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Spirihml Songs, &c.

HYMN I

1, HE voiee of Free Grace, cries, efcape

to the mountain;
For Adam’s loft race, &:ﬁ open’d a

fountaing
For fin and tranfgreflion; and evgry pollu- /22 .-

/ tion S
/-4 %ood 1t, ﬂow? frcely in plcn%/u“;lz

Z/ aliclUJah to tl;[Lamb whd, purc has'd X
our pardon,
We will pralfe him again when we pafs
over Jordan.
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2. That fountain ‘16:@;‘!] in %_Iuéh all may
find pardon,
redemption ;
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Theugh your fins were increas’d as high as
a mountainy :
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His blood it flows frecly in ftreams of Talva-
tion.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

3. Oh! Jefus ride 6n, thy kingdom is glorious,
O’er lin, death and”Hell, thou wilt make us
vittorious :
Thy name fhall be prais’d in the great cons
gregation,
And faints fhall delight in afcribing falvation.
Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

4. When on Zion we ftand, having gain'd the
blc& ﬂ‘l'm'c,

With our harps in our hand; we'll praife him
cvermore ;

We'll range the bleft fields on the bank of
the river,
And fing Hallelujah for ever and ever.
Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

*
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HYMN II,

1. JESUS, my Saviour, to thee I {:bmit,
With love and thankigiving fall down

st thy feet ! *
The facrifice offer, my foul, flefh and blood ;
Thou ast my Redeemer, my Lord and my God.

o oW\
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%. I love thee, 1 love thee, I love thee my Love !

I'love thee my Saviour, I love thee mv Dove !

I love thee, I love thee, and that thou doit
know,

But how much I love thee, I never fhall
ﬁ’low.-

5. All human éxpreflions are empty and vain,
They cannot unriddle the heavenly flame !
I'm fure if the tongue « 7 an angel 1 had,

1 could not the myit'ry completely . fcribe,

4. I'm happy, I'm happy, O wond’rous account !
My days are immortal, I {tand on the mount!
1 gaze on my treafure, 1 long to be there,

With Angels my kindred, and Jefus my dear.

5. O Jefus my Saviour, in thee I am bleit :
My life and my treafure, my joy and my reft.
Thy grace be my theme, and thy name be

my {ong,
Thy love dothin{pire my heart and my tongue !

8. T'hy fullnefs reveal, thy promife fulfil,
O take and direét me to the heavenly hall j
There wrapt in thy love, to be loft in thy
charms,

With Angels tranfpurted, and freed from all
harihs.

7. O who is like Jefus, he’s Salem’soright king !
He fmiles & he loves me, ke learns me to fing,.
I'll praife him, Vil praiie himg with notes

loud and fhnii,
While rivers of pleafure, my fpirit deth £l
A3
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HYMN III.

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

2. Of men great {kill po{fefhng,

[ thought a cure to gain,

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

Some faid that nothing ail’'d me ;
Some gave me up for loft,

Thus every refuge fail'd me,
And all my hopes wascrofs'd.

3. At length this great phyfician,
How matchlefs in his power,
Accepted my petition,
And undertook my cure;
Tirlt gave me {ight to view him,
For fin, my fight had feal’d,
I'hen bid me loek unto him,
I look'd and I was heal'd.

4. A bleeding, dying Jefus,
Scen by aneye of Faith;
At ounce from i it frees us,
And faves our fouls fromideath .
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Come then to this phyficiany
His help he’ll freely give -

He makes no hard cond'cic
*Tis only, look and L+,
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HYMN 1V,
1. £\ GOD my heart with love inflame,
That I may in thy holy name,
Aloud in fongs of praife rejoice,
Wiiile 1 have breath to raife my voice ;
Then will 1 fhouty then will 1 fing,
And make the heavenly arches ring,
I'll fing and (hout for evermore,
On that eternal happy fhores

“+ O hope of Glory, Jefus come!
And make my heart thy humble home
For the {mall remnant of my days,
I want to fing and fhout thy praife ;
O give me Lord a heart to pray.
And live rejoicing every day ;
For to give thanks i every thing,
And fing a:d thout, and fhout and fing,

3. When on my dying bed I lay,
Lord give me sirngth to fhout and pray !
And praife thee with my lateft breath,
Until my voice s lsft ia death.
Then brethren, fifters, {houting come,
My body follow to the tewb :
And a5 you march the folemn voad,
Loud fing ai:d fhoat the praif: of God,

As
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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 ittall fhout and wake cur clay ;
Then from our dulty beds we’'ll {pring,
And thout O death, where is thy fting :
O grave where is thy victory,
We'll thout to all eternity.

3. Our race is o’er we've gain’d the prize,
‘T'hen fball the Sovereign of the fkies,
With {miles unto his children fay,
Come reign with me in endlefs days.
‘T'hen on that happy, happy fhore,

We fhout ai.d fing our {uff’rings o’er;
We'll fing and fhout and thout and fing,
And make the heavenly arches ring.

Glory Hallelujah,

etnntliD © 4 ¢ SR PR

HYMN V.

HE glorious day is drawing nigh,
When Sion’s light (hall come :
She thall arife and ﬂnm. on high
Bright as the morning fun.
The noith and fouth their funs refign,
And earth’s foundations bend ;
Adorn'd ae a bride Jerufalem,
All-glorious fhail defeend.

9. The king that bears the goldgn crown,
‘The azure, flamning bow ;
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The holy city thall bring down
To blefs his faints below.
When Sion’s bleeding conqu’ring king,
Shall fin and deatk deftroy ;
The morning ftars together fing,
And Sion fhout for joy.

3. The holy bright mufician bands

Who fing on harps of gold,

Palms in their hands they upward tend,
Tair Salem to behold !

Afcending on fuch melting firains,
Jehovah’s name they bear ;

Such fhouts thro’ earth’s extenfive plains,
Was never heard before !

4. Let fatan rage and boaft no more,

Ye fiends of darknefs fly ;

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

He is their fhield their hiding place;
A covert from the wind ;

Streams from the rock in the wildernefs,
‘T'hroughout this weary land.

5. The ch-yftal {treams run down from heav's,

‘T'hey iffue from the throne:

The ﬂoods of {trife away are driven,
The church becomes but one.

‘That peacetul union fhe fhall know
And live wpon his love!

And (hout and {ing of yrace below,
As angcels do above!
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HYMN VI . ‘.."}.

1. OME and tafte along with me '
Confolation running free, A
From our Father’s wealthy thione, " -
3v:ieeter than the honey comb. usra .
<. Wheretore thould 1 feaft alone, 404

Twe are better ftill than one ;
The more comes in with a free good will,
Maukes the banquet fweeter flill.

3. Now I gotoheaven’s door
Afking for a little more ;
Jefus gives a double fhare,
Calling me, his chofen heir.

4. Goodnefs running like a ftream,
Through the new Jerufulem,
And by a conftant breaking forth,
Swectens eartly and heaven both.

4. Saints in glory fing aloud,
For to fee and hear of God !
Conung in at heaven's dosr,
Making of the number more.

6. Now my body doth its beft,
For to keep me back trom Chrift;
But a treafure coming i,
Doth oppofe my inbred in,

7. Sinful nature, hatching vice
Cannot ftop the force of prace s

A%% mm tlncrc is 4 God to gives
And 4 linner to receive,



( 11 )

8. Heavens here and heavens there,
Comforts luwing every where!
" s I boldly do profefs,
tmy foul hath got a tafte.
' 9. Now I gn rejeicihg home
From the¢ anquet of perfume !
Finding manna on the road,

» ‘cpping from the mount of God!

T H K

HYMN VIIL

1. ) EHOLD that great and and awful day
Of parting foon will come,
When finners muft be hurl’d away ;
And chriftians gather'd home !

3. The one with Dives for water cry,
Aud gnaw their tongues in pain,
They gnath their teeth and crifp and fry,
And wring their hands in vain,
3. Now hail! all hail! ye frightful ghofts,
With whomy [ once did dwell,
And fpent my days in frantic mirtk,
and danc'd my foul to hell !

