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Queen Elizabeth's Injunétions to the Clergy.
[1559-]

OR the comforting of fuch as delight in mufic

it may be permitted, that in the beginning or

in the end of Common Prayer, either at morning

or evening, there may be fung an hymn, or fuch

like fong, to the praife of almighty God, in the

beft melody and mufic, that may be conveniently

devifed, having refpeét that the fentence of the
hymn may be underftood and perceived,

Sparrow. Colleét. Art. Can. 4to. 1684.
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Page 70, line 11. fale read fafe.

.~ .99, 'l 2. dangers, tears, r.

}

danger fears.



P R E F A C E.

— gy~

"1 HAT modern Chriftianity 1s very different
from the primitive, will appear to the moft cur-
fory reader of the Aéts of the Apoltles, and the
hiftory of the firft ages of the church. Hymns to
the Saviour’s praile then gladdened the hearts of
the faithful, and prepared them for the crown of
martyrdom. The glorious {fubjett of their fongs
was a crucified Jefus.

3 ' But



P R E F A C E

-But our more enlightened modern divines have
lately difcovered, (aftonifhing to tell!) that the
objeét of their devotion who feal’d their teftimony
with their blood, was blafphemous, their joy en-
thufialm, and their religion delufion.. More I:a;-
tional, more manly, more fathionable notions now
prevail of One Supreme Being, excluding every
participant of human nature from fharing his in-
communicable glory ; degrading the adorable Je-
fus, (whom all the angels of God are commanded
to worthip, and all the fons of men muft honour,
“even as they honour the Father) with the abfurd

.idea of fubordinate deity, or to the more ‘debafed
- form
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form of mere moréality. A {eeret, filent, philofo-
phlcal admiration of the Divine Attributes, now

fuPpheq the place of animated devotion—meta-
hphyﬁcal realonings are {ubftituted in the ftead of
faith, < the {ubftance of things hoped for, and the
evidence of things not feen,”—and cold formality
'wholly fupplies with a book, the want of the fer-
vour of defire, and the expreffions of a f@gling

hh;art.

Hence prayer, focial or private, is become 2
:burden, negleCted, and almoft quite }aid afide :
and {ongs of praife are fcarce ever heard from
| o 4 the

ot
R
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the lips of thofe, who yet would be oﬁEnded not
to be efteemed and called’ Chriftians. B
- Even in our public worfhip- the voice of joy
and gladnefs is too commonly filent, unlefs in
that {hameful mode of pfalmody, now almoft con:
fined to the wretched {folo of a parifh clerk, or to
a few perfons huddled together in one comer of
the church, who fing to the praife and glory of
them{elves, for the entertainment, or oftener for
the wearinefs of the reft of the congregation: an
abfurdity too glaring to-be overlooked, and -too

fhocking to be ridiculous,
When
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-~ When I fpeak againft the formality of book de-
votion, let me not however be mtfunder-
ftood, as condemning indifcriminately all forms of
prayer: far otherwile. There is one book which
next to the bleffed Book of God I venerate, the

Book of Commor. Prayer.

Many attempts have of late been formed by
fome who plead peculiar tendernefs of confcience,
to it]troduee.a new liémgy more conformed to the
rational, . philolophical, . enlightened opinions- of
modern divinity, and to expunge our antiquated
creeds. .
Hitherto
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Hitherto indeed their efforts have been abor-
tive, and I cannot for Zion’s fake but hope and
pray, that the day of fuch innovations may be far
diftant. Procul! O procul abfit !

Whilft this book occupies our defks, we muft
make the confeffion of a true faith—acknowledge the
glory of tke eternal Trintty, and in the power of the
Divine Majefly worfhip the Unity, We mufl pray,
at leaft we muft fay, repeatedly fay, Chrift have
ﬁercy upon us ! We muft r'ead the Litanj, and péy
diftin@ and equal honour and warfhip to Father,
Son, and Spirit. And, if we believe not, at the

bar
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bar of cur own confciences, we muft ffand con-
demned as idolaters. In vain are all the mean
dxcules, and irrational fubterfuges employed to
palliate the bafenefs of fuch conformity, andto
hide the gvilt of fuch hypocrify. Thefc cobweb
coverings can only deceive thofe, who wifh to be
deceived. Beautiful, yet awful is the prophetic
defcription of fuch men: ¢ They hatch cocka-
tricé eggs and weave the fpider’'s web; he that
eatéth of their eggs dieth, and that which is
erufhed breaketh out into a viper.” " '

! It is a truth for which I dare appeal to the hiftory
. of
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of all nations, that the powcr of vital Chriftianity,
and all its charaflenftic influences have been
found, exclulively found, 1in thoife who worﬂliped
the ¢« Lamb f{lain from ‘the foundation of the
world.” .From thefe,. and thefc alone have anien
the faithful Confeflors and noble army of Martyrs,
in every age, and among cvery pcople ; whilft the
reft were loft in fupinene{s—{funk i1n corruption—
bound with the fhackles of fuperftition—afleep in
formality—-or carelefsly {wimming down the
fiream, ininfidel indifference about all religion,

It
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It is a well-known fa& and obfervation that
Hymns to the Saviour’s praife, have conftantly re-
vived with every revival of real godhinefs: and as
conftantly born the badge of reproach ftom the

world, as they have marked out the peculiar peos
ple of God.

I am perfuaded alfo that no other method of
communicating the knowledge of rehligious truths
hath been attended with happier effe@ts, or ferves
to leave deeper impreffion of them on the meémory
and confcience of the common people, than facred

fongs. And for whom fhould we delight to la-
bour
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bour but for thefe? ¢ FPo the poor the Gofpel is
preached.”

It is pleafing to remark in our daya variety of
produflipns in this line, which {peak the wel-
come they have met with. Dr. Watts, Dr. Dod-
dridge, Mr. Charles Wefley, Mr. Newton, Mr.
Cowper, Mr, Hart, and others,  have counted
their labours well employed in thus miniftering to
the church of God. 1 come with thefe offerers to
caft my mite into the treafury. With -what fuc.
eels or acceptance I know not. Bt this ¥ may
venture to fay, whether thefe . Hymns engage the

attention,
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attention, or meet the negle&t, fuffer the cenfure,
or receive the approbation of the Chriftian world,
they are fuch as my heart indited, and they ipeak
the things, which 1 have believed concerning my
God and King. They all point to one objeét, and
lead to one end—to a crucified Fefus.—That we
may chearfully take up his crofs, and after we
have fuffered with him awhile, may be glorified

together.

. 'The matter my confcience fully approves, and I
publifh it with the confidence of truth. As to

the menner and rxprefion 1 fubmit them to their
| proper
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proper judge, the public. I have wifhed, 1 fear,
rather than attained, to be pathetic without pomp
—pointed without aflettation—to {peak the lan-
guage of fimplicity without meannefs—and to be

childlike without being childifh.

Such as they are, 1 prefent thefe {acred fongs
to mankind, attended with my fervent prayers for
- therr fuccefs, 1n advancing the Redeemer’s glory,
and promoting the {alvation of his people. And
if they f{erve to render Azm, who is ¢ the chief
among ten tboufand and altogether lovely,” more

‘precious to one immortal foul—if they tend to
| kindle
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kindle but a {fpark of warm devotion in our hearts
towards him, who is ¢ worthy to be praifed,”—if
tﬁey fuggeft any powerful motives to footh the
forrows of the afflifted,—1f they contain fubjeéls
of delight fweetly to beguile the way through this
vale of our pilgrimage ; I fhall fit down content
with the contempt of the wife —the infults of pre-
judice—the illiberality of abufe—and the falfe-
hoods of calumny. I will bind my Redeemer’s
{fhkame as the golden bracelet to my arm, and the
réproach of his crofs as the brighteft ornmament of
my brow : and if this be to be vile, I will be viler
fRill.
T. 1.
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To fome of thefe Hymns I have compofed and plh-
I ﬂch melodies, fuch as appearcd exprefive of the fubi-

je&b, andothers are ready for engraving, if the pub'fac
fupport favours the attempt. I profefs myfelf no erﬁt
in the fcience of mufical compofition, though [ /z;rie
Jometimes imagined the writer could beft adapt ﬁunas
to his ideas. The connoiffeur will excufe my prc-
Sumgption, I wifh to comfort and edify the church of
Chrift, and if that end be anfwered, I fhall be thank-
Sul for the little mufical knowledge which [rafn’m}
youth 1 have always cultivated. and delightcd in. T
wifh every talent to bring ats tribute to thefa'nﬂzfafy;:

- F
S

INDEX.
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HYMN 1. Natz'm'éy. Luke ii. 11.

Unto you is born this day in the City of David,
a Saviour which i1s Chrift the Lord.

.1 ARK ! the bright feraphic quire

A Swell the notes and ftrike the lyre,
Born to {ave! all glory'be,
God incarnate, unto thee !

B



i Y M N L
Thee, the Infant now of days
Our Jehovah, Lord, we praife
In the manger laid, we own
Depths of love before unknown.
Hark the bright {eraphic quire
Swell the notes and fitrike the lyre.

Hail ! the promis’d virgin’s child,
Holy, harmlels, undefil’'d;

Pcace and pardon, glory, grace,
Brings to you, ye favor’d racet
Echo back the notes we fing,

~ Jom to praife your Gad and King!
Born to fave! all glory he,

God incarnate, unto thee!

Hark! the bright {eraphic quire
Swell the notes and ftrike the lyre.



HYMN IL 3

3 Shouts of joy afcend on high,
Men redeem’d with angels vie;
We have greater caule of praile,
Loudecr, faints, your voices raile,
‘Till ye join the fthining throng,
Echo back the heav’'nly feng.
Born to fave! all glory be,

God incarnate, unto thee!
Hark ! the bright {eraphic quire
Swell the notes and {ftrike the lyre.

II. Nativiy. Galliv, 4, 5.
But when the fulnefs of time was come, God fent forth his Son,

made of a womanr, made under the Law, to redeem them
that were under the Law, that we might recerve the adoption

of fons.

THE time is come, revolving years
Have brought the happy morn;
B 2
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The long expetied day appears,
The promls ’d {ecd is born,

2 Defcending from the glorious throne,
His high and lofty place; |
Incarnate, from the virgin’s womb,

To fave our guilty racc.
s He, Son of Man, as Son of God,
For man the law obeys ;
For man, of wrath the wme-prefs trod,
The penalty he pays.
4 Triumphant now, from fin'and death,
From law and curie fecurc,

Peaceful I yield my parting breath,
And know redemption f{ure.

5 A child of grace, bright glory’s heir,
Up to God’s throne I {oar;



&

HYMN IIL 5

Behold my Jefus fcated there,
Him love, admire, adore.

III. WNaiwvity. Luke xi1. 8—16.

BY night whilft fhepherds on the plain
Attend their fleecy care,
Sudden, behold, a fhining train
Appears aloft 1n air.

Effulgence brighter dims their cyes,

Than the meridian ray ;
Proftrate with fear and vaft furprize

On earth they trembling lay.

But hark ! what founds melodious float
Upon the ravifh’d ear;

The {ubjcélt {weeter than the note
The favor'd fhepherds hear.

B 3
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4 In David’s city born, they cry,
The Saviour, Lord, appcars ;
Go {ec him 1n a manger lie,
Arifc, and ccalc your {cars.

5 On carth be peace, aloud they -ﬁng,
To men good will, Thou Child,
To God fhalt higheflt glory bring:

Hail! {inncers reconcil’'d!

6 Come, brethren, hafte to bow before
This Infant’s facred fect ;
With angels worfhip and adore,
Till we 1n glory meet.

IV. Good Friday.

1 EE, my {oul, with wonder fee,
\What the Saviour bears for thee,



HY MN 1V, 7

Hanging on the accurfed tree,

Praife him evermorc!
Gazing on that form divine,

Turn to me thy looks benign,
Give me, Saviour, love like thine!
Joytul 1 adore!

2 Bought with blood which thou haft fhed,
Hope revives, defpair 1s fled ;
f.ord, I hive, {ince thou art dead,

Saved by thy -grace.
Finifh’d ! the Redeemer cries! -

Vaunting over death, arife,
Claim the manfions 1n the {kies,

Your preparcd place.
B 4



o HYMN V.
John 1. 29. Behold the Lamb of God.

1 EHOLD the Lamb of God, who bore
Thy burdens on the tree;
And pald in blood the dreadful {core,
The ranfom duc for thce.

2 Look to him till the fight endcars
The Saviour to thy heart ;

His pierced fect bedew with tears,
Nor from his crofs depart.

3 Look to him till his dying love
Thy every thought controul;
Its vaft conftraining influence prove

O’er body, pirit, foul.

4 Look to him, asthe race you run,
Your never-failing friend ;



to

HY MN VL 9

Finifh he will the work begun,
And grace in glory end.

Good Friday. Luke xxil. 39—46.

DARI\_ was the night, and cold the ground
Where Jefus proflrate laid ;
His {weat ]11&6 drops of blood ran down,

In agony he pray’d.

Father, remove this bitter cup,
If fuch thy facred will;

If not, content to drink 1t up,
Thy* pleafure I fulfil.

9 Go to the garden, finncr, fee,

Thele precious drops that flow ;
The hcavy load he bore for thee,
For thee he lies fo low.

B 5
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4 Then learn of him the crofs to bear,
Thy Father’s will obey,
And when temptations fore draw ncar,
Awake to watch and pray.

VII. Good Friday.
ARK'! theloud cry |—O fun, thy golden

locks
Why dipt in blood ? Tell me, ye rending rocks;
Thou laboring earth, why {o tremcndoub quake :
Ye yawning graves, why thus with horror fhake?

e Behold that crofs! affrighted nature crics,
Expiring there, the God of naturc dies;
Then afk no more, why the fun hides hls bead,

Earth quakes, rocks rend, the grave gives up
her dead.
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3 Ilook’d! O fight of woe! the wounds ftill bled,
As on his bofom fell his facred head ;
Upon his brow the crown of thorns he bore,
And down his body flow’d the clotted gore.

4 His lifelefs corpfe low bending forward fwung,
As on his diflocated arms 1t hung,
The livid {ftripes his furrow’d thoulders thow,
Wide gapes the {fide, the blood and water {low.,

5 Say, heart of ftone! canft thou behold unmov’d
"Fhis fcene of forrow ? *Twas becaule he lov'd

Wretches like thee; to fave thei from the grave,
Sin, death and hell—himfelf he cannot {ave,

6 L.ook to him, finncrs, till ihe fight impar:s
True godly {orrow to your picrced hearts ;

B o6
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Then body, fpirit yield to his controul,
And let him {ee the travail of his {oul.

VI1I. Good Friday, or the Communion. Ifaiah lui.

1 HOU Lamb of God that on the tree,
Our bitter burdens bore,
And lov’d till dcath a worm like me ;
I bow, admire, adore.

2 Thy head the crown of thorns that bears,
With brighteft radiance glows ;
That face, {o marr’d with blood and tears, -
Tranfcendent beauty fhows.

3 Thofe wounded hands, ftretch’d out fo wide,
Proclaim the finner’s friend ;
And from the cleft of thy pierc’d fide

Life-giving ftreams defcend.



HY MN IX. 13

4 ‘That furrow’d back, plough’d up {o dcep,
With healing {tripes appears;
Thofe feet falt nail’d, fharp irons keep ;
I'll bathe them with my tears.

5 DBy men defpis’d, rejetted, {corn’d,
No becauty they can fee ;s
With grace and glory all adorn’d,

The lovehieft form to me.
Erﬁf’ﬂ(’?‘ Dt?_y.

RECITATIVE.

THE day-{pring dawns, the awful hour 1s come,
Big with the fate of all the fons of men ;

Eternity depends—{ay, filent tomb,
Can this cold corps of Jefus rife again ?

