gates are richly fet with pearl,
‘Thy ftreets are paved with gold.

5. Thy garden and thy pleafant green,
My ftudy long have been
Such fparkling light by human f{ight,
Has never yet been feen.

4. If Heav’n be thus fo glorious Lerd,
Why fhould I ftay from thence?
What folly’s this that I fhould dread

To die and go from hence !

5. Reach down, reach down, thine arm of grace,

And caufe me to afcend,
Where congregations ne’er break up,
And Sabbaghs never end.

6. Jefus my love to glory’s gone,
Him will Igoand fee;
And all my bletlnen here below,
Will focn come after me.

7. My friends I.bid you all adieu,
I l2ave you in God'’s care,
Aun it 1 never more fee yeu,
Go on I'llmeet you theie.
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8. There we fhall meet and no more part,
| And Heaven fhall ring with praife,
While Jefus’s love in every heart

Shkall tune the fong Free Grace.

9. Milliens of years around may run,
Our {ong fhall {till go on,

To praife the Father and the Son,
And Spirit three in One,

10. When we've been there ten thoufand years

Bright fhining 2s the Sun,
We’ve no lels days to fing God’s praife
‘Than when we firft begun.

HYMN IX.

1. That I had a bofom friend,
To tell my fecrets to,
Un whofe advice I might depend
In every thing 1 do.

2, How do I wander up and down,
Ard no one pitics me!
I feem a firanger quite unknown,
A {on of mifery !
{ 3. None lends an ear to my complaint,
) Nor minds my cries nor tears :
. None ccmes to cheer me tho' I faint,
Nor my vaft burdcen bears.

14, Whillt others live in mirth and eafe
Aund feel no want or woe,
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Thro’ this wafte, howling wildernefs,
[ fuli of forrows go .

5. O faithlefs foul to reafon thus,
And murmur without end ?
Did Chrift expire upon the crofs
And is he not thy friend ?

6. Why doft thou envy carnal men,
And think their ftate fo bleft ?
How great falvation haft thou feen,
And Jefus is thy reft!

7. What can this lower world afford
Compar’d with gofpel grace ?
Thy happinefs is in the Lord,
And thouy fhalt {ee his face !

8. Can prefent grief be counted great
Compar’'d with future wees ¢
Will tranfient pleafures feem fo fweet
Compar’d with endlefs joys ?

. How foon will God withdraw the {cene,
And burn the world he made !

Then woe to carnal finfu] men !
My foul lift up thy head,

)

0. Thy Saviour is thy real friend,
Conftant and true and good ;
Iie wil' be with thee to the end,
And bring ee fafe to God,

i1, Then why my foul art thou fo fad ?
When wili thy ighs be o’er?
Rejoice in Jefus and be glad
WHejoice tor evermore,
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HYMN X.

EHOLD the awful trumpet founds,
The fleeping dead to raife,
And calls the narions under ground :
O how the faints will praife !

2. Beheld the Saviour how he comes
Defcending from his throne
To burft afund=r ali our tombs
And lead hig children home,

3. But who can bear that dreazdful dav,
To {we the world in flamces ;
The burning mountains melt awav,
W hile rouks run downin fircams,

4. The falliny {ars thoir erbits leave,
1 he tonin darknets hiae
The eiements afunder cleave,
The moon turn’d mmeo blood !

5, Belield the univerfad workd
In confternation {tand,

The wieked mto Hell are tuin'd,
1 he Samnts at God's right hand.

. O then th“ mulic will begrin,
Then Saviem God to praife :
Tievare .ul n(cd from every fin
~d rhus they'll fpmnd their da\'
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HYMN XI.

i HAT poor defpifed company
' Of travellers are thefe,
That’s walking yonder narrow way,
Along that rugged maze!?

~« Why they are cf aroyal line,
They’re children of a King;
Heirs ot immortal crown divine,

And loud for joy they fing.

3. Why do they then appear fo mean,
And why fo much defpis’d ?
Becaufe of their rich robes unfeen
The world is not appriz’d.

4. Why fome of them feem poor diftrefs’d
And lacking daily bread ;

Heirs of immortal wealth poflefs'd
With hidden Manna fed.

5. Why do they fhun that pleafant path,
Which worldlings love {o well ?
Because it is the road to deatl,
The open way to hell.

6. YWhy do they walk that narrow road
Along that rugged maze !
Becaufe this way theur leader trod,
‘I'hey love and keep his ways.

7. Why is there then no other road
"T'o Salew’s happy ground ?
Chrift is the only way to God,
o other can be found.
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HYMN XII.
1. M Ta Soldier of the Crols,
A\ A follower of the Lamb ¢
And fhall I fear to own his caule,
Or blufl to fpeak his name?

2. Muft I ke carmed to the fkics
On flow’ry beds of eafe,
When others fought to win the prize
And {ai1’d thro’ bloody feas?

3. Are there no foes for me to face?
Muft I not ftem the flood ?
Is this vile world a friend to grace,
"To help me on to God?

4. Sure I muft ight if I would reimne—
Increafe my courage Lord ; "
I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,
Supported by thy word.

5. Thy Saints in all this glorious war
Shall conquer tho® they die :
They fee the triumph trom afar,
By faith they bring it nigh,

6. When that illuftrious day fhall rife,
And all thine armies {hine,
In robes of victry thro’ the flics,
The glory {hall be thine.

HYMN XT1T1.

1. TN thee we now togetlier come,
In finglenefs of heurt,

R o o s Ok %o e >0 S vt s  ——— e -
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We meet, O Jefusy in thy name,
And in thy name we part;

\We part in body, not in mind :
Our minds continue one ;

And each to each in Jefus join'd,
We hand to haad go on.

Q. Subfifts as in us all one foul

No pow’r can make us twain:

"Tho’ mountains rife and oceans roll,
To fever us in vain.

Prefent we {tiil in {pirit -are,
And intimately nigh;

While on the wings of faith and piay'r,
We each to other fly.

50 In Jefus Chnift together we

In heav’uly places fit:

Cloath’d with the fun, we fuile to fee
T'he moon beneath our feet.

Our life is bid with Chrift in God :
Gur lite thall foon appear ;

And fhed his glories all abroad
In all his members here.

4. This heav'nly treature here

In a vile houfe of clay,

But he thall to the utmoft fave,
And keep it to that day,

Our fouls are in his mghey hand
And he will keep then: ftill ;

And you and T fhall furely ftand
With Lim on Zion’s hill,
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5. Him eye to eye we there fhall fee,

Qur face like his will fhine :

O what a glorious company
When f{aints and angels join!

O what a joyful meeting there!
In robes of white array’d;

Palms in our hands we all fhall bear,
And crowns upon our head !

6. Then let us lawfully contend,
And fight our paffage through,
Bear in our faithful minds the end,
And keep the prize in view:
Then let us haften to the day,
When all fhall be brought home !
Come, O Redeemer, come away !
O Jefus, quickly come !

HYMN XIV.

1, E’V E found the rock, the trav’ier cries,
The ftone that ali the prophets try’d;

2, Come, Chriftians, drink the balmy dew,
"I'was Chrift that fhed it new for you.

3. This coftly mixture cures the {oul,
Which fin and guilt has made fo foul.

4, It makes me merry while I fing,
And fhout falvation to my King.

5. There’s glory, glorv in my foul ;
Come, mourncrs, {re falvation roll:

- e
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6. [ wifh you would believe in God,
And fink into the purple flood.

7. 0 Chriftians we have Heav'n to day—=night,
It fhines around with dazzling ray~light:

8. And in thislight we'll foar away
Where there’s no night but endlefs day.

)
9, O then we'll blow the golden #Mute,
And praife the man that gain'dour fuit ;

10. Then Jefus in a fhining veft,
Will fimile and lead us up to refi!

HYMN XV,
. O AVIOUR, I do feel thy merit,

Sprivkled with redeeming blood ;
And now my troubled weary {pirit,
Now finds reft in thee my Gods

2. I am fafe, and T am happy
While in thy dear arms 1 lie:
Sin nor Satan ¢cannot harm me
While iny Saviour 1s fo righ,

3, Now I'll fing of Jefus's merity
Tell the world of his dear pame,
That if any wants his {pirit,
e 18 Rill the very fame.
B
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4. He that afketh {oon receiveth,
He that {ecks is fure to find;
VWho of comfort is bereaved,
Tefus never cafts behind.

5. ]Now our advacate is pleadin;
With his Father and our God :
Now for us he’s interceding,
Svs the purchafe of his blood.

vow methinks I Lear him praying

¢ Father foare them, Thave dy'd =

L 13. the r"*

tihe Father anfwers, faying,

¢ They are freely juftify’d.””

HYNMT XV

', h‘f. e me, Lord,

y fins to mourn-—
Z}

‘/'y fins! which navc thy body torn'!
(Give me, with broken heart, to {ce

i'hy laf, tremendous agony.