4. You me ahout the floor did drag,
And caus’d my foul to fin;
And devils now your mouth fhall gag,
And force the fuel in. '

g, Perhaps the purenc fees the child
| Sink down to endlefs Hames,
[

i
i
i
!
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With thrieks, and howls, and bitter cries,
Never to rife again.

€. O father! fee my blazing hands,
Mother ! behold your child !
Againfl you now, a witnefls ftands,
Amid{t the flames confin'd !

7. The child, perhaps, the parent views,
Go headlong down to hell s
Gone witi: the reft of {atan’screw,
And bids the child farewell !

8. The hufband fees his piteous wife,
With whomn he once did dwell,
Depart with groans and bitter crics,
My hufband ! far: you well!

The man the once did love,
Sink down to endlefs mifery,

9. But O, perhaps, the wife may fce, ]
While fhe, s crown’d above ! |

10. Then fhall the fuaints ihrough grace com-
Drink tn eternal Jove : (bin’d,
In Jefus' image there to fhine,
And veign with him above.

11, O how it lifts my foul to think,
Of meeting round the throne,
Lternal joys there for to drink,
WWhere forrows never come.
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HYMN VIIIL

1. YERUSALEM my happy lome,
O how I long for thee !
When will my forrows have an end ?
Thy joys when fhall I fee?

2. Thy walls are of all precious ftone,
Moft glorious to behold ;
Thy gates are rishly fet with pearl,
‘T'hy ftreets are pav’d with gold.
3. Thy garden and thy pleafant grcen,
My ftudy long have heen ;
Such fparkling light by human fight,
Has never yet been feen.

4. ]t Heav'n be thus {o glorious L.ord,
Why fhould I ftay from th:nce ?
What folly’s this that I {hould dread
To die and go from hence !

5. Reach down, reach down, thine arm of grace,
And ¢aul: me to afcend,
Where congiregations ne’er break up,
And fabbaths never end.

6. Jefus my love to glory’s gone,
Him will I go and fee
And all my brethren here below,
Will foon come after me.

7. My friends T bid yon all adiceu,
1eave you in God’s care,
And if 1 never more fee you,
59 on I'll meet you there.
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$. There we thall meet and no more party
And Heaven fhall ring with praife,
While Jefus’s love in every heart
Shall turie the fong free grace.

9. Millions of years around may run,
Our fong thall &ill go on,

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

10. When we've been there ten thoufand years
Brighkt fhining as the Sun,
We’ve no'lefs days to fing God’s praife
‘T'han when we firft begun.

HYMN IX.

1. That ¥ had a bofon friend,
To tell my feerets to,
On whofe advice I might depend
In every thing I do.

2. How do I wander up and down,
- Aud no one pitics me !
I feem a ftranger quite unknown,
A fon of mifery !

5. None lend¢ an ear to my complaint,
Nor minds my cries nor tears :
None comes to cheer me tho' 1 faint,
Nor my vaft burden bears.

4, Whilft others live in mirth and eule
And fec! no want or wee,
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Thro' this wafte howling wildernefy,
1 full of forrows go e,

6. O .aithlefs 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 {o bleit?
How great Salvation haft thou feen,
And Jefus i thy reft !
7. What can this lower world afford
Compar'd with gofpel grace ?
Thy happinefs is in the Lord,
And thou fhalt fee his face !
8. Can prefent grief be counted great
Compar’d with future woes?
Will tranfient pleafures fecem fo {weet
Compar'd with endlefs joys?
9. How focn will God withdraw the fcene,
And burn the world he made !
Then woe to carnal {inful men!
My foul lift up thy head.
104’ T'hy Saviour is thy real friend,
Conitunt and true and good ;
He will be wicii ihee to the erd,
And briag thee fafe to God.
11, Then why my foul art thou fo fad?
When will thy fighs be o’er !
Rejoice in Jefus and be glad

Kejoice tor evermore.
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HYMN X

1. ) EHOLD the awful trumpet {ounds;
The fleeping dead to raife,
And calls the nations under ground :
O how the faints will praife !

2. Behold the Savieur how he comes
Defcending from his throne
To burft afunder all our tombs
And lead his children home.

3. But who can bear that dreadful day;
To {ce the world in flames ;
The burning mountains melt away,
While rocks run down in ftreawms,

4. The falling ftars their orbits leave.
'The fun in darknefs hide;
1 he elements afunder cleave,
The moon turn’d into blood ?

5. Behold the univerfal world
In coufternation ftaund,
The wicked into Hell are turn’d,
The Saints at God's right hand.

6. O then the mufic will begin,
"Their Saviour God to praife:
They are all freed from every fin
And thus they'll fpend their days !
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HYMN XI.

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

2. Why they are of a royal line,
They're children of a King ;
Heirs of immortal crown divine,
And loud for joy they fing.

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

4. Why fome of them {eem poor diftrefs'd
Aud lacking daily bread ?
Heirs of immortal wealth poflefs’d,
With hidden Manna fed.

5. Why do they fhun that pleatant path,
Which worldlings love fo well ?
Becaufe it is the road to Death,
The open way to Hell.

6. Why do they walk that narrow road
Along that rugged maze?
Becaufe this way their leader tred,
They love and keep his ways.

7. Why is there then no other road
To Salem’s happy ground ?
Chrift is the only way to God,

No other can be found.



( 18 )

HYMN XII.

M I a Soldier of the Crofs,
A fullower of the L.amb?
And fhall 1 fear to own his caufe,
Or blufh to fpeak his name?

9, Muft I be carried to the fkies
Oa flowry beds of eale,
When others fought to win the prize
And fail'd tiro’ bloody feas?

2. Are there no foes for me to face?
Muft I not ftem the flood ?
Is this vile world a friend to grace,
Ta help me on to Gd ¢

#. Sure 1 muft fightif I would reignm
Increafe mvy courage Lord;
I'll bear the tonl endyre the pu'm,
Supported by thy word,

5. Thy Saints in all this glerious war
Shall conquer tho’ they dic:
They fee the triumph from afar,
By faith they being it nigh.

6. When that illuftrious day fhall rife,
And all thine armies fhine,

In robes of viét'ry thro’ the fkies,

‘The glary thali be thine,

eyl ; G | Gy

HYMN XI1II.
1. TN thee we now together cuing,
I In {inglencls of heart :
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We mect O Jefus in thy namne,
‘ And in thy mame we part;
Wa part in bady, notin mind:
Our minds continue one ;
And each to each in Jefus join'd,
We hand to hand go on.

2, Sulfifts 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 ftill in {pirit are,
And intimately nigh ;

Whils on the wings of faith and pray'r
We each to other fly,

7. In Jefus Chrift together we

In heav’nly places fit :

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

Our life is hid with Chrift in God :
Our life iloll foon appear ;

And fhed his glories all abroad
In all his memmbers here,

4. 'I'his heav'nly treafure here we have
In a vile houle of clay,

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

Our fouls are in his mighty band,
And be will keep them ftill ;

And you and I fhall furely ftand
With him on Zion's hil!,

B
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5. Him eye toeye we there fhall fee,
Our face like his will (hine :
O what a glorious company
When faints and angels join !
O what a joyful meeting there!l
In robes of white array'd ;
Palins in our hands we all fhall bear,
And erowns upon our head !
6. Then let us lawfully contend,

And fight our paflage through;
Bear in our faithful minds the end,
And keep the prize in view :

Then let us haften to the day
When all {hall be brought home |
Come, O Redeemer come away |
O Jelus, quickly come !