B 7
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§sYMPHONY. STROPHE.
Hark what founds of joy I hear!
Lo! from heav’n the herald necar;
Bright His face as mid-day {un,
How the guards affrighted run!

Back the pond’rous rock He roll’d,
Wide the gates of Decath unfold,
To their vi€tor Lord the way,

Up to life and endlefs day.

ANTISTROPHE.
He comes! all hail! {ee, from the dcad
The mighty Conqu’ror come!
Sin, death, and hell are captive led ;
The viclory 1s won !
CHORUS,
Acclamations rend the {ky,
Ris’'n indeed! the Angels cry;



HYMN X 15“

F.arth re-echoes back the found,
Ris’n, the ranfom’d fhout around.
SEMICHORUS,

He that fuffer’d in our {tead,
Jefus Chrift 1s ris’n 1ndced.

CHORUS,
Acclamations rend the {ky,
Ris’n! the umverfal cry.

Amen, Hallelujah'!

X. Eafler day. Malachi v, 2.
But unto you that fear my name, fhall the Sun of Righteoufnefs

ariyfe witk healing in his wings.

1 THEdark eclipfe 1s paifl, the {fun
With {plendor re-appears,
Again his glorious courfe to run
Amidft the brightening fpheres,
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2 Butfee, from deeper darknefsrife
The Sun of Righteoulnefs ;
With healing in his wings he flics
The chofen race to blefs,

Hail Light of Life! arifc and fhine,
Bid fear and forrow ceafe ;

Darknefs difpel, our feet incline
To run the paths of peace.

4 Warm’d by thy quick’ning becams of love,
Our living {ouls alpire,

As flames afcend, to thee above;

Lord Jefus, raife them higher!

There on us, with the heavenly hoﬂ
Thy brlghter beams difplay,

Where darknefs, death and night are loft
In everla{ting day.



HYMN XL 17
Eafter Day.

1 HE happy morn is come,
The Saviour leaves the grave,
His glorious work 1s done,
Almighty now to fave.
Captivity is captive led,
Since Jefus liveth, that was dead.

2 Who to our charge fhall lay
Iniquity and guilt?
All {in i1s done away,
Since his rich blood was fpilt.

Captivity, &c.

3 Now the ungodly dares
| The holy God draw near;.
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Juftice itfelf declares
No caufe remains for fear.
Captivity, &e. '
Chnft hath the ranfom paid, .
The glorious work 1s done;
On him our help, 1is laid,
The viftory 1s won.,
Capuvity, &c.
5 Hail the triumphant Lord, -
The refurreétion Thou !
We believe thy facred word,

Before thy throne we bow.
Captivity, &c.

X1I. Afcenfron.

1 THE heav’ns their wide portals unfold,
The Saviour afcends to the throne:



HYMN Xil. 1Q

Him {eated 1n glory behold,
The kingdoms he claims for his own.
His foll'wers withjoy and {urprize,
All eagernefs, gaze on his flight,

In a cloud, as he mounts te the {kies,
Till hid with eftulgence of light.

2 But faith can pierce through the bright vail,

And entcr the holieft place; -

No cloud can the Saviour conceal;
We view him as face unto face,

Our advocate powerful he ftands,
Who dares his eleét to accufe?’

We read in the palms of s hands
The pardon God cannot refufe,

3 Our King all our foes fhall fubdue,
Beneatn are omnipotent arms,
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Though, fatan, fin, death may puriuc,
Our fouls are fecure from all harms.
I will! the unchangeable word!
That all who my facrifice plead,
Caught up to the throne of their God,
In glory fhall reign with their head.

4 Forerunner now enter’d for me,
The manfions of blifs to prepare,
Raife up my affetions to thee,
Take me into thy kecping and care.
Prepare me for this bléft abode,
Still looking to thee as I run;
Teach my feet to afcend the bright road,
And finith what thou haft begun.
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Afcenfion.

1 IE Saviour to glory is gone,
His {ufferings and forrows are paft,

His work is compleated and done,

And fhall to cternity laft,
Forever he lives to beftow

The bleflings he purchas’d {o dear,
Our bofoms with gratitude glow,

Whilft to him by faith we draw near.

21

2 Expcéting from him to receive
All fulnefs of glory and grace,
Rejoicing in hope, we believe,
His promifes thankful embrace.
Our King fhall proteét us from harms,
Our Advocate make our plea good,
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Our Shepherd will bear 1n his arms
The theep which he bought with his blood

3 Our Prophet will point out the way,
Which leads to the manfions above ;
Our Prieft all our ranfom fhall pay,
Our Friend of unchangeable love.
-But whilft to the Lamb on his throne,
Our hearts and our voices we raitle,
His glory exalted we own
Above all our blefling and praife.

',XIV,. Day of Pentecofl.
1 GREAT Spirit, by whofe mighty power

% All' creatures live and move,
On us thy benediéltion fhower,
Enfpire our fouls with love.
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2 Hail {fource of light! arife and fhine,
Darknefs and doubt difpel;
Give peace and joy, for we are thine,
In us forever dwell. *
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3 From death to life our fpirits raife,
Compleat redemption bring ;
New tongues impart to {peak the praife

Of Chnft, our God and King,

4 Thineinward witnefs bear, unknown
To all the world befide,
Exulting then we feel, and own
Our Jefus glorified.

XV. Day of Pentecof.

1 NTHROCN’D on high, almighty Lord,
Thy Holy Ghoft fend down !
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~ Fulfil in us thy faithful word,

And all thy mercies crown.

2 Though on our heads no tongues of fire
Their wondrous powers impart,
Grant, Saviour, what we more defire,
Thy Spirit in our heart,

g Spirit of life, and light, and love,
Thy heav’nly influence give!
Quicken our fouls, born fronl abme
"In Chrift that we may live.

4 To our benighted minds reveal
The glories of his grace,

And bring us where no clouds conccal
The brightnefs of his face.

§ Hislove, within us fhed abroad,
Lite’s ever fprmgmg wcll !
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Till God in us, and we in God
In love eternal dwell.

XVI. Trinity Sunday.

1 THE triune God, the mighty Elohim thou,
In one Jehovah! every knee muft bow,
And every voice on earth and hofts on high,

Hail, holy, holy, holy, ceafelefs cry.

2 Tran{cendcntbrightnefscirclesroundthy throne,
Dwelling in light approachable by none ;
Prefumptuous man beware, nor dare to gaze,
No creature bears th’ infufferable blaze.

3 Ye reafoners vain, groping the wall as blind,
Who to perfeétion can the Almighty find ?
Higherthanheaven, what can yourwifdomteach?
Deeper than hell, where can refearches reach?
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4 Learnto be fools ye wife, your ignorance own,
God unreveal’d, muft be a god unknown;
Him, as the fun in his own light, we f{ec
His image, Saviour, manifeft in thee.

Vail’d in thy flefh approachable, we near
Gaze on his mighty glory without fear ;

All his perfettions beam with radiance mild,
View’d 1n the face of Jefus reconcil’d.

6 All hail, thou holy, holy, holy Lord,

by faith made knownin thy revealed word ;
Ye little children, every idol flee,
And find, Jehovah Jefus, life in thee!

XIY. The Fudgment.

1 HE trumpet’s loud blaft through the fky
Tremendous proclaims the Judge near;

&y



HYMN XVIL

The fhouts of archangels on high
Call up all the dead to appear.

See teeming with hife, the dark tomb
No longer can cover the {lain ;

And burfting from nature’s vaft womb,
The dead arc the living again.

27

2 Defcending from heaven I behold
Aloft 1n the clouds the white throne
In fufion, as glows the bright gold,
With radiance tranfcendent it thone:
Upon it one, clothed with light,
A form more than human 1 view:
His face as the fun in 1ts might, |
His judgments all faithful and true.

3 To hisbar every creature muft come,
His lips fhall the fentence proclaim ;



o8 HYMN XVILI

As fpeaks the Great Judge it 1s done,
And flight, as refiftance 1s vain.

The angels, the faithful convey,
Delighted, in glory to dwell ;

Thruft down, without reft night or day,
The wicked are caft 1nto hell.

4 Remember, my foul, this great day,
To meet God in judgment prepare ;
The bufinels admits no delay,
This obje&t demands thy firft care.
Thy confcience, thy cond):a&, be {ure
Try well at the bar of his word ;
Who judge themf{elves now are {ecure,

Nor then fhall be judg’d of the Lord.



HY MN XVIII. 29
The Fudgment. |
1 HARK! the loud trumpet’s awful blaft!

*T1s done! the archangel cries;
Time’s pertod fhall no longer laft,
Ye decad to judgment rife.

l«

Chang’d in the twinkling of an eye,
The living live again;

Death fwallow’d up in viétory,
Immortal all remain.

3 Before the Almighty’s piercing fight,
Their {fecrets none can hide ;
Every dark deed in open light,
His judgment muft abide.

4 In glory bright at his right hand,
The faithful few I {ee;
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Trembling with fhame the guilty band,
Await the.Lr dire decree.

5 Sinner, with devils thou muit lic,
In ﬂamcs the vengeance due;

Up tomy throne ye bleffed fly,
The place prepar’d for you.

6 To-day thy voice of pardening grace,
Lord, let me joyful hear;
Then fhall 1 bold approach thy Facc,

Nor the laft judgment fear.

XIX. The Caommunion.

1 OIN’D in the bonds of facred love
Witk faints below and faints above,
One fpirit with our Lord ;
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3t
In happy union here we meet,
And fitting at the Saviour’s feet,

Surround the {ocial board.

g Come with thy prefence grace the feaft,
And deign with us the laft and leaft,

Dear Jelus to appear:
Approaching thec within the wail,
With open face, thylelf reveal

Among thy chofen here.

g3 Bleft Saviour, with thy people ftay,
Not as a pafling gueft, a day,

But love us to the end.
The defert through the table {pread,

Till we fit down with thee our head,
- Eternity to {pend.
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Communion.

1 IS friends the kind Saviour invites,
With plenty his table is {pread ;
Profufion of ; joys and delights
Is bid in the wine and the bread.
Ye faithful, feaft on the rich food,
Drink joyful the ‘cup which we blefs;
Difcerning his flefh and his blood,
No fear apprehend of excefs.

¢ His love, like the {ftreams from the rock,

The deeper, the {weeter they flow ;

Refrefhing and ftrength’ning thc ﬂock
While on through the defert they go.

His peace, as the river of God
The waters abundantly fill ;

By faith in our hearts fhed abroad,
Increafes our bleflednefs ftill.
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g3  All fulnefs of glory and grace,
Prepared for you that bclieve ;
Come boldly approaching his face,
More than all you canafk to receive,
Lord give us this bread cvermore
F1ll the cup with the winc of thy love,
In ecftacy till we adore,
And feaft in thy prefence above.

XX. Communion.

1 REDEEM’D by blood, a finner poor,
Bchold me Lord, at mercy’s door;
I come mvited by thy grace,
Nor dare I elfe behold thy face.

2 But thou art good and gracious, Lord,

My hope depends upon thy word ;

The finner vile, thou doft receive,

Nor comfortlefs -the wretched leave. C
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3 Furmfih’d his board with richeft fare,
Come, welcome, eat and drink, nor fpare;
Enough for all; for all there’s room,

Ye maim’d, blind, halt, to Jefus come.

4 Bchold for you the table fpread, -
The purple wine, the broken bread ;
The bread, his body broke for you,
The wine, his blood of richer hue,

5 Thelc pledges of redeeming love
Receive, the feal of joys above;
Let every grict and {orrow cealfe,
The Saviour bids you go 1n peace.

XXI. Communion.

1 TO the table of thy grace

An unworthy gueft I come;
Seated 1n the loweft place,

But the wedding garment on;
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Elfc, great King, I dare not there
In my beggar’s rags appear.

2 Hungry, deftitute and poor,
_ I muft perith without bread,
If thy mercy’s open door
Did not thew the table {pread ;,
Where not empty {ent away,
Frecely teaft the hungry may.

g3 But not, Lord, by bread alone,
Can the fainting {pirit live ;
Speak the word and 1t 1s done,
Pardon, peace and comfort give :
Hungry, thirfty, then no more ;
Thee 1n heav’n fhall I adore.

C 2
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- Pfalm xxui. Ifaiah xl1. 2. ‘

1 REDEEM’D by blood, which thou haft fhed,
Great fhepherd, glortous cov’nant head ;
Safe 1n thy care from cvil keep,
Prelerve, proteét thy helplefs {heep.

2 The leopard’s mount, the lion’s den,
The powers of hell. the wiles of men,
Againft thy feeble flock combine,

But vain their rage, {ince we are thine.

3 Us to the living fountains lead,
In ordinances veérdant mead ;
Refreth’d, and ftrengthen’d day by day,
We hear thy voice and pleas’d obey.

4 The fecble gently guide! reftore
The wand'ring; bid them ftray no more,
The lambs within thy bofom warm,
Cherifh and bear, fecure from harm.
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5 The fame for ever, tender kind,

Dear Shepherd, lecave no hoof behind :
Till drawn with everlafting love,

We join the better fold above.

XXIII. Rom. vili. 1g.

For the good that I would, I do not: but the evil which {
would not, that I do.

COULD I believe thy promife, Lord,
And hive upon thy faithful word,

How fhould I glory in the crofs,

Nor fhun reproach, nor fhrink from lafs.

2 Butah! my rebel heart repines,

Reluétantly 1ts gods refigns :
As Zion’s Mount, and Canaan nigh,

For Egypt’s {lefh-pots ftill I figh.
C3
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3 Oh what a contradiflion ftrange !
VWhen confcious of the blefled change;
Once blind, I cannot doubt I {ce,
And can I ought defire but thee!

4 Chief of ten thoufand, to my heart,
Thy light, thy life, thy love impart;
Until thou {ay, Depart in peace,
And flefh and {pirit’s confliéts cealc.

XXIV. Matt. xi. 3.

Art thou he that fhould come, or do welook for another? jc.
Jus anfwered and faid unto them, Go and fhew Fohn again
thofe things which ye do hear and fee. The Glind reccive
their fight, and the lame walk, the lepers are cleanfed and the
deaf hear ; tlie dead are rarfed and the poor have the

</ up,
Gofpel preacked unto them 3 aund b[;ﬂéd ts he, whofoever fhall
not be oflended in me.

1 ‘ N 7 HEN firft the 'Saifiour’s {preading fame,
John’s expe&ations fired,
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His meflengers enquiring came,
Art thou the Chrnit defired?

Go tell your mafter, he replies,
What ye have heard and fcen;

The lame man walks, the blinded cyes
Arc open’d, lepers clean;

The dead arife, the gofpel's found
The poor dchighted blefs;
Happy the man, that in me found,

Shall dare my name confefs.

Such power on carth was once difplay’d
To make men’s bodies whole ;
Saviour, in glory now array’d,

Heal the difeafed foul.
Upon our minds benighted, fhine,
Caufe the dumb lips to pray,
C 4 « + F

39



40 HYMN XXV.

Our paralytic powers 1ncline
To run the narrow way.

6 Make our deal ears to hear thy word,
From {in and death relecas’d ;
Our living {ouls a proof afford,
Miracles are not ceas’d.

XXV. Heb. 1x. 27, 28.

It s appornted unto men once to die, but after this the jude-
ment.,  So Chrifl was once offered to bear the fins of many;
and unto them that look for hum fhall he appear tie fecond
tme, without fin, unto falvation. |

1 AST 1s the dire decree! to dic
+ Appointed, man, thou art;
And after death for judgment nigh,

Sinner, prepare thy heart.