)

. ﬁ could I ¢ain the mountain’s lLeight.
Y nd paze }o, that bleeding hg)h“

(,) thety, with Salem’s daugliters, |

Covld ftand and fee my Savicur die!

5. Ta Tmite gry breafty and weep and mouru,

Aol never feorn the crofs return:
2dveep oler an expiring Ged,
A imx oy tears with Jefus's blood.
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4. I'd hang around his crofs, and cry
“ Lord fave a {cul condemn’d to die!
¢ O let a wretch come near thy threns,
¢ To pleard the merits of thy {cn.”

5. Father of mercy do not frown,
But give me mercy in thy fon;
And, with my broken heart, comply !
O give me Jefus, cr 1 die.

6. Q Lord deny me what thou wilt,
If thou wouldft eaf~ my {oul froma guilt,
Geod Lord! in mercy hear my crv,
And give me Jefus, or I die.

7. O fave my foul from gaping Lell,
Or elfe with devils I muit dwell:
O might I enter, now I'm come!
ord Jefus fave me or I'm gone.

HYMN XVIL

I, "JYHE time draws nigh when youand [
Are to be feparated;

But this doth grieve our hearts tu leave
Fach other to be parted,

3ut let us fee eternity,
And meet the {aiats with joy,

Cur fighings o’er, we'll part no mere,
But reign, with Chrilt, in glory,

2. When Chriftians join, it is moft finc
For to acdore their Saviour;
High they can raife their fongs of praile,
And follow him forever;
3 4
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But when they part it grieves their heart,
They here are fo united :

They fain would be, in company
Always, they’re {o delighted.

3. Well, brethren dear, don’t let us fear,
We {oon fhall live together;
When Chrift defcends to call his friends
| WWe then fhall meet one another.
Then to it down, around the throne
With faints and lovely Jefus,
Eternal love, we'll fing above,
And nothing then will grieve us.

4. The Lamb appears to wipe our tears,

And to complete our glory;

Then fhall we reft, with all the bleft,
And tell the lovely ftery :

To fet and tell, ¢ Chrift lov'd us well,
¢ And that while we were linners.”

Heaven will ring, while faints do fing,
¢ Glory to the Redeemer.”

HYMN XVIII.

1. Q EE the Eternal Judge defcending,
S Seated on his Father’s throne ;
Now peoor finners Chrift will fhew thee,

That he is the Eternal Son ;
‘I'rumpets call thee,
Stand and hear thy awful doom,
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2. Hear the finner now lamenting
At the thoughts of fiercer pain ;
Cries and tears are now a-venting,
But he weeps and cries in vain,
Greatly mourning,
‘That he nev’r was born again.

3. Yonder fits my flighted Saviour,
With the marks of dying love;

Oh! that I had fought his favor

When I felt his {pirit move !

Doom'd I'm jultly,
For I have againft him ftrove.

4. All his wooing I have {lighted,
While he daily feught my foul,
It my vows to him I plighted,
Yet for fin I broke them ali;
Golden moments,
How negletted did they roll !

. Yonder fits my godly neighbours,
Who were once defpis’d by me ;
Now they’re clad in dazzling {plendor,
\WVaiting my {ad fate to fee;
FFarewell neighbours
Difmal gult I'm bound for thee !

t. L1ail ye ghofts that dwell in darknefs,
Groaning, rattling of your chains !
Chrut lias now denounc’d my {entence,
For to dwell in endlefs pains;
Down I'm rolling,
Never to return again. B3
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Now experience phainly fhews me,
Hell is not a fabled thing ;
Now I fee my friends in glory,
Round the throne they ever fing :
I'm tormented
With an everlafting fting.

HYMN X

RETIHREN farewell, I do vour i1
That you and I muft par«:
I go away, and here you tay;
But {tilt we join in heart.

Your love to me, has run molt fic.,
Your converfation {weet,

How can I bear to journey, wherd
With you I cannot meet ?

Yet I do find my heart el
To do my work below.

When Chrift dothcally I trult T fhal’
Be ready for to go.

« Ileave vou all, both great and fmal!,

In Chnft's encirching arms,
Who can you fave, from death and gra.
And {hield you from all harms,
tralt you'll pray, both night and da:

(And keep your garments wlnte‘
I'ar you and me—thzt we may he
Pz children of the light.
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5. If you die firft, amen you mutt,
The will of God be done;
I hope the Lord will you reward
With an immortal crown.

7.1f I'm call’d home, while I am gone,
Indulge no tears for me;
I hope to fing and praife my king,
‘I'hrough all eternity.

8. Millions of years over the {pheres,
Shall pafs in {weet repofe,
While beauties, bright unto my fight,
Their facred fweets difclofe.

9.1 long to go—then fare ye well,
My foul will be at reft.
No more fhall I compluin, or figh,
But tafte the heav’nly feaft.

10. O mnay we meet, and be complete,
And long together dwell ;
And ferve the Lord with one accord,
So brethren all farewell,

HYMN XX.

1. ARTH has detain’d e pris’'ner long;
But I'm grown weacy now :
My heart, i .y hands, my cars, my tongue,
There's nothiug here for you.
B4
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2. Tived my[feIf T lay me down,
And 1"‘“ ard coft my eyes,
Upward, my [ ather, to thy throne,
And to my native {Kics.

5. There tle dear Lond, my Saviour fits
O f:e Low bri; ht he {hines!
And featters infinite delights,
On zll the happy minds.

4. Seraphs with elevated ftrains
Circle the throne uround ;
And charm, and move the ftarry plains
With an immortal {cund.

5. Jefus the Lord their hiarps emsloys,
“ Jetus my love they fing,”
¢ Jefus” the God of both our joys,
Sounds fweet {rom every Quing.

6. Now would T rife and § join the foar,
/‘AL}I b\. (LIl aqu[ tOO L]

My heart my hands, my ears my tongue

There’s joyful work for you,

7. T would beyin the mufic here,
And o iy foul fnd! rife ;
O tor fome heav 'nly no*" to bear
My vt to the (hies !

HYMN XXI,

{. ITINK 'world my,.vn,nl\, alas ! howvaim
Could{t thou this fpacious earth obt .uu’
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And grafp it all from pole to pole,
Yet lofe thine own imniortal foul.

2. What will thy mighty wealth avail
When ficknefs fhall thy health affail ?
Or when the pow’rful hai.d of death
Shall {eize upon thy mortal breath ?

3. Think on the man who vainly faid,
¢« Take eafe my foul, for there is laid
¢« Sufficient ftore for many year:,
¢« To banift all your crowding fears.’

4, But Oh! how foor his blifs expir’d !
¢ Thou fool” fuid God, “ Thy foul’s requird,
¢ And all thole heaps thou counteft thine,
¢ Thou fhalt this very night rehign.”

5. O worldling here a warning take,
Your gilded pleafures now forfake ;
Improve your time and talent given,
And lay your treafure up in Heaven.

8. Will all vour vaft pofleflions buy,
A manfion for your foul on high,
When you’re confin’d by God to dwell
For ever in the lake of Heil !

7. Can wealth affuage the troubled mind,
Or make the furious Devils kind ?
Can all the wealth {rom pole to pole
Redeem one loft, immeortal {oul?



( 3so )

8. No worldling no ; whoe'er thou art,
If Lere on earth theu haft thy heart,
However large thy fhare may be
Eternal - ants remain for thee.

IITAMN XXIL

1. HE trumpet of Ged is founding abroad,
The l.mg,uabc of merey, falvation thro

. blood.

2. Thrice happy are they who hear and obey,
And thare in the bleihngs of tlus gofpel-day.

3. Their anguifh and {mare, and fcrrow depart,
Who find this faivation inferib’d on their

heart.

4. Truepleafures aboundin the rapturous found,
And they that have found 1t huve Paradife
found.

5. Our Jef{us to know, and feel Lis blecd blow
*1'is Like everlailing, us neaven beiow !

5.1 s blo’ﬂ'n"r bz mine thro fivor divine ;
Luz, O wy Iu. deemer! the glory be thine,

II'; )\I:‘: ‘.\XIII.

Y

A\’i\i !a“.. ;.,V . PV’ i) 3' ‘%wq

. I OGR! wlen t0' cther here we mcet,
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Thy fmiles are fodivinely fweet
We're loth to leave the place.

2. Yet Father, fince it is thy will
That we muft part again,
O let thy precious prefence {hll
With every one remain.

3. Thus let us all in Chrilt be one,
Bound with the cords of love,
‘Till we, around thy glorious throne,
Shall joyfully meet above.

4. There fin and forrow from each heart,
Shall then forever fly.
And not one thought that we fhould part,
Once intercept our joy.