"
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~ HYMN XIV,
1. L'V E found the rock, the trav'ler crie
‘The flone thatall the prophets try'd
o - . ]
~« Come Chriftians drink the baliny dew,
"I'was Chrift that fhed it new for you,
3. This coflly mixture cures the foul
Wilhich fin and guilt has made {o faul.
4. It makes me merry while 1 {ing,
And {fhout Salvation to my Kingr,
5o There’s glory glory in my foul ;
Ciosue mousners fee falvation roll;
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6. I wifh you would believe in God,
And fink into the purple flood.
7. O Chriftians we have Heav’n to day—night;
It thines around with dazzling ray—light :
8. And in this light we’ll foar away
Where there’s no gight but endlefs day.
9. O then we'll blow the golden flute,
And praife the man that pain'd our fuit:
19. Them Jefus in a (hining veft,
Will fmile and lead us up vo reft !

il €D | E———

IHHYMN XV,
I.SA\ [OUR, I do feel thy menit,

Sprinkled widi redeeming biood;
And now my troubled weary fpirit,
Now finds reft in thee my God.
2. I am fafe, and £ am happy
While in thy dear arms I lie:
Sin nor Satan cannot harm me
Wrhile iy Saviour is fo nigh.
3. Now I'll fing of Jefus’s merit,
T'ell the world of his dear name,
‘That if any wants his {pirit,
He is {tll the very fame.

B4
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4. He that afketh foon receiveth,
He that feeks is fure to find;
Who of comfort is bereaed,
Jefus never cafts behind.

5. Now our advocate is pleading
‘With his Father and our God :
Now for us he’s interceding,
As the purchafe of his blood.

6. Now methinks I hear him praying
“ Father fpare them, I have dy'd:”
And the Father anfwers, faying,
“ They are freely juftify’s.”

—r | B | GE——

HYMN XVI.

I H! give me Lord my fins to mourn,
My fins which have thy body torn !
Give me with brokeh heart to fee
Thy laft tremendous agony !

2. O could I gain the mountain’s height,
And gaze upon that bleeding fight !
O that with Salem’s daughters 1
Could ftand and fce my Saviour die !
3. I'd fmite my Lrealt, and weep and mourn,
And never from the crofs return
I'd weep o’er an expiring God,
And mix my tears with jefus’s blood !
4. I'd hang around his crofs, and cry
¢ Lord fave a foul condemn’a to die !
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¢ O let a wretch come near thy throne,
“To plead the merits of thy fon,”

5. Fuather of mercy do not frown,
But give me mercy in thy {on;
And with my broken heart comply
O give me Jefus or [ die !

6. O Lovd deny me what thou wilt,
It thou wouldfl eafe my foul from puilt
Good Lord! ln mercy hear my cry
And give me Jelus or { die!

7. O fave my foul from gaping hell,
Or elfe with devils I muft dwell :
O might 1 enter, now I'm come !
Lord Jefus fave me or I'in gone !

sl | CD | GE——

IIYMN XVII,

I HE time draws nigh when you and I
Az to be feparated ;

But this deth gricve, our hearts to leave
Each other to be parted;

But let us fee eternity,
And meet tie faints with joy,

Our fighings o'er, we'll part no more
But reign with Chrilt in glory.

2. Wher Chriftians join, it is moft fine
For to adore their Saviour;
High they can raife, their fongs of pruilr,
And fullow him torever;

B 5
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But when they part it gricves their heart.
They here are {o united ;
T'hey fain would bey in company
Always, they’re fo delighted.
3, Well, brethren dear, don't let us fear,
We foon fhalllive togethe, ;
W hen Chrift defeends to call his friends
We then fhall meet one another.
Then to it down, around the throne
With faints and lovely Jefus,
Fternal love, we'll {ing above,
And nothing then will grieve us,

4. The Lamb anpears, to wipe our tears

And to compleat our glory ;

Theu {hall we refty with all the bleft,
And tell the lovely ltory :

To fet and telly, ¢ Chrift lov'd us well,
« And that while we were finners ;”

1eaven will ring, while faints do fing,
¢ Glory to the Kedeemer.”

.
YT
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HYMN XVIII.

I, QLT the Fternal judge de!.'ce:?din;;
S Seated on his father's throne ;
INow poor Sinners Glirift will fhew thee
That he is the Eternal Son;
Trumgets call thee,
Stand and hear thy awful doom.
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, Hear the finner now lamenting
At the thoughts of fiercer pain ;
Crics and tears are now a-venting
But he weeps and cries in vain,
Greatly mourning
That he nev’r was born again.

. Yonder {its 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 juitly,
For I have azainft him ftrove.
§. All his wooing 1 have flighted
hile he daily foughkt my foul,
If my vows to him I plighted
Yet for {in I bhroke them all;
Golden moments,
How negleéted did they roll !

&. Yonder {its my godly neighbours
Who were once defpis’d by me ;
Now they’re clad in dazzling {plendor
Waiting my {ad fate to fee
Farewell neighbours—e
Difmal gulf I'mn bound for thee !
F. Hail ye ghofts that dwell in darknefs,
Groaming, rattling of your chains !
ClLirift has now denounc’d my fentenee
For to dwell in endlefs pains ;
Down 1'm rolling
Never to return again,
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7. Now experience plainly thews me
Hell is not a fabled thing ;
Now I {ee my friends in glory,
Round the throne they ever fing:
I'm tormented
With an everlafting fting,,

- et} O} E——

HYMN XIX.
1. TYYRETHREN farewell, I do you tell

‘That you ard I muit part:
1 go away aud here you ftay ;
But {till we join in ».eart,

2. Your love to me, has run moft free,
Your converfation {weet,
How can 1 bear to journey where
With you 1 cannot meet?

5. Yet Ido find my heart inclin’d
To do my work below;
When Chrittdoth call, I truft I fhall
Be ready for to go.

4. I lecave you all, both great and finall
In Chrift’s encircling arms,
Vvho can you fave from death and grave,
And ihield you from all harms.
5. I truft yowll pray, both night and day
(And keep your garments white)
For you and e, that we may be
The children of the hizht,
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If you die firft, amen you muft,
The will of God be done ;
I hope the Lord, will you reward
With an iminortal crown.

If I'm call'd home while I am gone,
Indulge no tears for me ;

I hope to fing and praife my King
[hrough all eternity.

Millions of years over the fpheres,
Shall pafs in fweet repofe,

While beauties oright unto my fi-yit,

Their facred fweets difclofe.

I long to go then fare ye well,
My feul will be at relt

No more thall I complain or {igh;

But tafte the heav'nly feaft.

'« O may we meet and be complete,
And long together dwell ;

And ferve the Lord with one accord !
So brethren all farewcll.

et 45 ES——
HYMN XX.

NARTH has detain’d me pris’ner long ;
But I'm grown weary now:
My Leart, my hands, my ears my tongue
There's nothing here f3r you.
Tired myfelf I lay me down,
Aund upwuard caft my eyes,
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Upward, my Father, to thy throne, . | 2
And to my native fkies.

S. There the dear Lord, my Saviour fits }
O fee how bright he fhines!
And fcatters infinite delights
On all the happy minds,

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

5. Jefus the Lord their harps employs,
¢ Jefus my love they fing,”
« Jefus’ the God of both our joys,
Sounds fweet from every itring.

6. Now would I rife and join the fong,
And be an angel too ;

My heart my hands, my ears, my tongue

There's joyful work for you.

7. I would begin the mufic here,

And fo my foul fhall rife ;

O! for fome heav’'nly note to bear
My f{pirit to the ikies!

el § X+  GR——
HYMN XXI.-

1 IVK worldling, thinkyalas! how v
Could'ft thou this {pacious eath c¢bta
And grafp it all from pole to pole,
Ye: lofe thine own immortal foul.
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2. What will thy mirhty wealth avail
When fickiefs {hall thy health affail ?
Or when the pow’rful hand of death
Shall {cize upon thy mortal breath?

3* Think on the man who vainly faid,
¢ Take eafe my foul, fer there is laid
¢« Sufficient {tore for many years,
¢ To banifh all your crowding fears,”

4. Bur 4! how foon his blifs expir'd !
 Thot ool faid God ¢ Thy foul's requir'd,
« And all thofe heaps thou counteft thine,
“ Thou fhalt this very night relign.”