Confcious of evils many, great,
My fpirit faints with fcar;
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Before thy awfal ;ndament feat,
Lord, how ihuall 1 aopear?

IL.ook to my crofs, the Saviour {aid,
I dicd, that thou {houldft live,

Thy fins werc on my body laid;
I pcace and pardon give.

Friend of my heart, believe) adore,
Enter my promis’d reft

And let dark guilt and {eurs no more
Difturb that throvbing brealt,

On my bright throne I {oon fhall come,
Complcat {alvation brine;
And take my ranfom’d pcoplc home;
Prepare to mect your klag.
Come quickly, Lord, all praife to thee!
I've nought to apprchend ;

C s
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Since in the Judge himfelf I fec
My Saviour and my friend.

XXVI. Johni. 17.

The law was groen by Mofes, but grace and truth came by
Felus Chrift.
1 EDEEMED, Saviour, by thy blood,
Dead to the law, I live to God;
I.oos’d from its iron bondage, rife,
To better hopes and brighter fkies.

2 What can it for a finner do,
But {trong expole his crimes to view ;
With alpect {tern his doom pronounce,
And curfe the {oul that {ins but once.

3 No partial fervice 1t receives,
No promile for repentance leaves,
Impotent frets the galling fore,
And irritates corruption morec.
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4 But beaming from the Saviour’s face,
Sec the bright lines of gofpcl grace;
Swcet from his lips the udings fpread,
Hope to the loft, lfc to the dead.

5 He freely, fully, grace proclaims,
Removes the curfe and breaks my chains,
I'rom legal bondage {cts me frec,
Reftor'd to life, to liberty.

6 Hencelorth, dear Lord, forever thine,
That love conftrains which made thee mine;
Since thou haft lived and died for me,

Ull live not to myfelt, but thee.

XXVII. Hagaii. 5. Confider your ways.

1 ‘ ‘ J HEN all my paft days to review,
And ponder my ways 1 bcgin,
C6
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The farther the {carch I purfue,
I trace but corruption and fin.

44

2 Soon asfrom the womb I was brought,
My race was 1n evil begun,
My {pirit with frowardnels fraught,
And falfehood beguiled my tongue.

3 To manhood from youth as I grew,
My rcafon to paffion, the {lave,
As cuftom, as fathion {till drew,
I rufh’d down the ftcep to the grave.

4 My confcience, that monitor true,
Remonfltrates, but little avails,
The good, which 1 would I can’t do,
The cvil, I would not, prevails.

5 Then take me, Lord, {fuchas I am,
And make me, jull what I fhould be,
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I'll take to mylelt all the fhame,
And give all the glory to thee.

XXVIII. Plalm lv. 6.
O that I had the wincs of a dove!
PIRIT of faith, this grace impart,
And help my unbehieving heart ;

My God forgot, {o cold my 10\ e,
So faint my hopes of reft above.

1

o When I fhould pant for joys on high,
Grov’ling 1n {enfe and carth 1 lic
Unruly paflions vex my breatft,

And anxious cares difturb my reft.

If now and then a gleam of light
Burfts on my foul, dilpels the night,
Short as a winter’s day, how {oon
My {un goes down, almoft at noon.

C 7
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4 Sometimes I ftretch my wings to rife,
Above the earth to reach the {kics,
But fetter’d by corruption’s chain,

1 flutter, faint and fall again.

5 Dear Saviour, the bright evidence give
Of things unfeen, that I may hive,
For thee alone; till faith 1n fight
Is loft, amidit the {aints i1n light.

XXIX. John x. 28.

And I give unto them eternul life, and they fhall never perifi:
neutleer frall any pluck them out of my hand.

1 QINCE cver fure thy promife ftands,
That none {hall pluck me from thy hands,
I live upon thy faithful word, "
And wait for thy falvation, Lord,

2 My all into thy keeping take, |
Nor hclplefs lcave me, nor forfake ;

3
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Thine cverlafting arms beneath,
Ilcan on thee, and walk by faith.

3 Call'd, Saviour, by thy grace to prove,
I.ternal wifdom, pow'r and love,
Content thy pleafure to fultl,

1 bow {fubmiflive to thy will.

4 Redeemed from corruption’s bands,
I run the way of thy commands;
And perlevering unto death,

I'll blels thee with my lateft breath,

XXX. Plalm xxxil. 7. Thou art my hiding place.

1 WHEN low’ring clouds deform the {ky,
And darknefs thickens round,
Sudden the forked lightnings fly,
" Loud thunders rock the ground.

C 3
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2 The howling blafts iinpetuous {weep
The deloiated plain,
The righeed beafts to covert creep,
Jomec flies the trembling {wain,

g3 But 'ouder thunders o’er my head,
Ny heart with terrovs fill,
And ftorms of wrath divine I dread,

W hich foul and body kill.

4 Sce on the whirlwind’s rapitd wings,
The King of terrors ride,
And with him delolation brings,

Myfeclf where can 1 hide?

5 Halfte finner, halte, the Saviour cried,
Behold my wounded form,
The cleft of my deep wounded fide,
Shall hide thee from the {torm.
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Mat. vii. 13, 14.
ILide 15 the gate and broad 1s the way, &c.

1 RISE my {oul, the path furvey,
Which rrulJcs thec to eternal day ;
The bcaten track avoid, the road
That lcads to death and hell 1s broad.

2 The many there at large are found,
Where pride, luft, avarice abound,
Difplay their banners wide, 1nvite
With f{lattering hopc and falfe dchghe.

3 See how they rufh to {cize the priz'e
Midlt envy, wrath, revenge and lies,
Nor heed the muph which 3 yawns before,
They fink and fall to rife no more.

4 The right hand narrow way purfue,
Where Jefus lcads the chofen few,
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Behold that fign, a bloody crofs,
Count all for this but dung and lofs.

5 Boldly advance, till vanquifh’d all,
- Satan, the world, corruption fall:
Conqu’rors through grace we reach the {kics,
And to eternal glory rife.

XXXH. Rev. xxi, 5. I make all things new.

I HEN firft the radiant orbs from darknefs
{prung, 1
By the creative word; together fung,
The morning ftars, the fpheres their mufic bring,
With fhouts of joy, God’s fons adore their King.

2 Thefe are thy works, they cry, utter his praife,
‘Thou glorious {un, far as thy piercing rays .
F1ll the vaft bounds of fpace; ye ftats that fhine
On worlds unnumber’d, praife the work divine,
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But {ee, alas! a darker chaos reign,

Where fin and death their empire wide maintain,
O’er {ouls immortal, each in value far
Above ten thoufand worlds or brighteft far.

Jefus beheld, and to our relcue flew,

He {pake, ’tis done, Lo ! I make all things new;
Amazing word ! betore my ravifh’d eyes,

A brighter {fun, and a new heaven arife.

No more fhall fin and death refume the reins;
Through righteoulnefs to life eternal reigns
His grace ; ve feraphs {pread creation’s fame,
>T'is mine to blefs my grecat Redeemer’s name,

XXXIII. Rev.i. 12—16.

HEN on the wings of faith I foar on high,

" Leave carth -behind, and pierce the azure
iky ;
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Loft in delight, tranfported with {urprize,
The bright effulgence dims my dazzled eyes.

2 Sublime before me rofe a radiant throne,
Around an emerald bow tranflucent fhone ;
Bcneath, cherubic wheels inftinétive ran,
And on 1t fat one like the Son of Man,

g Hi: facce the fun, his eyes the lightning’s beams
Eclips'd—his facred voice, than mighty ftrcams
More loud, yet more melodlous melisin air;
And down his thoulders wav’d his {nowy hair.

4 Bound with a golden zone behind him flow’d
His veft : his feet, like brafs in fufion glow’d :
In his right hand, with corufcations briglt,
Seven glittering flars emtit their chearing light.

§ Forth from his lips a fharp two.edged {fword
Proceeds ; his piercing, powerful, quick’ning
word :
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Before him thrones, dominions, princely powers,
Inlove and praife employ their happy hours.

6 Secraphic voices join the golden lyre,
Devotion pure, ecftatic blifs inipire,
With hymns divine the vault of heav’n refounds,

The joyful notes the echoing root rebounds.

7 Lord, when fhall I, from this vile body free,
Join the glad quire, forever dwell with thee ?
From mc than angels nobler praife 1s due,
Yc heavenly holts, he never died for you.

XXXIV. Zcphanii. g. Seek meeknefs.

O meeknefs, Saviour, {fuch as thine,
Gracious my froward heart incline ;

F.aach paflion turbulent controul,
‘That wars within my troubled f{oul,
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2 Diipel the rifing florm within:
Though angry, yet reftrain’d from fin ;
Nor let my vifage glow with irc,
My tongue dart ftings, my cyes flafh fire,

3 To others tender, patient, kind,
Be {oft compaflion {till combin’d
With juft offence, nor let me dare
My wrongs avenge, but bear, forbear.

4 Againft myfelf, if wrath awake,
Let me. whilft due revenge 1 take,
My own infirmities endure,
Humbled, not vex’d, attempt their cure,

5 Her perfett work ull patience taught,
By Jelu’s blood my.{pirit bought,
In his bright image fhall arife,
Meet for the throne and mount the fkies,
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Plalm lxxiit. 26.

My flefh and my leart faileth, tut God is the flrength of my
hicart and my portion for ever.

1 THOU precious Lord, the finner’s friend,
Whofe love no meafure knows nor end,
Supported by thy powertul arm,
I dread no foe, I fear no harm.

2 With thee I pals life’s dangerous road,
And haften to that bright abode,
Where thy redeemed find their reft,
Safc leaning on the Saviour’s breatt.

3 Though tribulations fore {furround,
Temptations manifold abound,
Corruption f{truggles, flefh invites,
To linful plzafure’s falfe delights,

4 My voice to thee I hift 1n prayer,
On thee alone 1 caft my care;
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To thee falvation doth belong.
When 1 am weak then am 1 {trong.

5 Yea. when my heart and {trength fhall fail,
' And death my tottering frame «{lail,
Unmov’d I'll tread the dreadiul fteep,
And {ali in Jclu’s arms, afleep.

XXXVI. 1 Cor. 1. g0.
Fefus Chrijl the fame yeflerday, to-day and forever.
1 JESUS, as yelterday to-day, the fame,
Forever, hecar a wretched finner call;
Nothing. and lefs than nothing, Lord, T am,
I come to thee, be thou my all 1n all,

2 Upon my dark’ned mind bright Sun arifc,
Make me, grcat Prophet, know myiclf . and
thee, |
My {elf how ftupid, foolifh, weak, unwife,
And thou my light, my guide, my wildom be,
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3 In my vile nature, Lord, there dwells no good,
Perverfe my ways, 1 own, corrupt my heart,

The fountain open, wafh me in thy blood,
Thy work I plead, my righteoulneis thou art.

4 To walk with God, his holy law obey,
Unable; thou, my Santtifier, give
Thv quick'ning Spirit, then thy periett way
I’'ll run, not 1, but Chrift in me fhall hve.
; Thus fraught with wi{dom, righteoufnec{s and
grace,
Fearlefs I dare the king of terrors {ce,
And {ure in glory to behold thy face,
My perfetted falvation find 1n thee.
XXXVII. '
The afflifled feclings of the heart on the lofs of the deareft

of relations.

1 ROM my fond 'arms my love is fled,
| - And leaves mc here to mourn;

L.
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Snatch’d to the manfions of tht dead,
From whence there’s no return.

2 My folitary bed forlorn,
At night my tcars bedew,

And with the fun I wake at morn,
My {orrows to renew.

Where'er I turn my weary cyecs,
~ Sad defolations reign;
In her all earthly comfort dies,

Nor hopes to rifec again,

4 Pity, dear Lord, thy grace impart,
Immod’rate gricf fubdue!
Compaffion fills thy tender heart,
Which mortals never knew.

5 In deéath, when the lov’d Lazarus flept,
. How pierc’d with humanwoe ! ™
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Over his tomb my Jefus wept,
With his, my tcars may {low.

6 1 would not murmur, though I mourn,
He gave and takes away;
My comforts fled fhall yet return
At the eternal day.

7 Ceafe, my fond foolifh heart, to long
That fhe fhould come to me ;
Enthron’d the hcavenly hofts among,
Dear love, I'li tly to thee.

XXXVIII. On the ﬁzme occqﬁon.

1 IN conjugal bonds of delight,
Which nothing but death could deftroy,
As Jefus our hearts did unite,
To love was our duty and jcy,

2 Butfhort is the moment below, ..
And fhorter the date of our bhifs ;
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As fovereign to take, as beftow,
Our {pirits and bodics are his. .

3 But long as my mem’ry fhall laft, .
Thy name on my heart {hall remain,

I'll think with delight on the pafi,
And hope a bleft meeting again.

4 Then welcome the mandate divine,
That bids my foul quit the dull clod,
To dwell in fweet union with thine,
Forever 1n love, and in God.

XXXIX. Cant. 11. 8. The voice of my Beloved !

1 WAKE my love, my fair one rifc,
Leave vanities below ;
Come to my throne, the Saviour cries ;

To thee, dear Lord, I'll go.
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2 Awaken’d by thy gracious call,

I hear, and pleas’d, obey ;
Lowly before thy footltool fall,
And wait the wifh’d-for day.

3 Weary of wand'ring round and round
This vale of fin and woe ;
I long to lcave th’unhallow’d ground,
Where peace nor reit I know.

4 Speak then, almighty Lord to fave,
Say, F'rom the duft arile;
Then fhall I quit the dreary grave,
To meect thee 1n the fkies.

XL. Eph. 11, 8, g, 10.

1 E fons of ignorance and pride,
Who mock at God’s eleét ;
Who impious faith and grace deride,
. Yet holinefs aftcét.
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2 Deceived, and deceiving know,
The works on which you truft ;
So fhort of what to him you owe,
Mufl leave you {till unjuft.

3 But fav’d by grace, through faith 1n him,
Compteat before the threne,
Prefented without fpot of f{in,
Chrift will his people own.

4 To glory call’d, 1n virtue’s way,
The chofen faithful run,
‘Beneath the Saviour’s gracious (way,
Finifh the racc begun.

His grace in them by faith difplay’d,
All glorious they appear;
In holinefs of truth array’d,

The ftamp of hcaven bear.



HY M- N XLII ()8
Nch. xui. g1. Remember me, O God, for good.

1 O Thou, from whom all goodnefs tlows,
I lift my heart to thee;
In all my forrows, conflitls, woes,
Dcar Lord remember me,

2 When groaning on my burden’d heart,

My fins lie heavily ;

My pardon {peak, ncw peacc impart,
In love remember me.

Temptations {ore ob{trutt my way,
And ills T cannot flee

O give me ftrength, Lord, as my day,
For good remember me. |

4 Diftreft with pain, difeafe and grief;*
This feeble body fec,

Grant patience, reft and kind relief,
Hear! and remember me.. :
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5 If on my face, for thy dear Name,
Shame and reproaches be;
All bail reproach, and welcome thame
If Thou remember me'!

6 The hour is near, confign’d to dcath,
I own the jult decree:
Saviour, with mv laft parting breath
I’ll cry, Remcmber me.

XLIII. John xiv. 18,
1 will not leave you comfortlefs, I will come unto you.

1 RAVELLING thro’ this vale of tears,
Befet with foes around ;
Within, by unbelievii.g fears,
My confliéls fore abound.
What comfort, Saviour, can I know,
Unlefs thy prefence with me go.
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a Come, dear companion, finner’s friend,
My heart to thee I yicld;
L.ove me, and {ave me to the end,
Be thou my {un, and fhield.
My {orrows, fears and contlitts ceafe,

When thy bleft Spirit whifpers, Peace.