5. Therey void of all diftra&ing pains,
Our {pirits ne’er {hall tire;
But in feraphic, heav'nly ftrains,
Redeeming love admire.

6. And thus, throurh all eternity,
Upon the heav 'nly {hore,
The grcat. myfterious One in Three,
Jehovah we’ll adore.

HYMN XXIV.

BLESSED eftate of tle deade— """
The dead that have died in the Lord!
From trouble and mifery freed,
And fure of their endlefs reward :
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By forrow no longer opprefs'd,
When jein’d to the ipirit> above!
With Jefus in glory they reft,
They reft in the arms of his love.

2. 0! when will the Saviour extend
The arms of his mercy to me?
The days of my pilgrimage end,
My foul frem its prifon fet free.
When will the dear moment arrive
Which often I've pin’d for in vain?
And ftill T would die to revive,
And fuffer with Jefus to reign.

3. Ah! give me to bow my faint head,

My forrowful foul to reiign,

From pain everlalingly freed,
To re't in thy bofom divine.

My Saviour why doft thou delay,
To call a poor wanderer home ?

Come quickly, and bear me away
The bride and the {pirit fay ¢ come.”

HYMN XXV,

1. OME, Chriftian friends, and hear me tell
The wonders of Immanuel,
IHe 15 the light of faints beiow,
T'lieir lrength and comfort from him flow.

2. Tho' il the world thould fpread its wings,
And tempt them with ten thoufand things,
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‘They can’t forget that heav'nly love,
Which brought a Saviour from aboves

3. For us ke bow’d his awful head,
Down to the regions of the dead,
To take away our weighty guilt,
The Saviour’s facred blood was {pils.

4. Now hear him call, now hear Lim plead,
For us he lives to intercede ;
He’s left the tomb, alcended high

Above the curtains of the ky.

5« How charm'mg is that heav'nly call,
‘The golipel founding free to all
Come, finners, hear—and fee, and tafte
T'he joys which cannot be exprefsd.

HYMN XXVL

WT‘IF I can read my title clea

To manfions in the {kies,
I'lIl bid farewell to ev'ry fear,
And wipe my weeping eves,

3. Should earth againft wmy {oul engage,
And hellifly d arts be hurl’d,
Then I can timile at Satan’s rase,
And face a frownine worid,
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5. Let cares, like a wild deluge come,
And ftorms of {orrow fall;
May I but fafely reach my home,
My God, my heav’n, my all:

4. There fhall I bathe my weary foul,
In feas of heav’nly reft, .
And not a wave of trouble roll
Acrofs my peaceful breaft.

HYMN XXVIL

1, HERE i5 a land of pure delight,
Where {aints immortal reign.
Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleafures banifh pain.

2, There everlafting Spring abides,
And pever-with'ring flow’rs :
Dxeath, like a narrow fea, divides

T'his Leav’nly land from ours.

. 3.[Sweet fields beyond the {welling flood,

otand drels’d in living green ;

t  Soy to the Jews, old Canaan flood,
While Jordan roll'd between.

¢ 1. But tim’rcus mortals ftart and fhrink,
g To crofs this narrow fea,
d linger, {hiv’ring on the brink,
And fear to launch away.]
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5.0h ! could we make our doubts remove
Thofe gloomy doubts that riie,
And fee the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded eyes !

6. Could we but climb where Mofes ftood,
And view the land{cape o’er,
Not Jordan’s ftream, nor death’s cold flood,
Should fright us from the fhore,

HYMN XXVIIL

i« [ YOME, let us lift our voices high,
High as our joys arife,
And join the fongs above the fky,
Where pleafure never dies.

2. Jefus, the God, that fought and bled,
And conquer’d when he fell ;
That rofe, and at his chariot wheels
Dragg'd all the pow’rs of hell.]

3. [Jeus, our God, invites us here
To this triumphal feaft,
And brings immortal blefings down
For each redeemed gueft.]

4. The Lord how glorious is his face
How kind his fmiles appear !
And oh ! what melting words ke fays
‘I'o ev'ry humble ear.
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5. ¢ For you, the children of my love,
It was for you I dy'd;
Behold my hands, behold my feet,
And look into my fide !

6. Thefe are the wounds for you [ bore,
The tokens of my pains, '
When I came down to free your fouls
From mifery and chains.

7.[Juftice untheath’d its fi'ry fword,
And plung'd it in my heart;
Infinite pangs for you I bore,
And moft tormenting fmart.

8. When hell, and all its fpitzful pow'rs,
Stoed dreadiul in iny way,
To refcue thofe dear lives of yours,
I gave my own away.

9. But, while I bled, and groan’d, and dy’d,
1 ruin’d Satan’s throne.
High on my crofs I hung, and {py’d
The moniter tu ubling down.

. 10. Now ycu muft triumph at my feaft,
i And tafte my flefh, my blood,
And live eternal ages bleft,
For "tis immortal food.”

11. Victorious God ! what can we pay
For favours fo divine?

We would devote our hearts away,
f To be forever thine.]
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12. We give thee, Lord, our highelt praife,
The tribute of our tongues;
But themes {o infinite as thele,
Exceed our nobleft fongs.

HYMN XXIX.

OME ye that k~ow the Lord indeed,
Who are from fin and bondage freed,
Submit to all the ways of God,
And walk the narrow, happy road.
2. Great tribuiation you fhall meet ;
But foon {hall walk the golden ftreet.
I'ho’ hell niay rage, and vent her fpite,
Yet Chriit will fave his heart’s delight.

S The laap?) day will foon appear,
When Gabriel’s trumpet you {liall hear
sound theo’ the earth, and down to helly
'I'o call the nations, great and {mall.

-t Behold the righteous marching home—
And all the angels Lid them come;
Whilft Chrifty the jud e, with joy proclaims
¢ Here comes my imnts, I own tleir nanies.

2.4 Ye everlafting doors fiy wide,
“ Make room for to receive my bride,
¢ Ye bells in heaven found aloud,
ovdere comes the parchafe of 1y Lleed.”
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6. In grandeur fee the royal line,
In glittering robes the {un outfhine,
See faints and angels join in one,
And march, in {plendor, to the throne !

7. They ftand with wonder, and leok on—
They join in one eternal fong,
'T'he great Redeemer to admire—
While raptures {et their fouls on fire,

HYMN XXX.

URST be the man, forever curfl,
Who deth his God forfake-—
¢ Peath and damnation is but juit
¢ Without relief, and infinite.”
2. Thus Sinas roars, and round the eartly
Thunder and fire, and vengeance tlings ;
But, Jefus, thy deary gafping breath,
Aund Gaivary fay gentler things.
G Pardon, and grrace, and boundlefs love
Streammes alony 1 Saviour’s blood,
And Be and joysy und crowns abmc,
Dear purchale of a bleeding God,

4, idatkiembiow hie prays | the charming found
, Dwels on s dving lips, s forgive.”?
‘ Aot exvvy prroan,: md caping wotind
Cotesy » Uasher, et tlh JkL{. '§ lnc W

!
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5. Go you that reft upon the law;
And toil, and feek falvation there,
Look to the flames which Mofes faw,
And fhtinky and tremble, and defpair.

6. But I'll retire beneath the cvofs,
Saviour, at thy dear feet I'll lie,
And the keen fword that juftice draws
Flaming and red thall pafs me by.

HYMN XXXI.

1, O'W begins the Heav'nly theme,
Sirig aloud in Jefus's name ;
Ye who Jefus's goodnefs prove,
Triumph in redeeming love.

2: Ye who fee the Fucher's grace
Beaming in the Saviour’s face,
While to Canaan on ye move

Blcfz and praife redeeming levos

3. Mourning fouls, dry up your tears,
Banith all your guilty fears,
See your guilt and curfe remov:,
Cancel’d.by redceming love.

»
4+ Yes, alas, who long have been
Willing {laves to death and fin,
Now from blifs no longer rove,
Stop and tafte redeeming love.
¢
'
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:. Welcome ali by fin oppreft,
Welcome to a facred reft ;
WNothing brought him fwm above,
Notking but redeeming love.

€. He fubdu’d th’ infernal pow’rs,
His tremendous foe and ours,
To their curfed Empire drove,
Mighty in redeeming love.

7. Hither then your mufic bring,
Strike aloud each joyful fring ;
Mortals join the hofts above ;
Join to praife redeeming love.

HYMN XXXII.
OW long ha® Death the T)"rant reign |

And tiiumph o’er the juil,
While the rich blood of martyrs {lun,
Lies mingled with the dull,

2. When wiil tle tedious nght be gone .
VVhen will our Lord appear ;
Our fond defires would pray him dovwl,
Qur luove embrace him here,

8. Let faith arife and climb the hiils,
Ard from afar defery
Liow diftant are his chariot wheels,
And tcil how falt they &y,

[T ——— R
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4, Lo ! I behold the feattering fhades,
The dawn of Heav'n appears |

- The fweet immortal morning {preads
Its bluthes round the fpheress

5.1 fee the Lord of Glory dithe,
And flaming guards around ;
The Skies divide to make him room,
‘The trumpet fhakes the ground.
6. I Liear the voice—*¢ ye dea %rifc,"
And ftraight the graves dbey,
And waking Saints with joyful eyes
Salute the expeéied day.