5, () wordhing here a warning take,
Your gilded pleafures now forfake §
Inprove your time and talent given,
Aud lay your treafure up ia Heaven,

6. Will ail your vaft poffeffions buy,
A raanfion for your founl on higi,
When you'v= confin'd of God to dwell
For ever in the Juke of Hell?

¥. Can wealth affuage the troubled mind,
Or make the furious Devils kind ?
Can all the wealth from pole to pole
Redeem one lplty imwiorual foul?

g. No worldling no; who ¢'er thou art,
It here on earth thou haft thy heart,
However large thy fhare may be
beernal wants remain for thce,

B 4
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HYMN XXII.

L, HE trumpet of God is founding abroad ;

The language of mercy, falvation thro’
blood,

2. Thrice happy are they who hear and obey,
And fhare in the bleflings of this gofpel-day.

3. Their anguifh and {mart, and {orrow depart,
Who find this falvation infcrib’'d on their
heart.

4. True pleafures abound in the rapturous found,

And they that have found it have paradife
found.

5. Our Jefus to know, and feel his blood flow
*Tis life everlalting, 'Tic heaven below !

6. This blefling be mine thro’ favor divine ;
Buty, O my redeemer ! the glory be thine,

el ¢ 4% | GEB——

HYMN XXIII.

1. ORD ! when together here we meet,
And tafte thy heav'nly grace,
‘L'hy {miles are fo divinely {weet
We're loth to leave the place.

2. Yet Father, fincg it is thy will
That we muft part again, .
O let thy precious prefence flill
With every oue remain.
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Thus lct us all in Chrift be one,
Bound with the cords of love,
Till we around thy glorious throne

Shall joyfully meet above.

H There fin and forrow from each heart,

Shall then for ever fly,

And not one thought that we fhould part
Once intercept our joy.

There void of all diftradling pains
Our {pitits ne'er fhall tire;

But in Seraphic Heav’nly ftrains
Redeeming love admire.

And thus through all eternity,
Upon the Heav'nly fhore,

Thc great myfterious One in Three
Jehovah we'll adore.

——eenatlllD { 3% } QR
HYMN XXIV.

o BLESSED eitate of the Dead,
The Dead that have died in the Lord 4
" From trouble and mifery freed,
Ap- fure of their endlcfs reward :
By forrew no longer opprefs’d
When join’d to the fpirits above !
With Jefus in glory they reft,
They reft in the arms of his love.

). O! when will the Saviour extend
The arms of hiz mercy to me?
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The days of my pilgrimage end,

My ioul from its prifon fet free ?
When will the dear moment arrive

Which often Iv’e pin'd for in vain ?
And ftll I wou'd die to revive,

And fuffer with Jefus to reign.

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

My forrowful foul te refign,

From pain everlaftingly freed,
To reft 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 fpirit fay ¢« come.”

—D {4 $ CE——

HYMN XXV.

i. OME Chriftian friends, and hear me te
The wonders of Immanuel,
He is the lizht of faints below,
Their ftrength and comfort frcm him flo

2. Tho' all the world fheuld fpread its win
And tempt them with ten thoufand things,
They can’t forget that heav’nly love
Which brought a Saviour from above.

5. Fer us he bow’d his awful head
Down to the régions of the dead,
To take away our weighty guilt
“The Saviour’s facred blood was fpilt,

[ 4
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. Now hear him call, now hear him plcad,
For us he lives to intercede ;
He's left the tonb, afcended high
Above the curtains of the iky.

5. Hew charming is thuat heav’uly call
The gofpel founding free to all;
Come (inners hear, and fee and tafte
The joys which cannot be exprely'd.

HYMN XXVI.

L. HEN I can read my title clear
W T'o manfions in the fkies,

I'll bid farewell to ev'ry fear,
And wipe my weeping eyes.

0. Should earth againft my foul engage,
And hellifh durts be hurl’d,

Then I can fmile ot Sutun’s rage,
And face a frowning world,

b, Let cares, like a wild deluse come,
And ftorms of {orrow full ;

May I but fafely veach my hoine,

L My God, my heav’n, my all:

. There [hall I bathe my weary foul
In feas of heav’nly reft,
And not a wave of trouble roll
| Acrofs my peaceful breaft
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HYMN XXVII.
1. HERE is a land of pure delight,

Where faints immortal reign,
Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleafures banifh pain.

2. There everlafting fprings abides,
And never-with’'ring flow’rs :

Death, like a narrow fea, divides
This heav’nly land from our.

« [Sweet fields h=yond the {welling flood
Stand drefs'u i1 living green ;

So to the Fews old Canaan fteod,
While fordan roll’d between.

4. But tim’rous mortals ftart and {hrink,
T'o crofs this narrow fea,
And linger, fhiv'ring on the brink,
And fear to launch away.]

5. Oh! could we make onr doubts remove !
Thofe gloomy doubts that rife,
And fee the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded eyes !

6. Could we but climb where Moses ftood,
And view the landfcape o’er,
Not Fordan’s ftream, nor death’s cold floo
Should frjght us from the fhore.
|
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HYMN XXVIII,

1.7 £ YOMER let us lift our voices high,
(J High as our joys arife,
And join the fongs above the fky,
Where pleafure never dies.

2. Tefus, the God, that fought and bled,
Arnd conquer’d when he fell ;
Th:t rofe, and at his chariot wheels
Bragg’d all the pow'rs of hell.]

3¢ [Jefus, our God, invites us here
To this triumphal feaft,
And brings immortal Lleflings down
For eauh redeemed gueft. ]

‘The Lord how glorious is liis face
How kind his fmi]es appear !
And oh! what melting words ne [ays
i To eviry hunible car,

>

5. ¢ For yeu the children of my love,
It was for you 1 dy'd

Behold my hands, behold my feet,
Aud Jeok into my fide,

6. T'hefe are the wounds for you I bore
T'lie tokens of my pains,
When 1 came down to free your fouls
From mifery and chains,
7. [Tultice unfheat!y’d its finy fword,
And plung’d it my heart ; ;
Infnate pangs for you 1 bore,
Aund molt tormenting fmart,
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8. When kell and all its fpiteful pow’rs,
Stood dreadful in my way,
T'o refecue thofe dear hves of yours ‘
I gave my own away,

9. But while I bleed, and groan'd and dy’d,
I ruin’d Satun’s throne ;
Iizh on my crofs I hung, and {py’d

The monfter tumbling down,
16, Now you muft triumph at my feaft,

And tafte my fleth, my blood,
And live eternal ages bleft,
For 'tis immertal food.”

I. Vitorious God! whau can we pay
For favors io divine ?

We would devote our hearts awav,
To be forever thine.]

12. We give thee, Lord, our higheft praife

The tribute of our tongues ;

But themes fo infinite as thefe
Exceeds our nobleft fongs.

——“: A S R -

HYMN XXIX,

OME ye that know the Tord indeedy
I, \ s Who are from fin and bondage trecd,
Submit to all the ways of God,
And walk the narrow happy road,
2, Great tribulaticn you {hall meet,
But foon fhall walk the golden ftreet ;
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Tho' Hell may rage and vent her {pite,
Yet Chrift will fave his heart’s delight.

3. The happy day will foon appear,
When Gabriel's trumpet you fhall hear,
Sound thro' the Earth, and down to hell
L'o call the nationi great and fmall.

4. Beliold the righteous marching home,
And all the Angels bid them come ;
Whillt Cirift the Judge with joy proclaims,
¢« Here comes ny Saints, 1 own their names.

5. ¢ Ye everlafting doors fly wide,
»¢ Make room for to receive my bride,
“ Ye bells in Heaven found aloud,
“ Here comes the purchafe of my biood,”

6. In grandeur fee the Royal Line,
In glittering Robes the Sun outlhine !
See Saints and Angels join in one,
And march in fplendour to the throne !