3 Guide me {afe down life’s dangerous road,
- Shine on the path I tread,
And pointing to thy blcit abode,
Lift up my drooping head :
Midft every crofs, the crown 1n view,
Though faint, hke Gideon, I purlue,

4 Thy everlafting arms beneath,
My tottering fteps fhall guide,
And kept by never failing faith,
I'll cleave to thy pierc’d fide.

D
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Come, lord, and ever with me be,
Till thou fhalt take me home to thee.

XLIV. Funeral®

SAY, dreary grave,
How long wilt thou conceal me ;
M

ightyv to {ave
When will my Jefus come.
Fainting, dying, now mine cyes I clole,
My weary head upon thy bofom, Lord, repole;
Thou wilt not leave nor fail me,
Till my fhort race 1s run,
Glory to God,
The vittory is won.
Dying, I can fing,
Where, O death’s thy fting?
‘Salvation’s perfe&t work is done.

- ¥ Forthe dirge movemcent ir Dr, Boyce's-¢th Sonata,
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Gen. xxxii. 24——32. Facob Wicflling.
RESTLING untl the break of day,
Firm {tood the Patriarch bold;
His halung thigh, his {trength’s dccay,
Nor heeds, nor quits his hold.

Loofe me, the mighty angel cries,
Why doft thou grafp me {o?
Until thou blefs me, he rephes,
I will not let thee go.

Ifracl, not Jacob, be thy name,
I1enceforth, thou fhalt prevail,

Thy God for ever is the {amc,
Thou fhalt not faint, nor fail.

Ye faithful, hold the promife faft,
To plead it boldly dare ;
Wreftling with God, to prove at laft,
Th’ omnipotence of pray’r. D 2
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"Gen. ix. 13—17. Rev.iv.3. The rainbow.

4

L P

BEHOLD the gay bow in the {ky,
How vivid the colours are {een,
ts glories extended on high,
With orange and purple and green.

Through the drops, as they fall, the {fun’s beams
Refratted, refletted we view,

As it glows, as 1t fades, the fweet {cenes,
Our wonder, our pleafure renew.

But oh! with what heighthen’d dclight,
In heaven the bright objeét 1 trace,

When by faith I contemplate the fight,
As the fign of a cov’nant of grace.

When over me hangs the thick cloud,
And darknefs with horrors outfpread ;

Mighty. thund’rings with llghtnmgs, aloud,
Roll terribly over my head
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5 No deluge of wrath fhall I fear,
No more can the floods of the deep,

Their billows aflrighted uprear,
., The globe with deftruttion to fweep.

€ Though the heavensall on fire be diflolv’d,
The elements melting with heat, |
The earth with fierce flames be involv’d,
Unmov’d, I thefe terrors can meet.

7 'That emerald bow round the throne,
The Pledge of his favor, I {ee;
Come, welcome, dear Lord, to thine own,
I long to be ever with thee.

XLVIL. The pilgrim.

| ITH his long travel faint, oppreft,
| The weary pilgrim fighs for reft
- Around his bark when billows roar,
The toiling rower pants for fhore. D3
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2 Thus when temptation’s waves arife,
Struggling, half funk, 1 caft my eyes
With cager looks to that blelt {bore,
Where {torms and tempeits rage no morec.

g Faint, asthe pilgrim, yet purfue
The rugged path, my home 1n vicw,
My tottering {teps the ftafl of grace
Supporting {till, I urge my race.

4 Leave me not, Saviour, nor forfake,
My {oul to thy dear bofom take ;
When {afe to that fair haven come,

All hail {weet reft and happy home.

XLVIII. Heb. xi. 1, 2.

Wherefore feeang we alfo are compafled about with Jo great &
cloud qf{uitn%ﬂéx, !e:tfus lay %ﬁgfe“fwr_y werght, cziz; the fin,
which doth fo eafily b;/ézf us, and let us run with patence the
race fet before us : looking unto Jeéfus the quthor and fuufher
Ofc?ur_fb#/c- ' .
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1 BEHOLD the glorious crown in view,
Nor faint, nor weary, ftill purfue,
To Jelus look, the finner’s friend,
And patient hope unto the end.

2 Calt away every weight of {in,

With the befetting luft begin,

And run the race, till in the fkies,
Thou reach the goal, and win the prize.

3 The field the vaft fpeétators crown,
Saints, angcls, God himfclf looks down,

The {pettacle with high dclight,
Enjoy, approve, applaud the fight,

4 Author and Finifher of faith,
Lftablifh, ftrengthen unto death,
‘Then thall the prize indeed be mine,

But all the glory, Lord, be thine,
P4
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: Thefl. i. 10. Afcmgﬁon.

And to wait for his Son from heaven, whom he raifed from
tle dead, even Fefus, which delivered us from the wrath t@

CONHIC» *
1 A1L Son of God! the opening grave
Proclaims thy power divine ;
Thou to the uttermoft canft {fave,
We know, for we are thine.
Refcued by thee from wrath to comc,
The ranfom thou halt paid,
The battle fought, the vi€tory won,
On thee our help is laid.

e« The work compleated, up on high .
| The Conqueror afcends, .
To claim his manlions in the {ky,
Prepare them for his friends.
Oureyes, dear Lord, are unto thee,

Us for o ur houfe prepare;
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Come! where thou art, therelct us be,
And all thy glory fhare.

L. Ifaiahlii, 2. Rev. xxx. 7, 8.

IIOU virgin daughter, once {o loath'd,
Put oil thy filthy robe,
In glory’s garb with beauty cloath’d,
Come from thy dark abode.

Shake thy{clf from the bands of duft,
Rife, captive daughter, rife;

Thy God corruption’s chainshath burft,
He calls thee to the {kies.

Thy King bchold, adorn’d with grace,
He woos thee for his bride,

Nor confcious fhame thy blufhing face
Nceds from his prefence hide.

D 5
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4 With robes of righteoufnefs array’d,
They’'re woven by his hand ;
Bright, wnhout {pot, no more dlﬁnay d,
Before him joy ful ftand.

5 Thy garments fragrance fhed around,
Hephzibah thy new name s
Now all perfe&tion, in him found,
As he is, thou’rt the fame.

6 In union, nature, covenant one,
My hufband T am thine ;
Thy work, thy crofs, thy crown thy throne,
And all thou haft are mine.

I.I. 1 John v. 20, 21,

1 "JTTHE Son of God is come,
In human flefh reveal’d,
The myltery made known,
From agces paft conceal’d.
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¢ All things to reconcile,
Reftored in Chrift their head,

And fatan’s malice foul,
He rais’d him from the -dead.

3 By light divine we {fec, |
Him, God and Man in one,

To him our rctuge flee,
In him abide alone.

4 Faithful and true, bis name,
His promifes all {ure,
Unchangeably the fame,
E.ternally endure.

5 Him the true God we own,
Renounce cach idol {in ;

And knowing, as wc’re known,
Shall live and reign with him.

'D.6
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1 Pet. v. 10, 11,

But the God of all grace, who hath called us to his cternal

glory by Fefus Chrift, after that ye have fuffered awhile mate
you perfec tf Sflablifh, jtrengr/zen jett!e you. 1o um beglory
and damzman, for ever and ever. - Amen.

OD ofall grace, by whofe bleft word,
Call’d to the knowledge of our Lord,

We feek and find redemption nigh,
Bought by his blood, to thee we fly.

1

¢ In himaccepted, bring us near,
Pardon our guilt, dilpel our fear,
Eftablifh, firengthen, comfort, keep,
And, for the Shepherd, love the theep.

93 Conduélted by thy gracious care,
We fately pafs, through every fnare
Finmifh our courfe, then reach the fkics,

And to eternal glory rife.
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Jerem X X111 6,

T7as 15 his name whereby he fhall be called, The Lord our

Righteoufnefs.
OST High, moft Holy, who can ftand
Before thy perfett law ?
If juftice, arm’d with wrath, demand,
Wretch, pay me what you owe,

I promife, ftrive, and ftrive in vain,
To gain my confcience eale ;
My eflorts impotent remain,
To placate or to pleale.

Deciperate, guilty, helplefs, loft,
1 feel deftruction nigh;

Nor earth can fave, nor all heav’'ns’ hoft
A finner doom’d to die.

But hark ! I hear a voice proclaim,
(Your great Deliv'rer blefs!) D 7
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I come to fave, this 1s my name,
The Lord your Righteoulnelfs,

Amen, I cry! falvation great!
The law fulill’d I fee;

Thy righteoufnels, dear Lord, complcat
Hath anfwer’d all for me.

LIV. Rev.w.
IN perfcét bleflednefs above,
The hofls feraphic fing and love ;
In praile their happy hours cmplo),
God’s prelence, their ecltatic joy.

2 Defign’d their bleflednels to fhare,
Dear Jelus now my hcart prepare,
Beammg with glory. and with grace,
Arife! unvail thy radiant face.

On the bright vifion let me gaze,
Till all my {pirit in a blaze,
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Fecls the colleéted rays of love
Its full transtorming power prove.

4 Then fhall T here delighted raifc
My voice to fpread my Saviour’s praile,
On this fide heav’n my blifs begin,
And hike the angels, love and fing.

L.V. 2 Thefl. iii. 5.

The Lord dirett vour "zm*rf; into the love of God, and (1év
the patient waiting for Chigfl,

1 PIRIT of God and glory, {end
Thine influence {rom above ;
Reveal i us the [uner’s Friend,
And fhed abroad his love.
2 Direéi our hearts with pow’r divine,
To know the Father's arace,

And opcen all bis great delwn
1o fave our wretched racc. D 8
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g3 Of things unfeen the evidence give;
Rejoicing 1n thy hght;
May we in hope’s aflurance hve,
By faith, and not by fight.

4 Tof{uffer ortoferve our Lord
W ith patience perfevere,
Till we, according to his word,
With him i1n heav’'n appear.

LVI. 1 Cor. xv. 55. O death, where s thy fling 2

1 EE from his dark and difmal cave,
The king of terrors ride |
O’er heaps of'vanquh d flain; the grave
Wide yawns on every f{ide.

2 The {ons of men in dire difmay,

Behold deftruélion nigh;
Vain is refiftance, vain delay, .
None from the grave can fly, -
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3 Who to the defperate, loft, undone,
Can hope or {uccour bring ?

Glory to God for his dear Son,
O death, where 1s tny fling?

4 Thy milchief, tyrant, ceafe to boalft,
Nor vaunt it o’er the {lain ;
Know, maugre thee, and all hell’s hoft,

I fall to rile again.
5 But thou the {poils of ages paft,
Muft, vanquifh’d, {oon reftore,
Into the lake of fire be caft,
And fall to rife no more.

LVII. Pfalm Ixin. 7.

Deep calleth unto deep at the noife of thy water fpouts > alf
thy waves and thy billows are gone gver me. )

¢« ()’ERWHELM’D with fharp afllitions,
To thee, my God, I cry:
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Bow’d down with firong convilions,
Deepin theduit I lie:
Confefling thou art holy,
And I a inner vile,
Upon me, poor and lowly,
Deign, Lord, a gracious {mile,

2 Thy ftorms have thick’ned round me,
Thy hand hath prels’d me {ore,
In miery’s fetters bound me,
Lord, Ican bear no more.
My {orrows are enlarged,
Wave. follows upon wave,
‘With burdens overcharged,
I fink, O fave me, Save!

8 Jelus heheld my angnifh,
Soft pity mov’d his breaft,
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Nor {uller’'d me to languifh,
But {pake my {oul to rcft;

Hc pardon’d my tranfgreflions,
Bid all my {orrows ceale,

And 1n his rich compaflions,
Recltor’d my heart to peace.

LVIII. Luke xxi. 19,
In your putience poflefs ye your fouls.

INCE thou my firength, my refuge art,
In cvery {ore diftrefs;
Teach me, dear Lord, my froward heare
In patience to poflcts.

I{ from thy hand afllictions come,
Howcver fharp the rod,

Belore thee let my lips be dumb,
Nor dare reply to God.
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3 From men perverfe in heart and word,
When I endure the crofs,

Thy meeknefls give me, gracious Lord,

To {ufter fhame and lofs,

4 My brethren, ftill to evil prone,
Oﬂ'endmg, let me fparc; - -
And learn, (the harder tatk) my own
Infirmities to bear.

5 Till felf and fin, their conflifls ceafe,
 { pauently endure
And entering into perfe& peace,
The viftory fecure.

LIX. John xii1. 35.

By thus fhall all men know that ye are my difciples,
tf ye love one another.

ASCENDING to his native throne,
The Saviour left the grave.
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Claiming the kingdoms for his own,
The promis’d Spirit gave.

¢ ‘The Iprcading flame from breaft to breaft,
The chofen faithful prove,
The world, the wond’rous power confeft,
¢ Sce how thefe chriftians love.”

g But now the cnemy his tares,
Among the wheat hath {pread,
And pride, and felf, and earthly cares,
Their baleful influence fhed.

4 From luft of power and gain, anfe
Rancour, deceit, debate ;
The taunting world, malignant cries,
“ Scc how thefe chriftians hate.”

5 Almighty Lord, we turn to thee,
This foul reproach remove ;-
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And let our one contention be,
For mecknels, peace and love,

LX. Pfalm cxix. 2;.

My foul cleaveth unto the duft, gurcken thou me according
to thy word.

A ITH chains of flefbh and {enfe,
My fallen {pirit bound,
To carthly joys and care propenlfe,
Still clcaveth to the ground.

a2 My appetites inchine,
To bale corruption’s {fway,
My eyes, my ears, my lips combine,
My fplrlt to betray

& More than 1 ufe, I have,
Yct ever craving live;
My thirft unilacken’d, asthe grave,
Importunate cries, Give. |
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4 My grovling heart {ct free
From duit and bale defire !
Drawn, Lord, by cords of love to thee,
Raife my affeétions higher.
5 Quick’ned by gracc divine,
Mylclf to thee I give ;
When body, {pirit, foul are thine,
I then begin to live.

LLXI. DIfalm xcviii. 1.
H:s risht hand and fas holy arm hath gotten ham the viélory.
S I 'HI. Captain of Salvation rears,

His bloody banner high,
The trumpcet’s blaft the warrior hears,

All to the ftandard fly.

¢ The dcep’ning ranks bear faith’s broad
thield,

With golden fandals fhod ;
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The fpint’s two-edg’d {word they weild,
The panoply of God. ‘

e Before their King in filence all,
Await his fovereign will,
Preparcd obedient to his call,
His pleafure to fulfil.

4 Stand full, he cried, this day alone,
I all your foes defeat;
No other arm I need, my own
The vittory muft compleat.

s On his cherubic car, array’d
With vengeance, forth he rode,
Beneath his burning wheels difmay’d,

Sin, death, and hell he trod.

6 With {fongs of praife we we’ldorﬁe back, |
The conqu’ror from his toil, ”
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And marking his vi€lorious track,

We follow, but to {poil.

Y LVII. Pfalm xcvi. 2.

Be telling of his falvation from day to day.

TO thee my God and Saviour,
My hcart exulting {ings,

Rejoicing in thy favor,
Almighty King of kings.

I'll celebrate thy glory,
W ith all thy faints above,

And tell the joyful {tory,
Of thy ;'edc;cming love.

Soon as the morn with rofes,
Bedecks the dewy ealft,

- And when the fun repofes

Upon the ocean’s brealt ;
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My voice In fupplication,
Well pleafed thou ihalt hear,

O grantme thy falvation,
And to my {foul draw ncar.

s By thee through hifc {upportcd,
I pafs the dangerous road,

‘With heavenly holts c{corted,
Up to their bright abode.
There caft my crown before thee,

Now all my confliéls o'er,
And day and night adore thee,
YWhat can an angel more »

1.XIII. 2 Tim. Xt. 1Q.