7. They leave the ground, and on the wing
Rais'd to the middle air,

In fhining garments meet sheir King,
And lo adore him there.

%« O may my humble {pirit ftand
Amongft them clothed in white ¢
‘The mcaneft pluce at thy right hand
Is infinite delight,

9. IJow will our joy and wender rife,
When our returning King
Skall bear us homrward thro' the m
On love's triumphant wiuz !



( &

HYMN 2xXT1IJ,

1. HE great tremendous day’s approache
Ing, |
That awfulggene is drawing pigh ;
Was long forctald by ancient Prophezs,
Decseed from all eternity.

2. But O my foul refle&t and wornder,
That awfuldcene is drawing near,
When you fhall {ee that great tranfa&tion,
Whken Chrift in Judgment fhall appear.,

8. See, nature ftands a]] in amazement,
To hear the laft loud trumpet found,
“ Arife ye dead and come to judgment,
¢ Ye nations of this world around :”

4. Loud thupder rumbling thro’ the concave,
Bright forked lightnjng parts the fkies,
The Heav'ns 3 fhaking the earth a quaking s
The gloomy fight attralts mine eyes.

5. The orbit lamps all veil’d in fackcloth,
No more their fhining circuits run;
The wheel of time ftopped in 2 moment,
Fternal things are now begun

6. Huge mofly rocks and tow’'ring mountains
Over their tumbling bafes roar,
The raging ocean all in commotion,
Is hov'ring round her frighted fhore,
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7. Green turfy grgvedpards and tombs of nfarble

Give up their dead both fumll and great ;

See the whole world, both Saint and Sinner
Are coming to the judgnent {eat:

8. See Jefus on a throne of Jiftice
Come thundering down the parted fky,
With countlefs armies of fhining Angels,
With Hallelujahs fhouts for joy.

9, Bright fhining fireams from his awful pre.
fence,
His tace ten thoufand Suns outfhines ;
Behold him coming in power and glory
T'o meet him all his Saints combine,

10. ¥ Go forth ye Heralds with {peed Jike light-
ning,
¢ Call in my Saints from diftant land,
¢ Thofe that my blood from Hell has rans
fom'd,
« Whofe names in life’s fair book doth
ftand,

11, ¢ O come ye blefled of my father,
 The purchale of my dying love,
“ Receive the crowns of life and glory,
“ Which are laid up for you above,

12. Far your dear fouls which have centinued
“ With me, and my temptations bore,
% I have provided for you a kingdom,
“ Lo reign with me for evermore,"
3
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‘lo. There’s flowing fountains of living water,
No ficknefs, pain nor death to fear ;

No forrow, fighing, no tears nor weeping
Shall ever have admittance there.

14. But how will finners fland and tremble

When Juftice calls them to the bar
Thofe that reject his offerd mercy,
Their everlafting doom to hear !

15. See 'uﬂice‘;ww with indigx.atto"

(,allmg aloud for {inner’s bload,

Thofe that have flighted offer'd mercy,
And crucify’d the Son 6t God

pJ

16. ¢ Depart fiorm me ye curfed finners,
“ My face you never more fhall fee,
* Be baniih’d from my peaceful prefence,
¢ To endlels woe and mifery.
(oY
17. Each cuilty {oul then ftruck with horvor
- And d!'lL’hi”l, throbbing in their breadt ;
For ever doom’d tb cindless | orrow,
‘ And never more to hove foir reit,

6. Come finners here’s a faithful warning,
Return to Jelus whilft you mav,
For he is ready to receive vor,
O elfe you vndtd e Coa
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HYMN XXXIV.

WAKE my heart, arife my tongue,
Prepare a tuneful voice,
In God, the life of all my jovs,
Aloud will I rejoice.

2.'Tis e adorn’d my naked Joul,
And made falvation mine;
Upon a poor, polluted worm,
He makes his graces fhine.

3. And left the thadow of a fpot,
Should on my {oul be found,
He took the robe the Saviour wrought,
And caft it all around.

4. How far the heav'nly robe exccedl, |
What earthly princes wear!
Thefe ornaments, how bright thcy Mine!
How white the garments are !

5. The fpirit wrought my faith and love, -
And hope, and every grace ;
But Jesus {pent his life to work,
The robe of righteoufnefs.

6. Strangely, my foul, art thou array'd
By the great, facred Three !
In fweeteft harmony of praife,
Let all my pow'rs agree.
C 4
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HYMN XXV.

OME all ye poor finners that from A
dam came,
Ye¢ poor and ye blind, and ye halt, and ye
iame,
Clofe in with the gofpel, upon its own terms,

Or you’ll burn forever, like poor, mortal
wornitg -

2, Wken the Lord fhall defcend, with a fhout,
from above,
And call home his faints to blefs them vmh
his love,
And you nst renew’d in your fouls by his
grace,
Away you muft turn with a forrowful face.

“8. For if you deny Chrift, he will deny you
You’ll bz found on his left hand with the
wicked crew
. In horror and torment forever you'll lie;
In vam now for mercy, in vain you muft cry.

r Y ou've read of the rich man and beggar alfo;
The beggar he died and to Jefus dxdg g0}
The rich man he died, and to his fad furprife,
Awak’din Helly and he lift up his eyes;

. Sceing Abra’m afar off in the manfions a-
bove,

And Laz’rusin his bofom in raptures of love,
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He cry’'d « father Abra’m, fend to my relief,
¢ For 1 ain tormented with pam and with

grief.”

6. He {aid ¢ Son remember when you liv'd {o
bold,
¢« Drefs’d in your finé linen, your purple and ,
gold,
« Whilft Laz'rus was laid at your gate full
of gricf,
“ You had not compafiion to give him relief.

7. Befides, there's a gulph fix’d betwixt us,
you fee,
¢ So thofe that would pafs from hence can't
come to thee;
¢« But there you muft lie, and lament your

fad ftate,

¢ For now you are fending your cries 5‘ ,00 |
late.”

K

. He cried, ¢ fathcr Abra'm, 1 pray ycw pro-
vide,

¢ Send one from the dead, I've fve brethien

 befide.

¢ They hearing from me and of my wretched
ftate,

#¢ Perhaps they’ll repent now, before 'tis too
late,”

9, ¢ They have a rich gofpel that {preads far
dnd wide ; e -
¢S e

v 4
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¢ Thev've Mofes, the prophets, and apoftles
befiae,
¢ If they’ll not adhere unto them and repent,

# They will not believe though one from tke
dead went.”

10, Come, poor Zicn gourners, O don’t you

defpair,

But <ry to your Jefus, he'il anfwer your
pray’r ;

iic'll hear your complaints, and eafe ail your
griet ; )

}e’ll pardon your fine, and will give you re-
lief,

1i. And when you fhall come to lay vour bodies
- down,

You'll fly to the regions where you’il wear 2
crown,

"L'he fimiles that will come from fweet Jefus's
face

Will make you adore and admire free grace,

HYMN XXXV

1. OH! how#] have long’d for the ceming of
God—
And fought him, by praying aad {earching
bis word.
With watching and falling my foul was og.
prefs’d,
‘Nor would I give over "6l Jelus had blofs @
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2. The news of his merey at length I cdid hear,
According to promife he anfwered my pray-
€T
And glory isopen’d, in floods, on my {oul !
Salvation from Zion's beginning to 10lls

3. The news of hic mercy is {preading abroad,
And {inners come crying and praying to
Gud ;
Their mourning and praying is heard very
loud,
And many's found favour in Jefus’s blood.

4. Here's more, my dear Saviour, that falls at
thy feet,
Opprelt by a burden enormoufly great.
Ob! raife me, my Jefus, to tell of thy love,
And {hout hallclujah with angels above,

5. I'il ﬁug and I'll fhout, and I'!l fhout and I'll
fing,
0O God make the nations with praifes to ring.
With loud acclamations of Jefus’s love,
And carry us all to the city above.

6. We'll wait for his charioty it feems to draw
near,
O come, my dear Saviour, let glory appear,
We long to be finging and fhouving above,
With anzelsy o’erwhelm’d in Jelus’s love,
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HYMN XXXVII,
;!
le SOLEMN march we make, ’
A Towards the filent grave,
lodging all muft quickly take,
And carnal pleafure lcave,

2. O what a ftriking fcene,
In this cold grave appears,
A mortal turn’d to duft again,
Quite fpun out all his years.

3. And we who now attend,
Mautft foon refign our breath,
God will the folemn fumamons fend,
By dreadful ghaftly death.

4. If T the next fhould be,
That crumble with the duft;
My foul—=what then becomes of thee?
Haft thou a lot with Chraft ?