7. They ftand with wonder and look on,
‘T'hey join in one eternai fong,
The great Redeemer to admire,
While raptures fet their fouls on fire.

e 5 | —— e
HYMN XXX,

I, URST be the man, forever curil,
Who doth his God forfake,
¢ Death and Damnation 1s but juit
o \Without reltef' and infinite,”

G



( 38 )
2, Thus Sinai roars, and round the earth
Thunder and firey and vengeance flings ;
But Jefus thy dear gafping breath,
And Calvary fay gentler things.

3. Pardon and grace and boundlefs love

Streaming along 2 Saviour's blood,

And life and joys, and crowns above,
Dear purchafe ot a bleediny God.

4. Hark! kow he prays ! t. charming foun
Dwells on his dying ‘.ES; “ forgive ;"
And ev’iy geroan and gaping wound
Crizs « Father let the Rebels live i

5. Go v or hat reft upon the law,
And toily and {eek falvation there,
L.ook to the flames which Mofes fuw,
And fhrink and tremble, and defpajr.

6. But I'll retire beneath the crofs,
Saviour, at thy dear feer I'll lic,
And the Lkeen fword that Tuitice draws
Flaming and red fhall pufs me by.

D -} E——
HYMN XXXI.

1. OW begins the Heav’aly theme,
Sing aloud in Jefus’s name
Ye who Jelus’s gooduels prove,
I'riumiph in redeeming love.
2+ Ye who {=e the Father's grace
Bewning i tue Savour's face,
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While to Canaan on ye move
Blefs and praife redeeming love.

. Mourning fouls, dry up your tears,
Banith all your guilty fears,

Sce your guilt and curfe remove,
Gancel'd by redeeming love.

Yes, alas, who long have been
Willing flaves te death and fin,
Now from blifs no longer rove,
Stop aad tafte redeeming love.

Welcome all by fin opprett,
Welcome to a facred rett ;
Nothing brought him from above,
Nothing butredeeming love.

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

Hither then your mufic bring,
A Strike aloud each joytul ftring ;
Mortals join the hofts above ;
Join o praife redeeming love.

--—*: #:*—' o~

HYMN XXXII.

OW long fhall Death the Tyrant reign,
And triumph e’er the juft,
While the rich bloed of Martyrs {lain,
Lies mingled with the duft;
C2
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2. When will the tedious night be gone ?
When will our Lord appear?
Our fond defires would pray him down,
Our love embrace him here.

3. Let faith arife and climb the hills,
And from afar defcry
How diftant are his chariot whecls,
And tell how faft they fly,

4 Lo! Ibehold the fcattering (hades,
Thedawn of Heav'n appears !
The fweet immortal morning fpread.
Its blufthes round the {pheres.

5. I fce the Lord of Glory come,
And flaming guards t1round ;
‘The Skies divide to make him room,
The trumpet shakes the ground.

6. I hear the voice~< ye dead arife,”
And ftraight the graves obey,
And waking Saints with joyful eyes
Saluze the expefted day.
7. They leave the ground, and or: the wing
Rais'd to the middle air,
In fhining garments meet their King,
And lo adore him there.

8. O may my humble fpirit fland
Amongst them clothed in white :
The meaneft place at thy rivht hand
Isinfinite delight.

v, How will our joy and wonder e,
When our returning King,
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Shall bear us homgeward thro’ the tkiss
On love's triumphant wing '

el | | EEB——
HYMN XXXII1I.

HE great tremendous day’s approach-
1y

‘hat awtul fcene is drawing nigh ;

Was long furetold by ancient Prophets,
Decreed from all eternity.

But O my foul reflet and wonder,
That awtul fcene is drawing near,

When you thall fee that great tranfaétion,
When Chrift in Judgment {hall appear .

2. See, nature ftands all in ainazement,
To hear the 1aft leud trumpet {ound,
¢ Arise ye dead and come to judgment,
“ Ye unations of this world around :"
Loud thunder rumbling thro’ the concave,
Brizht forked hightning pu-te the fkies,
The Heav'ns a fhaking the earth a quaking:
The gloomy fight attructs mine eyes.
5. The orbit lamps all veil'd in fack-cloti,
No more their fhining circuits run;
The wheel of time ftopped in a moment,
Eternal things are now begun :
Huge mofly rocks and tow'ring mountain:
Qver their tumbling basis roar,
The taging ceean all in comnotion,
L hav'iing round her {righted (hore,
G
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4. Green turfy grave-yards and tombs of marbie
Give up their dead both {mall and great ;
See the whole world, both Saint and Sinner
Are coming to the judgment feat :
See Jefus on a throne of Juftice
Come thundering-down the parted fky,
With countlefs armies of thiring Angels,
With Hallelujahs fhouts for joy.

5. Bright fhining ftreams from his awiul pre-
{ence,
His face ten thousand Suns outthines !
Behold him coming in power and glory
"o meet hin all his Saints combine ;
¢« Go forth ye Heralds with speed like light-
- ning,
¢ Call in my Saints from diftant land,
¢« Thofe that my blond from Hell has ran-
fom’d,
¢ Whofe names in life’s fair book doth
ftand.

6. % O come ye blefled of my father,

¢« The purchafe of my dying love,

¢¢ Receive the crowns of life and glory,
¢¢ Which are laid up for you above ;

¢ For your dear fouls which have continucd
¢ With me, and my temptations bore,

¢ ] have provided for you a kingdom,
% To reign with me for evermore.”

7. 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.
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But how will finners ftand and trembla
When Juﬁlcc calls them to the bar
Thofe that rejeét hig offer’d mercy,
Their cverla&mg doom tou hear?

» See juftice now with indignation,
Calling aloud for finner's blood,
Thofe that have flighted ofer'd mercy,
And crucify’d the Son of God ;
« Depart from me ye curfed finners,
“ My face you never mors fhall {ee,
H “To endlefs woe and mifery.

%» Each guiliy foul then ftruck with herror
And anguifh, throbbing in their brealt ;
For ever doom’d to endlefy {orrow,
And never more to hope for reft ;
Come finners here’s a faithful warning,
Return to Jefur whilft you may,
For he is ready to receive you,
Or clfe you muft depart away.

it { e R

HYMN XXXIV.

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

3. 'Tis he adorn’d my naked foul,
And made falvation mine §
Upon a poor polluted worm

1" wakes his graces fhine.
C 4
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5. And left the fhadow of a ipot,
Should on my foul be found,
He took the robe the Saviour wrought,
And caft it all around.

4. How far the Heav'nly robe exceeds,
\What earthly Princes wear !
‘T'hele ornaments, how bright they lhine !
FHow white the garments are !
5. The {pirit wrought my faith and love,
Amd hope, and ev’ry grace ;
But Jefus fpent hie life to ‘work,
The robe of righteoufnefs.

6. Strangely my foul art thou array’d
By the great facred three !
In fwectell harmony of praife,
Let all my pow'rs agree.

gD 1 3¢ CR—

HYMN XXXYV.

R OML 2ll ye poor hinners that from Adam

caine,

Ye poor and ye blind, and ye Lalt and ye

Jame

Clofe in with the gofpel upon its own terms,
Or you'll burnforever like poor mortal worms,

2. Wilen the Lord fhall deftend with a thout

from above

And call home his Saints to blefs thein with

his love,
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And you not renew’d in your fouls by his
grace,
Away you muft turn with a {forrowful face.

3. Forif you deny Chrilt, he will deny you
You'll be found on his left hand with the
wicked crew
In horrer and torment forever you'll lie ;
In vain now for mercy, in vain you muft cry.