The foundation of God flundeth fure, havin this feal,
The Lord knoweth them that are /zisc? ‘ 3

2 OD’s foundation ftandeth {ure,
We {hall to the end endure,

QO
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Safcly will the Shepherd keep,
Thole he purchas’d for his fheep.

God’s foundation, &c.

Known to him before the fun
I'1rit began bis courfe to run,
Choien, called, from above,
Objetts of eternal love.
God’s foundation, &:c.

Put thy {eal upon cach heart,
Thy bleft image, Lord impart ;
All thyfelfin us reveal,

We the clay, and thou the feal.
God’s foundation, &c.

Evcry cvil, Lord, fubdue,
By thy grace our fouls renew,
Then from bafe affeétion free,
Dead to fin, we’ll live to thee.
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God’s foundation ffandeth fure,
We fhall to the end endure.

LX1V. 2 Cor.1v. 17,18,
For our light affliclions, &c.

1 HEN 1n affhi€tion’s furnace tried,
We fuffer pain or grief,

The {acred word of grace applied,
Affords our hearts relief,

92

¢ With our demerits, if compar’d,
How light our burden lies;

The faithful Martyrs harder far’d,
Jefus in torments dies.

g Our forrows pafls {wift as the wind,
And{carce a moment ftay, .
But leave their bleft effe&ts behind,

Prepare for glory’s day !
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4 Then walk by faith, and not by fight,

Poflels your fouls 1n peace ;
Soon fhall ye join the faints in Light,
And all your forrows cealfe.

LXV. Job1 21.

Tle Lord gave, and the Lord kath taken away; blsfied
be the name of the Lord.

1 UBMISSIVE to thy wiil, my God,
I all to thee refign,
And bow before thy chaft’ning rod,
I mourn, but not repine.

g Why fhould my foolifh heart complain,
Where wildom, truth, and love,
Direéls the firoke, infli€ts the pain, .
And points to reft above.

3 How fhort are all my {ufferings here,
How needful every crofs, h
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Avaunt thou unbelieving fear,
Nor call my gain, my lofs.

4 Then give, dear Lord, or take away,
I'll blefs thy facred name; .
My Jefus yeﬁerday,‘ to-day,

Iorever, 1s the {ame.

LXVI. Heb. x. 19.

Hauving therefore, brethren, boldnefs to enter into the hiolic [
by the blood of Fefus.

-3 EHOVAH Jefus fills the throne,
J The Man ot Grief no more ;
The wineprefs he hath trod alone,

Ye ranfom’d him adore.

2 Ten thoufand thoufand angels ftand,
Before their God and King;
Ye blood-bought peopte, chofen band,
Your welcome oftering bring.
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In him all fullnefs dwells for you 95
Ot glory and ol grace,

Bold, bis tran{cendent brightnefs view,
Ye nced not veil your face.

4 The manhood into God to take,
Since he from heav’n came down,
Now man his godhead fhall partake,
And ihare his glorious crown.

LXVII. Ezek. xxxvii. 3. Can thefe dry bones live?

1 WHEN the enraptur’d Prophet’s eye,
Beheld the valley wide,
Whiten’d, with human bones, all dry,

Scatter’d on every fide :

2 A voice, loud as the foaming {ea
The rapid whirlwinds dnive,
I heard,’amaz’d! fon of man, fay,
Can thefe dry hones revive 2
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3 Thou knoweft, Lord, and only thou, .-

My tremb]mcr lips reply’d! -
Command the qulck’mng winds to blow,
Upon thefe flain, he cried!

4 Breath, ©ye winds, (I ftrait proclaim,
- As order’d) on thele flain!
Sudden a mighty fhaking came,

Bone joins to bone again.

5 With flefh and finews cloth’d they ﬁand
Their vital powers reftor’d,
An army numerous as the fand,
~ Before the living Lord.

6 Spirit of pow’r, almighty King,
Thy qmck’nmglnﬂuence give;
Inipire the word, thy preachers brmg,
And our dead fouls fhall live,

i -
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SWEETLY, foftly fwell the firain
Jefu’s name fhall be the theme,

Through the vaft =therial {ky,

Loud, ye heav enly hofts reply.

- Ha1] thou bleft incarnate Saviour,
Pardon, peace, falvation give,
All glory be,
O Lord, to thee
Thy people’s everlafling frlend
Thou haft died that we might lwe
Love us, fave us to the end.*

LXIX. Gen. 21. g—19,

i ‘ From Sarah’s prefence fled,
The water in her bottle gone,
Exhaufted quite, her bread,

E

# For the adagio movement in the overture of Berxice,

97

HEN wretched Hagar with her {fon
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2 Upon the ground the famifh’d child
Cafting from her fond breatt,
Maternal love in accents wild

Her anguifh loud expreit.

3 God gracious faw the {cene of woe,
He heard poor I{hmael’s cry ;
Behold, he faith, the waters flow,
Fear not, ye fhall not die.

4 If to the handmaid and her feed
Such favour he hath thown ;
In foul or body’s deepeft need,

Will God forfake hisown?

5 By faith yefree-born children live, .
Nor let bafe fear prevail ; .,

He through the defert byead will give
Your waters canpot fail,



Gen. xxx. 1.

2 Give me children, or I die!
Nor danger, fears, nor pains;
Impatient Rachel’s fretful cry
The wifh’d-for boon obtains.

2 Joleph is born, the darling boy !
Behold a fecond {on?
Juit at the fummit of her joy,
Deathin the gift is come,

Thus, coveting what God denies,
We only mifery gain;

The fhadow grafp’d, the fubftance flies,
The pleature ends in pain.

. 4 'Then let me, Lord, nor wifh, nor will,
Nor murmur, nor repine ;
Content thy pleafure to fulfil,

And alltothec rcfign,. .= ~  E 2
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Judges xvi. 19, 21. Sampfon. .

Y fatal dalliance Sampfon won, ~ :
His facred locks repofed upon-
The harlot’s lap. His naked head, -
Nor heeds, nor wift God’s Spirit fled.

But now the falfe Philiftine hofi,

Soon make him know his ﬁrength 1S loﬁ
His feet in brazen fetters bind, |
Chain’d 1n the prifon houfe to grmd.

Thou gracious-foul behold! beware
When finful pleafure fpreads thggnare ;
Nor ever let thy Nazarite’s he '
Repofe upon the harlot’s bed,

Nor drmunk with wine,: nor. drunk wn.h caxe,
The fallen Sampfon’s mis’ry {hare;.

Of vice, th; firft: a.pproaches ihun -

T To patflex 510 bs;undoue. AT
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5 My confcience tender as - my eye,
Dear Saviour keep, that I may fly. -
The wiles of {in, nor ever more :
Its hateful {ervitude deplore.

LXXII. 1 Chron.iv. g, 10. Fabez.

1 Child of {forrow from the womb,
A man of {orrow to the tomb,
Conceiv’d in fin, and born to grief,
Like Jabez, Lord, 1 feek relief;

2 Thine Ifrael’s God, who heareft prayer,.

On thee alone I caft my care;
Saviour, if thou thy blefling grant, = -
I all poflefs, I nothing want.

- & "My heart enlarged by thy love,
Tothee 1ts faithfulnefs fhall prove;
Supported by thy mighty hand, +
I all my fears and foes withftand. = E 3

101
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4 Keep me from evil to the end,
From fin, from fuffering, Lord defend ;
Nor let impatience add to pain,
And fafter bind the galling chain.

5 - He heard, he granted my requeft,
On his dear bofom f{afe 1 reft :

Ye lons of forrow learh of me,
And to the fame bleft refuge fleec.

LXXIII. Gen. 28, 10—22.

1 ‘N? HEN Jacob Efau’s prefence fled,
With wearinefs. oppreft :
Hispillow ftone, the ground his bed,
He laid him down to reft.

2 Heaven in his heart, he dream’d, and lo !
A ladder vaft and high,

- With angels moving to-and fro,

Defcending from the fky.
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a3 This land, faith God, fhall {ure to thee
And to thy feed remain;
- In all thy ways I'll with thee be,
And bring thee back again.

4 Pleas’d he awoke, an altar rears,
His pillow late of ftone;
Himlelf to God devoted {wears
To live and die his own.

Me to thy care, dear Saviour take,
I all to thee refign;

In life, in death, afleep, awake,
Like Jacob, I am thine.

I.LXXIV. Heb. vi. 22.

By faith, Foleph when he died, made mention of the departing
i{ tz:z: children of Ifracl, and gave commandment concerming
Joones. ’

‘M

Y bones unburied fhall remain, -
Nor be 1n Egypt laid; E 4
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By faith, the facred pledge retain,
The dymg Patriarch faid.
2 With you, my brethren, they muft go
To Canaan’s promis d land ;
Triumphant there o’er every foe,
I know your {eed fhall ftand.
3 With brighter hopes the chriftian faint,
The heavenly Canaan eyes;
Tho’ flefh may fail, and {pirit faint,
This corpfe again fhall rife.
4 Dependent on the faithful word,
His heritage is fure ;
The oath, the promife of his Lord,
The happy land {eture.

LXXV. ,Dan. v. Belfhazzar.
1 RAISING the gods of wood and {tone,
Th’ Aﬁ'ynan monarch on his t’hrone,
- His nobles all around ;
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The impious feaft all night prolongs,
Wl[h {parkling wine, and jovial fongs
The echomg roofs rebound.
Sacred to Zion’s God and King,

The temple’s veflels forth they bring
To crown the joy profanc
But {udden, lo! a drcadful hand!
With horror firuck, aghaft they ftand,
As to the wall 1t came.
The fingers mark God’s juft decrees'!
Their vifage pale, their trembling knees,
Exprefs their guilty fear.
The words myfterious on the wall,
None candtvine. In hafte they call
Daniel, the {acred {ecr.

-. He, mene, mene, tekel, read,
. Gaves the intérpretation dread.

.. QO Kking, ye nobles hear :
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Weigh’'d and found wanting, thy jult 'doom
Of pride, profanenefs now is come,
Thy delolations near.

5 Behold and fear, ye fons of pride,
Impious, God’s Judfrmcnts who deride,
Debauch’d, profane, impure ;
Weigh'd and found wanting, it yc die,
And low m tophet’s burnings he.
How will your hearts endure !

ILXXVI. Gen. . 1o0.
I was afraid becaufe I was naked, and I hid mvfe {f
1 N Eden s amaranthine bow'rs,
W ith innocence and love,

Bleft Adam fpent his happy hours,
In joys like tholc above. .

2 DBut {ee, feduc’d by fin, he hides
. In thickeft fhades his head,
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God’s face his joy no more abides,
His hope, his peace is fled.

a2 By Jelu’s kind compallion {ought,
(Be his dear name ador'd!)
Our {ouls from nature’s gloom are brought,
To peace and hope reftor’d.

4 Ye {onsof Adam, bought with blood,
Know your rich mercies {tore ;
Your privilege now to walk with God,
And live 1n {fin no more,

5 Guilt. asitsfhadow, mis’ry brings,
Avoid the fatal Inarc;
Temptation {}y with eagle’s wings,
IFor death and hell are t.hgxq, .
6 But fhculd the {erpent’s hated lore,

Seduce from paths of grace;
. E6 . . ..

\
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Thy bofom, Saviour, {hun’d no more;
Shall hide my blufhmg face.

LXXVII. Judg. vi. 7. Gudeon’s vilory,

1 ALL’D from the wine-prefs to command
Poor Ifrael’s chofen few,
Whilft threat’ning hofts of Midian ﬁand
The mighty Gideon flew.

2 Though {trong his arm, and fharp hls fword
:Confcious his ftrength was vain ;
Not Gideon’s fword, but of the Lord,
The vittory muilt gain. .
3 Reduc’d his numbers, God will fh()w f
His pow’r; no-worm may: boalft:
The barley cake-fhall ‘overthrow -
The alien’s-battled haoft. . = - .. ¢
4 Ye warriors high your trumpets rear,
Ye need not fpear nor fhield ;



HY MN LXXVIL 10Q

The burning tamps your pitchers-bear,
Shall win the bloody ficld.

They blow, they fhout, the blazing light
The Midianites confounds

They tremble, flee, each other fight,
And fall by mutual wounds.

Great Captain! power and light beftow,
We know the vift'ry fure;

Though faint purfue the vanquifh’d foe,
And to the end endure.

LXXVIII. Gen. 19. Lot.

I'TH radiant beams the fun arofe
On Sodom’s fated tow’rs ;
In pleafure’s found, and falfe repofe,
They {pend the jocund hours. -
C F ':'H'Z‘ | ‘E. 7 SR A
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-

Lot’s warning voice with mock’ry heard,
Their hearts elate with pride;

No joy withheld, no danger fcar’d,
The prophet they deride.

In vain he pleads, Fly, children, fly,
Behold deftruttion near

Empty enthufiait, they cry,
And ridicule his fear.

But fuddcn o’er the trembling ground
The heavens tremenduous lour ;
Thick flafh the flames, the clouds around

A hery deluge pour.

They {cream, they fly, no hope remains,
_Blaf}aheme, in flames expire;
Lot {afe in Zoar refuge gains,

A brand fnhatch’d from the fire.
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6 Smner bchold, the warning take,
This moment hcar and fear ;
For if the righteous {carce efcape,
O where wilt thou appear!

LXXVIX. Gen.vi. vii

1 MY {pirit thall no longer firive,
God’s facred word declarcs -
With tear, ere the fad hour arrive,
Noah the ark prepares.

2 Anhundred years and more, are {pent,
F.ach day the prophet cries,
Ye fintul fons of men, repent ;
‘The warning all defpife.
3 They plant, they wed, thetr manfions rear,
In feafts and wine rejoice ;
Away they turn their deaf’ ned ear,
Nor heed the charmer’s voice.
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4 The builders toil, the mockers jeer,
Run their carcer of {in, A
And ridicule his foolifh fear,
Till God hath fhut him 1n,

5 Torrents.of rain pour 'd from the fkies,

O’er mountains’ tops prevail ;
Burft from the deep, new floods arlf'e
Men’s hearts with terror fail.

Aloud they cry ; the hour is pait,
L.ouder the billows roar ;
Struggling with death they breathe their laft,

And fink to rife no more. .
7 To Chrift thy. ark, poor finner ﬂcc,

His pardoning grace fecure; .,
To-day receive the warning cry,
2 Vengeance, tho’ ﬂow, 1s ‘{u;c

."F'{"_'li: A < ‘i L-*'

O,

' 7yt
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1 Cor. 111, 11~—13.

For other foundation can no man luy than that 1s lurd, which
ts Fefus Chrift, now of any man build upon thes foundation
gold, flver, precious flones, wood, hay, flubble, every man's
work _fhall be made manmifefl, becaufe it fhall be revealed by
Jirc,-and the fire fhall try every man’s work, of what fort it 1s.

1 N Jefus Chnft, the corner ftone,
I fix my confidence alone ;
On this firm bafe my houfe I rear,
Nor the lait conflagration fear.
~ 2 No prop of philofophic dream,
"~ Nor human merit’s failing beam ;
Of vain formality, nho hay,
No {tubble of falle hope I lay.
3 But goldén flones, faith’s work around,
Witlt love’s biight filver cement bound ¢
And precious gems of grace divine,
Shall in the polifh’d corners fhine.
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4 The gems, the filver, gold, arethine,
Thy grace alone hath made them mine 5
Not to myfelf, but unto thee,
Forever, Lord, the glory be.

LXXXI. Job xix. 2;5.
1 Anow that my Redeemer liveths.

HEN guilty fear my foul aflails,

i i’ And fatan tempts, or fin prcv‘alls
Ah whither thall I go?