5, Since I attended here,
My moments {wiftly glide,
And death upon their wings they bear,
Asquick, perpetual tide.

6, Now let me home return,
And ftrive my foul to fave;
Left 1in hell hould ever burn,
And, with the damned rave.



¢ 51 )

7. Jefus, defpifed friend,
I'll (hght thy love no more ;
Dcar bavmur now that fpirit fend,
Which 1 fo griev’d before.

$.'Then I'll prepare to meet,
My Tefus at his bar,
Yerever worfbip at his feet,
Ana fing s praifes there,

IPYMN XXXVIIIL

e RIST uniform the f{oldiers are,
When duty calls abroad.
Mot purchafed by their coft or care,
But by their prince beftow’d.

2o ChrifUs foldiersy too, if Chrift-like bred,
Ilave a regimental drels ;
“IMs Tinen \\hltC? and fuced with red,
"Tis Cliriil’s own righteon{uefs,

o« A rich and precious robe it is,
LUnto the foldier dear.
"3Yo rofe can learn to bluth lixe this,
~"+ Nor lilly look fo fair.
4. Lt is one piece and wove throughout,
Do cur iously that none
(Condiels themin the feamlefs coat,
Pl et st on, o

L4
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5. 'Tis wrought by Jefus’ fkilful hand,
'Tis ting’d in his own blood.
Jt makes the cherubs gazing ftand,
To view thjs robe of God,

6. No art of man can weave this robe,
'Tis of fuch texture fine ;
Nor could the wealth of all the glohe,
By purchafe make it mine.,

¥. ThLis vefture never waxeth old,
No {pot thereon can fail ;
It makes the foldier brifk and bold,
And dutiful withal.

8. This robe put on me, Lord, each day,
And it {hal] hide my fhame;
Shall make me fight and fing and pray,
Arndi: . my captain’s name.

HYMN XXXIX,

Y, WHEN fhal] I fee Jefus,
And dwell with him above,
"To drink the flowipg fountains,
Of everlafting love.
When fhall I be delivered,
From this vain werld of fin’
And with my blefled Jefus
Drink endlefs pleafure in.



( 353,

9, But now I am a foldier,
My captain’s gone before,
He's given me my ord-rs,
And tells me not to fears
And if I hold out faithful,
A crown of life he'll give,
And all kis valiant foldiers
ternal life fhall have.

3. Through grace I am determin'd,

To conquer, tho' I die,

And then away to Jefus,
On wings of love I'll fly.

Farewell to in and {forrowees
I bid it all adieu,

And you, my friends, be faithful,
And on your way purfue,

4. And if you meet with troubjes,

And trials on the way,

"Then caft your care on Jefus,
And don't forget to pray.

Gird on the heav'nly armour,
Of faith, and hope, and love,

And when your race is ended,
You'll reign with Him above,

5. O do not be difcouraged,
For Jefus is your {riend,
And if you lack for knowledge,
He'll not refufe to lend,
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Neither will he upbraid you,
Tho’ often you requeft,

He'll give you grace to conquer,
And take you up to refl,

HYMN XLI.

I DON'T you hear the alarmy,
Hark—how the trampet {ounds'!
It 1s the Lord of %_lory,
That gives the gofpel Lound:.

2. Come and accept his offer,
Before 1t is too late,

For Jefusis a calling
 Before he {huts the gate.
&
3. Come, let us go together,

And Iift into his band,

Yor Jefus is our captain,

He's bounty in his hand.

4. The Tpét 1s a foundiay,
~ 1t’s ¥6r 1nore voluntee,:,
Come like a valiant {oldier,

And calt away your feai,.

5. Come who will lift with Jels,
A foldicr far to make,
And like « faithia f‘m“b_}cf\‘f‘t,
His armour un 1 ou take,
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6. He'e food and raument plenty,
Enough—and for to {pare.
All things he has provided,
That you have need to wear.

i 7. Then let us well remember,
! How Ifracl was freed,
When from the hand of Phavoah,
2y Mofes they were lod.

8. The pillar went before them,
. And Mofes with his rod.
No doubt we fhall win the day,
1t we but truft in God.

9. Our enemies are many,
On every {ide they ftand.
Then let us go together,
With weapons in our hand,

10. Let us begin the battle,
Like David with his {ling—
¥ight with courage ftout and bLuid,
For Jefus Chrift our king.

}1. Then, when the war is ended,
We'll lay our weapons by,

And fly aloft to Jefus,
T'o reign above the fky.

© 1 Tn peace we'll wear the laurel,
\": " When our foes are flain,
. Y{t"ll take the large pofteflion,
- “Where peace torever 1eigiz,
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A HYMN XLII,

1. AKE up my mufe, condole the lofs
Of thofe that mourn this daye
Let tears diftil on every face,
~ And every mourner pray.

2. The tyranty; Death, came rufhing in,
Lalt night his power did fhew,
Out of this world this child did take,
Death laid its vifage low.

3. No more the pleafant child is {feen

T'o pleafe its parent’s eye,

The tender plant, {o frefh and gresn,
Is in eternity,

- 4, The golden bow! by Death is broke,

The pitcher’s burft in twain,

The ciftern-wheel has felt the ftroke,
‘The pleafant child 1s flain.

5. The winding-fheet doth bind its limbs,
The coffin holds 1t faft,
To-day it's {een by all its friends,
But ‘tins muft be the laft,

5. Until ¢he Lord doth come, to judge
The nations great and [mall,
A nd you and I before him ftand,
And at his prefeice fall,
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HYMN XLIL

ISTED into the caufe of {in,
Why fhould a good be evil ¢
Maufic alas! toe long has been, ,
Prefs'd to obey the Dewil !
Drunken, or lewd: or light the lay
Flows to the foul’s undoing,
Widens,and ftrews with flow’rs the way
Down to eternal ruin.

t
2. Who on the part of God will rife 2

Innocent mirth recover ?

Fly on the prey and take the prize,
Plunder the carnal lover ?

Strip him of ev’ry movihg firain,
Ev’ry melting meafure,

Mufic in virtue’s caufe retain,
Revive the holy pleafure.

3. Come let us try if Jefus’s love

Cannot as well infpire us;

This is the theme of them above,
This upon earth will fire us;

‘Try if your hearts are tun’d to fing;
I there a fubjedt greater? RN

Melody all its ﬂrams wmay bring,
Jc{'us’s love is {weeters

t. jefus the foul of nm{w is,
He is the nobleft paflion ;
®»
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[ ]'ci'us"s name is life and peace,
Happinefs and faivation ;
Jefus’s name the dead can railey
; Shew us our fms forgivem,
* Fill us with all the life of grace.
And carry us up to heaven.

; 8¢ Who hath a right like us to fing
: Us who his mercy ruifes?
.~ Merry our hearts for Chrift is king,
§ Joyful are all our faces.
' Who of his love doth once partakey
“He in the Lord rejoices ;
Melody in our hearts we make,
Mclody with our veices.

)

A

{8, He that a fprinkled eonfcience hathy
He that in God is merry
Let bim fing pialms, the {piric {aithy
Joyful and never be weary ;
i Otter the facrifice of praife,
Hearty and never cealing ;
Spiritual {ongs and anthems raife,

Worfhip and thanks and blefling,

J

! 32
. Come let us in his praifes join,
t* Triumph in bis (abvation ;
.+ Glory afpire to love divine,
! Worfhip and adoration :

% HMeaven already is begun,
| Oper'd in carth believer ;
y Only believe, and then fing on,

Heaven is yours for-ever.
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HYMN XLIIL

3 LMIGHTY Jave infpire
My heart with facred Arey
And animate defire
My foul to repew. ‘
J love my bileffed Jefns,
©On whom bright angels gazes
And fymphony increafes

3. My tender bearted Jefus
Thy love my foul amases,
Thou came for to fave us,

When Joft and undopes
No Seraph could redeem us,
No Angel conld retricve usy
No Arm could relievs ps,

But Jefus alozes

3. In Him I havé believed,
Aad He's oy fou) regrieved
From (in He bas r:deemed

My foul which was decad,
And now ! love my Saviovr,
Far I am ip his faver,

And hope with Him for evey,

The golden freeis to tread

4, Yet here awhile I fay,
In hope of that glad day,
When I am cali’d away,

‘Yo the manfions above,

D 2
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"There to enjoy the pleafure

Of mconfummq treafure,

And fhout in higheft meafure -
Hollelujahs of Love.