. You've read of the rich man and beggar also;
‘The beggar he dy’d and to Jefus d.ld go 3
‘T'he rich man he dy’d, and to his fad furprife,
Awak'd in Hell, and he lift up his eyes ;
5. Seeing Abra’'m afar off in the muansions a-
bove,
And Laz'rus in his bofom in raptures of Jove,
He cry’d ¢ father Abra’m, f2nd to iy relief,
“ For 1 am tormented with pain and with
grief.”
6. e faid ¢ Son remember when you livid fo
bold,
«Drefs'd in your fine linen, your purple and
gold,
“ Whilft T.az’rus was laid at your gate full
of gricf,
“ You hul not compaflion to give him relief,
7. ¢ Befides therc’s a gulph fix’t betwixt us
you leey
“ S0 thofe that would pafs from hence can'e
come to thee,

“ Bat there you muft lie and lunent sour
f&i ﬂdtt,
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* now your sre fending your cries up
too late,”’

8. He cried ¢ father Abra’in, 1 pray you pro-

vide,

“ Send one from the dead, I've five brethren
befide,

“ They hearing from me and of n:y wretch-
ed ftate,

« chhapslthcv‘ll repend now before 'tis too
ate.”’

9, ¢« They have a rich gofpel that fpreads far
and wide,
¢ They've Mofes, the I ophets and Apoftles
befide,
“ If they’il not adhere unto them and repent,
« U'hey will not believe tho' cene from the
dead went.”

10. Come poor Zion mourners, O don’t you de-
fpair,
But cry to your Jefus, he'llan{wer yourpray'r;
He'll hear your complaints, and eafe all your

griet ;

He'll pardon your fins and will give you re-
lief.

}1. And when you fhall come to lay yeur bodies

down

You'll-fly to the regions where you'll wear
Crowi,

The fmiles that will come from {weet Jefus'
face

Will inake you adore and adinire fiee grace.
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MYMN XXXV,

to H! how I have long’d for the coming
of God,
And fought him by praying and fearching his
word ;
With watching and fafting my foul was op-
preft,
Nor would I give over 'till Jefus had blefs*d.

2. The news of his mercy at length 1did hear,
According to promife he anfwer'd my prayer ;
And glory is open’d in floods on my foul,
Saivation from Zion’s beginning to roll.

3. The news of his mercy is fpreading abroad,
Aud finners come crying and praying to God;
‘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 fret,
Oppreft by a burthen enormoufly great ;
Oh! raife me my Jelus to tell of thy love,
And {bout Hallelujah with angels above.

. I'll fing and I'll fhout, and I'll fthout and I'll
fing,
0 God make the nations with praifes to ring ;
With loud acelamations of Jefus's love,
And carry us all to the city above.
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6. We'll wait for his chariot, it feems to draw
near,
O come my dear Saviour, let glory appear,
We long to be finging and fhouting above,
With angels o’erwhelm’d in Jefus's love.

el ;| P | WP——
HYMN XXXVII.

I. A Solemn march we make,
Towards the filent grave,
A lodging ali muft quickly take,
And carnal pleafure leave.

2. O what a ftriking {cene,
In this cold grave appears,
A mortal turn'd to duft again,
Quite {pun out all his years.
3. And we who now attend,
Muft foon refign our breath,
God will the folemn fummons {end,
By dreadful ghaitly deaths

4. If 1 the next fhould be,
‘I'hat crumble with the dufl ;
My foul what then becomes of thee !
Haft thou a lot with Chrift?

5. Since I1tteuded here,
My momente {wiftly glide ;
And death upon their wings they bear,
As qrick perpetual tide,
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¢. Now Izt me home return,
Ard ftrive my foul to fave ;
Lett I in Hell thould ever burn,
And with the damned rave.

7. Jefus, defpifed friend,
I'il flight thy love no more ;
Dear Saviour now thaat fpirit iend
Which I fo griev'd betore.
8. T'heu I'll prepare to meet,
My Jefus at his bar,
Forever wortip at his feet ;
And fing his praifes there.

—rceatlZ B ? 7 CRI——

H YMN XXXIX.

1. REST uniform the foldiers are.
When duty calls avroad ;
Not purchafed by their colt or care,
But by their prince beftow'd.
2. Chrift's foldiers too if Chrift like bred,
Hauve a regimental drefs ;
*Tis linen white and faced with red,
"Tis Chrift's own nighteouinets.
S¢ A sich and precious robe it is,
Unto the foldier dear
Wo rofe canlearn to bluih like thisy
Nov hitly ool o tains
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4. 1t 18 one piece and wove throughout,
So curioufly that none

Can drefs them in the feamlefs coat,
Till Jefus puts it on.

5. "Tis wrought by Jefus {kilfull hand,
*Tis ting’d in his own blood ;
It makes the cherubs gazing ftand ;
Lo view this robe of God.

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

7. This vefture never waxeth old,
No fpot thereon can fall ;
It makes the {oldier brifk and bold,
And dutifui withall,

8. This robe; put on me Lord each day,
And it fhall hide my fhane ;
Shall :nake me fight and fing and pray,
And blefs my Captain’s naine.

neranBD [ 3. J R

HYMN XXXIX.
!, WHILN {hall I {ee Tefus,

And dwell wiihk him above,
To drink the flowing fountaiss,
Of cverlafling love ;
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When fhall I be deliver'd !
From this vain world of {in?
And with my bieffed Jefus
Drink endlefs pleafure in.

2. But now I am a foldier,
My Captain’sgone before,
He’s givenme my orders,
And tells me not to fear ;
And it I hold out faithful,
A crown of life he’ll give,
And all his valiant foldiers
LEternal hfe thall have.

3. Through grace I amdetermin'd,

To conquer tho’ Idie,

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

Farewell to fin and forrow !
1 bid it all adieu,

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

4. And if you meet with troubles,
And trials on the way,
Then caft your care on Jefus,
And don’t forget to pray ;
Gird on the heav’nly armour,
Of faivhi and hope and love ;
And when your race is ended,
You'll reign with him above.
5. O do not be difcourag’d !
For Jefus is your friend,
And if you iack tor knowledge,
He'll not refufe to lend.
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Neither will he uph,aid you,
Tho’ often ynu requett,
He’ll give yov grace to conquer,

And take you up to refl.
—— — D | E—
dYMN XL.

L. ) DOXT you hear the alarm,
w.r Hark! how the trumpet founds,
It is the Lord of glory,

That gives the gofpel bounds.

2. Come and accept his offer
Before it is toe late,
Yor Jefus is a calling
Before he fhuts the gate.
3. Come let us go together,
And Lt into his band,
For Jefus is our captain,
He’s bounty in his hand,
4. The trumpet is a founding,
It’s for more volunteers,

Ceme like a valiant {oldier,
And caft away your fears.

5, Come who will lift with Jefus,
A foldier for to make,
And like a faithful (ubje&t,

His armour on you take,
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6. He’s food and rvaiment pieniy,
Enough and for to {pare,
All things he has provided,
That you have nced to wear.

7. Then let us well remember,
How Ifrael was freed,
When from the hand of Pharoah,
By Mofes they were led,

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

9. Our enemies are mauy,
On every fide they ftand ;
Then let us go together,
With weapons ia our hand,

10. Let us begin the battle,
Like David with his fiing !
Fight with courage ftout and bold,
For Jefus Chrift our king.
1. Then when the war is ended,
We'll lay our weapons by,
And fly aloft to Jefus
To reign above the fky.
12. In peace we’ll wear the taurcl,
When cur foes are {lain’;
We'll take the large poﬂ'tﬂ'mn,
Where peace for ever reigns.



HYMN XLIL

1. AKE up my mufe condole the lofs
i i’ Of thofe that mourn this day,
Let tears diltill on every face,
And every mourner pray.

2. The tyrant death came rufhing in,
Laft night his power did fhew,
Out of this world this child did take,
Death laid its vifagelow.

3. No more the pleafant child is {een
‘T'o pleafe its parent’s eye,
The tender plant fo frefh and green,
Li in eternity.

4. The golden bowl by death is broke,
T'he pitcher’s burst in twain,
The ciftern-wheel has felt the ftroke,
The pleafant child is flain.