Onc only hope my heart relieves,
That my divine Redeemer lives,

Glory to God, 1 know 3
He lives and intercedes above,

And I the bleft efteéts fhall prove.

8 My guilt he pardons, heals my. wounds,
And as my fin, his grace abounds.
Mine enemies in vain.
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Attempt to pluck me from his bands,
For fure the bleft foundation ftands ;

He lives, and I with him f{hall live and reign.

ILXXXII. Pfalm xl. 12.

Mine iniquities have taken hold upon me, fo that I am not able
to look up ; they are more than the hairs of my head, there-
Sfore ey heart faileth me.

1 Sinner vile in {elf-defpair,
I bow me 1n the duft,
At mercy’s gate to perifh there,

If penith, Lord, 1 mulft,

2 My Judge, I own thy righteous doom,
IFor greati1s my ofltence ;
Born a tranfgreffor, from the womb
A. rebel ever fince,

More multiplied my fins appear
Than fands on ocean’s bed ;

vJ
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My wourded {pirit' faints with fear;
Wherecan' I hide my head #
4 In yonder rocka cleft I fpy. -
A covert'from the ftorm;
And merey whifper, Hither ﬂy,
Thou guHty, helplels worm,

5 Ah, refuoe bleft! °*tis He, ’tis He,
Thdt on the ¢rofs hath died :
And to receive a wretch like me,
Opens his pierced fide.

LXXXI1I. 1 Cor. 111. 18.—xi1. t0.—1. 28.

3 EAR Lord, fince I've ledrred’ df'thce,
How different my aims, and my views ;
The6objefts I lov'd, I now ﬂcé T

My heart, what it dreaded,. purfues
s Oncc deep in philofophy’s fehood, et v oy
oo YTt wifdom no longer- | pnzé-‘* B



Content to be reckon’d a fool,
Since thus I can only be wife.

3 By proud {elf-exertions I thought
The bonds of corruption to break ;
I tried, and defpairing am taught,
To be firong, I muft know my{elf weak.

4 The taunts and reproach of the world,
fTow dreaded! how courted her fmlle
To the bats.now my idol is hurl’d,
Ior thee, I am pleas’d to be vile.

& My wifdom, my glory art thou,
My ﬁlength and my portion alone ;
To thee, foolifh, weak, vile, 1 bow,..
Oh ra.lfc me to {it on thy throne.. . .

CLXX XV, Jerem V. 22.

Fear ye not me, faith the Lord; .wil ye not tmmlz{amrhi }ra-
Jenee, whick have pluced the Jaud far the pauniof the fea,
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Zy a perpetual decree that- 1¢ cannot pafs it > and though the
waves theregf tofs themfelves, yet can they not prevail s though
they roar, yet can they not pafs vver it.

s B HEN on the giddy chiff I ftand,
| Béneath the billows roar;
And breaking on the coral ftrand,
Whiten with foam the fhore.

.# “Thee in thy works, my God 1 {ee,
Thou faidft, and 1t 1s done;
Bound by unchangeable decree

- ¢¢ Proud waves no further come.”

3 Though tempefts rear your curling heads,
- And mingle {ea and fkies, "~ °
Smooth as the polifh*d mirror Fp_rcad,
'1f, Peace, be ftill, he cries!

4, Shall winds and'vﬂaves their Go& obey,
“And 1 refufe to hcar, -

P
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Shall he that bounds the flowing fea, -
Not bind me with his fear ?

5 O thou, that ruleft feas and fkies,
Corruption’s flood controul,
Nor let the waves of paflion rife
Within my troubled foul.

6 Then I within thy facred mound,
In due obedience bleft,
Calm, gently flowing, kifs the bound,

And wait eternal reft.

LXXXV. Jerem. iv. g.

Breat up your fallow Ground.

TRONG to fubdue the ffubborn foil,
The labouring hind with cealelefs to1l,
Drives through the clods the fhining fhare,
The furrow rears to fun and air:
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2 Removes the thorns, burns every weed,
Manures the ground, cafts in the {eed,
And waits with hope that happy day,
When harveft fhall his pains repay.

2 Then let me learn the ploughman’s art ;

Thus fallow deep my barren heart;
Grub up the rooted thorns of fin,
With every noxious weed within,

4 Saviour, my Sun, arie and fhine,
Shed on me influence benign;
Ye heavens of grace, drop down the dew,
And fertilize my foul amew.- ~ -+

5 So from the clod the precious feed,
Shall to maturity proceed,
Till into lifte and glory come, .- .iv¢
I ficutthe joyful harveft home. - - v

g L
: PR A2 \ vt
t L-.I'LL S -'f 4"
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Gal, vi. 16. The Ifracl of God.

) Y heart’s beft Friend, Redeemer, Lord,
I feed upon thy precious word,
That manna from above;
As through the wildernefs 1 go,
The hving ftreams around me flow,
The ftreams of gracc and love.

2 I drink, refrefh’d, renew my way,
Thy cloud my guide, 1 cannot f{tray,
| Safe led by power divine,
Though dangers thick my path {urround,
My feet fhall ftand on holy ground
Secure, for I am thine, -

3 Preferv’d by thee from Midian’s wiles,
When pleafure tempts, or flefh beguilesy
Diflolve the fatal charm ;
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The deareft bofom-fin fubdue,

‘Thine image in my {oul renew,
And {fave me from all harm,

4 Thus trav’ling on the heavenly road,
To Zion’s temple, bleft abode!
I reach the promis’d refil ;
And Jordan’s fwellings paft in decath,

Triumphant yield my parting breath,
Reclin’d on Jelu’s breaft.

LXXXVII. Rom. vii, a4. Wretched man that I amg,

BOUND to this earthly clod,

Struggling to burft my chain ;
I firive to rife, and mount the {kies,
But fluttering, fkim the plain.

2 The glowing fire of love,
As from the-crofs it came
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To my cold heart, does {carce impart
A momentary tlame.

2 My lips attempt to tell
Cf thy tranfcendent praife,
But on my tongue the accents hung,
Unworthy thee, the lays.

4 Confounded, griev’d, abas’d,
Before thy feet I fall,
Love, pity, fave, dear Lord, I crave,
And be my all in all.

LXXXVIII. Matt. x1. 27.

Nether knoweth any man the Father, fave the Son, and ke (o
whomfoever the Son will reveal hum.

1 HOUGH on creation vaft I fee
‘ The imprefs deep of deity,
Yet wildom’s mazy round I trod,

Weary with feeling after God,
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g THe deeper my refearchesgo, - °
Themore I find I nothing know ;
Still groping for the wall as blind, -
Purfuing him, I cannot find.

g8 I ranfack all the learned lore,
Poets. philofophers of yore;
But all the fages blufthing own,
The God, they taught, a God unknown.

4 Delpairing! lo, before me ftood
One cloth’'d in garments dipt in blood,
An open volume in his hand,

Here read. (he cried) and underftand.

& I read. amaz’d, the trealur'd ftore
Of wifdom’s de¢pths unknawn before ;
God’s nature, name perfeflions rife,
Beaming upon my ravilh’d eyes, f'h .

- —
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6 The Father, Son, and Spirit, three -
In one; the incarnate myftery |
Ot God in Chriit {o long conceal’d,
And all the Godhead {tood reveal’d.

LXXXIX. Rom.1v. 7.

Blefled are they whofe iniquities are forgiven, and wlofe
Jins are covered.
1 ENEATH the {un fupremely bleft
Is he, of pardoning grace pofleft,
His guilty fears forever fled,
And hope’s bright beams around him fpread.

2 Now, Abba Father, cries the child,
To God, in Jefus reconcil’'d;
Boldly appcars before the throne,
And claims the bleflings as his own.

3 Though in himfelf a finner poor,
He knows ro condemnation more;
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The blood once fhed forever pleads,
The Friend of finners intercedes.

4 Inpeace with God his days are paft, |
By faith upheld he meets his laft ;
Quits the dull clod to mount the fkies,

And in the Saviour’s image rife.

5 Ah! Lord, I long with thefe to prove,
The glories of redeeming love ;
Increafe my faith, arife and fhine,
And all thefe bleffings fhall be mine.

XC. Plalm vi.

1 I’M weary of my groaning,
Lord hear my bitter moaning,
Out of the-depths I cry;
Thine arrows picrce my fpirit,
I feel my deep demerit, .
- Hard at death’s door I lie.
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» Darknefs my path furrounding,
Iniquiues abounding ;

Ah whither can I go?
Who from thy wrath can hide me,

W hat friendly hand can guide me
To peace and hope below ¢

My firength and heart are failing,

In forrows unavailing,
Beneath me fackcloth {'pread.

The palt I view with anguifh,
With prefent fufferings languifh,
Yet more the future dread.
4 His face forever hiding,
" His anger ftill abiding ;
| “Will he fhew grace no more:
So {pake 1, unbelieving,
Fool, 'to my own deceiving,
SR Nor knew his mercy’s ftore.

3
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5 Hecried, Thou [elf-confounded,

Come to my bofom wounded,
It bled for fuch as thee;
In heaven thy peace is fealed,
Now to thy heart revealed,
Henceforward live for me.

XCI. Mat. xi1. 28, 29, 30.

Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I unll
Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me, for

1ve you :rzﬂ.
am meek and lowly in heart ; and ye ﬂza/érﬁn reft unto
your fouls. For my yoke s eafy, and my burden 1s light.
1 COME to me, the Saviour cries,
Lord, I come, my heart replies;
Spcak the word, and 1t1s done,
Draw me, Lord, and I.ihall run,

2 Come ye foolifh, learn of me
Lord, I will, my teacher be;
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But the will and wif{dom too,
Deareft Lord, 1 owe to you,

Heavy laden, fore opprefs’d,

Guilt torments thy throbbing breaft ;
Sunk beneath thy burden quite,
Add my crofs, *twill make it light.

Weary wand'rer, whither gone,

~ Seeking reft and finding none ;
Slave to paflion ceafe to be,

Take my yoke, and thou art frce.

‘Thus the Saviour gracious {fpoke ;

- Welcome crofs, and welcome yoke !
Since, dear Lord, I've learn’d of thec,
Now I'm happy, bleft and free.

F
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| 1 John 1. 8.

The darfrefs 15 paR, and the true lzgkf ﬂmtd‘/}

AWAY my fad fears,
Sce the Savieur appears ;
Why, finner, hangs drooping thy head ?
" Arife at his call,
He hath anfwer'd for all

Who thall plead the rich blood he hath fhed.

2 The ranfom is paid,
On his body ’twas laid
When he bore all our fins on the tree ;
‘What, fatan, then-fay,
. Tomy charge wilt thou lay,
- Since heliv’'d, fince he died for nre ?
3 - The darknefs 1s paft, -
And the true Irght at laft
Difpels the dark gloom from my heart;
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With {ongs I hie home,
Till to Zion I come,
And my forrows forever depart,

4 Thus when the dark moon
| Interpofing at noon,
Hides the face of the bright lamp of day ;
The warblers in dread,
Spread their wings o’er their head,
All fadneis, and filent the lay,

5 But when the deep fhades
- In his courfe he pervades,
And burfls forth with effulgence of light ;
Their throats fwell and fing,
- With their notes the woods ring,
All harmomy, joy and delight.

F 2
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Luke xxiv. 13 to 40.- Difciples going to Emmaus,

SUNK in defpair! lo! the third day!
No Jefus feen ‘They flunk away.

The late fad fcenesin mournful talk
Revolving, as they flowly walk,

Nor heed a ﬁranger near.
With accents mild, My friends, he cries,
Why thefe fad looks thefe heaving fighs ?
Art thou a firanger, ‘anfwered one,
And haft not heard the horror done,

Nor dropt the tender tecar?

2 What mean ye ?—Cleophas replied, -
Concerning him, that lately died,
The Prophet great in word and deed,
]efus who fhould, his Ifrael freed;:

From all thcu‘ foes rcdeem.
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Him, by our priefts and rulers flain,
We fondly hoped to fee again:
Yea, certain of our friends to-day,
By angels told, He’s rifen, fay ;
But ah ? they faw not him.
3 Ohfools, of heart {flow to believe,
When will you God’s bleft truth receive?
The ftranger faith. The crofs to bear,

Before in glory he appear,
Ought not the {fuffering Lord ?

The law, the prophets, each in turn,
He opens, all their bofoms burn ;
The glowing truths with power divine ;
On thear dark minds illumin’d fhine,
They feel the living word.
4 As on his lips they hung, the day
- Dechin’d, beguil’d the tedious way ;
F 3
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They urge the {tranger as their gueft,
The evening there with them to reft;
| Their eyes being holden ftill,
But now the focial board is fpread
His benediftion on the bread
Reveals him, known bis voice, his face,
¥ain would they ruth to his embrace ;
He’s gone! invilible!

5 Eager the news to bear, they nile,
Return ; their friends with joytul cries
Prevent their tale: He’s rifen indeed,
No greater evidence they need,

| Jefus himf{elf appears.
His hands, his feet he bids them f{ee,
Believe, and no more faithlefs be.
Lord, I believe, O come the day
When thou'thalt ever with me ftay,
And panifh ali my fears.
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,. Rev. iii. 11.
Bekold 1 _Ja;]'?me quickly ; hold that faft whick thou hafl that

no man take thy crown.

1 EHOLD I come, the Saviaur cries,

‘The gracious heart with joy replies,
Dear Jefus come:
We wait for thy falvation, Lord,
Fulfil 1n us thy faithful word,
. And take us home,

2 Hearhim! Inmy rich graee ftand faft,
Till I return, hold that thou haft ;

| The crown infure.
Faithful to death thyfelf approve,
Beneath my crofs abide in love,
Patient endyre.

: _.F‘*ﬁ,._ -

a
A . '
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They urge the {tranger as their guett,
The evening there with them toreft ;
' Their eyes being holden ftill,
But now the focial board is fpread
His benediftion on the bread
Reveals him, known his voice; his face,
Fain would they rufh to his embrace ;
He’s gone! inviible!

5 Eager the news to bear, they nile,
Return ; their friends with joyful cries
Prevent their tale: He’s rifen 1ndeed,
No greater evidence they need,

Jefus him{elf appears.
His hands, his feet he bids them {ee,
Believe, and no more faithlefs be.
Lord, I believe, O come the day
When thouthalt ever with me ftay,

And panifh all my fears.
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‘ Rev. 1ii. 11. |
Bekold I_I;:bme quickly ; hold that faft which thou haft that

no man take thy crown.
1 EHOILD I come, the Saviaur cries,
‘The gracious heart with joy replies,
Dear Jefus come:
We wait for thy falvation, Lord,

Fulfil 1n us thy faithful word,
. And take us home.

¢ Hearhim! Inmy rich graee fland faft,
Til I return, hold that thou haft ;
| The crown infure.
Faithful to death thyf{elf approve,
Beneath my crofs abide in love,
Patient endyre.

.
" 1 LI "'4 JII"'

M.
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3 Amen! the bride and fpirit fay,
Come quickly, Saviour, come away,
| From heaven come ‘down.
Let every foul that hears, fay, Come,
In glory end what grace begun,
| - And bring the crown.

XCV. 1Cor.nl. 11,
. For other foundation, &c. -
1 ESUS, the Rock of Ages, ftands,
~'J On him my hope is buiit ;
His grace can burft corruption’s bands,
His blood redeem from guilt.

2 Other foundation, who will dare
To lay, but thisalone: |
Try if ‘the bruifed reéd canbeas
The obelifk of ftone.
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g All human efforts, merit, power,
Are impotent and vain ;
We only raife the Babel tower
- To fee it fall again.

4 Our duties, like the crumbling fand,
No [ure foundation lay ;
No more the ftorms of wrath withftand,
Than floods, the mould’ring clay.