! o4
(1} e HYI\;.N XLIV. ,.
1. BURS’T ye em‘rald gates and brmg,

o my raptur’d vifion,
All the extatic joys, that fpring
Round the bright elifian
Lo we lift our Jon ging eyes,
Break ye intervening fkies ;
Sons of righteoufnefs arife.
Ope the gates of Paradife !

2. Floods of everlafting light,
Freely flafh before him ;
Myriads with fupreme delight,

Inftantly adore him ;
Angel trumps refound his fame,
Lutes of lucid gold proclaim,
All the mufic of his name ;
Heaven echoing the theme.

5. Four and twenty clders rife,
From their princely ftation ;
Shout his glorious viétories,
Sing the great falvation ;
Caft their crowns before his throne,
Cry m reverential tone,
Glory be to Ged alone,
Holy ! holy ! holy one.
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4. Hark—the thrilling fymphonies,
Seem, methinks, to fei1ze N5

Join we too the holy layse—
Jefuse—Jefus—=Jefus!

Sweeteft found in Seraph’s fong,
Sweetelt note on mortal’s tongue, .
Sweeteft carol ever fung—

Jefuse—jefus flow along.

HYMN XLV,

At the finner’s bolted heart

Now in heaven is interceding,

Undertaking finners part.

CHORUS.

Sinners can you hate that Saviour,

Can you thruft him from your arms;
Here bie died for your behaviour,

Now he calls you to his charms.

1y NOVV the Saviour ftands a pleading

2. Now he pleads his fweat and bloodfhed,
Shews lis wounded hands and feete
I'atler fave them tho’ they’re blood red,
Ruife them to an heavenly feat.
Sinners, & &c,

3+ Sinners hear your God and Saviour,
Hear his gracious voice to-day ;
Turn fram all your bafe behaviour,
Now return, repent, and pray.
Sinnrrs, fc. &,

“y

Do
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4, Open now your hearts before him,
| Bid your Saviour welcome in ;
Now receive, and love, adore him,
Take a full difcharge from {in.
Sinners, &c. &c.

- 5. Now he’s waiting to be gracious,
Now he ftands and looks on thee ;
See what kindnels, love, and pity,
Shines around, on you and me,
Sinne.s, &c. &c.

| 6. Come! for all things now are ready—

i Yet there’s room for many miore.

[ O ye blind, ye lame, and needy,

« Come to grace’s boandicls ftore,
Sinnersy, &c. &,

HYMN XLVI.
OH if my foul were form’d for woe,

How wonld 1 vent my fighs!
Repentance thouid like rivers tiow,
From both my ftreaming cyes.

’2 I‘was for my fins my deareft Lord
« Hung on the curfed trce,
And groan’d away a dying life,
For theey my  {oul, for thee.
. Oh, how I hate thofe lufts of mine,
That crucify’d my Cod,
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Thofe fins that pierc’d and nail’d his fleth
Faft to the fatal wood!

4. Yes, my Redeemer, they fhall die,
My heart has fo decreed ;
Nor will I {pare the guilty thmgs
That wade any Saviour bleed.

5. Whilft, with a melting broken heart,
My murder’d Lord 1 view,
I'll raife revenge againft my fins,
And flay the murd’rers too.

\ HYMN XLVIIL

MY thoughts oh awful fubjedts roll,
Damnatnon and the dead;

What horrors feige the guilty foul
Uyon a dying bed !

2. Lingering about thefe mortal fhores,
She makes a long delay,
Till like a flood, with rapld force,
Death {'wccps the wretch away.

3. Then [wift and dreadful fhe defcends
Dowa to the fiery coaft,
A mongft abominable fiendg
Hervfelf a friyhted ghott,

4. There endlefls crowds of finners lie,
And darknefs makes their chamns g
D4
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Tortur'd with keen difpair they cry,
Yet wait for fiercer pains.

5. Not all their anguith and their blood
For their old guilt atones,
Nor the compafhion of a God
Shall hearken to their groans.

6. Amazing grace, that kept my breath,
Nor bid my foul remove,
Tiil I had learn’d my Saviour's death,
And well infur'd his love.

-

L1 HYMN XLVIIL

ARLY my God, without delay,
1 hafte to feck thy face,
My thirfty {pirit faints away
Without thy cheering grace.

2. So pilgrims on the {corching {and,
Beneath a burning ky,
Long for 8 cooling {tream at hand,
And they muft drink or dic.

3.I've feen thy glory aad thy pow'r,
‘Through all thy temyples fhine;
My God, repeas ghat heav’nly hour
Thac vifion {o divine.

4. Not all the bleflings of a feaft
Can pleafe my {oui fo well,
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As when thy richer grace T tafte,
And in thy prefence dwell.

5. Not life herfelf, with all her joys,
Can my beft paffions move,
Or raife fo high my cheerful voice,
As thy forgiving love.

6. Thus, till my laft, expiring day,
I'll blefs my God and King
Thus will 1 lift my hands to pray,
And tune my lips to fing.

HYMN XLIX, "
i VVHY fhould we ftart and fear to die?

What tim’rous worms we mortals are}
Death is the gate of endlefs joy, LA
And yet we dread to enter there. *

2. The pains, the groaas, and dying ftrife
Fright our approaching fouls away;
Still we fhrink back again to life,
Foud of eur prifon and our clay,

3. Oh! if my Lord would come and meet,
My {oul fhould ftretch her wings in hafte,
Yly fearlefs through Death’s iron gate,
Nor feel the terrors as fhe pafs'd.

4. Jefus can make a dying bed
I'eel {oft as downy pillows are,
DS .
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While on his breaft I lean my head,
And breathe my life out {weetly there.

HYMN L.
ROM regions of Love, lo! an angel de-
{cended,
And told the ﬁrange news, how the babe was
attended !
¢ Go, fhepherds, and vifit this wonderful
ftranger,

“ See yonder bright ftar—=there’s your God
in a manger !"”
Hallelujah to the Lamb
Who has purchas’d our pardon,
We will praifc him again
When we pafs over Joruan.

» 2. Glad tidings I bring unto you and each na-
tion,

Glad tidings of joy, now behold your falva-
tion ¢
Then fudden a multitude raife their giad
Y voices,
nd fhout the Redecmer, while Heaven re-
joicess.

Hallelujah, &c.

3\ Now glory to?{qd in the higheft is aiven,
* Mow glory to God, is re--chn’d thee’ Hea-
ven
Around the whole carth iet us teil the glad
ftory,
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And fing of hislove, his falvation, and glory
Hallelujah, &c.

4. Enraptur’d I burn with delight and defire,

Such love, fo divine, fets my foul all on fire s
Around the bright throne now hofannas are
ringing, ’

O, when thall I join them, and ever be fing-
iNg——

Hallelujah, &c.

5. Triumphantly ride in thy chariot vitorious,
And conquer with love, O Jefu, all-glorious:
Thybanners unfurl, let the nations furrender,

And own thee their Saviour, their God, and
defender.

Hallelujah to the Lamb

Who has purchas’d our pardon,
We will praife thee again

When we pafs over Jordan.

HYMN LIL

1. E virgin fouls arife,

With all the dead awake!
Unto falvation wife,

Oil in your veflels take:
Upfllarting at the midnignt cry,
Behold the heavenly biidegraom nigh.

3. He comes, he comes to call
The nations to his bar,
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And raife to glory all
Who fit for glory are.
Made ready for your full reward,
Go forth with joy to meet your Lord.

3. Go, meet him in the fky,
Your everlafting friend——
Your head to glorify—
With all his faints afcend.
Ye pure in heart obtain the grace,
To {ee, without a veil, his face.

4. Ye that have Lere receiv'd
The un&ion from above,
And in his {pirit liv’d
Obediznt to his love.
Jefus fhall claim you for his bride—e
Rejoice with all the fan&ified.

5. The everlafting doors,
Shall foon the {aints receive,
Above yon angel powers,
In glorious joy to live:
Far from a world of grief and fin,
With God eternally ihut :n.

6. Then let us wait to hear
The trumpet’s welcome found,
To {ee our Lord aprear,
Watching let us Le found;
When Jefus doth the heavens bow,
Be found—as Lord, thou find'ft us now!
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l. ORD what a wretched land is this,
That yields us no fupply?
No checring fruits, no wholefome trees,
Nor ftreams of living joy.

2. But prickling thorns thro® all the ground,
And mortal poifons grow;
And all the rivers that are found,
With dangerous waters flow,

3. Yet the dear path to thine abode
Lies thro’ this horrid land ;

Tord! we thould keep the heav’nly road,
And run at thy command.

4. Our {ouls fhall tread the defart through,
With undiverted feet;
And faith and flaming zeal fubdue
‘The terrors that we meet.

g« A thoufand favage beafts of prey
Avound the foreft roam;

But Judah’s lion guards the way,

And guides the firangers home,

¢. Long nights and darknef{s dwell below
With {carce a twinkling ray;
But the bright world to which we go
Is everlafting day.
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7. By glimm'ring hopes and gioomy fears
We trace the facred road—
Thro’ difmal deeps and dang’vous fnares
We make our way to God.