5. The winding fheet doth bind 1ts limbs,
T'he cofhn holds it faft,
Today it’s feen by all its friends,
Rut this muft be the laft,

6. Until the Lord doth come to judge,
‘I'he nations great and {mall,
And you and I before him ftand,
And at his prefence full,
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HYMN XLIIL

. OME liften to the ca.fe of fin,
Why fhould a good be evil ?
Mufic alas ! too long has been,
Prefs’d to obey the Devil !
Drunken, or lewd or light the lay
Flows to the fouls vudoing,
Widens and ftrews with fiow’rs the way
Down to eternal ruin.

2. Who on the part of God will rife ?
Innocent mirth recover?
Fly on the prey and take the prize,
Plunder the carnal lover ?
Strip him of ev’ry woving ftrain,
Ev'ry melting meafure,
Mufick w virtue’s caule retain,
Revive the holy pleature,
3. Come let us try if Jefus's love
Can not as well mfpire us
This is the thieme of them above,
‘T'his upon earth will fire us;
Try it your heurts are tun’d to {ing
I, there a fubjedl greater?
Melody all its ftrains -may bring,
Jelus’s Jove 1s fwecter.
4. J-fus the foul of nmufick iz,
He s the nobleft patfion ;
efus's name is Life and peace,
- Happinefs wd i"alva;i)on:
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fefus's name the dead can raife,

" Shew us our fins forgiven,

Fill us with all the life of grace,
And cany us up to heaven,

®. Who hath a right like us to {ing,

Us who his mercey raifes;

Merry onr hearts for Chitt is king,
Jovtul are all our faces.

Who of his love doth once partake,
e in the Lovd rellice, ;

Melody in our heuarts we make,
Melody with our voices.

¢, He that a {prinkled confcience hath,
He that 1. oo is merry,
Let bim fing plalms, the {pirit faith,
Joytul and ngver be weary
Ofter the facrifice of pruife,
Hearty and never cealing ;
Spiritual fongs and anthems raife,
Worihip and thanks and bleifing.
7. Come let us in his prailes join,
Triumph in his falvation;
Glory afpire vo love divine,
Worlhip and adoration :
teaven already 15 begun,
Op=n'd in cach Leliever
Ounly believe, and then lins on,
Heaven s yours for ever,
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HYMN XLIIL

1. LMIGHTY love inspire
My heart with facred fire,
And animate defire,
My foul to rencw,
I 'Tove my blefled Jefus,
On whom bright angels gaaes
And {fymphony increafes
Above th’ ctherial blue.

2. My wender hearted Jefus,
Thy love my {oul amazes,
Thou came for to fa e us,

When 124 and undone,
No Seraph covld redeem us,
No Angelcovld retiieve us,
No Arm could reli-ve us,

But Jetus alowe,

3. In Him I have beteved,
And He's my foul retricved
From {in He Las redeesned

My foul which was dead.
And now Tlove my Saviour,
For Lam mn Lis favor.,

And hope with Himfor ever,

The golden fircets to tread.

4. Yet here awlale 1 ftay,
In hope of that glad day,
Whea 1am aall’daway,
1o the mancions above.

D2
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There to enjoy the pleafure

Of inconfumiug treafure,

And (hout in higheft meafure
Huliclujahs of Love,

——eetll | ) : R————

HYMN XLIV.,
LYY URST ye em'rald gatesand bring,
‘T'o my raptur'd vifion,

All the extatic joys, that {pring
Round the bright elifian

Lo we liftour longing eyes,
Break ye intervening fkies ;

Soun of righteoulnefs arife,
Ope the gates of Paradifc !

2. Floods of everlafting light,
Fieely flafh before him
Myriads with fupremedelight,

Inftuntly adore him ;
Angcl trumps refound his fame,
Lutes of lucid gold” proclain,
All the mufic of his name;
Hecaven echoing the theme.

3. Four and tweaty elders rife,
From their princely ftation
Shout his glurious victories,
Sing the gteat falvation
Calt their crowns before his throne,
Cry inreverential tone,
Glory Le to God alone,
Yoly ! holy | holy one.
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4. Hark the thrilling fymphonies,
Scem me thinks to feize us !

Join e too the holy lays,
Jetus b Jefus D Jefus !

Sweceteft found in feraphs fong;,
Sweeteft note on mortals tongue ;
vweetelt carol ever fung,

Jefus ! Jefus! flow along.

e | B | C———-

HYMN XLV,

1. OW the Saviour ftands a pleading
At the fiimers bolted heart
Now in heaven is interceding,
Undertaking finners part.
CHORYS.
Sinners can you hate that Savicur,
Can you thruft him from your arms ;
Ornee hie died for your behaviour, 4

H

Now he calls you to his charme.

9. Now he pleads his {weat and bloodfhed,
Shews his wounded hands and feet
Fathet fave them tho' toey’re blood red,
Raife them to an heavenly feat.

Sinners, &e, &,

3o Sinners Lear your God and Saviour,
Hear his gracious voice to-day ;
3



( 60 )
~ . W\ .
Turn from all your bafe beluviour,
Now returis repent and pray.
Sinners, &e. &
)

4. Open now your hearts before him,
Bid your Savieur welcome in;
Now mu'wc aud love adore }nm,
‘T'eke afull difcharge from fin.

Staners, &ce &

5. Now he's waitinz to be gracious,
Now he {tands and look’s on thee;
See what kindnefs love and pity
Shines around on you and me.

Sinners, &c. &c.

6. Come ! for all +hings now are ready,
Yet there’s room for many more ;
O y blind ye lame and needy,
Come t. grace’s boundlefs {tore.
Sinners, &c. &

.
e el | -, ¢ AR~ —~

HYMN XLVIL

11, i my foul were form'd for woe,
O fow would ¥ vent my fighs !
pentance {hould Tike rivers thow,
IHJm koth my [Lecaunng eves,
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2 '"Twas for my fias my dearell Lord
Hung on the curled tree,
And groan’d away aslving life
For thee, ey fouly for thees

3 Oly how 1 hate thofe Tufts of mine
That crudity’d my Gad,
Thole {lins that piere’d and nuiird Lis 2t
Faft to the fatal wood !

4 Yes, my Redecemer, they thall die,
My heart has o d"(ntl
Nor will | fpare the guilty tl»ings
That wade my Saviour blead,

S Whillty with o melting broken heart,
My wurderd Lord 1 view,
I'lt vaile revenge asainit my fins,
Aund flay the murd’vers wo.

. D + €D | EN——n e

[YMN XLVIL

P Y thonzshts on awfo! fubiets rolly
i Damnation and the '{.ul

W e horrors feize the guilty lwxl
Upon a dying bed !

2 Lineeering abouat thefe mortal {hores,
Sheankes o delay,
T e a flood, with mpid foree,
Death fyveeps the wretch awiy,
4



¢ 62 )
a9 ~ . N
“ Then fwift and dreadiul fhe defcends
Down to the ncry coaft,
Amongft abominalle fiends

Herfelf a frighted ghoft.

4 There endlels crowds of finners lie,
And darknefs makes their chain-
Tortur'd with keen defpair they vy,
Yet wait for ficrcer pains,
5 Not all their anguifh and their blood
For their old guilt atones,
Nor the compaifion of a God
Shall hearken to their groans,
6 Amazing grace, that kept my breath,
Nor bid my foul remove,
Till T had learn’d my Saviow’s death,
And well infurd his love,

HYMN XLVIIL

1. T ARLY my God, without delay,
I haite to feek thy face,
My thirfty {pirit faints away
Without thy cheering grace.
24 5o pilurims on the feorching fund,
Beneath a burning fky,
Lon: for a cooling {tream at hand,
And they muft drink or dic,
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S, ['ve feen thy glory and thy pow’r,
‘T'hrough all thy temple fhine §
My God, repeat that heav'nly hour,
Tt 'u{u,n fo divine,

4. 5ot all <he bleffings of a feaft
Can pleafe my foul fo well,
As when thy richer grace 1 t'lﬂ.b,
Aidin thy prefence dweil.
5. Not life herfelfy with all her joys,
Can my bedt paflions move
Or raife fo high my cheertul voicee,
As tiy forgiving love.
6. Thus, till my lalt expiring day,
I'll blefs my God and King ;
Thus will I 1ift my hands to pray,
And tune my lips toling.

el | PP | = —

HYMN XLIX.