But firm on Chrift, my houfe no more
Shall fear the tempeft’s thock,
Though rains defcend and torrents roar ;
; *Tis founded on a rock,

XCVI. Luke X1, 2¢.

Lord, now letteft.thou thy fervant departin peace.

1 THE creature of a day
. 7~ . Abidance here below,.

h ' {;E . I-‘ ) . a
L T o e .= h
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How fhort, uncertain ' no delay,:
Time’s rapid flight can know.
2 FEach moment to the grave,
Swift as the arrows fly
I haften, who can belp or fave
A finner doom’d to die ?

3 Mine eyes are unto thee,
To thee 1 litt my prayer,

A worm of duft behold and fee ;
My cry molft gracious hcar.

4 Al thatis paft forgive,
Let love conftrain my heart
Then fhall ' in thy favour live,
And 1n thy peace depart.

XCVI1I. Hof.ili. 5. Fear the Lord amd his goodnefs.

1 OM#FASS’ D with mercies night and day,
- Qur joyhul forgs-we raife ;
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But who can thy rich grace difplay,
Or fhew forth all thy praife ?

2 Objells of everlafting love,
Before the days of yore g
Dchign’d thy endlefs grace to prove,
When time fhall be no more !

2 Thy mercy’s ftreams forever flow,
The wildernefs along ;
From ftrength to ftrength thy people go,
And thou their joy and {ong.

4 DBcneath them everlafting arms ¢
By thee, iecurely led, .
In peace repofe from all alarms,
Nor death, nor torment dread.

nE.3 Kept by thy power, through faithy we {ee
The great {alvation near;- - ¢
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How fhort, uncertain! no delay,. °
Time’s rapid flight can know,
2 Each moment to the grave,
Swift as the arrows fly
I haften, who can help or {ave
A finner doom’d to die ¢

3 Mine eyes are unto thee,
To thee 1 lift my prayer,
A worm of duft behold and fee ;

My cry moit gracious hcar.

4 Al thatis paft forgive,
Let love conftrain my hearty
Then fhall I'in thy favour live,
And 1n thy peace depart.

XCVI1I. Hof.iii. 5. Fear the Lord and his goodnefs.

1 OMP®P ASSE’ D with mercies night and day,
- Qur joytul fongswe raife ;
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But who can thy rich grace difplay,
Or fhew forth all thy praife ?

e Objefls of everlafting love,
Before the days of yore ;
Dclign’d thy endlefs grace to prove,
W hen time {hall be no more !

3  Thy mercy’s ftreams forever flow,
The wildernefs along ;
From ftrength to firength thy people go,
And thou their joy and fong.

4 DBcneath them everlafting arms !
Bv thee, iecurely led,
In peace repofe from all alarms
- Nor dcath, nor torment dre.ad

G cht by thy power, through faith wé fee
The great falvation ' near- -
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Nor can we, Lord, ungrateful he
Since we thy goodnefs fear.

XCVIII. Pfalm X1X, 12. -

Who can underfland his errors 9 Cleanfe t/mu me from
fecret faults.

IN thy pure eyes can man be juft,
His inmoft fecrets {een ?

Of woman born, a worm of duf},
Lord, how (hould he be clean?

2 Wandering, in endlefs mazes loft
Of folly, fin and woe,
Corruption’s flave, by paflion toft,
W hat peace, Lord can he know ?

3 No one day paft, but to our fight
Prefents tranfgreﬂions more

Than all the ftars that gllds the night,
Or fands on ocean’s {hore
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4 Yet much forgot, and more unfeen,

Lord, who the fum can count?

What of my fecret faults have been
The numberlefs amount?

5 Saviour, that blood once fhed for me,
Can cleanfe, can pardon give ;
In felf-defpair I fly to thee,

I-thall not die, but live.

XCIX. Eph.iv. 15.
Grow up into him tn all things whick s the head, even Chrifl.

1 PIRIT of power defcend,
And dwell in every breaft ;
Reveal 1in us the finner’s Friend,
And bring the promis’d reft.

- 2 His bleft new name lmpart
a V\Fhlch the world cannot: know
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nd ftamp his image on our heart, -
That like him we may grow.

g His tender love infpire,
His lowlinefs of mind ;
His patience, truth, and holy fire
Of zeal, with meeknefs join’d.

4 Thus, ftill from grace to grace
Advancing as we go,
Bring us to fee the Saviour’s face,
And fhare his glory too.

C- Rom- Xiii; 11"-12-

And that knowing the time, that now it ss high time to awakes

out of fleep; for now s our falvation nearer tham when we
believed. ~The night 1s far fpent ; the day is at hand.

1 KNOW. finner ! mercy!sprecious day,
- Whilft hope its chearing beams difplay,
s : Ere yet thou die.

+*
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Thy wifdem this, The moment {eize,
To thmgs above thy {pirit raife,
Nor groveling lic.
2 Awake dull foul! awake! how long
Amidft eartn’s ftupid flumbcering throng -
Wilt thou be found?
Shake off the bands of duft, anfe
To nobler views and brighter fkies,
And leave the ground.
q Satvation necar, the Lord at hand,
No longer Ilabourer, 1dle ftand,
Hafte to the field :
Let firuits of faith, and works of love,
To Jefus thy obedience prove,
u | Their harveft yleld
4 Of hte’s dark hours how few remain,

This gloomy niglit of grief and pain
Muft quickly end:
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The day appears! the yoyful day,
When Chrift his glory fhall difplay,
The finner’s tnend::

5 Come then, dear J.ord, our hearts prepare,

Caught up to meet thee in the air,
Tranfporting fight !

The darknefs paft, and night no more,
Thee in thy temple we adore,

And dwell in hght,
CI. Philip. 1. 11. |
Euvery tongue_fhall confefs that Fefus Chriftzs Lard.

1 THE Son of God adore, ,
Ye ranfom’d, {pread his fame;

With joy and gladnels evermore,
- Laud his great name.
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Let every tongue confels

That Jefus Chrift 1s Lord,

And every creature join to blefs
The incarnate word.

2 Al glory, honour, praile,
Saviour, to thee belong,
With hofts feraphic {weetly raile
The facred fong :
Worthy the L.amb, they cry,
That on the crofs was flain,
But now gone up to reign on high;
' | He lives agan.

He lives to blefs and fave
The fouls redeem’d by grace;

To refcue from the dreary grave
ERE ' His chofen race.
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Till him ye meet above,
Your grateful tribute bring ;
As{aints and angels, fing and love
Your God and King.

4 But who can thanks exprefs,
Due to the mercies fhown ;
Dear Jelus, than the leaft {ar lefs -
Ourlelves we own.
Then finith thy defign,
Till grace 1n glory end;
Saviour, the praife fhall all be thine,
Thou, finner’s Friend!

ClI. Gen. xxill. 4.

140

HE time is come, the Patriarch mﬁﬂ;
Hxs beautcous Sarah in the duft
Afilitted hide,
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Tn Macphelah prepares the cave,
Refolv’d to lie, 1n the {fame grave
At her dear {ide.
2 When thus the deareft friend of God,
Submiflive bears the chalt’ning rod,
Dare T complain?
Ifthe bleft aift his hand beftow’d,
Preparcd fm his bright abode,
I{e fhail reclaim.
3 His ways all juft, all good I own,
In (ilence bow before his throne :
But whilit I've breath,
Cherifh her memory dear; then prove,
Mingling v duit with l'ler I lovc,
Friend{hip 1n dcatn.
4 Sweetlv awhlle in thee we reft,
The brldal bed pot half fo bleft ;
| Tl at the door
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Saviour, by thy foft call awake,

Us to thy bofom thou fhalt take,

To dit; no more.
CII1. Cant. v. 10.

My beloved is white and ruddy, the chiefeft among ten thowfand.

2 HEN round I caft my wondering eyes,
Behold creation’s beauties rife,
One obje&t bright above the reft,
Chief of ten thoufand ftands confef’t.

2 The blufhing rofe in Sharon’s fields,
To him in glow, in fragrance ylelds,
No lilly of the vale o fair -

With hlm in whitenefs can compare.

g 'The beams of ‘morn in drops of dew
lmpearl"d ‘his brilliance faintly fhew,
it¢hance than noontide fay-s

’B‘h é:ﬁ’tﬂgéncc far difplays,
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All excellencies, Lord, adorn

Thy altogether lovely form ;

Thy beauty’s fullnefs let me fee,
And, Saviour, nothing love but thec.

CIV. Pfalm cxix. 9g4. [ am thine, fave me.

1 THY beneditlion, Lord, befiow
Upon a worm of duft below;
Drawn by the cords of love to thee
Devoted wholly let me be,

2 The offering of a willing heart
Accept, for thou my portion art;
Near to thy bofom let me lie,
And 1n thy favour live and die.

3 Renouncing every evil way,
O, from thee never let me firay ;
But number’d with thy chofen fhegp,

Safe in thy fold, great Shephexd, kgep.
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4 Thy firength in weaknefs magnified,
Thy crofs my glory, all befide

Counting but lofs, I then am wile
When moft a fool in worldlings’ eyes.

Content with all thy will ordains,
Its happy empire grace maintains;

Nor dare I doubt, the faithful Friend
Who loves, will love me to the end.

CV. Luke xv. 2. He recetveth finners.

| c¢fu, to tell of thy love,

O Jl‘t;‘ly {oul fhall forgvcr delight,

And join with the blefled above

- In praifes by day and by night.

Wherever 1 follow thee Lord, -
Admiring, adoring I{ee.

“That love which was ftronger than dcath
Flowing out to a finner like mec.
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¢ Deflcending from glory on high
With men thou delig hted{t to dwe]l
Contented to die 1n their {tcad,
By dying to {ave them from lkell.
Defpiling the crofs and 1its thame ;
I hear thy deep groans from the tree,

And {ec the rich blood trickling down 5
1t was fhed for a {inner litke me,

3 Behold him, all ye that pafs by,
This Man {o acquainted with grief;
Yc defperate, helplefs, undone,
His facrifice brings you rellcf
Beneath the dark Ihadc: of his corpfe,
Sin, decath and the grave we defy,
Since Jefus bas {uffer’d for us,
It is gain for believers to dig,



Pfalm Ixxxiv. 11.
For the Lord Godis a fun and fhield.

2 O Lord, my fun and fhield,
Dire&t me in thy way,
For unrefervedly I yield

My {pirit to thy {way.

2 Shine on the path I tread,
Darknefs and doubt difpel;
And cover my defencelefs head

From f{in, from death and héll.-.:

2 My weary footfteps chear o
- With thy bright beams of love ;
Neor let me faint, nor let me fear,
Protetted from above. e

4 WHhén neari the gates of death "
smsddi 3.¥ait. (deliverance nigh!)



H Y M N CVIL 153

With fault’ring tongue, and panting breath,
The laft expiring figh.

5 Then, O my Sun anfe!
| Thy glories all difplay ;
- And pour upon my clofing eyes,
A flood of heavenly day.

CVII. Heb. vii. 13.
Let us go forth unto kim without the camp, bearing /zz'.r reproach.

TAKE up my crofs, the Saviour cries,
I will, dear Lord, my heart replies ;

Content wnhout the camp to go,
With thee to fhare thy weal and woe.

2 Prepard to meet abufe, or lofs,
I glory only in th crofs
And cry, confel'fy thy dear name,
CAll hall ré”prb'atb a welcomeé fhame.
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If to acknowledge, I'm undone -
That good in me there dwelleth none,
If other righteoufnels as jmine

I claim not, fatisfied in thine.

4 If wean’d from earth’s vain joy and care,
And to be fingular I dare; |
If with the poor, the mean, and bafe
1 fit, and take the loweft place.

§ Then call me fool, ye worldly wile,
I.et mockers jeft, the proud deipife,
If this be to be vile, thy will
Bec done. I will be viler {till.

CXVIII. Rom. x. 4.

Chrift is the end of the law Jor nighteoufnefs to eyery one
that belevetn.

1 FR.OM Sinai’s top the fiery law
- % Its texrorsiloud proclaim’d,
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The curfe denounc’d ’gainft ev’ry flaw,
And death for {in ordain’d.

2 Involv’'d alike in guilt, we rue
The firflt dire fatal fall,
In fin conceiv’d, the vengeance due,
Death pafles upon all.

g2 My guilt to cleanfe in vain I try,
The Althiop’stints remain ;
To efforts of obedience fly,
Y ct fall and fall again,

4 Helplels, undone, in {cli-defpair,
To thee dear Lord, I cry;
It thou refufe to hear my prayer,
I pertih, droop and die.

5 The law thou haft fulhll’d, the wrath :
Thou bearedft on the tree
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Thy blood and thy obedience hath

Compleated all for me.

CIX. Rom. xv. 13.

Now the God of kope fill you with all joy and peace in belice-
tag, that ye may abound in hope, through the power of the
Holy Ghoft.

1 THOU God of hope, that in thy Son,
Haft rais’d us from defpair ;
Of richeft grace the glory won,
Suggeft and hear our prayer.

2 Thy wondrous love may we believe,
Quick’ned by power divine;
And let thy Holy Spirit give
Love, Saviour, fuch as thine.

3 Bring peacc and joy, and every grace, °
Our hearts with bleflings fill';



Increafe our ftrength to run the race,
In hope abounding iiill.

4 Where faith and hope are loft 1n fight,
Us to thy prefence raile;
And prayer exchang’d for vaft delight,
And everlafting praife.

CX. Heb. xui. 5.

Let your conver[ation be without covetoufnefs: and be content
with fuck things as ye kave. Matt. xvi. 20. For what 1s a
man profited 1t he fhall gain the whole world, and lefe hts

ownlfoul.

1 X7 ITH eager care and ceafelefs toil,
The worldling thirfts for gain;
He trafficks, lends, or tills the {oil,
Or ploughs the {tormy main.

¢ Increafing wealth but whets defire ;
He that hath much, wants more ;
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Confum’d by the unhallow’d fire,
And €’en in plenty poor.

Let things, above, not things below,
Thy firlt affe&lions claim;
- Immortal foul! live thou by faith,
Be godlinefs thy gain.

4 One thing is needful, this {ecure,
With all befide content;
What profit can a world enfure,
When thefe fhort hours are {pent?

5 From covetous defires fet free,
On Jefus caft thy care;
In heaven thy better portion fee,
Thy heart thy trcafure there.
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Cant. viii. 7. |
Many waters cannot quench love.

LOVE, thou ftrange myfterious thing!
Spirit of burning, come!!
All thy facred influence bring,
Make my heart thy home,
Kindle thy devouring flame,
Bright, unchangeably the fame.
Then amidit the floods of fin,
Wars without, and fecars within,
" Shall the circ’ling volumes rife
Till affimilate to thee
Every faculty fhall be,
Meet to fhine above the {kies.

CXI1I1. Heb. x. 14.

For by one offering ke batk forever perfelled them iat are
y onc offering _/Emééﬁm’. perf
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TH F. work was done,
‘When God the Son, -
- Expiring on the tree,
Finifh’d that righteoufnefs divine,
In which his faints forever fhine,

Chos’n from eternity :
In the bridegroom is the bride

Now compleatly fanétified.

CXIlI. Ecclef. xi. g. -
God will bring thee into judgement. |
1 EAR, my foul this admonition,
E’re the awful day arrive, -
Judge thylelf, thy loft condition
Know, lament,, and thou fhalt live.
Through his blood for mercy crave,
;A 9 the utmoft he will fave.
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2 God thy Judge is yet thy Saviour,
Seated on a throne of grace;
Freely he difpenfes favour
To the vileft of our race.
Through his blood for mercy crave,
To the utmoft he will {ave.