8. Our journey is a thorny maze,
But we march npward ftill,
Forget thefe troubles of the ways,
And reach at Zion’s hill.

9. See the kind angels at the gates
Inviting us to come.
There Jefus the fore-runner waits,
To welcoms trav’llers home.

10. There, on a grees, and flow’ry mourt,
Our weary fouls thall {ic;
Ard, with tranfporting joys, recount
The labours of our feet,

11.No vain difcourfe fhall 41l our tonsuc,
Nor trifles vex our ear;
Infinite grace fl:all Le our fong,
And God rejoice to hear.

12. Eternal glories to the king
That brought us fafely through.
Our tongues fhall never ceafe to ling,
And endlefs praife renew.
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I O! we fee the fign appearing,
Jefus comes the Judge fevere,
Hell is trembling with a quaking,
Sinners fhriek with awful fear ;
Come to judgment. come to judgment}
Stand your awful doom to hear.

See the world in flames is burning,
Mountains and hills away they fly,
The moon in blood, the fiars are flamingg
Comets blazing through the fky.
| Thunders rolling ! thunders rolling !
Sinners now for help they cry.

3. From the general conflagration,
Mounts the righteaus up on high,
Gain the hope of their {alvatian,
Live with God no more to die,
Hallelujah, hallelujah,
Glory to the Lamb they cry,

4. Stop my foul, look back and wonder
See the wicked left behind,
Hear them crying, weeping, wailing,
For a moment’s eafe to find,
Doom’d to foriow, doom’d to ferrow,
In the lake of hell confin’d,
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HYMN LIV.

1. ND are we yet alive,
And fee each other’s faee ?
Glory and praife to Jefus give,
For his redeeming grace,

2., Prefetv’d by pow’r divine,
To feel fajvation here ;
Again in Jefus’ name we join,
Axd in his fight appear. |

3. What troubles have we {een,
What con8li&ts have we paft ;
Fightings without and fears withiy,
Since we gffembled laft.

- 4, But out. of a]l, the Lord
Hatk: broughs ns by his love ;
And fii¥l he doth his help afford,
And hides otir life above.

5. Then lec ne make our boaft,
Of his redeeming pow'r ;
Which faves us to the uttermoft,
Till we fbad fin ne more.

6. l.:ct us tﬂke 'dp dur Crofs,
Till we the ¢rown obzain;
And gladly reckon all things loft,
Se we may Jefus gain,
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OW happy every child of grage,
The fouls that’s fll'd with joy and
peace,
‘[hat bears the fruits of sighteoufnefs,
And’s kept by Jefus' power.
'Their trefpafles are all forgiv'n,
They antedate the joys of heav'ne
In rapturous lays |
Shout the praife
Of Jefus' grace,
To aloft race
- Of finsers, brought ta bappinefs
Thro' the atonmg blood ef ]efusn

2. Satun may tempt, and hell may rage
And all the powers of carth befiege—
Their united ftrength at ouce engage

To pluck a foul from J-:fus.

The futhful foul Ia hs thera ta {corn,

He's heaven bmmd“g ¢’s heaven born,
Helt watch and pray, |
Night «nd day, )
Fight his way,
Win the day, -

And all his enemies difmay,

Thro® the mighty mame of Jefus,

\ 9. G montfter, Death, thy fing is drawn,
| O, beafting Grave, no trephies won.
Thefrint trismpbs thro* grace aloae,
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To praife the name of Jefus.
At length he bids the world adicu,
With all its vanity and {hew-—
The {oul it flies,
‘Thro® the fkies,
To Paradife,
. And joins its voice,
In rapturous.lays of love, to praite
"The glorious name of Jefus. ‘ o

{. When Gabricl’s awful trump fhall found. -

And rend the rocks, convulfe the ground,
And {wears that time is at an end,
Ye dead arife to Judgment.
See lizhtnings flathy and thunders roll,
This earth wrapt like a parchment icrolls
Comets blaze,
sinners raife,
Dread amaze,
And horror feize

The guilty fons of Adam’s race,

Unfaved from fin by Jefus.

The Chriftian, filled with rapturous joy,
'Midft flaming worlds he mounts on high
'To meet his Saviour in the ky,

And fee the face of Jeluse -

Then foul and body reunite, o

And fill’d.with glory infinites
Bleifed day,
Chriftians fay,

Will you pray,
. That we may

o' .
¢ .

POTNE NN
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Al join that happy comy. .y
T praife the name of Jefus,

HYMN LVL
1, HAIL the gofpel jubiles,
ho

'Jcﬁrs comes to fet us free,
or s thed his precious blood,
' o raife our fallen fouls to God,
And fince the work of fuffering’s dongy
We'll glory give to God along,
Free falvation be our beafdy
Ever mindful what it col,
Ever grateful for thie prise,
Let our praifes reach the {kies,
CECBUS,
Firm united let ua de,
In the bonds of charitys
As aband of brothers join™d

Loving God and ull mankind,

- B Rife y< heralds 0‘ the LOTd, -
Take the Breaftoplate, thield and fword,
Againft the hofts of hell procjaim
A war in Ehrift’s all conqueting name,
Nor fear to gain the viQery
When for this glorious liberty,

Youon Jefus Chrift dependeese
He'll the fuffering caufe defend s
Flace, O place in him your truft,

He's slmighty, wife, and jufl,
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CHORUS,
Firm united brethren ftand,.
Firm an undivided band....
Brethren dear in Jefus join’d
Yill'd with all his conftant mind.

3, Sound....the gofpel trumpet found ;
Through rhe earth’s remoteft bound ;
Let Jefus’ name, with loud applaufe,
Ring thro’ the werld his righteous laws—
He gives, and rules in mercy mild.
Relieve, and be ye reconciled

To a God .of truth and love,

Sending bieflings from above—

Now is the accepted time,

Liften every joyful clime.

CHORUS.

Hai'—the Gofpel jubilee,
Jefus comes to fet us free.
He is come no more to bleed—
Free we then fhal) be indeed.

4. Now the fovereign of the fky

Counes, the troops of hell muﬁ$y

Ile is the rock of ages fure,

And all who te the ¢nd endure

A glorious crown of righteoufnefs

Shull wear in realins of endlefs blifs.
There with Llood-waih’d throngs above,
Woungdering at redeeming love,
Evermore will fhout and fing,
Heaven’s palace Joud fhall ring.



¢ 7o)
CHORUS,
Firm united let us ga,
On in Jefus’ fteps below,
As a band of brothers jojn,
And cternal glory find,

LVI1I,

|, #F ACCHEUS climb'd the tree,
Z And thought himfelf unknown
But how furpriz’d was he,
When Jefus call’d him down:
The Lord beheld him tho’ conceal’d,
And by 3 word his pew’r reyeal’d.

2. Wonder and joy at once
Were painted in his face ;
Does he my name pronounce,
And does he know my cafe ?
Will Jefus deign with me to dine 3
Lord, I, with al] I haye is thine,

S. Thus where the gofpel’s preach'd,
And finners come to hear; |
The hearts of feme are reach’d,
Before they are aware :
‘The word directly fpeaks to them,
And Jefus pointy them out by name,

4. Tis curiofity
Oft brings them in the way 3
Only the man to fee,
Ard hear what he can fay §
| 3
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But how the finners ftarts to find,
The preacher knows his inmoft mind.

5. His long forgotten faults
Are brousht again to view ;
Aud all his fecret faults
Exzpos’d in public too :
Though compafs’d with a crowd about
The fearching word has found him out,

6. While thus diitrefling pain,
) And ferrow fill his heart ;
He hears a voice again,
Which bids his tears depart :
And then like Zaccheus he is bleft,
And Jefus deigns to be his guett,

LVIII.

I. O EE! how the nations rage together,
Sceking of each others blood ;
See how the fcriptures are fulfilling !
Sinners awake and turn to' God.

8. We fee the fig-tree buddine ;
You that in epen ruin he,
Behold the feaves almoft appearing,
* Awake ! behold your end is nigh,

3. We read of wars, and great commotiens,
'I'o come before that dreadtul day ;
Stnpers ouit vour finfui conrfes, -
And vitis got your time away.

[
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4. Confider now the defolation,
And the fhortnefs of your time ;
Since there’s none but a dark ocean,
For all that don’t repent in time,

5. Ye minifters that wait on preaching,
Teachers and exhorters too,
Don’t you fec your harveft wailing,
Arife, there is no reft for you,

6. O think upon that ffrict commandment,
God :as on hjs teachers laid:
The finner’s bjood that digs unwarncd'
Shall fall upon the teacher’s head,

¥. Arife dear brethren, let’s he doing,
See the nations in diftrefs ;
The Lord of hofts forbid their ruin,
Before their day of grace is paft.