I ITY fhauld we flart and fear to dic ¢
What tim'rous worms we mmortals a
Deuth a5 theqate of endlels Joy,
And yet wedread to enter theres
S The prine the proans, and dying firife,
Ve it our aporcaching foul, awas
Still v fheink bk apain o life,
Voud of our prifun and our clays
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2. Oh! if my Lord would came and meet,
My foul fhould ftretch her wings in hafte,
Fly fearlefs through death's iron gate,
Nor feel the terrors as fhe pafs’d.

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

IIYMN L.

1. YROM regions of Love, lo! an Angel
defeended,
And told the {trange news, how the Babe
wdas attended,
¢ Go Shepherds, and vifit this wonderful
Stranger,
1 Sce vonder bright ftar '—there’s your God
I 4 manger,”’
Liallclujah to the Lamb
Vi ho has purchas'd our pardor,
We will praife bim agar
When we pafs over Jordan.

CGLad didines Thringuntoyeu and eactination,
Clad e of Jovs How behald vour {aiva-

S AP
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Then fudden a multitude raife their glad
VOICES,
And fhout the Redeemer, while IHcaven re-
! joi(,cs.

Hallelujah, &c.

5o Now glory to God in the higheft is given,

Nowglory to God, is re-ccho’ Lthro’ Heaves :

Avound the whole carth let us tell the glad
ROIV

And fing of lis love, his falvation and glory,

Hallelujah, &c.

Faraptur'd Tburn with delizht and defire,
Such love, fo divine, fets my {oul ail on fire
Avound the bright throne now hofuunas are
ringing,
O, when fhall I join them, and ever be
finging—
Hallelujuh, &,

-
.

Triumphantly ride in thy chariot victorious,
Aud conquer with love, O Jefu all glorious :
I'ky banneres unforly let the nations furrender,
Auad owa thee théir Saviour,y their God, and
Defender,

Fiullclujah to the Lamb

Who has purciias’'d our pardou,

We will praife thee again

VWoen we pals over Juadcm.

T, Sr—- e . . s o
'
o
.
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JIYMN LL

L. L7 E virein fuls ande,
With ali the dead awake !
Unto Mdvation wite,
Ol 1 your vellels take s
Upftarting at the midmght cry
Behold the heavenly bridegroom migh,
2. [le comes, Le comes to ¢all
The nations to his bur,
And raife to clory all
Who fit tor glory are
Made ready for your full reward
Go forth with joy to meet your Lord.

3. Go meet him i the {ky
Your evorlafting tricnd
Your bead .o glority:
With all his faints afeend :
Ye pure in heart obtain the grace
To fee without a veil his fuce.
4. Ye that have here receiv'd
‘I'he undion from above,
And in Lis [puic liv'd
€bedient to kis love
Jebus thall cleim you for his bride
Kejoice with all the fanctificd,
¢, The everlafiing doors,
Shall foon the faints recelve,
Akove yon angel powers
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In glorwnus joy to Live :
Far from a world of grief and fin,
With God cternally fhut in.

¢. Then let us wait to hear
T'he trumpet's welcome found,
To fee our Lord appear,
Watching lct us be found ;
When Jefus doth the heavens bow,
Be found—as I ord, thou fir.. {t us now!

ITYMN LIIL

i, ORD what a wretched land is this,
That yields us no fupply ?
No cheering fruits, no wholctome trees,
Nor ftreams »f living joy.
2. But prickling thorns thro’ all the ground,
And nmortal poifons grow ;
And all the rivers that are found,
v With dangerous waters flew.

3. Yet the dear path to thine abode
Lies thro’ this horrid land;
Lord ! we would keep the heav'nly road,
And run at thy command,
4. OQur fouls hall tread the defart throagh,
With vudiverted feet
And fuith and flaming zeal fubiuc
The terrors that we mect,
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5. A thoufand {avage beafts of prey
Avround the foreft roam;
But Judah's lion guards the way,
And guides the ftrangers home.
6. Long nights and darknefs dwell below,
With fearce a twinkling ray;
But the bright world to which we go
Is everlaiting day,
7. By ghmm’ing hopes and gloony fears
We trace the facred road ;
Thro' difimal deeps and dang'rous fnares
We make our way to God.

8. Cur journcy is a thorny maze,
But we march upward thll
Forget thefe troubles of the ways,
And reach at Zion’s hill,
9, See the kind angels ut the gates
Favitinr us to come
Tlhere Jotus the fore-runper waits
To welcome travillers home.
10, ‘There on a green and flow'ry mount
Our weary fouls fliall fit;
Aud with tran{porting joys recount
The labours of our feet,
E1, No vaio difcourfe fhall 611 our tonpue,
Nor trifles vex our ear;
Infinite prace thail be our fong,
And God rejoice to hear,
do ternal glories to the hing
That biowght us fafely througl;
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Our tongues fhall never ceafe to fing,
And cndlefs pratie renew.

—eenettS | - | G— -
HYMN LIII.

. I 0! we fie the fign appearing,
4 Jelus comes the Judge fevere,
Heltis trembling with a quaking,
Sinners [hriek with awtul fear;
Come to judgment! come to judgment !
Stand your awful doom to heur.

2, See the world in flaines is burning,
Mountains and hills away they Hy,
Fhe moon in blood, the ftars are aming,
Comets blazing through the fky.
‘Thunders rolling ! thunders rolling!
Sinners now iux help they cry.

8. From the general cont’. ration,
Mounts the righteous up on high,
Gain the hope of their falvation,
[.ive with God no more to die.
Hallelujaliyy Lallelujab,
Glory to the Lamb they cry.

4, Stop my fouly iook back and wonder
See the wicked left behind,
Ilear them crying, weeping, wai'ing.
For a moment's eafe to find,
Docd to forrow, doom'd to forrow,
et lake of hell confin'd,
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HYMN LI1V.

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

2. Preferv’d by pow’r divine,
To feel falvation here ;
Again in Jefus’ name we join,
And in his fight appear.

3. What troubles have we feen,
What confliéts have we paft ;
Fightings without and fiars within,
Since we alfembled laft.

4. But out of all, the Lord
Hath brought us by his love ;
And ftill he doth his help afford,
And hides our life above.

5. Then let us make our boait,
Of his redeeming pow’r ;

Which faves us to the uttermofl,
Till we thall {in no more.

6. l.ct us take up our crofs,
Till we the crown obtain
And gladly reckon all things loft,
S0 we may Jefus gain.
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TIHE Voice of Free Grace . e e
O fesus my Saviour, iSce . .+ . .
How lost was my condition N
G God my heart with love influme .
The glorious day is drawing nigh
Came and taste along with me « .+
Behold that great and az whul day o«
Ferusalem my huppy home « . e
O that I had a bosom friend « .+ .
Lehold the awoful trurpet sovnds o o
BWhat. /m)r despised company o o e
Am 1 g Suldier 9/ the Cross « o e
dn thee we now rog ther came . e
We've found the rosky the trav'ler crics
Savioury I do fecl thy merit o« o e
Ohl!l give me Lord my sins to mourn .«
The time drarws nigh wwhen you and L
See the Eternal judgre descending .
Brethren furewelly, [do you tdl o
Foveh has detain’d e pris'ner long

L .inkvorld n»y I’Iz,m, alas | how vain
Lue trum)ct of (unl (s sounding whroad
Lord! when tygeiher here woe mect
O blessed estate of the dewd o
Cuine Christian friends, and hear me il

-~ .
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When I can read my title clear .
There is a land of pure delight
Come let us lift our voices high .
Come ye that know the Lord indeed
Curst be the man, foreser curst .
New begins the Heav'nly theme .

How long shall Death the tyrant reign
The great tremendous day’s approaching

Awahke my hmrt, arise my tongue

»
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