CXIV. Ruth . a?
Spread therefore thy fkirt over thine handmaid, for thou art

a near Rinfman.
THE fuit with dithdence prefer’d,
Well pleas’d, the faithful Patriarchheard ;
Admits the claim, grants the requeft,
And bids her fweetly take her reft:
For {foon fhall all her {forrows end ;
In tendereft love
He means to prove
Her kinfman, father, hufband, frlcnd
G
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~ Thus at thy feet; dear Jefus, I
Like Ruth;, diftreft, -afHicted lie ;
"Fo thee addrefs my pray’r.
Bone of my bone, O condelcend
I‘o own the: kmdred be my friend,
Onthec L caﬁ my care.
Welcome,  he criés, fpread over thee,
Poor faul, my righteous robe fhall bc;
Loving, I'll love thee to the end,
And prove thine everlafting friend.

CXV- I:“.Zra VF' 1 ‘31

duke r&cﬁ vaflels, go carvy them to the te mpfc that 15 i
Ferufalem.

"SO Ipake the King, his will fupreme.
Wil s Joy the prleﬂ Obey’d
The. facred veflels brought apgain
Arc i the temple laid.
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2 Committed to our Jefu’s care,
By heav’n’s eternal King,
Vetlels of mercy richer far,
He will to glory bring.
CXVI. Mal. 1v. 2.

But unto you that fear my name fhall the Sun of Righteoufnefs
arife unth healing tn fus uings.

ON my difealed, fin-fick heart,
Arife, my Sun, arifc,
Thy bealing beams benignly dart,
And ope my clofing eycs.
Sudden I felt the anfwer’d prayer ;
I look'd, and lo my God was there:
His grace did healing pow’r impart,
Sooth’d the fharp anguifh of my heart;
And his bright beams of love difplay
A {lood of everlafting day.
G2 ..




16 4 HYMN CXVIL
Gen. xxiv. 58. Jwill go.
1 ‘ N F HEN in his bloody veft array’d,
Expiring on the tree ;
The heavenly bridegroom bow’d his head
And cried, Look unto me.

2 Drawn by my Love, my Sifter, Spoufe,
Be like the bounding roe ;
Follow me to my Father’s houfe.
Content, dear Lord, I go.

CXVIII. Ifaiab xlv. 17.

1racl flicll be /éwm’ wn the Lord with an everlafling [alvation -
ye fhall not be afhamed, nor confounded world without end.
O fhame nor confufion belongs

* N
To'thole who to Jefus have fled,

ITis blood was the price of our wrongs,
IIrs rightcoufnc{s lifts up our hcad.
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2 Then triumph, ye {aved by grace,
The work 1s compleated and done,
And chearfully finith your race,
In faith looking up to the Son.

CXIX. Amosiv. 12.
Prepare to meet thy God, O Ifrael.
SRAEL, to meet thy God prepare,
Be this thy one peculiar care,
Irom all carth’s empty trifles ceale,
Scek to be found of him 1n peace.

CXX. Lev. 11 13,
With all thine offerings thow flialt offer fult.
1 JUR nature polluted with {in,
Our offerings, the beft, arc impure
And nothing of al! we can bring,
The teft of the law can endurc.

Gla_q L 'd~1';'[ :::
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2 But {prinkle the faltof thy grace,
Dear Saviour, and pure fhatl I be;
No fpotin my offering appear,
Becaufe ’t1s accepted in thee.
CXXI. INai. xxvi. 4.

Lruft ye wnthe Lord forcver : forin the Lovd Fehoval is
cverlufling flrengtl.

MARCH onmy {oul, the heavenly way,
No more, ye gullty {ears, difmay,
My Jelus ever rcigns ;
Defy the world, fin, fatan, death,
Iis cverlalling arm bencath,
The vittory obtains.
CXXUIL. Hab. 1. 4.  The juft fhell live by faill.
1 (‘ UILTY, loft, and doom’'d to dic,
ok Jelus, as thou paflell by,
IL.ook upon me, bid me live,
Grace out of thy fullnels give.
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= Then in {pirit join’d to thee,
- Asthou art {o fhall I be; -
Jult by faith, fin, deathdefy,
Claim my manfion 1n the f{ky.

CXXIII. Nech. 1x., 2.

And the feed of Ifrael feperated {/z{m elves from all ﬂmrﬁﬁm,
and flood and confeffed ther finse

EPERATE from the flranger’s bed,
To thee, Dear Lord, I come;
By thy tender mercices led,
To make thy arms my home.
With thame and gricf I {tand confeft
A finner vile, mylelf detelt ;
But love me trecly, fecal my peace,
Then fhall my every forrow caale,

G4
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_]onah i. 6.

Imet meaneft thou, O fleeper 9 Arife, call upon :.'[zy Gad

HILST Sinai’s fearful thunders roll,
And clouds of wrath from pole to pole
Hang louring ¢’erthe crmlty foul,
Sleepeit thou finner? "Halte, arifc,
Leaft death eternal clofe thine cyes.
God yet can hear the voice ol pray'r,
This moment loft, the next may bring defpair.

CXXV. Gen. xlv. 4.

I am Foleple your brother whom ye [old tnto Erry/;z'

‘ ‘ 7 I'T'H: confcious guilt, diflrels’d, pcrplcx d,
thn -my poor foul, dear Lmd was vex d

:Ihy volce amae’d 1 hLLn
I am thy ]e[us, Brother, Friend,
Loving I 1 lowie thee to (ht cnd,
sluld 2i (W ithiconfidince draw near,
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Then ftooping from his throne above,
He round me threw his arms of love ;
Whilft I thmun-'h fhame {carce dare bchold
Him whom ungratdully I {old.
With filent tears my fin conh,ﬁ
And hid my blufhing facc upon my bavlour s breall.

CXXVI. Prov. xvi. 33.
The lot 1s cafl into the lap, but the whole difpofing thereof o5 of

(e Lord.

I EPENDINT on thy boly will,
Content thy counicls to tulhil,
Atall events T reft
On thee alone 1 call my care,
Thy love, my Jelus, let me thare,
And then iy lot is bleft,

(..I’ 5
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Ifa. xxi. 12. ‘ N
1he morneng cometh and alfo the mght : tf ye wall enguire,
enquire ye > relurn, come.

THE morn appears, the day of grace,
Come quickly feck the Saviour’s face ;
Return ye wand'rers, afk the road,
Which lecads you to the pardoning God ;
IFor foon hife's fun
His courle will run
And fhould till death unpardoned guilt remain,
No blood can then cflace the ftain,
The foul forever is undcmc.

CXXVIII. Zcch. xin.

9.
Tuill fay, dbas.my people ; and they fhall fuy, The Lord
UL AL G od.

'"'IIINI*.. arg, we, _]g[u'» cver thine,

Throy [ﬁp’vmqgn grace and love divine,
1iffcttual is thy word ;
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Since thou haft {faid, My people be,

We bow before thy blelt decree,
And cry, My God, my Lord.

CXXIX. Jof. xvi. 1o0.

1%e Canaanetes dwell among the I pf.ammzt.:.s unto this day,
wnd ferve under tribute.

’IT‘WO different nations fhare my heart,
As Iiracl’s land ol old ;
Corruption holds, Iike Canaan, part,
But grace as Ephraim bold,
IHer conquells fpreads, victorious reigns,
And bmds her vanquifh’d foes in chains.
CXXX. ZKafler. |
1 1 OWN f{rom bis throne above,
Stooping his grace to l)lUVL
Such power of mipghty love

Tefuls difpthyss

? i 1
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God in our fleth arr:ay'd, |
For us the ranfom paid,
Low 1n a manger laid, .
' Infant of days.

2 In him, though found no blame,
When for vile worms he came,
Bearing our fin and fhame,

Sorrow and griet.
Humbling himf{elf to death.

With his expiring breath,
Finifh'd the work, he {aith,
" Sec your relief.

3 Tor not among(t the {lain

Can that bleft corpfe remain

Soon he to life again

Y. ... y .
rowad o, Burlls from the grave,
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Satan as lightning fell,
Vangquifh’d fin death and hell,
Angels his triumph tell,

Mighty to {ave,

High on his radiant throne,
Claiming of right his own,
Bright as the fun he {hone,
Ry Rifen again.
I'ather, I will, hc cries,
With me above the {kies,
Allmy redeemed rife,

o EFver to reign.

CXXXI. Diﬁngﬁion.

OME {weet favour
Of thy favour

Shed abroidd in cvery heart

173
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Heavenward as to thee we 0,

Leaving guilt and fear below
Blefling, praifing,
Wlthout ccaﬁnrr

Bid us, l.ord, dtpart

CXNXNXII. After Sermon.

WELTLY onmy Saviour’s breaft
Shall my wearied {pirit reft,

Tl I wing my bappy [light

To the realms of (_,11(1”(‘:{\ heht,

CNXXIII. Anoiher.
1 M AY thy word, gracious l.ord,

Sweet as heave nly manna,

To cach heart, gracce Impart,

L.oud to Inw IHofanna.,
L) .

A

._.L‘!
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2 Ye bleft throng, join the {ong,
Tell the wondrous ftory
Of his love, till above,
You we meet in glory.

CXXXIV. Johnwvn. 37.
1 1“I\OM the crofs uplifted high,
Where the Saviour delgm to dic,
W hat melodious {ounds I hear!
Burlting on my ravifh’d car.
ILove’s redeeming work 1s done,
Come and welcome, finner come.

5 Sprinkled now with blood the throne,
Why beneath tny burdens groan?
On iy pierced body Laad,
Juttice owns the ranfom pad.
Bow the knee and kifs the fon,
Come and welcome, linner come.
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3 Spread for thee the feftal board,
See with richeft dainties ftor’d ;
To thy father’s bofom preit,

Yet again a child confeft ;
Never from his houfe to roam,
Come and welcome, finner come.

4 Soon the days of lifc fhall end,
I.o. I come. your Saviour, I‘rluld
Safe your Ipirits to convey
To the rcalms of endlefs day.
Up to my cternal home,
Come, and wclcome, finncr, come.

CXXXV. Rom. vl 28.

1 HIEN mufing inmy penfive heart,
Bencath allliélion’s needtul Imart,

I tra thc d(‘dlmg of my [Lord,
An'll?h dar'the tehe IlmBs of his word ;
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I bow {fubmiffive to the chaftening rod,
Nor proudly murmuring dare reply to God.

2 Why fhould a lwmg man complain
Of ficknefs, forrow, lofs or pain?
Conlcious of guilt ‘without, within
Whole plmlfhmcnt cxceeds his fin !

Before bis Judge, let every mouth in dufl,
Adore in filence, own his ways all juit.

*

2 Much more, redeem’d by Jelu’s blood,
1f ecvery trouble works for (rood
Then fweet the tear which trlc.l les dlown
Bencath the erofs; which brings a crown ;
Through tribulation led to rell above,
And cvery fuflering, {peaks paternal love,
CXXXVI. DIMfalm v, 6. ¢
1 I I AD T the wings of (Io es
'1'o Ll]CL dt.,a”r LQyJ,HI qu(li,



1 78 HY MN CXXXVL
For thee my fpirit loves, 7
For thee I'll live and dic.
No earthly joy or care,
No 1dol paffion more,
My heart fhall ever fhare
With him whom I adore.
2 Awake, my harp and lute,
Wake every tuneful ftring ;
Nor thou, my tongue, be mute,
The grateful tribute bring,
As 1incenfe to the {kies,
Let the glad founds afcend,
Sing how he lives and dies,
For me, my Saviour, Friend.
g [Faint, yet purfuing, ftill |
The heavenly race I run,
Obedient to thy will, ,
Compleat- the work begun!
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Then lofe the filver cord,
Anad bring me {ately home

To thy lov’'d bofom, Lord,
I come, decar L.ord I come.

CXXXVII. Solomon’s Song, v. 10.

1 WEET is the breath of morn,
When flowers ol various hues,
The gay parterre adorn,
Their fragrance wide diffule.
But fweeter Chrift, beyand compare,
Than lilly, rofe, or violetare.

2 DBright arc the gems ofnight,
Brighter the full arb’d meon,
Brighteft the globe at light,
Cloudle{s, at fummer’s noon:
But if my Lord, my Sun arfe,

All nature’s glory fades.and, dras. 1
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3 Not all the feather’'d quire,

Nor human voice divine,

Nor flute; nor dulcet lyre,

Can utter {founds like thine.
‘When trom the. duft I hear thee {ay,
Awake my love, and come away.

4 To plealure’s perfum’d bed,
To mammon’s fordid {tore,
By pride, by tolly led,
- Itread thefe paths no more,
Set up within my heart, thy throne,
'There reign forever, Lord, alonc.

. CXXXVIII.
Swng on the thankfprving day for the Kino's Recouvery.
i "I‘O thee, moll high, the voice of praile,
-~ “This day, a grateful pecople raile,
The King of kings deliverance gives,

i

TIie Ydrher of his pcople lives.
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o Our harps were late on willows hung,
And every heart with grief unitrung,
In mournful accents thee ador’d,
A Sovereign’s pain and grief deplor’d.

3 Compaflion mov’d the Saviour’s heart,
1is healing balm affuag’d the {mart,
Though pow’r on medicine he beitows,
Still from himfelf all virtue {lows.

4 Thou Lord of life accept the {ong,
The health confirm, the life prolong;
Stablith the pillars of his throne,

And tn Zus heart ereet hene own.

CXXXIX. Onthe fame occafion.

OT for the necks of vanquifth’d kings,
A pcople fav’d from ruin fings,

Not {or their vi€’ries o’cr the mam,

Or ficlds dcform’d with thoufands flain :
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Midit triumphs, -Pity eyes the purple flood,
And Viétory fighs o’er garments roll’d in blood.

2 A purer joy awakes the {ong,
A nobler theme the notes prolong,
The darling Monarch long deplor’d,
I'rom worfe than death, to health reftor’'d ;
Our praycr i1s hcard ! {ee on the throne again
He fuits! He hives! Long may he live to reign.

3 Show’r on his head, almighty Lord,
The richeft bleflings of thy word, |
| ‘Then ev’ry pang and every tcar,
ey.ohal] prefent mercicsmore endear; - 7
= Whhoueh: in afHi&tion’s hery turnace prov’d, «
IR S L:"!T A - ! ! : ’ K
-« o Aewas hut to know how much he was belov’d.
BN . ’ y r - Ay L .
P T Y O e :
[:,- 1"1!‘-“[! (n'f / f""-l ", F I N I s'i
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ESSAYS on the Evidence, charaleriflic Dollrines.
~and Influence of Chriftianity.
o3 Dort Qpear v it rowr G 10
C O N T E N T &S.

“

ESSAY 1. On divine revelation.—I1.  Infidelity refls on evidence
‘mtich more queflionable than any which it rejeétsin the Gofpel, and
requires a credulity much more trrational than can be charged on the
taith whicheat prefumes to ridicule.—IIL.  On Jehovah Jefus.—1V.
On the fuperiour excellence of the Gofpel of Chiill, above all other
fvitemns of religion, which have been promulged my the world.—V.
On the fuperior comfort and bleffeduels which the Golpel of Gl
admuuf{ters to thole who truly cibrace 1, living and dying ~——VI. On
the unmformity of truth.— V1L, On the untformity of our litargy widh
the articles of religion, and thetr correfpondence with the truth of the
proceding cllays, —VIII,  On the fewnels of thofe who {hall be faved.
IX. "Oo polpel Linphicity 3. On enthuftalfm.—XI.  On tolera-
tion.—XIL.  On the preat evil of covetoulnels.—XIII. On evil-
fpeaking.- - XIV. On the general wew domenefs of life——its caule and
care,—XV. Onthe benelit of early marrage,—XVIL On plalmody.
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