8. To fee the land I in confufion,
Looks dreadful in sur mortal eye 3
But O dear finners, that js nothing,

To when the day of doam draws nigh,

9. To fee the Lord in ¢louds defcending,
Saints and angels guard him round ;

The faints from earth will rife to meet him,
But iinners fpeechlefs at his frown.

4. To fee the mountains & burning,
Mountaias and hills muit forward fiy,
X3
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The moon in bloody the ftars a falling,
And coinets blazing thro’ the fky.

- 11. 0 finners! that’s not all that's dreadful,
' Before your Judge you mult appear;
Ly . . L]
Fo anfwer tor your paft tranluctions,
How you ran your courfts here.

!

4
t 12. The book of con{cience will be open’d
*_ And your character read therein;

% "I'ke fentence is, depart ye curfed,

f

And every faint will cry, Amen.

( 13+ O Lord, forbid that this our nation,
‘That this thould be their dreadiul cafe 3
(3 {inners turn and find falvation,
While now he offers you free grace.

\

14, "Tis now you have a gofpel morning,
Aud yet the lamwp holds out to burn;

"Tis now you have {uthcient warning,

U finness ! finners ! will you turn 2

LIX.

1. JESUS at thy command,
1 launch into the deep,
And leave my native land,
Where fin lulls all afleep s
For thee I would the world refign,
And fail to Heaven with thee and thine.
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2. Thou a.t my pilot—wafe,
My compafs is thy word ;
My foul each ftorm defies,
While | have fuch a Lord :
I'll truft thy faithfulne{s and power,
To fave me in the trying hour.

8. The rocks and quickfands deep,
Thro’ all my paffage lie ;
Yet Chrift will fafely keep,
And guard me with his eye ;
My anchor, Hope, will firm abide,
And ev'ry hoifterous ftorm outride.

4. By faith, I fee the land—
The port of endlefs reft
My foul thy fails expand,
And fail to Jefu’s breaft;
{ may I gain the heavenly thore,
Where winds and waves diftre{ls no more.

4. Come Holy Ghoft, and blow
A profperous gale of grace:
Waft me from all below,
To Heaven, my deftin’d place ;
There, in full faily my port I'll find,
And leave the world and fin behind;

§. Jefus, at thy command,
I launch into the deep,
- And lcave my native land,
Where fin lulls ali to fleep.
B4
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Forthee T would my all refign,
A {43} to heaven with thee and thine.
HYMN LX,
5 near to Calvary 1 pafs’d,

U7\ Methourht 1 faw an extended crof,
Vvlicre a poor victim hangs

[lis fieth the rugeed iron tore,
Piis lombs wil ftain’d with purple gore,
Guiping with dyiwug puegs.
2. Wond'ring the fpectacl: 1o fee,

YWho can this bieedin victim ve,
Infach exquifite pain ¢

Who thus coutign’d to woes I cry’d ?

“1is 1, the bleeding Lamb reply’d,
To vave a world {rom fin.

3¢ How can it be ? my {oul replies,

Jetus Yo mortal vebels dies,
W hat Jelus die for me?

Yes, iwith th” expiring Son of God,

I give vy litey 1 ipiil my blood,
For thee, poor foul for thee.

4. Lo 1,00 thy Ll thouw'lt freely given,
Fo Lilnmy wreetehed thul to heaven,
Aonw hicss e with thy charins
Tion oty T U God, L ally
Lovoe woy Livy my voudy my all

: L1 . . . h ) ' . gyt
) N R N R § 3 ’u"\ whillae
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5. All other lover's I'll adicu,
My dyin ; lover 1l purtue,
And blefs the flanghter'd Lamb @
My life, my breathy my ftrenzth, my days, -
1 wiil devote to fpread thy praife,
And celebrate thy name.

6. And when my days on earth fhall ceafe,
P’ll leave thefe mortal climes in peace,
And firetch to realms above
I'll join in praife immortal ftrains,
There where my heavenly lover reigns,
And feaft upon his love,

. HYMN LXL
1. IN evil long I took dclight,
A4 Unaw’d by fhame or fear
Till a new obje@ ftruck my fight,
And ftopt my wild career.

2. I faw one hanging on a tree,
In agonies of blood ;
He fix'd his languid eyes on me ;
As near his crofs 1 flooud.

3. Sure never till my lateft breath,

Shall' I forget that look ;
He feem’d to charge me with his death,

Though not a word he fpoke.

4. My confcience felt and own’d the guil,

And plung’d me in delpuir ;
LS

2
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Y faw my fins his blood had fpile,
And help’d to pail him there,

5, Alas! Iknew not what I dnd,
But now my tears are vain ;
Where fhall my trembling {oul be hid,
For I the Lord have flain,

$ A fecond look he gave, which faid,
I freely all forgive ;
This blood is for thy ranfom paid,
I dy’d that thou may’ft live,

¥, With pleafing grief and mournful joy,
My fpirits now were fill'd ;
That I fhould fuch a life dc{h:oy,
Yet live by him 1 kill’d,

HYMN LXII,

VITAL fpark of heavenly flame,
Quit, O quit this mortal frame,

Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, ﬂymg.

O the pain, the blijs of dying !

Ceafe, fond nature ceafe, thy {trife,

And let me languifh into life.

8. Hark ! they whifper, angets, angels {ay,

Sifter {pirit, come away ;

What is this abforbe me quite
Steals my fenfes, fhuts my fight,
Drowns my {pirits, draws my breath,

‘Tell me, my fpul, ¢an this be death !
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3. The world recedes, it difappears,
Heaven Opens on MY (yes, My ears,
With {founds fe: apmc Fings,

Lend, lend your wings, 1 mount, I fly,
O yrave, where is thy vitory !
O dcath, where is thy fting !

HYMN LXIIE,
I DT AR fiiends farewell, I now muﬂ go

. ofpel for to preach
My maftcr calls me {o to do,
His people for to teach,

2. While I was here, vou have been dear,
And have boen very kind;
But now in »iacey I leave this place,
And leave you all behird.,

5. Weep not for me for here yeou fee,
My trials have been great
And now all you 1 bid adicu,
And wita you all fucceis.

. Twiil not be long betore the chuich,
Will ait )Ju,thu be 3

And v v love the Lord belos
Shiall then your Saviour fee,

5. Thev: you fhall jein in fongs divine,
God's o by e thadl praide
Avd view s hnﬂc's, tm‘ ot the fOll

Of thele fow evils GaY g

R w3
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¢, There you fhall ftand at his right hand,
And in his prefence dwell ;
And him adore for evermore,

Sq hrethern, now farewell,
HYMN LXIV,

L COME all ye weary travellers,
Come let us join and fing,
The

everiafting praifes
Of Jefug Chrift our King ;
We've had 3 tedious journey,
And sirefome it is true ;
But fec how many dangers
The Lord has brought us through.

§: At firft when Jefus found us,
He call’d us'unto him ;
And pointed out the danger
Of falling into fin 3
-+ The world, the flefh, and Satan,
Will prove a fatal fnare ;
Unlefs we do rejeét them,

By faith and humble pray'r ;

3. But by our difobedience.
With {orrow we cenfels,
We’ve had toa long to wander,
In 3 dark wildernefs :
Where we might foon have fainted,
In that enchanted ground ;
But now and then a clufter

Of Pleafant grapes we founc{,
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4. The pleafant finits of Canaan,

Gives life and joy and peace ;

Revives our drooping {pirits,
And faith and love increafe :

Confefs our Lord and matfter,
And run at his command ;

And haften on our Journey,
Unte the promis'd land.

5. In faith and hope and patience,

We now are going on,

The pleafant way to Canaan,
Where Jefus Chrift is gone 3

In peace and confolation,
We’re going to rejoice ;

And Jefus and his people,
Forever be our choice.

6 Sinners why ftand ye idle,

While we do march along ;

Has confcience never told you,
That you are doing wrong.

Down the broazd road to ruin,
To bear an endlefs curfe ?

rorfake your ways of finning,
And come and go with us.

7. But if you will refufe 1t,
We bid you all farewell 5
We’'re on the way to Canaan,
Armd you the way to kell ;
We'ie forry for to leave you,
We rather you would go ;
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 @ome try 2 bleeding Saviour,
-~ And feel {alvation flow,

$. O finners be awaken'd
" . To fee your difmal ftate ;
Repent and be converted,

- Before it is too late :
_Turn to the Lord by praying,
- And daily fearch his word ;

And never reft contented,

Until you find the Lord,

9. Now to the King immortal,
Be everlafting praife,
For in his holy fervice,
We mean tq fpend our days ;
Tul we arrive at Canaan,
The celeftial world abeve,
With everlafting praifes,

10 hing redeeming Jove,

‘ FiN{s,





